Letters of Julia Louisa Lovejoy, 1856-1864

PART FIVE, 1860-1864—CONCLUDED
Braprorp, V., Dec. 25, 1860.
HEN we left Kansas a few brief months since, we left as lovely
a daughter as God ever gave to a fond mother, in perfect
health, and today, whilst we write, with hearts wrung with the
keenest grief, amid the snow-clad hills of Vermont, we are written
daughterless—our cherished one sleeps on the prairies of Kan-
BRR 0 S s .
Mrs. Juliette Louisa, wife of Dr. Samuel Whitehorn, and only
daughter of Rev. C. H. and J. L. Lovejoy, fell asleep in Jesus, in
Manhattan, Kansas, Nov. 20th, 1860, aged twenty-one years.’® The
disease which terminated her earthly existence was typhoid fever.
She loved the Savior, and feared not to die, but said to her grief-
stricken companion, “I have much to make me desire to live, but T
fear not death, and the will of God be done.” The last words that
trembled on the lips of our darling one, quivering in death, were to
her brother, who stood over her, and who had been her constant
playmate from childhood to riper years—"“Yes, ready.” Thus passed
away our beloved daughter, without a struggle, leaving a desolate
companion, and only child of nearly three years of age, who was at
death’s door with the same dire disease when the mother went to
Clod. ol o199
Juria L. Lovesoy.

MonTPELIER, V1., April 24, 1861.

Bro. ELLiorr38?: | | | At the last session of the Kansas Con-
ference we were transferred by Bishop Morris to these hills where,
a dozen years ago, we fought side by side with these veterans of the
cross, of whom but a few remain of the original battalion, who once
nobly battled for truth along the shores of Lake Champlain, where,
for eight years, we witnessed signal victories in the Conqueror’s
name, hundreds of whom can still be found with faces Zionward.
It was not without many a pang, and tearful strugglings before the
throne, that we asked divine guidance in the matter of leaving

137. The grave of Juliette Lovejoy Whitehorn is in Sunset cemetery, Manhattan. ‘“‘Among
the first to occupy our city of the living, she is also among the first to occupy our ity of the
dead,” the Manhattan Western Kansus FEzxpress reported in its issue of December 15, 1860,
Juliette avenue, Manhattan, was named for Mrs. Whiteliorn,

188, The paper which published this article has not been identified,

139, The Central Christian Advocate, St. Louis.
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Kansas for a time, and the dear brethren in that distant field—
Kansas, the scenes of more sorrows than was ever crowded into our
life’s history at any previous time—Kansas, where our poor desolate
hearts lie buried; for there rest the precious remains of our own
dear children, and God only knows the thrill of agony that pierces
our inmost souls at the bare mention of the name! Oh ye who
wander o’er those distant prairies, or halt on Mount Oread, over-
looking Lawrence, or wend your way to the mouth of the Big Blue
River, where the setting sun shines on that Western city—Man-
hattan, pause and drop a tear for the silent slumberers, for whom
tears will never cease to be shed, until Jesus’ own hand shall wipe
away the last tear, and “mortality is swallowed up of life.” Oh,
haste the hour. X

This letter has already attained an unpardonable length; but my
heart is still running over with “talk.” We would say to our dear
Western brethren, from whom we felt compelled to be separated
for a time, on account of the suffering condition of Kansas, that
our field of labor the present conference year is among old and
tried friends, on the picturesque shore of old Champlain. Our P. O.
address is Milton Falls, Vt.; and we shall listen to the shrill whistle
of the locomotive with peculiar interest, as it announces, among
other subjects of interest, the weekly advent of the C. C. Advocate.
That will be doubly dear, as “distance lends enchantment to the
view.”

By your permission, Mr. Editor, we would, through the Central,
solicit a line occasionally from former friends and co-laborers in
the West.

Yours, in the great work of the world’s redemption,

Juria Louisa LoveJsoy.

Mivton FaLrs, Vr.

