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PREFACE.

This book is in no way a history of the Rebellion. Not the
slightest effort has been made to generalize,but throughout, the
story is confined to the career of one regiment of soldiers. Dur-
ing the war more than 2,000 similar organizations did similar
service, but what our regiment did, what our boys suffered,
where they went, what they saw,—all these items make up the
matter of this compilation, for such it is in the most thorough
acceptance of the word.

General Sherman said that no two men ever saw the same
battle in the same light; that their stories, both true, would
differ in essential features; granting this to be so, how much
more diverse must be the recitals of the nearly 3,000 men who
constitute the vast aggregate of the Ninth? While the infantry
regiment, as a rule, was kept together and moved compactly,
our body was divided into three battalions, and these again
were subdivided, oftentimes, into more parts than companies,
till we had squads scattered seemingly over a large part of the
District of Columbia. Even when our departure from the de-
fenses came, and for a few days we marched together, we were
soon separated, and an observer for each division was desirable.
Under such eircumstances it became necessary to call on all
surviving members of the regiment for such data as they might
possess. Many responded nobly. Some who promised much,
failed to send anything. However, those who did comply sent
enough to occupy the possible time of nearly four years in read-
ing and copying.

Along with these letters, written home in war-times, and the
daily record so carefully kept at the time, and preserved since,
access should have been had to the regimental and company
books, along with the pay-rolls now in the keeping of the War
Department in Washington. Some organizations did not com-
ply with the demands of the government at the end of the war,
and retained their documents, to this day open to any one car-
ing to read; but the great majority of the regiments obediently

(e8S 18538



4 NINTH NEW YORK HEAVY ARTILLERY.

turned in their books, and now when they humbly ask the priv-
ilege of referring to the record that they themselves made, they
are told that the books are too precious for ordinary eyes, and
moreover the custodians say they will not even answer ques-
tions. They tell us that transeripts have been sent, in our case,
to Albany, and that there these records are accessible; but these
same transcriptions are full of errors, which might be obviated
by eomparison with the Washington data, but we are refused
the opportunity. That these Washington records might be
examined, a request was forwarded to the secretary of war,
endorsed by General William H. Seward, Colonel Anson S.
Wood, at the time commander of the New York department of
the Grand Army of the Republic, and by the Hon. Sereno E.
Payne, member of Congress from the 28th District, and also
by Governor Roger Wolcott of Massachusetts. To this seem-
ingly reasonable request came the reply that the books referred
to are in the custody of the office, but they can not be consulted
for historical purposes, nor can access to the records be given
to persons not officially connected with the department. A very
long letter accompanied the rufusal, which at the best is only
a dog-in-the-manger proposition. At once the query rises,“Why
are men who have reason to be interested in this record thus
refused?” There is no good answer, but it has been surmised
that the department contemplates a continuation of the Re-
bellion Record, already printed at an expense of two and one-
half millions of dollars, picking out what may be supposed to
interest the public. Then there is a-possibility that they will
be kept sealed, till the men most interested in them have passed
away; they will become fair fields for the discoverers and ex-
plorers of the next century to roam through. Colonel Ains-
worth, the officer in charge of the archives, has intimated that
such publication, as indicated above, may come some day, but
it will be like the Revolutionary rolls now issuing from the
state of Massachusetts years after those who made the record
have ceased to care. An extract from the letter written by the
acting secretary of war to the Hon. Mr. Payne follows:

Tt is proper to remark, further, that there is no necessity that
Mr. Roe should have access to the records on file here for the
purpose described in the communication of Mr. Kenyon, which
accompanied your letter. A complete record of all the officers
and men of the 9th New York Artillery, as shown by the rolls
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on file in this department, was furnished to the adjutant general
of the state of New York in 1888, and it is understood that that
official has already published, or is about to publish, the record
of the regiment. At any rate, nothing additional can be ob-
tained from the rolls on file here.

And there is no necessity that he should have access to the
regimental books “so as to note the different orders issued cov-
ering the movements of the regiment.” Such movements can
not be ascertained with any degree of accuracy from those
books; but all the important operations in which any regiment
was engaged can be readily ascertained by consulting the vol-
umes of the Rebellion Records, which have been published and
widely distributed by this department.

To the foregoing I make this reply, that it is just the matter
not deemed of sufficient importance to be printed that the regi-
mental history needs. The world is not concerned about the
9th New York Heavy Artillery in the * - t. The general
history of the war, with its great leaders and battles, gives what
the reading world desires; we wish to know what the indi-
vidual accomplished. The history of a regiment becomes to
that of the war what a local history is to that of the country.
The people of the section from which the regiment was raised
are interested in what their friends did, and it is for the com-
piler of the narrative to judge what will entertain them; he is
better qualified to decide than a man though high in office, to
whom the whole collection in his bureau is just an array of facts
and nothing more. It is to be hoped that this unfair condition,
at no distant day, though too late to be of service to us, will
cease to exist, and the men whose deeds are recorded there may,
with their mortal eyes, have the privilege of looking upon the
papers. A campaign to this effect should be inaugurated.

Without the co-operation of many this history had been an
impossibility. Fortunately, there was a long list of whole-
souled, devoted men who said, “Go in and give the project a
start, and we will back you up.” To all such my thanks are due,
and they are hereby rendered. An enumeration of all those thus
connected would be difficult, but I must name General William
H. Seward, who has helped in many ways from the start; Col-
onels Anson 8. Wood, William Wood, and S. B. Lamoreaux,
who by recollection, correction and suggestion have speeded the
task; Major Chauncey Fish, whose untiring zeal has been an
inspiration; Major George W. Brinkerhoff, Captains J. H. Hyde,
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F. A. Sinclair, and S. A. Howe, whose readiness to respond to
questions has been exceedingly helpful; Adjutant V. A. Ken-
yon for invaluable suggestions and data; Lieutenants 8. F.
Harris, E. L. Huntington, and J. D. Knapp, who furnished valu-
able data from their diaries; G. H. Alpeter, John Colligan, J. H.
De Voe, W. G. Duckett, E. P. Dunning, C. A. Ford, O. J. Frost,
H. P. Howard, 8. E. Hurtubise, A. K. Long, Charles McDowell,
J. H. Marvin, R. Morehouse, F. N. Parish, L. B. Rice, Steph.
Reeves, C. L. Shergur, A. E. Stacey, Frank Tallman, F. A. Tall-
man, all of whom by diaries, letters, or memory supplied much of
the matter herein recorded; the families of Surgeon S. A. Sabin,
Captain P. R. Freeoff, Chaplain Warham Mudge, Lieutenant B,
J. Yard, Sergeant N. G. York, Sergeant H. K. Austin, and
Walter Deuel, for painstaking compilations and answere to
questions; outside of the regiment and its immediate connec-
tions thanks arey reby tendered to Captain George E. Davis
of the 10th Vermont for valuable suggestions; to Chaplain E.
M. Haynes of the same regiment for the use of maps of Win-
chester and Cedar Creek battlefields; to Major E. Y. Golds-
borough of Frederick, Md., for assistance; to Colonel Frederick
Phisterer, assistant adjutant general of New York,with Mr. W.
A. Saxton of his staff for most courteous and cordial attention
and aid, and, finally, my obligations are acknowledged to Col-
onel John D. Billings of Cambridge, Mass., author of “Hard-
tack and Coffee,” for the use of numerous cuts from that valu-
able publication.

Anticipating the criticism of some that no set rule has been
followed in the size of portraits, T would state that the rule of
necessity has been the only one heeded. Where a cut was al-
ready in existence, as those of myself and sundry others, the
same has been used. Where new ones were made, only the best
results possible were desired. A later portrait of Colonel Snyder
was diligently but unsuccessfully sought. Should one ever be
obtained I pledge myself to send an engraved copy to every pur-
chaser of this book.

Comrades! The History, such as it is, is now yours. Its prep-
aration has taken the time of nearly five years. I am not sorry
that I have done the work, but I would not undertake such a
task again. Read it carefully and, if it pleases you, give me the
benefit of your approbation. If you find faults, as you must
inevitably, criticise as sparingly as possible, remembering that
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I have written with no axe to grind, no debts to pay, with no
malice to satisfy, having one object only, viz., the perpetuation
of the memory of our regiment, the 9th New York Heavy Ar-
tillery.
ALFRED S. ROE.
Worcester, Mass., September, 1899.

CORRECTIONS.

Page 58, 19th line, Surgeon Dwight 8., not D. W. Chamber-
lain.

Page 76, 2d line, for Frank W., read Frank A. Sinclair.

Page 79, 5th line, read Ninth, not North.

Page 120, 23d line, Colonel Tompkins, not Thompson.

Page 124, 1st line, for Colonel Harvey, read Henry.

Page 129, 24 line, R., not R. E. Burton.

Page 248, 1st line, Andrew 8., not John S. Hall.

Page 320, Lieutenant Burton did not escape.

Page 459, C. W. Blanchard enlisted in 1863.
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CHAPTER 1

SECOND CAYUGA AND WAYNE REGIMENT.

What happy fate was it that associated these two melodi-
ously named counties in the 25th Senatorial Districet, and thus
made them parents of two as devoted organizations as from
1861 to 1865 went forth from the Empire State? Of the sixty-
one names that make up the county appellations of New York
we, who were fortunate enough to have lived among the drift
hills and in the fertile valleys of this part of the state, count
Cayuga and Wayne, if not the most beautiful, at least as lovely
as any of the list which, from Albany to Yates, we were wont
to repeat concertedly in our schoolboy days.

The first word recalls the lake of the same name—Auburn,
ever loveliest village of the plain; the Indians whose tribal ap-
pellation was taken for that of the county, and above all the
chief of the same tribe, whose melancholy epitaph every one
who has visited Fort Hill cemetery readily calls to mind.
“YWho is there left to mourn for Logan?” hallows all the sur-
roundings; the second name, covering territory once a part of
the first, reminds us of that brave Revolutionary soldier who
proclaimed himself ready to storm h—I if Washington would
but plan the attack. From Stony Point to his final resting-place
on the shores of Erie, was a weary march for Mad Anthony
Wayne, but those who live under the sound of his great name
falter not in their admiration for his vigor and courage.

. To these regions came, after the Revolution, people of kin-
dred birth and rearing, and for a similar purpose. Prosperity
attended them. Free and independent themselves, they had
little respect for a system that proposed to enrich one class at
the expense of another. Nowhere in this broad land were
there more or more willing laborers on the Underground Rail-
road. In Auburn lived for many years William H. Seward,
the author of the Irrepressible Conflict, who, at a latter date.
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through an assassin’s knife, was to seal his devotion to his prin-
ciples with his blood, and whose son, bearing his own honored
name, was to be the esteemed leader of one of the regiments
raised in this favored locality. Thus placed and thus reared,
what wonder that the sons of Cayuga and Wayne early re-
sponded to the tocsin of battle! Indeed, it is claimed that
men were enrolled in Auburn, eager for the fray, long before
the first gun had been fired upon Sumter. The first call for
troops found our fathers and brothers ready, and while no
regiment at first hailed entirely from this section, yet by com-
panies, squads and individuals they found their way very early
into the ranks of war. Cayuga sent her earliest enlisted men
into the 19th Infantry, afterwards the 3d [Light] Artillery,
and the 75th; into the 8th, 10th and 11th Cavalry; the 1st
Independent Battery, the 3d and 4th Artillery and the 50th
Engineers; those from Wayne were more widely scattered,
through the 13th, 17th, 27th, 33d, 67th, 98th and 105th In-
fantry; 8th, 10th and 15th Cavalry and the 3d Artillery. The
75th was called the “Cayuga Regiment,” but Wayne and Seneca
made up a part of its numbers.

When, July 2d, 1862, President Lincoln called for 300,000
additional men, the yeasty or frothy days of soldier making
had passed. Bull Run, Ball’'s Bluff and the Seven Days’ Fight
had sent home object lessons to disillusion any and all who
had thought that war was all glory. The South had evidenced
sufficient strength to warrant the calling for three years of
service. Under such circumstances, men knew that they were
not entering upon a holiday picnic. Apparently the majority
counted the cost, and with open eyes took the momentous step
which entered them in a race with death.

Up to this date, individual effort had seemed sufficient to
raise the regiments required, but now regular, systematic work
was necessary. The senatorial district appeared to be a good
basis of organization, and for the 25th a War Committee was
appointed whose chairman was Major William C. Beardsley,
and William H. Seward, Jr., was secretary. Already talk of a
draft was heard, and it was dreaded alike by two classes, viz.:
those who feared they themselves might be chosen, and those
who thought the necessity an aspersion on patriotism. To ward
off this infliction, New York struggled zealously. Her quota
of 59,705 men was exceeded by 18199 recruits. The proud
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distinction of sending nearly half a million soldiers into the
War of the Rebellion was not gained without arduous labor.
Eloquent speakers descanted upon love of country, saying, “Go
to defend it.” But the newly enlisted man more effectively
said to his neighbor, “Come, go with me.” It was a never-to-
be-forgotten whirlwind of patriotism which swept through our
counties in July and August of 1862. Special meetings of the
respective boards of supervisors were held to further the
cause. The Hon. E. B. Morgan of Auburn, a recent member
of Congress, and ever a devoted friend of humanity, was con-
spicuous in his efforts to start the enlistment ball in motion.
The Hon. T. M. Pomeroy, also of Auburn, then member of Con-
gress, gave his entire time to furthering this object. Through-
out both counties, every public hall and school-house resounded
with pleas to help save the country by immediate enlistment.
Flags floated in every breeze, as they had never done before,
and the air was vibrant with the words, sung to “Patsey”
Gilmore’s music:

‘““We are coming, Father Abraham, three hundred thousand more,”

Enlistments were not the results of sudden freaks, nor spasms
of love of country, but with a full sense of the peril incurred,
men of all vocations thronged to the enrollment stations and
entered their names. That they took their lives in their hands
they knew full well, and the sequel showed how deep was their
devotion. Better material never essayed the soldier role than
that which went out in the summer and fall of 1862.

The meeting of interested citizens, held in Port Byron July
12th, took action which resulted in the formation of the two
regiments, the 111th and the 138th, that look to Cayuga and
Wayne for paternity. To Joseph Welling, Esq., of Lyons, was
proffered the honor of calling public meetings to stimulate re-
cruiting, and, on his declination, the same was offered to Jesse
Segoine, who became the first colonel of the 111th, or the
first Cayuga and Wayne regiment. Had the offer to our
Colonel Welling been accepted, in what changed relations
might the names upon the Roll of Honor appear!

East and west of us, in Syracuse and Rochester, there had
been regimental headquarters to whose numbers our counties
had contributed, and distinguished honors had come to those
who had led the organizations there formed. Now the happy
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thought of raising regiments by senatorial districts was to give
to us similar distinction. Henceforth, the two counties, be-
tween Onondaga and Monroe, were to claim and to hold their
own. ‘

Colonel Segoine received his authority to raise a regiment
July 19th, and before the month was ended it was evident
that the district would readily fill another.  Accordingly,
Auburn parties visited Albany and obtained from Governor
Edwin D. Morgan authority to organize a second regiment.
The order is as follows:

GENERAL HEADQUARTERS, STATE OF NEW YORK,

ADJUTANT GENERAL’S OFFICE.
ALBANY, August 8, 1862.

Special Orders No. 419.

The Regimental Camp established in the 25th Senatorial Distric
is hereby continued, and a second Regiment of Infantry is hereby
authorized to be raised in said district. General Jesse Segoine,
Colonel of the Regiment now quartered there, will act as Commandan
of the Camp.

By order of the Commander-in-Chief.

,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,, (Not signed.)
Adjutant General.

Of the original 101 men of Company A, more than three-
fourths had put down their names before the date of this order.
Subsequent Captain, then First Sergeant, Chauncey B. Fish of
Company B had enrolled himself August 1st. Even while
this delegation from the War Committee was on its way to
Albany, August Tth, Captain James W. Snyder, from the town
of Wolcott, drove into Auburn with his would-be soldiers, re-
ceiving such an ovation as was afterwards paid to those who
came home from the war. That was before the days of electris
railways and cross-country railroads, so the trip was made in
wagons, drawn for the most part by four-horse teams, and,
though the way was long and dusty, it was memorable alike
to those who rode and to those who beheld. The array was
escorted through the prineipal streets, and citizens vied with
each other to make the reception what Cayuga ought to offer
to Wayne. However, for their own convenience their coming
was a trifle previous, since the 111th was still in camp, and
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temporary quarters were sought in hotels, private houses, un-
occupied floors of business blocks, and, on the authority of
General Seward, one or two patriots slept in empty dry goods
boxes in the street. At any other time than this, other reasons
than crowded quarters, very likely, would be assigned for the
latter lodgings.

Either pure patriotism or fear of the draft was doing excel-
lent work in central New York. At a single meeting in Red
Creek, forty men signed the roll, and in two weeks, from July
25th, 143 enlisted in this yillage. The future Colonel Snyder
did telling work. At a war meeting in Rose July 27th, ad-
dressed by the Rev. A. M. Roe, then of Oneida county, but
formerly of Rose, the assembled farmers subscribed $100 to
help on the cause.

As the 111th did not depart for the front till August 21,it will
be seen that for some time furloughs home were not very diffi-
cult to obtain. To go home and to remain there till directed to
report in Auburn,was the welcome order to many a boy to whom
enlistment began to have a serious flavor. It is safe to say
that never in his life had that same home seemed dearer than
when he contemplated the possibilities of an everlasting fare-
well. One young man’s story may serve as a picture of many
experiences: “I enlisted Sunday, about 5 o’clock in the after-
noon. I hitched the bay horse to my sulky at 9 P. M. and
started for Auburn, which place I reached at 1 A. M. the next
morning. That twenty-seven miles’ ride in the night can never
be forgotten. The leaving of wife and little boys and parents,
with all that I had held dear, made me, several times, pull the
reins and say, ‘I can’t go,” then the thoughts of rebels, march-
ing northward towards those same loved ones, would come into
my head and I shouted, ‘Go on, Jack,” and I was duly mustered
in.”

Had all the fervid words uttered in Cayuga and Wayne, dur-
ing these enlistment months of July and August, been pre-
served, while they would be found freighted with intensest
loyalty, readers of to-day would be vastly more interested in
what the soldiers did than in what their prompters said. Every
township and almost every calling had its representatives, thus
confirming the words of Count de Rochambeau, our French
ally in the Revolution: “In America, men of every trade are
soldiers, but none are soldiers by trade.”
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On the departure of the 111th August 21st, Camp Halleck
was immediately organized, and the men were called in. Col-
onel Welling assumed command in accordance with the fol-
lowing order from Albany:

GENERAL HEADQUARTERS, STATE OF NEW YORK,

ADJUTANT GENERAL’S OFFICE,
ALBANY, August 12, 1862.
Special Orders No. 425.

Captain Joseph Welling is hereby appqinted Colonel of an additional
Regiment of Volunteers to be organized in the 25th Senatorial Dis-
trict of this State under the call of July 2d, 1862. The Commission to
be issued on the completion of the regiment.

Colonel Welling will without delay establish his headquarters at
the city of Auburn and prodceed in the organization of the Regiment
in conformity with the provisions of General Orders No. 52 from this
Department.

By order of the Commander-in-Chief,
THOMAS HILLHOUSE,
Adjutant General.

The spot selected for the camp on Moravia street, south of
Owasco creek, did long and valuable service, during the war
period, as a mustering place for regiments and recruits. It was
central, conveniently reached, and thousands went thence to
the field of strife, many never to return. When last visited
there were no traces of the ancient camp, but thistles and
other weeds grew rank over the area where erstwhile, begin-
ning soldiers learned their rudiments and dreamed of glory to
be won in coming days. So near the city, it is not a little
strange that building advances have not covered these acres
with the abodes of men. They are still bare, and he who will
may sit upon the enclosing fence, possibly a war relic, and
moralize on the mutability of human plans. By far the greater
number of those who here essayed the fortunes of war have,
ere this, been mustered into another life.

Camp ‘“Halleck” was a tribute in name to Henry Wager
Halleck, an Oneida county man, a graduate of West Point,
then gaining some distinction in Washington circles as “Old
Brains,” but he never won, in the Cabinet nor in the field, the
honors that his admirers would have been glad to see him
wear. However, places must have names, and the first camp
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of our regiment was thus designated. Hither repaired the boys
and men from Cayuga and Wayne. The ranks were practically
full when the camp was formed, and it is safe to say that no
similar organization, in the Empire State, ever had a more
spontaneous nor enthusiastic raising than this of ours.

Tae FieLp OFFICERS AND STAFF WERE:

Colonel, Joseph Welling of Wayne.

Lieutenant Colonel, William H. Seward, Jr., of Cayuga.
Major, Edward P. Taft, Wayne.

Adjutant, William R. Wasson, Cayuga.

Quartermaster, Henry P. Knowles, Wayne.

Surgeon, Samuel A. Sabin, Wayne.

Chaplain, Warham Mudge, Wayne.

The first ten companies, ready August 26th, were as follows:

FROM WAYNE COUNTY:

Co. A, Captain, James W. Snyder; First Lieut., James H. Hyde;
Second Lieut., Rufus M. Campbell.

Co. B, Captain, Truman Gregory; First Lieut., Nelson F. Strick-
land; Second Lieut., William E. Greenwood.

Co. D, Captain, Charles 1. Lyon; First Lieut., Anson S. Wood;
Second Lieut., Samuel C. Redgraves.

Co. @, Captain, William Wood; First Lieut., William Hawley;
Second Lieut., Seymour Woodward.

Co. H, Captain, John L. Crane; First Lieut., Tunis Vosburg;
Second Lieut., Daniel B. Harmon.

FROM CAYUGA COUNTY:

Co. O, Captain, Loyal W. Alden; First Lieut., Harvey W. Fol-
lett; Second Lieut., Marshall W. Burke.

Co. B, Captain, Selah Cornwell; First Lieut., Seth F. Swift;
Second Lieut., George C. Stoyell.

Co. F, Captain, Charles Burgess; First Lieut., Geo. W. Bacon;
Second Lieut., Sullivan B. Lamoreaux.

Co. I, Captain, Hugh Hughes; First Lieut., Orson Howard;
Second Lieut., Philip R. Freeoff.

FROM CAYUGA AND WAYNE:

Co. K, Captain, Irvin Squyer; First Lieut., Dennis E. Flynn;
Second Lieut., George P. Knapp.
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The foregoing represent the organization as affected in Au-
burn. Later, when the regiment became the 9th Heavy Artil-
lery, two new companies were added, as follows:

Co. M, Captain, John . Numan; First Lieuts., Melanchthon
W. Brown and William DeW. Pringle; Second Lieuts.,
Robert C. Worthington and Edwin J. Clark.

Organized at Lockport as the 22d Independent Battery, it
was principally a Genesee county company. Its final disposi-
tion, as is seen, was a union with the 9th.

Co. L, Captain, Frank A. Sinclair; First Lieuts., S. Augustus
Howe and Joseph W. Jewhurst; Second Lieuts., Wil-
liam WV. Sinclair and Charles W. Squyer.

This company, made up largely of veterans, was recruited
in various parts of the state, but to a considerable extent in
Oswego county. o

Camp life in Auburn or Camp Halleck differed in no essen-
tial respect from that in scores of similar places in other por-
tions of the country. To a considerable extent, officers and
men were beginners together. While Colonel Welling had the
title of captain from some local company, Lieut. Colonel Seward
had been a private in the Auburn Cadets. Major Taft and
Lieut. Wood had served in the militia, and very likely other
officers had had more or less of similar service. There were
no West Point attainments to which the greenness of newly
enlisted boys was almost criminal. Alike learners, all had
charity for the defects of each. Field, line, file, and the ranks
had need of close study of Casey’s Tactics, and nearly every
man tried to do his best. Military rigor in the maintenance of
camp was not only distasteful, but, to the minds of many of
these lively country boys, quite unnecessary. Except for the
temporary restraint of school days, there had been few days
in their lives when they could not come and go when and
where they chose. Hence, guards, passes and countersigns
were not over-popular. Indeed, on one occasion, September 5th,
just one week before the departure of the regiment, a barn
was consumed by fire in plain view of the camp. The boys,
many of them, were not used to conflagrations like this, and
those who were had been accustomed to run when they liked.
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In spite of guards, they went, pell-mell, to the creek which
intervened between them and the fire. Nothing but a thorough
drenching brought some of them to their senses, and a realiza-
tion that they had flagrantly violated the rules of camp. The
guards had threatened to shoot with their unloaded guns, but
were only laughed at for their pains. In fact, all things con-
sidered, said guards are entitled to considerable credit, in that
they did not run also. The boys, however, were culpable, and
before morning they began to comprehend the nature of their
offense. The officers held a council on the matter, but finding
fully one-third of all those in camp to be offenders, it was con-
cluded to strain the quality of mercy and to let them off for
this time. This wise conclusion was all the more readily
reached in that punishment for so large a number was difficult
to devise. As an offset, it is chronicled that certain soldiers,
on their very first Sunday in camp, went to the Episcopal
Church, where the Sewards attended, and on that same Sunday
organized a Bible class with twelve members. Stephen Reeves,
of Company B, was chosen teacher, and the class had regular
meetings till active service in the field began. Their first les-
son was the second chapter of Matthew. Apparently only the
“begat” recital prevented their taking the first chapter, for it
is evident they set out with the intention of going through the
New Testament if the war lasted long enough.

Perhaps no more ludicrous incident is recalled of the stay in
Camp Halleck than that on parade, when Lieut. Colonel
Seward’s horse, like many of the soldiers, just from the farm,
deliberately lay down, so frightened was he at the firing of a
cannon. Even military dignity could not restrain the risibles
of amused beholders. .

Camp regimen and lodging had their day and night of
wonder. The secrets of his prison-house, which the ghost of
Hamlet’s father wisely withheld, could not have been more
astonishing than those of the cook-hcuse, whose mysteries few
ever had the temerity to penetrate. The preparation of food
in large quantities for so great an array of eaters, inevitably
produced conditions quite repulsive to boys who, in the main,
had known only “mother’s cooking,” but even they, in time,
grew used to “salt horse,” potatoes with “skins on,” and the
entire absence of side dishes, which so bountifully bespread

the home table. Crockery and cutlery were not of an extrav-
D)
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agant nature, and men soon learned how many seeming neces-
sities there were without which they could get along nicely.
No feathers nor spring mattresses wooed the drowsy god’'s
embrace, nor were there sheets of snowy whiteness to receive
wearied bodies. Three-tiered bunks, with not over-generous
supplies of straw, covered with blankets, soon proved a bed
on which the sweetest rest could be found. So readily on neces-
sity do we part with the veneer of civilization! The very wisest
of philosophers do not yet know when we live nearest to
nature’s heart.

