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Dedication 
 
This book is dedicated to the memory of Sergeant Major Charles Masland (aka Marsland) of the 3rd 
US Infantry who was killed on May 9, 1846 in the Battle of Resaca de la Palma at the outbreak of the 
Mexican War. The same brash spirit that cost him his life that day was responsible for our family 
coming to America. As the first of our line to set foot in this country back in 1833 he changed the 
course of our history. May he rest in peace with full knowledge of the great blessings that have come 
to us from his life and service. 
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Introduction 
 
At the northeast edge of Carlisle, Pennsylvania the Masland carpet factory welcomed all visitors to our town. 
A hundred foot tall brick smokestack spelled out our name in big white letters. The carpet mill was the largest 
employer in town in the 1950s and ‘60s and almost everyone either worked at the plant or had a relative who 
worked there. Whenever I would meet someone and introduce myself, the question was always posed, “Are 
you one of The Maslands?” In those days we were the stereotypical “big fish in a little pond” in Carlisle. 
 

 
Figure 3...Carpet Factory 

 
Many of my earliest, most indelible memories are of our family’s frequent trips up to the 32-room stone 
Georgian mansion known as “Kings Gap,” which was owned by the carpet company and sat atop the South 
Mountain overlooking Carlisle. This massive castle-like structure, built around the turn of the century by 
James Cameron, grandson of Lincoln’s Secretary of War, Simon Cameron, served as a guesthouse and training 
center for the carpet company and was the setting for our family functions and reunions and my grandmother’s 
New Year’s parties. Kings Gap served as a grand venue for board meetings, picnics, clambakes, and Easter 
services and was sometimes where visiting dignitaries would be entertained. Everything about the place, 
including the deer, the wild turkeys, and the resident Irish wolfhound named King, lent itself to the air of an 
English gentleman’s estate.  
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Figure 4...Kings Gap 

 
The family gatherings always saw lots of Maslands, distinguished by their bushy eyebrows and propensity for 
going by their initials, such as F.E., R.P., M.H., and C.H. The women would don their finest Sunday clothes 
and gather graciously as the Masland men would talk business and politics. Meanwhile, the children (the 
author among them) would amuse themselves by running through the never-ending passageways, meandering 
up the magnificent winding staircase, or gazing in wonder at the suit of armor that stood at attention on the 
landing. 
 



 
Figure 5...King's Gap Interior 

 
 
 
 
 
I was born in 1949 and grew up in Carlisle bearing a name that had been passed down for three generations, 
Frank Elmer Masland. I was “IV,” and I’ll talk about the origin of the middle name later on. For the first two 
years of my life all four Franks were still alive, which provided a photo opportunity that has been a lifelong 
favorite of mine. 
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Figure 6...Four Franks 

 
The gentleman seated was my great-grandfather, Frank E. Masland Sr., described to me as “one of the kindest 
men who has ever lived.” He, along with his older brother, Maurice Henry Masland or “M.H.”, founded the 
carpet business. He was a lover of race horses and yachts, possessing several of each during his long and 
productive life. He retired to Palm Beach, Florida, an area where he had vast land holdings until the Crash of 
1929, in which he lost much of the great wealth he had accumulated during the early days of C.H.M.& S. He 
bounced back from the market decline with years of hard work at the helm of the carpet company after his 
older brother passed away suddenly in 1930. I knew him briefly as “G-G-Pop.” 
 



 
Figure 7...Frank E. Masland Sr. 

 
My grandfather, Frank E. Masland Jr., known to most as “F.E.”, was a larger than life figure in Carlisle. His 
stately Revolutionary War era home overlooking the Yellow Breeches Creek which he named “Fallen Arches” 
sported stables, gardens, a guest house and swimming pool, and a polo field. Hanging on the walls of their 
kitchen were photos of my grandfather with many of the scores of dignitaries and world leaders with whom he 
was acquainted. He was a friend of Barry Goldwater, a fellow “River Rat,” from trips down the Colorado 
River; Heile Selassie, Emperor of Ethiopia, from his work with the National Park Service; and Ladybird 
Johnson, who shared his love of wildflowers. 
 

 
Figure 8...F.E. with Barry Goldwater 

 
His third floor study was a virtual museum dedicated to his life and adventures, with artifacts and mementoes 
from every corner of the globe. In his study, a stuffed golden eagle sat perched on his desk, and on the walls 
hung the shell of a Galapagos tortoise and a six-foot rattlesnake. There were examples of Native American 
pottery and Navaho rugs on the floor, fossils and stalagmites in his cabinet, and rows of chairs to watch the 
endless hours of films that he took during his many exploits. As a young boy, I spent countless hours in that 
study, fascinated by everything that I saw.  
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Figure 9...F.E. at Galapagos 

 
F.E.’s love of the American Southwest was profound, and as a member of the Explorer’s Club he spent many 
days and nights examining the crags and crevasses of the Canyonlands region. On one expedition he was first 
to discover a previously unknown natural arch, which has been named in his honor, Fisheyes Arch, so called 
for the Navaho Indian moniker he had earned during his Colorado River runs. 
 

 
Figure 10...F.E. at Fisheyes Arch 

 



F.E. was the first Masland, along with his brother, R.P. (Robert Paul), to settle in Carlisle. The two brothers 
attended Dickinson College after completing their schooling at Friends Central in Philadelphia. Before F.E. 
could graduate World War I broke out, whereupon he joined the Navy to serve as the skipper of a sub chaser 
off the coast of New Jersey. He always claimed with a smile that his diligence was the reason New Jersey was 
never attacked by the Germans. 
 

 
Figure 11..."The Skipper" 

 
F.E. died in 1994, just shy of his 99th birthday. His shadow still looms large over Cumberland Valley, 
particularly in his endeavors to preserve the environment and natural beauty of the area. When he passed away 
the following eulogy, entitled “Fish Eyes Runs his Last Rapid,” appeared on the Grand Canyon River guides 
website: 
 

“Frank E. Masland, Jr., one of the tribal elders of Grand Canyon river runners, ran his last 
rapid on July 30, 1994. Just short of 99 years of age, ‘Fish-Eyes’ Masland made the Marston 
list of the first 100 people on their first complete traverse of the Grand Canyon of the 
Colorado River. With Norm Nevills in 1948, ‘Fish-Eyes’ joined veteran Colorado River 
runners Garth and Dock Marston and young Frank Wright, also on his his first trip. 
 
“As most Grand Canyon river runners know, Nevills’ cataract boats had no seats for 
passengers, thus requiring them to perch on the decks. Running the ‘Roaring 20s’ on July 
13th, Frank’s ‘...companions started calling me ‘Fish-Eyes.’ It seems the usual way for the 
person riding the stern of the boat to go through a rapid is sitting up, but being blissfully 
ignorant of the approved technique, I stretched out face down with my head overhanging the 
stern. Since the boats go through the rapids stern first, I was under water most of the way. The 
first time I went through, Norm, who was waiting at the foot, wondered what happened to me, 
since most of the time I had been out of sight. After two or three trips in this submerged 
position, they began talking about the fish-eye view I had of the water, and soon ‘Fish-Eyes’ 
was the name. I kept on riding that way, since it added greatly to the sport. It was like diving 
through ocean breakers along the seacoast.’ 
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“Frank made quite a few other river trips and wrote self published pamphlets and journal 
articles about them and other excursions into the canyon and arch country. Francis P. 
Farquhar’s annotated Selective Bibliography of The Books of the Colorado River and the 
Grand Canyon lists two of Frank’s works in this elite compilation: By the Rim of Time: Being 
the Diary and Impressions of Frank E. Masland, Jr., a Member of Norman Nevills’ 1948 
Colorado River Expedition; and The Goat Run, a San Juan river trip that ended at Lees Ferry. 
Special Collections and Archives, Cline Library, Northern Arizona University, has copies of 
most, if not all, of Frank’s publications. A few hours reading them would be time well spent. 
 
“Also instrumental in establishing and protecting areas of the National Park System, Frank 
‘received the National Parks and Conservation Association’s Marjory Stoneman Douglas 
Award for his ‘awesome’ contributions over a period of 50 years to the national park system.’ 
He was also honored by having an arch he discovered named after him while he was still 
alive, contrary to rules of the Board of Geographic names. To bypass the rule disallowing the 
use of the name of a living person for a geographical feature, the euphemism ‘Fisheye Arch’ 
was suggested. Today the roar of the Colorado may be implied in the name of this delightful 
arch in the south end of Canyonlands National Park. 
 
“On behalf of the entire Grand Canyon river running community, our condolences are 
extended to the family of Frank E. Masland Jr., ‘Fish-Eyes.’ His river running style will oft’ 
be remembered around the campfires of our lives and minds.” 

 
 
His firstborn son and my father, Frank E. Masland III, was known since childhood as “Mike,” apparently 
because an uncle thought there was one “Frank” too many. The nickname stuck for life. Dad grew up in 
Carlisle, went off to college at Princeton University, enrolled in ROTC, and was promptly sent to Germany to 
fight Hitler and the Nazis. After an artillery shell blew a hole in his tank, killing the driver, he narrowly 
escaped capture by the Germans, and for this he was awarded the Bronze Star.  
 

 
Figure 12..."Mike" 

 



After World War II my dad followed in the footsteps of his father and grandfather and assumed the helm of 
C.H. Masland and Sons. He took the organization from a predominantly family-held company to a publicly 
held, multi-national corporation. He was active in many local and national organizations and served on the 
boards of several corporations. His consuming passion outside of the carpet company has been the YMCA, 
and he served on the national and international councils and traveled worldwide as their representative. Dad is 
now in his 85th year and, though unable to get around much due to his health, still lives in a home that he and 
my mother built on ground abutting “Fallen Arches” nearly fifty years ago. 
 
Yours truly, the fourth “Frank,” known to many by my nickname, Landy, has followed something of his own 
path in that I have never worked in the carpet business. After a childhood spent in Carlisle I went off to 
boarding school and then to the alma mater of my father, Princeton University. As with my father and 
grandfather, there was a war raging while I was in college: the Vietnam conflict. Unlike my predecessors, 
however, I was swept up in the antiwar sentiment of the Sixties and never served in the armed forces.  
 

 
Figure 13...”Landy” 

 
I left college in my junior year and began to “march to the beat of a different drum,” as my father likes to put 
it. After spending 15 years in Boston trying my hand at everything from cab driving to gardening to door-to-
door ministry, I returned to Carlisle, where my wife, Yvonne, and I have raised four children in a home I built 
on some of my grandfather’s farmland. In recent years I have found success in the business world as a self-
employed computer consultant serving the Carlisle area. 

 
My interest in and experience with computers and the Internet eventually led me down yet another path, the 
study of family history. Some years ago a client of mine called needing help with some genealogy software. In 
addressing his problem I became fascinated with the vast amount of information he had amassed. I was 
hooked. My first step was to compile a database of facts about my ancestors, particularly on my mother’s side 
and my grandmother Masland’s side since their ancestry is readily traced back many generations.  
 



17 

Because the Maslands had arrived in the United States two centuries after the Mayflower and William Penn, it 
was anything but a straightforward task to trace their ancestry back for many generations. In the summer of 
2002, however, I decided to see what I could unearth about my Masland roots. I contacted my great uncle, 
Charles Henry Masland III, who lives nearby and who was the family historian for many years. After several 
conversations he invited me to his home to look over the enormous collection of Masland papers and 
documents he collected over a fifty-year period. He accomplished his work in the days before the Internet and 
e-mail, when research into family history involved writing scores of letters to relatives and traveling to 
libraries and archives and graveyards to pore over dusty old books and records in search of clues about the 
past. 
 
On his kitchen table were two large fireproof boxes that he opened, revealing folder after folder containing 
handwritten family letters and documents. As I sifted through the letters I learned that many were found in an 
old roll top desk that belonged to my great-grandfather, Frank Sr. The desk had been his at the carpet mill and 
was among his belongings in Palm Beach when he died. It now sits in my study. 
 
Uncle Charles contacted his widow, and a locksmith was employed to open the massive old desk, which had 
been locked for many years. In several of the cubby holes were found, wrapped in old brown paper, packs of 
letters dating back to the Mexican and Civil Wars. Uncle Charles rescued them, organized, copied, and 
catalogued them, and stored them in the fireproof boxes. He planned to publish them eventually along with a 
family history. 
 
Having eagerly accepted the mantle of Masland family historian from him, I began reading--or more 
accurately, “translating”--the early letters. Many of them are hard to decipher at first due to the age and 
condition of the paper as well as to the often unusual spelling, capitalization, and lack of punctuation. Despite 
these obstacles I was fascinated by this glimpse into the lives of these family members, and I began to feel as if 
I knew the writers personally. The handwritten letters chronicled the mundane and not-so-mundane details of 
their lives. Their fears, joys, and struggles as they first set foot on American soil and lived through the 
tumultuous days of the Mexican and Civil Wars were detailed in the simple yet eloquent words of my long-
dead relatives.  
 
It occurred to me that we live in an era in which such communication is a thing of the past. E-mail, text 
messaging, and cell phones have made the practice of writing letters by hand practically obsolete. In the days 
when the Masland letters were written, communication was so much slower and more difficult, particularly for 
letters sent from overseas or during wartime. Some of the family letters had been sent from England, others 
from as far away as a remote outpost in Australia. They could be in transit for months. Paper was often scarce 
and so great care was taken to make use of every inch of writing space. In a few cases the writer would run out 
of space and write the remainder of the letter perpendicular to the main body, making for some challenging 
genealogical investigation. 
 
I felt a compelling need to finish the work that Uncle Charles started and to preserve the heritage that is to be 
found in the writings. I dissected the letters time and time again, pieced together a timeline, and researched 
their background until I deciphered their contents and raveled together a tapestry of our story. I must admit the 
letters paint a very different family portrait than the semi-royal one I had expected based on my experiences as 
a Masland in Carlisle. Our roots, like those of most Americans, are humble. The account of our arrival in this 
country and the way we dealt with the trials and adversities that befell us is a familiar theme as well, but the 
fabric of our family history is richly textured. I invite you to experience the Masland story. 
 

 



Masland Origins 
 

 
Figure 14...Maasland 

 
 
The Maas River, a branch of the Rhine, flows for some 560 miles from eastern France, through Belgium and 
Holland and on to the North Sea. The area around the Dutch section of the river was called Maasland. 
Tradition has it that our unusual name derives from that region. Centuries ago, perhaps during the reign of 
Henry VIII, our ancestors emigrated from the Lowlands and found their way to the Midlands region of 
England near Nottingham. Not long afterwards the second “a” was dropped and the name became Masland. 
 
As with most surnames, the spelling was often the subject of confusion. In England and America there have 
been few who share the last name, Masland, but there have been many with similar surnames, such as 
Marsland, Maseland, Maisland, and Mashland. Whether these represent separate lineages or related ones is not 
known. 
 
The first Masland to set foot on the American continent was Hugh Masland, who arrived in Philadelphia in 
October 1683 on the Concord, often referred to as the “German Mayflower.” An English Quaker from 
Derbyshire, England, Hugh lived in the area where our ancestors resided but was not a direct progenitor of our 
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line of Maslands, more likely a distant cousin. He and his wife were indentured servants to a prominent 
Quaker from London named James Claypoole. As a close friend of William Penn, James arranged for the 
transport of a number of German Quaker families to Pennsylvania to flee religious persecution. These families, 
mostly employed as weavers, formed the nucleus of a new community that became Germantown, 
Pennsylvania, which, coincidentally, figured largely in the unfolding of the Masland’s history. It does not 
appear, however, that Hugh Masland left any descendants bearing the Masland name. 
 

 
Figure 15...The Concord 

  



Annesley Hall 
 

 
The earliest known Masland in our direct line was John Masland, who was born on March 21, 1729, in the 
hamlet of Pilsley in the county of Derbyshire. On November 8, 1753, John married Elizabeth Starr and the two 
settled in the small English village of Annesley in the county of Nottingham, on the edge of Sherwood Forest. 
Annesley, rumored by some to have been the dwelling of Robin Hood, was the ancestral home of the 
prominent Chaworth family, who made their residence in Annesley Hall. John Masland lived on the Annesley 
estate and served as caretaker or gardener for the Chaworths. 
 

 
Figure 16...Annesley Hall 

 
 
Annesley Hall, once a grand English manor home, gained prominence as the house of young Mary Ann 
Chaworth, the unrequited love interest of the celebrated British poet George Gordon, Lord Byron. Byron was a 
distant cousin of Mary and fell madly in love with her during a visit when he was a teenager. Many of his most 
famous poems deal with his yearning for Mary and his despair at her lack of love in return. 
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Figure 17...Mary Ann Chaworth 

 

From: The Dream 
by Lord Byron 

“I saw two beings in the hues of youth 
Standing upon a hill, a gentle hill, 

Green and of mild declivity, the last 
As 'twere the cape of a long ridge of such, 
Save that there was no sea to lave its base, 
But a most living landscape, and the wave 

Of woods and corn-fields, and the abodes of men 
Scattered at intervals, and wreathing smoke 

Arising from such rustic roofs: the hill 
Was crowned with a peculiar diadem 
Of trees, in circular array, so fixed, 

Not by the sport of nature, but of man: 
These two, a maiden and a youth, were there 

Gazing - the one on all that was beneath 
Fair as herself - but the boy gazed on her; 

And both were young, and one was beautiful: 
And both were young - yet not alike in youth. 

As the sweet moon on the horizon's verge, 
The maid was on the eve of womanhood; 
The boy had fewer summers, but his heart 
Had far outgrown his years, and to his eye 
There was but one beloved face on earth, 

And that was shining on him; he had looked 
Upon it till it could not pass away;” 

 



The Hill near Annesley Hall that was the site of the “peculiar diadem of trees, in circular array,” was renowned 
among lovers of poetry as the scene of young Byron’s secret passion for Mary Ann. It was also the idyllic 
setting in which John and Elizabeth Masland worked, played, and raised their family. 
 
John and Elizabeth were blessed with two daughters who lived to adulthood, Elizabeth and Anne, who was 
known by her nickname, Nancy. Nancy, the youngest child, was born at Annesley on August 31, 1766. As a 
youngster she had been brought to the attention of Mary Chaworth’s grandfather, William Chaworth, who, 
impressed by her intelligence, ensured she was taught reading and writing so that she could enter his 
household and serve as a nanny to young Mary Ann Chaworth. From that point on she was known as “Nanny 
Marsland” (a frequent misspelling of our name). A description of her is found in William Howitt’s “Rural 
Life of England,” which recounts his visit to Annesley Hall in 1834, two years after the premature death of 
Mary Ann Chaworth in February of 1832. 
 

“She was the very beau ideal of an old servant ; all simplicity, fidelity, full of the history of 
the family; wrapped up in its fortunes and its honors, a part and parcel of the race and place, 
for she had been in the family above sixty years,-- being taken, as she said, when she was ten 
years old, by Mary Chaworth’s grandfather, and put to school, and taught to read and write, to 
mark and to flower ; for she would, he said, be a nice sharp girl to wait on him. ‘Oh! he was a 
pretty man, -- a very pretty, well-behaved gentleman,’ said she with a sigh. Old Nanny 
Marsland, for such was her name, seemed a pure and unsophisticated creature; the regular 
influx of visitors had not spoiled her; the curious and the pert, and the idle, the insolent and the 
foolish, had not troubled the clear sincere current of her thoughts; had not made her heart and 
spirit turn inward, in self-defense, and converted her into the subtle and parrot show-woman. 
 
“She never dreamt of any thing being blamable that had been done by any of the family. She 
delighted to talk of the Hall and its people; and feeling her solitude, for she was the sole 
regular occupant, some one to talk to was a luxury. Could we have hoped for a creature more 
to our hearts desire? Under her guidance we progressed through this most interesting old 
place; thoughts and feelings, never to be forgotten, springing up at every step.” 

 
 
She was also the figure known as “Nanny Marsden” (another misspelling). In 1835, American writer 
Washington Irving wrote about meeting Nancy when he and his companion, Colonel Wildman, visited 
Annesley Hall two years prior. 
 

“We applied for admission at the front door, which was under a heavy porch. The portal was 
strongly barricaded, and our knocking was echoed by waste and empty halls. Every thing bore 
an appearance of abandonment. After a time, however, our knocking summoned a solitary 
tenant from some remote corner of the pile. It was a decent-looking little dame, who emerged 
from a side door at a distance, and seemed a worthy inmate of the antiquated mansion. She 
had, in fact, grown old with it. Her name, she said, was Nanny Marsden; if she lived until next 
August, she would be seventy-one; a great part of her life had been passed in the Hall, and 
when the family had removed to Nottingham, she had been left in charge of it. The front of the 
house had been thus warily barricaded in consequence of the late riots at Nottingham, in the 
course of which the dwelling of her master had been sacked by the mob. To guard against any 
attempt of the kind upon the Hall, she had put it in this state of defence; though I rather think 
she and a superannuated gardener comprised the whole garrison. "You must be attached to the 
old building," said I, "after having lived so long in it." "Ah, sir!" replied she, "I am getting in 
years, and have a furnished cottage of my own in Annesley Wood, and begin to feel as if I 
should like to go and live in my own home." 

 
Nanny Marsland (Masland) did eventually move into the cottage in nearby Annesley Woodhouse, and her 
name is found there in the 1841 census. She was 76 at the time of the census and apparently lived on into her 
eighties, though no record of her death has been found.  
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Nancy had been extremely fond of the dashing Lord Byron, who was so in love with Nancy’s protégé. 
Washington Irving was accompanied by a large Newfoundland dog named Boatswain that had belonged to 
Lord Byron, and he recorded Nancy’s touching reaction upon seeing the beast. 
 

“As we were strolling about the mansion, our four-footed attendant, Boatswain, followed 
leisurely, as if taking a survey of the premises. I turned to rebuke him for his intrusion, but the 
moment the old housekeeper understood he had belonged to Lord Byron, her heart seemed to 
yearn toward him. "Nay, nay," exclaimed she, "let him alone, let him go where he pleases. 
He's welcome. Ah, dear me! If he lived here I should take great care of him--he should want 
for nothing.--Well!" continued she, fondling him, "who would have thought that I should see a 
dog of Lord Byron in Annesley Hall!" 
 
"I suppose, then," said I, "you recollect something of Lord Byron, when he used to visit here?" 
"Ah, bless him!" cried she, "that I do! He used to ride over here and stay three days at a time, 
and sleep in the blue room. Ah! poor fellow! He was very much taken with my young 
mistress; he used to walk about the garden and the terraces with her, and seemed to love the 
very ground she trod on. He used to call her his bright morning star of Annesley." 

 
 
Nancy’s older sister, Elizabeth, was born at Annesley on April 14, 1754. Elizabeth apparently fell in love with 
a dashing English gentleman, Lieutenant Joseph Hodgkinson, the youngest son of a wealthy miller, who lived 
at the neighboring Felley Hall. The Hodgkinsons were probably acquaintances of the Chaworth-Musters 
family who eventually purchased Felly Priory. Their descendants live there to this day.  
 

 
Figure 18...Felley Priory 

 
 
Although married, Joseph Hodgkinson never had any children by that union. He and Elizabeth Masland, 
however, conceived two children, Mary and James, both of whom were listed with the designation “base,” 
signifying them as illegitimate in the baptismal records at Annesley. Mary, the older child, was born on 
November 22, 1772, and she is sometimes listed in the records as Mary Masland, sometimes as Mary 
Hodgkinson, and sometimes as Mary Hodgkinson Masland. She married William Hillery (or Hillary) in 1809 
and lived until 1834, dying a year after her younger brother, James. 
 
Joseph Hodgkinson was a lieutenant in the Plymouth Invalids, a military unit for soldiers unfit for battle. He 
died in Cornwall soon after James’ birth on June 4, 1780, and Elizabeth died for reasons unknown soon 



thereafter. The circumstances and exact date of her death are unknown, but it may be that life was too much 
for a young unwed mother with two illegitimate children and no husband to support her.  
 
 In 1845, Joseph and Elizabeth’s grandson, John Masland, our immigrant ancestor, living at the time in Lowell, 
Massachusetts, wrote a note in which he indicated he knew of the Hodgkinson connection. Although a couple 
of his facts in error, including his erroneous belief that his father, James, was born in wedlock, he correctly 
identified his grandfather as Lieutenant Joseph Hodgkinson and revealed how the Masland name was passed 
on. He did, however, have the notion that the family was entitled to some large sum of money from the 
Hodgkinsons:   
 

"…Prove my Father was proveing that he was Baptized in the name of 
Hodgkinson Born in wedlock But we have every Reason to Believe that he was 
from every Information we Can Get the Secret is with our aunt Nancey Masland 
and She seem to withhold the required information and We Believe if She would 
tell all She knows their would be no difficulty to Get the Estate and Property to 
my descendants or me  
 
“I would Recommend my decendants to take the Name of Hodgekinson as well as 
Masland 
 
“The uncertanty of Life Makes it An Indispensable Duty that Parents Should 
Perform to Give A Genealogy of their Family & as Far as I think it is Necessary I 
Shall Endeavour to do James Masland the Name Given to My Father Masland is 
the Maiden Name of his Mother on Acount of his Father Lieutenant Joseph 
Hodgkinson of the Derby Regt. Militia then Dying verry Sudden Leaving My 
Father an orphan … his Mother…Dying very soon after Lieut JH My Father was 
Brought up with his Grandfather John Masland at Annsley Near Newstead 
Abbey Nottinghamshire England & that is how he took the Name of Masland his 
Grandfather John Masland Not Being willing to Let him have the Name of 
Hodgkinson which was his Proper Name Brought him up In the Name of 
Masland & he was Bound Apprentice In the Name of Masland to Thomas 
Bennett Stocking Manufacturer of Arnold Nottingham Shire & Likewise 
Married In the Name of Masland To Mary Paulson of Arnold She Beare unto 
him Eight Children & I John the oldest Born August Fourth 1807 at Arnold 
Nottinghamshire England occupation & Place Residence in Lowell Massachusetts  
 
 “It is Nessesary that the Geneoligy of My Family Should be known to my 
Decendants My Father ought to have Retained his Proper Name Hodgekinson 
For at the Death of his Grandfather Hodgekinson he was the Direct heir & 
Descendant to the Estate & Title of Felle or Fely Hall Near Huchknall Torkard 
Nottinghamshire & I Beleave Lies in Chancery Now For the Direct heir to Claim 
it & that Is Me But There are Difficulties to Surmount to Prove we are the Lineal 
Decendants of Lieutenant Joseph Hodgkinson & of the True Lineage as My 
Father Been of A Passive Disposition & his Grandfather John Masland not 
Making him Fully Aquainted with Matters Concerning his Family he Did not 
Feel or Even know of his Just Claim to the Estate & Property of the Hodgekinson 
Family Nor do I know of aney one Living Could Give aney Information Except 
My Fathers Mothers Sister Nancey Masland Now I Expect Living at Ansley Hall 
& She Is Now about 85 years old & she has Never took that Interest For My 
Father or his Children that she ought & there is no Doubt on My Mind From the 
Little Information I have been able to Get that She Did Dureing My Fathers 
Minority & while the said Hodgekinson was Living Receive Considerable Sums 
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of Money &c &c at different times to be apropriated to the use of My Father & 
from I have Reason to Believe She has yet a Large Surplus yet in her Possession 
& allthough Since the Death of My Father She has Been Solicited to give some 
Information as Regards the Hodgekinson Property She Still Declines to Do So…I 
bleive if our aunt Nancey Masland Choose She Could Give us Information that 
would Enable us to Recover the Estate &c of the Hodgkinsons which ought to 
have Been Entailed to My Father.” 

 
James was left to live with his grandparents, and John insisted that he be raised with his last name, Masland, 
rather than Hodgkinson. Though his great-grandson and namesake urged the family use the Hodgkinson name 
as well as Masland, going so far as to name one of his sons Joseph Hodgkinson Masland, the idea never caught 
on. (The name Hodgkinson on the smokestack in Carlisle just didn’t seem to fit!) In addition, no great sum of 
money was ever pursued or recovered.  
 
There is, however, an oddly similar story within the account recorded by William Howitt cited earlier. While 
being shown the interior of Annesley Hall, they came upon a small portrait of a lovely young maiden and 
inquired of Nanny Marsland as to its origin. 
 

“‘And who,’ we inquired, ‘was this charming creature?’ ‘She was a girl of the village, sir,’ 
was the reply. ‘What! Could the village produce a creature like her?’ ‘Yes his Lordship took 
her into the house as a servant ; hut she did not like him, and went away ; however, he got her 
afterwards, and built a house for her on the estate, and she had one child. But she died, poor 
thing! all was not right somehow; and all her money she put in a cupboard for her son, --they 
would show you the cupboard in the house to this day; and on the very night she died, her own 
relations came and took away the money ;-- things weren’t as they should have been, poor 
thing! and she came again’.” 

 
Whether or not this was Elizabeth--as well as the true story of any inheritance from the Hodgkinsons and how 
her sister died--went to the grave with “Nanny Marsland.” In an intriguing footnote, Annesley Hall, which 
today is vacant and in a state of disrepair, is said to be haunted by the ghost of “a young maid who had fallen 
pregnant to one of the landed gentry. Unable to live with the dilemma that she found herself in, she had hung 
herself at the top of the stairs in one of the adjoining rooms.” Whether or not this was our Elizabeth will 
forever remain a mystery. 
 
John Masland lived a remarkably long life for his time and died at Annesley at the age of 91. This same 
longevity has blessed our family throughout the generations. Before he died, John made another far-reaching 
decision in addition to bestowing the Masland name to his grandson, James. He decided to apprentice him at 
an early age to Thomas Bennett of Arnold, from whom he learned the trade of stocking weaving as a 
framework knitter.  
 
 



 
Figure 19...Stocking Frame 
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The Weaving Trade 
 

In the early days of English history, stockings were handmade by families piece piecework at home on small 
looms. In 1589, however, Reverend William Lee of Calverton, Nottinghamshire would change all that. He 
invented the “stocking frame,” a machine that offered the first automated production of fabric for hosiery. The 
frame, as seen above, was about the size of an upright piano. It was an extremely complicated piece of 
machinery, having about 3,500 parts. Because of their prohibitive cost, knitters would often rent them from 
those wealthy enough to own one. The operator would sit on the bench and operate the machine using the foot 
pedals. The knitters had to work long hours to make enough stockings to pay for the rent of the frames, the 
rent of their houses, and buy food and clothing for their families. Often the entire family would work on the 
frames, with the younger children or old women being employed in the seaming of stockings. 

This machine drastically improved the ability of families to produce large quantities of stockings, and by 1780 
there were over 20,000 such frames in the Midland area. In fact, between 1813 and 1820, there were 3,618 (out 
of a total of 8,145) baptisms at St. Mary's church in Nottingham to parents in which the father was listed as a 
"framework knitter."  
 
By the late 1700s the framework knitting trade in Nottingham had flourished. But storm clouds lay upon the 
horizon. As the Industrial Revolution unfolded, factories began to produce stockings. Though inferior in 
quality they were much less expensive than those made by the framework knitters. This development brought 
great social unrest and economic upheaval into the Nottingham area. Many knitters were put out of work, and 
many families faced starvation.  
 
It was in this economic and social situation that James Masland lived and worked. On Christmas day in 1806 
in St. Mary’s Church in Arnold he married Mary Ann Paulson, herself from a family of framework knitters. 
Her great-grandfather had been apprenticed in 1725 to the frame knitter’s guild in London. The certificate of 
indenture survives till today. This indenture, which was the standard contract of apprenticeship for framework 
knitters, gives some indication of James Masland’s experience in working for Thomas Bennett of Arnold. 
 
 

“This Indenture Witnesseth, That Charles Pawson, son of John Pawson of Clipston 
in the County of Nottingham, Husbandman, doth put himself apprentice to Christopher Strutt, 
foreign Brother of the Company of FRAMEWORK-KNITTERS of the City of London, to 
learn his art, and with him (after the manner of an Apprentice) to serve from the day of this 
date unto the full End and term of Seven Years from thence next following to be fully 
complete and ended. During which term the said Apprentice his said Master shall serve, his 
secrets keep, his lawful Commandments everywhere gladly do. He shall do no Damage to his 
said Master, nor to see it to be done by others, but that he, to his Power, shall let or forthwith 
give warning to his said Master of the same. He shall not waste the goods of his said Master, 
nor lend them unlawfully to any. He shall not commit Fornication, nor contract Matrimony 
within the said term. He shall not play at Cards, Dice Tables, or any other unlawful games, 
whereby his Master shall have any loss. With his own goods or other during the said term, 
without license from his said Master, he shall neither buy nor sell. He shall not haunt Taverns 
not Play-houses, nor absent himself from his Master’s service day or night unlawfully, but in 
all things, as a faithful Apprentice he shall behave himself toward his said Master, and all his, 
during the said term. And the said Master, in consideration of       , being the money given him 
with his said Apprentice, his said Apprentice, in the same Art and Mastery which he useth by 
the best means he can, shall teach and instruct, or cause to be taught and instructed, finding 
unto said Apprentice, Meat, Drink, Lodging and all other necessaries, according to the Custom 
of the City of London, during said term. And for the true Performance of all and every said 
Covenants and Agreements, either of the said Parties bindeth himself unto the other by these 



Presents. In Witness thereof the Parties above named to these Indentures interchangeably have 
put their Hands and Seals the Second Day of November in the Twelfth Year of the Reign of 
our Sovereign Lord George of Great Britain, France and Ireland, King, Defender of the Faith, 
Anno Domini 1725.” 

 

 
Figure 20...Paulson Indenture 

 
By all indications James was quite successful as a framework knitter, and he and Mary Ann began to raise a 
large family. His firstborn son he named John in honor of his maternal grandfather who had raised him. John 
was born on August 4, 1807, and over the next 16 years seven more children were to follow. Their names were 
Charles, William, Ann, Alfred, Sarah, Matthew Henry, and Phebe.  
 

Economic and social conditions began to take their toll on the framework knitters and the Masland family. In 
March of 1811 a group of Luddites, a secret society bent on the destruction of stocking machines, rioted in 
Arnold, smashing 60 stocking frames and drawing the fire of the British Dragoons. Interestingly Lord Byron 
made an impassioned plea before the House of Lords at this time, asking for relief for the framework knitters 
and clemency for the Luddites. Nonetheless, social unrest continued throughout the decade, and 
unemployment among the stockingers skyrocketed. On the June 9, 1817, a group of unemployed stockingers 
from Derbyshire and Nottinghamshire marched toward Nottingham to overthrow the government. That march, 
known as the “Pentrich Revolution,” was led by one Jeremiah Brandreth, a distant cousin of Mary Ann 
Paulson, and included a Thomas Masland, also a distant cousin of James. The revolution was unsuccessful and 
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the marchers were arrested. Thomas Masland, who appears to have been a fringe sympathizer, was freed, but 
Jeremiah Brandreth was hung and subsequently beheaded for his efforts.   

 

 

Figure 21...Jeremiah Brandreth 

By the winter of 1818-19 the demand for framework knitting had plummeted. The weavers had resorted to 
begging--on the streets and house to house--and crowds gathered at the offices of the town's overseers. By 
August 1819, in neighboring Nottingham there appeared daily processions through the streets, and on August 
16 a march took place composed of 5,057 men. The marches included a great many women carrying large 
signs reading "Pity our Distress!", "We ask for bread !" and "Pity our children!". The plight of the framework 
knitters grew so dire that the phrase “as poor as a stockingers”[<plural or singular?] became a popular 
expression throughout England.  

In the fall of 1823, Phebe, the eighth child of James and Mary Ann Masland, arrived on the scene. Fortunately 
for the family that year also brought some relief for the framework knitting trade. A key patent expired on a 
machine to produce lace, and many of the weavers stepped in and adapted their frames to make lace. This 
proved a boon to the industry, but one that was, unfortunately, short-lived. 
 
The year 1826 was a critical one for James and Mary Ann. In the spring of that year the baby, Phebe, took sick 
and died on May 4. When economic pressures mounted again, John, the oldest son, decided to leave home in 
search of a better life. On December 8, 1826, John enlisted in the British Army as a Private in the 32nd Infantry 
of Foot Soldiers, know as the Duke of Cornwall’s Light Infantry. After serving for a short while in Plymouth, 



where his grandfather, Joseph Hodgkinson, had been stationed, John was sent to Ireland. On January 12, 1827, 
the 32nd Infantry boarded a ship bound for Kingstown Harbor near Dublin and arrived there the next day. Four 
days later they marched for Parsonstown and were stationed there in the Birr Barracks until spring. On April 
30, 1827, John and his company relocated to the Irish village of Limerick and found a new home at Castle 
Barracks. 
The regiment remained in Limerick for one and a half years, until the fall of 1828, when they marched for 
Kilkenny. John stayed in Kilkenny for about six months until the 32nd was recalled to Dublin to serve at 
Richmond Barracks. They continued at Richmond until May 11, 1830, when orders were received by the 
regiment to be prepared to depart for Canada. It was at this time that John Masland wrote to his family back in 
Arnold, informing them of his whereabouts and of his impending trip across the Atlantic. 
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Figure 22...John Masland's First Letter 

  



 
Arrival in America 

 
The first letter, which is incomplete, was penned by “John Masland, Private Soldier” while he was awaiting 
passage to North America and addressed to his father, James Masland, in Arnold, Nottinghamshire, England. It 
is dated May 28, 1830. 
 
 

“… as thank God it leaves me at present. I would have wrote to you sooner but I 
was … every day for this last month A answer my last but now the time is … 
short. I cannot receive a answer from … sorry I am for it which if you have … it 
must have been lost in the way… friends I have little news to send but that we 
will embark tomorrow on board the Brig Britomart for North America and we 
expect to be stationed at Montreal in Upper Canada. Dear Father I hope you will 
not be in the least …by the character of it has been… healthy country…so don’t 
be the least… on my account. John Marshall is well Give love to his wife and 
mother and embarks on another vessel in a few days.  
 
“When I arrive in America write to … send you the particulars about the 
country. I hope you will do the same by… as it will be a great consolation to me 
to hear from you. I am now in the 2nd…so I must conclude with my well wishes to 
you all. Send me word where …to all my relations, from your loving and 
affectionate (son)”  

 
 
John was prepared to leave the next day for Canada on the British Naval vessel, “Britomart.” HMS 
Britomart was a brig-sloop, one of 101 vessels of the Cherokee class, built at Portsmouth in 1820. The ship 
was 237 tons and armed with 10 guns. Coincidentally, it was the ship Captain Owen Stanley sailed to Port 
Essington in Australia eight years later to establish a settlement where John’s younger brother was stationed 
for five years. 
 
The Britomart departed Kingstown Harbor on June 2, 1830, under the command of Captain Roech and four 
subalterns, one assistant surgeon, six sergeants, four corporals, two drummers, and 113 privates including 
Private Masland. John was under the impression their destination was Montreal, but on July 24, 52 days later, 
the Britomart sailed down the St. Lawrence River and into Quebec Harbor. Quebec was to be John’s new 
home for the next three years. 
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Figure 23...Brig Britomart 

 
 

 
When John left home in 1826, his younger brothers, Charles, age 16, and William, age 14, were left to 
shoulder the responsibility of helping their father keep the family business alive. Economic pressures in 
Nottingham continued to mount, however, and amid the social unrest and severe unemployment in the 
framework knitting trade, Charles Masland, just shy of his twenty-first birthday, took a cue from his older 
brother, John, and decided to leave home. On April 27, 1831, Charles enlisted in the duke of Cornwall’s 32nd 
Infantry as John had done five years earlier. About a month and a half later Charles wrote home from Birr, 
Ireland, describing the march from Nottingham to Liverpool, which began his journey. 
 