Dear S °: . . . you know not how our souls ery out for
Kansas in these terrible times. Kansas, the home of our adoption—
in whose bosom are the graves of our children. Kansas, the scene of
former labor and sufferings, where the great drama between freedom
and slavery was so successfully played out; but the scene shifts,
and lo! a whole nation is engaged in mortal combat; and O my
God! when will the end come? Must we offer up our last offspring,
our only son, save a “prattling one” of six summers, to swell the
holocaust of victims to appease the slave power? In a few weeks,

"'-'[aa:;[]- This excerpt was undated. It probably was published in the Zion’s Herald, Boston,
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by the leave of Providence, we leave forever our native hills in dear
old New England, and go back to Kansas to labor and to die in any
spot, only at our post with the armor on. Our mission in New Eng-
land is nearly ended—we have spent well-nigh one year and a half
most delightfully, in a spiritual sense, with our brethren in Vermont;
have witnessed glorious displays of the power of grace in the sal-
vation of souls, though we have constantly borne about a bleeding
heart for the “loved and the lost;” have gazed into the eyes of our
aged parents, and sought their blessing for the last time; have bade
the last “adieu” to kindred dear, and now only wait to sever our
connection with our dear brethren and sisters on this charge, and
then, should life be prolonged, our feet will tread the prairies of
Kansas.

Our son writes us from Leavenworth, Kansas, that Missouri is
pretty thoroughly cleansed of traitors. Gen. [James H.] Lane’s Di-
vision, with which he is connected, will move soon (probably about
the middle of February,) it is conjectured to the “Cherokee Nation,”
arming the different tribes through which he passes, and our souls
tremble in view of the destruction and carnage that is sure to follow
in their wake.

Mgs. Juria L. Lovesoy.

Mivron Farvs, V., Dec. 7, 1861.

Mr. Eprtor1:— | | | Recent intelligence from our son con-
firms the fact that the typhoid fever, that awful scourge of our army
mn Missouri, is still making sad havoc in the ranks of the loyal sol-
diers. He himself has but just escaped death, with a severe attack
of the disease, while lying in camp with his command near Kansas
City, Mo., he having remained nearly two weeks in an unconscious
state; but God has heard our prayers in his behalf, and we hope he
will yet live to preach Jesus from the walls of Zion.

It may interest your New England readers to learn something of
the noble Christian patriots composing the company of which our
son (himself a Methodist preacher) is captain. Rev. N. Taylor,
Presiding Elder of Wyandotte District, Kansas Conference, is pri-
vate in his company; so are also Rev. Mr. Sellers and Witten, of
the Missouri Conference; also, Messrs. Stewart and Robinson, of
the Kansas Conference, all privates in this company ; and almost to

141. Zion's Herald, Boston, Mass,
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a man, the whole company are members of the church. They have
what they call a “camp church,” with regular class and prayer meet-
ings, and God'’s blessing is manifested in their midst at these seasons

of spiritual refreshing.
Juria L. Lovejoy.

LeavENWORTH, KaNsas, March 18, 1862.

Bro. Haven 142:—We took the cars at Milton, Vt., March 4th,
and turned our faces Kansas-ward, and for the first time in our
journeyings to and from the “far West,” concluded to take the
Northern route, through Canada, Ogdensburg, N. Y., and Detroit,
as we had been informed it was a shorter and cheaper route; but in
this we were sorely disappointed, and paid dear for this additional
experience; and we advise all travelers by all means to take the
“N. Y. Central Railroad” to Chicago and all points beyond. From
St. Albans, Vt., to Ogdensburg, N. Y., our route lay through a lonely
country, where the snow was five feet in depth on a level, and we
passed through snowdrifts 22 feet deep by actual measurement—
quite a contrast, we thought on our arrival in Kansas, to see the
green grass shooting up, and the wheeling as fine as in May in
Vermont. The cars were filthy—the occupants, we judged, a low
class of Canadians; but we endured our journey with as much good
humor as possible till we left the cars at Ogdensburg to cross the
St. Lawrence River, into Prescott, Canada. Here there were fifteen
specimens of humanity crowded into a small boat, rowed with oars,
where the river was a mile and a half in width. This perilous pas-
sage was performed on a bitter cold day, the boat rocking, the
women and children trembling and weeping from sheer fright, whilst
the itinerant and his little family looked to Heaven, and thought,
“Well, this spot is just as near the better land as any other place,
and ’tis all well, for Christ is here as clsewhere;” and as he sat in
the bow of the frail craft, his voice rolled over the dark waters, as
he lustily sung in his own peculiar way, “On Jordan’s stormy banks
I stand,” &e.

