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Andersonville and Florence.

CHAPTER L

THE Twelfth West Virginia Infantry was formed during the summer
of 1862, and was mustered at Wheeling Island on the 16th of August. 1t
was composed almost entirely of Virginians, a few Pennsylvanians and
Ohioans being in two or three companies. It was characteristic of most of
the people of the western portion of Virginia that they were as intensely
loyal to the nation as those of the eastern portion were loyal to the state.
Between the two sections there had long been an antagonism, both industrial
and political. In the western part there were few slaves, both because the
industries there made it unprofitable to keep them, and because the proximity
to the free states rendered escape comparatively easy. Beyond the Ohio
river, and Mason's and Dixon’s line, there lay freedom for the fugitive, who
was hurried forward on the “underground railroad” to Canada. The people
of western Virginia were mountaineers, earning a scanty existence from the
Lard soil, their houses poor, living on corn bread and hominy and salt pork,
with an occasional feast of venison and b’ar meat. The vast resources of
coal, and iron, and oil, which in the last two decades have brought wonderful
wealth to the state, were then either unknown or undeveloped.

The peopie of eastern Virginia—the ruling forces especially—were the
dereendants of the aristoeracy, the F. F. Vs, who scorned to labor themselves
and despised those who did, and who therefore depended largely on slave
labor to maintain them in splendid idleness, and devote their time particular-
Iy to politics. Their state had been the “home of Presidents,” its nearness
to the national eapital giving it additional interest in politics; it possessed
able statesmen and soldiers, and from the very inception of the rebellion the
people espoused the cause of the south. The affair at Harper’s Ferry, within
the borders of the state had alarmed the people, and it is not to be wondered
al that they honestly believed a separatiom from the northern states was
absolutely necessary to the preservation of that great industrial institution
on which their prosperity had largely depended. A generation after the war
we may write calmly of these things, and even those who participated in
the stirring scenes have forgotten the fierce strife and the tumultuous pas-
sions which arrayed the people of the north and the south against each other,
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As family quarrels are always most bitter, so the feeling between the loyal
and the disloyal people of Virginia, Kentucky, Tennessee and Mizsowii was
far more intense than that between the people of the other northern and
southern states. In the fratricidal conflict there were found fathers and sons,
brothers, relatives and neighbors arrayed in arms against each other, and
there were many occasions when these met on the fizld of battle, or in prison,

or on the picket line.
CHARACTER OF THE REGIMENT.

Hence it was that the Twelith West Virginia was composed very large-
ly of men who were intenze in their hatved of those who had seceded from
the union. They were mountaincers, used to tramping over the hills in
search of game, skillful with the rifle, swiit on the march, inured from the

heginning to hardships and privations. Every soldier thinks his own regi-
ment the best. But it can truly be said of the Twelfth, that while it was not
engaged in as many battles as some other regiments, and its losses were not
as heavy, it fulfilled faithfully every duty placed upon it, and did not falter
in the hour of battle. And this is all that can be demanded of any regiment,
for the extent and character of its services are dependent on the commanding
oflicers.
LIMITED IN EDUCATION.

Living in a slate where there were no free schools, and few private
ones, a number of the regiment could not read or write. This did not detract
from their valor and efficiency as soldiers. It was the lot of the writer to be
the penman for several menibers of his comipany, and to write their letters to
loved ones at home. and read the answers. Sometimes this duty included
writing letters to sweetincarts, and in this avt he became quite proficient, and
after the war found it useful en his own account. There were certain poetical
couplets with which these letters were generally ended, as—

My pen is poor, my ink is pale,
My love for you will never fail;

and—
The rose is red, the violet's blue,

SBugar is sweet, and so are you.
In return for this writing my comrades often took my place on picket and
other duty, and in many ways eased the hard life of the soldier. Being the
voungest boy in the company, and frail in body and health, these strong men
were always kind to me, and their services saved my life on more than one
oveasion.
HARD TO PLEASE.

A few men in the regiment were tinclured with the virus of slavery,

so that it was with difficulty they held to their loyalty when the emancipa-
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ti'n proclamation was issued. One member of our company swore a round
oath that he would not * fight to fre= the damned nigger,” and sure enough
after the first battle in which we were engaged he deserted, and it was not
until near the close of the war that he was found in the fastnesses of his
iountain home and returned to the regiment.

OFF FOR THE FRONT. .

It was in the latter part of August that the organization of the regi-
merit was completed, and it was at once ordered into active service. An in-
vasion of West Virginia was threatened, and we were sent to help repel it.
As the regiment marched off the is'and, through the streets of Wheeling, it
received a royal welzome from the people of the city, and as I looked at the
long line of blue, it seemed to me that when we once got into battle the war
would he of short duration. Our first trip was over the Baltimore & Ohio,
the bistorie railroad of the war, which we were destined to guard and repair
and ride over many times during our three years of service. Going east to
Grafton, we changed to the Parkersburg branch, and rode to Clarksburg,
where we alighted and pitched our first camp. This town was on the border
line of the war, and a number of its inhabitants were in the southern army.
Orne company of our regiment was recruited in the town and surrounding
country.

On this trip our first arms and ammunition were izsued to us. The
rifles were of the Austrian pattern, very roughly made, so that ‘our hands
were often sore from their handling. They shot fierceiy, but the recoil was
heavy, and the boys were g'ad when we exchanged them for the far better
Enfield.

A MAN OF PEACE.

On arriving at Clarksburg one member of our company was missing.
He was an old man, John Scantling by name, somewhat eccentric. No-one
lnew what had become of him, and it was feared he had fallen from the ears
and been killed. But in two or three days he came into camp all right. To
all inquiries where he had been, and what had befallen him, he would only
answer, “I am a man of peace,” and we concluded that the sight of arms had
frightened him. He was soon afterward discharged, as being unfit for ser-
vice. ‘

Since the war Clarksburg has been improved very much, and is now a
bustling town. The Lieutenant-Colonel of our regiment, R. 8. Northcote, has
made it his home, and a number of the boys have lived in and near the town.




CHAPTER II,

AFTER a few days spent at Clarksburg, five companies of the regi-
ment, including Company A, to which I belonged, were sent under command
of our Lieut-Col, to Buckhannon, some twenty-five miles away. Here we
saw the first effects of real war in the shape of some arms, and also grain, :
which had been piled up in the street and burned by a company of southern
cavalry which had dashed through the town a few days previous, and cap-
tured some union soldiers who weve stationed there. Resting a day or two,
we resumed our march to Beverly, going on the way over Rich mountain,
the seene of one of the first conflicts of the war, where Gen. McClellan
and Gen. Rosecrans bore a part. The breastworks yet remained, as well as
the graves of some southern soldiers. Our stay at Beverly was brief, and we
returned to the remainder of the regiment at Clarksburg. On the way we
passed through the town of Philippi, where nearly the first battle of the war
was fonght, and Gen. B. . Kelly was wounded.

OUR FIRST BATTLE,

The reader will not be wearied with details of the career of the regi-
ment. In June, 1863, it engaged in its first battle, at Winchester. The union
ferces stationed there, under command of Gen. R. H. Milroy, met a di:as-
trous defeat by « superior force of Gen. Lee's army, on their march to Ge!l-
tysburg. Our loss in killed, wounded and captured was heavy, and the re-
treat into Pennsylvania was a long and severe one. We did not recover in
time to be of much service in the campaign which ended so victoriously for
the union army.

THE GREAT CAMPAIGN.

In the spring of 1864, at Martinsburg, in the Shenandeah valley, an
army had been gathered under command of Maj. Gen. Franz Sige’. It was
intended that this foree would march simultaneously with Grant’s army in
their advance to Richmond, and by threatening the rear of Lee’s army com-
pel him to detach a portion to resist us and thus draw off from the defensive
fcrees of the confederate capital. On the 20th of April this army set out on
its mareh up the valley. With our regiment was the 1st W. Va., the 34th
Magzs., the 18th _Corm,, the 54th Pa., the 28th, 116th and 123d Ohio, with eav-
alry and artillery in proportion. On the march we passed our old battle
ground at Winchester, and on the $th of May camped at Cedar Creek, the
scene afterward of Sheridan’s famous battle, in which our regiment took part.
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Here we lay a few days wait'ng for the completion of a bridge aeross the
stream, which was swollen by rains. After it was finished we resumed our
march, and on the evening of the 14th of May camped near Woodstoek.
Heve we heard the booming of cannon in the south, and reports soon came in
of fighting near the town of New Market. The next morning, Sunday, we
were on the move bright and early, and the sound of battle grew constantly

plainer and nearer.
HIS WISH GRANTED.

There was a member of our company named Chrizman, who had come
to us as a recruit during the pievious winter. He was joly and good na-
tured, always ready for singing and dancing. He and I were in file to-
gether, he in the rear rank and 1 in the front. As we were going into the
battle he said to me, “Miller, I hope I will be killed today.” I replied,
“Chrisman, you ought not to talk that way.” “We'l, I don’t care what
beeomes of me,” he said. In the confusion that ensued, we changed places,
he taking the front rank and I the rear. We lay down in iine of bat le.
awaiting a charge which the enemy was making upon us. Chrisman lay in
front of me, and as e was large of body I crouched behind him for shelter.
Scon I heard a dull sound of something striking, and Chrisman stretehed
bimself out at full length, dead from a bullet through the heart. Our con-
versation, and the fact that it was on'y by accident that we had changed
places, thus taking his life and saving mine, made an impreszion on me that
haz never worn off.

“HALT THERE, YOU YANK!”

A battery mear vs was firing on the advancirg foe, and hearing an

oflicer give the command, “Fire by section,” I looked up and saw Gen. Sigel

citiing on his horse, smoking a eigar, and seeming as calm as on parade

grornd, while I was so excited as to scarcely know what was going on. This
was the last time I saw the General, though we have corresponded since the
wir, Onr ecompany was ordered to the right of the 'ine to prevent a flank
movement, and the main body of our army being soon driven back by the
superior foree brought against it, in the rout which ensued four members of
our company, including myself, were taken prisoners. Fortunately we fell
intc the hands of brave eaptors, who treated us kindly. As we walked back
over the battle field, the bodies of blue and gray were mingled, showing that
both armies had suffered zeverely. My guard permitted me to pick up a
blanket, and also a well filled haversack, and both these became of good ser-
vice to me in my long imprisonment. And so for the second time our regi-
ment had suffered defeat.
DISCUSSING SLAVERY.

