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AUTHOR’S PREFACE.

The object of this volume is to present in as consecutive
and comprehensive form as possible the history of the
Catholic Sisterhoods in the late Civil War. Many books
have been written on the work of other women in this war,
but, aside from fugitive newspaper paragraphs, nothing has
ever been published concerning the self-sacrificing labors
of these Sisterhoods. Whatever may have been the cause
of this neglect or indifference, it is evident that the time has
arrived to fill this important gap in the literature of the war,

““The Sisters,”” to quote an army chaplain, ‘‘ do not
have reunions or camp-fires to keep alive the memories of
the most bloody lustrum in our history, but their war stories
are as heroic, and far more edifying, than many the veterans
tell.™

That genuine humility so characteristic of the Sisters
has made the collection of the necessary data for this work
very difficult. Most of the stories embodied in the pages
that follow have been gathered by personal interviews,
through examinations of various archives and records, and
by an extensive correspondence with Government officials,
veterans of the war and the superiors of convents and com-

munities. It is impossible to enumerate all those who have
(iii)
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aided in the work, but the writer desires to thank especially
the Sisters to whom he is indebted for the chapters relating
to the Sisters of Mercy who were with the Irish Brigade in
the West, and to the Sisters of St. Joseph who were at
Camp Curtin, in Harrisburg, Pa.

While the author has not hesitated to avail himself of
every possible source of information, it is only fair to say
that the great bulk of the material that goes to make up the
volume has been drawn from entirely original sources, and
is presented in printed form for the first time. In order to
form a basis for the work all of the obtainable literature
bearing upon the civil conflict was examined in a thorough
and exhaustive manner. It is no exaggeration to say that
nearly one thousand volumes bearing upon the *‘late un-
pleasantness '’ were searched with the hope of finding some
data bearing upon the saintly work of the Sisterhoods. The
books of reference included the more important histories of
the war ; the memoirs and recollections of the leading gen-
erals of both the Union and Confederate armies; the de-
bates in Congress, the lives of the founders of the several
religious orders; the histories of the Church and of the
Sisterhoods, and a score of miscellaneous works too numer-
ous to name in a preface. The official records and corres-
pondence of the war, issued by authority of Congress, un-
der the supervision and at the expense of the government,
consists, in itself, of more than one hundred bulky volumes.

The return from this immense crop of literature, so far

as the Sisters were concerned, was ridiculously small. It
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did not begin to be commensurate with the amount of time,
labor and patience involved in the research. A rare letter
or document, and the occasional mention of a Sister in the
reports to the War Department constituted the sum total.
The oft-quoted hunt for the needle in the haystack furnishes
the only adequate comparison of the work in this instance.
The Generals and the officials who had the direction of the
awful struggle were, in the main, too busily engaged in
making history to pause long enough to mention the modest
hands that bound up their wounds, soothed their fevered
brows and performed those other acts of faith and charity
that seem to belong essentially, not to the weaker but to

the gentler sex.

In addition to this, the files of the secular and religious
newspapers, from 1860 to 1865, were minutely examined
and the results carefully collated. Magazines and other
periodicals, including the illustrated weeklies of the time,
were also searched. The material thus evolved while more
promising than in the case of the histories and books of the
war was not entirely satisfactory. The paragraphs were
not only meagre and disconnected, but the dates and places
were uncertain and at times unreliable. But where these
newspaper stories could not be utilized, they were useful
in furnishing clues upon which complete stories were after-
wards built.

The general reader may not be deeply interested in
these details concerning the making of the book, but they

are given for the purpose of emphasizing the care and indus-
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try involved in the compilation and production of the work,
Through it all there has been a conscientious effort to aveid
political, sectional or religious controversy. In short, the
desire has been to present a modest picture of the grand
work done by the Sisters for HUMANITY.

Of course, there has been no intention of presenting a
history, or even a sketch, of the war itself and the merest
thread of its events has been introduced solely for the pur-
pose of making the narrative of the Sisters as connected
as the scattered data permitted. The aim has been con-
stantly to present facts in an impartial manner. How far
the writer has succeeded remains for the reader to judge.

The chivalrous men wearing both the Blue and the
Gray, who caused American manhood and valor to be
known and respected the -world over, have on many occa-
sions, and in various ways, given expression to the esteem
and affection in which they hold the women who devoted
their lives to the care of the sick and wounded. The ranks
of the war Sisters have been gradually thinned out by death
until but a handful of them remain. These survivors rest
in their convent homes, tranquilly awaiting the final
summons to a land where conflict is unknown. They may
die, but the story of their patriotic and humane work will
live as long as love for loyalty, regard for duty and ad-
miration for self-sacrifice exist in the hearts of the American

people. G, B.
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CHAPTER 1.

THE ORDERS THAT PARTICIPATED.

One of the effects of the war. The productive force of the nation deprived
by death, disease and disability of one million men. The task of caring
for the sick and wounded. Four notable orders—The Sisters of Charity,
Sisters of Mercy, Sisters of St. Joseph and Sisters of the Holy Cross.
Their history and the discipline, experience and self-sacrifice brought to
bear upon their work during the war.

On the twelfth day of April, 1861, the first shot fired
upon Fort Sumter, formally inangurated the civil war in
the United States. On the ninth of April, 1865, Grant
and Lee were the principals in the historic
meeting at Appomattox Court House, by
which hostilities were virtually termin-
ated. The interval between those two
memorable dates presents the greatest or-
deal in the history of the Republic.

As a result of these four momentous
vears of conflict the nation was deprived
by death and disease of one million men.
The total number of enlisted soldiers in the
Union Army during the whole of the war
amounted to 2,688,523. As many of these men were mus-
tered in twice, and as a certain percentage deserted, it is

(19)
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reasonable to estimate that 1,500,000 men were actively
engaged in the Northern armies.

Of this number 56,000 died on the field of battle, 35,-
000 expired in the hospitals from the effects of wounds re-
ceived in action, and 184,000 perished by disease. It is
probable that those who died of disease after their dis-

charge from the army would swell the total to 300,000, If
the effects of inferior hospital serviee and poor sanitary
arrangements are added to the other results of war, it
is safe to assume that the loss of the South was greater
than that of the North. But, considering the Southern
loss equal to that of the North, the aggregate is 600,000.
Add to this 400,000 men crippled or permanently dis-
abled by disease, and the total subtraction from the pro-
ductive force of the nation reaches the stupendous total
of 1,000,000 men. These figures seem almost incredi-
ble, but they come from what, in this particular at
least, must be regarded as a trustworthy source (1).

The task of caring for such an army of dead and
wounded was no light one. In the beginning of the war
this feature of military life was conducted in an uncertain
and spasmodic manner. As time wore on, it became evi-
dent that the war was not to consist of a few skirmishes,
but was likely to be a protracted struggle between two
bodies of determined men (2).Then the necessity of a syste-
matie sanitary and hospital service made itself apparent.
As a result of the pressing needs of the hour the Sanitary
commission and the Christian Commission were organ-
ized. The meritorious nature of the work of these great

= — —

(1), Greeley's “American Conflict.
(2). There were 2261 known battles, engagements and skirmishes
during the war,
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charities has been made known by reports and books
published since the war. The details of the good deeds of
both organizations in supplying nurses and in caring for
invalids generally are too well known to need repetition.

But the story of the labors of the Catholic Sisters ig not
g0 well known. To begin with, the Sisters brought to their
aid in caring for the sick and wounded soldiers the experi-
ence, training and discipline of the religious bodies with
which they were identified. Self-denial was a feature of
their daily life, and the fact that they had taken vows of
poverty, chastity and obedience peculiarly fitted them for a
- duty that demanded personal sacrifices almost every hour
of the day and night.

From the data obtainable it appears that the members
of four Catholic Sisterhoods participated in the mereiful
work incident to the war. These included the Sisters of
Charity, the Sisters of Mercy, the Sisters of St. Joseph and
the Sisters of the Holy Cross (3). The soldiers, like many
people in civil life, made no distinetion between the orders,
and to them the dark-robed angels of the battlefields were
all “Sisters of Charity.”

There are now three orders of the Sisters of Charity in
the United States. The “black caps,” or Mother Seton Sis-
ters, who have establishments in New York, Cincinnati
and other places; the “white caps,” or Cornette Sisters,
of Emmittsburg, Md., and the Sisters of Charity, of Naza-
reth, Ky. There are probably 5000 members of these three
orders of Sisters of Charity in this country to-day. The
Nazareth community was founded in 1812 by a few pious

(3). It ig probable that scattering members from one or two other
orders did praiseworthy work during the war, but diligent inquiry has
failed to bring forth any specific facts concerning their labors,
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American ladies near Nazareth, Ky., under the good
Bishop David. Mother Catherine Spalding, a relative
of the late Archbishop of Baltimore, and of the present
Bishop of Peoria, 111, was the first Superioress, The mem-
bers of all these three branches of the Sisters of Charity
did good work during the war.

The Congregation of the Sisters of Merecy was
founded by Miss Catherine McAuley, in Dublin, Ireland,
September 24, 1827, Seven Sisters, who came from Car-
low, Ireland, established the order in the United States,
locating in Pittsburg, Pa. The Sisters of the Holy Cross
have a Mother House at Notre Dame, Ind., and conduct
establishments in a large number of dioceses.

The Congregation of the Sisters of St. Joseph was
founded in France, in 1650. In the general ruin incident
to the French Revolution, near the close of the last cen-
tury, the convents of the order were destroyed. The body
was subsequently reorganized, and six Sisters from the
Mother House at Lyon came to St. Louis in 1836, at the
request of Bishop Rosati, and founded a house at Caron-
delet, Mo. This became the Mother House in this country.
A number of independent houses of the order have since
been established, notably the one at Chestnut Hill,
Philadelphia.
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CHAPTER 1L

ARCHBISHOP HUGHES AND THE SISTERS.

The problem of how to provide the necessary nurses for both the Union and
Confederate Armies. Sisters not able to volunteer without the approval
of their superiors. An interesting epistle from Archbishop Hughes to
Archbishop Kenrick. The New York prelate appointed by President Lin-
coln as a peace commissioner to France. A characteristic letter from the
martyred President to the great Archbishop. Quelling the draft riots in

New York city.

— e m— . c——

Very early in the war the question of providing nurses
for the sick and wounded soldiers of both armies became a
gerions problem, not only to the civil anthorities, but also

LINCOLN.

to the Church officials. In every great
emergency questions of this kind gen-
erally solve themselves. It proved so in
this instance. The first shot had hard-
ly been fired, the first battle fought and
the first improvised hospital put into
service, before volunteers from all sec-
tions of the country had placed them-
selves at the disposal of generals of the
contending armies. These offers came
both from lay women and from mem-

bers of the various Sisterhoods connected with the Cath-
olic Church in the United States. The Sisters, of course,

(23)
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being under certain rules and diseipline, were not able to
volunteer until they had obtained the consent and appro-
val of their Superiors.

In the beginning the nurses for the armies were taken
from all walks of life. While they were zealous and en-
tered upon their work with the desire of alleviating suf-
fering, they did not have the disposition or training nee-
essary to carry on the work with the ease and thorough-
ness essential to comyplete success. As the war progressed
and battles occurred more frequently, and the number of
sick and wounded became alarmingly large, the medical
directors in both the Union and Confederate armies began
to recognize and appreciate the real value of the Sisters.

The following letter (1), written by Archbishop Hughes,
of New York, to Most Rev. Francis Patrick Kenrick,
. D., Archbishop of the See of Baltimore, shows that the
subject was a live one in Church circles at that time:

To the Archbishop of Baltimore. May 9, 1861.

Most Reverend and Dear Sir:—

The Superior of the Jesuits here called upon me
more than a week ago to state that their society would
pe prepared to furnish for spiritual necessities of the
army, North and South, as many as ten chaplains, speak-
ing all the civilized languages of Europe or America.
I heard him, but did not make any reply. For myself
I have sent but one chaplain with the Sixty-ninth Regi-
ment, and to him I have already given the faculties
which you had the kindness to confer upon me for such
an occasion.

There is also ancother question growing up, and it is
about nurses for the sick and wounded. Our Sisters of
Mercy have volunteered after the example of their Sisters
toiling in the Crimean war. I have signified to them,

(1). Life of Archbishop Hughes, by John R, G. Hassard.
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not harshly, that they had better mind their own affairs
until their services are needed. I am now informed in-
directly that the Sisters of Charity in the diocese would
be willing to volunteer a force of from fifty to one
hundred nurses. To this last proposition 1 have very
strong objections. Besides, it would seem to me natural
and proper that the Sisters of Charity in Emmittsburg
should occupy the very honorable post of nursing the
sick and wounded. But, on the other hand, Maryland is
a divided community at this moment, whereas New York
is understood to be all on one side. In fact, as the ques-
tion now stands, Maryland is in America, for the mo-
ment, as Belginm has been the battlefield of Europe.
As I mentioned several days ago, Baltimore must be de-
stroyed or it must sucenmb to Northern determination.

On these several points I would like much to know
what your Grace thinks and would advise.

Sincerely your devoted brother and servant in Christ.
'JOHN, Archbishop of New York.

‘While, as the Archbishop stated in his letter, Marylana
might have been a divided community, the same could not
be said of the Sisters of Charity of Emmittsburg. They
were united in ocecupying “the very honorable post of nurs-
ing the sick and wounded” on both sides of the great con-
flict. Soon after this the Archbishop changed some of
his views regarding the Sisters, as expressed in the
above letter. Both the Sisters of Charity and the Sis-
ters of Mercy in the Diocese of New York served in the
camps and the hospitals. To begin with, the Arch-
bishop withdrew his “strong objection” to the one hundred
Sisters of Charity who desired to volunteer in the early
stages of the war. After that all those who were willing
to undertake the humane work went into it with his bless.
ing and best wishes.
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The following letter from President Lincoln to Arch-
bishop Hughes is of interest. It was the beginning of a
warm personal friendship between two strong men—a
friendship ended only by death.

Washington, D. C., October 21, 1861.
Archbishop Hughes.
Rt. Rev. 8ir:—I am sure you will pardon me if, in

my ignorance, I do not address you with technical cor-
rectness,

I find no law authorizing the appointment of chap-
lains for our hospitals, and yet the services of chaplains
are more needed, perhaps, in hospitals than with the
healthy soldiers in the field. With this view 1 have
given a sort of quasi appointment (a copy of which 1
enclose) to each of three Protestant ministers, who have
accepted and entered upon the duties.

If you perceive no objection I will thank you to give
me the name or names of one or more suitable persons of
the Catholie Church to whom I may with propriety ten-
der the same service.

Many thanks for your kind and judicious letters to
Governor Seward, and which he regularly allows me the
pleasure and profit of perusing.

With the highest respect. Your obedient servant,
A. LINCOLN.

There are conflicting opinions regarding the propriety
of the “war stand” taken by the Archbishop, but it is gen-
erally agreed that he was one of the heroie figures of war
times. He had the absolute confidence of President Lin-
coln, and on the 21st of October, 1861, was sent abroad
with Thurlow Weed on a “peace commission.” The Arch-
bishop went to France, while Mr. Weed confined his work
to England. At the same time Messrs. Mason and Slidell
were in Europe on a mission in the interests of the Con-
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federacy. The late Bishop McNierny, of Albany, then a
young priest in New York City, accompanied the Arch-
bishop to France, acting in the eapacity of private secre-
tary.

These two rival “missions” to Europe were covered
with all sorts of honeyed diplomatic terms, but their real
purpose was well known. Messrs, Mason and Slidell went
to induce one or more of the powerful nations of the old
world to throw the weight of their influence with the
Southern Confederacy. The mission of the Archbishop
and Mr. Weed was to prevent that result.

A letter written by Archbishop Hughes to Cardinal
Barnabo, at the time of his appointment by President Lin-
coln, goes to show that the Archbishop accepted the mis-
sion with the very highest motives. After explaining that
he had refused it once and only reconsidered his refusal at
the earnest request of the President, he adds: “My mission
was and is a mission of peace between France and Eng-
land on the one side, and the United States on the other,
The time was so brief between my visit to Washington
and my departure from New York that I had no oppor-
tunity of writing to your Eminence upon the subject, or
of consulting any of the other Bishops in regard to it. I
made it known to the President that if I should come to
Europe it would not be as a partisan of the North more
than of the South; that I should represent the interests
of the South as well as of the North; in short, the interests
of all the United States just the same as if they had not
been distracted by the present civil war. The people of
the South know that I am not opposed to their interests.
They have even published that in their papers, and some
gay that my coming to Europe is with a view to bringing
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about a reconciliation between the two sections of the
country. Dut in fact no one but myself, either North or
South, knows the entire object of my visit to Europe.”

Archbishop Hughes was one of the great men of his
day. He was on terms of friendship with several of the
Presidents who preceded Mr. Lincoln, and also enjoyed
the confidence and respect of the leading statesmen of the
nation. As early as 1847 he preached before Congress
upon the invitation of such men as John Quincy Adams,
John C. Calhoun and Thomas H. Benton. His subject was:
“Christianity, the Only Source of Moral, Social and Polit-
ical Regeneration.”

In July, 1863, Archbishop Hughes was instrumental
in quelling the draft riots in New York City. The mob
was beyond the control of the local authorities, and the
Archbishop finaliy consented to say a few words in the
interest of law and order. The venerable prelate was fast
approaching his end. He was so weak at this time tha
he had to be conveyed to the balcony of his residence in an
arm chair. Ie spoke briefly, and succeeded in inducing
the rioters to return to their homes for the time being. It
was his last public appearance, and soon after this he
peacefully passed away, surrounded by friends and rela-
tives and the ever faithful Sisters of Charity.

In the chapters that follow it is proposed to deal with
the labors of the Risters of Charity, taking up first the
Cornette or Emmitishurg Sisters, then the “Sisters of
Charity of Nazareth,” and finally the “black caps” or
Mother Seton SBisters. The concluding chapters deal with
the Sisters of Mercy, the Sisters of 8t. Joseph and the Sis-
ters of the Holy Cross in the order named.



CHAPTER Il1.

IN AND AROUND RICHMOND.

Sisters of Charity inaugurate their labors in the Confederate Capital.
St. Anne's Military Hospital begins with three hundred patients. A
zealous Sister makes her colleague prisoner in the pantry. An odor of
death, and how it was caused. The Union soldier who was “shot at
Manassas.” Nurses who first got ““ a puff and then a buff.”

In the early part of June, 1861, Dr. Gibson, who was
in charge of the Military Hospital at the Confederate
capital, Richmond, Va., called upon the Sisters of Charity
of Emmittsburg to come to the relief
of the sick and wounded soldiers in
that =neighborhood. The late Rt
Rev. John MeGill, the Bishop of the
Diocese of Richmond, did not object
to having the Sisters engage in a
work of mercy, but he was cpposed
to any hospital or infirmary which
might prove to be an obstacle to or
impair the prosperity of the church
hospital of St. Francis de Sales. The civil authorities did
not make any impression upon the prelate, but when the
Sisters themselves called at the episcopal palace and
begged to be assigned to the work, the Bishop could not
resist, and the coveted consent was obtained.

(29)

LEE.
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It was announced that the Sisters would begin their
work on the following Saturday. Two physicians called
at the convent, and conducted them to the institution,
which afterwards became known as St. Anne’s Military
Hospital. The structure was in an unfinished state, and
the walls were not plastered. But it was thoroughly ven-
tilated and free from dampness, and that meant much in
a building designed for the care of the sick.

The house contained altogether about three hundred
patients. Each ward held from twelve to fourteen men,
and the rooms opened into one another, It was noon when
the Sisters arrived, and they were shocked to find that
many of the wounded men had not yet broken their fast.
The first care of the newcomers was to relieve the hunger
of the patients. To effect this they went to the kitchen,
making the acquaintance of “Nicholas,” the cook; “Black
George,” his assistant, and other occupants of this section
of the house. While these employes were good men and
were doing their very best, they succeeded but poorly in
having an orderly kitchen, or in providing the soldiers with
the sort of food adapted to their weakened condition.

One Sister among those who had volunteered to work
in the hospital was detained a little later than the others.
She felt remorseful at the unavoidable delay, but deter-
mined to compensate for it by unusual activity. The first
thing that caught her alert eye on her arrival was a pantry
with the door wide open. Burning with zeal to be useful
she closed and locked the door. Suddenly there was a
rapping from the inside. The zealous Sister was not super-
stitious, nor could she be called nervous, but these strong
noises frightened her, and she became pale as the rappings
continued to grow in volume and number.
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“Open the door and let me out,” came in sepulchral
tones from the pantry.

The key was applied and the door hastily opened, and
out walked another frightened Sister, who had been
imprizoned while searching for supplies.

After many little incidents of a trivial character order
was restored from chaos. Some of the soldiers declared
that the first meal they received from the Sisters was bet-
ter than anything they had eaten since entering the army.
The Sisters, that first night, got no sleep, for the wants of
the sufferers were pressing.

One of the patients called a Sister to his bedside and
in a low voice said: “You know the doectors think I may
not live over night, therefore I have a great favor to ask
that I hope you will not refuse. I have a mother.” Here
tears checked his utterance. The Sister said: “T under-
stand ; you want me to write to her.” “Yes,” he said; “say
that her child is dead, but do not tell her how I have suf-
fered; that would break her heart.”

This delicate mission, like many similar ones en-
trusted to the Sisters, was faithfully fulfilled.

The wounded men came from the battles and skir-
mishes that had taken place in the vicinity of Richmond,
notably Phillippi, Big Bethel, Romney, Rich Mountain,
Carrick’s Ford and Manassas, Va. The last engagement,
which is also known as the first battle of Bull Run, ended
disastrously for the Union forces. It occurred on the 21st
of July, 1861, and the Sisters silently going the rounds
in their infirmary could almost hear the reverberating
gound of the shot and shell.

Toward night about fifty wounded soldiers, prisoners
from Manassas, were brought into the hospital, some
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dying and others wounded, and until better accommoda-
tions could be provided they had to be laid on the floor.

One of the Sisters was called by the doctor, who said:
“Sister, get something for this poor man’s head; he has
just asked for a log of wood.”

The Sister went out, but where to get a pillow was
a mystery; everyone was engaged. At last a pillow case
was found, and the bright idea came to the Sister: “I will
stull it with paper.” She brought it to the man, who was
a down-East Yankee, thinking the invention suited the
individual for whom it was destined. The poor fellow,
despite his suffering, smiled as it was given him.

It was very late when the Sisters finally prepared to
retire after a hard day’s work. They were not settled in
their room before Sister Blanche remarked:

“I cannot sleep; there is such an odor of death about
this apartment.”

Nevertheless they composed themselves as best as they
could. In the morning the secret of the strong odor was
revealed. A pair of human limbs ampntated the week
before had been carelessly thrown in the adjoining room.
It was a great trial for the Sister to visit that room. She
covered her nose and mouth with her handkerchief and
threw open the windows. Under her directions the limbs
were at once interred. One of the Sisters writing in her
diary at his time says: “Yesterday a man was buried with
three legs.”

On Sunday morning an addition of eleven Union offi-
cers was received to the number of wounded. They were
given accommodations in the garret. In the officers’ quar-
ters were found captains, majors, lieutenants and ser-
geants, all wounded. One fellow blessed with a fine voice
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had a guitar loaned him, and he could always be seen in
a corner whiling away the dull hours. Sometimes these
invalid officers were annoyed by visitors who were untir-
ing in their questions.

“Where were vou shot at?’ asked one inquisitive
individual, meaning in what part of the body.

“Shot at Manassas,” was the laconic reply.

As one of the Sisters was crossing the porch a tall,
brawny soldier cried out: “You ladies have a sight of work
to do, but I tell you what, vou get high pay.”

“None at all,” was the gquiet answer.

“What!” said he, starting back with surprise; “youn
don’t tell me you do all this work for nothing?”

“Precisely,” was the quiet response.

One of the nurses or hands about the place being
gadly put out about something that went wrong exclaimed
that he was “neither an angel nor a Bister of Charity,”
and that he would not put up with it at all. Sister Mary
Ann, in speaking of the varied dispositions of the men, said
that the Sisters “first got a puff and then a buft.”

Five of the Union officers who were in the garret
clubbed together after their departure and sent the Sis-
ters a check for fifty dollars for the benefit of the orphan-
age in Richmond.

The Infirmary of St. Francis de Sales had been in
operation by the Sisters for the sick in general when the
war commenced, but after that it was utilized for the
wounded soldiers. On May 16, 1861, the Sisters in this
institution were appealed to by the medical authorities.
Very soon the building was too mueh crowded for the
patients. The Government then took a large house, which
was transformed into a hospital. 1t was thought that
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male nurses would answer the purpose. In a few days,
however, the surgeon and officers in charge went to the
Sisters at the Infirmary, begging them to come to their
assistance at the new hospital, as the sick were very
much in need of their services. The Sisters went to this
hospital on June 26, 1861.

Other hospitals in and around Richmond were built,
and as rapidly as they were made ready for use the sur-
reons applied for Sisters to take charge of them. All of
the Sisters outside of the blockade which existed at that
time were at military posts, except those engaged in caring
- for the orphans. The schools and academies controlled by
the SBisters had been closed for some time. As the Sisters
were sent to many different hospitals the number that
could be assigned for each one was small. The hospitals
were often without the necessaries of life. For the Sisters’
table rough corn bread and strong fat bacon were Iux-
uries; as for beverages, they could rarely tell what was
given to them for tea or coffee, for at one time it was sage
and at another herbs,

Soon after going to one of the new hospitals in Rich-
mond the surgeon in charge said to one of the Sisters: “I
am obliged to make known our difficulties to you that you
may enable me to surmount them, for you ladies accom-
plish all you undertake. Until now we have been supplied
with the delicacies necessary for our patients from Louis-
iana, but the blockade prevents this at present and I fear
to enter the wards, as the poor men are still asking for
former refreshments, and they cannot be quieted. We
dislike to inform them of the strait we are in, though
this state of affairs may be of short duration.”

The Sister hardly knew what to do, but proposed that



IN AND AROUND RICHMOND. 35

wagons be sent among the farmhouses for the purpose
of gathering in fowl, milk, butter and fruit. This was
done, but in the meantime complaints had been made to
headquarters that since the Sisters had come to the hos-
pital all delicacies had been withheld from the poor sick.
The surgeon and Sisters knew nothing of this complaint
until a deputy Government official arrived to learn the
truth of the charges. He visited the wards during meal
time, after which he entered the room where the Sisters
dined. Then he told the surgeon the motive of his visit.
The surgeon was glad to explain to the deputy the cause
of the complaints. The deputy informed the soldiers that
the nurses werc not in any way responsible for their suf-
ferings, and that the fare of the Sisters was always worse
than that furnished to the soldiers.

The men soon became convinced that they had been
too hasty in their judgment of the Sisters, and that the
stoppage of the delicacies was for unavoidable causes.
They found before long that the “Angels of the Battle-
field,” as they came to call the Sisters, had but one de-
sire, and that was to add to their comfort, as much as the
limited supplies would permit.



CHAPTER IV.

HARPER'S FERRY.

The adventures of three Sisters who were detailed from the mother house at
Emmitsburg. Their offer to retire in the interest of the ladies of Win-
chester. A night's “repose’ with foreheads resting upon umbrella
handles. A journey homeward by car and stage, and then across the
Potomac Riverin a flat canoce. A Sister received at the convent as one

from the grave.

Nearly all the Bisters that could be spared had been
sent from the mother house at Emmittsburg, and were
engaged in performing works of charity on the battle-
fields and in the various camps and hospitals. On June T,
1861, a telegram was received from
the authorities asking that a num-
ber of Sisters be detailed to serve
the sick and wounded soldiers at
Harper's Ferry.

*« In spite of the severe strain that
/ it entailed upon their available as-
signments, the Superiors made the
=acrifice of sending three Sisters,
These brave women left Emmitts-
burg on June 9 for Frederick City. Mother Ann Simeor
cautioned them to act with prudence, lest they meet with
trouble, as they had the Northern Army and its sentinels
(36)

GRANT.
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to pass in order to reach their destination. An orderly
had been sent to escort them, but the Sisters passed their
intended guide without knowing it, he going by them on
the road to Emmittsburg.

An expected engagement kept villagers and farmers
quietly at home. Men cautiously whispered their fears or
opinions, and the sight of people bold enough to travel just
then was a matter that occasioned mild surprise. For
this reason the Sisters tried to huddle in the rear of the
stage coach, hoping to pass unobserved. During a brief
halt for the mail in one little town the driver opened the
stage door and handing in a letter said in a loud voice:

“Sisters, a gentleman in Emmittsburg desires you to
put this letter in a Southern post office after you have
crossed the line.”

The eyes of the curious and astonished people were
on them in a moment. The Sisters were not aware that
the driver knew of their destination, but they remained
gquiet and made the best of the incident. The heat was
excessive. One of the horses gave out on the way, and
another had to be hastily substituted. After some delay
the party arrived in Frederick City. A few sentinels stood
here and there, but no one paid much attention to the
new arrivals. Before they started again, however, a
number of men gathered around their carriages, saying.
“Why, ladies, where are you going?”’ Several of the men
asked questions at the same time, but the Sisters stared
at them blankly, and civilly answered anything except
what the gossips most desired to know.

As hostilities had stopped the railway cars the pil-
grims had to continue their journey in the stage-coach.
Almost sick with heat they journeyed on until
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another horse succumbed. This meant more trouble
and suspense, but it was borne with heroic patience.

The most exciting adventure was yet to come. The
rocks of the Maryland Heights on one side, and the Poto-
mac River on the left, came in view. Just as the carriage
was, seemingly, proceeding smoothly on its way there came
a sudden grating sound and then an abrupt stop. “We're
stuck!” ejaculated the driver, with more force than ele-
gance. The carriage was so tightly fastened that it was
feared the vehicle would have to be abandoned and the
remainder of the journey made upon foot. The driver
swore and stormed about, while the Sisters meekly looked
on in silence, fearing to further irritate him with sugges-
tions. Finally the carriage was extricated and the pil-
grims proceeded upon their way.

About twilight the Southern pickets were seen, for the
South siill held a portion of Maryland. The first soldier
inquired where the Sisters were going, and with what
intent. He then passed them on to the next guard, and
80 on until they came to the last, who said: “We have just
received such strict orders regarding persons crossing
in or out. that it is not in my power to pass you on.” The
captain of the guards was sent for, however, and the Sis-
ters were transferred over the Potomac Bridge. Great
cargoes of powder had already been placed on this bridge,
so that, in the event of the enemy’s approach it might be
destroyed.

Harper’s Ferry is at the junction of the Potomac and
Shenandoah Rivers, the Potomac separating Maryland
and Virginia. A summit above the town, standing be-
tween the two rivers, is called Bolivar Heights. On this
elevation was located the military hospital where the
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Sisters were to labor. A neat little Catholic church was
located about midway between the valley and the town.

The hospital was filled with the sick, and around the
town lay thousands of men just arrived from the
most remote Southern States. A cold wet spell had pre-
ceded the present heat, and many of the men were ill and
lay in their tents until vacancies opened for them in the
badly sheltered houses in the town. The men in one reg-
iment had contracted measles on their march; this
gspreading among others with the exposure incidental to
army life thinned their numbers before the ball and the
sword had begun their quicker work.

On reaching their lodgings the Sisters found supper
prepared, and after disposing of this they soon retired
to rest. The stillness and darkness of the town was
frightful. No sound but the Sisters’ voices or footsteps
was to be heard. Not a light gleamed from the fastened
windows for fear of discovery by the hidden enemy. The
whole army had been sleeping or resting on their arms
gince their arrival, expecting an early attacl.

The medical director, who had sent for the Sisters,
came early in the morning and took them to the hospital.
With his assistant he escorted them from room to room, in-
troducing them and saying to the patients: “Now you will
have no cause to complain of not getting nourishment,
medicine and attention at the right time, for the Sisters
of Charity will see to all these things.

The town had been by turns in the possession of the
North and South, and was therefore completely drained of
provisions and necessary conveniences for the sick. Not-
withstanding these difficulties things were beginning to
look more comfortable, when a telegram was received from
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Winchester ordering the whole Confederate Army to re-
pair to that town immediately. The Northern Army, it
was announced, would attempt to cross the Potomac
above and below Harper’s Ferry, thus surrounding the
Southern Army and cutting off all supplies.

The soldiers moved at once, with the exception of
those who served the sick, and those who were to collect
the tents and finally destroy bridges and tracks. Pro-
visions were cast into the river by the wholesale, in order
to deprive the enemy of benefit. Then came new orders
to wait a while, but the invalids had already been removed
to the depot, to await the return of the cars from Winches-
ter. Arrangements were now being made for the destruc-
tion of the bridges and tracks, and the Sisters were sent
to remain with a worthy Catholic family far away from
these structures. During the night one explosion after
another shook the grand bridge and seemed to shake the
mountains. The little Catholic church, the only one that
had not been applied to military purposes, was filled and
surrounded by the frightened people. The worn-out pas-
tor was their only consoler.

The Sisters looked at the awful destruction around
them, and felt encompassed with desolation. All the next
day they hourly expected to be called to the cars, but no
word came. They now learned that the ladies of Win-
chester had written to the medical director requesting him
not to let the Sisters of Charity serve the sick, as they
themselves would wait on them. The Sisters knew that
the ladies had been enthusiastic in caring for the Con-
federate sick and, thinking the delay was owing to the
embarrassment the doctors might experience in regard to
this, one Sister, acting as spokeswoman, said to them:
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“Gentlemen, we are aware of the ardor with which
the Winchester ladies have labored for your poor men,
and also know of their desire to serve the men alone—
that is, without any aid of ours; therefore be candid
enough to allow us to return to our home. If you feel
any difficulty respecting the ladies of Winchester tell us.
The Sisters consider it reasonable that they should wish
to serve their own people, and will not be offended, but
rather feel grateful for your friendly candor.”

The physicians replied that they did not care for
the objections that had been made to the Sisters; that
the ladies of Winchester could never do for the sick
what the Sisters of Charity would do, and tnere-
fore unless the Sisters insisted on returning home the doe-
tors would hold them to their undertaking.

The physicians begged the Bisters not 1o leave
the town, but to await the signal for departure, Expecting
all day and even until 11 P. M. {o be sent for, and feeling
that rest was absolutely necessary, the Sisters were pre-
paring for bed when the kind lady of the house came into
their room, saying: “My dear, poor Sisters, a wagon and
your baggage are at the door for you.” They soon left their
benevolent hostess, who wept to see them pursuing such
hardships. It was a genuine farm wagon, with two negroes
as drivers. The worthy pastor of Harper’s Ferry, who
was determined not to leave the Sisters entirely to strang-
ers, attended to their trunks and found seats for them.
The heavy spray from both rivers was thick in the air.
Here and there a star appeared between broken clouds,
giving barely light enough to see the sentinels at their
posts. One of these, advancing, asked the countersign,
which the pastor gave him. The wagon, running on the
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high terrace edge of the Potomac River, made, with the
darkness, a gloomy prospect for the Sisters.

On reaching the depot an officer met them and of-
fered to find them a shelter until the cars would arrive.
He took them across two boards that formed a temporary
bridge. By the aid of his lantern they could see water
on either side of them, so that they had to watch care-
fully and pick their steps lest they slip off the boards.
At last he opened the door of a little hut, which was al-
most washed by the river. Here they entered and sat
down, resting their foreheads on their umbrellas until
between 3 and 4 o'clock, when a rumbling outside an-
nounced the arrival of the cars. The train reached
Winchester five hours later. Almost the entire town was
occupied by soldiers, so that accommodations at hotels
were not to be had for any consideration. The zealous
priest, who was still with the Sisters, took them to the
church, and afterwards went in search of lodgings for
them.

The church, which was of stone, and was one of the
poorest old buildings in the place, was located in the
suburbs. A crowd of ignorant and curious men and
children followed the Sisters as they walked to the edifice.
As they entered the church the bystanders erowded in
and about the door. When the Sisters went by turns to the
confessional the village men and boys hurried outside and
peeped through the cracks at the penitents, peering into
their very faces. Soon the priest went out and as he did
g0 he shut and locked the door after him. After some
time he returned, although the Sisters feared that it was
just possible he had lost his mind and would not come
back. They knew his hardships had been excessive, be-
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cause, besides being sick and without food or sleep, he
had many other inconveniences to contend with. DBut
he returned and took them to a plain, worthy Catholic
family.

The following morning being Sunday they walked to
the church, and just at the gate had to halt to let a com-
pany of soldiers, on their way to Mass, enter the church.
About twenty or thirty Catholics constituted the congre-
gation usually, but on this day the soldiers and Sisters
made quite a crowded assembly. After that the Sisters
waited patiently for the doctors to take them to the scene
of their labors. The Reverend Dr. Costello had called on
them from time to time, informing the authorities that
the Sisters were ready to go to work among the sick. The
medical director finally asked them if they must remain
in one hospital, or whether each Sister could take charge
of a separate one. He was informed that their number
was too small to divide and they would remain at one
of the hospitals.

