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Historic Research Detailed at Banquet Meeting

The September meeting at Columbia Station was enjoyed
by those attending. The dinner was very good and the talk
by Estelle Cremers held everyone's interest. Mrs. Cremers
explained how she got involved in researching historic
properties as a hobby, doing research for the French and
Pickering Creek Conservation Trust. She became so
interested that she found herself spending more and more
time on historical research. This interest has resulted in her
publishing several books: “‘The Reading Furnace, 1736," a
history of Warwick Township entitled ‘‘Treasures of the
Jpper French Creek Valley,” and “*30,000 Acres, Vincent
and Pikeland Townships, 1686-1850."

Mrs. Cremers pointed out that one must continue a
search of property until its history can be proved. Houses
grow and change over the years with different owners.
Many old houses in the area turn out to have log walls

Museum Changes

There are two new exhibits in the HSPA museum. One
includes old-time sports equipment such as strap-on ice
skates and a wooden tennis racquet. The other is Girl Scouts
of the USA memorabilia, some of it courtesy of the Freedom
Valley Girl Scout Council.

As usual the museum will be open the first Sunday of
2ach month from 1 to 4 p.m. Hosts will be: Jan. 3, John
Donovan and Robert Deger; Feb. 7, Elyse Fiebert and Jack
Narris; March 7, Michael Vircsik.

Membership Report

We welcome a new member — Mrs. Patricia Howse.

With regret we report the deaths of members Alfred
Slegg, William Rankin and Walter Frees.

Sincere thanks to our sponsors, Phoenixville Federal
savings and Loan and Dr. and Mrs. Donald Harrop; to our
sontributors, Mr. and Mrs. Robert Thorpe, and to our
‘riends, Roger Rapp. Francis Bishop, Brett Smith and Eric

and Chris Miller.
Archives

Danations for our files are coming in steadily keeping our
archivis's busy. Don't forget us when you are sorting
Frough old papers or considering discarding historic
ar-ifac’s.

under the various sidings that have been added. The back of
the ‘house gives more clues to its age because cosmetic
changes are usually made to the front entrance. To illustrate
some of her work, Mrs. Cremers showed beautiful slides of
houses she researched and restorations that have been
done.

She closed with a charge to all members of the society to
make an effort to save as much history of our area as
possible. We need to find out who were the builders of our
houses, the tradesmen in the town, the histories of our
churches and organizations. By listening to our older
citizens, we can learn a lot about our history.

Picture History

Thank you for the 50 replies we received showing an
interest in the picture history book we have been
considering. However, with the work involved and the cost
of printing, it would not be feasible to publish such a small
number of books. If you did not send in the form from the
last newsletter, there is still time to let us know whether you
might be interested in such a book by sending in the form
on page 5 or by calling the HSPA office, 935-7646,
preferably on a Wednesday or Friday.

December Meeting

The HSPA regular quarterly meeting will be 7:30 p.m.
Wednesday, Dec. 9, at society headquarters. By that time,
we should have recovered from all of this year’s election
rhetoric and should enjoy a look at election campaigns of the
past in Robert Goshorn’s talk ‘‘It Happens Every Four
Years." )

Bob will remind us of previous presidential elections and
will bring campaign souvenirs to help prod our memories.

Bob Goshorn is a member of our society, a past president
of the Chester County Historical Society and editor of the
Tredyffrin-Easttown History Club Quarterly.

Genealogic Search

Searching for descendants or info on Jacob Vanderslice (b
19 Oct. 1811 d. 4 Aug. 1878), Wife Abigail Fisher (b. 15
Sept. 1812 d. 9 Oct. 1892). Both from Chester Co., PA,
Children: Albert, Addison, Mary Elizabeth, Hannah J., and
Georye Fisher. Contact Becky Manley, 104 E. Seven Stars
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Editor’s Note: Miriam Clegg was unable to prepare this
issue of the newsletter, but she will be back as soon as
possible. In place of.Miriam’s interesting article, this month
we are publishing part of a letter written by Mrs. Rebecca
Lane Pennypacker Price to her son relating her “‘labors in
the Army as a volunteer nurse.”” The Army she refers to
was the Union Army in the Civil War, particularly the
soldiers from the Phoenixville area. The rest of the letter
will be published in a later newsletter.