"Dear Father and Mother, it is with greatest pleasure that I embrace this 
favorable opportunity of writing these few lines to you, hoping to find you in 
good health as thank God it leaves me. Dear parents, we march from Nottingham 
a day later than I expected, in consequence of the recruits not coming from 
Newark.  We marched from Derby to Ashbourne; it is divided from Staffordshire 
by a small river called the Dean, one mile from Ashbourne.  From thence we went 
to Leek, a large manufacturing silk town.  But Staffordshire is very barren 
country, more so than Ireland, and has miserable huts.  Staffordshire and 
Cheshire is divided by a small river called Dee between Leek and Macclesfield, 
but Cheshire is the plentifulist and most fruitfulist county that we passed through 
from Macclesfield. 
 
"We came to Knutsford, a small market town in Cheshire, and from there to 
Warrington in Lancashire, as it is divided from Cheshire by the river Mersey, a 
very fine, navigable river which runs close by the town.  From there we came to 
Liverpool, and there I stayed seven days.  It is a very fine place and has a great 
many large quays.  There was not less than 2,000 vessels at anchor there.  We had 
a very fine passage over the water. 
 
"We set sail on Wednesday night at six o'clock and landed in Kingstown at seven 
in the morning, a small place seven miles from Dublin.  I stayed six days at 



Dublin.  I saw Henry Holmes and William Varley and James Allcock here and I 
went twice to see Howitt, but he is transferred to the Ninth Battalion and has 
been in the hospital four or five weeks, so I could not see him. Dublin is a very 
fine city and has many large squares in it and very magnificent buildings and 
monuments in it.  I should have stayed from some time, if not for a recruiting 
party…Preston that was called in. 
   
“Dear parents, you must excuse my bad writing.  I had no time to write you as I 
could wish for…when we went to Boyle the Depot had left there the day before 
in…following them with the 3rd and 4th Company...the Captain Smith belongs to 
the 2nd Company…  I had not seen him yet, but I shall see him when we get to 
Tralee, which is the place we are going.  Barker is in the 3rd Company and a very 
fine looking fellow he is. Tralee is in the county of Kerry above 200 English miles 
from Boyle and two days’ march from Cork. We expect to be coming to England 
before there is any…the Regiment. 
 
"So I must conclude with my love to you.  Your loving son, Charles Masland."  
When you write to me, direct to Charles Masland, Fourth Company, 32nd 
Regiment, Tralee, County of Kerry, Ireland or elsewhere.  You must excuse all 
things you see amiss, for I wrote it at different times on the march and I thought 
you would be uneasy if I did not write you before we got to our destination."  
  

 
The march from Nottingham to Liverpool opened to Charles a whole new world. The harbor with 2,000 tall 
ships must have set the young soldier’s imagination spinning. The little town of Arnold was a far cry from the 
splendor of Dublin. 
 
Meanwhile back in Arnold, economic and social conditions continued to deteriorate. The weavers had pinned 
their hopes on the Reform Bill of 1831, which many thought would improve their plight. The bill, however, 
was voted down in the House of Lords, precipitating the Reform Riots in October of 1831, just a few months 
after Charles left home. Ironically during the riots Mary Ann Chaworth’s estate, Colwick Hall, where she was 
living after having left Annesley, was ransacked and looted, and she was forced to spend the night with her 
child, crouched in her nightgown in the shrubbery, to avoid being killed. She died a few months later from 
health problems brought on by exposure. Nottingham Castle also fell victim to the riots, with most of its 
priceless tapestries torn down and sold by the impoverished weavers. The following year, 1832, brought even 
more suffering to the area when a cholera epidemic broke out.  
 
With pressures on the family mounting William Masland, next in age, was the next to leave home. Two 
months after the Reform Act Riots, on December 9, 1832, at the age of 20, he joined the Chatham Division of 
the Royal Marines. This left James and Mary Ann to care for the remaining four children, Ann, Alfred, Sarah, 
and Matthew Henry.  
  
By the following year, 1833, John and Charles had been reunited and were stationed together with their 
regiment in Quebec. Canada had itself experienced political turmoil and was likewise the scene of a 
devastating cholera epidemic in 1832. Service in the cold and dreary country could not have been pleasant, and 
there was little hope for improvement. In that dismal setting on April 26, Charles had a startling conversation 
with his brother. He told John he was thinking of leaving the dreary assignment to seek his fortune in the 
States and urged his brother to come with him. John was reluctant to desert his unit and turned down his 
brother’s request. When their discussion was overheard by another soldier Charles, the instigator, felt the need 
to leave that very night, alone, without his brother. It would prove a critical turning point in our family that 
would be felt for generations. 
 
Charles crossed the border and made his way through the dense and treacherous back woods of Maine, a 
fugitive on the run. He was the first of our family to set foot on American soil. Little did he know what 
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adventures lay before him. Steven R. Pinkham, an expert on the early history of the Maine woods, describes in 
an e-mail the probable route he took.  
 

“I figure that in the early 1830's Charles would have gone up the Chaudiere River to Lake 
Megantic, over the "Heighth of Land" that separates Maine from Quebec Province, then would 
have gone down the South Branch and then West Branch of the Penobscot River to end up in 
Bangor. The only civilization in that district in the spring of 1833 would have been early 
lumbering operations along the river.   I assume he must have found food and work there, as 
they generally did not ask questions of anyone's origins and needed all hands. The ice goes out 
in mid to late May and he could have found work on the annual spring log drives to the mills 
at Oldtown and Bangor downriver.   Bangor is at the tide mark, so he could have then booked 
passage to New York on a schooner.” 

 
Back in Quebec John faced many long and solitary days following his brother’s desertion. Doubtless he was 
under great pressure as his officers and fellow soldiers looked upon him with suspicion. His anxiety over his 
brother’s well being and unhappiness in his own situation increased day by day. As a result, John Masland 
walked away from his post some twenty days later on May 16, 1833, taking a more southerly route than his 
younger brother. Steve Pinkham surmises that he probably followed this path. 
 
 

“By the early 1830's there were some small settlements on the upper Kennebec and Dead 
Rivers, so John probably left Lake Megantic, hiked over the Height of Land and followed 
down the North Branch of the Dead River, where he would have encountered a logging unit or 
found respit at the small settlements at Dead River and Flagstaff.   There were about a dozen 
families residing there in 1830.   He would have then taken the shortcut across the "Great 
Carrying Place" and worked his way down the Kennebec to Augusta.   The Hallowell 
Settlements, just below Augusta, are on the tide and this is where John would have booked 
passage to Boston.” 

 
 
While Charles and John Masland were in the process of leaving the British Army and entering the United 
States, across the Atlantic in Arnold the family was withering on the vine. By a strange coincidence, James 
Masland, their father, suddenly died at the age 53 on May 4, 1833, at the very same time that Charles and John 
were deserting.  [I think you should delete this entire paragraph—you do not elaborate on the opening 
sentence. And you repeat the news of James’ death in a couple of pages.] 
 
It stirs the imagination to envision Charles and John, young Englishmen, with nothing but the clothes on their 
backs and their military side arms for protection, heading into a foreign land, fugitives from their country’s 
army. Their absence did not go unnoticed, and by July 1833 the British police gazette, “Hue and Cry,” was 
advertising their desertion. The lives of Charles and John Masland were inalterably changed. There was no 
going back. 
 

 
Figure 24...Hue and Cry 

 



The winter of 1833 was very difficult on Charles as he tried to eke out a living in the trade he had learned back 
in England. Despite its legendary reputation as the land of opportunity, America was nonetheless a tough place 
for an unemployed army deserter with a British accent to get started. In February 1834 in New York City, 
Charles was approached by an Army recruiter, Captain William Goldsmith Belknap, from the 3rd Infantry. 
Captain Belknap, who eventually became a General and father of Ulysses Grant’s Secretary of War, persuaded 
young Charles Masland to give up weaving and join the service of his new country. Charles enlisted with the 
last name, “Marsland,” due to a spelling error by the recording Sergeant. Likely because of his record as a 
British soldier he made no effort to correct the mistake and soon left for his first tour of duty at Fort Jesup near 
New Orleans. 
 

 
Figure 25...Fort Jesup Kitchen 

 
Fort Jesup, under the garrison command of Lieutenant Colonel Zachary Taylor, was built in 1822. During its 
life, Fort Jesup served the area in many ways. At various times soldiers were sent out to clear the Sabine River, 
to serve as Indian agents, and to help plantation owners along the Red River prevent slave insurrections. In 
addition, the post gave settlers a sense of security against Indian raids. From this post Charles Masland wrote 
on August 20, 1834, to his family back in England, telling them of his whereabouts. 
 

"Dear Father and Mother, Brothers and Sisters,  
 
“I take this favorable opportunity of writing these few lines to you, hoping they 
will find you in good health as, thanks be to God, they leave me.  Dear parents, I 
wrote a letter in New York, one to you and another to Sally Burrows.  But I have 
received no answer to either of them, which is great grief to me.  Perhaps you did 
not receive them or I think you would have answered yours. I informed you in 
that letter of my being, after a good many hardships, working at stocking making 
in New York.  While in New York, I found I could do better, so I hired to a 
captain of the United States Third Regiment of Infantry for twelve dollars per 
month, clothes and lodging. 

 
"Dear parents, I heard there was a proclamation sent out by the king for all 
deserters to return home.  I will take it as a very great kindness if you will send 
me word if there is any truth in it and what the conditions are.  For although I 
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know that I could not do so well in old England, yet still I would love to visit once 
more my native place.   
 
"Oh, what I would give to see you all again.  I am doing as well as I could, which 
is better than ever in all my life, but still I think myself an exile from home.  It 
appears dreadful to me to be parted perhaps for life from my father, mother, 
brothers and sisters and the girl I love as dear as I love my own life.  Send me 
word on how Sally Burrows is and give my love to her and her baby. 
 
"Dear father and mother, if ever you receive a letter from my brother John in 
which I wish you to send me word how he is getting along and where he is living.  
I have not seen him since I left Quebec, but when I was in Bangor, State of 
Maine, I heard of John being arrived safe in Augusta of the same state.  I saw the 
man that went with him from Quebec, but he did not stop in Augusta.  I believe 
he traveled on somewhere to Massachusetts.  This is a very hot place and it is in 
the state of Louisiana, about three hundred miles from New Orleans by way of 
the Mississippi to the mouth of the Red River.  From the mouth of Red River, a 
hundred and fifty miles to Natchitoches. Fort Jesup is 25 miles from Natchitoches 
and 25 miles from the Sabine River which is the boundary between Texas, South 
America and the United States. 
 
"Texas is a very fine country, it belongs to the Republic of Mexico.  You can get 
100 acres of land at 25 cents or one quarter of a dollar here.  I wish I had been a 
laboring man.  I guess if I had been, I should have bought a couple hundred acres 
in Texas.  I have been in the country several times.  
  
"Be sure to send me word if Sally Burrows is married and if my family and her 
are friends now.  I went to see James Truelove (a cousin) in Patterson, New 
Jersey but he was gone to New Orleans, had got a contract to make three miles of 
railroad from there to Mobile and when he was gone, the mechanic's bank …and 
he only got a dividend  one and a half cents on the dollar.  He had eighteen 
hundred dollars in the bank as his wife told me. She is a fat, genteel looking 
woman from Staffordshire. She behaved very well with me, wanted me to go to 
New Orleans with her and family. They have 3 children, the oldest a boy about 13 
years of age, the other a girl about 11, the next a boy about 8.  She informed me 
that George (George Roby) died in Troy, the State of New York, about four years 
ago.  His first wife died before him and he married a young Yankee woman who 
is living now in Poughkeepsie, the State of New York.  He had eight frames when 
he died and considerable money. 
   
The last page is ripped quite a bit.   
 
“Send me word how my grandmother…Aunts, how William Hillary is and…to 
send me word how Master…how Matlock and his wife is…Denham if he is 
married…circumstances has forgot me but I hope…not true concerning 
the…run the risk of…for the hope…marrying in…Yankee girls…England 
and……….I hope and trust you…answer it don’t…if Sally Burrows is…direct to 
… 

 



Charles’ life as an American and a soldier was going well. But the thought of never seeing his beloved family 
again must have made him a man divided. The rumor circulating about the king offering pardons for deserters 
was, unfortunately, untrue. His heart was clearly aching despite his favorable surroundings and circumstances. 
He inquired about someone back in Nottingham who held the key to his heart, Sally Burrows, calling her “the 
girl I love as dear as my own life.” He had written her while in New York but received no reply. She appears 
to have had a child out of wedlock on January 19, 1832, about nine months after Charles joined the British 
Army, and that may explain why she did not answer Charles’ letters. He was, nonetheless, eager to learn if she 
had married. He also wondered if the family had heard from John. Where was he living, was he okay? These 
uncertainties tormented Charles as he sat with his regiment in the sweltering heat of southern Louisiana, 
settling daily disputes with the Indians and Mexicans who resented their presence in the area. 
 
Meanwhile John had arrived in America safely and settled far to the north, in the state of Massachusetts. John 
was drawn to the area west of Boston in Worcester County, which was a major textile and weaving center in 
the 1830s. There he found not only employment but companionship as well. On November 23, 1834, he 
married Sarah Johnston in a civil ceremony in Leicester. Apparently concerned about being detected by the 
British, John transposed his middle name, Thurman, with his last name on the marriage certificate, giving the 
name, John Masland Thurman. 
 
John and Charles were now leading very different lives, one a weaver and the other a warrior, the family man 
and the soldier. They were hundreds of miles from each other with little hope of reconciling the distance 
between. Would they ever see each other again? The only way they could hope to meet was by keeping in 
touch with their family back home in Arnold. By the end of 1834, nearly a year and a half after their 
separation, news arrived from England that helped the brothers reconnect. William, the younger brother who 
joined the Royal Marines, wrote to John in Massachusetts:  
 

“My Dear Brother, 
 
“I received your kind and most welcome letter dated 30th of November 1834, and 
was happy to hear of your being well as thank God these lines leaves me and the 
rest of the family. Our mother has had a letter from dear Charley. He has left 
New York. He wrote from Fort Jesup 20 August 1834. He wished to know where 
you were. I wrote to him giving him your directions for Portsmouth. It left 
England on the first Wednesday in January as this will for you the first of this 
month. He has hired himself to a Captain of the 3rd Regiment United States 
Infantry at 12 dollars per month and board, but I am afraid he has enlisted in the 
service.” 
 
“Dear John you must remember this day six years ago when you left your dear 
Father and Mother, Brothers and Sisters, never to meet with some again. O, how 
I long for the day when I shall see you and be pressed to your breast. You left me 
a youngster but I trust, when we meet again, we shall not part again till the grim 
monster separates us, which time comes, when it will I trust we shall be prepared 
for.” 
 
“Dear John I am glad you are married as there is some hope of your stopping in 
one place. Give my love as also Mother’s and Sister Ann’s and the rest to her. 
May you be happy and loving together enjoying those true blessings which the 
world can neither give nor take away. I thank you for your wish to get me out of 
the service. Send me word in your next what money it would cost for anybody to 
get over to New York and don’t let your letter be sent later than July as I intend 
to get a furlough in August as my master has promised to give me leave. Send 
word where would be the likeliest place to get work in case any of the boys was to 
come and could not reach you at first. 
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“Bye the bye you must find another name for me in case I should come at any 
time but be sure not to let your letter be past July as you have 5 months. I hope 
you will hear from Charles as he must have gotten my letter by this time. I have 
not any news to send you except the Whigs are trying to get Freel and Wellington 
out of office and Denman is Lord Chief Justice. Be sure to write soon as you can.” 

 
It had been six years since William saw John. Was there a chance that he, too, could come to America? Would 
they ever meet and embrace again? John had expressed a desire that William leave the service, just as William 
had hoped that Charles had not enlisted. The life of a warrior was a dangerous one, and the brothers worried 
for each other’s safety. John must have been relieved to finally hear from his family and learn of Charles’ fate. 
But distressing news was on the horizon. James, their dear father, had died on May 4, 1833, at the age of fifty-
two, just as the two Masland brothers were deserting their unit and heading for America. Nearly two years 
later, on April 4, 1835, Charles learned of his father’s death from his brother William. He wrote to his mother 
back home about his feelings. 
 

"Dear Mother, I had the pleasure of receiving a letter from my brother William 
on the 4th of April, 1835, dated Chatham, December 5th, 1834 which informed 
me of my dear father's death.  God rest his soul.  I hope, dear mother, that God 
will protect the widow and that the Father will bless. Put your trust in Him and 
He will never forsake you.  For the last eighteen months something always 
warned me that my father was near death and that I should never see him more, 
but I hope we may meet in heaven.  Dear mother, I wish you would send me all 
the particulars of my father's death, if he made his peace with God and if he 
mentioned me and forgave me. 
   
"I was sorry to hear of William being enlisted but he might have done worse.  
Tell him to send me word what his captain's name is and give my love to him and 
tell him I take it very kind of him to write me and I hope he will keep up the 
correspondence, for it is a great pleasure to me to hear from home, to think that I 
have not been forgotten.  For I assure you, whatever station I am in, I shall never 
forget my home, my mother, my brothers and sisters. 
   
"I wish you would send me word in the next letter how my brother Alfred is as 
William never mentioned him.  I was glad to hear of John as I did not know 
where he was.  I wrote to him yesterday and if I get a satisfactory answer to my 
letter, I intend to go to him.  I began to like this country much better than I did at 
first.  William says in his letter that he intends to come to America if he buys his 
discharge.  I hope by the help of me and John that you all will come, that is, if 
your inclination leads you that way.  
  
"I cannot give you much information myself concerning the trade in the northern 
states, for where I am living, there is no manufacturing at all carried on.  But 
money is plenty here.  I have made $100 by this last year.  William sent me word 
that John was on the point of being married.  But I don't think that I shall ever 
marry in America.  
  
"Please to send me word how my grandmother is and where Matthew Paulson 
and Mary is, and how Uncle James Paulson and his wife and family are, and give 
my love to them.  I was very sorry to hear of Uncle Charles and Aunt Paulson 
and Hillary's death.  I wonder if Ann Paulson is married and how Charles gets 



along. I saw a man two months ago at New Orleans that had been working for 
James Truelove on a railroad between New Orleans and Mobile in the state of 
Alabama.  I believe I sent you word in my last of George Roby being dead and his 
wife living in Poughkeepsie in the State of New York. Tell Uncle Jimmy that 
they're making a new gashouse in New Orleans.  Wages is very high in New 
Orleans.  A day laborer won't work for less than two dollars a day or one and 
three-quarter dollars and found (?).   
 
"I wish, dear mother, you would send me a letter yourself or, if you don't, tell Bill 
to write me as soon as you receive this.  I should love to know how Ann gets along 
and if she lives at home with you, and if Henry and Sally is big enough to work in 
the frames.  I think Alfred did work in the frames before I left home. Send me 
word if you live in Broadmore Lane still.  Give my respects to Governor 
Densham, W. Coope, J. Matlock, W. Humphry, and to my old Master Gadsby 
and his sons.  Tell them I'm in good health and never was so well to do in my life. 
   
"Dear mother, tell me how you and Sarah Burrows gets along and if you are 
good friends.  Give my love to her and tell her that I wrote a letter to her, but got 
no answer, and have the goodness to send me word what she says.  I understand 
she's not married, which I am very glad to hear.  Please to send me word if you 
hear from John lately.  So I must conclude with my love to you until death.  Your 
loving son, Charles Marsland, Fort Jesup, Parish of Natchitoches, State of 
Louisiana, North America.” 

 
Charles was deeply troubled by his father’s death as well as that of his father’s sister, Mary Hillary, who died 
in Nottingham about a year after her younger brother. He had a foreboding of his father’s death; an ominous 
feeling had plagued him for a year and a half. The feeling was to visit him again some 10 years later. Many 
questions weighed down the young soldier. Had his father forgiven him for leaving as he did and making 
reconciliation so impossible? Was his end a peaceful one or had it been filled with suffering?  
 
The younger members of the family, Alfred, Matthew Henry, Ann, and Sarah, were left to work the stocking 
frames back home in Arnold.  Charles dearly hoped they would keep him in their thoughts. He vowed that he 
would never marry in America for a girl back home, Sarah Burrows, still was the love of his life. Though 
Charles was delighted that Sarah was unmarried he was deeply troubled by her lack of response to his letters. 
Yet his hope did not fade. 
 
The next couple of years, from 1835 through 1838, would see remarkable improvements in the lives of the 
three Masland brothers who had left home, Charles, John, and William. Charles and William rose in the 
military ranks. Charles was promoted first to Corporal and in 1937 to Sergeant as he reenlisted at Fort Jesup 
for three more years. William sailed for the coast of South America on the Cleopatra on August 18, 1835, not 
to return to England for three years. During this period communications between the brothers were few and far 
between. 
 
John’s life was very different from that of Charles and William. The weaving trade in New England had fallen 
on hard times so he and his young bride relocated to the foremost textile producing area of the country, 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, where John found work at Wakefield Mills near Germantown on the western edge 
of the city. 
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Figure 26...Wakefield Mills 

  
Wakefield Mills was founded by the prominent Philadelphian, William Logan Fisher, and brought together 
under one roof the most talented English stocking weavers in the world. In its prime, the Wakefield Mills, 
powered by steam and water, produced an estimated nine-tenths of all hosiery and fancy knit goods in the 
United States. John’s fortunes were rising, but as prosperity is often fickle, more hard times lie ahead. 
 
John’s wife, Sarah, became gravely ill and died in Germantown on April 20, 1837, after fewer than three 
childless years of marriage. Until the end of his life John and his son, Charles Henry, returned every year on 
the anniversary of her death to put flowers on her grave in a small cemetery in Germantown. 
 
John Masland was not a man easily discouraged by setbacks, however, and just a few months after his wife’s 
death he met the woman who was to be the love of his life and the mother of his children, Mary Ann Taylor. 
Mary Ann, the daughter of a British Naval officer, married John on December 7, 1837, in Philadelphia, as both 
bride and groom had passed their thirtieth birthdays. Two days later, John wrote to his brother Charles at Fort 
Jesup to tell him the good news. Some three months later, in March 1838, Charles responded. 
 

"Dear Brother,  
 
“I received your kind letter dated December 9th, 1837 on the 28th of February, 
'38, and was very much surprised to hear you are in Germantown.  For I was 
informed by letter from a man named Jacobs, a friend of mine now in the Second 
Regiment of Dragoons, that you were enlisted in that Corps and belonged to “K” 
Troop and that you was lying about around New Orleans.  I wrote you there, but 
got no answer.  
  
"The request that you make in your letter, I am sorry to inform you, I cannot at 
the present time comply with, but I may have it in my power very soon.  Dear 
brother, I re-enlisted on the 8th of December, '36 and was appointed corporal on 
the 19th of March, '37 and promoted sergeant on the 15th of August, '37. We 
hear that Congress is going to raise our pay and likewise to augment the Army.  
If that is the case, it will be much better for us.  I am very sorry to hear of all the 
misfortunes you have had to encounter, but I hope you will overcome them all.  
  



"I have not received any letter from Mother or William these two years past.  
Have the goodness to give my love to your wife and all her relations.  I hope I 
shall have the pleasure to see you all some day. Why, Jack, you must be a devil of 
a man for a wife!  For my part, they are a commodity I never intend to be 
troubled with for I don't think there is much pleasure in matrimonial felicity.   
 
"Anyhow, have  the goodness to give my respects to Fogg and the rest of the men, 
if there is anymore with you, and send me word how much you get a dozen for 
making army stockings.  I think it cannot be much for we get them here for 37 
1/2 cents per pair.  Send me word whether you had any children by your first 
wife.  I conclude with my love to you and family.  Until death, C. Masland. Direct 
to Charles Marsland, Sergeant, Company “K”, 3rd Infantry, Fort Jesup, LA. 

 
Charles was now a career soldier advancing through the ranks. He had risen from private to corporal and then 
to sergeant and had reenlisted at Fort Jesup. He had been out of touch with the family back in England for 
nearly two years and no longer yearned for married life, discouraged by his lack of success in reaching his 
love, Sarah Burrows.   
 
John, who was struggling to establish himself and his new bride, had asked his brother in his letter for 
financial assistance, but Charles was unable to help. The weaving trade in America was fickle, outpaced by the 
developments of the Industrial Revolution, so John was forced to follow the ebb and flow of trade between 
New England and Philadelphia. He moved back to Massachusetts later that summer but continued to split his 
time between there and Germantown several times over the next few years. 
 
In the fall of 1838, five years after crossing into America, Charles again wrote to John and Mary Ann, who had 
relocated to Leicester, Massachusetts. 
 

"My dear brother and sister, 
 
"I have just received your kind and welcome letter dated September the 11th and 
am very glad to hear of your good health as, thank be to God, this leaves me 
better than I have been for three months.  I had the fever and ague very bad and 
when that left me, I was taken with the inflammation in the bowels.  But I thank 
God I have recovered.  I have come out of the hospital today and I went to the 
post office and have found your letter that had been there five days.   
 
"Dear brother, I will get some information of the subject of lending you the cash 
and I will also try to get a furlough, but on account of my time of service being so 
near expired, I have not much hope.  I should like very much to meet you again, 
also my mother and brothers and sisters. I have some thoughts, when my time is 
out, of going to Mexico.  I think I could do better there than in New England, but 
I have not properly made up my mind as yet.  Please to answer me this letter by 
return of port and send me word what prospect you think I should have where 
you are. 
  
"Send me word if you are likely to have an increase of family very soon. I have 
nothing new to inform you of.  I have not received any letter from home since I 
wrote to you last."  Mullony sends his respect to you and wishes you to send word 
if you have seen or heard anything of A. Harva lately. No more at present, from 
your loving brother, until death, C. Marsland." 

 
Nine days after Charles wrote that letter, John and Mary Ann Masland experienced the birth of their first child, 
Mary Ann, named in honor of both her mother and grandmother. During the next decade they had seven more 
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children, James William, Charles Henry, Sarah Taylor, Eliza, John, Joseph Hodgkinson, and Samuel. A poor 
stocking weaver like John had his hands full with so many mouths to feed. Unfortunately he could not turn to 
his brother for financial assistance. 
 
Charles hoped to see his brother again soon, though it had been five years since they had laid eyes on each 
other. Though he was thinking of returning to civilian life, perhaps moving to Mexico, he soon reconsidered 
and reenlisted for another five-year stint. It would be seven more years before the brothers would see one 
another.  
 
Meanwhile in September 1838, their younger brother, William, had returned to England from his South 
American tour of duty on the Cleopatra. He left shortly thereafter on a mission to Russia, escorting the 
notorious Irish nobleman, the Marquis of Clanricarde, but returned to England in November and finally got a 
furlough to see his family back in Arnold. On December 12, 1838, he wrote to John, who was back in 
Germantown, about his experiences. 
 

“My dear Jack, 
 
“I am once more in Arnold on a six weeks furlough and am very happy to hear 
from you. You will see that Uncle James began this letter 2 months ago but I 
cannot give you any news as to the state of the country as I have been only 3 
weeks in England. We came home from South America in September and was 
again ordered to Russia to take the Marquis of Clanricarde and his suite as 
ambassadors to the Emperor and returned and was off in the latter end of 
November. 
 
“I had some thoughts of coming over that shall wait a little longer as I have every 
prospect of getting on in the Marines. When my leave is up I am going back to 
my old division at Woolwich and my old master has promised to get me 
promoted in a very short time, and I am sure he will get it done. But if things go 
on right that will not stop me from coming if you think I could do better where 
you are.  
 
“I sent you a letter when we were laying at Callas in Peru by the American 
Packet “Boxer” requesting you to send home an answer to it. But I suppose you 
did not get it as you have left Cherry Valley. When you write send the full 
particulars of the prices of your different gauges as well of the frames and of the 
hose.  
 
“Alfred is a very good hand He is working in a 40 and Henry is working in a 36 
(frame sizes) to the same master. Henry is very ready and a pretty good hand 
upon the whole but Alfred is reckoned about the best hand in Arnold, so says 
some of the best judges and, as for setting up, he is like old Pat Goodall for he is 
often at it on a Sunday. I suppose you remember that! 
 
“Ann is at service in a gentleman’s family as cook and is getting 9 pounds per 
year. Sarah has gone to live at Pleasley near Mansfield and is getting 8 pounds 
per year. She is at a farmer’s and is considered an excellent servant.  We have not 
heard from Charles these 2 years. I wish you would give him a rule about it and 
ask him if he has forgotten us all now that he has become a citizen of the United 
States. I think he might write at least every year. 
 



“Dear brother, you must not blame me for not writing as I have taken every 
opportunity of sending to you when I have been on shore but when we are on 
board it is not in my power as I have no conveyance except for franked letters. 
But I will take every opportunity and I trust you will do the same. I am very 
sorry to hear of your misfortune with your frame but I hope you will not let it get 
you down for in a time all things come around.  
 
“If it is possible for you to prevent Charles from enlisting again I hope and trust 
you will as it is thought in England that the Americans will assist the Canadians. 
Should that be the case it is not at all unlikely that some of the Marines will be 
sent up the lakes and perhaps me amongst the rest. But I sincerely hope it will 
not take place. 
 
“Please write to me when you get this and direct it to William Masland care of 
Captain Leonard, Royal Marines, Woolwich or elsewhere, which is sure to come. 
Give all our love to your wife and child and send word what name you have given 
it. Mother is very thankful for the gown piece and the other things. She is much 
better than she was some time ago. Old Hillary is dead and things is going to rack 
with the two branches. Your cousin, Matthew Paulson, is in Scotland and is a 
malt man but drinks very hard. I hope you don’t do the same. Ann (Paulson) is 
married to a very respectable young man and all the rest live with them except 
Polly who is married and living in Yorkshire. Her husband is a cabinet maker 
and a very good hand at his trade. William Wooltet and his wife are dead and 
George Reades, Old Jarvis Garman was drowned in the town dyke one dark 
night. Old Jack Redgate is dead and Joe Wood is sexton. Aunt Nancy (Masland) 
is still living (at Annesley Hall) but I have not seen her yet so you must wait until 
the next before you know anything about her. I shall write to Charles tomorrow 
so I must conclude with all our love to you till death. Your loving Brother, 
William Masland.” 

 
How excited John must have been to finally receive news from his brother in England! It must have eased his 
worries to know that his younger siblings, Alfred, Matthew Henry, Ann, and Sarah, were also well situated. 
The Paulson family, his mother’s kin, were doing reasonably well also, but uncle William Hillary, the widower 
of his father’s sister, Mary, had died that year at the age of 86.  
 
The two younger Masland boys were working the frames, and Alfred had made a name for himself as one of 
the best weavers in Arnold. The Masland girls, now 23 and 20, were employed as servants in the neighboring 
villages.  
 
William, a Royal Marine, was plagued by an additional fear. The Canadians were growing increasingly 
restless with rebellions in both Upper and Lower Canada in 1837 and 1838 and several invasions by 
sympathetic Americans. He feared his unit might be called upon to quell the disturbances and that he and 
Charles would find themselves on opposing sides. Fortunately that never came to pass.  
 
Charles and William did, however, remain in military service. William returned to the Royal Marines, 
Woolwich Division, after his furlough was over in January 1839. By the end of the following year he was 
stationed off the coast of Galilee in the Middle East and served at the siege and bombardment of St. Jean 
D’Acre on November 3 and 4. Charles reenlisted at Fort Jesup in 1840 for an additional five years in the 3rd 
Infantry. He was soon promoted to Orderly Sergeant and did recruiting work in nearby New Orleans between 
March and June of 1841. 
 
The family back in Arnold had been delighted by William’s brief visit. It stirred a sentiment within them to 
reunite the family and, since it was no longer possible for John and Charles to come to England, they decided 
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to try to visit America. The first member of the family to make the move was their mother, Mary Ann 
Masland. On April 19, 1841, the two youngest Masland brothers, Alfred and Matthew Henry, sent word to 
John and his wife in Germantown in anticipation of the arrival of their mother.  
 

"My Dear Mother, Brother, and Sister, 
 
“I sit down to write you a few lines in hopes to find you in good health and I hope 
by the time you receive this, mother and you will have embraced each other. Dear 
brother, I hope you will do what lays in your power towards sending for us as 
soon as you can and we will do what we can ourselves which will be very little in 
this country.  The person we sent this letter by is Isaiah Mann and we are sending 
one to Charles but I hope you have heard of him by the time this reaches your 
hands.  

  
"Dear brother, you must write to John Beredoll of Linby concerning the state of 
trade and, in particular, shoemaking, and mother will know who he is, as he is a 
particular friend of ours and send him a letter soon as ever you get this.  You will 
see the directions in Henry's writing. Mr. and Mrs. German and Mrs. Rhodes 
and Lucy Truman sends their respects to mother.  And likewise C. Denham.  I 
conclude wishing you health and happiness and a happy meeting.  Your true 
loving brother, Alfred Masland."   
 
"My dear Mother, Brothers and Sister,  
 
“I now take this favorable opportunity of writing these few lines to you, hoping to 
find you in good health as, thank God, it leaves me well. Dear brother, before you 
receive this, I hope you will have seen our mother as she will set sail this day, the 
19th of April from Liverpool.  Alfred and me received a letter yesterday morning 
from mother.  She will embark on board the ship “North America” of 900 tons. 
But, then, dear brother, I hope you will write back as soon as you receive this 
letter and if you can send for me, we shall send a letter to Charles by Isaiah 
Mann, he is coming to America.  He will start from Nottingham tomorrow 
morning from New York.  He would've have come along with them had they been 
going to New York.  

  
"Dear brother, I am now going to ask a kind favor of you and, if you will do it, I 
will make you amends if ever it layith in my power.  Besides it would be the 
means of getting us all over sooner.  As soon as you receive this letter, send as 
much money as will pay for me coming.  Dear brother, do not fail in writing as 
soon as you receive this letter whether you can send for me or not as we shall be 
anxious to know how mother got there, and if you can do what I asked from you 
for I shall be very glad. Dear brother, there is Joseph Thurman and his wife and 
family, he has been very good in assisting mother over to America.  There is no 
prospect for a young man to stay in England for there will never be any good to 
be done here anymore.  So if you can send for me, you must. 
   
"Dear brother, you must be so kind as to write a few lines to John Bingdoll of 
Linby.  Mother will know who it is as he wants to know the exact account of all 
trades and direct for Mr. John Bingdoll, Linby near Nottinghamshire, England.   
 



"We heard of William yesterday, he sends his kind love to you and your wife and 
children.  Give my kind love to them and if I come, I will bring them something.  
I had time to make your wife a pair of stockings but, should I come, I will bring 
her a good pair or two. Give my kind love to Joseph Thurman and his wife and 
family and his daughter.  And you must excuse this bad writing as I have a bad 
pen.  So I must conclude wishing you health and happiness.  Your loving brother, 
Henry Masland."   

 
Mary Ann (Paulson) Masland arrived in New York on May 27, 1841. She was a widow, 53 years old, and she 
traveled the Atlantic on the North America accompanied by Joseph and Matilda Thurman and their children. 
Joseph was a fellow stockinger from Arnold and doubtless the namesake of John Thurman Masland. After 
living with John and his family for a brief period Mary Ann relocated to Princeton, New Jersey and worked as 
a governess. Meanwhile the stocking trade in England had taken another bad turn, and, despite their renowned 
expertise, the Masland brothers’ prospects for the future looked bleak. 
 
Around the same time that Mary Ann arrived in America, her son Charles embarked on a new and dangerous 
mission. The U.S. government had signed a treaty with the Seminole Indians requiring they relocate from 
Florida to Oklahoma. Many Native Americans resisted the move, leading to the Seminole Wars of 1835-1842.  
In the summer of 1841 Charles Masland arrived in what was known as Middle Florida and was stationed at 
Fort Hamilton, a small outpost in swampy, mosquito-infested Madison County. 
 
Hostilities with the Indians escalated rapidly, and on September 7, 1841, Charles and a small band of soldiers 
were involved in a fierce fight that nearly cost them their lives. In the end they were victorious, despite being 
greatly outnumbered. Charles wrote to John soon thereafter. 
 

"Dear brother, I take this opportunity of addressing a few lines to you, hoping 
they may find you enjoying good health, prosperity and happiness.  For my own 
part, I was never better in my life.  It is now a full two years since I have heard 
from you, which grieves me much, as I should be very happy to keep up a regular 
correspondence with you.  And as you are married and I am not, when the toils of 
war are over and I quit the army for good, I should be very happy to spend my 
days in your family.  For with God's blessing, if I live four years longer, I shall be 
able to maintain myself with economy on my savings the remainder of my life. 
   
"I greatly fear that some calamity has happened to our mother for it is three 
years since I heard from her and previous to that I used to receive a letter every 
four months.  If you have heard anything from her since that time please let me 
know. 
 
"This place is forty miles from Tallahassee, on the Tallahassee and St. Augustine 
road.  Since I last wrote you, I have re-enlisted and am now Orderly Sergeant of 
Company D, Third Regiment of Infantry.  I re-enlisted on the 12th day of May, 
1840 for five years, arrived in Florida in October of 1840 and in March of 1841 
was sent to New Orleans on the recruiting service. 
 
"I enlisted 90 men in two months and was sent with them to Florida.  We arrived 
at Saint Marks on the 7th of June and at the headquarters of the regiment on the 
10th.  The company I belong to was detached at Fort Pleasant.  I joined it on the 
21st of June.  On the 13th of August, 1841, we moved to this place.  On the 7th of 
September, 1841 we heard that the Indians were seen about six miles from here. 
Our company is 62 strong and 42 were gone on search with the first lieutenant.  
The second lieutenant and myself and four privates immediately mounted and 
started in pursuit.  We came upon their camp in two hours.  They saw us first, 
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gave us a volley and ran like cowards as they are.  We fired one round on 
horseback, then dismounted.  The Indians then made a stand and rallied.  Our 
little party stood firm ground.  A well-directed volley into them which made them 
scatter like sheep.  They then tried to outflank us, but it was no go.  Their chief 
was wounded and in endeavoring to carry him off, we killed three of them.  They 
found they could get nothing but blue"--something--"so they cleared themselves 
into the hammock.  We followed through and came to the River Styx, the Indians 
swam the river and we returned to their camp where we found blankets, nine 
rifles, some white men's clothing and deerskins and last, though not least, our 
dinner was just ready, for we found plenty of dried beef, venison and sweet 
potatoes.  And very hungry we were, too, for we fought them two hours besides 
starting before dinner.  
  
"At the time of the fight I was duty sergeant but after the fight my pay was raised 
three dollars per month.  The commanding officer of the company and the 
commanding officer of the Army of Florida commended us in general orders for 
our gallantry and success on the occasion.  
  
"I have not much more news to send you.  If I live until this war is over, I will 
obtain a furlough and come to see you.  And if I do not live, I hope I shall die in a 
manner becoming an Englishman and a soldier.  Give my respects to your 
mother and to your wife and family and accept the same.  Your loving brother, 
Charles Masland."   
 

Charles was “never better,” but still he longed for his family and the quietude of civilian life. Charles’ 
gallantry in battle had not gone unnoticed for after the fight with the Indians he received a pay raise and soon 
thereafter was promoted to Sergeant Major. He had grown beyond his desertion in Quebec and was proud of 
his record as a soldier and an Englishman.  
 
Charles was unaware that his beloved mother was not “suffering some calamity” but, in fact, had come to 
America and was doing well. John informed him of his mother’s immigration and again asked him for 
financial assistance, this time not for himself but to help bring his remaining brothers and sisters to America. 
Charles promptly responded with a letter—and an accompanying check—in March 1842. 
 