The heads of families in the city of Winchester
remained in town, while grown-up daughters and children
were sent to country seats, the mothers of these staying
at their houses, receiving and serving as many sick sol-
diers as they could. The Sisters received much kindness
from these ladies, for they knew that the common rations
of the soldiers were very rough. Indeed, one of the great-
est distresses of the Sisters at this time was that they
had not more for the poor sick. .

The Sisters began their labors in one of the largest
hospitals in Winchester. They worked incessantly day
and night, frequently not pausing long enough to take
necessary food and nourishment for themselves. Such
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labor began to show on them, especially as they were
only three in number. The doctors said that while more
nurses were needed there would be no way of sending
for more Sisters except by one of them going home and
returning with the others. Affairs had reached such a
crisis that only the Sisters of Charity could travel now.
One of them finally started off for the mother house, going
by car, then by stage, and then crossing the Potomac in a
flat canoe. Then she fraveled by foot as fast as possi-
ble, and after running for a mile reached the railroad
car before it left the station.

The evening of next day she reached St. Joseph's, at
Emmitsburg, where she was received as if from the grave.
The anxious Superiors had heard nothing from or of the
Sisters except what meagre news was published of the
movements of the two armies. Bister Euphemia, after-
wards Mother Superior, left St. Joseph’s at once with
three companions for Winchester, to relieve the Sisters
there. At the same time a telegram was sent to Sister
Valentine at St. Louis instructing her to go immediately
and replace Sister Euphemia in Winchester, who was
to proceed farther sonthward, for in Richmond, Va., the
Sisters were almost overcome with continuous duty.
The Sisters, now six in number, continued their labors
in Winchester until very few remained in the hospitals.
The convalescent members of the army had been leaving
Winchester for some days, going towards Richmond.
The Sisters themselves finally proceeded towards Rich-
mond.



CHAPTER V.

5T. LOUIS MILITARY HOSPITAL.

The border State of Missouri the scene of some of the most dramatic events
of the war. Soldiers ask the nurses if they are Free Masons. The
Chaplain obtains a pardon for a prisoner of war. Archbishop Ryan and
his work among the sick and wounded. The young Confederate who
declined to express sorrow for his course in the war. Amusing and
pathetic incidents.

In the meantime operations in the great civil conflict
were beginning in the Southwest. The fact that Missouri
was a border State made it the scene of some of the most
dramatic events of the war. Thou-
sands of the sick and wounded of
both armies were cared for in St.
Louis. It was on the 12th of Au-
gust, 1861, that Major-General Fre-
mont, commanding the Department
of the West, established a military
hospital in the suburbs of St. Louis.

General Fremont desired that every attention should
be paid to the wounded soldiers. He visited them fre-
quently, and perceiving that there was much neglect on
the part of the attendants. applied to the Sisters of St.
Philomena’s School for a sufficient number of them to
take charge of the hospital. He promised the Sisters, if

(45)
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they would accept, to leave everything to their manage-
ment. There was no delay in acceding to this request.
Rev. James Francis Burlando, the Superior of the Sisters
of Charity, during a visit made to St. Philomena’s School
a few months previous, had forseen the probability of such
an occurrence and given the Sisters directions to guide
them in such a case.

The Sisters had the superintendence of everything
relating to the sick in the hospital. Some of the soldier
attendants at first looked with wonder on the strange
dress and appearance of the new nurses, asking them if
they were Free Masons. The Sisters were, however,
treated with the greatest respect, so much so that not an
oath or disrespectful word was heard in the hospital
during the three years that they were there,

The hospital was visited every other day by the ladies
of the Union Aid Society, who could not help admiring
the almost profound silence observed in the wards. They
could not understand the influence the Sisters exercised
over the patients, both sick and convalescent, who were
ag submissive as children. The Archbishop of St. Louis,
the late Most Rev. P. R. Kenrick, D. D., was pleased when
he learned that the Sisters had been asked for at the
hospital. The prelate provided a chaplain, who said Mass
every morning in the oratory arranged in their apart-
ment. After the Mass the chaplain visited every ward
instructing, baptizing and reconciling sinners to God.
There were hundreds of baptisms during the time the
Sisters were in the hospital, the greatest number of the
persons thus baptized dying in the hospital. The institu-
tion was closed at the end of the war, and the Sisters
returned to their former homes.
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Father Burke was one of the priests who did a great
deal of work in the hospital, and he bears testimony to
the fact that the patients thought there were no persons
like the Sisters. They would often say: “Indeed, it was
not the doctor that cured us; it was the Sisters.” When
returning to their regiment they would say: “Sisters, we
may never see you again, but be assured you will be very
gratefully remembered. Others would say: “Sisters, I
wish we could do something for you, but you do not seem
to want anything; besides, it is not in the power of any
poor soldier to make you anything like recompense. All
that we can do for you is to fight for you, and that we will
do until our last breath.”

They preferred applying to the Sisters in cases where

they could do so than to the doctors, and as a result the
Sisters had a difficult task in encouraging them to have
confidence in the doctors. Every evening the Sisters were
accustomed to visit a tent a few yards distant from the
hospital, where the badly wounded cases were detained.
One night a Sister found a poor man whose hand had been
amputated from the wrist, suffering very much, the arm
being terribly inflamed. He complained that the doctor
had that morning ordered a hot poultice and that he had
not received it. The Sister called the nurse and wound-
dresser and inquired why the doctor’s orders had not been
attended to. They told her that there were no hops in the
hospital; that the steward had gone to town that morning
before they knew it, and they had no other opportunity
of sending to obtain any that day. The Sisters imme-
diately sent across the yard to a bakery and got some hops
and had the poultice put on. The poor man was gratified
and surprised. “The Sisters,” he said, “find ways and
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means to relieve everyone, but others who make a profes-
gion of the work do not even know how to begin it.”

When a new doctor came to the hospital it was from
the patients that he would learn to appreciate the value
of the Sisters. When the patients returned to their regi-
ments they would say to their sick companions: “If you go
to St. Louis try to get to the House of Refuge Hospital,;
the Sisters are there and they wiil soon make you well.”
Late one evening a Sister went to see that nothing was
wanting for the sick., She found a man suffering from
intense pain in his forehead and temples. He had taken
cold in camp and the inflammation went to his eyes, so
that he became entirely blind. The pain in kis forehead
was 80 intense that he thought he could not live until
morning. The Sister asked him to let her bind up his
forehead with a wide bandage.

Oh, Sister,” he said, “it is no use. The doctor has
been bathing my forehead with spirits of ether and other
liquids, and nothing will do me any good. I cannot live
until morning; my head is splitting open. But you may
do what you like.”

She took a wide bandage which, unknown to him, was
saturated in chloroform, bound up his head and left him.
Early in the morning she went to ask him how he spent
the night. He said: “Oh, Sister, I have rested well; from
the moment you put your hands on my forehead I exper-
ienced no pain.” He never thought of attributing the relief
to the chloroform, because he did not know of it, and the
Sister, feeling that in this case ignorance was bliss, did
not enlighten him. _

The patients had the best of feeling toward the Sis-
ters, and when the medical doctor visited the hospital he
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would stand in the middle of the ward and tell the patients
to whom they owed their comfort, the good order, cleanli-
ness and regularity that reigned there. He told them
that all these things came through the Sisters. It is a
notable fact that the respect with which they were treated
in the beginning never diminished, but went on increasing
while the hospital lasted.

Two of the prizoners of war, as the result of a court-
martial, were to be executed, but the worthy chaplain
who daily attended the prison obtained the pardon of one,
while the Sisters obtained that of the other. On one
occasion a soldier who was accused of desertion was sen-
tenced to be hanged, and the Sisters attended him until
all was over.

There was an elderly man confined in the prison hos-
pital who always found great pleasure in seeing to the
wants of his companions. He told the Sisters it made
him happy to see them get what they most desired. To-
ward the close of the war he obtained his release, and
afterwards sent fifty dollars to the SBisters to supply the
wants of the suffering sick. His son soon after this was
charged with some military offense, tried by court-martial
sentenced and executed. The young man became a
Catholic, and in his last moments received the consola-
tions of the Church. His remains were given up to his
family, and his father requested the clergyman who at-
terded him before his execution to preach the funeral
germon, which the priest did in a Baptist church, where
his hearers were all Baptists,

One of the priests who was untiring in his work
among the soldiers in St. Lonis during those heart-break-
ing days was Father Patrick John Ryan, now the Arch-
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bishop of the great Archdiocese of Philadelphia. Early
in the war he was appointed a chaplain by the Govern-
ment, but resigned his position, feeling that he could do
better work among the Southern prisoners of war if he
appeared among them simply as a priest. The rector of
one of the Protestant Episcopal churches in St. Louis suc-
ceeded him ag chaplain. Father Ryan is authority for the
statement that there were probably more baptisms in
this military hospital than on any of the battlefields or

in any other hospital of the Civil War.
He was a witness to many pathetic and humorous

incidents in the daily routine of hospital service. On one
occagion he was attending a poor drummer boy who was
only too surely approaching the end of his life of warfare.
He spoke to him gently of the things necessary to do under
such circumstances, instructed him to glance over his
past life and try and feel a genuine sorrow for all of his
sins and for anything he had done against his fellow-man.

The boy listened meekly for a while, but when he was
told to be sorry for all his wrong-doing a new light flashed
upon him. He half rose in bed and defiantly declared that
if this contemplated the severing of Lis allegiance to the
Southern Confederacy and an admission that the “Yan-
kees” were right he would have none of it. Half-amused
at the outburst, and not entirely unmoved at this flash
of gpirit in what the lad no doubt deemed a righteous
cause, the good priest soon assured him that his mission
was not of the North or the South, but of God. The young
sufferer died soon after this with most edifying sentiments
upon his lips.

Sister Juliana, a sister of Bishop Chatard, of Vin-
cennes, who did good service in this and other hospitals,
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was the witness of many affecting death-bed scenes and
many wonderful death-bed conversions. Fervent aspira-
tions to heaven went up from the lips of men who had
never prayved before. Soldiers from the backwoods who
had known no religion and no God were in a few hours
almost transformed. It is estimated that priests and
Bisters baptized between five and six hundred persons at
this one hospital.

Archbishop Ryan tells the following incident that
come under his personal observation, and which John
Francis Maguire, Member of Parliament from Cork, has
incorporated in one of his works: (1)

A Sister was passing through the streets of Boston

with downcast eyes and noiseless steps when she was
suddenly addressed in a language that made her pale
cheeks flush. The insult came from a young man standing
on a street corner. The Sister uttered no word of protest,
but raising her eyes gave one swift, penetrating look at
the brutal offender.
: Time passed on; the war intervened. The scene
changed to a ward in a military hospital in Missouri. A
wounded soldier, once powerful but now as helpless as
ar: infant, was brought in and placed under the care of
the Risters of Charity. It was soon evident that the
man's hour bad arrived; that he was not long for this
world. The Sister urged the man to die in the friendship
of God, to ask pardon for his sins, and to be sorry for what-
ever evil he might have done,

“T have committed many sivs in my life,” he said to
the Sister, “and I am sorry for them all and hope to be

(1), "The Irish in America,"”
3
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forgiven; but there is one thing that weighs heavy on my
mind at this moment. I once insulted a Sister of Charity
in the streets of Boston. Her glance of reproach has
haunted me ever since. I knew nothing of the Sisters
then. But now I know how good and disinterested yon
are and how mean I was. Oh! if that Sister were only
here, weak and dying as I am, I would go down upon my
knees and ask her pardon.”

The Sister turned to him with a look of tenderness
and compassion, saying: “If that is all you desire to set
your mind at ease you can have it. I am the Bister you
insulted and I grant you pardon freely and from my
heart.”

“What! Are you the Sister I met in Boston? Oh, yes!
you are—I know you now. And how could you have at-
tended on me with greater care than on any of the other
patients?—me who insulted you so.”

“It is our Lord’s way,” replied the Sister gently. “I
did it for His sake, because He loved His enemies and
blessed those who persecuted Him. I knew you from the
moment you entered the hospital. I recognized you from
the scar over your forehead, and I have prayed for you
unceasingly.”

“Qend for the priest!” exclaimed the dying soldier,
“the religion that teaches such charity must be from God.”

And he died in the Sister’s faith, holding in his
failing grasp the emblem of man’s redemption, and mur-
muring prayers taught him by her whose glance of mild
rebuke had long filled him with remorse through every
scene of revelry or of peril.”

Rev. John Bannon, 8., J., was one of the priests who
performed efficient service as a chaplain during the war.
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Father Bannon is now spending the autumn of his life
in performing the works of mercy and charity which go
to make up the life of a good priest, at St. Patrick’s Ca-
thedral, Dublin, Ireland.

Writing of his wartime experience in a letter dated
December 10, 1807, he says:

“Twice only did I come into relations with the Sisters’
hospitals. The first time was at Corinth, Miss,, after my
arrival with the Missouri troops from Arkansas. There
I found the Sisters of Charity (bonnet blanc), from Mobile,
Ala., in possession of an hospital, located in a large brick
building situated on a hill overlooking a railroad crossing
—for the town of Corinth was little more at that time.
During the temporary illness of Father Coyle, who was
chaplain of the nuns, I visited the hospital for him a few
times. On one occasion a Sister indicated to me a cot
in a distant corner of the ward, whereon lay a large, burly
man, heavily bearded and of uncompromising aspect. He
had been questioning the Sister about her religion and
desired further explanations; so I was asked to go see him
and give him satisfaction.

“After a few questions about his home and family, and
wounds and personal comfort, I asked him about the
nursing and treatment of the hospital, a question which
brought him to ‘attention,” for he sat upright in bed, look-
ing at me sternly, and almost fiercely said:

“‘See, now Mister, if you come here to spy after the
Sisters you're in the wrong shop. There’'s not a man
wouldn't rigse agin ye if you said a word agin them.
Don’t do it. Don't do it, or I'll— and he fell back ex-
hausted.
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“‘But, my friend,’ I said, “I'm a friend of theirs; I'm
a priest)

“‘A priest, he repeated, and then, sitting up again, he
called out: ‘Sister, Sister, this man says he's a priest;
is he?

“To which the Sister answered, ‘Yes, and he fell back
saying, ‘All right, Mister, now I want to know if any
man ever believed such things as the Sister told me.

“I assured him that I believed them all and had come
at the Sister's request to explain them to him.

“‘All right, Mister, go ahead now.

“So I proceeded to speak of (God and the Trinity ana
principal mysteries. He demurred to every word I said,
especially to the mystery of the Blessed Trinity, and to
each new installment of doctrine would sit up in bed and
call to the Sister (at the other end of the ward), repeat to
her my statement, and ask her was that true, to which
when she answered ‘yes’ he would fall back on his pillow
and with a sigh of resignation say: ‘All right, Mister, go
ahead now, I believe it and so on. He accepted my
teaching only on the word of the Sister, and on his faith
in the Sister I baptized him and left him happy. I had
not reached the door of the ward when he called me back.
‘Say, Mister, do ye reckon I'll git better?

““Yes, I think so; at least I hope so.

“His countenance fell visibly. But after a few sec-
onds he looked up and said: :

¢ ‘Whisper down nearer to me,” and so pulling my head
quite close to his mouth he whispered: If I get well T'll
have to leave the Sisters. I'd rather stay and die than
leave them. Good-bye. God bless ye. Pray for me,” and
80 we parted.
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“Subsequently I heard Dr. Lynch, late Bishop of
Charleston, narrate a very like experience.

“The only other occasion that I remember visiting
a Bisters’ hospital was before the siege of Vicksburg, at
Jacksonville, Miss. The hospital was located in a large

hotel, downtown. As I entered the door I found the
hallway occupied for its length by two rows of sick

soldiers stretched on the floor, each wrapped in his old
worn blanket with his small bundle for a pillow. A tall,
gaunt, poor fellow had just come in and was spreading his
blanket, preparing to lie down. A Sister approached
and asked him for his ticket. He made no answer, but
having finished his preparations lay down and then pro-
ceeded to search for the paper. When found, after a
long search, he handed it to the Sister, who, glancing
at it, said:

“‘My good man, this is not for us. It is for the
hospital in the Capital.’

“‘That mought be,” he answered, ‘and T reckon it is.
But that don’t matter anyhow. This is my hospital, and
I'll stay here, wherever the ticket's for. Think I'm
gwine t'anywhar but the Sisters'?

“And so he was tolerated and adopted by the Sisters,
for though inconvenient to the nuns it was consoling and
encouraging to them when they foud their services so
appreciated by their patients.

From Jacksonville T went to Port Gibson, and then
to Vicksburg. There were not any Sisters at either place.
After the fall of Vicksburg I went to Mobile, where 1
vigited the Sisters’ hospital, but was not on duty there or
elsewhere up to my departure for Europe by the Steamer
R. E. Lee, vian Wilmington, N. C., and Halifax.”
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Many of the episodes of the war with which the Sis-
ters were associated would in their intensity and unique-
ness furnish the basis for stories and dramas more won-
derful than anything yet written by the novelists or
constructed by the playwrights. Here was frequently
illustrated the poet’s contention that truth is stranger
than fiction. One instance containing all of the elements
that go to make up a romance comes to mind. The two
principal figures in it were a sweet Sister of Charity,
burning with love for her fellow creatures, and willing
to lay down life itself in the cause of suffering humanity,
and a brave soldier, filled with patriotism for his country,
brought to the point of death by a malignant fever; nursed
back to life and finally, twenty-five years after the
war, giving an exhibition of gratitude as rare as it is
beautiful.

Thomas Trahey was born in Detroit, Mich., in 1844,
and was the only son of devoted parents. When the war
began he was about 17 years of age. Flushed with the
vigor and energy of youth he desired to enlist at once.
He did not succeed in carrying out his wish, however,
until August, 1862, when he enlisted in Company H,
Rixteenth Michigan Volunteer Infantry. When he was

mustered out at the close of the war it was as sergeant
of his command. He was commended many times by his

superiors for gallantry in action. TIn the battle of Fred-
ericksburg, December 13, 1862, he was struck by the frag-
ment of a shell and severely wounded in the left breast.
He was left on the battlefield all night, but finally received
attention at the hands of Dr. R. F. Weir, who was in
charge of the hospital at Frederick City.

Trahev recovered from this and went to the front
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again with his regiment. After the battle of Gettysburg
he was taken with typhoid fever, which soon assumed
a malignant form. Dr. Gray, of Philadelphia, who was
in charge of Barracks H, in the United States General
Hospital, at Frederick City, made a careful diagnosis
of the ecase and said that Trahey, who was weakened
from the effects of his previous wounds and suffering,
could not possibly recover.

It was at this juncture that Sister Louise appeared
upon the scene. She inguired if careful nursing would
not save the man's life. The physician =aid that it was
one chance in a thousand, but that if anything ecould
prolong the soldier’s existence it was the patient and per-
gistent care and watchfulness of a Sister of Charity.

“Then,” she exclaimed, “T will undertake the case.”

Sister Louise had been detailed from the Mother
House at Emmitsburg, and, though young in years, had

acquired considerable experience, which added to her
marvelous devotedness to duty and self-forgetfulness had
made her phenomenally suceessful in the hospitals and
camps. She was born of French-Canadian parents in
Toronto. She was a devout child, and early gave evidence
of a desire to embrace the religious state. Consequently
the whole of her early childhood was a preparation for
the life she was to enter. At an early age she came
to the United States and took the vows of Chastity,
Poverty and Obedience, and became a daughter of 8t,
Vincent.

At the time she was performing her labors at Fred-
erick City she was only 19 years of age, and was, more-
over, possessed of unusual beauty. Day and night she
remained at the bedside of her patient, frequently depriv-



a8 ANGELS OF THE BATTLEFIELD.

ing herself of food and rest in order to minister to his
slightest wish. Finally he recovered, only to have a
relapse, which resulted in a severe case of smallpox.
This did not dismay the devoted nurse. She renewed
her energies. For three weeks after he became conva-
lescent the Sister fed him with a spoon.

Just as the patient was pronounced out of danger
the Sister was ordered away to another station, where
her pious attentions were given to other cases as serious
and as dangerous as the ordeal she had just gone through.
Sergeant Trahey returned to the front from his hospital
cot, and was wounded once again at White Oak Road,
Va., on March 29, 1865. He recovered and soon affer, at
the termination of the war, returned to his home. For
several years he was unable by reason of hiz weakened
physical condition to perform any of the ordinary duties
of life.

After he had recovered he determined to seek the
whereabouts of the Rister in order to thank her for the
self-sacrificing care she had takem of him during the
most critical period of his life. As he expressed it at the
time, he was “willing to travel from Maine to California
merely to get a glimpse of her holy face.”

Sergeant Trahey first wrote to the Mother House of
the order, at Emmitsburg, Md., and received a reply that
Sister Louise had been ordered to St. Louis soon after
the war and had died there in 1867 of malignant typhoid
fever, the same disease that had so nearly ended the
life of the soldier. She expired at the Ninth and Madison
Streets Hospital, 8t. Louis, and was buried in Calvary
Cemetery, in that city. The grateful soldier had the grave
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cared for, and decorated it with religions regularity on
each recurring Memorial Day. Frequently he would visit

the grave in company with his wife and family, per-
forming a pious pilgrimage at once picturesque and edify-
ing. The desire to render the memory of Sister Louise
some service took a strong hold on him at this time. He
determined that the good Sister should have a better
tombstone than the modest little headpiece that occupied
a place over her grace. That there could possibly be
any objection to such an act of devotion and gratitude
never once occurred to the old soldier. He had the stone
cut at a nearby marble yard, but when the matter was
brought to the attention of the superintendent of the
cemetery the latter sent a communication to the church
authorities recommending that the request be refused,
as the grave was already provided with such a headstone
as marked the resting places of other members of the
order. At last the veteran called on Bister Magdalena,
the local Superior, and gave her a full account of the
case, He recited in detail the unusual service that had
been rendered him by the deceased Sister. The Superior
questioned him very closely regarding the character of
the stone that he desired to erect, and was particularly
anxious to know its exact dimensions. She was very
much impressed with his story, and expressed a desire
to accede to his wishes if it could be done without
ostentation or the appearance of any unnecessary show
in the Sisters’ section of the cemetery. She took his
request under advisement, and early in 1895 he was
given permission to erect the stone.

The simple monument of a Sister’s devotion to duty
and an old soldier’s gratitude is in the shape of a rustic
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cross beautifully ergraved. On it is inscribed the fol-
lowing:
To Sister Regenia La Croix,
Died March, 1867, in this city.
Erected as a Tribute of Gratitude

From an Old SBoldier,

.......................................

The grave is regularly decorated with choice plants
and flowers, and on Memorial Day especially it attracts
hundreds of visitors, The old soldier, with a show of
pardonable pride, says there is nothing like it that has
been erected over the grave of a Sister of Charity by any
old soldier during or since the war in this country,

The name upon the cross over the grave was the
name of the Sister in the world. She was known in
religion by the title of Sister Louise.

Speaking of the services rendered him by Sister
Louise Sergeant Trahey says:

“She was my only attendant, and no mother could
have beeen more tender or faithful. She brought me
dainties which I knew were almost priceless at the time,
and books that were as rare as gold, and in a thousand
ways did she add to my obligations. Naturally I became
greatly attached to her, and there is nothing in reason
that I eould do to perpetuate her memory that I would
not do. Her beautiful face and kind attentions have ever
remained to me as one of the most precions memories
of my existence. I have not the slightest doubt but that
she saved my life. A glass of water given me from her






CHAPTER VI

IN AND AROUND WASHINGTON.

Dilapidated frame buildings serve as hospitals at the National Capital. A
convalescent patient who was * tired and vexed.” A whole day spent
in going from store to store in a vain attempt to purchase * one of those
white bonnets** for a Sister. The soldier whose life was saved by being
““shot in the U. 5. A"

When the fratricidal conflict between the sec-
tions began very few persons paused to consider its
extent and consequence. But as each week passed it
grew in intensity and volume., In
the beginning of the year 1862 at
least 450,000 Union troops were in
the field, and half of that number
were under the command of Gen-
eral McClellan in and around Wash-
ington. Upon the breaking out of
hostilities old Virginia had at once become the principal
arena of the contending armies of the East. The Confed-
erate capital being at Richmond and the Union seat of
Government at Washington, D, C,, only a short stretch of
country south of the Potomac River separated the armies,

A disastrous defeat at Bull Run on the 21st of July,
1861, caused the Union Army to retreat to Washington.
There were varions minor engagements both before and

(62)
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after this date, but nothing of unusual consequence oc-
curred until February, 1862, when General U. 8. Grant,
commanding the land forces, and Commodore Foote the
gunboats, captured Fort Henry on the Tennessee, and
Fort Donelson on the Cumberland River in Kentucky.
It was on this occasion, when the commander of Fort
Donelson asked for terms, that Grant gave the now his-
toric reply: “No terms except immediate and uncon-
ditional surrender can be accepted. I propose to move
immediately upon your works.”

Some time before this the Confederate and Union
forces realized that they were insufficiently provided with
trained nurses, In the early part of 1862 the Government
made a formal request upon the Sisterhoods for nurses.
The Bisters of Charity were requested to send a deputa-
tion to attend the sick and wounded in the temporary
hospitals at Washington. These hospitals consisted of
a number of rather dilapidated frame buildings and var-
ious tents which had been improvised into structures for
hospital purposes.

The Sisters were promptly assigned from the mother

house at Emmittsburg, Md. When they arrived at the
National Capital they found the buildings and tents
crowded with patients. The majority of these had been
brought in from battlefields in the vicinity of Washington.
The Sisters endeavored to look after the temporal needs
of the men, in many instances acting in the dual capacity
of doctor and nurse. There were many incidents, some
of them of a humorous, most of them of a decidedly ser-
ious character.

While the nurses were rushing from one cot to an-
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other a poor man who was in a dying state eried out at
the top of his voice, “I want a clergyman.”

One of the Sisters hastened to him and asked: “What
clergyman do you want?”

He replied: “A white bonnet clergyman; the one you
ladies have.”

“But you are not a Catholic?” said the Sister.

“1 know that, but I want to see a Catholic priest.”

After a slight delay a clergyman reached his bed-
side. The poor patient reached his skeleton-like hand to
the priest and began as follows: “In the Bible we read ‘as
the Father hath sent Me, I also send yvou, and whose sins
vou shall forgive are forgiven.” Now tell me has that order
ever been countermanded in any part of the Bible?”

The priest replied with a smile: “No, my son; it is the
same now as it ever was and ever shall be.”

“Well,” said the sick man, “I have never disobeyed an
order when one who gave that order had authority to com-
mand. - Therefore being a good soldier 1 wish to fulfill that
order in every respect.”

As he was not in immediate danger and a man of
considerable intelligence the priest told him he would
come and see him again. The soldier asked for a cate-
chism or any book that would instroct him in the white
bonnet religion. Later he made a confession of his whole
life and was baptized on the following Sunday morning
in the chapel in the presence of the entire congregation.
He said he did not wish to be baptized behind closed
doors, but wished all to know that he was a Catholic.
While he remained in the hospital he would go from one
patient to another reading and explaining what had been
explained to him. Several of the soldiers argued with
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him upon the subject of religion, but with the Bible in
one hand and the little catechism in the other he would
put them all to silence.

One dreary night a score of ambulances drove up to
the hospital grounds with sixty-four wounded men. Of
this number fifty-six had been shot in such a manner as
to necessitate amputation of either a leg or an arm. In-
deed, a few of the unfortunates were deprived of both legs.

Some died in the short while it took té vemove them
from the ambulance to the ward. The Sisters went from
bed to bed doing all they could to minimize the sufferings
of the soldiers. Two of the patients were very disrespect-
ful to one of the Sisters, showing anger and telling them
to begone. The nurse in charge quietly walked away.
After a little while another Sister went to them and
asked if they wished her to write to anyone for them.
They did, and she wrote as they dictated, then read it to
them and left. By this time they began to reflect on the
kindness that had been show them and soon appreciated
the fact that the Sisters were indeed their friends.

Of the sixty-four wounded men eight died the next
day. There were thirty bodies in the dead house, although
it was the custom to bury two a day. For a while the pa-
tients suffered from smallpox, which added very much to
the labors of the Sisters, since such patients had to be
separated and quarantined from the others. Several died
from the disease. One of the Sisters who waited upon
them took it, but recovered. Many of the patients who
scemed to dislike and fear the Sisters found they had
been mistaken in the opinions they had formed of them.
They often showed their confidence by wanting to place
their money in the custody of the Sisters.
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One day a poor fellow obtained a pass and spent the
entire day in the city and returned at twilight looking
sad and fatigued. A Sister of his ward asked him if he
was suffering, and he replied: “No, Sister; but I am tired
and vexed. I received my pass early to-day and walked
through every street in Washington trying to buy one
of those white bonnets for you and did not find a single
one for sale.”

There are amusing stories of life in the hospitals, and
on the field, and the following one is vouched for by
Mather M. Alphonse Butler:

“Every Union soldier wore a belt with the initials
‘U, 8. A'—0United States Army. When a wounded man
was brought to the hospital notice was given to the Sister
and she would at once prepare to dress the wound. One
day a man was brought in on a litter, pale and unconscious,
and the Sister rushed to give him attention. By degrees
he became conscious, and the Sister asked him where he
was wounded. He seemed bewildered at first, but grad-
ually his mind returned. Again the Sister asked him
where he was wounded. A smile spread over his face.

“It is all right, Sister,” he said; “don’t disturb your-
self.”

“Oh, no,” she said, “they tell me you were shot.”

“Yes,” he answered, “I was shot, but shot in the U.
8, A7

The Sister understood at once the bullet had struck
the initials on his belt, and they had saved his life.

The Sisters were the witnesses of some very pathetic
incidents. The battlefield of Bull Run supplied its full
share of these. One of the brave Union men who was
killed in that disastrouns engagement was Lieutenant
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Colonel Haggerty, of the Sixty-ninth New York Regiment.,
It appears that Haggerty had interred the remains of a
child on the field and had enclosed it with an improvised
railing. At the head of the little mound was a narrow
bit of board, upon which was inscribed with small capitals
in ink the following:

Strangers Here lies the remains of
please do not Harriet Osborn,
injure this aged 8 years.
inclosure,

Beneath this is written in pencil the following lines:

When the storm clonds around us gather,
And this world seems dark and drear,
Let us look beyond the darkness
Which hovers o'er our pathway here;
Look beyond this world of sorrow
To the regions of the blest,
Where the wicked cease from troubling
And the weary are at rest,
—Haggerty, Co. B, 69th Reg't.

Haggerty must have been killed soon after perform-
ing this tu_uching act, for beneath the inscription is ap-
pended this brief mortuary record:

Haggerty was killed at Boll Ban®
July 21, 1861,

.......................................

A correspondent of one of the Northern newspapers,
writing to his journal at the time said:

“This little memorial of one of the most conspicuous
men of the Union cause among the New York troops—
over whose fall one of his brother officers, Thomas Francis

Meagher, delivered at Jones’ Wood so heart-rending a
4
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eulogy—will be read with interest by hundreds of those
who remember him, proving, as it does, that the stern,
fierce, devoted soldier found time in the very moment

or danger to consider the fate of others.”
At a meeting of the Board of Officers of the Sixty-

ninth Regiment, held at their armory on April 3, 1862,
Captain Theodore Kelly, Lientenant T. M. Canton and
Lieutenant Fahy were appointed a committee to proceed
to the battlefield of Bull Run and bring back to New
York the remains of their lamented brother officer, who
had fallen while gallantly leading a charge of the regi-
ment in the memorable conflict of July 21. The officers
indicated performed their mission and the body was
re-interred near the brave Haggerty's home, in New York
City.

A letter received by the Sisters from Huntsville,
Ala,, dated May 26, 1862, containg the following touching
passage:

“A few days ago a prisoner in the hands of General
Mitchell, named Cobb, a relative of Howell Cobb, died
in the hospital at this place. A Federal officer visited
the prison, as was his daily wont, and, learning the
facts, asked the other prisoners if they would not like
to attend the funeral. The reply was yes, but they
could not hope to have such a boon accorded to them
in view of their peculiar situation. The officer at once
repaired to the quarters of General Mitchell, stated the
cagse and received an order for their permission to
accompany the remains of their comrade to their last
resting place. He returned to the prison with the order,
exacted a promise that they should not seek to escape,
and put the party in charge of Father Tracey, the resident
Catholic pastor at Huntsville,
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“The procession wended its way to the cemetery,
when the voung ladies of the town strewed the coflin
and the grave of the young soldier with the rarest flowers
of the garden, and evinced in the most unmistakable
manner their sympathy and their ardent love for the cause
of the South. The scene was at once solemn, grand
and affecting. There lay the earthly remains of the
devoted soldier in the narrow house of clay, and there
assembled hundreds of the fairest daunghters of Hunts-
ville to shed the parting tear over the corpse of the hero
of their canse and garland the grave of the young
rebel with the choicest products of their sunny bowers.
There stood the minister of religion, chanting the office
of his church for the repose of the soul of the departed,
surrounded by the witching forms of angelic traitors
who made the air fragrant with the odor of their treason,
and comingling their anathemas of the Union with the
prayers of the priest. The sermon over, the prisoners
returned to their gloomy quarters, where they passed
a series of resolutions thanking the officer for his kindness
and General Mitchell for the courtesy he extended, and
closing with the hope that the day might not be far
distant when the defenders of the South and the de-
fenders of the Union could shake hands and fight by
each other’s side for a common cause.

“To-day the men and officers of the Fifteenth Ken-
tucky followed to the same spot the remains of Bernard
McGinnis, who died from a wound received at Winchester,
and over whose grave the same Father Tracey performed
gimilar services to those which he had done before for
young Cobb. How bheautiful it seemed to the beholder






CHAPTER VII.

SISTER ANTHONY AT SHILOH.

Terrible loss of life at the battle of Pittsburg Landing or Shiloh. Sister
Anthony wins enduring laurels. Seven hundred wounded soldiers
crowded on one boat. The deck of the vessel resembles a slaughter
house, A Sister of Charity acts as assistant surgeon. Sisters refuse
to abandon their patients. Sketch of the life of Sister Anthony.

The battle of Shiloh, Tenn. sometimes known as
the battle of Pittsburg Landing, was one of the great com-
bats of the war. Shiloh cost the Union army in killed,
wounded and prisoners 14,000
men, while the Confederates lost
10,700 men, including General Al-
bert Sidney Johnston, who fell in
the first day's fight. The battles
were fought on the 6th and Tth of
April, 1862. The morning of the
6th was clear and beautiful, with
no indications of a storm; but the
r day’s terrific battle was followed
by a night of drenching rain. The battle of the next day
was also succeeded by a fearful storm, which in this case
consisted of rain, hail and sleet. An eye-witness writing
of this says: “And to add to the horrors of the scene, the
elements of Heaven marshaled their forces—a fitting ac-

(71)

SISTER ANTHONMNY.
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companiment to the tempest of human devastation and
passion that was raging. A cold, drizzling rain com-
menced about nightfall and soon came harder and faster,
then turned to pitiless, blinding hail. This storm raged
with unrelenting violence for three hours. I passed long
wagon trains filled with wounded and dying soldiers with-
out even a blanket to shield them from the driving sleet
and hail which fell in stones as large as partridge eggs un-
til it lay on the ground two inches deep.” (1).

It was by the work that she did at and after this bat-
tle that SBister Anthony, a notable member of the Sisters
of Charity, won enduring laurels. She left Cincinnati for
Shiloh, accompanied by two other Sisters of Charity, Dr.
Blackman, of Cincinnati; Mrs. Hatch and daunghter, Miss
Mec¢Hugh, Mrs. O'Shaughnessy and some charitable ladies
of the Queen City. This trip was made on Captain Ross’
boat, under the care of Dr. Blackman. Sister Anthony,
whose mind is unimpaired and whose memory is excellent,
thus tells of her experience at Shiloh:

“At Shiloh we ministered to the men on board what
were popularly known as the floating hospitals. We were
often obliged to move farther up the river, being unable
to bear the terrific stench from the bodies of the dead on
the battlefield. This was bad enough, but what we en-
dured on the field of battle while gathering up the wound-
ed is simply beyond description. At one time there were
700 of the poor soldiers crowded in one boat. Many were
sent to our hospital in Cincinnati. Others were so far
restored to health as to return to the scene of war. Many
died good, holy deaths. Although everything seemed dark

(1). From “War and Weather,” by Edward Powers (c. e.), Dela-
van, Wiscongin, 1830,
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and gloomy, some amusing incidents occurred. Some days
after the battle of Shiloh the young surgeons went off on
a kind of lark, and Dr. Blackman took me as assistant in
surgical operations, and I must acknowledge I was much
pleased to be able to assist in alleviating the sufferings of
these noble men.