ASKED TO WRITE

You have so frequently asked me to write of my labors in
the Army as Volunteer Nurse, that | have decided to do so.

More than a quarter of a century has passed since then,
and it will be difficult for me to give a full account, as many
incidents | shall not be able to recall; however, | will
endeavor in a plain manner to give you events as they come
to my mind. No doubt you will read the sketch, with great
interest when the mother who has written it will be at rest.

When Fort Sumpter was fired upon in April 1861, and a
call made by President Lincoin for men to defend our
country, every truly loyal heart was aroused. It was on that
eventful morning of April 12th, when the rebels opened fire
upon the Fort and the United States flag that the civil war
commenced. A war that cost thousands of lives, suffering
and misery which can never be described.

In Phoenixville, (then my home) a Company was soon
organized, commanded by Captain John R. Dobson; they
were called into service June 1861, and served until June
1864; whilst they were organizing, how enthusiastic we
ladies were in our efforts to help them off.

Clothing had been purchased and cut for them, and we
met every day for quite a while, to make their blouses and
Oh how we did work!

In the pockets we placed a needle-book, thread, thimble,
scissors, etc. a testament and other small articles.

They were soon equipped and left home, marching to the
station with flags flying and drums beating to the tune of
““The Girl | Left Behind Me!’" Yes! those that were left
behind had kept up their courage and bravery until then,
when weeping was the finale of the programme.

As memory dwells upon the scene | wonder that we
realized so little of what war meant. Many of those brave
ones never returned, and several came home crippled for
life. They were gone, but our work had only begun.

We felt that we must have some system about it, so Miss
Eliza White and | started out to ascertain how many would
be willing to band together, and work for the soldiers. We
soon organized a society known as the ‘‘Union Relief
Society,”” of which your mother was president for some
time, afterward secretary.

It may be pleasing to you to know that at the home of
your parents the first meeting was held to talk over the
probabilities of an organization. Your father offered us a
room in his building (over the store) with heat and light so
long as the war lasted, we accepted; so on the corner of
Main and Bridge Streets, in the home of your parents, was
formed the first society in Phoenixville to work for sick and
wounded soldiers.

Our little band soon swelled to more than a hundred,
whilst many who could not meet with us worked at home.
We sent box after box of clothing, lint, bandage, etc., to

Suffering, Misery of Civil War Revealed
In Tearful Mother’s Letter to Son

|
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various hospitals, but we feared those for whom they were
intended did not receive them all as word reached us of wel
ones in authority appropriating them.

It was suggested that some of the ladies take the supplies
and distribute them. | was selected as the one to go. Mr.
Price consented. Always remember your father as a truly
loyal man, he was ever willing to do financially or in any
way he could to serve his country.

You can imagine that it was no little sacrifice on his part
to consent to my going. It was then the last of November.
Miss Mattie Jones (who belonged to another society)
accompanied me. The Society worked with a will. | wrote an
article for our town paper asking for contributions which
was liberally responded to; Mr. David Reeves, then
President of the Phoenix Iron Works, called to see me about
our going.

He asked who was going to bear the travelling expenses:
I told him we expected to; he said ‘‘it must not be’’ he
thought he could save us that. He advised me to write tc
Governor Curtin for a free pass for ourselves and supplies,
at the same time he would send a letter of recommendation
to the Governor.

At that time only those who were supposed to be truly
loyal could go beyond Washington, and the help of just such
a loyal and influential friend as Mr. Reeves was needed. His
being a personal friend of Governor Curtin made it easier to
accomplish.

