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LXXIX.
To the Boys and Girvls af the United Stafes:

To comprebend the great plan which Gen.
Grant was carrying out, let us read the dis-
patch which came to him from Gen. Butler,
who, on the morning when the Army of the
Potomae started from Calpeper for the Wil-
derness, was moving up Jomes River.

This is the dispateh from Butler, who had
landed at Bermuda Hundred, between Peters-
burg sad Richmond :

“We bave landed here, intrenched our-
selves, destroyed many miles of railroad,
sud got & position which, with proper sup-
plies, we can hold against the whole of Lee's
srny., Deauregard, with a large portion of
his command, is left south. 1 have whipped
Hill vo-day, killing and wounding many and
taking many prisonemns.”

While Butler wos slriking at Lee's com-
munications south of Richmond, SBheridan,
with the cavalry, was cutting the railroad
south of that clty, destroying 10 miles of
track, a train of cars, burning & million and
& half of rations and Lee's medical stores,

The dispatch was very encouraging, but
oo sanguine. A Tew days later Gen. Butler
found bimself bemmed in st Bermuda Han-
dred and unable 1o strike & blow. His cav-
alry entered Petershurg, and bad Botler

gone there instesd of to Bermuda Hundred,
be could easily have held it

With this dispatch before him Gen. Grant
prepared to begin the conflict, Through
May 11 the enginocrs were ulong the picket,
looking throngh their field-glasses to see
where were the weskest poluts in the Con-
federate lines,

Gen. Mott drove back the rebel skirmish-
ers before him, thet he might get a litte
Dearcr,

THE SALIENT.

North of Spottsylvania one and & half
miles is the farmbouse of Mr. Lapdron. In
the same direction, but nesver the Court-
bouse, is the house of Mr. McCool, & one-
story building with a chimnpey &t each end,
& plazza, with graod old osks shading it
McCool's house was inside the rebel lines;
. Lavdren's, one-fourth of a mile north of the

rebel brewstworks.

The enginecrs reporied that the angle,
shaped liked the Jetter V, the apex toward
Lapdron's house, was 2 point that might be
sttacked sucoessfully.

Gen. Grant dctermined 1o attack along the

_eutiee live, while the Second Corps, nnder
Bancork, was 0 csrry the works in front of
Landron s

Lt wighit is dark and cloody, rain is fall-
g, but the men of the Second Corps are
making (heir way along & narrow path |

Four thousand surrender themselves, with
20 cannon, caissons, and horses, several
thousand muskets and 30 colors—nearly the
whole of Gen. Johuson's Division,

With the killed and wonnded Lee has
lost in & moment not Jess than 5,000 troops.
Those not captured flee through the woods
toward the second line of intrenchmente,
neaver the Court-house. Hancock's men rush
after them. Barlow is at the east angle,
held by Stuarts and York's (Confederate)
Brigades.

Owen’s and Carroll's Brigades of Gibbon's
Division are close behind Barlow, and at the
decisive moment come pouring over the in-
trenchiments, capturing two of Stuart's can-
non, wheeling them round and sending
shells into the flecing rebels, DBirney's Di-
vision, followed by Mott's, leaped upon the
west angle held by Terry's, Walker's, and
Battle's Brigades.

It is not & sarprise to the Confederates.
Their pickets have been sending in word
since midnight that the Union troops have
been moving on Brown's and Landron’s |
farms. Gen. Lee thought that Grant was
moving to turn his left, and withdrew a por-
tion of the artillery along the intrench-
ments, 10 move to the Conrt-house; but at
daylight it was on its way back. Johuson

OTHER ATTACKS.

A few moments after Darlow and Birney |
leaped over the intrenchments, the artillery
of the Fifth Corps began to thunder.

Gen. Meade thought that Lee would send
reinforcements from Longstreet's line to help
regein the works, but he did not.

It is 930 when Warren's troops advance.
A storm bursts upon them from Fieldss
Division. They almost reach the intrench-
ments, but the fire is too destructive.

Gen. Humphrey, Meade's Chief-of-Stafl,
orders the troops to withdraw, and sends
Cutler’s and Crawford's Divisions to help
the Fifth Corps.

THE NINTH CORPS.

