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PREFAHCE.

In giving this history to the public, the author has the satisfaction of
knowing that with all its errors and imperfections he has tried to be both
truthful and impartial.

He knows also, from experience, that to write what is readable is one
thing, but quite another to write that which is reliable ; and that when
truth and justice are allowed, as they always should be, to guide and
dictate, the task of the historian is difficult and laborious.

It is hoped, therefore, that those who see much to criticise and little
to praise, as doubtless many will, may exercise suflicient charity to
believe, that if the work has been but poorly or partially done, it is
because the weight was too heavy for the power, and not from any want
of purpose or lack of effort. Believing, moreover, that merit and not
rauk nor riches deserves our praise, and that he who fought with the
musket was just as good as he who commanded with the sword, it was
decided at the outset that in this history, at least, if no where clse, they
should in every respect, so far as possible, stand upon the same level.

For this reason we have refused costly steel engravings of some who
could afford it, because there were many others equally meritorious who
could not afford it; hence governors, generals, and colonels, appear on the
following pages dressed in a pictorial garb of the same cast, style, and
finish, as the corporal and private. If there was ‘¢ favoritism” in the
army, as we cannot deny, it was because officers were unworthy of their
trust, and is only an additional reason why none of it should be allowed
in the history of any regiment, that justice at last may be done to the
rank and file.

The biographical sketches, though necessarily brief, will be found to
embody the most important data in the family and war record, and are,
so far as possible, arranged with the portrait engravings, that the reader
has the soldier and his record before him, so that he can scan the one
and read the other at the same time.

We have endeavored, as far as possible, to obtain the picture of every
member of the regiment, and if many do not appear in this work it is
because of no fault of the author. In his efforts to do full justice to his
fellow-comrades, he has ofttimes been discouraged at the magnitude of
the undertaking, and the careful research necessary to a faithful execu-
tion of this trust. He sincerely regrets that ill health, coupled with other
embarrassing conditions, has in a great measure crippled his best eftorts
and long delayed the publication of this book.

The author, in conclusion, wishes especially to express his most sincere
thanks and gratefully acknowledged obligations to the committee, and
especially to Capt. E. F. Gordon, with whose special assistance he has
been aided in bringing this volume to its final close. He also extends his
kindest thanks to all those who have in any way helped him in his work.

A. W. BARTLETT.
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INTRODUCTION.

———— - b—

¢ [R1E terrible storm which was to test the permanency of our republican

" form of government, and show to the world how deeply rooted is the
tree of liberty in its native soil, had, after often repeated, but long
unheeded warnings, broke in all its force and fury upon us; and the
final struggle for supremacy between freedom and slavery, no longer to
be put off by concession or compromise, had at last come.

The Union forces of the West had swept every thing before them from
Missouri’s northern border to Nashville, Tennessee, while the main army
around Washington, after its valuable lesson at Bull Run, had so
increased in numbers and improved in discipline that it only seemed
necessary for the “ Young Napoleon "—as McClellan was then called by
some of his admirers—to give the command and Richmond was ours.

So confident was the public mind of the North, that when the next
“on to Richmond ™ was sounded at the head of the great, grand army of
the Potomac, already impatient to be led forward, that it would march
swiftly into the Confederate capital and to final victory, that Henry Wil-
son stated upon the floor of the Senate chamber that he believed the
rebellion was virtually suppressed, and orders were issued from the War
Department that no more volunteers would be received, as the troops
already enrolled were suflicient to overcome all armed resistance to the
legal authority of the Government.

But another sad lesson of disastrous experience for the Nation had yet
to be learned.

To capture the rebel capital and defend our own, at the same time,
was a greater task {or the military power in the field than had been antic-
ipated ; and the want of more troops soon demanded serious attention in
the defeat of MeClellan upon the peninsula, and the retreat of what
remained of his once powerful army to the cover of our gun-boats at
ITarrison’s Landing.

[t was now evident that the “irrepressible conflict,” so long feared, had
indeed commenced ; and that the end could only be reached through
years of, hitherto, uncounted sacrifice.
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The first great mistake of the Government, in refusing to accept of
more volunteers, instead of making the stupendous preparation so wisely
_advised by Stephen A. Douglas by allowing the recruiting offices to
remain open, and mobilizing the voluntary accessions to the army, as
rapidly as possible, was now only too apparent.

With fifty thousand fresh troops to have reinforced McClellan in front
of Richmond, or to have taken the place of those withheld from him for
the protection of Washington, nearly three years of carnage and
desolation would probably have been averted.

But recruits and not regrets were now demanded by the exigency of
the hour, and from the undiscouraged and still more determined patriots
of the loyal states, upon every breeze from mountain-side, hill-top and
valley, from the cities of the East and the prairies of the West, from the
office, the work-shop, and the farm, came the ready, hearty, and enthusi-
astic response to the President’s proclamation :

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

Close following this call and led by the indomitable Jackson came the
advance of Lee's victorious legions in his first great raid into the North,
defeating in detail the disconnected fragments of Pope’s Army, and
finally driving it back inside the fortifications of Washington.

It was the midnight hour of the Nation’s trial and conflict, and the sen-
tinels, on her watch-towers of freedom, looked vainly into the surround-
ing darkness for a single sign of coming day.

Although the situation was critical and the demand urgent, relief was
coming from the Atlantic to the Pacific; and trembling fear at once
changed to rugged resolution when, from the ready supply, it was no
longer doubtful to the administration at Washington, that the loyal North
intended to stand by and support their chosen leader,—whose great mind
and heart thought and beat only for his country,—and that the patriotism
of the people was again aroused and equal to any emergency.

It was at this time and under this call, which Congress had authorized
President Lincoln to make, for the immediate enlistment of three hundred
thousand more troops to serve for three years or the war, while rebel bay-
onets again threatened the National Capitol, and when England and
France were almost ready to announce their recognition of the Southern
Confederacy, that the Twelfth regiment of New Hampshire volunteers
was raised and organized.

It was, indeed, a call for help in the hour of the Nation's most direful
need; and those who answered it, coming as they did from the best class
of American citizenship, had everything but personal honor to lose, and
nothing but a soldier’s grave to gain.

Those who enlisted under this call came from the great, middle-class
body of the people which in every country constitutes the grand, reserve
power of a nation.
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They belonged, largely, to the more reliable, self~=dependent and con-
servative element of society ; who, having more to lose, hesitate longer
to act, and carefully count the cost before they engage in any under-
taking that is to hazard the well being and future happiness of those
dependent upon them for counsel, comfort, and support.

Again it may be truly said, that the volunteers of 62, who enlisted
before the large town bounties were offered, had, as a rule, not only more
to sacrifice, but much less to encourage them, than those who enlisted at
a much earler or later period of the war.

Though no more, perhaps, to be praised or honored than they who
went forth in defence of their country at her first call for assistance, yet
they enlisted with no foolish belief that sixty or ninety days would end
the conflict; but entered the lists “ for three years or the war,” when it
was evident that two or three years longer, instead of as many months
from the beginning, were necessary for the Government to crush out, if
it ever could, a rebellion so great and powerful that its armies had been
suceesstul on almost every important battlefield, and which then, as never
before, threatened our political existence.

The first call of April 15, 1861, for seventy-five thousand men to serve
for only three months, while congress by the same proclamation was not
convened until nearly three months later, shows how Iittle even Lincoln
himself, with all his constitutional advisers, understood either the purpose
or the power of the seceeding states; and those who so quickly and
nobly responded to that call, sharing in the general belief that there was
“more scare than bear”™ in the threatening attitude of the South, and
that the war would begin and end in South Carolina, rushed with light
hearts, as well as swift feet and ready hands, to the rescue.

And this was true, only in a less degree, of those who enlisted under
subsequent calls, but before Gen. McClellan led his marshalled legions
of the North against the Sevastopol of the Rebellion.

But when, a few months later, congress authorized the raising and
equipping of half a million more men as necessary to reinforce our armies
in the field, while McClellan lay supinely on the bank of the James, pro-
tected from capture only by the good service of our iron-clad gun-boats
and monitors, and Pope, with “headquarters in the saddle,” was fighting
night and day to keep the rebel general Jackson from marching his
troops down Pennsylvania Avenue, there was a far different shading to
the picture, and ** war's grim-visaged front” appeared in all its horrors,
as a present, actual, and tangible reality.

It is not claimed, however, that every one who enlisted at this or any
other time during the war was a hero, a patriot, or even a man, in the
true and honorable sense of the word; for the future conduct of many
was proof, conclusive, that a soldier’s grave was one of the few safe
places they never expected or intended to fill, unless it should be dug in
Canada or elsewhere, many miles from, or many years after the war.
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But it 75 claimed, and the author of the following poor tribute to their
memory does here affirm (inconsiderate fools, stay-at-home cowards, and
contemptible copper-heads to the contrary notwithstanding), that a great
majority of all the Union volunteers, under whatever call or from what-
ever section they enlisted, did so actuated by high, honorable, and patri-
otic motives, differing, of course, in quality and degree, according to per-
sons, times and circumstances.



CHAPTER L

The Twelfth Regiment has a history of more than general interest, even
from its very beginning as a military organization.

When, on the second day of July, 1862, the call for three hundred
thousand more men, to serve for three years or the war, was made, it was
supposed that many of those recruits, especially the first enlisting, would
be used to fill up the decimated ranks of the regiments already in the field.

With this impression, Col. George W. Stevens, of Laconia, foresceing
the great inducement and many advantages for men and boys, who had
lived and been brought up together as neighbors and acquaintances, to
enlist and serve together, not only as members of the same regiment, but
comrades and tent-mates of the same company, wisely conceived the idea
of raising a regiment in Belknap county and bordering towns; the com-
panies to be enlisted, as nearly full as possible, from the different centre-
sections of the population.

This plan being readily acceded to by Col. Thomas J. Whipple and
other leading men of the county, to whom it was submitted, it was de-
cided, in order to successfully inaugurate the idea and awaken the public
mind to a clear sense of the necessity as well as the duty of the hour, to
call and hold a grand war meeting at the North Church, in Laconia.

The meeting was advertised for the evening of Friday, July 23, 1862
and long before sunset, teams were coming in from every direction; and
when, at half-past seven, it was called to order by W. N. Blair, Esq., the
house was crowded—many being unable to get in
from almost every town in the county.  Col. Charles Lane presided, and
after a fervent prayer by Dr. Young, speeches were made by Gov. Berry,
who had been invited, Col. Peter Sanborn, Hon. Larkin D. Mason, Cols.
Stevens and Whipple, W. N. Blair, Esq., Hon. Warren Lovell, Dr. Nahum
Wight, and others, all earnestly eloquent and patriotic, and received with
that responsive enthusiasm  that left no doubt but one or two regiments
could be raised in Belknap county alone, if found necessary.

Col. Lane, upon taking the chair, said:

with men and women

(rentlemen: We have met this evening to consider our duty to our
country, now in a condition that we never expected, in our day, to realize
or behold.

Strength and wisdom are required to carry us through this dreadful trial
of civil war, and we are ready to ask counsel of our ablest men.
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We have heard that our President is an honest man and we trust that
he is: but one thing we are certain of, for many of us are personally
acquainted with our Governor and know him to be honest and honorable.

"He will explain the situation to us this evening.

Gov. Berry was received with approbation, and listened to as one upon
whose words of advice and promise they could safely act and rely. He
spoke at considerable length of the critical situation of the country, the
depleted condition of our armies in the field, and the absolute necessity of
supplying this want, by an immediate and patriotic response to the call
that had just been made, by the President, for threc hundred thousand
more volunteers to assist in maintaining the laws of the land and saving
our free institutions for generations to come. He believed that while our
only hope was in the patriotism of the people, that hope would not fail us,
but carry us triumphantly onward over every obstacle, and through every
trial to a final victory.

Col. Whipple was next called upon and was greeted with enthusiastic
cheers. He spoke substantially as follows:

My Friends: 1 want you to appreciate if you can the magnitude of
this crisis. We have just been called upon for three hundred thousand
men and a thousand millions of treasure, but the end is not yet. It is to
be followed by more men and more money, and when the last man and
the last dollar has fallen and been e\pendul that dear and glorious old
flag (pointing to the stars and stripes) hasbeen preserved at a cheap price.
I slmuld be ashamed to survive this contest. I ask no higher glory than
the privilege to add my name to the long list of hu‘oeh w ho shall give
their lives for their country in this great stru«rg,lg for the Union and the
Constitution.  If I address a man 11Ll to-night who would even dodge a
bullet that could not find its way against th]s hell-born rebellion, but
through his own heart, he is a cow ard and does not deserve the protection
of the old flag. The hour demands the sacrifice, and who shall be base
enough to withhold?

As for one, I now offer my life, my property, my all, to the support and
preservation of our common country.

Peter Sanborn, state treasurer, was now introduced, but his naturally
excitable temperament had been so charged by the electric eloquence of
the last speaker, that his tongue, trying to vibrate in unison with his emo-
tions, was too rapid for any thmg but a phonograph, which not being then
mvented, no record of his speech, not even from memory, remains. [t
was an impassioned effusion, characteristic of the man, whose whole heart
was 1n the cause: but, to use the words of one who listened, “ served bet-
ter as a relish to the other procecdings, than as a set dish in the regular
course.”  He closed his appeal by offering ten dollars each to the first ten
men who would enlist, giving and advising them to take time to consider
and counsel with their parents, wives and sweethearts, if they had any,
before deciding. A day or two after several accepted the offer, and en-
listed as soon as the enlisting papers were ready for them to sign.
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Larkin D. Mason, of Tamworth, who was afterward state agent to look
after the sick and wounded at the front, and thus instrumental in saving
many lives, was another of the leading speakers.  He was an ardent sup-
porter of the Administration, and when Lincoln was nominated at Chicago,
said that he believed * that the convention must have been inspired.” On
this occasion he said that he stood at the head of one of the largest families
in the state ; but he would rather sacrifice every other child by lot, and let
the remaining ones have the benefit of the dear old flag, than to have them
all survive with no stars and stripes to protect them. He thought
Abraham Lincoln was called to the most critical position ever occupied
since Washington, and that their relative positions were well described by
the poet:

“’T was great to speak a world from naught,
But greater to redeem.”

Washington brought from chaos the first successful republic, but oppress-
ors had prostituted, and were then secking to destroy it.  But the mission
of Lincoln was to restore it to its primitive purity, and make it conform to
the Declaration of Independence. e had no doubt of the final result.

The speeches of Col. Stevens, Dr. Wight, Lovell, and others that {ol-
lowed were all noble and patriotic appeals to manhood, honor and duty,
and added new fuel to the flame already kindled.

Such were the tocsin notes, sounded along the shores of the Winnipise-
ogee, echoing and re-echoing amid the surrounding hills and mountains,
and reverberating up and down the valleys of her contributary streams,
that called together, as if by almost magic power, a thousand stalwart
vouth and hardy mountaineers, so quickly for the camp, as to hardly be
cqualled in the whole history of the war.

It was at this mecting that Col. Stevens first made public his design of
raising the Twelfth regiment, and, in behalf of the people of the county,
offered the same to the Governor, ready for muster, within ten days;
provided it should have the privilege of choosing its own officers—field,
staff, and company-——and be allowed to keep its distinctive organization
as a regiment, so long as it should remain in the service.

This proposition, being afterwards formally submitted to the Governor
and Council, was accepted ;s and on the twelfth day of August, 1862,*
the necessary enlisting papers were issued by the Adjutant-General, and
the work was at once commenced with a will and determination worthy
of the cause.

Col. Whipple, who seemed the man best fitted by education and
experience to carry out the plan so ably originated by his patriotic com-
peer. entered heart and soul into the effort; and with that inspiring elo-
quence which the orator can only reach when the cause and the occasion

*The Adjutant-General’s record of the *“tenth,”” which was Sunday, is incorrect.
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demands, exerted a powerful influence throughout the many towns in
which he spoke night and day. in his memorable circuit around the lake,
leaving a continuous line of recruits falling in behind him.

So rapidly were the enlisting papers made out and signed. that hardly
had three score and ten hours elapsed before returns from the recruiting
offices of the different companies footed up an aggregate so near the
requisite number, that it has been claimed by some that the regiment was
raised in three davs. According to the best authority now a railable,
enlisting did not commence until the afternoon of Tuesday, the 12th day
of August: and sometime in the afternoon of the next Saturday. Col.
Qtevgns sent a telegram to Adjutant-General Colby, that enough men had
enlisted for a battalion of ten full companies. It must not be understood,
however, that all the men of the regiment enlisted between the dates
above given; for a few, whose names are found on the general roster,
enlisted at an earlier date, intending and expecting to go in the Tenth or
Eleventh regiment : while quite a number., who enlisted later than the 16th,
took the place of those who were rejected by the examining surgeon and
mustering officer, or of those who had enlisted for the Twelfth, but went in
some of the later regiments. because those who enlisted them did not get
elected to such official positions as they thought the number of their
respective squads entitled them.

Nearly a whole company that had enlisted for the Twelfth in Sandwich,
and chosen their oflicers, afterward went in the Fourteenth regiment.

Thus in about four days a full regiment of the hardy ycomanry of
New Hampshire, who were destined to make for themselves a name and
fame as enduring as their own granite hills, sprung into numerical and
potential existence

On the 26th of August. the line oflicers who had been previously
chosen by their respective companies, met at Morrison’s Hall in Laconia
and elected the regimental field and stafl’ oflicers, all of whom were
afterward commissioned by the Governor. except Thomas J. Whipple for
Colonel, George W. Stevens for Lieutenant-Colonel, and Dr. George
Montgomery for 2d Assistant Surgeon ; the place of the latter being after-
ward filled by Dr. John II. Sanborn of Meredith.

When it was known that the Governor had refused to commission Col.
Whipple to command the regiment, there was, among the enlisted mem-
bers and their friends, a strong feeling of dissatisfaction which, with
many. soon ripened into bitter resentment.

It was claimed, with much truth and reason, that the regiment was
raised upon the express agreement that it should be allowed to choose its
own officers s and, from the very beginning, the intention and under-
standing had been general and out-spoken, as the Governor himself was
aware, that Col. Whipple was to command it when organized and ready
for service s that there was no other man in the state so well fitted, by
nature and experience, for that position as he; and that to withhold his
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commission was not only a great wrong to Col. Whipple and the men
who had unanimously elected him, but an act of bad faith on the part of
the chief executive himself.

In reply to this, Gov. Berry claimed that in refusing to commission Col.
Whipple he was acting for what he believed to be for the best interests of
the regiment; that while the risk was theirs, the responsibility was his;
and that he could not surrender his conscientious convictions of duty to
any request or demand of friend or foe. He indignantly repelled the
insinuations that he was influenced by either personal or political motives ;
and to the charge of bad faith, said that it was not only well understood,
but in the ¢ letter of the bond,” that the choice of officers by the regi-
ment should be subject to the approval of the Governor and his Council
and that he had told the first one who had ever suggested his name, that
he could and would not commission Col. Whipple to command the
regiment.

The reasons given, which were purely prudential—the question of

competency being conceded—were not sufficient, however, to satisfy the
men who would listen to no name or claim but Whipple's.  Petitions and
remonstrances, by tens and scores, signed by officers and men of the
different companies and citizens of localities where they were raised,
with many letters from influential men in every part of the county and
other sections of the state. were sent in and piled upon the Executive
table, all asking that Col. Whipple be commissioned colonel of the regi-
ment or remonstrating against the Governor's refusal so to do. The
large number of these papers, still to be seen filed away in the Adjutant-
General's oflice, are mute but convincing witnesses of the great pressure
brought to bear upon Gov. Berry to move him from his negative position,
and get him to comply with the popular demand: and they attest, with
equal force, how strong a hold Col. Whipple had upon the confidence
and admiration of that section of the state where he lived and was best
krnown.  So intense was the feeling in the regiment against the
Governor's course that, at one time, it needed but a word to have secured
an oath-bound resolution, from a large majority of its members, never to
leave the state until Col. Whipple should lead them; and had not the
wiser counsels of the cool-headed and law-abiding men in the ranks pre-
vailed over the more excitable and less considerate, overt acts of mutiny
would doubtless have been the result.

As it was. an indolent sore was formed that healed slowly, long remained
irritable and tender, and left a scar upon some that still remains.

The reasons why Stevens. who was every way worthy and capable,
was not commissioned cotonel in place of Whipple were, to use the
Governor’s own words, “more than one.”  But the only one given by
him may be understood from the following @ It seems that Stevens, finding
that further cffort in behalf of Whipple was useless, had, by the advice
of his friends and the carnest desire of Whipple himself, consented to
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accept the position that the latter had expected to fill, and to which the
regiment. naturally falling back upon him as their second choice, had
cleeted him : and Capt. John F. Marsh, of Nashua, who had been assist-
ving to organize the regiment, was at the same time elected as licutenant-
colonel, and afterward received his commission.

In the meantime Gov. Berry had made arrangements with the Secre-
tary of War to get Col. Potter, then a captain in the regular army, to
command the regiment.

When. therefore. the election of Stevens and Marsh was made known
t5 him. he was placed in an embarrassing position; for which, however,
none seemed more to bltame than himself.

The regiment had made its second choice in good faith, supposing, as
they had every right and reason to, that, if their first choice was denied
them they would, at least, have the privilege of making another, mstead
of having their wishes entirely ignored.

It further appears that the Governor acted without the knowledge or
consent of the regiment. although he says, “ This 1 supposed was known
to them.”

But why he should have supposed so, or even so acted as to have made
such a supposition possible. by selecting and making efforts to secure a
new man, regardless of the will or the wish of those who were to follow
and obey him as their commanding otlieer, and in the face of the fact
that their promised choice he had once seen fit to refuse them; or why
he did not finally commission Stevens licutenant-colonel, instead of
Marsh, are among the many mysteries of the past.

And thus it was. that what at the beginning seemed scttled and certain,
within a few short weeks went for naught: and both Whipple and
Stevens, who were first and foremost in the inception and raising of the
regiment, and who were able and ambitions to win honored names in the
service of their country, were left in sad dissappointment at home ; while
the men. who had twice elected them as their commanders, and whom
they had so ardently hoped and confidently expected to lead, went
marching onward to fields of fame and glory.

That this was the only tnstanc », during the war, where any speeial eontro-
versy arose between the Governor of this state and the enlisted men and
officers of a regiment as to whom should be given the commission to
command them, and that this assumed such magnitude and engendered
so much bitterness as it did. is the author’s excuse, iff any be needed, for
giving it so much attention. If mentioned at all, impartial  justice
requires that both sides. in the main. without improper personal allusions,
be represented : and without mention the history of the regiment would,
certainly, be incomplete.

Kunowing thatit is the historian’s duty to elucidate rather than mystify. and
that to the proper understanding of the merits of this case too much is nece-
essarily leftto inference and conjecture, itis but proper that the reader should
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know that, while Gov. Berry had strong reasons for opposing the will of
the regiment, and no good reason has yet been found for impugning his
motives, yet it is the belief and opinion of many (including one who has
recently heard both sides from the lips of the two principal parties in the
contest, and taken special pains to investigate), that he should not have
finally decided and actually refused to have commissioned Col. Whipple,
until all his reasons for so doing had first been submitted to the regiment
and acquiesced in by a majority of its members.

That while he acted conscientiously, he allowed his firm convietions of
duty to partially blind him from what, in the light of surrounding circum-
stances, that duty should be; taking an unwarrantable responsibility
upon himself and deferring too little to the wishes and opinions of those
equally competent to judge, and far more interested in the result.

That a hearing of some kind was not had, either before the whole regiment
asagrand jury, or before allits line officers, acting in a representative capac-
ity, with Gov. Berry and Col. Whipple both present to accuse and answer,
{ace to face, so that the whole truth eould have been elicited, and all the
facts fully understood ; and then ample time given for the regiment to
discuss and consider those facts before giving their final verdict, was, as
is believed, a mistake, without which there might and probably would
have been a compromise honorable and satisfactory to both parties.

The companies, {rom the different towns where they were prineipally
raised, or in rendezvous, went into camp at Concord called “Camp Bel-
knap,” during the last days of August and the first of September, and
were soon after mustered into the United States service as follows: Cos.
A and B on the 3oth of August; Cos. C. D, E, and F, September 5th
Cos. G, H, and I, September gth 3 and Co. K, September roth.

Dr. Hadley B. Fowler of Bristol, N. H., who had been chosen sur-
geon of the regiment. and was the first field or line officer to receive his
scaled parchment of authority, was selected by the Adjutant-General to
act as examining surgeon, and passed or rejected every man who pre-
sented himself as a volunteer of the Twelfth, except one company.  The
examination, as it should be, was careful and thorough: but such was
the texture and soundness of the material that but few pieces were
rejected as uniit for the regimental structure.  After runving in single,
“undress " file safely through the gauntlet of Surgeon Fowler’s eves and
hands, cach supposed himself all right for the muster-roll, but the final
test was yet to come.

