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Massachusetts Regiment of Volunteer Infantry During the Civil War, 
1861-1865 (Boston: Wright & Potter Company, 1883). 

1861, as the regiment was preparing to leave for the front:  

“Sunday, October 20th, Rev. Henry M. Parsons, pastor of the First 
Congregational Church, Springfield, preached upon the grounds an eloquent 
and stirring sermon from 1 Cor. 16 : 13 — “ Quit yourselves like men ; be 
strong (16). 

After a storm threatened the fleet approaching North Carolina on January 
14, 1862:  

“Gen’l Burnside cast his eye over the wreck of his fleet, exclaiming, - This is 
terrible ! when will it cease ? what will my poor men do ?” But with an 
invincible faith he rose above the discouraging surroundings, saying, “ The 
sun is not gone out, though the sky is overcast ! We are only so many atoms 
working out the will of the Almighty, and somehow good will come out of 
this calamity” (48). 

Died of exposure, February 12, 1862:  

“CAPTAIN HENRY A. HUBBARD was born at Ludlow, Mass., Aug. 25, 1836. 
His father was a citizen of official prominence in that town, while his mother 
was a Brainerd of Haddam, Conn., and near of kin to the missionary Rev. 
David Brainerd” (72). 

A letter to the citizens of North Carolina: 

“ROANOKE ISLAND, N. C., Feb. 18,1862.  
To the Citizens of North Carolina : … We are Christians as well as yourselves, 
and we profess to know full well, and to feel profoundly, the sacred 
obligations of the character. No apprehensions need be entertained that the 
demands of humanity or justice will be disregarded. We shall inflict no 
injury unless forced to do so by your own acts ; and upon this you may 
confidently rely” (74). 
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March 1862, in New Berne, North Carolina:  

“As we landed at the New Berne wharf, a darkey woman , whose white hair 
betokened great age, came dancing forward with exuberance of joy, and , 
grasping the author by both arms, exclaimed,“Bress de Lord, Massa! Ize ben 
prain fur uze dese forty years ! I taut uze nebber comin tall! But uze come at 
las ! Bress de Lord ! Bress de Lord !!” Her features were suffused with joy 
during this effervescence, and the loose planks of the wharf kept time with 
her dance and gesticulations. It was a simple faith which recognized the 
providence of God in the fruition of a long -deferred hope. The belief of the 
negroes in such intervention was as strongly shown in an incident a few 
moments later. A man was evidently making the best of the last opportunity 
to escape, and was well out beyond where our fortifications were after wards 
placed, when a shell thrown over the city by our guns, buried itself in the 
ground ,and exploded just behind him , covering him with dust and dirt. A 
darkey near us, who had been intently watching him, exclaimed, “ Judy, se 
dar! Dars Massa runnin awa, an de wengence of de Lord is arter him!” (94–
95). 

March, 1862: 

“Sunday, the 16th, was observed as a day of thanksgiving, all the churches 
being opened for public worship. The Twenty-Seventh Regiment, with arms 
and equipments, occupied the First Baptist Church, where Chaplain 
Sandford preached his farewell sermon, from 1 Sam. iv.9: “Be strong, and 
quit yourselves like men” (97). 

“During the afternoon of Sunday, March 30th, communion services were 
held in the Presbyterian Church, presided over by Chaplains Horace James 
of the Twenty-Fifth, and Jonas Clark of the Twenty-Third Massachusetts 
Regiments. The sanctity of the hour, the place, the occasion, the causes for 
gratitude, for repentance, for consecration, were all subjects, which, under 
the inspired and ready tongue of Chaplain James, gave a solemnity rarely 
experienced” (101). 

November 9, 1862:  

“On the morning of the 9th , as the troops were awaiting orders to move, 
Chaplain Woodworth rode along the line, saying,“Boys, this is the Sabbath, 
and as we cannot have other religious exercises, can’t we all join in the 
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Doxology!” Comrade Oliver A. Clark of Company A, to whom music and 
the sentiment were both inspiring, led off in a clear, strong voice. Like 
electricity it sped from line to line, and the rising sun witnessed five 
thousand warriors with uncovered heads, singing“ Praise God from whom 
all blessings flow” (140). 

April, 1863 at the siege of Washington, NC:  

“Sunday, the 5th, was a regal day, not a shot from either side disturbing the 
sacred hours. This led us to give the enemy undeserved credit for religious 
scruples” (175). 