Tt being late in the day, the prisoners taken, about one hundred and

fifty in number, were marched a short distance beyond the town of New
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Market, and camped for the night in a field. Next morning a count of the
prisoners was made, and the oflicers were very bitter against the men of our
regiment, who as Virginians they =aid were “fighting against their state.”
On informing them that I was a Pennsylvanian, their wrath against me was
mollified, and one of them engaged me in conversation on the war, slavery,
etc. Now, I had always believed in slavery, supposing it to be right, but
from sheer contrariness took the other side from the officer, and argued
against slavery with a readiness that surprised myself, while a number of
comrades gathered around to listen to the discussion. Finding that the
southerner was getting warm in the argument, I prudently brought it to a
close,
GOING DOWN TO DIXIE.

At noon we were started on the march, and at night reached Harrison-
burg, and were gquartered in the court house. Here we drew our first confed-
erate rations, and they were about thz last good ones we received. Next
morning we resumed the march, under guard. It was a long tramp, hot and
dusty, and we began to realize that being a prisoner was no light matter. At
cne time during the day a southern officer drove past us in a buggy. The
guards saluted him, and told us he was John C: Breckenridge, formerly Vice
President of the United States, and now a Major General in the confederate
army, and commander of the forces which had defeated and eaptured us. A
brief sight of him showed a well formed and fine looking man.

By night we reached Staunton, tired and hungry. Here we jonzd
cibier prisoners, of the lst New Yok cavalry, who had been captured in
skirmishes. This place is on the Va. Cen. R. R., and next morning we were
placed on the cars and taken to Charlottesville, the seat of the Virginia uni-
versity, where Gen. Robt. E. Lee taught after the war. We lay a short time
in the beautiful grounds of the institution, and saw some of the young cadets
of the military school, who had taken part in the battle of New Market. As
our forees were retreating down the val'ey, these cadets had returned to
their studies. Our stay at Charlottesville was not long, and we re:umed

our ride to Lynchburg, where we gnt off the cars, and in a pouring rain
murched to a camp in a deep valley, in which were already confined a large
tine Ler of prisoners from the army of the Potomae. Here we were kept two
days, and again boarding the cars we rode to Danville, where we stopped.
The eountry through which we rode was very poor, and at the few little sta-
ticns we saw only women and children, the men being in the army.

TASTE OF PRISON LIFE.

At Danville we were quartered in a four-story brick building, and
as my assignment with 97 others was to the top story, an attie, it was
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very hot and stifling. The guards kept us away from the windows, and
the only rations we drew were corn bread and black bean soup, very thin.
Fortunately we were kept here only a day, and again on board the cars we
started for Georgia. Our first stopping p'ace was Greensboro, N. C,, but here
we only changed ecars, and stopped next at Charlotte, in the same state,
where we camped for the night, in an old coin field, in a pouring rain that
continued all night. The next day, while making a stop at Winnsboro, the
engine of our train, which had gone a short distance in front of us to take
water, on its refurn crashed into us, smashing two cars and injuring some
of our men. Many of us jumped from the cars, but the guards compelled us
to get back again. The southern railroads were all in horrid condition, and
the runs would te very fast down hill and very slow up hill.

Friday morning, May 27, we reached Augusta, Ga., and it seemed that
! was nearer starved here than at any other time during my term of impris-
onment. Having been accustomed to the liberal rations of our own army,
my stomach had not sufficiently contracted to the different allowances of
the confederacy. “We drew a reasonable ration of corn bread and raw salt
pork, and were allowed some liberty to wander around the outskirts of the
town.- It was often my regret that I did not attempt to escape here, though
douhtless it would have ended only in recapiure.

Saturday afterncon we resumed our journey, passing through Macon,
where there was a prison for the officers of our army, and at noen on Sun-
day, May 29, just two weeks from the day of our ecapture, we reached a little
station in the pine woods, and were ordered off the cars. After a march of
nearly half a mile we came upon some tents, and then Jooking over and be-
yond them we saw a great moving mass of humanity, and instinctively knew
that we were about to enter—

ANDERSONVILLE.




CHAPTER IIL

BEING drawn up in line, a little, dried up, weazened faced man, with
coarse hair and beard, wearing an officer’s uniform, a sword at h's side and
a revolver in his belt, maae his appearance, and in a piping voize commanded,
“Brisoners, Attention!” This was the famous and infamous Captain Wirg,
commander of the prison, who after the war was tried, convicted and hanged
for ernelty to those under his chavge (a small man execuled where larger
ones should have been). For myse!f, neither from Wirz nor from any other
cfficer or guard did I ever receive any p:zrsonal abuse or punishment, perhaps
because I studiously avoided giving them cause for offense, realizing that
they had their duties as soldiers, and that their place was a hard and un-
pleasant one, with many annoyances. It iz always best for a prisoner to
obey orders, and to avoid giving his guards annoyanes and trouble.

DISCOUNTING OUR INTELLIGENCE.

Having secured our attention, Witz again announced, “If there is any
sergeant here who ean read and write, let him step out.” The idea of there
being a =ergeant who cou'd not both-read and write was so strange to us
that we were nonplussed, but we learned that this was not uncommon in
the southern army, and Wirz supposed the same condition existed among our
soldiers, One of my comrades whispived to me to step out, and although
only a private I did 20, but was a moment late, and a real sergeant was
placed in charge of the squad of prisoners, and this charge he retained in
the prison, receiving an extra ration for his services. Was not this ill luck

for me?

SHOWING HIS T EMPER,
Some delay was oceasioned in going into the prison, and a few of the

boys stiraggled down to the brook which ran near us to get a drink. Where-
upor Wirz gave us an exhibition of his uncontrol'able temper, swearing he
would put us into the stocks if we didn't stay in ranks. I afterward saw a
prisoner who had attempted to escape, confined in the stocks, sitting in the
hot sun, his back uncovered and biisteving with the heat, and his tongue
lolling out with thirst.

Firally the order to marech was given, and we entered the prison at
the north gate, the guards standing with cocked muskets ready to rep:l any
attempted ontbreak by the prisoners.

“FRESH FISH!”
This was the ery thal greeted us from our fellow prisoners, which we

afterward used in welcoming new sufferers who came in. Despite all the
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mizery and torture and deaib, there was always plenty of humor which
helped us to endure the life there. One day a storm that bew upon the
prison carried up into the air some hats and other aitic'es of clothing, and
depositec them outside the stockade, whie the boys made the prison ring
with shouts and langhter,

A NARROW ESCAPL.

Being very thirsty, my first act was to go down to the brook to get a
drink. Inside the stockads, about twelve feet therefrom, ran a line of posts
three feet high, on top of which was nailed a two by four, and this was the
celebrated dead line, beyond which it was death to paszs. ITgnorznt of its pur-
pose, and of the penalty for crossing it, and seeing that the water running in
the brook was clearer inside this line I was abou! to step over the railing,
when a comrade ca.ug.ht me and pulled me back, and pointing to the sentry
in his box at the top of the stockade, to'd me of Iﬁy danger. There the guard
was standing with musket cocked and leveled, ready to fire had I gone over.
Zeveral men were shot here durving the summer, ard it was. be ieved among
the prisoners that a guard who shot a “yank” was given a furlough therefor.
Buti about this I have no knowledge, and be'ieve there is no evidence to sub-
stanfiate the charge.

PITCHING OUR TENT.

After finding the boys of my company—Frecman Younkin, Wm. Stine
and Clark Gamble—we proceeded to locate our home, near the southeast cor-
ner of the prison, and to piteh our tent, made from the blankets of which
we each fortunately possessed one. Two blankets made the fent, of the A,
or dog, pattern; one was zpread on the ground :11_1&1 the fourth was used as
a covering. We drew our rations, and worn and weary lay down to sleep on
the sands of Andersonville. Awaking early next morning we saw a few feet
from our tent the body of a prisoner who had died during the night, entirely
stripped of clothing, taken ofl no doubt by other prisoners. He was a young
lad, and it was a pleazant (?) thought that eame to me that perhaps I, too,
should lie down there and die like a dog, and loved ones at home wou'd never
know my fate. But this was for a mement only, and after that I never lost
heart, and of course grew indiflerent to suflering and death.

THE PRISON.

Andersonville, at the time of our entrance, contained about sixteen
acres, inclosed by a stockade of pine logs of one to two feeb in diameter,
twenty-five feet long, set on end in a trench dug five feet de:p, as close to-
gether as possible, forming thus a wall twenty feet higli that could neither
be seen through nor surmounted without the aid of a ladder or a rope.
Through the center of this inclosure ran a small stream, about as large as
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what would be called a “run” in Pennsylvania, or a brook in other places. It
was rather swift flowing, the water tinged with black, and having a decaying
vegetable taste. There was often a scum of grease on the water, which came
from the cook house located over the siream a short distance outside the
stockade. About half the length of the stream was used for washing clothes
and bathing, and the other half, next the outlet, served as a sink. On each
side of the stream was a morass or swamp, varying in width from fifty to a
hundred feet, through which one could not walk, and which was of course
uninhabitable, taking off, therefore, that much from the available space of
the prison. At times this swamp would be so alive with wriggling maggots
that it seemed to rise and fall in undulating billows. From the edges of the
swamp the ground rose, especially on the north side, which was quite steep.
" Aside from the swamp the location was a very good one.

PLENTY OF SAND.

The soil, if it could be called such, was sandy, and this was of great
benefit to those confined, in point of health. Every rain, and it is a land of
copious rainfall,, washed off the sand, and carried with it the accumulated
filth, down to the brook, and thence away from the prison.

‘When the site for the prison was selected, it was a forest of Georgia

pitch pine trees. These were cut down and used to form the stockade, leav-
ing only the stumps and limbs, which were soon used by the prisoners for
fuel. TIf a few trees had been left for shade, it would have been of great
benefit, but those who planned the prison did not think of this, or perhaps
did not care. Beneath the blazing sun of June, July and August the sand
was so hot that one could not walk on it in his bare feet, and a number of -
the prisoners were without shoes, theiv captors having appropriated them’
for their own use.
SHOOTING BOXES.

At proper distances around the prison, at the top of the stockade, were
covered platforms, for the use of the sentries or guards. These stood always
with muskets ready, and generally they evinced an unnecessary readiness to
shoot at any provoecation, though some of them were not of that character.
Very often they were ready to trade with the prisoners, giving food and
tobacco in exchange for trinkets. The articles were either thrown back and
forth or pulled with a string. One day I saw a prizsoner who had become
insane rush inside the dead line, and baring his breast call on the guard to
shoot him. Ordinarily this would not have needed a second invitation, but
this guard happened to be humane, and ealled to the comrades of the man
to take him back to his tent. Another day a prisoner who was sleeping in
his tent alongside the dead line, and whose foot in his sleep protruded within
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the limit, was fired at and wounded. So in the southern army, as in our
own, there were various grades of soldiers. Generally speaking, the guards
who had zeen real service were kind in 1heir treatment of prisoners, while
the men who had never smelt powder on the battle fie'd were anxious for
the opportunity to “kill their man.”