Going now over to the road leading from
Spottsylvania to Fredericksburg we see the
Ninth Corps on both sides of it. The con-
test begun at 5 o'clock, when Potter’s Divis-
jon rushed upon Lane's Brigade of Hill's
Corps, capturing two caonon; but Scales's
and Thomas's Brigades came to Lane's as-
sistance and Potter was driven back without
being able to take away the cannon.

At 9 o'clock there is another struggle.
Wileox’s Division of the Ninth Corps holds
the left of the Union line south of the Fred-
ericksburg road. Heth's (Confederate) Divis-
ion is behind the intrenchments. Gen. Wil-

had sent word to Lee that he was to be at-

FiGHT AT THE DLooDpy ANGLE.

tacked. His own troops were ready, and
Gordon's Division was also ready to support
bim. Gordon had placed Evans's Brigade by
the McCool bouse, and Pegram's and R. D.
Juhmston's to support Rodes's Division.

The success of the charge threw Birney
and Barlow into confusion. The men were
in a mass, the regiments disorganized. In
their enthusiasm they rushed after the re-
treating Confederates, but were met by Gor-
don's troops, and the fight became desperate,
the Confederstes driving the Union troops
back upon the intrenchments.

ARRIVAL OF THE SIXTH OCORPS.

“Go 10 Hancock's assistance,” is the order
from Meade to Wright, commanding the
Sixth Corps.

Russell's and Wheaton's Divisions, accom-
panied hy Wright, come in upon Hancock's
right near the McCool honse.

Wright is wounded at the ountset, but does

thiough the woods. The heavy rain tarns | not Jeave the fidd. And now begins one of
the cuth % o mortar-bed beneath the feet | the most stubborn contests recorded in his-

of the men. For a week they have been on |
the march or in battle Through ull the ‘l
days there bus not been an hour when you

eotld not bear cither the boom of cannon,

the volleys of musketry or the rattling fire

of the pickets. The men are weary, but on

througb the deep mire, their clothes drenched

with the fulling rain, they plod without s

murmur. At midoight they come into posi-

tion o the wools between the houses

of Brown and Landron, throwing them-

eclves ou the ground just in rear of the
pickei-line. No word is spoken.  There has
been po ruttiing of cauteens, no clank Iup of
swords. In silence, like specters, the men
in biue have marched throngh: the mire and
gloom of the uight, and now they are wait-
ing fur the dawn

The engineers have taken the position of
the Lresstworks from Landron's during the
@ay with their compasses, and now they set
them, exomining them by striking a match
0 get the rght direction.

Biruey's Dividion is on the right. He
must crost & mansh, creep through s dense
thicket of young pines, growing where the
plow once turned its farrows, where slaves
have hoet! Whacco—land worn out for culu-
vation und tursed 10 wood.

Borlow’s Division is on the left, with a
clenr field before Lim. Gibbon's Division
and Motts, of the Niuth Corps, ave in re-
sorve

The division commanders have timed their
waiches. Day is breaking. The fog hangs
low. I1 s & half mile 1o the rebed intrench-
menis

Barlow hw four brigndes — Brooke's, with
the 24 Del, 64th, Goch N. Y., 534, 145t 1480k
Pa, Miles's, the 20th Mich, 6lst X, Y., Slst,
1401k, 153¢ Pa.~these in the frout line, with
Bmy thenand Browu's Brigudes in the second

On though the low shrubbery, out inte
the opes ficlds they wove, keeping even wtep
Ul i the gray of the morning, they see the
@i outline of the rebél works, and then
with & chieer they rosh on fn solid mass. A
single volley flames in their faces as they
rush up the slope. The next moment they
are over the works, churging with the bayo-
el There is o fierce struggle ; wen five in
each others’ faces. The slaughter of the
sebels is fearful. The mass of Usion mwen
sunging Like & tidal wave of the scs upon
e Confedernte lint sweops il away.

tory. The Confederates are on ope side of
the intrenchments, the Union troops on the
other. It is 6 o'clock. The sun has risen,
the fog lifted, but under the gray clouds the
stroggle begins. A, P. Hill's troops come
pouring through the woods to Gordon's as-
sistance, capturing a few Union troops.

Gen. Hancock plants his artillery on a
knoll on Brown's farm, sending a storm of
shells over the beads of the men in blue,
Bome of the cannon are run up to the breast-
work loaded with canister, sending an enfi-
lading fire along the Confederate lines.

