
THE DAILY SARATOGIAN, THURSDAY, OCTOBER 3, 1895. 

T H E B E M I S H E I G H T S B A T T A L I O N . 

ANNUAL REUNION OF THE SEV

ENTY-SEVENTH SURVIVORS. 

The Association G a t h e r s i n Schuyler-
ville and P a r t i c i p a t e s i n t h e Exer
cises of t h e Twen ty -Th i rd Reunion 
—Addresses and Repor t s , L e t t e r s and 
Reminiscences . 

The twenty-third annual re-union of the 
Survivors Association, of the Seventy-
seventh regiment, New York state foot 
volunteers, was held in Schuylerville, 
Thursday, September 10, 1895. 

Members living in adjacent towns drove 
there so that a number were on hand to 
receive those who went by rail, on whose 
arrival, about 11.10 a. m., all marched 
from the station to St. Nicholas Hall, 
which was quickly filled. The wives of 
some of the veterans accompanied them. 

And children not yet in their teens 
were numerous; even to nursing babies 
who were not bashful in getting to the 
front and persistently enthusiastic in 
making themselves heard, much to the 
regret of those who desired to hear. 

I t was nearly 12 o'clock when Comrade 
McNaughton, chairman of the local ex
ecutive committee, called the assemblage 
to order and invited the Rev. Mr. Par
sons to offer a prayer. George R. Salis
bury was then introduced and welcomed 
the veterans to this "Old Saratoga" from 
which 300 had enlisted in the Seventy-
seventh regiment. He was glad of the 
honor to welcome the 'boys in blue,' for 
whom he had the greatest respect and 
hoped they would have such a pleasant 
time that they would want to come again. 

Gen. French in responding referred to 
the tablet on the side of a building which 
he saw as we marched up, that on 
this ground Gen. Burgoyne and his 
army surrendered, therefore he was not 
surprised that the Schuylervillians wel
comed us so fervently and loyally for pa
triotism is their's from their birth. 

The application of James B. McKean, 
then our representative in congress, to 
raise a regiment was numerically forty-
four; as the battle of Saratoga was in 
(17)77, he requested that when authority 
be granted that it receive the number 
seventyseven, which was allowed, and it 
passed into history as the 77th N. Y. S. 
Foot Vols., or the Bemis Heights battal
ion of which J . B. McKean was the colonel. 

Thanking Supervisor Salisbury for his 
cordial words of welcome, we will now 
proceed to business. 

4—Calling names of survivors. 
5—Payment of dues. 
6—Report of last reunion. 
7—Report of secretary; reading of let

ters and reminiscences. 
8—Report of treasurer. 
9—Unfinished and new business. 
10—Report of committees. 
11—Selection of place for next reunion 

and appointment of executive committee 
therefor. 

12—Good bye. 

On the conclusion of president's re
sponse the roster of survivors was called; 
111 answered here and ten were reported 
to have died since our last reunion. 

Payment of dues, fifty cents, followed. 
As every survivor is a member of the as
sociation, he is at liberty to remit to C. 
D. Thurber, treasurer, Saratoga Springs, 
Springs, N. Y. 

Secretary Fuller's report: 
SEPTEMBER 19, 1777, 1864, 1895, 

twenty-third reunion 77th N. Y. I. Vols. 
at Schuylerville. 

One hundred and eighteen years ago 
today, between 9 and 10 in the morning, 
that part of the Army of England under 
General Burgoyne, numbering eight 
thousand soldiers, advanced upon the 
American army in three columns. The 
left wing of the British was on the plain 
near the Hudson river. The right wing 
was posted so as to outflank the Ameri
cans. The center, led by General Bur
goyne, extended to a range of hills that 
was touched by the left of the American 
soldiers. About 1 o'clock in the afternoon 
the center column struck the skirmishers 
of the Americans, under General Arnold, 
on Freeman's farm; and the battle of 
Saratoga was on. After a desperate 
and raging battle of several hours, the 
flank of the British was almost turned, 
and but for the imbecility of General 
Gates, in refusing reinforcements to 
General Arnold, a complete victory would 
the Americans have had. As it was, the 
progress of the British was barred. 
Barred! and by whom? By just such 
"boys," with brawny arms and brave 
hearts, that eighty-seven years later— 
Sept. 19, 1864—at Winchester. Va., barred 
the progress of an army which was part 
of a system that was trying to separate 
the Union. 

Monday, Sept. 19, 1864, at break of 
day, the forward movement of Sheridan's 
army was resumed, with the Sixth corps 
in the lead. About noon the action became 
general, with the Sixth and Nineteenth 
corps advancing together; the Eighth 
corps being held in reserve. About 3 
o'clock a final charge was ordered 
by General Sheridan. The advance 
was desperate, resulting in breaking 
the enemy's ranks and driving them in 
disorderly flight about five o'clock. 
Twenty-five hundred were captured, with 
cannon, small arms and flags. This com
plete rout of the enemy caused the famous 
despatch of General Sheridan, "we have 
just sent the rebels whirling through 
Winchester; we will be after them at day 
light tomorrow." In this battle the 
Seventy-seventh New York Infantry 
Volunteers—the Bemis Heights Battalion 
—had a hand; it loosing forty-two men, 
one-third of the total loss of the brigade, 
(third, second division, sixth corps.) 
Among the officers named by the brigade 
commander, General Bidwell, for partic
ularly meritorious conduct was our own 
regimental commander, Lieutenant 
Colonel W. B. French. 

