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Banquet Meeting

The banguet meeting is scheduled for Wednesday, Sept.
15, at Columbia Station in Phoenixville. The cash bar will
open at 6 p.m. Dinner will be served at 7 p.m. with a choice
of entrees, Chicken Marsala or Roast Sirloin of Beef.

Tickets are $18 and may be purchased at Frees Insurance
or at the HSPA cffice on Wednesdays and Fridays.
Reservations may alsc be arranged by telephone; call David
Frees Insurance, 833-4850, and pay al the door. Please be
kind and respond promptly since last-minute reservations
can pose a problem.

A slide lecture will be presented by Sandra Momyer,
juch sought-after as a guest speaker, and she will bring to
-e events occurring through the years at the nearby village

of Yellow Springs.

Membership Report
We welcome new members Hugo Buda, Ronald Farrer,
Libby Foley, Emmett Gruici, Betty Jane Jeznigan, Lynn
Coleman Miller, Mr. and Mrs. Paul Kusko, and Dr. and
Mrs. Donald J. Rosato. With regret we report the deaths of
Miss Eugenie B. Harris and Shane H. King. Bob Deger has
renewed his membership in the category of SPONSOR.

Irish Connection

PiCTA (Phoenix lron Canal and Trail Asso.) has framed
the proclamation they received from County Donegal in
ireland and donated it to our Society. Residents of the irish
county composed the proclamation to honor compatriols
who settled in the Borough. Written in the ancient language
of ireland, it setiles for all time the origin of the term
**Scape Level”” still applied to an area on the north side of
town. *‘Sculp’’ in Gaelic is translated “‘a flat rock with water
coming over i1,”” and sounds so much like “*Scape,” it is
surely the same word.

Kimberton Fair

Cur display at the annual Kimberton Community Fair
featured business places and industries active in 1910. The
flyer given to fair goers indicated that Phoenixvilie at the

‘me was probably Chester Counity’s busiest and most
_reductive fown.

Genuardi Tapes

Members are requested to save their Genuardi tapes
since the supermarket has agreed to give our Society one
percent of their total amount.

The Two Canals

in cur area canals extend on both sides of the Schuyliill’
River. The Schuylkill Navigation Co. canal is on the
Montgomery County side, and then there is a canal on the
Chester County side going from Black Rock dam nearly as
far as French Creek that once served the iron cocmpany,

Robert 5. Elmer, authority on the subject, addressed out
June quarterly meeting and brought with him a canal boal
captain’s horn that emitted an eerie scund. He said the
captain would suffer a fine if he failed ic alert the loch
tender of his approach with such a horn and for this reasor
tied up canal traffic.

Eimer told us that Phoenixville is a link in a plan for a
Heritage Park with trails along the navigation system
between Philadelphia and Reading. A Manayunk to Valley
Forge bike trail already exists and could be extended.

Elmer says the Chester County canal is like a large mill
race, 15 feet wide compared to 60 feet for the main canal.
The barges on this side were small, about on a scale with
the narrow gauge railroad aiso used by the iron company.

Both sides of the river have bluffs. Elmer says vines and
underbrush at one time obscured views of the water from
these vantage spots. The growth is not native vegetation
which is sparse and controllabie, but alien species that have
overcome the native plants. Spectacular scenery was opened
up by clearing the tangie.

This work, together with a clean-up of man-made litter,
was aided by volunteers recruited from near and far. The
canal associations iock advantage of offers from Eagle
Scouts, nature groups, etc. The bulk of the vegetation
remains as a barrier to erosion.

Peggy Hartzell, artist in residence at Phoenixville
schools, appeared on the program with Elmer and exhibited
work of sixth grade students that demonstrated their
interest in the environment.

Best Ever

Last June’s Swawberry Festival raised close 1o one anc
a-haif thousand, mostly from refreshments, but =z
substantial amount from the bake table that soid oul
compietely. Large sums were turned in by the flea markst,
Barbara Cohen’s Walking Tour, the Quilt Display, and

. Lippincott Gallery. Everyone agreed this year’s was the bes!

ever.