At Prescott, Ca., we were close prisoners for 24 hours in a filthy,
unfurnished depot, where there was neither wash-basin nor towel,
nor any kind of lodging-place save the uncushioned benches, or any
refreshment, only as our company ventured a mile or more in pur-
suit of it in breathless haste, lest the cars would come in their ab-
sence, as they had been coming for nearly a week, and one lady had

142. Zion's Herald, Boston, Mass,
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been waiting in the depot from Tuesday till Friday, (the day of
our arrival,) but no cars made their appearance till Saturday, P. M.,
about 5 o’clock. It was well for us that we had our own bread and
cheese, and tin cup, for water, among our luggage, for there was
actually but one article of convenience for travelers in this large
depot, and that was a zinc cup, holding about two gills, chained to
the walls of the room, (we were reminded of Luther’s Bible, chained,)
from which this thirsty erowd—vexed beyond endurance at such a
long delay of a number of days in succession—washed the grum-
blings and curses from their profane lips. The family were sick
with the small-pox at the only hotel within walking distance, and
so we spent a day and night as miserably as we ever wish to spend
one, our sleepless senses being regaled, as we were stretched on the
hard bench, with carpet-sack for pillow, with oaths and vulgar love-
songs from a low class of Irish and Scotch, although there was a
goodly number of respectable ladies and gentlemen, who were emi-
grating West, and others who were returning from the Kast, in the
same fix as ourselves, who durst not leave the depot lest the long-
expected train would leave them, as it had others previously.
There were six engines that had run off the track, we were told,
between Prescott and Montreal, and one had been demolished. For
several miles there was a solid mass of ice on the track that had to
be picked off with a hand-pick the entire distance. We had fixed
for a start the dozenth time, when lo! the telegraphic dispatch from
Montreal, “the trains have started”’—then other telegrams, until the
wires said, “only 20 miles out,” all hands be ready ; and such a rush
to hear the distant whistle! In one matter all were agreed, never
to be caught on that route again as long as there was another
thoroughfare to the Mississippi River. But the train heaves in
sight, headed by two locomotives, puffing and blowing as though
they had just emerged from some straight place, as did Johnny Bull
after the Mason and Slidell affair. The cars had been picking up
travelers, who had been delayed all along the route from Montreal
to Prescott, until there was quite a miniature world of living freight.
Crossing the St. Clair River into Detroit, we were forced to pass
through another vexatious farce, in having our luggage inspected at
the Custom House; but happily for us, we had not one dimes’ worth
purchased in the Queen’s dominions; but one poor fellow of our
party was not so fortunate, he having purchased a gun for eight
dollars, was taxed three dollars; and another had a pair of stockings
and a few skeins of yarn in his carpet-sack, for which he was taxed
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one dollar, which was more than we would have given him for the
whole amount.

How changed the phase of things as soon as the boat struck the
Michigan side of the river! Here we found tidy cars, sumptuously
furnished, and luxuries to which we had been strangers after we
left the domains of the United States. We never desire to trespass
again on the dominions of Queen Victoria—forty-eight hours will
suffice us for a lifetime.