General Gates, who, on August 19, 
1777, had relieved General Schuyler, 
evidently lacked not only personal cour
age, but also the skill of a good com
mander, concluded to act on the defensive. 
His officers, however, did not like his 
decision and became very impatient at his 
indisposition to fight. Particularly so 
became General Arnold, but for whose 
vigilance, activity, skill and personal 
courage in commanding the Americans, 
Burgoyne undoubtedly would have got 
through to Albany, a victor. So to the 
the intrepid Arnold and his brave soldiers 
was the credit of successfully stopping 
the British on the soil of Saratoga one 
hundred and eighteen years ago today. 
The jealous Gates, failed to even mention 
the name of Arnold in his official report 
of the battle. The two armies were en
camped in sight of each other until Oc-
tober 7, when about half-past two o'clock 
in the afternoon the fight was 
renewed. General Arnold, although 

he had been deprived of command by the 
jealous Gates, (who, it is said was de-
tained in his tent from the effects of too 
much corn juice of the night before,) could 
not be restrained. On his black horse he 
dashed from point to point encouraging 
the men until he was carried from the 
field from the effect of a wound, but not 
until victory had sided with the Ameri-
cans about dusk. The British began to 
retreat during the night; but they were 
not to escape, for Burgoyne finding the 
American soldiers pressing him so strong
ly and persistently concluded to surrender. 
And about 11 o'clock on the morning of 
October 17, 1777 upon the plains near the 
Hudson river in front of this village of 
Schuylerville, the army of Burgoyne laid 
down their arms before their victors. 
And before those conquering "boys in 
blue" on the field of Saratoga our coun
try's flag "old glory" was first flung to 
the breeze. 

The battle of Saratoga was the turning 
point of the war for independence that 
made possible the union of the states. 
And the battle of Gettysburg, eighty-six 
years subsequent, was the turning point 
of the war for the preservation of the 
union. 

On this beautiful nineteenth day of 
September, 1895, memorable in the annals 
of this great republic, second to no nation 
on this mundane sphere, we have been 
permitted by the grace of God, to assem
ble in this historic place to shake hands, 
visit and talk over the time when we 
soldier boys' were. 

A notice of the re-union was mailed 
August 5, to every address on the 
roster, about four hundred, to which 
one hundred and seventeen replies were 
received. 

The following named were present: 
Dudley Avery, G. H. Brown, Charles 
Bordwell, G. C. Berry, C. H. Bartlett, B. 
B. Bennett, J. P. Burns, James Burns, 
W. R, Britton, J . P. Bennett, Nathan 
Brown, A. M. Burrows, E. O. Burt, Clar
ence Bruso, Jesse Burlingham, William 
Brooks, W. G. Caw, J. M. Connors, J . E. 
Couse, A. H. Clements, Charles Chap
an, J . J. Clement, William Cooney, 
William Dowen, S. W. Deyoe, J . H. 
Dowen, C. H. Davis, Barney Dowen, J 
W. Derby, E. B. Deuel, Robert Dixon. 
Emory Doolittle, J . E. Evans, G. H. Elli
son, Edward Evans, William Eastham, 
W. B. French, T. Scott Fuller, E. H. 
Fuller, J . K. Galusha, Walter Gifford, 
William Gibson, G. S. Grovenstein, W. 
H. Gifford, Alonzo Howland, James Har
rington, J . P . Hudson, B. H. Hudson, 
G. R. Holmes, A. C. Hammond, James 
Hudson, W. H. Hall, I. S. Hedges, W. 
J. Hammond, A. D. Hammond, Edwin 
Ham, Ezra Harris, William Ingham, C. 
E. Jennings, E. W. Jaqueth, S. E. 
Kidd, A. H. Kingsley, Tunis Kipp, 
G. E. Lane, O. R. Lansing, Oc-
tavius Landers, Andrew Leonard, W. 
T. Lattimore, O. F. Lockwood, John 
Mitchell, John Moore, Nathan Munn, C. 
H. McNaughton, Stephen, Mab, C. W. 
Mosher, J . H . Myers, Michael Nolan, G. 
N. Peacock, Charles Palmater, S. K. Por
ter, Alfred Pickett, J . R. Rockwell, 
Frank Reed, H. H. Richards, Thomas 
Ryan, H. C. Rowland, H. A. Reed, C. F. 
Rich, Cornelius Rose, J . S. Safford, C. E. 
Stevens, S. S. Squires, George Scott, D. 