Through the day the contest goes on.
Gen. Louis Grant, commanding the Vermont
brigade in the Eixth Corps, has this o say
about the unoparalleled struggle:

“It was not ouly a desperate struggle, but
it was literally a hand-to-hand fight. Noth-
ing but the piled-up logs or breastworks
separated the combatants. Our men would
reach over the Jogs and fire into the faces of
the enemy ; would stab over with their bayo-
nets | many were shot and stabbed through
the crevices and boles between the logs;
men mounted the works, and with muskets
rapidy banded them, kept up a continnous
fire until they were shot down, when others
would teke their places and continue the
deadly work. * * * Beveral times during
the day the rebels would show a white flag
about the works, and when our fire slack-
ened, jump over and surrender, and others
were crowded down to ill their places. *
* % It was there that the somewhat
ctlebrated troe was cut off by bullets; there
that the brush and logs were out to picces
and whipped into busketstuff; * = &
there that the rebel ditches and cross-sec-
| Yons were filled with dead men several
doep. * * % T wasatl the angle the next
day. The sight was terrible and sickening,
much worse than at Bloody Laue (Antie-
tam ). There n great many dead men were
lying in the road and across the rails of the
torn-down fences, and out in the cornfield;
but they were not piled up several deep,
and their flesh was not 8o torn and mangled
ae at the ‘angle””

What a storm of leaden rain swept over
those intrenchiments! The branches of trees
are riddied to shreds, like basket-stufl. An
onk tree 22 inches in dismeter is cut down
by the ceaseless hail. It falls upon the Con-
federates in the trenches injuring several
members of the 1st 8, Q,

cox's men creep up through a pine thicket,

but when they come into the open ground
are met by a beavy fire. The Confederates
move 1o strike his flank, and the melee be-
gins. The struggle is fierce and desperate.
The uproar all along the lines in both armies
arouses in Union and Confederate alike a
resolute determination to carry on the strug-
gle to the bitter end.

Hundreds of cannon are thundering;
there are continuous rolls of musketry from
McCool's, northwest from the Court-house,
all the way round to:Wilcox's Division,
southeast of it. The woods are smoking
like a furnace; the battle clouds hang low.
Rain is falling, but men heed it not. Whysuch
a struggle for a position which has no special
military value? It is not a struggle for po-
sition, but a pounding to see which can
stand it the longest. Gen. Grant has at-
tacked becanse he believes in crushing the
rebel army. Through the day the terrible
contest poes on. At midnight it ceases in
front of Burnside, but up by McCool’s the
muskets flame till past midnight, when Lee
withdraws his troops to his second line of
intrenchments, leaving the line by McCool's
and Landron’s in the possession of the Sixth

in killed, wounded and prisoners. It will
never be known how many Lee lost, but
with the prisoners not less than 10,000,

The Coufederate Gens. Daniel and Perrin
were killed ; Walker, Ramseur, R. D. John-
ston and McGowan wounded; Maj.-Gen.
Edward Johnson and Stuart taken prison-
ers. Three Union Generals were wounded
—Wright, Webb and Carroll.

MOVEMENT OF MAY 13,

| Gen. Grant had no desire to force Lee back
toward Richmond, but only to strike him
whenever he could get a fair opportunity.
To this end Gen. Warren started after dark
on the evening of May 13, leaving Landron’s
farm, marching east to the Fredericksburg
road and forming on the left of Burnside,
The night was dark and miny, and Gen.
Wiarren ordered the building of fires along
the road, bat the rain extinguished them.
The men floundered wearily through the
mud.

The Second Corps was to be prepared to
renew the atiack at 4 o'clock on the morn-
ing of the 14th, and the Fifth Corps, out
beyond Burnside, was to swing around south
of Spottsylvania Court-house and strike
Lee's right flank. It was not till 6 o'clock
that the head of Warren's column reached
its position. The men were weary and scat-
tered. It was not possible to make a sue-
cessful movement, and the tm&opu were
balted. The Sixth Corps followed the Fifth,
and was massed on the Massaponax road.
Upton's Brigade was attacked by the Con-
federate cavalry, which was driven.