"Dear Brother, Mother and Sister,  
 
“I wrote to you on the 3rd to inform you that I would send a check for $50 on the 
Merchant's Bank of Boston, Mass.  I now enclose the check in this letter and, 
when you receive it, please to send me word.  You will have to go to a broker's 
office to get it cashed or to any United States officer in Philadelphia.  If a broker 
changes it for you, he will get a percentage of it of $1.50. When I wrote on the 
3rd, I had just returned from a fatiguing scout and was very tired and hard 
pressed for time so that I could not say to you all I wished.  Your letter had been 
waiting for me at Fort Hamilton while I was in the field.  
  
"When you write, send me word how my mother happened to come to America 
alone and how it was that none of my brothers or sisters came with her.  I hope, 
John, for my sake, you will do a son's part by her and use her well.  And depend 
upon it, you will not lose anything by it.  As long as she lives, I will pay for her 
board and every necessity she may require to make her comfortable and happy.  
If I were a married man, I would have her with me, but as I am not, I cannot 



send for her.  Tell her, my dear brother, to write to me herself and tell me how 
she likes the country and how she left my brothers and sisters and my nephew 
Charles, son of James Paulson, and whether she knew anything of Matthew 
Paulson, and whether Aunt Nancy Marsland was alive yet.  
  
"By the way, when you write, you must spell my name Marsland.  When I first 
enlisted, the Sergeant spelled it wrong.  In the enlistment, instead of Masland, he 
wrote it Marsland.  So if ever you write to the War Office or to the Regiment 
concerning me, you must spell it Marsland. In case of my death, dear mother, you 
will write to the Secretary of War, prove that you are Mary Marsland, the 
mother of Charles Marsland of Company D, Third Regiment of Infantry, and 
whatever I die possessed of you are sure to get it.  I am particular in this point 
because we do not know what moment we may meet the Indians and they are no 
respecters of persons.  And the climate is very unhealthy.  But I hope we may 
leave Florida in a few months.  There is one regiment to go out this spring, but it 
is not known which.  If we go out, I intend to get a furlough for three months and 
come to you.  
  
"Dear mother, I wish you to be sure and send me word whether Sarah Burrows 
was alive and if she was single yet.  Give my love to your wife and to my little 
niece and nephew and to my old boss, John Gadsby.  Accept my best wishes to 
your health, wealth, and prosperity.  I remain your affectionate son and brother, 
C. Marsland. 
 
“P.S. Direct to Charles Marsland, 1st Sergeant, Company “D”, 3rd Infantry, 
Fort Hamilton, M.F. (Middle Florida)  
 

Charles was delighted by the news of his mother’s arrival in America because it meant finally seeing her after 
more than ten years. As a single man and soldier he was unable to care for his mother personally, but he was 
eager to assist her materially. Once again the flame of love for Sarah Burrows began to burn. Charles assured 
John that if he lived through the Seminole War he would finally come and see his family; if not, he wanted 
make sure his mother was well provided for. His instructions to use the name Marsland, due to the spelling 
error in New York, were critical in ensuring his mother received his property in the event of his death in battle. 
  
Charles’ desire to see the family reunited took another step toward becoming a reality as his youngest brother, 
Matthew Henry, left England aboard the ship “Rochester” from Liverpool just one month after Charles’ 
letter. After a close brush with an iceberg in the North Atlantic the “Rochester” arrived in New York harbor 
on May 9, 1842. Matthew Henry immediately joined his mother in Princeton and wrote to John and Mary Ann 
in Germantown fifteen days later. 
 

"Dear Brother and Sister,   
 
“I now send these few lines to you in hopes to find you in good health and thank 
God it leaves me and mother in good health.  I arrived in New York on the 9th of 
this month and set sail from Liverpool on the 8th of April.  We had a rough 
voyage, but a quick one.  There was one old woman died on board on the 2nd of 
May.  
  
"Dear, send me word how trade is at Germantown and whether I could get work 
if I was to come as I shall come and see you in a very short time.  I called to see 
William at Manchester.  He is married.  I left them all well when I left them so I 
must conclude.  From your mother and brother, Mary and Henry Marsland."  
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In keeping with his brother’s instructions Matthew Henry used the name “Marsland,”  a spelling he used 
throughout his military career and for the rest of his life. At the age of twenty-one he arrived in America eager 
to begin plying his weaving trade, hopefully going into business with his older brother, John, whom he had not 
seen since he was five years old. He gave John the news about William’s marriage to Ann Cartwright, and 
followed with more news from Arnold in his next letter. 
 

"Dear Brother and Sister,  
 
“I at last find time to write you a few lines to you hoping they will find you better 
than when you wrote to us. We have received a letter from Alfred, dated Arnold, 
July 31st.  He is now living with Bush Ashcroft in Blackbird Row.  He has been 
very much put about for work ever since I left him.  And he says it was not for his 
being a good hand, he should not have had any as he says there is about 400 
people out of employment in Arnold.  When he wrote, he only expected another 
month's work and then he did not know what would become of him, but expected 
he would have to go to the poor house. 
   
"Sister Ann is living 22 miles from Manchester in Academy and was well when 
he last heard of her.  William and his wife were still at Manchester and Sarah at 
Blidworth.  I am still living with Dr. Foreman, but I don't intend to stay there 
long for my wages will barely find me in boots and shoes.  But as soon as I can get 
another place, I shall quit for I have so much running about that I cannot stand it 
for four dollars a month.  We have been expecting a letter and check from 
Charles to send to England for the others as we now expect it everyday.  When it 
comes, I shall come and see you.   
 
"John Gilthorpe was here a week or two ago, he was then going back to England.  
Send word how you're getting along with work and if trade is any better.  Mother 
has been very sick for some weeks but she is much better now than what she was.  
If Charles does not send, she will send thirty dollars to them next month. Tell 
James Hopewell, his wife wishes him to write to her. Thomas Burrows' father, 
brothers and sister, and little John send their love to them.  Give our respects to 
Mr. and Mrs. Taylor and accept the same for yourselves from your affectionate 
mother and brother, Mary and Henry Marsland.” 

 
At this point there were four family members left in England, William, Alfred, Ann, and Sarah. William had 
settled in Manchester in northwest England and was advancing in his military career. He had been promoted to 
Sergeant just like Charles, and he had spent some more time at sea aboard the ship “Heroine” from February 
to November 1841, while his new bride remained behind in Birmingham. His younger brother Alfred, 
however, was in very different circumstances. He had remained in Arnold working in the framework knitting 
trade. Economic conditions in that industry continued to deteriorate and he was desperate for help as he was 
only a month’s pay away from the “poor house.” Sisters Ann and Sarah continued in their positions as 
domestic servants but longed to join their mother and brothers in America. William had also been in touch 
with the Burrows family, Sarah and her brother Thomas, and had met Sarah’s little boy, John. Charles had not 
forgotten her and was eager to learn of her situation. The Seminole Wars in Florida had ended, and he was 
relocated to Jefferson Barracks in Missouri. It was from there he wrote his mother and brothers in 1843. 
 

"Dear Mother and Brothers,  
 



“I write these few lines in haste to inform you of my whereabouts.  I am just 
returned from a march up the Missouri River and to the foot of the Rocky 
Mountains.  We left Florida in the beginning of April and arrived at Jefferson 
Barracks on the 22nd of the same month.  And on the 1st of May, we got the 
route for Fort Leavenworth on the Missouri.  And from there was sent to escort 
some traders to the Rocky Mountains. 
 
"This is the first opportunity I've had of writing to you, which I hope you will 
receive very soon.  Everything here indicates an immediate possession of the 
Oregon territory.  And if Congress decides on taking possession of it, which I 
hope they will, we shall probably to be the first troop sent there.  In that case, it 
will be a difficult matter to hear from you as often as I should wish.  
  
"I did intend to get a furlough, but the fact is a soldier's time is not his own.  He 
must be ready to go wherever he is ordered, and that very often again--
inclination.  I have no time to write you a long letter, but I hope you will answer 
this as soon as convenient and inform me whether you are all in good health or 
not.  And please to send me some word how John and Thomas Burrows are and 
Mr. Gadsby and likewise how my brothers and sisters in England were the last 
time you heard from them, and whether Sarah Burrows is in England yet.  Give 
my love to brother John, his wife and family, and to all inquiring minds.  I 
remain, dear mother, your affectionate son, Charles Marsland. 
 
“Please direct to Charles Marsland, 1st Sergeant, Company “D”, 3rd Infantry, 
Jefferson Barracks, Missouri.” 

 
Charles had been transferred to Jefferson Barracks near St. Louis, which was established in 1826 on the edge 
of a vast wilderness near the Mississippi and Missouri Rivers. Following the opening of the Oregon Trail, the 
annexation of the Oregon territory as part of the Manifest Destiny doctrine of President Monroe became a 
hotly charged political issue. While Charles Masland was stationed at Jefferson Barracks he was joined by a 
young 2nd Lieutenant fresh from his graduation at West Point, namely Ulysses S. Grant. The Jefferson 
Barracks soldiers protected traders and travelers and were prepared to fight in the event the British disputed 
America’s vast claim on the territory that stretched from the Rocky Mountains to the Pacific coast. 
 
The Englishman was certainly seeing his fair share of the American continent. He had come a long way since 
that fateful day thirteen years earlier when he deserted his post in Canada. Now a dedicated American soldier, 
he was prepared to go wherever and whenever he was needed. His family and his beloved Sarah, about whom 
Charles once again inquired, would have to wait until his duties to his new country had been fulfilled. 
Preoccupied with his assignment, Charles was not able to write often. His brother, Matthew Henry, expressed 
his fears about Charles’ fate in a letter to John written while the previous letter was in transit. 
 

"Dear Brother and Sister,  
 
“At last I take the opportunity of writing a few lines to you, hoping they will find 
you all in good health and, thank God, it leaves me well.  It is now about ten 
months since I have heard from you until mother heard a week or two ago and I 
now take my pen in hand to write a few lines to you and I hope as a brother you 
will not reject them. I am now living at Hoboken for the last eight months with a 
Mr. Stevens, proprietor of the Camden and Amboy Railroad.  It is near New 
York.  I am now assisting in the stables and drive a pair of mules.  I am engaged 
by the month and get twenty dollars per month and board myself so that I get ten 
dollars per month after paying my board.  
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"I received a letter from home on the 18th of November.  They was all well.  
William and his wife is living at Greenwich near London and Alfred is still living 
at Arnold with John Ashcroft.  Ann is living with a Mr. Lacy and Sarah is living 
at Mansfield with one Mr. and Mrs. Crispo.  I intend to write back in January 
and if mother can help me a little, I shall pay their passage out in February.  
  
"I have never had any account of Charles since the 31st of December last.  He 
was then at Fort Hamilton Middle Florida but was going to leave that place for 
Fort Stansbury in the same state.  I have wrote to the War Department but never 
received any answer so if you will be kind enough to answer this letter and send 
me word if you have heard anything of him, you will greatly relieve both me and 
mother as we are anxiously waiting to hear something about him."   

 
Though trained in the weaving trade like his brothers, Matthew Henry had found work tending horses in 
Hoboken, New Jersey for the wealthy railroad owner, John Stevens. Stevens was the owner of the Camden and 
Amboy Railroad, the first rail system to operate in New Jersey, and the inventor of the modern track system of 
iron rails and wooden ties.   
 
Deeply concerned with the welfare of his mother and older siblings Matthew Henry was saving every penny to 
attempt to bring the rest of his family to America. He kept in touch with Alfred, Sarah, Ann, and William, 
letting them know he was doing everything in his power to assist them. By this point, December 1843, John 
was once again in Lowell, Massachusetts, endeavoring to provide for his ever-growing family as his fourth and 
fifth children, Sarah and Eliza, were born there. Meanwhile, back in England, their brother William, the Royal 
Marine, was about to embark on another maritime adventure.  
 
 

 
Figure 27...Royal Marine 

  



Port Essington 
 
It was common in England in the nineteenth century to deport hard-core convicts to Tasmania and Australia. 
Between 1787 and 1868, ships filled with thousands of criminals and guarded by Royal Marines sailed from 
England and Ireland and traveled some 13,000 miles to the South Pacific. William Masland was assigned 
guard duty on the prison ship, Cadet, and prepared to leave for the northwest coast of Australia. He wrote to 
his brother, Alfred, living in Arnold on March 10, 1844, from the Royal Marine Barracks in Woolwich, about 
8 miles southeast of London. 
 

“I send these few lines to you hoping to find you in good health, and thank God it 
leaves me at this time.  I received your welcome letter and am thankful to God for 
the news that it contained and I hope that you will endeavor to keep a good 
understanding with the old lady.  

 
"I have also to inform you that I am under orders for embarkation for the North 
Coast of New Holland. (Australia)  We leave on Saturday morning next for 
passage to Dublin to join a ship called 'The Cadet', which is going to Sydney with 
convicts and we are going as the guard, and then we shall go on to our own 
destination called Port Essington.  We are to have shore pay and ship's 
provisions.  The place is healthy and I expect to make a good thing of it.  There is 
about sixty men going, all artificers or tradesmen except the noncommissioned 
officers.  There only will be three sergeants, three corporals, and two officers 
besides a captain who is out there now.   
 
"But, I am sorry to say that I cannot take Ann (his wife) with me, but if the place 
answers, I shall send for her.  In the meantime, I want her to come to 
Nottingham, as her friends and I have had some words, and I shall leave her half 
pay which will be about six shillings per week, but she has not made up her mind 
about that at present.   
 
"Give my love to my Aunt (Nancy) Masland and to Ann and Sarah and all 
inquiring friends, and write back by return of post, and then I will be able to 
send you more particulars.  Tell Aunt that I am sorry that I could not get to see 
her before I go, but that is impossible.  See them all as soon as you can and be 
sure to write so that I shall get it on Friday at the latest.  Till death, William 
Masland, Sergeant, Royal Marines" 

 
William was assigned to a group of Royal Marines with the task of traveling to Tasmania with a ship full of 
convicts before continuing on to the northern coast of Australia to relieve the contingent stationed at Port 
Essington. William left England on the Royal William under the command of 1st Lieutenant George Lambrick 
and proceeded to Dublin, Ireland to pick up most of the prisoners. While stationed at Beggars Bush Barracks 
as the Marines prepared for the trip to Australia on the Cadet, William took the opportunity to write a final 
letter addressed to Alfred, Ann, and Sarah from Kingston Harbor in Dublin just before departing on April 6, 
1844, on the long and arduous journey. 
 

"Dear Brother and Sisters, I send these few lines to you hoping to find you in 
good health and thank God it leaves me at present.  I should have wrote much 
sooner but I really have not had time until this May. Dear brother, the vessel that 
I'm going out in is what is called a barked, rigged vessel, about 500 tons burden.  
We take out 160 convicts, and our detachment consists of two first lieutenants, 
one assistant surgeon, three sergeants, three corporals, one fifer and forty 
privates.   
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"We expect to be about eight months before we get clear of the ship and probably 
seven or eight years before we return to England.  We are to have our full pay 
and allowed ship's provisions, which is one and a half ounces of sugar, one 
quarter ounce of tea, one ounce of cocoa, one pound of bread, one pound of fresh 
beef, one half pound of vegetables, a half a pint of meal per week and vinegar and 
a quarter pint of rum daily, which is plenty for any man unless he got a 
constitution like a horse for eating.   
 
"I am the senior sergeant and have plenty of work as we are obliged to be 
constantly on the alert. My old friends, Major Leonard's family, have interested 
themselves very much in my favor and both them and the adjutant of my division 
have wrote to Captain McArthur, the governor of the place, about me and his 
lady has wrote to him also to give me some staff appointments if he possibly can. 
And there is no doubt but he will, as it is a new colony and he is appointed 
commandant. Indeed the whole government of the place will be in his hands.  
And the commandant at Woolwich has promised that I shall have the colors 
when it comes to my turn.  Though I am away, I am acting sergeant major at 
present, but there is no pay for it or anything else except plenty of work.  But, 
thank God, I feel myself quite competent to do it. 
 
"Give my dearest love to Aunt Masland and to my sisters Ann and Sarah and to 
my brother and brothers in America when you write to them.  Give my regards 
to all inquiring friends, I will write you again from the Cape" – (Cape of Good 
Hope). Ann will write to you.  She was well when I heard from her last.  We sail 
on Sunday next so there will not be any chance of answer, so God bless you all.  
Til we meet again, your loving brother, William Masland, Sergeant, Royal 
Marines."  
 
“Write to me in the course of a month and then I shall get it soon after we arrive. 
Direct as follows: Sergeant William Masland, Royal Marines, Victoria, Port 
Essington, North Australia, New Holland”  

 
William’s service on the Cadet was long and difficult. A few days out from Dublin one of the women, who 
had accompanied her mate on the voyage, died while giving birth and was buried at sea. The ship also began to 
run short of provisions due to poor planning and the decision was made to stop at Rio de Janeiro on June 16 to 
re-supply. While there William wrote another letter to his family back in Arnold to inform them of his 
progress. 
 

"I send these few lines to you hoping to find you in good health, and thank God it 
leaves me well at this time.  I did not expect to be able to write you so soon but 
the Surgeon Superintendent has decided to call at this place instead of the Cape 
of Good Hope as first intended.   
 
"We have been nine weeks on the passage which is three weeks longer than when 
I was when I came here in the Cleopatra.  Our duty is very harsh and we have a 
very bad set of fellows amongst the prisoners.  My duty is very severe.  I have to 
parade every relief throughout the twenty-four hours.  At one-half past eight 
o'clock I turn into my hammock and turn out again at twelve and keep the 
middle watch. I have to remain on deck til the incoming watch are called out and 



parade them, and then before it is relieved it is one bell or half past four.  I then 
go below and turn in and then turn out at a half past six and get all the 
hammocks lashed up and carried on deck and from that time til half-past eight at 
night I am on my legs.  
 
"But the officers are as bad off as myself.  The junior one keeps the first watch; I 
keep the middle, and the commanding officer, the morning.  Besides, there is a 
sergeant, corporal and twelve privates and this will last for three months longer 
before we get to Hobart Town as the vessel is the worst sailor that I ever saw.   
 
"I have no news to send you.  When you write to America, give my dearest love to 
mother and brothers John and family, Charles and Henry.  I can give you no 
account about how things will answer at present.  I will write again when we 
arrive at Hobart Town. Send me all the news you can and write as soon as you 
receive this.  I shall write to my wife in the same packet.  Give my dearest love to 
my Aunt Masland and to Ann and Sarah and I accept the same from yourself.  
From your loving and affectionate brother, William Masland, Sergeant, Royal 
Marines" 
 

 Three days later they left Rio and sailed the South Atlantic heading for the Cape of Good Hope at the southern 
tip of Africa. The weather grew tempestuous and the seas were rough as they made their way south. Many 
sailors were plagued with colds and diarrhea as they were exposed to the elements daily while guarding the 
prisoners. As the Cadet crossed the Indian Ocean it caught fire near the island of St. Paul, but the blaze was 
quickly extinguished and disaster was averted. They finally made their way to Tasmania, arriving at Hobart 
Town on August 24, and there the convicts disembarked. About a month later the Cadet began the final leg of 
its journey, circling the west coast of Australia for Port Essington, where they arrived on November 22, 1844. 
 

 
Figure 28...Route of the Cadet 
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After getting settled in his new assignment William wrote again to his family in England 
 

"My dear brothers and sisters, I take this opportunity of writing these few lines 
to you, hoping to find you all in good health and thank God that it leaves me at 
this time.  We arrived here, after long passage from Ireland of more than eight 
months, on the 22nd of November and landed on that day, the relieved 
detachment embarking the same day and the ship sails for England via the Cape 
of Good Hope tomorrow. This is a very warm place, but I think I shall have my 
health pretty well as I have not much work to do. I was sworn in as Chief 
Constable on the 28th of November, but there is no remuneration for it at 
present, but the Commandant is going write to the Governor of Sydney about it 
and I have no doubt but that there will be in a short time.   
 
"The Commandant has also been pleased to put me on orders as Sergeant Major, 
but this is also nominal and there is no extra pay allowed for it at present.  There 
is certainly the rank and quarters, but what is that without the money.  It has a 
high sounding name, but I would sooner have the cash."  
  
“The following is a copy of the letter:  Garrison orders, Victoria, Monday, 
November, 25th. 1844. 
 

"Sergeant Masland having been highly recommended from 
Headquarters and Lieutenant Lambrick having expressed his 
perfect satisfaction with his conduct, the Commandant is pleased to 
appoint him to the duties of Sergeant Major and he will henceforth 
be obeyed by all subordinates to that rank as a Sergeant Major by 
which title he will be distinguished."  And this is signed by the 
Commandant, John McArthur, Royal Marines. 

 
"Though, my dear Alfred, I may have to do the duties without any emolument at 
present, there may be a chance for me in some further period, and I know that I 
have a good friend at Headquarters in Major Leonard, who will never let 
anything pass that will be of service to me that he can do.  Anyway, it will be the 
means of allowing me to become Color Sergeant at home which is equal to Troop 
Light (Lieutenant?) Major in a Cavalry regiment and will give me sixpence a 
month more pay.  We expect to be here about five or six years and with full pay 
and, with what more I shall be able to pick up, I hope to be able to bring home a 
round sum.   
 
"Please let Ann know all particulars of home when you write, how my sisters are, 
and if ever you have heard from America, when you write, please give my dearest 
love to brother and brothers.  And if Charles is still in the service, tell him how 
happy the thought makes me when I think that at some further day we shall all 
meet again, not in the unthinking manner in which we parted, but with sense and 
feeling to profit by each other's counsel, and spend the remainder of our days 
near our native place.  For I still think that if the Lord spares his health that he 
will come to Old England again.  Let me know if my wife has wrote to you and 
when.  Give my love to Aunt (Nancy) Masland and say that I hope the Lord in his 
infinite goodness will spare both me and her to see each other again. 



 
“There are several kinds of fruits down here, but being but a short time in this 
place, I cannot give you any comment on it at present. But in my next you shall 
have a full detail. Give my respects to all my old acquaintances and let me know 
if Henry Johnson is married yet. I am very glad that I did not bring my wife with 
me for the natives here go entirely naked as when they come from their mothers’ 
womb. Women and children the same, nor can you get them to wear anything, so 
you must fancy what a sight it must be for an English woman! So with my best 
wishes for your welfare, I remain your loving brother, William Masland.” 

 
Port Essington was the site of the English settlement named “Victoria,” in honor of the queen. It was the 
brainchild of British bureaucracy, motivated by a desire to outdo the French, who themselves were trying to 
colonize the region. The colony began in 1838 with the arrival from Sydney of the Alligator, Britomart, and 
Orontes and was comprised mainly of Royal Marines and their families. The original contingent, almost 
decimated by malarial fever and the harsh conditions, was happily relieved of their duty in 1844 by William’s 
group.  
 

 
Figure 29…Port Essington 

 
 
William arrived in Port Essington filled with optimism and was promptly rewarded with a promotion to 
Sergeant Major, just like his brother Charles. In addition, William was to serve as Constable of the village, a 
job that would prove a real challenge when it came to dealing with the region’s Aboriginal people. He had no 
regrets about having left his wife, Ann, back in England, to be spared the sight of naked natives. He missed her 
loving companionship, however, as well as that of his great Aunt Nancy, who lived on into her eighties at 
Annesley Woodhouse. He also longed to see his beloved brothers, Charles and John, who he had not seen 
since the time the family was broken apart.  
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Figure 30...Port Essington Natives 

 
Family Reunited 

 
While William languished in the torrid Australian summer, his sister Ann suddenly and unexpectedly decided 
that she could no longer stand it in England, away from her mother. So in January 1845 she left. After a two-
month voyage she arrived in America and soon rejoined her mother in Princeton. Matthew Henry had left 
Hoboken, New Jersey by that point and was working at the weaving trade in Germantown. John was still up in 
Lowell, Massachusetts with his family and also employed in fabric manufacturing. On March 31, 1845, a 
concerned Matthew Henry wrote his brother John about Ann’s peculiar arrival. 
 

"Dear Brother,  
 
“I at last sit down to answer your kind letter to me dated Lowell, February 27th, 
1845, and I was happy to hear that you was enjoying good health as, thank God, 
this leaves me perfectly well. Dear brother, the reason I did not write to you 
before was on account of the arrival of our dear sister, Ann.  She arrived in 
Princeton on the first of this month after a passage of two months.  I blame her 
very much in the way that she left England.  She never let anyone know about 
her coming, not even Alfred or Sarah.  I went there last week to see her and 
mother.  Mother is well and sends her dearest love to you all.  Ann is much better 
than when she left England.  I only came back today so I have lost no time in 
writing to you as I knew you would be anxious to hear about her.  
  
"I have not heard from Charles since I left Hoboken, but mother received one 
from him since I have.  He is now Sergeant Major of the Regiment.  His time 
expires on the 9th of next May.  He is coming down here at that time and by what 
he says, he intends leaving the Army.  And I shall put off my visit to you until he 
comes. 
   
"Mr. and Mrs. Taylor and their daughters sends their kind love to you, likewise 
your wife's mother.  She is well, except her eyes.  She sends her dearest love to 
you all.  Give my love to your wife and family and accept the same yourself.  I 
remain your loving brother, M.H. Marsland." 
 



Ann’s arrival, with no notice or warning, came as a shock to the family. Matthew indicated that she was better 
than when she left England but wondered what precipitated her rapid departure. Unfortunately her behavior 
would prove a harbinger of things to come. 
 
Charles, however, brought much happier news. Very soon he would see his family again. Matthew Henry’s 
excitement at the prospect of reuniting with his beloved older brother was unmistakable. Charles had indicated 
that he was going to retire from the Army, settle down, and join the family in the weaving business after his 
current enlistment.  
 
Despite such conjecture, on March 12, 1845, he reenlisted back at Fort Jesup, Louisiana, committing himself 
to five more years in the army. He did, nonetheless, take off some time, and the next day, March 13, he left 
Fort Jesup for a four-month furlough. The time had come after nearly fifteen years for Charles to see his 
mother and brothers once again. One can only imagine the excitement and anticipation that he felt as he made 
his way north. After a long and arduous journey he arrived in in Princeton, New Jersey to visit his beloved 
mother and sister, Ann.  
 
Following a brief but emotion-filled visit with them he traveled on to Germantown to see Matthew Henry. 
From there Charles wrote to John in Lowell on April 22, 1845. 
 

"Dear Brother and Sister,  
 
“I have the pleasure to inform you that I arrived at this place on the 7th last and 
am enjoying very good health.  I have re-enlisted and am on furlough for four 
months from the 13th of March till the 13th of July. I regret very much to inform 
you that it will not, I much fear, be in my power to visit you for two reasons.  The 
first is that I have received an order from the headquarters of my regiment to 
hold myself in readiness to rejoin in case war is declared between Mexico and our 
government.  Our regiments are lying on the Texas frontier with orders to march 
to the Mexican lines beyond the Colorado, if the Texans confirm the Treaty of 
Annexation. 
   
"Secondly, I am unfortunately short of funds.  I was robbed at the mouth of the 
Ohio of a Treasury note for $100 and about $240 in gold.  I happened to have 
some $40 in my pocket which enabled me to proceed to this place.  Still, if I am 
not ordered up before the 10th of May, I shall more than probably be able to pay 
you a visit.  If I am not, I shall leave a few small presents for sister Mary and my 
nephews and nieces with mother.  I have been to see my mother and sister Ann.  
They are in good health, but they neither of them knew me.  I had a good deal of 
difficulty to persuade mother that I was her son Charles.  After a while she 
looked on my neck for two moles that you may remember I have there and found 
them and that convinced her.  
  
"I hope you will answer this as soon as you receive it and be assured that I will 
send you word whether I am coming to see you or not.  As I said before, if I'm not 
ordered to join before the 10th of May, I shall think I shall come to see you.  Give 
my love to your wife and children and accept the same yourself.  From your 
loving brother, Charles Marsland." 

 
Charles had traveled over 1,400 miles to see his family. He had saved up what in those days amounted to a 
princely sum, some of which he gave to his mother and some of which he used to secure passage for Alfred 
and Sarah, who remained in England. Misfortune overtook him, however, and he was robbed of the precious 
funds.  
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The meeting with his mother and sister, Ann, was heart wrenching. Fourteen years and a soldier’s life had 
taken its toll on Charles, so much so that his own mother did not recognize him at first! Bittersweet tears 
flowed when she finally identified her long lost son by two moles on his neck. Following that reunion Charles 
headed to Germantown to spend a few days reconnecting with Matthew Henry, whom he had not seen since he 
was ten years old.  
 
Political events were brewing that would shape Charles’ destiny. In 1836, the Republic of Texas was formed 
following the victory over General Santa Anna and the Mexican Army. For nine years Texas operated as an 
independent country while trying on several occasions to be annexed to the United States. The year 1845, 
however, brought changes as President James K. Polk presented to Congress on March 1 a resolution for the 
annexation of Texas. Mexico was opposed to the idea and disputed the southern boundary of the territory, 
claiming all land south of the Nueces River rather than the Rio Grande. Tensions grew, but, despite his fears 
that he would be called away to the Mexican front, Charles made the trip up to Massachusetts to see his older 
brother, John.  On May 22, 1845, he wrote to Matthew Henry from John’s home in Lowell. 
 

"Dear Brother,  
 
“According to promise, I hasten to inform you of my arrival at this place.  I left 
Princeton on Tuesday morning last at a half past three o'clock thinking to reach 
New Brunswick in time to take the steamboat for New York.  But we were ten 
minutes too late, consequently I had to wait until eleven o'clock and take the cars.  
I arrived in New York by twelve and left at three o'clock the same day on the 
steamer, “Telegraph”, for Providence, Rhode Island, which place we reached at 
7:00 o'clock a.m. yesterday.  We then took the cars for Boston and arrived by 
10:00 o'clock, just in time to take the cars for Lowell where we arrived by 12:00 
o'clock. I had a very pleasant trip and would advise you to come by the same 
route if you or mother or Ann come here.  'Tis an opposition line and the fare is a 
dollar and fifty cents less with accommodations equally as good as the other.  The 
boat starts at 5:00 o'clock p.m. every Tuesday and Thursday from Pier No. 3, 
North River. 
 
"Dear Brother, I found John situated much better than I anticipated and 
received a very cordial welcome from him and his wife and family.  He has four 
very interesting, healthy, pretty children.  Mary Ann is the oldest.  She is very 
smart and intelligent and reads well.  James is the next, a very pretty boy and I 
think very much like Jim Paulson.  Charles Henry next, named after you and me, 
he is very intelligent for his age and I think favors Brother Alfred very much.  
Sarah, the baby, is an uncommonly pretty child, quite beautiful, in fact.  I never 
saw a more interesting family group and John and his wife are very proud of 
them, and well they may be for I don't think there is to be found a gift of heaven 
more precious, more worthy of our most ardent gratitude than that of possessing 
a family, a home, where virtues, kindnesses and enjoyments are everyday guests 
and where the heart and the eye sun themselves in a world of love, where the 
thoughts are lively and enlightened, where the husband and wife, not only by 
word, but by action, say to each other, 'Thy joy, thy sorrow, thy hope, thy 
prayers are mine.'  And John appears to be enjoying that blessing and I hope, 
dear brother, in the course of time to hear and see you and Elizabeth enjoying the 
same, that you may, and that heaven's choicest blessings may be yours is my most 
anxious wish and prayer. 
 
"John is living in Liberty Street, has a very comfortable house and large garden 



and two frames, though he has to work at a disadvantage in consequence of 
having to work both frames himself.  He has more work than he can do, not store 
pay but cash, and he gets his own price for his work, all wholesale, and I am 
certain if you were working with him, it would be much better than where you 
are.  I do not wish to persuade you at all, Henry, because I know how you are 
situated in regard to Elizabeth.  
  
"I should like to see you married and working for yourself, but if any untoward 
event should transpire to break off the match, which God forbid, than I would 
say come here by all means. I saw Lodge Williamson in Princeton and gave him a 
dollar and a half, that he will pay to you.  Give my love to my dear mother and 
sister Ann and to Elizabeth, Virginia, and Penn and accept the same yourself.  
From your loving brother, Charles Marsland. 
 
"P.S. John wishes to say that if you have no notice of coming, he wants you to go 
to Glover, commonly called 'Boss Glover', and tell him he has a frame he would 
like him to work and that he will like to work here better than at Germantown, 
and if he decides on coming to send him word.  And if he has not the 
wherewithal, he will send it to him to make him to come.  John and his wife and 
family send their love to mother and Ann, to you and to Mr. William Taylor and 
wife and to her mother and Miss Eliza Mary and are very thankful to them for 
the presents they sent.  Charles Masland." 

 
Charles’ reunion with John had been a most rewarding experience. John was finally well established in the 
weaving trade, and his young family proved a real delight to the weary soldier. After 15 years of isolation, 
Charles ardently yearned for a complete reuniting of the Masland family. Matthew Henry was engaged to 
Elizabeth White and working at the weaving trade in Germantown while John was building a similar life in 
Lowell. It was Charles’ hope that the entire family could settle in one area where he could rejoin them and 
they could pursue their chosen profession together. 
 
Before he could leave the army to rejoin his family on a permanent basis, Charles had to finish his duty. After 
his furlough was up he traveled to New York City in order to secure passage back to Fort Jesup. While in the 
city, Charles wrote to John on June 19, 1845. 
 

"Dear Brother and Sister,  
 
“It gives me much gratification to be enabled to inform you that I have secured a 
passage to New Orleans in the Package Ship, “Union”. She has very good 
accommodations, is a large first-class vessel and sails on Monday, the 23rd, the 
fare, $10.00.  
  
"When you write to Ann, don't forget to give my love to her, mother and Henry.  
I shall be able to get my regiment without drawing my ration money, so it was all 
for best having to come here.  Give my love to Mary, Jimmy and Charlie and kiss 
little Sadie for me.  Accept, dear brother and sister, my sincerest thanks for your 
kindness toward me and rest assured I shall never forget it but will, whenever it 
is in my power, endeavor to make some return for the many favors you have 
shown me.  As soon as I arrive at Fort Jesup, I shall write to you.  I conclude with 
my love to you, till death, and remain your affectionate brother, Charles 
Marsland, Sergeant Major, Third Infantry." 
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Charles was immensely grateful for the time he had spent with John and his budding young family. John was 
able to assist his brother financially so he could return to his regiment without touching his savings. The four 
children, Mary Ann, James William, Charles Henry, and Sarah Taylor (Sadie), were of great comfort to the 
weathered soldier. He was touched by their kindness and longed to return after his tour of duty was over.  
 
He set sail for New Orleans five days later. While he was en route his younger brother, Matthew Henry, 
married Elizabeth White, as Charles had hoped, on July 5, 1845, at Christ Church in the Kensington district of 
Northeast Philadelphia.  
 
 

 
Figure 31...Christ Church in Kensington  



 
 
 

The Mexican War 
 
As Matthew Henry and Elizabeth were saying their vows at Christ Church, a convention was held in Texas to 
consider the offer of annexation made by the United States. The offer was accepted and a treaty with Mexico 
was rejected. Tensions began to mount and troops were called to Corpus Christi, Texas to quell a potential 
conflict. Unknown to Charles, his unit was among those called while he was away on furlough. 
 
Normally the voyage from New York to New Orleans took about a week, but for some reason this time it took 
over a month. Charles did not arrive in Louisiana until the July 27, by which time his regiment had already left 
for Texas. On July 30, 1845, Charles wrote from New Orleans to John, informing him of his travels. 
 

"I have just time enough to inform you of my arrival in this city after a very long 
and tedious passage.  We arrived here on the evening of the 27th of July and I 
immediately reported to General Gaines, showing him the New York newspaper 
for the advertisement of our day of sailing.  He was perfectly satisfied and gave 
me an order to that effect. 
 
"Our regiment had sailed from this city on the 21st of July for Corpus Christi, 
Texas, to which place I sail tomorrow.  I have not time to write to anyone else so I 
wish you would inform Henry or Ann or mother my whereabouts when you 
write.  Give my love to my nephews and nieces and accept the same, Charles 
Marsland, Sergeant Major 3rd Infantry, Corpus Christi, Texas, Care of Col. 
Hunt Quartermaster U.S. Army, New Orleans, LA" 

 

Charles was somewhat anxious because he did not want his superiors to think that he had “walked off” as he 
had done in Quebec twelve years earlier. Fortunately he was able to show reason for his delay and was allowed 
to rejoin his unit. He set sail four days later and arrived in Corpus Christi on August 13. On September 5, 
1845, he wrote to John describing his travels. 

“Dear Brother and Sister,  
 
“I have the pleasure to inform you that I just received your kind letter of August 
17th, 1845 and am very happy to hear that my nephews and nieces are all well 
and have not forgotten me.  I shall never forget them, but on the contrary take 
great pleasure in thinking of them. I am sorry to see by your letter that yourself 
and Sister Mary are not enjoying very good health.  But I hope by the time you 
receive this that your indisposition will have ceased and you will be both enjoying 
perfect health. 
   
"Dear brother, I sailed from New Orleans on the 3rd of August in the schooner 
“Two Friends” and arrived at this place on the 13th of the same month.  My 
Colonel was very much pleased to see me, as were all the officers.  They had given 
me up for lost.  I had wrote to them in New York, stating the name of the vessel I 
was about to sail in and the date of the departure and when the regiment arrived 
in New Orleans, and found she had not arrived, they were very much concerned 
for my safety. On my arrival at this place, I found Captain Field, the officer of 
our regiment you saw in Boston, also Captain Crossman the Quartermaster.  
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They went from New York by land.  Captain Field did me more justice than I 
expected from him.  He reported to the colonel and adjutant that he saw me and 
my brother in Boston, that we were a credit to each other and that he felt proud 
to acknowledge me as the Sergeant Major of his regiment.  Captain Crossman is 
doing duty with our regiment and shows every respect and kindness to me. 
   
"Dear brother, I have not got paid for my rations yet and there is no knowing 
when we shall be paid our monthly pay as no paymaster has yet been assigned to 
this Army.  As soon as I am paid, I shall obtain a draft on a Boston bank from 
Captain Crossman who has kindly offered to give me one on the arrival of the 
paymaster.  
 
“The goods I brought with me take well except the long stockings, and if we had 
remained at Fort Jesup, I could have sold any quantity.  But as it is, there is no 
chance of them arriving here if you were to send any.  So for the present and 
until we are more settled, I think it best not to take any orders. 
   
"I am very glad to see that William is Sergeant Major.  We are a very 
remarkable pair, I think, and there seems to be some fatality attending us.  I 
recollect when I was a Sergeant and recruiting for the American Army in New 
Orleans, he was also a Sergeant and recruiting for the British Army in England.  
About the time I was engaged in Florida, he was engaged at St. John d’Acre.  He 
was promoted Sergeant Major in 1844, so was I. There is a rumor that the British 
are at war with the natives of New Zealand.  If so, Bill is right into it.  We are 
expecting to be engaged every day.  What the final result will be, God only 
knows.   
 
“This place is a hundred miles from the Rio Grande.  Between here and that 
place it is a complete desert and at this season of the year there is no water.  So it 
is not very probable that the Mexicans will march here for some time and indeed 
it is more than probable that we shall pay them a visit very soon. This is called 
the “Army of Occupation” …composed of our Regiment of Dragoons 100…file of 
the 3rd Artillery. Three Regiments of Infantry…11th and 7th and 600 volunteer 
Artillery …from New Orleans commanded by Major…besides one Regiment of 
Artillery the 8th… Infantry and a Regiment of volunteer … ordered to this place 
and are daily … We are well prepared for and are anxious to be engaged. We 
have 18 field pieces, plenty of mules and horses to transport our baggage and 
ordinance, plenty of subsistence and Quartermaster’s stores and are only waiting 
for a declaration of war from Mexico to carry it into the enemy’s country. 
  