“The =oldiers were remarkably kind to one another.
They went around the battlefield giving what assistance
they could, placing the wounded in comfortable places,
administering cordials, ete., until such time as the nurses
could attend to the wounded and sick. I remember one
poor soldier whose nose had been shot off, who had almost
bled to death and would have been missed had we not
digcovered him in a pen, where some kind comrade had
placed him before he left the field, every other place of
refuge being occupied. His removal from the pen caused
great pain, loss of blood, ete. The blood ran down his
shirt and coat sleeves, down hig pantaloons and into his
very boots. He was very patient in the boat up the river,
On arriving in Cincinnati he was placed in a ward in our
hospital. Shortly after his arrival in the city a gentleman
came to Cincinnati and ealled at the Burnett House, which
was then used as a military hospital, inquiring for his son.
After searching everywhere else he called at St. John's
Hospital. I met this sorrowing father just as I was leav-
ing the hospital to attend to some buginess. From the de-
scription he gave I concluded that the boy without the
nose must be his son. I took him to the ward. When we
reached the bed where the man lay the father did not
know him.

““Well,” said he, ‘if he is my child I shall know him
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by his head.’ Running his fingers through the boy’s hair
he exclaimed: ‘My son! my dear hoy!

“There was one young man under the care of Sister
De Sales. This Sister spoke to him of heaven, of God and
of hig soul. Of God he knew nothing, of heaven he never
heard, and he was absolutely ignorant of a Supreme Be-
ing. He became much interested in what the Sister said
and was anxious to know something more of this good
(God of whom the Sister spoke. This good Sister of Char-
ity instructed him, and, no priest being near, she baptized
him and soon his soul took its flight to that God whom he

so late learned to know and love.
“Were I to enumerate all the good done, conversions

made, souls saved, columns would not suffice. Often have
I gazed at Sister De Sales, as she bent over the cots of
those poor boys, ministering to their every want, in the
stillness of the night. Ah! here is one to whom she gives
a cool drink, here another whose amputated and aching
limbs need attention, there an old man dying, into
whose ears she whispers the request to repeat those
beauntiful words: ‘Lord, have merey on my soull’ I
asked myself: ‘Do angels marvel at this work?

“Day often dawned on us only to renew the work of the
preceding day, without a moment’s rest. Often the decks
of the vessels resembled a slaughter house, filled as they

were with the dead and dying.”
The following is what an eye-witness says of Sister

Anthony: “Amid this sea of blood she performed the most
revolting duties for those poor soldiers. Let us follow her
as she gropes her way among the wounded, dead and dy-
ing. She seemed to me like a ministering angel, and many
a young soldier owes his life to her care and charity. Let
us gaze at her again as she stands attentive kindness and
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assists Dr. Blackman while the surgeon is amputating
limbs and consigning them to a watery grave, or as she
picks her steps in the blood of these brave boys, admin-
istering cordial or dressing wounds.”

A Bister relates a sad story of a young man who was
ghot in the neck. The wound was very deep From the
effect of this and the scorching rays of the sun he suffered
a burning thirst., He was too weak to move, when sudden-
ly the rain fell down in torrents. Holding out his weak
hands, he caught a few drops, which sustained life until
he was found among the dead and dying on the battle-
field. Cordials were given which relieved him. His looks
of gratitude were reward enough. Many other soldiers
who were thought to be dying eventually recovered.

After the Sisters had finished their work at Shiloh
they followed the army to Corinth, where the Confederates
had retreated. The river was blocked by obstacles in the
stream and progress by boat was necessarily slow.
Finally the impediments became so thick that the
boat was stopped altogether. The vessel was crowd-
ed and the situation was a  critical one.
The captain finally said that it was a matter of life and
death and that the Sisters would have to flee for their
lives. To do this it would have been necessary to aban-
don their patients, who were enduring the greatest misery
on the boat. This the Sisters heroically refused to do. All
expressed their willingness to remain with the “wounded
boys” until the end and to share their fate, whatever it
might be. Such heroism melted the hearts of hardened
men. The Sisters fell on their knees and called on the
“Star of the Sea”to intercede for them, that the bark might
be gunarded from all harm. And their praver was an-
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swered. Two brave pilots came, who steered the boat to
their destination and to a place of safety.

After the war Dr. Blackman became an active mem-
ber of the medical staff of the Good Samaritan Hospital
in Cincinnati and ever proved a sincere friend of Sister
Anthony. The Sisters unite in praising the services of
Mrs. Hatch and her daughter. Miss Hatch was a most
estimable lady, who bestowed upon the soldiers the great-
est of charity and kindness. Many of them called her
“Nister Jennie,” a rare compliment for one who was not
a religious,

The groans of the soldiers on the battlefield of Shiloh
still linger in the memories of many of the Sisters, Sister
Anthony and her colleagues frequently picked their way
through the files of the dead and wounded, and on many
occasions assisted in carrying the sufferers to the boats
These floating hospitals were unigque in many ways, but
they will ever remain memorable as the scenes of the Sis
ters’ greatest triumphs, where they did so much for the
cause of humanity and where so many unwarranted preju-
dices were removed from the minds of brave men.

" Among the war Sisters none was regarded with
more affection and reverence than this same Sister An-
thony, who spent her last years near Cincinnati, sur-
rounded with , all the loving attentions and comforts
that should go with honorable old age. Ier work for
humanity was spread over a long series of years, and
the heroic labors she performed during the war form but
an episode in a busy and useful career. But it was a bril-
liant episode, one that deserves to be handed down to
history and that brought fadeless laurels to a modest and

unpretending woman.
Sister Anthony O’Connell was born in Limerick,
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Ireland, of pious Catholic parents. She came with
them to this country at an early age, and, in pursuance of
a long-cherished idea, renounced the world and was vested
with the familiar habit of the Sisters of Charity. Her
novitiate and earlier years in the order were spent at Em-
mittsburg, Md. Finally she was placed in charge of a
community at Cinecinnati. Aeccording to good people in
that city who carefully watched her career, she dis
played unusual devotion, business talent and self-sacrifice.
Through her exertions an orphan asvlum was founded at
Cumminsville, where large numbers of friendless and
homeless children were cared for and reared to a sense of
their responsibility to God and man.

When the eivil war broke out Governor David Tod
issued a call for volunteer nurses, Alive to the necessities

of the occasion, Sister Anthony relinquished the care of
her asylum to other hands and, taking a band of Sisters
with her, ofiered their services, Their work was in the
South, most of it being in and around Nashville, Shiloh,
Richmond, Ky.; New Creek and Cumberland. Colonel
John 8. Billings, M. D., now of the Surgeon General's of-
fice at Washington, is one of the physicians having per-
sonal knowledge of Sister Anthony, and he speaks of her
in the very highest terms. “I first knew Sister Anthony,”
he said to the writer, “in 1859, when she was in charge of
the old 8t. John's Hospital, on Fourth street, Cincinnati,
in which I was resident physician, and I have known her
ever since. I can say very cordially that she was a com-
petent hospital manager and that I have always had the
greatest respect and affection for her.” (1),

{(1). Dr. John Shaw Billings was born in Switzerland County,
Ind.,, April 12, 1839, He received his degree in medicine in 1860,
and the following year was appointed demonstrator of anatomy in
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Sister Anthony and her brave assistants spent many
months in Nashville. The care and attention that was be-
stowed upon the sick and wounded soldiers of both the
Union and Confederate armies did much to dispel the
thoughtless prejudices that had previously existed against
the Sisters. They went about like good angels, easing
many a troubled spirit and showering love upon all with
whom they came in contact., Bister Anthony stood out
in bold relief from all the others, and one who has knowl-
edge of those times says: “Happy was the soldier who,
wounded and bleeding, had her near him to whisper words
of consolation and courage. Her person was reverenced by
Blue and Gray, Protestant and Catholic alike, and the
love for her became so strong that the title of the ‘Flor-
ence Nightingale’ of America was conferred upon her, and
soon her name became a household word in every section
of the North and South.” Many of the Sisters with whom
she worked fell upon the field of honor, but Sister An-
thony lived and survived to enjoy a peaceful old age and
the sweet thought and consolation of work well done.

The ending of the war, however, did not end her
work. After the white wings of peace had been spread
over the battlefields she returned to Cincinnati and made
an effort to found an asylum that should be larger and
greater than old St. John’s, where she had labored be-
fore the war. For a time it looked as if this noble inten-

the Medical College of Ohio, The same year he was appointed an
assistant surgeon in the United States army, in which position he con-
tinned until placed in charge of the hospital at Washington, in 1863,
He was later appointed medical inspector of the Army of the Poto-
mae. In 1894 he was appointed surgeon general, and placed in
charge of the division of vital statistics. Tn addition to ﬂ{iﬂh he 1:'ms
been medical advisor to trustees of the Johmg Hopkins University.
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tion was to be frustrated. Funds were not available and
the usually charitable people of the city seemed to be in-
different. They only seemed, however, for just when the
effort was about to be given up in despair, John C. But-
ler and Lewis Worthington, two of the wealthy men of
the city, came forward with sufficient money to build and
equip a magnificent institution. The result of this was
the establishment of the Good Samaritan Hospital. Sis-
ter Anthony was placed in charge and the work she did
there equaled, if it did not exceed, her war experiences.
Already a model nurse, she became a model hospital man-
ager. In the hospital she increased her great knowledge
and made a science of nursing the sick. She remained in
executive control of the institution until 1882, when de-
voted friends finally prevailed upon her to relinquish her
task and live in peace and quiet the remainder of her life.
She has had several successors, the one now in charge be-
ing Sister Sebastian.

Sister Anthony departed this life at 6 I, M. on Wed-
nesday, December 8 1897, in her room, in St. Joseph’s
Maternity Hospital and Infant Asylum, conducted by the
Bisters of Charity at Norwood, O. Her last days were
as tranquil and peaceful as the most devoted friend
could desire. The fortnight before her death was spent
chiefly in prayer. On the Saturday prior to her demise
she received Holy Communion in the chapel attached
to the hospital. It was destined to be her last visit to
the holy table she loved so much. That same day she
was prostrated and compelled to take her bed. Here
she remained until she calmly expired on the following
Wednesday.

Sister Anthony made her home with the Sisters at
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Norwood during the last few years of her life. Her love
for the poor unfortunates of the hospital and the help-
less little foundlings in the asylum was boundless. Not-
withstanding her extreme age she was very active and
delighted to mingle with the inmates every morning,
giving them words of comfort and consolation and in a
hundred and one little ways trying to lighten theip
burdens. She was ever chzerful and kind, and those who
knew her best cannot recall an instance where a word
of impatience or complaint ever escaped her lips,

The news of her death created great sorrow among
the old soldiers, with whom she was a great favorite.
Many military organizations took formal action as an
evidence of their regard and esteem. For instance,
William H. Lytle Post, Grand Army of the Republie,
passed the following resolutions of respect:

“Whereas, The venerable Sister Anthony departed
this life on Wednesday afternoon, after a life of useful-
ness in taking care of the sick and doing boundless
charity, and

“Whereas, She was one of the most active nurses
during the war, doing many kind, silent acts, and

“Whereas, She will be buried from 8St. Peter's
Cathedral, Saturday, at 9 o’clock, be it

“Resolved, That, in order to show our gratitude and
affection for her and appreciation of her services as an
army nurse, we attend her funeral and invite all other
posts to participate with us.”

It is the usual custom for the Sisters of Charity to
be buried from the mother house, but in recognition of
the great services of Sister Anthony the Archbishop or-
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dered that the funeral be from the Cathedral. The body
remained at the Foundling Asylum, where she died,
until Friday, when the remains were brought to Cincin-
nati and laid in state at the Good Samaritan Hospital.
The following morning the last services were held in the
Cathedral. The scene was a memorable one. A vast
multitude gathered near the church; only a very small
proportion was able to gain admittance to the sacred
edifice,. As the cortege approached heads were bowed
in grief and silent reverence. Not a wreath or flower
relieved the simple severity of the pall, but a dozen men
stood about the casket, its guard of honor. These were
the men who on the field of battle, in the rain of bullet
and shell, had watched the coming of that form, that now
lay cold within the narrow house, with anxiety born of
despair. The battle flags now furled and draped in their
hands had been the beacon that had led her where pain
and fever raged, and it was meet that the Stars and
Stripes should follow to her tomb.

In the casket’s wake came the guard of honor and
one hundred Sisters of Charity in their sombre habits.
The forward pews had been reserved for the Sisters and
orphans of the asylum, which the dead Sister had founded.
The white head-dresses of the little girls and white col-
lars of the boys were in marked contrast to the black garb
of the Sisters, silhoutted against the brilliant background.
Archbishop Elder, Bishop Byrne, of Nashville, a large
number of priests and fifty seminarians were present.

Archbishop Elder celebrated the mass, assisted by
the Rev, J, C. Albrinck. Rev. John H., Schoenelt was the
deacon of the mass, and Rev, Father Van Briss sub-
deacon. The deacons of honor were the Very Rev. John
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Murray and the Very Rev. John M. Mackay. Rev, Henry
Moeller was master of ceremonies.

Bishop Byrne, of Nashville, who preached the sermon,
said among other things: “We are come together to pay
the last tribute to one who is worthy of such a tribute—
to one whose fizure was a familiar one on the streets of
Cinecinnati, and whom you all knew and loved. Her
fame extended beyond the limits of the State and was
not circumscribed by the limits of a continent, and the
Church, always in sympathy with such nobility of char-
acter, has draped her altars in black. Though she is
dead she lives. Every prophecy of the word conspires
to express this, that she has gone to live forever. That
prophecy bids us to exult for a soul gone to Christ. These
are the words of the epistles, these are the sentiments
expressed by the Church. * * * Christ was her in-
gpiration, and for this reason she trod the battlefield and
entered hospitals pregnant with pestilence. Her
presence was more to those brave sons of America than
that of an angel. Yet she was only a type of many.
For the same reason she loved the waifs and castaways, the
destitute, afflicted and lowly. I repeat that she was but
the type of many, and every Sister of Charity does these
acts. One thing more precious than all she has left us
and that is her glorious example. To her own Sisters, to
her own community, not to Catholics alone, her example
is precious. Her fidelity and devotion should be an in-
spiration.”

The words of the prelate impressed his listeners, as
was evidenced by their tears, and when his Grace, the
Archbishop, arose there was emotion in his voice as he
said:
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“You have heard it said what lessons may be drawn
from this sad occasion. Ths pleasures and pains of this
world pass away, and only che things done for God last
always. Only what is done for the world to come lavs
by as an eternal treasure. We owe a debt of gratitude to
her whose life was so quiet and yet so glorious. We owe
her a debt of gratitude for the example she has set us for
our encouragement.”’

Thereupon the blessing followed, and the mourners
filed from the church, preceded by the casket, which
after being placed in the hearse, began its last journey
to the mother house at Delhi, followed by eight carriages
containing the Sisters and the clergy. Arrived there the
soulless tenement was placed in the vault of the ceme-
tery, to find private burial without further ceremony at
the hands of the good Sisters, her friends and companions.

The following beautiful description of the funeral
and interment of Sister Anthony is from the Cincinnati
Tribune of December 12, 1897:

“Friday afternoon the remains of Sister Anthony
were brought to the Good Bamaritan Hospital, where
they lay in state in the chapel, visited by hundreds of
sorrowing friends. A great number of girls employed
in factories nmear the hospital visited the chapel after
working hours to pay a last tribute of respect to her who
was at all times their friend and confidant in times of
trouble.

It was at the earnest request of the Sisters at the
hospital that the remains of Sister Anthony were hrought
in. They wanted to have her with them once more
for the last time, amid the scenes of her noblest work,

5
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to pray beside her bier and hid a last farewell to the
spirit which they all emulate.

Visitors thronged the chapel far into the night and
there was little rest for the Sisters, who were up at
dawn and in the chapel again, where the Rev. Father
Finn, of the Society of Jesus, sang requiem mass, assisted
by the 8t. Xavier's choir, under the direction of Mr. Boex.

When the time came for the departure to the Cathe-
dral a number of the friends joined in singing “Lead,
Kindly Light” and “Sweet Spirit Hear My Prayer” v:hile
the body was borne from the chapel.

These two beautiful hymns were the favorites of Sis.
ter Anthony, and she would have wished that they be
sung at her funeral.

In the Cathedral, the temple of the religion she loved
and worked and prayed for, two veterans of the Grand
Army of the Republic, bearing aloft the flags of their
country draped in sombre black, stood sentinel at her
bier.

There was the procession of priests and companies
of Sisters of Charity instead of the rank and file of
soldiery ; there were embroidered robes and black habits
in place of the blue and gray; there were candies instead
of camp fires; there was the chime of bells and the
chanting of the choir instead of the call of trumpets and
beat of drums; there was the organ pealing instead of
the musketry roll; there was the fragrance of incense
instead of the smoke of the battlefield; there was the
counting of beads instead of the binding of wounds;
there was the bier and the sable pall instead of the hos-
pital stretcher; there were the whispered prayers of
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2000 people on hended knees for the repose of the soul
of Sister Anthony.

The morning light streamed dimly and softly through
the stained glass windows, and electrie lights took the
place of the stars in heaven’s blue canopy, but it was the
bivouac of the dead.

The ministering angel to soldiers, the comfort of
widows and orphans, the friend of the poor, the sick
and the unfortunate was dead, and about her, come to
do her honor, were soldiers, orphans and widows; those
who had been poor and sick and unfortunate, her greatest
care in life.

The altars of the church were draped in black, and
with high requiem mass and eulogies the priests of the
church paid tribute to a noble member of their sisterhood.

Far up above the Ohio, on a beautiful plateau, with
a view for miles in every direction, is the mother house
of the Sisters of Charity, founded away back in the
thirties by pioneers of the order from Emmittsbure, Md.

Here is the grave of Sister Anthony. She lies beside
Mother Regina Mattingly and Mother Josephine Harvey,
who were with her when she first came West, and with
her helped to found the mother house. To-day they sleep
together in the little graveyard and near the home they
made for their sisterhood.

Their graves are in a little grove of birches and ever-
greens and surrounded by the graves of their Sisters
who have gone before.

Their graves are marked by simple stone crosses,
bearing their names in the world and in religion.

When the funeral train reached the house the Sis-
ters, headed by their chaplain, received the body and
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bore it to the chapel, where it lay in state for two hours,
The Sisters wanted their dear friend for that long at
least, for the mother house she always considered her
home, and they regarded her as a mother and loved her
as such, for to all she was ever the same sweet, lovely
and loving friend.

The services for the dead were read by the Rt
Rev. Bishop Byrne, after which the body was borne to
the grave.

With slow and solemn tread the long file of black-
robed Sisters marched before. A drizzling rain had be-
gun to fall, and in the murky atmosphere the scene took
on a solemnity and grandeur impossible to picture. The
Sisters chanting prayers and the priests following in their
purple robes, and their heavy bass voices poining “a had
a beautiful effect.

As the procession neared the burying ground the
‘Miserere’ was chanted by all.”

There were very few at the graveside besides those
connected with the church. Thus ended the earthly
career of this “Angel of the Battlefield.”



CHAPTER VIII.

PORTSMOUTH AND NORFOLK.

The contest between the Monitor and the Merrimac, and general operations
of the war during the seven days' battle near Richmond. The taking
of the cities of Norfolk and Portsmouth by the Union forces. Sisters
narrowly escape drowning while crossing the river in a row boat. One
instance where hatred was turned to love.

In the East the Union cause had not been so success-
ful. When the Union forces at the beginning of the war
abandoned Norfolk, with its navy yard, they blew up all
the Government vessels to pre-
vent them from falling into the
hands of the Confederates. One
frigate, which had been sunk,
was raised by the Confederates
and transformed into an iron-
clad ram, making her one of
the most formidable vessels
then afloat, though now she
would be considered ridiculous, This vessel, rechristened
the Merrimac, aided by three gun boats, destroyed the
United States frigate Cumberland, forced the surrender of
the Congress and scatiered the remainder of the Union

fleet in Hampton Roads. That night, amid the consterna-
(87)
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tion which prevailed, the new Union gun boat, called the
Monitor, designed by John Ericsson, arrived in Hampton
Roads and prepared to resist the Merrimac the next day.
The Monitor was a turreted ironclad. The following
morning, after a severe battle, the Monitor drove the
Merrimac back to Gosport Navy Yard, where she was
later blown up. This was one of the turning points of
the war,

In the meantime General McClellan made his advance
on Richmond, going by sea to Yorktown and advancing
thence on Richmond. For seven days there was tremen-
dous fighting near Richmond, the Confederates nusnally get-
ting the best of it. Finally McClellan retreated to Harri-
son’s Landing to make a new effort. He was greatly dis-
appointed in not getting reinforcements, and finally was
ordered back with his army to Washington.

During the contest known as the “seven days’ bat-
tles” the fighting commenced about 2 o’clock A. M., and
continued until 10 P. M. each day. The bombs were burst-
ing and reddening the heavens, while General McClellan’s
Reserve Corps ranged about three hundred yards from
the door of the Sisters’ house. While the battle lasted the
Sisters in the city hospitals were shaken by the cannonad-
ing and the heavy rolling of the ambulances in the streets
as they brought in the wounded and dying men, The sol-
diers informed the Sisters that they had received orders
from their general “to capture Sisters of Charity, if they
could,” as the hospitals were in great need of them.

One night the doctors called on the Sisters to see a
man whose limb must be amputated, but who would not
consent to take the lulling dose without having Lhe Bis-
ters of Charity say he could do so. The Sisters said it was
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dark and the crowd was too great to think of going. The
doctors left, but soon returned, declaring that the man’s
life depended on their coming. Two Sisters then, escorted
by the doctors, went to see the patient, who said to them:
“Sisters, they wish me to take a dose that will deprive me
of my senses, and I wish to make my confession first, and
a priest is not here.” They put his fears at rest, and he
went throngh the operation successfully, Sometimes the
poor men were brought to them from encampments where
rations were very scarce or from hospitals from which
the able-bodied men had retreated and left perhaps thou-
sands of wounded prisoners of war, who, in their distress,
had fed on mule flesh and rats. These poor men, on arriv-
ing at the hospitals, looked more dead than alive.
Norfolk, being left undefended about this time, was
soon occupied by General Wool, who swooped down upon
it with a force from Fortress Monroe. The bombardment
of the cities of Portsmouth and Norfolk gave notice to the
Sisters of Charity that their services would soon be needed
in that locality. They had a hospital, an asylum and a
day school in Norfolk. The tolling of the bells on that May
morning first announced the destruction of the city. Soon
Portsmouth was in flames. Large magazines and powder
exploding shook the two cities in a terrible manner. The
hospital where the Sisters were in charge was crowded
with the sick and wounded. They were cared for as well
as possible with the limited means at hand. In a short
time, however, Norfolk was evacuated, and both that eity
and Portsmouth taken by the Union troops. All of the
Southern soldiers that could leave before the coming of
the Northerners left, and the hospital was comparatively
empty. The Union soldiers crowded into the city and
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great confusion ensued. The Marine Hospital in Ports-
mouth was prepared for the sick and wounded, and the
Union authorities asked the Sisters to wait upon their
men. These troops were in a deplorable condition. There
was no time to be lost and the Sisters lost none. They
were constantly administering by turns to soul and body.
Indeed, as far as possible, the self-sacrificing Sisters sub-
tracted from their own food and rest in order that the suf-
fering men might have more of both.

In a few days several more Sisters came to aid those
who were in charge, The newcomers met with many vex-
atious trials on the way. First they were denied trans-
portation, and next barely escaped being lost in crossing
a river in a small rowboat, the frail eraft, through the care-
lessness of gsome one in charge, being heavily overloaded.
They eventually reached their destination, however, and
were enabled to effect much good among the men. Many
affecting scenes took place in the wards, The Sisters were
applying cold applications to the fevered men. One sol-
dier, bursting out in tears, exclaimed:

“0Oh, if my poor mother could only see you taking care
of me she would take you to her heart.”

A man of about 23 yvears saw a Sister in the distance
and raised his voice and cried:

“Sister, come over to my bed for awhile.”

He was in a dying state, and the Sister knelt by his
bedside making suitable preparations for him in a low
voice. He repeated the prayers she recited in a very loud
tone. The Sister said:

“T will go away if youn pray so loud.”

“Ah, Sister,” he said, “I want God to know that T am
in earnest.”
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The Sister showed him her crucifix, saying: “Do you
know what this means?”

He took it and kissed it, reverently bowing his head.
While another man was receiving instructions he sudden-
ly cried out at the top of his voice: “Come over and hear
what Sister is telling me.” She looked up and saw a wall
of human beings surrounding her, attracted by the loud
prayers of the poor man. In this crowd and on his knees
was one of the doctors, who, being on his rounds among
the patients and seeing the Sister on her knees, involun-
tarily knelt, and remained so until the SBister arose. The
patient soon after died a most edifying death, receiving
the last rites of the Church.

Another poor fellow seemed to have a deep-seated
prejudice against the Sisters. He constantly refused to
take his medicine, and would even go so far as to strike
at the Sisters when they offered it to him. After keeping
this up for some time and finding the Sisters undisturbed
and gentle as ever, he said, “What are you?”

The Sister replied: “I am a Sister of Charity.”

“Where is your husband?”

“I have none,” replied the Sister, “and I am glad I
have not.”

“Why are you glad?” he asked, getting very angry.

“Because,” she replied, “if I had I would have been
employed in his affairs, consequently could not be here
waiting on vou.”

Asif by magic he said in a subdued tone: “That will
do,” and turned his face from her. The Sister left him,
but presently returned and offered him his medicine,
which he took without a murmur. When he recovered
from his long illness he became one of the warmest
friends of the Sisters,
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As the war continued the Government also made use
of the Bisters’” Hospital of St. Francis de Sales. Here all
things were under the direct charge of the Sisters, the
Government, in this particular instance, paying them a
stated sum for their services. During the time their house
was thus occupied about twenty-five hundred wounded
soldiers were admitted, of whom but one hundred died.

The Sisters had been at Portsmouth about six months
when the hospital was closed. Several of the Sisters were
sent to other points, while the remainder started for Em-
mittsburg. The cars took them to Manassas, in the midst
of an extensive encampment, where they were told they
could not pass the Potomac, as the enemy was firing on
all who appeared.

The army chaplain celebrated Mass at this point, an
old trunk in a little hut serving as an altar. The Sisters
were obliged to go to Richmond, and it was two weeks
before a flag of truce could take them into Maryland. They
met the Judge Advocate of the army on the boat and he
showed them every attention, saying: “Your society has
done the country great service, and the authorities in
Washington hold your community in great esteem.”



CHAPTER IX.

LABORS IN FREDERICK CITY.

The Sisters quartered in a stone barracks that had been occupied by General
Washington during the Revolutionary war. Patients see no necessity
for “tincture of iron™ from the doctors. Soldiers without food for thir-
teen days. Young scholastics from the Jesuit Movitiate in the capacity
of nurses. Not enemies * except upon the battlefield.”

On the 4th of June, 1862, a telegram was received at
the Central House, in Emmittsburg, asking that ten Sis-
ters be detailed for hospital service in Frederick City, Md.
The request came from the medical
authorities in charge of the hospi-
tal, and it explained the immediate
and imperative need of the Sis-
ters, There were only three Sis-
ters at liberty in the main house
at the time, but the zeal of the
Superiors managed to secure seven
others from the various Catholic
schools and academies in the city of Baltimore,

The ten nurses started upon their journey without
any unnecessary delay and soon reached Frederick City.
When they arrived at the hospital they were received by
an orderly, who showed them to their room. It was in an
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old stone barracks, that had been occupied by General
George Washington during the Revolutionary War. The
rcom contained ten beds, so clogely jammed together that
there was scarcely space to walk about them. An old rick-
ety table and two or three dilapidated chairs comprised
the only furniture of the room. The chief surgeon called
to welcome the Sisters and expressed the hope that they
would be comfortable in their military quarters. He in-
formed them that they were to call upon the steward for
whatever they needed. The medicine was plentiful, but
badly administered by the nurses, who did not attach
much importance to the time or manner of giving it.

The Sisters’ food consisted of the soldiers’ ration. It
was served to them on broken dishes, with old knives and
forks, red with rust. The patients often amused their
nurses by saying:

“There is no necessity for the doctors to order us the
tincture of iron three times a day; don’t you think we get
nearly enough of it off our table service?”

On the Fourth of July an addition to the sick from the
field of battle arrived at the hospital. The newcomers
numbered about four hundred, and the majority were
suffering from typhoid fever and dysentery. They came
unexpectedly and no preparations had been made to re-
ceive them, so that many of the men had to lie in the open
yard of the hospital for nearly a whole day exposed to the
scorching heat of the sun. The SBisters were thus doomed to
witness a most distressing scene without having it in their
power to alleviate the suffering. Finally the Sister ser-
vant, who could no longer behold such a spectacle, man-
aged to procure some wine, which, with the aid of water,
she multiplied prodigiously, thereby giving all a refresh-
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ing drink. This drew from the lips of the poor sufferers
many a blessing and prayer for the Sisters of Charity.

There were continual skirmishes in the Shenandoah
Valley, from whence large numbers of wounded were fre-
quently brought to the hospital, so that ir a short time it
was overcrowded and the chief surgeon was obliged to
occupy two or three public buildings in the city as hos
pitals. At the request of the doctors eight additional Sis-
ters were sent from the Mother House at
Emmittsburg, and they were divided among the vari-
ous hospitals that were occupied as temporary wards until
accommodations could be made at the general hospital to
receive the worst cases, The sick and slightly wounded
men were transferred to Baltimore,

A young man, a Philadelphian, was brought in one
day fearfully crushed, one hand and arm mangled to a
jelly. Opening his eyes he beheld a Sister of Charity
standing near him; a look of light succeeded the heavy
expression of weary pain and he exclaimed: “Oh, 1 wish
I were as good as the Sisters of Charity, then I would
be ready to die.” He begged for baptism. There was no
time to lose. The Sisters hastened to instruct him in
what was necessary for him to believe and then bap-
tized him, after which he calmly expired.

One of the difficulties with which the Sisters had to
contend was the improper manner in which the food was
prepared. One day the chief surgeon asked for a Sister
to superintend the kitchen, and one who was qualified for
the charge was sent for that purpose. Her silence and
gentleness soon quelled the turbulent spirits of the sol-
diers employed in her office, so that in a short time they
became as docile as children. On the first day an improve-
ment was noticed in the hospital. The steward said that
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for the short time the Sisters had been there their pres-
ence in the barracks had made a wonderful change. He
said that the men were more respectful and were geldom
heard to swear or use profane language. A Sister was
unexpectedly accosted one day by a convalescent patient,
whom, she often noticed, viewed her with a surly counte-
nance and would reluctantly take from her whatever she
offered him. He said:

“Bister, you must have noticed how ugly I have acted
towards youn and how unwillingly I have taken anything
from you, but I could not help it, as my feelings were so
embittered against you that your presence always made
me worse, I have watched you closely at all times since
you came to the barracks, but when you came in at mid-
night last night to see the patient who lay dangerously ill
I could not but notice your self-sacrificing devotion. It
was then that my feelings became changed towards yvou.
I reflected upon the motives which seemed to actuate the
Sisters of Charity and I could not help admiring them. 1
thank you, Sister, for all the kindness you have shown me.
I am happy to say that the SBisters of Charity have left
impressions on my mind that will not be easily effaced.”

On the 19th of July, 1862, the feast of St. Vincent de
Paul, the Sisters received quite a treat in the shape of an
excellent dinner, sent by the director of the Jesuit Noviti-
ate and the Superioress of the Visitation Convent, in
Washington. Several ladies also visited them and sent
refreshments for the day.

There were many Germans in the barracks, and the
band of Sisters who were there only spoke the English
language. The Superior, however, sent a German Sister
who could speak to these men and interpret for the other
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Sisters. At their request one of the clergymen from the
Novitiate, who spoke the German language, heard the con-
fessions of the German Catholics.

On the evening of September 5, 1862, the Sisters were
suddenly alarmed by an unusual beating of the drums.
They had all retired to bed except the Sister servant, who
called to them to rise quickly and go to the barracks; that
the Confederate army was in Maryland and would reach
the camp in the morning. They were informed that all
the patients who were able to walk, including the male at-
tendants and men employed about the hoespital, would
have to leave the place in about an hour, and that all the
United States army stores in the city must be consigned
to the flames. Imagine their feelings at such news. The
hour passed like a flash. The soldiers all disappeared ex-
cept a few of the badly wounded, who could not be re
moved. The signal was given and in a few moments the
entire city was enveloped in smoke and flames. The con-
flagration was so great that it illuminated all the sur-
rounding towns. The Sisters spent the remaining part
of the night with the sick who were left alone in the
wards. The doctors who remained at their posts carried
their instruments and other articles to the Sister
servant for safe-keeping, knowing that whatever the Sis-
ters had in their possession was secure.

The next day dawned bright and beautiful, but what
a ecene of desolation and ruin was presented to the view!
There was no one on the hospital grounds but the steward
and doctors, about four in number, and the Sisters, who
were going to and from the barracks attending the help-
less soldiers. It was then that these poor, helpless men
exclaimed in astonishment and gratitude:
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“Oh, Sisters, did you stay to care care of us? We
thought you also would have gone, and then what would
have become of us?”

About 9 o’clock in the morning the Confederates were
discovered on the top of a hill advancing rapidly towards
the hospital. Suddenly the advance guards appeared in
front of the Sisters’ windows, which were under the doe-
tor's office. Omne of the Confederates demanded without
delay the surrender of the place to the Confederate army,
in command of Generals Jackson and Lee. The officer of
the day replied, “I surrender.” The guards rode off and in
about fifteen minutes afterwards the whole Confederate
army entered the hospital grounds. It was then that the
Sisters witnessed a mass of human misery—young and old
men, with boys who seemed like mere children, emaciated
with hunger and covered with tattered rags that gave
them more the appearance of dead men than of living ones.
After these skeleton-like forms had been placed in their
respective barracks and tents the sick were brought in,
numbering over 400. The majority of these were, however,
half-dead from want of food and drink. They informed
the Sisters that they had been without anything to eat for
thirteen days, with the exception of some greemn corn,
which they were allowed to pluck on their march into
Maryland. The Sisters were delighted to find a field in
which to exercise their charity and zeal on behalf of the
suffering men. DBut, alas! a new trial awaited them. The
United States surgeon called upon the Sister servant and
told her that the Sisters could not at that time give any
assistance to the Confederates, as they, the Sisters, were
employed by the Union Government to take care of their
sick and wounded, but he added that the Union army was
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daily expected, and as soon as it would reach the city the
Confederate sick would receive the same care and atten-

tion as the Union soldiers.
The citizens were now at liberty to do as they pleased.

They flocked in crowds to the hospital, distributing food
and clothing at their own discretion. This proved fatal
in many cases, as the diet furnished the sick men was con-
trary to what their condition required. The young scholas-
tics of the Jesuit Novitiate near-by volunteered to nurse
the sick soldiers, and their services were accepted by the
United States surgeon, who arranged accommodations for
them at the barracks. The Sisters were also allowed to
give the scholastics meals in their refectory. It was truly
edifying to see the zeal of those school boys. Father
Sourin, the confessor of the Sisters, was likewise indefati-
gable in his labors. He deeply regretted the restrictions
the Sisters were under, at the same time admiring the
wonderful ways of God in permitting the young scholas-
tics to gain admittance into the hospital, to fill the mis-
sion of charity of which the Bisters were so unexpectedly
deprived.

On the fifth day of the invasion the Sister servant ob-
tained a passport from General Lee for two Sisters to Em-
mittsburg. They were thus enabled to apprise the Su-
periors of their situation. These same Sisters returned to
Frederick on September 12, accompanied by the Sister as-
sistant from Emmittsburg. On re-entering the city their
astonishment was great when they found that the whole
Southern army had disappeared. When they reached the
barracks the other Sisters informed them that the Con-
federates had left the city the previous night, leaving only
their sick who were unable to be removed.

Frederick City was again in possession of the Union

f
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forces and the good nurses were now at liberty to exercige
their duties in behalf of the sick Confederates whe were
prisoners at the hospital. The doctors made no distinction
between them and the Union soldiers. They lay side by
side, g0 that the Sisters had it in their power to give them
equal attention. It was truly edifying to see the patience
and harmony that prevailed among them. They would
say: “Bisters, we are not enemies except on the battle-
field.”

General McClellan was at this time in command of
the Union army. On one occasion he visited the barracks
and was delighted with the order that reigned throughout.
Before leaving he expressed a desire to have fifty addition-
al Sisters sent to nurse the sick and wounded, but the
scarcity of Sisters made it impossible to comply with his
request.