There were amenities in those days worthy of record. Thus,
on August 30, Lieut. S. F. Swift, of Company E, was made the
recipient, on dress parade, of a sword by his parents and wife.
The Hon. Christopher Morgan made the presentation, and it
was received for the modest officer by N. T. Stephens, Esq.
The same day saw sword, belt, etc., given to Captain Burgess,
of Company F, by the North Street Methodist Church, and on
the following Sunday, the Sunday-school gave to him, the retir-
ing superintendent, a Bible. On this same Sunday Captain
Squyer was presented with a sword by his fellow citizens of Ira.
Monday Lieut. Col. Seward was similarly remembered. Septem-
ber 4th Company I indicated its appreciation of Captain Hughes
by giving him a sword; Lieut. Hyde received his weapon from
the ladies of Huron and Wolcott, and on the 10th came the
presentation of regimental colors.

On the 8th of September all the eompanies, except Company
B, were mustered into the service of the United States for three
years by Captain H. DeB. Clay, of the 14th U. S. Infantry.
Company B, with the field and staff, were mustered the fol-
lowing day, but it was not till the 29th day of the month that
the organization was officially designated as the 138th Infantry.

The twenty-four hours immediately following the muster-in
appear to have been particularly lively, for again the careful
chronicler states that police and guard duty kept him up all
night. Possibly exhilaration incident to new obligations was
responsible for the pandemonium that ensued. ‘“Many ran the
guard; the sutler’s quarters were attacked; the barber-shop
was burned; one man was put in the dungeon for inciting a
mob against the cook-house. His fellows pulled the staple and
let him out. An officer, high in command, chased a private
around the camp. swearing at him and even threatening to
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shoot him. The men were paid, but not in full, two dollars
each being retained to be distributed later; reason, a lack of
small bills. Citizens were driven from the camp, all of whose
approaches were thronged with people. At dress-parade the
men were told that no orders to move had been received. Dur-
ing the night a party of men went out after water. While away
the guard was changed and the new one refused to let the men
in,who,nothing loth,proceeded to the city for accommodations.”
Thus the story runs on, trivial, possibly, to-day, but exciting
and interesting then. A peculiar entry is made in one diary
to the effect that, September 10th, ladies of the city fix pockets
on the soldiers’ coats, certainly ministering angels then. Dur-
ing all of these days in early September, rumors of departure
were rife. Uniforms had been distributed and arrangements
made to leave on the 10th and again c¢n the 11th, and on the
later date citizens sent in a lunch for the men. This proved
to be the last day in Camp Halleck for the 138th New York
Volunteer Infantry, or the second Cayuga and Wayne regi-
ment.

CHAPTER 11
FroM AUBURN TO WASHINGTON.

The morning of Friday, September 12th, came early, for the
camp was roused at 4 o’clock. This was to be the day of de-
parture, so long expected and so often deferred. Few thought
of it as an unlucky day, since the inherent desire for a change, of
whatever kind, overbore all ancient superstitions. Still it was
8 o’clock before the extra train drew out of the city. Enlisted
to its maximum, officers and men were justly exultant over the
prospect. The first intentions had been to go south by the
way of Harrisburg, but possible troubles on the Northern Cen-
tral railroad rendered the New York city route preferable.
If the old station in Auburn could only talk, what a recital it
might give of leave-takings beneath its somewhat dingy cover-
ing. Hearts in the nearby state’s prison* could not be sadder,

*The main entrance to New York’s largest prison, where several
thousands of convicts are confined, is just opposite the railroad sta-
tion.
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though theirs were sad enough, than those which beat with
extra emphasis as the hasty good-by kiss was here snatched
and hands were finally shaken. Friends, to remain in the now
shadowed homes, strained their eyes for a last glimpse of those
whom the iron horse bore swiftly away. The latter, though
hurrying to scenes of toil and danger, were still to have their
minds absorbed by new sights and new interests. The depart.
ing ones were to act, and so be diverted from absorbing
thought, but those at home, with the monotonous round of
daily duties, were to think and think—to consume their sounls
with carking care, and thus, with wrinkled brows and whitened
locks, to grow old before their time.

All this is retrospective. At the time itself the long train
sped away towards Syracuse; Oneida was reached at noou,
where some may have lunched, but cooked rations of bread and
meat were distributed through the train. Again the boys
felt the restraint supposed to be necessary when the sovereign
American became a soldier. Lest the freely enlisted man
should leave the cars without asking, the doors were locked,
but budding battle heroes were not to be thus deprived of
freemen’s privileges, and they proceeded with improvised tools
to unscrew the locks and to lay them one side, though the way
to escape, thus opened, does not seem to have been utilized.
As Americans, they breathed more freely when they knew that
they were not under lock and key. If those boys used their
eyes and their memories as they rode through central New
York, there was abundant opportunity to burnish up their
country’s early history. In Rome they might have seen the
site of old Fort Stanwix, repeatedly besieged by hostile foe,
the last time during the Revolution. At Oriskany, toward the
south, some person might have pointed out the place where
General Herkimer bravely died in 1777, doing his best to with-
stand the Indians’ savage assaults, and so advance the Ameri-
can cause. Utica could show the site of Fort Schuyler, and, as
the train swept along the banks of the beautiful Mohawk, did
not more than one boy, with music in his soul, sing:

«Oh, sweet is the vale, where the Mohawk gently glides,
On its clear, winding way to the sea.”

At Schenectady, sharp eyes might have caught glimpses of
Union College, where still presided Dr. Eliphalet Nott, who,
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more than forty years before, had affixed his name to the di-
ploma of William H. Seward, now secretary of state, and the
father of our young lieutenant colonel. After all, it is proba-
ble that Old Sledge, rather than old places and events, absorbed
the regimental mind, and pictured cards, rather than pano-
ramic nature, filled the soldier’s fancy till, at nightfall, the
train rolled into Albany, the capital of the state.

To dine at the Delavan House in those days was, through-
out the Empire State, considered pretty near the climax of
luxury, and just this honor was to be done the 138th, at the
expense of the good people of this ancient Dutch city, though
it must be stated that the supper was not served in course, nor
a la carte. A fall of rain rendered the event somewhat moist,
and standing in the mud was not over pleasant to the compa-
nies that had to bide a bit for those who ate first. However,
everything comes to him who waits, and, finally, through the
back door, our boys filed into the capacious dining-room, were
regaled with sandwiches and coffee, and their canteens were
filled with water. To banquet a thousand men, even in this
simple manner, was no trifling task, and some, towards the end,
had to eat rather hurriedly, but all marched away through
the mud and the rain to the ferry, for this was long before
the days of Hudson river bridges. It is claimed that Colonel
Welling found freight cars in waiting to take his men to New
York. To this the colonel stoutly objected, saying that his
soldiers should not leave their native state like cattle, and that
unless better cars could be found he would camp right there.
His persistence prevailed, and railroad resources soon devel-
oped better facilities for transportation.

At 10 o’clock P. M. the regiment was again in motion, but
even cards yield to the influence of Morpheus, and beds are
made upon the floor, space there for the same being found,
since the seats were arranged around the sides of the cars.
Only in dreams are seen Sir Henry Hudson and his ship, the
Half Moon; West Point, the nursery of heroes, and the Pali-
sades, rivaling in grandeur the shores of the Rhine. Were the
games of Rip Van Winkle’s bowlers a hundredfold louder, all
their din had been drowned in the noise of our train as it
swept through the Catskills. Tarrytown scarcely evoked a
single memory of Revolutionary cow-boys, for the soldiers
slumbered on till, at daybreak, New York was reached.
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Thereupon followed on this, the 13th day of September, a short
march to City Hall park, where quick Wayne and Cayuga eyes
detected the printing offices of the Times and Tribune, papers
that, in many homes, were rated next to the Bible. Some of
the boys fully expected to see Horace Greeley step forth, white
overcoat and all, to receive them. To some, the barracks were
not agreeable, and the open air was preferred as a camping-
place to the somewhat suspicious interior, where, to put it mild-
1y, excessive neatness did not reign. At 9.15 breakfast had not
been served to at least some of these early rising boys from
the country, whose gastric condition may readily be imagined.
With mingling of bitter and sweet, the day passed till, at 6
P. M., objectors to the first proffered barracks were marched to
better ones opposite the Astor House, now the site of New
York’s great post-office. There were all sorts of ways to pass
the time; one writer says he spent the day at the Astor House,
but had to go on guard at night. Surely his purse must have
been supplied from some other source than his soldier’s wages,
a whole month of which would not have paid three days’ living
in what was then America’s most famous hostelry. Central
Park was just beginning its career of splendor, and many
sought its beautiful walks. Barnum’s show was close by, and it
had many a visitor from the 25th Senatorial District, to whom
Barnum’s name had long been synonymous with all that was
curious and wonderful. There was no trouble in passing a day
in New York, if only one could get out.

Sunday found the regiment ready to go or stay, as pleased
the authorities. Among other diversions of the day, a party
of fifteen, under charge of a sergeant, was made up to cross
over to Brooklyn to hear Henry Ward Beecher preach in his own
Plymouth pulpit. He had just returned from his vacation, and
the uniformed visitors were promising themselves a brilliant
treat, when, in the midst of the preacher’s prayer, they were
summoned by special messenger, Lieut. Greenwood of Company
B, and ordered to return at once to camp, for the regiment was
about to move. So out they went and hurried back to City
Hall park, but not to march away, only to receive the remainder
of their military outfit. Their guns were the obsolete Belgian
rifles with sabre bayonet, and,with the accompanying cartridge-
boxes, they became soldiers indeed. But they were not to be
deprived of a sermon, though he was not Beecher who talked.
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Chaplain Mudge here preached his first sermon in camp, and
was followed by Capt. Gregory of Company B, also a clergyman,
A stranger who had been in the South also tried to make up
the Beecher loss, and small hymn-books, then given out, served
as tangible mementoes of the day and hour. Company B’s
Bible class had a short meeting, and the evening diversion was
an address by Parson Brownlow of Tennessee in the barracks.
As many chroniclers mention his remarks in close connection
with their recollections of Barnum, it is not difficult to infer
what kind of impression the sulphurous sentiments of the
Knoxville preacher made on his Cayuga and Wayne listeners.
No one doubted his intense loyalty and thorough bravery,

From “Hardtack and Coffee,” by permission,

THE UNION VOLUNTEER SALOON.

though some must have recalled sundry punishments, received
in their boyhood, for using language far less emphatic. From
the foregoing, it must not be inferred that all members of the
138th were on church attendance bent, for there were those who
were given to excessive imbibings at gardens, more or less re-
mote, and whose resultant condition rendered their return more
peremptory and also more noisy than that of the men who had
endeavored to remember the fourth commandment.

Monday morning begins at 4.30 with some of these men, but
it is fully half past ten before they march to the Hudson river
and cross by ferry to Monmouth Point, N. J. Thence by rail
the regiment is again flying southward. Western New York
eyes note a wide difference in the respective localities. Huckle-
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berry bushes, scrub-oak and pines take the place of more stately
trees in their own more favored section. In this barren land,
two misguided men desert, and when their captain reports the
same, he is consoled with the reply, “Let the d—d fools go, they
will have the worst of it.” All the afternoon and evening are
passed in their New Jersey ride, and it is nearly midnight when
Pennsylvania’s chief city is reached. But it made no difference
in Philadelphia at what hour soldiers arrived, early or late,
from the 27th of May, 1861, till the last weary boy in blue had
returned to his northern home, the good people of this City of
Brotherly Love fully exemplified their name. Nearly 1,200,
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From “Hardtack and Coffee,” by perinission.

THE COOPER SHOP.

000 men, first and last, had occasion to call down blessings
on the heads of these women and men who fed in their Cooper
Shop and Union the hungry brave. Note the bill of fare,
“Bread and butter, ham and cold beef.” Is there any wonder
that many a boy entered in his diary, after his account of the
feast, the words, “First class”? The northern soldier who does
not remember the hospitality of Philadelphia lacks something
in his war memories.

One day dies and another is born while the boys are eating,
and their start for Baltimore is very early, since they are loaded
into freight ears at 3 o'clock, and are off for the Monumental
City, on this the 16th day of the month. It is noted that Dela-
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ware and Maryland are wanting in New Jersey’s enthu-
siasm, but on reaching Baltimore at about noon the flags are
flying gorgeously. Our farmer boys continue to notice the dif-
ferences in soil and crops from those familiar to them, and,
also, they see their approach to military rule, in that for sixty
miles north of Baltimore guard duty is done along the railroad
by companies of the 110th New York, an Oswego county regi-
ment. The stay in Baltimore is short, though it rouses memo-
ries of the assault on the Massachusetts 6th on April 19th of the
preceding year. Naturally our boys viewed the city apprehen-
sively, but Colonel Welling had given strict orders against load-
ing guns without command. Still, there were few unloaded
pieces by the time the march was half over. The regiment, as
yet, knew very little of discipline, and there would have been
a “hot time in the old town” had the citizens in any way mo-
lested the line. -

At 6 P. M, or thereabouts, the men still in freight cars are
steaming towards Washington, long the desired goal of these
thousand embryonic soldiers. In passing the Relay House,
friendly eyes detected familiar forms among certain paroled
prisoners, just from Harper’s Ferry, where they had fallen into
the hands of Stonewall Jackson. They are, like ourselves, boys
from Cayuga and Wayne, members of the 111th and the 8th
Cavalry, victims of General D. 8. Miles’s cowardice, or worse.

At 11 o’clock we go supperless to bed in city barracks, some-
times misnamed “Soldiers’ Rest.”” Some, however, prefer to
spend the remainder of the night on the depot floor. Certain
officers sally forth for a sleep at Willard’s Hotel, which a few
verdant ones think they find in the Capitol’s majestic
front. There is scarcely a member of the regiment who does
not feel he is more of a soldier now that he is actually in the
same city with Abraham Lincoln.

CHAPTER IIL
THROUGH WASHINGTON.

While our newly-arrived soldiers were gazing with admira-
tion and wonder on the nation’s Capitol, their brothers, scarcely
more than fifty miles away, were figchting the bloodiest single
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battle of the war, for the first day of the 138th in Washington
was Wednesday, the 17th day of September, 1862, that year
indissolubly associated with the battle of Antietam. Had our
departure from Auburn been a trifle earlier, it is probable that
the whole subsequent history of the regiment would have been
verydifferent. Our Camp Halleck predecessors,the 111th,reached
the seat of war early enough to participate in the campaign
and to make a part of General D, S. Miles’s sad sacrifice at
Harper’s Ferry. A week earlier in Washington, and there might
have been no 9th Heavy Artillery, at least for us, and a bloody
baptism at Antietam, or a surrender at the scene of John
Brown’s foray, would have insured the retention of the nu-
merals first assigned us, and we should have continued to be
infantry in name as well as deed, as we really were when we
went into active service. These are after-thoughts.

To the great majority of the rank and file of the regiment,
the rising sun of the 17th revealed Washington for the first
time. For many years a city of magnificent distances, she was
in 1862 but a skeleton of her subsequent self. The avenues
and streets, devised and laid out by M. I’Enfant, the French
engineer, were all there and some of the grand public buildings
were then as now but the finish, the end of the century knows
was yet to be. Workmen were toiling on the uncompleted
Capitol. Like pygmies, some of them were seen working at
dizzy heights. Looking away from the great building, nearer
terra firma, the prospect was not altogether entrancing. The
canal connecting the Eastern Branch and the Potomac then,
as it continued to do for years afterwards, dispensed an odor
that was not altogether aromatic. What it may have lacked
in the “two and twenty stenches,” ascribed to the city of Co-
logne, was fully made up by open sewers and the garbage
freely consigned to the streets. Mud reigned supreme, and an
army lost in Pennsylvania avenue was not so strange a hap-
pening to those who saw this famous thoroughfare in 1861-65
as it might be to them who know it only in its present concreted
condition. Our boys who had come so far to save the Capital
were not a little disgusted at finding themselves debarred from
its chief edifice on account of the exigencies of building. They
did, however, walk around it, and unanimously agreed that it
was considerably larger than the Court Houses of Auburn and
Lyons, larger even than the Capitol in Albany, this being a



THROUGH WASHINGTON. 27

long time before New York entered upon the most expensive
building feat in America, if not in the world. They concluded
that when the dingy surroundings should have disappeared,
the structure would stand forth magnificently, an opinion fully
justified in later years. The whole eastern space leading off
towards Maryland was then scarcely better than a barren
waste, broken only by soldiers’ barracks, useful, but very far
from ornamental. Greenough’s “Father of his Country” was
on the west side of the building; indeed, there was little then
that the visitor now admires, and many a boy disappointedly
wrote in his diary: “The city smells bad, and the streets are
nasty.” However, we were not on a holiday excursion and we
knew it, still we had senses such as the armies of the old world
never knew, and the ranks as well as the officers had studied
enough to enable them to compare and to draw conclusions.
Scores of these young men, just from the farm, office and school,
if, unlike Napoleon's soldiers, they had not possible marshals’
batons in their knapsacks, they did carry to the last day of
their service diaries or journals in which they daily entered
their thoughts and observations. Nothing like the average
Anmerican soldier was ever bred save on this continent.
Notwithstanding the novelty of their situation there was no
sorrow at the orders to depart, and in the afternoon the line
of march was taken up towards the Potomac, the river that for
a year and a half had been more often named than any other
stream in America. “Old Potomac’s Shore” and “All quiet an
the Potomac” were in many minds as the boys marched towards
the Long Bridge. At their right they could see the Post Office,
the Patent Office, the Treasury, and the White House, where
Abraham Lincoln was giving his life to the public weal, and
nearer by, in a vast cattle corral, was the stubby column which
Yyears later was to become the tallest in the land, a monument
to Washington. Out upon the Long Bridge we went, the same
structure that had borne the soldiers going to Bull Run, and
at the close of the day received the hapless, panting fugitives
returning therefrom. Forts Jackson and Runyon guarded the
Virginia end. Once across the regiment deflected to the right,
and bore away towards Arlington, and at 9 P. M. went into
camp, our first actual experience of out-of-doors soldiers’ life,
for hitherto there had been more or less of barracks to cover
us. It is Camp Chase in which we find ourselves, thus named
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from Salmon P. Chase of Ohio, secretary of the treasury, one
of President Lincoln’s advisers. The location is a little beyond
Fort Albany, and is on the eastern slope of Arlington
Heights. Their first real march was simply a foretaste of what
was to follow, but if those men of September, 1862, who paid
ten cents each to sundry small boys and darkies for carrying
their pursey knapsacks, could have looked forward two years
and thus see themselves with the scant baggage of 1864, what
smiles would have overspread their faces at the thought of
what they now consider essential to their comfort, as compared
with what they then found they could easily do without. They
were very large bundles that, systematically packed, over-
topped the heads of many a soldier, and they had scarcely more
than the regulations demanded, but later every man learned
to think for himself. As always happened in going into camp,
there were marchings and countermarchings. Indeed, getting
settled in camp was not unlike the conduct of a dog that in-
variably turns around three times before lying down. It was
nearer midnight than sunset before the 138th had a chance to
really rest. There was a vast array of similar humanity en-
camped within sight, and the illuminations from hundreds of
camp-fires produced an ineffaceable impression. Tired, satu-
rated with perspiration, supperless, our boys lay, for the first
time, with knapsacks as pillows, upon their overcoats and
under their blankets. Some very neat and careful soldiers,
before they slept, stripped and thoroughly dried their bodies,
and with clean underclothing next their person slumbered ail
the better, but there came a time when such care was quite im-
possible.

Thursday, the 18th, dawned wet and drizzly, the direct re-
sult, every soldier knows, of the terrible day at Antietam, for
rain always followed great battles, but the dawn revealed the
true character of our surroundings. An old deserted field meant
much clearing up, and at it the soldiers went with a discreet
lookout for copperheads and rattlesnakes, which all normally
constituted northern boys supposed to abound in southern
brush. One would like to know how many soldiers ever saw
a poisonous snake in Virginia. Seldom did they find anything
more startling than a swift, not half so disagreeable as a wood-
tick, though it ran across his face as he rested in Old Dominion
woods. Some with natural history tendencies noted turtles
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with expansive shells, and even found time and ability to catch
a rabbit. We were then nearer the enemy than we had ever
been before. While before us lay Washington and a sea of
tents, in the other direction far-sighted soldiers declared they
could see rebel pickets.

It was while drawing rations here that we had our first ex-
perience with bullets in motion. A squad of men was standing
near a pile of cracker boxes, when the missiles came pattering
downamong them. Colonel Welling and Quartermaster Knowles
were sitting on the boxes at the time. The colonel explained
that a guard detail in a neighboring camp, unaware of our
presence, were discharging their guns on being relieved. What-
ever the effect in the adjoining camp, it was anything but a
relief to us, and we wondered that men could be so careless
with shooting-irons.

An inventory of one soldier’s knapsack as he spent this day
in full sight of Washington, is not out of place. Some men may
have carried more, certainly many had less. The man, a pri-
vate, was considerably older than the average in the ranks,
unmarried, hence in his bachelorhood somewhat more partic-
ular than the frisky youths around him. For the owner’s com-
fort this knapsack contained an extra pair of shoes, an old
vest, a pair of drawers, two pairs of socks, a towel, two hand-
kerchiefs, one-half quire writing paper, one pack buff envelopes,
penholder, stocking-varn for mending, two blanket-pins, awls,
shoe-thread, pins, buttons, beeswax, one pound cheese, and a
tin box of honey. This table of contents, when surmounted
with rubber blanket, fly-tent, overcoat and woolen blanket,
made about all that one man wanted to carry, especially when
there were, besides, gun, bayonet, cartridge-box, haversack and
canteen. Before that soldier again saw his native hills, he
found he could reduce that stock very much and still retain a
measure of happiness.

Breakfast came late; the hour from 9 to 11 o’clock would
have suited better a city night prowler than these active coun-
try boys, and when they did get it they could not help contrast-
ing the food with that had so recently in Philadelphia. Musty
and sour bread, said to have been brought from Auburn, corned
beef and a bit of cheese made up the bill of fare. Some fastid-
ious lads went hungry rather than eat it. They grew less par-
ticular as they continued to wear the blue, and long ere they
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had laid it off, this forenoon’s spread would have been thought
daintiness itself. There was green corn on outlying farms, and
some of the boys went for it, and returned at 5 P. M. to find the
camp desolate, their comrades having recrossed the Potomac.
Creditable work had been done in clearing up the pro-
spective camping-place, when at 3 o’clock P. M. the
regiment was ordered back to the District of Colum-
bia, with Fort Bunker Hill as the objective point.
Again industrious civilians are ready to earn an honest penny
in carrying overburdened knapsacks, for the march, begun at
4 o’clock, was hot and dusty. Day had long since departed
when these soldier tyros filed along the streets of the
capital; weary and reekingly hot, they were ready to camp
whenever and wherever they got the word. It seeming to be
impracticable to reach their destination that night, a bivouac
was ordered in the streets on the northern side of the city.
There being near by a public square or park,in which, fortunate-
ly, Washington abounds, this was utilized, along with the pave-
ment, as resting-places. This day’s work with that of the pre-
ceding had begun to tell on the men, and some, overcome by
heat and fatigue, were borne into a neighboring school-house,
which thus became a temporary hospital. This edifice, con-
spicuous in our records, was probably on the corner of 8th and
L streets.

The night, though long, had an end, and morning found the
boys making their toilets in a most decidedly public place, viz.,
the street. Just one week before, the regiment had left Auburn,
and the 19th of September was to be noteworthy in the annals
of the organization, for at 9.30 A. M. occurred the first death
among these more than 1000 men. Porter V. Palmer of Com-
pany I,whohad enlisted in Auburn,succumbed thus early to the
exactions and privations of a soldier’s life. The physicians
said the cause of his death was congestion of the brain. He
was only nineteen years old,and his life of patriotism was ended
almost before it began. The sad tidings circulated rapidly, and
with hushed breath one comrade passed the statement to the
next. Only two days before, at Antietam, more than 2000
brave boys in the Union army had fallen in fierce conflict, yet
that loss did not have the effect upon these ranks that this
one case from our own number had. Death was present, and
his grim figure struck terror into hearts that otherwise feared
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not. The regiment passed on, and just one body was left be-
hind, later to be sent north, there to impress upon sorrowing
friends and the public generally the fact that war is no play-
spell. The remains were buried from the Baptist Church, Au-
burn, September 28th, in the North street cemetery, the exer-
cises being the most impressive of the kind that Auburn had, as
yet, beheld. The funeral procession was led by the band of
the famous Dan Rice, whose circus was then in the city.

Though death is present, the living must eat. Yesterday's
rations help along, and by running the guard extras may be
purchased. Watermelons at twenty-five cents each are tooth-
some, and many are sampled. At 11 A. M. the line of march
is again formed, and at 1 o’clock camp is pitched at Bunker
Hill. It does not take long to dig a well, and to put up our
tents. All agree that the water and the place are improve-
ments on Camp Chase, and in Camp Bunker Hill our Wayne
and Cayuga boys may be considered as settling into genuine
military life.

CHAPTER 1V,
CaMp Lire AND ROAD-MAKING.

The 138th New York found itself on high ground with no
less than six forts in sight, and with several camps, similar to
its own, near by. Letters written here were usually headed,
“Camp Bunker Hill.”

Though, as stated, wells were dug the soldiers soon learned
to like better a neighboring spring, whose waters were worth
making the journey for. The first night in their new quarters
was broken by distant cannonading, which the boys at first
thought to be thunder. Considerably startled, the slumbers of
certain ones were effectually ended, and so crawling out, a real
camp-fire, their first one, was formed, around which stood the
colonel and others. Very likely the sound came from Lee’s re-
treating forces, followed by the Union army after Antietam.
Morning brings the reveille, and the many calls incident to
camp life. Breakfast is had from bread and coffee; some have
to do guard duty. Naturally, with the battle of Antietam so
near and so recent, sentinels are nervous, and imagination sup-
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plies what the situation lacks. One man, standing on the edge
of a wood, thinks that he hears and sees something in a neigh-
boring bush. Getting no response to his challenge, and sus-
pecting the immediate proximity of ubiquitous rebels, he fires
his gun and follows up the discharge with a vigorous thrust
with his bayonet, whereby the latter implement of war is
broken short off. Though the camp is in commotion at once,
really nothing more serious followed than on the part of the
nervous sentry a severe attack of an illness supposed to be
incident to the summer months.