We ran into Chicago in season for Mr. L. to attend church, who
listened to an interesting sermon from Rev. Mr. Tiffany. The earth
was mostly free from snow around Chicago, but not as dry and
settled as in Missouri and Kansas. Monday morning we were
whirling along at a rapid rate through Illinois to Quincy, where
we crossed the Mississippi River. At Quincy our trunks were opened
and searched, our carpet-sacks examined, and not even one you
carried in your hand but must be examined and sealed with Uncle
Sam’s insignia ere you pass into the land of Secesh, lest some docu-
ments may be concealed, or something found to brand you as spies.
Every part of our luggage was sealed with sealing-wax, stamped
with “U. S.,”” and a bit of red tape, about six inches in length, sealed
across the mouth of the carpetsack. This is to prevent spies from
passing in rebeldom and conveying important intelligence to Secesh.
From Quincy, Ill, to St. Joseph, Mo., all along the route of the
Hannibal and St. Joseph Railroad, troops are stationed at certain
distances to watch the road and prevent the destruction of bridges
and tearing up of the track. The entire route across the State of
Missouri bears the marks of the ravages of war; here a house burned,
fences demolished, windows nailed up; there a bridge burned, caus-
ing a great destruction of human life, and one bridge we crossed
had been burned and re-built several times in succession; and every
bridge must be examined ere the cars passed over it. We run only
14 miles an hour, and carefully scanned the whole distance across
the State, lest some trap might be laid for our destruction.

Business is all stagnated throughout the State—fine farms de-
serted, and the sad effects of war seen on every hand. The secesh
owner of a fine farm, not far from the Mississippi, said “he would
give any man a warrantee deed who would furnish him with a team
to get out of the State with;” but, like Noah’s dove, he will find no
place of refuge. Secesh is dead in Missouri, though deadly hatred
to the United States is concealed in many bosoms, and this hatred




LeTTERS OF JULIA LOVEJOY 181

breaks out in murder and horse-stealing and robbing Union men at
every opportunity.

A little out from St. Joseph we crossed the high bridge where so
many were barbarously murdered by the burning of the bridge; and
an incident connected with this bloody affair came to our knowledge
for the first time. The cars were loaded with the wounded, and pro-
ceeding to St. Joseph for help, when they found another bridge on
fire, as the traitors were bent on the destruction of all the wounded,
but by prompt efforts they were saved.*¥ The U, S. Marshall was
returning with his bride from the East, who was among the danger-
ously wounded, and now bears on her person the fearful scars of the
terrible tragedy. She is a member of our church in this town,
(Leavenworth.) We were delayed so long on the road that we did
not reach Leavenworth until after the Kansas Conference com-
menced its session at Wyandotte, 25 miles from Leavenworth. Mr.
L. took stage the day following and immediately proceeded to the
seat of the Conference, leaving his family in Leavenworth till his
return. We are very agreeably and hospitably entertained with
the family of Rev. G. W. Paddock, who the past year has been the
pastor of the M. E. Church in this place, and who was formerly a
member of the East Genesee Conference, This dear brother and
his estimable lady stood at their posts unflinchingly during the days
of famine that so sorely tried men’s souls, and whilst many of their
brethren either returned to their former fields of labor, or accepted
of an agency to solicit funds for the suffering, Bro. Paddock stood
firm as a wall of brass, resolved to stand by Kansas to the last, and
God has honored him, There is a membership of 130 in the M. E.
Church in this eity, paying their pastor a salary of $700, and they
intend to complete their fine church in early spring.

Everything looks warlike here. The streets are constantly
thronged with soldiers, and regiments are going and coming. Whilst
we write, a company are on the march by the dwelling, with their
stuffed haversacks strapped to their shoulders, bound in a southerly
direction; anon a company of cavalry gallop into town. Yesterday,
by special invitation, in company with Sister Paddock and two
other Christian friends, we visited the hospitals for the sick soldiers,
and those who were somewhat convalescent. Here were several who
were in the terrible battle at Springfield, Mo.,'** when the brave
[Gen. Nathaniel] Lyon fell—some sick with typhoid fever, pneu-

143, The Platte River Bridge Massacre, September 8, 1861.—See The Conservative,
Leavenworth, September 5, 1801,
144. Battle of Wilson's Creek, ten miles south of Springfield, August 10, 1861.
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monia, measles, &c., and we found three who will soon breathe their
last, far from home and kindred dear. There was the empty pallet
from which one had just been lifted to his rude grave; there another
soldier speechless, and grappling with the grim monster; there an-
other emaciated to a skeleton, sobbing as though his heart would
break, and trying to tell us of his poor mother away up in Wiscon-
sin. Our own emotions at times quite overcame us as we grasped
the skeleton fingers of one after another of these poor creatures,
who had come hundreds of miles to fight for their country, and now
must find a grave unmarked, and be buried by a stranger’s hand.
We tried to tell them as well as we could of that world where the
inhabitants are never sick, and many a rough hand was drawn
across the eyes as they told us in broken accents, “We do find Jesus
precious.”