"I have the pleasure to inform you that our regiment had the proud distinction of 
first planting the Stars and Stripes on the Texan soil.  And I hope, ‘ere long, to be 
able to inform you that we have had the same duty to perform in Mexico.  You 
must excuse haste as I have plenty of business on hand at this time in the way of 
drilling, parades, et cetera, et cetera. 
 
"Give my respects to your neighbors and remember me to Ann and mother and 
all the family when you write.  Answer this as soon as possible and by my next, I 
shall be able to give you a fuller description of this place, till then Adieu. 
 



“P.S. Direct to Chas. Marsland, Sergeant Major 3rd Infantry, Corpus Christi, 
Texas, Care of Col. Hunt, Quartermaster U.S. Army, New Orleans, LA” 
 

 
Figure 32...Corpus Christi Encampment 

 
 
Charles had finally arrived back with his regiment and was busy with his duties as Sergeant Major of the 3rd 
Infantry. He had been helped by Captain George P. Field, with whom he had served for over a decade. Captain 
Field was lanced to death at the Battle of Monterey on September 21, 1846, at the age of 33. Quartermaster 
George H. Crossman, who also took an interest in Charles, survived the Mexican and Civil Wars, was 
brevetted as Major General, and died at the age of 86 in Philadelphia. 
 
Charles’ unit had first placed the flag on Texas soil, welcoming it to the Union. They were then encamped at 
Corpus Christi under the direction of General Zachary Taylor, who had amassed a substantial force in case 
Mexico invaded Texas. Charles was eager to press on into Mexico and face the future, confident of victory. He 
was strengthened by happy memories of his recent visits to Philadelphia, Princeton, and Lowell, and the image 
of John’s family and his mother’s face were of great comfort as he prepared for the uncertain days that lie 
ahead. 
 
Charles was also struck by the connection he felt to his younger brother, William, Sergeant Major in the Royal 
Marines. The two had carved out remarkably similar careers to that point. Though they were on opposite ends 
of the globe, with William stationed at Port Essington, there were striking parallels in their circumstances. 
Both brothers had forsaken the life of a weaver for that of a warrior. Although William had married, he spent 
little time at home with his wife. In addition, the two brothers were stationed at the frontiers of their respective 
countries, Charles at the edge of America’s western expansion and William at a similar assignment in 
Australia. Charles’ experiences recruiting in New Orleans and fighting the Seminoles were matched by 
William’s duties in England and the Holy Land. They had, moreover, both reached the rank of Sergeant Major, 
the highest possible for an enlisted man. [<this is a superb paragraph—filled with information, tied to 
historical events, and engrossing] 
 
Charles again remarked about this connection with his brother in his letter the next month to Matthew Henry 
and his new bride, Elizabeth: 
 

"Dear Brother,  
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“I have the pleasure to inform you that your kind and welcome letter of the 22nd 
last was received by me on the 17th.  I am very sorry to learn that I occasioned 
you so much anxiety relative to my whereabouts.  It is at the same time very 
gratifying to my feelings to know that you think so much of me and take so lively 
an interest in my welfare.  
 
“Allow me to congratulate you on an event so momentous in the era of your life, I 
mean 'that silken bond that binds two willing hearts.'  And I think, if I am any 
judge at all, you have made a choice that you will never regret. You have, dear 
brother, a partner who is capable of appreciating your merit if you have any, 
sharing your anticipated hopes and joys, and by her gentle influence alleviating 
your sorrows by making them her own.  That your path through life may be 
blessed and that you may live and enjoy the love, confidence and society of each 
other till you both arrive to good green old age is my earnest wish, and that your 
cup of happiness may be overflowing full.  And may God shower down the rich 
blessings of health, peace and contentment upon you.   
 
"Dear Brother, I received a letter from John about three weeks since.  He 
informs me that he had received one from Alfred who stated that himself and 
sister Sally are both in good health and that he had received a letter from 
William.  There is to say the least of it, some very remarkable coincidences in our 
military careers.  At the time Bill was recruiting in England for the British Army, 
I was recruiting in New Orleans for the American Army; both sergeants, both 
performing the same duty for two powerful rival nations.  About the time he was 
engaged at St. Jean d'Acre I was engaged in Florida, both in action, neither of us 
killed or wounded but both promoted.  He is Sergeant Major, so am I.  He is now 
engaged with the New Zealanders.  I may probably be engaged with the 
Mexicans.  Truly there is an unseen power over which we have no control, 
governs our fate.  What the end of our different careers may be, time alone can 
decide. 
   
"Dear Brother, I cannot send you much information relative to this country as 
yet.  I have not been out of camp scarcely since my arrival.  So I have had no 
chance of seeing the country.  We are encamped of the margin of the Bay of 
Aransas, about one half a mile from Corpus Christi.  We have plenty of fish and 
that is about all.  There are no vegetables raised within 50 miles of us.  ‘Tis said 
to be 100 or 120 miles to Matamoras, a Mexican city of some strength.  Any 
hostile movement on the part of the Mexicans will be the signal for us to march to 
and take that place. 
   
 “Following is the number and kind of troops stationed here: 
 
 2nd Regiment of Dragoons   1040 Men 
 1st Company of Artillery      700 Men 
 4th Company. Flying Artillery    200 Men 
 3rd Regiment of Infantry   1040 Men 
 4th     “                    “    1010 Men 
 5th     “                    “    1035 Men 
 7th    “                    “    1040 Men 



 8th    “                    “    1030 Men 
 Volunteer Artillery from New Orleans        400 Men 
       5095 
   
“The above is independent of the staff officers, ordinance officers, officers of the 
Quartermaster's Department and officers of the line who together will number at 
least 300.  Horses are very cheap here.  I bought a good pony for a dollar fifty 
and I saw one sold for an old pair of soldier’s trousers. I will write to you more 
but I can not now, but be sure I shall make it up, your loving brother, Charles 
Marsland. 
 
“P.S. Please to send me word what Ann is doing at Philadelphia.” 
   
The second part of the letter is to Matthew Henry’s wife of 4 months, Elizabeth,  
 
"Dear Sister Elizabeth, 
 
"Contrary to all established rules of letter writing, I shall begin with the end of 
yours instead of the beginning.  You asked me to excuse you for writing to me, 
thereby granting me the high privilege of giving you or withholding my pardon. 
Now, dear sister, as this is the first communication I ever received from a lady 
who stands in the same degree of relationship toward me as you do, I shall not 
excuse you, unless you're willing to subscribe to the following conditions: 
 
“1st , that you will with your own hand frequently write to me, giving me a full 
detail of all the arrivals, marriages, births, deaths, accidents and incidents 
together with such other general information as in your opinion will be at all 
interesting.   
 
"2nd , that you will also give me a free and full account of your domestic 
establishment; how you get along with Harry and how you like the marriage state 
generally and also to give my best respects to Miss Virginia.   
 
“Here all and severally to be duly performed by you will entitle you to full, free 
and lasting pardon. In the event of your communications not being answered to 
me through the above contract will null and void.   
 
“Setting aside all joking, dear sister, I am very fond of your letter and hope it will 
not be the last I shall receive from you. You informed me that you saw a young 
lady dressed in my regimentals some time ago, but you did not name her.  Was it 
Miss Virginia?  Do tell me in your next.  I hope you and Sister Ann will soon 
become good friends.  I have to quit for I have worked my paper up, but I won't 
write so much nonsense in the next.  Give my love to my dear mother and to 
Sister Ann, to your aunt and to Miss Virginia, to all inquiring friends.  And 
believe me, your loving brother, Charles Marsland.  

 
There was a remarkable shift in Charles’ view of marriage judging from his statement made seven years 
earlier, “I don't think there is much pleasure in matrimonial felicity.” His tongue-in-cheek “contract” with 
Elizabeth obliging her to keep him informed of her “domestic establishment” reveals that his visits with 
Matthew Henry and John had softened the veteran soldier’s heart. No doubt thoughts of his old love, Sarah 
Burrows, ran through his mind as he sat, pen in hand, at the busy encampment. Charles knew, however, that 
his fate was not in his own hands. The Army of Occupation at Corpus Christi was growing daily as more and 
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more troops arrived and waited to see what the Mexican forces had in mind.  As Charles indicated, “the unseen 
power over which we have no control” was determining his outcome. 

 
Two days later, on October 20, 1845, Charles received a letter from John and Mary Ann in Lowell to which he 
replied on the 29th.  

 
"Dear Brother and Sister,  
 
“Your kind letter dated October 5th I received on the 20th, also two newspapers 
for which I return many thanks.  I am very happy to hear that Sister Mary and 
my little nieces and nephews are all well and am very proud to see Mary's writing 
in my letter.  I hope she will write some in all you send me.   
 
"I received a letter from Henry on the 19th.  He informs me that he was married 
on the 5th of July last.  That himself and wife were both well and that he was just 
returned from a visit to mother at Princeton.  She was not so healthy as she had 
been and he informs me that she is living in Philadelphia but he don't state with 
whom. I also received a letter from Alfred.  It had been forwarded to Fort Jessup 
and had been waiting a considerable time in the post office at New Orleans. I am 
very sorry to have again to inform that we have not been paid yet.  We are very 
anxiously waiting for the paymaster, but none as yet has been assigned to duty 
with the army of occupation as we are styled. I wish you to inform Alfred when 
next you write to him that I have made every inquiry to ascertain if a letter from 
me would reach him and I am doubtful whether it would.  The difficulty is we 
have no regular post office.  Therefore I cannot pay the postage to the lines in 
consequence of which I fear much whether it would reach him or not.  However I 
shall make the attempt.  Tell him to have patience, the moment I have it in my 
power, he shall not lack the means of coming.   
 
"Give my respects to Colonel Schouler and say to him that I would willingly take 
great pleasure in furnishing him with any information I may possess relative to 
the movements of the troops' military reconnaissance, et cetera, was I not bound 
by the following paragraph of the general regulations of the Army to the 
contrary."   
 
“Paragraph 203.  "'All publications relative to transactions between officers of a 
private or a personal nature, whether newspaper, pamphlet or handbill, as well 
as all private letters or reports relative to military marches or operations during 
a campaign are strictly prohibited as being unmilitary and injurious to the public 
interest.'   
 
"However, if he thinks any general remarks I send you are worth his notice, he is 
perfectly at liberty to use them, as I am bound in honor to say no more to you 
than I am to an entire stranger. 
   
"Dear brother, the steamboat accident you have referenced to occurred 12 miles 
from this place.  She was on her downward trip to St. Joseph's Island 30 miles 
from here where we have a depot of military stores.  She was chartered by the 
government as a lighter to convey troops and stores across the bay to this place.  
Had the explosion happened on her trip here, the catastrophe would have been 



awful indeed, as she was densely crowded with men and had a large amount of 
munitions of war on board.  The officers and men, who were unfortunately killed, 
were going down to the island for clothing, provisions, and ordinance stores for 
their respective regiments and companies."   
 
 "The following is a list of the killed and wounded. 
 
 
3rd Infantry Killed:   Priv.  John Hughes, Company “G” 

Wounded severely: Lieut. W.H. Gordon, Commander of 
Company “G” 

Wounded slightly: Sergeant G.W. Tenbroeck, Company “G” 
 
4th Infantry Killed:   Lieut. Thaddeus Higgins 
     Lieut. Benjamin A. Berry 
     Sergeant Edwards 

Private James Marshall and two discharged 
soldiers 

Wounded: Lieut. R.H. Graham, severely but nearly 
recovered 
Quartermaster Sergeant Handsford, severely, 
will be a cripple 

     1 Corporal and 4 Privates, slightly 
 
 
"I have received five of the nine papers you sent for which I return my sincere 
thanks and I hope you will continue to send them.  They are a great treat here, I 
assure you. 
 
“We are all prepared for war here, offensive or defensive as the case may be.  
The troops are in excellent order, good health and eager for an onslaught.  We 
number between four and five thousand combatants and are a company of the 
following regiments." 
 
 “2nd  Regiment of Dragoons 
 “11 Companies of Artillery, including 4 Companies of Flying Artillery, fully 
equipped and having all their field pieces with them, and not as erroneously 
stated in some of the papers, ‘without their guns.’ 
“3rd Regiment of Infantry 
“4th         “                 “ 
“5th         “                 “   
“7th         “                 “ 
“8th         “                 “ 
 
“Two companies of volunteer artillery commanded by Major Gally besides a 
number of staff officers of the topographical engineer ordinance, quartermasters 
and subsistence departments.  "And though last not least, General Worth is also 
‘on hand’ and commands the brigade.  You may form some opinion of the 
military character by the following anecdote: When assigned to the command of 
the army in Florida, (which war he ended), he was asked by an officer where he 
intended to establish his headquarters?  'In my saddle,' sir, was his prompt reply.  
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"I was out gunning yesterday along the banks of the Nueces.  Never did I see such 
picturesque, delightful scenery in my life.  Imagine to yourself or view as far as 
the eyes can see of rolling prairie relieved here and there by natural groves; and 
covered with rich, luxuriant grass and flowers of every hue and color of the 
rainbow; game, such wild geese, ducks, deer and…in abundance.  The land is 
very good and will produce cotton, corn, rice, sweet potatoes, vegetables, and 
fruits of almost every description.  It is decidedly a fine country, a paradise, and 
all it lacks is some of your northern capital and persevering, enterprising 
Yankees to make it what it is eventually bound to become- a great country.  If 
some of them that talk so much of the unconstitutionality of annexation were 
here to see the country they would so blindly relinquish, I think that they would 
‘about-face’ their preconceived opinions.   
 
"This is a place of great resort for Mexican traders and smugglers.  They come in 
companies of from 20 to 100 and bring droves of horses with them which they sell 
at from nine to forty dollars a head. You can purchase a magnificent charger for 
$50 which is the greatest sum that has been paid for one as yet.  They take in 
return tobacco and calicos but tobacco, on which the Mexican government 
imposes an enormous tax, is the article in most demand.  'Tis carried across the 
Mexican lines by the smugglers who appear to make it a very profitable business, 
for they say that two successful trips a year enables them to live without any 
other employment.  
  
"Dear brother, in my next I think I shall be able to give you a fuller description 
of this place and parts adjacent.  I am getting tired and sleepy so I conclude with 
all my love to you, brother, sister, nephews and nieces and remain yours 
affectionately,  Charles Marsland, Sergeant Major, 3rd Infantry."   

 
 

Charles was eager to help Alfred and Sarah in financing their passage to America. Alfred was still in Arnold 
working the frames, though with little success, and Sarah was working as a servant in Mansfield. The money 
that Charles had saved over the years had been stolen on his trip to meet his family, yet that did little to derail 
his determination.  
 
This letter also provides a glimpse of Charles’ budding love for the American frontier. It was a far cry from the 
English countryside around Nottinghamshire. He was awestruck by the beauty of the prairies and the area near 
the Nueces River with its rich abundance of flora and fauna. This affection for the American southwest and the 
beauty of the wilderness was a legacy that Charles would instill in future generations of Maslands. 
 
As Charles and his fellow soldiers passed their days in the routines of drilling, marching, counter-marching, 
and target practice, more and more troops arrived. On September 12 the boilers on the steamboat “Dayton” 
exploded, killing 10 and wounding 17. Charles was eager to inform his family that he was not among the 
casualties.  
 
Charles spent the fall and winter of 1845 at the encampment in Corpus Christi. Negotiations, political 
wrangling, and saber rattling with Mexico continued unabated. The Mexican government agreed to meet with 
an envoy from Washington, John Slidell, but when he arrived in Mexico City he found the government in 
turmoil and they refused to meet with him. Meanwhile in October 1845, a formal ordinance of annexation and 
state constitution was ratified by popular vote in Texas and sent to Washington, where it was accepted by the 
U.S. Congress. On December 29, 1845, Texas was formally admitted to the Union.    
 



Back in Germantown, however, very disturbing news about one family member surfaced. Matthew Henry 
wrote to John in Lowell on February 9, 1846, concerning the matter. 
 

"Dear Brother,  
 
“I sit down to write a few lines to you hoping they will find you in good health as 
thank God this leaves me and my wife in good health and, with the blessing of 
God, I hope it will continue. Dear brother, I am sorry to inform you of the low 
way in which Ann is in and what to do in the case I know not.  When she came to 
me, she appeared quite well.  But since she has got into such a low nervous way 
that she appears to have lost her senses.  Four weeks ago mother was down here 
and until last week she has been getting worse.  On the first of this month, she 
came down to me at the shop and wanted me to take her somewhere to live, that 
she was afraid for to stay in the house.  I took her down to Henson's until I went 
home at night. I wrote immediately to mother, she came down last Wednesday 
and she is now staying with Mr. Smalley at Nicetown and I thought it was my 
duty to inform you of all the proceedings and that you will take no offense as 
there is no offense meant in the least.  
  
"Dear brother, the little misunderstanding that took place between me and your 
wife I hope it is forgotten.  And I sincerely ask your forgiveness as I acknowledge 
myself in a fault. Dear brother, if you have any intention of coming on here this 
spring, it would be better for you to come on as soon as you could make it 
convenient solely on Ann's account. 
   
"We have a great time here concerning the trade. Montgomery has been 
charging the men 50 cents per week that did not board in the house and paying 
five and seven cents per dozen less than any other boss.  They have now got up a 
union and the men has turned out for the prices and the union is supporting 
them, but I heard today that he had gave up and the men was going to work at 
the proper prices.  I am still working with Aaron Jones.  I am working a 16 
frame, 32 wide making cravats. 
   
"Give our love to your wife and family. Mr. and Mrs. Taylor sends their love to 
you, yourself and mother.  So I must conclude, trusting you will answer this 
letter.  So I remain your loving brother, M.H. Marsland."  

 
 
Ann Masland was 31 years old at this point. The root cause of her condition is unknown; perhaps it was due to 
some organic mental disorder or maybe the strain of years of single life and the brief but stressful reunion with 
her older brother, Charles, had begun to take their toll. She had arrived in America under unusual 
circumstances without informing her family of her plans. Perhaps she had some traumatic experience back in 
England while working as a servant. Whatever the cause of her problem, Matthew Henry and Elizabeth were 
very concerned about her. 
 
In contrast with the problems of Ann, Matthew Henry was enjoying prosperity in the weaving business in 
Germantown. The Philadelphia knitting trade was, however, beginning to experience labor problems as the 
trade union movement was emerging. Matthew Henry was working the frames making cravats and 
endeavoring to start a family with his young bride Elizabeth. John was himself preparing to return from Lowell 
to Germantown later in the spring of 1846 to join his younger brother in business, but before relocating he 
received more news from Charles in a letter from Corpus Christi dated March 5, 1846. 
 

"Dear Brother and Sister,  
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“It affords me great consolation to be able to write you once more and I trust you 
will not attribute my long silence to neglect or forgetfulness for your two last 
letters were duly received but I was too much indisposed to be able to answer 
them.  I had a very severe attack in December last of the diarrhea so much so as 
to be obliged to be taken to the hospital tent where owing to the very limited 
means of comfort, the more decayed state of the tent, its crowded state and the 
almost incessant rain and very cold weather, I grew worse daily. I was removed 
to the general hospital, a building in the town of Corpus Christi in January.  You 
may judge of the state of health I was in from the fact of not being able to leave 
my bed to answer the calls of nature, but had to be assisted with a bedpan.   
 
"I thought I was about to leave this earth and soon become acquainted with the 
secrets of the great hereafter and made my arrangement accordingly as far as 
regards my little earthly store.  I sent for Sergeant Fogg, the Nottingham man I 
was telling you of, made a will in favor of my mother and you.  Gave it to him 
with your address and instructions in the event of my death to acquaint you of 
the same. Since my recovery, though I am yet very weak and thin as a shadow, I 
have received it from him and intend to keep it by me.  It is an understanding 
betwixt Fogg and myself in the event of either of us dying to make our families 
immediately acquainted with the circumstances. The reason I have not yet 
complied with my promise relative to sending the funds for Alfred and Sally is 
that Captain Crossman has been at St. Joseph's Island and was sent from there 
with a party of topographical engineers to survey and select camps on the Rio 
Grande and adjacent country. I have funds enough on hand and if I can possibly 
get a substantial draft, I will do so and forward it.  At all events, as we march 
Wednesday next for the Rio Grande, I shall possibly see him if I live to arrive 
there.  And if I do not, I have made it incumbent upon you, when you shall 
receive the trifle I may leave, to apply a sufficient sum for the purpose of 
defraying his expenses to this country.  I should, if God so wills it, very much like 
to see Alfred and Sally once before I die and I hope and trust that pleasure will 
yet be granted me for I think with the spring I will fully recover.  However, if it 
should not be, I hope when life's march is over and we may be united in some 
other citadel where neither sorrow, pain, afflictions or separation may mar our 
felicity. 
   
"I have not heard from either my mother or Henry since September last, what 
the reason is I know not.  I am not much surprised at not hearing from Henry as 
I know his habitual neglect in such matters, but I am very much surprised that I 
do not hear from Mother.  I should…..if it was only two lines from her, but it 
would console me.  I fear she must be sick.  She must be or she would certainly 
write to me." 
 
(the next paragraph has a piece missing on the right of the page)   
 
"While in the General Hospital I sent you several papers printed at this place. 
Did you receive them? Yours I received for which receipt my thanks. I sent 
another by the… Mexican news in it but not of a …the editor of the paper is a 
Mexican and he … of the sharks that inhabit this den of … robbers and Mexicans 
are anxious for the … remain at this place in order that they  may… the 



unsuspecting and, I am sorry to say, too many … soldiers. They will descend to 
the meanest and …depraved mind can possibly invent, to indulge…their dens, 
make them drunk, then rob and frequently murder them, assisted in their hellish 
purposes, as I am informed, by the dissolute abandoned women. General Taylor 
has been very much censured for not placing the town under  Martial Law.  Why 
he has not is a problem we cannot solve.  We have lost more men since our 
arrival at this place by sickness and murder than it is probable we should in 
engagement with the Mexicans.”   
 
The rest of the letter is written perpendicularly to the main body of the letter and 
is very hard to read. It mentions among other things the death of a Sergeant 
Buck and that Sergeant Fogg would have been due to replace him. He concludes 
with love to Jim, Charley and Sarah, John’s children. 
 
“Charles Marsland, Sergeant Major, Army of Occupation, Brasos Santiago, 
Texas.” 

 
Life at the Corpus Christi encampment had been hard on Charles. The sanitary conditions were poor and many 
men succumbed to diarrhea and dysentery. Charles himself had been a victim of “Montezuma’s revenge” to 
such an extent that he was hospitalized for several weeks. Cramped quarters, liquor, smugglers, whores, and 
robbers were also taking their toll on the soldiers, leading to the loss of many men. There was criticism 
brewing about General Zachary Taylor’s oversight of the situation. Charles considered becoming “acquainted 
with the secrets of the great hereafter” and made an agreement with Sergeant William Fogg, a fellow 
Nottingham transplant, to care for his effects in the event of his untimely demise. Clearly he was worn out and 
yearned to be back with the beloved family, but that was not to be. Three days later, on March 8, 1846, the 
“Army of Occupation” marched away from Corpus Christi to the Mexican border near Matamoras to face an 
uncertain future. Twenty days later they arrived at their destination. On the day following their arrival Charles 
wrote to John in Lowell. 
 

“Dear Brother, 
 
 “I am very much pleased to be able to inform you that we are encamped at this 
place; when we left Corpus Christi I did not expect to be enjoying such good 
health as, thank God, I now do. Before leaving that place I purchased a horse 
called by the Texans a “Mustang”, that is, a wild horse that has been caught and 
broke in. I felt myself improve daily and by the time we arrived at the Colorado I 
was able to go to duty. We marched from Corpus Christi on the 11th inst. as I 
informed you. The country for the first forty or fifty miles abounds with game of 
all kinds, also plenty of wild cattle, such as horses, mules and asses in abundance. 
It is 140 miles from Corpus Christi to the Rio Colorado, a little east of south. 
After marching about fifty miles through prairie, with once in a while small 
groves of trees; we struck a complete desert, not a vestige of vegetation, wood or 
fresh water, in fact it is nothing but quicksand and saltwater ponds. The troops 
were very much fatigued in crossing this place; it was very hot weather and the 
wind was intolerably high, blowing the sand in such a manner that if you fell 20 
steps to the rear, you could see nothing but a dense cloud. 
  
“After passing this place we came to a very beautiful country, well watered and 
just timber enough for cooking purposes, where we halted for two days to recruit 
and refresh. We found plenty of beef, etc. on which we luxuriated. We then 
continued our march through a most delightful country especially so near the Rio 
Colorado, at which stream we arrived on the 21st. There, on the opposite side, the 
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Mexicans, about 700 in number were encamped. They came to the water’s edge 
with a white flag; General Taylor and Captain Mansfield with an escort plunged 
into the river to meet them. They informed him that ‘if he attempted to cross 
with the army they would fire on us.’ General Taylor told them that he was 
ordered by his government to proceed to the Rio Grande, and by God they 
would. …General Taylor came back and ordered us to prepare to for the river, 
which at that place is four feet nine or ten inches deep. …Artillery and loaded; a 
man with a lighted match… Mexicans if they obstructed our passage; the 
man…into the water they menaced us much by talking…us to come across, but 
they did not fire, before … opposite shore they retired; we formed as soon as… 
Yankee Doodle proceeded four miles and … We arrived at the Rio Grande 
opposite Matamoras, a very strong fortified place, on the 28th, formed ourselves 
into line of battle while the bands of the different regiments played “Hail 
Columbia” and hoisted the Stars and Stripes on the bank of the river.  

 
“This morning the Mexican General Mexia sent word that if it was not taken 
down in 24 hours he would fire on it. It will not be taken down; and if he does fire 
on it I hope to write you next from the city of Matamoras. I send you a hasty 
sketch of our order of march; also the line of battle we formed on the Rio 
Grande. 
 
“Give my love to my dear sister and to my nephews and nieces and all enquiring 
friends. You must excuse this hasty scroll for we are very busy making 
preparations. The Mexicans are fortifying themselves on the edge of the river; we 
can see them across filling sand bags and piling them up. If they give us any 
provocation our 9’s, 18’s and “forty-two pounders” will soon lay Mexico City in 
ruins. 
 
“Address your next to Camp near Matamoras, Texas. Your loving brother, C. 
Marsland Sergeant Major 3rd Infantry 
 

The Mexican government, under the control of the militant, Manuel Paredes, claimed the Nueces River near 
Corpus Christi was the southern border of Texas and not the Rio Grande further to the south. They considered 
General Taylor’s presence just north of the Rio Grande to be an act of war and amassed troops in Matamoras 
with the purpose of attacking the much smaller American army. Taylor was determined to hold his position, 
however, despite threats from General Mexia. “Old Rough and Ready,” as Taylor came to be called, was not 
about to remove the Stars and Stripes from the newly established state. Though he was determined not to fire 
the first shot, Taylor made it clear that he would fight if necessary to defend the land. 
 
Charles Masland was rejuvenated physically and spiritually by the departure from Corpus Christi. The 140-
mile journey on his newly purchased mustang reinvigorated Charles, and the open ranges and rivers had 
revitalized him. He was eager to do battle with Mexico, if necessary, and help claim Texas for the Americans. 
Patriotic pride for the country that had adopted him and much of his family swelled within him as the band 
played “Yankee Doodle” and “Hail Columbia.” Painstakingly he drew out for John the plan of battle as he sat 
in camp awaiting his fate. 
 
 



 
Figure 33...Charles' Diagram of Order of Battle 

 
 

At about the same time Charles wrote to his younger brother, Matthew Henry, describing in even more 
picturesque language the journey to Matamoras. This letter, incidentally, was published in a Germantown 
newspaper shortly thereafter and is reproduced here from that source.  Strangely it was erroneously entitled, 
“Description of the March from Matamoras to Corpus Christi,” reversing the direction of the 
journey. 
 

DESCRIPTION OF THE 
 

MARCH from MATAMORAS to CORPUS CHRISTI, 
 

FROM THE 8TH TO THE 28TH OF MARCH, 1846 
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BY SERGEANT MAJOR CHARLES MASLAND 

  
Camp near Matamoras, April 5th, 1846 
 
Dear Mother, Brother and Sister: 
 
  I have the pleasure to inform you that my health is perfectly restored.  For 
some time before leaving Corpus Christi, I had been sick in the hospital with the 
diarrhea and when we got the order to march to this place, I was so weak and 
feeble that I had to purchase a horse to carry me.  But by the time we arrived at 
the Colorado, change of air, diet, and water produced a perfect cure and I have 
been doing duty ever since. As our march to this place may be interesting to you, 
and I having kept the journal on the route, I herewith send you a few extracts. 
We have lain in camp for eight months at Corpus Christi exposed to all kinds of 
weather, from the burning rays of an almost vertical sun to the terrific 
“northers” which prevail in that part of Texas, bordering on the Gulf during the 
fall and winter months -- suffering sometimes in one day the extremes of burning 
heat and chilling cold. On our arrival in Corpus Christi Bay, about 14 low, 
shabby, shanties contained the inhabitants of the so called town.  What a change!  
Three weeks had not elapsed before 50 grog shops had reared their hydra heads, 
and stood with open doors to invite the too easily duped soldiers -- gaming tables 
-- tenpin alleys -- hot whiskey punch -- Tom & Jerry -- everything that could 
afford the least attraction to the novelty-seeking soldier, were spread out before 
him;  and many --alas! too many -- surrendered at discretion. 
 
   Hundreds had been born to their graves, the victims of intoxication and 
diseases of every kind arising from excess; but a ray of joy sprung up in every 
heart, when the order for marching was received.  We marched in four divisions.  
First the Dragoons and Flying Artillery on the 8th of March;  the first Brigade on 
the 9th, the second on the 10th, and the third on the 11th.  Our camp was now all 
bustle and confusion.  The women were, with one or two exceptions, to be left 
behind, to take passage by water to Brasos, Santiago.  Packing up was the order 
of the day. Here and there might be seen groups of Mexicans bargaining with our 
men for wearing apparel, and giving cash for what they might have for nothing 
in a few days;  for we could not carry half our “plunder!”.  The head of the 
column was again put in motion. The morning of the 11th shown most brightly 
and gave token of a beautiful day.  All hands were in fine spirit for the march and 
our former busy camp looked gloomy as we cast our eyes along the line and 
marked the now desolate space so lately occupied by the other three divisions of 
the army. We were about to leave a place where had been filled to the brim the 
cup of bitterness --  still a sort of regretful feeling hung over us.  Many a spot on 
the shore of shells had become endeared to us.  At 8 o'clock precisely, we 
commenced our march, our music playing, "Our Colors Floating in the Breeze!" 
Our last adieus were half muttered, half cursed, as we threw back a glance at 
Corpus Christi.  We had raised the hill, and were just out of sight of the town 
when our drums struck up,  "The Girl I Left Behind Me!"  It certainly is a very 
pretty air and very appropriate when troops are marching, but my heart sent 
forth an amen as our commander rode hastily up and shouted, "Stop that!  Who 
told you to play that air?"  



  
 After a march of twelve miles through mesquite timber and prairie grass, 
we halted on the banks of Nueces, a most delightful stream, in fact the best water 
in Texas.  Next day we marched over a splendid prairie, through millions of 
flowers, (the blooming cactus among the number,) and halted early. We had 
halted but a moment when a troop of horses came rushing toward us about a 
mile distant and seemed at first as if intending to take us by storm, when they 
suddenly wheeled and startled in another direction.  Our Brigade commander 
knew not what to make of this exhibition, and naturally concluded it was a party 
of Mexicans observing our movements, especially as the state of the atmosphere 
at the time loomed up the distant objects so as to give them the appearance of a 
mounted party.  An express was instantly sent out, and returned in a few 
minutes, having ascertained them to be a drove of wild horses or Mustangs.  
From this circumstance, the camp was called, "Camp Mustang."  Our short 
march on the previous had revived all hands and we started cheerfully on the 
morning of the 13th.  We marched this day eleven miles over a rolling prairie 
covered with flowers of every hue.  The odor was delightful and the whole surface 
of the earth seemed covered with a carpet. The edge of the horizon in every 
direction was crowded with wild animals; on one side, thousands of wild horses 
were curveting about, and on another herds of deer might be seen standing for a 
moment filled with wonder at the sight of us, then bounding away as if a 
thousand devils chased them.  Here rushed along the antelope with speed almost 
incredible, and in the distance might be seen countless numbers of them at play.  
Now and then we caught the sight of the Peccary or wild hog, looking much like a 
shingle navigating on four legs. The maneuvering of the wild horses was 
decidedly wonderful; they would form into line of battle, and march accurately 
abreast toward us, until a signal from one of them, when they would break into 
platoons or sections and be in a moment almost out of sight.  But the charge was 
sublime! -- I cannot describe it and will not attempt.  Only imagine a thousand 
wild steeds with eyes flashing and limbs as free and unrestrained as the wind, 
whose manes the hand of man has never touched --  suppose them rushing in one 
line across the plain, with head erect, nostrils distended, and manes and tails 
flying in the breeze created by their flight, and you have partly seen it. Our 
Adjutant made chase after one of these droves and was soon in the midst of them.  
He rode side by side for half an hour with a young colt, when his horse began to 
tire.  At this moment, the mother of the young colt, with a dozen others, rushed 
like furies towards him, putting his horse into a fright.  He was thrown from his 
seat, head foremost, and lay senseless for some minutes. We, this night, encamped 
on the “Los Pintos.”  We left on the 14th at daybreak, and marched fourteen 
miles through precisely the same description of country as the day before.  The 
entire march was spent in exclamations of surprise and delight, as a new object 
would present itself.  Herds of antelopes, deer, and wild horses would rush close 
past us.  We encamped at “Santa Gertrudes.”   
 
 On the 15th we started at daybreak, marched through the same 
description of country as the preceding, and encamped in the evening among the 
“Santa Clara Mottes,” as the small grove of trees are called which are here and 
there scattered over the prairie.  Here the water was very bad, and scarce had 
fuel enough to cook with. On the 16th we reached, early in the afternoon, “Camp 
El Pista,” and on the 17th, started at quarter past five o'clock.  This day we 
crossed a salt lake, and marched through deep, loose sand, with not a vestige of 
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vegetation, the teams having great difficulty to get along.  The men were much 
fatigued this day, having marched twenty miles. On the 18th we were detained 
until about nine o'clock by the issue of rations.  Our march this day was a scene 
of the most acute suffering ever felt.  We marched through a sandy prairie; at 
every step we sank ankle deep into burning white sand, with a piercing sun 
beaming down upon us, and not a breath of air to relieve our misery. To add to 
our discomfort, there was not a drop of fresh water for seventeen miles, while to 
aggravate our miseries, we frequently came upon salt ponds.  At length we 
arrived at a fresh water pond.  The rush to it was tremendous.  With what delight 
did I drink cup after cup of the dirty swamp water. Sick and sore with the 
privations of the preceding day, we left Camp Marcy, (so called after the 
Secretary of War,) and now advanced into a perfect heaven upon earth.  I wish I 
could describe this part of country.  If the Garden of Eden was equal to it, what a 
treasure our first parents must have lost!  Here are the notes of ten thousand 
birds to charm the ear.  Here are silver lakes upon whose margins the dwarf 
honey bean stands and casts just shade enough to give a celestial appearance to 
the whole; while from beds of flowers, on which imagination pictures millions of 
tiny fairy queens to be dancing, arises a perfume so grateful to the senses, that we 
are lost in wonder that such scenes could possibly exist and we not know it 
before. We encamped this night at “Carecita,” one hundred and nineteen miles 
from Corpus Christi, and the next day, (the 20th,) passed through the same 
descriptions of country.  We saw in the afternoon and evening several large wild 
bulls advancing at no great distance from us. 
 
 On the 21st, we started very early, and at about ten o'clock reached the 
Rio Colorado, a broad stream with high bluff banks.  It was at the crossing of this 
river that General Taylor expected to be attacked.  The cavalry and first and 
second Brigades reached the Colorado on the 20th. Colonel Canales, with five or 
six hundred Mexicans were encamped on the opposite bank of the river.  He told 
General Taylor it was useless to attempt to cross -- that the first who put his foot 
in the water would be shot down -- that he was only performing his duty, the 
neglect of which would certainly cost him his property, perhaps his life -- that his 
feelings must give place to his duty, et cetera. General Taylor replied that 
crossing was indispensable and was sorry for the Colonel's feelings, duty, et 
cetera, but positively he would cross; while General Worth, riding forward, 
exclaimed, "Come on, boys! if there's any shooting to be done, I'll have a hand in 
it.  First brigade forward" -- and dashed into the stream, followed by his 
command, (covered by artillery who were posted on the opposite bank, ready to 
return the first fire of the Mexicans.)  They, no doubt, thought that discretion 
was the better part of valor, so retreated without firing a shot. On the 21st our 
Brigade came up with the main body of the army and encamped four miles from 
the Colorado.  On the morning on the 23rd, the whole army moved for the Rio 
Grande.  We marched twelve miles through a prairie of very high grass, teeming 
with rattlesnakes larger than I had ever seen before.  A man of the Fourth 
Infantry was bitten by one of them, but by the timely and skillful attention of the 
Surgeon who scarified the wound until it bled freely and then applied ammonia, 
he recovered.  Not so a mule bitten by the same snake -- he the poor devil, lay 
down in agonies and died in a half an hour afterward. 
  
 On the morning of the 24th we debouched upon a prairie, and in a few 



minutes arrived at the forks of the road leading to Matamoras and Point Isabel.  
General Taylor, hearing that a number of houses at Point Isabel had been burnt 
down by the order of General Mejia, started with the Second Dragoons for that 
place, leaving the command of the army with General Worth.  He moved us 
about four miles nearer Matamoras, in consequence of our then position being a 
bad one, and a rumor that the force from Matamoras were on the march to give 
us battle. This night we slept as the saying is, "like a trooper’s horse," fully 
accoutered, our arms loaded and ready at a moment’s warning.  But the morning 
came without even an alarm to form the subject for a camp yarn. We remained 
at this camp until the 28th, General Taylor having arrived from Point Isabel, 
finding the report untrue.  At half past six o'clock, we marched towards 
Matamoras.  The arms were closely inspected at Reveille -- the old priming 
thrown out and the new substituted, as it was confidently expected we should be 
attacked in the course of our march. Our Regiment being paraded previous to 
starting, our commanding officer thus addressed us, “Third! this day for the first 
time, the Stars and Stripes of our country will be planted on the Rio Grande, 
opposite the stronghold of the enemy!  If any resistance will be made, it will be 
made this day.  I trust that every man will do his duty in case of a contest and I 
need say no more!” Every man was then directed to re-examine his priming, 
which done, we took up the line of march.  Never did I see men in such spirits.  
All had a merry song, a laugh or a light word.  About a mile this side the river we 
saw the first house we had looked upon since we left Corpus Christi, a distance of 
about 160 miles.  The dark-eyed Mexicans were lolling about the doors of the 
some of the houses gazing very coolly at us with their large sombreros drawn 
down to keep off the rays of the sun. To the brief question, "Matamoras?"  They 
replied in very good English, "One mile!"  A moment after we saw the city, our 
bands struck up “Yankee Doodle!”  The colors of each regiment were flung to the 
breeze, and we marched opposite the city.  We soon planted a flag staff and the 
stars and stripes were seen proudly waving under the guns of the Citadel. I have 
no doubt in the position in which we were encamped they could give us a terrible 
raking; but they appeared to take their fill in looking on, the opposite bank being 
densely crowded.  Our position is strictly pacific, merely taking possession of the 
country; but ready, on the first aggression on their part, to retaliate.  I will send 
you more particulars in my next; want of space must be my excuse now. 
 