Sunday, the first in camp, brought a sermon from Chaplain
Mudge, and the Bible class begun in Auburn. It is delightful
to note that one good soldier, who had volunteered to stand on
guard this day, finds time and disposition to state that while
the soil is good, it is more clayey than that in Wayne county,
and the prevalence of pine trees with chinquapin and other
bushes is especially mentioned. Monday, the 22d of September,
begins a routine of work on roads and fortifications, which,
however useful and necessary, is particularly distasteful to the
members of the regiment. To their minds the work they were
doing was better performed by laborers specially hired for
such purpose,but the obligations taken at enlistment held them
to complete obedience to orders, and they thereupon became
knights of pick, shovel and wheelbarrow, with only inci-
dental recurrence to military drill supposed to be their legiti-
mate province. The purpose of the government to surround
Washington with a cordon of forts, and to connect them with
excellent military roads, was a wise provision, whose utility
was apparent in 1864, when a battalion of this same regiment
had the privilege of defending the capital against Early and
his men, but the labor of preparation is not enjoyed by one of
these soldiers, though they are thereby exempt from the direct
danger of bullet and shell. The casual reading of a soldier’s
diary kept then at this late date, makes one believe that the
writer thought of little beside his stomach. The bacon was
wormy and the pork rancid; the bread was sour, or there was
not enough of it; rarely were the rations and the stomach
just fitted to each other.

In a letter home a writer gives this graphic bird’s-eye view
of the forts about the city: “Having the capital as a centre, with
a five miles’ radius, describe an oblong circle; then draw inner
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arcs with radii considerably shortened. On the outermost line
the forts are one mile apart, on the next inner three-fourths
of a mile; while the innermost has forts at intervals of one-
half mile. Ranges of rifle-pits and occasional batteries con-
nect all the forts, which are built to mount fourteen guns.”
This was a view in 1862. Of course the system was consider-
ably modified in subsequent months, but the presentation is
quite clear and comprehensive.

On the 22d of September, the president issued his Proclama-
tion of Emancipation, and the thinking character of our sol-
diery is evident in the comments made. It is on record that
one soldier (there may have been others), Sergeant James F.
Ames of the 5th New York Cavalry, deserted to the enemy,
and became one of Moseby's men, known thereafter as “Big
Yankee,” dying finally in his boots, thus acting because of his
disgust that the war was to be one, as he said, only for the
“nigger.” No such sentiments were heard in the 138th. On
the contrary, thése men who had been accustomed to discuss
if not to settle all national questions at the village grocery
gave to the president’s action the most thorough approval; in
fact they thought it a more direct means towards ending the
war than their wheelbarrows. One veracious chronicler sets
forth, in glowing terms, the serenade by the Marine Band,
which he heard at the White House in honor of the Proclama-
tion, and his pleasure at hearing and seeing the president.
There were many representatives among these soldiers of
fathers who had long maintained stations on the famous Un-
derground Railroad.

As enlisted men, free Americans are called upon to perform
many tasks, seemingly menial, hence our boys have to swallow
no little rancor when they form a part of sink-digging details,
or secure brush to make more comfortable some officer's quar-
ters. Of course they do it, but ever with the thought that only
the oath compels. TLate in the evening of the 24th, seven
days’ rations are issued, and the boys think there is a chance
to exchange their implements of husbandry for those of war.
Alas! it is only a canard, and long ere their rations are con-
sumed, the possessors are warned, by the sense of smell, that
their camp is not supplied with refrigerators.

On the 25th, through the afternoon, cannon are fired, at half-

hour intervals, in memory of General Joseph K. F. Mansfield,
3
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killed at Antietam. As yet our boys have not learned the best
way of keeping up their camp cuisine, and every man is going
it alone or with his tent-mate. The first record of boiled beans
is found on the 26th. The New York soldiers never acquired
the New Englander’s facility in preparing this most useful
article of food. The latter baked beans to a turn, and to this
dayclaims that not even those at home began to equal the beans
baked under the coals in camp. We New Yorkers took ours
in soup or porridge, wholly ignorant of the possibilities dwell-
ing in this leguminous object, produced so bountifully upon
our own farms. : 1

Our relations with the distinguished secretary of state, Wil-
liam H. Seward, were ever most friendly. As early as on our
march to Camp Chase, this most courtly gentleman, in a car-
riage, rode along our lines. On the 25th he came to Camp Bun-
ker Hill, accompanied by an English officer, possibly Lord
Lyons, then British minister in Washington, and was extreme-
ly cordial in his greetings, even alluding to us as his family
and children. Naturally his interest in any regiment coming
from his own home would be great, and reasonably it became
greater in our case, since his son, his namesake, was second
in command. As he often visited us, there need be little
wonder that the 138th New York early acquired the nickname
of “Seward’s Pets.”

Sunday, the 28th, was a day of rest in civil life, but it was
the soldier’s cleaning-up and odds-and-ends day, and we were
settling down to something of a routine. So far as known,
this day has the record of the very first blood shed in our
annals, not on the battlefield, but in simple, prosaic guard
duty. William H. Bovee of Company K found his gun loaded,
and in some way, by means of this same gun, managed to lose
three of his toes. While it left, upon one foot, only two of these
useful pedal members, yet with their aid he was able to stub
around during the remainder of his term of service. Chaplain
Mudge preached in Company E street. Later came the dress-
parade and Bible class. In the evening a real old-fashioned re-
vival service was held, addressed by a rousing preacher from
Cayuga county. Two captains of the 138th also proved their
former occupation by preaching. There were from ten to fif-
teen forward for prayers. It may not have been at this very
meeting, but it was at one of the series that John I.. of Com-
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pany F, a Dutchman of the most approved pattern, won im-
perishable renown, so far as his comrades were concerned, in
a brief speech, which secured for him complete exemption fromn
all religious participation thereafter. It is said that John was
present by invitation, and in the experience portion of the ex-
ercises, it was very natural for his captain to ask him for some
expression of his feelings. To our worthy German, the whole
meeting had been nothing but Greek and his notions of religion
were exceedingly vague at the best, but he was not the man
to refuse an invitation to speak, so removing a large chew of
tobacco from his mouth, he quite electrified hig hearers with
his words, thereby certainly producing the sensation of the
evening. He spoke as follows, looking very stern and solemn,
“Vel, T haf not mooch to speak mit you, but von dings I vish,
and dat ish dat de repels all go to hell right avay, and dat ve
all get pack home, pooty damn quick.” No one disputed John's
sentiments; possibly they had an echo in the hearts of many
listeners, but somehow they seemed to lack the familiar relig-
ious flavor.

On the 29th came rumors of a change of base, and everything,
except tents, was packed with the expectation of moving, it
was said, to Frederick City, in which case we should have
gotten into the rear of the Antietam campaign, and had we
followed the course taken by the regiment which went in our
place, we should have been at Gettysburg, at Chattanooga, and
later with Sherman in his march to the sea. But Colonel Well-
ing and Lieutenant Colonel Seward made a trip to Washington,
and on their return said that the 137th New York would go in
our place. The subsequent career of that organization is out-
lined above. Prices current for breadstuffs are indicated in the
following entry for this day: “Traded bread for pie, eight loaves
for one small pie.”

The camp continued restless, for the air is full of rumors of
moves, and on the last day of the month came orders that a
part of the regiment should march the next day to Fort Kear-
ney. During our stay here considerable work was done on Fort
Totten, a little to our northeast. Here also was performed our
first picket duty. Lieutenant Freehoff returned to his company,
“I,” one day from headquarters, and in the street called out, “I
want twenty-five men to volunteer. Who has pluck to go with
me on picket?” The wait was short, for in a twinkling the street
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was full of men, all anxious to go. “By Shimminy,” remarked
the German officer, “you all has pluck, I guess;” and he takes
his men from the nearest tents to fill his detail, and reports.
There must be the first experience in all lines of life as we go
through it, and the solemn charge that an attack from guer-
rillas was expected and that consequent extra vigilance was
necessary, did not tend to lessen the nervousness of these men
on their first trial in this line. All through that long night
they heard the veriest crackling of the dry underbrush in the
woods, occasioned by mice or weasels, and whippoorwills’ cries
were sadder than ever, but nothing more serious than the
rounds of the picket officer was encountered. WWhen, however,
they returned to camp with their labor dome, what stories
they had to tell; vastly more thrilling than when, two years
later in the valley, they really stood within the rebels’ reach.

CHAPTER V.
CaMr NELLIE SEWARD AND ForT KEARNEY.

Fort Bunker Hill, near which the 138th had been camping,
was northeast of Washington and due west of the old Bladens-
burg road. It was in the District of Columbia, and the work
of the regiment on the neighboring roads was quite apparent.
On this the first day of October, the preparations for departure
began early. Omne company, at least, was up at midnight to
draw rations, and the regiment was off at 7 o’clock A. M. The
march was a long one, considering burdens and inexperience.
As the crow flies, the distance was under ten miles, but follow-
ing the roads, Fort Kearney, where the final halt was made at
about noon, was quite eleven miles away. The fort was thus
named for General Philip Kearney, a hero of the Mexican War,
who had lost his life at Chantilly, just one month previously.

“Camp Nellie Seward” now becomes the appellation of the
138th’s military home, thus commemorating the name of the
lieutenant colonel’s little daughter. The new location is three
miles from the Potomac, six from Washington, two from George-
town and one andahalf milesfromthe Maryland line. Our prede-
cessors here were New Jersey men, the 11th Infantry, ordered
to the field. Our morning’s march was enlivened by heavy and
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rapid firing, apparently not more than five miles to the west-
ward; it might have been much further off, for sound is decep-
tive and our ears were inexperienced. Subsequent information
told us that the trouble was at Shepardstown, beyond Harper's
Ferry, a cavalry and artillery scrap, noisy, but not particularly
noted.

Though we had changed our stations, we had not escaped
the same kind of work to which we had recently been intro-
duced, for, while the majority of the men labor on the roads,
certain ones do heavy work in the fort, carrying and setting
the heavy timbers which formed the stockade, sometimes by
the boys called pickets. One worker having observing eyes
says the fort has three embrasures and three pivot-guns. Nor
are the soldiers alone in their duties, for from thirty to forty
contrabands are delving with them. How gladly would we
have given the entire job into the hands of these disenthralled
Africans! Then, too, though very near the base of supplies,
rations are scant, and lovely landscapes can not compensate
for empty stomachs. TFarmers' boys find bread only, though
nominally the staff of life, somewhat of a broken reed for sup-
port, considering the amount of digging required of them. More
than a thousand acres had been cleared of timber to give a
clear sweep from the fort, and still more must be cut. It
seemed not a little strange that the Capital of the United States
should have been located in such a wilderness. The fort is only
about half built, and there are ten miles of road to be made.

The 5th of October is the first Sunday in this camp, and
one racy raconteur remarks the exceeding healthfulness of the
day. Roll-call, inspection, dress-parade and a general washup,
with reading and such other diversions as active minds suggest,
fully occupy the time, while the surgeon and his assist-
ants have a vacation. On other days, however, when
picks and shovels are in order, and at roll-call, the ailing
are ordered to step to the front, one might think from the
response that the camp was located in the very theatre of
miasma; thus early did these verdant youths learn what “old
soldiering” meant. Then also these practical boys lament the
waste of so much valuable timber, just for a pawn in the wild
game of war, but when was strife other than expensive, still
what were material things, compared with the woe which death
was planting in so many homes?
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The regiment was not particularly proud of its reputation,
but it was currently reported that no body of men before it had
made such excellent roads; indeed some ways pronounced fin-
ished had to be made over by these Empire State soldiers,
some of whom, at least, had taken their first lessons in this
business, in working out their poll-taxes under the direction
of the pathmaster. All, however, was not praise. Sometimes
the engineers would lay out the work, and when completed,
through no fault of the makers, proclaim it all wrong, and it
must be pulled down or up and made over again. The character
and ability of some of these fort and road builders may be in-
ferred when we find them noting that the soil, in places, is
decomposed gneiss rock, readily breaking into small chunks,
with one or more black faces, with seams of quartz running
through them, but what else could be expected of men who
read the Atlantic Monthly for a respite and find Sunday after-
noon diversion in botany? Yet these men were not officers;
just privates in the ranks.

October 8th great quantities of ammunition are stored in the
magazines of Fort Kearney. Discipline is gradually making it-
self felt, and while the men not on duty repair to the woods,
October 12th, for religious worship, one of their number is con-
signed to the guard-house because he has been heard threaten-
ing to desert. Thereafter when a dissatisfied soldier wished to
take French leave, he wasted no time talking about it. On this
day the companies hear read, for the first time, the Articles of
War, though for some weeks they had been thinking them-
selves able to recognize sundry articles of this sort on sight.

Tuesday, October 14th, camp and work monotony is broken,
as the men go in for their supper of bread and fried beef, by a
command to fall in and to report the number of cartridges in
each one’s possession; supper is eaten hurriedly, and then, once
more in line, forty rounds per man are given out. All this be-
cause rebel cavalry are said to be within ten miles of the fort.

This was one of the annual horse-collecting raids of General
J. E. B. Stuart, though his forces on their way down from

Chambersburg had already crossed the Potomac on the 12th.
Evidently our people thought such a leader liable to appear at
any moment anywhere, and they had better have a care. Tn
reality, at this particular moment, he with his men and horses,
after taking needed rest in Leesburg, were by easy stages work-
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ing westward of the mountains. Company D is sent to the fort
and four companies are sent out upon the picket line and the
others are ordered to lie upon their arms. The camp is razed,
though no one can tell just why. To-day such proceedings have
a farcical appearance, though they may not have been without
their benefits even then, since the preparation came in the way
of drill and discipline.

As no enemy appeared, the weapons of war again gave place
to the implements of peace, and digging proceeded as before,
not infrequently enlivened by words like these, sung to the
tune of Dixie: :

*I wish I was in old Wayne county,
My three years up, and I had my bounty,
Look away, look away,’’ etc.

After the scare, the guns were discharged into a neighboring
sandbank. Evidently marksmanship was poor, for a dog, just
in line, had the full benefit of the fusilade, but was unhurt,
Perhaps the boys only made believe aim at him. Let us hope
80, both for the sake of their aim and of their hearts.

Camp fare is improving, as this menu will amply prove:
Breakfast—roast beef, bread, coffee and apple sauce; dinner—
beef, bread and tea; while supper was made from bread and
tea. Om the 17th the arrival at 4 P. M. of the 17th Connecticut*
gave a suspicion of a move to be made soon, and it came the
very next day, Saturday, the 18th, when a complete transfer
of outfit was made to the vicinity of Fort Mansfield. The
march was through Tennallytown, about one mile, and we
halted a mile and a half from Chain Bridge. The Jocation is
better than that just left. The line between the District and
Maryland runs through our camp, which is called “Morris,”

*The 17th Connecticut was from Fairfield county, and had as colonel
Wm. H. Noble, but a more noted man was in the ranks, viz., Elias Howe,
Jr., of sewing-machine fame. Having done garrison duty for some
time in Baltimore, the regiment had asked permission to join Sigel’s
corps. As a punishment for such temerity, it was ordered to Fort
Kearney, where for two weeks it handled pick and shovel before
reaching the 11th Corps. It was only a few weeks later that Private
Howe advanced the money to pay off the regiment, a most convenient
man, we thought, to have around. Those competent to judge declared
that Colonel Noble resembled the pictures of the lately slain General
Nathaniel Lyon, another Connecticut man.
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and some of us halt in a potato field. The popular and neces-
sary vegetable is dug with bayonets, and if any man in the
regiment fails to have ‘“spuds” for supper, it is his own fault.
Men get used to almost everything,and a six-mule load of bread,
piled upon the ground, is none the less sought for, though =
mule hitched near has, with his tail, kept the flies from the
bread for several hours. Our nearest neighbors are men of the
29th New Jersey, who have done a deal of work on Forts Mans-
field and Reno. ‘ ‘

Had Washington people known what our soldiers were doing
with their reservoir, their relish for its contents would have
been much lessened. “Dirty, not fit to swim in,” is the general
comment, and its waters are made still more turbid by the
soldiers, who use it as one big wash-tub for their clothing. Oh
Cleanliness! what crimes are committed in thy name, and on
Sunday, too! At dress-parade on this 19th of October, the sec-
retary of state, William H. Seward, appears, but perhaps the
presence of Colonel Welling’s wife and daughter gives even
more pleasure than that of the eminent gentleman, for the
soldiers love to hear the sound of women’s voices, thus being
reminded of home. For the proper shelter of himself and fam-
ily, the colonel has had built a small house, not elegant, but
sufficient. :

There is very little variation in routine for the following
week. The Potomac and the Ohio and Chesapeake canal afford
ample facilities for bathing and washing, which many improve.
Chain Bridge comes in for inspection as well as the potato
fields of the neighboring farmers. The latter complain and en-
deavor to identify the calprits, but fail utterly. Careful and
loving friends at home send to their Ontario boys a barrel of
dried fruit, on which the expressage is $5.25. Just what the
fruit was worth is not recorded. There is no lack of work, for
old roads are made over and new ones are laid out. Drill is not
neglected and inspections come regularly.

November 1st Captain Cornwell of Company E died of
typhoid fever after an illness of ten days. His death was a
great loss in every way, for he merited and received the highest
respect of every one. His body was embalmed and sent home
to Cayuga county, where from the Scipio Universalist Church,
November 9th, all that was mortal was borne to its burial.
His was the first death among our officers.
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Sunday, November 2d, at dress-parade, Secretary Seward
and President Lincoln are present. Already hints are made
that the 138th is a pet regiment. One of the boys thus describes
the visit: “Just as the regiment, in fine condition, was drawn
up in line, an open barouche was discovered in front on the
right, in which were seated two distinguished looking men.
Every eye observed them, though the command was, ‘Front.’
Shortly after Colonel Welling had taken his place, one of these
men left the carriage and moved slowly to a position a little
back of the colonel. By this time every man knew he was in
the presence of Abraham Lincoln. The secretary remained in
the vehicle. How proud we all felt! The sublime and the
ridiculous are often mingled, and this event was an illustration.
In passing the president, one of the officers, noted more for his
stature than for his gracefulness, after sundry reproofs to his
men for not keeping in step, apparently formed the resolution
to measure heights with Mr. Lincoln as he passed. So at the
proper moment he straightened up to all the height that God
had given him, and evidently wished his men to make note.
They did, for they heard the president say, distinctly, ‘Lieu-
tenant, I am taller than you." The tall officer’s collapse was
never forgotten. Later many favored ones grasped the presi-
dent’s hand.”

During this day there is the roar of heavy firing in the west,
and six weeks ago it would have made every ear erect, but ours
are becoming more experienced. The 2d Corps had discovered
some rebels at or near Snicker’s Gap, and the batteries were
exchanging compliments. November 4th is election day, and
an expression of political opinion is taken by the men.
Throughout the regiment the sentiment is largely Re-
publican. Tn Company D fifty-five men favor General
James 8. Wadsworth for governor and fifteen prefer Horatio
Seymour; very likely the remaining men were not voters, or
did not care to express themselves.

It was in these rather quiet days that Captain ——— was
officer of the day. It is said that the severe weather had
prompted him to take rather more fire-water than was really
good for his understanding. Indeed, he had not gone far on
his round of nightly duty when, approaching what he supposed
to be a sentry’s post, and seeing some dark object near at hand,
he halted for the challenge. In a chiding tone, he reproved the
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supposed sentinel for his lack of military precision and once
more said, “Why don’t you challenge the grand rounds?” By
this time the officer had approached several paces nearer, and
had entered upon his query for the third time when he sudden-
ly found himself measuring his length upon the ground. Tt
seems that he had gotten off the regular track, and, nearing the
stock corral, had been addressing his remarks to a mule whose
heels, in due time, had effectually halted him. The words the
captain uttered did not include the countersign.

On the 8th the camp was honored by a visit from Secretaries
Seward and Stanton with Lord Lyons, British minister. We
thus had frequent opportunity to see some of the most famous
men of the day. Two companies, C and K, were ordered to
Fort Gains, on the 11th, which disturbed them not a little, for
they had just finished their quarters, backing poles, to make
the same fully half a mile. Owners of land object to road-
making and ditch-digging—Dbut everything goes. When candle
rations run short, the colonel’s quarters catch fire, perhaps for
a hint that light was needed. Some one calls this existence a
“dog’s life.” He wanted excitement. Passes were occasionally
obtained for a day in Washington. How the day was spent
there depended entirely on the taste of the visitor. Many
sought the Capitol, Patent and Post Offices, the White House,
and the like. If the scenes sought were questionable, no record
was made of them.

Monotony reigns in camp life and police duty during the
month of November, though on the 23d a Stonewall Jackson
scare, incident to his moving from Winchester, or to a recon-
noissance by Stuart, leads to the handling of considerable am-
munition and to some haste in mounting guns in the forts.
Indications became more and more pronounced that the regi-
ment was to stay in the defenses, for before the end of the
month, the officers were studying artillery drill, and some work
had been done on the guns in Fort Kearney by the companies
stationed there. The 27th was the first Thanksgiving in camp,
and was conspicuous for the absence of the orthodox turkey
and other dainties which made the home board so attractive.
One soldier records his dinner as composed of bread and butter,
cheese and apple-sauce.  Though not up to the traditional
standard, he might have fared much worse. The same man
laments the cost of his Atlantic Monthly, twenty-five cents for
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the magazine and twenty-five more for the messenger; it does
seem as though the tariff were a trifle high.

It was in this camp that a sudden night alarm summoned
the men into line, to which they hastened in all degrees of
sleepiness and fright. One of the captains,however,lest someone
might oversleep, went through his street and inspected every
tent. As he poked open one flap he found a youngster, scared
almost to distraction. His reply to the captain’s reproof for his
delinquency was, “Oh, captain, don’t make me go out there and
be killed!” The officer’s considerateness in allowing him to
remain where he was, was amply justified in subsequent
dangers, when he proved himself brave enough. It was only a
stage fright, liable to attack any one sooner or later.

Sometimes the fun of soldiers came near being what has been
characterized as horse-play. It was in Company F, one chilly
evening in October. A few men were smoking and yarning
around the pit, over which cooking had been done all day, and
which was now well filled with red-hot embers. While they
were thus standing, one of the company came up to the other
side of the trench, a man good-natured when sober, but ex-
ceedingly surly when in liquor. Tall and robust, he was able
to carry out any threat he might make. Soon came also a
comrade of quite a different build, always good natured and
genial; he essayed a little fun at the expense of the tall soldier,
which the latter was in no mood to relish. Finally, turning upon
the joker, he exclaimed, “If you don’t behave I'll take you by
the seat of your trousers and the nape of your neck and throw
you into the fire.” Unfortunately the short soldier did not
take the hint, but persisted in his nonsense, saying, “You can’t
do it.” Whereupon the giant actually seized the comrade, as
threatened, and holding him over the pit, as though he were
only a child, let him drop upon the fiery mass. All this hap-
pened before any one could interfere, but as the victim fell upon
his back he squirmed out upon the ground unhurt, though bad-
ly frightened. The irate Hercules moved off, laughing devil-
ishly, and as no one was hurt, those looking on could and did
laugh at Conny’s expense.
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CHAPTER VL
CamMp MORRIS AND THE 917H HEAVY ARTILLERY.

The stopping-place after leaving Fort Kearney had taken a
new name, viz., Camp Morris, after Colonel Lewis O. Morris*
of the 113th New York, later to be dubbed the Tth Heavy Ar-
tillery, and whose brave colonel was to fall, June 4th, 1864, at
Cold Harbor. At this time he commanded the Military Con-
struction Corps in the defenses. As fort-building was so promi-
nent a part of the regiment’s work, the following description,
sent home by a participant, is not amiss: “The forts are simply
earthworks enclosing from one to two acres of land. They are
made by digging a diteh or moat, fifteen feet wide by from ten
to twelve feet deep, throwing the earth up to form an embank-
ment inside the ditch. This bank is made hard by pounding it
as it is thrown up; through embrasures, guns are run out; on
the outside are abatis which hinder the approach of man or
horse; within are magazines and bombproofs, also barracks to
be used in case of an attack; it requires three reliefs to work the
heavy guns; all the forts are connected by rifle-pits; entrance-
gates are on the side towards Washington; the heavy stockades
surrounding are pierced by loop-holes.

The approach of winter rendered it necessary to make in-
creased preparations for the sake of health and comfort. The
laying out of quarters became a necessity, and house-building

ras the general vocation; the term house, however, was less
heard than “hut,” “shanty,” “tent” or “winter-quarters.” Their
desirableness as habitations depended largely on the taste, in-
genuity and industry of the builders. They were party affairs,

*Colonel Morris belonged to one of New York’s most noted fam-
ilies. His father, Lewis N., a graduate of West Point, was killed at
Monterey in 1846, bravely leading his men, a brevet major, U. S. A.
The colonel’s grandfather, Staats, was a brother of Lewis Morris, a
signer of the Declaration, and himself an officer on the staff of Gen-
eral Anthony Wayne. Colonel L. O. Morris had been in the army since
1847, saw service in the Mexican war, and at the beginning of the Re-
bellion was in Texas a captain in the 1st Artillery. His battery was
the only one not surrendered to the Confederates. The prosaic life in
the defenses greatly chafed him, and the chance to lead his regiment
to the front under Grant’s régime was eagerly seized, though it speed-
ily led to his death.
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the number combining determining the size of the structure.
A building 9x16 feet was large enough for six men, and one
12x16 could hold twice that number. Luckily not all the trees
had been cut away, and sufficient were found to supply both
fuel and building material. The impromptu structures are
much smaller, being, externally, 7x8 feet. The lower part to
the height of 21 feet is built of small logs, thus lessening the
inside measurement nearly one foot all around. A home letter
by a Company B boy, dated December 21st, gives an excellent
picture of what the writer deemed essential to his comfort in
his A tent having the above-described kind of a base:

“ We enter at one end; on the left side, as we come in, is our
fire-place in the corner; beyond is a small table, at which I am
now writing. Across the back end is a little shelf 23 feet from
the ground. On this shelf are three cupbeards and other
things; two of the cupboards are used for our dishes and culi-
nary outfit; the third is for my own private library. In the lower
space of the latter are three compartments, one for envelopes,
one for answered and the other for unanswered letters. Above
this comes the library itself, made up of general reading, such
as newspapers, magazines, etc., ete.; books, classical, scientific,
poetic, critical, and religious, as a Bible, hymn and prayer book.
The top shelf is expressly for stationery. Between the second
and third cupboards stands the tent-pole, and on each side of
this are our guns, the muzzles going through a short shelf
near the top of the tent. On the right side as we enter are
bedding, straw, etc. On the lowermost shelf is the water-pail
and above it the dried fruits. Our sabre-belts, cartridge-boxes,
canteens, haversacks, pistols, etc., hang on the tent-pole. Be-
sides, we have three knapsacks, four overcoats, a box for dirty
shirts, extra boots and shoes, wash and slop dishes, towels,
dish-cloths, frying-pan, griddle and extra pail, place for twenty-
four hours’ supply of fuel, a box of hickory nuts, a catch-all
bag, a box of chips, one drum, twenty-five feet of lumber, kept
inside for subsequent shanty; axe, hammer, punches, seats for
seven or eight men, a quantity of soap-stone and laurel-root,
which we whittle into curious things; a bread-toaster, a pound
or two of nails, some old strap hinges, an old saw, a fire-
poker, etc.” Evidently this young man had been used to comfort
at home, for many a city tenement has less articles for daily
use than Iie enumerates. In the same letter, he says he makes
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mittens by cutting holes in the heels of a pair of socks and
sewing on, for thumbs, the eliminated toes thereof.