Capt. Charles Holmes. U. S. A., was mustering oflicer at Concord at
that time, and he required each man to walk along in front of him, while
his sharp eves watched every motion and scrutinized every feature.
judging the fitness of the man for the business required of him quite as
much from his vital motive as his physical power.

e would commence on the right of the company, and when it was
seen that he began to challenge and throw out some of the men before,
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perhaps, he had got to the center, it made some of the smaller ones, on
the extreme left, think that their chances were few and fast growing less ;
and when their turn would come to step out and march up the company
" front, each one did so, expecting, surely, his fate was sealed.  But Capt.
Holmes was not so green as his subjects, but knew from experience that
it was in the left wings of the companies, instead of the right, that the
toughest and most lasting material of every regiment is found; and for
this reason it is. undoubtedly true, that the Twelfth regiment, with so
large a number of men above the average size, suftered greater loss from
discharge for disability and sickness than many other regiments that went
through equal hardships and exposure.

After the “boys ™ had received their muskets and donned their uni-
forms, they looked and felt so much more like what they had enlisted to
be—Uncle Sam’s body guard—that they all wanted their pictures taken in
their new garb of army blue; and the city photographers were kept
busy in supplying this want to the Twelfth and other regiments in camp
at that time on the plains. ’

They. also, wanted now to visit their homes before they left the state,
not so much, however, to be seen as they were soon to appear in the
ranks of war. but once more to see the loved ones that they must leave
behind ; to give and receive the parting kiss and the farewell word; and
to look, perhaps for the last time, upon the heart-cherished faces and
scenes of love and home. This privilege, of course, was not denied,
and cach one received a short furlough of two or three days or more,
according to the distance he had to travel and how much time his busi-
ness required before his final leave. Many had left the hay field to
enlist, and some enlisted in the field, standing in the swath they were
cutting and wetting the papers that they signed with the dropping
sweat of honest toil.  But uncut fields of grass and grain were not all
nor the most important business that needed to be looked after in those
few short, precious days.  There were infirm and needy parents, depend-
ent wives, and helpless children that must be provided for; accounts,
debts, and claims o be settled, paid, collected, or secured; law suits to
be postponed, or compromised to save non-suit or default; and, always
last in order, though often first in importance, wills were to be executed ;
for although young. healthy, and strong, their mission was too hazardous
for thoughtful. prudent men to leave the distribution of their property to
the chances of war, or the cold, unfeeling law.

Thursday, the 18th of September, was a memorable day to the mem-
bers of the regiment, and the many friends and relatives that visited Camp
Belknap.  During the carly part of the day many of the roads, leading
into the city from a northerly direction, were lined with carriages, filled
with fathers, mothers, brothers, and sisters, ncar and dear friends, and
many others more or less intimately acquainted with and interested in
the “soldier boy.” his happiness and welfare. But while many come
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(the reader will excuse the misuse of the verb to help the writer forget
time and space and imagine himself the happy and hopeful drummer
boy, once more receiving good things to eat and presents to keep from
loved ones on thatoccasion) by private conveyance, steam gave its aid to con-
vey to the state’s capital three times as many more—the Montreal railroad
having twelve cars filled with passengers, most of whom left the train at
the depot for the camp ground on the plains. Each family and many of
the friends sent, or took along with them, a choice portion of home’s best
supply to load the tables the soldiers had prepared, and leave many
relishable after-bites as a dessert to their regular camp rations.

After happy hours of greeting and eating the regiment was paraded in
battalion order before the large crowd of interested, earnest-gazing
visitors (many of whom had never before seen a thousand men in line,
and none of whom, before or since, ever saw ten full, battle-lined com-
panies of nobler-looking men), and then, after this gratifying exhibition
of themselves, and as quickly and well as the officers and men could at
that time execute the movement, the line was broken into divisions and
formed into a hollow square to listen to an address from Col. Whipple.

He was greeted with six hearty cheers, which, but for a deprecatory
gesture from him would have been supplemented with at least three more
and a “tiger,” all wildly enthusiastic and the last terribly in earnest, as
atfording the men a chance to give audible vent to their feelings in imi-
tation of that animal when batlled to madness in pursuit of his prey.

His eloquent and patriotic address, as reported at the time, was as
follows :

Fellow Soldiers: 1 am deeply sensible of this cordial welcome. Past
experience has made me too familiar with the fatigues and hardships of
the service to detain you in your present position with any extended
remarks. Your 11u<rhbor friends, and kindred have come here to-day
to offer you the paltmg hand. and to take their last leave before your
departure to the field to participate in the great contest, to which you
have consecrated your lives and your sacred h(mor

While our hearts glow with admiration in view of the patriotic motives
by which you are actuated, we are solemnly reminded that this parting
with many of us may be the last. But in times like these, he who has a
life to give to his country possesses the power to become a hero. Ie is
indeed fortunate who, amid the roaring of guns, the thundering of
cannons, the clash of sabres, and the trumpet blast of bugles, descends
in glory to his grave upon the field of battle. Well may such a man be
envied, when compared with him who wastes painfully away, and, unre-
membered, surrenders his life in the ordinary course of mortality.
Through all the perils and vicissitudes of the service our anxicties and
sympathies will follow you, wherever you may go. We have an
undoubted faith in your valor and your prowess, and confidently expect
that your achievements on every field of battle will illustrate your name,
and fill our hearts with joy and exaltation. If you fall, ours will be a
proud sorrow, untarnished by shame. No regiment from this state has
yet failed to do its whole duty in the day of trial. Look at the glorious
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Second. with its decimated ranks, its few survivors. We venerate those
who have perished as martyrs, sacrificed upon the altar of constitutional
liberty : remembering the gallant Fifth at Fair Oaks, the Sixth at New-
burn. and now the Ninth, recently organized, like yourselves, and
already treading the path of glory and of honor.

I had hoped at one time to share your dangers, to lead yon in your
coming conflicts. to witness with pride your daring courage, and to par-
ticipate in the glory of your triumphs; but this high privilege has been
denied me by those whose motives T am not here to question.  They are the
repositories of the public trust, and it becomes me to acquiesce in their
decisions.  But, undiscouraged and undismayved, it is my fixed purpose,
sarnestly and faithfully, in such a manner as I may, to serve my country
in this appalling crisis. In times like these, it becomes us to trample
private grievances under our feet and lift np our hearts at the demands
ot patriotism.

Let me carnestly beseech you to pursue the same course and to cheer-
fully accept. at the hands of the Executive, such officers as, in his wis-
dom, he may sce fit to appoint to your command. In behalf of all who
have assembled here to bid vou farewell, with a heart deeply sensible of
the unspeakable emotions which crowd their bosoms, [ bid you God
speed in the noble mission to which you are now consecrated.

We envoke upon vou the choicest blessings of Heaven; with mingled
pride and grief we bid you adieu. T would gladly take cach one of you
by the hand, and speed you on your way with all good wishes.

With a proud sense of the courtesy of yvour present commander in my
reception, and the manner in which you have received these remarks, I
will detain you no longer.

With three more cheers for the speaker, the men gathered around the
wagon in which he was standing, and took his hand with many expressions
of disappointment and regret that they must go to the front without him.
The noble, self-sacrificing spirit of his address had won the hearts of all
who heard him ; and made, as it was, with a full knowledge of the fact
that, even then, when the temper of their mettle had begun to shade
away, it needed but a single word from his lips to restore it to the flinty
blue. that would break before it would bend, it was, indeed, manfully
heroic and worthy a record on the page of history. It was hard for the
regiment to give up its favorite and first choice, and there were some who
still believed that Gov. Berry would reconsider the question of appoint-
ment, and finally yield to the urgent request and earnest desire of its
members.  But he proved immovable, and the regiment, following the
advice and example of their chosen leader, readily, but not willingly,
followed another to the field of duty, .

During the interval between Whipple, expectant, and Potter, present,
Gov. Berry had employed Col. Thos. P. Pierce of Manchester to organ-
ize and drill the regiment; and the latter. to aid and assist him, secured
the services of Capt. John If. Marsh of Nashua, who had been a soldier
under him in the Mexican war, and was then fresh from active service in
the Sixth Wisconsin Volunteers.  Through the influence of Col. Pierce,
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and by his own promptness and efliciency, he was, as we have seen,
soon afterward commissioned Heutenant-colonel of the regiment.

It was under Capt. Marsh’s instruction that the Twelfth received its
first lessons in battalion formation and drill, and these lessons were con-
tinued, repeated, and reviewed by him, almost exclusively, when
and wherever there was an opportunity, until he was disabled by a
wound at Chancellorsville.

Capt. Joseph I. Potter of the Seventh United States Infantry, having,
at the Governor's request, received from the War Department ™ leave of
absence from his command to accept a commission in the volunteer ser-
vice,” had no sooner left his station on the frontier and reported to the
adjutant-general of the state, than he was appointed colonel of the
Twelfth; and at last the regiment had a commander, and one who knew
his business, although an entire stranger to the men. It was a hard
place to put him : for nothing less than perfection itself, both as a man
and an oflicer, could then have pleased or satistied the men.

Whipple was their first choice, their ideal; and crosses and curses
were good enough for any one who should take the place which they
thought belonged to him.

On the other hand, Col. Potter had been so long used to the stern and
gruft’ manner of regular army oflicers. that he could not, at once, realize
the difference between a green, sensitive volunteer, who had but just
stepped from the plain of eivil equality into the ranks of war, with his
individual independence still quick to assert itself, and an old, iron-clad
veteran of the regular army who had been drilled, drudged and driven
until he hardly knew whether he was a beast or a man.

All this, of course, was especially unfavorable, for a while, to a smooth
and pleasant run of the regimental machine. But as the rough spots
wore off there was less friction. and the colonel and his men, by the
reciprocal action of positive and negative forces, the hard becoming
softer and the soft becoming harder, soon worked in harmony ; although
it was not until after Fredericksburg, as will be seen hercafter, that many
of the regiment began to appreciate the sterling qualities of their
commander.

On the 235th the regiment was inspected by Adjutant-General Colby,
who, the day following, presented to Col. Potter the state and national
colors, the giver and receiver, in behalf of the state and the regiment,
making short but appropriate remarks ; that of the latter being only long
enoungh to embody a soldier’s promise that they should never be disgraced
nor surrendered, for the colonel was a man of deeds and not words.

Iardly was the regiment fully organized before death entered its ranks,
and one of its youngest members, Albert L. Buziel of Co. I, was acci-
dentally shot while purehasing a revolver in one of the shops in the city.
Ie will long be remembered as the first victim of the "insatiable archer”
in the Twelfth, after being mustered into service ; but Randall, who had
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enlisted in Co. K, died of fever before going into camp, and was buried
under arms at Wolfeborough.

On the same day. the 25th, Col. Potter received from the Governor the
following order :

« You will proceed with the regiment under your command to Wash-
ington, D. C., on Saturday, the 77th mstaut, at 7 o'clock a. a., and
1‘Lp01t there to the commdndmo‘ general.’

This was the first general order ever issued to Col. Potter as com-
mander of the Twelfth, and the first time the regiment was under
“marching orders.” The day was, also, eventful as that of the first
general inspection and the first death, as already noticed.

But one day now remained before the final departure; and although
nothing of general interest occurred, except the presentation of the
colors, yet it was a busy day with oflicers and men, in picking and pack-
ing up, sending letters and packages home, and getting ready for the
important move of the morrow. How the valises ()f thc sword-bearers
and the knapsacks of the musket-carriers were crowded with much that
was necessary, and more that was not. will be referred to in another
place.

The night before leaving Concord for the front, ” Camp Belknap ™ pre-
sented a bright and lively appearance.  Bon-fires were kindled and kept
burning late into the night with the accumulated refuse of the camp, and
the surrounding woods (nearly the whole pluins‘ were then covered with a
scattering growth of pitch-pine), echoed and re-echoed with songs and
shouts, and most frequent among the latter was the name of Whipple

During the day many friends and relatives from a distance had arrived
and stopped in camp or in the city all night, so as to be sure of being
present the next morning, when the train, which was expected to leave
an hour or two sooner than it did. should start.

It is not unaccountable, therefore, since ”like begets like,” that some of
the “boys ™ were in unusually good spirits on this last night of their stay
in New Hampshire 5 while many others, with nothing to excite them,
were silent, sober, and reflective.

Could the dark curtain, that ever hangs between the present and the
future, that night have been raised or pu\hcd aside, there would have
been muCh luss of mirth, and much more of sadness. 7 All men think
all men mortal but themselves ;™ so, while there were mone foolish enough
to believe, that however fortunate the regiment might be, all would again
return, yet each one seemed to feel, that whoever else might fall, he, of
course, would escape.

To this universal law of human existence. so forcibly expressed by Dr.
Young, there are, at times, some strange and remarkable exceptions.
And there was more than one, that might have been found, among the
sad and silent ones in camp that night, who felt as surely that they would
never return, as the others did that they would; and, indeed, much more
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so, for the former it was but the assurance of ‘‘auspicious hope,” but to
the latter it was the solemn certainty of a soul-shadowing premonition
which hope had no power to penetrate or dispel.

But to the reflective ones among the hopeful as well as the despondent,
though great the contrast in many cases, the silent hours of approaching
morn brought serious thoughts instead of pleasant dreams.

They knew that the coming day was to be their last for a long time, if
not forever, upon their native soil, beneath which their bodies even might
not be permitted to rest by the side of their kindred dead, should it be
their lot to fill a soldier’s grave.

The full force and meaning of the obligation that they had voluntarily
assumed in entering the service of their country under the oath of their
enlistment, and {from which for three long years or the war, there was
no release but death (unless so far disabled by sickness or wounds as to
be of no further use to the Government) weighed more heavily upon
their minds than ever before ; and, though few, if any, were yet sorry for
what they had done, there were some that half feared that they had not
sufficiently well considered their individual situation and circumstances,
and especially in connection with possible, if not probable consequences.

They knew from reason, to which imagination was now liberally con-
tributory, that there was a great difference between the hay-fields from
which they had recently come, and the battle-fields for which they were
about to start; but it was well, perhaps, that experience, without which
there cannot be adequate realization, was entirely wanting on the battle-
field side of the question, for *“ Where ignorance is bliss 'tis folly to be
wise.”

And. without detracting aught from the credit and honor that belong
to the volunteers of the early years of the war for being prompted to
enlist by patriotic motives, it can be safely assumed that had each one
known, before enlisting, as much about marching and fighting as he
learned afterward, many would have hesitated longer before allowing
their names to be enrolled, and some would never have enlisted at all.

StAaTE Atb, ALLOTMENT, ETC.

The State had made two very wise provisions for its soldiers and their
families.

By an enactment of the Legislature, towns and cities were authorized to raise
money *‘for the aid of the wife, and of the children under sixteen years of age,
of any inhabitant of such city or town who, as a member of the volunteer or
enrolled militia of this State, may have been mustered into, or enlisted, in the
service of the United States; and for each parent or child of such inhabitant
who, at the time of his enlistment, was dependent on him for support; provided
such persons are indigent and stand in need of such relief.”

And for the sums thus paid out by the several towns and cities for the support
of the family or dependents of any inhabitant who may have been actually

9
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engaged in the service of the United States, the State agreed to annually reimburse
“a sum not execeeding one dollar per week for each child or parent of such
inhabitant, who at the time of his being called or enlisting into the service of the
United States, was dependent upon him for support; provided, however, that
the whole sum so reimbursed shall not exceed twelve dollars per month for all
the persons so dependent upon any such inhabitant.”

The other provision referred to, was an arrangement that the State made with
the Government, allowing volunteers to make an allotment of a part, or the
whole of their pay, in favor of wives, children, or parents; or to be paid to
whomever else he might designate ; the paymaster in the army to remit the amount
of said allotments to the State for distribution, instead of paying the same to the
soldiers in the field.

The money received under the first of these provisions was called ¢¢ State aid,”
and proved of great assistance to many families.

But in this, as in all other cases where public beneficence necessarily depends
more upon the self-considered right of the applicant than the actual need of the
recipient which the law contemplates, some received their regular state aid in full,
for years, that were not half so much entitled to it as were others who, not
being able to quiet their conseience with a *¢custom-house oath,” never applied
for or received a single cent.

Nevertheless, there were many who badly needed and gladly received, and
for them it was, as the law designed, a very wise and necessary provision.

The object of the allotment was twofold :

First, to assist families and’relatives who, notwithstanding their small pittance
of state aid, might want for the necessaries and comforts of life; and second, to
assist the soldier himself to save what he otherwise might foolishly spend, by
having his father, mother, guardian, or friend put into the savings bank at home,
the money, which if not thus secured, would largely, perhaps, go into the
suttler’s drawer in the army.

Some of those who were mere boys when they enlisted, and never had but a
few dollars of their own, were agreeably surprised when they returned home at
the expiration of their enlistment, or at the end of the war, to find a bank
account to their credit to the amount of several hundred dollars, made up of
these monthly savings and the bounty that was paid them when they were mus-
tered into the service.

But it is feared that they did not always fully appreciate, as indeed they could
not half realize, the amount of toil, eeonomy, and sacrifice that had been required,
perhaps, on the part of a kind and loving father and mother, to say nothing
about brothers and sisters, in order to save untouched every dollar for their
darling boy when he should return, as they hoped and prayed he might, to receive
and enjoy it.

But oh, how worse than worthless is money, with all its purchase power,
when compared with true filial aflection or paternal love.

From how many happy homes the patriotic son went forth at his country’s
call, but never returned; and the light and life of that home went out forever.
To how many more homes the son at last returned, but the father or mother,
perhaps both, were no longer there to greet him. Many such homes has the
author visited in gathering facts for this history ; and often has he seen the tears
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streaming down over the deeply wrinkled cheeks, as conversation brought back
in memory the face and form of him who was once their hope and pride.

« It was almost more than I could bear,” said one heart-broken mother, ¢¢and
my life since has been little better than an anxious and sorrowful waiting, for it
has seemed all the time that he must come back, or I must go to him.”

Her son was killed at Chancellorsville, and since the above words were
spoken, skhe las gone to him.

BouNTIES.

The only bounties received by those who enlisted for three years in New
Hampshire regiments under the call of July, ’62, was twenty-five dollars from
the Government to all who enlisted before August 22, with a promise of seventy-
five dollars more in three annual installments (those enlisting after that date were
paid nothing at the start, but received one hundred dollars at their final discharge
at the end of the war); fifty dollars from the State; and the local bounties,
varying from fifty to three hundred dollars, as then paid by the difterent towns
and cities.

The same towns and cities paid from ten to fifteen hundred dollars ¢ to
encourage enlistments” before the end of the war.

These large bounties were readily voted by the towns, because their respective
quotas had to be filled, either by volunteers or a draft; and the average citizen,
whatever his political proclivities and no matter how bitterly opposed to the
war, was willing to bear his share of increased taxation for every one who
would enlist from the town, when every such enlistment made his chances one
less of having to go himself, or pay from three to five hundred dollars for a sub-
stitute.

It should be mentioned here, that the seventy-five dollars instead of being paid
one third each year, as promised, was not paid until the end of the war, and never
paid at all to those who were discharged or mustered out, even to receive a com-
mission as an oflicer, before the expiration of two years from date of enlistment.
Officers, who were promoted from the ranks before serving two years, had the
twenty-five dollars paid them at Concord deducted from their pay. This was not
only meanly economical, but in direct violation of the letter and spirit of the con-
tract. Yet the same has never been refunded to those from whom it was so
unjustly taken, nor any recompense made therefor.*

Those who enlisted in 1861 got but ten dollars bounty from the Government,
nothing from the state or town; while those who enlisted in 1864 received, from
all three of these sources, an average aggregate of not less than twelve hundred
dollars.

VERDANT VOLUNTEERS.

Quite a long chapter might be written about the novel experiences, amusing
blunders, and almost total ignorance, concerning military matters, of the citizen
volunteers from the northern states in the late war.

But while they would revive pleasing memories in the veteran’s mind, by whom
they could be best understood and appreciated, yet, like our school-boy reminis-
cences, would be of no special interest to others.

*Since the above was written a bill has been introduced into Congress to pay the full bounty,
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Instead of being prepared for war, and able to put two or three hundred thousand
well trained soldiers into the field, as soon as the power of steam could convey
them there, (as many of the less populous nations of the old world could have
done,) our Governnient, when first brought to a realizing sense of its danger by
the startling sonnd of rebel cannon fired upon Fort Sumter, found itself destitute
of almost everything in the shape or semblance of an army or navy with which to
defend its property or maintain its unity.

Arms and munitions of war could be soon procured from foreign markets, but
men prepared to use them were not so easily obtained.

Our enlisting officers supplied the raw material faster than it could be properly
shaped and seasoned, and of a kind and quality better than ever before composed
the personnecl of any other army in ancient or modern times.

But while, with a little West Point assistance, it could soon be brought into
proper military shape, the seasoning process required much greater time and
attention. For this reason rendezvous quarters for volunteers, in the different
States, were at once turned into drilling camps, in many of which, for want of
experienced officers, the instructor knew little more than the instructed; and
every one, whatever his stripe or strap of command, from corporal to colonel,
was as green as the men who were supposed to obey their orders.

It was of such green, unseasoned material that McDowell’s army was composed,
but its proud onward march toward Richmond, and its disgraceful backward run

to Washington, proved that to -¢make haste slowly”

is a good maxim in war as
well as in peace; and especially so when the fighting material of the one is taken,
almost exclusively, from the civil elements of the other.

The tyros of our war assembled at ¢« Camp Belknap ” were no exception to the
general rule, only a very few among them had seen the ranks of war, or ever been
in the military service.

Of the only two officers of the line who knew anything of war, one had been
a corporal for a few months in the Second New Hampshire, and the other a
licutenant for a short time in the Third; while the field and staft; until Colonel
Potter and Lieutenant-Colonel Marsh were commissioned, knew less of their
duties, if possible, than the company officers.

Though five or six of the officers, and perhaps a score or two of the men, had
a dim recollection of having once ¢‘trained” in the state militia, before that holi-
day organization was disbanded for being more expensively ornamental than
practically useful, vet there was not a single officer or man in the regiment,
excepting those above referred to, and two or three sergeants who had served in
other regiments, that knew enough to form a company line; while not less than
two thirds of its members could not tell the difterence between a platoon and a
pontoon, unless they happened to remember what the dictionary said about them.
They knew much more about a catamount than guard-mount, for with the former
they were, some of them, more or less familiar, having, perhaps, hunted and killed
it on old Mount Belknap or its surrounding hills, but of the latter they had never
heard, and were not quite sure whether it was an animal or a thing.

The reader may think the foregoing statements border too closely on the hyper-
bolic, but they are no more intimately connected with that much abused figure of
speech than the simple truth will tolerate in giving a full and fair idea of

““How little of war we warriors knew.”



CHAPTER IL

Frov CoxcOrRD TO FALMOUTH.

Bright and beautiful, as was the morning of the 27th of September,
A. D., 1862 — welcome harbinger, as then hoped, of the good luck in
store — it was a sad, sorrowful day to most of the members of the Twelfth,
and their many relatives and friends who had come with heavy hearts to
bid them good-bye, as they left the capital of their native State for the
seat of war. To many it seemed what, alas! it proved, a last farewell.

¢ God bless and protect you,” was the parting benediction from the
trembling lips of gray-haired fathers and mothers, as they took by the
hand, perhaps for the last time, him who, as their youngest or only son,
had been their pride in the past, and the hope of their declining years;
while wives, sisters, and others no less loving and beloved, with that heroic
fortitude so characteristic of their sex, when the exigency of the hour
demands, vied with each other to force a smile and repress the tears until
the ringing bell called for the parting kiss, and then, while the long train
of twenty cars moved slowly out, as if reluctant to bear its precious freight
away, their flooded eyes were left to freely flow, while they waved their
handkerchiefs until

«¢ Distance did quickly intervene,
To close the last, sad, parting scene.”

More than a quarter of a century has passed since that sad, parting day,
yet in how many hearts is its memory sacredly treasured, still. For the
loved one that went, but never returned, the vacant chair around the family
board long filled its accustomed place, —and who can say, that in spirit,
he did not occupy it?

The regiment left the camp-ground at seven o’clock, and marching down
Main strect by platoons, at regular distance, formed a column reaching
nearly the whole distance between ¢¢ Free Bridge” road to the old Elm
House opposite the depot; making an imposing appearance, and eliciting
complimentary remarks from the hundreds of spectators who filled the
sidewalks and windows, cheering and waving their handkerchiefs as it
passed. It should here be recorded, that ten hundred abler and nobler
looking men never marched, as volunteer defenders of their country’s flag,
through the streets of Concord or any other New England city. They
were, indeed, as afterward called, the stalwart and sturdy ¢ New Hamp-
shire Mountaineers.”
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It was but an hour later when the train, as already described, left the
depot.

Greeted with cheers atevery station, to which the boys as often responded,
the train reached Nashua about ten o’clock, where it received a hearty
greeting from the large concourse of citizens assembled at the depot and
awaiting its arrival. Many of the young ladies presented to the ¢ boys
in blue ” beautiful bouquets, in some of which, slyly hidden among the
flowers, was a verse or motto with the name of the fair donor. Quite a
number of letters afterward sent from the ¢¢ camp of the 12th N. H. Vols.”
were addressed to the same persons whose names were found in these
floral offerings, resulting, as said, in another meeting and better acquaint-
ance when the soldier got his first furlough home, and a life co-partnership
after the war.