C. Simonds, J . G. Straing, Oscar Tefft, 
D. A. Thompson, C. D. Thurber, J. S. 
Taylor, J . B. Thorn, W. W. 
Velie, B. R. Velie, D. N. 
Weatherwax, Lewis Wood, J . B. Welch, 
J. M. Wood, J. H. Whaley, A. R. 
Walker, G. F. Will, H. H. Weaver, W. 
H. Yale. With affectionate remembrances 
regret for not attending received from 
William Armstrong, Robert Aucock, 
Henry Bradt, Charles Blanchard, N. M. 
Bliss, B. A. Briggs, Thomas Broughton, 
E. M. Bailey, J . H. Cozzens, C. W. 
Compton, S. W. Crosby, L. M. Christ-
man, John Chapman, D. H. Cole, I. D. 
Clapp, Seneca Delavergue, Michael 
Dowling, Henry Duval, David Daven
port, J. Y. Foster, Michael Goodwin, 
Nicholas Geltsleighter, C, E. Houghtal-
ing, W. H. Hane, J . R. Hindes, W. C. 
Howe, W. E. Johnson, Thomas King, 
Jeremiah Keck, L. E. Miller, A. C. Mc
Lean, Wallace Morrison, James Mcin
tosh, William McAdoo, N. S. Noyes, 
James Paddleford, E. N. Perkins, E. J . 
Patterson, W. H. Quivey, H. A. Rose, C. 
W. Rowe, J. N. Rose, S. B. 
Root, N. N. Rice, G. B. Russell, 
G. M. Ross, Lewis Shoots, M. F . Sweet, 
Lafayette Snow, David Stringham, Al
bert Snyder, Harvey Snow, J. N. Slinger-
land, S. B. Shepard, C. F. A. Schmidt, 
James Taylor, G. L. Tucker, J . G. 
Thompson, L. Vanderworker, Henry 
Warner, W. G. Watson, Frank Whitney, 
W. H. Wright, G. W. Welsh, A, P. 
Waldron. 

Heretofore we have not had the pleas
ure or honor of a poet for the occasion, 
but this time we have been blessed with 
two and which were fully appreciated. 
The letters were cordially received, the 
reminiscences particularly as they took 
the 'old boys' back to the time and scene 
in which they were active participants, 

A poem on the twenty-third annual re-
uion of the 77th Regiment, N Y. S. I. 
Vols., at Schuylerville, N. Y., Septem-
ber 19, 1895, by the poet Moore, whose sur
name is John, of Bacon Hill. 

Newport News. "The right and left 
company were detailed for picket and 
telegraph line. It was my turn to be 
number one near the reserve After the 
picket was established it was the duty of 
number one to form a line back to camp 
so as to give an alarm if pickets were 
attacked. I was particularly ordered not 
to fire unless attacked. It was a dark and 
rainy night. It was almost time for me 
to be relieved when I heard what sounded 
like a company of men coming from 
towards the enemy's line. In a trembling, 
whispering voice, I said Halt! All was 
quiet for a short time, then I heard the 
noise as before. Listening, very atten
tively, the tramp sounded nearer, when in 
my excitement I drew up my rifle and 
fired in the direction of the 
tramping, when I heard a 

terrible scampering. About the same 
time number two fired and then number 
three and so on down the camp, before the 
report of the last gun ceased to be heard 
the Sixth corps was ready for action. To 
quiet the line the sergeant of the guard 
and I walked up to number two, gave the 
countersign and "all is well," and so on 
down the line to camp. In the morning 
some of the boys relieved from picket 

the morning's fight. Some one 
said "Captain, see where Gil" 
(Adjutant Gilbert Thomas) "was hit." Gil 
held up his sword scabbard and showed 
me where a bullet had hit it in the center, 
denting it so that he could not put in his 
sword. I can see him now just as he 
looked and smiled as he held up the 
scabbard. I remember distinctly the final 
charge in the afternoon when the color 
sergeant got wounded, Gil grasping the 
flag, leaped over the fence in front of the 
line and with it in one hand and his sword 
in the other, he cried, 'Come on boys.' 
As he turned to advance a rebel ball 
pierced his brain. He fell forward at full 
length on his face dead, the flag falling, 
covering him. Gil was a noble boy, brave 
and generous, a fair sample of the boys 
who enlisted to save the union. He died 
a noble death, and his memory will always 
be cherished by his immediate com
rades. 

Notwithstanding the severe loss of the 
regiment in the morning's fight, the loss 
was greater in the final charge, when the 
rebel army under Jubal Early was driven 
across Cedar Creek, and broken and de
moralized they retreated up the Shenan
doah Valley, and our defeat of the morn-

brought in some of the dead, of which I ing, when they surprised us and thus got 
ate for breakfast in the shape of pork the advantage, was turned into a glorious 
chops. But it was a long while ere I 
heard the last of the episode." 

S. W. Crosby, Flint, Mich. * * 
Please imagine all absent in the chorus 
when you meet and shout Hurrah!! for 
the old Seventy-seventh." 
B. A. Briggs, Lansingburgh, N. Y., color 
sergeant. 

" I am unable to meet with you because 
of a cancer on my lower lip. At the Al
bany hospital January 13 an operation 
was performed and August 9 a piece of 
my lower jaw bone was removed, under 
which treatment they say I am improv
ing. 

I wish to call your attention to an en
gagement which I think is second to none 
of the battles of the war, in which our 
regiment participated, and that was the 
charge at Fort Stevens, Washington, D. 
C., July 12, 1864. The rebel, General 
Early with his army was knocking pretty 
loudly at the door of the capital of this 
nation July 11, but postponed entering 
until the next day. Our charging forces 
consisting of four regiments of our bri
gade was in command of Lieutenant 
Colonel French of our regiment. When 
all was ready Colonel French ordered me 

victory in the evening; and it was made 
forever famous by Sheridan's ride." 