At pight the guards would call the hours, beginning ‘with the one at
the south gate, who would announce, “Post numbah one, two o’clock, and
all’s well,” and this would be repeated by each one in turn, changing only
the number of his post. If a guard wanted anything he would call out,
“Co’pal of the gua’d, post numbah foah.” It was very often hard to distin-
guish between the language of the negro slaves and that of some of the

southern soldiers.
THE DEAD LINE.

Concerning the dead line, much has been wiitten about it as a measure
of cruelty. But in fact it would not have been possible to have maintained
the prison without if. If the prisoners had been permitted to put their tents
up to the stockade, it would have been undermined the first night. The only
other eruelty or barbarity connected with the line lay in the over readiness
of some of the guards to shoot those who unknowingly walked over its
boundaries. We believe every northern prison of open character maintained
such a line.

THE WATER SUPPLY.

This came partly from the brook, and partly from wells dug through-
out the prison. The soil being sandy, it was comparatively easy to dig
wells, even with only a tin plate or half a canteen, and in ten to twenty feet
there would be found a moderate supply of water, of fair character. This
would be raised to the top in a tin cup tied to a string, more primitive even
than the wells dug by the patriarchs in ancient Palestine. Some time during
Aﬁgust this water supply was augmented by a spring which broke out near
the north gate, between the stockade and the dead line. The commanding
officer kindly allowed a spout to be put in to run the water to the prison,
and thereafter it furnished a large part of the prisoners with pure water. It
is no wonder we ealled it “providence spring,” though it was enly the un-
covering of a former spring which had been covered over by the washing of

sand and soil. Such ebbs and flows are not uncommon in hilly countries.




CHAPTER 1V,

THE rations furnished to the prisoners in Andersonville were partly

raw, and partly cooked. These who drew cooked rations received eorn bread,

corn mush. cooked beef or pork, eooked beans or cow peas, and cooked rice
(not all of these at one issue, but from time to time). The quantily varied,
hut the gualily was always the same, rather poor. The bread and mush
were made of unsifted corn meal, ground cob and all we always believed,
and it was very often only ha'f covked. Then the mush was dumped into
pine hoxes, piving it a tasie of resin and turpentine, which none but starving
men eould have eaten. The beans, or peas, were a southern product, usad
for stock, but they were nulritious and healthful, de:pite the bugs which
made their habitation in them.

Those who drew unzookad rations received the same artizes as
above, in their raw state, and the same in quantity. [t was always my for-
tune to receive my rations raw, and it was mach better, for I could vary the
=tyle of cooking. The coarse:t paris of the meal could be taken out and these
in the cooked rations wese a pro'ific cause of diarrhoea. Sometimes I made
corn eakes, and at other times corn dumplings. My cooking utenszils were a
quart cup and half a eanteen. The bugs in the peas bothered me by trying
to erawl out of the eup when the boi ing process commenced, but by careful
watching, and pushing them into the 1'11}, it made the food more nutritious
and palatable.

The fuel used was pitch pine, the smoke from which entered into the
pores of the skin and blackened us until we lost the semblanee of white
people. I often think this smoke has never gotlen out of the faces of the
prizoners, and that they ean be readily recognized. Sometimes I drew more
rations than I cou’d eat, the stemach revelling. In this ease the surpius corn
meal would be made into a beer or vinegar, used for the scurvy, or it would
he traded with other prisoners for vegetables.

DRAWING RATIONS.

Thiz was the important event of each and every day, and likewise a
never-ending topic of speculation and conversation. When the gates were
cpened, and the wagons were driven in with the food, a crowd gathered
arvound, and any erumbs that dropped on the ground were eagerly s:ized by
the hungry wretches. The zergeants in charge of the detachments received
the portions allotted to them, and taking them to the gned places, dis-
tributed them tu each individual member, and the sub-divisions were pretty
small on some of the avticles. Perfect fairness was enforced, or a fight en-
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sued. It was not required for the members of a detachment to have their

tents together, but generally this was done for convenience. As soon as the

prisoners received their rations, they hurried to their tents, to eat the cooked

food, or to cook that whieh was raw. Very often the whole ration was eaten

at one meal, so intense was the hunger, but this was a bad thing to do.
SOME EXCUSE.

In extenuation of the rations furnizhed, it can be said that the confed-
eracy was in hard straits to secure suflicient food to feed itz own soldiers,
Indeed, at this writing I am incined to think the officers in command were
more incompetent than they were deliberately eruel. Much of the suffering,
and the heavy death rate, were unavoidable frem the large number confined
in so small a space, in a debilitating climate, with unsanitary conditions, and
the lack of sufficient shelter. A part was also due to the homesickness of the
prisoners, especially of those who had left families at home. When oncz the

“disease of longing for home seized a prisoner, he began to decline, and it

was seldom he recovered. A ease in point was one of the members of my
company, Clark Gamble, As soon as he entered the prison he grew home-
sick, and began to go down. Seeing he was in this condition, the rest of us
began to abuse and torment him, and by getting his spunk up, and lead ng
him to forget his troubles, he commenced to improve, and lived to get out

all right. Of the four of our company who were captured at New Market,
all lived to return home, and I believe that very few of our regiment died in
prison.

ABOUT THE VERMIN.

Here is a subject concerning which it is distasteful to write, yet the
description of prison life would be incomplele without it, for it formed a
considerable part of our daily life to exterminate the pests. We had en
countered these in some degree in our own army, but they were as nothing
compared to those which infested the sands of Anderscnville and Florence.
If the plague of lice sent upon Egypt was like that which infested us, I can-
not conceive why Pharaoh did not get rid of the childien of Israel at once.
Travelers in Egypt say that remnants of the plague are numerous there to
this day. When we entered the prison cur curiosity prompted us to count
the number we killed on our clothing each day, but after running up to near-
ly two hundred it grew too tedious. Two or three times a day we were com-
pelled to go through the searching process, and woe betide the poor fellow
who was too weak, or too indolent, to rid himself of the parasites. He soon

succumbed fo the diseases which their attacks produced. The fear of my

veracity being questioned leads me to forbear giving aceurate statisties, but

in Andersonville, as in other places, eternal cleanliness was the price of life.
BATHING AND WASHING CLOTHES.

It may well be supposed that these duties were attended with some
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difficulty. Bathing, indeed, could be carried on with reasonable regularity at
the brook, but when one had no change of clothing, and the process of wash-
ing was known to wear out garments rapidly, it may well be surmised that
as little was done in this direction as possible. I am therefore not ashamed
to say that during my last three months of imprisonment I did not wash the
one suit of underelothing which T possessed. Winter was approaching; re-
lease seemed uncerta'n; there was no opportunity to rep'ace clothing wern
out; and so I decided to b= on the safe side, and save as long as possible the
scanty covering which might be neceszary to protect me from the cold and
wet. Many others were compelled to do the same.

TRYING TO ESCAPE.

It is one of the rules of war, at least among civiiized nations (who
ought never to go to war with each other), that prizoners have a right to
escape, and should not be punished for attempting it. They may make use of
any means to escape, even to taking the lives of the guards. The captors,
on the other hand, are at liberly to use every means to prevent escape, and
may shoot down theose who attemipt it. But after the attempted escape had
been foiled, or the escaped prisoner had been retaken, there should be no
punishment further than additional necessary precautions and safeguards
against future attempts. It is therefore a just.cause of complaint against
the keepers of Andersonville prison that they inflicted undue and barbarous
punishment on thoze who attempted to escape. The most common method
of escape was by means of tunnels, dug from a point near the dead line, at
a depth sufficient to pass under the stockade, and after a short distance be-
vond to dig up to the surface and thus escape, The work was done at night,
with the same rude tools uszed in digging wells, and the dirt taken out would
be thrown into an abandoned well, or carried to the brook to be swept away
with the current. One prisoner would crawl into the tunnel and dig, putting
the dirt into a sack, whi:h his companion would pull out with a string,
empty the sack, and the digger would pull it in again, It was very hard work,
and great care had to he used to keep it from being known, and also to pre-
vent accidents in the tunnel which might result fatally,

If the tunnel was carried to completion, a dark night would be selected
and as many as were in the secret would ereep into the narrow opening, and
erawl and squeeze through the passage until the end was reached, when they
would work their way up to the opening. If they succeeded in eluding the
ever watchful guards, they would stesl silently out into the forest, gener-
ally one by one, to meet again on a signal of whistling, or perhaps to try
their fortune alone.

Various other means were adopted, but were seldom if ever successful.
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I do not believe that one prisoner ever got entirely away from Anderzonville,
between April 1 and October 1, 1564.
PREVENTING ESCAPE.

The methods used by the prison keepers to prevent escape, or to recap-
ture those who escaped, were various. Workmen would make the rounds of
the prison, next the dead line, with sharp pointed polez, to discover any
tunnels by pounding on the ground or running the sharp point down. Some
times the loecation of a tunnel would be revealed by an unfaithful prisoner,
who would receive some reward from the keepers. But if he became known
to his fellow prisoners he would be punished by having half his head shaved,
the word “traitor” written upon his forehead or breaszt, in which condition he
would be marched through the prison, eveerated by every one who saw him,
and sometimes set upon and beaten.

THE BLOODHOUNDS,

But the most eflectual means used were the bloodhounds, of which
several were kept ready for use. Every morning they made the cireunit of the
prison, at a short distance outside the stockade. If a tunnel had been used
during the nighl it would be discovered by the hole through which the escap-
ing prisoners had crawled, and the hounds soon found the trail. And then
woe betide the poor prisoner, for it was only a question of a short time until
he would hear the ominous bay upon his track, and his life could only be
saved by taking to a trec. As to the justification of this method of cap-
turing escaping prisoners I pass no judgment. As Gen. Sherman said, “war
is hell,” if not in one way then in another. These hounds are now used in
many counties for tracking eriminals.

UNJUST PUNISHMENT.

The punishment inflicted on these men, who had a perfect right to
escape, was to give them lashes on the bare back, or confine them in the
stoeks, or bind a heavy iron ball about their leg, or deprive them of food
for a time. Tor this there can be no justification whatever, anEl it is the
greatest stain upon Wirz and his fellow officers that it was done. It is with
no small gratification that we are led to believe that hereafter in civilized
war the treatment of prisomers will be far more humane than it has been
in the past. The horrore of Andersonville were probably no greater than
those of the British prison ships in the revolutionary war. During the late
American-Spanish war prisoners were treated very humanely byboth nations,




CHAPTER V.