“On the morning of the 7th a new battery opened a sharp cannonade upon 
the “ Louisiana,”but its effect fell mostly upon the town. It is asserted that at 
this time a sympathizer was heard at his devotions praying, “ Rain them 
down , O Lord ! send the shot and shell thick and fast among the enemy," 
when a shell suddenly burst in his chimney, and he fled exclaiming, “ Not on 
me, O Lord ! not on my house” (176). 

Attending a black church in New Berne, NC:  

“While on duty in the city we improved the opportunity of attending the 
colored church, and here relate what we saw and heard as descriptive of the 
religious type of the negro character. The day was a hot one, the 
thermometer registering one hundred and ten degrees in the shade, and the 
church in the suburbs, was crowded to its fullest capacity. A well-
proportioned colored man occupied the pulpit, who, in a simple , fervent 
prayer, opened the services. This was followed by the singing by the 
congregation of  

“Roll, Jordan, roll. 
I wants to go to hebben when I dies, 
To see Jordan roll;” 

which was sung with a melody and pathos peculiarly their own . The reading 
of the Scriptures was an indication of the preacher's good intention, though 
he walked darkly, with guesses and ventures vexatiously mirthful. The long 
prayer was long and exhaustive. First humble, then persuasive, pathetic, 
fervent, grandiloquent, uproarious, roof-lifting, until the congregation, 
moved from centre to circumference, were shouting, “ Amen ! Tank de 
Lord ! Oh , yes ! Come along, mourner !” Amid such excitement one person 
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was carried out “ filled wid de spirit ” (in a swoon ). This to them was the 
height of spiritual life, making the subject almost a saint, for this frenzied 
excitement was to them “de power of de spirit,” and as such encouraged. 
 After this prayer, and the singing of another soul-stirring melody, 
the preacher announced,“My tex is de fourth chapter of de Reberlations,” 
from which he argued bis call to the work,-" Come up hither ,and I will show 
thee things which must come to pass hereafter," — adding, " An I has come 
to tell dese yere sinners, what da are coming arter.” After launching out in a 
glowing talk on heaven, he closed with the peroration, “ Bredderin , I feels as 
I was jus afore de golden gates, wid de shinin streets afore me,an I knows I 
shall soon be dar, wadin knee-deep in milk an honey." During the sermon a 
rat ran across the platform in full view of the congregation. A good 
“ brudder,” not relishing his presence, rushed at the intruder with his cane, 
much to the amusement and disturbance of the congregation, the preacher 
remarking at its close, “ Bredderin, dar'll be no sturbances up dar !”  
 The contribution was an essential feature of the programme. The 
preacher stated the amount needed, and asked the deacons to come up to the 
front and receive and count the money , while the choir sang. Very few came 
forward upon this effort, when the preacher exclaimed,“We wants a better 
chune dan dat; Brudder Carter, you come heyar an lead de congregation !" 
Brudder Carter raised an old soul-stirring melody, which the dullest 
spiritual army could not resist, when they came forward filling both aisles 
with a stream of contributors. This through with, he added, “ Now , while 
Brudder Carter isa doin de singin, let de choir an deacons come yere an gib 
dar money.” It was after all a religion of heart, if not of understanding, and, 
in spite of incongruities, we have always held in high veneration the simple, 
trusting faith of this down-trodden race” (205–6). 

At the marriage of former slaves: 

“Thirty years previous, James Whitby had taken Emeline, a neighboring 
slave, as wife, and fifteen children had been born to them, eight of whom 
had been sold, enriching his master by six thousand dollars. “ Jim ” knew , 
however, that by the courts of his State it had been declared “ there could be 
no legal marriage between slaves,” and now that he was free, requested to be 
“ jined by de book , cordin to de law of liberty.” A son was also to be 
married, hence they decided to engage the Episcopal Church, “ an be jined 
like white folks." At the appointed time the church, brilliantly lighted with 
gas, was filled to its capacity, the double train crowding the chancel to 
repletion. “Jim” tried by vigorous pulls to cultivate a closer relation between 
his pants and shoes, for the pants were considerably shorter than warranted 
by Emeline, in ordinary dress, by a free use of saliva was endeavoring to 
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smooth her curly locks. The young affiant was in perfect bridal costume , 
with orange blossoms, veil, train, and page; her deep ebony features, broad 
smile, and full white set of teeth , presenting a strong contrast with the 
motley surroundings. Chaplain Rouse officiated, and to the question “ You 
promise to take Emeline as your lawful and wedded wife ?” Jim emphatically 
replied, “ Yes, Massa ; I'll do dat for shu !" To the suggestion to Emeline that 
she would love, honor and obey, she replied, “ I’ll try, Massa.” This was a little 
too much for Jim's ardent affection, and he heartily expostulated with her, 
declaring, “We’s want dis ting right dis time, for shu !” so Emeline consented 
to the full text.  
 The younger couple were effusive, till stunned by the superfluous 
challenge of the marriage service, allowing any one to question their right to 
each other. No objection being raised, Judy dropped her head in coyish 
delight, while the groom rolled his eyes in supreme felicity. With much 
stumbling and instruction the services were concluded, and two as happy 
couples left the altar as were ever “ joined by de book.” A most elaborate 
reception was held at the old folks' house, where we first heard the thrilling 
negro melody :  