One of these bouquets, received by Sergeant Osgood, of Company C,
was presented by Miss E. N. Ladd, said to have been a sister of L. C.
Ladd, of the Sixth Massachusetts Regiment, who was killed by the mob,
in the streets of Baltimore, on the memorable 19th of April, 1861, and
contained the following verse :

¢ Go then brave soldier, go fight for the right,
And drive Secession far out of thy sight;
And when thou returnest, then shalt thou see,
That fighting for country is honor to thee.”

It was here also, by the procurement of Colonel Marsh or his friends,
that several barrels of apples were put upon the train, just before starting,
as a free, fruit lunch for the regiment between there and Worcester. After
a stop but little longer than necessary to make the change of roads, the
train, now in charge of Superintendent Bentley of the Nashua and Wor-
cester railroad, proceeded toward Worcester, where an unexpected but
very enjoyable reception awaited it.

As soon as the cars could be emptied, the men were formed in line and
marched by companies to the city common, where they found eleven long
tables spread beneath the cooling shade trees and loaded with a bountiful
collation, furnished by the patriotic and liberal-hearted citizens of that
city, and which was as liberally disposed of as bestowed.

After giving three hearty cheers, as a unanimous vote of thanks to the
citizens of Worcester for their sumptuous repast, the return march was
made to the depot, where at two o’clock the ¢¢all aboard” warning was
given, and the train, now under the directorship of Julius Webb, moved on
amid the cheers of the assembled thousands, which were answered back
with a will from the platforms and windows of the twenty-one cars, all
filled with the Twelfth family and their baggage.

The word family, as here used, is not altogether a misnomer ; for prob-
ably no regiment from New England, certainly none from the State, had
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so many of blood and marriage relationship to each other in its ranks as
the Twelfth New Hampshire.

The regiment arrived at Allyn’s Point about dark, and were soon
embarked on board of the beautiful steamer ¢ City of New York,” which
was waiting at the wharf to run a special trip, taking no other passengers.
An evening ride of refreshing coolness on the Sound, after the heat and
dusty journey of the day, was a most welcome change that none failed to
appreciate ; and it was not until after the second watch that many sought
their first slumber on board a steamboat.

The gorgeously fitted up and brightly lighted cabins and other compart-
ments were a novel and attractive sight to them, and seemed more like a
floating palace of Arabian Nights celebrity, than a modernized specimen
of the genius of Robert Fulton. They had paddled their own canoes on
¢« the beautiful lake in the highlands,” on or near the shores of which many
of them had been born and had grown up, and were no strangers to the
marvelous handiwork of nature in all her display of grandeur and beauty.
But of the great works of science and art they knew little beyond what
they had heard and read. Their whole trip to Washington, therefore, was
like a panorama of new and interesting scenes.

Before daybreak a thousand gas-lights are seen dimly shining through
the thick mist, upon the starboard stde, by those on guard over their sleep-
ing comrades and the piles of baggage, and they learn that they are
passing by the water-front of the great metropolis of New York; and
soon, while the eastern sky is being tinted by the touch of coming day, the
boat swings slowly up to the pier, and company after company, filing
across the gang-plank, form a column on the wharf, and march to the
music of ¢ Yankee Doodle,” up the streets of Jersey City to the depot.
Here, for want of ready transportation, the regiment remained until
nearly nine o’clock before starting for Philadelphia.

As soon as the citizens were up, a circular survey of that part of the city
was quickly made by the boys in search of something better than could
be found in their haversacks and canteens. And, notwithstanding it was
Sunday morning, eating saloons and bakeries, as well as hotels, found it
paid well that day to keep an open house for a few hours before church
service.

Just as the men were getting on board the train that was to bear them
onward, Governor Berry, on his way home from Washington, made his
appearance, and was greeted with cries for Whipple, instead of cheers for
himself.

The reception of the regiment at Philadelphia, where it arrived
between three and four o’clock in the afternoon, was an ovation that will
never be forgotten while memory’s record can be read by the latest sur-
vivor.

Nearly every regiment that passed through this city for the front,
during the war, had reasons for remembering it gratefully as the ‘¢ city
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of brotherly love,” in deed, as well as name. But now it was joy, as
well as love, that prompted the citizens to extend so warm and friendly a
welcome.

A few weeks before they had been threatened by an attack of General
Lee’s army, which had called out the whole force of their state militia
and many volunteers, to protect Harrisburg and their own city; and the
arrival of fresh troops, under the new call, hastening forward to drive the
invading forces back and save their city from further danger, called forth
new and still stronger demonstrations of gratitude and kindness.

Tired and dusty, hungry and thirsty, the cars are hardly empty before
the soldier passengers find themselves amid ¢ fountains of water and
mountains of food.” And such an after-meeting, Sunday dinner as
followed, never before was eaten by any band of New England soldiers,
at home or abroad, from the days of Miles Standish down to that very
hour.

Church services had just closed, and by the time the regiment was
ready to bid a reluctant farewell to ¢* Cooper’s Volunteers’ Refreshment
Saloon,” and its savory dishes, the surrounding square and streets were
filled with men, women, and children, all anxiously intent on doing some
act of kindness, or showing some mark of respect. Ladies, richly
dressed, not content with waving handkerchiefs and sweet smiles, pressed
forward, many of them, to grasp the soldier’s hand, express their sym-
pathy and gratitude, and bid him be of good cheer and stout heart in
their country’s holy cause; while men and boys would insist on carrying
his knapsack, and urgently inquire if there was anything they could do
or get for him before leaving the city. Thus for more than a mile, from
one depot to the other, it was a march of which their own returning citizen-
soldiers, fresh from the fields of South Mountain and Antietam, might
have well felt proud.

Just as the sun goes down, cheers and shouts go up from the regiment
for the grand old city of Philadelphia, and her noble hearted citizens, of
whom five times as many answer back with responding cheers, com-
mingled with exclamations of ¢ God bless you”; ¢ There can be no city
without a country”; ¢ When you come back we will treat you better,”
etc., etc., until the train moves out and onward toward different scenes
and sounds. Wilmington is soon reached and passed, not, however,
without demonstrations of good will and gladness from the citizens, and
midnight finds the regiment at Havre De Grace. Iere, while waiting to
be ferried across the Susquehanna, and some of the boys of Company F
were singing songs of that now distant home of which some of the rest,
perhaps, were dreaming, they were suddenly saluted with a volley of
sticks and stones, smashing in one of the car windows, and scattering
the sash and glass in all directions.

So sudden and violent was the attack, that it was thought at first to be
the skirmish fire of another rebel mob, like that which attacked the Sixth
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Massachusetts in Baltimore; but a ready reconnoisance in force found
no enemy in sight. It was the first hostile demonstration; and although
weak as it was cowardly, was strong enough to convince one soldier at
least, who was hit on the head with a stone or club, that he was no longer
in the ¢ city of brotherly love.”

By 4 oclock the next morning the regiment was marching across
the city of Baltimore to the Washington depot. And though all was
quiet, and the spirit of rebellion no where manifest, none failed to be
reminded, that he was marching on the same streets that less than a year
and a half before were stained with the blood of New Hampshire’s sons,
pressing forward to the rescue of the capital.* ‘

Here the regiment remained for twelve long and weary hours, waiting
for transportation to Washington; and not knowing how soon it would
be furnished, the men had but little chance to look over the ‘“Monu-
mental City,” where a short time before treason rioted, and the assassina-
tion of Lincoln on his way to the national capital, was an oath-bound plot
of her aristocratic sons.

At last cattle-car passage was secured and the seafs all taken; and
with one or two baggage cars, to take the place of Pullmans for the
officers, the regiment was again upon the rail, bouncing and jostling
along toward the great capital city of which all had heard, but few had
ever seen.

Thus far good luck and good cheer had made the journey pleasant,
but soon a sad event occurred that cast a dark shadow of sorrow upon
Company I, and left a feeling of sadness in the mind of every member
of the command. While waiting at Mount Clair station, a few miles
from Baltimore, for another train, also loaded with soldiers, to pass,
three or four sharp pistol shots were heard, and the little puffs of smoke
showed that they came from the passing train. These shots came from
the windows and platforms of the cars, and were fired, as supposed,
merely in fun as a salute; but the effect was none the less fatal, for
Darius Robinson, of Company I, who was standing with several others
in the side door of one of the cars, was struck by one of the balls and
fell dead upon the floor. A telegram was sent ahead to the Relay
House to stop the train and arrest the man who fired the shots, and when
the Twelfth reached there Lieut. Henry Ashbey of the Eighty-fourth
New York Volunteers, was under guard awaiting its arrival. He was
taken on board and put into the same car where Robinson was shot. He
was as pale, almost, as the face of the dead man that he had been
arrested for killing, and the body of whom lay before him. He protested
his innocence, even of any carelessness, and his story that he discharged
his revolver from one of the windows of his car, pointing upwards, and
that the fatal shot must have been fired by another man, was probably
true; for it was found at his trial the next day in Washington, that the

* Luther C. Ladd, killed in the Sixth Massachusetts, was a native of New Hampshire.
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bullet taken from the body of Robinson was too large to fit the prisoner’s
revolver, and he was released.

This was the second death in the regiment, both in Company I, and
both the result, probably, of criminal carelessness. But many believed
that the fatal ball in this case, was purposely directed, as the man who
was seen to shoot from the platform was dressed in citizen’s clothes, and
was thought to be a southern sympathizer, pretending to fire a salute by
swinging his revolver round in a circle, but intending to kill by firing, as
he did, when it came down so as to do its work of death.

The night ride to Washington, if ride it could be called, and the unex-
pected reception there were both so individually impressive, that, like the
sad event just written, they are very vivid in memory yet, and demand a
brief record here.

The night was very warm, and crowded into the cattle cars so close, that
it was easy to faint but impossible to fall, suffering humanity could not
long withstand the pressure; and, making A life-saving virtue of a mili-
tary necessity, the butts of the muskets were quickly turned into battering-
rams, and soon there was ample ventilation and a good chance to breathe,
if not to rest.

The next morning the train, looked as if it had just run a gauntlet of
rebel batteries, or been last loaded with eight or ten mules, and a swarm
of bees in each car.

Tired, sleepy, and hungry, another thousand or more of the sturdy sons
of the Granite State are at last within the contour of Uncle Sam’s exclusive
jurisdiction, and looking for the first time upon the dome of the national
capitol, as it loomed up in sombre silence to catch the first rays of the
rising sun.

They expected something like their reception at the ¢ Quaker City ”; but
alas, how grievously disappointed !

Not a welcome word nor a greeting cheer was heard ; and the miserable
apology for breakfast, and the filthy place in which it was served was an
insult to the soldier and a disgrace to the Government. But for the
capitol and a few other government buildings, no one would imagine the
beautiful city of to-day to be the same as that of thirty years ago.

It was then not only ¢ a city of magnificent distances,” but was so filled
up with ‘¢ niggers, pigs, and shoulder straps,” to say nothing about bucket-
slopped streets and tumble-down shanties, that the greater the distance
the more pleasing the view.

Colonel Potter was now ordered by General Wadsworth, in command
at Washington, to report with his regiment to General Casey on Arlington
Heights; and it was with no feelings of regret that the line was again
formed and marched across Long bridge for better grounds and a purer
atmosphere.

This march of only seven miles, strange as it may seem, was one of the
hardest the regiment ever made.
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The day was exceedingly warm, and the men in the worst possible
condition to make it.

Take, as an illustration, a green colt from the pasture, and send him oftf
four or five hundred miles on the railroad, with little chance to rest or eat
for thirty-six hours; then put the heaviest kind of a work harness upon
him, and force him to draw what would be a great load for a veteran truck
horse for seven or eight miles, half the way up hill, during the hottest
hours of a very hot day, and the reader will get the best idea that can be
given why this march from the capitol building to Arlington Heights was
one not soon to be forgotten by those who made it.

Many a tramp of three or four times the distance through the heat and
dust, or the mud and rain, of Virginia, was afterwards made with much
less hardship and suftering. Some of the men, being immediately puton
guard and exposed to a heavy shower while still wet with the perspiration
of the march, contracted colds from which they never recovered. And
thus soon did sickness and disease from hardship and exposure — more
destructive, though less feared in war than the weapons of the enemy —
begin their work of decimation in the strong and stalwart ranks of the
Twelfth.

The encampment on Arlington Heights —called ¢ Camp Chase,” after
one of New Hampshire’s most honored sons, then secretary of the treasury —
was pleasantly located on General Lee’s estate, overlooking Georgetown
and Washington. Little could the patriotic father, the brave and honored
¢ Light Horse Harry” of the Revolution, have thought or dreamed that
the beautiful estate upon which he spent his last years would in the next
generation become the camping ground of troops, raised to save the same
flag for which he fought from the traitorous grasp of his own son. Itis
now occupied as a national cemetery, where General Sheridan and over
sixteen thousand more of the Nation’s brave defenders rest in

¢« Their silent tents of green.”

In compliance with orders above referred to, Colonel Potter, upon reach-
ing the Heights, reported to General Casey commanding a division of the
Reserve Army Corps, defences of Washington, and by special order from
his headquarters, dated October 1, 1862, was temporarily assigned to a
provisional brigade of the One Hundred and Forty-seventh New York,
One Hundred and Fifty-seventh New York, and the Twenty-first Con-
necticut Volunteer regiments, then under the command of Colonel Dexter
B. Wright.

The second day, after pitching tents and before fairly rested from their
march, the men received their first lesson, so thoroughly learned by future
experience, of changing base by moving their camp a short distance across
the road. But this was the first and last time that the men had to supply
the want of mule teams, by carrying in their arms and upon their shoulders
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all the regimental baggage and camp equipage that is usually hauled on
the baggage wagons. On the 6th, by virtue of a special order of the day
before, from General Wright, another change of base was made, and the
regiment moved about three miles to near Fort Corcoran (now called
Fort Meigs), where it joined General Whipple’s division of the Third
Army Corps, as an independent command.

It was here that the boys found rare sport in trying to break in a lot
of mules that were as green in knowing what to do as their instructors
were in knowing how to teach them. And of all the incongruous mixtures
of army life there was nothing that could compare in the fun, fuss, and
fight of persistent efforts and ludicrous results, with a few New England
Yankees and a lot of unbroken mules. In lofty tumbling, neck-back
riding, balking, bucking, and kicking, they could discount Dan Rice and
his trained ponies, whether inside the ring or out. Some of the men,
who had enlisted as teamsters concluded, after a short but sad experience,
that they had rather take their chances with a rebel than with a mule bat-
tery, and willingly exchanged the whip for a musket.

In the brief time the regiment remained at Fort Corcoran but little of
historic interest occurred, except the exchanging of the old French mus-
kets, brought from Concord, and previously captured on the blockade-
running steamer ‘* Bermuda,” for Springtield muskets and rifles; the
latter being given to the right and left companies, C and F.

To effect this, the march to the city and back, and two or three hours
waiting in the arsenal yard under a meridian sun that sent the mercury up to
ninety or more in the shade, was a sharp reminder of the march made a
few days before and almost as tiresome.

After exchanging muskets the regiment was marched up to Pennsylvania
avenue, ranks broken, and the men allowed to rest and refresh themselves,
each to his liking, for an hour or two before returning to camp. Just as
the order to break ranks was obeyed with a glad clap for a short respite
from military bonds, a regiment much resembling the Twelfth comes
marching down the avenue and as it approaches nearer is found to be
the Thirteenth New Hampshire Volunteers, and is greeted with a cheer
which is heartily returned. It seemed good to see another regiment fresh
from the old granite hills. But Colonel Potter was not so well pleased
when he learned that the muskets they carried were the very ones he had
picked out and ordered shipped to Concord for his own regiment, but
not arriving there until after his departure, had been turned over to the
Thirteenth Regiment instead of being forwarded to his own command, as
they should have been.  When the long roll was beat for the men to
rally in line for the return march, one of the musicians did not respond.
It seems that he had caught the transfer spirit exhibited by the musket-
bearer, and had exchanged his flute for a walking stick, preferring to be
a counterfeit gentleman at large, than an honest man and true soldier in
the service of his country.
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A day or two after exchanging muskets, Preseott Y. Howland, of Com-
pany D, had his right hand and one or two fingers of his left blown
off by the accidental discharge of his gun, and was discharged a few
days later, being the first man dropped from the company rolls.

Arlington Heights being the great rendezvous camp of nearly all the
troops from the East, preparatory to taking the field, it was thought neces-
sary in order to give the finishing touch, that everything should be strictly
““according to Casey,” whose tactics had been adopted at the beginning
of the war; and hence the author himself, Brig. Gen. Silas Casey of the
regular army, had been put in command.

[Here, therefore, company and battalion drills were the order of the
day ; and the officers of the line were kept busy studying and practicing
positions, formations, and evolutions, that they might not appear quite so
green and awkward as they felt. White gloves and red tape, in regular
West Point style, had to be worn and measured by officers and men,
and everything, perpendicular or horizontal, as straight as a line.

This strictness of discipline, though seemingly frivolous and non-
essential, was more or less necessary to trim off and smooth down the
rough friction points of individual independence that belongs to a free
citizen, and makes him a smooth running part of the great military
machine known as an army, where the gate and the brake are both under
the absolute control of one man.

To show the reader of future years that the few days’ stop at Arlington
Heights were not idle ones, but diligently preparatory to the coming
strife, we will give the regular order of the day as officially promulgated
from headquarters :

Reveille at 5 a. m. (roll-call immediately following) ; breakfast call,
6 surgeon’s call, 6.45: squad drill, 7 to 8; guard mount, 8; officers’
drill, 8.30 to 9.30; battalion drill, .30 to 10.30; first sergeant’s call, 11 ;
dinner call, 12: inspection of quarters, 1 p. m.; company drill, 2.30 to
43 dress parade —tfirst call, 5.10, second call, 5.30; supper, 6; school
of instruction (for officers), 7.30: tattoo, 9; taps, 9.30.

On Sundays there was company inspection at 8.30 a. m.: church call,
11; in addition to the regular camp calls, except for police and fatigue
duty and drills. .

But drill and discipline of this kind, however mueh needed, could no
longer be given, for the call from the field was more urgent. And so by
three o'clock on the morning of the 17th of October, the regiment had
obeyed the order of the night before to be ready to move at that hour in
heavy marching order and three days’ rations; and in the dim light of an
hour later it was on the march for Washington, where at 10 o’clock it
took the cars for Knoxville, Md.

The train was made up mostly of baggage and stock cars, some of the
latter being thickly carpeted with manure; and the men, in leaving, as in
entering the capital city, were strongly reminded of the cruel necessities
of war,
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But experience had taught them a good lesson which they did not fail
to make both practicable and profitable on this as on the former occasion,
and good vent holes for bad air were soon made through the sides and
tops of the cars.

The regiment passed en route through the towns of Bladensburg
(famous as the old dueling ground of the chivalrous congress members
of former days, and for the battle that cost us the national capitol in the
war of 1812), Bellsville, White Oak Bottom, Annapolis Junction, nearly
to the Relay House, where it branched off onto the Baltimore & Ohio
railroad and proceeded slowly and cautiously — often stopping to hear
from our pickets stationed along the road that all was right ahead —
through Avola, Elliot’s Mills, Woodstock, Sykesville, Mount Airy,
Monoxa, Point of Rocks, and Berlin, to Knoxville.

The train reached the last named place, about three miles from
Harper’s Ferry, near midnight, where it was relieved of its living freight
and dead weight of men, horses, and baggage, and by the light of fires
that were quickly kindled, the companies found their proper position in
line, stacked arms, and bivouacked for the night.

This was the regiment’s first experience in sleeping uncovered on the
ground, but the night was warm, and the men, tired and sleepy, will-
ingly accepted of the situation. Indeed, after a seven miles’ march and
fourteen hours of cattle-car transportation, rest was sweet, and Morpheus
took no note of his surroundings.

At the roll-call the next morning, John Nutter, of Company F, was
missing. The last seen of him he was riding with many others on the
top of one of the cars where, after the sun went down, they could get
fresh air to breathe and a cool place to rest: and it was supposed that
during the night he fell asleep, rolled off, and was probably killed. But
the last and worst part of the supposition happily proved incorrect, for
during the day he came into camp, muttering because he had been so
unceremoniously dumped into the bushes by the wayside and left there in
the night to find his way into camp with a bruised head and aching
limbs.

Others would doubtless have shared the same fate, or a worse one, if
they had not taken the precaution to fasten themselves to the car before
going to sleep.

One of the drummers secured his anchorage by fastening one end of his
drum strap to his waist belt, tucking the other end through a knot hole,
and getting one of his comrades inside to run a drumstick through the
loop; and in this way he swung and snoozed to his journey’s end.*

After rather a late breakfast from the haversack (some, however,
securing a hot bite from the frying or baking pans of citizens living near
by, for which most of the hungry ones too dearly paid, if any account is
taken of acute indigestion in addition to their loss of *“scrip,”) the regi-

* But for this drumstick hitch this history might never have been written.
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ment moved a short distance to the top of a hill, and the men and line
officers pitched their shelter tents, which had been issued to them before
leaving Fort Corcoran, for the first time with many a joke and laugh.
They seemed to them to be a queer and scanty covering for civilized men,
unused to being cut down in their many cumberous domestic comforts to
the absolute necessities of physical existence; and some were reminded
as they crawled in under them for their first night’s trial, how true it is

that
«« Man wants but little here below
Nor wants that little long;”

although some of the taller ones could not appreciate the wisdom of the
last word when trying to cover six feet in length of human flesh and
bones with five square feet of cotton drilling.

These shelter tent pieces went by pairs as well as squares, each piece
measuring five feet each way with buttons and loops on two sides so that
when they were buttoned together, drawn over a pole supported by
crotched sticks, and fastened to the ground by small stakes through the
loops, the roof and two sides were done.

Then, with a rubber blanket for one gable end —the other remaining
open for a door, and to allow ample stretching room for the long-legged
ones — and another rubber for a floor if the ground is wet, and the Arab
domicile is complete and ready for two.

Near this first shelter-tent encampment stood a church—not quite so
costly and imposing a structure as some whose steeples pierce the clouds,
for this, after the style of all the country churches in the South, had no
steeple at all.  As the door of the vestry in the basement was not fastened,
the seats therein were soon pretty well filled with members of the Twelfth,
all busily engaged in writing letters to inform their friends and relatives at
home of the new move toward ** Dixie,” which gave it the appearance of
a large writing school.

The next day was the Sabbath ; but instead of attending divine service
in the church with Chaplain Ambrose in the pulpit, as suggested by some,
there was a march of two or three miles and another spread of shelter-
tents on the east side of South Mountain, near Petersville. Here, on the
22d of October, by orders from ¢* Headquarters, Army of the Potomac,”
General Whipple’s division was assigned to the T'welfth Army Corps, then
commanded by Gen. A. S. Williams.

As one of the absurd stories that would often be circulated throngh
camp, it was the talk among the men about this time, that the Twelfth was
an independent regiment, and could not be holden for service outside of
the State; and was therefore going back to New Hampshire, and to be
stationed at Portsmouth.

This story, which was believed by some, — the wish being father to the
thought, — started from the fact that the regiment had never been regularly
brigaded, and now that another assignment had been made without being
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united with any other regiments as a brigade, the wish strengthened into
hope with many, that the story might have some elements of truth in it.

On the night of the 24th the division marched five miles to Berlin, and
at twelve o’clock the Twelfth bivouacked until morning near the river.
The night was cold, and the men suffered much, lying on the ground.
Just as the order came to strike tents, the stern command of Death ordered
the final discharge of George F. Nichols, of Company I, who died after a
few days sickness of pneumonia. There was hardly time to bury him, and
mark his grave before moving. This was the first death by disease in
camp since leaving Concord, though several had previously died away
from the regiment, and Charles A. Norcross, of Company F, who was left
with several others sick at Berlin when the regiment crossed the river, died
there a few days afterward.

<« Thus, one by one, from the ranks they fall,
Untouched by sabre, shell, or ball.”

After one more day and night on the north side of the Potomac, the
regiment crossed the river on a pontoon bridge, into the State of Virginia.
The hour of passage was 11 A. M.; and the rain, increasing from early
morn and lasting through the night, made its introduction to the ¢ Old
Dominion ” somewhat unpleasant. And a few of the members, mostly
from Company F, anticipating a reception, sooner or later, more unpleasant
still, never even waited for an introduction, but left the night before for
another dominion several hundred miles nearer the north pole.

Once fairly on the ‘¢ sacred soil,” now much more plastic than precious,
the boys were almost immediately seized with an uncontrollable desire
to test the nutritious quality of the grasses it produced, as compared with
that of their native hills; and so several young heifers and steers were
sliced up and roasted before the huge camp fires that were kept burning
nearly all night in order to keep warm.

