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A long, strained glance backward through forty years—before our vicinity became famous.


Gettysburg before the battle:  What was its situation?  How was it prepared for the reception of two vast armies?  It may be interesting to some to have these questions answered.


Gettysburg for almost a quarter of a century had been an educational center.  Her college and theological seminary attracted many students from all parts of the land.  At the time of which we write the college was not co-educational, but there were several young ladies’ schools of good repute in the town.


Then, as now, the many needs of the students in these institutions gave employment to a large number of persons and the income derived from them was large.  But the war changed all this.  Stewart’s raids made people fearful and much patronage was withdrawn.  Besides, many patriotic young men left the institutions to help fight their country’s battles and this income was very much reduced.


The main industry of town was coach making.  This suited our situation very well.  We were without water power, but this work could all be done by hand. The principal market was the South and we were near enough to make it convenient to send our finished product to this market.


A large number of men found work in the shops for woodworking, blacksmithing, painting, trimming and lace weaving, while women lined, hemmed and made buttonholes in the curtains and lined and made ready the beautiful wood lace or braid with which the carriages were ornamented.  But a change had come, the war had cut off the market; the busy shops were closed.  No more could be seen the long trains of white muslin-covered vehicles rolling through our streets toward the South.


Much granite had been sent to neighboring towns.  The war had stopped building to a great extent and that source of living was shut down.  Surely it was a quiet town in June of sixty-three.


Yet, if the town was poor, its inhabitants were generous, as every regiment of Union soldiers who had the good fortune to pass through it can testify.  Open homes and hands were ready to minister to their needs; for were not our own brave boys in camp, but on the weary march.  Many slept under the sod on Southern fields, some wounded and maimed helped fill the hospitals and worse than all others languished in dread Southern prisons, hungry and homesick and the love of these was extended to other “boys in blue” whenever opportunity offered.  


Who that endured it can ever forget the depression of the last half of June, sixty-three?  How our hearts quaked at the reports and counter-reports.  It was certainly a time of “wars and rumors of wars.”


Everything but the bare necessities of living had been sent away for fear of the raiders, which were a constant menace.


Merchants, dealers and tradesmen were idle.  Women picked lint and prepared articles for the comfort of the brave boys of others in hospitals, and wept for their own.


On the night of the fifteenth we watched the light caused by the burning of part of Emmittsburg, ten miles away, while our streets were thronged with the frightened colored citizens, starting with terror-stricken women and children toward the Susquehanna, with the hope of reaching its opposite bank if possible.  They were burdened with all sorts of household goods.  The children clung to the skirts of their mothers weeping, and the aged tottered on frantic with fear.  Some in their poverty were obliged to walk, others drove ‘sorry nags’ in all sorts of vehicles and yet others dragged their belongings to he railroad to ship them, so that they might go by train in the morning.


A more sad and pitiful scene than that Monday night witnessed can not be conceived.


Wednesday the 18th, saw the student company depart, more than sixty strong, and while they sang:


Rally once again,


Shouting the battle cry of freedom.


With their lips, many in the hearts, sang the sad words:


Oh, how proud you stood before me,


  In your suit of blue;


When you vowed to me and country,


  Ever to be true.


Weeping sad and lonely,


  Hopes and fears are vain, yet praying 


When this cruel war is over,


  Praying, that we meet again.


Then there was a short lull in the excitement and time wore on slowly.  About the twenty-fifth came the news of the advance of the Rebel cavalry an issue of one of the papers of that date said “there was not much business done about this time.”  The only business seemed to be, like that of the ancient Athenians “to hear and to tell something new.”  And this was the condition of poor little Gettysburg when Early came “over the mountain wall” and his gray-back cavalry, yelling and shouting, took the town on Friday the twenty-sixth.  He made a requisition of supplies which we did not have, and money which he did not get.  Considering all things we were well treated, but when Saturday noon found the Rebels gone every citizen felt satisfied to have them depart.