“ Nicodemus the slave was of African birth,  
  He was bought for a bagful of gold; 
He was counted as part of the salt of the earth, 
  But he died years ago, very old 
’Twas his last request, so we laid him away 
  In the trunk of a hollow tree, 
Wake me up, was his charge, at the first break of day; 
  Wake me up for the great Jubilee.  

Chorus. There’s a good time coming, it’s almost here, 
  ’Twas long, long, on the way. 
Now run tell Elijah to hurry up Pomp, 
To meet us at the gum-tree down by the swamp, 
  To wake Nicodemus to-day.” 

If Nicodemus would not wake under such fervency as moved the crowded 
cabin at that midnight hour, melody and volume will do little to accomplish 
it. Emancipation was to them a great jubilee, and in the realization of long 
-deferred hope, every power of body and mind was thrown into this melody 
which expressed their faith in God's deliverance” (216–17). 
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Killed at Drewry’s Bluff May 15, 1864:  

“Capt. [Charles D.] Sandford was a Christian, too, of unostentatious, retiring 
piety, yet of such firm convictions as to give him decision of character and 
purpose” (285). 

1864, after the battle at Drewry’s Bluff:  

“Sunday, May 22d, was a sad day, as with depleted ranks we gathered for 
divine service, and reviewed the terrible experiences of the previous week. 
Fervent prayer was offered, that God would shield those who had fallen into 
the enemy's power, and temper the winds to the bereaved at home. While we 
were engaged in this service,Maj. Gen'l Martindale arrived, and, 
dismounting, remained with uncovered head until the close, joining tears 
with us over lessons drawn from the lives of comrades slain” (292). 

The Christian Commission: 

“The work of the Christian Commission was to minister to the religious 
wants of the army, supplementing the work of the chaplains, and supplying 
their place when there were none . Their distinctive field was in the 
hospitals, or among the wounded at the rear. Kneeling beside the sick or 
wounded to assuage pain, they extended the consolations of the gospel 
ofChrist, and supplicated for spirits passing into eternity. They received the 
last message and token for the loved ones at home; tenderly holding the 
hand as the spirit fled, and closing the eyes in its last long sleep. Many a 
home was cheered through them by news from the wounded, and rejoiced 
that there were those willing to do the work in the name of the Master,— 
which they were denied the opportunity to do” (325–26). 

In the siege of Petersburg, 1864:  

“It seemed as if the sun were standing still a second time, and this time for 
the benefit of the Amorites” (339). 

Summer 1864, siege of Petersburg: 

 “Our supply of water was much of the time a question of primary 
importance; such as we had being obtained a half a mile to the rear. Those at 
the left were less fortunate than ourselves, depending on the scanty supply 
brought by drays. During July the intense heat and lack of rain caused great 
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distress, and a good drink of water was a real luxury. No rain fell from the 3d 
of June until the 19th of July ; the marshes and streams of considerable size 
were dried up, and the dust was so deep as to occasion great suffering. This 
was succeeded by a rainy season. The trenches then became one vast pool of 
slimy yellow mud, and bombproofs and gopher-holes were filled to the brim 
with water. For many days we were drenched to the skin, and smeared from 
head to foot with mud. We were perfect embodiments of squalor and filth. 
Like the Israelites of old who desired meat, and were given until they loathed 
it, so fully were our longings for water satisfied” (357). 

In prison in Andersonville, Georgia 1864:  

“When the storm had passed, and the waters had receded to the banks of the 
stream , it was found that the swift current like a faithful scavenger, had 
cleared the swamp of all its filth, and that at the foot of the hill and just over 
the dead line, a spring of clear, cold water had burst forth, sufficient to 
supply the wants of the entire camp. This spring continued to flow 
undiminished, until our departure, a constant reminder of God’s miraculous 
care and intervention. No Moses had been sent to smite the rock, but none 
the less had the Almighty cleansed this Gehenna by floods of water, and 
opened the fountains of the earth to minister to the wants of his suffering 
creatures” (381).
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