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In preparation for our upcoming conference, I thought we would do well to keep in our minds the women who were affected by Gettysburg and were taken their in body mind or spirit, in the days after the battle.

In the tradition of National Era, and to honor our upcoming conference in the Gettysburg area this journal will feature excerpts from the classic At Gettysburg, or, What a Girl Saw and Heard of the Battle. A True Narrative by Mrs. Matilda "Tillie" Pierce Alleman. Enjoy!

CHAPTER III. DURING THE FIRST DAY OF THE BATTLE.

We awoke early. It was impossible to become drowsy with the events of the previous day uppermost in our minds. We were prompt enough at breakfast that morning.

As more soldiers were expected, and in order to show how welcome they would be, my sister and I had, on the previous evening, prepared a tableful of bouquets which we intended to hand or throw to them as they passed our house.

We had no sooner finished our breakfast when it was announced that troops were coming. We hastened up what we called the side street, (Breckenridge,) and on reaching Washington Street, again saw some of our army passing.

First came a long line of cavalry, then wagon after wagon passed by for quite a while. .Again we sang patriotic songs as they moved along. Some of these wagons were filled with stretchers and other articles; in others we noticed soldiers reclining, who were doubtless in some way disabled.

It was between nine and ten o'clock when we first noticed firing in the direction of Seminary Ridge. At first the sound was faint, then it grew louder. Soon the booming of cannon was heard, then great clouds of smoke were seen rising beyond the ridge. The sound became louder and louder, and was now incessant. The troops passing us moved faster, the men had now become excited and urged on their horses. The battle was waging. This was my first terrible experience.

I remember hearing some of the soldiers remarking that there was no telling how soon some of them would be brought back in those ambulances, or carried on the stretchers. I hardly knew what it meant, but I learned afterward, even before the day had passed.

It was almost noon when the last of the train had passed and I began to think of dinner and the folks at home.

I hurried back, and the first thing that met my gaze as I passed the parlor was the table full of flowers. The soldiers had passed and we had not given them the bouquets. They did not come by our house and in our haste to see them, we had forgotten all about the intended welcome.

Entering the dining-room I found dinner waiting, but I was too excited to eat, and so, soon finished my meal. After I had eaten what that day I called dinner, our neighbor, Mrs. Schriver, called at the house and said she would leave the town and go to her father's (Jacob Weikert), who lived on the Taneytown road at the eastern slope of the Round Top.

Mr. Schriver, her husband, was then serving in the Union army, so that under all the circumstances at this time surrounding her, Mrs. Schriver did not feel safe in the house.

As the battle had commenced and was still progressing at the west of the town, and was not very far off, she thought it safer for herself and two children to go to her parents, who lived about three miles to the south. She requested that I be permitted to accompany her, and as it was regarded a safer place for me than to remain in town, my parents readily consented that I should go.

The only preparation I made for the departure, was to carry my best clothes down to the cellar, so that they might be safe when I returned; never thinking of taking any along, nor how long I would stay.

FLEEING FROM DANGER. 

About one o'clock we started on foot; the battle still going on. We proceeded out Baltimore Street and entered the Evergreen Cemetery. This was our easiest and most direct route, as it would bring us to the Taneytown road a little further on.

As we were passing along the Cemetery hill, our men were already planting cannon.

They told us to hurry as fast as possible; that we were in great danger of being shot by the Rebels, whom they expected would shell toward us at any moment. We fairly ran to get out of this new danger.

As I looked toward the Seminary Ridge I could see and hear the confusion of the battle. Troops moving hither and thither; the smoke of the conflict arising from the fields; shells bursting in the air, together with the din, rising and falling in mighty undulations. These things, beheld for the first time, filled my soul with the greatest apprehensions.

We soon reached the Taneytown road, and while traveling along, were overtaken by an ambulance wagon in which was the body of a dead soldier. Some of the men told us that it was the body of General Reynolds, and that he had been killed during the forenoon in the battle.

We continued on our way, and had gotten to a little one and a half story house, standing on the west side of the road, when, on account of the muddy condition of the road, we were compelled to stop. This place on the following day became General Meade's headquarters.

While we were standing at the gate, not knowing what to do or where to go, a soldier came out and kindly told us he would try to get some way to help us further on, as it was very dangerous to remain there.

It began to look as though we were getting into new dangers at every step, instead of getting away from them.