PASSES ARRIVE

Well the passes came reading something like the
following: ‘‘Pass Mrs. Edwin Price and one other, with all
supplies, to any part of the army they desire to go.

By Order of
Gov. A.G. Curtin”’

The kindness of Mr. Reeves did not stop there, he gave
me a twenty dollar gold peice to use for the soldiers, and
sent his colored man with a cart full of supplies put in
barrels. Oranges, apples, eggs, groceries, etc., Let me say
just here, that every time we were going to send supplies, |
sent Mr. Reeves a note informing him of the fact, and he
always responded in the same liberal manner.

In December we started. On bended knees | asked the
dear Lord to go with us, lead us where our supplies and
services would be most needed, no matter what hardships
we might have to endure, only so guide us that we might
distribute the stores committed to us judiciously. My
prayers were answered. Oh!those were sad, sad times.

You could scarcely imagine that at one’s very door there
would be any one so disloyal as to desire to withhold
comfort from those who had taken their lives in their hands
and gone forth to serve their country, thus protecting them;
yet, such was the case. We arrived at the Phoenixville
Station-early to look after our boxes and barrels.

They were all safe, and to our surprise, two boxes had
been added, in response to the appeal in the local paper.
One from the Ladies at the Trappe, the other from Ladies of
North Ward, Phoenixville. We expected difficulties, F+
were utterly amazed to have the baggage master at
home inform us that ‘‘our supplies must go by freight, there
was entirely too much to put in the baggage car.”” Well we
only had a ton and a half weight.

Mattie and | looked at the man as she imagined a Union
{Continued on Page 3)
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(Continued from Page 2)
Soldier would look if he came in contact with a traitor, that |
only needed a gun to make the picture complete! No doubt
she was correct, for | thought, Oh you vile traitor, how | pity
you. He left us; | didn’t say a word, only looked it all.

By the time he went in and reported to the Agent, |
recovered my speech. Mr. Agent came out and informed us
that they couid not and should not go on. | suppose my air
of defiance led the Baggage Master to think there would be
trouble. | replied to Mr. Agent, ““They will go on!" He
scolded and grumbled, still asserting they should not.

The train arrived, the baggage master on the train was
soon told not to put them on, and then came my turn. |
stepped up to the train, showed my pass, with the
Governor's signature, and told him to get them on quickly.

It did not take long; he obeyed with alacrity, knowing full
well the consequence if he did not, besides, | believe he was
a loyal man and was glad to know that he dare do it without
losing his position. There were two angry men looking on.

Methinks | hear you say, “‘Why didn’t you show them
your pass?”’ Simply because | wanted to try them until the
last moment. They were old acquaintances and knew we
were going. If they had been true to their country, they
would have helped us rather than try to hinder.

Our route was by way of Harrisburg and Baitimore. it
seems incredible, but nevertheless ‘tis true that the
‘““Agent’’ telegraphed to the Superintendent at Reading to
stop our supplies when we changed cars there.

OFFICIAL SNAG

| found they were not putting the things aboard, and upon
inquiry ascertained that the Superintendent had forbidden
it. The train moved off as | was talking. Oh! how trying, |
said, dear Lord help us, and thus help the dying soldier. He
was helping us in His way.

The delays, as you will learn, brought us to where we
were greatly needed. We immediately went to the Office of
the Superintendent. After introducing Miss Jones and
myself, | made known my errand. | talked as never before,
or since, pleading for the Brave Boys.

I did not give him a chance to say a word until | was
through. Methinks | see him now. As we entered he was
writing, he smiled pleasantly, but when | commenced, there
was a frown, then interest, pen was laid aside, then he
seemed to drink in every word as | pleaded for those who
might possibly die for want of the very nourishment which
we were trying and intended to get to them.

I paused, he seemed dazed for an instant, then quickly
reaching for his hat said, ‘‘Come ladies, | cannot resist such
an appeal, | will go with you."” Another train was soon due,
and he ordered the things put on. Mattie got in the car and
wanted me to do so, but | said not until every box and barrel
is on.

