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Date: January 9, 1863
Description: Rebecca Usher wrote to her sister, Jane, known as Jennie, and 
discussed the character, injuries, and activities of some of the soldiers in the 
hospital.

                       U. S. A. Gen. Hospital
                                         Jan. 9th 1863
  Dear Jennie,
                       I was delighted to receive
your family letter yesterday and intended to
reply immediately, but one of my sick men
required a good deal of attention all day, and in
the evening we had a very amusing temperance
lecture from a gentleman from Phil, and after
the lecture, we unpacked a box of flannels, stockings,
cotton shirts, second hand clothes etc. sent to Mrs
Tyler from Boston, and then it was bed- time.
Since I wrote I have had a case of Diptheria  –
a Philadelphian from the battle of Fredricksburg,
he was slightly wounded and took cold on his
way on; he was brought over to the main building,
and as the nurse detailed for him was stupid
and inefficient I was obliged to devote a good
deal of my time to him. He is now somewhat 
better and is removed to the ward, but he does
not get well and the Dr thinks he has disease
of the heart. I am trying to get him well enough
to go home on a pass that may benefit
him. He has been Steward on board steamboats.
The Dr prescribed ale for him, but he does not
like it, says he never drank a pint of liquor in
his life. He is an intelligent, high toned, noble
hearted fellow, and is so much afraid of troubling
me and so grateful for any service rendered
him, that it oppresses me. In direct contrast to
him, is a young Dutchman in my ward, who left
the Faderland to enter the American Army. He
was wounded in the foot at Antietam and crawled
away under the fence for security; but while lying
there, was wounded again in the hip and in the
shoulder, leaving a ball in each place which cannot
be extracted. He tells me that his foot would have been
well now if he had kept quiet, but he goes dancing
about the ward on one foot and gives it no rest to
heal. The Dr puts his leg in a box, but he soon begs



off saying that it hurts him to lie on his back –
that it makes the ball in his hip burn like red hot
iron. Then the Dr takes off the box but orders his
slippers and pants to be taken from him: but he is
soon seen hopping hopping about the ward, in
drawers and stockings, choosing his opportunity when
the ward-master is out. He amuses himself by making
steam engines of wood, and he asks for everything he
wants – saws – files, knives, money, paper and to-bacco, and
if he does not get every thing he wants to eat and drink,
he scolds the ward-master and importunes the surgeon.
He looks in perfect health, and is so, with the exception
of his wound, is in high glee a great part of the time, and
is as ready to give as to receive. Tell Mother I have watched
but once since I came here – and then about a week ago,
with a man wounded in the head at the battle of Fredrick
sburg, who was delirious, talking incoherently all night of
his Mother, his Sister, his home and then of the battle,
Gen Burnside, and Corcoran – He was a fine looking young
Irishman from N. York City. He died about eight
o’clock in the morning. No one had slept in the house
that night as he could be heard throughout the whole building,
and I felt much better after I had taken my place by his
bed-side, as I saw that he was unconscious and did
not realize his suffering. His friends were telegraphed to, and
sent on desiring the body should be sent them.
My boy of 15 from Plymouth, Mass. is hoping to get his
discharge. He says he shall not enlist in the Army again,
those long marches are so tiresome; but as soon as he
gets well he shall go into the Navy. We hear a great deal
of the demoralizing effects of war. I do not see it here,
I believe the men in my ward will compare favorably in
moral character with the same number of men anywhere,
in any class of society. To be sure I have few old
Irishmen and one old Englishman who sometimes come home
from Chester intoxicated; but men who have that habit
are not 2 are out of the Army. Two or three of them came
home the other night in rather a notous humor. The 
ward-master labored with them about an hour, trying to
keep them quiet, when he came to me and said he believed
he should have to send one or two of them to the Gaurd -
House. Oh, said I, “I cannot bear to have them put in the
Gaurd-house! Well, said he, “I don’t like it either, but I am
afraid I’ll have to send them, I’ll try the power of persuasion