We went into the house and after waiting a short time, this same soldier came to us saying:

"Now I have a chance for you. There is a wagon coming down the road and I will try to get them to make room for you."

The wagon was already quite full, but the soldier insisted and prevailed. We fully appreciated his kindness, and as he helped us on the wagon we thanked him very much.

But what a ride! I shall never forget it. The mud was almost up to the hubs of the wheels, and underneath the mud were rocks. The wagon had no springs, and as the driver was anxious to put the greatest distance between himself and the battle in the least time possible, the jolting and bumping were brought out to perfection.

At last we reached Mr. Weikert's and were gladly welcomed to their home.

It was not long after our arrival, until Union artillery came hurrying by. It was indeed a thrilling sight. How the men impelled their horses! How the officers urged the men as they all flew past toward the sound of the battle! Now the road is getting all cut up; they take to the fields, and all is an anxious, eager hurry! Shouting, lashing the horses, cheering the men, they all rush madly on.

Suddenly we behold an explosion; it is that of a caisson. We see a man thrown high in the air and come down in a wheat field close by. He is picked up and carried into the house. As they pass by I see his eyes are blown out and his whole person seems to be one black mass. The first words I hear him say is:

"Oh dear! I forgot to read my Bible to-day! What will my poor wife and children say?"

I saw the soldiers carry him up stairs; they laid him upon a bed and wrapped him in cotton. How I pitied that poor man! How terribly the scenes of war were being irresistibly portrayed before my vision.

After the artillery had passed, infantry began coming. I soon saw that these men were very thirsty and would go to the spring which is on the north side of the house.

I was not long in learning what I could do. Obtaining a bucket, I hastened to the spring, and there, with others, carried water to the moving column until the spring was empty. We then went to the pump standing on the south side of the house, and supplied water from it. Thus we continued giving water to our tired soldiers until night came on, when we sought rest indoors.

It was toward the close of the afternoon of this day that some of the wounded from the field of battle began to arrive where I was staying. They reported hard fighting, many wounded and killed, and were afraid our troops would be defeated and perhaps routed.

The first wounded soldier whom I met had his thumb tied up. This I thought was dreadful, and told him so.

"Oh," said he, "this is nothing; you'll see worse than this before long."

"Oh! I hope not," I innocently replied.

Soon two officers carrying their arms in slings made their appearance, and I more fully began to realize that something terrible had taken place.

Now the wounded began to come in greater numbers. Some limping, some with their heads and arms in bandages, some crawling, others carried on stretchers or brought in ambulances. Suffering, cast down and dejected, it was a truly pitiable gathering. Before night the barn was filled with the shattered and dying heroes of this day's struggle.

That evening Beckie Weikert, the daughter at home, and I went out to the barn to see what was transpiring there. Nothing before in my experience had ever paralleled the sight we then and there beheld. There were the groaning and crying, the struggling and dying, crowded side by side, while attendants sought to aid and relieve them as best they could.

We were so overcome by the sad and awful spectacle that we hastened back to the house weeping bitterly.

As we entered the basement or cellar-kitchen of the house, we found many nurses making beef tea for the wounded. Seeing that we were crying they inquired as to the cause. We told them where we had been and what we had seen. They no doubt appreciated our feelings for they at once endeavored to cheer us by telling funny stories, and ridiculing our tears. They soon dispelled our terror and caused us to laugh so much that many times when we should have been sober minded we were not; the reaction having been too sudden for our overstrung nerves.

I remember that at this time a chaplain who was present in the kitchen stepped up to me while I was attending to some duty and said:

"Little girl, do all you can for the poor soldiers and the Lord will reward you."

I looked up in his face and laughed, but at once felt ashamed of my conduct and begged his pardon. After telling him what Beckie and I had seen, how the nurses had derided us for crying and that I now laughed when I should not, being unable to help myself, he remarked:

"Well it is much better for you and the soldiers to be in a cheerful mood."

The first day had passed, and with the rest of the family, I retired, surrounded with strange and appalling events, and many new visions passing rapidly through my mind.