THE most important and exciting incident in all the history of Ander-

sonville was the caplure, trial, conviction and execution of
THE RAIDERS,

These were a ban:l of thieves, robbers and murderers, mostly from New
York city, who had probably enlisted as bounty jumpers or substitutes, had
been captured, and now in prison banded themseclves tegether to continue
their old oceupation. It was never possible to te!l how many of them there
were, and doubtless their forces were exaggerated. They made up by organi-
zation and discipline what they lacked in numbers. Their mode of oparation
was to note the new prisoners who came in, and who appeared to have

money, or who wore good clothes, or had plenty of blankets or other com-
forts. Locating the place vhere one or more of these prisoners would put up
their tent, the raiders woulid go there at night, and if possible steal anything
on which they could lay their hands, Tf the owners discovered them, and
resistance was made, a fight followed, in which the raiders by standing com-
pactly together generally won out, unless the eries 8f the vietims drew too

large a erowd, in which case the raiders would seatter to their tents. Whiztle

calls regulated their movements. Some of them were well known, but so
great was the terror inspired by them ihat no one dare molest them. During
the month of June they became especially beld and active, and scarcely a
night passed that their whistle calls were not heard, followed by erizs from
their vietims, with a rush of hurrymng feet throughout the camp. Prisoners

mysteriously disappeared, and no one could trace them. Our tent was never
molested, doubtless because it presented an aspect of poverty which d'd not
in any way belie the actual condition of its oceupants, for theve was not
one of us possessed a penny.

ARRESTING THE RAIDERS.

At last the robberies grew so numerous and unbearaly’e that some of
the prisoners who had been vietims banded themselves together to extermi-
nate the raiders. An appeal for he'p was made to Capt. Wirz, and to his
credit be it said he responded to the call. Guards were furnished who ar-
rested the raiders as they were pointed out, and took them outside the
prison. This ocearred on the 29th of June, and one or two succeeding days.
The raiders fought desperately, and in my diary it is recorded that two of
them were killed. This is not mentioned by Sergeant McElroy in his hook,
and it may have been only a rumor. I had no part in the affair, but my
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feelings were strong against the raiders. The regulators, as those who fought
the raiders were called, were deserving of great credit for their brave work,
done at peril of their lives, for had they not taken matters in hand the con-
dition of the prison would soon have become unbearable. It is a hard thing
to say that the worst treatment the prizoners received came from some of
their own number; but it should be borne in mind that these brutes were not
real soldiers, who had enlisted to fight the battles of their country, but were
thieves and murderers who had joined the army to ply their trade, and
] perhaps to escape the penitentiary for erimes committed.
TRIED AND CONVICTED.

Over a hundred of the raiders were arrested and taken outside, where
they were kept under guard by the regulators. A jury was empaneled,
made up of new prisoners who were unprejudiced. A fair and impartial trial
was held. the aceused being allowed eounsel. The evidence showed innum-
crable robberies, and several murders, the bodies of the victims having been
buried under the tents of the raiders, thus accounting for the mysterious dis-
appearances. After a full hearing the jury found six of the accused guilty
of murder, and sentenced them to be hanged. Revera! others were founid
guilty of robbery and theft, and were sentenced, some of them to wear a ball
and chain, and others to run the gauntlet. These latter were turned into
the prison one at a time, and compelled to run through a line of men who
set upon them and beat them, three being killed in the process. As usual
where a community takes the law into its own hands (though this was ab-
solutely necessary here) excesses were committed.

THE EXECUTION.

Monday, July 11, was fixed as the day for the execution of the six
murderers, though this was kept secret exeept to a few. On the morning of
that day timbers were brought in, and the erection of the gallows was begun
near the south gate. The raiders who were left in the prison mustered their
forces for a last rally, and trouble was looked for. At this time there were
over twenty thousand men in the prison, and all who were able to do so gath-
ered about the gallows, or on the opposite hillside, Lo witness the sight. A
little after noon the south gate was opened, and Capt. Wirz entered on his
old white horse, with gnards conducting the six condemned men. - Wirz made
a short speech in his usual broken tongue (he was of Swiss birth), and turn-
ing the men over to the regulators he rcde outside, taking the guards with
him.

A WEIRD SCENE.

And now ocemrred a scene, which in its settings and dramatic effects

has seldom been equaled, and certainly never surpassed. Arvound the scaf-
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folding in every direction ten thousand men were gathered as tightly as they
could be wedged. On the epposite hill side another ten thousand were stand-
ing, tier above tier, like those in the cld Roman Coliseum, straining their
eyes to see the strange proceedings. Outside the stockade the guards were
gathered in the forts which commanded the prison, ready for any emergency
which might oecur, the infantry in ranks, the artillerymen at their guns,
which were loaded and ready to be fired at a signal. Many spectators were
also standing on the walls of the forts, watching the unwonted scene.
Alongside the scaffold were ranged the =ix doomed men, their faces pallid,
but lips firmly =et, and eyes sending forth defiance. Around them were the
regulators, withelubs in hand, keeping back the ever surging crowd from the
cleared space, and closely watching for any attempt at rescue by the partners
of the murderers. A priest in his robes stood with prayer book in hand, and
on being given leave to speak he began an appeal for mercy. But a mighty
shout of protest went up from all the vast multitude, until his words were
drowned. Again it was Jike the scene in the Coliseum, when the fallen glad-
iator saw mo hands uplifted in all the great throngs bidding his eonqueror
to spare.
SELLING HIS LIFE DEARLY.

The priest, seeing hiz appeal was useless, read the last rites, and the
condemned were ordered to azeend the scaffold. With an oath one of them
lroke from his captors, and fighting his way through the erowds ran towards
the brook. Outside the keepers, secing the commotion, thought an outbreak
was at hand, and officers ealled to their men to be ready, while the spectators
(many of them women) screamed with terror and scattered in every diree-
tion. It was reported that Wirz commanded the officers to fire, but they,

seeing there was no movement of the priseners toward the stockade, re-
frained from repeating the order to the artillerymen. The crowd around the
seaffold, very few of them knowing what had happened, were panic stricken,
and in the mad rush some were pushed into wells, and suffered broken limbs.
If the regulators had not been men of cool heads and det rmined nerve, every
doomed raider would have broken looze, and all the efforts would have come

to naught.

But they stood by the captives with uplifted e¢lubs, while the two who
were in pursuit of the fleeing criminal overtook him in the swamp and
dragged him back to the scaffold. They passed close to me, and 1 can never
forget the look of hopeless terror in his face, mingled with a tiger-like feroe-
ity, as with foaming mouth he eursed Lis eaptors,

THE FINAL SCENE.

Once again the order was given to ascend the seaffold, and with trem-

bling limbs the helpless murderers obeyed. Walking up the steps, and out
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on the narrow plank, they stood rangad in line, with the ropes dangling at
their heads. Leave was given them to speak, and they employed their last
moments in ealling to friends among the erowd, giving them directions, and
sending messages to their homes. Again the priest commended their souls
.to heaven, the heads were covered with sacks, the ropes adjusted, the signal
to drop given, and the six souls swung off into eternity.

NO MERCY SHOWN,

But no, not all. Mosby, the leader of the gang, whose station was at
one end of the plank, broke his rope, and fell to the ground in an unconscious
condition. The regulators lifted him to his feet, and dragged him up the
steps again. He revived and begged piteously for his life. But he who had
never given mercy was denied it now when he most needed it, and for the
second time he was swung off, this time effectively. An awful hush fell on
the vast multitude as the bodies swayed to and fro. The work was done,
instice had- performed its vengeance, and law and order had triumphed.

After a sufficient time the bod’es were taken down, and turned over
to their friends, who gathered around and tended them earefully, muttering
curses and threats agaivst the regulators. Both outside and inside the

prison the spectators returned to their various places. So fearful had been

the punishment that it was never necessary to repeat it, and thereafter both
life and property were reasonably safe within the prison, except from sneak
thieves.

The six men who were hung were as follows:

William Collins, ealled Mosby, 88th Pa. Inf.

A, Muir, U. VY.

Terence Sullivan, 77th N. Y. Inf.

Charles Curtis, 5th R. T. Art.

John Sarsfield, 144th N, Y. Inf.

Patrick Delaney, 83d Pa. Inf.

Yes, “war is hell,” but an equal hell can be found any night in the

slums of our great city.




CHAPTER VI

THE most common diseases to which the prisoners were subject were
seurvy, diarrhea and dysentery. The first was the result of an inactive life,
the salt meat used, and the Jack of vegetables. Its symptoms were swelling

and discoloration of the limbs, ulceration of the gums, and followed by las-
situde and depression, I have seen prisoners take out their teeth and replace
them, so badly was the mouth affected. The disease was believed to be
communieable through the common use of drinking cups, but this was prob-
ably an error. The only certain cure was to procure a supply of vegetahles,
especially Irish potatoes eaten raw, and a change from one prison to another
was beneficial. It was not in itself a fatal disease, but it induced through
weakness other diseases, the combination of which ended in death. Very
few prisoners were free from it, and the effects of it have continued to this
day upon some who survived the war.

The kindred diseases of diarrhea and dysentery were the most fatal in
their results. They principally arose from the coarse food, especially the un-
sifted corn meal, and the half-cooked condition in which most of it was ealen,
while bad water contributed its share. Those who drew cooked rations were
maore subject to them than those who did their own cooking. Each disease
was rapid in its effects, and unless it was speedily checked there was but
one end, and that was death. Very little medicine was issued by the author-
ities, partly because they had little to give. On several occasions I went out
at sick call to the physicians in charge, both for myse!f and for others, and
received only some sumach berries for seurvy, and white oak bark for diar-
rhoea. For the latter disease T added charcoal made from the pine fuel, and
cured myself of a severe attack. The scurvy elung to me until I was sent
to Florence, and its effects still remain with me.

CABES OF GANGRENE.

At one time a number of prisoners were afflicted with gangrene, result-
ing in part from vaccination, which kad been performed by the southern
surgeons, their arms being in terrible condition. It was charged that the
vaccine matter was intentionally poisoned, but it is practically certain that
the resulting gangrene was caused by the physical condition of the patients.

Any wound or ecut made on the body was hard to heal, and there were
numerous cases where fingers and toes were cut off to stop the spread of
gangrene.

HOMESICKNESS,

This was undoubtediy a prolific source of sickness and death. The

prisoner affected would sit down and grieve, instead of exercising; he would
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refuse to eat; if genuine sickness came upon him he gave up hope, and after ||
that it was not long until his comrades were called on to carry him outside,
either to the hospital or to the dead house, and the former was generally only
a half-way house to the latter.

CARRYING OUT THE DEAD.