SHOWED PASS

Whilst waiting, | showed my pass. The Superintendent
said, ““Why didn’t you show that pass at first?"" To test you.
No loyal man ought to refuse. No time for reply; the last
barrel was being lifted in, so | hastily got aboard and away
we went; another point gained.

It may seem to you rather presumptuous in mather, but
had you lived in those days, you would have thought
differently. Tell you, | began to feel myself of some
importance, traveling about, have men obey my will in that
manner.

Mattie was older than me, but insisted upon me going
ahead, because she did not belong to our Society, and | was
married. Then the pass said, ‘“Mrs. E. Price and one
other.”” We were not certain who would go when the pass

was sent for, soall thought | was lead horse.

In due time we arrived in Baltimore. The same excuse
given, ““Too much for baggage car, must go by freight.”
Wouldn’t they have rejoyced to have us leave them.
Knowing the sentiment of Baltimore, | did not wasté any
time but displayed my passport, saying, please put those
boxes and barrels on the train. They obeyed, and on we
steamed to Washington. A letter of recommendation from
the Governor to Surgeon Gen’l. Hammond took us to his
presence.

We were given a pass by him, to any part of the Army.
We took a steamer for Aquia, not knowing where we would

go from there, but in faith believing we would be guided
aright.

NEARLY DARK

When we arrived at Aquia, it was nearly dark. | had
asked the Captain of our steamer if he could tell us where
our services and stores would be needed; he replied, ‘‘most
anywhere, but if you go on to Fairfax, you can have a house
to shelter you but in Camp Hospitals, there are only tents."’

In the exuberance of youth and health | thought, ‘““what
matter shelter or no shelter, so we accomplish good.”
Mattie also was anxious to go where most needed. Soon we
discovered that a train load of sick men had arrived, and
were being carried on board a boat near ours, preparatory
to going to Wind Mill Point, where a Hospital had just been
established in an emergency.

The sick from all Corps of the Army of the Patomac were
removed to this point previous to a battle which was in
anticipation. Before | proceed further, let us retrace our
steps to Washington. .

As we got aboard the steamer, | noticed an old lady
seated on the sofa, looking anxious and care-worn; having a
natural love for the aged, | was soon in conversation with
her. She was from New Hampshire, and having received
word of the illness of her son, who was in the Army, she
was going to him. After talking for nearly an hour, she
suddenly asked if the boat had gone without us.

She was greatly surprised when | told her that she was on
the boat. *‘Why | thought | was in a Hotel waiting for a
boat.”’ Dear, precious mother! How great her love for her
boy, to travel so far in such perilous times, at the age of
seventy!

Well, we took her under our special care, and persuaded
her to remain over night with us, instead of going further,
as she had intended, for we thought it might be possible her
son was with the sick ones on the boat near us.

SO ANXIOUS _

She seemed so restless and anxious, that | proposed
going on the boat to look for him. Qur pass admitted us, and
we went all through the steamer, but she left it feeling sad
and disheartened. Oh! how can | describe it? Our first
picture of the suffering of our noble brave boys!

On the floor, in every nook and spot on that boat where a
man could be placed, we found them; some dead, other
dying, many delirious with fever, others again able to look
at us and smile, yes actually smile! No doubt our presence
seemed to them a guarantee cf help, or perhaps it had been
so long since they had seen a female, the sight did them
good, — brought'a little of home to them.

So close were they lying together, that they were placed
feet against feet, and we had to step over them. The dim
lights made their pale faces look ghastly and weird! Could
any one witness such a sight and not be moved to tears?

I ' wept as | never did before. It was almost impossible to
recognize any one, not light enough. We returned to our

(Continued an Page 4)
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(Continued from Page 3)
steamer, wishing we could do them some good, but we
could only pray for them, and that strength might be given
ourselves for the coming day.