A reinforcement of Sisters was now required to go to
the various places oceupied by the wounded. The Su-
periors could only send a few on account of the great de-
mand for them throughout the different parts of the State.
In Frederick City the Sisters had to divide their services
between the barracks and the tents, and even then it was
impossible to do justice to all. They were thus occupied
for nearly six weeks without intermission except a few
hours, which they would occasionally take for repose, and
even that was frequently interrupted. They thought lit-
tle of fatigue or bodily privation, being happy in the be-
lief that they were not better served than the sick and

wounded.
During the month of Beptember the Sisters were re-

called by their Superiors to the Central House at Emmitts-
burg, and this for the time being ended their labors at
Frederick City.



CHAPTER X.

WHITE HOUSE.

Sixty Sisters depart from Baltimore for the station in Virginia. Wounded
and dying men upon transport boats. Nurses who shared every horror
with their patients. Two Sisters who were martyrs to duty and hu-
manity. The worn-out Sister of Charity buried with military honors
upon the banks of the Potomac. Death of a deserter.

The many appeals for Sisters to repair to the war-
stricken sections of the country, both North and South,
had widely separated the members of the Emmittsbhurg
community. The venerable Moth-
> er Ann Simeon remained in ex-
| ;\1 ecutive charge at home. Father

beyond the line of hostilities, but,
fortunately, the Sister assistant
had been sent to superintend the missions in the South
before the blockade.

On July 14, 1862, the surgeon general at Washington
wrote for one hundred Sisters to be sent to a station
called White House, in Virginia, then in possession of
the Northern forces. 8o many were already in service
(101)
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that it was impossible to comply fully with this request.
Sixty Sisters, however, started from Baltimore for that
place. As all traveling was attended with much difficulty,
the Sisters experienced many hardships. The authoritics
intended to make a hospital encampment in the vicinity of
White House, as many thousands of wounded had been
brought there from the recent battles. No preparations
had been made for accommodating the Sisters, al-
though the officers and doctors were rejoiced at their com-
ing. General George B. McClellan, then chief in com-
mand, was some miles distant at the time, but sent orders
that every possible care and attention should be offered
to the Sisters. Father Burlando accompanied the Sisters
to this place, and after receiving assurances that proper
arrangements had been made for them returned home.
They had only passed a few days here when suddenly all
hands were ordered to leave with the greatest haste—the
enemy was only two miles distant. Then began confu-
gion and additional suffering.

The wounded and dying men were hurriedly placed
upon transport boats. These vessels were so overcrowded
that they seemed more like sinking than sailing. The Sis-
ters were detailed to accompany the wounded to the sev-
eral cities where they were destined, the work of transpor-
tation continuing for several weeks. The Sisters shared
with their patients every horror but their bodily pains.
They were in the under cabin, the ceiling of which was
low and the apartment lighted by hanging lamps and can-
dles. The men lay on beds on the floor, with scarcely
enough space to walk between them. The Sister in charge
of this lower ward was so persevering in her zealous at-
tention that even the doctor declared he did not know how
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human nature could endure such duties. A few months
later this Sister died from the effcts of overwork—a mar-
tyr to duty. The remaining Sisters not engaged with the
gick returned to Baltimore, but in a few days received a
summons to go to Point Lookout, situated at the southern
extremity of Maryland, bounded on one side by the Chesa-
peake Bay and on the other by the Potomac River.

On the 14th of July, 1862, IFather Burlando, with twen-
ty-five Sisters, left Baltimore, and in twenty-four hours
reached the hospital encampment of Point Lookout. The
fisters were soon destined to have another martyr in their
band. They were only at Point Lookout two weeks when
one of the zealous band, who had contracted typhoid fe-
ver on the transport boat, died from that disease: She
gave up her whole being as generously as she had offered
her zealous labors. Father Burlando had returned to Bal-
timore, but a good priest, who came occasionally to the
encampment, heard her confession, and she received com-
munion a day or two previous to her death. The priest
being stationed twelve miles distant could not reach the
encampment in time to administer the last sacraments,
but arrived in time to perform the burial service. The kind
doctors and officers made every effort to suitably honor the
departed Sister. The men said they deemed it a great
privilege to act as the pall-bearers. All of the soldiers who
had died had been buried with only a sheet wrapped
around them, but for the Sister a white pine coffin was
procured. The authorities walked in procession, the drum
corps playing a dead march. There on the banks of the
Potomae rested the worn-out Sister of Charity. What a
subject for the pen of the poet or the brush of the painter!

Several cottages and tents, as well as wooden wards
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for the accommodation of thousands of sick and wounded,
made this narrow strait a thickly-inhabited place. Many
of the men were in a deplorable state from the effects of
their wounds and painful removals from distant battle-
grounds. The priest often came on Friday and remained
until Monday, constantly engaged among the soldiers, in-
structing, baptizing and hearing confessions. On Sunday
mornings he said the first Mass at the encampment and
the second in the little chapel. The first Mass was said in
a tent surrounded by soldiers. The captain of the guards
marched his company to Mass on that day, and at the ele-
vation a drum was sounded and all adored profoundly.

Later on the officers gave the Sisters more cottages,
and by removing the patients they had a good-sized chapel.
With but few exceptions the doctors and officers were very
kind to the Sisters. Removals by death and the arrival of
more wounded men sometimes caused the wards to be
emptied and refilled again the same day. As soon as a
boat would land a horn was blown to let the Sisters know
that they must go to their wards. Then they would ap-
point a place for each sufferer, giving the best accommo-
dations to those who were enduring the greatest anguish
Many among the new arrivals were Confederate prisoners.

About this time orders came from Washington that
no women nurses were to remain at the Point. After the
Sisters had begun their work a band of young ladies ar-
rived for the purpose of nursing the sick, and they were
surprised to find the Sisters there before them. When the
Sisters heard the order from Washington concerning “wo-
men nurses,” they made preparations for leaving, but the
chief physician said to them:
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“Remain here, Sisters, until I hear from Washington,
for we cannot dispense with your services at this time.”

The physician telegraphed to the national capital and
received this reply:

“The Sisters of Charity are not included in our orders,
They may serve all alike at the Point, prisoners and oth.
ers, but all other ladies are to leave the place.”

About 5 o'clock on the morning of the 6th of August,
1864, the Sisters were at meditation in their chapel, when
they were startled by a noise like thunder, and, looking
out, saw the air darkened with whirling sand, lumber, bed-
steads, stovepipes and even the roofs of houses. A rag-
ing tornado and waterspout were tearing and destroying
all in their way, taking in everything from the river to
the bay. The little chapel shook from roof to foundation.
Doors and windows were blown down. Sick and wounded
men were blown out on the ground. Wards and cottages
were carried several feet from their base. Two BSisters
who had not yet arisen, terrified at finding their lodgings
falling to pieces, ran out and in their efforts to reach the
chapel were struck down by the flying doors and as often
raised from the earth by the violent wind.

The Sisters were too stunned with surprise to know
what to do, though truly nothing could be done, for they
would only have left one part of the chapel for another
when the last part would be blown away. In one of these
intermissions a Sister seized hold of the tabernacle, fear-
ing that its next place would be in the bay, but the altar
was the only spot in the chapel that the angry elements
seemed to respect. Lumber and iron bedsteads were car-
ried over the tops of the cottages. The wards were nearly
all filled with patients, and several of these buildings were
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leveled to the ground. The men who were able to move
about were running in all directions for safety, many of
them only half dressed. One house was seen sailing
through the air, and the bodies in it at the time of the
storm were not discovered until some days afterward. The
storm lasted about ten or fifteen minutes, but in this time
heavy mattresses were carried through the air like so
many feathers. It was some time before all could be re-
paired. The poor patients had to be cared for in some way
or other, and it was not an unusual sight to see the Sis-
ters standing by the stove with their saucepans of broth in
one hand and umbrellas in the other, only too happy thus
to relieve the poor sufferers.

The Sisters going to the Provost one day were in-
formed that a deserter was to be shot the next morning,
and they were requested to see him. They visited the

prison for the purpose of corsoling the condemned
but the man showed no desire to see them, and they sor-

rowfully returned home. Later the prigoner regretted not
having seen the Risters, and asked to have them sent for.
The kind Provost sent an orderly, telling the Sisters of
the poor man’s desire. It was now very dark, and some
of the authorities advised the Sisters not to go until the
next morning. The orderly carried this message to his
superior but was sent back again with a note from the Pro-
vost, saying:

“I will call for you on horseback and will be your pilot
with the ambulance. I will guide the driver safely through
the woods and will also conduct you home safely. I think
circumstances require your attendance on the prisoner.”

This was enough for the Sisters, and they were soon
at the prison, but found a minister of the prisoner's per-
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suasion with him. After he had finished his interview the
Sisters were taken to the man, who apolegized for not
seeing them sooner. One of the Sisters asked him if he
had been baptized. He said, “No, never.” Then she in-
formed him of its necessity, and he regretted, with much
fervor, that he had not known this sooner. The Bisters
remained with him some hours, giving him such instruec-
tions as his condition required. After baptizing him he
expressed his desire to see a priest. The Provost, looking
at his watch, replied that he could not be there in time,
It was now late and the execution must take place early
in the morning. The young man resigned himself fully
to his fate, saying:

“I deserve death, and freely pardon anyone who will
teke part in it. I know I must die by the hand of one of
my company, but whoever it may be I forgive him.”

Then he returned to his devotions with such a lively
faith that the Sisters had no fear for his salvation. They
bade him adieu and promised to assemble before the altar
in his behalf when the hour of his trial drew near and to
remain in prayer until all would be over with him. The
kind Provost made all arrangements for the Sisters’ re-
turn home, and said, when leaving the prison:

“May I have such help at my death and die with such
a good disposition.” :

At the dreaded hour in the morning the Sisters knelt
before their humble altar, most fervently imploring the
Redeemer to receive the soul of the poor deserter. They
continued very long after the sound of the fatal fire had
told them that his destiny had been decided. The soldiers
remarked afterwards that every one on the Point was pres-






CHAPTER XI.

MANASSAS AND ANTIETAM.

Five Sisters charged with the care of five hundred patients. Bodies of the
dead consumed by the flames. The military hospitals at Gordonsville
and Lynchburg. Boonsboro and Sharpsburg selected for hospital pur-
poses for the men wounded at Antietam. General McClellan’s kindness
to the Sisters. A man who had met Sisters during the Crimean war.

The brave flag bearer,

There was scarcely a time from the opening of the
war until its close that some of the SBisters of Charity were
not located at Richmond. This was a sort of unofficial
Southern headquarters for
them, whence they were sent
for duty on the various South-
ern battlefields. The section of
country in which the Mother
House was located was in pos-
session of the Union army most
of the time. But the house
was looked upon as sacred prop-
erty by the generals of both
armies and was never molested by the soldiers.

Late in August, 1862, Dr. Williams, the medical direc-
tor of the army of the Potomae, made a hasty summons
for a detachment of Sisters to wait upon the sick and

(109)
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wounded at Manassas, where a severe battle had just tak-
en place. Five of the Sisters immediately left Richmond
for the scene of the conflict.

When they arrived at Manassas they found five hun-
dred patients, including the men of both armies, awaiting
them. The mortality was very great, as the wounded men
had been very much neglected. The wards of the tem-
porary hospital were in a most deplorable condition and
strongly resisted all efforts of the broom, to which they
had long been strangers. It was finally discovered that
the aid of a shovel was necessary. One small room was
get aside as a dormitory for the Sisters. They were also
provided with a chaplain and Mass was said every day in
one corner of the little room. Fresh difficulties and an-
noyances presented themselves later in the season.
The kitchen, to which what was called the re-
fectory was attached, was a quarter of a mile
from the Sisters’ room, and often it was found more
prudent to be satisfied with two meals than to trudge
through the snmow and sleet for the third. These meals at
the best were not very inviting, for the culinary depart-
ment was under the care of negroes who had a decided
aversion 1o cleanliness. On an average ten of the patients
died every day. Most of these poor unfortunates were at-
tended by either Father Smoulders, Father Tuling or the
Sisters.

After spending a long while at Manassas the Sisters
received orders from General Johnston to pack up quietly
and prepare to leave on six hours’ notice, as it had been
found necessary to retreat from that quarter. They had
scarcely left their posts when the whole camp was one
mass of flames and the bodies of those who died that day

were consumed,
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The next field of labor for the Sisters was the military
hospital at Gordonsville, There were but three Sisters,
and they had two hundred patients under their charge.
The sick were very poorly provided for, although the mor-
tality was not as great as at Manassas. The Sisters had
a small room, which served for all purposes. One week
they lay on the floor without beds, their habits and a shawl
loaned by the doctor serving for covering. The trunk of a
tree was their table and the rusty tin cups and plates,
which were used in turn by doctors, Sisters and negroes,
were very far from exciting a relish for what they con-
tained. The approach of the Federal troops compelled the
Risters to leave Gordonsville on Easter Sunday.

They retreated in good order toward Danville, Hav-
ing becn obliged to stop at Richmond some time they
did not enter on this new field of labor until
much later in the year. At Danville they found four
hundred sick, all of whom were much better pro-
vided for than at Manassas or Gordonsville. The Sis-
ters had a nice little house, which would have been a kind
of luxury had it not been the abode of innumerable rats,
of which they stood in no little dread. During the night
the Sisters’ stockings were carried off, and on awakening
in the morning the meek religions frequently found their
fingers and toes locked in the teeth of the bold visitors.

In November the medical director removed the hos-
pital to Lynchburg, as there was no means of heating the
one in Danville. The number of the Sisters had increased
to five, as the hospital was large and contained one thou-
sand patients, most of whom were in a pitiable condition,
When the Sisters arrived they found that most of the un-
fortunate patients were half-starved, owing to the misman-
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agement of the institution. As a Sister passed through
the wards for the first time, accompanied by the doctor, a
man from the lower end cried out:

“Lady, lady, for God’s sake give me a piece of bread!”

The doctors soon placed everything under the control
of the Sisters, and with a little economy the patients were
provided for and order began to prevail. Father L. H.
Gache, 8, J. (1), a zealous and brave priest, effected much
good among the patients. During the three years that the
Sisters remained in Lynchburg he baptized one hundred
persons. The approach of the Federal troops placed the
hospital in imminent danger, and it was decided to re-
move the sick and the hospital stores to Richmond. The
surgeon general of the Confederate army begged that the
Sisters would take charge of the Stuart Hospital in that
city, which they did on the 13th of February, 1865.

Father Gache accompanied them and continued his
mission of zeal and charity. The Sisters were then ten in
number, and, as usual, found plenty to do to place the sick
in a comfortable situation. They had just accomplished

(1). Rev. Louis Hippolyte Gache, 8. J., was born June 18, 1817,
in the department of Ardeche, France. His early studies were pur-
gued at the College of Bourg, St. Andeole. At the outbreak of the
Civil War he was appointed chaplain of a Louisiana regiment in
the Confederate army. Owing to losses in battle, sickness, ete., the
regiment ceased to exist in two years, and Father Gache from then to
the close of the war was attached as chaplain to military hospitals,
At the end of the conflict he returned to Grand Coteau, remaining
there a year. He was then transferred to the new province of
Maryland, now that of New York-Baltimore, becoming a professor
in Loyola College. He has occupied varions posts of responsibility
gince that time, and only last year (180G) celebrated his golden
jubilee or fiftieth year in the Society of Jesus, at the Church of
the Gesn, in Philadelphia.
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this when the city was evacuated, and on the 13th of April
they left Richmond for the Mother Houge at Emmittsburg,

A terrible engagement took place near the Antietam
River, in Maryland, not far from the Potomae, on the 17th
of September, 1862, Not only were thousands on both
gides killed, but as many more were left wounded on the
battlefield, with the farmhouses and barns their only pros-
pective shelter. As the fighting had been from twelve to
fifteen miles in space, the towns of Boonsboro and Sharps-
burg were selected for hospital purposes. The general in
charge of the Maryland division requested the people to
aid the fallen prisoners, as the Government provided for
the Northern soldiers and would have cared for all if it
had enough for that purpose.

The Superior of the Sisters of Charity, with the people
of Emmittsburg, collected a quantity of clothing, provis-
ions, remedies, delicacies and money for these poor men.
The overseer of the community drove in a carriage to the
place, with Father Smith, C. M., and two of the Sisters.
Boonsboro is about thirty miles from Emmittsburg, and
the wagon containing the supplies reached the town by
twilight. Two officers of the Northern army saw the cor-
nettes by the aid of the lighted lamps, and, pointing to
the carriage, one said to the other:

“Ah, there come the Bisters of Charity; now the poor
men will be equally cared for.”

The Sisters were kindly received at the house of a
worthy physician, whose only daughter had previously
been their pupil. They were in the town four hospitals.
The morning after their arrival they set out for the battle-
field, having Miss Janette, their kind hostess, as a pilot.
They passed houses and barns occupied as hospitals, fences
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strewn with bloody clothing, and further on came to the
wounded of both armies. The poor men were only separ-
ated from the ground by some straw for beds, with here
and there a blanket stretched above them by sticks driven
into the earth at their head and feet to protect them from
the burning sun. The Risters distributed their little stores
among the men, although their wretched condition seemed
to destroy all relish for food or drinks.

Bullets could be gathered from the small spaces that
separated the men. They were consoled as much as possi-
ble, but the Sisters scarcely knew where to begin or what
to do. If they stopped at once place, a messenger would
come to hastily call them elsewhere. In a wagon shed
lay a group of men, one of whom was mortally wounded.

An officer called the Sisters to him, telling them how
the mortally wounded man had become a hero as a flag-
bearer in the bloody struggle just ended. The poor fellow
seemed to gain new strength while the Sisters were near
him.

They were about to move away when the officer re-
called them, saying: “I fear the man is dying rapidly;
come to him. He has been so valiant that I wish to let
his wife know that the Sisters of Charity were with him
in his last moments.”

Father Smith was summoned and hastily prepared
the man for death. The thought of having the Sisters
near him seemed to fill the poor man with joy and gave
him the confidence and courage to die with a smile upon
his lips.

Two wounded Protestant ministers lay among the
wounded soldiers, and with one of these Father Smith
spoke for a long time while preparing the man for his end,
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The steward, who seemed delighted to see the Sisters, in-
formed them that he had met members of their order dur-
ing the Crimean War.

A Northern steward and a Southern surgeon became
involved in a personal dispute, which ended by one chal-
lenging the other to meet him in mortal combat in a re-
tired spot near the battlefield. Both withdrew towards
an old shed, at the same time talking in a loud voice,
threatening each other in angry tones. No one interfered
and the duel would have taken place had not one of the
Risters followed them. She spoke to both of them firmly
and reproachfully, taking their pistols from them, and the
affair ended by their separating like docile children, each
retiring to his post.

Nightfall drove the Sisters to their lodgings in the
town, but they returned early in the morning. The medi-
cal director met the BSisters, saying: “You dine with
me to-day,” and added: “If you will remain I shall make ar-
rangements for your accommodations.” But he was or-
dered elsewhere a few hours later and the Sisters saw no
more of him.

The Sisters were requested by one of the officers to at-
tend the funeral of the brave flag-bearer. It was about
dusk and eight or ten persons followed the body to the
grave, besides Rev. Father Smith and the Sisters. Present-
ly they saw about two hundred soldiers on horseback gal-
loping towards them. A few of the horsemen approached
the group of mourners and taking off their caps and bow-
ing one of them said:

“I am General McClellan and I am happy and proud
to see the Bisters of Charity with these poor men. How
many are here?”

7
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“Two,” was the reply. “We came here to bring relicf
to the suffering, and we return in a day or so0.”

“Qh,” he replied, “why can we not have more here? I
would like to see fifty Sisters ministering to the poor suf-
ferers. Whom shall 1 address for this purpose?”

Father Smith gave him the address of the Superior
Emmitsburg, Then he asked:

“Do you know how the brave standard-bearer is do-
ing?”

He was informed that the flag-bearer was just about
to be buried, whereupon he joined the procession and re-
mained until after the interment.

General McClellan at this time was in the full
flush of a vigorous manhood, with the added prestige of a
West Point education. His command was considered
the finest body of men in either the Union or the Confed-
erate army. Just prior to the battle of Antietam Gen-
eral McClellan had ordered a review of his troops before
the President and the members of his Cabinet. It was
a magnificent sight to see 70,000 well-drilled and well-
dressed soldiers keeping step to the tune of martial music.
What a difference between then and now. The finest
blood in the nation lay spilled upon the field of Antie-
tam; the dread hand of death had broken up and demor-
alized the Army of the Potomac.

General McClellan was the idol of his men and was
affectionately styled “Little Mac.” Upon his staff were
two volunteers from France, the Compte de Paris and
the Duc de Chartres. They were grandsons of King Louis
Philippe, were commissioned in the Union army and
gerved without pay as aides-de-camp to General MeClel-
lan. The Compte de Paris has written what is considered
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to be the best and most impartial history of the civil war
extant. Both of these distinguished volunteers were with
General McClellan at the time of his conversation with the
Risters.

About this time the work of removing the wounded
soldiers to Frederick City and Hagerstown began. Dur-
ing the time the Sisters remained on the battlefield they
went from farm to farm trying to find those who were in
most danger. The Sisters were in constant danger from
bomb shells which had not exploded and which only re-
quired a slight jar to burst. The ground was covered with
these and it was hard to distinguish them while the car-
riage wheels were rolling over straw and dry leaves. The
farms in the vicinity were laid waste, Unthreshed wheat
was used for roofing of tents or pillows for the men. A
few fences that had been spared by the cannon balls were
used for fuel. The quiet farmhouses contained none of
their former inhabitants. Stock in the shape of cattle
and fowl seemed to have disappeared from the face of the
earth. Even the dogs were either killed or had fled from
the appalling scene. It was very remarkable also that on
none of the batilefields during the war were there any
carrion birds, not even a crow, though piles of dead horses
lay here and there. Some of these animals were half burned
from the efforts made to consume them by lighting fence
rails over them, but this seemed rather to add to the foul-
ness of the atmosphere than help to purify it. Long ridges
of earth with sticks here and there told “so many of the
Northern army lie here” or “so many of the Southern army
lie there.,” General MeClellan’s army was encamped in the
neighborhood, with arms stacked, shining in the sun like
spears of silver.
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A Northern soldier was rebuking a sympathizing lady
for her partiality towards the fallen Southerners and said:
“How I admire the Sisters of Charity in this matter. When
I was in Portsmouth, Va., they were called over from Nor-
folk to serve their own men, the Southerners, in their hos-
pitals and labored in untiring charity. When, a few weeks
later, our men took the place and the same hospital was
filled with the Northern soldiers, these good Sisters were
called on azain, when they resumed their kind attention
the same as if there was no sectional change in the men.
“This,” he continued, “was true Christian charity, and I
would not fear for any human misery when the Sisters
have control. This, young lady, is what all you young la-
dies ought to do.”

The following day Father Smith celebrated two Mass-
es in the parlor of the house at which he was stopping. The
Sisters left this place on the %th of October, havirg spent
six days among the wounded soldiers, who had nearly all
been removed at this time from the neighborhood.
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CHAPTER XII.

MNEW ORLEANS.

The capture of the commercial metropolis of the Southwest by General
Butler and Admiral Farragut. Butler’s chivalrous letter to the Superior
of the Convent at Donaldsonville.  His tribute to the Sisters of Charity.
Bishop Elder and the panic stricken people of Natchez. Work of the
Sisters in other localities.

On the 25th of April, 1862, a fleet under the famous
Admiral Farragut, together with a land foree under Gen-
eral Benjamin F. Butler, captured the city of New Orleans,
Butler assumed charge of the
“commercial metropolis  of the
Southwest,” as it was then called,
while the gun boats proceeded up
the Mississippi River, subjugating
other cities and towns along its
banks. One of these was Donald-
sonville. In shelling this place Admiral Farragut injured
some of the property under the charge of the Risters of
Charity. Thc superior entered a complaint with General
Butler and in return received the following chivalrous let-
ter:

“Headquarters Department of the Gulf, New Orleans, La.,
September 2, 1862,
“Santa Maria Clara, Superior and Sister of Charity.
“Madame: I had no information until the reception of
your note that so sad a result to the Sisters of your com-

(119)
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munity had happened from the bombardment of Donald-
sonville.

“I am very, very sorry that Rear Admiral Farragut
was unaware that he was injuring your establishment by
his shells. Any injury must have been entirely accidental.
The destruction of that town became a necessity. The in-
habitants harbored a gang of cowardly guerrillas, who
committed every atrocity, amongst others that of firing
upon an unarmed boat crowded with women and children
going up the coast, returning to their homes, many of them
having been at school in New Orleans.

“Tt is impossible to allow such acts, and I am only sor-
ry that the righteous punishment meted out to them in
this instance, as, indeed, in all others, fell quite as heavily
upon the innocent and unoffending as upon the guilty.

“No one can appreciate more fully than myself the
holy, self-sacrificing labors of the Sisters of Charity. To
them old =oldiers are daily indebted for the kindest offices.
Sisters to all markind, they know no nation, no kindred,
neither war nor peace. Their all-pervading charity is like
the boundless love of ‘Him who died for all, whose ser-
vants they are and whose pure teachings their love illus-
trates.

“I repeat my grief that any harm should have befallen
vour society of Sisters and will cheerfully repair it, so
far as I may, in the manner you suggest by filling the
order you have sent to the city for provisions and medi-

cines.
“Your Bisters in the city will also further testify to

you that my officers and soldiers have never failed to do to
them all in our power to aid them in their usefulness and
to lichten the burden of their labors.

“With sentiments of the highest respect, believe me
your friend, Benj. F. Butler,

Some time after this General Blanchard, who was in
command of the military in Monroe, La., made a request
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for Sisters to care for the sick and wounded under his
charge. A deputation of Sisters was at once sent from
St. Mary’s Asylum in Natchez.

The Sisters were obliged to leave in the night in con-
sequence of a dispatch announcing the approach of the
Federal gun boat Essex, which might have prevented their
departure had they remained until the next day. Hence
they were compelled to cross the Mississippi River short-
ly before the midnight hour. The good Bishop of Natchez,
now Most Rev. W. H. Elder, Archbishop of Cincinnati,
alarmed for their safety, determined to accompany them to
the post to which they were destined, and he did so. The
pastor of the church at Monroe was also one of the party.
The Sisters and their friends crossed the river in a skiff,
and, reaching the other side, found an ambulance awaiting
them. They traveled the remainder of that night and the
following two days over a very rough and dangerous road.
General Blanchard had a matron and nurses employved in
the hospital. He dismissed these and arranged with the
Sisters to take charge the day after their arrival.

Sister E had in her ward a convalescent patient
who, deeming himself of more consequence than the oth-
ers, was somewhat piqued at her for not showing him spe-
cial attention. The Sister kept him in his place and treat-
ed him precisely as she did the others. One day she went
as usual to administer the medicines, and as she was pass-
ing the ward in which he was located she heard him ut-
ter most terrible oaths. She passed on quietly, but on her
return showed her displeasure at his disorderly conduct.
He made every apology for his misbehavior., The Sister
proceeded on her way, having a bottle in each hand. At a
very short distance from where the man was standing she




122 ANGELS OF THE BATTLEFIELD.

stopped to say a few words to another patient. She hap-
pened to look back and noticed the convalescent man put
his hand in his coat pocket, and at the same instant the
crack of a pistol shot was heard. The ball passed through
the front of the Sister's cornette, within an inch or two of
her forehead. The poor man with whom the Sis-
ter had been talking thought he was wounded
again, jumped up and clapped his hands on his old wound,
as if to assure himself of its escape from harm. The Sister,
pale, but with perfect presence of mind, still held her bot-
tles and made her way through the cloud of smoke and
the crowd that had gathered at the report of the pistol.
The man was arrested and would have been dealt with in
a eummary manner, but at the request of the Sister he was
released. He claimed that it was an accident. It was af-
terwards discovered that he was a gambler and had loaded
the pistol to shoot an enrollment officer in town.

In the meantime things were reaching a crigis in the
city of Natchez. One morning the sound of a shell burst-
ing over the town filled the people with consternation. The
scene that followed is beyond description. Women and
children rushed through the streets screaming with ter-
ror. The asyluom was thronged by persons of every de-
scription, who begged to be admitted within its walls. One
of the Sisters speaking of this says: “I can never forget
the anguish I felt at the sight of mothers with infants in
their arms begging us to preserve the lives of their little
ones, without a thought about their own safety. At the
sound of the first shell our good Bishop hastened to the
asylom to assist us in placing the children out of danger
of the shells. The Bishop was surrounded as soon as he
appeared and nothing could be heard but eries of ‘Oh,
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Father, hear my confession,” and ‘Bishop, baptize me. Do
not let us be killed withont baptism.” The Bishop kindly
went into the confessional, but soon perceived that he
would be detained there too long; therefore he requested
the Sisters to assemble all in the chapel and he would give
a general absolution, as the danger was so imminent. Im-
mediately their cries and sobs were suppressed. The
Bishop, after a few touching words, bade ns remember
that no shell could harm the least one among us without
the Divine permission. He then gave a general absolu-
tion to all present.”

Shells passed over the building in rapid succession
while the Sisters were kneeling in the chapel. Some of
the bombs fell in the adjoining yard, yet not one of those
in the asylum was injured. Within the silence of death
reigned. No sound was heard but the fervent aspirations
of the Bishop and the suppressed sobs of the smaller chil-
dren. Giving the final blessing the Bishop said: “Tell the
Risters to take the children away as soon as possible.”
When all were in readiness each of the orphans, with a
bundle of clothing, passed out of the asylum with the
thought that they were never again to enter itz loved
walls. Five of the Sisters accompanied them, and the oth-
ers, with two sick children, followed in a market wagon,
the only vehicle that could be procured. While the Sis-
ters were placing the smaller children in the wagon a shell
passed over the horse’s head, so near as to frighten and
cansge the animal to jump, but it fell some distance away
without exploding. The poor children had to go five miles
without resting, so great was the danger. After remain-
ing some weeks in the country the authorities compro-
mised, and the gunboat left the city without doing any
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further damages. The Bishop announced the Forty Hours’
Devotion in thanksgiving.

Good work was done in the Charity Hospital, New Or-
leans. The Sisters of Charity had charge of this hospital
and attended many hundreds of the sick and wounded on
both sides. It was the same with the Marine Hospital of
New Orleans. The first act of one of the Sisters on enter-
ing a ward in this hospital was to grasp a cup of water
from a nurse and baptize a dying soldier.

One Sister relates how she endeavored for a long time
to get a cot for a very sick patient who lay on the floor re-
clining on his carpet bag. She finally succeeded, and then
persuaded a convalescent soldier to convey the sick man
to the cot. The patient was unwilling to go without his
carpet bag and his boots, fearing they would be stolen if
he left them. He kept a watchful eye on them all the time,
and the Sister, understanding the reluctant movements of
the patient, took up the carpet bag in one hand and the
boots in the other and followed. The poor man was very
much struck with the humility and charity of the Sister,
and said:

“The soldiers wonder how the Sisters can work so
hard without pay.”

The Sister replied: “Our pay is in a coin more pre-
cious than gold; it is laid up in a country more desirable
than any that exists on this earth.”



CHAPTER XIII.

SOUTHERN BATTLEFIELDS.

A letter from Central Georgia begging for Sisters of Charity.—*Are they men
or women?" A cautious priest who took the good nurses for impos-
tors. The train crashes through a bridge.  The “ magic” lunch basket
and how it fed an unlimited number of Sisters and soldiers. The hospitals
at Marietta and Atlanta.

After the battle of Fredericksburg, in December,
1862, the Sisters who had been looking after the sick and
wounded in the hospitals near Richmond soon found their
labors reduced very materially.
The armies on both sides were be-
coming more accustomed to the
hardships of the camps, and as a
result there was less sickness in
the various regiments., There had
also been a cessation of battles in
the vicinity of Richmond, and as a

consequence there were no wound-
ed men to care for. The Sisters, feeling that their useful-
ness was at an end, called upon the officer in charge and
asked for passports in order that they might return
through the lines to their Emmittsburg home, The official
would not consent to their going away, claiming that he
knew they would be needed in other places in the near
future. This being the case, they remained.

(125)
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The next day a letter came from the military in Cen-
tral Georgia, begging for Sisters of Charity to be sent to
their hospital there. Five Sisters left for this place on
the night of February 24, 1863. A fierce battle had taken
place, rendering the services of the Sisters very necessary,
On the way, at many places where they stopped, there was
great curiosity at the sight of their peeculiar garb. Upon
ene occasion, having to wait two hours for a train, the curi-
ous bystanders examined the Sisters closely, saying:

“Who are they?’ “Are they men or women?’ “Oh,
what a strange uniform this company has adopted.” “Sure-
ly the enemy will run from them.”

Once or twice the crowd pushed roughly against the
Sisters, as though to see whether they were human beings
or not. A Sister spoke to a woman at the station, and
thereupon many in the crowd eclapped their hands and
shouted: ‘She spoke!she spoke!”

At one of the towns where the Sisters stopped they
did not know where to look for lodgings. Acting upon the
first impulse, they went to the Catholic pastor’s residence
and ingquired where they might be accommodated. The
cood old priest, strange as it may seem, had never seen
their costume before, and as every day had its impostures
to avoid, he was reserved and cautious, even unwilling to
direct them to any house. At last his pity got the better
of his prudence and he said slowly: “I will show you
where the Sisters of Merey live.” He took them there,
where the good Mother received them with open arms,
saying: “Oh, the dear Sisters of Charity. You are truly
welcome to my house.”

This lady had been kindly entertained some years be-
fore by the Sisters of Charity at Baltimore. The poor,
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abashed priest had kept near the door, fearing he had put
trouble on the good Sisters of Merey, but when he saw the
reception accorded the visitors he brightened up. Ap-
proaching one of the Sisters with outstretched hands, he
said: “Oh, ladies, make friends; I thought you were im-
postors.”

Continuing the journey, one night a ery suddenly went
up: “The cars have gone through the bridge and we are
in the river.” The greatest excitement prevailed in the
train. Passengers rushed to and fro, falling over one an-
other in their confusion. The Sisters had gone through so
many exciting scenes during the war that they had
learned the value of retaining their presence of mind in
such an emergency. They remained still and soon learned
that the accident had not oceurred to their train, but to
one coming in the opposite direction. Execept by the help
of torches very little could be done until daylicht. Two
of the Sisters, however, crossed to the other side of the
bridge and gave suitable attention to the sufferers, wash-
ing and binding their wounds, None were killed or in seri-
ous danger. By 12 o'clock the next day they reached a
town. No refreshments were to be had. The work of de-
vastation on the part of Sherman’s army had preceded
them. Fortunately a little basket of lunch, originally pre-
pared for five Sisters, offered some sustenance. The next
day the number of Sisters had increased to eleven and
several strangers also, with whom they shared their sup-
plies. At 9 o’clock the same evning a poor soldier near
them in the car said: “Oh, but I am hungry. I have not
had one erumb of food this day.”

Out came the magic basket and the sufferer was satis-
fied. Tmmediately others asked for food. The two follow-
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ing days the Sisters had the soldiers to supply besides
themselves, and yet the generous basket was true to all
demands. On the third day’s journey they reached their
field of labor. It was in the town of Marietta. A very fine
building had been prepared for hospital purposes, and the
whole place, with its wants and workings, was placed in
charge of the Sisters. Their trained hands soon reduced
everything to a system, and from that hour until its close

the affairs of the institution went like clockwork.

The Bisters were five weeks without having the op-
portunity or facilities for hearing Mass. Two Sisters at
last went to Atlanta, where there were two priests, and
begged that they might at least have Mass at Easter,
which was then approaching. This was agreed to, and not
only the Sisters, but many poor soldiers made their Easter
duty. An earnest appeal was also made for a chaplain,
and “headquarters” appointed one. Before he arrived,
however, orders were given to remove, as the enemy was
advancing. The Sisters had just received many wounded
soldiers, and these men grieved bitterly when the religious
left them. (1).

e —

{1). One of the nurees Who did splendid service in the South was
Sister Mary Gabriel. She was the daughter of the late Henry W.
and Barbara Kraft, of Philadelphia. When little more than a child
ghe entered the novitinte at Emmittsburg, Md., an action which
even then had been delayed a wear in deference to her father’s ex-
pregsed wish. At the end of two vears she was professed on the
Feast of the Nativity of the Blessed Virgin, 1842,

Her first mission was the Charity Hospital, New Orleans,
where she entered upun what proved 1o be a long life of devotion to
the poor sick. Soon after her arrival ehe contracted the dreaded
yellow fever while nursing stricken patients, and her life was de-
spaired of. She recovered, however, and was 2gain at the post of
danger in the plague-stricken city. During the war she labored among
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On the 24th of May, in response to an urgent appeal,
the Sisters reached Atlanta, where nearly all the houses
were filled with the sick and wounded. Only tents could
be raised for the SBisters. They had five hundred patients
in the tents at the start, and large numbers were added
daily. The Sisters were provided with a little log house,
containing two small rooms. The mice ran over them at
night and the rain was so constant through the day that
their umbrellas were always in their hands. Two of them
became very ill. The surgeon told them to keep in readi-
ness for a move, but the patients were =0 happy and doing
80 well under their care that he could not think of their
leaving at that time.