From 
CHARLESTON MERCURY, July 24, 1861, p. 1, c. 6

                "The Sisters of Charity."--The friends of our sick soldiers at Norfolk may feel assured that every kindness and attention that can avail to comfort and cure them are ministered by the Sisters of Charity at Norfolk.  The letters from the army are full of praises of these angels of mercy.  We have a young friend, who probably owes his life to their unceasing watching and careful nursing.  Dr. Nott, in his letter published elsewhere, writes in the same strain.  A letter just received by us from a member of the 3d Alabama Regiment, says:

                "______ is much better now, and is rapidly improving.  I have been in to see him several times, but as the Sisters told me he was not dangerously ill.  I have not written about him, for fear of causing uneasiness.  He gets every attention and kindness that good nursing and medical treatment can afford.  All of the soldiers have fallen in love with the Sisters for their kindness and devotion to those who are sent to their care.  ______ was in their hospital for several days, and says he could not have been more tenderly and carefully nursed in his mother's house. Mobile Advertiser and Register.  
CHARLESTON MERCURY, August 14, 1861, p. 1, c. 3-4

                                                                                                Richmond, Va., August 12.

. . . Thus one passes on from bed to bed through the many wards, and reads the awful moral of this unholy war in the saddest illustrations which the vices and passions of men can furnish.  And yet, through all this gloom and suffering, a gleam of light shoots like a golden thread on a funeral pall.  I have told you how clean and neat the rooms are, and how comfortable the patients look.  And the secret of the pleasant fact lies in that woman flitting across the corridor, with her gray serge dress and tidy blue apron from chin to toe, and bonnet blanc, whose wide flaps, white as a snow drift, and stiff with starch, wave over her shoulders like a pair of wings.  She is one of that devoted band of good women, known all over the Christian world wherever there is sorrow to be assuaged, or pain relieved, or comfort administered, whom we name "Sisters of Charity," but who should be called the "Angels of the Earth."   Her step is swift-paced and noiseless, her hand light and soft, her care and attention devoted, unobtrusive, intelligent, gentle and consoling.  She it is on whom these grave, thoughtful surgeons lean, to support and carry out all their directions for the sick; and these miserable men to lighten the burden of their pain and captivity.  If a biscuit or a mattress, a cup of water, a clean pillow or fresh bed or body clothes are wanted, the universal demand which satisfies every desire is, "Call a Sister!"  Day and night, with tireless patience; kind, considerate and obliging to all alike; asking no recompense and accepting no reward, their skilful ministrations are bestowed on these wounded enemies, whose malignant hate and unspeakable purposes of rapine and violence to their sex (had victory crowned their arms), they are now repaying with a care and gentleness "mild as any mother's to a sick child."  With such a reality before us, we may well pass by with contempt and scorn the foul charges of cruelty which the Northern press has falsely laid upon us, and retort upon them their own inhumanity and unchristian neglect in neither tending their wounded nor securing decent burial for their dead . . .    

[LITTLE ROCK] ARKANSAS TRUE DEMOCRAT, August 15, 1861, p. 2, c. 7

Our own Correspondent.

From the Seat of War in Virginia.

                                                                                                                             Richmond, Aug. 5th, 1861.

. . . All of the enemy's wounded, and many of the desperate cases of our own regiments are sent to a fine building in the subburbs [sic] of the city known as the New Alms House.  Others are in various hospitals, or scattered among private families—these latter fare well, and have every attention that humanity can give and every luxury or delicacy that the market can afford.

                My visits to the Alms House hospital have been painfully interesting.  The sufferers of the enemy are as well, if not better, attended to as those of our own army.  Females are very conspicuous in their attentions—the Sisters of Charity are administering to the comforts of the poor fellows; they do not ask if they are Protestant or Catholic, they attend alike to every one.  The ladies of all denominations send in little delicacies which the invalid craves, and many a dim eye casts a look of gratitude upon the fair face that looks down anxiously upon him and the soft lips that breath forth words of kindness. . .                                                                                                                         Quod. 

CHARLESTON MERCURY, August 20, 1861, p. 1, c. 7

                The old Marine Hospital between the Navy Yard and Fort Barrancas, below Pensacola, has been provided with all necessary appliances for the treatment of the sick, and placed under charge of the Sisters of Charity, of whom six have been sent from Mobile, and two or three from New Orleans.    

[LITTLE ROCK] ARKANSAS TRUE DEMOCRAT, August 22, 1861, p. 2, c. 6

St. Mary's Academy. Little Rock, Arkansas.

(Under Charge of the Sisters of Mercy.)

                This Institution is beautifully situated on the square at the corner of Louisiana and Elizabeth streets.  The buildings are spacious, and the grounds extensive.