One officer, for his wife's delectation, sends home this dia-
gram of his first and only floor:

Bed.
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Of course there are the regular rounds of drill, guard-duty
and fatigue, and the general health of the regiment is good.
Rations are helped out by home contributions, for the loved
ones there are not forgetful. Omne soldier is made happy by an
apple (doubtless there were others), on which he finds the magic
word, “Julia;” another dilates on the taste of a can of peaches,
while others are grateful for boxes of dried fruit, sausage,
mince-pie, and such dainties as only wives and mothers can pre-
pare. Amusements are had in the making of briar-wood pipes,
not always for the use of the maker, for all did not smoke, not
by any means. The playing of whist and poker was well-nigh
universal, though some more thoughtful preferred chess and
checkers. Then many read a deal and of the best, as is evident
in the list of books afforded by one tent, Hugh Miller’s “Foot-
steps of the Creator,” “Mountains of the Bible,” “Pollock’s
Course of Time,” and other solid volumes, though it would be
unfair to imply that any considerable part of the regiment
reached this exalted pitch of literary taste.

Possibly the most important event of this month was the
actual transferal of the 138th New York Infantry to the 9th
Heavy Artillery. The order of conversion was dated Decem-
ber 9th, and the designated numeral came on the 19th. With
such recurrence of the ultimate significant figure, the regiment
could hardly become other than the 9th. The first official pro-
mulgation of the order came at dress-parade, December 21st.
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Changes in military colors speedily followed, blue giving place
to red in chevrons, stripes and shoulder-straps, but the new
artillery coats did not come till December 30th. This becoming
an artillery regiment had been so thoroughly forestalled that
it occasioned very little remark. On the same date the 113th
and the 129th New York Infantry became the Tth and the 8th
Heavy Artillery, respectively. At this time the several com-
panies were stationed as follows: at Fort Gains, C and K; at
Mansfield, B, G, E and H; at Reno, I, D, F and A; Colonel
Welling was near Reno, Seward at Mansfield and Major Taft
at Gains.

The condition of the weather may be inferred from the fact
that the ground was frozen some of the time to the depth of
six inches, and that snow four inches deep did not occasion
surprise; at the same time, thousands of men washed garments
in a stream not a stome’s throw from the reservoir, For a
variety in camp-life, the sergeant of the guard picks up a pri-
vate’s gun in the guard quarters and playfully shoots away
two or three of said private’s fingers. Of course he didn’t
know that the gun was loaded. This type of ignorance is of a
very ancient lineage. A letter, dated this month by a Company
E man to his wife, says, “Every Sunday morning there is com-
pany inspection of arms, knapsacks, clothing, etc. The last day
of every month comes general inspection, and every second
month a muster for pay, as December, February, etec. Our guns
weigh 16 lbs.; balls, 1} oz.; cartridges, 2 oz. The fort guns
are mostly 40-pound Parrotts, some heavy howitzers and occa-
sionally a 100-pound cannon; lots of heavy practice.”

If the boys fared slimly at Thanksgiving, experience taught
them to make ready for Christmas. They couldn’t hang up
their stockings, for they had no faith in Santa Claus on the
Potomac. The saint would never trust himself and steeds on
such roofs as they possessed. To the natives the day it-
self was much more like a 4th of July celebration than
the observance of the Savior’s birth, but it must not be sup-
posed that these soldier boys were disposed to give the day a
particularly religious tone; they were determined, however, on
having just as good a dinner as the circumstances would allow.
On the 24th one man records paying a dollar for a gallon of
oysters in Washington for his own dinner and buying a chicken
and celery for his captain’s. Young men who could make buck-
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wheat cakes in camp and serve them with maple syrup were
equal to getting up a Christmas dinner. Fifteen men in Com-
pany K forgot dull care as they discussed the following bill
of fare at 8 o’clock P. M.: “Cold roast pork, cold roast duck,
bread and butter. pickles, cheese, preserves, apples, pies (the
writer modestly observes that they were the first he ever made),
and four kinds of cake.” After encompassing such a layout
the soldiers ought to have been in condition to enjoy the stories
that followed. Twenty good men of Company — ran the guard
just for a supper in a neighboring house. Unluckily sixteen of
them were caught and had to spend the remainder of their
Xmas in the guard-house,— an excellent opportunity to moral-
ize on the mutability of things sublunary and on the exceeding
nearness of sadness to pleasure.* It should be said that the
day, though a world-wide holiday, did not excuse the men
from three hours’ company drill.

On the last Sunday of the year, the 28th, Secretary Seward
visited camp and the chaplain preached. Somehow or other he
does not seem to fit the feelings of all the boys, some of whom
remark that he is more interested in rabbit and quail hunting
than in the performance of his ministerial functions; but when
was there a time that the fault-finder was not in evidence?
The great majority of our soldiers in camp had very little ap-
preciation for that which became especially dear when death,
in the active campaign, stared them in the face. By the end of
the month officers and men were fairly well fixed for the new
year, though they had not gotten into barracks.

Being thus happily placed, it was not strange that certain
officers should send for their respective helpmeets, and before
the end of December the campwas gladdened with the presence,
among others, of Mrs. Lieutenant Colonel Seward, Mrs. Major
Taft, Mrs. Captain Lyon, Mrs. Quartermaster Knowles,
and Mrs. Lientenant Wood. Mrs. Colonel Welling and daugh-
ter have been mentioned already.

*Two years later a favorite bit of doggerel, sung to an unwritten
tune, ran thus:
¢‘Oh, it’s young men skedaddlers, I'd have you all beware,
Leave off your bounty-jumping and go live upon the square,
For provost guards are plenty and governor’s isle is nigh,
They’ll leave you there in solitude to pine away and die.”
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1863.

January comes in on Thursday, and is indicated by a cessa-
tion of drill, a New York custom of setting more store by the
first day of the year than by Christmas, though the Knicker-
bocker habit of calling is not appreciably observed. The per-
manent barracks that had been building for some time were
occupied as early as the 18th of the month, though some com-
panies had entered much earlier, as A on the 11th; B, the 13th
and 14th; D, the 16th, and G, the 18th. Many of the boys prefer
their old tents, complaining of leaky roofs and lack of light,
for there was no lavish display of windows. Meanwhile dur-
ing the month more work was done on Forts Mansfield, Reno
and Gains, at which latter place was the regimental hospital,
where, on the 26th, died Jonathan Baldwin of Company C, from
Cato, having taken an overdose of opium. Many men are
inducted into the nicety of artillery drill, though that of in-
fantry is not neglected, there being five hours a day of the
latter. On the 8th Messrs. Moore and McCall of Lyons buy out
Sutler Davidson. The wife of Lieutenant Flynn comes to the
camp on the 10th, and on the 15th Mrs. Captain Gregory and
boy. Fort Mansfield barracks were occupied by the 1st Bat-
talion, comprising Companies B, D, E and G, under Lieutenant
Colonel Seward. On the 23d Captain Crane of Company H
takes twenty men, and goes out to find the secret of certain
lights which at night have alarmed the guards. He finds, not
will-o’-the-wisps, but necessary illuminations for negro wood-
choppers three-fourths of a mile away; in such prosaic manner
do all the Ninth’s troubles terminate.

As the regiment had been converted into a heavy artillery
body, it must be recruited to the latter’s standard, and Lieu-
tenant Bacon of Company D opened an office in Lyons on the
23d, and Lieutenant A. S. Wood of the same company is made
adjutant, vice W. R. Wasson, promoted major, since the new
organization allowed three majors among the field officers and
four lieutenants in each company; also there were to be twelve
companies instead of ten, as in the infantry. Captain James W.
Snyder of Company A was the first major under this change,
though his commission and that of Major Wasson were both
dated Dec. 31, 1862. Next to the last day of January witnesses

a brigade review conducted by Colonel L. O. Morris, in which
4
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was displayed the proficiency acquired by months of honest
drill, and which months later was to bear rich fruit when these
same regiments of heavy artillery were to leave the forts of their
making and were to follow General Grant into the tangled
undergrowth of the Wilderness and up to the breastworks of
Cold Harbor.

CHAPTER VII
LiFreE 1N THE ForTs.

The most important regimental event of the month of Feb-
ruary was the aceession of Company M. It had been raised
in Genesee county as the 22d Independent Battery, and had
been mustered into the service of the United States Oct. 28th,
1862. The order for this union was dated February 5th, but
the company did not appear in regimental line till the very
last day of the month.

The regiment is getting pretty well used to routine duty, and
of work there is no lack. Forts, roads, huts, barracks, there
is ample employment for every one, and no end of drill besides.
The news of the day comes from Washington in the shape of
the Chronicle, Colonel John W. Forney's paper, whose pages
few soldiers of the Potomac army will ever forget. The alert
newsboy made a good business by furnishing his papers to reg-
ular customers for twenty-five cents per week. Rules as to the
care of ammunition magazines were especially stringent, and
one of the best men in the regiment was sent to the guard-
house because he did not detect a lighted pipe in the possession
of an ordnance sergeant who tried to play smart with the senti-
nel. His captain, however, got him released speedily and he
went back to his post. The next time this sergeant (he didn’t
belong to the Ninth) tried this trick he was himself arrested.

On the 15th a vigorous temperance movement was made by
the captain of Company B, who with a squad of men went out
and broke up a liquor hole, where men had been drinking them-
selves into trouble. There were few regiments staying any
length of time near Washington that did not have similar ex-
periences. For drunkenness all sorts of penalties were inflicted,
such as standing on a barrel, wearing said barrel, or another
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with only the man’s head peering through, called a wooden
overcoat; lashed to a cannon’s wheel, or doomed to keep up a
weary march for many long hours with a knapsack filled with
stones or solid shot, fifty pounds sometimes; and yet they
would drink if opportunity offered, i. e., some of the men, not
by any means those who detected fossiliferous limestones in
their digging, or made up the regular Bible-class. Temper
sometimes got the better of men who hardly wished to render
the military deference to the officers with whom they had been
reared and whom they thought no better than themselves.
Court-martials were not unknown, and very severe penalties
were at times inflicted. One man for threatening to strike his
captain was sentenced to serve his term of enlistment at hard
labor, one week in each month to have only a bread and water
diet, and to forfeit all pay. The place for the infliction of such
punishment was usually the Rip Raps, near Fortress Monroe.
As this particular soldier was discharged in 1865 in good re-
pute, it must be that industry and repentance had worked re-
mission. The first battalion drill was had on the 21st of Feb-
ruary. The 22d was properly observed by a salute from all
the forts. About this time there is excitement in camp be-
cause of an effort to enforce protection as against free trade
in pies. The men claimed that this particularly American
variety of pastry offered by outside parties was much better
than that sold by the sutler, but the edict went forth that it
must be the sutler’'s pies or none. As an immediate result,
smuggling of the most heinous character followed, for what
freeman could endure having restrictions imposed on pie? Had
not Ralph Waldo Emerson said that he rated the intellectual-
ity of a people in accordance as they did or did not appreciate
pie? When it came to intellect the Ninth played second to no
one. The 28th saw the inspection of the regiment between
Forts Reno and Bayard on the grounds lately occupied by the
117th New York, which was about joining Burnside’s corps.
Major Snyder is now in command in Fort Gains.

Among the Latins there were calendar days known as dies
non, or no days, and in our northern clime the month of all
others most eligible to the appellation mensis non is March. Disa-
greeable in every way, everywhere, infinitely worse than the
English November, which Tom Hood so unmercifully lam-
pooned, what wonder that the campers by Potomac’s shore
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found life almost a burden during its continuance? It was the
reign of slush, yet duty of all kind had to be performed, just
the same as though May blossoms were there. On the 3d of
the month a most distressing accident happened in Company
F, where a man carelessly discharged a gun, killing his wife,
the mother of two children. It was another instance of not
knowing that it was loaded. The horror of it was greater
than that of the battlefield.

The men had been in camp long enough to pretty thoroughly
indicate their dispositions and habits. Those that were filthy
by nature began to be obnoxious to their more cleanly neigh-
bors, and crusades were waged against those who would not
keep themselves clear from body vermin. Then, too, the
natural shirk made himself evident. If he could get others to
do the work, he was perfectly content. Nothing inspired
promptness in him but meal-time. In Company G, out of a
shanty’s complement, Private L. was notorious for waiting at
reveille till the very last moment, and then barefooted, clad in
drawers and shirt only, he would rush out to roll-call. Thence
going back he would crawl in till his tent-mates had built a
fire and prepared breakfast. There is a limit to all endurance,
and this was Comrade T.’s thought as he took a hot musket
ball, in some way left near the fire, and dropped it down the
back part of I..'s drawers conveniently exposed. There was no
hesitation in his resurrection. He came out quickly, effect-
vally, and it is said blasphemously. The lesson was not lost.

There were still rifle-pits to be made, and probably would
have been if the regiment had remained in the defenses to the
end of its term of enlistment. There were advantages, how-
ever, in this proximity to Washington and in having perma-
nent quarters. Dentists came up from the Capital, and a bar-
ber made a living, more or less, at his vocation. All did not
patronize the company cook, some preferring to boil, bake and
stew for themselves, and in this the highest degree of liberty
obtained. During these March nights the officers had military
schools, in which, as one of them said, they had to recite like
school-boys, page after page, all about the ranges of the guns,
charges of powder, elevation, etc. It was a good thing for
them, too.

April was a distinct advance on its predecessor, but even it
was not faultless, since on the 5th April showers degenerated
into snow a foot deep.
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With its new name and character, the regiment now pos-
sessed a brass band, under the leadership of Jacob Sager of
Clyde. If he was more generally known in the 9th as “Jake,”
it was because of his ever ready and genial nature. The first
public appearance of this body was April 6, 1863. But a more
extended sketeh of the band and its personnel will be given
in a later chapter. Georgetown is not so far away that men
can not go thither to church if they desire, and some of them
do, though anything so constrained as a church pew almost
gives them cramps.

May brings blossoms and better spirits to the boys, though
two men are injured in Fort Bayard {hrough foolish tinkering
with a shell. The man who brought it into the camp deserted,
and thus escaped punishment. The weather is fine, and activ-
ity along the lines of the Potomac army has its effect in the
defenses, for somehow rumors of rebel raids are constantly in
the air. Hooker’s advance tends to magnify every bit of al-
leged news. Pickets were reported driven in on the Virginia
side of the Chain Bridge the 11th, and the next day Lieutenant
Colonel Seward was hurt by a fall from his horse. During the
next week every cloud of dust indicated an attack of rebel
cavalry. Could the latter have been half as ubiquitous as our
men’'s fancy made them, they would have overrun the whole
North long before. On the 21st the long roll was responded
to by a grand rush to the forts and rifle-pits without order
or officers. Secretary Seward and family witness the dress-
parade on the 24th. In these days the officers are trying to se-
cure better rifles for the men, but reforms are slow.

The forts, all made and armed, must now be decorated, and
consequently by the early part of June, they are completely
sodded. Anything to keep the boys busy! At 11 P. M. the
28th, another scare calls the men into the rifle-pits, and there
they remain till morn. Excitement is at fever heat. Soldiers
are making the discovery, sure to come to all sooner or later,
that those in authority who are the most lenient in matters
of discipline are not necessarily the best officers. Stories of
this sort are as old as the tale of the Retreat of the Ten Thou-
sand under Xenophon.

June, 1863, is a busy month in Virgina. Hooker and Lee
are preparing for Gettysburg, and naturally the forts are hives
of apprehension. Diligence is not lacking, and shots enough
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are fired at targets to enable the cannoneers to become excel-
lent marksmen, if the need should arise. On the very first
day of the month, General Heintzelman said, “No more passes;”
but boys did leave the camp in citizen’s clothing, just for the
fun of it, running the risk of severe punishment if caught. On
the 3d all women save those doing company work are ordered
from camp. Quite a number of officers and men had set up a
sort of primitive housekeeping. Possibly two or three soldiers”
wives. in each company. had been designated to do laundry
work, mending, etc.

Pickets are sent out each day, five from each company. The
Tth New York Artillery is with us and the cavalry beyond.
It is early in this month that we have our first skirmish drill.
The regiment was in line on the parade-ground of Camp Morris,
near Fort Simmons, Company B at the right, Colonel Welling,
Lieutenant Colonel Seward and the other staff officers being
in front of the centre. .After a brief consultation with his staff
officers, Colonel Welling gave the following order to the first
sergeant of Company B: “Orderly Fish, I direct you to organize
a skirmish line from this battalion.” Sergeant Fish promptly
called the battalion to attention and directed to count in fives,
which numbers (fives) he marched three paces to the front, and
the left guide sergeants of the respective companies one pace
to the front. After dressing the line, Sergeant Fish reported
to Colonel Welling that the skirmish line was organized. Here
was begun the drill in which the regiment soon became pro-
ficient, as was shown later in field service.

Tuesday, the 9th of June, Secretaries Seward and Salmon P.
Chase of the treasury favor us with a call. Two days later,
in the night, the men again rallied to the forts; the next night
the long roll brought on another scare. The wonder is that
so many false cries of “wolf” did not produce a condition of
indifference. The Harper’s Ferry road is thoroughly picketed.
Each day brings its reports, each more startling than its pred-
ecessor. Lieutenant Colonel Seward had been away in Auburn,
but these rumors of rebel attack bring him back on the 16th, that
he may be on hand if needed. Again the long roll in the night
of the 18th resulted in keeping the men out in the rain, and all
because an over-cautious sentinel had fired his gun at a horse.
The 21st cannonading is heard seemingly at Thoroughfare Gap
[it really is at Upperville]. The 23d Companies D and G,
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with two from the 1st Maine Heavy Artillery, march ten miles
to a point near Fort Thayer on the Baltimore & Washington
railroad to work on rifle-pits and batteries, three miles from
Washington and two from Bladensburg. On the same day A
tents followed, the entire detachment being under the com-
mand of Major Shepard* of the 1st Maine. The men dig ten
hours a day, all on account of fear of rebel cavalry that are
reported prowling about. These companies remained here till
July 8th, when they returned to their quarters.

The efforts to secure a better gun succeeded in part, and on
the 24th of June some of the companies were supplied with
Springfield muskets. The 28th brought a scare pretty near the
forts, since on that day, between Tennallytown and Rockville,
the rebels captured and destroyed a large wagon-train. This was
bringing the sound of arms right home, and as a consequence
excitement ran high.t Cavalry pickets were driven in, and it
did seem for a while as though the boys might have some
figchting to do.

July, the memorable month of 1863, finds the Ninth at em-
plovment no more warlike than the handling of pick and shovel,
and filling in the chinks with drilling. The consciousness that
some one must do such work was consoling to certain ones,
but more were restive under the routine, and many grumbling
letters were written home. “Gettysburg” is on every lip, and
the boys remark on their having all the hard work and none of
the glory, though they did think there was some chance for
them when Stuart came so near. The women and the sick
were sent to Washington, and every preparation was made to
withstand an attack. The band was ordered upon the breast-
works, and bade play “Yankee Doodle” for all that they were
worth. The boys had lots of wind, and they pumped it into

*Major Russell B. Shepard subsequently became colonel of the regi-
ment and brevet brigadier general. When, the next year, the regi-
ment went to the front, it was soon in the thickest of the fight, andits
death record in battle was the largest of all the 2,047 regiments that
made up the Union army.

1This was another of J. E. B. Stuart’s phenomenal attacks. It was a
part of the campaign which ended at Gettysburg. He actually came
within less than five miles of the District line. There were 125
wagons in the train, whose subsequent keeping, it is claimed, hindered
Stuart’s progress and so contributed to Lee’s defeat; really, then, a
blessing in disguise.
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their horns till some prisoners who were brought in later de-
clared they thought the sound came from a brigade aggrega-
tion. It was the colonel’s idea that music might encourage
soldiers as well as charm the savage ear.

On the very first day of July, a part of Company C goes to
Battery Vermont,and later twenty-five men from each company
go daily to Fort Simmons for fatigue duty. Seemingly the
regiment was having an opportunity to turn over, at least once,
the soil of the entire District, with some of Maryland’s besides.
It was in this month that Colonel Welling had some passages
at verbal arms with Colonel Morris, commanding the brigade.
Our colonel intimated that his men were having more than
their share of the digging to do, and that he would like to see
other organizations equally pressed. In such a contest, one
need not be told where the sympathies of his soldiers were.
In another bout with the colonel of the 7th, in a fort directly
under the latter’s command, Colonel Welling saw one of his
men doing police duty wearing ball and chain. He at once
asked Colonel Morris why the man should be thus punished
without his own knowledge. Morris flew into a passion at
once and challenged Welling, saying, “Choose your weapons.”
Our officer replied that all the weapons he wanted were those
that God had given him, but a pugilistic encounter did not
appear to be to the older officer’s taste, and the two colonels
separated, Welling going back to his camp. While a fight
with the weapons furnished by nature might have been exciting,
and whose details might enliven these pages, we can not help
rejoicing that both men had good substrata of common sense.
Before sunset, the 9th Heavy man was released and sent back
to his own quarters.

Of course the warm weather warranted more out-of-doors
living and an accompanying change of fare. The boys who had
made griddle-cakes and pies in the winter now tried their
hands at custards and Dutch cheese, but even these did not
save some of them from the grip of nostalgia, or homesickness.
There are men living to-day who would have died as soldiers
had not their discharges been given, yet the most careful
diagnosis could discover nothing wrong with bodily functions.
Their troubles were of the head and heart, and Shakespeare
discovered that it was impossible to administer to minds dis-
eased. The homesick man had not much sympathy from his
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comrades; he may even have received their ridicule, but he
was not cured, and while other reasons may have been as-
signed for the discharge, the real one was an irresistible desire
to see the old home and the loved ones.

In the regular chapter of accidents, James Allen of Company
K unfortunately shoots himself on the 27th, and dies in just
one week, his wife arriving on the morning of his death. His
comrades paid the expenses incident to sending his body home
to the town of Galen, where, in the cemetery at Furguson’s
Corners, it was laid away for the eternal sleep.

August arrives with its blistering heat, and still the routine
is little varied. On the 6th was observed the day of thanks-
giving, praise and prayer, proclaimed by the president in token
of the signal victories won at Vicksburg and Gettysburg. One
private who had a pass to Washington on this day remarked
on the closing of all places of business. He might just as well
have stayed in camp, so far as benefit from his trip was con-
cerned. On Sunday, however, he fared better, for then he went
into the country and dined with a citizen, who quite won his
heart through refusing to take pay for his hospitality. Many
firm friendships were established in this way.

The 13th Companies B and K exchanged places, B going to
Fort Gains and K to Fort Mansfield. The day before had been
promulgated the most important order for many a long month.
It was to the effect that Companies C, D, E and G, forming a
battalion, the 2d under the command of Lieutenant Colonel
Seward, should proceed to a point south of Washington, and
there construct a large fort. Accordingly at 5 A. M. on the
14th, accompanied by the regimental band, these companies
set forth, and from the wharf at the foot of D street took a
boat for Rozier's Bluff, where a landing was made at about
noon.

CHAPTER VIIL

ForTt FooTE.

For the ensuing nine months there is to be a pretty effectual
separation of the 2d Battalion from the other two, which re-
mained in their former quarters. In addition to Lieutenant
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Colonel Seward the detachment is accompanied by Major Taft.
The site selected for the fortification is a very steep bluff 100
feet high, four miles from Alexandria, eight from Washington
and on the same side of the Potomae. It was to be the only
defense between Fort Washington and the District line. It
proved to be one of the very largest of the cordon of forts
which encircled the city. It was wholly outside of the District
and faced the mouth of Hunting creek, on whose south bank
was the nearest considerable neighbor, viz., Fort Lyon. Alex-
andria became the base of supplies, whence also came a daily
mail and other necessities. Corporal E. W. Newberry of Com-
pany D, who had pulled many an oar on Great Sodus bay,
became the post’s ferryman, and with his crew semi-daily he
rows to and fro for his comrades. The locality, though elevated,
was particularly malarial, so much so that by the neighboring
inhabitants it was called the grave-yard of Prince George
county. Nor did it belie its name, as the long list of sick and
dead from typhoid fever and like diseases bore ample testimony.
Assistant Surgeon Dwight W. Chamberlain accompanied the
battalion, and by his care of the ailing won the regard of all.

Those who had served so extended an apprenticeship at dig-
ging in the northern part of the District were now to have an-
other and extended opportunity to develop their muscle and to
assist in rendering secure the most talked of city in America.
Apparently the new fort is of special interest to General J. G.
Barnard, who had in charge the laying out of the majority of
Washington’s defenses, for on the 21st, just one week after
the arrival of our boys, he came down with no less distin-
guished guests than the president, Secretary Stanton, Generals
Heintzelman and Haskins, with many other officers and citizens.
If all that they saw was not in proper order, let us hope
that every defect received its proper ascription.

This is the season of peaches and melons. If the men of the
Ninth make long marches, by no means forced, all along the
Potomac shore of Maryland, it is not on topography bent, but
rather to afford a home market for the special products of
that favored locality. There is no diary of this period that
does not teem with records of luscious fruit and juicy melons,
the very recollection of which, to this day, makes the veteran’s
mouth water. As offered for sale in the camp, everything is
surprisingly cheap. A haversack full of peaches costs but
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twelve and one-half cents, and that receptacle would hold well
towards a peck. The weather is extremely warm, but this does
not delay the work, a large part of which is done upon the road
leading up from the river to the camp and fort. The hours of
toil are not made more agreeable by the stories that visitors
from Fort Simmons tell of the restful, quiet times they are
having there. Early in September, 150 men from the four
companies are working ten hours each day, but just how hard
some of them labor may be inferred from their taking a stint
on the 8th, which they complete before 10 A. M. Men are only
boys of a larger growth. About this time the malarial climate
began to get in its work, and by the 10th nearly or quite one-
half of the officers and men are on the sick list, among them
Major Taft, who is so badly off that even drums and bugles
are suppressed. As he convalesced ten days later, the major
was carried to a neighboring farm-house, thinking that he
might improve more rapidly there. On this very day, the 21st,
our lieutenant colonel is taken down, and on the following day
his father, the secretary, comes and has him removed to Wash-
ington; so weak is the colonel he is borne from the camp to the
boat upon a stretcher. The hospital record for these
antumnal days is a sad one of sickness and death.
To unacclimated people the river’s shore was often pestalen-
tial. In this year, 1898, when so much is said of suffering
soldiers in Cuba, it is not amiss to remember that equally
great affliction was had along this Potomac river in the years of
the Rebellion, and very little note was made of it, the death loss
in battle being so much more conspicuous.* The funeral march
became the one most often heard. Just before Major Taft was
attacked, the camp was moved down the river, hoping thus to
find a healthier place. Meanwhile warlike preparations go for-
ward, and the earthworks slowly arise for the reception of
guns, and on the 25th their carriages begin to arrive. The 25th
gladdens many a heart, for on this day the major returns to
camp, though he has to ride back in an ambulance.