When a prisoner died, his friends, if he had any, took immediate
possession of the body, to prevent other ¢laimants doing so. At the proper
time two or more would earry the remains outside and lay them in the
dead house. On their way back the carriers were permitted to gather up
loose wood for fuel, and this was the incentive which made every one so
eager to perform the giuesome service. Once the members of my tent fought

with those of the adjoining tent over the body of a soldier who had crawled
into the little street in front of us, and died during the night. Our force
won, and T was one of the two detailed to carry out the body, and returned

with an armful of wood.
THE CEMETERY.

From the dead hounse the bodies were hauled in wagons to the ceme-
tery, being thrown into the wagon promiscuously. I saw a load of these
bodies once, with an entirely naked corpse stretched out on the top, and the
sight nearly made me sick. At the cemetery the bodies were placed side by
side in a trench, covered with carth, and at the head of each body a litt'e
hoard was put up, on which was painted the name and regiment where
known, but on three thousand of them there was the one word, “unknown.”

Since the war this cemetery has been cared for by the government, and
is said to be well kept, Miss Clara Barton devoted much fime to identify-
ing the graves, and marking them wherever possible.

MORTALITY AND DEATH RATE.

The official records of Andersonvil'e show that 45,613 prisoners were
admitted, and that {he average term of imprisonment, from first to last, was
about four months, Of this number, 12,920 died in the prison and in the hos-
pital, or over 28 per cent. Very few regiments during their three years ser-
vice lost that per cent. of their members killed in battle or dying of disease.
To this number should be added probably 20 per cent. who died after removal
to other prisons, or soon after being released, from disease or injuries con-
tracted in the prison, making a tctal mortality of nearly fifty per cent., or
one-half. Nothing else so fully shows the terrible suffering endured here, and
its significance can hardly be realized. Suppose that one per cent. of the
people of a town or city should die on a given day, what an awful visitation
of providence that would be considered, and the weeping and lamentation
would be like that which followed the edict of Herod nineteen hundred years
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ago. But on the 10th of August, 1864, there were three hundred dead union
soldiers earried out of Andersonville, or about one and one-fourth per cent.
of the number then in the prison. Yet so hardened had we become, and so
hopeless were many, that it occasioned no particular comment.

MIGHT HAVE BEEN LESS.

The death rate in Andersonville could have been largely reduced by
leaving some trees for shade when the ground was cleared; by permitting the
prisoners to erect houses fer shelter out of the wood which stood in abund-
ance all around the camp; by sifting the meal used for bread and mush; by
cooking the food more thoroughly, and by giving the prisoners more exercise.
But all this was above and beyond the mental capacity of Wirz, no matter
what his disposition might have been.

WRITING LETTERS HOME.

One privilege granted to the prisoners was to write letters home, and
also to receive them from friends at home, though I never saw any of them
that thus ecame. Early in June I wrote to a sister at home this letter:

In Prison at Anderson’s SBtation, Ga.
Dear Sister: T was taken prisoner on 15th May and brought here.
Am well, in good spirits. Don’t tell Mother where I am, if you think best
not to. Write and direct to Commander Co. A, 12th Va., tell him Gamble,
Younkin and W. Stine are here and well. I hope soon to be exchanged. We

are treated pretty well. Get enough to eat. Write to me. Direct to J. N.
Miller, Co. A, 12th Va., prisoner at Andersonville, Ga., via flag of truce boat.
Good bye. Don't be alarmed about me. From your Brother.

This letter, in an unsealed envelope, was placed in the box at the
south gate, where such letters were ordered to be deposited. On the 1Tth of
Jan., 1865, seven months after writing, it was received and postmarked at
0Old Point Comfort, Va., and it reached its destination in Pa. about the first
of February, a month after I had arrived at home. During all the seven
months of my imprisonment my fate was unknown, for I was reported
“missing” on the field of battle, and the anxiety of my aged mother, and of
brothers and sisters, cannot be conceived by those who have not passed
through similar experiences. What was the cause of the long delay in for-
warding the letter I of course never learned.

HOPES OF RELEASE.

Every succeeding day brought an innumerable bateh of rumors and
stories about exchange and release, These were the universal topic of con-
versation. No one could ever tell the origin of the stories, but as they passed
from lip to lip they grew in detail and certainty. The constant failure of our

hopes never brought disecouragement, for a new crop sprung up in place of
T
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those which failed. Like Jonah’s gourd, they grew to full vigor in the night,
and perished in the heat of the day. The keepers of the prison seemed to
encourage the rumors, probably to keep us quiet and prevent an outbreak.
Then there were ever recurring hopes of releaze by our invading
armies. Stoneman’s raid, when he reached Augusta, gave us high hopes, and
the alarm felt by Wirz was manifested when he caused a shell to be fired
over the camp by way of warning, and notices were posted forbidding us to

s assemble in erowds for any purpose. Alas, we were so thick in the prison
that it might be said we were a perpetual erowd.
? DEPENDING ON SHERMAN.

But it was when Unele Billy Sherman started on his march to the sea
that our hearts beat fast. The capture of Atlanta was announced to us by
one of the sentinels, who called out one night,

Ten o’clock, and all’s well,

But Atlanta’s gone to hell. ]

A wild cheer went up from those who heard him, and soon the whole camp
knew it. Every fresh lot of prisoners brought in were quickly interrogated,
and in this way we kept track of the movements of our armies. It was seen
that the confederacy was doomed, and that our release was only a matter of
time—but, could we hold cut? That was the serious question. Yet had it
not been for this constant hope within us, renewed from day to day, very few
would ever have survived the horrors of our prison life.
K MADE ME KIND.
3 My confinement in prison had one effect upon me; it has made me
= sympathetie in feeling for those confined in states’ prisons. Not that I con-
3 done their erimes, or would release them until they have been punished, but
I often think of their lonely hours, their separation from home and loved
ones, the cold reception which awaits them when they go out into the world
again, and I think of Him who came to open the doors of the prison and give
release to the captives,
NO GLORY FOR USs.
One cause of perpetual regret to us was that while Sherman was
marching through Georgia, and Sheridan was whirling up the valley, “and
Grant was pounding his way to Richmond, we could bear no part in these
glorions campaigns, but must make up our daily little life of monotonous
routine, in which the most exciting incident was the hunting for vermin, Is
it any wonder that the minds of some of the prisoners gave way, and they

become raving maniacs?




CHAPTER VIIL

Each heart recalled a different name,
But all sang Annie Laurie.

Some might think that a prison would be barren of music. It was
not so in Andersonville. There were few instruments, as I remember. But
singers were there in plenty, and every evening the strains of the Star Span-
gled Banner, America, and other patriotic songs were heard throughout the
camp. Mingled with these would be the hymns and sacred songs sung at the
prayer meetings. And now and then a cultured voice would sing a song of
love, or of home. T often recall a night in July, a elear, manly voice near me
sang the Sword of Bunker Hill. When he ended the guard near him cal’ed
out, like Oliver Twist, for “more.” T seldom heard any of the southern sol-
diers singing, and believe they were not as given to music as our boys. Their
favorite and almost only tune for the little drum corps was the Bonnie Blue
Flag, and they played it over and over again, until everybody grew heartily
sick of it. Whenever any of the negro slaves were working near the prison
we would hear their weird, sad and monctonous songs.

RELIGIOUS MEETINGS.

A Catholic priest was the only minister who was ever known to come
into the prison. He did not hold any public services, hut would talk pri-
vately with the soldiers, and give sacrament to the dying. One day some
ladies made us a visit, but the seenes witnessed were so =ad they did not
stay long. Almost every evening there would be several meetings for prayer
Leld, and one may feel assured the petitions to the throne of grace were
very fervent. I possessed a copy of the New Testament and read it through
several times, to my profif. The last moments of many of the dying were
cheered by words of hope and comfort from those who had made their peace
with God, while others, sad to say, died cursing the government, and even
reviling their Creator,

PROFANITY.

It was a terrible place for swearing. - This is common in war. Away
from home, and the restraints which society imposes, the prisoners grew
peevish and cross, and vented their feelings in senseless oaths that were
shocking. They cursed each other on little provoecation; cursed the govern-
ment for not procuring their release; cursed the confederacy for not bettering
their condition, and cursed God in sheer wantonness.

DISCUSSIONS.

There were men of all shades of opinion—political, social and religious

—in the prison, and naturally these men very often eame together in discus-
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siong, which sometimes grew heated and personal, ending oceasionally
in blows, Strolling one day near the north gate, I saw an elderly man who
was defending the course of our government in respect to exchange of pris-
oners (requiring negro soldiers {o be exchanged the same as white soldiers),
and wrging our duty to stand by Abraham Lincoln . Looking closely at him
I saw it was a townsman of mine, Jos. Cook—Col. Cook, he was called—
of the 18th Pa. Cav., ove of the best of men. Right glad we were to see each
other, and through him I found other acquaintances who he'ped me much.
Among them was Sergeant, afterward Captain, John Rogers, also of the 18th
Pa. Cav., a brave szaldier, who had escaped from prison in Lynchburg by
breaking past the guards, was recaptured in sight of our lines, and sent to
Andersonville. He afterward escaped from IFlorence, and reached home after

numerons adventures.

Once I had an unpleasant discussion with a couple of Englishmen, who
were berating our country, and elaiming that the British were much superior
to the “bloody” Yankees. I casually mentioned Bunker Hill, and for this
was set upon and had to seurry back to my tent.

FIGHTING.
In spite of the weakened condition of the men, and the miserable cir-

cumstances which ought to have mads them patient and forbearing with
each other, quarrels and fights were all too frequent. Ordinarily the fistie
encounter was of short duration, but a prize fight (generally belween New
York City bruisers) now and then crealed a passing spectacle. In one of
these, death resulted to one of the combatants.

ODD FELLOWS.

Near the southwest corner of the piison was a good sized house made
of logs, whose occupants seemed to be better dressed and fed than the balance
of the prisoners. Inquiring the cause of this, I was told that they were Odd
Fellows, and that through their conneetion with the order they were enabled
to seenre supplies from the outside. 1t occurred to me that it would be a
zood thing to join them at once, but the ballot could not be “spread” at
that time, and it was not until after the war that I learned by actual ex-
perience the benefits of the order of the three links.

GAMBLING.

Perhaps the reader will think that this subject should be treated lilke
the famous chapter on snakes in Ireland. But in fact there was a eontinuous
run of games among the prizoners, there being plenty of professional gam-
blevs. The main street leading from the north gate was lined with men
manipulating cards and dice, while gathered around would be others wateh-
ing the game. New prizoners staked their money, and generally it quickly
changed hands. Old prisoners, whose funds had long been exhausted, wagered
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rations of food, or tobaceco, or cooking utensils—anything and everything to

gratify the insatiable passion for gambling. It was a source of great evil,
but there was no way of stopping it. Throughout all the prison there was
a great deal of harmless card playing, the packs from iong usage being so
well marked that each particular card was known nearly as well by its back

as by the face. Home made checkers, chess and dominoes were also used to
while away the tedious hours.