The boat of sick ones anchored until next morning, when
she moved off with her precious, suffering freight to the
Hospital. We followed, still keeping the mother with us, not
withstanding she was rather unwilling. She thought she
ought to go as the Captain who had written to her directed.

| told her it seemed to me that the Lord had directed her
to us, and | could not let her go yet, but if she did not find

her son where we were going, | would do all in my power to )

get her to him. When we arrived at Wind Mill Point, the
soldiers were being carried on stretchers up to the Field
Hospital, which was quite a little distance from the landing.

All the ambulances were in use; as the mud was so deep
we could not walk up, so we seated ourselves on some bales
of hay to await our turn. We felt so anxious to do something
for the relief of those sick ones that we were very impatient;
fortunately | thought of the oranges.

GREAT GIFT OF ORANGES

It did not take us long to get the barrel opened; we soon
peeled and broke them open, giving each one a whole or
half, as they were carried off the boat. Daily, for weeks we
heard about how good those oranges did; ‘‘They tasted like
home, they were so refreshing.’’ **‘God bless you for giving
me that orange.’’ *Oh, how kind you were to stay in the
cold to give us oranges,”’ and similar expressions we were
constantly hearing.

Cold? Yes, it was rather cold, but our hearts were so
warmed up with interest in our work, that we did not think
of the cold. Several of the men were placed on a barge not
far from us. As | looked at them, | noticed one trying to
raise himself up, presently with a feeble effort he raised his
hand and beckoned to some one.

I thought, can it be the old lady’s son? | tried to speak
calmly, (though | felt like shouting) to her, and said do your
see that man on the barge? Heis . . . . . She was gone; over
hay, boxes, men and all she leaped beside him, and soon
had him clasped in her arms. We looked silently on,
rejoicing.

Can any one doubt that my prayer uttered as we left
home was not answered? The Lord surely was with us
directing our every step. Had we not been delayed in
getting supplies on the trains, we would not have met the
“‘“Mother,”” and in all probability would not have gotten to
the Hospital where our services and supplies were so
greatly needed.

After all were removed from the boat, those men on the
barge were returned to it and taken to Washington. The
Surgeon in charge on the boat was not going to let the
““Mother’’ go with them; he said it was against orders.

We pleaded for her quite at length, but in vain: suddenly
I thought of my official documents, and showed them to
him, and remarked that | would take the censure. | felt that
President and Governor would say, she must go. He
consented to her going. She bade us good-bye, and quickly
aboard, soon the boat started, and we never heard from or

saw her again. Soon, we too left the landing for the
Hospital.

GAVE TENT

There we two young women were in the midst of more
than two thousand men. Dr. Amsden gave his tent to' us,
and ‘‘bunked’” with a brother surgeon. A stretcher was our
bed; nature furnished the floor. There wasn’t even a board

to put our feet on. We were so weary that we soon fell
asleep.

On awakening in the morning, | arose and quickly started
the fire, for it was very cold, having snowed in the night. |
parted the canvass to look out, when the first thing | saw
was the bodies of two soldiers who had died during the
night, and were carried out on their stretchers awaitinr
burial.

Soon boxes and barrels were opened, and we went to
work in real earnest. Our stove was a small sheet iron one
with flat top; the fuel, hard green wood, the only cooking
utensils, two pint tin cups; however, in a few days our
wants were supplied by one of the surgeons who had
confiscated all we really needed then.

The tents held from eight to ten men arranged on either
side. We took as many under our special care as we could
possibly attend to, taking them meals daily. Between meals,
we went from tent to tent with baskets filled with bread,
butter, cold roast chicken, ham, jelly, oranges, etc., and
gave them, taking a row of tents one day, the next another,
and thus we labored day after day until our supplies were
exhausted.