Yours et cetera, 
 
Charles Marsland, 
 Sergeant Major, Third Infantry 
To MATTHEW H. MARSLAND, Germantown, PA 

 
 
 
The description of the march from Corpus Christi to Matamoras was a far cry from Charles’ similar letter 15 
years earlier describing his trip from Nottingham to Ireland. There is an eloquence born of hard experience that 
pervades the letter. His relief when the band was ordered to stop playing "The Girl I Left Behind Me!" 
was doubtless due to the painful memory of his own long lost sweetheart, Sarah Burrows. Little did he know, 
however, that Sarah was making plans to come to America! Matthew Henry first shared the news in a letter 
from Germantown to John, who was back in Lowell but considering a final relocation to the Philadelphia area, 
where the weaving trade was brisk.  
 

"Dear Brother,  
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“I at last sit down to answer the receipt of your kind letter to me.  I was very 
sorry to hear of your indisposition, but I hope by the time you receive this, you 
will be better. Dear brother, I saw Mr. Taylor after he had received your letter 
and he told me you had some notion of coming back here again and was talking 
with him on the subject.  And there is not the least doubt but that you would be 
as well here as Lowell.  Trade is quite brisk here now.  They are now making 
boot and little stockings without any setting on them. I am now commenced upon 
the Navy work.  
  
"I received a letter from Alfred by the last steamer and he informed me that 
Sister Sarah is coming out along with Sarah Burrows.  They will sail from 
Liverpool on the 12th of April on the “Thomas P. Cope” for Philadelphia.  So 
they will be in about the 20th of May next.  Alfred is very anxious to come out 
here and if it was possible I would like him to leave England about the 10th of 
June.  
  
"Dear brother, I received a letter from Charlie last January, likewise some 
newspapers.  He was then enjoying good health.  I see by the papers that the 
army under General Taylor has marched on to the Rio Grande.  Ann is pretty 
well.  She is living with William Smalley at Nicetown   She sends her love to you, 
your wife, yourself and family.  Please answer this letter and send me word if you 
intend coming on here.  My wife sends her love to yourself, wife and family, and 
accept mine also.  I still remain your loving brother, Matthew H. Marsland."  
 
 

Sarah Masland, their youngest sister, was en route to America with Sarah Burrows. They were supposedly 
aboard a packet ship run by a noted Quaker shipping magnate from Philadelphia, Thomas Pim Cope. 
Unknown to the family, however, the Thomas P. Cope did not set sail on April 12 because rot had been 
spotted in her hull during an inspection and she was in dry dock for repairs. The passengers were given 
vouchers to sail on other lines, and Sarah Masland, Sarah Burrows, and her son, John, departed Liverpool on 
the packet ship Keaton bound for New York instead of Philadelphia.   
 
Alfred Masland was the only family member still in Arnold, with William stationed at Port Essington. John 
would relocate to Germantown permanently after the birth of his fifth child, Eliza, on March 17, 1846, in 
Lowell. As soon as the family was able to travel he was set to depart for Philadelphia to rejoin Matthew Henry, 
Ann, Sarah, his mother, and hopefully thereafter, Charles and his sweetheart, Sarah Burrows. Eagerly John 
wrote to Texas to tell Charles the good news of her impending arrival. On April 12, 1846, he penned these 
words: 
 

“Dear Brother, 
 
“I take this opportunity to answer the receipt of your kind and welcome letter 
dated March 5th 1846, and it is with hearts full of sorrow we receive the 
intelligence of your long protracted indisposition. But we hope before you receive 
this, your indisposition will have ceased and that you will be enjoying good 
health. I wrote you on the 22nd of last month a few days before I received yours 
which I hope you have received. In that I informed you of the letter I received 
from Alfred and of the increase in our family, etc. I have since received a letter 
from Henry in which he informs me that Sarah and Sarah Burrows with her son 
John are set to sail from Liverpool today in the Packet Ship, “Thomas P. Cope”, 



for Philadelphia and she may be expected to arrive about the 20th of May. So 
poor Alfred is behind, yet. I have sold my frame, but on account of my sickness 
this winter, after paying my bills etc., I find myself with about only funds enough 
to remove to Philadelphia. Trade is very brisk there and I expect to receive a 
letter every day about a situation of work from a man I have wrote to as to 
whether or not we shall remove there on or before the 15th of May. 
  
“I have a balance due me in Boston on some goods that are on commission but I 
cannot get it until the goods are sold in the fall. The man I was about to have the 
frames from in Boston wanted to have both sides of the bargain. So we could not 
agree on that score. There are plenty of men here who would like to have my 
knowledge employed for their benefit if I would be fool enough to do so. It would 
make a horse laugh and kick too far to hear the sordid proposals they have made 
me at different times. I leave them for what they are worth. I have $50 by me now 
and, had I got the frames from the Boston man on favorable terms, I should have 
sent it to Alfred to bring him and a frame. But, on account of the course that 
things have taken, it will be better to go to Philadelphia where trade is brisk and 
I intend to make the best of myself. If you have not wrote or sent the money 
before you receive this, I wish you to direct for me at Germantown, Pennsylvania 
on the receipt of this letter. I shall wait until the middle of May for fear your 
letter might be on the way at this time. 
 
“I have got $62 worth of leg board fixtures etc., for the business which I intend to 
turn into cash when I get to Philadelphia, besides the casting and inside which 
are worth $60 more. Those I intend to keep and when you send your money for 
Alfred I shall put every dollar to it I can raise so that he may bring a good 
advantage frame or 2 with him. We hope the time will soon arrive when we may 
all meet and unite as those that love each other. 
 
“Ann is better and living at Smalley’s. Henry writes a very friendly letter in 
which he said nothing about Mother. When I go I shall do all I can to effect a 
reconciliation among us all. I have wrote to Alfred and stated in substance the 
contents of your letter. The children are all in good health and we are pretty well 
ourselves. Mary is making good progress with her book as also James and 
Charles. Sarah talks some; Eliza don’t say much yet. They seem quite affected at 
the news of your sickness. You may expect to find a sponge cake in  some of your 
papers. My wife is going to make one on purpose for you. Mary would have been 
sent to grammar school but she was necessarily absent at the examination of the 
school committee. So we conclude with all our dearest love to you and remain 
your affectionate brother and sister. 
 
“John and Mary Ann Masland” 
 

addressed to: 
 Charles Marsland 
 Sergeant Major 3rd Regiment US Infantry 
 Army of Occupation  
 Brasos Santiago, Texas 

 
John was in the process of liquidating some of his assets so that he and his family could permanently move 
back to the Germantown area where Matthew Henry was located. Apparently some of the businessmen in 
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Boston were trying to take advantage of John’s circumstances, but he was determined to leave New England 
and reestablish himself in the weaving trade in Philadelphia where the economic climate was more favorable. 
 
This letter informing Charles Masland of the arrival of his sister, Sarah, and Sarah Burrows is the only 
surviving letter written to Charles. It took about a month for the mail to reach the Army of Occupation in 
Texas so Charles likely received this one in the early part of May 1846. 
 
 
 



 
Figure 34...Sarah Burrows Arrival 

 
 
The situation in south Texas was starting to heat up. On April 25 General Taylor received word that a large 
Mexican force had crossed the Rio Grande a few miles north of their encampment. He sent a small force of 
American solders to investigate the report, and they came upon the Mexican cavalry, which attacked and killed 
a number of soldiers and took the rest captive. General Taylor quickly sent word back to Washington, and 
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President Polk instructed him to defend the American territory. A few days later, on May 8, 1846, the 
Mexicans attacked the American forces near the area known as Palo Alto. A fierce artillery battle ensued, and 
the smaller, but more experienced and better trained, American forces managed to hold off the enemy.  
 
The following day, the Mexican army regrouped and occupied a dry riverbed called Resaca de la Palma in an 
effort to cut off the road back to Port Isabel, where the Americans had their supplies. After much fierce hand-
to-hand combat the Americans charged the Mexican artillery battery. Just as the Americans were about to 
seize control, Sergeant Fogg, Charles’ good friend from Nottingham, called out to him to “squat.” Charles 
turned to his comrade and said, "What's the use of squatting when we're right on them?" It was then a musket 
shell hit his head, and Charles Masland was gone. The letter, with an apparent blood stain on it, informing him 
of Sarah’s arrival was taken from his body along with a Bible and a gold ring with a small red stone that was 
cut from his finger.   
 

 
Figure 35... Last Letter to Charles 

 
The next day, May 10, 1846, Sergeant Fogg wrote to the Masland family. 

 
"Dear Sir, Agreeably to a promise made to your lamented brother Charles, the 
painful task devolves on me of announcing to you his death in the engagement of 
yesterday, lamented by the regiment and by all that knew him.  He fell while 
bravely charging with his regiment, a battery of the enemy's artillery, shot by a 
musket in the left temple at the moment that battling became ours.  It seems as if 
he had a foreboding of his death for about the latter part of April he made a will 
in which he left all pay and allowances due him by the United States to you and 
all his personal effects to me and made some other arrangements which I do not 
remember at this time.  I do not know where the will is, but suppose with the 
regimental papers, and the moment it is found it will be forwarded to you.  But 



should you not receive it, all you have to do is to apply to the War Department as 
nearest of kin to receive whatever amount may be due which certainly cannot be 
small for he took eight pieces of artillery, six or seven hundred packet mules and 
other property valued at three or four thousand dollars and perhaps more.  He 
fought two days, the 8th and the 9th.  On the 8th, we had eight killed and about 
25 wounded.  On the 9th about 40 killed and nearly 100 wounded, so say rumor, 
for there is such an excitement in camp that it is impossible to ascertain the exact 
truth. 
    
"Will you please acknowledge the receipt of this and I will send you, should I be 
alive, any information you may require.  And if you write to Nottingham, 
England, will you please tell whoever you write to drop a line to my father, the 
Reverend William Fogg, or to the Reverend Mr. Pickering in Nottingham and 
say that I am well at this date and have not time to write them.  I will be very 
much obliged.  
  
"Enclosed I send you a letter which Charles received about the last of April and 
which was on his person when he fell and I have the honor to be yours in haste, 
William W. Fogg, 1st Sergeant, Company D, Third Infantry.   
 

 
Charles died bravely in the service of the country he dearly loved. Thirteen years beforehand his impetuous 
decision to leave Quebec and enter the United States changed the course of our family’s history. His impulsive 
nature caught up with him, however, as he refused to duck at the wrong time. He was buried with his fallen 
comrades in an unmarked grave at the edge of the Rio Grande. One eyewitness account described the sad day 
that Charles was laid to rest. 
 

“Early on the morning following the victory, General Taylor sent over to Matamoras for 
Mexican surgeons, to attend to the wounded left on the field, and also for men to assist in 
burying their own dead. It was an occasion of sadness to our troops, for the day was occupied 
in burying their brave countrymen, who had fallen on the battle field. These honored dead 
were laid in their last resting-places, near the spot on which they fell. 
 
“Resaca de la Palma, therefore, with which is associated a victory of arms, is hallowed by the 
graves of those heroes, who now sleep peacefully under the sod that had been mute witness of 
their glorious deeds. 
 
“Many a sturdy spirit that had faced the cannon’s mouth, and rushed impetuously upon the 
bayonet-point, or received without flinching, the swift squadron of the Mexican cavalry, sank 
within itself, as were lowered into their mother earth, those who had shared with them the 
perils and triumphs of a soldier’s life. It was mournful to hear the rolling volleys of musketry 
that were fired, as the last and saddest tribute to the soldier dead.” 
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Figure 36...Resaca de la Palma 

 
Charles Masland was 35 years old when he died, true to his premonition. The battles at Palo Alto and Resaca 
de la Palma galvanized the country to support President Polk’s policy, and war with Mexico was formally 
declared three days later. In the meantime, Matthew Henry penned a letter to his older brother, John, in which 
he expressed his concern about Charles’ situation, unaware that he was already dead. 
 

"Dear Brother,  
 
“At last I sit down to answer your kind letter to me and was happy to hear that 
you was much better than when I last heard from you. According to your 
request, I went in town after I received your letter and saw Samuel--somebody--
but he had let the frame, thinking as you did not come right away, you had 
concluded to stay in Lowell.  I then got promise of one from Martin 
Candenburger.  I was to go in the Sunday following.  I told him that I would pay 
the rent of the frame until you come, but on the Sunday when I got in town, he 
had let his too.  So that was the reason why I have not wrote before, but Sam says 
there is not the least danger but that you will get a good seat of work when you 
come.  Fisher has plenty of frames.   
 
"I expect Sarah in by the last of this week.  I received a letter from Charlie dated 
on the 5th of April.  He was in good health.  He only describes the march from 
Corpus Christi to the Rio Grande.  But I am afraid that they are placed in a 
perilous state at this time.  Be it so, he will prove himself as good as the best man 
there is. Ann is still getting better and sends her love to you.  I have not heard 
from mother for two months past.  Give my love to your wife and family, also my 
wife's and I accept the same yourself.  I am your loving brother, Matthew H. 
Marsland, Germantown, Pennsylvania."   



 
 
 Charles Masland truly was “as good a man as there is.” He and his comrades in the 3rd Infantry so 
distinguished themselves during the early years of the Mexican War that the regiment was granted the honor of 
marching at the head of the troops as they paraded into Mexico City following the surrender of Mexican 
forces.   It was there that General Winfield Scott removed his hat as the regiment passed and told his staff to 
"take off your hats to the Old Guard of the Army," giving rise to the name that would thereafter follow. The 
“Old Guard” today has the sacred responsibility of guarding the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier at Arlington 
National Cemetery.  
 
Charles’ death had a profound affect on the family. His mother grieved for many years, mourning the lost son 
who returned, only to be lost again forever. John, closest to Charles in age, moved back to Germantown, 
reestablished himself in the weaving trade, likely procuring a frame from his old employer, Fisher, and raised 
his eight children there before his opportunity to follow in Charles’ footsteps fifteen years later.  
 
Charles’ younger sister, Ann, who had seemingly recovered from her emotional distress, suffered a complete 
breakdown not long after Charles’ death. Her condition deteriorated over the next two years, and she was 
eventually institutionalized. 
  
Sarah Masland and Sarah Burrows completed their journey to America, arriving on the Keaton, a ship in the 
famous Black Ball Line, on June 9, 1846, exactly one month after Charles’ death. 
 

 
Figure 37...Black Ball Line 

 
 
 
Sarah Masland went to Princeton to live with her grieving mother. Sarah Burrows and her son moved to Bucks 
County, Pennsylvania, just outside Philadelphia. Sadly, her son died as a teenager, and Sarah moved in with 
her brother, Thomas Burrows, with whom she lived the rest of her life. She never married and passed away in 
her seventies in Gloucester County, New Jersey. 
 
Matthew Henry, the youngest member of the Masland family, was 24 years old when Charles died. His death 
was to have a life-changing affect on his youngest brother. Later in the summer of 1846 Matthew Henry closed 
his weaving shop, sold his frames, packed his young bride, Elizabeth, off to live in Princeton near Sarah, Ann, 
and their mother, and joined the army. On October 13 he enlisted in Battery “A” of 2nd U.S. Artillery in New 
York City to serve under Captain James Duncan, driven by the memory of Charles’ commitment to the 
annexation of Texas. Perhaps a desire to avenge his brother’s death with Mexican blood was also a factor in 
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his decision. Whatever his motive, Matthew Henry was determined to follow in his brother’s footsteps and to 
honor to the memory of Charles.  
 
His military records show that Matthew Henry joined Duncan’s Battery on January 11, 1847, in Monterey, 
Mexico, after having trained in New York. He fought at the Siege of Vera Cruz, the Battle of Cerro Gordo, the 
Battles of Contreras and Churubusco, and at El Molino del Rey, and by mid September he was engaged in the 
street fighting in Mexico City. In one year the young weaver had transformed into a warrior. Matthew Henry’s 
records indicate that he was a man of impressive physical stature for his time, over six feet tall, with broad 
shoulders and a muscular frame. He was well suited to carry on his fallen brother’s work. 
 

Between the Wars 
 
Following the death of Charles in May 1846 and lasting until the end of the Mexican War in the summer of 
1848, while Matthew Henry was away fighting, his wife, Elizabeth, stayed in Princeton near Sarah, Ann, and 
their mother, Mary Ann. John and his wife took up residence at the corner of Fisher's Lane and Main Street in 
Germantown, working at stocking making, and welcomed the birth of their sixth child, John. William 
continued his assignment at Port Essington in northern Australia, while Alfred got married to Mary Copestick 
on May 28, 1846, back in Arnold just three weeks after Charles’ death. 
 
The first communication that survives from this post-war period is a note to John in Germantown from his 
mother and Elizabeth at Princeton, dated February 3, 1848. 
 

"Dear Son and Brother,  
 
“I at last send you word that I am coming to town and would like you to meet us 
at the boat on Saturday about the same time you were there before.  I hope these 
few lines will find you and your family well.  I am not so well; I am very much 
troubled with the rheumatism.  Sarah is very well.  I have heard from Henry 
since I saw you, he was well when he wrote, that was upon his birthday.  I have 
no more to say at present but will expect to see you at the boat if all is well.  So I 
conclude with our dearest love to you all from your affectionate mother and 
sister, Mary and Elizabeth Marsland." 
 

John’s mother, Mary Ann (Paulson) Masland, continued to use the spelling “Marsland” in honor of Charles as 
did Ann, Elizabeth, Alfred, and Matthew Henry. Mary Ann was 60 years old and her health failing, though she 
lived another twenty years. During this period she worked taking care of children for wealthy patrons, 
including the Rev. Dr. Charles Hodge, a prominent theologian and professor at the Princeton Theological 
Seminary and his wife, Sarah, who was the great-granddaughter of Benjamin Franklin. 
 
Elizabeth Masland, Matthew Henry’s wife, took on a new assignment while he was away at war, which is 
alluded to in the following letter to John from his mother, dated March 31, 1848. 
 

“My Dear Son, 
 
“Although some days have elapsed since I received your letter, at that time I was 
upon a bed of sickness which I have scarcely got over yet. I was confined to my 
bed for 5 days with an inflammation in the bowels. Mr. Thompson has received a 
letter from Washington stating they would attend to it in a few days. I was very 
glad that you had got work and hope it will continue and that you will do well. 
Elizabeth’s father was buried today. She goes to a situation at the Asylum on 
Monday at Trenton. I have heard from Henry today, his letter was Feb. 2nd, he 



was then well. I should like you to send me word if you have applied for or got a 
portion of that money as there seems to be a difficulty of getting it. The children’s 
clothes I will send upon next Saturday directed for you from Mrs. Thompson in 
care of Mr. Bloodgood. Sarah is well at present, so I must conclude with our love 
to you from your dutiful and appreciative mother, Mary Marsland.” 
 

Elizabeth went to work at the newly built Trenton Lunatic Asylum. The facility was the first such constructed 
by the tireless reformer for humanitarian care of the mentally ill, Dorothea Dix. 
 

 
Figure 38...Trenton Lunatic Asylum 

 
Shortly after Elizabeth found employment and lodging there, her sister, Ann Masland, moved in as a patient 
following her breakdown. On May 7, 1848, Elizabeth wrote from the asylum to John and family in 
Germantown. 
 

"My Dear Brother,  
 
“I hope these few lines will find you and family enjoying good health.  For myself, 
I cannot complain at present.  If it would not be too much trouble, I should take 
it as a great favor if you would see Mr. Waterhouse concerning the lodge as I 
have not heard from him as yet and I feel anxious to hear as I would like to write 
to Henry next week.  Give my love to Mary and all the children.  I like it very 
well indeed here.  They receive patients on the 15th of this month. 
 
"Address your letters to M.H. Marsland, Light Company A, Second Artillery, 
City of Mexico; to me, E. Marsland, c/o Dr. Botolph, Lunatic Asylum, Trenton.  
So I must conclude with my love to you and family.  I remain your affectionate 
sister, Elizabeth Marsland."  

  
Prior to the opening of the Trenton facility, conditions for the mentally ill were deplorable. Patients were often 
caged in basements or dungeons and received little attention or treatment. The period from 1848 to about 
1900, however, was characterized by an acute shift toward humane treatment, largely due to the work of 
Dorothea Dix and Quaker reformers. Despite receiving good care, records show that Ann never recovered 
from her collapse after Charles’ death. She was, however, well enough to perform one menial task, the 
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mending of clothes, and her weaving skills were put to use once again. But her physical and mental condition 
deteriorated over the years. The doctor indicated that she was “generally quiet if left alone” and that she 
wandered the halls “in a purposeless manner, and needs much watching and care.”  
 
On June 12, 1848, shortly after Elizabeth wrote that letter,  the troops pulled out of Mexico City and her 
husband returned to reunite with his wife and family. After picking up Elizabeth in Princeton, Matthew Henry 
left for New York, continuing his military career. On September 24, 1848, he wrote to John back in 
Germantown from his temporary quarters at Fort Columbus on Governor’s Island in New York. 
 

"Dear Brother,  
 
“I at last sit down to answer the receipt of your kind letter to me dated 
Germantown, the third of September of '48, and am happy to hear that in 
general you are all in good health. Dear brother, the reason why I did not visit 
you at Germantown was that I had but two days to go and return to New York.  I 
first applied for my discharge, but they would not grant it to me.  Then I told 
them that they must either give me rations and quarters for my wife or to give me 
my discharge.  So they gave me the former.  
  
"Dear brother, it makes me feel proud that I have not in any way lowered myself 
in your estimation, and that I have kept up in some degree the honor and 
reputation of Charles as a soldier, for in that he had no superior in the ranks.  
  
"Dear brother, excuse me for not writing sooner to you but it shall never occur 
again, if you will overlook it this time.  We expect to leave here on the 1st of 
October for Oglethorpe Barracks, Savannah, Georgia.  I wish much to keep up a 
regular correspondence with you.  I would much like to have seen you but now 
the time is so short that it is almost impossible.  But as soon as I arrive at 
Savannah, I will write to you and let you know how we are getting along.  It is 
about ten days sail from New York. Give my love to Mary and the children. And 
if you go to Princeton, tell mother to give you my clothes that I sent by the 
gardener.  There is a coat, two pairs of pantaloons.  He was up here last Monday.  
You say it was a lucky day that I left Germantown and I believe it was.  Tell Fell 
to pay you that $4.50 or give you the clothes that he got from me.  Give my 
respects to Mr. and Mrs. Taylor, to Eliza and Mary.  Elizabeth sends her love to 
you and no more at the present.  Believe me, your ever loving brother, M.H. 
Marsland." 
 

 
Matthew Henry had determined to honor his fallen brother’s memory in the war with Mexico. Though he had 
considered leaving the Army at this point, he remained in military service with Elizabeth at his side as they left 
for Oglethorpe Barracks, in Savannah, Georgia in October 1848. This was apparently a good move for them 
since John had indicated that the weaving trade in Germantown had again fallen on hard times. 
 



 
Figure 39...Oglethorpe Barracks 

 
Meanwhile it had taken nearly two years for the news of Charles’ death to reach William, who was stationed 
halfway around the world in Port Essington. On October 5, 1848, he wrote a letter to Alfred, who was still in 
Arnold, in which he acknowledged the loss of his beloved brother. 
 

“Dear Brother, 
 
"I embrace the opportunity of sending a few lines to you as there is a ship put in 
here for water, but I'm sorry to say has not brought the mail.  But expect another 
in a few weeks with it. My dear brother, I received a letter from you in June last 
which I answered, and I wish you would write oftener as I am always happy to 
hear from you. I have nothing in particular to send at this time. We expect our 
relief out in twelve months from this date and I hope to be in England in 18 
months time. 
 
"I thank God I am in good health, which I hope you both are.  Let me know the 
news from America and when you write give my dearest love to Mother and all 
there.  I hope she is resigned to the loss of poor dear Charles, but I know her 
affection for him and can well enter into her grief.  Poor fellow, I trust he is 
where sorrow never enters and may we endeavor to lead such a life that we may 
hope to meet him in the realms of bliss." 
 
"Dear Alfred, when you write, let me know if you have any family, also if John or 
Henry have any, and if boys or girls.  If you have any, you may tell my nephews 
and nieces, if their uncle Bill lives to see them, they shall have a fine present.  Let 
me know if poor old Aunt Masland is still living, also how the Hillarys and 
Paulsons are getting along and if Matthew has left the service yet and what he is 
doing. 
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"I have wrote to my wife by the same ship.  I hope you write to her.  She writes 
regular to me, but I am much grieved to find that her health is so bad and she is 
getting despondent on account of my long stay in this place.  God bless her, she is 
not more anxious for my return than I am to be with you once more. 
 
"We are told that all things work together for our good and I am very willing to 
believe it is so, and that this trip will be my last station from England during my 
services.  I shall soon complete my sixteenth year, so that I have little more than 
five years more to serve. I shall have been 7 years as Sergeant the 10th of next 
month and I hope to continue till my time is out as it will be all the better for the 
pension.  
 
“Give my respects to John Moore and Charles Smith and tell him I shall be most 
happy to pass a few days with him when I come to old Arnold again, also to C. 
Atherley and his wife, in fact to all who may care to hear of my welfare, not 
forgetting the old Watchman.  So having spun out my Saule as long as I can, I 
must conclude with my dear love and sincere prayers and wellwishes for your 
welfare and happiness and I remain, dear brother and sister, yours truly, 
William Masland.” 
 

 
Though he did not go into much detail, William had been experiencing his own hardships in his military 
assignment. His thankfulness for good health and desire for relief were typically English understatements. 
 
Physical conditions at the Victoria Settlement had been severe during the last few years. Horrific weather, 
voracious white ants and crocodiles, lack of medical supplies, and a disgruntled aboriginal population 
predominated. William, as Constable of the settlement, had intimate experience with the native population. In 
Forsaken Settlement, An illustrated history of Victoria, Port Essington, North Australia, Peter G. 
Spillett gives the following account. 
 

“Meanwhile the senior constable of the settlement Sergeant William Masland, accompanied 
by four armed marines, and an Aboriginal boy as interpreter, set out to arrest two Aboriginal 
men and a boy who had escaped across the harbour after committing a theft in the settlement. 
They were instructed on no account to fire on the natives unless spears were thrown, in which 
case they would have to use their discretion. They eventually located the culprits and without 
any resistance took them into custody. They also recovered the stolen property along with 
other articles which had been stolen but not reported. They crossed the harbour just after dark 
to return to settlement when, passing close to South Head, the prisoners, managing to slip out 
of their manacles, dived overboard. When they surfaced for air the marines tried to recapture 
them but were only successful in catching the boy. Masland had already informed the 
prisoners, through the interpreter, that if they attempted to escape he would shoot them, and he 
again called on them to stop and urged the captured boy to do likewise, but to no avail. They 
dived again and again to avoid recapture and Masland, excited by the suddenness of it all and 
thought of his own laxity, fired at one of the men who immediately disappeared. Masland 
reported to the Commandant that he thought he had shot the man, but it was only on the 
following morning when they found the man's body on the beach near South Head, did the 
enormity of the situation dawn on him. 
 
“Masland was arrested and charged with the killing of the native and in giving evidence in his 
own defence, he insisted that he had done his duty as a good non-commissioned officer and 
did what he thought was right to prevent the prisoner from escaping. McArthur was greatly 



distressed by the killing He prided himself on the fact that, up until now, there had been no 
deaths by violence, but now by an act of inconsiderate rashness, Masland had committed an 
unjustifiable deed, which must be condemned by every law of humanity. Sergeant Masland 
was placed on bail, with securities for his appearance to answer charges in the Supreme Court 
at Sydney, and McArthur forwarded all the evidence and reports to the Colonial Secretary for 
his action. McArthur, knowing so well Masland's good character, wrote in his reports that no 
one could accuse him of malice, for one thing the deceased was a stranger to him, and 
secondly he had always acted very humanely towards the Aborigines generally, particularly 
when the epidemic was raging amongst them. 
 
“The Colonial Secretary referred the case to the Attorney-General the following February for 
his opinion. The Attorney-General replied that in his opinion the unfortunate deceased 
Aborigine was lawfully in Constable Masland's custody on a charge of felony and, to prevent 
his prisoner from escaping, he was justified in firing. In his opinion the circumstances did not 
warrant a prosecution against Sergeant Masland. 
 
“But the case did not end there. The native killed was a member of the Monoba tribe which 
determined on revenge. Not being able to lay their hands on one of the white men, they 
enticed Neinmal, an Aboriginal very friendly with the whites, and killed him. When the news 
reached the Binanolombo people, they in turn took their revenge on a Monoba native within a 
few hundred yards of the settlement. Neinmal had been a great favourite with all whom he had 
come in contact. He had stayed with John MacGillivray a few years before and helped collect 
specimens for the naturalist. He accompanied MacGillivray on the Fly to the Torres Strait and 
New Guinea, and later on to Singapore, Java and Sydney and picked up the English language 
with ease. He was clean in his habits and was always neat and tidy. On his return from Sydney 
in the Bramble he started to learn to read and write and helped out on board as a steward. He 
stayed with Surgeon Tilston for a while but eventually gave in to his relatives to visit them, 
and it was from there that he had been enticed away and murdered “ 

 
The death of the native as well as his subsequent arrest doubtless had a profound affect on William’s outlook. 
In addition, nearly everyone at the settlement had experienced bouts of malarial fever and other tropical 
ailments. British scientist Thomas Huxley passed through the settlement just before it closed down in 1849 and 
penned a graphic account of Port Essington, describing it as, “the most wretched, the climate the most 
unhealthy, the human beings the most uncomfortable and houses in a condition most decayed and rotten.” 
Little wonder then that William considered making this his last trip away from England and his poor wife, who 
missed him so much. Unfortunately, however, it was to be several more years before they were reunited, and 
while he hoped to see Alfred when he returned to Arnold, circumstances were about to align that would make 
that impossible.  
 
Matthew Henry had finally saved up enough money to pay for passage to America for Alfred, his wife, Mary, 
and their daughter, Elizabeth. On March 21, 1849, he wrote a short note to John from Fort McHenry, 
Maryland, with the details of Alfred’s plans. 
 

"My Dear Brother,  
 
“According to promise I sit down to write a few lines to you hoping they will find 
you and your wife and family enjoying good health as I thank God this leaves me 
well. When I returned to the fort, I found Elizabeth on the mend.  She is much 
better.  I arrived here about two o'clock on Saturday morning and had a very 
pleasant trip down from Philadelphia.  I mailed the check and passage certificate, 
it cost 48 cents with it being double.  It leaves for England today from Boston so 
by that Alfred will get it about the 4th or 5th of April, it being the first steamer 
that would leave for Europe.  
  
"Dear brother, I have gave up the officer's mess on account of the doctor's 
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advice.  He says that it would kill Elizabeth this summer.  I know it will be a great 
deal out of my pocket but she has their washing.  I have good quarters next to the 
officers in the garrison.  
  
"I received your two papers and am very thankful for them.  In it, I see the death 
of Abner Gifford.  Also I received Charlie's papers, Temperance Advocate, and 
very appropriate one it is.  
  
"I have no news to send you but excuse my terrible writing as I have burnt my 
right hand and can scarcely hold a pen.  Give our dearest love to Mary and all of 
the children, to Ben Dickinson and wife and all inquiring friends.  And accept the 
family yourself, your loving brother, M.H. Marsland, Sergeant."  
 

 
The money for Alfred’s passage arrived in England safely, and the last of the Maslands left in Arnold packed 
up their belongings and headed for America. Shortly thereafter on June 4, Matthew Henry again wrote to John 
from Fort McHenry. 
 

"Dear Brother,  
 
“With pleasure I sit down to answer the reception of your two kind letters dated 
at Nicetown in May and was happy to hear you were all enjoying good health as, 
thank God, this leaves us well at present. I was very happy to know you had 
received a letter from Alfred, as I was getting afraid there was something wrong 
in the forwarding of the documents.  That was the reason why I did not write to 
you before. I hope they will have a prosperous voyage.  I should suppose they will 
be here about the 20th of this month if they have good weather.  I hope I shall be 
able to spend a few days with you all together before the summer is over.  I would 
like if I could be down about the time he arrives in Philadelphia but that I know 
is impossible as there is so much duty to do now.  We have to mount guard every 
other day, a man cannot get ten minutes time during the day for himself.  
  
"Elizabeth will be down in about two weeks from this date and will return about 
the first of July.  She intends being there when Alfred and Mary comes.  She 
wants his wife to come and stay a month or two with her until Alfred gets settled 
in Germantown.  Did he say what kind of frames he had bought or if he had 
bought any at all?  I am afraid of the latter.  I have no news to send you.  Give my 
love to Mary and the children, also Elizabeth.  Write to me as soon as convenient 
and accept our love.  From your ever loving brother, Mr. Henry Marsland, 
Sergeant. Light Company A, Second Artillery, Fort McHenry, Maryland to John 
Marsland, Germantown, Pennsylvania."   

 
Alfred’s arrival gave his brothers and sisters in America cause to rejoice. He brought not only his family with 
him but also a precious stocking frame or two. John and Matthew Henry harbored dreams of establishing a real 
family weaving business in America. The trade that their father and mother’s families had toiled at for so long 
might finally reap some real rewards for the Maslands.  
 
The next few years, from Alfred’s arrival in June 1849 till the late 1850s, were relatively peaceful and quiet 
for the family. William finally left the wretched Port Essington on the HMS Meander on November 30, 1849. 
For ten weeks the ship trudged up the treacherous Australian coast to Sydney, where they arrived on February 
7, 1850. A fire broke out in the bread room of the Maeander, and most of the Marines were transferred to the 



HMS Rattlesnake for the trip back to England. William, however, stayed in Sydney while the Maeander 
underwent repairs. The ship was ready in about a month and left for Hobart Town in Tasmania in March 1850. 
They picked up the Governor of New South Wales and his entourage and returned to Sydney on April 20. 
After a six day trip William arrived back in Sydney and then departed for South America on May 3. It was not 
until July 1851 that William finally reached the shores of England as the Maeander pulled into Portsmouth 
harbor laden with $900,000 in cargo from Valparaiso, Chile.   
 
 
 

 
Figure 40...HMS Maeander 

 
 
William’s wife, Ann, wrote to his mother in Princeton, informing the family of his departure and indicating 
that William was to be delayed in his return to England. 
 

"My dear mother, sisters and brother, I hope you will excuse my long silence but 
I have been expecting to hear from brother Alfred and his wife as I have not 
heard from them since they left England. I cannot think the reason.  I hope he 
and his family are well.  Hope dear sister Ann is quite recovered.  I hope dear 
Sarah is well and likes America better than England, and also Henry and his 
wife, likewise, brothers John and family. 
 
"I have not heard from my husband since October but have been informed that 
they left Port Essington the last day in November and proceeded from there to 
Sidney and instead of coming to England as they had expected, was sent from 
there to Hobart Town and will proceed from there to South America and will not 
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be in England for eighteen months or two years longer.  He has made Color 
Sergeant eighteen months but will not know before he arrives in England.  He is 
quite well; he desires to be remembered to his dear mother, brother and sisters.   
 
"I need to tell you how very disappointed I was of not coming home, dear 
mother.  I forwarded brother Henry's last letter which he received quite safe…he 
said he would write to you which I hope you received long before this. I wish you 
all health and happiness and remain, dear mother, your affectionate daughter, 
Ann Masland.  
 
“P.S. Please write as soon as possible and direct to Mrs. Masland, No. 6 Little 
George St., Greenwich, England, alone for the present.” 

 
 
Alfred and family had made it safely to America, and after settling in Germantown near John Alfred took up 
the trade of jacket weaving. He took the oath of allegiance and became a naturalized citizen on October 11, 
1858. 
 
Meanwhile, John’s family continued to grow with the birth of his seventh child, Joseph Hodgekinson Masland, 
on July 27, 1849, and his eighth child, Samuel Masland, on September 22, 1851. John finally established 
himself in the weaving business, with his oldest sons, James William and Charles Henry, working at his side. 
 

 
Figure 41...John Masland's Frame Needles 

 
 
 
Matthew Henry continued his military career and never returned to framework knitting. On August 13, 1851, 
he reenlisted for five more years at Fort McHenry and was transferred to Fortress Monroe, Virginia later that 
fall. From there he wrote to John back in Germantown on October 24. 
 

"Dear Brother, you will be surprised at me writing to you from this place but 
unforeseen events prevented me visiting you again in Germantown. In the first 



place, I expected to get my papers cashed in Philadelphia but the paymaster 
would not cash them without a deduction of ten percent, and that I did not feel 
inclined to give.  I then borrowed thirty dollars from Louis until we went to 
Washington.  I went to Princeton, but I did not enjoy myself as I would have 
wished to have done.  Mother and all the family are well.  Sarah has a fine baby.  
She is going to call it Mary Ann after mother and grandmother.   
 
"While in Princeton, I was treated with every politeness by Mr. Thompson and 
Mr. Stevens.  They are getting up a petition to present to the next Congress in my 
behalf for a commission.  I did not ask them to do it or do I want it for I am 
better as I am, yet it is kind of them to do it. 
   
"I arrived here on the 18th and went to duty on the 19th and am promised a 
furlough of twenty days in January next.  Elizabeth was coming on the 1st of 
November, but has concluded to wait until January and then I shall be able to 
attend and have the means of finishing the business we were speaking about to 
the satisfaction of all parties so concerned. While in Washington I took out my 
land warrant but I don't think I shall use it at present.  It is worth a hundred 
dollars and sixty and my papers amount to a hundred and eighty-six besides 
three months extra pay and three months bounty for re-enlisting.   
 
"The shirts I want you to send by Adam's Express, four all cotton, market U.S., 
for Major Sedgewick, my company commandant, and two woolen ones for 
myself.  I am sorry I had not the wherewithal to give you before I left, but having 
nothing but a few dollars, I felt myself like an intruder.  Please answer this as 
soon as you receive it and in my next I will send you the pay for the shirts.  I 
would send it now but I want to hear from you soon.   
  
"Give my love to Alfred.  Tell him I shall do what I told him as soon as I can get 
away for twenty days and I hope he is better ‘ere this.  Give my love to Mary and 
all the children and tell Charlie he must be a good boy and he shall go out with 
me when I come again.  I hope your hand is better by this time.  Elizabeth is well 
and sends her love to you all hoping this will find you enjoying good health and 
be sure to write to me soon.  I remain your ever loving brother, M.H. Masland, 
1st Sergeant Light Company, 2nd Artillery,” 
 

Matthew Henry had seen his old employer, John Stevens, the wealthy and influential proprietor of the Camden 
and Amboy Railroad, with whom he had lived after first arriving in America in 1842. Mr. Stevens put forth a 
petition to congress for Matthew Henry to be appointed an officer in the 2nd Artillery. That petition was 
eventually successful, and he was commissioned as a First Lieutenant.  
 