The army needed rest. Reinforcements

and Second Corps. Gen. Grant has lost 7,000 |

A farmer who knows every foot goes
through the woods a8 his guide. It is 5
o'clock in the aflernoon when the head
of Ewell's colamn appears west of the road
leading to Fredericksburg, and west of Mr.
Harris's house, near which are Gen. Grant's
headquarters. Col. Kitching’s Brigade and
Gen. Tyler's Division of heavy artillery are
pear the road. Col. Kitching’s pickets dis-
cover Ewell's advance, and come running up
with the news.

I was at Gen. Grant’s headquarters.

“Pack up those wagons; harness the
horses; quick!” It is the order of the
Provost-Marshal, Gen. Patrick. Ten min-
utes and the trains are packed ready to
move.

There comes a ripple of musketry from the
woods, and then volley upon volley. It is
the first engagement for the soldiers of the
heavy artillery, and though they have been
practicing with heavy cannon they are at
home with the musket, and send their vol-
leys npon Ewell's advaneing line.

The Fifth Corps is nearer than either of
the others, and the Maryland Brigade comes
up on the run, followed by Birney's Division
of the Second Corps.

If Ewell had any thought of creating a
stampede, he did not bave an opportunity to

carry out his plan. He was held at bay by
Kitching and Tyler, aod when Birney ar-
rived was driven step by step. The sun goes
down, with light flashes gleaming in the
thickets. At 9 o'clock Ewell gives up the
struggle, having lost nearly 1,000 men. He
has found out where a portion of Grant's
troops are, hut accomplished nothing more.

Three weeks have gone by, with continu-
ous, stubborn fighting. Not an hour of
gilence the while, bul a ceaseless cannonade
or musketry, either the firing of pickets or
roll of volleys by brigades and divisions.
Never before such a three-weeks' struggle in
this western world.

[T be continued,)
THE TENDER HEART.

BY HELEN GRAY COXE,

8he gnzed upon the burnished brace

Of plummp ruffed grouse he showed with pride;
Angrelic griel was iy her faoe;

** How could you do i, dear? " she sighed,
“The poor, pathetic, moveless wings'

The songs all hushed ; oh, eruel shame! ™
Baid he, "' The partridge never sings.”

Said she, “ The sin is quite the same.”

“You men are savage th h and through,
A boy is always singing in

Bome string of bird's eggs, while and blue,
Or bultertlies upon a pin,

Ths angleworm ‘lu anguish dies,
Impaled, the pretty tmut o teassa—""

* My own, we fish for trout with flies.”
* Don't wander from the question, please1”

8he quoted Barns's ** Wounded Hare,”
And certain burning Hoes of Blake's,
And Ruskin on the fowls of air,
And Coleridge on the water snakes.
Al Emerson's "' Forbearance™ he
Began to feel his will beauvmbed ;
At Browniog's ** Donald " utterly
His soul surrendered nnd succumbed,

* Oh, gentlest of all gantie girls ™
He lﬂ‘oughl. " beneath lhgibk-led
He saw her lashes hung with pearis
And swore to give away his gun.
Bhe smiled to find her point was gained
And wen!, with happy parting words
{He subsequently wruﬂ}ned ¥
To trim ber hat with bumming birds,
—From The Century,

THE BRIGHTEST THING IN TOWN.
BY ROSE ELIZABETH CLEVELAXND,
Let me draw you a ploture, rude and rough,
Of the brightest thing in all the town,
If 1 had but wit and skill enough
"Twould win me a lasting renown.

sun!"

Let no one disturb me. Leave me alono!
Give me a chance ! It lsall | ask,

Let me try my hand—no master's, | own—
At this impossible task,

Im ible? Yes, for an Angelo,

o paint the picture [ wish you Lo see,
bie quits for art te show

his picture that lives with me.

Im

And yet, "tis only a hanif-grown girl ;
Half or whole, I do not Enow ;

A face hung o'er with hair all a-curl,
And eyes as black as a crow.

Binck, did I say? Then [ made a mistake,
Fordl‘ve scen them as gray as the breast of a
ove,

Green with scorn, and red with hate—
And nzure and gold with love!

The brow of some eali, reflective Greek,
Aud & nose nol Roman nor aquiline.
An oval face and an olive cheek,
Flushed through with blood like wine,

A chin like some fumous old Van Dyke,
Tapering sofi to & point, just so;

And a mouth—now what {s this young mouth like ?
Don't guess what! You don't know.