Wm. E. Johnson, Johnstown, N. Y.— 
" I simply tried to do my duty and obey 
orders, and have no regret for what I did 
for my country and home." 

John Y. Foster, Glencoe, Ontario.— 
"Many of you will remember the great 
capture our major made at Brandy Station 
in the spring of '64, just prior to our 
breaking up our winter camp. It was 
some time after taps, when most of the 
men were fast asleep; the only 
sound breaking the stillness of that 
dark night was the tread of the lonely 
picket, when suddenly there burst forth 
the boom of a cannon, apparently in the 
midst of our camp that brought the men 
out of their tents from a sound sleep. The 
Major and a squad of soldiers were 
quickly on the scene, supposing that our 
camp was attacked. Nowhere could be 
seen the enemy who in their hasty re
treat left their gun, which was captured 
and taken to regimental headquarters, 
where it was on exhibition all the next 
day. If any of the depredators could 
have been caught the guard house or the 
cord wood drill would have been theirs." 

to signal with the flag to the commandant [The explanation of the foregoing is 

of Fort Stevens to fire. On the wall of 
Fort Stevens President Lincoln and some 
of his cabinet stood to see the fight 
from the cannon of the fort a number of 
rounds were fired, when Col. French gave 
the order 'forward, double quick, charge.' 

that some extraordinary orders had been 
promulgated from regimental headquarters 
by the temporary commandant. For 
instance an order was read at a dress 

J. Palmater, Marefield; J . H. Smith, 
Clearwater.] 

Carlos W. Rowe, Keeseville, N. Y.— 
"After the terrible struggle in the Wil
derness and our army had advanced to 
Spottsylvania court house. I was intro
duced to the inside of rebeldom, the recol
lection of which makes me hungry now. 
I enlisted early in the war and after near
ly three years' service the strife seemed 
no nearer a close. My regiment was in 
the "Fighting Sixth," as our corps was 
called I had been through all the vicis
situdes of the Army of the Potomac 
without serious injury, but might not be so 
fortunate much longer, though I hoped to 
be to the end. General Sedgwick, our 
corps commander, had been killed and 
General Wright had taken the reins. The 
tenth of May, 1864, a terrible struggle 
had been going on since early morning on 
other parts of the line. About the mid
dle of the afternoon the order came for us 
to be ready to move at one. We knew 
what that meant. A dozen regiments 
were selected to make a charge upon the 
enemy's line. The charge was made; the 
enemy's line was pierced and a number of 
them taken prisoners, but not without 
considerable loss to ourselves, and for 
want of men to hold the ground from 
which we had driven them we were 
obliged to fall back. It was one of those 

desperate fights between armies about 
equal in numbers and nearly equal re
sults, which characterized this part of the 
war. I said we had to fall back; the fact 
is that I and some others did not fall 
back, supposing that our troops 
would hold the ground taken, and 
not observing the backward movement 
of our lines soon enough, we found the 
enemy on our front, flank and rear and 
ourselves prisoners of war. This was a 
new sensation; confinement in a southern 
prison was not to our liking. 

We were taken to the rear a short 
distance when I heard my name called 
and saw some men of our regiment who 
were wounded and prisoners. Lieutenant, 
are you wounded?" one asked, and learn
ing that I was not, they begged me to 
stay with, and take care of them. One, 
whose arm was broken at the elbow, the 
bone protuding in an ugly manner, the 
sleeve of his coat torn and bloody, asked 
me to cut it off, which I did as carefully 
as I could; when to my surprise he said 
that he meant his arm; the poor fellow 
supposing that it would relieve the pain. 
Could he have had proper attendance no 
doubt he would have lived, 
for he died afterward from the 
effect of the wound. I was not 
permitted to remain with these men, but 
was taken to the rear about two miles that 

The charge resulted in the complete rout from these headquarters. As the 'out 
of Gen. Eearly and his force, who were house' was outside the camp limits it was 
surprised on meeting the veterans of the decidedly inconvenient to have to go to 
Sixth corps (which had been detached the major for a pass thereto, particularly 

parade that no soldier could go outside night and farther in the morning. We 
the limits of the camp without a pass were turned over to a new guard and a 

camp made for us where we stayed five 

from in front of Petersburg, arriving by 
boat the afternoon of the 11th), anticipat
ing opposition only from government em
ployes and convalescent soldiers. Though 
the loss on both sides was light, the im-

days. Hard fighting was going on during 
this time and more prisoners arrived mak
ing our number about twelve hundred, 
thirty of whom were officers. Up to this 
time we had been fairly treated. I wish I 
could say as much of their treatment at 
Andersonville, where nearly all of them 
sleep their last sleep; at least such is the 

if one was in a hurry. So the 'boys' con-
cluded to 'boom' the officer in command 
during the temporary absence of the 
colonel, who the boys wanted back to lead 
them. Empty cans were filled with com-

portance of the battle was as great as bustibles and discharged near regimental case with those I knew. 
some bloodier ones, for the capital was headquarters; the noise whereof disturbed The shelter tents our boys had managed 
saved from capture." the sleep of many in the brigade: on this to keep so long and anything that could 