John and Alfred were weaving everything from stockings to jackets to cotton shirts and finding a market for 
their goods among the soldiers and their families. One such customer was Matthew Henry’s commander, 
Major John Sedgewick. Sedgewick would go on to become one of the top commanders during the Civil War 
and was killed at the battle of Spotsylvania, in which Matthew Henry was also involved. 
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Figure 42...Major-General Sedgewick 

 
 
 
Matthew Henry’s experiences during the Mexican War fighting with Duncan’s Battery, the renowned artillery 
unit, led to advancement in his military career when he was appointed a Heavy Artillery Instructor at Fort 
Monroe, Virginia. In February 1852 he wrote to John telling him of his position. 
 

"Dear Brother,  
 
“I sit down to write a few lines to you, hoping that they will find you in good 
health and thank God this leaves me and my wife enjoying that blessing. I should 
have answered your letter sooner but time is now so precious here that I scarcely 
have time to turn myself, owing to a school of practice that the department has 
opened at this post for the heavy artillery.  It is something similar to the light 
artillery and as a matter of course our company has the principle duty to 
perform.  And I am very pleased that it is the case, for it gives our men the 
satisfaction of knowing they are the superior to the other companies and fully 
establish their well-earned reputation as artillery men.  
  
"I was very glad to hear you had received the ten dollars.  I do not wonder at you 
thinking strange of me in regard to the ten dollars for I was looking every day for 
a letter from you.  And I own my thoughts was in accordance with yours in 
regard to me.  But you see it was not my fault and I hope such a mistake will not 
happen again. In regard to the shirts, I would like to get them as soon as it will 
suit your convenience.  Also if you could send what you call an Opera Bonnet for 
Elizabeth as she is very anxious to get one of them.   
 
"I have not heard from Princeton for some time.  The last time that I heard from 
mother, she informed me of the death of Mrs. Botolph, the governess of the 
Trenton asylum.  I shall write to her this week. Give my love to Alfred and tell 
him to write me.  Should've wrote to him, but I thought it best to write to you and 
him at one time in the same letter.  Give my love to Mary and all the children.  
Tell Mary to send me the purse she was knitting for me.  To Alfred, his wife and 



believe me your ever loving brother, Matthew Henry Masland."    
 
Matthew Henry and Elizabeth spent the next five years at Fort Monroe during this peaceful period instructing 
at the heavy artillery school. These soldiers and their instructor would have their skills put to the test in the 
next decade. In the meantime, however, Matthew Henry was reassigned in the fall of 1857. On September 5 
the couple, then in their mid thirties, packed their belongings and sailed from New York harbor to San 
Francisco, California. They arrived around October 1 and settled into, of all places, Alcatraz Island in San 
Francisco Bay. From that now famous location Matthew Henry wrote to his mother at the home of Rev. Dr. 
Charles Hodge in Princeton on November 19, 1858. 
 

"My Dear Mother,  
 
“It is now 15 months since I saw you in Princeton or I have heard from you and 
for my silence, I penitently ask your kind forgiveness and secondly promise never 
to do so again. I left New York on the 5th of September in '57 and arrived in San 
Francisco on the 1st of October.  We had a very pleasant passage here.  I was 
very much disappointed with this place on my arrival here and much regretted 
my appointment to this post which is in the center of the bay, three miles from 
any shore.  It has a very good commanding view of the city and harbor.  As yet 
there are no troops here or likely to be for sometime. 
   
"The quarters are now in course of erection under direction of the Engineers 
Department.  My duties are very light, merely having charge of the ordinance 
and ordinance stores.  And as they are not used, they, in part, take care of 
themselves.  There is 64 guns mounted and commands the entrance of the bay 
from this. 
 
"Dear mother, should you receive this, please write to me and let me know how 
you are situated and how Ann is, if she is any better or still in Trenton, if James 
McEvoy and Sarah are still living in Princeton, and how many children they 
have.  I should like very much to hear from William.  If he knew where I was, I 
think he would write to me.  I wrote to Mr. Allen some time ago making inquiries 
where and how you were but as yet received no answer.  He might have not 
received it or I think he would've wrote to me.  
  
"Should this reach you, get some kind friend to answer it.  Elizabeth is well and 
sends her dearest love to you.  I am hoping this will find you in the enjoyment of 
good health.  In the earnest wish and prayer of your affectionate son, M.H. 
Marsland."  

 
On November 6, 1850, Alcatraz Island was commissioned by executive order as a military reservation. Over 
the next decade the island was fortified by the Army engineers and was garrisoned on December 30, 1859. 
Matthew Henry and his wife were stationed there during the construction and manning phases as he served, 
guarding the ammunition stored there. In reality there was little chance of anyone traveling out to the island 
and stealing the ordinance. Matthew Henry, accustomed to the excitement of combat and the challenges of 
being an artillery instructor, found the job of sitting on the island in the damp and foggy bay boring and 
tedious.  
 
Matthew Henry dutifully inquired about the welfare of his two sisters, Sarah and Ann. Unfortunately Ann was 
not better and continued her residence at the Trenton facility where Matthew Henry’s wife had worked. 
 
Sarah Masland, their youngest sister, lived for a while in Princeton with her mother and soon married an 
Irishman, James McEvoy, with whom she raised four children. A few years later Sarah and James moved to 
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western Pennsylvania to the small community of Farmington in Clarion County to raise their children on a 
farm. On July 14, 1859, she wrote a letter from Farmington to John in Germantown, the only correspondence 
from Sarah that has survived. The spelling and punctuation of the letter suggest that Sarah likely never 
received much formal education due to the hard conditions in England during her childhood. 
 

"Brother John, 
 
“I rite you these few lines to let you no that we are all well in health I hope you 
and your family are enjoying the Same Blessing I have received one letter from 
you and Some Newspapers which I feel grateful l to you for them I want you to 
rite soon and let me know how you are getting along has for myself it has Been 
pretty hard times since I came to the woods harder than I ever escpeted to Bee 
But Still In hopes of them getting Better not haveing A teeme makes it very Bad 
for me to get in a crop of Any kind I have heard from Mother and Mary two or 
three times But no letter from her it was through kindness of others I hope 
Alfred and his family are well give our love to them Intend to See you in October 
if I can make it out the place here is very healthy and plenty of good water to 
drink I keep cutting down the woods all the Spare time I have from other work it 
will do somebody good Some Day or other If I live for a nother year I Shall be 
Better Able to tell what I can do I cannot get along at the present for want of 
meens to do with Send me word if you have heard Any word from Henry or were 
he is Phebe talks of her cozens often and names them all Sepret or on the other 
hand calls the roole I rite to Princeton the Same time that I Send you these few 
Scratches" 
 
"Give our love to all the children and accept the Same you and your wife No 
more Present from Your Brother and Sister" 
 
James & Sarah McEvoy" 

 
 
 
The decade of the 1850s came to a peaceful close, with the Masland family scattered among various locations 
and occupations. While Sarah and her husband were eking out a living on a small farm in western 
Pennsylvania, Alfred and John were across the state in Germantown busy with the weaving trade. Ann and her 
mother were in Princeton, New Jersey, and Matthew Henry and his wife were on the west coast at Alcatraz, 
unhappily staring across the Bay. 
 
During this period the family in America had lost contact with their brother, William, and his wife back in 
England. After returning from Port Essington, William retired from the Royal Marines, bringing an end to his 
life on the sea away from England and his often lonely wife, Ann. After a brief stab at working in the private 
sector, however, William rejoined the service, enlisting in the Royal London Militia. He served as a Color and 
Pay Sergeant, essentially a desk job, before transferring to the Royal South Middlesex Militia in November 
1857. In October 1859 he transferred back to the Royal London Militia, where he served at the Finsbury 
Headquarters until his retirement. John finally tracked him down by making inquiries with the Royal Marine 
office, and William reconnected with his family. On November 11, 1859, he wrote to John in Germantown. 
 

"My Dear John, at last I have received a few lines from you which gave me great 
satisfaction to hear that you are well and still in the land of the living.  Also that 
dear Mother and all the rest were well, except poor Ann (God help and bless 
her).  Dear brother, your letter had been laying in the adjutant's office at 
Woolwich some considerable time and it was only by chance that I heard about it 



and wrote to the head clerk to forward it to me.  His excuse was that they did not 
know my address, but that was all humbug as I have been down to Woolwich 
frequently since I left them and have been serving in the militia the last five 
years, three as Color and Pay Sergeant and two as Sergeant Major.   
 
"Still I have been moving about a good deal and I am now, I think, stationary for 
some time to come, having just joined the Royal London Militia staff, from the 
fourth Royal  South Middlesex Militia from Hounslow, which is a much better 
appointment, though the rank is still the same, as I have a better chance of 
getting schools to drill and rifle companies there than in the country. 
 
"My dear brother, I have no news to send you of any importance.  I have not 
been to Arnold since 1852 and was there only a few days, having been recalled to 
attend a court-martial on a man of my company, and things appeared so changed 
that I felt like an intruder in the place of our birth as there was not a single 
relation to take the hand of the wanderer and welcome him home. 
 
"True, the Robinsons were very kind, and in particular Mr. Thomas Robinson, 
who married one of the Paulsons, who invited myself and wife to dine with them, 
but I declined, (although it was backed by his graceful acknowledging the 
relationship existing between us.)  But, I thought of old times and of those near 
and dear to me in a foreign land, that when their countenance would have been of 
service to them, it was withheld.  Still, I insist the feeling that prompted me to 
decline all favors was that I was independent of them.   
 
"Tell brother Alfred that my wife wants some more of his homemade hose.  She 
joins me in kindness, love, well wishes for your health and happiness to all you.  
With kisses to all, mother, brothers, sisters, nephews and nieces, hoping to hear 
from you shortly, when I will write more fully.  God bless and prosper you all in 
the earnest prayers of your affectionate brother, Bill, William Masland."  
 

 
William’s visit to Arnold in 1852 was a melancholy experience for the forty-year-old veteran. His thoughts 
traveled back to the days when his family had suffered through tumultuous times as framework knitters. The 
riots, cholera epidemics, and near starvation conditions had broken the family apart. He was the last of them to 
remain in England, and the perfunctory attempts of some relatives to welcome him back were little comfort to 
him. William shared his feelings again a few weeks later in a letter to Matthew Henry at Alcatraz, dated 
December 19, 1859. 
 

"My dear Henry, I have just received your very kind and affectionate letter and 
am proud to hear that you are so well to do in this world; also that yourself and 
wife are in good health.  May you long continue to enjoy the blessing is the 
sincere prayer of your warmhearted, but neglectful brother.  I should have wrote 
to you when I heard from Mr. Hasker,  but he stated to his brother that he had 
wrote to you giving you my address, so I thought that I would wait to hear from 
you first.  I shall ever feel grateful to him for the trouble he has taken, but if he is 
as good a fellow as his brother, he would take a pleasure in serving anyone that 
deserves it.  Still I cannot say that I do, as it is entirely my own negligence in not 
answering your letter that was the cause of my not knowing where you were. I 
shall therefore make no excuse, but fling myself on your generous forbearance 
trusting it will not occur again. 
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“Dear Henry, you wish to know if I received your and wife's likenesses, etc.  I did 
after some delay, but I never saw the man.  I could not learn what became of him. 
I console with you the loss of your children, but you must be resigned and hope 
that it has been ordered for the best.  This is but a troublesome world to get 
through and the snares and temptations that beset youth frequently bring sorrow 
to the parents.  So instead of sorrowing for their loss, rejoice that they are 
removed to a better world.  You wish to know if we have any children.  No, we 
have never been blessed with any of our own.  Still we have not been without our 
cares for those we have interested ourselves about.  A nephew and niece that my 
wife brought up from infancy or nearly so, the niece married a blacksmith and is 
doing well.  But, the nephew turned out wild and gave us some trouble and then 
enlisted. He is now in India in the First Dragoons, and is getting on better as he 
has been corporal for some time past.   
 
“I have received a letter from John about six weeks ago.  It had been in the 
adjutant's office at Woolwich four or five months as he did not know my address.  
I have wrote to him and expect an answer shortly.  He gave me the names and 
ages of all his children. I'm happy to say that my wife is alive and well and sends 
her best love and well wishes to yourself and wife.  She desires me to say that she 
has got the small pair of hose you gave her in Manchester in 1842.   
 
"My dear boy, with regard to myself, I have been discharged nearly six years.  I 
received the medal for long service and good conduct with a gratuity of fifteen 
pounds, and with twenty-nine pounds, twelve shillings a year pension after 
twenty-one and two-twelfths years of service.  I then tried business in the cab line 
but soon found that I had been too long from civil life to cope with dishonest 
servants and knavish tradesmen.  I, then, in January 7th of '55, joined the staff of 
the Royal London Militia as Pay and Color Sergeant. In November of '57, I was 
transferred to the Royal South Middlesex as Sergeant Major, which appointment 
I held for two years; part of that time with William Hasker's brother as 
Quartermaster Sergeant, and we always sailed along comfortable. In August last, 
my old adjutant of the London offered me the Sergeant Majorship of my old 
regiment, it being much better than the Fourth Middlesex.  I applied to be 
transferred and after a good deal of opposition from the adjutant of the Fourth 
Middlesex, I transferred, I effected it on the 1st of October last.  I thank God we 
are both well and comfortable.  We have very excellent quarters and in a healthy 
part of London. 
 
"Dear Henry, with regard to Arnold, I have not been there since 1852 and was 
glad when recalled to headquarters on special duty after having been there only 
five or six days.  Everything both animate and inanimate seemed to have 
changed.  No one to meet with of our own.  I felt truly a stranger in the place of 
our birth. Mrs. Masland was with me.  We stayed at Sam Robinson's, the “Seven 
Stars”, who were very kind as also was Tom, who married one of the Paulsons.  
He asked us to pay them a visit and dine with them, but we declined the honor 
with thanks.   
 
"We also went to Nottingham and saw Aunt Paulson, George Wagstaffe, his son 
Charles and Charlotte Paulson.  Mr. Wagstaffe was very kind and we dined with 
him on Sunday we were there and he afterwards went over to Arnold with us and 



spent the evening.  He is now married again and is doing well and had set up his 
son in the lace dressing line..   
 
"Matthew Paulson died in Scotland some years ago; whiskey the principal cause. 
Ann, Mrs. Wagstaffe has been dead several years.  Aunt Paulson died about two 
years ago.  Charles, the elder cousin, is in the hosiery business in New York, and 
am told is doing well.  Uncle James' boys are both married and have families.  
Charles is living at Greenwich.  I saw him on last Sunday week.  James is living 
at Derby and was well when Charles heard from him last, but I find there is some 
difference between them about the old lady's traps (?)  This about all the news I 
have to send at present, except that Smack Howell married Tom Roaches widow, 
one of old Bradley’s fine daughters  at the grocers shop by the “Robin Hood”, 
which house was then kept by young Jack Walters, the baker’s son. 
 
“I must conclude with our dearest love and wellwishes for your health and 
happiness from your affectionate brother and sister, William and Ann Masland.” 

 
This was the last communication that William Masland wrote to his brothers and sisters in America. This letter 
is also the only surviving mention of any children of Matthew Henry and Elizabeth. Whatever children they 
had apparently did not survive, leaving them without heirs. William and Ann were similarly childless, with the 
exception of the niece and troublesome nephew that Ann raised while William was away at sea.  
 
All connection with the little town of Arnold was now severed. As William sadly observed, “Everything both 
animate and inanimate seemed to have changed.  No one to meet with of our own.  I felt truly a stranger in the 
place of our birth.” When William last visited Arnold, the population of the village was just over 4,600, but 
today, 150 years later, it has grown to over 36,000. Sam Robinson’s “Seven Stars,” where William and Ann 
stayed during their visit, closed in 1963, but Jack Walter’s “Robin Hood” is still in business, as it has been 
since 1765. Although several Maslands have made the pilgrimage back to Arnold in search of clues to our 
past, no Maslands stayed in the area and none live there today.  
 
 

 
Figure 43..."Seven Stars" Pub 
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The Civil War Begins 
 
The 1860s were anything but quiet for the nation and for our family. Abraham Lincoln was elected President 
in November 1860, and immediately following, a number of states, starting with South Carolina, began to 
secede from the Union. They were joined in early 1861 by Mississippi, Florida, Alabama, Georgia, Louisiana, 
and Texas. On February 18, 1861, Jefferson Davis was inaugurated as president of the Confederacy, and on 
April 12, 1861, the Confederates fired on Fort Sumter, South Carolina, initiating what would become the Civil 
War. Three days later, on April 15, 1861, President Lincoln announced that there was an insurrection in 
progress and called upon the states to furnish 75,000 men for a three-month service to put down the rebellion. 
Six days later the Maslands joined the fray. 
 
John Masland’s two oldest sons, James William, 20, and Charles Henry, 19, were quick to volunteer their 
services. On April 21, 1861, the two young men left behind the weaving business in Germantown and went to 
the recruiting station at the Arsenal at 16th and Filbert Streets to enlist in the 23rd Pennsylvania Volunteers 
under the direction of Colonel Charles P. Dare. 
 

 
Figure 44...Arsenal 

 
The unit left that very day, dressed in used uniforms and armed with reworked flintlock rifles and five rounds 
of ammunition. Charles Henry, a slight man of 5’6”, was given the uniform of a six foot, 200 lb. soldier. In his 
comical garb, he and James William boarded a train for Perryville, Maryland at the mouth of the Susquehanna 
River to put down the rebellion. Two weeks later, on May 7, 1861, Charles Henry wrote to his parents back in 
Philadelphia. 
 

"Dear Father and Mother, 
 



 “I write these few lines to let you know that I am middling well.  Jim is well.  We 
have just got orders to hold ourselves in readiness to march at short notice. I am 
getting used to camp life and it does not affect me at all now.  I don't know that I 
have anything more to say.  We are all pretty well here except colds.  But one of 
our members was taken home yesterday named Martin Idell of Germantown.  He 
had the consumption.  I am getting used to the fare now.  I have had fresh beef, 
which is very good.  We get bread and biscuits, water crackers, ham, corn beef, 
coffee, sugar, rice, and et cetera.  
  
"The fifty men that went up to Annapolis have returned safe.  I do not know 
where we are going to but I think it is to Baltimore or Annapolis or to Havre de 
Grace opposite here.  But wherever we do, I am anxious to go, and I will try to do 
my duty with the help of God.  I will try to do right.   
 
"Charles Haslam is well.  Him and James is on guard now.  Give my love to all 
the children and believe me, your ever loving and affectionate son, Charles H. 
Masland.  Remember all my friends, I am in a hurry, C.H.M."  

 
Their unit was given the task of guarding the mail deliveries from Perryville to Annapolis. A few days later 
Charles and Jim crossed the river to Havre de Grace, and Charles again wrote home on May 21.  
 

"Dear Father and Mother, 
 
“I write these few lines to let you know that we are well.  We received your letter 
this afternoon and was glad to hear that you are well.  I do not know whether 
Lieut. Anderson is going to Germantown or not. I would like you to send me two 
pocket handkerchiefs as I have lost every one I had.  We haven't received our pay 
yet and I don't know when we will get it.  I would like to have some of mother's 
cake very much.  You could send a package either by Adams Express or by the 
cars.  Send some writing paper.  You need not send any more daily papers as we 
get them.  
  
"There are so many reports about us going and staying that I don't know 
whether we will go or stay.  I haven't any more to say.  Give my love to all my 
brothers and sisters and friends.  From your affectionate son, C. H. Masland."  

 
 
Charles’ first few letters seem like correspondence from summer camp and include his concerns over such 
things as pocket handkerchiefs, writing paper, and Mother’s cake. Catching a cold was his greatest worry. 
Several days later the 23rd moved to another camp in the vicinity, Camp Reilly, and Charles penned a third 
letter to his parents on May 27. 
 

“Dear Father, 
 
“I write these few lines to let you know we are well and that we have just received 
the letter with 2 dollars in it. We would rather you had not sent so much, as you 
could not spare it, we are very thankful for it.  
 
“We removed to camp on Saturday and we may be more comfortable. We are 
now under regular camp regulations. We have ten tents for each company, for 
the privates, 8 men in each. Our camp is named after Brigadier General Reilly. 
We have company drill at 5 o’clock in the morning; (Breakfast at 6 or 7; crackers 
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and coffee, real jaw breakers!); parade at 8; company drill at 4; dress parade at 6 
even.  
 
“We have from 20 to 25 men on picket guard at once. I am on guard today. There 
are 70 or 80 men on each day’s relief. Our camp is on a large common outside the 
town on the Chesapeake. I do not wish to complain but I don’t think soldiers 
could have worse fare. Perhaps it will be better. It suits me as well as the rest.  
 
“I have no more to say. Give my love to Mother, and brothers, sisters, and 
friends, your affectionate son, C. H. Masland. Direct to Camp Reilly, Birney 
Avenue in care of Captain White, Company “F”, Havre de Grace, Maryland”   

 
Away from home for the first time, Charles Henry complained about the food and accommodations. The next 
day, however, his unit left the relative comfort of Havre de Grace and boarded a train for the “western front.” 
Charles Henry and James William traveled north along the Susquehanna, passing through Harrisburg and 
Carlisle, Pennsylvania, aboard the Cumberland Valley Railroad and on to Chambersburg, where the regiment 
disembarked for duty.   
 

 
Figure 45...Havre de Grace to Chambersburg 

 
After arriving in Chambersburg the 23rd Pennsylvania Volunteers joined the First Division, First Brigade of 
General Robert Patterson’s army and marched to Greencastle, about 12 miles south, where they camped and 
remained for about a week. Charles Henry wrote home on June 11, 1861, from the camp at Greencastle. 
 

"Dear Father and Mother, 
 
“I write these few lines to let you know that we are both well.  We left 
Chambersburg last Friday the 7th about nine o'clock.  We marched twelve miles 
over muddy road and encamped in a large field beyond Greencastle. There is the 



Sixth and Twenty-first regiments in the same field with us and five companies of 
cavalry and three companies of regulars near us.  And three or four regiments on 
the other side of the town.  I do not know how long we will stay here.  I guess not 
more than two or three days.  A train of cars has just passed here towards 
Hagerstown loaded with canons and baggage wagons, horses, et cetera and 
twenty-seven car loads of soldiers.  I think they are regulars but I am not certain.   
 
"I haven't received any letters from home since I left Havre de Grace.  I wish you 
would write soon direct to the 23rd, Colonel Dare.  When letters are forwarded 
from one state to another we have to pay three cents extra.  I have not anymore 
to say.  Give my love to all my brothers and sisters.  I remain your affectionate 
son, C. H. Masland." 

 
The tone of his letter varied starkly from the earlier ones. There were 12,000 Union troops gathered near 
Greencastle awaiting orders to head south to confront the enemy. The Confederates had taken possession of 
the Armory at Harpers’ Ferry, and it was the job of Charles and James and their comrades to oust them. 
 

 
Figure 46...Harpers Ferry 1861 

 
Three days later they moved out to Williamsport, Maryland on the upper Potomac River to await orders before 
proceeding to meet the Rebels at Harpers Ferry. On June 17 they crossed the river and headed south. Without 
notice, however, the Regular cavalry and artillery and the Brigade Commander were called back to 
Washington by General Winfield Scott. As a result the 23rd and other volunteer regiments were given orders to 
cross back over the river and await reinforcements. It was at this point that their father, John Masland, wrote to 
his two sons from Philadelphia with some startling news. 
 

“My dear children, 
 
“We received your kind and welcome letter dated Williamsport the 19th of last 
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month and we are very happy to hear you are both well. We are all pretty well; 
your mother keeps her spirits pretty well considering all things.  
 
“I have had a final settlement with Durkings and a jolly row with Knipe and 
William Durking. Knipe refused to give me my money and, when I did get it, it 
was in depreciated currency. I suppose that he bought for the purpose work. I 
shut up that shop forever. In fact, there will be no business doing at present. I 
procured a good character (reference) from Durkings previous to having the row 
with Knipe, but I shall not use it much. Mr. Commegy also added to it. The 
Mayor also proposed to give me one which I declined. He said he had no 
authority to give me a pass. I will most likely make out without their help, 
however I am not afraid.  
 
“I should not be surprised if the greater part of your division was to be called to 
act in front of Washington toward Mannassas Junction, either in the fight or in 
reserve. You may depend General Scott will strike an effective blow when he is 
ready. He has not quite finished the gift for them yet. They are still busy 
organizing fresh regiments here, yet. I have a great notion to have a cut in with 
the Keystone Regiment. It is having a pretty good set of officers and a respectable 
set of men generally. They have for a Captain in one company a man that served 
5 years in the 3rd Infantry (Charles Masland’s outfit) and he says he will have no 
man for a non-commissioned officer in his company but those who have the 
ability to perform the duties. As such, he is very anxious to have me. He thinks I 
am not too old. He is a Frankford man. 
 
“The 3rd New Jersey Regiments are expected to leave Trenton on Tuesday. 
Regiments are passing most days from the east through Philadelphia. Mary is 
anxious to know if Charles received her letter directed to Greencastle. I have seen 
Mrs. Haslam since she returned. I should like to know of the exploits of the 
scouting party James was in. I hope and pray you both are fully resigned to the 
will of God concerning you and that Christ Jesus is formed in you the hope of 
glory. Give our kind respects to Charles Haslam. I do assure you we are gratified 
he is getting well. The Cadets wishes Charles to write a letter to them through 
Mr. Shaffer, the worthy patron. They are going to parade tomorrow. Mr. Stodart 
wishes Mr. Deal of your company to write him. So I conclude with all our dearest 
love to you and believe me your affectionate father, John Masland.”  

 
Almost unbelievably their father, John Masland, 54 years old, had closed his weaving shop and was 
considering enlisting in the Union army to serve his country and keep an eye on his two sons. In addition, his 
45-year-old brother, Alfred, had himself enlisted in the 3rd New Jersey Regiment in nearby Camden. After a 
month of training at Fort Olden near Trenton, Alfred left for service near Washington. 
 
Shortly after receiving this letter Charles Henry and James William had their first taste of real warfare. The 
cavalry and artillery returned from Washington, and on July 2 they re-crossed the Potomac and were met by 
the enemy at Falling Waters. After a brief but intense skirmish with a group of rebels hidden in a wheat field 
and nearby woods during which the 23rd was fired upon, the confederates retreated and the Masland boys and 
their unit advanced to Martinsburg. They spent a happy Fourth of July parading down the streets of 
Martinsburg with their regimental band leading the way. Three days later their older sister, Mary Ann, wrote to 
them from Germantown. 
 

“My Dear Brothers, 



 
“I now sit down to write these few lines to you hoping they will find you both 
well. We received James’ letter yesterday dated July the fourth and it gave us 
great pleasure to know you were both well. We are all pretty well at present and 
in hopes of seeing you at home before long. What a happy day it will be if you live 
to come home again! 
 
“James tells us and we see also by the papers that you have had an engagement 
with the rebels and routed them and I hope it will always be the case. You have 
the prospect of a bloody battle before you and, my dear brothers, I hope you have 
put your entire faith and trust in Him whose work is able to save and uphold you 
no matter whether it be on the battle field or at home, by sea or by land, he has 
the same watchful care over you. Then give yourselves up to his keeping. 
 
“It has been excessively warm here today and I could not help thinking of you all 
day. I expect you suffer a good deal from the sun.  
 
“The Rising Sun school has been out in the woods. I was with it and had quite a 
nice time the Fourth, as far as I could see, passed about as usual with one 
exception- the people had not much money to spend. 
 
“The Rheiner family and all the rest of the friends send their love to you both. 
Joe Rheiner wants to see you home very much. He says he would like to be with 
you. I think it is likely, if you go again, he will go with you. I would rather you 
would stay at home. 
 
“The singing school has broken up for the summer. The members always inquire 
very particularly for you. When I see them Emma Rheiner said she sent a letter 
to one of you some time ago but she got no answer. The children are all well and 
send their love and a kiss to you both. Johnny went up to the cadets; they had a 
parade 2 weeks ago. They went into the woods and had a nice time. Father and 
Mother join with me in our dearest love to you both. Please write as soon as you 
can. Mother keeps up pretty well but, of course, you are in her thoughts all the 
time. I guess I will close and may God watch over you and bless you is the sincere 
prayer of your loving sister, Mary Ann Masland.” 
 
“PS from father, John Masland, 
 
“Please give our respects to C. Haslam and, if it should please the Lord to spare 
you, be sure you receive your pay before you sign the ledger or discharge. JM” 

 
The Civil War was taking its toll on the Masland family as it was the rest of the nation. Knowing that tougher 
battles lay ahead, Mary Ann was growing increasingly concerned for her brothers’ future. Her feelings were by 
her friend, Emma Rheiner, who had more than a passing interest in Jim. She eventually became his bride and 
the mother of his nine children. 
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Figure 47...Emma Rheiner 

 
The post script by John Masland shows his fatherly concern and hard-won practical wisdom. “Don’t sign 
anything until you see the money,” was his advice. As a veteran of six years in the British army, John knew 
that government assurances to soldiers were often unreliable. He also knew that the road ahead would be a 
rough one, and on the day following this letter, July 8, 1861, John walked into the recruiting station and joined 
the army under the command of Colonel Edward Baker, a U.S. Senator from California, and Lieutenant Isaac 
Wistar from Philadelphia. He told the recruiting officer he was 45, apparently suffering from temporary 
“dyslexia.” 
 



 
Figure 48...California Regiment Poster 

 
John was assigned to Company N under Captain Francis J. Keffer and was quickly shipped out with 100 other 
recruits to join the regiment already stationed near Fort Monroe overlooking the village of Hampton, Virginia, 
now abandoned by the Southerners. After arriving safely at his destination John wrote his first letter home on 
July 17, 1861. 
 

"My dear wife and children, 
 
“I now take the opportunity to write these few lines to you, hoping they will find 
you all enjoying good health.  We arrived at this place on Tuesday morning after 
a speedy and pleasant trip by way of Baltimore.  We landed at Fort Monroe and 
marched three miles to this place and have been finally mustered in today. I am 
not able to send you much news yet, suffice to say, no doubt, we will be able to 
render a good account of ourselves or someone will for us.  Our camp is within 
gunshot of John Tyler's house, but I suppose John is not at home.  In fact, the 
town of Hampton is deserted by the inhabitants and the face of the country 
dotted with our camps of different regiments, with a large force in the fort. 
  
"I wish you to send this letter to James and Charles.  As soon as I have an 
opportunity, I will write to them and to Mary.  In my next, I will write more 
fully.  I write these hasty lines to let you know of my whereabouts.  I hope you 
will excuse me for being so brief.  I will write, when I have opportunity, to some 
others.  I would like to write to James, Charlie, and Mary, but have not time yet. 
I have the honor to be a full Private and I am satisfied with it for good and 
sufficient reasons.  My time is in the hands of the Lord and he will do all things 
according to the counsel of his own will.  At the first opportunity, I will secure my 
certificate and send you.  I will say no more now, but will soon write again.  
  
"Sarah and Eliza will have to make out to write and may the Lord bless and 
strengthen you.  All is in the prayer of your loving and affectionate husband and 
father and may the Lord bless you, my dear wife and children, Mary, James, 
Charles, Sarah, Eliza, John, Joseph, Samuel.  Be good children and kiss one 
another for me and pray for me, your loving father, John Masland.  Company N, 
California Regiment, Colonel Baker Cummings, Camp Hampton near Fort 
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Monroe or elsewhere."   
 
 
There were nearly 10,000 Union troops camped near Fort Monroe at the mouth of the James River. The 
location, leading into the Chesapeake Bay, was to be the launching point for the assault on Richmond, the 
Rebel capital.  
 

 
Figure 49...Fort Monroe 

 
 
John was a member of the so called “California Regiment,” so designated because Colonel Baker was a 
senator from that state. They were at the time considered part of the regular army though the vast majority of 
the men were volunteers from Pennsylvania. They were camped near the abandoned home of ex-president 
John Tyler, who was a Southern sympathizer. From their location in the sweltering summer heat, John sent his 
love back to his wife and eight children as he prepared for the days ahead. 
 
The same day that John penned that letter, Charles Henry and James William marched into Charlestown, 
Virginia, for the last few days of their three-month tour of duty with the 23rd Infantry. A week later they were 
back in Philadelphia and mustered out on July 31. John, aware his boys had finished their service and were 
back at home, wrote to their mother on July 26. 
 

"My dear wife and children, 
 
“I have just received your kind and welcome letter dated the 21st and I am happy 
to know that you are all well.  I also received the paper. I am pleased you have 
heard from Mary and the boys and that Mary thinks she will like her place.  By 
the time you receive this, it is probable the boys will be home and it is my wish 
they should stop at home until they consult me what is the best to do.  I think they 
will think it is best to stop at home.  However if they do go again, I hope they will 
join a volunteer regiment. With regard to the sergeantship, if I can not obtain 
that position more honorably than it is generally obtained, I do not want it. 



   
"Captain Kochersperger was recruiting for the whole regiment and I was put to 
Company N.  Captain Keffer and he brought about 50 sergeants with him.  There 
was no chance for me, I not knowing a man in the regiment.  The time may come 
when soldiers will be required, instead of playthings, for positions.  
  
"We hear conflicting rumors about Manassas Junction.  We do not expect any 
forward movement from here at present, except we are hard pressed.  They are 
very near us and are supposed to be very hungry and we hold the key to their 
bread wagon. There is 1,000 thousand mini muskets served out to the regiment 
today and there will be 500 more given to us recruits when we are drilled 
sufficient to know how to use them. 
   
"There is many troops continually arriving here and are stationed all about this 
vicinity and a great deal is expected from the California Regiment.  They are 
having a troop of cavalry and a battery of artillery selected from our regiment.  
When that is completed, we expect our forward movement along with other 
troops.  Our route will probably be between the York and James River or 
perhaps towards the Rappahannock or wherever we can find Sechers or their 
batteries.  Whatever may be my lot, I will not fear.  Our times are in the hands of 
the Lord and I walk through the valley and shadow of death, I will fear no evil 
for his rod and his staff, they comfort me.  The secret of the Lord is with them 
that fear him and he will show them his covenant.  Our cause is just.  
  
"I wish you to show this letter to Alderman Boucher.  And when James and 
Charles come home, tell them to write a long letter to me.  And let me have 
Alfred's address.  As soon as I have opportunity, I will write to Mr. Helfenstien 
and to Mr. Hurst.  Give my kind respects to all inquiring friends.  
  
"There is no reason for anyone to complain here for there is plenty and that good 
for any hungry man and I have more than I can eat.  My digestive organs is not 
yet quite inured to the change yet of the diet.  I will write a little every day in 
future.  The certificate will be forthcoming soon.  My health is pretty good 
considering the change. 
   
"July 25th, we are now under orders to march at one hour's notice.  There is 
1,300 cavalry within two miles of us and 30,000 Infantry and Artillery behind 
them to attack us.  No time today more so goodbye and God bless you, my dear 
wife and children.  John Masland. 
   
"P.S. give my best respects to all inquiring friends and tell them I shall not forget 
them." 
 

 
John was not eager for his sons to rejoin the service. As a six-year veteran of the British army and with the 
death of his younger brother, Charles, lingering in his mind, John knew that war was an all-too-real affair. He 
also knew that the time would come when his years of experience would be appreciated by his regiment, 
though for the time being he would have to be satisfied serving as a Private.  
 
John penned the first part of this letter just as the news of the disastrous defeat of the Union army at the first 
battle of Bull Run was filtering in. That military debacle changed the plans for an immediate advance up the 
James River toward Richmond. Concerns about the safety of the capital in Washington gave way, and 
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Winfield Scott ordered the Californians and Colonel Baker to take the next steamer to Baltimore. They packed 
up, boarded the Louisiana, and sailed that very day. 
 
After making the voyage to Baltimore, the 71st boarded a train for Washington and arrived six hours later. 
They marched to the Northwest corner of the city to set up camp on Meridian Hill overlooking the Capitol. 
They christened their encampment “Camp Oregon” in honor of the birthplace of their leader, Senator Baker. 
From here John wrote to his family on August 12, 1861. 
 

"My dear wife and children,  
 
“Yours of the 9th last is duly received and I am very happy to know you are all 
well.  I thank my God I am a great deal better than I was.  The things you sent 
me has and will be of great service to me, but if I should have a forward 
movement, I should not know what to do with what I have.  You speak of an 
India rubber.  I would prefer to do without it, for it takes me all my time to hold 
on to what I have.  
  
"Charles speaks about going into the Fifth Artillery which is a new regiment.  I 
wish you to please yourselves, but my experience tells me on the present 
circumstances that an old regiment is better than a new one.  However I hope 
neither of you will be so unfortunate as to enlist in the California regiment.  I 
wish you to inform me what you do. 
   
"I think Mary has done right to leave her place.  I hope you will endeavor to 
make yourselves as contented as possible.  I wrote to Joseph Boucher yesterday.  
I think I will write to Alfred tomorrow.  I sent a letter to Martinsburg last week 
for Mary, but suppose she would not get it.  There is nothing in it for me to regret 
saying.  I hope you all are good children and if ever I live to get home, I will bring 
you all some memorial of this campaign.  And if never, do I hope to leave a 
memorial behind.  I shall not disgrace you.  
  
"We have various reports and rumors where we are going, but nothing is certain 
yet.  We may expect to go somewhere soon.  What the final results will be, God 
only knows.  Our times are in the hands of the Lord.  May his will be done.  And 
may he guide, direct, and protect you through all your trials.   
 
"Send me word if you have received the certificate and if it is of any use to you.  I 
am in a hurry and I must close.  And may the Lord bless you, my dear wife and 
children, your husband and father John Masland, Corporal Company N, 
California Regiment, Washington D.C." 

 
The so-called California Regiment was experiencing some bad press and growing pains. Some of the men 
from Philadelphia claimed that the unit was improperly sworn in and refused to serve their three-year terms. 
Morale had declined dramatically after the withdrawal from Hampton. In addition, politics more than 
proficiency was often the deciding factor in determining rank. Though he had been promised the sergeantship, 
John had to be satisfied as a Corporal for the time being. 
 
John was aware that his sons, Charles Henry and James William, were intent on reenlisting for the war. In fact, 
on August 2, two days after his first term expired, James had signed up for another three years with the same 
regiment, the 23rd Pennsylvania Volunteers. After a short period of training they left for the Washington area 
to join the other regiments, which were camped around the city.  



 
Charles Henry, on the other hand, was still deliberating his future course of action. Though, like his uncle, 
Matthew Henry, he briefly considered the artillery, he decided that the cavalry was more to his liking. Shortly 
after John wrote that letter Charles left Germantown and traveled to Washington to work as a horseman. While 
there he saw his father and wrote home on August 21 with the news. 
 

"Dear Mother,  
 
“I take this opportunity to write these few lines to let you know that I am well.  
We arrived here at about ten o'clock and walked four miles through the city.  We 
have not all got our teams yet.  We are waiting for the horses to come and then 
we will get them.  I think I can manage a team very well.  I went to see Father 
yesterday afternoon.  I found him in good health and he looks well, except that he 
is sunburnt.  They are encamped about four miles from here from where I am.  
We are quartered in a house at present and get good living.  I have seen the 
Capitol and the White House.  They are worth coming to see alone.  I don't know 
yet how to tell you to direct your letters as we are not yet thoroughly organized.  
We are under pay.  I haven't anymore to say.  Give my respects to all my friends 
and relatives.  I remain your affectionate son, Charles H. Masland." 

 
Charles was impressed with the city and enjoyed the reunion with his father, who, aside from sunburn, was 
faring well. John wrote home a few days later, on August 25, 1861, telling his wife about Charles’ visit. He 
also had some surprising news.  
 