A poor man, badly wounded, had been very cross and
abusive towards the Sister who served him, but she in-
creased her kindness and on the surface did not seem to
understand his rudeness. At last he became very weak,
and one day when she was waiting on him she saw that
he was weeping. She said: “Have I pained you? I know
I am too rough. Pardon me this time and I will try to
spare you pain again, for I would rather legsen than aung-
men distress in this hour of misery.”

He burst into tears and said: “My heart is indeed
pained at my ingratitude towards vou, for I have received
nothing less than maternal care from you, and I have

the dying soldiers at Mobile and Holly Springs. Twice in later
years she visited I’hiladelphia, the second visit following retirement
from active duty. It was during this second visit and while she was
staying at St. Joseph's Hospital that she celebrated her golden
jubilee, Her superiors finding her so full of vigor and zeal, again
assigned her to active duty, and at her own request she was re-
turned to the Charity Hospital, New Orleans. This devoted Siater
passed to her rewnrd about the fall of 1896,
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received it in anger. Do pardon me. I declare I am
forced to respect your patience and charity. When I came
into this hospital and found that the Sisters were the
nurses my heart was filled with hatred. My mind was
filled with prejudice—a prejudice which 1 confess was
inherited from those nearest and dearest to me. I did
not believe that anything good could come from the Sis-
ters. But now I see my mistake all too clearly, and in see-
ing it I recognize the unintentional blackness of my own
heart. I have seen the Sisters in their true light, I see
their gentleness, their humility, their daily—aye, their
hourly sacrifices, their untiring work for others; in a word,
their great love for humanity. Forgive me if you can.”

This man soon after expired with the most edifying
gentiments upon his lips,

The Sisters were employed at Camp Dennison until
the hospitals there were systematized; then they went to
New Creek, Va., and Cumberland, Md. During Pope's
campaign they followed Sigel’'s corps in the ambulances.
After the battle of Stone River they went to Nashville
and took charge of Hospital 14, capable of accommodating
700 or 800 patients. The following document, written
on the occasion of the Sisters leaving Nashville, will show
the light in which they were regarded by the inmates of
the hospital. The paper was signed by two hundred and
thirty-six persons.

General Hospital No. 14, Nashville, Tenn., November, 1863.

To the Late Superior and Sisters of Charity in At-
tendance of Said Hospital:—The undersigned attaches
and patients in said hospital have learned with regret
that you contemplate leaving your present post of labor,
and the object of this is to express the hope that you may
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be induced to forego that intention, and kindly consent
to remain with us:

During your stay in the hospital you have been in-
deed sisters to all the patients, and your uniform kindness
to all has endeared you to all our hearts.

Should you leave us we can only say that wherever
you may go you will bear with you the soldier’s gratitude
and our earnest hope and prayer is that in whatever field
you may labor in future you may be as happy as you have
been kind and charitable to us, and may heaven’s choicest
blessings be showered upon you for yvour kindnesses to
the poor sick and and wounded soldier.

Private William N. Nelson, Nineteenth Mlinois Infantry,
writes that he was passing through the ward getting
signatures to the above petition when one poor fellow,
who was lying on the bed almost dead, aroused himselt
and said: “I want to sign that paper. I would sign it fifty
times if asked, for the Sisters have been to me as my
mother since I have been here, and I believe had I been
here before I would have been well long ago. DBut if the
Sisters leave I know I shall die. This is the feeling of
every sick soldier under the care of the Sisters.”

On May 2, 1863, General Joseph Hooker, who had
succeeded Burnside, fought General Lee at Chancellors-
ville, but was defeated. Lee followed up this victory by
crossing the Potomac at Harper’s Ferry, and marching
into Pennsylvania. The Union army under General Meade
advanced to meet him, and then came Gettysburg.



CHAPTER XIV.

GETTYSBURG.

Twelve Sisters depart for the battlefield from the Mother House at Emmitts-
burg. A white handkerchief on a stick serves as a flag of truce. An
open charnel house red with the blood of American manhood. The little
church in the town of Gettysburg filled with the sick and wounded. A
Sister saves the life of a helpless man. “1 belong to the Methodist
Church.”

What is now generally conceded to have been the
decisive battle of the Civil War was fought on the 1st, 2d
and 3d of July, 1863. It took place in and around Gettys-

burg, a town located only about ten
v 4w, miles north of Emmittsburg, the
-‘% r}” ».il mother house of the Sisters of Char-
L) ", ity. The Union army was under the
W\B control of General George G.
% Meade, and the Confederate forces
% under General Robert E. Lee. Over
140,000 men were engaged in that
bloody struggle, which lasted until the
evening of the third day. The contending armies by their
movements advanced more and more toward the Sisters’
house in Maryland. The scene of this historic battle
covered an area of over twenty-five square miles. The
soldiers were so close to the Sisters’ house that the build-
ings trembled from the fearful cannonading.
(132)
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On the morning of July 1, as the head of the One
Hundred and Seventh Regiment, Pennsylvania Volun-
teers, Second Division, First (Reynolds) Corps was ap-
proaching St. Joseph's Academy near Emmittsburg the
goldiers were greeted with a remarkable and impressive
gight. A long line of young girls led by several Sisters of
Charity took their position along the side of the road and
at a word from the Rister i charge all fell npon their
knees and with upturned faces toward the vaulted skies
earnestly praved for the spiritual and physical safety of
the men who were about to go into deadly battle. The
gight was at once solemn and inspiring in the extreme.
The roughest soldiers ofttimes have the tenderest hearts,
and this scene affected them more than they cared to
confess. In an instant the head of every soldier in the
line was bowed and bared, and remained so until the
prayer was finished. All instinctively felt that the pray-
ers of those self-sacrificing women and innocent children
would be answered. To many of the men it was a har-
binger of coming victory as certain as the sunshine that
smiled upon them on that beautiful July morning. The
scene was photographed upon the mind of many a veteran
and remained ever afterwards as one of the sweetest
memories of the war. (1)

The night of the third day the rain fell heavily, and
it continued raining all the next day. On SBunday morn-
ing immediately after Mass, Rev. James Francis Bur-
lando, with twelve Sisters, left Emmittsburg for the bat-
tlefield, taking refreshments, bandages, sponges and

(1). The accuracy of this story is vouched for by several persons
who were eye-witnesses of the incident. One of these was Major
Julm C. Delaney, now of Harrisburg, Pa.
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clothing, with the intention of doing all that was possible
for the suffering soldiers and then returning home the
next evening (2). The roads previous to the rain had been
in a bad condifion and the two armies had passed over
them with difficulty. But with the mighty rain the mud
became so thick that they were almost impassable. The
subdued Southerners having retired, their thousands of
dead and wounded were left on the field and in the barns
and farmhouses in the vicinity. Scouts of the North were
stationed here and there, prepared to meet and cope with
any eleventh hour surprises. One of these bands seeing
the Sisters’' carriages was about to fire on them, thinking
they were the ambulances of the enemy. The Sisters had
reached a double blockade of zigzag fence thrown across
the road for defensive purposes. The visitors wondered
whether they dare go around it by turning into the fields,
for in the distance they saw soldiers, half hidden in the
woods, watching them. Father Burlando put a white
handkerchief on a stick and holding it high in the air,
walked towards them, while the Sisters alighted and
walked about, so that the concealed soldiers might see
their white head-dress, known as cornettes. The men
viewed the priest sharply, for they had resolved to refuse
to recognize a flag of truce if it were offered, but the
sight of the cornettes reassured them. They mef the
priest and, learning his mission, sent an escort with him
to open a passage for the Sisters through the fields. The
meek messengers of peace and charity soon came in sight
of the ravages of grim war.

(2). Father Burlando was a notable member of the Congrega-
tion of the Missions, commonly knows as Lazarists Fathers, A
gketeh of his useful career will be found in appendix vii at the end
of this volume,
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It was a sight that once seen was not soon to be
forgotten. Thousands of guns and swords, representing
the weapons of the living, the wounded and the dead,
lay scattered about. The downpour from heaven had
filled the roads with water, but on this awful battlefield
it was red with real blood. The night before the unpity-
ing stars shone down upon the stark forms of the flower
of American manhood. Hundreds of magnificent horses—
man’s best friend to the end—had breathed their last
and lay by the sides of their dead masters. Silent senti-
nels upon horseback, as motionless almost as the dead
about them, sat guarding this gruesome open-air charnel.

With the first streak of gray dawn the work of inter-
ment had begun. Bands of soldiers were engaged in
digging graves and others were busy carrying the bodies
to them. There was no attempt at system. Vast excava-
tions were made and as many bodies as possible placed
in them. The dead were generally buried where they
fell. In omne trench at the foot of the slope known as
Culp's Hill sixty Confederates were buried. In that
three days’ fight 2834 Union soldiers were killed and
14492 wounded. On the Confederate side there were
5500 killed and 21,500 wounded. Thousands of the slightly
wounded cared for themselves without the assistance of
either doctor or nurses. Thousands of others were ship-
ped to the Satterlee Hospital, in West Philadelphia,
where their wants were looked after by the Sisters of
Charity in that institution. The remainder were forced
to remain in Gettysburg.

This was the condition of things that confronted the
brave Sisters as they rode over the battlefield on that
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scorching July day. Frightful as it may seem, their
carriage wheels actually rolled through blood. At times
the horses could scarcely be induced to proceed on ac-
count of the ghastly objects in front of them. The sight of
bodies piled two and three high caused the animals to
rear up on their hind legs and kick over the traces in a
most uncomfortable manner. In the midst of the sicken-
ing scenes the Sisters discovered one little group sitting
about an improvised fire trying to cook some meat. The
carriage was directed to this point and here again Father
Burlando informed the soldiers of his errand. The offi-
cers seemed well pleased and told the Sisters to go into
the town of Gettysburg, where they would find sufficient
employment for their zealous charity. Every large build-
ing in Gettysburg was being filled as fast as the wounded
men could be carried in. Within and around the city one
bundred and thirteen hospitals were in operation, be-
sides those located in private houses. On reaching Get-
tysburg the Sisters were shown to the hospital, where
they distributed their little stores and did all they could
to relieve and console the wounded soldiers.

Two of the Sisters returned to Emmittsburg that
same evening with Father Burlando, for the purpose of
sending additional nurses to relieve those already on the
eround. On arriving at the first hospital the surgeon in
charge took the Sisters to the ladies who had been at-
tending there and said to them: “Ladies, here are the
Sisters of Charity come to serve our wounded; they will
give all the directions here; you are only required to ob-
gerve them.” Those addressed cheerfully bowed their
assent.
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The soldiers seemed to think that the presence of
the Sisters softened their anguish. One Sister was giving
a drink to a poor dying man with a teaspoon. It was
slow work and a gentleman who entered unobserved ai
the time stood near by without speaking for some mo-
ments. This gentleman was from a distance and was
in search of the very person the Sister was serving. Stand-
ing a moment in silence, he exclaimed in a loud voice:
“May God bless the Sisters of Charity,” and repeated it
emphatically, adding: “I am a Protestant, but may God
bless the Bisters of Charity.”

The Catholic Church in Gettysburg was filled with
sick and wounded. The stations of the eross hung around
the walls, with a very large oil painting of Bt. Francis
Xavier holding in his hand a crucifix. The first man put
in the sanctuary was baptized, expressing truly Christian
sentiments. His pain was excruciating and when gyn.
pathy was offered him he said: “Oh, what are the pains I
suffer compared with those of my Redeemer.” Thus dis-
posed he died. The soldiers lay on the pew seats, under
them and in every aisle. They were also in the sanctu-
ary and in the gallery, so close together that there was
scarcely room to move about. Many of them lay in their
own blood and the water used for bathing their wounds,
but no word of complaint escaped from their lips. Others
were dying with lockjaw, making it very difficult to ad-
minister drinks and nourishment. Numbers of the men
had their wounds dressed for the first time by the Sis-
ters, surgeons at that juncture being few in number.
When the Sisters entered in the morning it was no un-
common thing to hear the men ery out: “Oh, come, please
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dress my wound,” and “Oh, come to me next.” To all the
pain suffered by the soldiers was added the deprivations
of home friends and home comforts, which in such times
come so0 vividly to the mind.

Four of the Sisters attended the sick in the Tran-
sylvania College building, which for the time being was
used as a prison for about six hundred Confederate sol-
diers. The Sisters dressed their wounds as in other cases.
Every morning when they returned, eight or ten dead
bodies lay at the entrance of the college awaiting inter-
ment. Two youths lay in an outstretched blanket and a
little ditch two inches deep was around the earth they
lay upon, to prevent the rain from running under them.

There was quite a sensational scene in this prison
one morning. One of the Sisters hearing a great noise
among the patients looked to see the cause. She discov-
ered a group of men with guns aimed at one poor, help-
less man. There had been a quarrel, and no one attempt-
ed to stop the strife. The Sister promptly and with no
thought of personal danger hurried over to the group ana
placed her hand on the shoulder of the prospective corpse.
Then she pushed him back into the surgeon’s room, hold-
ing her other arm out to hinder the men from pursuing
him. There was a dead silence. The poor man was put
safely inside the doctor’s room and his tormentors retired
without a word, quietly putting away their guns. The
silence continued for some time. The Sister placidly re-
sumed her duties in the mess room.

Presently the doctor came to her and said: “Sister,
you have surprised me. I shall never forget what I have
witnessed. I saw their anger and heard the excitement,
but feared that my presence would inerease it. T did
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not know what to do, but you came and everything was
all right. Indeed, this will never die in my memory.”

“Well,” replied the Sister calmly, “what did I do more
than any other person would have done? You know they
were ashamed to resist a woman.”

“A woman!” exclaimed the doctor; “why, all the
women in Gettysburg could not have effected what you
have. No one but a Sister of Charity could have done
this. Truly it would have been well if a company of Sis-
ters of Charity had been in the war, for then it might not
have continued so long.”

One young man after being baptized requested the
Sister to stay with him until he died. He prayed fer-
vently until the last breath, and almost his final words
were: “Oh, Lord, bless the Bisters of Cbarity.,” This
brought a crowd around him, as his bed was on the floor.
The Bister was kneeling by him and continued to pray
for him until the last; then she closed his mouth and
bandaged his face with a towel, in the usual manner. They
who stood near said one to another: “Was this man her
relative ?”

“No,” was the reply; “but she is a Sister of Charity.”

“Well,” said one of the company, “I have often heard
of the Sisters of Charity, and I can now testify that they
have been properly named.”

The surgeon remarked to the religious: “Sisters, you
must be more punctual at your repast. T see you are often
here until 4 o’clock in the afternoon without your dinner,
working for others with a two-fold strength. Where it
comes from I do not know—forgetting no one but your-

selves. You should, however, try to preserve your own
health.”
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A Protestant gentleman remarked to one of the
Sisters that “the Sisters of Cbarity have done more for
religion during the war than has ever been done in this
country before.”

Both the Catholic church and the Methodist church
in Gettysburg were used for hospital purposes. One day
a Sister from the Catholic church had ordered her sup-
plies, as usual, from the sanitary store. Soon after this a
Sister who was nursing the sick in the Methodist church
called at the store and as she was about to leave the mer-
chant said:

“Where are these articles to be sent? I believe that
you belong to the Catholic church.”

“No, sir,” replied the Sister, with a barely suppressed
smile. “I belong to the Methodist church. Send the goods
there.”

After the more severely wounded had been removed
by friends, or had died, the officers began directing the
work of transferring the remaining patients from the
town hospital to a wood of tents, called the general hos-
pital.

A Bister was passing through the streets of Gettys-
burg about this time when a Protestant chaplain, running
several squares to overtake her, said:

“I see Sisters of Charity everywhere but in our gen-
eral hospital. Why are they not there?”

The Sister told him that when the wounded men had
been removed none of the surgeons or officers had asked
them to go there or they would have gone willingly.

“Well,” he said, “I will go immediately to the provost
and ask him to have you sent there, I feel sure that he
needs you there.”



GETTYSBURG. 141

In going over the field encampment one of the Sis-
ters was pleased and saddened to find her own brother,
whom she had not seen for nine years. He had been
wounded in the chest and ankle and was in one of the
hospitals in the town. The meeting under such ecircum-
stances was an affecting one. Both were devoted, loyal
souls, each doing duty earnestly according to his or her
knowledge of the right. Through the kindness of the
officer of the day the wounded man was permitted to be
removed to the hospital where his sister was in charge,

A few days after the battle of Gettysburg Father
Burlando wrote a letter to one of his reverend colleagues
in Maryland. Some of the facts mentioned in tkis docu-
ment have already been told in this chapter, but the fact
that it was written while the echoes of that famous fight
were still fresh makes it of unusual interest. It is as
follows:

Emmitsburg, July 8, 1863.

Rev. and Dear Sir:—You have been informed with-
out doubt by the papers that we have been visited by
the Army of the Potomac, and that very near us has
been fought a terrible battle, the most bloody since the
secession., St. Joseph has well taken care of hiz house,
and St. Vincent of his daughters; we have not been trou-
bled, or at least we have escaped with the slight loss of
a little forage and some wooden palings, which have
gerved for the wants of a portion of the army.

The evening of the 27Tth of June the troops com-
menced to appear upon a small hill a little distance from
St. Joseph's. Regiment after regiment, division after
division, all advanced with artillery and cavalry, and
taking possession of all the heights encamped in order
of battle. The 28th, 29th and 30th we were completely
surrounded. General Howard and his suite took pos-
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gession of our house in Emmitsburg; General Schultz and
his suite were close to St. Joseph's, in the house which
gerved some time since for an orphanage; the other
Generals took quarters in different houses along the line
of army.

For the protection of St. Joseph’s General Schultz
gave orders that guards should be posted in its environs,
and General Howard did the same for our little place in

Emmittsburg. A great number of officers asked permis-
sion to visit the house, and all conducted themselves with

courtesy, expressing gratitude for the services rendered
the soldiers in military hospitals by the Sisters.

On Monday this portion of the army departed, and
was replaced by another not less numerous, which ranged
itself in line of battle as the first. A colonel of artillery,
Mr. Latrobiere, with other officers quartered in the or-
phanage; he also visited the Institution. The Sisters dis-
tributed bread, milk and coffee.

On the 1st of July the battle commenced about seven

miles from Emmittsburg. Whilst the booming of the can-
non announced that God was punishing the iniquities ot

man our Sisters were in church praying and imploring
merecy for all mankind.

On Sunday I accompanied eight Sisters bearing medi-
caments and provisions for the wounded. At the dis-
tance of six miles we were stopped by a barricade, and
at about three hundred yards there was another to inter-
cept all communication. At the second was stationed a
company of Federal soldiers, who perceived us from afar.
I descended from the carriage, and raising a white hand-
kerchief advanced to the second barricade, and announced
the purpose of our errand. Immediately several soldiers
were sent to open the way, and the two vehicles continued
their route without danger. At some distance we found
ourselves again in face of another barricade, which com-
pelled us to make a long circuit. Behold us at last upon
the scenesg of combat—what a frightful spectacle! Ruins
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of burned houses; the dead of both armies lying here and
there; numbers of dead horses; thousands of guns, swords,
vehicles, wheels, projectiles of all dimensions, coverings,
hats, habiliments of all color, covered the fields and the
road. We made circuits to avoid passing over dead bodies;
horses, terrified, recoiled or sprang from one side to the
other. The further we advanced the more abundant were
the evidences presented of a terrible combat, and tears
could not be restrained in the presence of these objects
of horror. At last we halted in the village of Gettysburg.
There was found a good portion of the Federal army in
possession of the field of battle. The inhabitants had but
just issued from the cellars wherein they had sought
safety during the engagement. Terror was still painted
upon their countenances. All was in confusion, each
temple, each house, the Catholic church, the Court House,
the Protestant Seminary were filled with wounded, and
still there were many thousands extended upon the field
of battle nearly without succor. I placed two of our Sis-
ters in each one of the three largest improvised hospitals,
offered some further consolations to the wounded and then
returned to St. Joseph's.

The next day I started with more Sisters and a re-
inforcement of provisions. Meanwhile provisions had
been sent by the Government, and the poor wounded sue-
cored, and the inhabitants having recovered from their
terror have given assistance to thousands of suffering and
dying. Eleven Sisters were now employed in this town
transformed into a hospital. We shall send some Sisters
and necessaries to-morrow if possible. Whilst I write
you the sound of cannonading re-echoes from the South-
west, where another engagement takes place. My God,
when will you give peace to our unhappy country?

Yours, BURLANDO.



CHAPTER XV.

SATTERLEE HOSPITAL.

A sketch of the remarkable labors of Sister Mary Gonzaga and her work as
the executive head of a hospital where so,000 sick and wounded soldiers
were cared for. The chaplain kept bust preparing men for death. Bishop
Wood visits the hospital and administers the sacrament of confirmation.
A soldier who was saved from the stocks. A veteran's tribute.

As stated in the previous chapter many car-loads of
wounded soldiers were conveyed from Gettysburg to the
Satterlee Hospital in Philadelphia. Sister Mary Gonzaga,
who was in charge of this in-
stitution, deserves special
mention in connection with
her work during the war. If
nobility of character, earnest-
ness and purity of purpose,
great natural executive abil-
ity, together with unaffected
piety and humility tell for
anything, this Sister will rank high in the bright galaxy
of self-sacrificing women whose lives have illumined the
history of Catholic Sistershoods in the United States.
Celebrating her golden jubilee, April 12, 1877, she could
even then look back over a series of years in the course
of which she has been school teacher, nurse, Mother Su-

SISTER GONZAGA.

(1). The interesting event took place on April 12, 1877,
(144)
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perior, head of a large orphan asylum and the executive
of a great military hospital, where nearly 50,000 sick
and wounded soldiers received the self-sacrificing atten-
tion of a staff of sixty or seventy Sisters of Charity.
Rister Gonzaga, just before her death, was credited
with being the oldest living Sister of Charity in the
United States. She spent the tranquil evening of a
busy and eventful life as the Mother Emeritus of St.
Joseph’s Orphan Asylum, one of the magnificent char-
ities of the City of Brotherly Love.

This venerable woman’s name in the world was Mary
Agnes Grace, She came from a respected Baltimore fam-
ily, being born in that city in 1812. She was baptized in
St. Patrick’s Church, and there and in a Christian home
received her preliminary religious training. In Decem-
ber, 1823, she was sent to St. Joseph's Academy, Emmits-
burg, Md., where she proved to be a most diligent pupil.
The four years she spent in this institution helped to
make that certain foundation upon which her subsequent
successful career was built. She had early conceived the
idea of retiring from the world and devoting her life en-
tirely to the service of God. Aeccordingly, on March 11,
1827, she was received into the community of the Sisters
of Charity of St. Vincent de Paul. In April, 1828, in
company with two other Sisters, she opened a school in
Harrisburg. On the 25th of March, 1830 she made her
holy vows.

In May, 1830, Sister Gonzaga was sent to Philadel-
phia to 8t. Joseph’s Orphan Asylum, with which her fu-
ture was to be so intimately connected. The Asylum at
that time was situated on Sixth street, near Spruce,
adjoining Holy Trinity Church. On October 24, 1836, the
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institution was removed to the site of the present asylum
at the southwest corner of Seventh and Spruce streets.
Four Sisters and fifty-one children comprised the popula-
tion then. The Sisters were Sister Petronilla, Sister
Theodosia, Sister Mary John and Sister Mary Gonzaga.
Sister Petronilla died on August 3, 1843, sincerely mourn-
ed, and was succeeded by Sister Gonzaga, who remained
in charge until October, 1844, Here she went on with her
good work, placid and calm in the midst of the worrying
turbulence of anti-Catholic bitterness and persecution,
which at times threatened the lives of innocent women
and children. In the latter part of 1844 she was sent to
Donaldsonville, La., as assistant in the Novitiate, which
al that time was for the purpose of graduating Southern
postulants.

In the following year Sister Gonzaga was transferred
to New Orleans. On March 19, 1851, she returned to St
Joseph’s Asylum in Philadelphia to re-assume her former
charge. In 1855 she was sent in an administrative capac-
ity to the mother house of the Order in France, where
she remained for a year, obtaining and imparting much
valuable information regarding the work and duties of
Sisters. In May, 1856. she returned to the United States,
going to St. Joseph’s, Emmittsburg where she filled the
office of Procuratrix. In January, 1857, she returned to
Philadelphia, taking charge of her old love, St. Joseph's
Asylum, for the third time.

The beginning of the Civil War a few years later was
to mark one of the most eventful epochs in the career
of Sister Gonzaga, and to develop extraordinary gifts and
qualities of administration. The Satterlee Military Hos-
pital was established in Philadelphia. Dr. Walter F. At-
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lee, an honored physician of the Quaker City, felt that
the interests of the Government and of the soldiers would
be benefited if the Sisters of Charity were installed as
nurses in the army hospital. He had several interviews
with Surgeon-General Hammond and with the Secretary
of War, Edwin M. Stanton. As a result of this the Sis-
ters of Charity were invited to assume charge. On June 9,
1862, Sister Gonzaga, accompanied by 40 Sisters, assem-
bled from all parts of the United States, entered upon
the duties in the hospital. It is difficult to estimate the
good work done by the Sisters during the period they
spent in this place, which has been aptly styled the
“shadow of the valley of death.” In those three momentous
years the Sisters nursed and cared for upwards of 50,000
soldiers. Only those who have had the care of the sick
can begin to estimate the amount of ceaseless labor and
patience involved in such a vast undertaking. The sick
and wounded comprised both Union and Confederate sol-
diers. The gentleness of the Sisters soon endeared them to
all under their charge.

In securing the necessary number of Sisters a requisi-
tion was made by Surgeon-General Hammond for twenty-
five from the mother house at Emmittsburg. They were
sent to Philadelphia at once to take their places in
the new hospital. To quote one of the Sisters,
the place was so0 large that ‘“they could
scarcely find the entrance.” The workmen about the
grounds looked at the Sisters in amazement, thinking per-
haps that they belonged to some flying artillery. At 12
o'clock they repaired to the kitchen for dinner, and by the
time this meal was finished they found plenty of work had
been planned for them. One hundred and fifty men who

9



148 ANGELS OF THE BATTLEFIELD.

had been brought in were in the wards. All of the Sis-
ters went to work and prepared nourishment for the men,
most of whom looked at them in astonishment, not know-
ing what kind of persons they might be, but among the
number was a French soldier named Pierre, who imme-
diately recognized the garb of the “Dauvghters of Charity.”
In a short time the number of patients was increased to

nine hundred.
On the 16th of August over fifteen hundred of the

gick and wounded were brought to the hospital, most
of them from the Battle of Bull Run or Manassas. Many
had died on the way from sheer exhaustion, others were
in a dying state, so that the chaplain was kept busy in
preparing the men for death. The wards being now
crowded, tents were erected in the yard to accommodate
over one thousand patients, for the Sisters at that time
had not less than forty-five hundred in the hospital. When
they first went to Satterlee their quarters were very lim-
ited, congisting of one small room, about seven feet square,
which served as a chapel. Another, somewhat larger,
answered the purpose of a dormitory by night and com-
munity room by day. Dr. Hayes soon supplied four more
rooms, one of which was for a chapel. The soldiers, who
were very much interested, took up a collection among
themselves and gave the money to the Sisters, requesting
them to purchase ornaments or whatever was needed for
the chapel. They did so at different times until they
finally had a good supply of everything that was neces-
gary. They even secured new seats and sanctuary car-
pet. The men stipulated that when the hospital was
closed the Sisters should take everything for the
orphans.

In April, 1863, Rt. Rev. Bishop Wood administered
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the sacrament of Confirmation in the little chapel to
thirty-one soldiers, most of whom were converts and
two of whom were over 40 years of age. In
February, 1864, forty-four others received the
sacrament of Confirmation. One man was unable
to leave his bed, and the Bishop was Kkind
enough to go to the ward in his robes to confirm the man.
After the ceremony the prelate distributed little gouvenirs
of his vigit and then asked the Catholics who were present
to approach the railing of the altar. To his great aston-
ishment as well as satisfaction all in the chapel came for-
ward. He gave a little exhortation and then dismissed
them. Mass was said at 6 o'clock in the morning, and
many of the patients were in the chapel at half-past four,
in order to secure seats. This was generally the case on
great festivals, although some of the crippled men had
to be carried in the arms of their comrades. At 3 o’clock
on Sundays and festivals Vespers were sung in the chapel,
in which the patients felt quite privileged to join. In Lent
they had the Way of the Cross, and in May the devotions
of the month of Mary. The chapel was always erowded
at these times. The soldiers took great delight in decora-
ting the chapel at Christmas with green houghs, festooned
with roses; indeed, it always gave them great pleasure to
help the Sisters in any kind of work, and they often inter-
fered when they found their kind nnrses engaged in la-
borions duties. In May, 1864, a Jubilee was celebrated at
the hospital with great success.

Cases of smallpox had occurred in the hospital from
time to time, but the patients were removed as soon as
possible to the smallpox hospital, which was some miles
from the city. The poor men were very much distressed
because they were compelled to leave the Sisters. Tt was
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heartrending when the ambulances came to hear the
men begging to be lefl at Satterlee, even if they were en-
tirely alone, provided the Sisters were near them. The Sis-
ters offered their services several times to attend these
poor men, but were told that the Government had ordered
them away to prevent the contagion from spreading. At
last the surgeon in charge obtained permission to keep
the smallpox patients in a camp some distance from the
hospital. The tents were made very comfortable, with
good large stoves to heat them. The next thing was to
have the Sisters in readiness in case their services should
be required. Every Sister was courageous and generous
enough to offer her services, but it was thought prudent
to accept one who had had the disease. From November,
1864, until May, 1865, there were upwards of ninety cases.
About nine or ten of these died. Two of the men had the
black smallpox, and were baptized before they expired.
The Sisters had entire charge of the poor sufferers, as
the physicians seldom paid them a visit, permitting the
Sisters to do anything they thought proper for them. They
were much benefited and avoided being marked by drink-
ing freely of tea made of “pitcher plant.” The patients
seemed to think the Sisters were not like other human
beings, or they would not attend to such loathsome and
contagious diseases.

One day a Sister was advising an application for a
man who had been poisoned in the face. He would not see
the doctor because, he said, he did not do him any good.
The Sister told him that the remedy she advised had cured
a Sister who was poisoned. The man looked astonished
and said: “A Sister?” She answered, “Yes” “Why,” he
said, “I did not know that Sisters ever got anything like
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that.” She told him that they were human beings and
liable to take diseases as well as anyone else. “But I be-
lieve they are not,” he said, “for the boys often say they
must be different from anyone else, or from other people,
for they never get sick and they do for us what no other
person would do. They are not afraid of the fever, small-
pox or anything else.” The men had more confidence in
the Sisters’ treatment than in that of the physicians’. The
doctors themselves acknowledged that they weculd have
lost more of their patients had it not been for the Sisters’
watchful care and knowledge of medicine.

One occurrence will show the good feeling of the men
towards the Sisters. One of the convalescent patients had
been in town on a furlough, and while there had indulged
too freely in liguor. On his return he went quietly to
bed. A sister, not knowing this, went with his medicine
as usual and touched his bedeclothes to arouse him. The
poor man, being stupid and sleepy, thought his comrades
were teasing him, and lifting up his arm gave a terrific
blow, sending the Sister and medicine across the room.
Several of the convalescent patients seized their comrade
by the collar, and would surely have choked him to death
if the Sister had not compelled them to desist. However,
he was soon reported by the men and sent under an es-
cort to the guard house, where stocks were prepared for
him,

Nothing could be done for his release, as the surgeon
in charge was absent. As soon as that official returned
the Bister begged that the poor man might return to his
ward and be also free from all other punishment, as well
as from imprisonment in the guard house, The surgeon
complied with the Sister’s request, but in order to make
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a strong impression on the soldier he dispatched an order
to all the wards, which was read at roll call, as follows:
“This man was released only by the earnest entreaty of
the Sisters; otherwise he would have been punished with
the utmost severity.” When the poor man came to him-
self and learned what he had done he begged a thousand
pardons and promised never to take liquor again.

The following notes from the diaries of the Sisters are
of interest:

“From our taking charge of the hospital, June the
9th, 1862, until we left it, on August 3, 1865, ninety-one
Sisters had been on duty there. The war being over in
April, 1865, the Government only desired our services after
that until the convalescents could obtain their discharge.
The physicians, however, requested us to remain until
all the sick were removed to the Soldiers’ Home, or re-
turned to their own homes. I am happy to be able to
state that during our whole sojourn at Satterlee Hospital
there never was an unpleasant word between the physi-
cians or officers and the Sisters. The eve of our depart-
ure the executive officer said to me: “Sister, allow me
to ask you a question. Has there ever been any misun-
derstanding or dissatisfaction between the officers and
the Sisters since you came to this hospital?” I answered:
‘Not at all” “Well, he said, ‘I will tell you why I asked.
The other evening we were at a party. The conversation
turned on the Sisters in the hospitals, and I said there
had never been a falling out between us at Satterlee—
that we were all on the same good terms as on the first
day we met. Some of the city hospital doctors said they
did not believe that forty women could live together with-
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out disputing, much less that they could be among
such a number of men without it/

“Among the soldiers, who were of many nations,
there was a large number of Indians. In Ward 20 there
was a young Indian names James Wise, who was far
gone in consumption. The doctors thought he could nof
live very many days. A Sister sent for Charles Corbin, an-
other Indian, who was in Ward U, to speak to him of his
condition. Charley was a well-instructed Catholic, and
understood the French language, through which he com-
municated to Sister the dispositions of the poor sufferer,
who did not know that he had a soul, or that there was
a God. In faet, to use Charley’s own words, ‘he was a
perfect savage” He would not listen to anything Charley
had to say, either in regard to the existence of a God or
the immortality of the soul. On leaving him for the night
Charley told Sister what little hope there was of his
conversion. But how mysterious are the ways of God!
On his return next morning he found him with very
different dispositions. The poor, sick one had had a
dream, which he relates as follows: He had thought he
gsaw our Lord coming toward him with a priest ready
to baptize him, thinking he was an infant and heaven
was open to receive him. This he described to Charley
as minutely as if he had seen the priest in reality, at
the same time requesting him to bring him to the chapel
to be baptized. The next time Father McGrane came
to say Mass Charley brought his ‘poor little savage,’ as
he still called him, although he was almost too weak to
walk, to the chapel. Here there followed a scene which
I must describe. Three interpretations were needed in
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order to perform the ceremonies of administering the
Sacrament of Baptism. First Charley, who understood
the Indian language, interpreted it to Sister in French;
then Sister translated the French into English for Father
McGrane, who thus learned the desire of the ‘little sav-
age,” the third in the circle. He lingered for two weeks
after his baptism and was interred in Cathedral Ceme-
tery. Since his death Charley has often expressed the
wish to be one day as happy as he believes him to be.
May he rest in peace.

“September 27.—Quite an excitement was created
about 2 o'clock on the 27th of September, caused by the
visit of Generals Sigel and Hammond. The former lost
a leg in one of the late battles of Gettysburg and has been
since that time under the care of the Sisters in Washing-
ton. He is now able to go about on crutches. Dr. Hayes,
with the principal surgeons, accompanied them in walk-
ing the circuit of the hospital. The patients, who were
all eager to see once more their good old generals, who
had stood by them so valiantly in the terrible engage-
ment, came out of the wards as best they could, many
of them also on crutches, and crowded in the corridors
to cheer and welcome them as they pasesd along. One
poor young lad, who was very sick, who RSister thought
would feel the privation of not being able to see them,
I'E]JiE-ﬂ to her words of comsolation: ‘Do not feel sorry on
my account. I would any time rather see a Sister than
a general, for it was a Sister who came to see me when
I was unable to help myself, in an old barn near Gettys-
burg. She dressed my wounds and gave me drink, and
took care of me until I came here” The poor boy is a
Protestant, and never saw a Sister before that time.
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“Thanksgiving Day.—Quite an interesting little party
assembled in the laundry yesterday evening. The poor
laundresses have been so very generous for some time
past that Sister N. consented to let them have a little
party as soon as Sister Gonzaga would return from St.
Joseph's, where she had been for the last two weeks,
They came quite early yesterday morning and hastened
to finish all their work by noon; then washed and dressed
in all their finery, which they had brought with them
for the occasion. =Sister N. arranged the tables, which
were covered with snow white cloths, upon which were
placed cakes, preserves, apples, candies, ete. In the
centre and at each end of the tables were placed hand-
some bunches of flowers. The pitchers looked like silver
and the knives and forks looked as if they had never been
used. The tea set was white—in fine, everything looked
nice, and our poor washwomen were delighted. At 4
o’clock Rister N. informed them that everything was in
readiness, and sent for Sister Gonzaga, who opened the
afternoon with a few remarks. The doctor, whose duty
it is to prescribe for them, was present. Two of the
patients who have violins had been previously requested
to come and play for them, and they, with the exception
of two or three small boys, were the only men present.
They danced until nearly 7 o’clock. The old women gave
us Irish jigs and reels to perfection, while the younger
ones danced cotillons. There was not a loud or unbe-
coming word spoken during the whole evening, and
they acted as nicely as might be expected from a better
class. They all seemed well pleased, and expressed theip
thanks to the Sisters for honoring them with their pres-
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ence, Sister Gonzaga said grace for them before taking
their places at supper, and afterward make a few pleasant
remarks, to which they listened with the greatest re-
spect. The doctors then took their leave, after having
expressed their thanks to the Sisters for having allowed
them the favor of being present, which they considered
a great compliment. After supper one of the girls, in
the name of all, presented Sister Gonzaga with a large
cake, nicely frosted. She was obliged to accept it, else
she would have wounded their feelings. They then bade
us good night at a quarter to 8, and returned to their
humble homes, well pleased with their evening’s enter-
tainment. T must not omit to tell you that they defrayed
the expense of all the refreshments themselves. Rach
one contributed a little beforehand, for, of course, they
knew they could not have had it in any other way.”