                The course of studies embraces the English, French and Italian languages; History, Geography, Philosophy, including Astronomy and the use of the Globes; Arithmetic, Algebra, Botany, Vocal and instrumental Music, Drawing and Painting, and all kinds of useful and ornamental Needlework. . .

                Besides the Uniform, which will consist of brown Merino for winter, and pink Gingham for summer, together with black silk aprons, each young lady will require eight changes of linen. . . .

                                                                                                                           Mother Superior,                                                                  Convent of Mercy,                                                                                                                                Little Rock, Ark.      
SAVANNAH [GA] REPUBLICAN, September 4, 1861, p. 2, c. 1

                Raffle,--A beautiful Piano Cover, worked and presented to one of the Ladies' Associations, by the Sisters of Mercy, for the benefit of the soldiers, is now on exhibition at the Drug Store of Messrs.  A. A. Solomons & Co., to be raffled for as soon as the requisite number of chances shall have been taken.  Let all who have a small amount to invest in a patriotic object, go forward and take a chance in the Cover.  

CHARLESTON MERCURY, September 5, 1861, p. 1, c. 2

                Several Sisters of Charity have recently arrived in Richmond from the vicinity of Washington, and are now engaged in attending the sick.  We learn that they solicited permission to come from Old Abe and were refused passports, when finally, having determined to persevere in their mission of mercy, they escaped by stealth from the Baboon's dominions.  

CHARLESTON MERCURY, September 21, 1861, 1, c. 1

                The Sisters of Charity.--The world-wide benevolence of that revered order, the Sisters of Charity, meets in our city with an ample field for its exercise.  The casualties of the battle-field, not less than the diseases incident to those unaccustomed to the hardships of camp life, all contribute to swell the catalogue of human ills, and leave in our midst objects of their attention, not less of the enemy than our own.  Where sickness and death visit the hospitals, where are congregated the weary, wounded and dying, there, gliding in to succor and console, the sisters came upon their errand of mercy.  The couch of disease is made easier by their presence; the pillow of the dying is smoothed by their care; friend and enemy alike receive their soothing attentions.--Worldly fame they ask not.  Unobtrusive in their charities as in their garb, they engage in their labor of love, actuated by that pure philanthropy which has its source in a higher sphere than earth.  The task imposed upon themselves, and faithfully executed by these self-sacrificing women, sometimes "even unto death," should entitle them to the rewards of the blessed.  Some of those now in our midst came from Washington, by stealth, after in vain soliciting from the petty tyrant who reigns there, permission to pass the bounds of his army; some came from the far South.  Come, however, from where they may, they all act as ministering angels, actuated alone by the desire to do good.--Richmond Examiner.  

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882)

The apples are ripe in the orchard,

The work of the reaper is done,

And the golden woodlands redden

In the blood of the dying sun.

At the cottage-door the grandsire

Sits pale in his easy-chair,

While the gentle wind of twilight

Plays with his silver hair.

A woman is kneeling beside him;

A fair young head is pressed,

In the first wild passion of sorrow,

Against his aged breast.

And far from over the distance

The faltering echoes come

Of the flying blast of trumpet

And the rattling roll of drum.

And the grandsire speaks in a whisper:

'The end no man can see;

But we give him to his country

And we give our prayers to Thee.'

The violets star the meadows,

The rose-buds fringe the door,

And over the grassy orchard

The pink-white blossoms pour.

But the grandsire's chair is empty,

The cottage is dark and still;

There's a nameless grave in the battle-field,

And a new one under the hill.

And a pallid, tearless woman

By the cold hearth sits alone;

And the old clock in the corner

Ticks on with a steady drone.

William Winter (1836 – 1917)

Andre M. Fleche. Chapel Hill: University of North Carolina Press, 2012. xii + 204 pp. $39.95 (cloth), ISBN 978-0-8078-3523-4.