"My dear wife and children,  
 
“I now take the opportunity to address a few lines to you in hopes they may find 
you in good health.  As regards myself, my health is quite restored.  I think I 
could not enjoy better health than I have for the week past.  Before I could not 
eat, now I can eat enough for any reasonable man and we have plenty of it, and 
that is good. I had the pleasure unexpectedly of a visit from Charles last Tuesday 
and James on Wednesday and I am thankful to the Lord for his mercies to us and 
for permitting us once more to embrace each other.  They have not seen each 
other yet in Washington.  James is encamped about a mile from me and has paid 
me a visit every day.  But Charles has his time taken up pretty much at the mule 
pen about four miles from here. There is five of them to each four mules to break 
them in.  Their work is at present to traverse the main roads around Washington.  
He came past our camp on Thursday with four wild mules attached to a wagon, 
himself and four other men.  And I tell you they have a job breaking them in.  
But Charlie thinks he shall like it. 
   
"I expect when the forward movement is made, it is probable that Birney's 
regiment will be attached to our brigade.  It is reported that Colonel Baker will 
command the Advance Brigade which is to be 14,000, including cavalry, artillery, 
and infantry.  In fact, Colonel B is to be the fighting General in the field.  
Undoubtedly many brave men may fall." 
   
“August 30th,  
 
"Since writing the above, I have had a visit from my brother Henry.  And as I 
have not seen him since Wednesday, I expect he has received his commission and 
gone to Philadelphia.  He has my likeness with him, I expect he will return.  You 
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must not send anything by him for I have more now than will be prudent for me 
to carry as we are under marching orders to march at a moment's warning.  It 
may be two hours or it may be two weeks.  Birney's regiment is not attached to 
our brigade.  I think we shall move before Birney's regiment. 
   
"Charles expects to move soon.  If it would be convenient, you might send my 
drawers with Henry, but nothing more.  James is here now to see me.  Birney's 
regiment has not got their clothing yet.  I have not seen Charlie since Tuesday.  
He has not seen Henry yet.  I have received a letter from Alfred.  He is well.  He 
has sent his wife $10.  His first lieutenant has sent it with other men's money 
through Adams Express.  And he has sent a slip which I sent directing Mary how 
to apply for it. 
  
 "James has wrote two letters and received no answer yet.  That is the reason I 
have not sent this before on account of waiting for an answer from his.  We are 
all well and join in sending our dearest love to you all.  And may the Lord bless 
and watch over you all and believe me, your affectionate husband and father, 
John Masland. 
 

The Maslands were together in Washington for a short time, and John was delighted. His youngest brother, 
Matthew Henry, had been called back east from his assignment at Alcatraz and was in Washington to receive 
his officer’s commission, for which he had been recommended several years earlier. He would then travel on 
to Germantown, taking with him a photograph of John for Mary Ann.  
 
John’s brother, Alfred, was busy in camp near Fairfax Seminary in Alexandria, just south of Washington. The 
3rd New Jersey was under the leadership of General Philip Kearney and was engaged in fortress building and 
picket duty. Though he and John were not close enough to see each other they corresponded regularly. 
 
Charles Henry had his hands full breaking in horses and mules. He remained in Washington until the 
beginning of September, when he went back to Philadelphia to officially enlist in the cavalry. 
 
James William saw his father frequently during the summer of 1861 as the 23rd was also camped near 
Meridian Hill. John believed their regiments eventually would serve in the same brigade, but that did not come 
to pass. The 23rd was not fully equipped with their new uniforms, which Birney intended to be something 
special.  
 
Unlike the three-month service in which the men received ragged, ill-fitting, used clothing, they were soon 
outfitted with the brightly colored Zouave uniforms, and, under the command of Lieutenant Colonel David B. 
Birney, were dubbed “Birney’s Zouaves.” 
 



 
Figure 50...Zouave Jacket 

 
The Zouave craze had been started by Colonel Elmer Ellsworth, who modeled the uniform after the French 
Foreign Legion uniforms in Algeria. Ellsworth was a close personal friend of Abraham Lincoln and was the 
first Union officer killed in the Civil War. While in Alexandria on May 24, 1861, Ellsworth spotted a 
Confederate flag flying atop the Marshall House Hotel. He and four of his men entered the inn and charged up 
the stairs, where Colonel Ellsworth reached out the window and tore down the rebel flag. The innkeeper, an 
ardent secessionist, was incensed and shot Ellsworth in the chest, killing him instantly. Lincoln was terribly 
grieved, and the Union vowed to avenge his death, echoing the cry, “Remember Elmer Ellsworth.”  The 23rd 
and other regiments adopted the Zouave uniform in his honor, and some years later Charles Henry even went 
so far as to name his second son in his memory, Frank Elmer Masland, a name that would be passed on for 
four generations. 
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Figure 51...Colonel E. Elmer Ellsworth 

 
Birney’s Zouaves remained in the Washington area for the fall and winter of 1861/62 and were employed 
building forts around the city in addition to their regular marching and drilling. With their eye-catching 
uniforms James William and his comrades made for quite a spectacle when parading. 
 

 
Figure 52...Philadelphia Zouave Parade 

 



 
The Civil War was not all fort building, drilling, and parading as the oldest Masland soldier, John, was soon to 
find out. On the night of September 4, 1861, the regiment packed up their belongings and prepared to leave the 
relative peace and safety of Camp Oregon. They marched to the home of General George McClellan near 
Pennsylvania Avenue and 19th St., and stood at attention while General McClellan and President Abraham 
Lincoln reviewed them and gave their orders to Colonel Baker. 
 
The regiment departed Washington, marched through Georgetown, crossed the Chain Bridge over the Potomac 
River, and entered Northern Virginia. They established a camp not far from the enemy position at Munson’s 
Hill, a stronghold taken after the Battle of Bull Run. This camp, called Camp Advance, was their home during 
September 1861. There they engaged in building fortifications and dangerous picket and scouting duty, 
exposing themselves on several occasions to enemy snipers. 
 
While John was busy in his arduous assignment in the rainy and swampy area south west of Washington, his 
son, Charles Henry, was back in Philadelphia ready to rejoin the service. On September 17 he walked into the 
recruiting station at 833 Market Street in downtown Philadelphia and signed up with Colonel Richard Rush’s 
6th Pennsylvania Cavalry. Colonel Rush, grandson of Dr. Benjamin Rush, a signer of the Declaration of 
Independence and founder of Dickinson College in Carlisle, recruited Charles for his unit, an offshoot of the 
prominent First City Troop, for the princely sum of $13.00. 
 
The 6th Pennsylvania Cavalry established a training camp in northeast Philadelphia in the area known as 
Nicetown and named their headquarters Camp Meigs. 
 

 
Figure 53...Camp Meigs 

 
At Camp Meigs young Charles Henry Masland put his horse training expertise to good use as he and his 
comrades trained for war. The camp proved quite an attraction for Philadelphians, who would frequently visit 
the grounds to watch the dashing young cavalrymen go through their drills. After several weeks of intense 
training Charles and his fellow horsemen were ready for action. 
 
While Charles was enjoying the excitement and relative ease of Camp Meigs his father was experiencing 
firsthand the realities of the conflict that lay ahead. On September 27 the Confederates abandoned their 
position at Munson’s Hill near Falls Church, Virginia, realizing that the Union troops were dangerously close. 
Their withdrawal was apparently unknown to the Federal leadership, and as a result John and the California 
Regiment were called upon to mount an offensive against the Rebel stronghold on the following evening. 
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After dark on September 28 they tramped out of Camp Advance and proceeded down the road to Munson’s 
Hill. As they made their way through the rough terrain made all the more treacherous by the darkness, they 
were suddenly greeted by blazing rifle fire issuing from the surrounding woods. Confusion ensued as the 
California Regiment began blindly returning fire. It was not until the dust cleared that it became clear the 
attackers were not Confederates but rather the 69th Pennsylvania Volunteers, who had mistaken the California 
Regiment as Rebels. It seems that no one had realized that outfitting them with gray uniforms and sending 
them out at night was a bad idea. For this glaring lack of good sense among the leadership several men from 
John’s company paid the ultimate price. 
 
The debacle at Munson’s Hill was a subject of several articles in the newspapers of Washington and 
Philadelphia as the pundits looked for someone to blame. Shortly after the mishap the Californians left 
northern Virginia and traveled to Poolesville, Maryland, where they established a new camp they called Camp 
Observation. As they rested and regrouped and received new blue uniforms the Californians drilled and 
prepared for battle. From that camp John wrote to his family on October 17 and made reference to the 
unfortunate incident at Munson’s Hill. Several pages of the letter are missing, but the remaining ones contain 
vital details. 
 

“…our Captain is a brave man but was very much excited. The two men I named 
is Farrady and Calely of Philadelphia. I can speak with pleasure on account of 
their coolness. You must consider it was dark; I could not see at all. I have 
particularized these things as there are vague reports about it. It must be 
considered it was a thing unexpected and it caused an alarm through the whole 
line, so much so that General Smith ordered a cannon to be loaded with grape to 
sweep the road. If it had been done there would not have been a man of us left 
standing, but, by the timely interference and importunity of Adjutant General 
Harvey of our brigade, we were spared. We had an opportunity to some extent to 
observe the mettle and nature. I believe I could speak. Suffice it to say some were 
not seen until daylight. Altogether there were seven killed and 21 wounded, our 
orderly sergeant killed and a very fine man he was. We had four wounded, 
Company “H”, next in line to us had three killed. Company “L” had two killed 
and several wounded, Company “L’” was on our right and “H” on our left; we 
were in the center, only three companies having filed down the South West Road. 
 
“We formed a line of battle at daybreak and sent out an advance to Falls Church 
but Secher had made his exit and retired. Our reconnoitering place occupied by 
troops from Alexandria and its vicinity I expected would have gone on to Falls 
Church. I then expected to have seen Alfred but we were previously under orders 
for this place and so were marched back to camp. We are now settled in camp at 
this place, how long or how short I cannot say. My health was fully restored 
before we left Camp Advance and I am right hearty and well now. 
 
“I received the box yesterday, the 16th, with all safe. The cheese was a little 
turned but the cakes were still good, but they are all gone. I have a little of the 
Jackson Bitters left yet, likewise the doeskin gloves will be very useful to wear 
outside the others and the stockings are very good. I assure you it is gratifying to 
me to know that my wife and children are interested so much for me, but I am 
afraid you could not afford the money for the Gutta Percha. It is very nice and 
will be of great service to me. The other night I was on outside picket duty by a 
roadside and not so much as a tree or bush to shelter us and standing on our 
arms all the night in one place and it raining steady, the rain streaming through 



our clothes continually. But the men with Gutta Percha were not much the worse 
except feeling pretty stiff after a continual standing posture. 
 
“I have not heard from James or Charles nor do I know their address or I would 
write to them. I am very anxious to hear from them. Give my dearest love to 
them and send them my address. We know not what an hour may bring forth as 
we have firing at a distance this afternoon. Our 2nd battalion is now on picket 
since Monday. Anyhow we expect to relieve them in a few days. This is called 
Camp Observation; it is headquarters for our brigade which is composed or 
formed by the following regiments: California Regiment, Baxter’s Zouaves, 
Colonel Morehead’s Regiment, Colonel Owen’s Regiment, and one squadron of 
cavalry and artillery when we need them.  
 
“We are drilled pretty steady to field maneuvers. We are not to be taken short. I 
am under the special notice of Colonel Wistar for my soldier like conduct and 
cleanliness, but I am looked upon with suspicion by the Captain and some others 
of his “pet lambs” now. They are drilled a little to scratch through the duty but 
their precision will not do alongside me for Colonel Wistar when it comes to dots. 
But if you are not a special favorite or, properly speaking, a sneak for some of the 
captains, you will not get ahead if they can help it. Still, when the Colonel has 
marked you for promotion, he prefers having the recommendation of your 
captain as a complement to him. But there are a number of men in this regiment 
who have been promoted against the will of their captains, both by Colonel Baker 
and Colonel Wistar, and some of them have commissions and I know I would 
have been appointed sergeant yesterday had the Colonel decided according to his 
wishes, the day after the unfortunate affair at Falls Church being the day that 
we…” 

 
The “unfortunate affair at Falls Church” had been a terrifying test for John and his company. General “Baldy” 
Smith had bungled the affair and, in his confusion, even ordered the artillery to fire on his own men. 
Fortunately for John the disastrous order was not carried out as the truth filtered in to the artillery in the nick of 
time. Despite what must have been acutely intense emotion and adrenaline overload, John and his fellow 
soldiers had remained calm and came out of the experience feeling their mettle had been tested for real battles 
to come. 
 
Though John had performed in a soldierly manner and despite the fact it had been noticed by Colonel Baker 
and Colonel Isaac Wistar, John was not on especially good terms with his captain, Francis Keffer. This alone 
was enough to hold him back from the promotion that he sincerely desired. Nonetheless he patiently served as 
a corporal while he secretly resented the favors bestowed upon the “pet lambs” who curried the Captain’s 
favor. Four days after writing that letter, however, John had much greater things to worry about. 
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Ball’s Bluff 
 
At 4:00 a.m. on October 2t the 569 men of the California Regiment who were not on picket duty marched out 
of Camp Observation for Conrad’s Ferry, ostensibly to rescue a Union scouting party. When they arrived 
around 7:00 they found the Potomac River swollen by autumn rains and only two small flat boats to carry 
them to Harrison’s Island and then on to the Virginia shore at Ball’s Bluff. 
 

 
Figure 54...Ball's Bluff 

 
 
The men began the arduous journey, which took hours to complete given the scant means of transportation. It 
was well into the afternoon before the bulk of the regiment had reached the Virginia shore. Once there, they 
found themselves ankle deep in mud and staring at a 70-foot cliff up to the bluff above which was their 
destination. 
 
After scrambling up the steep embankment, John and the Californians found themselves face to face with a 
vastly superior enemy battalion. In the fierce battle that ensued they valiantly tried to hold their ground until 
reinforcements could arrive. As the day wore on, Colonel Wistar was severely wounded and their commander, 
Colonel Edward Baker, was killed by a volley of six shots to the head. 



 
Figure 55...Ball's Bluff from Harrison's Island 

 
 Seeing no hope of victory, the Californians retreated for Harrison’s Island. Utter chaos reigned as they slid 
down the muddy precipice and attempted to cross back over the Potomac. One of the flat boats was swamped 
with men, capsized, and floated away down the river. Many of the regiment jumped into the raging waters to 
swim across, but their bobbing heads became targets for the Rebel sharpshooters. Others, like John, realized 
the futility of escape and were taken captive by the Confederates as the battle wound to a close by nightfall.  
 

 
Figure 56...Retreat from Ball's Bluff 
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When the conflict had ended the California Regiment was decimated. Their leader, Colonel Baker, was dead 
and most of their officers killed, wounded, or taken prisoner. Of the 1,600 men who had fought 5,000 Rebel 
forces, 252 were killed or wounded and 678 were taken prisoner. Corporal John Masland was among them. 
 
Later that evening the prisoners were herded together for the long and arduous trip to Richmond. After 
marching about three miles they entered Leesburg, Virginia, where John and his comrades were met by jeering 
crowds, who taunted and laughed at the weary warriors. After a brief stay in Leesburg the prisoners were 
forced to march through ankle deep mud for over sixteen hours until John and company reached Bull Run, the 
location of the Confederacy’s first and foremost victory. There, after 48 hours without sleep, 24 hours without 
food, and 16 hours of marching, 54-year-old John Masland finally was given a chance to rest and eat. 
 
The following morning, October 23, they resumed their march and entered Manassas, where the Californians 
were detained awaiting transportation by railroad to Richmond. As John sat in an old barn awaiting his fate as 
a prisoner of war, his daughter, Mary Ann, unaware of her father’s condition, penned a letter from home. 
 

"My Dear Father,  
 
“We have just received your letter and I can tell you we was very glad to get it for 
we did not know what had become of you.  We are glad your health is better.  I 
am glad you got your box, but you had to wait a good while for it, hadn't you?  
Mr. Boucher sent you the smoking tobacco, the brandy, and hose, little things.  
He's expecting to hear from you.  
  
"We had a letter from Jim at the same time we got yours.  He is very anxious 
about you.  I am going to send a letter to him now to let him know that we have 
heard from you.  His address is Company F, Captain Gwyn, 23rd Regiment, 
Pennsylvania Volunteers, Colonel Birney's Company, Washington, D.C.  I sent 
him a box with a few things in it and his old blanket.  He sent for it. He hadn't got 
it when he wrote but expected to get it the next night.   
 
"Charlie is in camp at Nicetown Lane and 2nd Street.  He is in Rush's Cavalry.  
If you have not wrote to Uncle Alfred yet, I would write to him right away for he 
always wants to know whether we have heard from you.  He wants to hear from 
you and Aunt sent him a box last Thursday at the same time I sent Jim's.   
 
"There has been nothing more heard from Uncle Henry since he went to New 
York.  I see by the papers that you have left Poolsville and has had a skirmish 
with the enemy and General Baker is killed with 200 more men under his 
command.  I want you to write right away so that we may know whether you are 
safe. We haven't seen the names of the killed and wounded yet and it is too bad 
that they pick out our best men.  
  
"Uncle William and folks and Aunt and Lizzie sends their respects to you.  Frank 
Kerbaugh has had his hand shattered and his eye knocked out by the discharge 
of a gun.  He is in the hospital.  I took your letter to Mr. Boucher.  He was very 
glad to hear from you.  He and all your friends sends their respects to you.  Mr. 
Boucher sent you a letter last Monday, a week.  He sent it to Camp Advance.   
 
"I send enclosed some of the post stamps and your note from Mr. Durking.  Mr. 
Hischell has moved away and we have got very nice neighbors there now and get 
two and a quarter a week from the relief committee.  Sarah and Eliza earns a 



little up at Jones and I earn a little at washing so don't trouble yourself about us.  
We'll try and get along somehow.  The Lord will provide for us.   
 
"Mr. Forrester was out last week.  He don't trouble us for the rent, but he 
respects his money, though I guess I will have to close.  Mother, brother and 
sister joins with me in our dearest love to you.  Your loving daughter, Mary Ann 
Masland.   
 
“Uncle Alfred's address is Alfred Masland, 3rd New Jersey Volunteers, Company 
B, Fort Taylor, near Alexandria, Virginia. 
 
“Aunt has just come home from town and she has heard that Uncle Henry has 
gone back to California.” 
 

 
Back in Philadelphia John’s family was struggling to make ends meet, with their father, brothers, and uncles 
ensconced in the war. A local Alderman, Joseph Boucher, was a boon to the family during this period, 
frequently looking in on them while John was away. Their landlord was considerate as well, cutting the family 
some slack on back rent with the breadwinners all in uniform. Everyone, including John’s three daughters, 
Sara, Eliza, and Mary Ann, pitched in to help keep the family going.  
 
News of the death of Senator Edward Baker had reached home. He was a very popular figure in Philadelphia 
and Washington and was widely mourned. Abraham Lincoln, who considered Baker a close friend, wept 
openly at the news of his death. After his death on the battlefield at Ball’s Bluff his body was recovered after a 
fierce fight and transported to Washington, where he was laid to rest in a state funeral. John Masland’s fate, 
however, was unknown to his loved ones back in Germantown as they waited for some sign that he was okay. 
 
This letter from Mary Ann to her father took a long time to reach him as John was en route from Ball’s Bluff 
to Richmond. The day after the letter was mailed, October 24, 1861, John arrived in the Rebel capital that was 
destined to be his home for the next few months. When he arrived that morning John was greeted by throngs 
of gawking and taunting onlookers as he disembarked at the Richmond train station. Dejected and weary from 
days without rest he trudged through the street while the crowds yelled, “How does it feel, Yanks?” John was 
humiliated, discouraged, and doubtless a bit apprehensive as he reached the prison where he could finally rest 
his weary bones. 
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Figure 57...Liggon's Tobacco Warehouse 

 
The prison at which he arrived was Liggon’s Tobacco Warehouse on the southwest corner of Twenty-Fifth and 
Main Streets. It was already housing the officers and men who were captured at the Battle of Bull Run and 
who eagerly greeted their new roommates. Sitting on a crowded, musty wood floor, John wrote to his family 
on October 27, three days after his arrival. 
 

"My dear wife and children,  
 
“I am well aware you are in suspense and continually anxious to know of my fate 
and whereabouts.  You have no doubt had the account of our capture near 
Leesburg, Virginia at eleven o'clock in the evening of the 21st.  We arrived at 
Richmond on Thursday the 24th and are held here as Prisoners of War, and are 
treated as well as I ever expected we should be under similar circumstances.  
  
 "My health at present is very good and hope you all are in the enjoyment 
of perfect health.  My dear wife and children, I hope and pray you will not be 
troubled beyond measure on my account, but look unto Jesus who is our light 
and our salvation.  And may grace, mercy, and peace be multiplied unto us all 
through our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ.  
  
 "Give my dearest love to James and Charles and may the Lord watch 
over them and you to guide, direct, and protect you all through every trial.  Give 
my best respects to Alderman Boucher and all inquiring friends.  And believe me 
your affectionate husband and father, John Masland.  Corporal, Company N, 
California Regiment, Prisoner, Richmond, Virginia."   



 
Circumstances prohibited John from writing more since all outgoing mail was scrutinized thoroughly by the 
Confederate guards. This letter, which didn’t arrive in Philadelphia until late November, only hints at the 
conditions that prevailed at the tobacco warehouse. Prison-Life in the Tobacco Warehouse at Richmond, 
by Lieutenant William C. Harris, a fellow Ball’s Bluff prisoner, paints a much more detailed account of the 
conditions in the warehouse-prison, particularly in the upper floors where the enlisted men like John were 
held. 
 

“Although in October the treatment of the officers has improved, that of the privates remains 
the same.  Two thousand eight hundred and thirty-eight have been confined in Richmond since 
the commencement of hostilities; and their condition in the upper stories of the warehouse is 
harrowing to the sternest heart. With the floor for a bed, without straw, many without 
pantaloons, all with scant raiment, but few with blankets, whilst the keen air of mid-winter 
pierces through the ill-protected building, - receiving half the ration of food allowed in the 
Federal army, covered with vermin, starved and shivering, - they are crowded together in 
herds. Regardless of life, dead to the dictates of humanity, their jailers see them die daily, - 
apparently without sympathy, evidently without attempting to prevent mortality. 
  
“At ten o’clock they are furnished with breakfast, consisting of a small piece of cold beef and 
five ounces of bread; at seven P. M. they receive about a-half-pint of soup and five ounces of 
bread, with rice occasionally in lieu of meat. They receive but two meals per day, and those of 
the poorest quality. The rice is often wormy; the meat is cooked two days before consumed 
and lies exposed in a trough in the yard, becoming covered with dust and ashes, and the juice 
being extracted by making soup for one meal before the meat is served, dry and hard, for the 
next. 
  
“For two weeks the men have not been able to pro-cure water or brooms with which to scrub 
the floor, and the dirt and bones are swept into one corner: it cannot be thrown from the 
window, the sentinel having orders to shoot any one who approaches it. 
  
“Seven Federal prisoners have been shot dead by the sentinels for inadvertently leaning from 
the windows. 
  
“They have been known to hunt for a bone from the pile of filth, and gnaw eagerly upon it. 
There being but one hydrant in the yard, for the use of five hundred and fifty men, they are 
kept waiting for hours in line before being able to reach it; and the same buckets used for 
distributing meat and soup are furnished them for washing their bodies and clothes.  One small 
stove is put into a room eighty feet long by fifty wide; and the men are forced to walk half the 
night to keep from freezing during the other half. Every day, from early morning until late at 
night, emaciated soldiers may be seen waiting longingly for the surplus bread and meat from 
the officers’ table. It is a scene of piteous sadness when a steward brings forth a pan of food to 
distribute among them. As he appears, every soldier’s eye glares with a hungry look, arms are 
reached forth beyond the sentry’s musket and each man jostles with his neighbor for a crust of 
bread, and crunches his share with eager, ravenous haste.”  

 
The winter of 1861 was a harsh existence for the old soldier as he sat waiting for his fate to be determined. As 
the days streamed by for the prisoners John thought about the plight of his family at home and about his two 
sons, whose destiny was not in their own hands. 
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Rush’s Lancers 
 
As his father was languishing in prison, Charles Henry was gearing up for the next leg of his service. The 6th 
Pennsylvania Cavalry continued to drill daily at Camp Meigs. Patriotic fever was running high in Philadelphia 
after the death of the beloved Colonel Baker. On October 30, the cavalry, having completed the bulk of its 
training, participated in an event in Germantown which was reported on the next day in the Philadelphia 
Inquirer.  
 

An interesting scene was witnessed at Camp Meigs yesterday, the occasion being the 
presentation of a stand of colors, and a set of guidons to the regiment of Philadelphia Light 
Cavalry. The flags were presented by the ladies of Germantown. At half-past two o’clock in 
the afternoon, a large number of citizens had assembled, while vehicles of every description 
lined the road opposite the camp. Nearly a thousand horsemen were drawn up in line, and 
stood with all the silence and precision of military discipline. At the appointed time the 
regimental band struck up ‘Hail! Columbia!’ when a committee of ladies representing the 
donors, left the large tent erected for their use, and were escorted to the platform, before which 
the regiment was formed, one lady bearing the regimental colors, while the others carried the 
guidons of red and white silk intended for the different companies.  
 
 

One can imagine the pride that Charles Henry felt as his mother and three sisters looked on for the presentation 
of the regimental colors and the guidons. He was filled with patriotic fervor, intense pride, and optimism for a 
swift and decisive victory. Throughout his long life Charles never lost this passionate and patriotic spirit, and 
his love for parading, born here, never waned. 
 
The 6th Pennsylvania Cavalry was quite a source of interest for the locals in Philadelphia as crowds would 
daily gather at Camp Meigs to watch them drill. Popular captivation soon intensified when General George 
McClellan decided to outfit the men with nine-foot lances. He had observed their use as weapons in Europe 
during the Crimean War and felt they would be an excellent choice for his friend, Richard Rush’s, cavalry 
unit. From that time onward Charles’ regiment was proudly known as “Rush’s Lancers,” one of the most 
unique and distinguished cavalry units of the Civil War.  
 



 
Figure 58...Rush's Lancers 

 
 

 
 
As the winter of 1861-62 approached, the Lancers were finally ready for service. After two more parades 
through the streets of Philadelphia on December 4 and 10, which were described as being the most impressive 
cavalry displays in the city’s history, the Lancers were transported by rail in mid December to the nation’s 
capital to await their assignment. Several days before Charles left, his father wrote again to the family from the 
Richmond prison. 
 

"My dear wife and children,  
 
“I received your letter dated December 3rd, yesterday.  And it is with a thankful 
heart I received the intelligence that you are all well.  Glory be to God for his 
mercies toward us.  My health continues to be very good.  You must excuse me 
but space limits me from saying much.  I would like to say a good deal to my 
friends for their kindness toward me.  Will you thank them for me?  The package 
I have not received yet but suppose I will. 
   
"You wish to draw my pay which is proper.  You should and I wish you to draw 
it.  I have $13 per month due me from September 1st of '61 making $52 due me 
on January 1st, 1862.  I wish to get Alderman Boucher and your brother William 
to go to Charles Elex, Esquire.  As he was my attorney in 1847, he will recollect 
me and do your business in a liberal manner for he is a gentleman.  He would 
also recollect William as being one of my sureties.  
 
“I suppose we may or may not be released soon.  Both you and us are in suspense 
on that subject.  But what is my duty to my government?  Either as a Prisoner of 
War or on the battlefield, I am ready to perform and pray that the time may 
come soon when peace, happiness and prosperity may pervade every heart 
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throughout this union.  
 
 "I must now close and may the Lord bless you all with my friends.  Give my 
dearest love to James and Charles and accept the same yourselves.  My dear wife 
and children and believe me your affectionate husband and father, John 
Masland.  Corporal, Company N, California Regiment, Prisoner of War, 
Richmond, Virginia. 
   
"P.S. Be good children, and if you get my pay, please send a two and a half cent 
piece for I have not one cent to pay for a letter." 

 
This letter indicates the deep concern that John felt for the health and finances of his wife and children. All he 
needed was 2 ½ cents for a stamp, other than that he was fine. He felt a strong sense of duty to his country and 
was ready to serve again if he was released. 
 
This glimpse into the character of John Masland is at odds with the idea he had deserted the British army 27 
years beforehand. It becomes clear from John’s conduct during the Civil War that his desertion, which did not 
happen while his regiment was at war, was more a desire for asylum and was undertaken in order to provide a 
new and better life for the impoverished framework knitter and his family. Charles and John Masland were, at 
heart, honorable, brave men who reasoned the only way they could come to America was by joining the 
military and then leaving when the time was right.  
 
The time for John’s release from the dreary tobacco warehouse was approaching, though it still was a couple 
of months away. As he passed the winter in confinement his thoughts were on his two sons, James and 
Charles, who were in Washington busy at work preparing for combat. 
 
James’ unit, the 23rd PV, was taking the winter to build the great ring of fortresses that were designed to 
defend the capital. They erected Forts Lincoln, Totten, and Stevens on the northwest edge of the city. James’ 
regiment stayed in the area until mid December of 1861, at which time the regiment was struck with an 
epidemic of typhoid fever, a disease that was to have a profound effect on the Masland family as the war 
dragged on. James, however, escaped the illness for the time being and moved with his regiment to the higher 
and more airy ground near Bladensburg, Maryland, and on January 1, 1862, James William was promoted to 
the rank of Corporal. 
 
Charles Henry and the 6th PA Cavalry set up camp in Washington on Meridian Hill, the same location that 
John’s unit had occupied earlier as they prepared for battle. Rush’s Lancers established Camp Barclay, named 
after the Philadelphia Patron who had helped finance their operation. Camp Barclay, where the Lancers 
continued their training, was Charles Henry’s home during the damp and dreary winter of 1861-62. 
 



 
Figure 59...Camp Barclay 

 
As the New Year arrived they had the opportunity to parade through the streets of Washington, once again 
playing to the excited crowd’s imagination as they displayed their polished lances with the scarlet pennons 
flapping in the breeze. Shortly after getting settled at Camp Barclay, Charles wrote home on January 17.  
 

"Dear Mother, 
 
“I take this opportunity to write you these few lines to let you know that I am 
well.  I guess by this time you have seen Jim as he started for home this morning.  
If you get this letter before he starts back again, tell him to bring my razor and 
brush with him, also a scarf and a pudding and a little butter and cheese.  I 
haven't received any letters since I wrote to you.  I don't know that I can say 
anymore at present, as Jim can tell you all the news.  I guess in less than three 
years I will be able to get a furlough.  Tell “Corporal Masland," to come home 
when his furlough is out or he may get promoted to the ranks.  Remember me to 
all my friends and relations and I remain your affectionate son C. H. Masland.  
The Sixth Cavalry, Pennsylvania Cavalry."  

 
Charles engaged in some friendly ribbing with his older brother, who was now a big shot Corporal. The two 
would revisit this sometimes friendly, sometimes not so friendly, sibling rivalry throughout their lives. For the 
present they were bound together by their common cause as they awaited orders to do battle. Jim returned 
from his two-week furlough, and the two Masland brothers settled in their respective camps near Washington 
for an unusually cold and wet winter. 
 
February 1862, however, brought some exciting and encouraging family news. Arrangements were made for a 
release of the Ball’s Bluff prisoners from Liggon’s Tobacco Warehouse. John Masland was coming home. On 
the last day of the month, after five months of confinement, John left Richmond, traveled to Fort Monroe, 
where he was released to the Union command, and sailed for Philadelphia for some well deserved rest. The 
homecoming was doubtless a joyous affair for Mary Ann and their six children who were there to welcome 
home the weary old warrior. 
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Figure 60...Last Day at Liggon's 

 
The two oldest sons, however, were not on hand to greet their dad. Charles and James were still in Washington 
enduring the tedium of camp life amid wet and muddy conditions. Rumors of an impending departure to fight 
the Rebels circulated daily among the camps. On March 10, 1862, it appeared their time had come as the 
Rush’s Lancers and Birney’s Zouaves marched out of the city, crossed the Chain Bridge, and entered northern 
Virginia to mount an offensive. 
 

 
Figure 61...Chain Bridge 



 
Two days later, on March 12, Charles Henry, camped at Prospect Hill in Fairfax county Virginia, wrote to his 
family back in Germantown.  
 

"Dear Father and Mother, 
 
“I write these few to let you know where I am.  I am well, never was better but I 
must be brief. We left Camp Barclay on Monday morning the 10th.  We are in 
General Key's division.  The 23rd is in the same division. All the infantry had 
started six hours before us.  We are about six miles from the chain bridge.  We 
are encamped on Jones' farm just behind the reserves' camps.  They are in the 
advance.  I believe we are in the reserve.  Jim's regiment is near as I have seen 
him.  He is well.  We have no generals with us and don't want any.  There is 
about 20,000 troops with us.  We are expected to march today.   
 
"Joe Scargle is well and sends his best respects to you.  I got your letter and one 
from Mary yesterday.  It reported that Winchester and Manassas is evacuated.  
The whole army of the Potomac is in motion against them.  But I must close.  
Give my love to all my brothers and sisters and friends.  I remain your 
affectionate son, Charles H. Masland." 

 
The boys were happy to be out of their camps and into the field. They were eager for an engagement with the 
enemy, and rumors ran wild about an imminent march. But Charles and his best friend, Private Joseph Scargle, 
would have to wait a while longer. As they sat on Prospect Hill awaiting their orders, torrential rains began to 
fall. The horses sank up to their knees in mud as the rains continued unabated. After a week of misery in 
northern Virginia they marched back to Washington to Camp Barclay, returning from the “Prospect Hill Mud 
March” on Saturday evening, March 17, 1862. The following day, as Charles rested and dried his water-
soaked gear, he penned another letter home. 
 

"Dear Father and Mother, 
 
“I write these few lines to you to let you know that I am well, hoping that this will 
find you all well. We are under orders to join General Burnside's expedition.  
The Potomac River is full of vessels between here and Alexandria for to transport 
troops south.  We received orders this morning to march tomorrow morning at 
seven o'clock.  All our extra baggage has been sent to Washington.  We have been 
furnished with small India rubber blankets for to camp with.  We can't take 
much luggage with us and we have two blankets and we were given our choice 
either to return one or send it home.  So I have sent a box home today with one 
blanket and one shirt and a scarf and some other things in it.  I have sent it by 
Adams Express Company.  You will have to go and get it.  You will have to pay 
for it as I haven't a cent. 
 
"Since I sent, the orders to march at seven o'clock have been countermanded and 
we may not go for a day or two.  There is three divisions of troops at Alexandria 
waiting for us to go south.  I suppose we are to join Burnside's to march on 
Richmond.  I think the rebels are in strong force around there to oppose 
Burnside.  We are all anxious to have a chance at the rebels.  I haven't saw Jim 
since we was in Virginia but I think they are back to their camp again.  Haven't 
been paid yet.  We are in General Couch's brigade.   
 
"I received a letter from Mary last week and one from Sarah yesterday.  I 
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haven't answered them yet.  We may not go for two or three days yet.  Write 
soon.  Guess if you direct as usual, they will follow us.  I must close now.  Give my 
love to all my brothers and sisters and friends and relations.  I remain your 
affectionate son, Charles H. Masland.  Company E, Sixth Pennsylvania Cavalry 
Lancers. 
 
  "P.S. Joe Scargle is well and sends his best and respects to you all." 

    
When the Lancer’s arrived back at Camp Barclay they were immediately greeted with orders to head south 
with General Burnside. The orders, however, were either rumors or were countermanded as the planning stage 
of the Peninsular Campaign was being finalized. Morale was low with all the confusion and false alarms and 
was not helped by the delay in pay. Nonetheless, Joe and Charles were anxious to “have a chance at the 
rebels.” Several days later, when the longed for pay finally arrived, Charles wrote to tell his parents. 
 

"Dear Father and Mother, 
 
“We have been unexpectedly paid of yesterday and I send you $17 by Adams 
Express Company at the same time I send this letter.  Mother will have to go to 
town for it.  It is paid for.  We are expecting to march every day. The 23rd 
Regiment went away day before yesterday.  I didn't see Jim before they went.  
The California regiment is in Washington.  They came from Winchester.  Write 
as soon as you get the money.  I am well and I hope this will find you all well.  
Remember me to all my friends and relations.  Give my love to all my brothers 
and sisters.  I remain your affectionate son, Charles H. Masland.   
 
"P.S. I sent you a piece that I cut out of a paper that you will like to read." 

 
As the month of March drew to a close the regiments began to depart Washington to begin the campaign. The 
23, Jim’s outfit left on March 24. John’s old regiment, the Californians, were nearby. Unknown to Charles at 
the time, his father was en route to Washington to join them. A month of rest in Philadelphia was enough for 
the old soldier, and he, too, was anxious to join the conflict. He arrived the next day and visited Charles before 
heading south to rejoin his regiment. Charles immediately wrote home to his mother to inform her of his 
father’s safe arrival.  
 

"Dear Mother, 
 
“I write you these few lines to let you know that I am well, hoping that this will 
find you all well.  Father came here this morning.  He got to his regiment this 
morning.  When he got there, they was all packed up, ready to march to 
Alexandria, Virginia.  They're to go aboard the vessels.  Colonel Wistar was very 
glad to see him and told him to go to Captain Johnson and ask him if he didn't 
want a sergeant.  He expects to be appointed a sergeant.  Captain Johnson was 
First Lieutenant in Company N.   
 
 "Father stayed until ten o'clock and I got a pass and went to Washington 
with him.  His regiment had gone to Alexandria.  Father has to go by the boat.  I 
saw him safe in the stage to go to the boat.  Jim's regiment is at Alexandria, and 
Father will have a chance to see him and maybe Uncle Alfred, too.   
 
 "I sent $17 this morning and a letter to you at the same time.  I think that 
we will go along at the same time, that is, if we go at all.  Father brought me a box 



with him and I am very thankful to you for all the things.  I must close now.  Give 
my best respects to Uncle William and to Aunt and Cousin Mary and to aunt and 
Lizzie.  And give my love to Johnnie.  I'm sorry to hear that his leg is worse.  He 
must take care of himself better. Give my love to Joe and Sam and Eliza.  Tell 
them to be good boys.  Write soon.  I remain your affectionate son, Charles H. 
Masland."  

 
The Masland men, John, Alfred, Charles Henry, and James William, were all gathered and ready for action. 
Charles indicated that Colonel Isaac Wistar, a fellow Philadelphian, was so happy to see John that he offered 
him a Sergeant’s rank right on the spot, but before that would happen, John and his brother and two sons were 
called to duty in a campaign that would test their strength to the core.   
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The Peninsular Campaign 
 
 
Preparations for the Peninsular Campaign were in high gear. General McClellan had decided to amass a large 
assembly of troops at Fort Monroe at the tip of the Virginia peninsula and proceed through Yorktown and 
Williamsburg and then up to Richmond, the Confederate capital. A swift and decisive victory over the 
rebellion was anticipated, with the plan being to take their seat of power. In preparation for the onslaught 
troops were daily being transported from Alexandria, down the Potomac River, to the Chesapeake Bay and on 
to Fort Monroe near Hampton. Jim was already in Alexandria, ready to leave for the peninsula on the 
Vanderbilt, and John was on his way as well. Though his regiment had already headed out, John caught the 
stage to Alexandria after his visit with Charles and rejoined his unit at Pier 1, where they boarded the steamer 
Louisiana late in the evening of the 27th and set out for the second time in a year for Fort Monroe. 
 