TRADING.

Yankees are never happy except when trading, and this propensity was
carried to its fullest extent in Andersonville. Walking back and forth
through the prison, men would ery their wares, “fresh corn cakes,” “tobaceo
for meal,” “molasses,” “buttens,” and on through the gamut of every pos-
sible article. It seemed that one could not offer any article but that he
would find some onz ready to “swap” with him. Very often the guards were
ready to exchange with us, giving us iobacco, and vegetables, in refurn for
trinkets, which had great attraction for them. I remember the surprise of a
guard who one day came into possession of a little pocket mirror, in which
he surveyed his lank face and uncombed hair with childish satisfaction.

MORE ROOM.

On the first of July an addition to the north end of the prison was
opened, and all the detachments above forty-eight in number were moved
into it. This comprised about eleven acres, making the total area twenty-
seven acres. It was my fortune to be assigned to this new part, and I se-
cured a place next the dead line, on the north side, midway east and west.
The ground was higher, was fresh, and there were numerous stumps of
trees, limbs and chips left, whick we quickly stored up for fuel. This also
gave us much more room, although it was not long until the influx of new
men made the prison almost as crowded as before. The great battles of the
summer campaign of 1864 were being fought, and-while our armies were
steadily forcing their way to Richmond and Savannah, yet their josses in cap-
tured were necessarily heavy, and Andersonville being the main prison re-
ceived most of them. When the prison was fullest the available space for
each man was not over thirty square feet—five by six feet.

BARBER SHOPS.

Several tonsorial artists set up shops in the prison, where shaving and
Lair eutting were done. If the customer had no money, he gave a ration, or
made a trade of some kind, and these barbers were enabled to live well by
their labor. Perhaps all trades and professions were represented among the
prisoners, but there was no opportunity for them to ply their calling. Wirz
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sought to enlist some machinists to go out and work in shops, making arms
and ammunition, but they refused to go.
THE PLYMOUTH PILGRIMS.

Among the noticeable prisoners were those who had been captured at

Plymouth, N. C., in April. Their chief diztincticn was they were so much
finer dressed than the others, and in beiter flesh. They had seen but little
service, having always been in barracks, and when eaptured they were per-
mitted to retain everything they had about them. But they did not endure
prison life well, and the mortality among themn was great, while they were an
easy mark for the older prisoners.

BLACKS AND REDS.

There were several negro prisoners, who had been captured in Florida.
Naturally they did not receive any consideration at the hands of Wirz and
the other officers, who were enraged at the idea of former slaves fighting to -
destroy slavery. One poor fellow was said to have-sixteen wounds on his '
body, and could only crawl on his hips, being denied even the privilege of go-
ing to the hospital.

There were also a few Indians, who had been uszed as scouts in the
armies beyond the Mississippi. They were well formed, vigorous looking
men, but how long or well they endured prison life I never knew.

LR R N N R

Soldier, rest! thy warfare o’er,

Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking;
Dream of battled fields no more,

Days of danger, nights of waking.
In our isle’s enchanted hall,

Hands unseen thy conch are strewing,
Fairy strains of musie fall,

Every sense in slumber dewing.
Soldier, rest! thy warfare o’er,
Dream of fighting fields no more;
Sleep the sleep thar knows not breaking,
Morn of toil, nor night of waking.




CHAPTER VIIL

TULSDAY evening, Sept. 6, eighteen detachments of prisoners received
orders to be ready to move at any moment. Immediately all was excitement
throughout the camp, every possible surmise being made as to the meaning
of the order. All hoped it meant exchange, but some, the older prisoners,
especially, feared it would end in only removal to another prison. But even
this would be better than to remain. A feverish night was spent, and in the
morning six of the detachments, and a number of inmates of the hospital,
were taken to the railvoad, placed on the cars, and the train started toward
Macon. For the next five days this movement continued, until all the old
prisoners, who had come from Libby, Belle Isle and other prisons, had gone
away, and the new prisoners were commenced on.

“FLANKING OUT.”

As the lower numbered detachments, beginning with number one, were
being taken, and my number was 87, I began to fear that before this number
would be reached there would be a stop put to the taking away, and I would
be left. So on the evening of the 11th, Col. Cooke, Capt. Rogers and I went
over near the south gate, and lay down to sleep with a detachment which
had received orders to go out the mext morning. Soon after daylight we
were called up, and began to move toward the gate. Several other fellows
were attempting to flank out the same as we were doing, and a fight ensued
Letween them, and the police who were endeavorng to prevent it, some of
them getting their heads clubbed. In the meles the Captain and I gct close
to the gate, when we were stopped, and my heart went down to my oid shoes.
But it was only for a moment, and again we were ordered to march, and
we passed out forever from the walls of Andersonville. Rogers kept close
by me, but Cooke was nowhere to be seen, and we feared he had been cap-
twed by the police, but when we reached Augusta we found he was on the
train with us. On the way to the station we passed the tent of Capt. Wirz,
who was sitting there, looking very feeb'e from an attack of sickness. He
reminded me of the giants in the Pi'grim’s Progress, sitting in their cave and
biting their nails at the pilgrims passing by. .

As we crossed the brook on our way, I stooped down to get a cup of
water, and was seized with a peculiar eramp and pain in my left leg, which
doubled up so I could hardly walk, and this did not leave me for nearly a
month. It arose from the seurvy.

GOING HOME?

At the train we were given what was announced to be two days’ ra-

tions, and boarding the freight cars we started toward “God’s country,” as
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we fondly supposed. Next morning we reached Augusta, the bread streets
of which, with rows of trees through the center, looked very inviting. The
second morning, before daylight, our {rain stopped in what seemed to be a
city. Presently we heard a low boom, and then a shell shrieked through the
air and burst near us, and we krew we were in Charleston. How good it
was to hear our own guns once more, and how near we seemed to freedom.
Surely we would now be sent into our lines. But then the .thought flashed
on us, had we been brought here to be placed under the fire of our own be-
sieging army? We had heard that this was being done, and we were ready
to believe almost any story. However, our fears were soon relieved, and
likewize onr hopes of exchange blasted, for after an hour's stop the train
pulled out, and we found ourselves going northward. ¢

By this time the rations we had received at Andersonville were ex-
hausted, and we began to be very hungry, with no prospect in sight for any

addition to our haversack. At noon we reached
- FLORENCE, S. C.
and lay that night in the ears, the station being some distance from the town.

Next morning we were taken off' the cars, and at noon were marched a mile
or more to a eamp. On the way we passed through a thick woods and as the
guards were not very plenty a number of our boys darted off through the
brush. - Whether any of them got through to our lines is dounhtful, as the
country around was closely watched by patrols, and recapture was almost
certain. T would have made the attempt, but my leg was so sore that it was
with diffienlty I could walk. I urged Rogers to go, but he refused to leave
me. At night, when it seemed as if our powers of enduranez had reached
its last point, we drew a pint of meal, and managed to cook and eat it.
BLASTED HOPES

Learning the location of Flerenc: we soon realized that we had be.n
brought there, not for exchange, but to be placed in another prison, and we
learned that this was being prepared for us near by. The spirits of everyone
ssnk and we became desperate. A bold leader only was nezded to head an
outbreak, which would undoubtedly have succeed.d, as the guards were few,
and there was no stockade to restrain us. But whie there was no organi-
zation, there were munerous escapes, baoth by day and by night, and the num-
ber of these must have been several hundred. Nearly all of them, however,
were soon captured and returned to the camp.

Next day the sick of the eamp were permitted to go outside of the
lines, and wander at will. T was among them, and in my wanderings went
into a farm house--a typical scuthern one—where the women treated me
kindly and gave me something from their scant hoard to eat. At night I
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slept under a tree, feeling very faint and sick from the seurvy, and my leg

gore and lame. It began to look as if my days were numbered. But the fresh

air, with some vegetables which I procured and ate raw, revived me some-

what. The following day we were all sent back into the camp, and then I

learned that Rogers had run past the guards the previous night, and =o far

had not been brought hack. My prayers went up for his suecess.
ENLISTING IN THE §0U1‘l:_I_ERN ARMY.

While we lay in this {:mrn[i'_al\{'.afilt:'nﬁ ‘the tompletion of the prison, of-
fers were made to the prisoners fo enlist in the southern army. They were
told that they would be used to guard forts, and thus relieve their own sol-
diers who could be sent to the front, where it was evident they were badly
needed. A large number of prisoners accepted the offer, and afler taking the
oath of allegiance to the confederacy, were sent away. I always looked upon
this leniently, for it was commonly taiked that they would =eize the first op-
portunity to desert to our lines, and this proved to be the case. Yet I could
not make up my mind to desert my government, even though it seemed to
have deserted nus and left us to our fate. But one day, when we had drawn
no rations, and it seemed as if we would surely be starved, I went up to the
headouarters, intending to en'ist, with the idea that the first night I was
placed on picket, the officer of the guard would find a deserted post when
he made his rounds. When I reached the place, and saw the hated stars and
bars flying from the staff, and a vision of our own beautiful and loved flag
flashed upon me, I turned and hurried back to my tent, and in answer to
the questions of my ecomrades replied that I would lie there and rot before I
would swear allegiance to the southern confederacy, If there was nothing
else in my career as a soldier to be proud of, this one action was sufficient,
for at this time I was only eighteen years old, naturally feeble, at the point
of starvation, with indeseribable misery all around, a new prison being pre-
pared to receive me, and no apparent prosopect of release.

THE NEW PRISON.

At Jast, on the 2d day of October, our camp was broken up, and we
were marched into the new stockade which was to be known as Florence
prison. It was an enclosure of some fifteen acres, very similar to Anderson-
ville, with a stream through the center, the wall of logs, the dead line (here
only a furrow in the ground), the stumps of trees, ete. It was enough to
take all the heart out of us, but we set bravely to work, and with the other
boys with whom I had joined forees, began to build us a house.

THE NEW MANSION,
Selecting a spot near the brook, where the ground sloped, we dug out
a space sufficient for fivé of us to lic down in. Setting up'tent poles we
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stretched our blankets over them, chinking in at the bottom with dirt,
making it as tight as possible. Spreading one blanke! on the ground, we
lad one left for covering the five, and it will be seen we had to sleep spoon
fashion in order to make ihe blanket cover all. My place was at one end of
the row, and I would grip the blanket in my hand and try to hold on te it
in my sleep. In this little hut I spent over two months, waiting, waiting,
for the release which it seemed would never come.
LIEUTENANT BARRETT.