Reviewed by Jarret Ruminski (University of Calgary)
Published on H-Nationalism (December, 2012)
Commissioned by Paul Quigley

The American Civil War in a World of Nation-Making
Andre Fleche’s first-rate study of how the European revolutions of 1848 influenced the American Civil War arrives amidst recent calls by scholars to internationalize the history of America’s great conflict.[1] Fleche argues that the legacy of the 1848 revolutions influenced Union and Confederate conceptions of nationalism, as the competing sides participated in the “transatlantic dialogue” (p. 3) over the definition of the modern nation-state. Americans believed that their revolution provided an example for the world, and used the success or failures of subsequent European revolutionary struggles to measure the viability of American republicanism as a world model. The continental breadth of the 1848 revolutions, in addition to the thousands of influential European immigrants that came to America in their wake, made these revolutions the most salient for American observers. Fleche contends that examining the Civil War from an international context reveals how global events “shaped American ideology” (p. 8), how European class and labor debates influenced Northerners to support emancipation but balk at racial equality, and the dark compatibility of nationalism with racial subordination.

During the Civil War, both sides tried to cast their respective causes as part of the broader nineteenth-century world revolutionary struggle. Although the United States had long applauded European goals for national self-determination, it nonetheless defended the upholding of central authority. Northerners likened their attempt to quell Southern separatism to revolutions in France, Austria, and the German states that sought to overthrow titled nobility and create unified nations based on democratic principles. The Union compared Southern slaveholders to landed European aristocrats who had stifled progressive revolutionaries, and argued that slavery gave this small group outsized political and economic power akin to the European feudalism that was anathema to liberal democracy and equality. The North also linked national order to liberty, claiming that the emancipation of Southern slaves would usher in the type of free-labor society that would also free the European proletariat from the power of privileged oligarchies. By contrast, the Confederacy seized upon the right of national self-determination that underlay the European revolutions to justify seceding from the North. It embraced a “white republicanism,” in which the enslavement of the black laboring class inoculated the South from the disease of “red republicanism” promoted by socialist and communist European radials who threatened property rights and individual freedom. Confederates argued that equality portended anarchy and chaos by erasing the natural distinctions of race and class that were the bulwarks of social and political stability. They pointed to the Union’s supposed obsession with free labor and abolitionism as evidence that the North was infected with European red republicanism.

Fleche supports his argument for the importance of 1848 by highlighting the significant roles European revolutionaries played in shaping American nationalist debates in the years leading up to the Civil War, and showing their continued influence after its outbreak. In the 1850s, American audiences welcomed prominent revolutionaries, but as these exiles waded into American politics, Northerners and Southerners argued over how the legacy of 1848 should shape domestic disputes. Hungarian hero Louis Kossuth won cheers for praising America’s revolutionary legacy, but managed to irritate abolitionists by sidestepping slavery, and conservative Southerners by calling for escalated American intervention in European revolutionary affairs. Irish nationalist John Mitchell earned Southern applause by linking his support for Irish self-determination to a defense of slavery and Southern self-government. German forty-eighters like Carl Schurz, however, claimed that slavery spawned landholding aristocrats similar to the ones revolutionaries tried to overthrow in Europe.

These divisions continued as European Americans took sides during the Civil War. Fleche uses St. Louis, in the divided border state of Missouri, as an example to show how their differing interpretations of the legacy of 1848 informed their sectional allegiances. The city’s German forty-eighters rallied to the Union, while the Irish residents sided with the Confederacy. The two groups came to blows during the Camp Jackson Affair, when four Union regiments, three of which were commanded by Germans, clashed with belligerent civilians in the streets of a heavily Irish neighborhood, leaving several citizens and soldiers dead. German and Irish Americans countrywide chose sides along similar lines. Irish in New York, New England, and the Upper Midwest broke with their Missouri brethren by supporting the Union, but Fleche argues that they nonetheless shared the Southern Irish’s sympathy for the Confederacy by relating its struggle to Ireland’s struggle for independence from Britain. They sided with the Union on the basis that only a strong, united America could aid Ireland against monarchial England. Despite their divided loyalties, European Americans nonetheless agreed that America’s Civil War reverberated with the same issues of individual rights, freedom, and national self-determination that had characterized the revolutions of 1848.