I. D. Clapp, Denver, Col.:—"The morn- particular night, which somehow was be called government property was now 
ing of October 17, 1864, I started from our somewhat darker than usual, a rifle taken from us. 
camp in command of the (Third) brigade barrel was loaded to the brim and put I now determined to attempt to 
detail for a three days' picket duty. Re- into a length of stovepipe and then car- carry out an idea that I had 
lieving the old picket we entered upon ned carefully and placed as near the been considering a few days, 
our duties, a part of the outpost. The major's tent as practible and then the to escape if opportunity presented. 
17th and 18th, demanding only routine short fuse lit. The whole camp was quiet I had a pocket compass with me and had 
duty was a sort of picnic for those off when suddenly o h ! ! what a report. No obtained from a fellow prisoner a map of 

wonder so rudely awakened that 'we are the part of the country we were in. We 
attacked' was the only thought. This were marching for the railroad station 
brought the wrath of the brigade com- some twenty-five miles distant, and had 
mander on us in an order to the tem- covered about half of the march when 
porary commander of the regiment that if we got to a creek usually small but 
there is any more noise in the camp of the swollen by recent rains until it was 
Seventy-seventh he would place the whole waist deep. The guards tried to make us 
regiment under arrest.] march through it, but the men ran off, 

Allen C. McLean: "I t is impossible to right and left, gathered rails and spanned 
write of my own doings. Ask Comrade the creek in narrow places and so got 
Cozzens about 'Here they come captain.' over dry shod. This method of the 'boys' 
And this reminds me of this same cap- retarded the crossing and scattered the 
tain, Luther M. Wheeler, who was mor- guards. Something said to me this is 
tally wounded May 3, '63 in the same our time. I had been talking with some 
charge in which our secretary, (Ed Fuller) of my fellow prisoners about escaping, 
was wounded and reported killed. I was but no one seemed to think it 

I am happy now I can attend 
Unto this pleasant call, 
For I do like to meet the 'boys' 
And see them one and all. 
Through all the hardships which we went, 
A marching side by side, 
There is not one who home returned 
But looketh back with pride: 
Upon some cheerful, pleasant scene 
Of soldier life or childhood sweet, 
And then to feel most happy 
When with old comrades meet. 
I often think of that old mill, 
Way down near Waterloo; 
Whose planks helped floor our dancing hall 
And, Colonel * so must you. 
Now I look back and seem to see, 
One of those pleasant nights. 
The streets all arched with evergreens, 
And all ablaze with lights, 
When Phillips on his fiddle played, 
And Barnes was dancing round, 
As happy a pair as could be seen 
On old Virginia's ground. 
Poor Phillips now sleeps in his grave 
And Jimmie lost a leg; 
"It's for the Union, Boys," he said, 
"Thank God! It's not my head." 
We're now old comrades, marching on, 
Each other let us cheer, 
Hoping these Union's to attend 
For many a coming year. 
The "boys" we know are growing old, 
And our number must grow small, 
For no day passes but some vet 
Attends the long roll call. 
With a cheer for valiant Colonel French, 
I'm glad so many are here, 
And for al the Seventy-seventh boys, 
Let's give three hearty cheers. 

* Near the mill the guard halted the 
colonel, who not having the countersign, 
returned to camp. 

N. M. Bliss, Baraboo, Wis. * * * 
"My thoughts and sympathies are with 
you as they were in the old days when 
we drank from the same canteen. I 
especially desire to be remembered to 
Colonel French and hope that he will 
remember the wounded corporal of the color guard, from company I, at the charge of Mary's Heights. I shall never forget how proud the colonel was of the Seventy-seventh that day." Charles Blanchard, Salida, Chaffee Co. Col., tells how "I commanded the sixth corps one night," while camped near 

duty, for they visited farm houses ad
jacent, returning with honey, chickens, 
etc., whereby we were enabled to enjoy 
the delicacies of the season. 

About 4 o'clock in the morning of the 
19th we were startled by sharp firing on 
our right. I at once started up the line to 
learn the cause. After going some dis
tance I met a mounted orderly who told 
me that the rebel cavalry had attacked 
our pickets and that the division officer of 
the day had been killed. I returned, got 
the reserve in line and waited. The firing 
apparently ceased near daylight, soon 
after which heavy musketry firing began 
far away on our left, which after a while 
was augmented by cannon. We 
then knew that a general en
gagement was on, and though we 
could tell by the receding reports 
that our lines were going back, having no 
orders to the contrary, we stayed in our 
position. 

About 8 o'clock the officer in command 
of the pickets on my left came to me and 
asked: 'What are you going to do?' I 
replied: 'I shall await orders, and you 
be sure and keep connected on your left, 
or we will all be captured." About half-
past 9 he came back to me and reported: 
'I have no connection on my left, what 
would you do?' I replied: 'I shall fall 
back toward camp, as now there is only 
occasional firing! I ordered Lieutenant 
D. A. Thompson, who was with me, to 
take care of the reserve and fall back, 
keeping in supporting distance of the 
picket line, as we would also fall back to 
camp. No sooner had our picket line 
began their backward movement than 
the rebel cavalry began to press us. We 
had gone back some distance when the 
discharge of cannon was plainly 
heard. Looking through the woods 
I saw the reserve on the double 
quick. Running to the left 

and looking around again I espied a rebel 
battery on a rise of ground where our 
regimental pioneer corps was encamped 
when we left our camp two days before. 
Again looking to the left (as we were 
faced falling back) I saw our line of 
battle of blue nearly a mile away; when 
I 'double quick' ordered. The reserve 
was not losing any time in getting back 
our retrogade movement was considerably 
accelerated by the music of that rebel 
battery, the shot and shell from which 
plowing up the ground throwed some of 
it upon us; but we did not stop to brush 