Here we made the acquaintance of a new typz of prison commander.
Wirz was old, sickly, peevish, small brained, incompetent, but at times
kindly. Barrett, in charge of Florence prison, was a young man, well built,
ervect, active, fairly intelligent, with red hair, a typieal southern blood. He
realized to the fullest extent the great importance of his office. He was al-
ways fully armed, his pants stuck into his boots, a jaunty uniform, and an
air of bravado that only partly concealed a really cowardly heart. Woe be-
tide the luckless wreleh who got into his pathway. A curse and a kick
were the lightest he could expect to receive. One day he had ordered all the
prisoners to one side of the camp for the purpose of couﬁting them. Barrett
was standing on the other side of the brook, and ordered a company of pris-
oners to move on. They did not hear, or did not obey. and he drew his
vevolver and fired at them. The shot fell short, and the boys yelled in de-
vision. Seizing a gun from a guard, he again fired, but without effect, and
another yell greeted him. In his rage he gave the gun back to the guard,
and started toward his quarters, swearing, and evidently inlending to return
with a force and take summary vengeance, but for some reason he did not
come back. Wirz was mad most of the time, but Barertt was always mad. |

LT

How sleep the brave, who sink to rest

By all their country’s wishes blessed !
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold,
Returns to dezk their hallowed mould,
She there shall dress a sweeter sod
Than Faney’s feet have ever trod.




CHAPTER IX.

IT MAY well be supposed that Barrett was brutal in his punishment
of prisoners who had either purposely or unwittingly given him offense. One
day—Nov. 12—piercing cries were heard from the direction of the gate.
Hurrying there I saw a prisoner hanging by the thumbs, his feet clear of the
ground, while he screamed with pain. The sight was so sickening that I
had to go back to my tent. His only offense was attempting to escape, a
privilege which every prisoner should have by the rules of war. It seemed
to be impossible to please Barrett, or to escape his punishment if you came
in his way. ;

TUNNELS AND STARVATION.

Again, on Monday, Nov. 21, no rations were issued to the prison. It
was a cold, rainy day, and the men suffered much. Next day, Tuesday, no
rations were given out, and we were informed that Barrett had declared that
a tunnel had been dug, and that he would issue no rations until it was dis-
covered. This day was also eold and wet, and some of the prisoners, ]la{'ing
no tents. had to sit on the ground, or walk about as long as their feeble
sfrength permitted. Wednesday morning came, and the dead carried out
were the largest number on any day of the history of the prison. What was
to be done? We could not endure much longer. In the afternoon the usual
rations were issued, either because Barrett relented, or beause the location of
the tunnel was revealed. Some said that a short tunnel wasz dug, purposely,
and shown to Barrett. This act was the most barbarous in all my prison
experience, and far exceeded anything Wirz ever did. Fortunately this in-
hvman wretech died near the close of the war. Had he lived he would un-
doubtedly have shared the fate of Wirz, unless some of his victims had taken
just punishment into their own hands, as many declared they would if given
opportunity.

ELECTING A PRESIDENT.

Tuesday, Nov. 8, 1864, was the day for the election of President in the
loyal states, Interest in this contest ran high in the prison, as well as
throughout other parts of the country, even though we could have no part in
it. Barrett (or perhaps some superior officer) coneeived the idea of obtain-
ing an expression of the feeling of the prisoners, and to this end made ar-
rangements fo hold a mock election. Bags of beans were provided, both
black and white. A black bean, the symbol of war, was to be used to vote
for Lincoln, while a white bean, betokening peace, indicated a vote for Me-
Clellan. The prigoners who chose to do so marched up to the gate, selected
a bean of the color of their choice, and deposzited it in a bag. It was evidently
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expected by Barrett that a large proportion of the beans used would be
white ones, and this result wou'd be used to influence opinion in the north.
But notwithstanding there were many democrats among the prisoners, they
stood by Lincoln and the government, and not more than one in fen of the
beans voted were white. Finding this to be so, Barrett discontinued the
ballot, and the result was never announced. I myself cast a black bean,
though T was not 21 years old, and had aiways considered that I was a Dem-
ocrat. And this was the nearest T came to voting for the greatest American,

Abraham Lincoln.
“GALVANIZED YANKS.”

About this time the prisoners who had enlisted in the southern army
began to be returned to the prison. They proved to be of no use whatever
as gnards, and were constantly deserting. A partial uniform, of gray eolor,
had been miven them, and this caused them to be nicknamed Galvanized
Yanks. They had improved in flesh and health, but were coldly received by
the prizoners who had remained true to thelr government and their oath.
Az soon as possible they got rid of their gray clothing, and concealed as far
as they could the evidence of their unfaithfulness, During one of President -
Cleveland’s terms he vetoed a bill granting a pension on the ground that the
soldier was one of those who had thus taken the cath of al'egiance fo the
sonthern confederacy. While his decizion was technieally right, yet there
were extenuating circumstances.

NO TURKEY, THANK YOU.

Thanksgiving Day, Nov. 24, was known in the prizon, but there were
no family reunions, no football, no turkey, no cranbzrries, no pumpkin pie.
In their stead we had a pint. and a balf of corn meal, with no meat, or beans,
or rice, or molasses, or sweet potatoes, as we sometimes drew on other days,
Barrett was deternined we wou'd remember the day in some way. But
we thought of the loved ones at home, and knew that they remembered us
a= they =zat down to the well filled tables. :

And this reminds me that often at night, when we had lain down to
sleep hungry and weak, I would dream of sitting down to a table loaded
with pood things, which in some way disappeared before they could he
tasted. Especially did the form of a neighbor, Mrs. Ruth Craft, who was a
very good cook, and at whose {able I had often eaten when a boy, appear to

‘me in my dreams, |
ISSUING CLOTHING.

Reports of our condition had reached the north. and the Sanitary
Commission, which had done so much good work for our soldiers, ohtained

permission from the confederate authorities to send clothing through the
lines to 'us. This reached us during November, and while it was gratefully
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received there was not enough to supply very many of the needy ones. My
one suit of clothing was in fair condition, but I was of course anxious to se-
cure a new supply, not kuowirg how much longer my imprisonment would
continue. So taking my sbirt, I tore zeveral rents in it, and giving it to a
comrade whose detachmert was ealled before mine, told him to wear it
when he went before the disiributing officer. He did so, and came back with
a new shirt. When my detachment was called I put on my torn shirt, and
appeared before the officer who was giving out the clothing. When he saw
me, he asked me if that was my shirt. I promptly replied that it was. “Is
it the only one you have?” “Yes, sir,”” “Well, I am sorry for you, my boy,
but I have given out one new shirt on that today, and cannot give another.”

Can you imagine how I felt? I went back to my tent chagrined and
crestfallen, to bear tiie badinage of my comrades, and procuring a needle wnd
thread sewed up my torn shirt as best I could.

INCREASING MY RATIONS.

During part of my stay in Florence I had the gocd luck to be asso-
ciated with a member of my regiment, John Crow, of Company C. Being a
stout fellow, he got on the working squad which was used to clean up about
the prison. For this work he received an extra ration, and this he divided
with me, T doing the cooking for us both. In this way I fared much better.
and no words of mine can express my gratitude to him. Since the war
we have never met, and I do not know if he is living or dead.

LIFE IN FLORENCE.

Our condition in Florence was not very different from that in Ander-
sonville, exeept that the number of prisoners was less. The highest number
at one time was about ten thousand, and this gave us much more room. The
rations issued were swaller than at Andersonville, a result due partly to
Barrett’s vicious disposition, and partly to the straitened resources of the
confederacy, which was now drawing to its close. The guards at the prison
were living on short rations.

The weather grew quite cold, and ice was formed a quarter of an inch
thick. This added to the discomfort of the prisoners, but did not probably
inerease the mortality. It was not as fatal as the burning heat at Ander-
sonville.

The hospital was in one corner, and was but little better in its attend-
ants and supphies than the rest of the prison. Fully a third of all who were
confined in Florence died there, a result partly due to the fact that the
prisoners were mostly those who had been long in prison, and were therefore.
weaker.

There were the same vermin, gambling, cursing, fighting, stealing, an
equal disregard for suffering and death, as at Andersonville. Life was held
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dear, and every vue sought first his own we'fare. Yet there were not want-
ing eases of kindness and se'f-cenial,

Police regulations were kept up here, and detected violators were pun-
ished, mosily by sound “spanking” on that portion of the body best fitted
by nature, administered with a shingle. fome times an unusual offender
was tied up to a stake and whippad on the bave back, and I have always
thought that this punishment ought to be inflicted on every man who beats
his wife. Altogether, it was harder at TFlorence than at Andersonville,

GENERAL WINDER.

Herve I first saw this confederate officer, who had general command of
all southern prisons. He has been severaly denounced as cruel and unfeeling
in his office, and this charge was made by southern as well as northern
papers. I never came into personal contact with him, and therefore express
re opinion. Te, like Barrett, died near the cloze of the war. In the death
strugeles of the confederacy the feelings were very bitter, and it is but fair
to believe that mosi of the officers in command of the prisons did not trouble
themselves much about the comfort of the prisoners, nor care particularly
for an increase in the death rate.

HOPES OF RELEASE.

The few new prisoners brought in kept us informed of the progress of
the war, and our hearts were cheered by the constant victories our armies
were winning, waking sure our early release. Especially did we pin our
faith and hove to Unecle Rilly, who was known to be cavorting around
through Georgia and South Carolina pretty much as he pleased. We felt
certain he would ecome to deliver us, and much of our time was spent in dis-
cussing how we would assist his forces when he eame. Included in these
plans waz the death of Barrett by the moest slow and miserable processes

our imagination could devize. Why our armies never reached Andersonville

or Flovence is to this day an unsolved problem.




CHAPTER X.

“ALL things come to him who waits,” and at last the day of our deliv-
erance dawned. On Sunday, Nov. 27, orders eame to Barrett to parole one
thousand of the sick. This meant one in ten of the prison population.
Immediately there was an alarming increase of sickness among the prisoners,
as every one was anxious to go, whether it meant home or another bull
pen—anywhere to get out of here. In Florence the division of the prisoners
was by thousands, sub-divided into hundreds. The first thousand was there-
fore called up, and the examining surgeon selected one hundred of the weak-
est ones, and they were sent outside. The same process was repeated next
day with the second thousand. On the third day none were taken out, but
instead a fresh batch of prisoners were brought in, who reported that they
had been taken from Andersonville to Savannah (now in possession of our
troops), had been paroled, but for some reason were not sent within our lines,
but were brought here instead.

SINKING HOPES,

This was a dampener to our prospects, and we knew not what to ex-
vect. The next two days no more of the sick were taken out, and on the
third day, December 2, the sick of the second thousand who had been taken
away were brought back, reporting that they were not able to reach Sa-
vannah, and that they were to be exchanged. Nothing more was done until
the 5th, when the sick of the second thousand were again taken out, and our
apirits were cheered. On the Tth, the third, fourth, fifth, sixth and seventh
thousands were examined, the selections made, and they went outside. My

thousand, number eight, received orders to be ready next morning. It way

well be imagined that the intervening night was one of feverish anxiety for
me. ;
TELLING THE TRUTH.