The hospital was one of the largest in the country,
and everything was arranged on a generous scale. It was
not the cause of any wonder, therefore, when the wounded
were brought in by the carloads. Sister Gonzaga al-
ways recalled two events in the history of the institution
with particular distinctness; the first was after the battle
of Bull Run and the second the day following the battle
of Gettysburg. After the battle of Bull Run the soldiers
were brought to the hospitals by the hundreds. The time
of the battle of Gettysburg there was a terrible period of
suspense for the people of Philadelphia. They only knew
in a general sort of way that a battle was taking place
perhaps somewhere in the neighborhood of the State
Capital,but they had no information regarding the result,
or who was the victor or vanquished. The earliest infor-
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mation came with the first consignment of wounded sol-
diers to the Saiterlee Hospital. The sick and wounded
from the blood-stained field of Gettysburg did not come
by the dozen or by the carload or by the hundred, but
by the thousands. One careful estimate puts the number
at four thousand. Such an emergency as this naturally
tested the capacity of the women in charge, but Sister
Gonzaga came through the ordeal with flying colors. The
surgeon in chief of the hospital was Dr. Isaac Hayes, who
achieved much fame by his connection with the celebrated
Kane Arctic exploring expedition, and who afterwards
headed an expedition of his own. The wards of the hus-
pital were very commodious and comfortable, each one
accommodating at least seventy-five beds.

Dr. Hayes was as a kind father to the Sisters, con-
sulting them upon everything that would contribute to
their comfort and happiness. Through the kind offices
of Dr. Hayes and Dr. Atlee they secured a chaplain, Father
Crane, who said Mass for them once a week. In the early
part of the war many of the wounded soldiers were taken
to St. Joseph’s Hospital, where Sister Hillary was in
charge. The hospital was then located in a dwelling
house on Girard avenue, between Sixteenth and Seven-
teenth street. After the battle of Bull Run about sixty
goldiers were cared for at St. Joseph’s Hospital. At the
game time St. Teresa’s Church, of which the venerable
Hugh Lane is pastor, was temporarily used as a hospital
for wounded soldiers. The Sisters from Emmittsburg, as
detailed in the previous chapter, did much good service
after the fight at Gettysburg, going directly from their
mother house in Maryland to the scene of the battle,

There is an old and very rare print of the Satterlee
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Hospital still in existence. From this valuable documen-
tary evidence it is clear that the hospital occupied many
acres of ground. In order to reach the building it was
necessary to cross a bridge in the vicinity of South street.
In crossing this at the time the hospital was opened the
carriage containing a number of Sisters broke down and
they were compelled to walk the remainder of the distance,

During all the time of the war Sister Gonzaga re-
mained in charge of St. Joseph’s Asylum, which she
visited at regular intervals. At the close of the war she
returned to give her whole time to the Asylum; the other
Sisters returning to their various missions.

Sister Gonzaga has had frequent visits from grateful
soldiers who were nursed back to life through her Chris-
tian devotion. One who heard of her serious illness a
few years ago called, and then, as the outpouring of a
grateful heart, sent the following letter to the Philadel-
phia Evening Star as “A soldier’s tribute to the noble
work of Mother Gonzaga during the war:”

“In your valuable paper dated yesterday the an-
nouncement was made that Mother Gonzaga, in charge
of St. Joseph’s Orphan Asylum, southwest corner of Sev-
enth and Spruce streets, was lying dangerously ill. In
reciting her many acts of charity for the young orphans
under her care and protection, victims of epidemies, ete.,
during the many years of her life, you were not aware
that the short notice touched a tender chord of affection
in the breast of many a veteran of the late war.

“Mother Gonzaga was a mother of sixty thousand
soldiers, as patients under treatment in Satterlee United
States Army Hospital, Forty-fourth and Pine streets,
from 1862 until 1865. Those who were under her care,
no matter of what religion or creed, when they received
the midnight visits of Mother Gonzaga, her silent steps
after ‘taps’ and by the dim gaslight, will recognize her
familiar countenance surrounded by that white-winged
hood or cowl, just bending her form to hear the faint
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breath or whisper of some fever patient or some restless
one throwing off the bed clothes; she kindly tucking
them in around his body as a mother would a child; then
a visit to the dying to give them expressions of comfort.
Those who recall these scenes I say think of her truly
as an angel of peace and sweetness.

“Administering medicine when required, loosening
a bandage or replacing the same, watching a case of a
sufferer in delirinm-—at all times annoying to those near
him—was her daily duty. To see her aiways calm, al-
ways ready, with modesty and fidelity, faithfully per-
forming a Christian duty as an administering angel
when physicians, surgeons, friends and all human aid
had failed, was a beautiful sight. No poet could de-
seribe, no artist could faithfully portray on canvas the
scenes at the deathbed of a soldier, that would convey
to those not having witnessed them the solemnity of the
quiet kneeling, the silent prayer, a murmur faintly heard
as a whisper, a Sister of Charity paying her devotion to
Him on high, and consigning the spirit of the dying sol-
dier to His care.

“As one of many thousands under her care I shall
always think of Mother Gonzaga as one of a constella-
tion of stars of the greatest magnitude—surrounded by
many others that were devoted servants, among whom I
would mention Dorothea Dix, Annie M. Ross, Hettie A.
Jones and Mary Brady. We soldiers cannot forget the
service they rendered.

“J. E. MacLane.”

On the 12th of April, 1877, Sister Gonzaga celebrated
the occasion of her golden jubilee in the Sisterhood. On
the previous 19th of March she had attained her 50th
year in the community. On that day she received the
blessing of the Holy Father (Pope Pius IX), a gracious
act obtained for her at the suggestion of Rev. Father
Alizeri, C. M., a saintly man and a faithful missionary,
who has since gone to his reward. Bishops, priests, Sis-
ters and laymen vied with one another on this jubilee
occasion in showing the reverence and esteem in which
they held the simple religious woman who had gone about
doing good for so many years.
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Ten years later she was recalled to the mother house
at Emmittsburg by her superiors, who desired to relieve
her of her responsibility as the head of such a large insti-
tution. Born to obedience she promptly responded to
the order, and left the house which had become as a home;
left friends who had become c¢ndeared to her, and left
orphans who truly regarded her as a mother. There was
not a murmur from this woman who was being taken
away from associations with whiel she nhad been lovingly
and intimately connected for nearly half a century.

Her Philadelphia friends, without solicitation and
spontaneously and simultaneously, addressed pefitions to
her superiors requesting her return to the scenes of her
life’'s labors, In the words of one who loved Sister Gonu-
zaga, “Heaven was stormed by fervent prayers for the
return of the Mother of the Poor.” Bhe remained at Em-
mittsburg for sixteen months, and at the end of that time
returned to Philadelphia. Her home-coming on the 20th
of December, 1888, was made the occasion of a great de-
monstration. The Sisters, the orphans, the managers of
the asylum and a host of friends participated.

The actual extent of the good done by Sister Gonzaga
is scarcely realized by those who were about her. Many
of her charitable acts have been done quietly, even secret-
ly. There was one story with almost the pathos of a trag-
edy in which she was concerned. The daughter of an
estimable family went astray, and the parents in the first
violence of their anger and grief turned her out of the
house. A few months passed, and then their sober better
judgment coming to the surface they attempted to find
and forgive the child they had disowned. But they search-
ed in vain, and finally almost in despair turned to Sister
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Gonzaga. She had not the slightest clue to the missing
girl, but she pledged herself to bring her back. In a short
time she located the erring one in the insane ward of the
Philadelphia Hospital. 8he was a raving maniac. The girl
was restored to her remorseful parents, and by careful
nursing was gradually brought back to reason.

On another occasion when the Sister was missing for
an hour or so every day it was discovered that she was
in daily attendance on a poor woman who lay ill in a
small house in a street mear by. Although this was
entirely foreign to her duties she regularly called and
washed and dressed the woman.

Sister Gonzaga departed this life on the morning of
October 8, 1897, in her room in St, Joseph’s Orphan Asy-
lom in Philadelphia. A piece of crape, on top of
which was fastened a bit of immaculate white ribbon,
fluttered from the bell on the door of the asylum on that
day to inform the passer-by that this marvelous woman
had gone to receive her reward.

The obsequies of Sister Gonzaga took place on the
morning of Tuesday, October 12th. On the evening be-
fore this event countless numbers took a last farewell
of the devoted Sister. Hundreds of women and men
kissed her dead face as she lay in her coffin. They
kissed her hands, which held the Rosary, and about
which was twined the broad, purple ribbon of her
office ag Superioress. Some of the women shed tears,
but the men seemed even more deeply affected.

On the morning of the funeral the body lay in state.
It was attired in the habit of the order, with a black
gown and the white headdress. Clasped in her hand
was a crucifix and rosary and a small roll of paper, on
which was written the vows that the deceased took
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when entering upon her work.

The casket was heavily trimmed in silver, and upon
the lid was a plate containing this inscription: “Sister
Mary Gonzaga, died October 8, 1897, aged 85 years.”
Near the top of the lid was a large silver cross, with a
figure of the erucifixion. Upon the head of Sister Gon-
zaga there reposed a golden-leaved crown, that was pre-
sented to her when she had been 50 years a Sister of
Charity.

There was a profusion of floral offerings tastefully
nrranged about the head of the casket. In a prominent
place was a cross and crown from the “Children of
Mary,” a society composed of former inmates of St. Jo-
geph’s Orphan Asylum.

The body lay in the community room, beneath the
altar. Half a hundred Sisters of Charity were seated
along the side of the room. The entire apartment was
draped in black. By 10 o'clock, when the doors
were closed, several thousand persons had passed
around the casket. At length the hearse drew up before
the asylum, and eight students from St. Vincent's Sem-
inary ecarried the coffin out to the street. A long pro-
cession quickly formed and slowly the march to St
Mary’s Church was begun, the route being down Spruce
to Fourth and up Fourth. Arriving at the church the
eight theologians again acted as pall-bearers, and the
casket was carried up the aisle and placed in front of
the altar.

Among the mourners were the Board of Managers
of the institution, Sisters of Charity from various houses
of the order in Philadelphia and other cities, Sisters of
other orders, the Children of Mary, composed of those
who were formerly inmates of St. Joseph’s Orphan Asy-
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lum, numbers of them now mothers of families, and the
orphans at present at the home. In addition to these a
large congregation was present, which crowded the
church,.

Solemn Hequiem Mass celebrated by Very Rev. J.
A. Hartnett, C. M., of St. Vincent’s Seminary, German-
town, who celebrated his first Mass at St. Joseph’s Asy-
lum chapel. Rev. E. O. Hiltermann, rector of Holy
Trinity, was deacon; Rev. Edward Quinn, C. M., of Bal-
timore, sub-deacon, and Rev. John J. Duffy, master of
ceremonies. Mr. John F. Walsh, a seminarian, was
thurifer. Bishop Prendergast, who occupied a seat on
the Gospel side of the altar, was attended by Rev.
James O'Reilly, of Downingtown, and Rev. T. B. McCor-
mick, C. M., of 8t. Viccent de Paul’s.

The sermon was delivered by Rev. John Scully, 8. J.,
rector of St. Joseph’s, who spoke in substance as follows:

“St. Paul tells us in his first letter to the Corinth-
ians that the wisdom of this world is foolishness with
God, and in order that God may show to us that this is
go the same Apostle tells us that the base, the lowly
of this world and the contemptible hath God chosen
and the things that are not in order to confound the
things that are. How true in all ages have been these
inspired words of the Apostle! How true to-day. This
foolishness, this wisdom of the world, so foolish in the
eyes of God, differs in degree and kind in different ages.
In our age it shows itself in the attempt to divide hu-
man philanthropy and brotherly love from religion.
Take the intellect and culture of this great eity in which
we live, and what does it lay down as law, except it be
that mankind must practice altruism, as they call it,

brotherly love, the civic virtue by which alone society
10
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among men can be wmwade possible, yet not one word
about the essential basis which even the modern pagan
sees is necessary. When talking about our rights they
say nothing of the rights of God, and when talking of
our obligations to one another they say nothing of our
obligations to God, without which nothing can rest on
a solid basis.

“The wisdom of the world is foolishness. The low-
iy are chosen by God to confound the worldly wise. In
the days of old God raised David from the shepherd of a
flock to be the ruler of His people. Christ chose the
poor fishermen to be His Apostles. He called St. Vin-
cent de Paul from the lowly occupation of a shepherd
to be a wonder-worker, a marvel, a propagator of char-
ity, not only in his own days, but up to the present
time. How many millions of dollars are spent in the
spirit of modern philanthropy? For education,in order
to raise men up as they think, to give men a chance in
life. Because it is divided from religion it falls. The
late Mr. Vaux said on what was perhaps his last official
vigit to the penitentiary: ‘When I first came here I found
the children of the poor and the ignorant. Now I find
my own schoolmates,” Thus are spant millions in char-
ity, or rather in almsgiving, for it is not worthy to be
called charity. What is the result. It puffs up one with
pride and auother with envy.

“The reason why the thing is done differently is the
motive under the acts of thousands and tens of thou-
sands who have given up their lives to works of char-
ity. Have you ever heard of a soldier wishing to become
a member of a church to which a trained nurse belonged?
How different when the motive is that of Jesus Christ.
It is the experience of thousands who beg to be al-
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lowed to die in that religion of the devoted Sisters who
attended them, and it was this that caused a bishop to
receive a petition from a remote part of the diocese for
a priest to be sent there and a church built. He replied
that not only was he ignorant that so many Catholics
were there, but that there was even one Catholie, The
answer was, ‘There are no Catholics here yet, but we are
men who were attended by the Bisters and we want to
be of the religion of the Sisters.” The base, ignoble and
contemptible things of this world has God chosen for
His work.

“What is more foolish in the eyes of the world:
what is more despised and held in contempt by the in-
tellectual and the cuoltured than poverty? Yet the Sis-
ters are bound by vows of poverty to be as poor as
Christ, to live a life of dependence, depending on one
another for their very food and raiment. What more
foolish in the eyes of the world than that! As the
wise man has said, they are a parable of reproach, looked
on with derision. What is more foolish, more base, more
spiritless, more contemptible than to find women, ladies,
willingly binding themselves, not by impulse, but by
vocation, not as a mere whim, but perpetually to live
by rule, doing that to which ne man ever yet got accus-
tomed, to purify their acts to make them meritorious in
the sight of God? And obedience! The world hates
and loathes obedience, yet our Divine Lord was obedient
even unto death, the death of the cross.

“What is the result of all the so-called charity and
philanthropy? Nothing lasting. Search the hearts of
thousands of men, women and children who have been
benefited by the Sisters and you will find there the love
of God.
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“Such was the life of the devoted woman who spent
70 years doing good. Many philanthropists have monu-
ments raised to them and are looked upon as publie
benefactors and honored as such. Take him or her who
was greatest among them, or all of them together, what
are all compared with a life such as hers, spent in the
care of the poor, sick and needy? One long life doing
good. A life not only an imitation of Jesus Christ in
its acts, but what is more necessary and more difficult,
a life in imitation of His motives. The world looks in
reproach upon such a life. How many times has she
been sneered at on the street in her poor dress and
strange bonnet! How often has the world looked with
contempt on her that served the Lord so faithfully.
How He loved that soul that did as He did and for the
same reason. All I have said could be said of almost
any other Sister of Charity, but of her, who lived for
T0 years in religion, how much could be said those only
can know who lived with her and knew her and loved her
the more they knew her. Of how few can this be said
—to have sombined in one and the same person the power
of execution, the power of government, and at the same
time the spirit of kindness and of great-heartedness
which Goes not make commands ever necessary. With-
out emotion, without anger. No one ever saw that
kindly face ruffled. This is rare in the world—yes, even
rare in the religious life. To speak of her life and to
realize that thousands and tens of thousands of orphans
have had her care, many becoming mothers of families
and bringing up their children influenced by her example.
To realize her hard work in the military hospital, to
think of the thousands and tens of thousands dealt with
directly by her or indirectly through her as superioress.
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What a world of well doing! Seventy years in religion;
85 years spent in the serving of Christ. What a won-
derful crown is won by her whose dead body is lying
here! Seventy years a member of the community whose
very name is held even by the enemies of her faith as a
synonym of all that is good in humanity—something
which raises humanity and brings it close to God.

“Now the reign of sorrow and desolation has passed
away. She has gone forth from the scene of her labor
to her rest. She has gone into the sight of Jesus
Christ, whom in life she made her Friend. Not to meet
the severe face of a Judge, but the smiling countenance
of a dear friend. Who would recall her? Not those who
loved her most, who lived with her in community; not
those who were the recipients of her bounty. What so
glorious as a death such as hers after 70 years in God’s
service. Says St. Hilary, ‘Shall I fear to die after I have
served my Lord for 70 years? So died she, because
she knew the good Master she served.

“As theologians tell us, God makes known to his
saints the needs of those whom they have left behind.
‘Thou who knowest the needs of thy children be their
advocate and pattern now as ever in life. Be unto us
a mother and pray for us that we may go forth as thou
hast from this valley of affliction and tears to the sun-
shine of God the Father, to live forever with His Son,
our Lord, Jesus Christ.”

The absolution of the body was performed by Bishop
Prendergast, assisted by the officers of the Mass. The
music was the Gregorian chant, with the introit, offer-
tory, communion and “Benedictus” in harmony. This
was rendered by the students of St. Vincent’s Semi-
nary, Germantown. From among them were chosen the
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pall-bearers also. The prominent part taken in the ser-
vices by the Congregation of the Mission was due to the
fact that St. Vincent de Paul, its founder, was also
founder of the Sisters of Charity.

Eleanor C. Donnelly, the gifted Philadelphia poet-
ess, has written the following verses in memory of Sister
Gonzaga and inscribed them to Sister Mary Joseph and
her community, with affectionate sympathy:

Thrice in the rounding of one little year,
Baint Mary's hallowed temple hath revealed
An honored priest reposing on his bier,
His pallid lips in icy silence sealed.

Thriee, have regretful tears bedewed the urn
Where sacerdotal ashes were enshrined;

Youth, age and ripen'd manhood, each in turn,
Unto Saint Mary's funeral vaults consigned.*

And now, before the fading flow're have strown
Their last, sweet, withered petals round the place;
Or early snows lie white upon the stone
That shuts from sight each well-rememhbered face—

Before the shades of the ancinted Dead
Have melted from Saint Mary's aisles away,
We hear once more the mourner’'s solemn tread—
Another eaint is here in death, to-day!

Dear Sister Gonzaga! good mother, friend
Of Christ's own little ones—His precious poor!
From Life's beginning to ite blessed end
Thy Words were Wisdom's, and thy works were pure,

In tender youth, betrothed to thy Lord;
For three-score years and ten His faithful spouse,

He was thine aim—thy solace—thy reward—
Bound to His Sacred Heart by deathless vows!

— ——

*Hev. Hugh J. McManus, December, 1806; Rev. Eugene J. Bardet,
March, 1807; Right Rev. Mgr. Toner, September, 1897.
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Toiler of yore with Kenrick, Neuman, Wood,
One of our Faith's first local pioneers!

So long hath been thy service, and so good,
Thou needest not our prayers or pitying tears!

For death is gain to thee, tho' loss to all

Thou leavest here. Thy prayers must plead for them.
The orphans’ tears that sparkle on thy pall

Shall prove on high thy brightest diadem.

The dear old heart that loved them now is stilled,
The dear old voice they loved is heard no more;
Bhe waits afar with ardent yearning filled
To bid them welcome to the eternal shore!

Prate not of sculptur'd immortality—

Her children’s virtues shall her heart content
If all who look upon their lives shall see

In each their Mother's lasting monument.

The old-time friends may leave us, one by one,
The ancient landmarks swiftly fade away-

The good that Sister Gonzaga hath done
Shall live when brass and marble both decay!

Then lay her gently down, in peace and trust,
Where angel-memories shall guard her bed;

Her soul i8 with her God; her virgin dust
Bleeps sweetly with Saint Mary's sainted dead!

October 12, 1897, ELEANOR C. DONNELLY.

Sister Gonzaga had a countenance of great benign-
ity and firmness. A high forehead, a kindly mouth and
eyes which even age was not able to dim. She was ever
a model of graciousness and good breeding. The effects
of a good education were visible, and the results of a
well-balanced and well-trained mind seen in a remark-
ably accurate and strong memory. The story of her
life is well worth the telling, serving as it does as a
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model and incentive for those who would be successful
in their chosen vocation.

This chapter upon Sister Gonzaga cannot be con-
cluded better than by the presentation of the roster of

Sisters of the Satierlee Hospital (1). On the 9th of June,
1862, it was as follows:

1. Sister Mary Gonzaga Grace, 47. Sister Angeline Reilly.
Superioress, 48, Sister Gabriella McCarthy.

2. Sister Mary Louis. 49, Rister Petronilla Breen,

3. Bister Louise Collins. 50. Sister Amie Dougherty.

4, Sister Ann Joseph Dougherty, 51. Sister Marcella Finnigan.

5. Sister Josephine Keleher, 52 Bister Frances Griffin,

6. Rister Ann Marie Boniface, 53. Sister Mary Josephine Gamel,
7. Sister Clare MeGerald. 54. Sister Die Chantal Costello.
8. Sister Mary Cremen. 55. Sister Mary Eliza Dougherty.
9, Sister Augustine Valentine. 56. Sister Dionysia O'Keefe,

1, Bister Dwolores Smith. 57. Sister Cecelia Groell.

11. Sister Mary Xavier Lucet, 1863,

12. Bister Angela Mahony. 58. Sister Euphrasia Mattingly.
13. Bister Maria Noonan. 59. Sister Mary Martha Lynch.
14. Sister Catharine Harty. 60. Bister Mary Harmer.

15. Sister Edna Heney, 61. Sister Mary Bernard Farrell.
16. Sister Margaret Hepp. 62, Sister Ann Teresa Roche.

17. Sister Phillippa Connelly. 63. Sister Amelia Davis.

18. Sister Delphine Wivelle. (4. Sister Severina Relihan.

1%, Sister Neri Matthews. 65. Sister Hosalie Benligny.

20. Sister Onesime, 66. Sister Irene MeCourt
21, Sister Teresa MeKenna. 67. Sister Clementine McCaffery.
20 Sister Aloysia Daley. 68. Sister Felicita Puls.

23. Bister Stella Moran. 69, Sister Cornelin McDonnell
24, Sister Elizabeth Freze. T70. Sister Agnes Weaver.

25. Sister Adeline Byrnes. 71.

Sister Fuphrasia Wittenanes.

{1.) For this valuable list of names the author is indebted to
an admirable article from the sympathetic pen

of Sarn Trainor

Smith in the Records of the American Catholio Historical Society.
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Sister Eleanora Tyler.
Sister Vincent Saunders,
Sister Mary Joseph Sinnott.
Sister Magdalen Groell,
Sister Cletilda Welty.
Sister Pacifica Ulrich,

. Bister Alphonsa McNichols.

Sister Annie O'Leary.

Sister Mary Laurence Kane,
Sieter Felix MeQuaid.
Sister Mary Bernard Moore,
Sister Henrietta.

Sister Alix Merceret.

Sister Martha Moran.

. Sister Mary Jane Douglass.

Sister Mary Alice Delahunty.
Sister Vincentin Waltzing.
Sister Martina Tragesser.
Sister Marie Mulkern.

Sister Julia Fitzgerald.
Bister Loretta MeGee,

T3,

SERERERESEAS

2% 35

. Sister Ann Maria Shaughon-

eESY.
Sister Generosa Foley,
Sieter Julia Sheehan.
1864.
Sister Genevieve Kavenaugh,

. Sister Celestine Adelsberger.

Bister Bernardine Farrell.
Sigter Josephine Edelen,
Bister Antonia Asmuth.
Sister Alphonsa MecPBride,
Sieter Catharine MeQuaid.
Rister Clara Doyle.
Sister Eloise Lacroix.
Sister Ann Joseph Cummin.
Sister Francis MecDonald.
Sister Mary Xavier Vendrome,
1865.
Bister Genevieve Garvey.
Sister Agnes McDermott.
Bigter Bylveria O'Neill,



CHAPTER XVI.

THE FALL OF RICHMOND.

Preparing for the close of the war. Sisters of Charity in the West enlisted
in the military prison at Alton. Smallpox cases removed to an island
in the Mississippi. Leaders of the Southern Confederacy realize that
their cause is lost. Scenes of wild excitement in Richmond. Blessings
for the Sisters.

General Grant, who had been laying siege to Vicks-
burg, had captured that stronghold on the Fourth of July,
1863. Then came the surrender of Fort Hudson and the
battles of Chickamauga, Lookout Moun-
tain and Missionary Ridge.

Grant in 1864 was made Lieutenant-
General and placed in command of all the
armies of the United States. Early in
May he led the Army of the Potomac
across the Rapidan toward Richmond. For
six weeks he tried to get between Lee's
army and Richmond without success. In
this fruitless effort he fought the battles
of the Wilderness, North Anna, Bethesda
Church and Cold Harbor, losing 40,000 men. Then he
moved his whole army south of the James and laid siege
to Petersburg.

The burning of Chambersburg by the Confederates

(172)
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and the valor of General Sheridan in the Shenandoah Val-
ley, with Admiral Farragut’s achievements at sea, com-
pleted the notable events of 1864,

In the fall of 1864 Sherman began his march to the
sea, which was unique in modern warfare, and was com-
pletely suecessful. The last eawpaign began in the spring
of 1865. Omn April 1, 1865, Petersburg was evacnated, the
Union Army entered Richmond on the 2d. On the 9th of
April came the surrender of Lee to Grant at Appomattox,
which was the practical end of the war. Long before this
the Bisters of Charity felt that their work was drawing
to a close, In the meantime, however, their services were
being utilized in the West. Colonel Ware, who was then
in command of the prisons of that section, applied to the
Bishop of Alton, Ill, for the Risters of Charity to attend
the prisoners at Alton. Accordingly, Bishop Yonker ap-
plied to the Sister servant of St. Philomena’s School, St.
Louis. One of the Sisters was at that time in St. Louis
at the Gratiot State Prison Hospital. She received a dis-
patch from Father Burlando to go to Alton and take with
her three Sisters. They started early the next morning,
March 15, 1864, and reached Alton in twenty-four hours.
There they were met by Father Harty, who conducted
them to the residence of a gentleman, a member of the
City Couneil.

Colonel Ware soon called to see them and accom-
panied them to the prison, which had been formerly called
the Ilinois State Penitentiary. It had been vacated be-
fore the war for a more commodious and healthy locality,
Before reaching the main entrance the Sisters had to as-
cend a very rugged road, well protected by guards. Here
a residence would have been provided for them, but they
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did not think it safe or prudent to accept it. They passed
through the yard, which was crowded with prisoners,
numbering four thousand Confederates and one thousand
Federals, the latter being confined there for desertion
and through follies committed in camp. The two parties
were separated, except in the hospital. The poor sick were
s0 delighted to see the Sisters that they could scarcely
contain themselves.

It is said that the men died in this hospital at the rate
of from six to ten a day. The place was too small for the
number of inmateg, who were all more or less afflicted with
diseases. Some were wounded, other a prey to despon-
dency, typhoid fever and the smallpox; consequently the
atmosphere of the prison was very foul. Fortunately the
smallpox cases were removed to an island in the Missis-
sippi as soon as discovered. The Bisters made arrange-
ments with Colonel Ware to visit the sick twice a day.
As there were no accommodations for the Sisters to re-
main in the prison they returned to the residence of Coun-
cilman Wise, who had so kindly received them in the
morning. He could not accommodate them, but procured
lodgings for them in the house of his sister, where they
remained for nearly six weeks. On their return to the
prison the next day the Sisters found written orders from
the Government. They also met there the attending phy-
sicians, who appeared glad to see them and said that
they hoped soon to see an improvement in the condition
of the sufferers, who had been heretofore much neglected.
The Sisters were informed that four of the patients had
died during the previous night. A place was alloted to
them to prepare drinks and nourishment for the sick.
It was an old workshop, and the floors were in such a
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condition that the Sisters were continually in danger of
falling through. The attendants, who were prisoners,
were exceedingly kind and obliging, so much so that they
would even anticipate the wishes of the Sisters.

Two weeks had scarcely elapsed before the sick began
to improve. The doctors acknowledged a change for the
better, saying that there were fewer deaths, and that
despondency had nearly disappeared. A look of com-
miseration or a word of encouragement soon made these
poor victims feel that they were cared for at least by the
lowly children of St. Vincent. The Sisters visited the
Federal Guards Hospital and the smallpox island hospital
at the request of Colonel Ware. They visited the Federal
Guards Hospital once a day and the smallpox island hos-
pital once a week, but even that consoled the poor patients,
as the SBisters provided them with delicacies and nourish-
ment they mostly craved.

On the 1st of May the Sisters took possession of a
house belonging to St. Joseph’s, Emmittsburg, that had
been previously occupied as a school, but was then va-
cated. They were now one mile distant from the prison,
and an ambulance was sent daily to convey them to and
fro,

On July 1 they were notified that their services were
no longer required at the prison. They could do nothing
until the superiors were acquainted with their situa-
tion. Meanwhile the citizens were anxious to have them
remain in Alton and convert their house into a hospital.
They soon received a letter from the venerated Mother
Ann Simeon, giving permission to open a civil hospital
for the citizens of Alton. Omne of the Sisters was sent to
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St. Joseph’s Hospital, Alton, io wait on the sick and
wounded soldiers from the battle of Winchester. There
was one man in the ward who was nicknamed “Blue
Beard,” from his ferocious manners and large mustache.
He would never ask for anything nor take anything of-
fered to him. One day when he was being urged to take
some nourishment he replied:

“Rister, I do not wish for anything that you have.
There is only one thing, and that T do not think you can
procure for me.”

The SBister inquired what it was and assured him that
if it were in her power she would get it for him. He then
replied:

“Bister, I should like to have a lily. I think it would
do me so much good.”

The wish was a strange one, nevertheless she at once
determined to gratify him, which the kindness of a friend
enabled her to do. This little act of kindness was not
without effect, and from that time the man had a high
regard for the Sisters.

At the termination of the war, in 1865, the prisoners
received their discharge. It was sad to see the streets of
the city lined with the ragged and distressed looking men,
The sick were brought to St. Joseph’s Hospital, which
was soon filled. The Sisters gave the soldiers the very
best attention and consideration, and within a few months
the majority of the men were enabled to return o their
homes and families.

The little band of Sisters who had been laboring in
Frederick City, Md,, from 1862 to 1864 certainly did their
share in caring for helpless humanity. They were kept
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actively employed in Frederick City during the summer
and autumn of 1862. They found then that their work
was not nearly done. The winter set in with heavy rains
and deep snow, to which they were constantly exposed. The
poor patients had likewise much to suffer from the badly
constructed buildings. The wind, rain and snow pene-
trated through the crevices, leaving the poor men in a
mosgt uncomfortable condition. This was called to the
attention of the chief surgeon, who immediately gave or-
ders for the dilapidated barracks to be repaired as much
as possible.

Some of the soldiers were quite amusing with their
grateful intentions. A Sister was asked one day whether
she ever wore any other color but gray or black, “for,” he
continued, “I wish to present Sister Agnes with a new
dress; she has been so truly good to me.”

The soldiers seemed to have the greatest confidence
in the Sisters, whose advice they preferred before that
of the physicians. General Hunter had now received
command of the Shenandoah Valley. He visited the hos-
pital and issued an order that all the prisoners should
be placed by themselves in separate barracks entirely
apart from the Union men. Soon after the United States
surgeon in charge of the hospital inspected all the bar-
racks and found one filled with Confederates and with
no Sister to take charge of them. The sufferings of these
poor men touched him so much that he immediately went
to the Sister servant and requested her to send a Sister
from a ward of the Union soldiers to take care of the Con-
federates. The patience of these poor sufferers was the
admiration of all. A worthy clergyman once remarked
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that in his visits to the hospital he was always edified
by their resignation. He said he had never heard the
least murmur escape their lips, and commenting upon
this he remarked: “I think the intensity of their pain,
both mentally and physically, might, if offered in unison,
expiate the sins of their whele life.”

About this time the Jeaders of the Southern Con-
federacy began to realize that the clouds were gathering
about them and that their cause was hanging in the bal-
ance, if indeed it was not already destined to failure.
They resolved to concentrate their hospital facilities in
ard around the city of Richmond, Va. The Sisters who
had been doing work upon the various battlefields in the
South were summoned to the Southern Capital. The Sis-
ters had served at Harper's Ferry, Manassas, Antietam,
Fredericksburg and White House, Va

Those who were located in Richmond at this time
began to feel “in their bones” that the fall of the
city was imminent. They were right. The long expected
event occurred in April, 1865. Jefferson Davis, the Presi-
dent of the Southern Confederacy, was at worship in an
Episcopal church when he was handed a telegram telling
him that Richmond must be evacuated. He presented a
calm exterior, but bad news is hard to conceal, and the ex-
act situation was soon noised about the city. The wildest
excitement prevailed. Men, women and children rushed
hither and thither, knowing not what to do or where to
go. Finally their frenzy assumed a decisive shape and a
general evacuation of the city began. The Sisters, who
constituted the calmest portion of the population, looked
on the scene with mild amazement.
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The City Councils met and with the general interests
of the people in view determined to destroy all the liquor
in Richmond. This work was begun at midnight and
before the first gray streaks of dawn revealed the terror-
stricken city to the public gaze the streets and gutters
were running with veritable lakes of whisky, wine and
beer. Many of the soldiers and some of the residents
balked the good intentions of the Councils by drinking
the liquor, and then scenes of drunken revelry were added
to the general confusion. Thieves broke loose, houses
were robbed, public buildings were fired and bridges
leading from the city were destroyed.

Notwithstanding the foresight of the authorities on
the coming defeat, its arrival was most appalling. Medical
stores, commissary departments and other houses were
thrown open. The city was troubled from the blowing
up of the gunboats in the river. The Sisters were pre-
paring to go to Mass early in the morning when sud-
denly a terrific explosion stunned, as it were, the power
of thought. The noise of the breaking of windows in the
hospitals and neighboring buildings added greatly to the
alarm. The Sisters soon learned that the Confederates
had blown up their supplies of powder which were very
near the hospital buildings; then followed an explosion
of all the Government buildings.

After the surrender a Federal officer rode up to the
door of the Sisters’ house and told them they were per-
fectly safe, their property would be respected and that
he would send a special guard to protect their house., No
resistance was shown to the Union troops. The city was
placed under military rule and General G. F, Shepley made

11
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Governor. One thousand prisoners were found in the
city and five thousand sick and wounded were in the
hospitals. The prisoners were set free and the Sisters
with joy hailed the peace that was once again to dawn on
a blood-washed land. They remained in Richmond until
the sick and wounded were able to quit the hospitals and
then returned home to Emmitsburg, followed by the grati-
tude and blessings of the men of both armies,

The soldiers who were in the Washington hospitals
also returned to their homes impressed with the kindest
feelings toward the Sisters. The officers and doctors all
concurred in expressing unlimited confidence in them.
Printed placards were hung in all the wards, reading:
"All articles for the use of the soldiers here are to be
placed in the care of the Sisters of Charity, as also papers,
books and clothing.”

Early in the summer of 1865 the Sisters took their
departure and the hospital was permanently closed. An-
other hospital in Washington began its operations in
March, 1865, and closed in October of the same year. The
Sisters were placed in charge, and, since their customs and
calling were known, did not experience as much annoy-
ance as in the beginning of the war.

The house was well filled with the sick and wounded.
During the month of July the Jesuit Fathers were giving
a jubilee at their church in the city of Washington and
many of the convalescents attended.

The officers of the hospital expressed much gratitude
for all that had been done by the Sisters. The first sur-
geon was at a loss to know how to put his satisfaction
into words, saying that the Sisters of Charity had mar-






CHAPTER XVII.