The next morning was clear and windy. And while some were busy
rekindling the fires that had hardly gone out, and spreading their blankets
for the sun and breeze to dry, others were equally diligent in gathering in
a few fresh eggs and vegetables to be quickly cooked and served up with
their beefsteak for breakfast.

A sweet potato vine was at that time a great curiosity to a green Yankee
soldier, but it did not take him long to find out, that like the peanut, it
needed pulling to find the best end of it.

That morning Generals McClellan and Burnside, with their staffs, rode
by ; but little did the men think, as they looked upon them for the first
time, that President Lincoln’s order for the removal of one and the pro-
motion of the other, was on that very day to be issued from the War
Department.

Before night the Sixth, Ninth, and Eleventh New Hampshire regi-
ments marched by, and the next morning the Tenth also followed in the
same direction.
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On the 29th, by Special Orders, No. 203, Headquarters Army of the
Potomac, Whipple’s division was temporarily detached from the Twelfth
Army Corps and ordered ¢to report to General Burnside for special
service.” The same day the regiment moved forward about two miles to
Lovettsville ; and the day following it marched about ten miles further to
Hillsborough, where it encamped for two days in a very pretty grove ot
trees, too pleasant to be so soon abandoned for another hard days march
of fifteen miles to Snicker’s Gap. Firing was now heard almost every day
from the front, where our cavalry in advance were engaged with the rear
guard of the enemy. Sometimes the distant boom of their light artillery,
sounding nearer as our forces marched farther, when the rear guard of
Lee's army would for a while check their advance, would make the raw
troops think that a regular battle had actually commenced, and expect
every hour that they would be ordered to halt and form in line of battle.

Thus from Snicker’s Gap through Bloomfield, Upperville, and Piedmont
to Orleans, a distance of about thirty miles, the regiment by easy marches
moved southward.

Here the regiment remained for four days, and as no rations were served
until the supply train came up the place was called ¢¢ Starvation Hollow.”

But to go hungry amidst plenty, seemed as unwise as it was unpleasant ;
and so squads from each company went out to invite the farmers around
about, all of whom claimed to be good Union men, to contribute a little to
the commissary department.

But finding their willingness to give in inverse ratio to their professions,
and thinking it but right to subsist on the enemy’s country when necessity
required, it took but few denials to make smart thieves out of poor beg-
gars; and soon the fields and the orchards were found to be much more
liberal than their owners.

But the provost guard had been sent out by order of the division com-
mander to keep up the appearance, at least, of protection of private
property, and one hungry squad of ten or fifteen of *‘ Potter’s Pets” were
captured one day, while out on a foraging expedition of their own, and
marched to division headquarters.*

Hearing of this, Lieutenant-Colonel Marsh at once ordered a detail of
twenty men — two from a company and each armed with his musket and
a sharp knife — to report at his tent immediately.

Mounting his horse, as soon as the detail arrived, he said: ¢ Follow
me boys, and let them arrest us if they want to.”

A half-mile march across fields and pastures, and — not the enemy, but
a flock of sheep were descried quietly grazing a short distance ahead.
¢« Deploy, and right and left centre swing,” commands the colonel, and
though not found in Casey, the order was easily understood and quickly
executed, the sheep retreating into a corner of the field.

¢ Halt; ready, aim, fire,” came in rapid succession the next words
of command, and twenty muskets instantly responded.

3 * See anecdote.
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But the poor sheep, oh, where are they?
Badly frightened and running away,
But all as sound as before the fray,

except one that had a slight limp in one of its hind legs, probably caused
by a cramp-catch at so sudden a start.

“ Throw down your guns and every man for a sheep,” is the next
order; and then, with a run and a rush, the hand-grab charge is valiantly
made, and ten or twelve sheep are captured and brought into camp. A
few minutes later, and they have been skinned, dressed, and divided
among the company cooks.

But the watchful eyes of the old farmer have seen his sheep captured
and carried away, and soon he rides into camp and demands pay for
them. Colonel Potter has seen nothing of his sheep, and thinks the
owner has probably made a mistake in the regiment, as his men would
never do such a thing without orders; and he was sure that he had never
ordered anything of the kind.

Still the old man persists, but finds no fresh mutton, nor signs of any,
in the camp, which he is allowed to search. Finally the lieutenant-
colonel tells him that a Union man, as he professed to be, ought not to
object to assisting the cause by contributing a few sheep to satisfy the
appetite of the hungry soldiers, and asks him if he has not a few horses
to exchange for a government receipt that would be fully paid with inter-
est at the end of the war, upon satisfactory evidence of his loyalty. This
inquiry had the designed effect of reminding the farmer that he was
needed at home, in which direction he at once started, after assuring the
colonel that he had not a single horse he could possibly spare.

During the stay at Orleans the weather was very cold, several inches
of snow falling one day, and the miles of rail fence that disappeared
must have demonstrated the fact to the inhabitants of that section that it
is nearly as expensive to warm as to feed an army. On the second day
the Twelfth moved about a mile and pitched tents, in regular order, on
the south side of a hill, protected from the cold winds by woods and
affording a fine view of the country in the opposite direction.

While here part of the regiment went out on picket for the first time,
and Hutchins, of Company I, had his hand shot off.

The 10th was bright and warm, and as Commissary Smith started the
same day for Washington to procure rations, it was hoped the regiment
might remain there for a few days; but at night came orders to march,
which, after the tents were all struck and packed, was countermanded
just before ‘¢ taps.”

The next forenoon, the order being renewed, the regiment marched
about five miles to Waterloo, which proved to be a very small place for
so big a name; a few negro huts and the remains of an old woolen mill
being about all the buildings it contained. The encampment here, which
was on a high rise of land overlooking the town, lasted the same length
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of time as at Orleans — four days — but the contrast in the weather rec-
ord and spirit of the men was so great, that it might have been appropri-
ately called Mount Delight. And this suggestion will be acquiesced in
by every survivor, when he remembers that here, in addition to a fresh
supply of sunshine and rations, was the first arrival of the mail after
leaving Arlington Heights. Although less than a month, it seemed a
long time without hearing anything from home, and all were indeed
delighted to receive, as most of them did, one or more letters each from
relatives and friends in the old Granite State.

By the same mail news came of the removal of General McClellan as
Commander of the Army of the Potomac, and of the appointment of
Gen. Ambrose E. Burnside to his place, the latter having formally
assumed command but two days before.

On the 14th, the division was inspected, and on the 16th it marched to
Washington, where it again joined the Third Corps. Here the sick were
taken from the teams and ambulances, as well as many from the ranks,
and sent to Washington.

Edward Pratt, of Company C, died about two hours after getting into
camp, and others soon after arriving at the hospital or on their way
there. Of the latter was Stephen Batchelder, of Company F, who had
been made by the rear guard to march during the day, and died on the
cars before reaching Washington that night.

From Washington to Falmouth, via Liberty, Morrisonville, Hartwood,
and Stafford, the much more rapid movement of the army indicated a
new impetus, which was rightly attributed to its new commander. His
plan to advance against Richmond by crossing the Rappahannock at
Fredericksburg, instead of following the course designed by McClellan,
had been already approved of by the President with the suggestion that
delay would prove fatal to its success; and hence ten and fifteen miles,
instead of five and six, was now the daily progress of the march.

On the 1g9th, while on the march from Morrisville to IHartwood, there
was a threatened attack of Stuart’s cavalry, and Whipple’s division was
halted, formed in line of battle, and stood to arms for about two hours.
The Twelfth was drawn up in support of Secom’s Excelsior Battery, and
that was the first time the regiment was ever formed in line of battle in
expectation of meeting the enemy.

Companies C and F were sent out toward the river to act as a reserve
for the out-posts, in case the enemy should advance. That night the reg-
iment was ordered to report to General Pratt, commanding the first brig-
ade, and were sent out on picket near Beverly Ford.

For three or four days before reaching Falmouth much rain had fallen,
making the roads so bad that the baggage trains were left far in the rear.
In consequence of this, as was then supposed, the men of our division
were put on limited rations, growing smaller and smaller each day until
only about one hard-tack to a man was left for the last day’s march.
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‘* Seven miles on one hard-tack,” is the entry found in one soldier’s diary,
and it is strictly true. Many marched that day with stomachs as empty
as their haversacks, and but for their comrades sharing with them, would
not have had a mouthful of anything to refresh them but water. Hook-
er's grand division of the army reached Hartwood on the 1gth, and
Whipple’s division arrived at Stoneman’s Switch, on the Fredericksburg
and Aquia Creek railroad, on the 23d. From this time until the 27th
there was a general distribution of rations throughout the whole army,
commissaries of regiments, brigades, and divisions that had a little, divid-
ing with those that had less or none.

By reason of the new plan of operations under Burnside, necessitating
a new base of supplies, the army was obliged to subsist on short rations
for several days before and after reaching Falmouth. This caused a
good deal of grumbling among the men, who, while they keenly felt the
effects, were entirely ignorant of the cause. It was believed by many
that Stuart’s cavalry had cut oft’ and captured a part of our baggage
and supply train, and there was no little apprehension about it, for troops
were then surrounded by woods on every side and had no chance to for-
age for themselves as at Waterloo and other places on the march.

From the 17th to the 27th there had been much rain and cloudy
weather, and the spirit and courage of the army were gradually on the
decline. McClellan, who had been the idol of the old soldiers, and still
the ideal commander of many, had been superseded by one who, though
favorably known, had never won that distinction that inspires confidence ;
the different commands for the last two or three days, waiting in the rain
and cold, where they had last halted, for orders to go into camp or move
torward ; the large number that were sick or ailing, especially among the
new troops not yet inured to the exposure, privation, and hardship of the
bivouac and the march; the urgent demands of hunger, growing daily
more imperative, while memory, as if to tantalize, pictured to the mental
vision, the turkeys, puddings, and pies that were being prepared for
Thanksgiving at home, — all united with the elements to make the soldiers
ill-humored and despondent.

But the reveille of the 27th rings out cheeringly through the clear air
of a cloudless morn, and the men ¢ turn out for roll-call” with a new
hope that their dreams of rations, good and plenty, will soon be realized.
And they hope not in vain, for the bright sun has hardly risen above the
tree tops when for miles around the woods resound with loud and gladsome
cheers, as the news spread that pork, beans, and hard-tack, most welcome
guests, had actually arrived at Falmouth station and would soon be
brought into camp. ¢ Cheer up, boys! Stewed beans and hard-tack
for Thanksgiving dinner!” And the remembrance of that dinner with
every member of the Twelfth (if not of the whole army who were there
and able to eat) will be as lasting as life.

New Englanders, as they were, they never before knew how to appre-
ciate the Thanksgiving of their Puritan fathers.
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Later in the afternoon Colonel Marsh took the regiment out to go
through, as was supposed, the usual drill. But instead of that, after
forming the companies en masse, he made a short address, referring to
the day and its pleasant memories, and called for three cheers for the
loved ones at home. Seldom do cheers and tears unite, but this, as may
be imagined, was a notable exception. After returning to quarters, the
boys broke ranks with three times three for Colonel Marsh.

Nearer night, when the shades of evening added solemnity to the occa-
sion, the solemn roll of the muffled drum is heard, as the remains of
Benjamin W. Weeks, of Company D, are being carried and followed by
sorrowing comrades to the grave, into which each one drops a sprig of
evergreen in token of their respect and esteem, and over which the farewell
salute is fired in honor of a faithful comrade gone. He died the day
before, of measles, and was the first man to die in the company, and the
first one, except the captain, whose name was dropped from the rolls.

George H. Follett, of Company I, who was left at Hartwood sick
with the same disease, died on the 23th.

On the first day of December a detail from each company commenced
clearing a place in the woods for a camping ground, and the next day
the regiment moved across the railroad a few rods, and commenced build-
ing quarters and putting up tents on the cleared ground.

From this until the Fredericksburg campaign, most of the time, except
two or three hours each day for battalion drill, was occupied in cutting,
grubbing, and burning up the trees, stumps, and brush for camp and
parade ground, and soon several acres of the pine forest had disappeared,
and in its place had sprung up a little village of small white-roofed houses.

These houses — better called huts — were all of about the same size
and style of architecture, and were erected on regularly laid out streets,
one for each company, all parallel with and equally distant from each
other, and running back at right angles with a broad avenue, on the
opposite side of which were the more imposing canvas wall and roof
structures occupied by the official dignitaries of field and staff.

But most needtul of all, and therefore one of the first to be erected,
was a hospital tent, for the more rapid marching, bad weather, and want
of sufficient rations since leaving Warrington, had again loaded up the
ambulances and baggage teams not already over-loaded with the sick
and dying.

Some died while being thus conveyed ; some were left to die at houses
on the march; while others lived to reach Falmouth, but were the first to
sleep beneath the pines where so many were afterwards buried who once
mustered and marched in the ranks of the Twelfth. Among the latter
were John G. Brown, of Company E, and George R. Clement, of Com-
pany G, who both died on the gth, the latter dying with his testament in
his hand upon his breast, and was buried with it in the same position.



CHAPTER III.

FREDERICKSBURG.

The army under Gen. Ambrose E. Burnside had been organized by him
into three grand divisions, and formed in the attack on Fredericksburg,
the right, left, and centre, commanded respectively by Major-Generals
Sumner, Franklin, and Hooker.

The Centre Grand Division was composed of the Third and Fifth
corps, then commanded by Brigadier-Generals Stoneman and DButter-
field, and the Third Division of the Third Corps, which included General
Piatt’s and Colonel Carroll’s brigades and the Twelfth New Hampshire
Regiment — an independent command, taking the place of a brigade —
all under the command of Gen. Amiel W. Whipple.

The better to understand the somewhat inactive, but none the less
important and trying part that the Twelfth took in this battle, as well as
to refresh the memory of the reader, it may be stated here that General
Burnside’s plan seems to have been to dislodge General Lee from his
chosen position in the rear of Fredericksburg by turning his right flank
with the left wing of his own army, under General Franklin. Sumner,
in the meantime, with the right wing was to cross over the river into the
city, and engage the enemy in front to prevent him from reinforcing his
right; and to carry the heights and break his centre, so soon as the
success of Franklin should make such an attempt practicable.

Hooker’s grand division was to assist Sumner as needed, but to be
held mainly in reserve.

But one thing was evident, clearly and emphatically, that Franklin
must succeed or Burnside was defeated; and for this reason he was
reinforced before advancing by two divisions from the Third Corps and
one division from the Tenth Corps, increasing his command to sixty
thousand, with which to meet and drive back General Jackson who com-
manded the left of the Confederate army, General Longstreet command-
ing the right. This left, according to General Burnside’s oflicial report,
only fifty-three thousand, about equally divided between Sumner and
Hooker; although some authorities place the grand aggregate much
higher.

General Burnside testified before the committee on the conduct of the
war that he ¢ had about one hundred thousand men on the south side of
river, and every single man of them was under artillery fire, and about
half of them were at different times formed in columns of attack.”*

* Report of Com., part 1, page 656,
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To oppose this force General Lee had less than eighty thousand
(78,228) men; but to offset the balance against him in numbers he had
«« Stonewall” Jackson, who alone, against Franklin was equal at least to
a corps of ten thousand veterans, while Longstreet, impregnably fortified
as he was by nature and military skill, was a match for fifty thousand
more.

In fact the odds were so overwhelmingly in favor of the Confederates
that even Jefferson Davis was ashamed to own that they had over twenty
thousand actively engaged in the battle.*

It will be remembered that General Burnside’s original design was to
occupy Fredericksburg as early as the 18th or 20th of November,
before Lee could concentrate his forces there, but was delayed on
account of the failure of General Halleck to supply him with the pontoon
boats that had been promised. And now, when at last, but too late, the
boats were on hand he determined to make the most of them. TIle there-
fore ordered ¢ two bridges built at a point near the Lacey house, opposite
the upper part of the town — one near the steamboat landing at the lower
part of the town, one about a mile below — and, if there were pontoons
sufficient, two at the latter point.”

These were not only constructed as ordered on the 11th, but another
was laid during the night near the last two, making six bridges, three
opposite and three below the city, and averaging four hundred and ten
yards in length, that spanned the Rappahannock on the morning of
the 12th.

From what is written it will be seen that notwithstanding the pontoons
had come and bridges were plenty, the opportunity to successfully use
them had long past; and delays, whether needless or unavoidable, had
made General Burnside’s pre-determined attempt to cross the river and
attack the enemy at Fredericksburg a very hazardous one. But
apparently with more persistency than discretion, he determined to carry
out his original plan, however important the change of circumstances.
And so on the 10th day of December, just as the sun was setting, orders
came to Colonel Potter to be ready to move in an hour’s notice, in light
marching order, with sixty rounds of cartridges and four days’ rations.

The long discussed question among the troops whether there would be
any aggressive movement made by the army that winter was now
decided ; and by 6 o’clock in the morning the regiment was in line,
and soon moving toward the sound of cannon in the direction of Freder-
icksburg. Tents were left standing in which were left knapsacks,
surplus clothing, and camp equipage in the care and under the guard of
sick ones who were able to do light duty. After marching about two
miles a halt was ordered, and expecting to resume the march every
minute until dark, remained there until 8 or 9 o’clock the next day.

It was a very cold night, water freezing to quite a depth, and the men

suffered much.
* Rise and Fall of the Confederate Government, Vol. II, page 356.
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During this halt on the 11th, heavy cannonading was heard at intervals,
accompanied with considerable musketry firing, and it was supposed
that a heavy battle was in progress. But the firing heard and the delay
of the troops, as soon learned, was caused by the efforts of the encmy’s
sharpshooters to prevent or retard the laying of the pontoon bridges.

Their fire was so effective and their efforts so persistent that from day-
light until 3 or 4 o’clock in the afternoon, notwithstanding a storm of
shot and shell from several batteries of the one hundred and forty-
seven guns planted along the river bank, that tore, crashed, and swept
through the houses and streets, they held back the pontooniers by the
unerring aim of their deadly rifles. And it was not until three or four
regiments of infantry volunteered to cross the river in boats and drive
them from their protected positions behind houses and in cellars and
ditches, that the bridges were completed.

Thus a few selected sharpshooters from Barksdale’s brigade of Missis-
sippians held the: whole Union army in check for nearly the whole of
one day ; for although one of the bridges below the town was ready for
Franklin’s forces to cross by g o’clock, and some of them did cross, it
was unsafe for him to advance without the cobperation of the rest of the
army.

The Seventh Michigan, Nineteenth and Twentieth Massachusetts, and
the Eighty-ninth New York regiments have the honor of finally driving
all of them from the city, that were not captured, and opening the way for
the army to follow.

It was a gallant act, made necessary by the determined resistance of
men equally brave, and in that sense no less worthy of praise.

When the sun went down on this day of active preparation for the awful
sacrifice soon to follow, it looked like a ball of fire, so thick were the
smoke-clouds through which it shone.

On the morning of the 12th, after a cold, uncomfortable bivouac on the
frozen ground, Whipple’s division was ordered to advance to the head of
the centre bridge in front of the city, and soon the Twelfth, marching
about two miles farther, received the order, ¢* In place, rest,” a little way
to the left and rear of the Lacey house, which stands on the high plateau
opposite the city of Fredericksburg. A partof Sumner’s forces had crossed
over the river and occupied the town before daylight, and troops were still
crossing, while thousands awaited their chance on the Falmouth side,
covered from the enemy’s view by a thick fog which greatly favored their
approach and passage. Two or three hours later General Whipple received
orders to move his division over the upper bridge, hold the approaches to
the city from the southwest, and to protect the right flank of General
Couch’s command (Second Corps, under Sumner), while that general was
moving forward to attack the enemy in front.

In obedience to this order the First Brigade — General Piatt’s—attempted
to cross; but when the head of it entered the city, the troops of General
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Couch were so densely massed in the streets and on the river’s bank as to
obstruct the passage, and the column was compelled to halt, the pontoon
bridge being crowded full, and the column of troops stretching far back
to the rear.

It was past noon when the Twelfth moved up toward the upper bridge
to take its place in the division column, and in a few minutes it was, for the
first time, under the fire of the enemy. Itwas a sudden and savage intro-
duction, and forcibly indicative of the reception that awaited it upon the
other shore. The kind mists of the elements that had for many hours
screened the movements of our army having now dissolved into thin air,
the rebel artillerists seemed determined to make up for their lost time and
opened a rapid and concentrated fire upon all the troops within the range
of their guns.

The regiment, marching in column over the bluff near the Lacey house,
had just come into plain sight of the rebel batteries that lined the heights
on the opposite side of the river, when three shells, in quick succession,
came with hissing vengeance to warn and drive it back. The first one,
in exact range, but too elevated, passed harmlessly over; the second
buried itself in the bank just in front; but the third, with fatal accuracy,
struck and exploded in the rear of Company K, wounding six in that
company and two in Company B. Instantly Colonel Potter, with rare
presence of mind, gave the order, ¢ Right oblique, double quick, march.”
This brought the regiment out of range and under cover at the same
time, and never was an order more promptly obeyed or quicker executed,
although it is not claimed that when the men halted and fronted under
the bluff, that every file leader was covered by the same rear rank man
as when they last right-faced into column.

Yet the comparatively cool and steady manner of the men was most
commendable and satisfied their commander, that, if he was not leading
veteran regulars he had the material from which they could soon be made,
and upon which in the hour of coming trial he could safely rely.

The following officers and men were wounded: Lieut. Charles Marsh
and Everett Jenkins, of Company B; Lieut. William F. Dame, Samuel
S. Eaton, Benjamin Ellsworth, Cyrus J. Philbrick, Homer Eames, and
James E. Tibbetts, of Company K; the last two mortally, both dying a
few days afterward. Jenkins was also very severely wounded, lying at
the point of death for a long time, and leaving him a suffering cripple for
life ; and all the rest were permanently disabled.

Instead of crossing over the river that day, as was expected, the regi-
ment remained under the bluft until after dark, with the shells bursting
just above or in the bank beyond, showering it with mud and dirt. It then
marched back over the bluff about half a mile, and bivouacked in a
muddy cornfield which had been sufficiently thawed out by the mid-day’s
sun to offer a bed rather too soft to be comfortable. Some, who slept
regardless of their surroundings, awoke the next morning to find them-



42 History of the Twelfth Regiment

selves anchored fast to the frozen ground, their hair, in two or three
instances, being the main cable. With such a place for a bed, and a
_heavy sheet of frost for a covering, it required no great effort of mind and
memory to draw the sad contrast between that and the live-geese feathers
and woolen blankets of home. The contrast was so great, and the incli-
nation for the latter so strong, that a few unwisely concluded to then and
there rescind their contract with ¢ Uncle Sam,” and go where they could
find more comfortable quarters. It was, indeed, taking the day and night
together, a most disheartening start-out for comparatively raw recruits
from New England homes, unused to hardship or danger. Thinking it
but a foretaste of what was to come, it is not so strange that some, acting
on the impulse of the moment, and not seriously considering the far
reaching consequences, should, with fear and suffering to impel, so far
forget the obligations of honor and manhood as to yield to the craven
behests of self-comfort and safety. That they did, however, has doubtless
been the one great sorrow and regret of their lives. Some of them after-
ward apprehended received but slight punishment and served bravely and
faithfully to the end of the war.

The next morning another start was made for the river, but by a cir-
cuitous route through a ravine to avoid farther molestation from the rebel
shells, and to give the men a chance to warm themselves up with a cup
of hot coftee, where the smoke of their own fires would not draw upon
them the fire of the enemy. Heavy volleys of musketry are soon heard
across the river, and our heavy guns, still remaining on the Falmouth
side, thunder back defiance to the enemy’s batteries that flash along the
crest of Marye’s heights.  There is, also, a continuous roar and crash of
artillery on the left, where a part of Franklin’s forces, under Mead, are
engaged against Stuart and Iill in the attempt to turn the enemy’s right.
About 10 o’clock the sun burst through the thick fog that hung over the
city, and the Twelfth moved toward, and halted near the head of the
upper pontoon bridge.

Nearly two hours later, while the battle was raging in all its fury, the
regiment crossed the river into the city, and halting in one of the streets
close to and parallel with the river, awaited further orders.

It was while standing here in the mud and water, that the wounded
soldiers in ambulances and on stretchers were carried by, bleeding, groan-
ing, and dying as they passed, and the faces of some of the regiment
were nearly as pale as the poor sufferers, as they looked for the first time
upon the heart-sickening horrors of the battlefield. It was not a scene
to make new troops feel especially eager or impatient to mingle in the
deadly strife from which these wounded and mangled men had just been
brought, and into which the sober and silent lookers on expected in a few
moments to be led.

After waiting here in anxious suspense for nearly two hours, an
orderly, bare-headed and covered with mud and blood, comes dashing
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down the street, followed by screeching shells, and hands a paper to
Colonel Potter.

While the colonel is reading it, there is a ¢‘w-0-0-0-/-s-£” and a
« thud,” and the orderly’s horse lies dead beneath his rider.