standing not over three feet from the cap
tain at the time and with another boy, 
Dan Smith I think, helped him back a 
short distance to a shaded place, where 

practicable except Col. Higginbottom 
of the Sixty-ninth N. Y. I. Vols., 
who said that he knew the 
country and we would try to escape to-

he said and they were the last words I gether. He was some distance ahead of 
heard him speak, 'Now boys, go back to me and to notify him would destroy the 
your regiment, I am all right.' We got 
back just in time to see a man blown 
high in the air. Also heard a general 
say: 'Well done Seventy-seventh, you 
have this day covered yourself with 
glory.' I frequently meet ex-rebs, the 
best of whom are those who met us 
face to face in battle, for they are 
not sore now; but others continue fighting 
over the old ground with their mouth, and 
sometimes it seems as if they never were 
whipped;" 

F. N. Perkins, Nebraska, Kansas.— 
"The boys of company D will surely re
member me, for while in front of York-
town Comrade Alf See and myself for
aged, waded through the swamp and gave 
them a breakfast of fresh meat while they 
were on duty." 

James A. Paddelford, West Winsted, 
Conn.—"* * I had no natural love for 
battle, as some boys seemed to have. Al
len McLean, for instance, appeared to be 
reckless and daring as if there was no 
possibility of his getting hurt." 

W. H. Quivey, Jackson, Mich.—"It 
would be much pleasure to grasp the 
hands of my old comrades of the Seventy-
Seventh regiment, not over four of whom 
have I seen since we were discharged at 
Albany, July, 1865. As I cannot be with 
you on the 19th, the thirty-first anniver
sary of the desperate fought battle of 
Winchester in which we took part. I 
send my regards to all and wish all a 
happy time." 

J . N. Rose, Porters Corners, N. Y.— 
" I remember that six of us boys left 

it off. Lieutenant Thompson told me home one day in September, 1861 to join 
that as they got to the edge of the woods the Seventy-Seventh regiment; of our trip 
they 'took in' a rebel picket who said to Washington were we dined off of mule 
'don't go through the woods, we have a meat at the soldier's retreat near the 
battery in position on the other side.' Balimore and Ohio railroad depot. Thence 
The lieutenant not believing him kept on across the Potomac and down the Penin-
After we had come to a walk and within sulas, to fight the Johnnies. And now 
a short distance of our line of bat- after thirty years I find we have to fight 
tle, I observed an orderly. A short 
time afterward I heard two 
shots in quick succession. Look
ing around. I saw the orderly, who was 
dressed in our uniform, wheel his horse 
and ride for the rebel lines, and one of 
our men staggering. I ran to him and 
seeing he was spitting blood I asked him 
if he was seriously hurt. He replied, " I 
don't know, but I don't allow any rebel 
to call me a Yankee son of a gun and get 
away if I can prevent i t ." I looked to 
where I had seen the rebel last, just as he 
reeled off of his horse and fell to the 
ground. We then marched inside our 
lines, and finding a good place to make 
coffee, halted, and as we had no breakfast, 
prepared one. After we had appeased our 
hunger and rested, we hunted for our 
regiment, which we rejoined about 2 
o'clock in the afternoon. Our comrades 
joyfully welcomed us, as they supposed 
we had been captured, and then told us of 

some of them yet." 
N. N. Rice, Madrid, Neb.—"I would 

like to take you all by the hand, espec
ially Company G boys, and give you a 
Grand Army shake. And if any of you 
boys come to Nebraska, come to Madrid, 
Perkins county, enquire for ma and you 
will find a hearty welcome." 

[None of the Seventy seventh boys care 
about a Grand Army shake, as we have 
got accustomed to being shook. Am sorry 
that Comrade Rice is so egotistical as to 
thing that he is the only one in Nebraska. 
Joking aside we are glad that he is doing 
well and is able to give all the "boys" 
who may call a royal welcome. For his 
information the following names appear 
on roster of survivors of the Seventy-
seventh as residents of Nebraska: N. S. 
Babcock, Exeter; Thomas Fowler, Har
vard; C. H. Horst, Shelton; J. A. Law
rence, Tecumseh; F. N. Owen, Omaha; A. 

chance then afforded, so I concluded to 
go it alone. Most of the guards were at 
the creek trying to get the men together. 
After crossing the creek I had kept on up 
the hill and into the bushes, among the 
thickest of which I lay me down; though 
I knew it was a dangerous move, for if 
discovered I might be prodded with a 
bayonet, if not shot; but if not seen, I 
might, with my compass and borrowed 
map, get back to my regiment. I pre
ferred the risk, though it would be 
fraught with danger and hardship. I 
was not seen. I could see the men march
ing on, the guards bringing up tbe rear, 
and citizens occasionally passing. Toward 
night a party of boys with guns appeared, 
apparently out hunting. This recalled my 
boyhood and home. But I was a good 
ways from home and quite an obstacle lay 
between me and that desirable place, 