THE MUSEUM IS OPEN first Sundays of the month from
1 till 4. Hosts for Sept. 5 are Peg Trunk and Laura Robb;
Oct. 3, Rosalie Protis and Harriet Tebey; Nov. 7, Man‘
Chester and Mahlon Miller: Dec. 5, Dave Frees. The office
and museum are open Wednesdays and Fridays, 9 to 3.
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At break of day we left the house and wandered around
the streets until a restaurant was opened, when we broke
our fast, and then took the first train for home, not caring to
remain when the City was so crowded. There were no
laundries in Camp, so we did the best we could; a pail or
wooden bucket was our tub; dried the clothes by stretching
a line across the tent and staying up all night to keep up the
fire, for they must be put away before any one came in the
morning. When dry they were carefully folded and put
under pressure; no starch, no irons, so you may know that
our collars and cuffs were not very smooth and glossy for
traveling, but your mother had a soldier fall in love with her
notwithstanding.

A soldier who sat in the seat back of us looked so worn
and hungry that | offered him some of our refreshments; he
accepted, ate heartily and we three conversed together until
we changed cars. He was going to his home in Connecticut
on furlough. Months afterward | received a letter from him
directed to Miss Price; it was a declaration of love! | told
Mattie that it must be for her, he had got the names mixed,
but she would not believe it.

At Baltimore soldiers were everywhere to be seen, some
going home on furlough; others who had been home,
recovered, and were returning to again march to battie!
Officers were recruiting, forming companies, so we met
them all along the route. They seemed by intuition to
recognize us as friends, for all were so courteous, helping
us off and on trains, carrying cabba’'s, at stations getting us
a drink of water, vieing with each other to add to our
comfort. Arrived home at last! How thankful we were, and
how rejoiced were friends and loved ones to see us!

GETTYSBURG

During our absence the Relief Society was very busy
making garments, lint, bandages, etc., ready for an
emergency. It came in the Battle of Gettysburg, July 1863.

How shall | begin to tell you of our labors at Gettysburg?
To think of it fills my heart with sadness; to write about!
How can 1? You desire me to do so, and so, dear son, | will
try.

(The Christian Commission of Baltimore issued passes for
Mrs. Price and Mrs. Joshua Spear and instructed them to
telegraph for any supplies they might need. The author
continues:)

Fortunately there was no necessity for so doing. We had
about a ton weight with us, and then we were in
Pennsylvania, where there was plenty. Farmers sent things
to the Camp daily, and the Commission Rooms at
Gettysburg were kept well supplied, so we did not have to
go farther. We left Baltimore in cattle cars, seated on rough
benches, no light except what little Nature gave us, and
thus after a long tiresome jouney, we arrived in Gettysburg
at 1 o’clock a.m. We had some difficulty in finding a place
to rest, but finally a private family accommodated Mrs.
Spear and mie. The stench was sickening. The dead were
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To My Dear Son

The second and final installment of a long letter in which a Phoenixville
resident, Rebecca Pennypacker Price, at the instigation of ber son, re-
lates ber Civil War experiences while working for the Ladies Union
Relief Society and for the Christian Commission.

In the first installment, printed in our December 1992 newsletter, Mrs.
Price described ber life in a camp bospital at Wind Mill Point, Md., and
ended with ber return bome by way of Wasbington. The capital city was
crowded because Congress was in session, and sbe and ber companion,
Mattie Jones, were lodged for a night in an attic room.

not all off the field and then so many wounded! Can you
possibly form any idea of what it would be in hot July
weather?

Every window in the house was fastened down tight, all
doors kept shut; so it was stifling. Me thought as | lay
awake longing for a breath of fresh air, how little we, in our
comfortable, cheerful homes knew of the suffering caused
by the war. We could not realize its sad realities. Next thing
was to get to work, so after partaking of a cup of cotfee with
our kind host and hostess, we started out. An ambulance
was passing which we hailed, and upon inquiring where we
were needed, the driver said he was just going to the
Eleventh Corps, ‘‘Jump in and | will take you there, no
ladies there and you are needed.”’

LADIES WERE NEEDED

We went with him; upon arriving at our destination the
first person to greet us was Dr. Cantwell, who had charge at
Wind Mill Point Hospital. Two or three other surgeons wers
there whom | knew; you can wel! imagine how glad | was!
was so much pleasanter than being among strangers. The
surgeons expressed great delight to have me work with
them again. Certainly the Lord directed us there! So much
to do, and then by having previously worked with some in
charge, | was free to do as | wished; no time wasted in
hunting up a surgeon to ask. Perfect liberty was given me
over the entire Camp.