¢« Attent-i-o-n,” is now the quick and stern command of the colonel, as
he vaults into his saddle ; but it is little needed, for business is too important
and pressing now to admit of any lack of vigilance on the part of officers
or men.

The regiment at once advanced on the double-quick up Amelia street to
Princess Anne street—the third one from the river, and about half way
through the city — where it filed off right and left, justin time to escape
a terrific volley from the rebel artillery that swept the street it had just
left, and which must have many times multiplied the casualties of the day
before, had not Colonel Potter concluded to give them the exclusive right
of way just as he did.

But the march up the street, although lasting but a few moments, was
by no means a quiet nor a safe one, several shot passing just over the
regiment or striking near by. One shell struck and exploded near the
head of the battalion, throwing the mud in all directions and bespattering
the colonel who calls out, ¢¢ Steady,” to his men, as he coolly takes off his
spectacles and wipes them with his handkerchief; another closely winds
Company F, and kills an artillery horse close behind ; while a third leaves
an officer mounted for an instant on a headless horse, as he was crossing
the street a few rods in advance. Most of the regiment filed in column
to the left upon reaching Anne street, but the shells and solid shot— some
of the latter in »/coc/ket order — came so thick and fast that two or three
of the rear companies cleared the street by the left flank, and thus nar-
rowly escaped the sweeping volley that would otherwise have torn through
their ranks.

Here the regiment remained under cover of the buildings— one of
which was a church, then occupied as a hospital, and the steeple of which
was used as a signal tower—until past 4 o’clock, or nearly dark, when
it again advanced, proceeding this time to the outside of the city, toward
the enemy, and deployed in line of battle on Prince Edward street, with
the right resting on Fauquier street, and nearly in front of the residence
of Col. Robert S. Chew, who was then in the rebel service, and after-
ward colonel of the Thirtieth Virginia Regiment. General Whipple’s
division was the only one of the Third Corps on this part of the battle-
field, the other two, Berney’s and Sickles’s, having been detached from
Hooker’s command to support Franklin, before crossing the river. In
fact, Hooker’s grand division, which had been intended as the ¢ Old
Guard” reserve to be kept intact, and held back for the finishing stroke,
was broken up into fragments and distributed over the field as early as
2 o’clock in the afternoon of the 13th, leaving him but the two small
divisions of Humphreys and Sykes, not to follow up a retreating foe and
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complete a great victory, but as the last desperate hope of a shattered
and defeated army.

No wonder that General Hooker remonstrated and re-remonstrated, but
all in vain, against the worse than needless sacrifice of those brave men,
who had thus far escaped the fiery ordeal of an assault. This noble effort
for mercy and humanity is one of the brightest rays that illuminates his
name.

The last desperate charge of the Union forces against the impassable
stone wall at the foot of the ridge, by General Humphrey’s division, had
not ended when the Twelfth took its position on Prince Edward street, as
above stated. Although the crash of musketry, seemingiy heavier than
before heard during the day, too plainly told of the dreadful carnage going
on but a short distance to the right and front, yet the men began to hope
that their good luck would last a little longer, as they gladly saw the
sun— now more like a ball of blood than of fire—go down behind that
fatal crest, whose name, henceforth, was to be as lasting as the history of
their country, for the safety and honor of which more than seven thousand
of her heroic defenders now lay dead or wounded on the plain below.

The thick smoke that huug over the field, mingling with the fast gather-
ing shades of night, soon shut off all view of friend or foe at the front, save
the flash of the enemy’s guns, as they still kept up their pitiless fire upon
Humphrey’s retreating forces, some of them ¢ retiring slowly and in
good order, singing and hurrahing.” *

General Whipple, it appears, had received orders early in the day, to
cross the river, send one brigade to report to General Wilcox, command-
ing the Ninth Corps, under Sumner, and with the remainder of his
division to guard the approaches to the city from the west, and protect the
right flank of Howard’s division, that was to attack in front. But such
had been the delay from various causes, but chiefly the stubborn resistance
of the enemy, that the Second Brigade and the Twelfth Regiment did not
get into position outside the city, as already noticed, until nearly dark.
To this delay, together with the further fact that the Third Corps had
been divided and subdivided until it was scattered among as many as seven
or eight different commands on the right, left, and centre, some of them
three or four miles apart, is probably due the fortunate escape of this part of
Whipple’s division, which had been detached from the corps before cross-
ing the river, and ordered to the support of the two or three separate
commands just mentioned.

The Second Brigade being the first to cross the river on the 13th, was
quite heavily engaged in support of the Ninth Corps, losing over one
hundred in killed and wounded, or nearly one eighth of its whole number
engaged, before the rest of the division had taken their positions upon
the field.

These positions, as assigned and occupied before dark, were as follows :
One Hundred and Twenty-second Pennsylvania Volunteers were deployed

* General Humphrey’s report.
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as skirmishers on the Fall Hill road, between the canals above the city
and upon the crest of the ridge upon which stands the Mary Washington
monument ; while two companies of the One Hundred and Twenty-fourth
New York Volunteers were advanced in front of the Kenmore mansion,
in support of which was the Twelfth New Hampshire. The remainder
of Piatt’s brigade — the Eighty-sixth New York and the other eight com-
panies of the One Hundred and Twenty-fourth New York — was held in
reserve, occupying the streets in the rear.

Of the batteries, four pieces were placed on the right near the upper
end of the city, to sweep the flats and bridges across the canal, and four
others just to the right of the Twelfth, to command the approaches from
the front. It should be mentioned here, that on the side of the street
toward the enemy there were no houses for a part of the distance occupied
by the regiment. When, therefore it deployed along this street, with the
flash and roar of the battle but a short distance in front, it was expected
that the next order would be to advance in line of battle to the relief of
the troops engaged. ‘I expected this time certain, that we were going
into action, but we filed into another street, while the shells, grape-shot,
and bullets whistled over our heads and about our ears almost every
moment we were marching up,” writes Lieutenant Furnal, referring to
the advance from Princess Anne to Prince Edward street.

Daylight of the next morning, which was Sunday, found the regiment
in plain view of the frowning batteries of the enemy, from which a morn-
ing-salute was momentarily expected. Its position was now as important
as it was critical, and it is not strange that the order that placed them
there directed that it be held at whatever cost until relief should come.

If the enemy should conclude to assume the offensive, as many expected
he would, his main point of attack was pretty sure to be at or near that
part of the line held by this part of Whipple’s division. And the reasons
were that by occupying the monument terrace, their artillery could be
most easily and effectively massed against it; and, if broken and carried,
it offered the best prospect of turning the Union right, and gaining
possession of the two upper pontoon bridges; thus cutting off the main
line of retreat, and driving .the whole army occupying the city, panic
stricken, into the river.

If, on the other hand, there should be another effort made to drive the
enemy from his intrenchments, as greatly feared by those troops whose
turn would come next, the Twelfth, now occupying the front line, had no
longer any reasonable ground for hope to escape, and its situation was,
therefore, critical as well as responsible.

But as the day wore on with no general attack from either side, and
but little skirmishing, it soon became evident that while General Burnside
did not care to renew the costly attempt of the day before, General Lee
was content, as well he might be, to remain on the defensive.

Thus watching and waiting, listening and fearing, with more of anxiety
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than devotion, that long Sabbath day numbered itself on the countless
record of the past, and darkness again was welcomed to lessen the
chances of wounding and death on the field of deadly conflict. The men
having slept on their arms one night and stood ready to grasp and use
them any moment through most of the day, concluded it would be more
home-like to sleep on feather beds and mattresses, than the cold muddy
streets or hard brick sidewalks; and so they brought them from the
houses, together with blankets and quilts that had not been so thoroughly
aired for a long time, and made for themselves more comfortable beds than
ever before or afterward enjoyed while sojourning in the land of Dixie.
While looking for something soft and warm for a bed other things were
found, good and healthy for supper, and the few remaining ‘“hard-tack”
were greatly improved by a liberal dip or spread of honey, apple-butter,
or peach preserves.

Some, wanting something substantial to go with the palatable, built up
fires and commenced the business, so generally imitated the next day, of
supplying the urgent demands of the stomach with a fresh bite of their
own cooking, and *‘flapjacks” and honey, washed down with ‘‘apple-
jack” and wine, was a rich and rare treat to many of the fortunate finders.

About midnight a sergeant from each company was called up to draw
one day’s rations; but before they could be brought up and distributed
there was a sharp and sudden discharge of musketry on the picket line,
nearly in front, which was almost instantly followed by the loud com-
mand of Colonel Marsh to ‘“fall in”; and startled and shivering men
from warm beds and pleasant dreams, were soon marching to support
the batteries covering that part of the field, where they were ordered to
lie down flat on their faces and remain silent. The night was cold and the
ground wet, and the sudden change from the dry and warm to the damp
and cold, chilled some of the less strong and robust to the very marrow of
their bones; and disease, suffering, and death, in some cases, was the
sad but swift result.

Thus is it true that evil more often than good comes to us in disguise,
and many a present blessing proves but a future curse.

And for the benefit of some of the tenderly nurtured and delicately
constitutioned young men who may read it, the somewhat impertinent, but
perhaps all the more effective, remark is here made, that this is not the
only instance where a soft feather bed has been an easy conveyauce to an
early grave.

Not knowing how long the regiment would remain where it was or
what would be the next call, the rations that had been drawn were
carried out by a sergeant and two men from each company, and given to
the men as they lay upon the ground.

The regiment remained in this position until it was light enough to see
any advance movement of the enemy, and then returned to the place it
so quickly left three or four hours before, when some of the men tried to
mend their broken naps before roll-call.
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The 15th was another day of ‘> masterly inactivity,” both armies
remaining 7» stelu quo, and all was comparatively quiet along the shores
of the Rappahannock.

But some of the boys, seeing no signs of an immediate renewal of hostili-
ties and getting a little more indulgence from their officers, than the day
before, in the way of leaving, a few minutes at a time, the line of their gun-
stacks, were naturally inclined to investigate a little further into the style
and practice of southern domiciles and domestics, especially the culinary
department which was the main object of their search.

Not much in the edible line save fruits, preserves, etc., was found ready
for the table; but the material was not lacking, and ¢ corn pone,” biscuit,
doughnuts, and fritters, with fried ham and eggs, pork steak, and
chicken stew, were among the many dishes on the bill of fare at some of
the free lunch houses in the city.

It was a rare opportunity for hungry soldiers, and was so well
improved that the waist-belts of many of the self-invited guests to the
rich feast had to be let out an inch or two to give full play to the respira-
tory organs.

There was also the sound of song and music to enliven the feast,
although in many cases there was more sound than symphony, and
““Yankee Doodle,” << Old John Brown,” ¢t Red White and Blue,” ¢ Rally
Round the Flag,” “ When Johnny Goes Marching Home,” and many
other amusing and patriotic songs were sung with violin and piano
accompaniment; while others equally as fond of music, but less able to
produce it at their fingers’ ends, would undertake to interpret the ¢ Devil’s
Dream” by the spirit-prompted taps and raps of the toe and heel.

Some of the houses were filled with costly furniture and rare collec-
tions of nature and art to interest and adorn, the families having only
time to gather up some of the most valuable before vacating.

It would be as foolish as it is false to deny, that from such houses as
well as others, many a bric-a-brac specimen was taken as a keepsake
reminder of the city of Fredericksburg, and that some of these may be
found, safely kept in northern homes to-day.

That articles of little or no intrinsic value should be thus appropriated,
and free use made of all articles of food, was no more than, under the
circumstances, could have been expected; but there were doubtless many
other things of more value and importance taken or destroyed for which
the author regrettingly acknowledges no justification or excuse, unless it
may be said in extenuation of the wrong that the wealthy and educated
citizens of the South included nearly all the political leaders that were
looked upon by the northern soldiers as the treasonable instigators of the
terrible war that had been forced upon the country, and that their
property, if not their lives, was rightfully beneath the hand of the avenger.
In addition to this was the fact, patent and palpable, that to carry out
their own purpose of destroying the Government they did not hesitate to

.
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destroy their own property, as they had already done to a great extent
throughout the city, which was likely to be swept again with shot and
shell, if not by the flames, before the battle was over.

As it was, there were comparatively few houses in the city that had
not been struck one or more times by shot from the Union or Confederate
cannon — by the former when trained upon the city to drive out the
rebel sharpshooters on the 11th, and by the latter in trying to kill and
demoralize the Federal forces after they had taken possession of the
city.

Some had been torn and shattered by the artillery, until little more or
better than standing wrecks in the midst of waste and ruin. Several had
been set on fire, and but for the timely efforts of the Federal soldiers the
whole city would quickly have been reduced to ashes. So, rightly con-
sidered, the inhabitants of the city had quite as much for which to thank
as curse the Yankee troops, since a home invaded is better than a home
destroyed. ‘

Just before dark, while the men were preparing for another sidewalk
bivouac and speculating upon the probability of passing a night as
undisturbed as the day, the regiment received orders to move ; and reluc-
tantly exchanging a supper of buckwheat fritters for the stern reality and
hard experience of war, marched out again to the support of a battery
near the canal.

Here it remained until about g o’clock, when a startling volley of
musketry, a little to the left, breaks the stillness of the night, and imme-
diately there is a commotion strange and unexpected in the city. For
some reason not easily explained — unless because suddenly awakened
and frightened by the volley — the dogs commenced to bark and howl,
filling the air with every note in the canine gamut, from the sharp, shrill
snap of the stub-nosed pug to the deep-toned, doleful howl of the relentless
bloodhound, until it seemed that every dog in the city, as well as many
of the hogs and cows that joined in the chorus, had determined upon a
midnight attack in the rear.

Concerning this loud outbreak of the brute creation Corporal Musgrove
wrote as follows: ¢ The dogs in the city set up the most hideous howling,
the cows and even the pigs joining in the chorus. It seemed as if all
the hosts of hell were let loose in the city.”

Soon after this uproar of dismal and mournful sounds had subsided, the
battery was relieved, and the regiment moved a little further into the open
field and took position between Piatt’s and Carroll’s brigades near the
canal.

Here the men rolled themselves in their blankets as they lay upon the
ground, the wind blowing so hard that it was difficult to keep covered, and
some, unable longer to keep watchful eyes, soon fell asleep, —

¢¢ Lulled by the night wind, and pillowed on the ground.”
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At 2.30 A. M., Colonel Potter received orders to occupy the ground
between the reservoir and the Kenmore house, and to establish pickets
from that house to unite with the pickets of Carroll's brigade. For this
purpose Companies F and C were detached to hold that position, while
the remainder of the regiment marched back into the city and formed a
line on Princess Anne street, in front of General Whipple’s headquarters
and near the same place it occupied on the afternoon of Saturday.

Colonel Marsh was sent out to establish the line of the two companies,
and by his orders twelve men in charge of Sergeant Randolph, of Com-
pany C, were advanced and deployed as a vedette line about fifty paces in
front. Scarcely was this done when the moon, which was just coming
up, as if unwilling to disclose their position to the enemy, covered herself
with dark clouds, and soon the rain poured down in torrents, washing the
earth from under the men as they lay still and watchful upon their faces
on the hillside.

The situation of the Federal army was now becoming every hour more
critical. To advance was impossible ; to remain where it was much longer,
defied fate and invited ruin; and to retreat was extremely hazardous.

It is no longer a secret that General Burnside, upon the disastrous
failure of the 13th; became furiously impetuous and determined to renew
the attack the next day, regardless of the chances, if he had to lead the
assault himself. And it is said that General Lee at a council of war on
the night of the 15th, was advised by General Jackson to ‘‘drive the
Yankees into the river.” Lucky indeed for the Union army and cause,
that the one did, and the other did not listen to his advisers.

At 5 o’clock the regiment left its position in the city and retreated across
the river.

But Companies F and C, where were they? Alas! they had been left
without notice or warning of their danger, and were still in the face of
the enemy, anxiously intent to discover any movement in their front, while
all unconscious of the movements, more important to them, that were
silently going on in their rear.

But though left, they were not forgotten by Colonel Marsh, who asked
permission of General Whipple to go back and take them off, but was
refused for fear the attempt at so late an hour would hazard the safety of
all the troops not yet across the river. Later, when most of the forces
had crossed safely over, the request was renewed, but was again refused,
as it was then almost daylight, and could only result, as was feared, in
bringing a storm of iron hail upon the pontoon bridges and the regiments
still within reach of the enemy’s guns. Beside, the colonel was told by
General Whipple, that his orders were strict to see that no field or staff
officer of his command was left to be captured by the enemy, as the
colonel would surely be if he made the attempt. But Colonel Marsh was
not the man to let possible contingencies deter him from what he consid-

4
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ered a present duty, or to excuse himself therefrom by pleading a major-
general’s approval or disapproval.

His resolution was fixed, but before he could act he must obey the direct
command of his superior to cross the river with his regiment.

No sooner were his horse’s feet on the opposite shore,—to gain which he
was so impatient as to order an army blacksmith’s wagon that impeded the
regiment’s progress to be thrown into the river, against the angry protests
of the driver, who threatened to report him to General Hooker, — than he
turned his head toward the city, and waiting only long enough to reply to
Colonel Potter’s remonstrance, ¢ 1 posted the men there, and I shall take
them off or be taken with them,” he put spurs to his horse and dashed
back across the river, ordering the men who had already commenced to
take up the bridge to desist until he could bring down the troops that had
been left.

Riding out as far as he dared, without attracting the attention of the rebel
pickets, for it was now daylight, he dismounted, and hitching his horse,
hurried forward on foot until near enough to whisper his orders to Captain
Langley, of Company F, to notify Lieutenant Smith, in command of Com-
pany C, and all followed him as quickly and quietly as possible to the river.
It was now a race instead of a march, until the Rappahannock was once
more between them and the foe from whom they had so narrowly escaped.
But in the unexpected call and hurry to obey, the vedettes had been for-
gotten, and but for sheer good luck would have been captured. One of
the men as he lay on the ground thought he heard some movement of men
behind them, and reported the same to Sergeant Randolph, who sent back
Corporal Osgood to the reserve to ascertain and report the cause. Day-
light was already dispelling the darkness, and it took the corporal but a
few minutes to discover that their reserve had left, and that a battery near
by had also gone. Sergeant Randolph, who had served in the English
army, was too good a soldier not to understand the full meaning of this,
and lost no time in taking his squad, ¢ single file, trail arms, double-
quick,” to the river, just in time to cross before the bridge was taken up,
section after section being swung into the stream close behind them.

The eight companies that first crossed had marched some distance
toward their old camping-ground before Sergeant Randolph and his men
had left their posts in front of the enemy. And when they, with the two
companies left behind, came in, led by their valiant rescuer, cheer after
cheer rent the air for Colonels Potter and Marsh — for the former, because
it was believed he had saved the regiment from useless slaughter, and for
the latter, because it was already known, that he had saved two companies
from certain capture. Sergeant Randolph also came in for his share of
praise for his good judgment and prompt action in saving his men on the
extreme outposts.

This was the first manifestation by the regiment of good will for Colonel
Potter. Before this, for want of mutual appreciation, there had been but
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little sympathy between him and his men. But the bond of heart-welding
union then formed has never been broken.

After five days of severe exposure, and at this time of general good
luck and good feeling, the colonel thought it a proper occasion for the
commissary to roll out a barrel of whiskey, which was accordingly done,
and dealt out to the men by the gill; many getting a double portion by
drawing the rations of those who were temperance men in the army as
well as out.  But drenched to the skin as they were, and still raining,
perhaps the men who refused their rations were more ultra and less
reasonable than those who drank them.

Thus ends the history of the Twelfth at Fredericksburg.



CHAPTER IV.

Tur Mup MarcH AND WINTER AT FarLmouTh.

Upon returning to their old quarters it became known to the officers
and men, for the first time, that a serious joke or an egregious blunder
had been played or made by someone in their absence, as the bitter com-
plaints of the sick who had been left behind as camp guard, fully attested.

It seems that on the second day after the regiment had left, an oflicer
rode into camp, and told them that the orders were, that every man who
could possibly walk and carry a gun should report to his regiment at
Fredericksburg at once.

This, as can easily be imagined, created quite a commotion among the
invalid home-guard, some of whom were doubtless stouter in body than
at heart; and most of those who could, packed up and started, not, how-
ever, without many vehement protests and not a little grumbling from those
who, being the best able to go, had the least reason to complain.

After marching as fast as they could — half of them nearly falling out
by the way—the few that reached the river opposite Fredericksburg
were a sick and sickly looking squad indeed.

No sooner were their presence and condition made known, than they
were ordered back to their camp quarters again.

There was much indignation felt and expressed by the officers, and
especially Dr. Fowler, at so cruel and unwarrantable an order; but no
one seemed to know who authorized or who brought it. It not only
unnecessarily harassed and exposed the sick, but left the camp and all
there was left therein almost entirely unprotected. A court of inquiry
was talked about among the officers, but nothing was ever done about it.

General Burnside had tried and failed, but the Army of the Potomac,
though sadly diminished in numbers and wanting in esprit de corps, was
still intact and strong enough to oppose any aggressive movement of the
enemy.

The great question now asked in and out of the armies, both North
and South, and that which especially troubled the minds of our chief
directors at Washington was, ¢ What next?”

The loyal North, still trustful of its ever true and loyal army upon which
the Government now solely depended for a name and place among the
nations of the earth, readily, though almost tremblingly, responded,
“Try agarn”; and the brave and unconquerable heroes of that army,
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whose names should be as imperishable as their deeds, answered back,
“We are rcady, but give us a leader.”

But those belonging to the anti-war faction of the loyal States, who
loved peace so well as to be willing to accept it at the price of their
country’s dishonor and ruin, said the next thing to come would be what
they had confidently predicted from the first, ¢ Foreign intervention and
a recognition of the Southern Confederacy”; that the ‘¢abolition war”
must soon stop, or blood would surely flow in the streets of our northern
cities.

To all this the great Head of the Nation, and commander-in-chief of its
armies and navy, patiently listened, determined not to act, even in the
direction of the popular demand, without the most careful and thorough
investigation as to who was responsible for the uncompensated loss of life
at Fredericksburg.

From this to the end of the year nothing of importance occurred in the
army or of interest to the regiment, except a visit of Hon. John P. Hale
who was gladly received in the camps of all the New Hampshire regi-
ments, and honored by reviews of most, or all of the division commands
in which these regiments were found.

One could not help thinking of the time when he stood alone in the
national senate chamber in his valiant fight for ‘¢ free men and free soil,”
nor wondering at the mighty change in the public mind that a few short
years had wrought.

Then, not only the Senate, but the House of Representatives, the execu-
tive patronage and power, the Supreme Court, and, greater than all, —
and therefore here emphasized and personified, — public opinion were
strongly and unitedly against him; now, all the other way, and the posi-
tion that he then manfully took and bravely maintained single handed
and alone, regardless of threats, obloquy, and ridicule, had not only the
approval of every branch of the Government but was being defended by
more than a quarter of a million men in the field.

January 1, 1863, those present for duty in the regiment appeared on
dress-parade in dark blue dress coats, worn for the first time, and sky
blue pants drawn from the quartermaster but a few days before.

They looked very much in color, though sadly wanting in number, as
when they first donned their uniforms at Camp Belknap.

Colonel Marsh after the parade exercises made a short speech to the
men, alluding to their fine appearance in their new clothes and good
deportment, and ended by wishing them all a Zeppy New 2ear. The
chaplain then offered up a fervent prayer for their lives, their homes, and
their country.

Thus pleasantly, if not auspiciously, commenced the new year that
before its end was to bring so much suffering and sorrow to many brave
hearts and loyal homes.

From this until the 20th the weather was quite warm and pleasant, and
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General Burnside, determined to retrieve himself if possible, was making
the days and hours busy with drills, inspections, and reviews, prepara-
tory to another advance, which, as if the very fates were against him,
was destined to be equally as ineftectual, though not as disastrous as the
other.

On the 16th came marching orders.

The regiment was to move ‘ to-morrow at daylight with three days’
rations and sixty rounds of cartridges.” The 17th this order was
countermanded, and another given to march at 10 o’clock the next day.

This order was also countermanded before the hour of its execution,
but later in the day came new orders, positive and emphatic, to march at
the hour of 2 p. M.

- No more fooling now,” said the boys, ‘for you can always safely
bet on the third time, even from ¢Old Burned-Side.”” DBut new rulers
break old rules, and so the old *“third time” rule was broken that same
day by another countermand!

At last on the 20th, after three or four days of strange delay in drill-
ing his army to get ready before it started, General Burnside gave
the fourth and final order to march, which this time was allowed to
stand, so far at least as the Twelfth Regiment was concerned, until it had
marched about half a mile, when a halt was called and continued
through the whole afternoon and evening, and then —it marched back to
camp again. If the reader could use his ears instead of his eyes and
listen to what was then said by the soldiers he would soon learn the rank
and file dialect of ‘“the army in Flanders,” and wonder how the Govern-
ment could be so indifferent to the spiritual welfare of the army. as to
allow but one chaplain to a regiment. He would also, if not too piously
inclined, be greatly amused at the wit and sarcasm that the quick-
tongued talkers would manage to sprinkle in between their impious
expletives.