It was not more than fifteen miles to our 
army in a straight line, but as the rebel 
army lay between us, was afraid 
that they would object to a cut 
across their country. Consulting my 
map I saw by crossing the Orange and 
Alexandria railroad and keeping on the 
opposite side I could get around the rebel 
army an get into our lines at Fredericks
burg, or keep on to Washington. This 
would make a march of 150 miles 
in the enemy's country. With economy I 
had rations for two days. I crossed the 
railroad during the night, over which the 
rest of the prisoners had doubtless passed 
on their way to prison, how few of them 
ever to return. I kept on until daylight, 
and also making a few miles during the 
day, and then again marching all night, 
aided by the map, compass and the light 
of the moon. About half of the distance 
was covered; the last thirty miles had 
been made on one cracker. For ten days 
I had been on very short rations, and I 
was as hungry as a bear which had been 
fasting. I must have something to eat 
soon. My feet were blistered and I was 
very tired. I heard children shouting, so 
I knew there was a house near. As Mose-
by's guerillas were about in this country, 
I reconnoitered enforce, then walked 
straight up to the house. Of the woman 
who came to the door I asked for some
thing to eat. After hesitating she got me 
something and I was allowed to stay all 
night, though I knew it was risky to 
do so, but as the woman had 
trusted me I concluded to trust her, and I 
was not deceived. She gave me some 
rations to carry with me and I gave her 
two dollars and started out in the morn
ing greatly relieved. I was now getting 
into the vicinity of our old camp where 
we had passed the winter. I kept moving 
all day and at night was near Brandy 
Station. I was walking along the road 
rather carelessly, when suddenly I was 

face to face with a couple of rebel scouts. 
This was an unpleasant dilemma, with 
visions of my attempt to escape being all 
for naught. There was no chance to 
dodge and fighting was out of the ques
tion, as they were armed and was not. 
So I put on a brave face and walked 
straight up to them and stopped and 
talked. After some time I was allowed to 
pass, they concluding that I was deserter. 
Under different circumstances I would 
have resented this, but just now I 
concluded that discretion was the 
better part of valor and would not 
quarrel with them about it. Having 
narrowly escaped recapture several times 
I concluded to be more cautious. The 
Rappahannock river appeared to view. 
I knew that there was a ford which our 
army had used; but I missed it in the 
night and I thought it as well that I had, 
as it might be guarded by the enemy. I 
thought at one time I would try to swim 
across the river, but as all was quiet and 
as I heard nothing I concluded to make a 
raft. After an hour's work in getting 
rails, poles and pieces of boards together 
I had something that would float me, and 
starting out I paddled across and landed, 
feeling much better. I went on three or 
four miles and came to a stack of straw, 
into which I plunged, staying in it the 
rest of the night and all day. Occasion
ally a rebel cavalryman rode by, 
reminding me that I was not yet 
out of danger. At dark I started 
again, going down the river. The next 
day I again lay in hiding, though hunger 
drove me to a house for something to eat. 
I learned I was fourteen miles from Fred-
ericdsburg. I kept in the woods during 
the day, resuming my walk at dark and 
the next morning found myself in sight of 
the city, which was a vast hospital of our 
wound men. After some difficulty I 
found friends and reporting to the com
mander of the post got a pass to Wash
ington and a letter to the adjutant gen
eral. A few days leave of absence re
stored me to myself and then I returned 
to my regiment." 

Albert Snyder, overland, Arapahoe Co., 
Colorado:—"In the spring of '62 as we 
were marching through the abandoned 
works of the rebels near Yorktown, there 
was an explosion like a pistol shot at the 
feet of the center column and directly 
under the colors of our regiment. Col. Mc
Kean lifted up by the point of his sword 
a piece of old cloth laying on the ground, 
disclosing the nipple of a torpedo, which 
had been buried, but which did not 
explode, lucky for us. During our retreat 
at night down the peninsular in the sum
mer of '62 regiments and brigades got 
mixed. We got very weary and did not 
breathe free until we got under the cover 
of our gunboats. Sunday morning, May 
3, '63, I was in the skirmish line at the 
charge of Mayre's Heights. We were re
ceiving shots from a hidden foe in some 
bushes in our immediate front. Four of 
us went up stairs into a deserted house 
near our line. From a window we got 
the drop on the Jonnies'. We stayed in 
this house until we saw our skirmish line 
advancing, when we rejoined it. The 
9th of May, '64, among the regiments 
picked from our corps to make a charge was 
two from our brigade. We charged right 
into the enemy's works, taking over one 
thousand prisoners. The next day after I 
had fired a number of times, while put
ting on a cap after reloading my rifle, a 
ball entered my left arm near my shoulder 
which caused me to be sent to the rear." 

Harvey Snow, Jay, N. Y.—"I would 
like very much to see my old colonel. He 
always stood by us in every spot and 
place and was respected and loved by the 
the regiment. I remember the last fight 
I was in; I came near being captured; we 
had desperate fighting; we saw a lot of 
men waving our dear old flag, and we 
went toward them, and shortly after they 
began firing at us; every man tried to 
take care of himself. And I remember 
how quickly we re-formed when General 
Sheridan met us and ordered us forward, 
saying, 'We will whip them out of their 
boots,' which we did, sure enough. I was 
in thirty-three hard-fought battles, and 
never got wounded." 