Soon as our boxes arrived, we opened them and went to
work. Mrs. Spear was about twenty years older than i; she
preferred doing the inside work, whilst | went from tent to
tent. Three men were detailed to help us cook. Here we had
every facility for work, and knowing from sad experience
what was needed for our own comfort in such a life, we
came prepared, bringing quilts, pillows, etc., with us. Soon
| stepped into the nearest tent to ours in which were four
badly wounded men. Can | ever forget the glad smile, the
look of surprise, comfort and joy, which spoke more
eloquently than words? | felt | was receiving a hearty
welcome. | was a substitute for mother, wife and sister and
in their eyes no stranger, but a friend.

JOSEPH HEENEY

One occupant of that tent was Joseph Heeney. Oh, how
he suffered, and yet how patient! His pillow was an Army
coat rolled up. | gave him my pillow, feeling so thankful |
had brought it. When | placed it under his head, he looked
at me with tearful eyes beaming with gratitude and said,
‘Oh, what comfort.”” One day he asked me to write a letter
for him to the Hon. Merrit Smith of Peterboro’, New Yor/
| did so, and frequently afterward. On the 22nd of July h..
limb was amputated; on the 24th he sank peacefully to rest.

At his request his body was embalmed and sent to his
home. From the highest motives he volunteered as a private
in the ranks, and in a year was promoted to Adjutant of his
regiment. It was an excessively hot day when they carriec

(Continued on Page 3)
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him to the amputating table. As | held the umbrella over
him to protect him from the sun, he said: ‘‘How glad
mother will be to know | am so tenderly cared for; tell her.”’
“s we took him back, | felt that another of my brave boys
ould soon be gone. They were all my boys and | was
““Sister” to them. His last words were ‘‘Mother, Home,
Heaven!.”" If he had been the only one! But to think of the
hundreds whose lives were thus sacrificed! All missed
Joseph, he was so cheerful and patient. In fact it was

surprising how very patient the boys all were; no
complaints, no mummurings, all bearing sufferings
heroically!

Those who wore the gray were cared for with our own
boys in blue, as they lay side by side in the same tents. A
lady whilst talking to one of the wounded said, ‘*You have
the satisfaction of knowing you are suffering in a good
cause.”’

REBEL SPEAKS UP

‘“Yes, for the Rebels’ cause, as you would call it,"”’ he
replied. | would like to describe to you the expression of her
countenance at that time, but it is impossible! It was a
mixture of hatred, contempt and pity. She was very careful
ever afterward.

We never made any distinction, except it might be to give
them the smallest oranges or apples. When able to be
removed to places designated for prisoners, those of the
gray left us. When seated in the ambulance ready to go, |
would be sent for, as they wished to say goodby. Many of
them wept as they thanked me for what | had done for
them. How | pitied them! Some were driven in the Army at
the point of the bayonet. One man said he was seated with
his family at dinner, when officers came in and ordered him

) leave, without even finishing his meal. It was go, or die
on the spot! Many of the confederates were thus forced into
service. Seems to me they must have been poor soldiers,
unwilling fighters. In the Narthern Army no such extreme
measures were used.

THE WORST CASES

About thirty yards from our tent was the house and barn
belonging to the owner of the farm, then in possession of
““Uncle Sam.”” On the barn floor side by side, with only
space enough to step between them lay the worst cases. The
surgeon in charge asked me to take them under my special
care. It was an unpleasant duty, one from which, for a
moment, | instinctively shrank! Just outside the barn was
the amputating table and | thought, how can | pass it?
Strength was given to me, so for many days and nights |
passed and repassed it, often when operations were being
performed. The case mentioned previously was one of those
in the barn.

One wounded soldier was kept alive three days and two
nights by the pressure of the hand against the wound. He
said he must see his father, he had something to tell him.
The father was telegraphed for, and the young man kept
alive by the nurses taking turns pressing the wound. He
knew the nurses were needed elsewhere, and he finally
said, ‘‘Let me die, father is not coming.” He couid not be
persuaded o communicate to anyone else what he desired
his father to know. As | withessed his death and closed his
ayes, | felt that | could have made any sacrifice to have
elieved his mind so that he could pass away peacefully. His
eyes were fixed upon the door with a strained, eager look,
and his whoie expression was one of despair; thus he slowly
bled to death.

The grief of the father was heart-rending! Oh, the sad
scenes would fill a volume. My sympathy for suffering was
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too great to be removed by such scenes, so many times at
night | lay on my stretcher weeping instead of sleeping.

