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Josephine at Gettysburg


General Henry W. Slocum, in a re-union address at Gettysburg, narrated the following interesting incident:  “We called at the house which has always been an object of interest to all who visit the field.  Near the line occupied by the brigade under command of General J. B. Carr, of Troy, NY, stands a little one story house which at the time of the battle was occupied by a Mrs. Rogers and her daughter.***General Carr stopped at the house and found the daughter, a girl about eighteen years old alone and busily engaged in baking bread.  He informed her that a great battle was inevitable, and advised her to seek a place of safety at once.  She said she had a batch of bread baking in the oven and she would remain until it was baked and then leave.  When her bread was baked it was given to our soldiers and devoured so eagerly that she continued to remain and bake another batch.  And so she continued to the end of the battle, baking and giving her bread to all who came.  The great artillery duel which shook the earth for miles around did not drive her from her oven.  Picketts men, who charged past her house, found her quietly baking her bread and distributing it to the hungry.  When the battle was over, her house was found to be riddled with shot and shell and seventeen dead bodies were taken from the house and cellar; the bodies of wounded men who had crawled to the little dwelling for shelter.  


Twenty years after the close of the war General Carr’s men and others held a grand re-union at Gettysburg, and having learned that Josephine Rodgers was still living and had taken up her residence in Ohio, they sent for her, paid her passage from her home to Gettysburg and back, and had her go to her old home and tell them the story which they all know so well.  They decorated her with a score of army badges, and sent her back a happy woman.”  
At Gettysburg in sixty-three,


When dawned the first day of July,

The skies from angry clouds were free—


No signs could any one descry

Of tempests that would smite the grain,


That framed with golden fields the town

And sweeping over hills and plain


With fateful wrath cut mortals down 

The air was calm and clear and sweet,


Both earth and heaven wore a smile

The gentle breeze scarce stirred the wheat,


But still an awful storm meanwhile

Of elements whose rain was blood


Whose hail was deadly shot and shell

Had gathered near to form a flood


The greatest since Fort Sumter fell

Brave Buford’s gallant ‘Boys in Blue’


Beyond the Seminary crest,

At early morn were first to view


The war clouds coming from the west

Then came the pickets’ mutt’ring fire,


And soon the battle crash and roar

War’s storm had come with dreadful ire,


Its crimson torrents to outpour

Towards the town with swelling rage


And bearing on its rising tide

The [  ] of men who dared engage


To curb its flow and, daring, died

It rolled with desolating power


Destroying Reynolds and a host

Of men who in that tearful hour


Would not foresake their dang’rous post

Meantime, the people far and near


Unused to war, for safety fled

Or sought retreats where mute with fear,


They wept for wounded and the dead

But there was one a maiden fair


Whose name was Rogers—Josephine,

Whom battle terrors failed to scare


Who proved to be a heroine

All through the trying second day,


When Culp’s and Cemetry hills

Orchard and Roundtops, blazed away


With lightning that its thousands kills,

When Wheat field and the “Devil’s Den”


Were centres of war’s fierce cyclone,

Miss Rogers warned time and again


Bravely at home remained alone 

Good General Carr stopped at her door,


And found within the humble cot,

The girl whom Mars might well adore,


For all his terrors moved her not

The Gen’ral bade the maiden flee,


The battle this was rolling near,

The thunderbolt of Gen’ral Lee


In Pickett a charge would soon appear

The third day’s strife on Friday came,


Twas baking day, as women know,

And Josephine thoughtless of fame


Was busy kneading at her dough

She promised when her work was done,


When she had baked her batch of bread,

That she for safety then would run


Do not delay!  The Gen’ral said

Some Union soldiers passing by


Attracted by the fragrant smell

Decidd that some bread or pie


Would help them quell the rebel yell,

So they went in and asked for food,


She shared the bread, then baked for more

And thus kept on with cheerful mood,


Though death waves dashed against her door

The stricken who sought shelter there


Faint from fatigue or mortal wound,

Received hot bread and tender care


And each one thought ‘twas holy ground

To some it was a sacrament,


And they partook of it with awe

When o’er their mangled forms she bent


It seemed that they an angel saw.

“Angel of Mercy,” noble girl


Let many of the heroes tell

And to the world the fame unfurl


Of those who fought both long and well

But you have won a deathless name


For courage and a faithful heart

At Gettysburg and in its fame


You will forever have a part