We never spent an afternoon more profitably in our lives than in
visiting the wards in that Mammoth Hospital. Everything about
the premises bore the marks of neatness. The rooms were well ven-
tilated, and kept in excellent order—the beds tidy; each cot had a
pillow, sheets and coverlet, the most of the cots being single. The
physicians are gentlemanly in their deportment, and the most of the
nurses are pious men, and members of our church. Provisions are
very plentiful in Kansas. Flour is six dollars per barrel, potatoes
30 cents per bushel, bacon 7 cents per pound, butter 20 cents, apples,
very fine, one dollar per bushel.

O the changes that have taken place since we left Kansas, 18
months since—instead of a daughter come to welcome our return,
the graves of two beloved daughters in solemn stillness tell us, “our
loved ones are not here,” and we in untold agony turn away to weep.
God help us to feel “Thy will be done.”

Juria L. Lovesoy.

P. 8. Our P. O. address will be, Rev. C. H. Lovejoy, Baldwin
City, Douglas Co., Kansas.

Barpwin City, KAN., June 20, 1862.
Mg, Epitor 15: . . . A terrible state of affairs, politically, is
now being enacted in the bloody drama that has brought death and
desolation to so many families in Missouri. Whilst we write, a
refugee from that ill-fated State, is at our son’s table at dinner, who
with his family escaped as by the “skin of his teeth,” leaving a fine
farm, farming tools, &ec., behind him; not knowing how soon all

145. The Independent Democrat, Concord, N. H.
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would be destroyed by those infuriated demons, who watched to
shoot him for no erime only loving the government under which he
had always lived. It would make your ears and the ears of every
true Vermonter burn with indignant horror, to listen to those tales
of woe and suffering that those patriots pass through,—you can
find them by scores, if not by hundreds in every part of Kansas,
eking out a bare subsistence for their families who have escaped
from the bloody fangs of Secession. Hear from this pious man's
lips—well attested facts:—A mneighboring physician, a quiet, un-
obtrusive man, and withal a slave-holder, said he would have his
right arm torn off before he would fight for the Southern Con-
federacy against his country.—Those fiends shot him and left him
weltering in his blood, then fired his house and burnt his body up
with it, and whether he was quite dead ere the fire reached him is
more than his neighbors can tell. Another neighbor, a woman, they
shot in the presence of her husband, who died the next day. Others
started to flee, and were shot on the road, and left unburied. Union
men are shot down like dogs, and their property destroyed in almost
every part of Missouri. Four or five men whose families live at
Black Jack, about 5 miles from here, were shot a few days since,
near Independence, Mo.

Please say to our friends that Mr. Lovejoy is stationed the present
Conference year, at Wyandotte City, a beautiful eity about two
miles from Kansas City, Mo., where so many bloody tragedies have
been enacted during the present war. Our family remain at Baldwin
City for a time.

This is quite a dry season in Kansas, but farmers have got an
immense amount of crops, of different kinds. Provisions low—flour,
85 per bbl; corn, 20 cts. per bushel; butter, 8 cts. per lb; eggs, 6 cts
per doz; potatoes 5 ets per bush; extra 20 cts; ham, 6 cts; pork,
3 or 4 cts.

Juria L. LoveJoy.