Frequently at night | would hear some one scratching on
the tent, and when asked what was wanted, the response
would be, ‘‘Sister, Mr. is dying and wants you."" So |
would go to talk, read and sing to them, and perhaps ere |
left, close their eyes in death! How thankful | was that |
could point them to a loving Savior. When they felt a
burden of sin, | could speak freely of His love, and | know
that with God’s help | was enabled to give peace and joy to
many a burdened soul.

MORE HELPERS

Dear Mrs. Spear was busy all the time superintending the
cooking, and getting meals prepared on dishes ready to be
carried to the men. She worked early and late. After we had
been there a few weeks, Mattie Jones came and remained
until the Hospital was broken up. Mrs. Ashenfeiter and
Mrs. Levi B. Haler (nee White) brought on supplies and
stayed with us a few days. We had ample provision so could
cater somewhat to their tastes. One man whose appetiite |
had been vainly trying to tempt, when asked if there was
anything in the world he could eat, said ‘‘Oh, yes, mum, |
could eat codfish cakes.”’ | sent to the Commission rooms
for fish and he was soon enjoying the luxury of codfish
cakes. His appetite was all right after that.

ANOTHER FOOD CRAVING

Another craved ‘‘Rice pudding like mother makes.’”’ He
got the pudding and enjoyed it whether it was like Mother’s
or not. He said it tasted like home and it certainly gave him
an appetite for other things. It was a great satisfaction to be
able to supply their needs. We used condensed milk for
toast, puddings, etc. | often felt grateful to the one who
discovered that method of putting up milk, for how could we
have been supplied? Ladies from the surrounding country
would occasionally bring us several quarts of fresh milk, but
we had to use it at once. How gladly we weicomed the
farmers and others who came with their wagons filled with
supplies. Sometimes the ladies brought food already

{Continued on Page 4)
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repared. If we could have been thus bountifully supplied
/hilst in the South, many lives might have been spared.

GREEDY CHAPLAIN

| must tell you about our Chaplain. He was a Frenchman,
rery dignified and self important and extremely polite. We
ound he was receiving considerable of the stores as they
:ame in, and 1 felt somewhat dubious about his distributing
hem as he ought, but had not time to watch carefully. A
sart of his duty was to go to the Commission rooms with the
rder for supplies for the day. One Sabbath it was near time
or morning service, and nothing on hand to eat. | asked the
Shaplain if he was nct going for supplies. He said, “'It is
ime for service now, supplies can wait. | want you to come
sing.”’ )

| told him | thought it was most important to have food for
:he men’s bodies so they could have the strangth to receive
:he spiritual food. | saw he was angry, but was wholly
anprepared for what followed; he insisted upon it that he
would not go. Politeness vanished. | reported him and
suggested that his tent be searched while the traitor was
holding service. :

Ample proof of his rascality was found. He would hail the
seople as they came in with supplies and take them. Of
sourse he was Chaplain; they thought he would give them to
is. He had fruits, wine, jelly, homemade cheese, and
various things packed away, some opened and spoiled.
Well, when service was over and he found what | had done,
ne poured forth a torrent of abuse. He was soon taken in
charge, and | never saw or heard tell of him again, but the
contents of that tent were something wonderful. Another
Chaplain was appointed who proved to be an excellent one.

THE SPY

Soon after this period | noticed a Baltimore lady who
came to the Camp to visit the wounded halting longer at the
beds of the confederates than with our men, and my
suspicions were aroused. | watched her very closely without
seeming to do so. She had pencil and paper and would write
hurriedly as they talked, she all the while casting furtive
glances around. | felt sure she was a spy. | reperted to
Headquarters what | had seen, but told them not to rely
upon what | said; to watch. She was watched and searched.
After finding ample proof of her guilt, she was escorted out
of Camp under guard and told never to return or she would
be our prisoner. Thus whilst caring for some of our
enemies, | was having others dismissed. Notwithstanding
every precaution was taken to prevent spies from entering
our Camp, one would get in occasionally.

LETTERS HOME

But i want to tell you more about my boys in the barn.
Being some of the worst cases they were the last to be
removed to the General Hospital, so | learned much of their
nome life, as | frequently wrote letters for them, and they
loved to talk of home and dear ones. My heart often ached
for those at home whom | knew were anxious and worried
about their wounded. Sometimes a letter would be given me
to read containing expressions of thanks for our kindness;
words like these, '‘oh, how relieved | am to know that a kind
iady is caring for you.!” “'Can | ever be grateiul enough lo
the dear woman who is doing for you what | s0 fong to do,
but cannot? God bless her.”’ ‘‘Give my love ‘o the one who
has taken her own life in her hand to care for the scldiers!’”’

| feel relieved more than | can tell to know that a woman
is nursing you. May the Virgin Mary bless her.”” Why |

could write nearly a page of similar expressions. They come
before me so vividly because at the time they did me so
much good.