C. F . A. Schmidt, Lebanon, Pa. : " I 
suffered so much since February 9th 
from my old wound that January 25 I 
entered a hospital in Philadelphia to have 
an operation performed; a large growth of 
tissue was removed, which the microscope 
disclosed as cancerous. To save my life 
the surgeon cut off my leg above the knee; 
it not healing it was again cut off further 
up and now I am getting along as well as 
a one legged man may reasonably be ex
pected to. I should so like to be present 
this year for in Schuylerville I inlisted in 
Company K to fight for my adopted coun-
try." 

S. B. Shepard, West Day, N. Y. : I am 
always glad to receive the notice of the 
reunion, though I have seldom attended. 
Gladly would I clasp every 'Old Boy's' 
hand and talk of the days when together, 
sometimes hungry and thirsty, tired and 
foot sore we tramped the sacred soil of old 
Virginia." 

W. H. Wright, Colton, Cal.—"How I 
wish I could be with you on the 19th. 
Often in the busy cares of my life my 
mind wanders to the years '61-5. Many 
of you will remember our march from 
Centerville to Clouds Mills, March, 1862, 
how it rained all day. We went into a 
woods beside the road at night. Colonel 
McKean in dismissing the regiment, said: 
'Boys, make yourself as comfortable as 
possible.' I did so after the camp became 
quiet, as I took a french leave for Alex
andria, where I got a good, hot supper. 
On my return to camp, having been re
ported by our orderly sergeant, I was 
called before Lt. Col. Henderson, who 
said as he ordered me to go to my quar
ters, ' I will see if a ball and chain will 
keep you.' While near Warwick, April 
'62, Col. McKean called on Capt Babcock 
for two men to go out and ascertain the 
position of the enemy. John Northut and 
I volunteered. John was shot and died 
from the effect of his wound, the first 
man killed in our regiment. Boys I have 
found the veritable Garden of Eden, and 
the house is always open for my com
rades. Hope to be with you in 1896." 

A. P. Waldron, Burlington, Vt.— 
"Sickness deprives me of being with you 
on the 19th. I am sorry, because it will 
not be long ere the last one of us will be 
called to pass over to the other side of the 
river; may we all be prepared to be mus
tered out." 

S. B. Root, Fresno, Cal.—"By your in
vitation to the twenty-third annual re
union of the old Seventy-seventh regi
ment, I am pleasantly reminded of an or
ganization with which I passed three of 
the best and proudest years of my life, 
while in person it will be impracticable 
for me to be present, in spirit you may 
hear me hovering with you. 

GOING INTO CAMP. 

We're going into camp, boys! 
Going into camp. 

Our head of column, years ago 
Went there, in earth's awaiting glow; 
And, still, our forces, waxing slow, 
Are passing on, thro' fields below, 

Going into camp. 

We're going into camp boys! 
Going into camp. 

There Lincoln heads, the martyr great, 
With Grant, the hero, a first-class mate; 
There Sherman hails accession late, 
With Sheridan, a worth mate, 

Going into camp. 
We're going into camp boys! 

Going into camp. 
Our rear of column, soon at rest, 
Shall lie amongst the early blest, 
And, joys supernal light the breast, 
To know the last shall be the best, 

Going into camp. 
We're going into camp boys! 

Going into camp. 
There wait our nameless, brave and good, 
Who with ourselves in dangers stood, 
They haste to greet the brotherhood, 
All white, from "garments rolled in blood," 

Going into camp." 

Treasurer Thurber reported on hand 
and received since last report $81 25 

Paid as per vouchers 70 55 
Leaving on hand Sept. 19, '95 $10 70 

The committee's resolution on the death 
of members was unanimously adopted: 

Whereas, since our last reunion Albert 
Austin, John Betts, Michael Casey, James 
Ellison, C. H. Fodow, Thomas Harris, 
James Pixley, Thomas Stewart, C. E. 
Sexton and Arthur Scott have "gone into 
camp" with the majority of our our com
rades, therefore, be it 

Resolved, That as death has taken from 
us brave and faithful soldiers and good citi
zens, the sympathy of their surviving 
members be extended to the families of 
our deceased comrades, and that a copy 
hereof be sent them. 

G. F. Will, 
J . M. W O O D , 
H. H. RICHARDS, 
J. M. CONNORS, 
ALONZO HOWLAND, 

Committee. 
The committee on regimental badge re

ported that they had adopted a design and 
hoped to have them ready at the next re
union. Any one wanting one will please 
advise the secretary. 

The resolution of Edwin Ham that this 
association and their friends urge the 
nomination and election of General W. B. 
French for representative in congress 
from this Twenty-second Congressional 
district in 1896, was enthusiastically and 
unanimously adopted. 

Gettysburg veteran medals were then 
given to those present entitled to one, who 
had not heretofore received one. 

The invitation for the next re
union from Galway was accepted; and 

S. E. Kidd, Thomas Broughton, O. G. 
Bentley, W. H . Johnson, O. R. Lansing, 
Fred Quant, H. A. Smith and Frank 
Whitney named as the executive com
mittee to make the arrangements for it for 
September 17, 1896. 

After passing a resolution of thanks to 
Frank Norton Post No. 116 and the citi
zens of Schuylerville for their hearty wel
come, bountiful and excellent dinner, the 
meeting for 1895 ended, leaving an hour 
to go over our escape when "sojering" 
was our business. 