B0yt
JEFF DAVIS.
An 014 Song In Regard to the Ex-Chieftain of the
Confederacy.

The recent tour of Jeif Davis through the
South bus called to the mind of many com-
rades a poem cowposed during the war, which
was once very popular smong the Union sol-
diers. We have received several copies of the
same from various sources and reproduce it, as
follows:

Oh mny that cuss, Jeff Davis, float,

In open sea, in open boat,

In leeland ecold, without a coat.
Glory, ballelujal !

Without & compass, sail or oar,

A millioo miles away from shore,

Where mighty waves like mountains roar,
Glory, hallelujah!

May sharks devour him, stem and stern,
A whale engulf him down in turn,

And the devil Enl the whole concern,
Giory, hallelujah!

Oh may that cursed teaitor dwell

In darkest pits of deo Liell,

Aud gunsh his teeth and groan and yell,
Glory, hallelnjah !

And mid his roars and fraptic cries,

Oh mny elernal ashies risa,

And blow forever in his eyes,
Giory, hallelujah !

In bnmlnf brimstone he be,

While little devils dance in glee,

Then lock the door and lose the key,
Glory, ballelyah !

Too Young to be & Paymaster.

Btanton called a spade a spade always, ac-
cording to a Cleveland Leader correspondent.
He had a holy horror of sheddy, and the Major-
General with his shoulderstraps, his clanking
sword and his strut of pomposity had not as
much offect with him as had the tears of » sol-
dier’s widow. He spoke very sharply to officers
whom he found loafing about Washington,
when Le thought they should be in the fleld,
snd it was not uncommon for him to say:
* Well, sir, 1 would like to knew,what you, an
officer of the United States army, are d’o&ng at
Washingion? If they don't need you at the
frout, I'll see about mustering you out.”
Lobbyists Stanton repulsed with a word, and
few men with corrups schemes on hand ap-

bed him h::;n than once, %enui,:rhl Alw
gressmen not much weight with him,
and hemade no boues of saying what he thought
in most characteristic language. At one time
oue of the other members of the Cabinet
wanted Stanton to appoint a youug friend of

his as in the aroy, .
“Ho is ouly 51, was the reply : “bat e s

¥ <1, was reply ; t

thoroughly respectable aud honest.”

“ Mz, Btanton, em-

g}

Bu‘r.ehry." responded
AR

1 FRIEND IN NEED. |

An Officer’s Story of the Best Day’s
Work of His Life.

A PICTURE OF WO,

Drawn from the Union Prison-
ers of War.

THE WRETCHED VICTIMS

Comforted by a Canteen and
Kindly Words of Cheer.

—ip e

BY A VETERAN IOWA COLONEL.

Every week reading THE NATIONAL
TrisvNE through, it sometimes strikes me
that in all the war incidents narrated in its
columns one terrible experience has rather
been overlooked, although often incidentally
alluded to by your contributors. I mean the
experience in rebel prisons. As one of the
miserable wretches who was there, I am
sometimes inclined to think, when I grow hot
and mad over my own prison-life memories,
that any veteran, though he went through
the war from the beginning to the end, is
gather putting on airs when he assumes to
know all about the late war, unless he grad-
uated from a rebel prison. We who had
been in many battles never knew the full
terrors of war or its sometimes almost unbe-
lievable cruelty, till in confinement we sor-
rowfully realized “man’s inhumanity to
man.”

I have no intention, however, of inflicting
upon your readers personal experiences of
my own trials and sufferings. I merely pro-
pose telling the story, as it was told to me
by an old officer, of what the narrater de-
clared was the best day’s work of his whole
life. “ And though my life be blackened
with sins,” he grimly remarked, “ if there is
a recording angel he will

WIPE OUT SOME OF THEM
for what I did then.” Mainly, I give his own
words as nearly as I recollect them, with
probably now and then a rhetorical touch of
my own.