- WORK NOT IN VAIN

When | would hear them read, or read them myself, | fe
my work was not in vain, We were not only comforting the
suffering in Camp, but the aching hearts at home. Wasn't |
amply repaid? Friends sometimes say to me that | ought to
have a pension, to be paid for my labor. Didn’t | receive my
pay in the heartfelt thanks of the sick and wounded each
hour of the day?

| was going from morning until night, all the time feeling
that | could not do enocugh, often sitting up until nearly
morning writing letters from notes taken from the boys
during the day. One night after writing until very late and
being tired, | lay upon my stretcher hoping for a good sleep.
Socn ! slept, but something disturbed me. As | moved a
little too far on my narrow quarters | suddenly awakened to
find myself in a puddie of water on the bottom of our tent. A
shower came up and came in on my face. Gathering myself
up as quietly and quickly as possible, | soon had my valise,
which was doing duty as a pillow, opened and donned some
dry clothing.

LIEUT. WHEELER

Just then came a call for “‘Sister.”” Lieut. Wheeler is
dying and wants to see you.”” No more sleep. As | went to
the extreme end of the Camp | wondered why he sent for
me. A few days before his parents came, and as they were
with him, | had seen little of him as there were so many to
care for who no one else. As | entered the tent he locked at
me and smiled. As | drew near he said, '‘Oh, sister, | could
not go without thanking you and saying fareweil! Sing
‘“‘Rock of Ages.”’ As | sang he passed away with a smile ¢
his face to be with God. My work with him was done, and i
was time to begin my daily duty.

How many, many times | was thankful to God for the gift
of song! To the dying it brought comfort, and to the
suffering, cheer and sweet memories of home and friends.
The dear sufferers needed ail the comfort that could be
given them. Those were trying days to them. The intense
heat, the stench from wounds, the annoyance from flies!

- Why even now, after more than a quarter of a century has

passed, it makes me hearisick o think of it. What they
suffered can never be told, and it was borne so0
uncomplainingly.

ELHANAN PRICE

Among those who never returned was your uncle,
Eihanan Price; his body lay in a Southern fieid among the
unknown. He fell at Fredericksburg. The confederates got
possession of the field, and when our men went with a flag
of truce to bury our dead, they found the rebels had
stripped them of their clothing and piled them on top of
sach other {or fortifications. They were unrecognizable and
ail that couid be done was to dig a big trench and bury
them.

' remember once when some one was trying io comfort
Mother Price by telling her that she was not the only mother
that had to suffer, that hundreds of boys were lost. Maother
replied, *‘Oh, it would be easier to bear if | was the only
one, but | think of the many mothers who suffer as 1 do and
it seems s0 hard.”’

if only the clothing had besn left on them, some migh.
have been known by articles in the pockets; others by their
badges. Your uncle was an officer. Whilst his regiment, the

(Continued on Page 5)
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116th Pa., was in Camp before active service, | visited him,
I think it was near Wayne Junction. With me | had a satchel
filled with eatables. When | found him, he was eating his
“nner of rice and molasses off a tin plate. We were soon
.ated on a large log and the contents of the satchel eagerly
scanned, and some tested. in his unselfishness he said,
"*Oh, but we boys will have a feast tonight!”’

ORDERED TO MARCH

In a few weeks they were ordered to march, and in his
first battle he was killed, at least he was shot, seen fall and

never seen afterward by any of his comrades. He was first .

reported missing, then kilied. Of course we still hoped he
was alive, as reports could not always be relied upon, so
when | went to Virginia | looked eagerly for Elhanan.

At one time as Miss Mattie and | were going along the
wharf at Aquia, busy talking, several soldiers were ahead of
us. One walking alone attracted my attention, he looked so
much like your Uncle. As we drew nearer, feeling sure it
was him, | rushed up to him exclaiming, ‘‘Oh, brother
Elhanan!’’ He turned and | saw | was mistaken. He said, ‘I
thought it was my sister.”” For a moment we stood gazing at
each other and cried. We chatted for a few moments, but
soon our boat was ready to take us to our field of duty, and |
never saw him again.