awhile longer, however.” Next morning I learned, that
after a great deal of patience on the part of the Ward-
Master they were finally got quietly off to bed. I am so 
good natured, that the ladies make a target of me
and seem to enjoy the practice very much. The other
evening we went to call on the Rebel Lieut – when Miss
Newhall told him Miss Usher’s game was up now; – that a
lady had come to se her Diptheria patient with a white
feather and a red rose in her bonnet. Louise remarked
that it was a pity so much hot water and hot bricks
should be wasted. The Lieut. said that no lady could
cut out Miss Usher – that Banning told him that he
loved her almost like his Mother. Miss Newhal
remarked that that was not exactly the kind of love
she was looking for. The Lieut. said “he didn’t know
about that, that if he could find a woman he loved
as he did his Mother, he should give her his heart, or
at least offer it to her,” – which of course brought down
the house and I came off with flying colors.
Sun noon –11 o’clock. Have just completed my toilet
for the day and it is time now to serve dinner.
I think I shall not need any more dresses till Spring
Would like to have you send me the flannel shirts
you have left – some dried apples – one or two soldier’s
needlebooks if you have any made, if not you may send
the material. I think it is a great mistake about
the soldiers not liking their needlebooks. Several of
the soldiers have come to me for needle and thread and
regretted so much they had lost their nice needle-books,
said they would rather have lost most anything else.
Louise has the sickest ward in the Hospital. Within
a week, there have been two amputations in her ward.
One of the men had convulsions when he had taken the
ether and the other was delirious for a long time, but
both appear to be doing well. Each has lost a leg. The last
one was a second amputation, which is far more dangerous
than the first. He is a young man from Michegan, a very good,
pleasant fellow. His leg was amputated first at Richmond
just above the ankle and after waiting several months
for it to heal he was obliged to have another piece taken off –
He did not appear to dread the operation at all; but for a
day or two afterwards he was very low and thought he should
not live. He made a beautiful little heart and cross of
bone, for me, and told Louise it was for her sister. He



saw us together so much that he thought we were sisters.
We are both very much interested in him, and shall 
feel very badly if he does not do well. She has two one-
armed men in her ward and three with but one leg.
One, a boy about 16, had his leg amputated just
below the hip joint. He suffered everything while the
process of healing was going on, and screeched and
screamed, and was so irritable that they all thought
he was ill-natured. But now he is well he’s as
pleasant as a lamb; and it is pitiful to see him lying
on the outside of his bed, with his empty pantaloon folded
up mover the stump of his leg, looking so contented and
happy, and smiling upon everybody who passes.
I discovered a few days ago that I had a Norwegean in
my ward. He came over in August, and has learned to
talk very well in the short time he has been over here.
Of course I talked to him of Ole Bull. He says Ole 
Bull does not like his wife. That he bought a great
house for her and much land and then he go away and
leave her. Ole Bull say she took care of him when he was 
sick and he will take care of her now. He says Alexander
Bull is about as old as he is. He has been sick ever
since he came. He says he is climate sick – it is too warm
for him here. He has two brothers in the Army and says
a good many ships came from Norway when he did,
filled with Norwegeans for our army and he thought
all the men there would come. He was saying the other
day that he wanted to go to his regiment and be in
a battle. One of the boys told him that he was not fit
to go to war, that he didn’t know how to fight. He
said “he could learn.” We were delighted with the barrell.
It was opened in Miss Tyler’s room, and she dispensed
most of the articles. They are all given out now except
a few pairs of stockings which I put away in my trunk
instead of adding them to the general fund in Miss 
Tyler’s room. As I like sometimes to make a present.
to a soldier without consulting her. Not, that she
does not always give me whatever I ask for, but it
saves the trouble and as the French say the jeue of
asking. I am glad the 16th was so brave and that
young Leavitt is alive to tell the tale. I felt so proud



of our Hollis and Buxton Boys, that I read 
that part of your letter to the young soldiers in
my ward and it was pleasant to see their eyes
flash and their cheeks flush with excitement.
It seems that striplings go into battle like armed
men. I am sorry about young Locke, he was a very
promising boy, and I hope Hiram Guilford will yet
return to his Mother. We have bad news from Galveston
and Vicksburg this morning, but nothing can dishearten
me. I am sure of our cause. The sacrafice of human
life, of most able and precious lives, is
fearful; but I know there is compensation in the 
future, and that our country and the human race
will move more rapidly and more securely in the
pathway of true greatness. When once the war ceases, 
and the battle cloud passes over, our country will 
rise transfigured before the nations, and perfect 
liberty will be established for the first time upon
the earth. Our eagle will no longer be bound, the
living to the dead – but its unnatural bonds being
sent assunder, it will soar proudly before all the
nations, in the very eye of the sun of Righteousness.
I only wish I was worth half a million, that
I might in the meantime succor the suffering
soldiers, and send help to their destitute families.
We enjoy our work here very much. I think
Louise never was so well contented in her life.
Where is Arthur Pennell now? How are Aunt
Hannah Aunt Coffin. Love to all.
                                                  Bep.
Send me some soldier’s handkerchiefs if you
have them, cotton cloth hemmed is as good as
anything.