«« Well, Bill, what in does this mean?”

““Meant it’s mean enough, God knows, in oze sense, but it’s too
simple to mean anything like common sense.”

¢“I can tell you what it means, Dick; it means that ¢ Old Burned-Side’
forgot to countermand his last order to march, this morning. I was afraid
he was making a fool of himself, by starting before he got ready,
all the time.”

¢ He’s waiting now for his pontoons, I guess,” chimed in the fourth,
minus the oath.

I should think from the present outlook (already raining) he’d better
order mud-scows,” replies the fifth, with more of prophecy than was then
suspected.

¢ Oh, say, boys! can you tell me why this army is like a young frog?”

This conundrum comes from a new speaker, who had evidently been
thinking while the rest were talking, for all things original are born of
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thought, and is followed by several answers from as many comrades:
«« Because it is always out when it rains.” ¢ Because it is always found in
a mud-puddle.”

«We'll give it up, Artemus; why is itr”

¢ Because it’s got a little head for so long a tail.”

¢ Pretty good, my boy ; hit him again.”

And then there is a general laugh, followed by continued banter and
debate, until the sweet-briars and laurel-roots are all emptied, and
there comes the usual ‘‘tip-tap” reminder that silence and sleep is the
order of the hour.

There was also much discussion among the men whether there would
be another start, or attempt to start, on the morrow. And upon this ques-
tion there was about an equal division, many reasons being given pro
and con.

But at noon the next day, when it was quite unanimously agreed that
there would be no further attempt to move for two or three days at least,
the rain having poured down incessantly since the evening before, orders
were again issued to march.

Amid a storm of curses, from officers and men, they reluctantly make
ready again to meet the more pitiless storm of the elements raging
outside.

After three or four miles of wearisome mud-punching, there is a spread
of shelter-tents in the woods, beneath which seventy thousand men seek
scanty protection from the cold, sleet, and rain of such a night as can only
be fully realized by those who experienced it.

The next day comes and goes, but the Army of the Potomac moves not,
for itis stuck fast in the mud. Never perhaps was a great army in a more
helpless condition; and had not the same cause that made it so also pre-
vented the enemy from moving, it could have been destroyed or captured
like a fly in a spider’s web. ,

The pontoon wagons, and the artillery that was to support the building
of the bridges and passage of the troops, had nearly reached the river
and were in plain sight of the rebel pickets, who jeered and joked with
the advance of the unfortunate and dispirited army.

They would shout and laugh, and derisively ask: ¢ Where did you
start for this time, Yanks?” ¢ Don’t you want us to come over and help
you pull your pontoons and guns out of the mud?”

The army having stopped, the rain stopped at last itself; and on the
afternoon of the 23d the welcome sun made its appearance and lighted up
a scene more easily imagined than described.

The ground, with its clay subsoil, was little better than a mire bed for
man or beast. But while the former could manage most of the time to
keep head and body above the surface, the latter, many of them attached
to artillery or pontoon wagons, were literally buried up in the mud.

Here and there a pair of mule’s ears might be seen sticking up, which
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served to indicate their condition as well as locate their position. Eight
or ten pairs of these animals might be seen hitched to one army wagon,
the result of which would be to draw some of the hind mules in more
than the wagon was drawn out. While the artillery horses, with double-
hitch to each piece, would struggle and flounder along until they could
hardly be extricated, after being detached from their loads. Many of the
heavier guns had to be abandoned and left as they were, resting in the
mud, with wheels buried beneath them, until they were dug out with picks
and spades after the ground had dried sufficiently to haul them back to
camp.

After one or two days’ work building corduroy roads, in which the
Twelfth bore a part, and a much needed reinforcement of a barrel of
<« Commissary,” the army, all that had the strength to do so, returned to
its old quarters.

And here, after four or five days spent in marching and countermarch-
ing as many miles, was the end of what will be known in history as
Burnside’s ¢ mud march.”

Although as humiliating as it was aggravating, bringing upon him the
ridicule of both armies, it was probably well for the Union commander,
and the cause for which he so long and ardently labored, and to which no
heart was truer, though he sometimes doubtless erred, that the elements
seemed to conspire against him. For another attack upon the enemy,
with many of his generals opposed to him and his plans, and a growing
want of confidence among the soldiers, must have resulted in another
defeat, more disastrous perhaps than that of Fredericksburg.

On the 25th of January, by order of the President, General Burnside
was relieved of his command of the Army of the Potomac, and Gen.
Joseph Hooker appointed in his place ; and the day following the latter
assumed command, and issued an order announcing the welcome news to
the disheartened thousands of the army, who listened and heard with
joyful approval.

At this time the morale of the army was at ebb tide, and lower than
ever before or afterward.

Everything was bad and rapidly growing worse, from Headquarters to
the private on his ¢ beat.” The slaughter at Fredericksburg, followed
by the ¢“ mud march,” had so demoralized the soldiers that they had lost
all confidence in their leader, if not in themselves; and an army without
a respected head is but little better than a mob.

Nothing seemed to be looked after as it should have been, but every-
thing was left to care for itself and drift undirected, except as here and
there, generals of divisions and brigades would try to bring order out of
chaos in their respective commands.

But worse than all was the miserable and shameful condition of the
medical and sanitary department of the army.

Thousands died in the hospitals — many in their quarters where they
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were allowed to remain, with only such aid and attention as their com-
rades could give, until death released them —in want of proper care and
necessary food and medicines, for the lack of which there was no reason
or excuse whatever.

Such a condition of things could not, of course, last long, and have any
army left. Already had the work of disintegration commenced, and was
making rapid progress, as well from active but dishonorable, as from
passive and honorable means of diminution.

Desertions, encouraged and aided by letters and citizens’ clothing from
relatives or acquaintances at home., were becoming every day more
numerous — as many as three hundred, as stated upon good authority,
being marked ‘¢ absent without leave ” in a single day.

At the same time, as already referred to, the list of mortality, considering
the season and locality, was almost startling to contemplate.

One morning, seven of the Twelfth lay dead outside of the regimental
hospital, and another died therein an hour or two later, before the others
were buried, making eight, or almost one for every hour, that had been
““mustered out” during the night, and whose cold and motionless forms
awaited the parting salute by their sad and sorrowing comrades who had
reason to be thankful that they were still among the living, and with
strength enough left to bury their own dead.

Because so many who had started home on furloughs decided not to
stop until they got to Canada the granting of furloughs was cut off
entirely, so that no matter how urgent the necessity it was useless to
apply for one.

Yet the deserter, when apprehended, was punished as for some minor
offence, or not at all; and thus was sorrowfully exemplified the truth of
the saying that ‘“mercy to the guilty is injustice to the innocent.”

Had the first soldier who, without palliation or excuse, deserted the
flag of his country, been shot, as he ought to have been, and all others
who dared to follow his example been served in the same way, how great
would have been the beneficial effect upon the army, and how many
noble and useful lives might have been saved.

If the reader could but realize what the sick and suffering soldier then
so keenly felt, and not only the sick but others who knew that those,
dearer to them than their own lives, were lying on beds of languishing
and death without being allowed the privilege of administering to their
comfort or of ever receiving their last farewell, then would this page be
wet with many a tear.

Some died in camp or hospital of little or nothing more than home-
sickness.  Yet let no one accuse them of want of courage, for had
they lived they might have shown no want of it on the field of battle.

** Hope deferred makes the heart sick,” but hope abandoned is an open
grave.

And when, after long waiting the chance to return for a few days to
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the dearest spot on earth to them, there came, instead of the leave of
absence so ardently desired and so anxiously looked for, an order that no
more furloughs would be granted, it froze up the blood valves of the
heart; and the often heard roll of the muflled drum told how many were
being thus needlessly sacrificed.

Some, stung to madness at the thought of home and the sick and dying
loved ones there, heedless of every risk and consequence, answered not
at the morning roll-call because already on their way without leave to
that home in obedience, as they felt, to a Higher Power.

For those who performed their mission of love and affection and
immediately returned, it was well; but others who had not the moral
courage to return and abide the result were obliged to keep hidden and
disguised or go out of the country until allowed to return, as most of
them did under President Lincoln’s proclamation of pardon for all
deserters who would return to their commands within a certain time.

But those dark and never-to-be-forgotten days of the Government and
army passed slowly and sadly away, and soon after General Hooker
became commander-in-chief hope revived, confidence was restored, and
the long cold

— ««Winter of our discontent
Made glorious summer by this son of York.”

From the commissary came less whiskey for the officers, and better
rations, including vegetables, for the men. Hospitals were renovated,
new ones built, drunken surgeons discharged, sanitary supplies furnished,
and the sick no longer left to suffer and die without proper care and
attention.

Officers and men who from incompetence or disability could be of no
further use to the service, were allowed to resign or were discharged,
and those who were playing sick in hospitals were sent to their regiments
for duty. A limited number of furloughs were also granted to the sick
and deserving.

In a word, a new order of things was established, and new life infused
into every department of the army. The cavalry, hitherto only such in
name, was reorganized, and made one of the most effective arms of the
service.

With a commander thus prompt and efficient, it is not strange that the
Army of the Potomac quickly had a potential existence once more, and
was soon ready for the field again.

During the interim between the ¢“mud march” and active field opera-
tions under General Hooker, a period of little more than three months,
but little of importance to the Twelfth occurred, and its history for that
time will be correspondingly brief.

Every two weeks the regiment went out from three to five miles on
picket, remaining out as many days. ‘
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The varied and sometimes severe experiences of picket duty on the
Rappahannock during the winter of 1862—3 would fill a small volume of
interesting reading by itself; but anything like a full history of the
experiences of any one regiment would necessarily demand too large a
share of the total quantity to allow the author to attempt it here. One or
two incidents, however, will be written hereafter.

When winter quarters were first established at Falmouth there seemed
no lack of the necessary material to build and warm them, for it was in
the midst of a vast forest of cedar and pine. DBut before spring the men
wished they had been more sparing at first, being obliged to ‘“tote” their
wood a long way, or cut up the stumps and roots — some of the ground
was cut over two or three times — that were left nearer camp.

In February, at date given, General Whipple, commanding the divis-
ion, issued the following order :

Hp. Qrs. 3p Div. 3p A. C.
Camr Near FaimourH, Va., Feb. 19, 1363.
General Orders, No. 17:
The following organization of Brigades is hereby announced, to continue in
force until further orders :
15t Brigade.

86 Regt. N. Y. Vols.

122 ¢ Penn. ¢

n@d, O N W, O

84 ¢« Penn. «

2d Brigade.
1st Regt. U. S. Sharpshooters.
2d 13 [T 13
1170 ¢ Penn. Vols.
1z ¢ N. H. “

The ranking officers in cach brigade will assume command thereof.
By Con’d of

Bric. GEn. WuIPPLE.
(Signed) Henry R. Darrton, 4. 4. G.

Before the battle of Chancellorsville the division was reorganized —
the two battalions of United States Sharpshooters forming a third brigade,
and the Eighty-fourth Pennsylvania Regiment being changed from the
First to the Second Brigade.

The Twelfth until now had never been regularly brigaded, but had
continued to be an independent command— a brigade by itself —and
subject to no orders from any single-starred general unless acting as
major-general commanding the division, as General Whipple — an old
regular army officer and friend of Colonel Potter — was at this time.

Because of this fortunate fact being taken advantage of by Colonel
Potter, the regiment was probably saved from useless sacrifice at Freder-
icksburg.
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One of the brigade commanders who had been ordered to assault the
enemy's works requested, more as a command than an invitation, that
Colonel Potter join him with his ¢- New Hampshire Mountaineers.”

The colonel, looking sternly through his glasses, replied : **I take my
orders from General Whipple, sir; and I don’t propose to needlessly
sacrifice my men while I have the power to avoid it.”

This sensible reply, indicative of the true soldier, was overheard by
some of his men, and by repetition from one to another, it soon came to be
understood and believed that Colonel Potter had actually been ordered
forward by proper authority and refused to go. And there are some who
believe it even to this day.

The, tide having turned in the colonel’s favor, as referred to in the
preceding chapter, it rose higher and higher until the little brooklet
became a river, and lip praise around the camp changed, as will be seen,
into something more tangible and lasting.

But the men and officers having learned to like Colonel Potter, be-
gun to question among themselves whether they had not done great
injustice to Governor Berry by their manifestations of ill feeling and
disrespect, for appointing him ; and as serious reflection is the first step
toward sincere repentance, the result was that a very respectiul letter,
signed by all the line officers, was sent to the Governor, ¢ earnestly and
cordially” inviting him to visit the regiment at his ¢ earliest possible
convenience.”

In reply to this letter was received the following noble and patriotic
response :

Concorp, March 20, 1863.
1o the Line and Stagl Officers of the 12th Regt. N. H. Volunteers:

GENTLEMEN, — I have the honor to acknowledge the receipt of your very
interesting communication of the rzth inst. with the gratifying invitation to visit
your Regt.

I can assure you that were it in my power consistently to comply with that
invitation it would give me great pleasure; and if I can arrange my business to
enable me to do so, I will visit you at the earliest possible opportunity. In view
of all the circumstances connected with the raising and organizing of your Regi-
ment, your hardships, sufferings, and privations since you left your homes, with
all their associations, and your native State, in all of which I have been anxiously
interested and have deeply sympathized with you in all your movements and his-
tory, all which strengthen my anxiety to meet you.

I have mourned the loss of those noble men who have fallen from your ranks
by death, as if they were ¢“bone of my bone and flesh of my flesh.”

Their lives have been offered a sacrifice on the altar of their country, for the
rights and liberties of men. History will record their names, and their sacrifices
are never to be forgotten. You, gentlemen, with the men of your noble regi-
ment, and the many thousands engaged with you, are bravely trying to put down
the most wicked and powerful rebellion ever known in the history of the world;
and that to destroy the best government ever instituted by any nation on earth.
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I am aware that in the performance of your duties, as privates and soldiers, you
must suffer the hardships of the camp and breast the perils of the battlefield.
But be of good cheer, ¢t endure hardness as good soldiers,” and I have no doubt
that victory ere long will crown your efforts; our nation will be redeemed; the
rebellion will be crushed ; and union, peace, and prosperity again bless our now
distracted and bleeding country.

You are now writing history for generations yet unborn, who will rise up to
call you blessed.

A united North, with a vigorous prosecution of the war, would very soon end
the strife. But a divided North with rebel sympathizers in our midst will protract
the struggle and add to the sacrifice of life. But I most devotedly believe a
glorious future awaits the end of the war, and eternal disgrace and infamy awaits
those dastardly rebel sympathizers and deserters of their country’s flag in this her
hour of peril and need.

Could the sun of my life go back twenty-five years, I would be in your ranks to
aid you in the great struggle. But the sands of my life are too far run to aid you
with my physical energy. My heart and sympathy are with you; and my con-
stant prayer to Almighty God is for your health and prosperity and salvation
through the war, and your eternal salvation in that better land where war is known
no more.

With my kind regards for all the officers and soldiers of your regiment, I am,

gentlemen, with great respect,
Your obedient servant,
N. S. BErrvy.

To Capt. Thomas E. Barker and other officers of the Twelfth New Hampshire
Volunteers, at Camp Falmouth, Va.

Eight days later, Governor Berry was a welcome guest in the camp of
the T'welfth ; and his reception must have been in pleasing contrast to
those given him at Concord and Jersey City a few months before.

Lieutenant Durgin, whose tongue was always as ready and as keen
as his sword, welcomed him with a short speech, quickly seconded by
three hearty cheers by the men, who were now as ready to grasp the
Governor's hand, as most of them did, as they once were to curse him, as
many of them had.

During his visit he was invited by General Whipple to a review of his
division, and the regiment appearing on that occasion in new hats and
pants and white leggins, made a splendid appearance and were highly
complimented by Generals Whipple and Bowman ; the latter remarking
that it was the finest looking regiment he ever saw. After the review
was over, both of these generals and many of their staft officers, visited
the camp of the Twelfth, and General Bowman delivered a very finely
written address, eulogistic of the regiment, the State of New Hampshire
and its honored and patriotic Governor, to which Governor Berry responded
for the State, and Lieutenant Durgin for the regiment.

It is to be regretted that General Bowman’s address was not procured
and kept for the use that might now be made of it in this connection.
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But the visit of the venerable War Governor of the Granite State —who
is still living, though nearly five score years of age, in comparatively
good health and strength of body and mind — was but the precursor of
another visit to the army, a few days later, of one as warmly welcomed
by General IHooker and the whole army, as he had been by Colonel
Potter and the regiment — ABrRAHAM LINCOLN.

April 6th there was, about a mile from camp, a grand review by the
President, of all the cavalry. There were from fifteen to twenty thousand
horsemen and six or seven batteries, and the tramp of the horses through
the mud sounded something like the sound of a distant waterfall. It was
a splendid sight to see; but most noticeable of all was the tall form of the
commander-in-chief of the army riding on the right of General Hooker,
with little ¢« T'ad ” by his side.

The day following, the President, with General Hooker and a company
of lancers for a body guard, rode through the different encampments.
As he passed through the parade-ground of the Twelfth, already formed
in line to receive him, it presented arms, and the salute was acknowledged
and returned by the raising of his hat and a bow, while a half smile
lighted up his sad and care-worn countenance.

In a complimentary order issued by General Hooker to the army by
direction of the President, the Twelfth New Hampshire, the One Hundred
and Twenty-fourth New York, and the United States Sharpshooters were
mentioned as ‘“ deserving special praise for the clean and orderly condi-
tion of their camps, and the soldierly appearance and conduct of the
men.”

On the third day of his visit there was a grand review of the whole
Army of the Potomac, excepting the cavalry, lasting nearly all day. It
took place on a large plain in sight of Fredericksburg, and was said to have
caused quite an excitement in that city. Although each battalion marched
in close order by division, at half distance, it was more than three hours
before the rear one had passed the reviewing stand.

It was at this review, as now remembered, that a movement unexpected
and out of the regular order occurred. At the firing of the artillery
salute the horses and mules hitched to some of the baggage-wagons
became frightened and ran away, smashing and clashing into each other,
in spite of every effort of their drivers to hold or control them. Many of
the men and horses were more or less seriously injured, and among them
Levi Whitney, of Company G, who had his leg broken.

About this time Colonel Potter was made the happy recipient of a
splendid horse, presented to him by the line oflicers as a useful token of
their love and respect.

But the men of the musket were not to be outdone by a few shoulder-
straps; and so each orderly sergeant held secret conference with his
company, and soon the amount of $253 was raised to buy a saddle and
bridle for the new horse, and Sergeant Seavey, of Company K, was


http://www.pdbooks.net/

New Hampshire Volunteers. 63

selected to go to Washington and procure it. To get a furlough, even
for three days, when the army was just ready to move was next to
impossible. But the sergeant, bound to receive no denial unless from the
lips of General Hooker himself, quickly presented himself before that
officer, who, after hearing his case, decided in his favor. His instructions
were to buy a saddle worth not less than $200; but such a one could not
be found in the city, nor anything a quarter as good as he wanted.

Disappointed but not discouraged, he at last found a saddler who
engaged for the sum of $200 to make him a saddle worth the money,
although he only had two days and one night in which to have it ready.

With one more hard struggle, which nearly ended in a fight, he suc-
ceeded in getting on board the boat with his saddle and bridle and a score
of other things that the boys had sent for— among which was a bass
drum for the drum corps, and a tenor drum for Walter Libbey, to replace
the one that the boys had long joked him about throwing away when
the shells struck the regiment at Fredericksburg — and before light the
next morning he was back to camp, ready to deliver and report. That
evening, just after dress parade, there was a large gathering around the
colonel’s quarters, and so well had the secret been kept that the other
officers were as much taken by surprise as the colonel when Sergeant
Dinsmore, of Company E, ‘“in behalf of the rank and jfile of the regi-
ment,” presented him with a saddle and bridle which cost nearly as much
as the horse they were bought to adorn.

The colonel was much affected, and when called upon for a speech
could only say, with tears in his eyes, ‘“ You know I can’t talk, boys,
but from the bottom of my heart I thank you.” The horse was now led
out, all bridled and saddled, and the colonel was lifted into his seat, and
requested to show himself. As the horse, thus richly caparisoned, proudly
bore his grateful rider up and down the parade-ground, his bright silver
trimmings reflecting the rays of the setting sun as he pranced at the loud
cheers of the men, it was a picture which, could it have a lifelike repro-
duction now, the survivors of that hour would go a long way to see.

Sunday, April 26, the members of the Twelfth present had the pleasure
of listening to an eloquent discourse by Elder John Chamberlain, from
New Hampshire, his text being the first verse of the eighteenth chapter of
Matthew. He had a voice of remarkable clearness and power, and was
gifted as a singer as well as an orator. He was the author of the cele-
brated ¢ Railroad Hymn,” which he sang on this occasion with fine effect.

But camp life was near its end, for Hooker was making ready for a
move, and there was soon to be a different kind of music in the air.
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CHAPTER V.

CHANCELLORSVILLE.

Of this great battle it may be truthfully asserted, that, notwithstanding
all that has been said and written, it still remains a mystery.

No two of the principal actors seem to be of the same opinion, as to the
primary causes of the unfortunate result, though all admit that the
breaking of the Eleventh Corps was accidentally the chief; nor do they
agree upon some of the essential particulars, without which no correct
opinion can be formed. And even the committee, appointed by Congress
for the special purpose of investigation, did little more than decide, that
the chief actor in this sad and bloody drama was not drunk, as had been
charged against him.

It is greatly to be regretted that General Hooker, who had intended to
give his own detailed account of this battle, with the reasons for his fail-
ure, died before the work was little more than in the expectation of his
friends, who impatiently awaited it.

General Howard wrote a long magazine article that has been exten-
sively published and read, but it is quite evident that he designed it more
in justification of himself than as an explanation for others. And had
Hooker lived to write his own history of that campaign, it is probable
that the same criticism would apply, so natural it is to defend our own
cause and course, especially when both are momentous, and the result
disastrous; for few have sufficient moral courage to say with Frederick
the Great, I have lost a battle but the fault is all my own.” But with
every word a jewel of truth, and self secondary, no statement or descrip-
tion, however lucid and comprehensive, from the pen of General Hooker
himself, could have satisfactorily accounted for his defeat on that sangui-
nary field.

The same mysterious Providence that humbled him by defeat there,
but saved his army, by the death of Jackson, to save the country a few
weeks later at Gettysburg, can alone auswer the question why Hooker
tried and failed at Chancellorsville.

¢« As Fate commands, our actions turn.”

It said, ¢« Zhus far, but no farther,” to the great Napoleon at Water-
loo, and with the same unmistakable emphasis, ‘¢ Vo¢ yet,” to the heroic
and impetuous Hooker at Chancellorsville.
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As stated in the preceding chapter, it was evident that some important
move of the army was about to be made, and this was now confirmed by
an order to turn over all surplus baggage and clothing (including the
woolen blankets of the men, and allowing officers only twenty-five
pounds each to be carried on the teams) to the quartermaster to be sent
to Norfolk for storage, and to be ready to move, in heavy marching
order, with sixty rounds of ammunition, and eight days rations — three
cooked, in haversack, and five raw, in knapsack —to every man of the
rank and file.

The men had already scen service enough to take in the full import of
this order, but the dull routine of camp life had become irksome, and
they were getting half impatient for something less monotonous and more
exciting, even though the work and risk be correspondingly greater.
And hence the order, suggestive and significant as it was of what was to
follow, when led by ¢¢Fighting Joe Hooker,” who had issued it, found
but few grumblers in the camps of the army, excepting some of the
officers who did not like to be denied the privilege of transporting all the
unnecessary baggage with which they had previously so loaded down the
teams, that no sick soldier could get a chance to ride, no matter how
desirous to keep along with his regiment, or how unable to do so without
assistance.

Mindful of the loved ones left far behind, and of the dangers evidently
but just before them, many of the more thoughtful improved the oppor-
tunity, the last perhaps they would ever have, to write letters home,
telling of what was being done, and what was expected, while others
purposely withheld such news or refrained from writing at all, lest it
might cause unnecessary anxiety.

Alas! in how many homes of the North to-day is carefully preserved
the last missive of love and affection from a father, brother, husband, or
son, dated ¢ Falmouth, Va.”

On the 28th of April, at the hour of 2 o’clock in the afternoon, orders
came to strike tents, and soon the regiment was forming in line, while
the drum corps, at the suggestion of the sergeant-major — for it seemed
like leaving home — played the tune of ‘¢ The Girl I Left Behind Me.”

In less than an hour all is ready, and the colonel, riding to the centre-
front, gives the command: ¢ Shoulder arms; right face; right-shoulder-
shift arms; forward, route step, march,” and ¢ we are off for Richmond
or the grave,” as the boys expressed themselves.

After quite a long march, continuing into the night, the regiment
halted and bivouacked near the river, and some four or five miles below
Fredericksburg.

The next morning, before it was fairly light, the army awoke to a
reveille of musketry, accompanied at intervals by a heavy artillery base,
in the direction of Fredericksburg. A thick fog hung over the city and
stretched along the valley of the Rappahannock.