Next morning, after a hearty (?) breakfast, our detachment was called
up to the gate, and formed in rank inside the dead line. The examining sur-
geon passed along the line, questioning the boys, and making his selections
for parole. I noticed that he took the second man from me, and also the
one next to me, both being fellow townsmen, though not of my regiment.
My chances looked decidedly slim, and perhaps this thought increased my
haggard and woe-begone uppearance. When the surgeon asked me what
was the matter with me, I assured him that I was afflicted with the seurvy,
the diarrhoea, the dysentery, and several other dizeases the names of which
T do not now recall. Now, I had been afflicted with all of these in turn, but
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had partly recovered, and was at this time in fa'r condition. But who can
blame me, and who would have done different? The surgeon hesitated, and
seemed about to pass on, when by sudden inspiration I asked him to feel my
arm. Natnrally very slender, and still more so then, when he took hold of
my puny arm he said, “you may go.” It took just half an instant for me to
get outside the gate, and T have wondered that he did not call me back, as
being too active to be very sick.
COIL. COOKIE'S QUICK WIT.

When Cooke’s detachment was examined, he was not selected for
parole. As the next detachment was being examined, he was standing near,
looking very disconsclate. Now, the examining surgeon had been passing
out the sergeant in charge of each thousand, whether sick or not. It hap-
pened that the sergeant of the thousand which was being examined haa gone
back to his tent to say good bye, or to get something. When the surgeon
had finighed the examination, he ealled out, “where is the sergeant of this
squad?’ No answer. Again he ca'led in louder tones, “where in is
the sergeant of this squad?” “Here T am,” came a voice from the crowd,
and Col. Cooke puszhed hiz way up to the officer, seem'nzly in great haste,
and pnffing as if he had been on the run. “Well, get out of here mighty
quiok,” roared the officer, and the Cal. needed no sezond command, but
went out at the gate as fast as his legs would earry him, was paroled and
taken home, which he reached very weak and sick, bul recovered and lived
several years, It was the sharpest trick I ever saw played, and T always felt
that he was justified, even if I did sometimes think of the poor sergeant who
came back to find his place taken, and he doomed to remain.

OFF TOR CHARILESTON.

Onece outside we were marched into a field, where the oath of parole
was administered to us, and our descriptive lists taken. This took consider-
able time, and it was not until the next evening that we were put on board
the ears, and started for the famous city where the first gun of the war was
fired. It was the 9th of December, the air was cold, and we shivered, but
what of that? We were going home. A few of our number died on the cars.

At daylight the next morning we reached Charleston, and again we
heard the booming of the “swamp angel,” and the whistling of the shell.
The siege was still going on. Alighting from the cars. we were marched to
the shore of the bay., where we were put on board a boat that carried af
the bow a white flag. It looked more like release. Out we steamed, past
Fort Sumter, until our boat met and signaled another boat bearing also a
white flag, and better still, the glorious

STARS AND STRIPES.
The boats puiled up alongside each other, a p’ank was run across the
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intervening space, and with feeble but joyous steps we walked from bondage
to freedom, from death to life. No one can tell how we felt, as we cheered,
and laughed, and wept, and danced, and hugged each other. The southern
boat sodn left us, and then we steamed outside the harbor, and were trans-
ferred to the steamship. United States. A bath followed, and provided with
a new zuit of clothes we threw cur old rags into the sea, when strange Lo
say they at once made a bee line for the shore, and the boys declared it
was the graybacks poing hack to Florence. A cup of coffee, some hard tack,
and a piece of well eooked pork were given us.
LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVE.

The exchange was made on Saturday, December 10. We lay here over
Sunday, receiving other prisoners. On Monday we weighed anchor, raised
sieam, and began our voyage north. Passing Wilmington we saw the
blockading fleet commanded by Commodore Porter. Wednesday morning we
reached Fortress Monroe, and here we saw another portion of Porter’s fleet.
At two o’clock on Thursday we reached Annapolis, and were put on shore,
feeling pretty well, for I had not gotten sea sick. And here, just as we felt
ourselves to be once more safe and at home, some of our comrades died,
the saddest sight in all my seven months of prison life.

After a few days in the parole camp, we drew pay, and were given a
furlough to go home. Christmas was spent in Baltimore, and in spite of
the tragedy in that city at the opening of the war, I was everywhere treated
and feasted until almost glad to get away. Reaching home, I remained until
the end of my furlough, returned to Annapolis, was transferred to Camp
Chase, at Columbus, Ohio, where I was kept until muster out in June, never
having been exchanged, but only paroled, so that I could not return to my
regiment, which had the honor to be at the famous apple tree at Appomattox.
During my imprisonment it bore a prominent part in the campaigns of the
valley and the Potomaec, being engaged in twelve general battles in all its
term of service.




CHAPTER XI,

MENTION has been made of the diary kept during my imprisonment.
It was given to me soon after capture by Younkin. In it are recorded
briefly the prominent events of each day, and from it my memory has
been refreshed in preparing the foregoing narrative. A few extraets from it
may serve to deepen on the mind of the reader the impression made at the
time, and present more vividly the character of the life and sufferings
endured.

May 31 (two days after entering Andersonville): Last day of spring.
A few more prisoners came in. All seem to think the war will soon be
over, and we will be released. I hope it may soon be. Drew better rations
today. :

June 1: First day of summer. God grant that ere it ends we may all
be within our own lines. The Col. (probably Wirz is meant) says we will
soon be exchanged or paroled. 1,500 more prisoners came in.

June 4: A great lot of ladies came to the stockade to see the prison-
ers. Some seem to be union at heart,

(For 21 consecutive days I record that it rained—some times only a
little, but mostly hard.)

June 17: Fourteen prisoners ran away from wood squad in evening,
taking nine guns along.

June 21: Two men were shot by guard for going over the dead line.

June 22: Made a good meal of beans, meat and corn dumplings., Tt
is said an exchange or parole will take place July 7.

June 24: All prisoners who had money taken from them can get it to-
morrow morning. It does not affect me.

June 30: Our rations were stopped until the raiders were taken out.
Men organized and took them out by force. " Found great deal of stolen
property.

July 3: No rations issued on account of some prisoners being missed.
Bridge built across the branch. : '

July 4: The anniversary of our National Independence. No celebra-
tion by the rebels. Would that I were home. A very poor place for us to
celebrate it. All the detachments were changed in number. Very loud
thunder.

July 7: This is the day parole was to take place, but nary parole.

July 11 (Records the haunging of the Raiders).

July 13: A prisoner was shot by a guard while getting water at the
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brook. Belonged to the 20th Pa. Cav. Was not over the dead line. "Twas
notling hut a cold bicoded murder.

July 14: The sergeants of detachments were taken out and informed
if the men did not keep away from the gate they would be fived on. Two
blank cannon shot were fired in evening, and a lot of musketry. Don’t
know what it was for.

July 16G: Petitions are being gotten up to the loyal Governors to
have us released.

July 20: The rebels commenced throwing up fortifications i."u[,.-sid(.‘_.I I
suppose to resisk an a111ti(:ipatc§d' atltack.

July 27: Went out to Doctors today on account of having scurvy in
my mouth. .

July 29: Tour white flags were pul up in camp as a mark not to

colleet in erowds between them and the gate while prisoners were be'ng

brought in. 3

July 31: Reported that our eavalry ave in the direction of Macon,
making a raid. Rebels worked all last pight and today fortifying.

Aug. 2: A lot of prizoners came in. Say Gen. Stoneman and a larce
lot of his men were caplured near Macon.

Aug. 5: All the sick out of eleven detachments were taken out. Begins
to ook like paroling.

Aug. 6: Quite a lot of slaves ars here working on forlifications. Feem
to be happy, sing as they work.

Aug. 9: Rained very hard. A lot of the stockade fell down at the
brook. Rebs fell out into line double quick. None of the prison:r: got away.

Aug. 10: The men are dying off at a foarful rate. About thrce
hundred within twenty-four hours.

Aug. 11: It is sad to sec the sufferings the men endure in this
“prison. Seme one will have an unpardonable sin to answer for in keeping
them in here.

Aug. 20:  Feli pretty bad today. Mouth very sore with scurvy.

Aug. 25: Am a good deal better today. This is my bivthday (18). A
poor place to celebrate it.

Aug. 260 A man was fried today for murder. Was taken outside.
{Have no further record of this.)

Aug. 31: The last day of summer—a summer spent in prison. What
can cur government mean by allowing its soldiers to be confined in this man-
ner? There is surely some way of releasing us.

Sept. 5: A lot of prisoners came in from Sherman’s army. Say Sher-
man has whipped Hood badly, and drove him from Atlanta. Think he will
comre down here.
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Sepi. 23: {at Florence): A pelition to the relbel government was got
up in camp, asking them to parole nus. Don’t think it wi'l do much good.

Sept. 26: Drew very small rations, barely enough to support life.
Last night was cold. Some of the men have no clothes, and no shelter,

Sept. 28:  Drew nothing but half a pint of very coarse meal, and a
few spoonfuls of beans. At this rate men will die of starvation. Threats are
being made of a “break.”

Sept 20:  An oppertunity was offered for those withing to take the
oath of allegiance to the C. 8. A, Don't feel like it myself.

Oect. 1: Drew one and a half of ha:d tack, four spoonfuls of meal,
and a little molaszses, for a day’s ration. Begins to look like starvation.

Oect. 14: A larger number took the oath of allegiance than at any
other time before. What the end of this wil b2 Ged only knows, May He
orant to have us released.

Oct. 16: Prayer meetings were held in prison in the evening.

Oet. 20:  Some of the men were allowed to go outside to get brush to
fix np their tents with.

Oct. 25: The rebels moved their artillery away from around the camy.,

for some purposze. It is said our forees are making a raid from Georgetown

Oct. 81: Another month gone, and still in prison. I think our gov-
ernment is rather too stubborn about an exchange.

Nov. 5: 270 prisoners took the cath of allegiance, and went to join
the rebel army.

Nov. §: Election day at home. A vote was taken in prizen, resulting
in a large majority for “Old Abe.” May like success atiend him elsewhere.

Nov. 17: A greal lot of prisoners who had taken tha oath of alle-
giance were sent inside. Had been at Charleston doing duty.

Nov. 30: The last of Autumn. [s it possible that we are never to get
out of prizon? 1 fear but few will live to see home if not 1eleazed soon.

The record from this time has been set forth in the body of the book.
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