Fleche convincingly argues that world events shaped the ideological course of the American Civil War, and shows that many Americans were interested in their nation’s place within the broader scheme of nineteenth-century nation-making. Yet, he may at times overemphasize the influence of international events on European Americans’ allegiances during the conflict, therefore underplaying the importance of more localized issues. For example, although he contends that Irish in St. Louis supported the Confederacy out of fears that “ideological Germans” who were “as oppressive as the English” (p. 46) threatened the republic, David Gleeson has shown in The Irish in the South: 1815-1877 that localized racial issues, economic opportunities, and religion drove Irish to embrace Southern culture and support the Confederacy. Anne Bailey, in Invisible Southerners: Ethnicity in the Civil War, similarly demonstrates that Germans in Texas chose wartime sides depending on their views of various domestic, rather than international issues.[2] One also wonders if, Fleche’s argument aside, Northerners really needed European events to alert them to the dangers posed by a Southern slave power that they had long considered a threat to democracy. These points notwithstanding, Fleche’s book is a valuable contribution to Civil War scholarship, and should inspire other scholars to examine the conflict in terms of world, rather than just American, history.

Notes

[1]. See “New Approaches to Internationalizing the History of the Civil War Era,” special issue, The Journal of the Civil War Era 2, no. 2 (2012).

[2]. David Gleeson, The Irish in the South, 1815-1877 (Chapel Hill: University of North Carolina Press, 2001); Anne Bailey, Invisible Southerners: Ethnicity in the Civil War (Athens: University of Georgia Press, 2006).
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Lisa J. Shaver. Pittsburgh: University of Pittsburgh Press, 2012. 184 pp. $24.95 (paper), ISBN 978-0-8229-6169-7.

Reviewed by Kate Edenborg (University of Wisconsin-Stout)
Published on Jhistory (December, 2012)
Commissioned by Heidi Tworek

Voicing Concern: Silence Says Something
Lisa Shaver examines and reveals rhetorical spaces (church publications) and voices (women’s) that have been overlooked. She focuses her analysis on mentions of women in antebellum Methodist periodicals. Past research has examined women as religious activists or offered a historical look at presses led by women, yet overlooked the subtle influence of the everyday woman’s involvement. The chapters in Shaver’s book outline how women’s work at the church and allusions to women in Methodist publications both supported and circumscribed women’s roles. Along the way, Shaver problematizes many assumptions about women’s voices in public and private spheres. Her focus on the church allows an entry point into this examination.

Shaver explains the unique nature of the church as a space neither fully private nor fully public, unlike many other spaces. The blurring of these boundaries removed certain limitations to the range of acceptable activities for women. The church recognized that women’s influence extended beyond the home, especially when it came to their power to convert and offer salvation to their husbands and children. Shaver emphasizes that no one doubted women’s value in society, but that value was only viewed as being valuable in certain settings, such as the church.

As she explores references to women in the Methodist publications she, perhaps unintentionally, reveals the limiting nature of the commentary. The most common mentions were those illustrating deathbed settings, often used as a way to exemplify pious women. Also, most of the content for the publications came from women’s memoirs. Given that the conventions of memoir writing often attempt to present the subject as an iconic figure, this limited how women were represented. The content about women was also literally limited in space, when it was placed in a ladies’ section. This meant that the readers of the content were probably only women. Although women were given a place to make their voices heard, they would only be heard by part of the population. According to Shaver, much of the content in these sections of the publication “subtly, yet repeatedly advised women to detect their husband’s needs” (p. 64).

Regardless of what was communicated, by presenting these women’s voices, Shaver provides a more accurate idea of women’s influence at this point in antebellum history. She uses Beth Daniell’s term “little narratives” to describe how she wanted to uncover and share these “brief everyday descriptions of women’s activities on pages of church periodicals” (p. 9).

Simultaneously, Shaver continually explores the negotiation about whether domestic ideology (that is, assumptions positing women’s place is in the home) was or was not confining. Some scholars, such as Betty Friedan and Barbara Welter, see the ideology as being oppressive, while others claim that it is limiting, yet empowering within that domestic setting.[1] It’s a question that she engages but doesn’t answer for the reader, offering us the opportunity challenge our own assumptions about the concepts.

Shaver isn’t the first to problematize the idea of the women’s private sphere, and likely won’t be the last, but she does it deftly and in a way that allows a reader to ask his or her own questions. For example, did allowing women a voice in the church make it seem more acceptable to silence them in larger, potentially more influential, public spheres? Perhaps the relative freedom in a semi-public setting allowed women to accept the limitations they faced in other realms of society.