5
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This was looked upon by some of the soldiers as greatly in our favor,
as under cover of it the troops could with greater security lay the pon-
toon bridges and cross the river. But had they better understood the
game that was being played by their commander they would have known
that the fog, by screening the movements of this part of his army from
the enemy’s view, was liable to materially interfere with, if not entirely
defeat his plans, instead of assisting him to carry them out; for the main
design of this movement on the left was to deceive, and not to surprise
the enemy. For this reason his artillery continued active, with no other
object — Brooks’ division of the Sixth Corps having crossed the river
before light and driven back the enemy’s pickets —than to indicate to
the ear of General Lee what could not be seen through his field-glass,
that the Union commander was intending to renew the effort of Burnside,
to drive him from his position by attacking his right and centre. But
Hooker had no thought of following in the bloody footsteps of his unfor-
tunate predecessor. His plans reached farther, and promised far better
results. However befogged the enemy, as well as his own men, in
trying to divine his intentions, in his own mind all was bright and clear.

When, in a few hours, the morning mist obeyed the **Sovereign King
of Day” and retreated from the valley to the cloud-capped mountains, it
uncovered to the anxious gaze of General Lee a large part of the Fed-
eral army, massed on the opposite and lower banks of the river, and
apparently making preparations to cross in force upon the bridges
already constructed there, and turn his right flank.

Two divisions of the First Corps, with the Sixth waiting to follow, had
already crossed the river, while the Third Corps under Sickles lay further
back in reserve.

During this and the following day there was much marching and coun-
termarching around and between the hills by infantry and artillery, and
so manceuvered by General Sedgwick in command of this wing of the
army, as to make it appear to the enemy that the whole army was con-
centrating here, and that a general attack was about to be made.

This last was true, but the Confederate commander was watching in
the wrong direction ; and, before he was aware of it, his left instead of
his right flank was turned by General Hooker at the head of over forty
thousand men at Chancellorsville.

Toward noon, General Whipple’s division of the Third Corps moved
about half a mile further down and nearer to the river. The day had
been dark and cloudy, and the night coming in cold and wet, the men, in
no happy mood, gathered around their camp fires and begun to discuss
the situation and prospect of things.

Some of the nervo-sanguine temperament became impatient, and
wanted to know what General Hooker was waiting for, and why he did
not advance in force. And some ironically expressed the opinion that he
had probably built two or three pontoon bridges, @ /e Burnside, to give
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the enemy due notice that he was coming, and where he intended to cross
the river. Later, as the rain increased, they feared it would be another
stuck-in-the-mud tramp.

Others, more inclined to look upon the bright side, but equally in the
dark, would banter their fault-finding comrades by telling them that
«Old Joe” ought to have consulted them before he started, not only
about the weather, but concerning his general plan of operations; that
they had better write ¢“ Uncle Abe” how things were going, or waiting
to go, and petition the clerk of the weather for a dry time to get back to
camp in, etc., etc.

While others still, more matter of fact and philosophic, would calmly
discuss the advantages and disadvantages of this and that plan of a cam-
paign, and the relative probabilities of success should Hooker decide to
adopt one or the other. They rightly concluded that the move to the left
was nothing more than a feint, but were wholly unable to even conjecture
when and where the real attack would be made.

The next morning all that were able, crawled out from under their
water-soaked shelters, some pleasant and smiling, but most of them cold,
crabbed, and cross; and it was noticed, as they sat shivering around their
slowly kindling fires, waiting for a dipper of hot coffee to warm them
up, that the number of last night's grumblers had largely increased,
while the jokes were less—though you could neither freeze nor drown
out the irrepressible wit of some — and the reflective ones were silent.

Nothing, unless defeat, dampens the spirit of an army in the field like
wet weather. g

Slowly the morning hours pass, but the storm is over, and just as the
welcome sun breaks through the scattering clouds — bright harbinger of
the good news coming — a courier dashes into camp, and this is the glad
tidings that he brings:

Hp. Qrs. ArMy oF THE PotoMac,
Camr xear Farmoutn, Va., April 30, 1863.
It is with heartfelt satisfaction that the commanding general announces to the
army that the operations of the last three days have determined that our enemy
must either ingloriously fly or come out from behind his defenses and give us
battle on our own ground where certain destruction awaits him. The operations
of the 5th, r1th, and 12th Corps have been a succession of splendid achievements.
By command of

Maj. Gex. Hooker.
S. WiLLiams, Asst. Adjt. Gen.

No sooner was this published to the Third Corps, by being read in
front of every regiment, than such a shout went up with a cloud of caps

and hats, that one who was there lifts his pen and listens, half thinking
he can hear it now.
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How quick and great the change!

¢ A moment ago ’twas a drear, dumb show,” but now —
The doubting and pouting together are shouting ¢¢ hurrah for ¢ Fighting Joe.””

All was enthusiasm and excitement now among the troops, as they
impatiently awaited the momentarily expected order to march. It came
at 1 p. M., and soon the whole corps were on the road to United States
Ford. For twelve long hours, or until 1 o’clock the next morning,
without a single halt of more than a few moments at a time, the weary
but cheerful soldiers continued their march, bivouacking at last near
Hartwood Church, and having by this forced march of eighteen or
twenty miles, over a circuitous valley route that hid them from the enemy,
placed themselves some twelve or fourteen miles nearer to and within
supporting distance of Hooker’s right, which they were to reinforce, and
where their potent presence was soon to be felt, as well as needed.

This was the first forced march the Twelfth had ever made. But the
inspiring send-off it received, lasted way through, and kept up the cour-
age of the men. Besides, it was confidently believed that the Army of
the Potomac had at last got a leader who knew what to do, and was
going to do it. And it is quite as necessary to have confidence in your
leader as courage to follow him. Certainly neither was wanting now,
and never was leader or led more sanguine of success, or more willing to
fight for it. But in war, if nowhere else, ‘it is the unexpected that
happens.” :

The afternoon had been quite warm, and many wished before night
that their overcoats were with their woolen blankets, on the way to Nor-
folk. And some, regardless of want or worth, forgetful of the night
before and heedless of the nights to come, deliberately threw them away
—to be picked up, perhaps, by other soldiers who had been without long
enough to learn the need of them, or to lie until the army had passed,
and then to be quickly gathered up by the close following citizens to be
sent off to their relations and friends in the rebel army.

These ready finders of all our troops were foolish enough to throw
away — although it was by no means always foolish to do so— were
typical representatives of the ¢ poor white trash” of the South in anfe
bellum days, and which are still to be found plenty in many of the south-
ern states. An old horse or mule, sometimes, but oftener an old ox, a
steer, or a cow, strangely tackled by means of an old harness or yoke,
spliced together and tied up by ropes, strings, and pieces of twisted bark,
to a primitive kind of a two-wheeled, nondescript kind of a cart, that no
Yankee would care to make or imitate if he could, with an old man or
woman or a young boy, and sometimes a girl for a driver and a cord or
string of some kind tied to the bits or horns— as the animal motive power
might belong to the equine or bovine order— for reins, and the pen-
picture is by no means complete, but only a scratch-sketch of some of

.
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the picking-up teams of the stay-at-home natives that used to follow our
armies on their marches through the South.

Many loads of ¢ Uncle Sam’s” dressing goods were picked up in this
way, not only of overcoats, but of blankets, dress coats and vests; and
even of caps, boots, socks, shirts, and drawers, together with many other
things of less worth, and the knapsack in which they had been carried,
and all, that could be of any use to them, sent to help clothe the ill-clad
soldiers of the rebel armies. And thus the clothing accounts of many of
the Federal troops were often unwittingly duplicated for the benefit of the
men they were fighting. From this source, and from what was robbed
from our men who were taken prisoners, and stripped from the dead and
wounded left on the field, the rebel soldiers received a large share of
their clothing.

General Sickles, with his corps, being now within supporting distance,
his troops were allowed to rest until 11 o’clock, when the bugle again
sounds ¢ Fall in,” and soon they are crossing the Rappahannock at
United States Ford.

Soon after crossing the river the column entered the woods, and word
came back from the front to look out for the rebel cavalry that were re-
ported close upon our flank.

Sound of distant picket firing could now be distinctly heard in the
advance, and orders were given to load.

Just after this order was received, and while the men where executing
it, there was a sharp and sudden crack of musketry, as it seemed, in the
immediate front. For a moment it was thought that the rebel cavalry
had opened upon us with their carbines, and some of the boys turned
pale from fear for the first and last time through all the fighting and dan-
ger that they were in during their whole service in the war. A company
or two in the next regiment ahead had snapped caps to clear out their
gun tubes before loading.

¢¢ Only this, and nothing more.”

This little incident shows how the best of troops may sometimes be
thrown into disorder by an unexpected attack, just as the Eleventh Corps
was on the day following.

Orders were next given to regimental commanders to keep their com-
pany files well closed up, ready to face, front or rear, into an unbroken
line of battle at a moment’s warning, as the enemy’s cavalry was liable
to charge upon the marching column and cut it in two, unless ready to
receive them.

After marching two miles further, another halt was called, and the
order given to unsling knapsacks, and stack them up in company files by
the side of the road. One man from each company was left behind to
guard them, and the regiment, now in fighting trim, excepting overcoats,
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again marches forward, while the increasing musketry, interspersed with
artillery, sounds ‘¢ nearer, clearer, deadlier, than before.”

Soon is seen the smoke of the skirmish line — for it is little more than
a skirmish as yet—-and then the brigade is deployed in line of battle,
ready for action.

The lieutenant-colonel rides along in front of the Twelfth, saying,
¢« Don’t be frightened, boys; I never knew a battle to be fought when you
expected it.” This was done of course to strengthen the timid ones, if any
such were there, but it had a quieting effect upon the nerves of all who
believed, as most of them did, that the regiment would be engaged before
dark. But Colonel Marsh proved as good a prophet as he was soldier ;
for as evening approached the firing gradually died away, ‘“and about
10 o’clock,” as writes one, ‘¢ we marched back to our knapsacks.”

Here, with the dead leaves upon the ground for a bed, and the green
branches of the forest pines overhead for a covering, all slept, sound and
undisturbed, through the night.

Early the next morning the men were aroused from their sylvan biv-
ouac, and while awaiting the breakfast preparation of ‘¢ Government
Java,” already simmering over the crackling fires, Lieutenant Elder
Durgin, using a rotten pine stump for a pulpit, preached a five minutes
sermon to the members of his company, and such others as quickly
gathered round, telling them in his own earnest and impassioned style,
that the day of duty and danger had come, and that they must shirk
neither, but stand up and fight like men worthy to bear the name of
¢« New Hampshire Mountaineers,” and to prove themselves, on the com-
ing field of battle, heroically true to their country and their God.

After transferring a liberal portion of their cooked rations from the full
haversacks of ¢¢ Uncle Sam” to the now quite empty, old-fashioned ones
of their own that would hold the hot coffee that was now ready, thereby
both lightening their load and increasing their strength to carry it, they
strap on their knapsacks and return to the front. During the forenoon
the regiment, moving with its brigade, marched up the plank road past
the Chancellor House, halting and waiting at two or three places along
the way, and near the hour of noon, filed off on a cross road, leading
into the woods from a cleared elevation, now known as Hazel Grove.

While waiting here for further orders, and enjoying the refreshing
coolness of the forest shade, no one suspected that, within less than half
a mile of their pleasant and seemingly safe retreat from the mid-day sun,
the advance of General Jackson’s rebel troops, with muffled dippers
and canteens, were silently but swiftly marching past our right flank,
upon which, ere the setting sun, it was to fall like a thunder-bolt from a
clear sky. :

So near indced were some of our men, who had gone further into the
woods in search of water, that they were discovered by Jackson’s flank-
ers, and only saved from death or capture by fear the latter had of mak-
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ing known their near approach and thereby imperiling their own safety,
and the ultimate success of the bold and hazardous movement of their
determined leader.

The cursory picket firing of the morning, that for some time was
anxiously listened to as prelusive of the expected battle, had gradually
died away, until no sound of war was heard, and all was quiet along the
silent course of the Rappahannock. But it was the storm-brewing calm,
and the very air seemed tremulous with apprehension of coming danger.

While resting and waiting in the shade of the sweet-scented pines, and
enjoying the rare opportunity of washing down their noon-day lunch
with clear, cool water from a neighboring spring, the joke and laugh
went round, and it seemed more like a school-boy’s picnic, than a lucky
hour’s respite from the ‘¢ rough and rugged ranks of war.”

¢ This is too good to last,” remarked one of the thoughtful ones, and
it did not last, as will soon be seen; for even while the boys were enjoy-
ing their post prandie/ amusements, Colonel Potter, with the true in-
stinct of an old soldier and Indian fighter, snuffed danger in the air, and
taking a hint from one of the staff officers about the enemy’s movements,
went with him out beyond our troops, and putting his ear to the ground
could distinctly hear the rumble of artillery passing by, and now and
then the well known click of the wheel hubs against the shoulders of the
axles.

This, with other information of like import, was soon communicated to
General Hooker, and about the same time a part of the moving column
was seen about two miles away, near the ¢ Old Furnace.”

About 12 o'clock General Sickles requested and obtained permission of
General Hooker to advance with two divisions of his corps and intercept
this column, and ascertain, if possible, whether that part of Lee’s army
was retreating, as some thought, from the direction of their march at the
point where they could be seen, or whether it was circling round to
attack our flank and rear.

General Whipple’s division being selected by General Sickles as a part
of his advancing force, the Twelfth Regiment was soon again beneath
the sun’s hot rays, trampling the dusty road in search of the enemy.

Smoke was seen rising in the distance, and the word came back from
the front that the enemy was surely retreating, and burning his baggage
to keep it trom falling into our hands.

This report was believed by many of the officers, as well as men, and
even by General Hooker himself, as recorded by some of his corps com-
manders.

Among the men of the ranks there was a division upon the question
between the old and the new enlistments; the latter beginning to hope
that they would soon be in Richmond (as some of them were), while the
former, who had served under McClellan and Pope, were less credulous,
and did not believe that Lee or Jackson would run before they were hurt.
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To the often repeated expressions of the more sanguine that ¢¢ Hooker’s
got’em”; ¢“They conclude to ¢ingloriously fly’ rather than fight us on
our own ground”; ¢ The Johnnies don’t like the relative situation of
things as well as they did at Fredericksburg”; ¢ There is no stone wall
butting or stuck-in-the-nud nonsensc this time,” etc., etc., would be heard
the ready rejoinders: ¢ Never crow till you're out of the woods”; ¢ We
have heard enough of this kind of talk before”; ¢ You’'ll find out before
you know it (many a true word is spoken in jest) that ¢ Old Lee’ is
neither a fool nor a coward, and that his men can fight equally well
whether behind a stone wall or pine trees”; ¢ Go slow, Joe, and let your
hair grow; for don’t you know that ’taint all so?”

But while sad experience had taught the volunteers of 61 not to expect
an easy victory, yet remembering the prowess of their chief as shown in
the battle of Williamsburg and other engagements on the Peninsula,
and the laurels, yet green upon his brow, won on the bloody field of
Antietam, they, in common with those who only knew him by reputation
as * Fighting Joe,” had full confidence that when an order to retreat, or
an offer to surrender did come, as soon it must from one side or the
other, it would not come from him.

In order to protect and cover his own flank while moving himself
against the flank of the enemy, General Sickles, after marching a mile
or more, ordered General Whipple to move his two remaining brigades
—the other brigade, Berdan’s sharpshooters, having already been de-
tached to act as skirmishers and flankers — obliquely to the left of the
road upon which he was advancing, so as to check any aggressive move-
ment of the enemy from that direction.

Soon after leaving the road the two brigades were deployed in line of
battle. Colonel Bowman’s, of the Twelfth New Hampshire and Eighty-
fourth Pennsylvania, forming the right in the order named. The One
Hundred and Tenth Pennsylvania, of this brigade, had been left back to
support a battery.

In this formation. preceded by a line of skirmishers, the division
advanced down through a ravine, across a brook nearly waist deep, and
then ascended a steep and rugged hill, the side of which was so densely
covered with trces and bushes, entwined and interlaced with vines and
briars, that it was almost impossible to keep a single file together, to say
nothing about a line of battle.

Gaining the top, the line, if such it could now be called, was reformed,
while Company C, of the Twelfth, was ordered to deploy as skirmishers
and move obliquely to the right for a short distance. Finding no enemy,
or signs of any in that direction, it soon returned, and the line, swinging to
the left, moved rapidly down the opposite side of the hill into a meadow
across which the rebel pickets were exchanging shots with our skirmishers.

The bullets soon multiply, as the rebel reserve comes up, into quite a
horizontal shower, but so quickly do the men obey the order to lie down,
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and so closely do they hug the ground at the edge of the meadow, that
only one man of the regiment was seriously wounded. This was Hutch-
ins, of Company I, who was hit in the elbow by trying to see the
¢ Johnnies ” and avoid their fire at the same time.

This was the first time the regiment had come under musketry fire,
although it had become well acquainted, if not too familiar, with solid
shot and shell at Fredericksburg.

While waiting on the top of the hill for Company C to return from its
reconnoissance, one of the non-commissioned staff of the Twelfth went
forward to the skirmish line, where one of them, crouched behind a small
boulder, was exchanging shots with a rebel sharpshooter across an inter-
vening valley.

«« Cover yourself, guick, if you don’t want your comrades to do it for
you,” cried out the skirmisher as he noticed the approach of his visitor.
But before the latter could fully comprehend the meaning of the warning
words, to say nothing about time to obey them, there came a swift inter-
preter in the shape of a Minie-ball that whispered in his left ear, and
reminded him, just then, that he might be wanted back with his regiment.
He did not wait for another reminder.

Just as *“ yon level sun” was sending the shadows of the forest trees
across the meadow, there was a roar and crash of arms almost in the
rear and seeming to come, as it really did, from the very place that the
division had occupied but a few hours before. It was the first blast of
the cyclone that swept the Eleventh Corps from its position on the right
of the Union line like chaft from a threshing floor.

The solid columns of General Jackson’s advance were now making too
desperate and determined attacks upon the rear of our own army to allow
further chasing after the rear guard of his, and the division was at once
called back from its now dangerous position in front to meet a still greater
danger in the opposite direction.

General Whippie now leads his command rapidly from the meadow
back over the hill, and through the woods toward the clearing it had
occupied at noon.

The Twelfth had not proceeded far when Colonel Marsh, learning that
Companies F and G had been left, by order of Colonel Bowman, com-
manding the brigade, down in the meadow to cover his retreat, came
riding back and found, as he feared, that these two companies had been
left, and were still waiting orders a half-mile or more in the rear, where
in a few moments more they would be marching to the rear of the rebel
army as prisoners of war.

Ordering the sergeant-major to run, as fast as he could, toward the
front of the column and get orders from Colonel Bowman, or one of his
staff, to take the companies off, Colonel Marsh rode back over the hill,
and waited with them for a reply to his message. He was welcomed with
almost tears of gladness by the men who expected every moment to be
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surrounded by the rebels who were already moving to cut off their retreat.
Anxiously they waited, but not long, before they heard, as a voice from
the clouds, the glad words that came down to them from the sergeant on
the hill-top, ‘¢ Bring them wup.” The sergeant-major, well nigh ex-
hausted by his long, hard run (for he had done his best, fully realizing
the critical condition of his comrades), sat down and rested as he waited
to accompany the little rear guard that was coming.

Soon he heard the double-quick tramp, and then the labored breathing
from their hurry up the hill, and the next moment he was gladly with
them in their rapid march to catch up with the regiment.

This was the second time that Colonel Marsh had saved two companies
of the regiment by his vigilance and resolution,— Company F being
twice rescued by him — for which he deserves full credit. _

The shadows of night were fast gathering, as Colonel Bowman’s brig-
ade emerged from the woods. The blaze of musketry and the flash of
artillery at Hazel Grove and in the woods along the plank road beyond,
plainly told, even if no sound had been heard, of the fierce struggle
between the Blue and the Gray for its possession. The stampede of the
Eleventh Corps, flying panic-stricken from the field, followed up by the
desperate energy of Jackson’s charging battalions, crazy with the excite-
ment of the chase — for it had been, thus far, more of a chase than a
fight— had carried fear and consternation into the ranks of the Union
forces and threatened, at one time, the safety of the whole army. But
the stubborn resistance of Berry’s veterans of the Third Corps with the
bayonet, and the heroic sacrifice of Major Keenan and his brave four
hundred, who, with their sabres, cut their way through the rebel ranks to
undying fame, had given time for Generals Sickles and Pleasanton, by
the most energetic efforts, to get together and align a sufficient number of
guns to check the hitherto resistless tide of Jackson’s exultant legions.

In the mean time, and at the most critical moment, when the sword of
Damocles hung over the Federal commander, night and Jackson fell and
the army was saved.

It was just after twenty-two pieces of artillery, double-shotted with
canister, had covered the ground with rebel dead, and driven their sur-
viving comrades back under cover of the woods, that the Twelfth reached
the field of carnage, and was at once ordered up to the support of the
artillery. It was placed in the immediate rear of one of the batteries,
and Company F was sent forward and deployed near the edge of the
woods, into which the rebels had just been driven, with orders not to reply
to the enemy’s fire, but to quickly fall back behind our batteries should
he again advance in force during the night. This was to give the artil-
lery another chance to reap a bloody harvest.

The Third Corps, of about fifteen thousand men, was now bunched up
on a few acres of cleared ground, almost surrounded by the forest, filled
with exultant rebels, who had already paralyzed and almost destroyed
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the eflectiveness of one corps, and now seriously threatened the safety of
another.

Their charging screech and yell, that sounded like a commingled pack
of wild-cats and wolves, had now ceased. But here and there in the
distance a similar sound, in a minor key, heard at intervals until late in
the night, told that the news of Jackson’s great success was being
heralded through their army, and, coming from almost every direction,
reminded some of the Twelfth boys of the story of the lost traveler,
spending a cold, sleepless night alone in the wilderness, surrounded by
howling wolves and beasts of prey.

These cheers — for such they were intended — heard in their rear as
well as their front, were not very cheering sounds to the silently listening
ranks of Sickles’s brave men, who fully realized their situation, and
seriously anticipated the struggle that awaited them.

Thus cut off, and nearly surrounded, with only a narrow neck of
swamp land, almost impassable, connecting him with the main army, the
question for General Sickles to answer was, how he could best comply
with the last order from General Hooker, to save his command if he
could. Having, through the medium of a courier sent across the swamp,
obtained permission, he resolved to make a midnight attack upon the
enemy, which was so gallantly done by General Birney’s division, charg-
ing with fixed bayonets and uncapped pieces, that some of the Eleventh
Corps guns and a part of the supply train lost by the Third Corps, were
recaptured, and the enemy driven back through the woods beyond the
plank road, thereby opening easy communication with Hooker’s head-
quarters at the Chancellor House.

This brilliant charge was made just to the right of our own position,
and, lighted up by the flash and blaze of the enemy’s artillery and mus-
ketry along the dark edge of the dense forest, for a background, was a
scene that no one who saw and may read these lines will fail to recall.

¢ By heavens! it was a glorious sight
For him who had no brother there.”

Again the Twelfth Regiment was fortunate in being exposed only to the
stray shots, instead of the direct fire of the foe, as it would have been
had it arrived a little sooner upon the ground in the early evening, or had
been a part of the charging column later in the night. But its turn in the
sad havoc of war was soon to come.

The men, with their clothes still wet from fording the deep brooks in
the afternoon, suffered much, lying with chilled limbs and shivering
bodies, uncovered upon the cold ground, with no chance to warm or
scarcely to move. Few, if any, closed their eyes in sleep during that
eventtul night. Had their physical condition allowed, their thoughts
were too sadly busy for the mind to acquiesce. The events of the day,
the situation of the night, and the unavoidable strife of the coming mor-
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row, when the great battle so disastrously commenced, would be re-
newed ; the piteous cries of the wounded, still lying uncared for around
them, and the memory of home, and the loved ones there, whom, as all
feared and many felt, they should never see again, all combined to give
ample scope for serious reflection.

Although thus far there was greater cause for joy than sorrow in the
ranks of the Twelfth, yet, as ¢“ coming events cast their shadows before,”
there was a general feeling of apprehension, that the morrow would
bring, as it did, the harvest of death.

Just in rear of this night battle-line, for every man lay in file on his
arms, there was an old stable, into which many of the wounded had been
carried, and from which throughout the night came commingled moans
and groans of the wounded and dying. The piteous, heart-piercing cries
of one poor fellow, continuing until the angel of death heard and came
to his relief, are still sounding through memory’s half-deserted halls, and
can only cease when he who heard them hears and feels no more.

Colonels Potter and Marsh, and the kind-hearted ‘¢ Old Major,” as he
was called, walked up and down the line, telling the boys to keep quiet
and sleep, if they could, and they would stand guard over them for that
night.

They too well understood the meaning and effect of Jackson’s unex-
pected attack, the critical situation of Sickles’s command, and the terrible
struggle that must soon ensue, to think of rest or sleep for themselves.