*Whitelaw Reid, historian of Ohio in the War of the Rebellion, says
that the 169th, which spent its 100 days at Fort Ethan Allen in 1864,
had 200 men in that time die or be permanently disabled through dis-
ease alone. More than fifty died. At the same time the 133d, an-
other 100-day regiment, stationed at Fort Powhatan, on the James,
had 300 men down with fever. If the public knew this at the time, it
has certainly forgotten it in the clamor over Cuban malaria.



60 NINTH NEW YORK HEAVY ARTILLERY.

October 1st is a memorable day, for then Secretary Seward
and friends appear and give the works their name, and those
who hear it are not disappointed, for that of Commodore
Foote,* the river hero of Forts Henry and Donelson, was al-
ready a cherished one in America. Sickness causing the ap-
sence of the field officers, who had been helped from the camp,
Major Snyder came down on the 4th and took command. An
immense 200-pound Parrott gun arrives on the 13th, and on
the 22d has its first trial, at which time Secretaries Chase and
Welles (of the Navy), Generals Barnard and Augur with nu-
merous others came to witness the event.

The hospital is a very important part of the camp, and has
dimensions, 20x100 feet; none too large for the increasing num-
ber of sick. On the 31st no less than twenty-two men are
furloughed home, that they may vote in the November elec-
tions. Persimmons follow peaches, and those who know how
to wait for the ripening fruit till Jack Frost has touched them
find them a most enjoyable dainty, but the injudicious adven-
turer who, lured by their tempting yellow skin, tasted them
out of season, has ascribed any subsequent oral difficulties to
that early indiscretion.

While, November 3d, voters at home are recording their polit-
ical opinions, there is nothing more for soldiers to do than to
just express their feelings, which many of them do. One care-
ful observer says, “There are few Democrats in the army, or
if there are they are ashamed to own it.” On the 6th comes
the big fifteen-inch gun, which is rolled, not carried, to the fort.
The 11th marks the completion of barracks for Companies C
and G, and on the 16th those companies with E move in. On
the 19th D followed. The 22d, Sunday, Sergeant Devoe of
Company G preached in the hospital. The 28th marked the
advent of stores for cook-house and barracks, though the
quantity is pronounced insufficient; more came later.

December 22d four Russian war vessels are noted moving up
the river. Winter settles down upon the men, some of whom
reflect that they are not doing much for the war, “but some
one must stay here.” The mess-house, 16x40 feet, is opened on

*Andrew Hull Foote, born in New Haven, Conn., September 12th,
1806, died in New York city June 26, 1863. Named for one naval hero,
served his apprenticeship under Porter, another,—what wonder that
he made his own name a proud one in his country’s annals.
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the 10th. Christmas, so lively and jolly at home, is dull enough
here for many, though some, having made acquaintances
among the near-by- citizens, find home sensation in calling,
even if there secesh notions abound, for youth ever rises supe-
rior to political and sectional feelings. Romeo and Juliet were
from opposing houses. Then there were cases of fun and jollity
right in camp, since in Company D Captain Lyon ordered ten
gallons of oysters and twelve dollars’ worth of poultry. Henry
Porter of Sodus Point and J. J. Vickery of Lyons went out with
guns and dogs and secured a buck deer weighing 200 pounds,
all of which served to brighten the surroundings not a little.

1864.

January brings very little variety to the camp, though drill
of all kinds is kept up regularly with accompanying inspections
and dress-parades. In these quiet days and this secluded place,
the officers have an excellent opportunity to study regulations
and tactics, which some of them conscientiously seize. Mean-
while the weather becomes very cold, and the Potomac freezes
so hard that, on the 8th, the boat makes landings on the ice.
The next day, men ecross the river on the ice to Alexandria.
Cleanliness is maintained, and in spite of the weather the bar-
racks are regularly scrubbed and kept in the best of order.
Those who can obtain permission to visit Forts Simmons, Reno
and other old stamping-grounds, just for the maintenance of
friendly relations and the return of courtesies, for the officers
and men frem those parts as often as possible came down to
the fort.

Though as good as the average soldiers, all of the Ninth’s
men were not angels and court-martials were not unknown,
though it would puzzle some, after this lapse of years, to tell
what they were all about. However important then, they have
been forgotten in the hurry of later living. The ice reign con-
tinues in the river and boats have to break their way through.

Officers are responsible for the care of company funds aris-
ing from the use of government appropriations for rations.
Instead of dealing out to each man his portion, all combine
and live in common, thereby saving so much that luxuries
otherwise impossible are obtained, and, besides, the individual
is spared the necessity of preparing his own food, certain ones
from each company being quite willing to serve in the capacity
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of cooks for all. Whatever there might be over and above the
cost of rations could be applied to the purchasing of better
equipment for the mess-tables. A strict accounting was re-
quired from the officer in charge, and while no scandal ever
arose in our regiment there were those, during the war, whose
officers had no end of trouble in making clear their relations
to the respective funds.

Captain William Wood made out on the 16th no less than
ten discharge papers, for disability incident to the situation
is great. Fever germs still linger, and there are few men at
the post, notwithstanding the cold weather, who do not use
a deal of quinine. To crown all these disadvantages, on the
19th of January Post Adjutant Redgraves is taken down with
the small-pox. But there are diversions for those who call
themselves well, and catching rabbits in the snow is great fun
for the boys; the feelings of the victims are not recorded.

February 1st was made noteworthy in Company D by the
change from tin dishes to earthenware, all through the hus-
banding of the company fund. The other companies were
likewise equipped, then or later. As Chaplain Mudge had re-
mained with the larger part of the regiment, preaching was
had on Sunday by different men, the Christian Commission
occasionally sending a minister. There are some indications of
home life, for several officers and men have their better-halves
with them, and calls on St. Valentine’s day are on record.
On the 17th there is ice three inches thick on the river. Wash-
ington’s birthday marks the taking command of Company D by
Captain Bacon, Captain Lyon having resigned. The latter de-
parted for home on the 27th, and in going away made a good
speech, which the boys cheered to the echo.

The great Rodman gun is still a curiosity, and has to have a
drill of its own. The 27th two shots were fired from the 200-
pound Parrott and three from the 15-inch Rodman, solid globes
of iron weighing 433 pounds. Crowds of visitors beheld the trial.
To take the places of the many discharged and to bring the
companies up to the maximum limit, numerous recruits come
in during these weeks, occasionally to be stigmatized as “small
boys” by those longer in the service; some even say, “No good.”
Time will tell whether such judgment is right or not. Lieuten-
ant Colonel Seward returned to his duties on the 19th, and
his hand is soon evident in every direction. His illness had in
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no way impaired his vigor. On the 29th, Leap year’s day, the
battalion was mustered for four months’ pay.

Another March is not without the expected characteristics
of the month. The biggest snow-storm of the season came on
the 23d, and New York boys were reminded of their own Lake
Ontario region. In addition to the regular physical ills of this
locality there came an epidemic of sore throats. The 18th of
March brings forty-two recruits to Company G. Secretary Sew-
ard does not forget his boy, and frequently drops down the river
to see him and the latter’s men. On the 13th he came with cer-
tain foreigners as guests, possibly Prussians. In his honor the
big flag was hung out, but the strong wind with so much sail
was too much for the staff,and it broke above the upper splice.
Then the soldier carpenters had to repair it, which they were
abundantly able to do as well as to build docks at the river’s
edge, and to make anything that ws needed. Officers main-
tain an evening class to perfect themselves in military knowl-
edge. The 24th a target was set up across the river, the dis-
tance having been ascertained by computation, for the Ninth
was ready for any sort of exaction.

As it has ever done, whiskey gets men into trouble, and the
army was a particularly fine field for evidencing its power.
One of the battalion, noted for his love of the intoxicating cup,
gets drunk, makes a raid into the neighboring country, and
winds up his carouse with a musket ball in his leg, sent there
by an irate countryman,whom he had most grievously offended.
This same soldier was noted for his range of tricks and pranks;
he was the man who once smuggled a quantity of liquor out
of Alexandria by putting his flasks in a child’s coffin and then
with a sad face, such as a bereaved father might be expected
to wear, he bore his spirits, by no means departed, across the
river and into camp. The closing incident of the month was
the adventure of a Company E drummer, who rowed a boat to
a low island in the river, and leaving it unfastened, with the
rising tide it floated off; and he on account of the same tide
had to spend the night in a tree, an experience he never forgot,
though he had an unexampled opportunity to reflect on the
Darwinian theory which aseribes to early humanity traits that
were decidedly arboreal.

The following is a fair presentation of daily routine, the
same being from notes made at the time:
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Reveille at day-break.
Breakfast at 7 o’clock.
Fatigue from 7.30 to 11.30.
Dinner at 12 M.

Fatigue from 1 to 5 P. M.
Supper at 6 o’clock.

For those who were not laboring there was drill from 2 to 4
P. M. In the evening, there were whist or other diversions
till 9 o’clock; then came taps, and sleep till the next reveille
called to wakefulness and work. With plenty of quinine to
keep off the chills, there was no trouble as to appetite.

April, the .month of budding hopes, finds the battalion still
preparing. On the first, or All Fools’ day, a large party comes
down from Washington to witness the workings of the big
guns. The great Rodman is fired at 25 degrees elevation, three
miles’ range. On the 6th comes the first skirmish drill here,
of which there is afterwards frequent recurrence. Scarcely
a day without some additions to the ranks by way of recruits.
The 17th, Sunday, Episcopal service is conducted by an army
chaplain, not ours.

The event of the month was the presentation, on the 23d, of
an elegant sword costing $350 to Lieutenant Colonel Seward.
This amount was raised by his fellow soldiers, and was made
an inspiring occasion by the presence of many friends, includ-
ing ladies from Washington, the regimental band, ete. In the
presence of the battalion, Captain William Wood of Company
G spoke eloquently as follows:

“In this time of peril, of suspense, and of doubt, when the
shifting fortunes of war, and the stern duties upon every citi-
zen in consequence, render it uncertain whether those who, as
comrades in battle stand shoulder to shoulder in the defense
of their country to-day, may not, by the relentless decree of
fate or the imperative necessity of their country’s good, be
separated to-morrow, to meet again, never; if it is fit for them
to give expression to their affectionate regard, especially is it
fit for soldiers to give expression to their devotion to their
commander; and that which in the quiet times of peace would
be a tame and meaningless ceremony is big with interest and
earnest feeling. Colonel Seward, reluctantly, because con-
scious of my inability to perform in a befitting manner the com-
plimentary office assigned me, I appear, in behalf of the 2d
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Battalion, to say to you that the officers and men, that every
officer, and every man, now or recently connected with it, un-
less so recently attached as to have been deprived of the privi-
lege, have an interest in making the request of you, that you
will accept this steel from donors who are happy and proud
to bestow it, as a memorial of their high appreciation of your
impartial justice, their confidence in your unflinching courage
and their admiration of your exalted leadership. Take it, and
join with them as they know you do in reverential trust that
the Omnipotent Disposer of all things will give success to our
finance, and success to our arms. Take it and join with them,
as they are sure you do, in the firm and fixed resolve that the
stars and stripes shall never permanently cease to float over
one inch of territory where it ever waved. Take it and be
assured that with it, you have, without dissimulation, the
hearts ever true of the officers and men of the 2d Battaliou.
It is from zealous and willing men to their energetic and effi-
cient chief.”

To these words Colonel Seward made fitting response, touch-
ing feelingly on the cordial relations so long existing among
them, and all felt that the day was a precursor of one when
the regiment might reverse the Scriptural sentence and so
transform their picks, shovels and other instruments of hus-
bandry into those of war.

The next day drill was resumed as usual, and one man
records four roll-calls. Obviously, no man guilty or otherwise
was to be allowed to escape. In firing a 200-pound Parrott the
26th, a shell exploded at the mmnzzle of the gun. Luckily no
one was hurt. The month ends with a large party of men
building a road through some neighboring woods.

May is to end the stay of the battalion in Fort Foote, a place
in which its members had been so long that some of them
actually began to refer to it as home. Coming events were
making themselves felt, if not by forecasted shadows, at any
rate in more drill in the extensive assortment that was dealt
out to all heavy artillery regiments. May 7th Companies E
and C left for forts across the Eastern Branch, a long way
around by water, but only a little distance had there been
means of communication by land. Extensive preparations are
making in all the companies for an active campaign. Extra

clothing is packed for storage, or is sent home. On the 10th D
5
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and G take their departure, going direct to Alexandria. The
battalion had done well the duty assigned, and now a new
field was opening before it and the remainder of the regiment.

g < CHAPTER IX.
SOLDIERING IN THE DEFENSES.

The 24 Battalion having betaken itself to Rozier’s Bluff, the
other seven companies were left to their accustomed diversions
‘n the forts which they had so largely themselves constructed.
During the ensuing summer and winter they were disposed
as follows: Companies A, T and M, under Colonel Welling,
were at Fort Simmons; H and K, at Fort Mansfield, under
Major Snyder; B, at Fort Gains, and F, at Fort Bayard. Ex-
cept for personal incident, there was very little in the follow-
ing months to distinguish one week from another. The general
health of the men was good; drill with attendant fatigue duty
kept their appetites up to the size of their rations. Large and
roomy barracks were constructed, into which the several com-
panies moved in due time, and there a degree of bodily comfort
was had quite unknown in their former experience. The repu-
tation of the Ninth as a fort and road builder with its hold on
distinguished Washington circles insured for it many guests
on parade occasions, though Secretary Seward, at present, is
turning his face toward Fort Foote.

Many of the officers and men had their families with them,
a practice prevalent among all the regiments doing garrison
duty about Washington, thereby permitting pleasures quite
rare in a soldier’s life. Small houses were built near the bar-
racks, thus admitting a condition of privacy otherwise impos-
sible.  When men kept house in this manner, they did not
live in commons, but drew their rations, adding thereto such
other articles as their needs demanded. Frequently they fur-
nished table-board for officers who were unmarried or who had
not brought their partners to the fort. So comfortable was
barrack-life that occasionally young soldiers became almost
lazy, but woe to the boy who thought to take daylight naps
undisturbed. In Company I a lad of rather indolent nature
had become a sound sleeper, even in the daytime, and roguish
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comrades determined to break him of his habit. Accordingly
they tied to one of his ankles a strong rope and to the other
end of said cord a heavy stone, and this they dropped through
a gable window, near which the sleeper’s bunk was located.
Whenever he moved in his dreams, as his tormentors took good
care that he should, the weight drew him outward and gradually
upward till at last he was footed, not headed, for the window.
Waking and finding himself thus inverted, he yelled in terror
till his captain, responsive, came and cut him down. The ac-
companying jeers of his comrades effectually ended midday
slumbers for him.

During the long summer months, morning came early and
the bugler held no sinecure. He sounded the reveille at day-
break. The company-cooks had been up a long time, for break-
fast-call came at 5.30, with the surgeons’ following hard after
at 6 o’clock; company police at 6.30. Then he continued to
sound thus:

Artillery-drill, 7 to 8. Battalion-drill, 4 P. M.
Fatigue, 6.30 and 11.30. Dress-parade, 6 o’clock.
Guard-mount, T o’'clock. Dress-parade, S'days, 5.30.
Infantry-drill, 8.30 and 10. Supper, 7 o’clock.
Orderlies’ call, 10.30. Retreat at sundown.
Dinner, 12 M. Tattoo, 8.30.

General police, 1.30 P. M. Taps, 9 o’clock P. M.

The man who responded to his share of the foregoing routine
came pretty near earning the stipend that the government al-
lowed him.

To every phase of camp-life the average man speedily adapts
himself. His love of the ludicrous, his power of invention and
his never-failing fund of variety suggest diversions that in mem-
ory, at least, are delightful. There were few to whom that day-
break bugle-call was not unconscionably early, yet fear of extra
police duty made them get into line, in some shape, before the
final notes of fife and drum had died away. Can the man be
found who first gave the rhythmic interpretations of these
calls? Some would hardly bear rendering to ears polite, but
there were those that were clean and bright. The liquid notes
of reveille were seldom ended without some one shouting in
tune words that just fitted the bugle sounds:
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“I can’t get ’em up, I can’t get ’em up this morning;

I can’t get ’em up, I can’t get ’em up, I S—A—-Y.

The corporal’s worse than the private,

The sergeant’s worse than the corporal,

The lieutenant’s worse than the sergeant,

The captain’s worst of them A—L—L.”
Then as the final note died away in melodious attenuation,
the fife and drum took up their part, and did mortal ears ever
catch more inspiring musie than that which they afforded,
most often that never-wearying “Girl I Left Behind Me,” and
many a lad ran, buttoning his clothes as he hurried into line,
humming to himself,

*‘Oh, lonely, weary are the hours,
Since I crossed the hills to Nadjie.”

There was no parade precision about roll-call, but every man
must respond to his name or be accounted for if he would save
himself trouble. Sometimes there were responses aside from
the stereotyped “here” which followed the first sergeant’s call
of one’s name, as when, on a particularly cold spring morning,
just after the accession of several recruits, for the first time
were heard the words, “Patrick O'Rourke,” though that was
not the name. In the richest of brogue, from the extreme left
of the line came immediately, “Hare; and d—d sorry fur it, too.”

Mess-call was heard with pleasure by those to whose sharp-
ened appetites food was ever welcome, though the interpreta-
tion might not captivate Delmonico’s diners. It ran thus:

‘‘Soupy, soupy, soupy, without any bean,
Porky, porky, porky, without any lean,
Coffee, coftee, coffee, without any cream.”

It is a sad comment on human nature that when there was
plenty of work to do, the line of men responding to the sur-
geons’ call was a long one. It is a wonder that many surgeons,
except in case of actual wounds, did not have in mind the
Scriptural words: “All men are liars;” still, the best of men
under fire and on the march all hated fatigue duty. This is one
of the interpretations of the call, based on the surgeon’s fre-
quent prescriptions. Had castor oil been equally rhythmic, that
also had been heard in the version:

“Gtet your quinine, get your quinine,
"Twill cure your ills, twill cure your pains,
Get your q-u-i-n-i-n-e—e—e—e.”
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Another version often heard was:

“Are you all dead? are you all dead?
No, thank the Lord, there’s a few left yet,
There’s a few—left—yet.”

After all, what the soldiers wanted was an excuse from duty
rather than medicine. One man persisted in wearing shoes too
short for him, thus crippling his feet, and his commonly ac-
cepted title was “0Old Sore-toes.” He seldom failed to re-
spond to the call, and he did precious little duty. “I had a cold
sweat last night,” or, “I feel all played out,” called for an
exhibiling of the tongue, a test of the pulse and the regular
prescription of castor oil and quinine. The surgeons knew their
men pretty well and seldom did them an injustice. WWhen, on
a march, the weakling wanted to ride in the ambulance, he
would frequently be told that if he didn’t feel better after a
while he could ask the doctor again. Some did; more didn’t.

When the day was done and, at 9 o’clock, it was time for
“lights out,” the bugle-call that sounded on the evening air
was as sweet as—

‘‘Horns of elfland faintly blowing!”’

Whatever the soldier forgets or remembers, the notes of
taps will never fail his memory, and sleepily he follows the de-
licious melody as it swells, and anon sinks away in dying
echoes. To soldierly ears it said, “Put out your lights,” re-
peated four or five times, though another and more popular
wording was, “Go to bed,” repeated in same manner. In the
defenses, passed from fort to fort; from hill-top to hill-top, each
night it encircled the Capital with a chain of linked sweetness
unexcelled since “the morning stars sang together and all the
sons of God shouted for joy.”

Every company had a certain number of mechanics, and
these men made themselves useful in building under the direc-
tion of government engineers nearly everything that made up
the forts and their equipments. Batteries, rifle-pits. and walls,
all of them continued to make of the vicinity anything but an
ideal farming section. Letters came from home with due regu-
larity, at least to many of the boys, and visitors from the home
locality were not infrequent. The members of Company B will
not forget the job some of them put up on one of their visitors
who found the dispensary with the liquid entertainment af-
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forded there exceedingly pleasant. Having prevailed on one
of the attendants to act as guard, when at a late hour the
party broke up, they were halted and all save the visitor
skulked according to programme, he dodged back into the dis-
pensary, and, with his boots on, crawled into bed with a colored
boy, who vainly protested against such intrusion. Failing to
hush the eries of the contraband, and expecting the guard to
enter at any moment, the unhappy civilian determined to make
a grand rush, and darted forth, but the make-believe guard
was equally alert, and having listened to his pleadings for quiet
with the negro-boy, he commanded a halt, and brought his
gun to a firing posture, at the same time cocking it. The omi-
nous click of the hammer produced an immediate halt, and the
gentleman was arrested as a suspicious character and for dis-
turbing the quiet of the camp. He claimed to be a guest of
one of the surgeons and desired his protection, but the latter
heeded not his appeal. Then he turned to another well-known
citizen of Wayne county, and he too denied any and all ac-
quaintance, absolutely refusing to recognize the incidents
brought forward by the visitor, though at last he did allow
that he had seen the arrested man drunk in Georgetown. The
situation was becoming more involved, and the poor man’s hair
was fairly standing on end with fright, when he claimed to be
a second cousin of one of his tormentors, who finally granted
that he had seen the man “up North,” and the boys ended the
farce, but the visitor never forgot the scare, nor the colored boy
the white man’s anxiety to sleep with him.

The captain of one of the companies, though a brave officer,
had queer notions of what he might exact of his men. He
had bought a condemned government horse and then tried
to keep him at the expense of the boys, who maintained their
regular fund. He thought the extra bread of the men which
they were wont to trade for milk, etc., would keep his steed
nicely, and so ordered them to cease trading; such tyranny was
resented of course, and all hoped that something might happen
to that horse, and eventually he appeared minus his switch.
All were happy but the captain, and he was raging; but the
perpetrator of the deed was not revealed till many years after
the war. The horse was disposed of, and the boys were again
permitted to do as they liked with their own.

In Fort Bayard, Company F boys varied the monotony a
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little by playing a practical joke on Lieutenant L.’s colored
steward Jim. It was about the time when the government was
organizing certain colored regiments, and active negroes were
in request. Jim was bright, active and good natured. and about
seventeen years old. He was universally popular, but the sol-
diers must have their fun. One day in Washington he had
seen a squad of colored soldiers, armed and equipped, escorting
some recruits to headquarters. Somehow or other it came into
his head that they ‘“just gobbled up ebery nigger dat dey come
cross,” as he put it. He was so frightened lest he, too, be
taken, he left his errand undone and started for home as fast
as his legs would carry him. He told his lientenant how he
had been chased and that only his superior swiftness saved
him, and for some time Washington errands were not entrusted
to Jim, for neither love nor money could induce him to venture
near the city. Knowing his mortal terror the boys determined
to give him the fright of his life, and selecting a night when the
lieutenant was away from his company, they chose one of their
number who was well suited to play the part, and plentifully
covering his face and hands with burnt cork, dressed him in a
sergeant’s uniform. Then they put him into quarters near
those of Jim. The participants were properly placed, when a
messenger was sent for Jim, who duly responded. No sooner
had he entered the door than one of the soldiers said, “Jim,
we are sorry to lose you, but the time has come when you must
go to the front and help fight the rebels.” Jim looked anxious
and turned his big eyes about till they seemed all whites. “You
know the government is raising a colored regiment in Wash-
ington, and the officers are taking every able-bodied young
negro they can find. Somehow they have learned that you are
here as a servant and that you are trying to keep out of their
sight, so the colonel has sent a sergeant after you. If you do
not go, or try to escape, he will kill you.” Poor Jim’s black
face was actually growing white with misery, for he had seen
the black sergeant seated in the farther end of the quarters.
At this moment the sergeant arose and said, “You black rascal,
I want you, and if you try to run away, I'll shoot you,” at the
same time showing his pistol. Jim asked permission to go to
his tent to get some articles of clothing,and was closely followed
by the sergeant. The earthworks ran along in front of Jim's
quarters, and beyond them extended miles of open fields and
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woods. It was expected that Jim would take a chance of
escape here, and he did. He cleared the works at a bound and
made for the woods. “Halt;” but the only sound sent back
from the darkness was the whack of Jim’s big feet as they bore
him with deerlike fleetness to the refuge of the forest. The
boys were certain that they heard the clatter of his flight for
at least five minutes, though their own laughter must have
drowned some of the noise he made. Taps sounding soon after,
silence fell upon the camp, but the fugitive did not return till
late the following night, and for several weeks he was in a con-
dition of constant alarm. When, however, the whole scheme
was unfolded to him, he laughed as heartily as the boys them-
selves.

Al the boys did not take equally kindly to their rations, at
least till they had become hardened somewhat. As a recruit,
came a young man of gentle rearing, to whose palate coarse
army fare was by no means fitted. The tin plate upon which
lay a boiled potato and a big piece of “salt-horse” or pork did
not rouse his appetite to any great extent. Indeed, his face
was wont to assume an air of disgust, which was extremely
amusing to his better inured comrades, whom nothing phased.
One day when a squad returned from several hours” work at
road-building fairly famished, and to whom quantity was of
vastly more consequence than quality, boiled hominy was the
chief item of food, and it didn’t take the men long to dispose
of the seemingly scanty supply. This was particularly true of
B—, a good but quite rough soldier, whose native bluntness of
speech several years’ experience on the Erie canal had not
polished in the least. His hunger was still far from being ap-
peased, and he began to look about for a chance, like Oliver
Twist, to secure “more.” There was the poor recruit daintily
tasting his coarse fare, his stomach on the verge of rejection
even then, while his face wore its chronic “I-wish-I-were-at-
home” look. It frequently happened that the hominy contained
large white worms having brown heads. The hungry soldiers,
inured to all sorts of hardships, had learned long before either
to shut their eyes when eating this dish or to just spoon the
obnoxious wiggler and eat what was left. B— seeing the lad’s
disgust chose him for his victim, and approaching asked him
how he liked his hominy. To which query came the reply that
he didn’t like it, he never was used to eating such stuff. “Do
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you find any worms in your dish?” This terribly shocked the
boy, and he replied, “No, did you?” “Oh, yes,” said B—, “two
big ones,” and opening his mouth, “Can’t you see their entrails
between my teeth?” though he used a much shorter and more
expressive word than entrails. Alas for the fastidious youth,
who rushed out to do what the whale did when tired of Jonah,
and long before he returned B— had saved him any further
apprehension as to that special dish of hominy.