“We were more than a thousand prison-
ers, all officers,” he said, * on the way {rom
our last prison-camp at Columbia, 8. C, to
Wilmington, for the general exchange of
March 1, 1865, Early on the morning of
Feb. 26, soon after our own arrival at Golds-
boro in box and eattle cars, another train
came in and stopped not far from where we
were standing on the track, our own train
unloaded. Learning that this last train was
one of prisoners from Florence, a few of us
obtained permission to visit them. It wasa
terrible spectacle. I see it yet in dreams
sometimes, and ever in memory. The train
was made up of platform cars, and the night
had been very cold fer that southern eli-
mate. Every emaciated prisoner had been
uncovered the night through, with not a
mouthful of vietuals during the whole trip,
and hungry when they started.

“The cars had just been unloaded. With
not a blanket, not a coat, vest, or pair of
shoes in the whole crowd, and the remnants
of clothing on them in tatters and showing
their nakeduoess, black as negroes from
hovering over prison-camp pine-wood fires,
and vermin-covered to their heels, many of
them hopeless, gibbering idiots, and others
dying where they lay— these miserable
wretches, too ragged and filthy for the mean-
est tramp's association, were United States
soldiers, men who, a brief time before, as
time flies, had in gay uniforms marched
from their homes amidst the tears of mothers,
brothers, sisters and wives for the war, antici-
pating only death as the worst, and as the
best a return home crowned with patriotic
glery.

“BShocked as we were, it was no time for
mere pity and tears. Acting on the impulse
we burried back, enlisted others, and asking
no permission from guards, retorned to these
poor suflerers with what we could gather in
the way of food and garments. Over the heads
of their guards we threw them what we had,
the rebel officer in command at first protest-
ing, till he was told ke would next be thrown
among the starving wolves.

“Some of the prisoners took the hardtack
thrown them, gazed for & moment wonder-
ingly at it, then tasted, and next

DEVOURED IT LIKE BEASTS,

and wildly looked around for more—idiots
from hunger and cruelty. Yet these givers,
officers in rank, were nearly all coatless and
barefooted, covered with vermin, and very
hungry till started on this exchange route.
But they probably thanked God they were
not as some other men—Ilooking at these
Florence prisoners. Soon afterward these
prisoners, who were the first started from
L'Flureneo as the men best able to stand the
trip, (Heaven help those left behind!) were
marched to a camp a mi® or two distant.

“On my return to our own camp or stop-
ping-off place on the railroad track, a rebel
officer of sympathetic heart, who had made
a note of the whole thing, invited me out of
the lines and took me to a close-by saloon.
Bick and weary, I sacrificed all the temper-
ance principles I had been nursing for many
months in prison, where there was no saloon,
and went with him. Wedrank apple brandy,
the beverage of that region, and I well recol-
lect that my Confederate friend paid $5 a
dripk for it—§10 for his treat—but it was
in his own national momey. Telling the
saloonist my own experience of the last hour,
his heart was opened. He told me to bring
him the biggest canteen I could find, and he
would fill it with apple brandy, if I would
take it to these prisoners; * for,’ said he, ‘that
will be food for "em.’

“Like the flash of & gun I was off, and
soon returned with a canteen borrowed from
a rebel guard. It was promptly filled, and,
by the price of our drinks, I estimated its

mu.um

“With a companion I was given ‘leave of!
absence ' to follow the Florence prisoners to
their camp. They were strewn along the
street and road beyond like hogs. Men had
wearily tramped, and even crawled, till they
could go no farther. We gave them each a
drink’ from the canteen and something from
our haversacks, and encouraged them to get
upand try it again, and many did. Thas
we went on our trip of mercy till the ammu-
nition was expended and the camp not yet
reached. More than this, on the street I
stopped at every house and begged and
pleaded with the women—for there was not
& man about—to do something for

THESE POOR, STARVED WRETCHES
lying at their doors—make them soup, give
them anything, for they were starviog to
death; cover them, for they were shame-
fully naked. On our return there were
already hearty responses being made by |
these women, trying to restore skeletons to
manhood or to life. But there were four
of the skeletons beyond hope of earthly
resurrection. |

“On reaching the railroad track again I |
found another platform-car train had arrived |
with prisopers from Salisbury prineipally.
Unloaded, they were almost 1o a man lying
on the ground, hopeless and helpiess, their
last prospect gone of exchange for the pres-
ent, ragged, starved, smoke-blackened and
vermin-ealen like the first lot. The most
impressive, melancholy feature of the spec-
tacle was that not a voice could be heard in
this crowd of 500 men. No comrade was
talking with another. It was like the sleep
of death, only a8 men impatiently moved or
changed position or weakly fought the ver-
min. Exchange had been promised, and,
after long, weary miles of hungry and half-
frozen suffering, they were now dropped by
the roadside, and this was but the usual
transfer to another rebel prison. Home and
plenty and freedom so close by ; now pro-
longed, cruel suffering, with death a more
certain promise of relief than exchange.