We then made preparations for returning home, as we
could do little else than write letters for them, read and
sing. We had only expected to be from home a week or two;
however, we were not to leave them. Mr. Cole, the field
agent of the Christian Commission, urged us to remain; he
said he would see that supplies were furnished us from the
C. Commission at Washington.

_-TOOKED LIKE HOME

We stayed until the sick (who were not relieved by death)
were all removed to the City Hospitals. During our stay we
had ample provision sent us. How eagerly they watched for
our coming! How the eyes of some would light up with
pleasure as we gave them something that ‘‘tasted and
looked so like home!™’

When we first came out and had the boiled hams ana
roast chickens, you can well imagine how delicious they
tasted to those men who for a long time had been having
only ‘““hard tack and coffee,’’ the latter as black as the tin
cups in which it was served, for in the field Hospitals
through the South, delicious or even nourishing food was
very scarce; plenty of government rations, but the stomach
of a sick man would refuse it.

Why many of them could not taking anything but gruel at
first, which we gladly supplied. Thus day after day we went
from tent to tent, and in the evening, Mattie, Mr. Cole, Mr.
Carpenter and myself would read the Scripture, pray and
sing for them. We formed quite a pleasing quartette, as
each had been accustomed to sing in choirs, taking the
different parts.

How the singing of some of those grand old hymns, suct
as, ‘‘Jesus Lover of My Soul,”” ‘‘Rock of Ages,’’ and others
would bring tears to their eyes! They reminded them o
home and dear ones. To some it was the one their mothe:
had often sung for them, others the favorite of a dear wife
or sister.

BEG FOR TUNE

How they loved to talk of home, and have us sing the
familiar airs. Miss Jones and | sang occasionally for then
during the day, they would beg so for ‘‘only one tune.’
Mattie sang alto, and | soprano.

There were so many in the camp, and so much to b
done, that we could not tarry long in one place. | have ofte
wondered if we visited every tent. It was a large field o
color, and so far as | know, we were the only women there

True, two came there with their husbands and supplies
about a week after we arrived, but only stayed one night

(Continued on Page 5,
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{Continued from Page 4)
they said ‘‘the quarters were not comfortable enough for
them, as they moved on to Fairfax where they could have a
house to live in, leaving us alone with our two thousand sick

men!
SEARCHED IN VAIN

A friend of mine said she had been to Wind Mill Point
Hospital, to visit her husband (a surgeon) and searched
faithfully for me, but in vain. She only remained two days,
she could hear of us, but could not locate us. You can judge
of the magnitude of work. How we longed for about fifty
women to help. Men were detailed to nurse, but many of
them knew better how to do most anything else.

They doubtless did the best they could, of course there
was that lack of tender, sympathetic ministration which the
sick is so much in need. There were so many different

ailments; Fevers, Rheumatism, Chronic Diarrhea, yes, and
Small Pox.

ORDERED OUT

There was a tent with a few cases at the extreme end of
the camp, to which | wended my way with a basket of good
things, thinking as | went that it was too bad to put some so
far away, they would be neglected. | had scarcely entered
the tent, when the Surgeon saw me, and rather rudely
ordered me out.

He afterward apologized and told of the danger | had
been in. | longed to make those patients more comfortable,
but to do so meant isolation from all the rest; so | only stole
occasionally within calling distance, and left things for
nurse to carry in to them. Dear Children, | could fill a
volume with incidents connected with our work there, but
when would | ever get done!

However, before we leave the Island, | must tell you
about Harry Cook, he was so ill and weak when they carried
him from the landing, that it was expected that he would die
before morning. As the tent he was in nearly joined ours,
we visited it first in the morning. Harry was too weak to
speak except in a whisper, — he could not eat anything, and
when asked if there was anything we could get him he
would say, ‘‘Lemonade, lemonade!”’

CHANCE TO HELP

The Surgeon in charge forbid us giving it to him. How it
worried me to see that man suffering, and | dare not give
him what he craved. Two days passed, and the Surgeon
went to Aquia on business; | thought, ‘‘now is my chance to
help Harry!"