Some readers may recall the German, John L., and his reli-
gious experience as already related. He was a good soldier, al-
ways in the best of trim, his clothes, gun and equipment as
bright as a new pin. He was apparently used to the strictest
discipline, and we thought he had been in the German
army. He was far from being a talkative man, rather stern
in his nature, always quiet, not much given to joking, having a
violent temper when injured; on the whole, just a little pecul-
iar. Of course the boys liked to play jokes at John's expense.
One of his peculiarities was his evident care for a very fine
tobacco-box which he carried. He chewed the fine-cut variety,
and was exceedingly chary in parting with any of it to his com-
rades, who were quite likely to ask for a chew. On a certain
occasion, one of John’s associates, a rollicking, devil-may-care
sort of fellow, named Bill B., found a nest of young mice in his
quarters; they were quite innocent of covering and were not
more than an inch long. To Bill’s ingenious mind here was a
chance for fun, so he says to his bunkies: “We'll get John L.
in here, and one of you ask him for a chew of tobacco. If he
complies pass the box along to me, after you have helped your-
self, and when I take a chew, I will put these two little mice
into his box.” The prospect was delightful, and John was in-
veigled over to the quarters of the conspirators, who were
ready for him, where, according to programme, one of the boys,
Wesley W., asked John for a taste of his fine-cut. The latter
was in an unusually gracious mood, and at once passed his
cherished box to the mischievous fellow, who in turn handed
it to Bill. Everything worked to a charm, and the infant mice
were speedily and effectually hidden in the box, which, com-
ing back to its owner, was placed in his pocket, and he soon re-
turned to his own quarters at the end of the street. The tor-
mentors anxiously awaited developments, which were not long
in coming. In about fifteen minutes, they heard a yell and an
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oath, and soon saw a mad Dutchman coming for them; they
scattered like a covey of partridges, and could not be found.
John had opened his box to take a chew, and without looking
at what he was doing picked up with the tobacco one of the
live mice; but he had not chewed the quid a great while before
he ejected the mingled mass of Virginia weed and mouse with
the exhibition just described. The gang had to steer clear
of him for several days; indeed he never forgave Bill B., whom
he considered the chief villain in the play, but the officers, who
soon learned the story, and the rest of the company enjoyed
the joke immensely.

Nor was picket duty devoid of incident, as some of the mem-
bers of — Company could testify. The station was poessibly four
miles from the forts, and about the soldiers were the farms of
men outwardly loyal,but at heart, we thought, arrant rebels, dis-
posed to give the enemy every possible bit of information. Any-
thing taken from them was to us very much like “spoiling the
Egyptians”; but Colonel Morris, commanding the brigade, was
a striet disciplinarian,and all depredations were sternly frowned
upon by him and the offenders severely punished. On the
morning in question, a bright one of midsummer, the boys, some
four in number, had relieved the old pickets and soon began to
look about for their noon-day meal.

Near by was a profusion of blackberries, and it didn’t take
long to pick all that the boys, including the lieutenant in
charge, could eat; but when was man ever perfectly satisfied?
They must needs have milk to add to the sugar which their
haversacks afforded. Cows were in the neighboring field, and
what more natural than that Yankee boys, proficient millkers,
should undertake to extract their lacteal riches. One of
the soldiers succeeded admirably, for his bovine selection was
tractable, but the other boy found his cow quite unwilling to
“stand,” but persevering he had just begun operations when
he heard a strange voice asking him what he was doing. “I
guess you can see easily enough,” was the careless reply. “Well,
I shall report you to the officer of the picket,” and the wrathful
owner, for such he was, started off for the post, the culprits
following closely behind him. True to his threat he proceeded
to tell his story to the lieutenant, but at such length that the
officer was evidently bored. The soldiers, however, kept right
at their eating, and so voraciously that Lieutenant feared
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he might lose his share, so saying to the farmer, “I’ll punish the
rascals,” he exclaimed with considerable more emphasis, “Here,
I want some of those berries and milk.” This so amazed the
irate Marylander that he started off, saying, “I'll go straight
to Colonel Morris and report the case.” This he did and the
next morning after we had arrived in camp and while we were
cleaning up our guns, the lieutenant came around in accord-
ance with Colonel Morris’ order, and said, “You are under
arrest.” One of the boys said, “Do you arrest us for getting
berries and milk for you?”’ “Don’t ask too many questions,”
was the reply. “Well,” was the rejoinder, “if we do have to
go up, you will remember that you are as deep in the mud
as we are in the mire.” “Don’t worry,” said he, “I’ll get you
out soon;” and sure enough, in less than an hour came an order
from headquarters releasing the men. The story, however. does
not end here, for it was not long ere the same men had a chance
at the farmer, who was a cross, surly fellow, a fair type of the
rebel sympathizers in the vieinity. In the fall, when crops
were being harvested, on a dark, cloudy day, the same com-
rades found themselves again near the same informer. Having
brought with them salt pork, bread and coffee, they began to
look about them for other viands. Close st hand was the home
of the farmer, and back of it was a large pile of potatoes and
cabbages. A delegation set forth at once for the farm-house,
and while a portion thereof solicited the loan of a big iron
kettle from the mistress, the other part made free with the
farmer’s winter supply. When the woman went for the utensil,
which she thought it best to lend, the marauders made off with
their booty, which in due time was cooked and eaten, making
something of an offset to the rain which had begun to fall,
each man consoling himself with the reflection that the vegeta-
bles, though stolen and consequently sweet, scarcely more than
compensated for the disgrace of an arrest, and Byron made
Mazeppa say, “Time at last makes all things even,” just as
applicable to Cayuga county boys doing duty in Maryland as
to Cossack hetman on the Ukrain plains.

It was during the later portion of 1863 that Company L was
organized. Its membership was more widely spread over the
state than that of any other company in the regiment. It was
made up largely of men who had served a full enlistment in the
two years’ regiments sent out in 1861. This no doubt accounts
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for the high degree of proficiency which the company early
attained. TIts first captain was Frank W. Sinclair, promoted
from Company I, and its senior first lieutenant was S. Augus-
tus Howe, who had put in two years as a member of the 24th
New York Infantry, an Oswego county organization. This ad-
dition brought the Ninth up to its full number of companies,
and the recruits, rapidly coming in, soon filled the regiment
to its maximum. The men as they joined were sent to Fort
Simmons, which became the station of the company till ordered
to move across the Eastern Branch. Here they began the
regular drill and routine duty to which the other companies
had long been subjected. The size of the company sometimes
made sitting at the mess-table quite erowded, but old soldiers
were ready to endure such a small affliction without much
complaint, especially as a crowded table was better than none
at all.

1864.

Ere the year was ended, the monotony of camp-life was to be
sadly marred, but before the stated May-day, came numerous
weeks of routine. January 1st found many of the soldiers in
possession of luxuries of all sorts, sent down to them from their
northern homes, remainders in some cases of Christmas feasts,
while others were looking for delayed boxes. One man in a
mixed manner grumbles thus in his diary in early 64 days:
“Turkeys came. C. got three months, ball and chain, for sleep-
ing on his post. New recruit and in poor health.” Early in
January it is necessary to break up certain liquor-selling places
in Georgetown. In the wealth of edibles some of the boys in
Company B have a big dinner, with printed invitations. Happy
the man who has preserved one of them to this day. All this
time many recruits are coming down to join the regiment, and,
poor fellows, some of them think they get a cool reception,
for on the 9th one man says, “It was so cold that coffee froze
in our cups before we could drink it.” Nothing but the writer’s
uniform veracity warrants this insertion, and even now incre-
dulity justifies a suspicion that, set out to cool, the liquid may
have been left unduly long. On the 15th eighty recruits appear.
There is really little stirring during the month, save the arrivai
of new men and cook-house bickerings, of which every camp
is sure to have its part.
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In February, owing to a small-pox scare, vaccination was
the order of the day, and, “Look out for my sore arm,” was not
infrequently heard. Even the most calloused diary-keeper
could not find material for his small pages, except as he re-
counted thesbooks and papers read, the letters written and re-
ceived. Full many a love-match was made during these winter
days, and in rough, noisy barracks the most delightful visions
were had of home and happiness to follow, “when this cruel
war is over.” But cold or warm, bleak or pleasant, picket
and guard duty came round with unvarying regularity, and a
good soldier, later to fall at Cold Harbor, is sent in under arrest
because as corporal he failed to turn out with the guard quick-
ly enough. Then came the second March for the dispiriting
of the soldiers, but there are many Mark Tapleys among them
whom weather influenced very little. The 25th of February
brought around an alarm, and Fort Simmons was quickly
manned, but as usual it was a false alarm. It is highly credit-
able to the rank and file of the Ninth Heavy that a good audi-
ence gathered, March 3d, at headquarters to hear a George-
town preacher, Brown by name, lecture on “The Martyr Trans-
lators of the Bible.” Is there any wonder that such men, when
the test came, gave a good account of themselves? Later still,
in the same place, an equally large and appreciative audience
heard an eloquent discourse on temperance.

CHAPTER X.
A GENERAL SHAKING-UP.

The advent of General Grant in Washington and his subse-
quent presence in the Army of the Potomac were making a
decided impression on all wearers of the blue. The changes
in location of Companies C, D, E and G have already been
noted. Corresponding activity was also true of the other com-
panies. All of them took leave of their long-time quarters, and
on the 26th of March made their way to the forts across the
Eastern Branch, all this in accordance with General Orders
No. 21, whereby the regiment, except the 2d Battalion, was di-
rected to form line in the parade groundat Fort Simmons at 4.30
A. M. the 26th, having two days’ cooked rations, Company B
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to join at the junction of Military and Georgetown roads. The
march began at daybreak, and was a cheerful variation on the
long monotony of the forts, passing, as it did, through Wash-
ington and across the bridge which spanned the Eastern
Branch, sometimes called the Navy Yard bridge. Thence there
was a decided scattering of the companies, a large number of
forts coming under their care as follows: A at Fort Baker, with
the band and regimental headquarters; B, Fort Mahan; F, Forts
Dupont, Wagner and Ricketts, with Lieutenants Allen, Pat-
terson and Stafford, respectively, in charge; H, Fort Meigs;
1, Forts Snyder and Davis, with Captain Hughes and Lieu-
tenant Howard commanding; K, Fort Greble; L, Fort Stanton;
M, Fort Carroll. Of this range Fort Mahan was the most
northerly, and was fully seven miles away from Greble, the
most southerly position. At this time the 1st Battalion com-
prised the men in Forts Baker, Davis, Dupont, Meigs and
Mahan, under Major Snyder, with headquarters at Fort Mahan.
The 3d Battalion included the other forts under Major Burgess,
with headquarters at Fort Carroll. The 2d Battalion was still
in Fort Foote, so the regiment was really in a line of forts ex-
tending a distance of quite eleven miles, though communica-
tion between Fort Foote and the other fortifications was by
water rather than by land. By this latest move, the Ninth was
made to have something to do, first and last, with nearly every
fort on the Maryland side of the Potomac. The life for the
next two months, in each fort, differed very little from that in
another, nor from that in the forts recently left near the river,
though there were incidents peculiar to each one, as at Fort
Mahan Lieutenant Chauncey Fish, just promoted from orderly
sergeant, was given a fine sword by Company B; he had only
recently returned from a visit home, and with him came, as re-
cruits, two of his sons, one of whom was to later fall at Win-
chester. As this was a company affair, Sergeant Smith made
the presentation, and Sergeant Brock read a reply. The
weapon cost $100. In this same fort, later in April, a daughter
of Ebenezer Page opened a school in the mess-house at fifty
cents per pupil, weekly. Towards the end of the month cer-
tain companies were canvassed by cavalry-men seeking those
who would like to be transferred. The outlook towards the
Capitol from nearly all these forts is fine, and it is easier mak-
ing a visit to Washington than it was before the move. Not



A GENERAL SHAKING-UP. 79

a day was lost in active drill, and if the regiment is not profi-
cient in infantry, heavy and light artillery practice, it is not
the fault of the officers. Battalion drill necessitates long and
occasionally hot marches for some of the companies. May
brings with it the consciousness that the North will soon take
a new departure, and that for the front. Packing up all that a
man thought he could not conveniently carry, was the order of
the day, and it was surprising how many things were dispensed
with, but two weeks later the reduction of baggage was even
greater still. Two Wayne county boys thought to lessen their
portable library, and so made up a box to send home, in which
they placed their copies of Virgil, Horace, Longfellow (2 vols.),
Methodist Hymns, etc., determining to depend on memory for
any classical or poetical necessity, and also throwing in two
or three bed-quilts and a pair of boots, they sent it northward.
How carefully the mother of one of those boys treasured the col-
lection, till the close of the war brought home the literary
soldiers! On the 7th of May was promulgated an order specify-
ing what the soldiers might carry in their knapsacks, viz., one
shirt, one pair socks, one pair extra shoes, one pair pants, one
rubber-blanket, one overcoat. It did not take long, when march-
ing actually began, to get rid of nearly all the above-named
necessities.

In the ranks of this immense aggregation of men were hun-
dreds who had recently joined. They had come down from
northern homes, rallied by the nation’s ery for more soldiers;
very many, indeed the large majority of them, were lads in their
teens, who three years before were too young for enlistiment.
They represented nearly all vocations, but by far the greater
number came from the farm. They represented the same ele-
ment that, nearly a hundred years before, had fought for free-
dom from Britain’s yoke. Many, assigned to companies and
taking their guns, essayed the life of an active soldier with no
drill at all. What they learned of the use of their weapons in
parade or in action, was from observation. That they did not
particularly mar the prospects of the regiment is evident in the
sequel.  Ere many weeks they were bearing their burdens
and doing their respective duties with as much ease and cool-
ness as the veriest veteran by their side.

May 10th came another moving day; this time retracing the
steps across the Branch and through the city to the Virginia
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side of the Potomac. Heavy Artillery regiments are succeeded,
largely, by 100-day men, sent in from Ohio, Pennsylvania and
Massachusetts, but our immediate successors are, in the main,
from the 10th N. Y. H. A., and we ourselves follow other
heavy artillery regiments that have gone ahead. For the
march, Companies A,B,H,F,and I in part, report at Fort Baker,
and the remainder of I, with I, M and K, join at the bridge.
There was no special incident in the transit, save that the
horses of a coach near the eastern end of the Eastern Branch
bridge having no ears for music, became frightened at our
band, and bolting short about turned the coach completely
over, spilling the passengers, but fortunately not harming any-
one. With drums beating and flags flying we marched over
the plaza to the east of the Capitol, by the south end of said
magnificent structure, and along I’ennsylvania avenue, all un-
conscious of our destination. Some said we were going back
to the old forts, others said “the front,” and when we marched
out upon Long Bridge, we were quite certain we were to have
some experience in Virginia. Company L veterans recall, as
they neared Unionville and the band played a lively air, a fine
high-headed horse prancing to the music, but as they neared
him, they saw he was moving on three legs only, but in perfect
time. The familiar government brand “I. C.” on his flank, told
of battle-strife and his appreciation of marching music. Though
only a horse, preserved for the good he had done, he was greeted
with hearty cheers.

While new regiments were constantly forming and a man
counted for as much in one of them as in the other organiza-
tions, there were considerations of locality that frequently de-
termined the body wherein the recruit was to serve. If he
were not too intent upon getting a commission immediately,
if he were only modestly ambitious, he found the regiments
already in the service better for him than those whose record
was all before them. Hence the numbers that had enlisted
in Auburn and in the old barracks there had received an intro-
duction to soldier’s life. The winter of 1863 and ’64, spent in
that place, has a considerable space in the memories of many
a Ninth survivor. There were some men considerably beyond
the age of service, but by discriminating lying and the barber’s
art, they manage to pass muster. On the whole, the accessions
to the Army of the Potomac at the beginning of the Battle
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Summer added much to its strength. At first they met some
chaff from the older soldiers, but in the line of duty all differ-
ences disappeared, and before Cold Harbor was reached, only
the closest scrutiny could have told who were the old and who
the new. As usual, our party was a large one, and we could
not all stop at one fort, so we were distributed, A, I and M
to Fort Richardson, which became the headquarters; B and I
went to Fort Barnard; H, to Fort Garrische; K, to Fort Berry,
and I,, to Fort Scott. The “boys” of the latter company ever
dilate on the terror of rats in this stronghold. They had to
sleep in the bomb-proofs, and life, waking or sleeping, was a
warfare with the rodents, which stole their food at all times
and made nights hideous by walking over the sleeping soldiers,
one of whom declared, as between rebs and rats, he preferred
the former. The regiment is again as nearly united as it can
be in so many forts. The 2d Battalion that came up from
Fort Foote on the same day found itself placed with C, D and
G in Fort Ward, and E in Fort Reynolds, the former companies
making a long detour by way of Long Bridge and not reach-
ing the fort till nearly midnight. The distance of Fort Ward
from Alexandria is not more than four nor less than three miles,
but the men marched twelve miles to get there. One of them
tersely remarks in his journal, “Military.”

Our move was more “military.” The 1st Connecticut
Heavy Artillery vacated many of the forts as the Ninth moved
in. Over the main entrance to Fort Richardson the soldiers
had left, in large letters, the Latin motto of the Wooden Nut-
meg State, viz., “Qui transtulit sustinet,” which some boys
just from school were able to render to their fellows as, “Who
brought us, will sustain.” For once we thought the sentiment
quite as good as our New York’s “Excelsior.” Fairfax Semi-
nary was near. Daily picket-guard was maintained, but there
was very little stability, since on the 15th, Companies B and
L were ordered to Fort Worth, still further south. The very
next day there was an inspection at Fort Richardson, just to
see how quickly the men could move. With the exception of
men on duty in the forts, and so could not report, this was the
first time for the men of the Ninth to assemble in a body. Dur-
ing these days active boys are scouring the neighboring coun-
try for adventure and sights. The wounded from the Wilder-

ness are filling the Seminary Hospital, and thither many go,
6 .
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both from curiosity and possibly to see wounded friends from
other regiments; when there, few failed to climb to the steeple
of the seminary to get the fine view it afforded. This seminary
was and is an Episcopal theological school. Arlington is not
so very far away, and the building and grounds filled with
memories of the Lee family are thoroughly inspected. Many
a letter carried to northern homes floral souvenirs from the
Arlington flower gardens. Camp distribution comes in for a
visit, and Camp Chase, where the first stop was made nearly
two years before, is also quite near.

The night of May 17 is a long one to many, for certain comn-
panies are under arms or on the march nearly every moment
of it, for all have been ordered to report at Fort Richardson
very early. Shelter-tents have been added to our outfit, and
we are ready to go. It is scarcely more than morning on May
18 when we enter Alexandria, 2000 strong, and go upon trans-
ports, the great mass of us quite ignorant of our destination.
Steamers John Brooks, John W. D. Prouty and the State of
Connecticut bear us away and down the river. Lost sleep is
sought upon the deck floors, and those who desire amusement
find it in cards and other diversions. The tolling of the ship’s
bell as we passed Mt. Vernon called up reflections that possi-
bly the Father of his Country might not be pleased if he knew
in what disorder his children were. Late in the afternoon we
reach Belle Plain Landing at the mouth of the Potomac creek,
and soon go ashore in the midst of a drenching rain, though
to make room for our boat another, filled with rebel prisoners,
is obliged to move out. The Johnnies are dirty and saucy.
Some one suggests that these qualities are usually joined. Some
of the boys, recruits, pitch their first tents here, and try to dry
off by means of camp-fires. There is a hospital transport at
the dock, and some of our number are borne thereon to be
taken back for treatment.

The rain continues, and during the following night our ears
are treated to the sound of distant cannonading, a part of that
“wild diapason of war” which Grant had inaugurated earlier
in the month, and to which our ears were to become so much
accustomed. The next day, the 19th, in the morning Companies
H, I and L started for Fredericksburg in charge of a wagon-
train, reaching there at about 10 P. M. Company D followed
in the afternoon and camped east of the Rappahannock. Each
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man wasagain his own cook. On this day a party of rebel prison-
ers passed through the camp, and went aboard a boat bound for
some northern prison. Draw six days’ rations. While we were
lying at this point some of us saw Colonel Welling and Lieuten-
ant Colonel Seward go aboard a transport and soon steam
away towards Washington. Naturally we said to each other,
“What’s up!” A few days later we learned what it all meant.
Those who roamed over Belle Plain came to the conclusion
that it derived its name by the law of contraries, for it was
anything but attractive. The shores were composed of con-
glomerated shells not unlike the coquina of Florida.  Still
pleasures were found even there, for the bathing was good,
though some roguish fellows suggested sharks. Many a sol-
dier will recall how very cheap shad were, and how gloriously
he fried them on his tin plate, which became at once griddle
and trencher. To their unsophisticated taste, the result of
their cooking was every whit as appetizing as were the famous
planked shad cooked by Daniel Webster himself.

We were not to march hungry nor unarmed, for all started
away from Belle Plain with six days’ rations and forty rounds
of cartridges, quite a load in itself. Five companies left on the
afternoon of the 20th-—Companies A and K the following
morning, and G at noon on the 22d. This going to the front
was a new experience to most of the men, and it did not take
long to lessen the baggage which the special order had named
as necessary. Hundreds said, “If we only had these blankets
at home, how nice it would be, but they are a nuisance here,”
and off they would go from the knapsacks. The days were very
warm and the burden great. Seemingly, there was no mo-
ment when some one could not be seen in the act of throwing
away something, till our line of march was effectually indicated
by tons of cast away apparel. One captain, of a very saving
nature, had his feelings hurt by so much wastefulness, and
he did his best to carry a part of the stuff thus discarded, and
was laughed at for his pains; even he had to yield finally and
drop his extra burden. In their extremity, some men threw
away, at once, knapsack and all it contained. Others reduced
it by degrees, while still others made a roll of what they deemed
most precious and, with joined ends, bore it over one shoulder.
Every one felt it necessary to sacrifice something, and a New
York old-clothes man could have made his fortune on the
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material with which our way was strewn. What we did was
done by every new regiment, and the acres between the land-
ing and city became the temporary depository of our own and
government possessions in fabulous quantities. If those in
authority had only told us what we really needed and what
we had best leave behind, how much better it had been for all;
but the mere waste of property was of small consideration,
and our officers were just as inexperienced as their men.

The route itself was through a veritable land of desolation.
Whatever it may have been in the past, three years of war had
swept off everything that made life worth living. If there
were inhabitants, like some rodents they must have burrowed.
On our way we met an ambulance econveying wounded from
the front to the landing. Among them were many from the
1st Maine, long our neighbors in the defenses. They had had
their baptism of blood, and had made a glorious record. While
camping and waiting for the other companies, it is said that
Captain Gregory of B was bitten in the temple by a rattle-
snake, and that this contributed to his death at Cold Harbor
more than the wound received there. At noon or a little past,
the last company, except G, also guarding a wagon-train, came
up and had a sight of the Rappahannock and Fredericksburg.
Some veterans who had first gone out in 1861 retained vivid
recollections of their long day on Stafford Heights, and it was
just a renewal of old acquaintances, but to the majority all
was new. The words had long been very, very familiar, and
now we were having the realities that went with those words.
Head-boards here and there told of the dead in the Iong days
of ’62 and 63, when Burnside and Hooker, staking their for-
tunes lost.

The noteworthy hamlet of Falmouth is at our right, and oppo-
site is Fredericksburg, with its ragged steeples and yawning
walls, its ruined bridges and bullet-marred houses. We are
standing on land that may have belonged to Washington, and
before us may be the very spot, on the river’s bank, where the
vouthful athlete stood when he made that famous throw of a
silver dollar across the Rappahannock. While waiting by the
river, some of the men crossed over and found the city one
great hospital. The Wilderness and Spottsylvania were only
a few miles away, and the wounded from these terrible fields
were here by the thousands. The scenes of the amputating
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tables were not calculated to inspire the young men, who were
to soon experience similar dangers. So absorbed were they in
the bloody present, they had little disposition to think of the
city’s past, but had they been inclined, they might have found
the Masonic Lodge room in which Washington was initiated
just before he was of age, and the very Bible on which he laid
his hands, i. e., if they had been disposed to break in. In the
northern part of the city, they might have found the home of
Washington’s mother, the very house in which she breathed
her last, and where her distinguished son often visited her,
and a little to the westward her grave with the marble monu-
ment by its side, for it was never reared. All this the boys
might have seen, but probably no one did. Their thoughts
were quite too prosaic and practical for historic reminders, and
besides the school-master was not with them.

CHAPTER X1
Reacnixg THE FRONT.

Though we are standing on the margin of the river, though
the city before us was filled with dead and wounded, and
though the sound of distant artillery was frequent, we were not
as yet at that ever movable point known as the Front. For
several days we were to continue to be,only an isolated regi-
ment guarding a wagon-train, which some of the boys confi-
dently asserted was forty miles long. There were several hun-
dred wagons in the train. At 2 P. M. we march down and
across the river, for the first time, in hundreds of instances, on
a pontoon bridge. We almost envied the natty sailors who sat
in several of the boats doing some kind of guard-duty; they
looked so clean and neat when contrasted with our soiled uni-
forms, and we were only beginning. We had hardly more than
passed through the city when we were halted near Marye's
Heights, once flaming with rebel fire, and in time to be the cem-
etery of so many loyal dead, and waited a while. During the
interval a thunder-storm coming up, some of the boys put
up their shelter-tents, and then was shown just how many per-
sons could get under that diminutive canvas; “seven or eight”
-is one record, and one of those men insisted on keeping his
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feet dry also. That night we had our first specimen of march-
ing in the dark. There were no “taps” for us, though at mid-
night or thereabouts we were halted and permitted to lie down.
Of course when eleven large companies were strung along sev-
eral miles, the same hour would not apply to all. The grass
was very wet, and we had thrown away that which would now
make us comfortable. Happy the boys who have retained their
rubber-blankets and shelter-tents, for two men could place a
poncho, rubber side down on the ground, then lay one-half the
shelter on that, making with knapsack (when saved) for pillow,
a fair “shake-dewn.” For covering, the order of tent and blank-
et was reversed. By lying very closely together, two partners
could get along very well through a Virginia night, but alas
for the lad who had nothing, whose improvidence had left him
overcoatless and blanketless!