That meeting will never be forgotten; | was so greatly
disappointed! Yes, and mortified at my ludicrous mistake.
Mattie said she thought | had suddenly become insane for |
darted off in the midst of something | was telling her
without a word of explanation. You cannot imagine how |
felt, so keen was the blow.

HOLIDAY DINNERS

, Twice | went to the Chambersburg Hospital. First with a
Thanksgiving dinner, then a Christmas dinner. Mother was
there. | had written to her | would be up with a
Thanksgiving dinner for the soldiers from the Relief Society,
and | received a joyous welcome. The dinner was fully
appreciated. When | returned and reported to the Society
they decided to send them another on Christmas. Aunt
Hattie Buckwalter and | were appointed to take it. We
started the day before; the train was delayed and we arrived
in Harrisburg too late for the train for Chambersburg. We
stopped at a hotel until next morning, then sped on our
‘way, arriving in time to get the dinner, though a little late.

Whilst in Harrisburg we called upon Governor Curtin. He
received us very kindly and made an effort to send us on in
a special car, but there being only one track, it was
impossible. We had turkeys, cranberry sauce, mince pies,
celery; in fact everything that is needed to make a royal
feast. We soon had the vegetables cooking and dinner
ready. Every man who could be brought to the tabie came.
Before commencing they gave three cheers for the Union
Relief Society of Phoenixville and the dinner, then three
times three for Mrs. Buckwalter and Mrs. Price. They made
the dining room ring. Oh, how they enjoyed that meal!
Their daily rations were furnished by the Government, and
of course luxuries were not on their biil oi fare.

GENERAL PENNYPACKER

In January, 1865, Cousin Galusha Pennypacker, while
~lanting the flag of his own regiment upon the third

averse of the enemy’s most formidable Work, was terribly
wounded through the right side and hip by a minnie ball.
With great difficulty he was removed on board the ocean
steamer ‘‘Champion’’ for conveyance to Fortress Monroe,
Va. This vessel was one of the finest of those chartered
in the service of the Government, yet it was detained until

Pans £

the surgeons attending cousin Galusha deemed it safe to
attempt his removal ashore,

He was taken to Chesapeake Hospital where he remained
ten months befcre he was able to be taken home to West
Chester, Pa. During his stay in the heepital | spenL some
time with him trying to cheer and comfort him. He was a
great sufferer, and though many years have passed, he is a
sufferer still and ever will be.

REGIMENTAL HISTORY

In the history of his regiment, the 97th Pa., we find the
following: ‘‘General Pennypacker was the first officer of the
97th Pa, to be.mustered into the service of the United
States, and the last of the original officers of the regiment to
leave the service, having been continuously in the Army a
few days over five years. He was wounded seven times
within eight months. Within one year he received five
promotions. He was the youngest general officer who
served in the Army during the war, having been confirmed
a brigadier and brevet Major General at the age of
twenty-two years.’’

COMING HOME

Ere the cool weather set in the Camp hospitals were all
broken up and | turned my face homeward once more, glad
for a rest. When | arrived at 13th and Callowhill Street
station, Philadelphia, our Company G from Phoenixville was
there.

Lee had surrendered, the boys were not needed; had
been mustered out of service and were waiting for the train
to take them home. | can scarcely tell which rejoiced the
most, they to see us, or | to see them. They insisted upor
me going with them in their special train as some of their
wives, mothers and sisters had come to Philadelphia tc
meet them and were going to return on that train.
consented.

THE TOWN CELEBRATES

When we arrived at Phoenixville the excitement wa:
beyond description. There was a vast sea of humanity tc
gaze upon, a band playing, flags waving, arches of bunting
across the streets, wreaths of flowers everywhere; womer
and children crying for joy, others for sorrow (for all wht
went were not there); amidst it all our brave soldiers
sunburnt and weather-beaten, with clothing that showet
hard usage; some could be scarcely recognized.

Soon as the excitement abated a little they marched ug
the street amidst deafening cheers, then dispersed to theil

-homes, glad that for them the cruel war was over; was it’

Certainly the effects will be felt so long as a crippled o
disabled soldier lives! My heart did not enter into the
rejoicing so much as it went out in sympathy for thost
whose dear ones had not returned.