The doctor says he cannot possibly live and | will let him
have some comfort before he dies. | heard my mother say,
“‘always give sick ones a little of whatever nature craves.’’
Acting upon the wisdom of that dear mother, | made half a
glass of lemonade, and asking the dear Lord to bless the act
in good to the brave, suffering soldier.

| went into the tent, though | confess with weaker faith
than | should have done. Raising him up, | gave it to him.
Oh! He drank so eagerly that | trembled for the

cansequence! When | laid him down, he smiled the thanks
he could not utter.

PROMISED SECRECY

Mattie urged me not to do it, but | felt that | must, she
promised secrecy in case of bad result. When | went in the
tent with the next meal | asked Harry if he could eat
anything now, he nodded assent. | quickly made him some
farina gruel and fed him, next meal made it a little stronger,
next tea and toast, and so giving him richer and more
nourishing food until in a few weeks he was so well that he
was sent (with others) to a Hospital in Washington.

Bann T

A few days after the lemonade had been given,
Doctor remarked that ‘‘he believed Harry Cook was going to
get well; | can’t understand it, it is like a miracle.’” Then |
told him what | had done, and although Mattie confirmed it,
he seemed dubious until the patient was asked about it.

He said | should never consult him about what | should
give or not give; he gave me full power to do as | pleased.
That was a good point gained. Two years after the close of
the war, | received a letter, (containing a photograph) from
my ‘‘lemonade patient’’ written from his home in Reading,
Massachusetts. He said, ‘‘The half glass of lemonade you
gave me on the sly saved my life.”

SHED TEARS

| did not recognize the phote, nor who Harry Cook was, as
| had always addressed them by their given name so as to
make it seem more homelike to them; but when he spoke of
the lemonade, | knew. Then too he asked, ‘“‘Do you
remember the full whiskered Corporal who put his head
under the blanket and shed tears whenever you ladies sang
‘‘Home Sweet Home?"’

Ah! yes, | could in imagination see just where he lay and
how he looked, pale, emaciated, dying. Now a strong
healthy man. One day Mr. Cole called upon us to go to the
extreme end of the camp to try to comfort a mother who had
arrived that afternoon to see her sick boy; we had buried
him in the morning.

Her grief was heart-rending! She was inconsolable;
finally she broke out in a tirade of abuse, President Lincoln
and others connected with the Army getting a share, she
said we had killed him, starved him to death, and then
buried him like a dog. We told her he had every attention
that could be given and had christian burial, but nothing we
said or did would comfort her.

She finally’ left to make arrangements for the removal of
her son’s body, and we did not see her again. Duty called us
to the sick, yet my thoughts would occasionally wander to
the heart-broken mother, and the thousands more who were
mourning loved ones. Many recovered sufficiently to be
sent to City Hospitals; still daily ‘‘God’s lone acre,” was
being filled. Eventually all were sent away.

WORK ENDED

Our work there was ended, and we left for home feeling
amply repaid for all we had done, in the thanks and earnes
‘‘God bless you,"" of scores of soldiers. Many times | have
been asked, ‘‘How did the soldiers act toward you?"’ We
were always treated with kindness and courtesy. | did no
hear an ungentlemanly word.

The Surgeons, Nurses, and those who were able to be
about seemed to vie with each other in doing all they coulc
for our comfort. If it snowed in the night, or a wind storm
they would scrape the snow off our tent, and tighten the
ropes doing it noiselessly as possible.

: {Continued on Page 6)

About the picture history book described in the
newsletter:

] Yes, i/we would be interested
[J  No, l/we would probably not wish to
buy it

Name

Returning this form to HSPA, Box 552, Phoenixville,
PA 19460 in no way obligates you one way or the
other. We are trying to determine the amount of
interest in this project.




(Continued From Page 5)

FEEL SECURE .

