












have not even the mournful satisfaction of giving their dear one the last sad marks of 
love and respect. 

One man (a Portsmouth boy, tho' a resident of Massachusetts) who went on with 
me searched two days in vain for the body of his son, although apparently plain direc­
tions had been sent of the place where he was buried; another was obliged to disinter 
eight bodies before finding him for whom he sought. I was more fortunate, for my 
friend had been carefully buried by comrades who knew his worth, and who had time 
to do it well; and yesterday his remains were carried beneath the trees which his own 
hand had planted, to rest with kindred dust in our own beautiful cemetery. Never, oh 
never may that hallowed spot suffer the desecration which has befallen the cemetery at 
Gettysburg. 

This was the central point of our position, and there the conflict raged as hotly as 
at any but one place. The monuments are broken by shot, scarred by bullets, or thrown 
over by bursting shells; the pretty iron fences are thrown down or smashed up, the 
flowers, and bushes, and trees, planted by loving hands, are broken and trampled, and 
thick around are scattered all the other marks of fighting of which I have spoken. Such 
is war; destroying all that we hold most dear; desecrating all that we most reverence; 
polluting all that we most love and cherish. God grant that it soon may cease to rage 
in this our beloved land, and that we may ere long obtain the liberty for all men, and 
the firm re-establishment of our glorious constitution, for which we are paying such a 
fearful price. 

I spoke of the wounded men whom I met on the road. These, severe as their 
wounds seemed, were those who were the least hurt, and who could therefore be first 
removed. Every day some hundreds are brought to the railroad station in ambulances 
and carried to other places, or allowed to go home; but there are still great numbers 
left at Gettysburg, for the whole number wounded in the battle was over 10,000 of our 
men, and about half as many rebels, who were left behind by their retreating army. The 
little town is filled with them, many private houses have one or more, and the church­
es, court house and seminary building are filled with beds, many barns also, are used 
for the same purpose. But much the largest proportion are in the corps hospitals, of 
which there are three at different distances of 2 to 4 miles from the town. These con­
sist only of tents of various sizes, some mere shelter tents, which accommodate two 
men, others large enough to hold 10 or 12 beds, and although one would think this very 
poor accommodation, yet many of the doctors, and of the men also, say that they are 
better off than in the confined air of a room. I am glad to say that all possible attention 
seems to be paid to these brave sufferers. Medical and surgical attendance is abun­
dant, and there are many noble women there devoting themselves unweariedly to their 
care and comfort. The Catholic Sisters of Mercy are conspicuous by their peculiar 
dress, but there are as many of our Protestant women whose hearts are at least as ten­
der, and their ministrations as prompt and loving, if their garb is less observable. One 
lady in particular (Miss Dame from Concord) has been with our New Hampshire boys 
during most of the war, accompanying them through the whole Peninsular campaign, 
and lately being in charge of the N.H. State Commission Rooms in Washington, whence 
she hastened to this place as soon as news was received of the battle. 
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The Sanitary and Christian Commissions are both there with ample store of provi­
sions, and luxuries even, beside their trained corps of agents, and many are the private 
contributions which have been poured out freely to comfort and assist the sufferers. 
The wounds are, many of them, fearful to behold; it appears strange that men can 
undergo what I saw some suffer and yet live, but they not only live, but in most cases 
are cheerful, hopeful, and even more, and in none was there any murmuring or repin­
ing, but always entire patience. The recollection of the sights which I here saw and of 
the lessons that I learned will never leave me while I live. 

Of the friend for whose remains I undertook this journey, I would say a few words, 
for altho' never a member of this school, his character was one that you may all well 
take as a model, especially the boys. Pure, upright, honest, brave; never as a boy do I 
remember hearing from his lips any profane or indecent word, and as a man, all that 
which was in the least tainted with impurity was most abhorrent to him. A lie, or any­
thing inconsistent with the strictest honesty and uprightness of word or deed; was his 
utter detestation. Brave as any soldier in the army, and meeting his death at least 
because he would not fall back 1.vhen his comrades did, he yet feared sin, nor did he 
ever even in his youth regard it as any mark of courage to do what he knew was wrong, 
or would displease his parents or his God. He eminently obeyed the precept, "be kind­
ly affectioned one to another with brotherly love, in honor preferring one another." His 
little acts of kindness at home, to neighbors and to all with whom he was connected 
were of constant occurrence; himself he did not consider when another was to be 
helped. When at home last winter with a wounded leg, he walked several miles to 
obtain flowers for a poor sick woman, who had not the remotest claim on him but her 
distress and poverty. His modesty and retiring disposition were as conspicuous as his 
kindness. He refused a commission in the army, saying that he knew he could be a 
good soldier, and that was better than to be a poor officer; although friends well knew 
that whatever position he might take he would fill it well. But for him the toils of life 
are over. For him we can well quote the hymn, 

"Go to the grave; at noon from labor cease; 
Rest on thy sheaves, thy harvest task is done; 
Come from the heat of battle, and in peace 
Soldier go home; with thee the fight is won." 

May we all so live that when our call to depart comes, we may rejoin him in that 
world to which he has gone, where there are no more wars and fightings, no more bat­
tles nor sin nor death: and may God hasten the time when here below, also, the song of 
the Christmas angels shall be fulfilled, and there be "peace on earth, good will among 
men." 
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