SISTERS OF CHARITY OF NAZARETH.

Bishop Spalding sends a letter to General Anderson tendering the services
of the Sisters. The offer accepted and the volunteers assigned to work
in the hospitals 1n and around Louisville. * Oh, Sister, put yvour head
down by me and don’t leave me.” The martyrdom of Sister Mary Lucy.
Tender-hearted soldiers keep a vigil around the coffin with blazing torches
made of ping knots.

The main body of the Sisters of Charity were not
alone in their devotion to the sick and wounded soldiers,
During the trying days between 1861 and 1865 no body

of men or women did more for suffering
humanity than the patient, zealons Sis-
ters of Charity of Nazareth, then, as
now, of Bardstown, Kentucky. A score
of Bisters in that community offered
themselves and their services without
pay and without hope of earthly reward
of any character. It was in the spring
of 1861, the opening year of the civil
war, that Bishop Martin John Spalding
sent a formal communication to General
Robert Anderson, of Fort Sumter fame,

command of the Department of Ken-
tendering the services of the Sisters of Char-

{182)
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ity of Nazareth to nurse the sick and wounded soldiers,
Their services were willingly accepted, and the under-
standing was that the Sisters were to work in the hos-
pitals in and around Louisville.

Three large manufacturing establishments in the
city of Lounisville had been placed at the service of the
Government and were being used as hospitals at that
time. The rooms were long, and lines of cots extended
along each side. The hospitals were divided into sections
and each section was placed under the watchful charge
of a Sister of Charity. The system that characterized the
three establishments was such that no sufferer was neg-
lected or without a nurse. This was in striking con-
trast with the disorder and lack of system that had pre-
vailed prior to the advent of the Sisters. There were
twenty-three Bisters in the three hospitals, in charge of
an army surgeon, and they worked faithfully from their
entrance into the hospitals until the clese of the war,
without a cent of compensation.

There had been one battle and several severe skir-
mishes in Kentucky about that time, and when the Sis-
ters arrived at the hospitals the scene was enough to
bring tears into the eyes of the most hardened. A great
many Confederates had been captured and were being
held as prisoners of war. Within the walls of the hos-
pitals hundreds of Union men and Confederates lay
groaning in a common agony. Those that were not mor-
tally wounded and that had not submitted to the ampu--
tation of a leg or an arm were raving in the worst forms
of fever or had contracted erysipelas, pneumonia and kin-
dred ailments. About it all there was a heroism that was
touching, and as the Sisters passed from cot to cot many



184 ANGELS OF THE BATTLEFIELD.

a soldier suffering with a shattered limb or bullet-pierced
body lifted his wan face and gave forth a smile of wel-
come and of recognition.

The Sisters soothed the restless patients, bathed the
fevered brows and moistened the parched lips “with a
touch impartially tender.” The attitude of the men them-
selves was not without interest. Many of them had never
seen a Sister before; the majority of them looked upon
the Sisters with distrust and suspicion. The change that
came in a short while came as actual knowledge comes
when it dissipates prejudice and misrepresentation. They
could not help but be impressed with the quiet demeanor
and the self-sacrifice of the Sisters, and unreasoning dis-
like and bigotry soon gave way to natural respect and es-
teem.

But the beauty of the Sisters’ lives, their habit of
thinking of all but themselves, had its effect upon many
a hardened sinner. Five hundred men died in “hospital
number one,” and of that number only one passed away
seemingly indifferent to his future.

An incident told by one of the surviving Sisters car-
ries a moral with it. One of the soldiers in the hospital, a
Catholie, refused to do anything for the benefit of his soul.
His end seemed to be approaching and he was frans-
ferred to some other place, where he could be reasoned
into submission and repentance. A man who occupied
a, cot near that of the unrepentant Catholie had heard the
Sisters pleading with him. He listened with a thoughtful
manner, and when the hard hearted man had been re-
moved, called a Sister to his side. He begged to be fur-
ther instructed in the Catholic faith. His request was
complied with, he was baptized, confessed, received Holy
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Communion and finally died a most holy and edifying
dcath.

The parish priests of Louisville and several of the
Jesuit Fathers paid regular visits to the hospitals. Each
priest came on an average of three times a day, but there
was not a moment during the day or night when a priest
was not within easy call. The Sisters by their forethought
and intelligence made the work of the clergy comparative-
ly easy. A man who desired to be baptized was prepared
by the Sisters and ready when the priest arrived. Those
to whom it was necessary to administer the last rites of
the Church were gradually brought to realize the im-
portance of these rites by these same Sisters. So it was
from day to day, from week to week, from month to month.
The Bisters were unflagging in their devotion to the men
in their charge. They nursed, they prayed, they con-
soled, in fact, as more than one grateful soldier exclaimed
proved themselves little short of earthly angels.

A pathetic scene took place one day in “hospital num-
ber two.” A young soldier, a Catholic and a Scotchman,
lay on his death-bed, far from home and family and coun-
try, but surrounded by all the loving devotion of the Sis-
ters. He knew that his end was at hand and had been
prepared by all of the sacred rites of the Church for his
journey into the great unknown. He was slowly expiring
from a fatal wound and was unable to move.

In a feeble voice he asked the Sister to hand him a
package of letters that he had read over and over again,
and which he always kept in view. They were given him
and he read them over once again and for the
last time. After that he selected several from the
package and placing them close to his heart said
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slowly, but distinetly: “Sister, leave them here un-
til T am dead. That will not be long. Then send
them to my father and mother in Seotland. Tell them that
I thought of them until the last. Get the money that is
coming to me. Give some of it for Masses for an offering
for my soul and forward the remainder to my parents.
Now I am ready to die. Good-bye.” With a faint smile he
closed his eyes and in a short time the spirit had fled from
his youthful body. The instructions were carried out to
the letter, as were the last wishes of all the dying soldiers
whenever it was possible and practicable. One of the
most important tasks of the Sisters was to write to the
near relatives of the deceased, giving accounts of their
Iast moments and delivering entrusted messages from the
dying.

On more than one occasion the Sisters supplied the
place of a mother to the wounded and the dying. Many a
pathetic death-bed scene is still fresh in the memory of the
now venerable Sisters who have survived those trying
times. They were able to repress their emotions in most
cases, but there were fimes when nature asserted itself,
and the tears of compassion flowed freely. This was es-
pecially the case when drummer boys and buglers—mere
children—were brought into the hospitals. In such cases
all the tenderness of the Bisters’ gentle natures went out
in abundance to the wounded “lambs,” as they delighted to
call the young ones. One day three blue-eyed, fair-haired
lads in soldier attire were brought into “hospital number
one.” They were ill of typhoid pneumonia and they
were in an advanced stage, too. They were placed on cots
side by side and there they lay for days, uncomplaining
and innocent, giving expression to the quaintest thonghts
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in the most childish way. They were like brothers, al-
though they were not, and all three were of about the
same height and age. The gratitude they expressed to the
Sisters was more by their manner than anything they
said.

One afternoon one of the three looked up at the Sister
who was nursing him, and with a wistful look in his blue
eyes exclaimed: “Oh, you are such a good lady; just like
my mother to me.” In spite of the care that was lavished
on them the three litile heroes died, as go many heroes
have died—unknown, unhonored and unsung. In the
same room another lad of twelve or thirteen, whose life
was fast ebbing away, cried out: “Oh, Sister, put your
head right down by me and don’t leave me.” The request
was complied with, and the little fellow clasped the Sister
about the neck and never let go his hold until grim death
relaxed it soon afterward. Who could look on such scenes
unmoved! Many boys died thus. Death seemed to pluck
the choicest and freshest of the earth to make its bouquets
during those four fearful yvears. The BSisters’ care of
their “lambg” after their death was as tender and reveren-
tial as it had been in life. Their eyves were closed with a
prayer, their silken locks parted and their little hands
folded as if in supplication to the Divine mercy. Who can
doubt but what the blessings of heaven were showered
upon these innocent, heroic souls?

The Sisters were “always on duty,” and sometimes the
duty was more severe than at others. After great battles,
such as Shiloh, the hospitals were hardly able to accommo-
date the hundreds that were brought there. When the
orderlies had performed the first essential service for the
newcomer he would be taken in charge by the Sisters
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Refreshing draughts and nourishing food were inter
mingled with the remedies that would be administered
from time to time. The ladies of Louisville were frequent
visitors at the hospitals, and they brought many delicacies
for the sick and the wounded. At length near the close of
the war the Sisters were recalled to their home from the
Louisville hospitals. The recall came none too soon for
the survivors, as they stood much in need of rest and
change of air. For nearly three vears they had been con-
fined in the close wards of the three hospitals, and this not
unnaturally had its effect upon their health. Many of
them overestimated their strength and their powers of en-
durance, Bome died in the hospitals, others soon after, at
a premature age,

The actual number of Catholic Sisters who laid down
their lives during the civil war, that their fellow-creatures
might live, will probably never be known, but there is no
question that hundreds did so. Their names are not cut
upon any earthly monuments, but they are surely emblaz-
oned in letters of gold in the great book of the Recording
Angel. The Sisters of Charity of Nazareth, as Mother
Carroll could have testified, furnished their full quota of
fair martyrs. Many instances have been lost in the long
number of years that have elapsed since the closing of the
war, but several well-authenticated cases still linger
freshly in the minds of those that were witnesses of the
great struggle. One of these is particularly pathetie.
Sister Mary Lucy, one of the sweetest young members of
the Order, richly endowed Dby nature, was one of the
teachers in St. Mary’s Academy, at Paducah. When the
exigencies of war compelled the temporary abandonment
of this institution, Sister Mary Lucy volunteered as one
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of the hospital nurses. She was assigned to some of the
severest typhoid cases, and the manner in which she
nursed these patients won for her the unqualified praise of
the hospital doctors and attendants.

The post of honor in this instance proved to be the
post of danger. Sister Mary Lucy contracted the fever
from one of her patients who was convalescent. This was
in the latter part of December, during the first year of the
war. Despite the best medical attention she rapidly grew
worse, until December 29, when she expired as ealmly and
heroically as she had lived. Her death cast a gloom over
the entire hospital, and the soldiers of both armies were
filled with admiration and awe at the martyrdom of this
gentle soul. They determined that she should be honored
in death as she had been in life, and that her final obse-
quies should be of a character befitting her great merits.

Several files of soldiers marched with muffled drums
and noiseless tread from the Central Hospital to the Ohio
River, bearing in the midst of them the remains. There
the coffin was placed in a gunboat in waiting, which had
been especially designated for this service. Then the boat
glowly steamed away, bearing its honored burden under a
flag of truce to Uniontown, Ky. On landing, the remains
were borne to St. Vincent’s Academy, some miles distant,
where the Sisters own a considerable tract of land and
where they have a last resting place for their dead. Father
Powers, at that time pastor of the Catholic Church at
Paducah, said the Solemn Mass of Requiem and accom-
panied the body to the grave and recited over it the last
offices of the Church, of which the deceased had been such
an exemplary member. A guard of devoted soldiers
watched by the coffin day and night from the time it left
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the Central Hospital until the earth covered it from mor-
tal view. At night the tender-hearted warriors kept their
vigil around the coffin with blazing torches made of pine
knots. Sister Mary Lucy was born in the vicinity of the
spot where she was buried. She received her education at
St. Vincent’s Academy, became a Daughter of Charity and
died in the performance of her duty. This is the short but
brilliant life history of one heroic woman.

A letter dated Louisville, February 1, 1862, written by
one of the army surgeons to Mother Francis Gardner, con-
tained the following announcement: “I regret very much
to have to inform you of the death of Sister Catherine at
the General Hospital in this city. She, as well as the
other Sisters at the hospital, has been untiring and most
efficient in nursing the sick soldiers. The military au-
thorities are under the greatest obligations to the Sisters
of your Order.”

Still another conspicuous loss was soon to be felt in
the death of Sister Appollonia, the directress of “No. 1
Hospital.” 8She served long and faithfully in this post and
won warm commendation from stern soldiers, who, what-
ever else their faults, were never guilty of flattery. She
was a woman of great executive ability, and was instru-
mental in causing order to come out of chaos in the hos-
pital over which she presided. Her zeal was great. Not
content to direct affairs, she also nursed individual cases,
It was while engaged in this work that she contracted
typhoid fever, from which she soon after died. She had
endeared herself to the soldiers by her kind and motherly
treatment of them, and her death caused universal regret,

The manner in which the Sisters were freated by the
goldiers had in it a blending of the humorous and the sub-
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lime. Those of the Sisters that live to tell the tale say
that nothing was wanting in the courtesy with which they
were invariably considered by the men of both armies. On
Sundays they were given especial consideration.
They were escorted to Mass by a military guard of honor,
and received the military salute in passing to and
fro in the meighborhood of the hospital and the camps.
Some of the invalid soldiers imagined that every Sister
carried a charm about her, and was thus protected from
the contagious diseases that caused such sad havoc among
the men. But the supposed charms were not always suc-
cessful in preventing the Sisters from wearing the
martyr's erown in death. The only charms they carried,
as the soldiers soon discovered, were blameless lives, abso-
lute devotion to duty and entire self-forgetfulness.

There was one modest institution near the three large
hospitals in Louisville where a great amount of good was
done in an unostentatious manner. This was St. Joseph’s
Infirmary, conducted by the Sisters of Charity of Naza-

reth. This was generally filled in war times with wounded
officers and other invalids connected with both armies,

The good done there, though not quite as conspicuous as
elsewhere, was lasting, and bore fruit in after years,



CHAPTER XVIII.

MORE ABOUT NAZARETH.

Bardstown occupied successively by the Union and the Confederate troops.
Six Sisters start for Lexington under a flag of truce. A courteous letter
from Brigadier-General Wood. Ex-Secretary of State Guthrie applies to
President Lincoln for protection to the Nazareth Convent. A brief
sketch of a famous school and some of its distinguished graduates.

Bardstown, three miles distant from Nazareth
Academy, in Nelson County, Ky., was occupied succes-
sively by the Union and the Confederate armies. Some
hostile engagements had taken
place in the vicinity of the
town and in the neighboring
counties, and as a result the
place was kept in a state of
feverish anxiety. The victor-
ies and the defeats were at-
tended with the usual result, killed and wounded men and
sickness and suffering on all sides. Here again the peace-
ful aid of the Sisters came at an opportune time. Fuily
aware of the great need there was for experienced nurses,
the Mother in charge of Nazareth sent a devoted band of
Sisters to the Baptist Female College in Bardstown, which
had been temporarily fitted up for hospital uses. On their
arrival they found that they had to care for a large number
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of disabled Confederate soldiers. They quickly began
their humane work and carried it to a successful comple-
tion. The Confederates were on the march, and their
wounds had to be bound up quickly or not at all. When
they had withdrawn from the town, taking with them
their convalescents, the Union forces came in. Their
sick and wounded were also nursed by another band of
the same Sisters at St. Joseph's College, which was con-
ducted by the Jesuit fathers, but which, of course, at that
time was not in educational use. Thus in the midst of
civil strife, with the bullets flying thick and fast, did the
Sisters work under one flag—a flag that was respected by
Northerner and Southerner alike—the flag of humanity.

Some of the episodes connected with the work of the
Sisters was of an exciting and dramatic nature. Late one
night in September, 1862, twelve Confederate soldiers in
their gloomy gray uniforms marched into Nazareth, after
a wearisome journey from Lexington, Ky. They were
received, as all visitors are, with kindness and hospitality.
They came to ask the Sisters to nurse their sick and
wounded comrades. The request was granted at once.

“How many Sisters can you spare for the work?”

“Six now and more later, if necessary,” was the
prompt reply.

“When will they be ready to return with us?”

“This very night, and at once,” was the incisive reply.

Such prompiness was as surprising as it was pleasing
to the couriers. That very night six Sisters, without any-
thing beyond the familiar garb which they wore, their
usual rosaries and a few books of devotion, started on their
mission, ready, if need be, to offer up their lives in what
they believed to be the service of God. They proceeded
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on their long journey under the protection of a flag of
truce. Resting in a farmhouse one night and in Frank-
fort, the capital of the State, the next, they finally reached
Lexington in safety. In a few hours they were installed
in one of the large halls in that city, which had been fitted
up for hospital purposes, and without any preliminaries
they began at once to minister to the sufferers who were
collected there. Later in the same year another band of
Sisters of Nazareth nursed the Union soldiers in one of the
colleges in another quarter of the city. As far as can be
ascertained this was Transylvania University.

Events that took place about that time proved that
the Sisters believed no material sacrifices were too great
when made in the cause of suffering humanity. In the
spring of 1862 General Smith, who was then in command
of the Union troops, nearly seven thousand strong, in
Paducah, Southern Kentucky, asked the Nazareth Sisters
to come to the assistance of the many sick and wounded
soldiers scattered about that city. He had been advised
to make the request by Dr. Hewit, who had the general
superintendence of all the hospitals in that section of the
country. Dr. Hewit was a man of great executive ability,
who stood in the very forefront of his profession. He had
great faith in the ability of the Sisters as nurses. He
was a convert to the Catholie Church, and a brother of the
saintly superior of the Paulist Fathers of New York city.
As no communication could be had with the Mother of the
house at Nazareth at this time, owing to the disturbed con-
dition of affairs, the request caused the Sisters some per-
plexity. Only for a time, though. A conclusion was soon
reached. Sister Martha Drury at that time was at the
head of St. Mary’s Academy, probably the leading educa-
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tional institution in Paducah. She resolved to close the
schools and go with all of her Sisters to the relief of the
soldiers. They went first to the Marine Hospital and then
moved to the Court House, which was known as the Cen-
tral Hospital. Their experiences in this place were simi-
lar to those of the Sisters who were engaged in the hos-
pitals at Louisville.

Their greatest difficulty was experienced in caring
for those soldiers who were afflicted with contagious dis-
eases. Typhoid andsimilar fevers held sway in their
most virulent form. The havoc that war had made in the
human frame was painfully evident in this particular hos-
pital. After the close of the war the Sisters returned to
their academy, which exists in the town to-day in a flour-
ishing condition. It will ever remain as a monument to
that brave little band of Sisters who gave up their peace-
ful pursuits to minister to the afflicted, and it will ever be
pointed out as the house from which Sister Mary Lucy, the
gentle little teacher, went forth to meet her martyrdom
a martyrdom as blessed in the sight of heaven as any ever
undergone by the saints of old.

The gentleness and devotion with which the Sisters
nursed all of the wounded soldiers, no matter what the
color of their uniform and regardless of rank, was not un-
appreciated by either “the boys in blue” or “the boys in
gray.” Throughout the whole of the war, with but few
exceptions, their institutions, mother houses and places of
learning were exempt from the usual ravages of inter-
necine strife. This is especially true of the Sisters of
Charity of Nazareth. Being in close proximity to the con-
tending armies and their camps, great apprehensions were

felt at one time for the safety of Nazareth. This, too, in
12



196 ANGELS OF THE BATTLEFIELD.

spite of the fact that the daughters and other relatives of
the general officers of both sides were still pupils in the
school. At intervals during the war some of the generals
called at Nazareth for the purpose of visiting their chil-
dren. On these occasions they were always hospitably en-
tertained. Although the Sisters felt comparativelv aafe,
they desired some official assurance of that fact. As is
usual in such cases, over-timid persons, generally friends
of the pupils, now and then sounded alarms. The follow-
ing letter, received by the Mother Superior from General
Wood, the original of which is still in possession of the
Sisters, reassured the community that it need not fear an
intrusion of the military into the sacred precinets. Gen-
eral Wood was in command of the Union troops:

“Headquarters U, 8. Forces,
“Bardstown, Ky., January 20, 1862,

“To the Lady Superior and Sisters of the Convent of
Nazareth: T have just had the pleasure to receive by the
hands of your messenger the very polite and complimen-
tary note of the Right Rev. Bishop Spalding, and I hasten
to apprise you that it is my earnest desire and intention
to afford you perfect protection and the enjoyment of all
your rights both as an institution and as ladies individu-
ally. It is my earnest wish and intention to secure you
and your ancient institution (which has educated so many
of the fair daughters of my own native State, Kentucky),
from all molestation and intrusion, and to this end I pray
you will not hesitate to make known to me any grievances
you may have on account of any misconduct on the part of
any officer or soldier under my command. I assure you
it will be equally my duty and my pleasure to attend to any
request you may have to make. I beg you to dismiss all
apprehensions on account of the presence of the soldiery
in your sacred neighborhood, and to continue your peace-
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ful and beneficent vocations as if the clangor of arms did
not resound in our midst.
“T have the honor to be, ladies, your very obedient
servant, Th. J. Wood,
“Brigadier General Commanding.

“Will you do me the favor to send the accompanying
note to Bishop Spalding?”

Later on Nazareth must again have been in dread of
military trespass, for one of its patrons, Hon. James
Guthrie, of Louisville, Secretary of State under a previous
administration, applied to President Lincoln for protection
for the institution. The President graciously issued the
necessary orders, saying that the violation of such orders
by any of the commanders would invoke his serious dis-
pleasure.

General Smith, Doctors Hewit, Fry, Kay, Austin and
the officers of the Union army surrounded the Sisters with
every mark of respect and esteem, and they in turn de-
voted all their energies to ameliorating the condition of
the suffering soldiers.

In addition to the labors of the Sisters of Charity of
Nazareth already mentioned, they did very effective work
in the neighborhood of Owensboro and Calhoun, Ky. At
the last-named place the sick and wounded soldiers were
quartered in the two Protestant churches of the town.
The Sisters entered these places and attended the suffer-
ers there with the same diligence and patience that char-
acterized their work in every other locality. When Sis-
ters had to be removed on account of their own illness,
their places were promptly supplied by other Sisters. Re-
inforcements were on hand to fill every gap in the ranks.
- As before mentioned, the Sisters of Nazareth neither re
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quired nor received compensation of any sort. The hun-
dreds of brave souls that have passed away since the war
have no doubt ere this received their reward in a better
world. Dr. Foster, who was engaged in the Louisville hos-
pitals while the Sisters were there, wrote eulogistic arti-
cles about them in the Louisville papers at that time, but
unfortunately these papers were not preserved.

The famous convent school from which these Sisters
came forth to do their great work is worthy of more than
passing notice. The organization known as the “Sisters
of Charity of Nazareth” was founded by Right Rev.
John B. David, D. D., who was consecrated the first
Bishop of Bardstown (now the Diocese of Louisville) in
1810. Henry Clay, who knew this good man well, pro-
nounced him “the best representative of royalty off the

throne.” The Bishop, with the Right Rev. B. J. Flaget,
built the little log cabin near Bardstown which was to
be the birthplace of the new order. It was a success
from the start. This was largely due to the piety and
administrative capacity of the mothers in charge. They
were sketched in an article in the “Catholic World” a
few years ago. The first of these was Catherine Spald-
ing, a member of the eminent Kentucky family of that
name. She held the position of Superior for more than
a quarter of a century, and by her great intellect and
modesty won the affection and admiration of all with
whom she came in contact. On her death, in 1858, she
was attended by another distinguished member of her
family, Right Rev. Martin J, Spalding. After her came
Mother Frances Gardiner, who proved a worthy success-

gor to a worthy Superior.



MORE ABOUT NAZAERETH. 199

The last of this notable trio was Mother Columba
Carroll, in the world Margaret Carroll. For thirty-five
years she was directress of studies and teacher of the
first and second classes. In 1862, when the Civil War
was beginning to rage fiercely, she was elected SBuperi-
oress, and for ten years held that position with credit to
herself and the convent-school.

While Mother Columba took no active part in caring
for wounded soldiers, she was nevertheless the presiding
genius of the establishment at that time, and directed the
movements of the Sisters with extraordinary tact and
good judgment. She held many interviews with persons
in power, and thus warded off petty anncyances and
troubles. The occasion of Mother Columba’s golden jubi-
lee was celebrated with great fervor by the community on
February 22, 1877. A drama, written by Sister Seraphia,
entitled “Religion’s Tribute to Our Mother on Her (Golden
Jubilee,” was performed by the pupils, and was one of the
most successful features of an elaborate programme. One
of the touching incidents of the celebration was a poem
inspired by the venerable SBister Martha, one of the origi-
nal five that started at “Old Nazareth,” and addressed to
Mother Columba. Mother Columba was one of the first
pupils under the care of Sister Martha. The following
lines from this graceful offering are worthy of a place

here:
There are many to-day, dear mother,
Who are crowning your head with gold,
And writing fine things of the record
Your fifty long yvears have told.
And, I too, should come with the others,
My offering before you to cast;
But I am old, and my thoughts, dear mother,
Somehow will fain run on the past.
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On the days when our Naz'reth, dear Naz'reth,
Was not like what Naz'reth is now:
Our dear Lerd only knew how.

Then we spun, and we wove, and we labored
Like men in the fields, and our fare

Was scanty enough, and our garments
Were coarse, and our feet often bare.

When we lived like the ravens and sparrows,

In the following year Mother Columba’s earthly career
closed, but the force of her example still lives in the hearts
of those who were fortunate enongh to be her pupils and
associates. Mothers Catherine, Frances and Columba made
a truly wonderful trio. They helped to give Nazareth the
reputation it enjoys to-day, and while the school exists
their memory will endure. The Sisters of Charity of
Nazareth are particularly known in Kentucky, and they
are to be found wherever suffering humanity calls.

The ancient house at Nazareth is the mother from
which have sprung forty-seven branch houses in various
parts of the country—schools, orphan asylums and hos-
pitals. Perhaps the most conspicuous of the latter is the
“Mary and Elizabeth Hospital,” in Louisville, founded by
William Shakespeare Caldwell as a memorial to his wife
and a tribute to the Sisters who educated her. The
mother houge is located a few miles south of Bardstown,
which is forty miles from Louisville. The buildings are
extensive and imposing. There is a presbytery, a convent
and academy, a chapel and the commencement hall. In
the old-fashioned hall are full-length portraits of Bishops
Flaget and David and Father Chambige. The library
contains five thousand volumes, and in the corner is an ex-
cellent bust of the late Archbishop Spalding. Mother
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Helena is the present Superior, and in the administration
of her office she has clung to the best traditions of the past.

I am sure I will be pardoned for digressing sufficiently
from the main subject of this volume to mention a few of
the distingnished patrons and graduates of this institu-
tion. The patrons included Henry Clay, who sent his
daughter, granddaughter and great-granddaughter there;
Judge Benjamin Winchester, John J. Crittenden, Judge
John Rowan, Zachary Taylor, Jefferson Davis, James
Guthrie, George D. Prentice and Charles Wickliffe. The
graduates include Sarah Knox Taylor, daughter of I'resi-
dent Zachary Taylor; Madame Henrietta Spalding, now
Superior of the Sacred Heart Convent, in Chicago; the
first wife of Jefferson Davis; Mary Eliza, daughter of
James Breckinridge, of Kentucky; Mary Gwendoline Cald-
well, the original benefactress of the Washington Univer-
sity; the wife of United States Senator Vance, of Nortk
Carolina ; the four nieces of Jefferson Davis, all converts;
Mary Anderson, whose professional career is as much a
matter of pride to the good Sisters as her private virtues,
and Miss Taney, the author of the State poem, “The
Pioneer Women of Kentucky,” written for the World’s
Fair. Such is the insfitution that furnished so many
nurses for the eamps and the hospitals.
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SISTERS OF MT. ST. VINCENT.

A joint request from the Mayor of Cincinnati and the Archbishop of the
Diocese promptly answered. Appalling sights witnessed by the Sisters.
Young men seated on their own coffing prepare for execution. General
Rosecrans and his kindness to the Sisters. The Governor of Indiana
calls for nurses. Labors in Kentucky.

The work done by the Sisters of Charity of Mount
St. Vincent during the war was of a high order, The first
of the SBisters to enter the service as nurses were Sisters
Authony and Sophia. Both
were gent to Camp Dennison,
Cincinnati, O., on the 1st of
May, 1861. On the evening
before that date a peculiar
holy calm was upon the beauti-
ful convent, which is located
on a hill top, just within the limits of Cincinnati. The
structure, surrounded by cedar trees and well-cultivated
grounds, had in it the appearance of nobility, religion,
peace and charity. The golden rays of the setting sun
glanced, then darkened as the Sisters were enjoying their
evening walk. A messenger suddenly called for the
Superior. The Mother leaves her religions family to at-
tend to business. Only a few minutes elapse when she
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returns to inform her Sisters that his honor, the Mayor of
Cincinnati, and the Most Rev. Archbishop Purcell earn-
estly request the Sisters of Charity to attend the sick
troops who are stationed at Camp Dennigson. There were
no commands; all willingly volunteered to nurse the sick
soldiers. Preparations were quickly made, and on May
1, 1861, five members of the community were named for
the camp. Sisters Sophia and Anthony were sent in ad-
vance, and Sisters Bernardine, Alphonse and Magdalen
followed. Camp Dennison was situated about fifteen
miles from Cincinnati, on the Little Miami Railroad. This
location was advantageous for many reasons—easy of ac-
cess, with ample space and abundance of water, level and
guitable for military purposes. Mother Josephine, the
presiding Superior, accompanied the Sisters to this new
home. Their duties consisted principally in attending
the soldiers who were suffering from measles, which had
broken out in the ranks in the very worst form. After
these goldiers had recovered health the Sisters returned to
the Mother Superior House at Cedar Grove, Cincinnati.
After the return from Camp Dennison a hasty call
was received from the Mayor of Cumberland to at-
tend the sick and wounded of that place. Sister Anthony
was among the number, and an amusing incident is re-
lated of the Sisters’ leave-taking. As the good-byes were
being said the train moved off, carrying only Sister
Anthony. She arrived in Columbus some hours in ad-
vance of the others, who boarded the next train. Arriv-
ing at the station in Columbus she received a telegram
from the Most Rev. Archbishop of Cincinnati to return im-
mediately to St. John's Hospital to prepare for the sick
and wounded soldiers who were there, being brought from
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different places. The Sisters named for Cumberland were
Sisters Sophia, Ambrosia, Ettiene, Agnes, Jane, Mary,
Gabriella. There they were kindly received by a Catholie
family. Dr. McMahon, the attending physician, was kind
and attentive.

The weather was cold, the accommodations poor and
the hospitals, of which there were twelve, were some dis-
tance from each other. There were crowded into these
hospitals at one time 2200 poor soldiers, suffering from
typhoid fever, pneumonia, erysipelas, etc. The duties
were very trying, but a murmur never escaped from the
lips of one Sister of Charity. Almighty God and His glory
being their only aim, all seemed easy. “Sad and numerous
were the scenes we witnessed in those hospitals,” says one
of the Bisters, “yet none presents itself more vividly to my
mind to-day than the suffering of the boy soldiers longing
for home and mother. How often were those endearing
words, ‘Mother,” ‘Home," mentioned !

Sister Jane says: “I had in my ward a droll boy
named Billy. Now, our Billy had watched the Sisters for
some time and addressed me thus: ‘Lady, what is that I
hear the boys call you? BSister! Ah, that is a beautiful
name. Well, Sister, will you give me your Bible? I
would like to know something of your religion.” Billy
received the little Bible, or rather a small catechism, of
which he made good use. He was soon baptized, made his
first holy communion, and his zeal did not end here, “Often
have I seen him on a platform explaining the words of his
catechism to his comrades, many of whom became fervent
children of the Church. Many hundreds of like instances
could be cited, but I trust they are written in the Book
of Life.”
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Sister Agnes spent about three months in Cumber-
land nursing ihe sick soldiers. She then returned to St.
John's Hospital, Cincinnati, to nurse the soldiers who were
being sent from Richmond and Nashville to the eity. “It
was here I witnessed the most appalling sights,” she says;
“men wanting arms or legs, and sometimes wanting both
arms and legs—pale, haggard faces, worn from long
marching and fasting. Many, I think, died of broken
hearts. Faces and voices haunt me yet, calling for home
and dear ones whom they were destined never again to
behold on earth. The streets of this now flourishing city
were then the scenes of extreme suffering and misery.
Frequently fine young men, seated on their own coffins,
passed through on their way to execution on some neigh-
boring hillside.”

About the 16th of February the Sisters received a
hasty call from Cumberland. Mother Josephine and Rev.
Father Collins were to accompany them to the scene of
their duties, They reached Wheeling about 5 P. M. the
next day, and received hospitality from the Visitation
Nung. The next morning, in the face of a blinding storm
of sleet and snow, the Sisters started for Cumberland,
where they were met at the station by Dr. McMahon, the
surgeon of the post. They walked in procession through
the streets, and were the objects of much curiosity. That
evening they secured some rooms, but slept on the floor.
The next morning they were assigned some apartments in
the house of a Southern gentleman, Dr. Healy, whose sym-
pathy with the South compelled him to leave home and
family. The accommodations here were little better than
at the hotel. The bunks were made of rough boards, cov-
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ered with straw ticks, and the pillows were of the same
material.

Pages would not suffice to relate all the good done in
Cumberland.  Often during the stillness of night one
might have gazed on a Sister as she stood at the cot of a
dying soldier, heard her whisper words of consolation and
religion in his ears, saw her close genily his dying eyes.
Thus they passed long, weary nights.

Early in March, 1863, the Sisters of Mount 8t. Vin-
cent, who had already done valiant service in other locali-
ties, were invited to go to Nashville to nurse the sick and
wounded of that place. Those named were Sisters An-
thony, Constantina, Louise, Benedicta and Gabriella,
They left Cincinnati March 19, 1863, and were accompan-
ied by Rev. Father Tracy. There were four hospitals at
this place, fairly well adapted for their purpose. Sister
Constantina, who took charge of the first one, proved to
be an angel of merey to the poor invalids. The building
was formerly an old cotton mill, located on an eminence
known as College Hill. The Sisters were quartered in a
small house opposite to this place, and during their stay
were treated with the greatest consideration. Many of
the wounded were sent to this place after the battle of
Stone River. Most of the patients were young, and they
suffered intense agony.

At one time measles became quite epidemic among
the soldiers, from which many of them died. It was dur-
ing the mission at this place that General Rosecrans, with
his body-guard, made daily visits to the sick. He was
wont to say in his kind, jovial way: “Come, come, boys,
you are foxing; thesc Sisters are too good to you,” then
laugh heartily at his remarks. He was very kind to all the
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Sisters. The next important call to duty was at New
Creek. The Sisters of Charity named for this colony were
Sister Sophia, in charge, assisted by Sisters Ann, Cecelia,
Beatrice, Stainlaus, Etienne, Laurence and Benedicta.
The chaplain was Rev. Father Corcoran.

From the diary of one of the above-named Sisters the
following is extracted: “We left Cedar Grove Academy
June 9, 1862, for New Creek. Arriving at our destination,
we were assigned a tent, erected for our accommodation
by order of Dr. McMahon. This gentleman, however, soon
procured better quarters for us with a family named
Dinges. Here we performed our duties of nursing the
sick and wounded with energy and zeal. During our stay
at New Creek we were treated with great kindness and
respect, particularly by Colonel Miller, who, although a
Protestant, proved a sincere friend of priest and Sisters.

“It is not surprising that our peculiar dress was a
source of amusement to many persons who had never be-
fore seem a religious. We were frequently asked
why we dressed so differently from other ladies. We are
happy to relate that our care and kindness removed many
prejudices against our religion. We remained at New
Creek about three months; then the army moved to Cul-
pepper Court House. We followed in ambulances and
nursed the sick soldiers in tents pitched on the camp
grounds. Some of the soldiers had typhoid fever, of which
disease many of them died. When the Confederates were
victorious at Harper’s Ferry we retreated to Washington,
whence we returned to the Mother house, Cincinnati.”

Gallipolis was the next assignment. The Sisters
named for the field of charity were Sisters Louis, Am-
brosia, Euphrasia, Basilia, Gonzaga, Laurence, Constan-
tina and Seraphine. About eight months after their re
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turn from Cumberland they were ordered to this location
to attend the soldiers from Winchester and Lynchburg,
The wounded did not reach the hospitals until fourteen
days after the battle. The misery and suffering presented
was most frightful. The attending physician was Dr.
Stone, and the chaplain was Rev, Father Callenberg. Sis-
ter Gonzaga, a very holy person, who has since gone te
her reward, took quite an interest in little Toby, a little
darky, who was conspicuous about the eamp, and who en-
deavored, whenever an opportunity occurred, of instruct-
ing him in the knowledge and love of God. When she
thonght she had instructed him sufficiently and an exam-
ination would not be out of place, she called him to her and
gaid: “Toby, who made you?”

“Dun no, Sister,” he answered.

She then said to him: “Well, Toby, who made the
trees, the grass, the flowers and all these beautiful things
which we see around us?”

The little fellow looked at her for awhile and said:
“Dun no; dey was all hyar when I comed.”

The soldiers in Gallipolis acted as gentlemen in their
intercourse with the Sisters. The sight of a Sister was
sufficient to check the least levity. Men who had been
taught to look on Catholics as dangerous people learned
to love and respect the faith which taught even women
to sacrifice their lives for the comfort or relief of the sol-
diers.