Note

[1]. Betty Friedan, The Feminine Mystique (New York: W. W. Norton and Co., 1963); and Barbara Welter, “The Cult of True Womanhood: 1820–1860,” American Quarterly 18, no. 2 (1966): 151–174. 
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Location: New York, United States

Fellowship Date: 2013-04-08 

Announcement ID: 200902

The New York Public Library is pleased to offer Short-Term Research Fellowships to support visiting scholars from outside the New York metropolitan area engaged in graduate-level, post-doctoral, and independent research. Fellowship stipends are $1,000 per week for up to four weeks and researchers must be in residence at the Library for a minimum of two weeks between July 1, 2013 and June 30, 2014. Scholars who need to conduct on-site research in the Library’s special collections to support projects in the humanities including but not limited to art history, cultural studies, history, literature, performing arts and photography are welcome to apply. Applicants must be United States citizens or permanent residents with the legal right to work in the U.S.

Thomas Lannon 

Assistant Curator 
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The New York Public Library 

Fifth Avenue and 42nd Street 
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Location:           United States

Grant Date:      2013-03-15 

Announcement ID: 199236

Funded by the Kentucky Historical Society (KHS) Foundation, the KHS scholarly research fellowship program encourages and promotes advanced study and research in KHS collections on all aspects of Kentucky-related local, regional, national and transnational history. Fellowships support visits to KHS within one year of the award and are designed to assist researchers with travel and living expenses while using the KHS research collections. Applications are judged on the merits of the proposed research and the extent to which the judges believe that research can be advanced through use of collections at KHS. Awards typically range from $400 (one week of research) to $1,600 (four weeks of research). Applicants from outside the U.S. are also encouraged to apply.

 The Kentucky Historical Society is pleased to announce the following awardees for the fall 2012 fellowship cycle:

Alan Libert (University of Newcastle, Australia), Kentucky Attitudes and Identity as Revealed through Anthroponyms and Toponyms in Food Names

Jeffrey Perry (Purdue University), From “Disturbers” to Protectors of the Peace: Baptist Church Discipline and the Secular World in Early Kentucky

Matthew Stith (University of Texas at Tyler), Civilians, Guerrillas, and the Environment on the Trans-Mississippi Border, 1861-1865

Maggie Yancey (University of Tennessee), Death in the Bottle: Alcohol and the Civil War

Applications for spring 2013 are due March 15. For more details, go to 
http://history.ky.gov/fellowships 
The Kentucky Historical Society is an agency of the Kentucky Tourism, Arts, and Heritage Cabinet.

Elizabeth J. Van Allen 

Kentucky Historical Society 

100 W. Broadway 

Frankfort, KY 40601

Email: beth.vanallen@ky.gov

Visit the website at 
http://history.ky.gov/fellowships

© Copyright 2012.  You may not photocopy, re-use or republish any portion, column or article of this newsletter for any purpose without written permission. For permission, write  athomeandinthefield@yahoo.com
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Our mission statement: To increase awareness and understanding of women's roles


Related to the Civil War through education and scholarship


		





Women at Gettysburg





Meg Galante-DeAngelis
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At Gettysburg, or, What a Girl Saw and Heard of the Battle. A True Narrative.�By Mrs. Matilda "Tillie" Pierce Alleman 


New York, W. Lake Borland, 1889.








Catholic Sisters in the Southern Papers


                                   Collected by Vicki Betts








After All





� HYPERLINK "http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0807835234" �The Revolution of 1861: The American Civil War in the Age of Nationalist Conflict.�





� HYPERLINK "http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0822961695" �Beyond the Pulpit: Women's Rhetorical Roles in the Antebellum Religious Press.�





Short-Term Research Fellowships at 


The New York Public Library








Research Fellowships Kentucky Historical Society








Thanks to all our members and readers. Please remember that At Home and in the Field is an e-journal of and for the members of the Society for Women and the Civil War. Please feel free to send comments, suggestions and writings featuring your own interest to our editor at � HYPERLINK "mailto:athomeandinthefield@yahoo.com" �athomeandinthefield@yahoo.com� 





We are seeking member involvement on one time or serial bases. We are interested in any member submissions including reviews of books, articles, museums and their current exhibits, events, websites, archives, libraries, collections and artifacts. If it is of interest to you, it is probably of interest of many of our other members.





If you are interested in becoming a one-time contributor, a serial contributor or are interested in becoming a columnist for At Home and in the Field, please contact our editor, Meg Galante-DeAngelis at � HYPERLINK "mailto:athomeandinthefield@yahoo.com" �athomeandinthefield@yahoo.com� 




















PAGE  
1