“The reaction was terrible, especially aa
there was no strength in the flesh to rally
the spirit. Food for the body we had nof,
but they must be aroused into life or action,
or many would die where they lay. The
rebel officer in command, a kindly man, told
me they were utterly disheartened ; he bad
told them they were going to be exchanged,
but they wonld not believe him. ‘Then I
will try it," I replied.

“1 had struck the left of the line, and
commenced talkiog cheerfully to the boys,
who seemed to recognize my blue uniform,
such as was left of it. I told them I wagy,
one of themselves, a Union soldier and a
prisoner; that there were a thousand of us
near by on our way to be exchanged; the
delay would be only for two days, ete.

“!We've been fooled too often that way,’
boarsely growled one man.

“‘ But you will never be fooled again'I
replied, ‘for here in my hand is a copy of a
dispatch received last night by the rebel
officer in command here,’ and I read the dis-
patch to them, ordering our delivery for ex-
change at a certain point (nine miles from
Wilmington), March 1. While talking to
them, many got on their feet,

CROWDED AROUND ME,
and would no doubt have cheered, but there
wasn't a cheer left in them. They shook
each other by the hand, and langhed and
cried and talked. I toid them to mareh out
to camp, and they would not be prisoners
three days longer.

“The rebel officer stood by and heard all,
and as I tuarned away, said : “ That's just the
thing. Now talk all the way up the line
just as you have done, and I'll get them out
to camp all right.’

“1 did talk to squads at a time, and
showed them that dispateh, till I got to the
right of the line, and all that could were
standing on their feet, and the murmaur of
many voices heard where before was the
stillness of death. Home was again in their
sight, and the men who an hour before
prayed for death, now determined to live.

“I am sure i saved many lives that day,”
the old officer said, “ at least I know I put life
and hope where before all was despair—and
without that some would not have seen the
next snnrise, and a few did not, anyhow.”

But the story was not yet elosed. The
parrator, who at times was in tears, now
laughed, and then said: “ Well, there was
rather a funny or singular sequence to all
this. Several years ago, in my own little
home city, [ met a genileman on the street
who looked intently at me, half stopped,
went on, and finally retuarned and overtook
me. Putting his hand on my shoulder
rather familiarly, as I thought, he looked at
me again, and then said:

“*1 may be mistaken, but don’t think I
am; we have met before.’

“Very likely,” said I.

“‘We are both gruy-bearded now, and
moderately well dressed,” he continned.
When I last saw you we were not gray-
bearded, and rather ragged and most de-
cidely lousy. Yet I may be mistaken, for
we were only skeletons then.’

“I attempted a reply, when he stopped
me.

“‘Hold on, I know your veice,’ and he
warmly shook my hand.

“He proved to be one of the identical

to whom I had talked that event-
ul day to which I have alluded. He had
not seen me since, never had heard my name
nor of residence; oanly at the time of
exchange, they fourld out the man who re-
vived their spirits was the very chap who
bhad administered spirits more practically to
the sick and fallen of another prison erowd
the same morning, and he was an ‘fowa
man.’ This stranger had not been a day in
the city, and was there, by invitation, as a
lecturer! He had delivered his
lecture an hour after arriving the evening
before, or he might have alluded to
THAT APPLE-BEANDY BUSINESS.
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THE PENSION OFFICE
Al

VALUABLE AIlD

-

A

In Furnishing Information to

Pension Claimants.

— T

ADDRESSES SUPPLIED

Of Comrades Whose Evidenes

13 Desired.

— i

The Army and Navy Survivers’ Division
of the Pension Office is & most valuable aid
to appiicants for pensions in seeuring nceess
sary evidence. Something concerning ile
origin and present usefulness will be read
with interest. In its conception Post %
G.A.R., of Philadeiphia, plays s very promis
nent part. Post 2 has for some years pube
lished a roster of its members, giving Iate
rank and service, and in the hands of Maij.
Frank A. Butts, formerly a Reviewer in the
Special Examination Divison of the Pens
sion Ofiice, 2 copy of this roster proved @
most valnable aid toward proeuring wite
Desses in cases that could not be adjndieated
because of the absence of testimony of offie
cers and comrades.