The Governor of Indiana made application to the
Most Rev. Archbishop of Cincinnati for the Sisters to care
for and nurse his troops in Richmond, Ky. Sisters An-
thony and Sophia were among the first ones sent. They
traveled in ambulances from Cincinnati. The following
are extracts from the diaries of these religious:
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“Much, very much, might be said of our work at Rich-
mond, but God alone could tell the story. En route from
here (Cincinnati) we witnessed sights the most appalling;
the grounds were covered with wounded, dying and dead
bodies. Some of the dead bodies were only partially cov-
ered, hands and feet protruding. The weather being very
hot added not a little to the hardships of this scene of ac-
tion.

“Arriving in Richmond, we began work immediately.
The hospital had been an academy, affording wards larger
and better than many other locations during the war,
Shortly after attending to those suffering from the most
severe wounds, a Sister discovered a poor soldier erouched
in a corner. For hours he had lain under the burning rays
of the sun, suffering severely from a wound received in his
shoulder. The flesh surrounding the wound was dread-
fully mangled, and owing to neglect was swarming with
vermin. Pale and haggard he looked. I shall never forget
him. We washed and dressed his wounds and administer-
ed the necessary cordials, and when we placed him in a
clean cot the reader may imagine his joy.

“Another ward in this hospital accommodated more
than one hundred men. Seventeen were lying on the
floor, each of whom had lost one or more limhs. “What
shall we do with these poor men? was the constant query.

“The first death that occurred was of a man who had
been shot through the lung. He had been exposed to the
heat of the sun, and had eaten no food for hours. Every-
thing was done for him, but his moments on earth were
few. He received the last sacraments and died a beauti-
ful death. His last words were: ‘Thanks to the Sisters.
This death and its attending circumstances were the canse



210 ANGELS OF THE BATTLEFIELD.

of many conversions. One pious Episcopalian asked the
Sisters for books on the subject of religion, saying that ‘a
religion which teaches gentle ladies such devoted self-
sacrifice for suffering humanity must be Divine.

“No page in history can record such noble deeds of cour-
age and devotion as that illuminating the life and labors
of these Sisters during their stay at Richmond. Particu-
larly noble was our much esteemed Sister Anthony. (1)

“History can point to annals of devotion and self-sacri-
fice of noble women, but no annals are so rich in noble
work and silent charity as that of our loved Sister. Hun-
dreds of men scattered over the States will always re-
member and revere her. She seemed happy when engaged
in alleviating the sufferings of others, particularly of the
soldiers.”

The following anecdote from the diary of a Sister illus-
trates the influence that the religious possessed with these
soldier boys:

“It is midnight. The moon sends her welcome light to
cheer my watching hours. There is stillness all around,
although many soldiers are suffering. But listen! I hear
moans. A poor soldier is dying; must away to his cot. Yes,
he was dying. I prayed, then spoke: ‘Now, my young
friend, you are going home.” ‘Home! said the boy; ‘what
do you meau, Bister? ‘Why, would you not like to go to
heaven?” ‘Sister, are you going there when you die? I as-
sured the boy that I sinoerely hoped to go there. “Well/’
said he, ‘so do 1" I called the chaplain, had the soldier
baptized and ere the morning dawned this beautiful soul
was in heaven.”

{1). In order to preserve the continnity of the narrative as much
as possible the most important work done by Sister Anthony and
other Mother Seton Sisters has been outlined in Chapter VIL.




CHAPTER XX.

THE SISTERS OF MERCY.

An application from the Secretary of War to the Superior of the order. Nine
Sisters depart for the Government Hospital at Beaufort, N. C. A dinner
of pork and beans and mouldy bread. The steward who expected the
Sisters to poison some of the patients. Complimented by Jefferson
Davis. A convent confiscated by General Slocum. Secular ladies who
had * other engagements ”’ when the smallpox appeared.

None of the Sisters who gave up their time and talents
to the cause of suffering humanity did better work than
the Sisters of Mercy. Their most conspicuous service was
on Southern battlefields, al-
though, like their colleagues in
this merciful work, they were
subject to the call of duty no
matter whence it came. On
the 19th of June, 1862, Viecar
General Starrs, of New York,
applied for a sufficient corps of nurses to take charge of
a military hospital in North Carolina. The proposition
was laid before the Sisters of 8t. Catherine’s Convent of
Merey, in New York City, and the invitation promptly and
cheerfully accepted.

Nine Sisters were selected for the mission. They in-
cluded Sisters Mary Augustine MacKenna, M. Elizabeth
Callanan, M. Paul Lennon, M. Gertrude Ledwith, M. Paula

13 (211
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Harris, M. Veronica Dimond and M. Agatha MacCarthy.
The Mother Superior and Mother Alphonsus decided to go
with the party. The chaplain was Rev., Father Bruhl, a
native of Hungary, sixty years of age. He had a long,
flowing grey beard, and while he was not possessed of an
adequate knowledge of English, he was equipped with a
valuable experience of hospital work incident to warfare,
This was derived from long and laborious service in the
French army during the war which resulted in the taking
of Algiers.

The Sisters bade adieu to their convent friends on the
15th of July, and boarded the Government boat Catawaba,
which was to take them to the scene of their future labors
at Beaufort, N. C. The Sisters were under the care of
General Foster, who showed them every consideration.

It happened that 500 horses, destined for cavalry ser-
vice, were to be passengers on the vessel, and as the
tedious and somewhat distressing process of getting them
into the hold only commenced after the Sisters boarded
the boat the Catawaba could not leave the dock until the
afternoon of July 16.

A non-Catholic officer writing from Beaufort at this
time says:

“The Hammond General Hospital, at Beaufort, N. C,,
is eligibly located on the bay, the tide rising and falling
entirely around the main building. It is under the care
of the Sisters of Mercy, whose earnest devotedness to the
noble task they have assumed is manifested in the cleanly
condition of the place and the comfort and contentment
displayed by all the patients. Ome kitchen, a perfect
‘bijou’ of a kitchen, is devoted to the use of the Sisters,
where they prepare every kind of delicacy which the
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condition of the sick require, in such a manner as those
good Risters only can prepare such things. The preju-
dice which exists in some 1lliberal-minded persons toward
Catholics would be very speedily and effectually dis-
pelled could they witness, as we have, these worthy
ladies modestly but earnestly pursuing their vocation
among the sick and wounded, with no hope of reward
until He, whose divine example they imitate, shall say:
‘I was weary and ye ministered unto me.” Long may
Sister Mary Madeline, the Superior, and her amiable
Sisters be spared to pursue their work of faith and love
among us. Our soldiers feel truly grateful to Mrs. Foster,
the accomplished wife of our Major General, for her con-
sideration in bringing the Sisters here.”

The structure which was known as the “hospital” is
thus aaw irably described by Mother Mary Carroll: “It
was a lare building that had formerly been a summer
hotel. It was so near the shore that at high tide the
waves rolled in and out under the timber props on which
it was erected. It was a frame building, containing 500
rooms. The Sisters arrived in the midst of a heavy rain
storm. As they passed from the wharf to the building, in
single file, all dressed in black, the patients, looking out of
the windows, took them for nine lone widows, seeking the
dead bodies of their husbands!

“The place contained no furniture except a few miser-
able bedsteads, and was in a most desolate condition.
There was only one broom and very few utensils. The
broom, in possession of Chloe, a saucy little negress, was
seldom available. Along the shore were wrecks of pianos,
tables, chairs, glass, etc. There were no candles or lamps,
and every one was compelled to retire before night.”
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Truly, a forsaken habitation for women, the ost of
whom had been brought up in homes of comfort and refine-
ment. The house was extremely dirty, and the Sisters got
very little rest the first night. The next day a transforma-
tion took place. The new-comers, with what assistance
they could obtain from the nafives, began the work of
housecleaning. “Bob” Sproul, a young negro, who was
presented with a red shirt, was installed as water carrier.
He was so delighted with the conspicuous but useful gar-
ment that he wore it outside of his Sunday coat and pro-
claimed himself “the best-dressed man in North Carolina.”

The first dinner of the Sisters was a “sumptuous re-
past” of pork and beans and mouldy bread, to which was
added coffee sweetened with molasses, Eight rooms were
asgigned to the nurses These rooms  were
located on the second story, and opened out on a piazza
overlooking the sound. In spite of the great considera-
tion shown the Sisters, they were compelled to undergo
many privations. Two of the Sisters, whose names are
not recorded, died from the effects of these hardships, and
several were dangerously ill.

Nearly all the patients differed from the Sisters in re-
ligious belief, and their coming caused several humorous
as well as pathetic incidents. Many of the soldiers had
never met “a real, live” Sister before. Their minds had
been installed with false notions, and it was some days
before they appreciated the Sisters in their real character
and at their true worth. After the work in the locality
was finished, the steward of the hospital confessed that he
often sat up until 1 o’clock in the morning watching the
Sisters, fully expecting them to poison the patients, or do
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some other terrible thing, they being “confessed emissaries
of the Pope.”

The dress of the Sisters scared some of the others,
“Great heavens!” shrieked one patient to the nurse that
bent over him, “are you a man or a woman? But your
hand is a woman’s hand; its touch is soft, and your voice
is gentle. What are you?”

“Only a poor servant of the Great Master, come from
afar to serve you,” said the Sister.

“Sister,” moaned another, “I'm dying. I want to be
what you are; help me.”

“What the Sister believes, I believe,” cried another,
who had probably never known any religion. “Sister, tell
me what to answer when the priest comes to baptize me.”

When the patients finally recovered sufficiently to
leave the hospital they would offer little keepsakes to the
Sisters—a button, a shred of blue or gray, a pebble—with
a fervent “God bless you, Sister. I'll never forget you.
Pray for me.”

The Sisters became part of the patients’ lives. They
did more than nurse them. They cheered them in their
hours of despondency, and wrote letters for them to the
anxious ones at home. Some of the Sisters, by reason of
ill health, were compelled to return to New York. Their
places were promptly filled with recruits from the Mother
House.

The perfect discipline among the Sisters, the spirit of
humility and self-sacrifice that prevailed generally, was
exhibited when the Mother Superior in charge was suc-
ceeded by Mother M. Augustine MeKenna. Mother An-
gustine was one of the women who had previously pre
pared food for the soldiers. The patients and others were
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surprised to learn, after the change, that she was not only
a person of great executive ability, but that she was also
a woman of the utmost refinement, and one of the most
intellectual members of the Sisterhood.

In October, 1862, it was found that Beaufort was too
much exposed for the patients, and they were removed to
Newberne. The residence of Governor Stanley was placed
at the disposal of the Sisters. It was transformed into a
handsome convent, the parlor being used as a chapel.
After the raids at Goldsboro all of the wards were crowded
with sick and wounded. Americans, Germans, Irish and
Creoles, all came in the same ambulances, with their
clothing matted to the skin from ghastly wounds. They
were all treated alike by the nurses, who were working
in the cause of humanity.

Some time after the war Jefferson Davis, ex-President
of the late Confederacy, addressing a number of the Sis-
ters, said: “Will you allow me, ladies, to speak a moment
with you? I am proud to see you once more. I can
never forget your kindness to the sick and wounded in our
darkest days, and I know not how to testify my gratitude
and respect for every member of your noble order.”

Mr. Davis met Mother Mary Teresa Austen Carroll in
1887, and he reiterated his expressions of thankfulness
toward the sisters who had performed what he called a
great work. Many other dignitaries and soldiers on both
the Union and Confederate sides testified to the good ser-
vices rendered by the Sisters of Mercy. Their labors, how-
ever, did not end with the war, for after that cruel period
they busied themselves in establishing homes for widows
and asylums for the orphans.

The Sisters of Mercy also worked with unremitiing
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zeal during the war at Mississippi Springs, Oxford, Jack-
son and Shelby Springs. The Southern Sisters, after de-
voting months to the service of the sick and wounded
soldiers in these localities, returned home to Vicksburg
only to find that General Slocum had confiscated their
convent for a headquarters. Father Michael O'Connor,
8. J., formerly Bishop of Pittsburg, was a personal friend
of Becretary of the War Stanton, and he at once inter
ested himself in the cause of the Sisters. Afier a brief
correspondence their property was restored to them.

In February, 1862, the Mayor of Cincinnati applied to
the Archbishop of the same city for a sufficient number
of Bisters to nurse the sick and wounded soldiers of the
Ohio regiments. The application was sent to Mother Te-
resa, who not only complied with it, but headed the dele-
gation of Sisters that went to the front. Grant and John-
son had met at Shiloh and the battle of Pittsburg Landing
was the result. The Sisters went down the river on the
Superior, preparing bandages and other hospital neces-
saries on the way.

There was plenty of work to do when they landed,
and it was entered upon with zeal. A number of secu-
lar ladies also arrived upon the scene and insisted upon
aiding in the work. The Sisters cheerfully accepted their
assistance. In a few days small-pox broke out among the
patients and the secular ladies suddenly remembered that
they had important engagements elsewhere. They de-
serted the temporary hospitals with more haste than dig-
nity, leaving the Sisters in undisputed possession. Mother
Teresa was especially devoted during the small-pox epi-
demie, joining the other Sisters in personally dressing the
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wounds of the patients suffering from this loathsome dis-
ease.

The Sisters of Mercy also worked zealously in St. Louis.
They visited almost daily the hospitals on the Fair
Grounds in that city, where an average of from 1000 to
2000 sick and wounded men were being cared for. Many
other visitations were made to private hospitals and pri-
vate dwellings, where the necessities of the ocecasion hap-
pened to place the disabled soldiers. Particular attention
was paid to the patients in the McDowell College, used as
a hospital for sick prisoners of war. The Sisters sent large
hampers to this institution filled with clothing and with
delicacies in the way of food and drink.

Some of the poor sufferers were stone-blind, but as soon
as they discovered that the Sisters of Merey were among
them they would stretch out their hands, crying, “Wel-
come, Sisters. If you had never given us anything we
would still rejoice to have you come amongst us with your
consoling words.”

Three of the prisoners of war in the MeDowell Hos-
pital were condemned to be shot as a measure of “retalia-
tion"—one of the cruel customs of the war. The sentence
of death had been passed with all due military solemnity,
and the carrying out thereof was inevitable. Knowing this
to be the case the Sisters visited the condemned men
in their cells and urged them to make suitable prepara-
tions for death. The unfortunate men received the Sis-
ters with cordiality, but they were furious at the decree
which condemned them to death, and absolutely refused
to consider any suggestions which would cause them to
forgive their enemies. While the Sisters were pleading
with the men an armed guard stood at the door and two
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other sentinels paced up and down the corridor with a
regularity and grimness that filled the scene with awe.

Finally perseverance conquered. The doomed men
relented, and a clergyman accompanied them to the scaf-
fold. They were blindfolded when making fervent acts
of contrition, and while engaged in this pious devotion
were launched into eternmity.

One of the duties that devolved upon the Sisters dur-
ing the war, as well as thereafter, was the care of the
widows and orphans of the soldiers. There was one pathe-
tic case in the Me¢Dowell Institution. It concerned two
little girls, daughters of Southern prisoners. Their mother
and married sister had died in the prison, and their father
was among the missing. The little ones were seriously
ill when they were brought to the attention of the Sis-
ters. They were in such a sad plight that their clothes
had to be changed in the yard, and the cast-off garments
buried. Baptism was administered to them, and their
physical needs given immediate attention. The younger
child, about 8 years of age, died a few days later. The
other recovered and was instructed in the ways neces-
sary for a life of virtue and usefulness. At the close
of the war she was claimed by her father, He had searched
the city in a vain endeavor to find his offspring, and
when he had all but abandoned hope located her in tbe
“House of Mercy,” conducted by the Sisters. On being
given positive pledges that the child would be properly
cared for the Sister s restored her to the anxious father.

Mary Mulholland, who became known as Mother
Francis of the Sisters of Mercy, did wonderfully effective
work during the war. She was born in Armagh, Ireland,
in 1808, but came to this country when a mere child,
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Her one desire was to become a member of one of those
devoted Sisterhoods that give their lives to the service
of the Creator. In spite of the opposition of her parents
this object was finally achieved. The opportunity came
when Bishop Quarter engaged a colony of Sisters of
Mercy for Chicago in 1843. The journey to the Western
city was by stage and boat. A terrific storm arose while
the party was crossing Lake Michigan. A high wave
swept over the deck of the vessel, carrying men, women
and children into the angry waters.

Mary Mulholland was one of those that went over
board, and when a brave man—a Mr. Ogden, who after-
wards became the first Mayor of Chicago—attempted to
save her she cried: “Leave me to my fate; save the
others.” He did save others, but he saved her, too, for
a future of usefulness and good works. The future
Mother of the Order received the white veil from the
Bishop in April, 1847, and was professed by dizpensation
December 28, 1848, Her business accomplishments made
her a valuable member of the community.

Speaking of the experience of this good woman in
the Civil War Mother Carroll says (1): When the Civil
War broke out Mother Frances organized among the
Sisters a band of volunteer nurses to minister to the
sick and wounded on Southern battlefields. She accom-
panied them to Missouri, and set them to work. In Chi-
cago she looked after the soldiers, whether sick or pris-
oners. A Sister who shared with her the fatigues of
these great works writes: “Many soldiers crying out in
agony on their hard beds blessed her as she passed her
holy hands over their burning brows. The absent fath-

{1). Annals of the Sisters of Mercy.
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ers and mothers for whom they ealled could not come,
but this gentle, humble, self-sacrificing soul supplied
their places. A Southern lad of 18 cried like a child
when she laid her hand on his clammy brow. ‘Oh, God,’
he murmured, ‘I thought you were my mother.” She
prepared him for death, and he died in her arms.

Mother Francis was a power in the prisons and hos-
pitals when the most influential gentlemen and commit-
tees were refused admission. There were so many sym-
pathizers with Confederates in Chicago that a general
uprising between Federals and Secessionists was often
feared. Whenever or wherever the Sisters of Merey
appeared the sick and wounded soldiers, whether in blue
or gray uniform, were abu'ndautlg,r supplied with every-
thing necessary for their comfort. Once when Secretary
Stanton refused to supply more rations during the cur-
rent month the case was laid before the President, who
wrote:

“To all whom it may concern:—On application of the
Sisters of Merey in Chicago of the Military Hospital in
Washington furnish such provisions as they desire to
purchase and charge the same to the War Department.

ABRAHAM LINCOLN.”

After the war Mother Frances continued her useful
work in many convents of her order, dying peacefully
on December 8, 1888. (2)

(2). Many of the facts In the foregolng chapter have been glean-
ed from the annals of the Sisters of Merey, which have been ably
edited by Mother Mary Carroll,



CHAPTER XXI.

THE MORTH CAROLINA HOSPITALS.

Solicitude of the Sisters for the patients under their care. Friendships
formed that were only parted by death. Interesting reminiscences of
Mother M. Augustine MacKenna concerning the Government Hospital
at Beaufort, N. C. A victim of camp fever and how he was relieved by

the nurse.

There were many incidents of interest in the hospitals
at Beaufort and Newberne, N. C,, told by Mother M. Au-
gustine MacKenna to her niece, Sister Dolores, and other
members of the community of
the Sisters of Mercy. Some of
these were incorporated in a
neat little book called the
“Milestone,” issued last year
to commemmorate the golden
jubilee or b50th anniversary
of the Sisters of Mercy in
New York City. The principal
points are embodied in the paragraphs that follow. (1)

Beaufort is a village on a little peninsula that runs
out into Bogue Sound. It is directly opposite to Fort
Macon, which is built on an island in these shallow wat-

(1). The author desires io express his thanks to General James
R. O'Beirne, of New York city, who aided him very materially in
obtaining the material in question.
(222)
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ers. Before the war Beaufort was a place of fashionable
resort for sea bathing, and its principal hotel, though a
frame building, contained five hundred rooms and was
elaborately furnished; but having been sacked in the
spring of 1862 everything of value was destroyed. It was
therefore in a sadly denuded condition when it was util-
ized as a hospital and made the temporary resting place of
two hundred disabled men, just two months previous to
the coming of the Sisters.

Only the common army rations had been provided
for these sufferers, and their situation was painful in the
extreme. A complete dearth of utensils in every depart-
ment marked the early management of the hospital.
There was no modern means of washing clothes, it had
to be done with a few small, old-fashioned tubs, and the
untrained hands of some escaped field slaves.

No artificial light of any kind, not even a candle,
could be procured at that time in Beaufort, and there
was no proper food or refreshing drink for the patients.
The Sisters sent an urgent requisition to the United
States Sanitary Commission, and very soon the hospital
was amply provided with all necessaries and many com-
forts in the line of dressing-gowns, towels, sponges, cas-
tile soap, “Aunt Klyne’s cologne,” ete.

Even in the midst of such suffering many amusing
incidents frequently oceurred, as for instance when a
Sister undertook the task of getting the kitchen cleaned,
This establishment had been until now under the con-
trol of a certain functionary called the kitchen steward.
He was a native of Maine, of short, stout build; never
wore shoes (on account of the heat, he said), but always
wore an immense straw hat in the house and out of it,
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and constantly sat in a wheelbarrow at the kitchen
door with a huge bunch of keys dangling from the belt of
hig ticking apron. He was a woodcutter in his native
forests before he was drafted into the army; he could
neither read nor write, and his name was Kit Condon.
The negroes, and indecd his fellow-soldiers, called him
“Mr. Kit!” It took a great amount of persuasion to induce
“Mr. Kit” to relinquish his keys, the token of his dignified
office, to the “North lady,” as the Sister in charge was
called, and he eyed the cleaning process from his wheel-
barrow with evident disapproval.

“Mr. Trip,” a soldier six feet high, was another
important personage in the culinary department, and this
with “Edward, the baker,” who made his “cookies,” buns,
pies, etc., on the marble top of a ruined billiard table,
completed the kitchen force.

The renovating that kitchen received was marvel-
ous! Piles of greasy sand were swept into the ocean
through a never-to-be-forgotten hole in the very midst of
the kitchen floor. The house being built on “piles” or
timber supports, this portion of it was directly above
the water. After the debris of a meal had been thrown
them through this opening the fishes could be seen by
hundreds when the tide was in, and nothing could sur-
pass their voracity, unless indeed it was their quarrel-
someness, for they seemed bent on annihilating one an-
other.

One day much excitement was created by the arrival
of an escaped slave. A tall young girl was seen running
breathlessly across the sort of bridge or causeway that
connected the hospital premises with the village of Beau-
fort. She was quickly followed by an elderly Southerner,
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and he was very close to her when she got to the end of her
perilous race,

The soldiers cheered her wildly, and called to her
that she was safe with them, while they pointed their
bayonets at her pursuer and swore in no measured terms
that they would pitch him into the sea if he laid a finger
on the girl.

However, some of the officers took up the case and
brought both man and girl into the General’s office, in
order to come to an understanding. The man cried out,
“She is my gal; she is my gal; she was born upon my
place; she is mine.” But the General would not listen to
this claim, and told the man the girl was free from the
moment she claimed the protection of the army.

She was all trembling and exhausted with fear, fa-
tigne and excitement, and during the remainder of that
day she had to be encouraged and consoled and petted
like a baby, althoungh she was 17. Her name was Ellen,
and she had a sweeter face and softer manners than
are generally found among colored persons.

Towards the end of October the tides became very
high, and the water was driven under and around the hos-
pit.. with greater impetuosity by the wind. On one oc-
casion the water was profane enough to invade the
“Hall” where a good old Unitarian minister held forth
to his sparse congregation, and the “meeting” had to be
discontinned. The next tide was still more daring, for
it swept clear through the kitchen and dining room, leav-
ing in both a debris of dead crabs and little fish, not to
mention seaweed of every variety. All this rendered the
place very uninhabitable, and General Foster, with his
usual thoughtfulness, authorized the Sisters 1o move 1o
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Newberne and to take possession of the Stanley House,
the officers and doctors receiving orders at the same time
to remove the patients thither as soon as possible.

The two Sisters sent to inspect the prospects in New-
berne had a delightful sail in an open boat through the
sound, past Fort Macon and past the sea-green islands
on to Moorhead City, which “city” consisted of twelve
houges and a few “shanties.” On arriving at Newberne
the Sisters were agreeably surprised at the aspect of
the “Stanley” House, so-called because it had originally
been the home of Governor Stanley, of North Carolina.

A handsome lawn or courtyard lay in front of the
house. Beautiful large cedars grew within this enclosure,
and as their berries were now ripening flocks of mocking-
birds were rejoicing in their branches and filling the air
with their own inimitable harmony. In a corner stood a
grand old “Pride of India,” the first tree of the kind the
Sisters had ever seen; climbing roses clustered around
the windows, and numbers of little songsters made their
abode in the foliage.

The house was fine and in perfect repair, having been
used as General Burnside’s headquarters. It had not
been ransacked or rifled as most of the other houses had
been. Of the two large handsome parlors one was set
aside for a chapel, and a beautiful one it became soon
afterwards.

In the last week of October the hospital at Beaufort
was vacated, and the sick soldiers were much more com-
fortably settled in their winter quarters. The “hospital”
was distinet from the “Stanley residence” and consisted
of three houses and several newly-erected pavilions; a
nice shady path and a large garden separated these
from the Sisters’ domicile.






AN ARMY EXPRESS OFFICE.
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In December, 1862, General Foster, with a large de-
tachment of the men under his charge made an attack
on the town of Goldshorough, North Carolina, and almost
ruined it. An immense number of soldiers were wounded,
and, as the doctors’ stores had not arrived, the surgeons
had no old linen or lint with which to bind up the wounds
of the poor sufferers. For this reason they presented a
most fearful spectacle. Some had their heads and faces
wrapped in coarse cloth, and were so besmeared with
blood that the sight was a painful one.

Others, indeed the greater number, had either one
or both feet in a terrible condition, the feet having been
pierced with balls. There were broken legs, broken arms
and one unhappy victim had both hands shot off, and the
cendition of these agonizing wounds was something ter-
rible.

The first task of the Risters was to feed the wretched
sufferers, who had had but little care bestowed upon
them. After that the difficult and distressing duty of
cleansing their wounds was undertaken and was left
entirely to the Sisters,

One very large man named Sherman, an English-
man, had his mouth and chin o shattered that the doc-
tors decided that his mouth had better not be touched,
as he must certainly die. However, the Sisters with
soft sponges and warm water began to loosen the horrible
rags with which the poor man’s face and head were cov-
ered. He, poor fellow, had heard enough of the doctor’s
opinion to render him hopeless, and when he found that
efforts were heing made to relieve him he tried to evince
his gratitude by signs. When the wraps were removed
blood began to flow from his mouth, and a Sister took

14
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out with her finger several loosened teeth, and thus
greatly facilitated his breathing. The utmost possible
care was taken of this patient, and the satisfaction of
seeing him perfectly restored to health, though disfig-
ured in a dreadful manner, was in itself a great reward.
The dumb gratitude he displayed when he came to say
“good-bye” as he was leaving the hospital was very pa-
thetic.

Another interesting case was that of David Brant, a
ruddy-faced lad about 18 years of age. He was suoffering
in some way that could not at first be discovered. It
wag noticed that he kept moving his feet in a distressing
sort of way. These members were uncovered, when, to
the surprise of the Sister attending him, it was found
that he had still his boots on and that they seemed ready
to burst. Some of the soldiers at hand came with knives
and cut them off, piece by piece, with great difficulty, and
then, alas! it was found that veins of the boys legs had
burst open, and his boots were filled with clotted blood.
The doctors were sent for, and had great trouble in
stanching the blood, and in tying up the arteries. It
need hardly be added that the poor lad died the next day
in great agony. He was the victim of a forced march in
which the men were made to run for several miles with-
out stopping. The Sisters wrote to his father the least
painful account possible of the poor son’s death, and
received a most grateful reply, the bereaved gentleman
adding that but for them he would never have known the
real truth of the sad event.

“Hiram” was a victim of camp-fever; unfortunately
for him he had been kept in camp too long after he took
gick, and the fly-blister had been applied to the back of
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his neck. Some of his comrades took it off, but applied
no dressing of any kind, so that the coarse blue flannel col-
lar of his shirt grew into the raw sore, and his hair also
festered into it. It was his cries that first attracted the
attention of a Sister, for he was brought into the hospital
in this condition.

She found a scldier trying to relieve him by applying
a coarse wet towel in cold water to his neck, and this
caused the screams of the sufferer. A soft sponge, warm
water and castile soap came into requisition here, and
when the hair was cut so as to free it from the sore,
and the gathers of the shirt 'oosened from the collar, the
poor boy began to feel a little relief. As he lay with his
face buried in the pillow he did not see who was attending
him.

“Who is doing that?”

“A Rister of Mercy,” was the reply.

“No,” said he, “no one but my mother could do it:”

By degrees the sore was nicely dressed with soft old
linen and cold water—the only dressing allowed by the
doctors—and then Hiram stole a glance at his new friend
and nurse.

“What are you, at all?” was the first question.

The Sister tried to make him understand what a Sis-
ter of Mercy does, or tries to do for those who suffer, and
he sank back in his pillow, saying,

“] don't care what you are; you are a mother to me.”

He was only 16, full of bright intelligence and wit,
but after suffering dreadfully for six weeks from the fatal
fever he died in the arms of his father, who had been ap-
prised by the Sisters of poor Hiram’s condition, and had
come from Boston to remain with him.



230 ANGELS OF THE BATTLEFIELD.

Many such sad incidents might be related, but no
doubt such are the records of every hospital. The Sisters
continued their gervices until May, 1863, when General
Foster, under whose protection they had been able to ef-
fect much good, was ordered to Tallahassee, Florida,
where there was no need of a military hospital. The neces.
sity for the Sisters was now not so great in North Caro-
lina—most of the poor men having been released from
their sufferings, many by death and others by recovery—
80 preparations were commenced for returning to New

York.
The Sisters felt very much for the poor negro girls

who had attached themselves to them so affectionately,
and who in their simple ignorance thought that the
“North ladies” could do anything and everything. Some
very amusing incidents took place in connection with our
“contrabands.” One night a Sister, having forgotten
something in the kitchen, went for it at a later hour than
usual. All the negro girls and women who worked for
the hospital—scrubbing, washing, ironing, ete.—slept in
the rooms over the kitchen; and the Bister, hearing peals
of laughter, did not think it beneath her dignity to act
the part of a listener under these “colored” circumstances,

She therefore went noiselessly up the stairs, and, to
her great amusement, heard herself perfectly imitated by
cne of the girls, This Sister had for many months been
giving the general instructions to the women and girls;
now she heard the very tones of her voice and the man-
ner of her delivery most perfectly reproduced; another
genius undertook to represent another Sister, and so on
until every Sister was portrayed, to the great delight of
the company, the members of which never dreamed of the
amused listener on the kitchen stairs.
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The solicitude of the Sisters for the welfare of their
patients frequently caused warm friendships that con-
tinued long after the close of the war. Sister Mary Ger-
trude and Mother Mary Augustine were two of the Sis-
ters attached to the hospitals in Beaufort and Newberne.
One of those cases that came under their care was that
of Charles Edward Hickling, of the Forty-fifth Regiment,
Massachusetts Volunteers, The bravery and manliness of
this young soldier won the hearts of all.

Illness contracted in the service finally caused his
death in 1867. He bore all his suffering with great for-
titude. During his illness the Sisters visited him at his
home, and after his death sent coneoling letters to the
bereaved family.

These letters show the tender sympathy and generous
interest of the Sisters towards the soldiers to such an
extent that the writer feels justified in giving brief ex-
tracts from what were intended to be personal missives.

Sister Mary Gertrude, under date of January 3, 1868,
wrote to the parents: “How can I express to you in ade-
quate terms the very great grief and affectionate sym-
pathy I feel toward you in your great affliction. May
God be your comfort and your refuge in this trying hour,
for in sufferings such as these mno creature can
give you consolation. We must look higher. He who
gent the cross can alone give the power to sustain its
weight. Do not give way to despondency, my very dear
friends. The dear boy has only gone before you for a
time—we are all hastening towards our turn. In a very
little time we, too, shall have passed the eternal gates,
there to meet all we have loved and lost, and with them
praise the tender mercy of the good God to us whilst in
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our exilee. * * * T have been, and am still with you,
in thought and spirit, going through the least detail of
all the trying circumstances of this sad bereavement.”

Mother Augustine, who was the Superior of the Sis-
ters at the Newberne Hospital, writing to a devoted
friend—Miss Susan Messinger—said on January 4, 1868:

“So our brave soldier boy is gone, his long and try-
ing march has brought him to the goal, and in his young
enthusiasm he has gone to join the numerous band of
those who were his companions on the field and in the
fight, in danger and in privations, exposure and fatigue,
but not in the long years of patient and heroic endurance
which requires more of a martyr's fortitude than a sol-
dier's courage. Dear Charles! He is the last of our soldier
boys—the last link that bound us to the Boston Regiment,
the brave Massachusetis Volunteers, whose heroism we
shall never forget. * * * Eternity! Dear Charles
krows its wonders now. Let us pray that we may =o live,
80 use our powers here that our eternity may be with
those who have fought their way through the trials and
sorrows of life to its unending peace.”



CHAPTER XXII.

LABORS IN THE WEST.

The Sisters of Mercy attend the sick and wounded in the * Irish Brigade,”
the command organized by Colonel Mulligan, whose life was sacrificed
in the Union cause. Sisters leave Chicago for Lexington, Mo. One
brave, religious Sister who wanted to finish her office before being shot.
General Fremont and his staff call upon the Sisters. Taking charge of
the hospital department of the steamship Express.

Soon after the beginning of the war the “Irish Bri-
gade” was organized in Chicago by Colonel Mulligan
whose life was sacrificed in the Union cause towards the

COLONEL MULLIGAN.

close of the war, He was a de-
vout Catholic, and a warm friend
of the Sisters of Mercy. As his
command were nearly all Cath.-
olics bhe determined to secure
the services of the Sisters in
behalf of his sick and wounded,
and, before his departure from
Chicago, called on Reverend
Mother Frances, from whom he
obtained the promise that the

suffering among his soldiers should be cared for by her
children. This is the mother of whom a brief sketch is
given in a previous chapter. The regiment left Chicago in

(233)
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the summer of 1861, and was finally stationed at Lexing-
ton, Missouri. On September 3, six Sisters of Mercy, es-
corted by Reverend Mother Francis and her assistant,
left Chicago under the care of Lieutenant Shanley. The
Superiors were to return when the Sisters were settled
in Lexington.

The hospital was to be in charge of Sister M. Alphon-
sus Butler, assisted by her companions. To those who
had never been within sight or sound of “war’s alarms,”
this appeared to be an undertaking of no small hazard.
The Sisters believed they were risking their lives, “Yes,”
said one, “I was fully convinced I should never see Chi-
cago again.”

They went by St. Louis to Jefferson City, from which
point they were to proceed to Lexington. During their
stay in Jefferson they were the guests of Mr. and Mrs.
Mosely, who were ardent sympathizers with the Southern
canse. Nothing could exceed their attention and kindness
to the Bisters, to whom they showed every mark of re-
spect. When Mr. and Mrs. Mosely withdrew to St. Louis
they left their beautiful home at the disposal of their
valued guests.

It was rumored that Confederate forces were stationed
along the river banks, and that communication with Lex-
ington would be speedily cut off. The Sisters, therefore,
embarked on the first boat leaving Jefferson, the “Sioux
City,” which was to carry them to their destination. It
was under command of Lieutenant Shanley, who was
conducting a detachment of troops to Lexingion. Sey-
eral ladies were on board, among whom was Mrs, Mulli-
gan, who with her infant daughter was going to join her
husband. As the steamer proceeded up the river the
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rumors of “danger ahead” became more and more alarm-
ing. At lengih, at the earnest request of some of the
ladies, Lientenant Shanley gave orders to return to Jef-
ferson. On reaching that city the officer in command
directed that the ladies who were not willing to undertake
the voyage should be put ashore, and that the “Sioux
City"” should resume her voyage to Lexington.

The second attempt, however, proved that the alarm
of the ladies was not unfounded. Danger was constant-
ly apprehended. It was given out as certain that the
Confederates were stationed at Glasgow, a small town on
the Missouri. When the boat came within a few rods of
it the Confederates were seen rushing from the woods
on both sides of the river. Sister M. Alphonsus, who was
gaying her office on deck, saw the men on the right bank
uncovering a cannon and preparing to fire. She hurriedly
entered the state room, saying:

“Here they are!”

“Who?” asked a Sister.

“The Confederates,” she replied.

While they were still speaking they heard the whiz-
zing and rattling of bullets outside. The head of the
boat was immediately turned, but the firing from both
sides of the river continued for some minutes. Had the
assailants waited till the boat had come within range of
the cannon nothing could have saved her. Their im-
petuosity defeated their attempt. As it was, the escape
of the boat was considered miraculous. The Sisters after-
wards met a gentleman who had been among the Con-
fedates at Glasgow o