For him there was no refuge but the camp-fire, and then when
was he to sleep? That first night developed many a case of
latent rheumatism, and the ambulance bore several away to-
wards Washington the next day, among them one whose first
night in this campaign was very near his last, for he returned
to his company in the valley, only to fall the following day at
Cedar Creek. However sad to the sufferers themselves, to
those comfortably ensconced between their rubber-blankets,
the fretting and fuming, not to say swearing, of the poor men
8o dolefully moving about was extremely funny. Sympathy
is a queer characteristic, and like love the subjects are unex-
plainable. Day and night we were in expectation of attack
from some quarter. That ubiquitous leader, Moseby, was fan-
cied to be near us; indeed, he seemed to partake of the super-
natural quality of omnipresence, and we tried to be correspond-
ingly alert. One chronicler claims that a guerrilla attack was
made during the march on one part of the train, and 215 of the
army were captured, but our train was a long one, whatever
the story. The morning of the 22d found some of us again
trudging our weary way, but we were not too tired to appre-
ciate the beautiful sight afforded by our white-topped wagons
as they wound sinuously along the tree-bordered, crooked Vir-
ginia roads. As far as the eye could reach there were wagons
loaded with comforts and necessities for the soldiers in the
trenches. If all the swearing done by the drivers of those
wicked mules was taken down by the recording angel, the.
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record must have been far longer than that made by our “Army
in Flanders.” We caught only the “yea mules” with accom-
panying profanity that was exploded in our immediate vicin-
ity. The land itself had been thoroughly impoverished by to-
bacco culture. While we did not march very far on the 22d,
the hot weather and our want of experience made the distance
seem long.

That war is not Sunday-school was forcibly evidenced re-
peatedly this day through the pillaging of private houses, al-
ways on account of provocation given, at least it was so
claimed. Sometimes articles of value were carried a long dis-
tance only to be thrown away at last. “If I only had this at
home,” rang through many a man’'s head, and he accordingly
added to his burdens by carrying for a ways a prized piece of
booty, but he would soon tire of it. In this way a big family
Bible was thrown down and picked up a dozen times by as many
different soldiers. If Napoleon’s men threw away treasure-
chests in the retreat from Moscow, there is little wonder that
ours retained little else than what they could eat. Our camp
was near Guinea Station. The first noteworthy place encoun-
tered was Bowling Green, reached on the 23d, the county seat
of Caroline county, to be made famous for all time in the com-
ing April, for there on the 21st, in one of the barns we are now
passing perhaps, Boston Corbett would shoot the assassin,
Wilkes Booth.

However sad to the antiquarian, many exceedingly valuable
papers long treasured in the court house were that day by
thoughtless men given to the wind, or as widely scattered as
the next mail to the North could send them. Said M of
Company K: “I saw to-day the signature of George the II
affixed to a grant of land in this county. It ought to have been
saved, but it wasn’t.” Some houses were entered and furniture
was injured, but mainly on account of what the boys termed
“rebel sass.” The Confederates had left only the day before,
and we saw their signal-station in a tree. One Yankee of
inquiring mind finds that flour here is worth, in Confederate
script, $300 a barrel, and corn $60 a basket. Near here we
passed a regiment of colored troops, the first many of us had
seen. There was a great deal of good-natured guying as we
marched along, some of our men being inclined to doubt their
soldierly qualities. Later all learned better. Among the offi-
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cers of these troops, Company B boys found a former comrade,
Andrew J. Raynor, now a lieutenant commanding a company.

Lieutenant Fishof B compelled asecesh citizen who had offered
some insulting remarks to retract and apologize. This was near
nightfall, and for some distance we marched by the light of
burning houses, destroyed by the colored soldiers in revenge
for an insulting answer made by a man to a polite request for
a drink, “I won’t give anything to a damned nigger.” e had
fared better if he had held his tongue and granted the request.
At night we camped near Milford station, and it was claimed
that traces of the departed enemy were only too prominent,
for they had failed to take all their “Gray Backs” with them.
This is a station on the Richmond & Fredericksburg railroad
forty miles from the former city and twenty-one from Fred-
ericksburg. During the night our rest was disturbed by the
arrival of Colonel Seward, band and drum corps, who had
left Belle Plain on the 22d, reaching Fredericksburg at 9 P. M.

The next day, pushing along, they were at Guinea Station at
2.30 P. M., and in Bowling Green at 11 o’clock, making only a
short halt, till 12.30 A. M. On the 24th, at an early hour, our
new colonel and his musical staff caught up with his regiment.
There is no record of the bands making any music on the march
other than with their chins. They saved their wind for locomo-
tive purposes. Company G was also on the way, and the march
of the 23d wore so severely on the men that the captain re-
marks, “GGood men fall out,” and he, too, remarks the conflagra-
tion in Bowling Green. Instead of advancing with the regi-
ment on the 24th, this company was obliged to rest, marching
only four or five miles.

The 24th of May beheld us again advancing, but at 9 A. M.
or thereabouts we were halted, and Colonel Seward took formal
command of the regiment, announcing that Colonel Joseph
Welling had resigned, and that he, William H. Seward, Jr.,
had been promoted to fill the vacancy. His address was not
long, but it was direct, and all felt that there would be no
flinching, so far as the head of the column was concerned. We
are enjoined to do our duty faithfully and manfully, and then
came the “Forward, march!” for the first time from Colonel
Seward. Notwithstanding this gracious send-off, the day was
not comfortable. Rain fell, but we were not permitted to put
on our rubber-blankets, so there was nothing to do but plod
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and splash along. That we are becoming experienced soldiers
is evident in some of our boys shooting and skinning a pig, the
first bloodshed of the march, thus affording fresh pork to a
favored few at our first halt. We ford Pole Cat creek, charmed
neither by its name nor waters, though there were times during
the day when we would have gladly welcomed the latter, so
intense was our thirst. Though the rain was falling in torrents,
there was none for our satisfaction. As with the Ancient Mar-
iner, there was water, water everywhere, but not a drop to
drink. Some were fain in this extremity to dip up the liquid,
more mud than water, between the hills of corn, and thereby
lessen their thirst.

When in the darkness we reached Mt. Carmel Church, a
hungry, wet and weary regiment was ready to rest. However,
as was often the case, when we went into camp, it appeared
that we were not in the right place, and amid much profanity
among those who swore, further progress was stayed, while
we fell in to march a rod or so. Then those at the head betook
themselves to the church for shelter, and we made a big fire
of rails, around which we roasted one side and had the other
soaked by the drenching rain, which held up only towards
morning. We were getting our introduction to actual ont-of-
door soldier life. One man entered in his diary for the night,
“After three makings of bed, we lay on the ground till morn-
ing. Had to stay up two hours to get a drink of water.” Morn-
ing came at last, but if Aurora’s fingers were rosy, they were
also dipped in moisture. There had been fighting near this
church, and some of us had camped near fresh graves or recent
dead, some bodies so imperfectly covered that parts of them
were exposed.

We had begun to draw rations when peremptory orders
were given to suspend and for us to “fall in.” A hurried march
of a few miles brought us to the south side of the North Anna
river, where our men and the Johnnies experienced a harder
time than we did, for they had had quite a brisk fight on the
23d and 24th. As we set forth in the morning, we were over-
taken by Company G, and so all were again together. We took
our places in trenches dug the night before, we were told, by
the 5th Corps. There was not the least doubt that at last we
had reached the front. Constantly receding, we had finally
overtaken it and were a part of that Army of the Potomac
which, under Grant, was “flanking” its way down from the
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Rapidan to Petersburg. Up to this moment it had been a mat-
ter of entire indifference as to what corps we should be as-
signed, but when on the 26th it appeared that we were to be in
the 6th Corps, we were particularly pleased, a pleasure that
has never been lessened in the intervening years; we further
found that ours was a regiment in the 2d Brigade of the 3d
Division. So many, however, did we number that we were
frequently saluted with the question, “What brigade is that?”
This was not strange, for we must have had in line half as many
men as were in the other six regiments of the brigade. Some
old liners saluted us with ‘“Washington Gunners,” “White-
gloved Soldiers,” etc., but we assimilated, and soon were just
as much earth-soiled as they were. As these organizations
were to be our associates in peril for many a long month, it is
in place to tell just what and who they were. Fou. of the
regiments, viz., the 5th Maryland, 138th Pennsylvania,110th and
122d Ohio, under Colonel John W. Horn, M. R. McClennan, J.
W. Keifer and William H. Ball, respectively, had long been
associated as the 2d Brigade, 3d Division of the 3d Army Corps.
Under the organization effected by Grant March 24th, 1864,
the 3d Division of the 3d Corps became a like part of the 6th.
To the brigade were added the 126th Ohio, Colonel B. F. Smith,
and a part of the 67th Pennsylvania, which had before served
in the 3d Brigade, 3d Division of the 6th Corps. The Pennsyl-
vanians were attached to the 138th Pennsylvania. All of them
were three-years regiments and all had seen a deal of service.
At the time of our joining, Major General H. G. Wright, who
had succeeded the lamented Sedgewick at Spottsylvania, was
in command, and so continued, save at brief intervals, to the
end of the war. The division commander was Brigadier Gen-
eral James B. Ricketts, who was to stay by till wounded at
Cedar Creek. In command of the brigade was Colonel J. War-
ren Keifer of the 110th Ohio, though on account of a wound he
was away at the time, and his place was filled by Colonel
Smith of the 126th Ohio.

When our regiment came up footsore and weary, and filed
by General Ricketts, he turned to our leader and said, “The
Ninth is a fine body of men; will the boys fight?” After the
battle of Cold Harbor, the general was thoughtful enough to
answer his own question saying, “Colonel, those boys did fight
well.” ’
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CHAPTER XIIL

PRELUDE. May 4-5, Army of the Potomac crossed the Rapidan;
May 5-7, Battle of the Wilderness; May 8-18, Battle of Spottsylvania
Court House; General John Sedgewick killed the 9th; May 23-27, bat-
tles near the North Anna river.

FroM THE NorRTH ANNA THROUGH CoLD HARBOR.

We had crossed the river on pontoons near Jericho Mills,
and the sight, of all others, which pleased us most was that
of Sheridan’s cavalry, which only the day before had rejoined
the Army of the Potomac, after the memorable Richmond raid,
one of whose most conspicuous features was the death of the
Confederate general, J. E. B. Stuart, at the Yellow Tavern
engagement, May 11, though the redoubtable “Jeb.” did not
die till the next day in Richmond. Here along the line of the
Virginia Central railroad, on the 26th, we had our first sight
at tearing up rails. The preceding day men of the 5th Corps
had destroyed long stretches of the road, and had succeeded
in leaving many tokens of their presence in the shape of Maltese
crosses made around trees and stumps by bent railroad iron.
Standing beside the track very closely together, at the word
they would stoop and, seizing a piece of iron, lift it and the ties
till the latter stood on end. Tt was an easy matter then to
detach the latter, and when laid up, cob-pile fashion, the rails
were placed on them. When fired, the heat soon rendered the
rails red-hot, and the ends would droop. The soldiers would
then seize them and carry them so that the heated part
would come against the tree, and the ends would enclose it.
Four rails thus made an excellent 5th Corps badge. We also
formed in battle-line in a piece of woods half a mile in front
of the works, but nothing came of it, and we marched back to
our intrenchments, where our chief concern was in trying to
keep out of the wet. Not only did the rain fall, but the wind
blew, so that it was a difficult matter to put up our shelter-
tents, and if we did get them up, it was more than likely that
a stream of water would find its way through the middle of
the same, and memory calls up many ludicrous scenes of that
wet afternoon. A more than usually profane episode was that
of Tim. C trying to get his “d—d tint in a dacent position.”
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He could not, possibly, keep two corners pinned down at the
same time, but he pounded and swore till wet to the skin, and
even then had no covering, nor was his experience unique.
Lieutenant Dennis Flynn of Company K wrote to his wife
from this point: “WWe have been in line of battle, but the rebs
did not attack, and we were ordered back. Company X goes on
picket to-night. Boys in good spirits, though some are badly
used up. Weather dreadfully hot; plenty of hardtack and
coffee till to-day. e are encamped where a great battle was
fought last Monday. Am siiting on a rebel grave as 1T write.
Our brigade tore up four miles of railroad near this place.
Crossed river on pontoons, thirty miles from Richmond. There
is to be tall fighting yet, and the Ninth is to have a hand in
it. Seven regiments in the brigade, and only 7500 men in all
of them. Our line of battle is a mile long. We are on the right.
This is a strong place. Don't think the Johnnies will give us
battle here. so we will have to go and hunt them up.” That is
just what we did, for though the night was very dark and the
rain was falling pitilessly, the command “fall in” came just the
same, and into the darkness we marched, with no more knowl-
edge of our destination than las the steed before his driver.
Werecrossed the river on the same pontoon bridge,and on the
north side plunged into the mud, which before morning gave
us a very good notion of what Virginia could do in this line.
We bad heard of Burnside “stuck in the mud,” and now we
were to realize what it was to have the sacred soil stick to
us. Our route leads by Chesterfield Church as we journey
southward, but direction and destination have become of far
less consequence than the demands of the present moment. To
carry his outfit and to keep up, demand every bit of strength
that the soldier possesses. Many are not equal to the task and
have to give up. Some die in their tracks. Here is a record:
“Pass one man writhing in death in the mud-exhaustion.” The
artillery which came floundering along ground into the mud
some helpless victims. Jakey ——— of Company M, a little
Dutchman of marvelous powers of mimicry, fell in a fit and
died. Another of Company F succumbed to the trials of the
night. Captain Bacon of D fainted. It was no picnic for those
who survived. Lucky the soldier whose feet were encased in
boots, for he could keep them on, while shoes enough to stock
a big store were left in those muddy roads. It is to be hoped
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that the language of that night failed of record, but it was
copious and forcible. All suffered alike, officers as well as men,
and all noted Sheridan’s dead cavalry horses, which at frequent
intervals, by their unmistakable odor, told us which way the
raiders went. We were never tired of chaff, and, “Breathe
light on that so there’ll be ’'nuff to go round,” or, “Any man
that’ll take more'n one sniff of that’s a hog,” indicated the
proximity of one of those dead steeds, swollen and fast putrify-
ing, a northern contribution to the fertility of the soil. Had
we halted long, burial parties had been a necessity. As it was,
we held our breath and passed the stench along. After mid-
night we drew rations somewhere, but no one knows to this
day where the spot was, and a short halt was had till day-
light of the 27th, during which day we passed the headquarters
of Generals Meade and Grant, and for the first time saw those
famous men. Some companies served as flankers, a duty agree-
able or otherwise according to the feeling of the individual.
In that portion of the country a large part of the flanker’s way
was in the woods, and thus shady, a grateful condition to him
when the sun came out, but it was, necessarily, exposed.

We camp at night near the Pamunkey river. This day brought
us the first mail since leaving the defenses, and present care
was forgotten in the absorbing news from far-away home.
Whether the letters brought glad or sad words from loved ones,
there was nothing in our lives so grateful to us as the coming of
the mail. The 28th is signalized by our crossing the sluggish
stream, and at a distance from it of possibly two miles, we
threw up breastworks. The cavalry bring in several rebel pris-
oners. There is some skirmishing with the enemy, and a part
of the regiment supports the 1st New Jersey Battery. This
day also is noteworthy in that we meet our own 25th District
regiment, the 111th, under Colonel McDougal, and we exchange
hurried greetings with many old friends. One sad-faced boy,
asked as to his father who had been in the same company with
him, replied, “Ie has not been seen since the Wilderness; prob-
ably his body was burned there.” The son also, ere the season
was passed, gave his life for country.* The 29th is Sunday, and
evidently there is some nervousness at headquarters, for we
are not allowed to sleep in peace, but are aroused soon after

*Lafayette and Morris Craw, father and son, of South Butler, were
both in Company G of the 111th.
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midnight and then, “In place, rest,” till daybreak, barring two
spells of “right dressing.” D, C and G are on picket, and
through slaying sundry pigs and cattle live very well. “Too
well,” an officer remarks, “for many were attacked by diar-
rhea.” Two hundred men from the battalion are on this
picket-duty, one-half on posts, the other in reserve. Four men
are on a post, and the posts are a few rods apart, in easy hailing
distance.

On the 30th some of us resumed our duties as wagon-guards,
marching on each side of the trains, possibly three rods from
the same, and one or two from each other; on the whole an
agreeable task, though the wagons were empty and rattled
loudly enough, seemingly, to be heard in Richmond, which
was claimed to be twenty-four or five miles away. It was said
that we managed to get on the wrong road, and came very
near running into serious trouble through our nearness to the
rebel army. At any rate Lieutenant Colonel Taft with a small
party had gone forward a short distance to reconnoitre when he
was met by a superior force of the enemy, and was compelled
to return hastily, having several of his men captured. Company
A was ordered forward at double quick to the rescue, and the
rebels in turn retired leaving their recent captives minus hats
and coats, since in this brief time the acquisitive foes had ap-
propriated what they needed most, viz., clothing. Somewhere
between Reb and Fed, a pig and a sheep had been killed, and
dressing was in progress when the above skirmish arose. Who-
ever slew, the Yankees possessed and speedily disposed of the
fresh meat all the more greedily, because rations had become ex-
ceedingly scarce.

Of course the whole procession, wagons and men, speedily
countermarched, and to add alacrity to our movements, the
enemy directed a few shells towards us. Jagger of Company B
was hit in the thigh, though not severely, by a fragment, prob-
ably the first member of the regiment to be touched by a hostile
missile. These happenings were all near Hanover Court House,
and some of the soldiers had time to wonder whether they were
anywhere near the Slashes, where Henry Clay was born, who
in early life had been called the “Mill Boy of the Slashes;” but
the citizen who might have informed us was not in sight, and
just then not even the most entertaining historical subject could
induce straggling. The day’s march reduced the haversack
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supply to its lowest ebb; some had been empty more than
twenty-four hours. The change of the base of supplies from
Fredericksburg to Port Royal had so deranged the system that
our wagon-train was a long way behind, and hardtacks became
objects of serious quest. Before rations were dealt out, a dol-
lar was offered for a single piece, and there were men who stole
corn in the ear from cavalry horses, and roasted it for food.

Wherever we were when night found us, we were far from
pleasant surroundings. We were in and out of the woods,
marching and countermarching, as restless as lost souls; but
having no rations to prepare for eating, it did not matter so
much. We were near enough to the enemy to have a reminder
of his presence in the shape of sundry shells, one of which
passed unpleasantly near us. Its fiery trail was a very pretty
bit of pyrotechny, but it had striking qualities not so enjoy-
able. The 31st brought the wagon-train and rations. While
we had not suffered as the beleaguered did at Chatt'anooga, we
did know what hunger was, and everybody was ready to help
carry his company’s share for distribution. One famished youth,
desiring to escape any possibility of subsequent scareity,
Joseph-like, filled his haversack with hard bread, and then put
fifty in his knapsack, but his calculations were of no account,
for he soon after was taken ill, and did not eat a half dozen in
all. After carrying them about for nearly a week, he gave
them away to hungry comrades at Cold Harbor.

The last day of May the 3d Battalion,Companies F,&, I and
L, under Major Snyder, was detached and added to the artillery
brigade of the 6th Corps. The progress of these companies will
be followed at the end of this chapter. The day ended with
picket-duty for a part of the regiment, a duty faithfully per-
formed by some and as regularly shirked by others, i. e., too
many would throw all care and caution on a nervous, vigilant
few, while they themselves slept or played cards. The hour
could not have been far from midnight when there came,
through the stillness from the nearest post, the almost whis-
pered words, “Rally on the reserve; pass it along.” Only the
long roll has a more startling effect. We obeyed with alacrity,
and at 3 A. M. June 1Ist, we were off at a spanking pace, which
we maintained, with occasional halts, till 2 P. M. We did not
know it then, but it subsequently appeared that we were very
near the scene of McClellan’s Battle of Cold Harbor, June 27,
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1862, and that new interest was hereafter to attach to this por-
tion of Virginia through the work of this and subsequent days.
Just whyitreceived its peculiar name does not appear. There was
no harbor,* and we found nothing cold, not even our reception.
Lee had been flanked to a standstill. Whether Grant’s attack
was a proper one or not, is very far from the part of a regimen-
tal history to discuss. Our duty was simply to obey orders and
follow the colors.

Those of our ranks who were inclined to look about found
much of interest in their researches, though nearly all our time,
till late in the afternoon, was devoted to throwing up breast-
works. The boy who hooked a little time, just to see where
he was, found his line of breastworks forming a sort of door-
vard fence of an old house, whose women occupants looked
anything but happy. General Wright had located his head-
quarters here, and with several of his officers was studying the
map of the vieinity. This fact with the sharpening of an elab-
orate display of knives by a corps of surgeon’s attaches made
it apparent that trouble was brewing, nor were these indica-
tions vain. While we were throwing up earthworks, dis-
mounted cavalry were having some sort of an entertainment
in the woods directly before us. Their running in and out was
not unlike the movements of boys when they fight a nest of
bumble-bees, nor those of dogs that assail a beast at bay. But
there was no play in this. They were the skirmishers, where
we were soon to do great works.

General Keifer says the brigade was in position at 2 P. M.,
with the Ninth forming the second and third lines, and that
the advance was not made till 6 o’clock. It certainly was near-
Iy dark when we charged. Of our regiment in this battle of
the 1st of June, the 3d Battalion, Companies F, I, G and 1,
were out through having other duties. Companies D, M and a
part of E, with Major Burgess, through some misunderstand-
ing, were not up, so less than one-half had a part. The expe-
rience of the coming hours was to be entirely novel to these

*By different writers the name has been written ‘“Cool Arbor,”
“Coal Harbor,” etc., but the English origin of the settlers appears in
Cold Harbor, an appellation for places where travelers, in lieu of
inns, could be harbored, i. e., housed while they provided their own
entertainment, Taylor says that in the vicinity of ancient lines of
roads in England, there are no less than seventy of these places.



FROM THE NORTH ANNA THROUGH COLD HARBOR. 97

1

= UNION WORKS .
mmme CONFEO * Mill

A

COLD HARBOR, JUNE 1-11, 1864,

country boys. At our left as we stood in line was a Pennsyl-
vania regiment wearing hairy appendages to their caps, and we
knew we were near one of the famous bodies of men known
as “Bucktails.”* Possibly some nervousness on our part drew
out the query as to who we were, and on informing them that
we were 80 and 8o, and that we had never been inafight,we were

*The 87th Pennsylvania in the second line of the 1st Brigade.
7
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graciously told that we would probably get our bellies full
before morning, a prophecy that was fulfilled in every respect.

We lay down while an artillery duel was filling the air with
iron, but we could not see that any particular harm was done.
The noise was an excellent hardener to our inexperienced ears.
Was there ever a time when canteens were not empty at the
most critical moment? We were choking under that hot sun,
and there was no water near. No one could go to replenish the
supply with less than ten canteens, but that number of empty
ones was not hard to find. One tyro as he returned, heavy
laden, heard his first bullet in close proximity, apparently; he
paid it proper respect in a duck of his head, which nearly dis-
located his neck and occasioned no end of fun to the veterans
who saw him. In his absence there had been a slight advance,
and wounded men were already moving to the rear. As we
lay waiting the word, a little bird, perched in a small tree near
us, wholly indifferent to the cannon’s din, sang as sweetly as
ever he had done over meadows green, with streamlets bright.
‘While we realized that those who knew nothing fear nothing,
yet the bird’s blissful unconsciousness and fearlessness gave
many a boy a feeling of confidence that he might again see
home and mother. Though the ground had recently been
burned over, and was as black as soot itself, no consideration
of our apparel prevented the closest embraces of Mother Earth.

It was a long wait thus in line, and there is little wonder if
the noise actually became a lullaby to many a man whose
senses, lulled or stunned by the confusion, gave way to sleep.*

The sun was just sinking behind the woods into which we
were to plunge when the long-expected “Attention!” was heard,
followed by, “Forward, march!” and with repeated injunctions,
“Guide right,” we speedily advanced from our copse of black-
ened trees, and then, on either hand, could be seen the long,
sinuous line, from which men were constantly dropping as
they were hit by the enemy’s bullets, but the line heeded not.

*This torpor was common to soldiers under similar circumstances.
Lieut. Vaill, p. 60, History of 2d Connecticut Heavy Artillery, says:
‘“Their stupor was of a kind that none can describe, and none but sol-
diers can understand.”” This regiment was under the same heavy
firing that we experienced. Orders were given repeatedly, yet when
the moment came to advance, ‘‘Corporal H—— had to be waked up from
a sound sleep.”’
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Down a slight declivity we ran and some found ourselves
floundering in a morass, quite waist-deep, and we were well
loaded with mud and moisture when we emerged on the other
side. Thence there was a rise of ground, up which we marched,
and it seemed as though all the artillery of the enemy were
massed at that particular spot, for had h—1 been turned up
sideways, to our inexperienced eyes, the sight could not have
been more fiery. By this time the darkness was such that our
only light came from the cannon’s mouths and the fuses of
shell, whose illuminated trail, however sightly, was not the
kind of gleam the most of us would choose. But we were
swiftly advancing to where the roar of musketry drowned even
that of the cannon, and the scream of shells was no longer
heard. The noise incident to the firing of so many thousand
muskets blended into one vast, absorbing note no more dis-
tinguishable, as to its individual parts, than is the roar of a
crowded street when thousands of vehicles rattling over the
pavement combine to make a sound rivaling distant thunder,
but our thunder was near at hand; so near that one was not
always certain whether his gun went off or not. There are
times when a kicking musket has its good points. It would not
be an excellent figure, but were we to fancy Omnipotence shak-
ing the whole region, like an enormous corn-popper over In-
ferno itself, some idea of the way firing began and culminated
might be gained.

Long lines of prisoners came through our ranks saying,
“Don’t shoot,” and then we plied the work of death again.
Many an officer of our regiment that night found a gun a vastly
more effective weapon than his sword and worked it according-
ly. The night was long, and while the fight was not continuous,
it raged at intervals till after 2 o’clock A. M. on the 2d, and
when the morning did appear, we had our first glimpse of what
death in the field of battle was like. As usual, opportunity was
found to dig rifle-pits before daybreak.

During this day the 6th Corps, as it were, regained its breath,
while the 2d on our left was getting into position. Rest after
the labors of the night was grateful, and though the din of
battle was all about us, we sought and found sleep and re-
newed strength. Companies D, M, and E in part, come up and
are again with us. In later days we learned that our 3d Divi-
sion held the right of the 6th Corps, with the 18th Corps still
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further to the right. Our division engaged the men of rebel
General Hoke’s left and Kershaw’s right, and carried them,
Klingman’s brigade giving way, as did Wofford’s, and a part of
Bryan’s brigades. The 3d Division captured more than 500
prisoners, but our loss was severe. Just at our left was killed
Colonel Kellogg of the 2d Connecticut Heavy Artillery with
forty-three of his men. The corps lost in this engagement 1200
in killed and wounded. The part borne by the division was
recognized by General Meade in the following special order:
Headquarters Army of the Potomac,

June 1st, 1864.
Major General Wright:

Please give my thanks to Brigadier General Ricketts and his
gallant command for the very handsome manner in which they
have conducted themselves to-day. The success attained by
them is of great importance, and if followed up will materially
advance our operations.