The moon, though full, soon veiled herself with thin clouds, which
spread a shade of sombre sadness over the earth that seemed to fore-
shadow the coming strife.

But the slow and chilly hours of that night of doubt and fear went by
at last.

¢ And Sabbath’s holy morn too soon appeared,
To bring such awful strife.”

As soon as light both armies were standing to arms and ready for action.

Sickles had received orders from his chief to withdraw, if possible,
from his perilous position, and unite with the main army on his right.
This was a request much easier to make than to comply with, and no
sooner is the attempt made than the enemy objects, and the battle com-
mences.

While the troops nearer to, or in the edge of the woods, are engaged
in holding the forces of Jackson —now commanded by General Stuart —
back at the point of the bayonet, the rest of the corps, not needed for
immediate support, is being rapidly moved off to the new lines of de-
fence, surrounding the open rise of cleared ground near the Chancellor
House, known as Fairview.

Whipple’s division being, as we have seen, in reserve, and farthest
from the woods, was first to move. Down through a narrow valley of
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swamp land, partly covered with bushes, regiment after regiment fol-
lowed each other in quick succession, until it was evident that Hazel
Grove was to be abandoned to the surrounding lines of ¢¢butternut and
gray,” who were eagerly pushing forward on three sides, impatient to
possess i1t.

Hooker has been severely criticised for giving up that position, as it
gave the enemy a convenient elevation upon which to mask his artillery
and enfilade the Union lines.

But how he could have held it without sacrificing one of his best fight-
ing corps, we have never seen or heard explained.

The Twelfth, passing for some distance beside a fence in this quick
and short retreat, every man was ordered to shoulder a rail, the special
purpose of which, to the explosion of a multitude of conjectures, was
soon found to be the filling up of a miry creek so that the artillery could
be safely hauled across. It was a novel but expeditious way of building
a corduroy road, and proved useful to the builders as well as to the
heavier arm of the service that was to follow.

After marching about half a mile to the eastward, and on a line nearly
at right angles with the plank road, on either side of which the Confed-
erates were already savagely pushing the fight, the regiment was halted,
faced into line of battle, and ordered to lie down just in front of a couple
of batteries that had taken position on the crest of a low sand ridge, and
which now opened a rapid fire upon the woods in front.

So close under the mouths of these guns did some of the men lie, that
they were obliged to stop their ears and cover their faces to keep from
being stunned and scorched by the terrific howl and fiery breath of these
fierce bull-dogs of war.

But soon their full-vented fury was checked by the order to cease fir-
ing ; and the regiment, marching by the right flank a few rods, is again
faced to the front and advanced to the edge of a small stream — some of
the right companies passing over it — and again ordered to lie down.

The battle was now raging fiercely all around, and especially so as
regards the position taken by Colonel Bowman’s brigade, his being the
third and last line of battle. Let us take a sweeping glance of this posi-
tion and its immediate surroundings, that the reader may better under-
stand the situation, and realize as best he can in imagination, the intro-
ductory exereises of the occasion as witnessed and participated in by the
Twelfth New Hampshire Volunteers.

The sun —not, alas! of Austerlitz—is now up, but the dew-exhaling
mists mingling with the smoke of battle fill the air, through which his
bright rays penetrate with a strange and lurid glare.

From the woods in front comes a continuous roll of musketry. On the
right and left the sounds of deadly conflict come to our ears in startling
detonations, now louder and nigher and now again decreasing and reced-
ing like the wind waves of a mighty tempest. A few rods to the rear a
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score or more of brass and iron twelve-pounders are, with deafening
reports sending twenty shells a minute over our heads, each screeching
defiance to the rebel batteries, which, from the woods in front and from
Hazel Grove elevation on the left, are as defiantly answering back and
sending their bursting shells all around us.

Between the little stream, that smoothly and quietly glides along this
¢ perilous edge of battle,” as if undisturbed by the agitation of its kin-
dred elements of earth and air, and the darker line of the forest, half a
gunshot beyond, there is an open space of ground ascending gradually
toward the woods, and thickly covered with dead sage grass, still stand-
ing stiff and straight upon its soft carpet of vernal green, and through
which the leaden messengers of death are cutting their way into our
prostrate ranks lying face to the ground and head to the foe.

Nothing but smoke can be seen of the terrible conflict going on in the
woods in advance, but of its deadly strife the ear, though half-paralyzed
by our own artillery close behind, too plainly tells.

Regiments, torn and shattered, are seen retreating on the right and left,
but some in Zouave uniform with apparently full ranks falling back from
the enemy before having hardly engaged him. The other two regiments
of the brigade — Eighty-fourth and One Hundred and Tenth Pennsylva-
nia—are no longer to be seen upon the left, having advanced obliquely
in that direction into the fight, followed by Colonel Bowman, who leaves
the Twelfth New Hampshire to look after itself.*

Along the open space in front, staff officers are swiftly dashing to and
fro, and riderless horses running wild with fear; while back across it,
wounded men in constantly increasing numbers are coming, and here and
there irregular squads—mostly of blue, but some in gray — like fragments
torn from the contending lines by the shock of battle, are seen hastily
retreating.

On the right front, and about midway between the brook and the
woods, lies another regiment, half-hidden in the tall, dead grass, await-
ing like the Twelfth, the momentarily expected order to advance.

Such, briefly sketched, was the position and situation of the regiment
on the early morning of the third day of May, 1863.

That it was not a very pleasant or encouraging one, the reader and
writer will probably agree. It was certainly a realistic dramatization of
the first part of Danté’s /nferno, and such as none who were there would
care to witness or listen to again.

Is it any wonder that some, who were not too anxious for their own
safety to think of anything else, should have asked of themselves ques-
tions like these : ¢ Was it to avoid such a scene as this, that He, who
knew and saw all from the beginning to the end, said °resist not evil ?’”
* Must reason serve when passion rules; and yet reason, a Godlike
attribute of man that raises him above, and contradistinguishes him from

*See Colonel Hall’s letter and Colonel Bowman's report, post.
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the brute?” And more natural, if less philosophical: ¢ Whiat would
they think at home if they could see us now?”

How long the regiment lay in this passive but trying position, obliged
to receive but unable to return the enemy’s fire, no one can tell or will
ever know. To some it seemed not more than ten minutes, and to others
an hour; probably half-way between the two extremes would not be far
from the correct time. It was, at any rate, long enough to make many
vacant places in the ranks of three or four of the companies.

Charles M. Gilman, of Company A ; Winsor P. Huntress, of Company
B; and Henry R. Kidder, of Company D, were all struck in the head by
musket balls and instantly killed. William B. Worth, of Company G,
was shot in the side or breast, and died an hour afterward in the log
house near by, while others were more or less severely wounded.

A staff officer now rides up to Colonel Potter, and informs him that the
regiment at the right front — regard for the State that sent it out, as well
as for its colonel and a few of its officers and men, require that its name
be not given — is to advance first, and his to follow and support it. A
few moments later, and the long and loud command of attention is heard
from the colonel of that regiment, as he rises from the ground, but only a
few of his officers and men are seen to obey his order by showing their
heads above the grass; and despite threats, curses, and kicks, with
sword-pointed pricks, and broadside slaps, the men do not and will not
move forward, or even rise from the ground, choosing to die like cowards
where they lay, rather than to stand up and fight like men.

Colonel Potter, seeing the vain attempt of getting the regiment that he
was to follow started, called upon his own; and all, save the dead and
dying, immediately arose and moved forward to the edge of the woods,
along which a few trees had been felled the night before as a slight pro-
tection from the enemy’s fire.

Here a halt was ordered, the colonel not caring to advance further, hav-
ing already exceeded his instructions, without further orders. He had not
long to wait; for scarcely had the wounded who had been disabled on
the advance from the brook been sent to the rear, before another order
was delivered by the same officer who brought the last—both coming
direct from General Whipple — which, considering its import and conse-
quences, is here given in full: ¢ You are ordered, Colonel Potter, to im-
mediately advance your regiment into the woods, engage the enemy
there, and hold him in check as long as possible,” or, as some remember
it, ““until the last man falls.”

Such an order, at such a time and place, was enough to make the stout-
est heart quail ; for obedience to it meant that upon one single regiment of
less than six hundred officers and men, now for the first time under mus-
ketry fire, must soon fall the whole weight of at least three times their
number of the powder-stained veterans of ‘¢ Stonewall” Jackson, whose
fall the night before they had sworn to avenge, and who were, at that
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very moment, pressing eagerly and exultingly forward to complete a vic-
tory which they confidently and correctly believed was already within
their grasp.

The reader will notice that the order was not to advance and drive the
enemy from the woods. Oh, no! not that; for General Whipple did not
need his field-glass, as he stood upon the top of the little hill in the rear
of his batteries, to see how wide the breach that the Twelfth was now left
alone to fill. But it must be filled, or his division would soon be cut in
twain, and all his batteries, in the enemy’s possession or flying from the
field. And hence the emphasis that this staft officer gave to the last and
most important part of the order. *¢Idold in check” were the words,
and they implied all, and more, than could be expected from any single
regiment, for any length of time. But he knew Colonel Potter and his
brave and able assistant Colonel Marsh, both of whom had fought with
him in Mexico; and he knew that they led men who were the descend-
ants of the heroes of Bunker Hill and Bennington, and hoped that to
such officers and men the words ‘“as long as possible,” or, ‘‘until the
last man falls” might not be in vain, and he was not disappointed.

Here, so far as can be seen through the smoke of the conflict, the
Twelfth stands isolated and alone; for even the cowardly skulks, who
disgraced the flags of both their State and country, have disappeared to
the flank or rear to save their craven hearts from the fate that awaited
them in front.

Whipple's batteries, on the sand hill behind, are still being served as
rapidly as the over-heated guns will permit, and the battle is yet raging
unabated on the right and left, where our line is evidently being driven
slowly but surely back.

Directly in front there is a lull, portentous of the fury of the quick
recurring blast, whose coming is being heralded by that savage-like
screech so well known to every old soldier as the ¢ rebel yell.”

With nothing confronting them, they are cheering at their success and
are rushing onward to meet and defeat the next Yankee line that dare
oppose them. Indeed, from the very start, after reaching the woods, it
was for the Twelfth a forlorn hope.

““ Forward,” comes the quick and stern command from Colonel Potter,
as he jumps forward himself from the top of the breastworks upon which
he had been standing to get a better view of the ground before him.

The right and centre at once obey, but on the extreme left the line
officers not hearing, or failing to repeat the order, there was a slight delay
in the starting of that wing, which the sergeant-major perceiving, but
mistaking the cause, stepped to the front of the left company and ex-
claimed ‘¢ Forward, forward is the order; now is the time to show our-
selves men.”

But the men no less than the officers understood and realized their
duties and dangers, and were as ready and willing to meet them.
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Observing that he was ascending quite an elevation that grew steeper
as he advanced, and wishing to reach its height before the enemy, Colo-
nel Potter gives the order to ‘“double quick,” and in less time than it
can be written the regiment gained the crest, and sent a volley of ¢ buck
and ball,” flanked by rifle Minies, into the close advancing lines of their
country’s foes.

No sooner did Colonel Potter, who had gallantly led his command
from the time it entered the woods, discover the enemy’s near approach,
than, facing about, he halted the regiment, more by the motion of his
extended arms than verbal order, and, pointing with his sword to the line
of ¢ butternut and gray,” said, ¢ There the devils are, give them hell.”
The almost simultaneous volley that instantly followed must have sharply
reminded some of them that the battle-field is about as near that woful
place as any other spot to be found on this mundane sphere.

The right companies had no sooner given their first volley to the front
than their attention is directed to quite a large battalion of the enemy
marching obliquely past them, as if intending to outflank their position
and attack them in reverse. Companies C, K, and B half face to the
right and open a well directed fire upon their flank. At the same time
one of our batteries, on or near the plank road, gave them such a grape
and canister reminder of their temerity, that they went back over the
hill much quicker than they came.

The musketry duel, that now ensued between the ‘“ New Hampshire
Mountaineers ” and the Virginia Chivalry opposed to them, was one of
the most desperate and destructive, for the time and number engaged,
that ever was fought on any battle-field of the war. It was the fiery im-
petuosity of the South against the granite endurance of the North, never,
on a small scale, better illustrated.

Though not quite the irresistible meeting the immovable, it was a
most desperate and determined ¢¢/ w://” against an equally determined
and more stubborn ¢¢ you wont.”

The men began to fall as soon as they began to fire, the line so rapidly
thinning that, within one half-hour, fully one third of the regiment were
killed or wounded.

Soon the tall, commanding form of Major Savage is no longer to be
seen standing firm and resolute in the midst of the battle, for a bullet has
pierced his lower jaw, compelling him to leave the field with a ghastly
wound. His brother, Captain Savage, of Company A, is breathing his
last beside the stream in the rear to which he has been carried. Captain
Keyes lies dead on the battle-line, where he fell while defiantly waving
his sword in the face of the foe. Captain Durgin has been shot through
the body and lies dying, as supposed, at the foot of a tree; and Lieuten-
ant Cram, just promoted from the ranks, is lying lifeless among his dead
comrades, while Captain May, disabled at the edge of the woods, and

G
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other line officers have been more or less seriously wounded, and every
company has been two or three times decimated in its rank and file.

Yet the battle, so desperately begun, goes bravely on, the fire of the
enemy seemingly increasing as that of the regiment diminishes.

About this time there was an attempt of about fifty of the enemy to
make a charge upon our centre and capture the colors. But it was only
an attempt, for part of the number turned back, when little more than
well started, and the bravely foolish few who kept on, were most all cut
down by the converging fire of the right and left centre companies.

Directly following this, as if maddened by their failure to either drive
or capture, the storm of leaden hail that poured into the now fast thin-
ning ranks of the regiment seemed like a withering blast that must
soon destroy all opposition.

So hot was the fire upon the centre, that the color bearers were both
wounded, and a few of the men on the right and left of the colors gave
back a little, seeing which, Colonel Potter sprang forward and urged
his men to stand firm and hold their line good. There was no attempt
to retreat or purpose to yield any ground to the enemy, for every man
standing, except the wounded, still faced the foe, but it was like the
tough oak in the tempest blast, which bends but does not break.

A moment later and Colonel Potter himself was wounded and carried
from the field, followed by Sergeant McDuftee, who, though severely
wounded, still held on fast to his standard — the state colors— that up
to this time he had bravely up-borne, a part of the time in advance of
the line.

The national colors are still waving defiantly in their place on the
battle-line, but the stout and brave-hearted Sergeant Tasker can no longer
bear them, for he has been disabled by a severe wound.

Lieutenant-Colonel Marsh, who has been everywhere present on the
right wing of the regiment directing the fire and praising the steady,
veteran-like action of the men, receives a bullet in his leg just after the
colonel was disabled by a similar wound, and is obliged to leave the
field.

Captains Lang, Barker, and Shackford, all nobly worthy to command
the heroic fighters of their respective companies, are no longer permitted,
by reason of wounds, to lead them ; while Lieutenants Smith, Huntoon,
Edgerly, Tilton, Milliken, Sargent, Heath, Fernal, and Bedee have all
received blood-signed and bullet-sealed passes to the rear, but the last
named refuses to use his for that purpose, preferring to stay and fight
with the few brave men left on the field, some of whom, like himself, are
bleeding from their wounds.

Two first, and three or four second lieutenants — among whom are Mor-
rill, French, and Dunn, not already mentioned — are the only commissioned
officers now left alive on the field; and of the five and one half hundred
of the rank and file that opened fire upon the enemy an hour and a half
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ago, not more than one fourth remain to hold the ground upon which are
lying so many of their dead and wounded comrades.

But still the fight goes on, and the steel-nerved and iron-hearted men
from New Hampshire are proving about as firm and reliable, and making
themselves a name as enduring as the granite of their native hills.

But the terrible experience of the last hour and a half has taught them
a lesson that each one is now practicing; for every man has his tree
behind which he is fighting, though most of the trees are too small to
afford but a partial protection from the rebel bullets.

Some have already used their last cartridge, and are getting more from
the cartridge-boxes of the dead. Many of the muskets have become
useless and been discarded for others picked up from the ground, or
taken from the hands of the wounded, while those remaining whole have
become so foul that the cartridges can only be driven down their barrels
by punching the ramrods against a tree.

From their advance into the woods up to this time the unflinching
heroes of the Twelfth have breasted the battle-storm alone, no other regi-
ment having been seen that wore the blue, except one belonging to
another brigade, that had been lying in the edge of the woods, some
distance to the right and rear, and which arose and gallantly charged the
flanking column of the enemy, before referred to, just after its discom-
fiture from the oblique fire of the Twelfth and the battery that opened
upon it, capturing one of the rebel battle-flags, and then fell back over
the brow of the hill and was seen no more.

But now, or about this time, a Zouave regiment appears on the left and
the remaining braves of the Twelfth, who have only been saved so long
by fighting in Indian style, hope for such active codperation as will at
least engage the attention of the foe in front and detract somewhat his
concentrated fire upon themselves. DBut their hope is vain, for as seen at
the opening of the battle, there was more show than fight in most of the
Zouave troops. No sooner do they get up near the level range of flying
lead, than they flatten out upon the ground, under cover of the brow of the
hill, where they remain a few minutes, and then rising up and discharging
one volley —their bullets going fifteen or twenty feet above the heads of the
rebels — they retreat, as their historian will probably say, quickly, but in
good order to avoid capture. And such a statement, considering the
situation, ought not, perhaps, to be considered altogether inexcusable,
although it would be doing much less violence to the truth to substitute
the word fighting in the place of ¢ capture”; for there was quite as good
a chance to practice the one at the risk of the other, as when the Twelfth
was ordered in, and found not even the fragment of a regiment engaged
with the enemy or anywhere in sight.

The situation of what remained of the regiment had now become des-
perately critical and hazardous— a mere handful of men trying to fill
and hold a wide breach which must soon be closed up by the enemy.
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fs It is only a question of a few swift-flying moments. Yet more swiftly
from the hot-barreled muskets of three or four score men, behind as many
bullet-scarred and shell-splintered trees, round ball, buck-shot, and Minie-
bullets are still being hurled against the foe.*

About this time Lieutenant Morrill, of Company D, seeing that but a score
or two of men remained, and thinking doubtless that further resistance
would be more foolish than brave, informed Lieutenant Bedee, command-
ing Company G, that he was the ranking officer left on the field, and that
retreat or capture seemed the only alternative.

This officer, who had been too earnest and active in the fight to notice
before that most all the officers were killed or wounded, and he in
command of what was left of the regiment, at once aroused himself
to a full sense of the responsibility so unexpectedly thrown upon him.
But retreat being to him a better word for the timid than the brave, and
remembering that the order to Colonel Potter was to hold the ground to
the last moment, determined to continue the fight while he took a swift
survey of the field, to see if that moment had actually arrived.

But fearing, from the way the bullets were still flying, that unless
something was at once done there would be none left for either capture
or retreat, he gave the command, ¢ LZay down,” wisely intending to save
his men while he decided what to do. But Sergeant-Major Bartlett, who
had been watching the enemy’s movements, knowing that to obey the
order would be but saving the few fortunate enough to be alive, for
lingering deaths from starvation in rebel prisons, immediately sprang to
the side of Lieutenant Bedee and commenced to remonstrate. But
scarcely had he uttered a word before the latter, looking in the direction
indicated by the sergeant’s finger, where a force of the enemy could be
plainly seen marching close around their left, instantly straightened up
from his slightly bent position (as he stooped to listen to the sergeant who
was shorter and stood lower), swung his sword around and high above his
head, and, with a voice that must have been heard, if not understood, by
the rebels themselves, gave this order: “* RALLY ’round the jlag, boys, and
gel ouT of this.”

Thinking, by the first part of the order, that the lieutenant could see one
of the flags somewhere there was a moment’s delay in obeying the last
and much more important part. DBut it was onliy a moment, or nearer the
sixtieth part of one, before every man was using all the reserve strength
left in him to *“ gef ot in the quickest possible time.

Someone has said, who pretended to know, as being present, that the
little squad left of the regiment retreated as coolly and deliberately as
they fought; that they rallied around and formed a line on the colors,
both ‘in the centre, and marched out of the woods as slowly and in as
good order as they marched in. This all sounds and reads well enough,

* Some of the rebelssaid after the battle, that it was the first time they ever knew grape and ean-
ister used by infantry.

-
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but nothing could be farther from the truth. First, there were no colors
in sight to rally round, and second, instead of *¢slowly” and in ¢ good
order,” it was every one for himself, and the Devil, or one of his
hell-pens of the South, for the hindermost.

How the state colors were saved by their gallant bearer has already
been related, and how the stars and stripes were saved from capture will
be found recorded in the history of the colors.

From the quick change of orders, and the vehement and explosive em-
phasis that Lieutenant Bedee put upon the word “out” in his last one,
the men at once understood that retreat had been already too long de-
layed, and that it was their legs and not their muskets that must now save
them. But they did not then know that the door to the narrow .and only
avenue of escape was swiftly swinging to its close.

Ten minutes later and it would have been shut and bolted, and every
one captured or shot.

The enemy, on either side, was far beyond the position held by the
Twelfth before that position was abandoned. On the right, he had ad-
vanced along the plank road, near which the regiment fought, more than
half a mile to its rear, captured a part of a battery on Fairview, and
was already engaging the rallying line of the Third Corps near the Chan-
cellor House: while on the left, the rebel force had taken and held the
whole of the ground from Hazel Grove, where the fight first commenced
in the morning, to the western slope of the Chancellorsville plateau.

Thus it can be seen, as will be proved by the best authority, that the
Twelfth for some time had been fighting and desperately trying to hold
its ground in the very midst of the enemy ; that it had fought for at least
two hours, and held in check for that time a much larger force of the
enemy, without assistance or support worthy of mention, and, except for
a few minutes, single handed and alone; and that at the time of its
retreat it was over half a mile in advance of the nearest organized Union
force, small or great, in the corps, or anywhere in that part of the field.*

It should be stated here that, of the fifty men and officers that were
taken prisoners in this battle, nearly all had been wounded and were
captured as far back as the brook and sand hill directly in the rear of
where the regiment was then fighting.

On the retreat, after crossing the brook, most of the scattered squad
obliqued a little to the right in order to flank the steepest part of the. hill,
and came very near running directly into the rebel lines; a sharp turn
and a favoring angle of elevation saving many of them from the leveled
rifles of the waiting rebels, who demanded their surrender.

Though thus narrowly escaping capture or death, their course was the
best left them, for had they taken a direct one, many more would
have been shot down before reaching the top of the hill. That any of
the few who took the latter course lived to reach the Chancellor House is
little less than a miracle.

*See General Sickles’s statement and Captain Hall’s letter at the end of this chapter.
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That the national colors of the regiment, that went down with him who
bore them, were not captured by the exultant and sanguine victors of the
field, pressing close behind, ere they ever safely scaled the hill-top, was
certainly providential.

When the nearly exhausted few — not more than twenty-five or thirty
at the most — emerged from the ravine where they last encountered the
foe, and showed their blue uniforms on the lower side of Fairview, the
quick eye of General Sickles, who was watching the swift approaching
lines of gray, caught sight of them, and spurring his horse to the front
of his guns, double shotted with grape and canister, shouted out in frantic
tones to his gunners about to pull the lanyards: <¢ Hold on there; hold
your fire; those ave my men in_front!”

The foremost line of the enemy —if line it could be called, for they
came out of the woods in squads so eager were they in their pursuit—
had reached the top of the hill, in plain sight of the reserve line of the
Third Corps, when the small remnant of blue suddenly came into view
but httle ahead of their pursuers, and taking a diagonal course that
brought them directly between the Confederate advance and a part of
Sickles’s artillery that in a moment more would have opened, as a few
minutes later it did, and swept the field.

Thus by the quick eye and timely action of their gallant corps com-
mander, the bullet-proof survivors of the last regiment of that corps to
leave the field were rescued from final destruction about to burst from the
muzzles of their own guns.

Seeing the reception awaiting them at the Chancellor House, near
which General Sickles had placed his artillery, the rebels stopped to close
up and reform their lines.

In the mean time Licutenant Bedee, getting himself and men into some-
thing of the shape of leader and led, with Second Lieutenants French
and Dunn and his lieutenant-colonel and major, had reached the reserve
line and reported to General Sickles himself, who, amid the cheers of his
men, rode forward to meet him.

“ What regiment, and where’s the rest of it 2”

“ Twelfth New Hampshire, and here’s what's left of it.”

“ Fall in, my brave men, and help us hold this line.”

“ But we'rve all out of ammunition, General.”

¢ Pass to the rear then, quick, and grve my guns a chance.”

A minute or two later and the rescued few were seeking a safe spot to
rest in the woods in the rear, while our artillery was cutting wide gaps
through the enemy’s lines in the opposite direction.

The Third Corps, which from early morn had borne the brunt of the
fight, and been pushed slowly back, until despairing of any assistance, it
had here taken its last stand, its brave commander plainly seeing that his
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