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PART VIII

James Elder

And this is the story of the voungest son of David and
[sabella Elder, a very hrief story for I never saw Uncle
¢ Tames'’; never heard very much about him. He went
away to war and never came back, That in itself is a
story that needs few words. It tells itself, As a young
man, probably ahout twentv-one vears of age, Unele James
plisted in the Civil War and saw active service from the
very start.

I someiimes womler why we didn’t hear more  ahout
Unele James, Mavbe the older folks talked about him
among themselves more. At any rate, to me and so far as
I linow to most of the other nieces and nephews, Uncle
James was just the much loved, youngest son of ‘oyrand-
paand grandma,™ who died “in the army."

Yes, there was one who spoke abont Unele James to
me, too, That was Aunt ““Jennie.”! On several different
aecasions, she told me about ‘‘her dream.’” Probably 1
was talking to her ahont dreams, and fortune telling, and
mental telepathy. Aunt Jennie had a dream, during the
wir. Tor three nights in sueecessien, she had the same
dream. Unele Jumes who was then far awaylin the South-
land under srms. apneared to Aunt Jennie in ber troubled
sleep, turned hack his collar and showed her a ghastly
wonnd  That dream digturbed Aunt Jennie and in a faw
davs there came the word that U nele James had been killed
is aetion near Murfreeshoro.

And then. too, there was another time when Unele
Tames was menticned in awesome tones, That was after
vrandpa Elder had died, Grandpa lived to a fine old age.
e was in his eightv-eighth vear when e died, His sight
Ll Failed, his hearing was somewhat impaired. He walk-
vl tnstoadily, with a cane,  1le remembered things of the
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present with diffienlty, PBut, grandpa never forgot his
voungest boy, “Jimmy,”” and just as the eurtain of this
life dropped for grandpa, he murmured: “Mother! Jim-
myv!" and lie was gone, Theyv met him at the brink of the
river and hore him company as he was ferried across to
the new, strange land. They had prepared a place for
Thim.,

So that is about all that we can say about Unele James.
Few, if any, of his nieces and nephews ever saw him. e
was gone before thev eame, He had turned away from
fields, from the plow and the harrow, and he had shoul-
dered a gun and marched awayv; away from home, from
father and mother, from brothers and sisters; off to the
hattle fields of the South: off to help free the slaves; off
to help save the Union. His physical body perished in the
attempt, but his ‘‘soul went marching on'’ and the end
was vietory for the cause to which he gave himself.

We have just one message from Unele James. It is
one of his letters from the battle field, The letter carries
the date of March the 12th, but he left the year off. It was
probably written in 1862, sixtv-five vears ago, at thl_st
writing. The writing is faded; it is hard to decipher; 1t
may he possihle that the transeript here given will he in er-
ror slightly from the original, but it iz a divect message
from Unele James. written bv his own hand, The station-
ery nsed was “‘scldier’s stationerv.’” The sheet has a pie-
true in red in the upper left hand corner showing a soldier
sleeping on a battlefield, his arms at his side. Above him
is the imaginarv renresentation of ‘“his dream.’”” That
dream is of his home. and a reunion with his loved ones.
The printed eantion to this is:

“THE SOLDIER'S DREAM OF HOME."

YAt the dead of the night a sweet vislon I saw,
And thrice e'sr the morning I dreamt it again,
But sorrow return'd with the dawning of morn,
And the volze In my dreaming ezr melled away.”

The following is the letter:
Camped near the Battlefield
March the 12
Father and all the reat:—
I thot I would write you another letter. I wrote You one
that went yvesterday morning but it is so uncertain about &
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letter going I thot I would write you again. Well father
there have been three ¢days hard fighting at this place, yot |
with the company and regiment got along fine. There wax
only 8 killed in the regiment and 20 ar 30 wounded, ans
killed and two wounded in this company, This reglhment
supported General Siegel's batteries, They did great work.
They did the work on the rebels. They call him the fly-
Ing Dutchman. Well old Custer is ithe Commander the
forces, but I don't like him near as well as Siegel, oim-
pany B had the flrst day bBetween 206 amd 30 prisoners
taken. None that you know except Thomas TDonnell and
Than McCutchean. Well T can not give vou a digseription
of the fight. When I see vou if ever I do 1 can tell you all
abou: it :o that it will be interest ng [ think. [ would say
that our division fought the enemy on their right, Wall 1
have done what I don’t want o do again, That is, te march
over dead bodies, Uut we were aflter our enemy. They -were
running and we had te follow them. We have takep about
1,800 priscners. [ don't know how many we have lost, not
a great many, compared with theirs, Well we mave in the
morning. I don't know where we will go, We are bound to
whip old Price and his followers, They zay that he i{s at
the Boston Mountains about 50 miles from here. I suppose
we will follow them and then in a few days to Fort Smith,
Well Price had some 1,300 Indians with them. We fought
them on Friday; the second day the Indians ran as soon as
the grape and shell came amongst them, and the artillery did
most of the fighting, yet some of the infantry regiments got
cut up pretly badly., Oh, I wizh I could write you a full az-
count of the battls but I can't for want of time, as it is get-
ting dark and I will have to gait. Well we have lighted a
candle and T will write some more If T can think of anything
to write. Well I got a letter from Lon and one from you
the day after the fighting. I was glad Lo hesr from you all
but it was almost a month old, yet ncow to me, I have writ-
ten a letter almost every week since I left Springfield. But
I know that they didnt all get to you, espacially those wriltten
the last of February for Lhey detoured our mail for about
three weeks but the rpad is clear now, Well orders have
jusl come for us to be ready to marzh at seven in the morn-
ing and I would rather march than to stay in camp, for it
looks liks doing something for onr sountry snd winning of
the war and that will he done inside of three months, I
think.