GEORGE G. MEADE,
Major General Commanding.

In the Ninth, with less than half the regiment engaged,
thirteen men were killed, and one officer, Captain Gregory of
Company B, fatally wounded; fully a hundred men were
wounded, more or less severely, nine fatally. It is claimed that
Egbert Cady of Company A was the first one killed, a South
Butler boy.*

Henry A. Dudley of the same company was early shot in
the arm, and went to the rear. Private D , though a north-
ern man, was in Texas when the war began and was forced into
the rebel service. Later, having been captured he was held a
prisoner in Camp Chase, Illinois. Having communicated with
Wolcott relatives, he was by them gotten out, after taking the
oath of allegiance. To still further prove his devotion to the

*Of Cady, his former captain, now Major Snyder, wrote to a Wayne
county paper: ‘It grieves me much to hear of the death of Egbert
Cady; a more frank, open-hearted and brave boy never lived. He
fills a patriot’s grave; the soil of Cold Harbor never received a braver
heart, though buried by stranger hands. He sleeps in peace, and I
would say to his bereaved parents, ¢ You have given a noble sacrifice
to your country, and he will meet you at the final muster day when
the noble Army of the Potomac shall all fall in.’ John Blakely, too,
has gone; his quiet, unassuming face we never shall see again below,
but his memory will be cherished as one more victim of this accursed
Rebellion.”
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flag, he enlisted and suffered as above. He did not rejoin the
regiment, but was discharged, and later served the people of
Wolcott as postmaster.

The 3d of June witnessed the charge that General Grant, in
his memoirs, says he would not order again had he the work
to do over. Colonel John W. Horn of the 6th Maryland is in
temporary command, owing to the illness of Colonel Smith.
Again we form the second and third lines, and, in the midst of
a drizzling rain, which almost always followed a battle, and
at an early hour, we advanced, possibly 200 yards, when we
intrenched, improvising all sorts of implements for this purpose,
bayonets, tin cups and plates, and even spoons. We are in
plain sight of the enemy’s works, which seem specially formid-
able, but luckily for us we are not ordered to assault them.
Four men of the regiment are killed and several wounded.

At nightfall, we withdrew a short distance and threw up
breastworks, in which business we claimed to be experts. Our
position, however, is so exposed that we are obliged to make
shorter lines, at right angles to the main ones, that we may,
in a degree, protect ourselves from the cross-fire to which we
are constantly subjected. Perhaps the four years did not afford
an instance when sharpshooters, on both sides, did so much
service as at Cold Harbor. They were in trees and behind
earthworks in a way to sweep the entire space, and no man
showed his head without danger of being a target. As in
everything else, “familiarity breeds contempt,” and men
learned to take their chances. If one were hit it was his ill
luck. If he escaped it was his good fortune. Of course there
were foolhardy soldiers who would take no pains to protect
themselves, and oftentimes they went scot-free. Sometimes
however, they tempted fortune too often. One man in his
temerity, while leveling the top of the works, finding himself
in range, made believe he was “at the bat” in baseball, and
with his shovel played hitting the ball, all the time cursing
the rebels, and saying they couldn’t hit him. On the contrary,
when the artillery firing was heavy, and the air was full of
shrieking missiles, Jimmy threw himself into the trench
saying, “I'll never see Biddy and the little chicks again.”

There was a marked difference in the endurance of men.
One receiving a shot in the wrist made thrice the outery
that an officer did when his shoulder was crushed. Frank
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Orterlipp, whose legs were taken off by a cannon-ball, gave no
token of his injury except a groan, lapsing soon into uncon-
sciousness, and so bleeding to death. Till the 12th day of June,
there was little variation in our work. We were under fire all
the time, day and night. When we were in front, of course we
were more exposed than when further back. To get to the
front line, we had to follow sunken paths to keep as far as pos-
sible out of sight. The advance that we made on the first day
placed us where we were liable to shots from front, left and
right, and there were very few hours of the twenty-four when
we did not receive some indication of rebel proximity. Ball.
shell and bullet were constantly speeding, sometimes in volleys,
more often in a way which seemed to say, “We have not for-
gotten you.” The trees must have become filled with lead and
iron, to plague the wood-chopper of subsequent years.

Sergeant E. was standing back of a tree, half as large through
as his body, when a shell from the right cut the tree off so
squarely and perfectly as not to distrub its equilibrium, but
it was lifted off its stump and for some time stood erect by its
side. The sergeant’s face was a study as he thus lost his sup-
port. Evidently he thought a tree a vain thing for safety. Tom
C and a party of dare-devil comrades are having a game of
poker on what seemed to be the safe side of a big tree. Whether
seen or not they suddenly found themselves the storm centre
of musketry, and the tree responds actively to the peculiar
“pit” of bullets stopped. The boys vow they will finish that
game anyway, and swear incessantly at the rebs for disturbing
them, and with no perceptible acceleration they complete the
game, and then defer to the firing, only to the extent of moving
to the other side of the tree. From far-away Wisconsin, M. L.
Vandervoort sends this descripticn of the death of 1st Sergeant
A. H. Follett of Company C: “It was on the 5th day of June
and of the fight that Jeremiah Skinner and I were frying hard-
tack when Sergeant Follett came up and wanted to borrow our
spider. As soon as we had turned out our food, we passed it
over to him, and he put it between his knees to break up his
crackers in it. Apparently we were in sight of sharpshooters,
and we tried to locate them, but while doing so we heard a
slight sound, and turned to find the sergeant’s head fallen for-
ward into his frying-pan, having been instantly killed.

The odor from dead bodies had become very offensive. Early
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in the engagement General Grant had proposed a system to
care for stricken ones of both sides, but no agreement was
reached with General Lee till the seventh day. Meanwhile,
those wounded men who had not been rescued at imminent
peril by their comrades had died. Under the hot sun of June
the stench was intolerable, and when an hour’s respite was had
the work was done indifferently. A lieutenant, writing home,
said, “I went half way across the field and met several of the
rebels, some officers. They were very friendly, well fed and
well clothed. When time was up, flag went down, and firing
began again. Our men are building forts and getting heavy
guns in place. Rebs told me yesterday they had 300,000 men.”
Evidently,bluff was a favorite game with warriors on both sides.
Night added to the interest of the scene, for then we had noise
and a 4th of July display of fireworks as hissing shells de-
scribed all sorts of curves over or through our lines. Then
would come the familiar “ki-yi-vi-yi” of the rebels as they
charged upon our works, to be answered by the equally clear
“hurrah” of our own side.  Still, rations were drawn and
cooked just as though we were miles away from the enemy.
Sometimes the tents are crowded, but the occupants can only
growl their displeasure. Mails come and go, just as if we were
not almost in h—1 itself. One man records that he read one
of H. W. Beecher’s sermons in the New York Independent as
he held his place behind the works.

The whole Potomac Army did not contain a gayer, freer
heart than that of “Jim” Horner of the 111th New York. He
was personally known to many in the Ninth, for, in the muster-
ing and disbursing office in Auburn, he had served with them.
Accordingly, when in one of the lulls of the Cold Harbor storm,
Horner came over to see his old friends, he received the warm-
est welcome the boys could give him. While there was no
great fighting going on, the sharpshooters were at it, and the
zip of bullets was as common as conversation. “Then you ain’t
killed yet, Jim,” says one old acquaintance. “No siree,” was
the ready reply, “The bullet isn’t run that can kill me.” This
item not only illustrates the familiarity that we felt towards
these messengers of death, but also how vain is boasting, for
though he left us all right and returned to his regiment
unharmed, he was shot dead the next day in a charge made
upon the lines of the 2d Corps. The bullet had been run, and
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when the soldier spoke was less than twenty-four hours from
its awful mission.

During this battle-halt at Cold Harbor a soldier received a
pass to visit the 9th Corps, and thus to look up certain
school friends in the 24th New York Cavalry, not yet mounted.
He found his acquaintances with their carbines and yellow
stripes doing infantry duty, and in the best of spirits. Just
where they were the front was specially exposed, and the pick-
ets, in plain view, were keeping themselves busy with like par-
ties on the other side. To see a wounded man walk or be helped
back out of range was a common affair, yet the friends talked
on as though they were again in school days, upon the ball-
field, or arranging for a swimming-trip to the river. Old Colonel
Richards and Major Taylor of the 24th were in evidence, and
everybody who had a duty to perform was attending to it, but
the air of perfect indifference, as now recalled, secems strange
enough. Sometimes it appeared as though the soldiers had
fallen into the Mahometan’s notion of Kismet. If it was to
be, it would be, and if not, then not. The visit over, the Ninth
boy returned to his own company to find the work of war pro-
gressing just as he left it, and he had had a few hours off,
though not for a moment out of range.

By the night of the 10th it became apparent that we are to
make some sort of a move, since a deal of marching and halt-
ing are done. The 11th, rations are drawn, but we don’t stay
long enough in one place to cook the beans. It requires several
efforts to reduce them to an edible condition. Evidently we
are more remote from the enemy, for we are no longer targets,
but strategy or some other military necessity demands long
lines of earthworks; the strongest and best we had as yet con-
structed. Large trees are felled, and upon skids are carried
to the works and laid up; picks and shovels in the hands of
lusty men and boys do the rest. To the untaught soldier, it
occasionally seemed that he was doing a deal of useless work,
yet he had found such fortifications exceedingly handy, on
occasion, so he toiled on, and just grumbled.

Companies F, G, I and L, constituting the 3d Battalion,
having been detached May 31 to serve in the artillery brigade
under Colonel Tompkins,* it is proper to now follow them to

*Col. Charles H. Tompkins, born in Orange Co., N. Y., May 15, 1834,
commanded the 1st R. I. Light Artillery, three batteries of which, C,
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Cold Harbor. Though separated from the rest of the regiment,
the duties of this battalion were not unlike those of the others,
unless there was a little more digging among them. They
were on picket, on reserve, supporting batteries, guarding am-
munition trains, and in all soldierly ways making themselves
useful. They were in reserve on the 1st of June when the rest
of the regiment was in the fight, but their work came at night,
when with picks and shovels as well as guns they moved up
to make new or to strengthen old earthworks. Occasionally
they worked out between foe and friend, and when the ball
opened over them, as it did ocecasionally, it was necessary for
them to lie very low. A home letter of this period says: “There
are twelve four-gun batteries, forty-eight pieces in all. We go
out at night to the first line of battle about forty rods from the
rebel lines and work, building earthworks to mount heavy
siege-guns and mortars. We are hoping to drive the rebs out
of their strong works, which are surrounded with abatis. Sharp-
shooters make the work dangerous. We leave at 3 A. M. to
escape the daylight fire. We are subject at times to heavy
firing, but little harm has been done.”

A captain in this battalion writes thus to his wife June 9:
“I am getting very unsteady, for I am out all night, every
night, and lie in bed till noon. Am just up to write to you.
12 M. Lying in my little tent, about four feet high, I pass the
most of the day. T can give you no idea of my home better
than for you to take two small sheets, fasten together an edge
of each and lay them over a pole, sustained four feet from the
ground; spread out the corners and stake them down; throw
in several boughs for carpet and bed, and it is done. Front
and back doors open at all times. We went out yesterday after-
noon to work under flag of truce. Just got to work when it
was withdrawn, and our batteries opened briskly. It made
the men stare to see how near to the rebs we had been at work
at night. We had built a fort twelve feet high, mounted four
guns, run out flanks and parallels, and are ready to open fire
at any time. Qur company gets great praise for its work, and

E and G, were in the brigade. He was by the side of General Sedge-
wick on the 9th of May, ’64, when the latter was killed at Spottsyl-
vania, and his arms received the general as he fell. Col. Tompkinsg
won distinguished honors in the valley, and was mustered out as
brigadier general in 1865.
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I know that it deserves it. There is not so much chance for
glory in our duties as in charges, assaults, ete., but it is a satis-
faction to know that what is given us to do, we do well, and
though the shovel is slow it is sure, and saves life and limb.
The rebel works are very strong, and no assault can be made
without great loss. There was a battery in our front which a
week ago annoyed us very much. It could not be assaulted and
carried, nor silenced by our batteries, so we took our shovels
and picks, and in two nights put our sharpshooters into a posi-
tion from which the rebs could not drive them, nor could they
use their own guns, and so had to evacuate. I tell you, ‘spades
are trumps’ here.”

Sometimes their digging unearthed the dead of the early
days of the fight, and the stench therefrom was horrible. One
officer narrates his experience in taking a drink from his can-
teen. “A rebel bullet went clean through it, when Michael
, with rare presence of mind, put his hands over both
holes and poured the precious contents into an empty canteen.”
June 8th a newspaper correspondent was marched around the
lines with placards on back and breast narrating his besetting
sins. It was a sorry occasion for him. Though not in the
midst of the heaviest fighting, every day brought some mis-
chief to the men of these companies so that they, too, were
glad to see indications of withdrawal, for the same orders were
obeyed at nearly the same time.

The official data from our own officers concerning Cold Har-
bor are very meagre. Major Charles Burgess, then command-
ing the regiment, under date Sept. 8, 1864, thus reports to A. A.,

adjutant general of the brigade: “On the night of the 27th and
the 28th the regiment marched with the division to the Pa-
munkey, and on the 29th toward Cold Harbor. This day we
were in charge of and covered the wagon-train. Being in the
rear on the night of the 29th we were ordered to report to
Colonel Edwards,* who detailed two companies for picket-duty
with his command. On the 30th Companies D and M, with
part of E under Major Charles Burgess, were detailed for
picket-duty in the front, and did not join the regiment until
the 2d of June. On the 31st Companies ¥, G, I and L, under
command of Major James W. Snyder, were detached from the
regiment, and were placed in the artillery brigade. On the
night of the 31st the two companies, under Colonel Edwards,

*Colonel Oliver Edwards, 37th Massachusetts, commanding the 3d
Brigade, 1st Division.
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being relieved from picket, joined the regiment, which joined
the brigade and arrived at Cold Harbor at noon. The regi-
ment proper, Companies A, B, C, H, K, and part of E, partici-
pated in the action on the 1st of June, being posted one-half in
the front line and the remainder in the second line of battle,
charging the works of the enemy in that position. On the
morning of the 2d of June the command under Major Charles
Burgess joined the regiment, and participated in the action of
June 3d.”

On the 3d of June Colonel John W. Horn assumed temporary
command of the brigade on account of the illness of Colonel
B. F. Smith. The latter resumed command June 12. It will
be remembered that General Kiefer was absent at this time,
having been wounded in the Wilderness May 5.

General Thomas W. Hyde in his “Following the Greek Cross”

says, page 211: “This battle was a series of attacks all along
the line, which was five or six miles long. Its management
would have shamed a cadet in his first year at West Point.
Seldom could we gain a foothold even for a moment.
That we lost 15,000 men and the enemy 1,500, is commentary
enough on the generalship of the commanding general at this
stage of his career. . . . TItis very interesting to revisit the
battlefields of the war, but I have never heard anyone who was
engaged there express a wish to seek Cold Harbor again. Its
vast upheaval of earth in fort and rifle-pit, in transverse and
covered way, may now have yielded to the sun, the rain, and
the plow, but it remains in memory the ‘Golgotha of American
History.””

CHAPTER XITIL
Frox CorLp HARBOR TO PETERSBURG.

Having thrown up fortifications that the enemy could by no
means overcome, and not caring to waste more lives in endeav-
oring to capture them, at the same time keeping up such a
show of aggressiveness that the Confederates all thought us
still in position, General Grant resnmed his flank movement,
and on the night of June 12th we noiselessly withdrew, and
the 13th revealed to General Lee only our empty trenches,
while their late occupants were getting down towards the
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James river. The roads had become deep with dust, the sun
was like a ball of fire, but we toil on with a southerly trend,
crossing the Chickahominy at Jones’ bridge. The name of the
stream recalls all that we had read in 1862 of the tiresome
campaign along its banks. The appearance of the country
improves as we advance—grassy plains, fields of standing
grain, lovely flowers, all cheer us after the desolation of Cold
Harbor. On the 14th we approach the James river, through
Charles City Court House, and pitch our tents on ground that
had its gloss of history before the Pilgrims landed at Plymouth,
for we are told that a tree surrounded by a brick wall marked
the place where Pocabontas saved the life of Captain John
Smith. Just a few miles below us is all that is left of James-
town, and near by is the roomy mansion of John Tyler, the
first accidental president of the United States. Some irre-
pressible soldiers visit the place, partake of food within its
historic walls, and bring away teacups as relics. Others have
been there before, as the floors strewn with books and sheet
music amply testify.

But even here we must work. The 15th a corduroy road
must be laid as an approach to the long pontoon bridge which
here spans the river. More than 200 boats were thus employed,
and as the current was strong and the tide had a movement of
four feet,it wasnecessary to attach the boats to anchored vessels
above and below. A drove of cattle driven across the bridge
afforded us no little fun, showing us how four-footed animals
look in an intoxicated gait. The river was filled with shipping,
and on the shore was a small hamlet, where some of the boys
interviewed an aged colored man who claimed to be 108 years
old, and yet sighed for liberty. Toraging is common, and there
are few soldiers who do not get a taste of fresh meat grown on
this sacred soil. We are at Wilcox’s Landing, said to be two
miles below the more noted Harrison’s. Sutler’s stores could
be had for cash, though lemons cost ten cents apiece and
tobacco two dollars a plug. Late in the afternoon of the 16th,
we cross the James upon a transpert, and after a short march
camp for the night. Drew three days’ rations on the 17th, and
went aboard transports again and steamed up the river to City
Point, where we stopped briefly, and some were fortunate
enough to get a supply of pickles from the Sanitary Commis-
sion. Landed at Point of Rocks and marched to Bermuda
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Hundred, made famous in connection with the name of B. F.
Butler. Hard by was the tallest framework erected for a sig-
nal-stand that we had ever seen. It stood on Cobb’s hill, and
was 200 feet high, having a platform nine feet square at the
top. Observers were generally raised by a windlass and in a
basket, though they could climb by ladders if they preferred.
The 2d Division of our corps had gone on to Petersburg, while
we of the 1st and 3d were up here to help Butler in some way.
After usual marching and detours, we go into camp. The works
constructed under the direction of General Q. A. Gilmore
gseemed to be strength itself. Evidently we are off here for a
purpose, but as “heaven from all creatures hides the book of
fate,” so to the rank and file the future is wholly inscrutable,
and what that purpose is we do not know. Years later we
learned that our divisions were directed to charge the rebel
fortifications, but to General Wright’s practiced eye the project
was not feasible. It is said that General Butler sent to him
one of his peculiar messages to this effect: “I send you an order
to fight; you send me an argument.” In Butler's book it ap-
pears that Wright’s corps was not the one he wanted. e was
very particular. We suited Sheridan. Some of us will recall
the stories told of telegraph wire interlacing the stumps and
trees, thus to entrap the unwary Union soldiers should they
undertake the assault.

However, on the 18th we do go out through our works, and
form a long line in front of them. Here Colonel Seward ad-
dresses us and tells us what we are expected to do; his first
speech to us since taking command of the regiment. But we
are not to contribute to the battle record this day, for soon an
elderly officer, apparently one in authority, appears, and we
are ordered back. So out we go, the rebels giving us some
parting though ineffectual reminders of their proximity. It
was amusing to note the haste that some men manifested as
they were getting out of this wilderness. To some of us the
whole business seemed like marching up the hill and then
marching down again. Many will remember the hopper or
machine cannon, an early Gatling, which had given the enemy
no little trouble. In assaulting our lines, they had tested its
efficiency; indeed, they were reported to have said that the
Yanks had a gun that they just wound up and it ran all night.
We are northeast of Petersburg and less than ten miles away
from it. Our gunboats do not go above this point.
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The 19th of June we spent largely in the trenches, and in
the afternoon we retrace our steps, crossing the Appomattox
near Point of Rock on a long pontoon bridge overspread with
hay, we think, to deaden the sound of our footsteps. Our di-
rection is that of Petersburg, in whose vicinity we camp late
at night.

The morning of the 20th revealed us near the rebel intrench-
ments, so near that their shells rendered the drawing of rations
uncomfortable, and we politely withdrew a respectful distance,
and a considerable part of the day was restfully spent in the
woods. A careful chronicler states that a negro was hanged
this day for rape. He does not state by whom the deed was
done nor where, but merely enters it as an act of signal justice;
a forerunner, it would seem, of the hundreds of lynchings of
later years. The 20th may be given as the date of reaching
what we called Petersburg. Of course the city was many mileg
away, but we were as near it as we were likely to be for many
a long and weary month. We are south of the city, and we
lose no time in proceeding to breastwork making; we take to
it naturally. By this time, we had become expert cooks of
what was given us or of what we could draw from the enemy,
of course it being assumed that all natives were such. Also
what Albert D. Richardson called entomological researches had
becomeasad necessity,and every man to cleanliness inclined had
to thoroughly inspect his garments for the Corporis pediculus,

From “Hardtack and Coffee,” by permission,
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or body-louse. He was no respecter of persons, and an officer’s
body was no more to him than that of the smallest private in
the ranks. The sight of rows of shirtless men regardless of
military distinction, engaged in closely inspecting every seam,
and at intervals using both thumb-nails in a sort of roller-like
motion, was one to excite amazement, and a frequent thought
was, “What would our folks say if they could see us?”

Though the long siege of Petersburg had begun, we were
not to settle down in one place for any length of time. At
nightfall the 6th Corps moved out to the Jerusalem plank road,
forming on the left of the 2d Corps; then came the 3d, and
finally the 2d Corps at the very left, with one brigade facing
to the left and rear. It was another dance in the dark, but
skirmishers were thrown out and we advanced till we reached
the enemy’s pickets, who were driven in. Our order to halt
was followed by one to intrench, but we had no utensils with
us save one shovel. But the earth was loosened by bayonets,
and once more cups, spoons and plates proved to be very
effectual. Five rods in front, at the edge of a dense woods, was
a fine rail-fence, which we noiselessly abstracted and worked
into the inside of our defenses. Three hours of this hard work
produced a line of works that would have been exceedingly
useful in case of an attack, but we were not disturbed, though
there was squabbling as to who should have the best places
along our intrenched line. The tinkling of a cow-bell away
in the darkness suggested lacteal possibilities that some of our
men would have availed themselves of had they not been re-
strained by those who said it was simply a rebel device to cap-
ture some thirsty Yank. Morning brought the wagon-train
with intrenching tools, and the 22d of June saw us with a well-
equipped line of works before us; but it was not a case of “In
place, rest,” for in line we advanced over our works, into and
through a piece of woods, likewise into a second, where the
enemy’s bullets began to hum right merrily. There was noth-
ing to record for the day save the occasional carrying back of
a wounded man. At 4 P. M. or thereabouts we about-face and
march back to our starting-place. After making coffee, we
resumed our position in line and again advanced, thinking this
time it meant something. Possibly there was no occasion in the
regiment’s history where the book’s description of a charge was
so fully realized as on this.
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The sun was near his setting, but there was still light enough
to see clearly a long way ahead. It appeared that we were too
far to the left, so we were halted, and the command to fix
bayonets was given. It was obeyed in a jiffy; the colonel was
onhorseback,and skirmishing in front clearlyindicated the pres-
ence of the enemy. For the first time, on such an occasion, we
were in the first line, and then we heard the words, “Right face,
forward, march!” and we went a short distance, no one could
tell how far, when the colonel’s voice rang out, “By the left
flank, double quick, charge!” and away we went yelling at the
top of our voices, and expecting every moment to be saluted
with leaden hail. The speed with which we advanced and the
irregular surface soon broke up our alignment, and to crown
all, before we had charged a great ways we came into full view
of earthworks, presumably well manned. Thus far we had
encountered only desultory firing. Nearer and nearer we come
to the works, and wonder when the stream of fire will blaze
from them, possibly checking our advance. In much less time
than it takes to tell it, we were over the works and through
the camp, which the foe had left precipitately. They forsook
their supper in preparation, and in no way stood on the order
of their going, but what they left was not to our liking, for
we had no relish for their cooking, and, besides, we wanted
the cooks themselves; but the latter, judging by our yells, had
thought the whole army of the Potomac after them, and taking
their guns the Johnnies had gone. We followed through the
woods and across an open field, on the other side of which the
trees were burning. Notwithstanding this, some of the men
dashed on, but the majority heard the order to halt.

Night was upon us, and all we knew was that we were still
on the earth. It seemed a long time before the second line
came up, so rapidly had we rushed through the works. We
were ready to regain our breath, and to rest. After a while
we marched a short distance to our right, and lay down. Here
we passed the night. The 23d was a day on which the careful
soldier needed eyes all around his head, for our enemy seemed
to be on every hand, and we threw up works that could be
defended on either side. Things put on a very lively air at
nightfall, for bullets came seemingly from every direction. Our
defenses helped us on one side only. We were like sheep in the
shambles till there came a welcome command to fall in, and
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with guns and shovels shouldered we began our retreat, lying
down when the firing was heaviest, and marching between the
volleys. The dense darkness was our shield, and at last we
came in sight of the works constructed by us on the 21st.

Our step was almost jaunty as we took our former stations,
for now we knew where the rebels were; unmistakably they
were before us; a few moments before they had been all about
us. Then followed a good night’s rest, and on the morning of
the 24th came the order to clear off the surface back of us and
to pitch our tents in systematic order, a task so unfamiliar that
we had almost forgotten how. This was the first rest for the
Ninth since leaving Belle Plain. Headquarters and regimental
wagons came up for the first time, and in the following days
there was an opportunity to boil our shirts and socks, and
otherwise contribute to cleanliness. Picket-duty was done in
turn by all the companies, but nothing more startling than the
visits of the grand rounds ensued, though members of one com-
pany insist on stating that one of their number, on vidette,
snored so loudly that they heard him on their post. They found
him stretched out at full length, perfectly indifferent to friend
or foe. As he was a man much older than the others, they did
not place him thus again, not caring to take the risk both on
their own account, and on his as well, nor did they report him.
Fatigue, too, began again, and the company streets were po-
liced, and regimental headquarters had to be embellished with
leafy boughs, ete.  Very slight infractions sufficed to put a
man on extra duty. It is on record that Chaplain Mudge
preached Sunday, the 26th. On the 28th the remainder of the
67th Pennsylvania, under command of Colonel John F. Stan-
ton, joined the brigade.

The 29th day brought a review by General Wright, and in the
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