BaLpwin Ciry, Doucras Co., Kansas,
July 22, 1862,

Messgs. Epitors %: . . . Rumor says [Gen. Sterling] Price’s
army has again re-crossed the Mississippi River, and we fear another
raid upon Kansas. Guerilla parties are making dreadful slaughter
upon Union men in Missouri and stealing and destroying their prop-
erty.—Anarchy reigns in Missouri. A man who came home with
Mr. Lovejoy the last time he visited his family, was shot at in

146. The paper which published this article has not been identified.
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Kansas City, Mo., the same day they journeyed together, and I
have great fears for the safety of Mr. L. as he is stationed the
. present Conference year, at Wyandotte City which is only two miles
from Kansas City. Our family will remain for the year at Baldwin
City, Douglas Co., which is our P. O. address. The weather is very
dry and unless we soon have rain, crops will come in very light.
There is an immense breadth of land planted and sown. Wheat is
harvested and a fair erop. Garden vegetables light—quite a failure
on account of the drought, in some places. We have had green corn
for weeks past. The prices current are as follows: Flour $5 per
bbl; corn 15 cents per bushel; butter 8 cents per pound; eggs 6 cents
per doz; ham 5 and 6 cents per pound; pork, 3 and 4 cents; beef,
3 and 4 cents per pound; working oxen, 50 and 60 dollars; good
cows, 10 and 12 dollars. We write this for the farmers of N. H.
Heaven bless the dear old Granite State, and may her soldier-sons
take the lead in striking the death-blow to the great cause of this
rebellion,
Juuia L. Lovesoy.

Bavpwin Crry, Douaras Co., KaNsas,

Monday Morning, Sept. 8, 1862.

Bro. HAveEN 17:—1I write hastily this morning, whilst consterna-
tion and excitement are imprinted on every brow. That which we
so greatly feared, has come upon us. Yesterday morning before
light, [William C.] Quantrell’s band of desperadoes numbering, re-
port says, about 700, stole into Olathe, Spring Hill, and Squiresville
[Johnson county], whilst the peaceable inhabitants were asleep, and
sacked each of the above mentioned places, carrying off all the
plunder they desired. At Olathe, a company of our boys had col-
lected, to start for Fort Lincoln (near Fort Scott), to go into camp
there; they took them all prisoners, and took two hundred stand of
arms, all the commissary stores collected for the regiment; and a
number of our soldier-boys broke and run, when they shot some
half a dozen of them dead, and three or four citizens also. A young
man who was stopping there for the night, from Spring Hill, was
mounting his horse to flee to his home, when they seized his horse
and shot him dead. Capt. Charles J. Lovejoy, (our Charlie), is
quartermaster of this regiment, and was to have started with the
Olathe soldiers this morning for Fort Lincoln; he has just gone,
whilst his unfortunate comrades are weltering in their blood. “How

14%. Zion's Herald, Boston, Mass.
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father.” We could not sum up the horrid murders committed by
this notorious guerrilla leader and his band, who have eluded the
vigilance of thousands who have been on their track, from every
point of the compass, for months past. A woman, who bears the
sobriquet of Nancy Slaughter, seated on one of the fleetest horses,
accompanies this wretch on his bloody perigrinations. She is a
“grass widow,” and strange as it may seem, is the daughter of a
respectable man now living in Kansas. A few weeks since, says the
Lawrence Republican, he murdered Judge Paine, of Burlingame,
and a man living with him. Quantrell sent one of his party on
ahead, who pretended to be a weary traveler, and called for some
whisky; the Judge went to his store to get some, when the party
rushed upon him and shot him, and tumbled his body into the cellar
—shot the other man and threw him also into the cellar, and then
set fire to the building; the hired man crawled out of the cellar-
window, but afterwards died; the remains of the Judge were par-
tially consumed with the building. You are aware that Olathe 1s
the county seat of Johnson Co., and is a place of considerable im-
portance. It was our field of labor two years since, and Mr. L. has
passed through the place.going to and returning from Wyandotte,
his present charge, during the summer.

Amid the elangor of war, we have glorious news of the triumphant
march of the Prince of Peace. A camp meeting commenced at Cen-
tropolis [Franklin county], some three weeks since, and after for-
mally closing the meeting at the expiration of the first week, such
was the wonderful display of the power of God that it commenced
again, and last night Mr. L. preached on the ground, and there
were many new cases of individuals in the altar for prayers, and
the work was progressing with unabated interest. We were there


















































