No doubt grandpa, grandma, the hrothers and sisters
received several letters from Uncle James while lie was in
the service, but this is the only one that has heen saved,
so far as we know, Just how it came into my hands I
don't know, but I am of the opinion that it was ziven to
me by myv father, who had inherited it from erandps El-
der as a much prized remembrance of ‘‘Jimmy."* With that
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letter T inheorited another, Tt is the letter that conveyed to
grandpa and grandma Elder, and the brothers and sisters
the news of the death of Uncle James, written by the cap-
tain of the company in which Uncle James served. This
is the letter:

Camp near Murfreesboro, Tenn,
January 17th, 1863
MT. David Elder:
Dear S2ir:

It becomes my painful duty to announce to you the death
of your son James. You will doubtless ere this have heard of
his death, thru the publie prints, and I will not particularize
more than to 2ay that he was killed on the morning of the
213t of December 'R2, in the terrific fight in which our regi-
men was engaged that day. He waz shot early in the engage-
ment and lived but a few moments, We were so closely
oressed hy our enemies that we were obliged to leave the
field, leaving our dead and wound:d in their possession and
[t was two or three days before we retook the ground. As
soon as this was done details were made to bury our dead.
Being the only officer then with the company I could not go
myself to assist, but some of our best men were sent—and
pur thirty-six dead were all buried with all the tenderness
and care that eould under the clreumstances be given,

James had four monthe pay due him at the time of his
death. Also one hundred dollars bounty. Statements of his
accounts with Government have been forwarded to Wash-
ingtan Clty and any attorney can tell you how io proceed bet-
ter than T can. Hls elothing and personal elfects were lost
on the field.

1 cannot elogse without bearing testimony with regard to
James as a soldler and a man beloved by his tentmates, es-
teamed by hiz Co. Commander, and respecled by the whole
Company.

His loss is deeply felt here and in closing T would desire
to axtend my svmpathies to you his bereaved parents—ex-
pressing the hone that our loss is HIS eternal gain,

Razpectfully yours,
Jno, M. Turnbull
P. 8. Anything that T have amitted I will gladly state to you
upon inguiry by letter,

I have referred to the writer of the above letter as
Captain, and vet I am not sure whether he was a eaptain,
or not. There was a captain William Turnbnll who was
in command of a company at Ft. Donaldson—the company
to which my father helonged, Cln. B the 83rd IIl, Captain
William Turnbull and the Elders were very intimate and
myv father told me that he had heen a vevy frequent com-
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panion of his captain in reconneitering expeditions in the
vicinity of I't. Donaldson.

There came a morning when Captain Turnbull with a
few men rode out from Ft. Donaldson en a short expedi-
tion prompted by the word that there were signs of the
enemy about. Father happened to be on guard duty, or
was occupied in some such capacity, and on this occasion
did not accompany the ecaptain. Captain Turnbul] and his
squad of men were ambushed by the enemy and refusing
to Surrgnder were all killed, as I remember the story. It
was while on duty at Ft. Donaldson later that father, him-
self, fell into the hands of the confederates on one occasion
but he was exchanged in a short while and never saw the
inside of a Confederate prison.

fI‘he letter from John M. Turnbull aliove copied ex-
plains that Uncle James Elder was buried on the battle
field. We had always understood that some forty of the
soldiers had all been buried in one long grave. The ahove
seems to confirm that story. At any rate, somewhere in
the vieinity of Murfreeshoro, is the grave of Uncle James
and the other comrades who fell in that hattle, It was de-
stined that grandpa and grandma Elder were not to escape
the tragic contribution of a son’s life to the Union cause.
I remember of hearing some one state, too, that grandpa
Elder was in Monmouth when the news of Lee’s surren-
der reached that city, and it was he who earried that news
from house to house all the way out from Monmauth to
the Elder homestead some twelve to fifteen miles north.