LONG LETTER ENDS

Much more might be written but it has been difficult fo
me to write as | have, it being done at long intervals, anc
only a page or two at a time, so that | could scarcely recal
what | had done. If it gives you pieasure to have this toker
of a mother’s love, then | am amply repaid. For your sake i
has been done. Your request has been complied with b
your loving mother.

SIGNATURE AND DATE
Rebecca Lane Price (nee) Pennypacker
May 1894.

Note: There are a few small omissions in this instalimeni
For an unabridged text please refer to typescript filed in ou
archives.



Hurrah for the Kids

Are you surprised that. eight, nine and ten year oid
schoolchildren can write a book? Well, they have done so
for the second year i a row. Student-written A Phoenixville
Journey; Past..Present..Futurs, published this year, follows
The History of Phoenixville that ‘““went to press’” in 1982.

Demetrius Hilton and Mary Ann Popma, teachers at the
Second Awvenue and the Barkley Schools, respectively,
guided the young authors of last year’s book who were also
aided by family and community members, and by our
historical society. Many more townspeople became invoived
in this year’s book. It was produced by fourth graders at the
Schuylkill School which was the recipient of State money for
a 3-year intergenerational program {the Grandparent Grant)
beginning in the 1991-92 school year. Beveriey Bonkoski
and Florence L. Chapman, schooiteachers, invited the
Kiwanis Club to be sponsors, and Pete Bamberger and
Hugo Buda were drawn into the project.

Teachers, grandparents and Kiwanis members heiped the

students select landmarks, which they photographed and
studied, and guided them through our Society’s museum
and archives. After interviewing community leaders, the
students sifted through the. collected data, wrote the text
and placed the iliustrations. in the course of this labor ali of
them, youngsters, their advisors and a number of the
town’s leading citizens, became more acutely aware of
Phoenixville's many-faceted history.

Our Society was ready. Since 1977 dedicated members
have been collecting and cataloguing data. We have
researched and published historical articles in our quarterly
newsletters and placed historic material in the local
newspapers. The town’s best artists have contributed pen
and ink sketches of landmarks for our series of engagement
calendars. Our museum has grown from a few exhibits into
a highly informative local institution.

We trust the current interaction between schools,
community and our historical society wiil continue. In ten
years’ time children educated in this manner wili be able as
young adults to aid us in preservation efforts.

Chesterbrook

A history group that meets at the DuPortail House in
Chesterbrook will present a lecture entitled “'Penn’s
Campus at Valley Forge: How a Dream Was Lost,”’ by Mark
Frazier Lloyd, of the University of Pennsylvania, on Monday
evening, Sept. 20, at 7:30 p.m. Our members are invited.

Notes

A book of her own poeiry entitled *‘Pepperoni’” may be
purchased from member, Connie Bretz, of 352 Nuit Road
The price is $7.26 by mail or $6.36 in person.

Robert Shaffner commended the articie about the New
York elevated in our June issue, but advises our readers the
supporting columns in the picture are iron columns fabrica-
ted in Phoenixiville and not the patented Phoenix Column.
Think it over! there is a difference.

A part of the Eiruscan maijolica display in our museum is
due to the generosity of Grace Y. Hadfield, Anne P. Stern,
Margaret Davis, and several other donors, while the
nucleus and largest number of pieces in the growing
collection were contributed by the David M. Frees family.

Many thanks to The H.O. West Foundation that has
awarded our Society one thousand dollars. As yet no other
grant application has received a favorable response.

We are gratified that The Phoenix has recently publishec
articles about HSPA by Paul Jones, special correspondent
and by Virginia Woodruff, staff writer, with illustrations by
staff photographer Barry Taglieber.

EX T

Publicity in the Philadelphia Inguirer pertaining to the
celebration of the 100th anniversary of Valley Forge Park
contained a reference to Dr. lIsaac Pennypacker. The
Phoenixville physician very early advocated the idea of z
park. He is quoted as sayingin 1842: ‘“What now remains
(of the encampment grounds) shouid be consecrated f«c
liberty...Procure and preserve the land, or a portion of
containing the best relics, and hand it on with purpose ¢
the coming generation.’’

Jane Ritchey’'s pen and ink sketch of the Reading
Railroad Station that appeared in our 1987 engagemen
calendar and her drawing of the iron company foundn
building made for P.R.1.D.E. decorate tee shirts marketec
by the Phoenixville Area Chamber of Commerce of whict
Barbara Cohen is executive director.

The Society has but two years to go on its 15-yeal
property mortgage.

xxwx
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