e
2O 8
N

UNION ARMY:
A —— N

COMPRISING

The Adventares and Experiences of a Woman
in Hospitals, Camps, and Battle-Fields.

By S. EMMA E. EDMONDS.

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS.

Published by Subscription only by
W.8 WILLIAMS & 00.,, HARTFORD, OONN,
JONES BROS. & CO., PHILADELPHIA AND CINCINNATL
3. A. STODDARD & CO., CHICAGO, ILL,
1865.

’
AR L. 2.0

o e
.




CLOBING INCIDENTS. 373

then making a vacuum with the tongue and pal-
ate, we suffer the contained matter to be protruded
into the mouth by atmospheric pressure.” ¢Lal
how strange!” said his grandmother; *in my day
we just made a hole in each end, and then sucked
it without half that trouble.”

I once saw a young surgeon amputate a limb,
and I could think of nothing else than of a Ken-
nebec Yankee whom I once saw carve a Thanks-
giving turkey; it was his first attempt at carving,
and the way in which he disjointed those limbs I
shall never forget.

CHAPTER XXX,

CLOSING INCIDENTS—PROFESSOR LOWE'S BALLOON—FITZ JOHN
PORTER'S ADVENTURE—HIS UPWARD FLIGHT—RECONNOITERING
FROM A DANGEROUS POSITION—OOOL COURAGE—ENTHUSIAG~
TIC GREETING—AN EARNEST INQUIRER—A BAPTISM IN THER
ARMY—PREACHING BY MOONLIGHT—A MAGRKRIFICENT 8CKNE—
A WEDDING IN CAMP—GAY TIMES—A CONTRAST—HOSPITAL IN
WINCHESTER—SPIRIT OF REVENGE—SABLE HEROINE—A WHITR
DARKEY—COLOREKD S8OLDIERS—CONCLUSIONK.

N looking back over the events of the two
years which I spentin the army, I see so much
worthy of record I scarcely know where to stop.
A most thrilling incident occurs to my mind at
this moment in connection with Professor Lowe
and his balloon, which I must relate before closing.




374 BALLOONING.

It took place while McClellan’s army was in front
of Yorktown.

General Fitz John Porter having been in the
habit of making frequent ascensions in company
with Professor Lowe, learned to go aloft alone.

One morning he stepped into the car and or-
dered the cable to be let out with all speed. We
saw with surprise that the flurried assistants were
sending up the great straining canvas with a sin-
gle rope attached. The enormous bag was only
partially inflated, and the loose folds opened and
shut with a sharp report like that of a pistol.
Noisily, fitfully, the great yellow mass rose toward
the sky, the basket rocking like a feather in the
breeze. Presently a sound came from overhead
like the explosion of a shell—the cable had snapped
asunder, and the balloon was adrift.

All eyes were turned toward the receding car,
where General Porter sat in his srial castle, being
borue heavenward as fast as if on eagle wings,
without the power either to check or guide his
upward flight.

The whole army was agitated by this unwonted
occurrence, and the rebel army evidently partook
in the general excitement.

Lowe's voice could be heard above the confu-
sion and tumult shouting to the soaring hero—
“ Open—the—valve! Climb—to—the—netting
~—and—reach—the valve—rope! "

“ The valve—the valve! ” repeated a multitude
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of voices, but all in vain, for it was impossible to
make him hear. )

Soon the signdl corps began to operate, and at
last the general was made to understand by sig-
nals when it was impossible to reach him by the
human voice.

He appeared directly over the edge of the car,
and then clambered up the netting and reached
for the cord, but he was so far above us then he
looked no bigger than a great black spider.

It was a weird spectacle—that frail, fading ob-
ject floating in the azure sky, with the miniature
boat swinging silently beneath, looking no bigger
than a humming-bird’s nest; and a hundred thou-
sand brave hearts beneath beating with the wild-
est excitement and warmest sympathy, yet power-
less to render the least assistance to their exalted
brother-in-arms.

“Had the general been floating down the rapids
of Niagara he could not have been farther from
human assistance.”

We at length saw him descend from the netting
and reappear over the edge of the basket, and he
seemed to be motioning to the breathless crowd
below the story of his failure.

Soon after the balloon began slowly to descend,
and when we next saw him it was with spyglass
in hand, reconnoitering the rebel works. Shouts
of joy and laughter went up from the long lines
of spectators as this cool procedure was observed.
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For a moment it seemed doubtful in which di-
rection the balloon would float; it faltered like an
irresolute being, and at length moved reluctantly
toward Fortress Monroe. Bursting cheers, half
uttered, quivered on every lip. All eyes glistened,
and many were dim with tears. But the wayward
canvas now turned due west, and was blown ra-
pidly toward the confederate works.

Its course was fitfully direct, and the wind
seemed to veer often, as if contrary currents, con-
scious of the opportunity, were struggling for the
possession of the daring navigator.

The south wind held the mastery for awhile,
and the balloon passed the Federal front amid
groans of despair from the soldiers. It kept right
on, over sharpshooters, rifle-pits, etc., until it stood
directly over the rebel fortifications at Yorktown.
The cool courage, either of heroism or despair,
seemed to seize the general, for turning his tre-
mendous glass upon the ramparts and masked bat-
teries below, he viewed the remote camps, the
beleaguered town, the guns of Gloucester Point,
and distant Norfolk. Had he been reconnoitering
from a secure perch on the top of the moon he
could not have been more vigilant; and the Con-
federates probably thought this some Yankee de-
vice to peer into their sanctum in spite of ball or
shell. None of their large guns could be brought
to bear upon the balloon, but there were some dis-
charges of musketry, which seemed to have no
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effect whatever, and finally even these demonstra-
tions ceased.

Both armies were gazing aloft in breathless sus-
pense, while the deliberate general continued to
spy out the land.

Suddenly another change of position, and the
air craft plunged and tacked about, and steered
rapidly for the Federal lines again. Making a des-
perate effort to catch the valve-rope, the general
at length succeeded, and giving it a jerk, the bal-
loon came suddenly to the ground; fortunately,
however, it struck a tent as it descended, which
perhaps saved the general from any serious injuries
from the fall.

By the time the crowd had reached the spot,
Porter had disentangled himself from the folds of
oiled canvas, and was ready to greet his anxious
friends; and amid hearty congratulations and vo-
ciferous cheers, he was escorted to his quarters.

As this chapter is devoted to incidents in camp,
I will try to illustrate the variety of interesting
events with which our camps abound.

After one of the most severe battles ever fought
in Virginia, and while our troops were still rejoic-
ing over their victory, a young soldier sought the
chaplain for the purpose of religious conversation.
Said the chaplain: *The tears were in his eyes,
and his lips trembled with emotion. I knew that
he was in earnest. We knelt down together and
I prayed with him, and he prayed for himself. In