After much thought on the subject Maj.
Butts suggested to C8l. W. W. Dudley, then
Commissioner of Pensions, that some record,
compiled in similar form to this roster, would
be of value to the Office. Col. Dudley, in
listening to his suggestions, realized at once
the advantage such s record might be, as im
an analysis of pending eases made in June,
1543, the astonishing fact had been disclosed
that of 244000 cases then pending, 204,000
were awaiting the response of claimants 9o
calls for necessary evidence, and of these ®
very large proportion awaited the evidence
of officers and comrudes to show the origim ™
and existence of the disability for whicls
pension was claimed, if contracted in service
and line of duty—the very foundation of the
right to pension, and henece necessary.

Early in Octoller, 1853, Col. Dudley cor-
responded with Geon. Robert B. Beath, then
Commander-in-Chief of the Graad Army of
the Republic, and solicited his aid to obtain
complete lists of the membership of the
. AR. Gen. Beath gave his hearty indorses
ment, and in November, 1353, issned & Gene
eral Order to the officers and members of the
various Departments of the G.AR. stating
fally what was

DESIRED BY THE PENSION OFFICE,

the object of saine, and requesting the setive
co-operation of all Department and Pos$
officers. It had been previonsly decided to
isswe to said Depariments the necessary
number of service cards, which had been de-
signed expressly for this purpese. They call
for name, arm of service, rank, company;
regiment, (or if in navy, name of vessel and
squadron,) date of enlistment and discharge,
and present post-oifice address.

As early as Jannary, 13-4, these cards bes
gan to return, and by April 1 there were
about 50,000 ready for filing. The work had

| by this time assumed such proportions tha®

the Chief of the Speeial Exanvination Division
deemed it advisable to organize a separste
section for it, and on the 16th of April such
an order was issued and Maj. Butts was
designated Chief of Section. As early a8
May lists of comrades were copied from the
names on fle and sapplied to all cases sens
out for special examination, aad the Adjudie
cating Division finding sach lists of gread
assistance increased their calls for same.

It has heen most pleasing te the Oifice to
note the interest that has been shown in this
record by all veterans throughout the United
States ; letters are constantly coming in fromy
private individuals everywhere, giving
name, service, present pest-ofliice address,
ete., and all seem anxious to add their cone
tribution toward the completion of what so»
early proved to be one of the very best efforty
ever made in favor of wounded and disabled
soldiers,

While this record has been founded npom
the information obtained through the Grand
Army of the Republic, other sources have
alse been called upon to increase the files, and
enough ean hardly be said in ackuowledge
ment of the aid rendered by the officers and
members of regimental associstions. Them,
too, Special Examiners in the fleld are ine
structed to make lists of all ex-soldiers, no$
members of the Grand Army of the Repube
lie, of whom they may gain knowledge while
investigating claims submitted to them forr
special examination. These lists are forwarde
ed to the Ofiice, where they are copied om
cards and applied to the files,

The correspondence in connection with
this work has Dbeen, and is still, one of ite
most important features. Very frequently »
claim will hinge npon

THE EVIDENCE OF ONE OFVICER;
perhaps his address will not appear on the
records, while the names and addresses of
other officers of the same serviee do appear,
The idea of writing io the lust named for the
address of the one desired suggested itself]
and was ated npon with the most remarkae
ble success. Fully 90 per cent. of the ads
dresses thus sought are obtained, and very
frequently the person addressed forwards »
long list of his own comrade friendsin addi
tion.

The work of distributing and fling the
service eards is in itself highly interesting.
As soon as received they are distributed, s
by State and arm of sexvice, in 3 case dee
signed for the purpose; then by regiments
and companiés. Arranged in this way they
are filed in the Woodrnff Patent File Hold-
ers, which are labeled with cards showing
State and regiment, and of colors that dese
ignato the service, via, red for artillery, yale

i

low for eavalry, blue for imfantry, and dazhe