We soon learned to feel perfectly secure, knowing that
brave men were caring for us, so we slept soundly without a
thought of fear. Two nights Mattie was the only female in
the camp. It is a long story, but | will tell you. However, we
will have to start from home. ‘

Soon as it was known that | intended going to the Army,
requests came from so many homes for me to take
something to father,"husband or brother. They did not seem
to realize the magnitude of the Army, but like a family, that
if | saw one member | would probably see all. They pleaded
so earnestly, that | decided to appropriate one box for
Company G, under command of Captain Dobson. Each
package to be marked who for and from; in case | failed to

get it to them, the contents to be used for the sick wherever
needed.

OPPORTUNITY CAME

A few days after our arrival at the Hospital, we
ascertained that their regiment was stationed at Belle Plain,
just across the Potomac, above us. We could see the smoke
from their camp fires, but could not get word to them or
send them the box; for in those perilous times, any one
might claim it. At last an opportunity came.

Mrs. Hester of Philadelphia, came to Wind Mill Point
Hospital to see her son (Capt. Hester) he had recovered and
returned to his Company then at Belle Plain. She was going
over, so | went with her to see our home boys, expecting to
return before night, as we started early in the morning.

We first steamed down to Aquia, then after considerable
delay, started up stream, passing our Camp on the way,
arriving at Belle Plain about 4 p.m. too late to go up to the
regiment, as it was stationed over the hills quite a distance
from the landing. As there were no accommodations on the
boat for sleeping, we lay on the floor, placed our arm under
our head for a pillow, and with our shawl over us, slept.

CORDUROY ROADS

The Captain of the boat sent word to the Medical Director
(Surgeon Read) of our arrival, so in the morning a four
horse ambulance arrived to take us up; (I should say shake
us up!) The experience over corduroy roads that day, was
one to be forever remembered.

The Virginia soil was muddy to considerable depth;
horses and mules sometimes sank it in so that it was
impossible to extricate them; they would be knocked in the

head, pushed further down, and the next team pass over
them. To prevent that, trees were cut and laid across the

- road without much regard to uniformity of size, so when a

large tree and sapling were placed side by side, you can

-imagine what the roads were like.

One moment we would be rejoicing at the stretch
tolerably good road, when suddenly our heads would strike
the top of the ambulance, and we land on the floor; we
would gather ourselves up to have the same performance
soon repeated.

FREQUENT STOPS

After stopping frequently to rest the team and flounder
out of the mud, we arrived at Captain Hester’s tent, and
Mrs. Hester left me. | was then taken on to Capt. Dobson’s
tent, arriving late in the afternoon with no possible way of
getting back that night. Oh, how glad the boys were to see
me! Every one of them | knew.

They soon prepared a supper of hard tack and coffee,
which | enjoyed, as | was very hungry. Surgeon Read sent
word that | should come to Head Quarters, and spend the
night. The Captain advised me to accept, as | would be
more comfortable than in a tent.

Lieut. Josiah White escorted me up, and after a short
conversation with Dr. Read, | retired to my room, which
was already occupied by four women, regular Virginia
Sessionists; their brothers were in the Southern Army. Our
soldiers had taken possession of the house, and guards were
patrolling around it. . .

NOT PLEASANT

The sensation at first was not very pleasant, but they
gave me a good feather bed to myself, (a luxury | had not
indulged in for a long time) so after committing myself to
my Heavenly Father, | was soon asleep, oblivious to all
surroundings, until a gruff voice bade me arise, ‘*Sun’
up.’" Well, | too was soon up and wended my way to the
kitchen, there waiting for an escort back to Company G.

War Has No Favorites

All families were touched by the Civil War, even the
president’s wife. Mary Tood Lincoln’s brother was a
surgeon in the Confederate Army. Her half-brother, Samuel
Briggs Todd, was killed in the battle of Shiloh. David H.
Todd, a half-brother, died of wounds received at Vicksburg
and another half-brother, Alexander, was killed at Baton
Rouge.
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