 
Figure 62...Alexandria to Fort Monroe 

 



Charles Henry worried that he would never get to go, given all the unfulfilled rumors that had been circulating. 
But three days later the longed for orders to depart were given, and the Lancers saddled up and headed for 
Alexandria. While in Alexandria they camped for three days at Fort Ellsworth, named for the aforementioned 
Colonel Elmer Ellsworth, the first Union officer killed in the war. On April 4, 1862, Charles and the Lancers 
stepped aboard the Maryland and steamed away for the South. 
 
As Charles sailed down the Chesapeake his father and brother were already out in the field awaiting the siege 
of Yorktown. The army was held captive by the weather as torrential rains, no stranger to the Peninsula, had 
rendered the area one large sea of mud. During April 7-10, it poured steadily as John Masland was camped in a 
field near Yorktown. Finally on the 11th the sun reappeared, and John sat down to write to his family. 
 

"My dear wife and children,  
 
“I received your kind and welcome letter yesterday and I am happy to hear you 
are all well.  Thanks be to the Lord our God for his continued mercies toward us.  
I have not received Mr. Marshall's paper but expect to have it today. We expect 
to attack Yorktown every day and under the direction of the Lord God of battles, 
we expect to do valiantly.  We have an immense force with us and I believe 
General McClellan is the right man for the enterprise.  He is in the field in 
person.  I have no doubt but that it will be a very hard fought battle as they are 
very strongly entrenched.  We have made reconnaissances in order to take the 
most advantageous position and I think it probable we shall have them 
surrounded before we attack.  But attacked they will be and that very soon.  
  
"I think we are all eager to do our duty, to put down this unholy rebellion, 
believing that the God of battles is with us and if I should fall, the Lord will 
preserve you, my dear wife and children.  Put your trust in him and he will not 
forsake you.  
  
"We were out skirmishing yesterday and I heard while out that the 23rd was also 
out on our left.  But I had no opportunity to see them.  I think they were less than 
three miles from us.  I don't think Rush's Regiment is here yet.  They may be and 
me not know.  
  
"You must excuse the short letter but I assure you it is the first opportunity I've 
had to write.  The very heavy rains have made it very hard for us to be out on 
pickets and skirmishing. My health is pretty good yet I am troubled somewhat 
with rheumatism in my legs.  Day before yesterday, we had to wade up to the 
knees in the streams and mud."   
 
"While protecting our sappers and miners, Michael Campbell, William Corewell, 
James Hamilton and William Brett are encamped close to us.  They are all well.  I 
received a hearty welcome from Colonel Wistar and also from Captain Johnson.  
My prospect is satisfactory to me, I've had it from Colonel Wistar himself.  
  
"You will show this to Alderman Boucher and request him to give my kindest 
respects to my friends and acquaintances in Nicetown. I hope I may see you soon 
all again.  I will as often as I can also write to Alderman Boucher.  So now I must 
conclude with my love to you, my dear wife and children and brother William, 
wife and children, to Frank and Mary and child, to Sister Mary and Elizabeth 
and to all inquiring friends, not forgetting the girls at Mrs. Henry's with my 
sincere thanks and esteem for the whole family.  Be sure to give my kind respects 
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to Nancy, Mr. Gartly and family.  Kiss all the children for me, not forgetting 
Mary and Sarah and may the Lord bless you all, my dear wife and children.  And 
believe me, truly, your husband and father John Masland.  Corporal, Company 
N, California Regiment, Camp near Yorktown, Virginia or elsewhere."   
 
Also an enclosed note, April 13th.   
 
"At the time I send this letter, I send a power of attorney to Mr. Ashton for you 
to get my pay due March 1st and the balance of the rations money.  I have sent a 
note to James this morning requesting him to do the same.  I have a touch of the 
diarrhea this morning but am attending to it." 

 
As the “immense force” continued to mount in the southern Virginia peninsula John’s duties grew more and 
more strenuous. The Californians were assigned picket and reconnaissance duty in the swampy wetlands of the 
tidewaters of the James and York Rivers. John’s years were starting to catch up with him, particularly in the 
“rheumatism” which pained his legs as he stood for hours up to his knees in the cold muck. As with most of 
his cohorts his only comfort was his belief that God was on his side watching over him. 
 
John had proved himself a trustworthy and valiant soldier at Ball’s Bluff. He had endured the months of 
incarceration in Richmond and had voluntarily rejoined his outfit to continue the fight. He had been promised 
a promotion to sergeant and was much admired by Colonel Wistar, however, politics still kept him from his 
goal and he remained a corporal for the time being. 
 
While John struggled to overcome his health woes, James was busy nearby with the 23rd engaged in 
skirmishing with the enemy. He had his first taste of real combat in the new campaign when he and his unit 
came under fire at Warwick River. Meanwhile Charles and the Lancers steamed into Hampton after their trip 
on the Maryland was made arduous by the rough weather of early April. They arrived on the 8th and camped 
near the harbor as they awaited orders to move out. Three days had passed when Charles Henry witnessed a 
once-in-a-lifetime spectacle. He wrote home the next day to tell his mother. 
 

"Dear mother,  
 
“I again take the opportunity of writing a few lines to you to let you know that I 
am well, hoping this will find you all in good health. I received Eliza's letter, 
dated March 31st, on the 8th, also the one dated March 28th.  I answered it while 
we was on board the Schooner at Fortress Monroe.  We landed last Tuesday the 
8th.  We are now in camp on the ruins of Hampton which was burnt last summer 
by the rebels to prevent our troops from wintering in it.  There is but one house 
left standing.  Our whole regiment is here except the Colonel and one company. 
The California regiment and the 23rd are both with the army near Yorktown 
and we expect to join them before they attack Yorktown.  General McClellan is 
in command there.  They are waiting for more artillery.  
  
"There was a great excitement here yesterday.  The Rebels' steamer Merrimack 
came down from Norfolk accompanied by other armed steamers.  They captured 
two brigs and one schooner that were in Hampton Roads. I ascended the rigging 
of a schooner and had a good look at the huge monster.  The Monitor came up 
from the fort and fired several shots at her and she returned fire.  It is supposed 
that several balls struck the Merrimack.  
  
"I do not know that I have any more to say.  Write soon and direct your letter to 



Fort Monroe, Virginia.  Give my best respects to Uncle William, family, and to 
Aunt Mary and Lizzie.  Give my love to Johnnie and to all my brothers and 
sisters.  I remain your affectionate son, Charles H. Masland.  Company E, Sixth 
Pennsylvania Cavalry Lancers.   
 
"P.S. The last company of our regiment has just arrived and we don't expect to 
stay here long.  Write often and the letter will follow us." 

 

 
Figure 63...Deck of the "Monitor" 

 
Charles had witnessed one of the classic battles between the two “Ironclads,” the Monitor and the Merrimac. 
From his seat in the “upper deck” he looked on as the two warships fired round after round that bounced off 
their steel hulls. This was exciting stuff for a young weaver from Germantown, and it spurred him on to join 
the fray. His turn was soon to come, but for the time being the Lancers remained encamped near the ruins of 
Hampton, which had been burned by a retreating Confederate army.  
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Figure 64...Hampton Ruins 

 
While in Hampton the Lancers joined the Reserve Cavalry, which was under the direction of the Regular army 
cavalry. This led to some unpleasant consequences for Charles and his comrades. In the recently published 
history of the Lancer,s author Eric Wittenberg states, 
 

“The Regulars did not receive the new horse soldiers warmly. Their lances made the men of 
the 6th Pennsylvania Cavalry something of a laughingstock among the rest of the Federal 
army.  Maj. Alexander Biddle of the 121st Pennsylvania Volunteer Infantry, another former 
member of the First City Troop, wrote home to his wife, a first cousin of Richard Rush, ‘I was 
told today that their little pennants are called “hospital flags” derisively.’ Others dubbed the 
Pennsylvanians ‘Lances Rushers.’  
 
“Capt. John C. Tidball, who was a Regular Army artillerist and West Point alumnus, was 
suspicious of the Lancers.  ‘The regiment was a crack one, coming from Philadelphia, and 
numbering in its organization many who were of the blue blood of that aristocratic city,’ he 
wrote.  ‘As it was armed with lances it was entirely useless for combative purposes and was 
therefore employed for fancy duty, in which the men, dashing about on their fine horses, 
carrying their long lances with the gay pennants attached, attracted much attention and 
sometimes a little ridicule.’ 
 
“The Regular cavalrymen sniffed at the newcomers.  They believed that the Lancers were 
‘fancy boys’ from Philadelphia.  ‘They were an awfully nice-looking set of fellows on parade.  
A thousand of them made about as dashing a show as can be imagined when galloping along 
in line or column,’ wrote a Regular.  ‘It was expected that these long poles with the sharp 
spears on the ends would be just the thing to charge on an enemy.  The boys called them 



“turkey-drivers”, probably because of the red patch on the end of the pole,’ he continued.  
 
“As the erstwhile Lancers trotted through the Virginia countryside, their scarlet pennons 
flapping in the spring breeze, the Union infantrymen ‘would yell and gobble at them in such a 
ridiculous way that they had to be suppressed.  I have heard as many as 10,000 men in the 
camps in the woods gobble at the turkey-drivers, as if it were droves of wild turkeys, every 
time the Lancers would ride along.’  The Regulars enjoyed the misery of the Philadelphians, 
who refused to dignify the mocking.  ‘We of the Regular cavalry at headquarters were, of 
course, pleased to witness the frequent discomfiture of the turkey-drivers, probably because 
we were a little bit jealous of them and feared that their bright, dashing appearance might give 
them a preference over us as the headquarters favorites,’ he concluded.”  

 
Despite some rough treatment from the Regulars, Charles and his friend Joe Scargle kept their spirits high as 
they drilled at their camp in Hampton. On April 21, Charles wrote from the camp to his family back in 
Germantown. 
 

"My dear mother, brother and sisters, 
 
“I take this opportunity to write you a few lines to let you know that I am well, 
hoping that will find you all well. I have just received Eliza's welcome letter dated 
the 13th and I was very glad indeed to hear from you and that you are all well.  I 
received a letter from Mary yesterday.  She was well.  I wrote to Sarah yesterday.  
We are encamped about eight miles from Hampton and five miles from Fort 
Monroe and we expect to stay here some time.  It has been very hot here for some 
time and the fruit trees are in full blossom.  
  
"I haven't heard anything from Father or Jim, yet you ought not to be anxious 
about not hearing from Father, for I guess his time is pretty well taken up.  I 
guess they have a busy time at Yorktown.  We are in the Second Brigade, the 
Volunteer Cavalry, General Blake of the First Regular Army commanding.  I 
think Uncle Alfred's regiment is with General McDowell's army on the 
Rappahannock River.   
 
"I don't know that I can say any more.  Joe Scargle is well and sends his best 
respects to you all.  Give my best respects to Uncle William and family.  Tell them 
that I would write to them but I haven't time for we have to drill so much now.  
Give my best respects to Aunt and Lizzie.  Remember me to all my friends.  Give 
my love to Johnnie and tell Joe and Sammy to be good boys.  I remain your 
affectionate son and brother Charles H. Masland, Company E, Sixth 
Pennsylvania Lancers.   
 
"P.S. It is raining very hard now."  

 
As the weather during the spring of 1862 on the Virginia peninsula oscillated between sweltering heat and 
torrential rains it took a heavy toll on the health of the soldiers. At the age of 20, Charles was fit enough to 
endure it, but it was a different story for his father. John had complained in his letter of the 13th that he was 
suffering from a touch of diarrhea, but that seems to have developed into a full blown case of dysentery, which 
sent him to the camp hospital for treatment. On April 27, he wrote from there to his wife and family. 
 

"My Dear Wife and Children, 
 
“I have just received your kind and welcome letter, dated April 23rd.  I am 
happy to know that you are all well. With regard to myself, I am not well, but 
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thanks be to the Lord for his goodness, I am in a fair way of recovering.  Debility 
is my only complaint now.  I could not possibly have recovered enduring the 
inclemency of the weather with the temporary shelter tents in camp.  I removed 
into the hospital tent yesterday, I am much more comfortable.  My bowels are 
pretty well regulated.  I have been very careful to my diet myself but it has 
dwindled down, my funds.  I gave James a dollar near Hampton.  
  
"I also bought a few articles in Washington and with regard to this army being 
paid, I do not think it will yet.  The report is in camp that General McClellan has 
sent back the paymasters.  I think Yorktown will have to be taken before we are 
paid.  I think General McClellan is a pretty good judge.  We have something 
more to do here than to give our money to Sutlers for their smuggled whiskey 
which is at an exorbitant price and if taken to excess would unship some of our 
best soldiers.  But I do believe that one good ration, once a day or divided would 
be beneficial in our present situation.  The doctor has given me and two more of 
the patients today some.  I have no doubt but that it will be beneficial.   
 
"I cannot say much more now.  I have reason to hope and believe I shall be able 
to bear my part in the attack on Yorktown.  I heard yesterday Colonel Rush's 
Cavalry was eight miles this side of Newport News on their way here.   
 
"I believe James is still where he was.  We hear in camp today that there is 
90,000 Union troops ready to leave at some point.  I suppose Alfred will be with 
them.  If you should get my pay, I wish you would send me $2 and a few postage 
stamps.  I think I will write to Mary and Sarah tomorrow or the next day.  Give 
my dearest love to them and to all inquiring friends at Elizabeth.  Now, my dear 
wife and children, I close with my dearest love to you all, relations and friends 
and believe me your affectionate father and husband, John Masland, Corporal, 
Company N, California Regiment, camped near Yorktown." 

 
 
Fortunately John was recovering from this attack of poor health. Apparently the doctor’s prescription for a 
daily dose of whiskey was just what he needed. Though his funds were low, John was still eager to give his 
last dollar to his son, Jim, rather than spending it with the Sutlers who followed the encampments with goods 
to peddle to the soldiers, often at exorbitant prices. John realized that this wasn’t a pleasure trip, and he looked 
forward to marching into Yorktown with his two sons and brother, Alfred, to fight the rebels. As John 
languished in the sick bay, Charles, still in Hampton, got word of his father’s condition and wrote to his 
mother several days later. 
 

"Dear mother, 
  
“I write these few lines to you hoping that this will find you all well as this leaves 
me at present.  I received your welcome letter dated April 28th yesterday.  I am 
sorry to hear that father is not well.  This is a very unhealthy country but I enjoy 
good health so far.  I am very glad to hear that Johnnie is better.  He must be 
careful and not use his leg too much or it will get worse again.  
  
"I received a letter from Mary on Sunday.  She talked about going home and I 
think it is the best thing she can do.  I would like you to send me some medicine 
for the chills and fever and ague, this a very swampy country and we always have 
damp, foggy nights.  I don't want you to go to any extra expense to send me 



anything but they charge so high for everything they have to sell.  Cheese is 20 
cents a pound and butter is 37 cents.  I have plenty of underclothing.  Send me a 
pair of stockings and three or four onions for I haven't had any for a long time.   
 
"You can send the small box by Adams Express Company to Fortress Monroe 
and I can get it brought out to camp for 25 cents.  But don't go to much expense, 
but be careful and have it directed right to Company E, Sixth Pennsylvania 
Cavalry near Fortress Monroe, Virginia or elsewhere.   

 
"I must close now.  Joe Scargle is well and sends his best respects to you all.  Give 
my best respects to all my relations and friends.  Give my love to all my brothers 
and sisters.  I remain your affectionate son Charles H. Masland." 
 

Charles was enduring the damp and foggy weather better than his father. Apart from his request for some 
socks and a few onions, he had all he needed. The Lancers continued to drill and scout on a daily basis as they 
waited for combat. They were the brunt of many jokes about their lances as some soldiers claimed they were 
for throwing like javelins. Charles and his buddy, Joe, were eager to prove their worth. In the meantime things 
began to heat up for John, who was at Camp Winfield Scott near Yorktown as the siege continued. The 
following day, May 3, 1862, he penned this letter to his beloved wife, Mary Ann. 
 

"My dear wife and children,  
 
“I now take opportunity to inform you that I have sent you $20 by Adams and 
Company Express yesterday.  I hold the receipt for the amount dated the May 
2nd, 1862 freight paid and signed by Groff.  I have also sent you a memorial of 
General Baker with his likeness."  
 
"I sent it through the mail.  I received a letter from Mary and Sarah on the 1st.  I 
had sent one to them on the 30th, the day before.  I also send now to Mary, a 
photographic likeness of General Baker.  Please give my respects to Alderman 
Boucher and say to him I am very thankful to him for the papers, which is three, 
I have received from him and two from you and one from Joseph Marshall for 
which I am very thankful."  
  
"I think I can make some slight corrections, yet on the whole it is pretty good 
account. I have not heard from James or Charles since I wrote last, but I have 
heard yesterday that the First, Second, Third and Fourth New Jersey are about 
seven miles from us in the neighborhood of Shipping Point. As soon as I can 
make out, I will send to Alfred.  We still have some sparring everyday and last 
night there was some pretty angry shots exchanged.  There was some booming 
from our gunboats as well as from our line of batteries.  And Secesh was playing 
at the same game and while I am writing according to the language, the bulldogs 
are speaking.  Proves that they are not in a very good humor with each other.  
We are pretty close to their batteries and have very strong pickets thrown out.  I 
suppose we will bring things to a focus soon, though the time is uncertain, but the 
time is not far distant.  But come when it will, Yorktown is ours as well as most of 
the Secesh army stationed there dead or alive. 
 
"My dear wife, I received your likeness from James at Camp Dare this side of 
Hampton and I keep it in my breast pocket with directions in it in case I should 
fall for it to be forwarded on you.  But I hope and pray that the Lord may spare 
us all to embrace each other once more.  I now close and may the Lord bless you 
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all, neighbors and friends with my dearest love to all my relations.  And please 
accept the same yourselves, my dear wife and children.  And believe me, your 
affectionate father and husband John Masland, Corporal, Company N, First 
California Regiment, camped near Yorktown, Virginia." 

 
John included a memorial and photograph of his fallen commander, General Baker, to his wife and daughter. 
He kept Mary Ann’s picture close to his heart, however, as he prepared to avenge his death. The Californians 
sparred daily with the enemy and awaited orders to storm Yorktown and fight the “Sechers,” the common 
name for secessionists. 
 

 
Figure 65...Colonel Edward Baker 

 
They didn’t have a chance to attack, however, as the rebels suddenly abandoned Yorktown the following day. 
Shortly after the retreat of the Confederate army from Yorktown, Charles Henry and the Lancers, having 
marched from their position near Hampton, entered the abandoned enemy compound. He wrote to his mother 
the next day, May 6, to let her know what was going on. 
 

"Dear Mother,  
 



“I write these few lines to let you know that I am well, hoping they will find you 
all well.  We left our camp near Hampton last Sunday.  We received orders to 
march about ten to be ready in two hours.  We found Yorktown evacuated by the 
rebels.  They left on Sunday morning leaving all their strong forts and 
fortifications to fall into the hands of the Union Army.  We are only about half a 
mile from Yorktown and in sight of the Rebel forts.  I have been through the 
Rebel camps and forts and I think if the Rebels had stayed and fought, there 
would have been a great battle with great loss of life.   
 
"Our army followed the retreating rebels and overtook them and they have been 
fighting all yesterday.  Father is encamped close to us and I have been to see him.  
He is pretty well, though he is not entirely recovered.  He sends his love to you all. 
I have not saw Jim yet.  I believe he is in the advance.  We are expecting to move 
every hour.  We was under arms all last night, ready to start after the Rebels.  
  
"In my last letter to you, I told you to send me some things.  If you haven't sent 
them before you get this letter, don't send them.  If you have I guess I will get it.  
Joe Scargle is well and sends his respects to you all.  Give my best respects to 
Uncle William and family and to all my relatives and friends.  Write soon.  I was 
told that Uncle Alfred's regiment has come to Yorktown by water but has not 
landed yet.  Give my love to all my brothers and sisters.  I remain your 
affectionate son, Charles H. Masland, Sixth Pennsylvania Cavalry Lancers.  
Write soon and direct to Yorktown."  

 
As the Confederate forces withdrew from the peninsula and retreated toward the safety of heavily fortified 
Richmond, the Union army pursued them and a series of conflicts ensued. For the time being Charles and the 
6th PA Cavalry remained at the rear. He was impressed with the abandoned fortifications of Yorktown and 
managed to avoid being injured or killed by the buried explosives left as booby traps by the rebels. James and 
the 23rd and his father, John, were both in the advance and saw daily skirmishes with the retreating forces. 
Alfred and the 3rd New Jersey were on a boat steaming up the York River. Their job was to intercept the 
retreating Confederate army before they could reach Richmond. They disembarked at Eltham’s Landing on 
May 6, but they were attacked the next day before they could advance toward the enemy. There was a two-
hour heated skirmish in the dense woods near the landing site where Alfred Masland had his first taste of 
combat. Although the Union army was able to fend off the attack they lost nearly 200 men in the process and 
the Confederates had succeeded in protecting their retreating troops.  
 
While Alfred was engaged at Eltham’s Landing, James William and the 23rd were called to Williamsburg, 
where the Confederate army had remained to meet the advancing Union forces. A great battle ensued, with 
over 3,800 casualties, and, although the 23rd did not arrive until the battle was nearly over, they were exposed 
to a blistering artillery fire. Fortunately Jim was unhurt, and several days later Charles Henry wrote home to 
inform his mother that he had seen him and that he had survived. 
 

"Dear mother, 
 
“I take this opportunity to write you a few lines to you to let you know that I am 
well.  I received your welcome letter, dated May 4th at Yorktown. We left 
Yorktown on the 9th and marched to Williamsburg after the rebels left 
Yorktown on the 4th.  Our forces overtook them near Williamsburg.  Our forces 
defeated them with considerable loss and with greater loss on the side of the 
rebels.  Whenever soldiers arrived at Williamsburg, they found about half the 
houses full of wounded and dead rebel soldiers.   
 
“The 23rd Regiment is near us.  I have saw Jim.  He is well and sends his love to 
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you all.  His regiment was on the battlefield near Williamsburg but was only ten 
minutes too late to engage in the battles.  Father is at West Point about eight 
miles from here and Uncle Alfred is near there.  We are 40 miles from Richmond.  
Our troops are thirty miles from there.  The rebels are preparing to make a stand 
12 miles from Richmond.  They have thirty thousand men building fortifications 
in a swamp and there is only one way to get at them.  We expect to go further on 
in a few days.  Our regiment is in the First Brigade Reserve Cavalry, General 
Emory commanding.   
 
"I may not have a chance to write often now that we are on the move.  Write 
often direct to West Point, Virginia.  Joe Scargle is well and sends his respects to 
you all.  Tell his folks that he is well.  We don't have much chance to write.  I 
don't know that I can send this.  Give my love to all my brothers and sisters.  
Give my best respects to Uncle William and Family and all my relations and 
friends.  I remain your affectionate son, Charles H. Masland.   
 
"P.S. They had a fight at West Point the other day and Gosline Regiment (95th 
PA Vols.) was in it.  The California Regiment did not get there until the next day 
after the fight was over."  

 
As Charles Henry and the Lancers examined the aftermath of the battle of Williamsburg he began to 
appreciate firsthand the ravages of war. The colonial city was littered with dead and wounded Confederate and 
Union soldiers. Any notions that military service was all parading and drilling were quickly dispelled. He was, 
however, ready to do his part as the advance toward Richmond continued. With the Rebel capital now just 40 
miles away he knew his turn to do battle was near. The following day the Lancers moved out and marched 
ever closer to Richmond. On the 18th Charles wrote to his mother another short note from Ball’s Hill beyond 
Cumberland, Virginia.  
 

“Dear Mother, 
 
“I take this opportunity to write a few lines to let you know that I am well, hoping 
that this will find you all the same. I received Eliza’s welcome letter dated May 
11, the day before yesterday while we were at Morris’s farm. We are only about 
25 miles from Richmond and the Rebels are between us and Richmond. We are 
about 10 miles from them.  
 
“Father and Jim are within a few miles from us but I don’t know exactly where. I 
received a letter dated May 3rd with a dollar bill in it and 4 postage stamps. I am 
very thankful to you for it. I believe I answered it. I don’t want you to send me 
any things for I can’t get them. You could put in an extra sheet of paper in your 
letters for I am short of paper. We can’t send our letters very often now and 
sometimes the mail doesn’t come in for 3 or 4 days.  
 
“Can’t say much for time is short. Joe Scargle is well. Give my respects to Uncle 
William and family, to all my relations and friends. Give my love to all my 
brothers and sisters, I remain your affectionate  son.  Charles H. Masland, 
Company “E” 6th PA Cavalry.  
 
“P.S. Direct your letters to Yorktown, write soon and they will be forwarded.” 

 



Time was indeed growing short, and the soldiers were on the move almost constantly. There was no place for 
boxes from home and extra baggage. A sheet of paper and some stamps were about all he could wish for. As 
Charles hurriedly penned that note his father sat down the same day and wrote a longer letter to Charles’ sister, 
Mary Ann. 
 

"My Daughter Dear,  
 
“I received your kind and welcome letter yesterday dated May 15th of '62 and I 
am happy to know that you and Sarah are both well.  I have also received one 
from home a day or two since informing me they had received the money. I have 
not seen James or Charlie lately but I believe Charles is about two and a half 
miles and James is about six miles from where we are now encamped.  We are 
moving our encampments continually. I saw them since I wrote you at Yorktown.  
We are never far from one another.  Your uncle Alfred is also a few miles ahead 
of us.  We were encamped near each other twice.  Near Eltham on the Pamunkey 
River we visited each other frequently.  There may be an opportunity for us all to 
see each other between here and Richmond or at Richmond, but we have got to 
move  Secesh on before as they are encamped 14 miles from here and, if they will 
only stand, we will have them, for I do not fear the result in an engagement with 
them.  If I live to arrive at Richmond, I shall apply for my discharge because I 
think by that time the neck of Secesh will be broken.  Yet there will have to be a 
portion of our army here to follow the remnant of them through the Cotton 
States.   
 
"My health continues pretty good for which I hope I am thankful to the Lord for 
his mercy and goodness toward me continually.  Your mother wishes to know 
what she will do about the rent.  I am quite willing for her to give Mr. Fouristere 
some money, but she must take care of number one, herself, and not leave herself 
short for our pay will not be given to us yet.  Besides we have to use more of it 
than while in some quarters, although our commissary keeps up with us pretty 
well.  And yet anything we have to find money for, we have to pay very high 
prices for.  I do not get Sutlers tickets.  
  
"Your uncle Alfred looks hearty and well.  While I am writing, I have just 
received a letter from home.  They wish to know what they can send me.  They 
send sheet paper now and then, which is very useful for envelopes.  Stamps and 
paper is scarce with us.  I still have a little money in my pocket.  I hope you will 
embrace every favorable opportunity and write to me and the boys and wish you 
would write to your Uncle Alfred.  Our address is all one, except your uncle's, 
Company B Regiment 3rd New Jersey Volunteers.  Our camps are all called 
Camp Winfield Scott. I doubt my promotion will not be likely to take place, as 
Colonel Wistar is in Philadelphia, very sick and probably will never join us 
again.  Although I have a good friend in the adjutant if the Lieutenant Colonel 
was here commanding the regiment, but he is on General Sumner's staff and 
most probably will not be with us.  But if that was all that concerned me I might 
go to the winds. If we do not move tomorrow, I will write home.  
  
"You will please excuse this hurried scribble.  I now close and may the Lord 
watch over my dear children.  Give my love to all inquiring friends and may the 
Lord bless you all and believe me your affectionate father, John Masland, 
Corporal, Company N, First California Regiment, Camp Winfield Scott near 
Kent Courthouse, Virginia.   
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Like most of his comrades, John mistakenly believed the war would soon be over as they marched toward the 
Rebel capital. After taking Richmond he would apply for his discharge now that any hope of an immediate 
promotion to sergeant was unlikely with his friend, Colonel Wistar, out of the picture. He had bigger things on 
his mind, however, with the likelihood of a major battle looming. John was also concerned with his wife and 
family back in Germantown as the few dollars that he could send home had to be spread around for many 
needs.  
 
As the assault on Richmond drew nearer, Charles, James, Alfred, and John Masland moved forward with their 
regiments, daily scouting, picketing, and skirmishing with the enemy. James William and the 23rd PV were in 
the advance and met the enemy, who were encamped on the south side of the Chickahominy River. The Rebel 
artillery fired on them and the 23rd fell back, losing four men in the fight. 
 
The Lancers saw similar action, though less bloody, during the final weeks of May as they scouted out the area 
leading to Richmond. On the 24th they were in the vicinity of the Hanover Court House and came upon Rebel 
pickets. Charles Henry wrote a brief note home later that same day describing the events. 
 

"Dear Mother, 
 
“I write these few lines to you to let you know where I am and that I am well as I 
hope this will find you all the same.  I can't write much. We are 18 miles from 
Richmond on the extreme right of the army.  We was out this morning within 12 
miles of Richmond and drove in the rebel pickets.  We expect to attack them 
every day.  I don't know where father and Jim is, but they are not far off. 
  
"I have not heard from you for some time.  Write soon and direct to Yorktown.  
Joe Scargle is well and sends his best respects to you all.  I hear that it is reported 
that our regiment was in a fight.  It is not true.  
  
"Give my best respects to Uncle William and family and to all my relations and 
friends.  Give my love to all my brothers and sisters.  I remain your affectionate 
son, Charles H. Masland." 

 
 
Charles was pressed for time and writing home to his mother was difficult, but he wanted to ease her fears. He 
knew, however, that the relatively peaceful duty was likely to be short lived. Charles did not have to wait long. 
In his book, Rush’s Lancers: The Story of The Sixth Pennsylvania Cavalry in the Civil War, Eric 
Wittenberg describes the events that occurred three days later. 

 
“On May 27th, the Battle of Hanover Court House was fought.  The Lancers set out at dawn 
that day, accompanying Col. Gouverneur K. Warren’s Fifth Corps infantry command in the 
northern arm of a pincer movement intended to trap the Confederates.  Rush ordered his men 
to travel light: they carried two days’ rations, their canteens, a clean undershirt, their rain 
ponchos, and a single blanket that doubled as a saddle blanket.  Porter’s infantry led the 
Federal advance.  In a heavy engagement that lasted most of the afternoon, the Fifth Corps 
defeated Southern infantry, supported by cavalry and artillery.  Hanover Court House marked 
the first engagement of the Fifth Corps’s sterling career in the Civil War, and the Army of the 
Potomac’s first victory over the Southern infantry. 
 
“The Lancers did well in the Battle of Hanover Court House.  Along with elements of 
Warren’s infantry, they captured an entire company of the 28th North Carolina Infantry.  At 
the end of the day’s fighting, the Lancers pursued the fleeing Tarheels down the road to the 
Pamunkey River, and rounded them up at lance point.  “We were then in hopes that the enemy 



would stop the pursuit, but we were now sadly mistaken,” recounted one of the Tarheels.  “At 
the end of the lane it was near a half mile across the river bottom to the bridge.  We pushed on 
& tried to do it as the enemy’s cavalry was just behind us.  I filed off to the right in a wheat 
field.  As I did this I looked back & seen many of our broke down men behind in every 
direction, slipping through the wheat doing all they could to get out of the way of the enemy.”  
This officer, along with fifteen enlisted men, tried to escape, but they could not outrun the 
charging Lancers.  “As the sun was setting & its last bright rays were kissing the tops of the 
trees, on came the furious cavalry charging upon us, to whom we had to surrender, or be 
destroyed, as there were only 15 of us & 60 of them and just at the river & over 1,000 in sight.  
Here I had the most awful feelings I ever have had in my life,” he concluded. “ 

 

 
Figure 66...Hanover Court House 

 
This was a great vindication for the Lancers, who had been the butt of so many jokes made by their fellow 
soldiers. Charles and his fellow cavalrymen had met with their first test and passed with flying colors. After 
the battle the Lancers spent the next week or two on scouting expeditions, rounding up stray Confederates and 
destroying the bridges over the Pamunkey River. 

 
Meanwhile John Masland sat down to pen these words to his family from his encampment four miles from 
Bottoms Bridge on the Chickahominy River, Virginia.   

 
"My dear wife and children,  
 
“Yours dated May 9th and 15th has been duly received and also one from Mary 
in which I have answered.  But I have not received an answer my last to you.  I 
am pleased to know you have received the $20 I sent.  I am happy to know that 
you are all in good health. I hope John will be careful with his leg and not go 
about unnecessarily or else he might be a cripple for life and perhaps lose his leg.  
I hope he will be a good boy and keep in the house.  I have got a nice brass lock 
for his box I got in the fort at Yorktown and I will try and get something for 
Joseph and Sammy. 
  
"My health is pretty good, except I am troubled sometimes with the 
inflammatory rheumatism in my feet.  If I live to arrive in Richmond, I will apply 
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for my discharge. The enemy are in pretty strong force in our front, but we do 
not fear the result in an engagement with them.  If they will stand a fight, I expect 
we may have some trouble hereafter with their guerrilla system.  But this army 
or part of it will very soon occupy Richmond.  We are now working a flank 
movement on them.  You may depend their die is cast.  
  
"A great man is General McClellan.  The 23rd and the 3rd New Jersey 
Regiments are two or three miles in advance of us all the time and the Lancers 
are a few miles in our rear so that we have not an opportunity to see each other.  
I hope and pray we may all return safe home once more.  What will be the final 
result, God only knows.   
 
"My dear wife, you spoke in your last about the rent.  I have no objections to Mr. 
Fourister being paid some rent, but you must not leave yourself penniless under 
your present circumstances.  I hope we shall soon all be home and we can make 
all things right.  I do not know that I can say much more to you for you have 
information on our movements more than we have ourselves.   
 
"Will you please give my best regards to Mr. Helfenstien and to Mr. Boucher.  
And say to them that I hope they will not attribute my long silence to neglect or 
forgetfulness for do assure them that it is not so.  For the first favorable 
opportunity I have, I will write to them. Will you please send me a small sheet of 
paper as you have hitherto done in your letters.  It will accommodate me.  I 
conclude with my sincere regards and best wishes to Brother William, wife and 
family and to Frank and Mary.  And to Mary and Elizabeth and to Mr. Hocker 
and to all inquiring friends with my dearest love to you all, my dear wife and 
children and believe me, your affectionate husband and father, John Masland, 
Corporal, Company N, First California Regiment, Near Bottoms Bridge, Virginia 
or elsewhere.  

 
As John prepared for the impending battle his thoughts were increasingly drawn to his family back in 
Germantown. He fretted over worries about the rent and his son John’s broken leg and longed for the day 
when he would return to care for them. For the time being he had to leave the household in Mary Ann’s hands 
with help from such friends as the local alderman, Joseph Boucher, and his brother-in-law William Taylor. 
Soon, however, his thoughts would be drawn in another direction. 
 
A week later, on May 31, 1862, the men of the California Regiment were told to prepare for battle. After 
several days of torrential rains the clouds cleared and they broke camp and trudged through the knee-deep mud 
and water to the rickety log bridge over the Chickahominy River, which they crossed with great difficulty.  
 
 
 
 



 
Figure 67...Crossing the Chickahominy 

 
After slogging through the swampy lowland they came upon the already raging battle near Fair Oaks Station. 
They assumed a position near the rear of the fighting but were nonetheless exposed to a hail of enemy fire. The 
Confederates were aiming high and the bullets were passing over the front lines and hitting many of the troops 
in the rear, including John’s regiment. The men dropped to their stomachs, half buried in the muddy swamp, 
hoping to avoid the rain of lead. Captain John Markoe was wounded in the fray and several more of the 
Californians were killed, but John survived unharmed. 
 
The 23rd PV, James William’s regiment, was also involved in the great battle of Fair Oaks. His experience was 
even more precarious than that of his father. On May 31, Jim and the Zouaves were in their camp on Nine 
Mile Road waiting for the noon meal to be served. Just then an artillery shell landed and exploded on the edge 
of their camp, and the men lined up for battle. Soon General Keyes came riding up Nine Mile Road and 
ordered the 23rd to advance to support his army, which was under attack. The 23rd moved through dense 
undergrowth and came upon the enemy. They let out a loud cheer and attacked, and drove the rebels through 
the woods, leaving a trail of dead and wounded men. The Zouaves fell back and regrouped, but due to some 
confusion in General Couch’s orders their unit became temporarily disengaged from the rest of the army and 
they found themselves fighting the enemy alone. They bravely held off the enemy fire, most of which was too 
high and whizzed through the limbs of the trees, until their plight was discovered and they were joined by the 
rest of the army. For their valiant efforts the 23rd were entrusted with guarding the regimental colors 
throughout the remainder of the day. 
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Figure 68...Fair Oaks 

 
 
The 23rd lost over 170 men and seven officers in the fighting at Fair Oaks on the May 31 and June 1. It was the 
first great battle of the Peninsular Campaign, and it resulted in the death, wounding, or capture of nearly 
14,000 combined Union and Confederate soldiers. John Masland grew concerned over the fate of his son and 
endeavored to find out if Jim had survived the fight. Two days later, on June 3, 1862, he wrote to his family 
describing the events and his current situation. 
 

"My dear wife and children,  
 
“I have just received your kind and welcome letter dated May 30th and in haste 
write you a few lines in hope that they may find in good health. My health is 
pretty good except the inflammatory rheumatism in my left foot, which gives me 
great pain, but this is no time to shrink from duty in front of the desperate 
enemy, frantic with fury.  We having arrived at this place on the afternoon of the 
1st and was immediately drawn up in the line of battle and by the arrival of our 
division which is Sedgwick’s in Sumner's Corps. We turned the tide of battle in 
our favor.  The troops that we reinforced had been engaged from morning and 
were very hard pressed. 
   
"There has been great slaughter, their first attack was on the camp of the 
brigade which James belongs to which is composed of the 23rd, 31st, and 61st 
Pennsylvania Volunteers and New York Chasseurs.  The enemy came upon them 
by surprise and took possession of their camp, but the brigade rallied and gave 
them battle.  The 61st has suffered severely.  There is various reports concerning 
the 23rd. One is that there was two companies on picket duty and that the other 
eight companies were into the fight and only could muster one hundred after it, 
the remainder having been killed, wounded or taken prisoners.  I endeavored to 
get a pass yesterday, but I could not as we expected to be attacked, but we was 
not, this morning.  
  
"I obtained a pass and started for their camp which they have recouped and 



which is two and a half miles from us.  But when I had proceeded one mile, the 
different camps began to form lines of battle so I returned to our camp which 
was already under guns and which is continued to be.  We have already 
exchanged a few shots and we may expect soon to advance on each other.  Our 
troops are in fine spirits and are eager to try their strength and valor.  I have no 
fears of the results.  I believe that the God of armies is with us.  For myself, I 
hope and believe my life is hid with Christ and God and may his will be done. If I 
am spared, I will endeavor to find out something concerning James.  I think 
Charles is still a few miles in our rear.  I believe Alfred is on the right bank of the 
Chickahominy opposite to us and they be likely to cross if we should be hard 
pressed.  There is a swamp between us and Secesh and if they advance on us, they 
may probably be flanked by Porter's division.  Secesh is in pretty strong force yet 
hereabouts.  But you may depend they will be made to fly or lay dead in piles as 
they did the other day, although our loss is severe but not so much as theirs.   
 
"I will now close, it is five o'clock p.m. and no attack yet.  I hope you will write 
soon as you can for I wait to hear from you and may the Lord bless everyone, my 
dear wife and children, relations and friends, is the sincere desire of your 
affectionate husband and father, John Masland, Corporal, Company N, 
California Regiment, camped near Fair Oaks Station, seven miles from 
Richmond."  
 

John and James were embroiled in combat at this point. John had tried desperately to find his oldest son, but 
the battle conditions made that impossible. Fortunately Jim was uninjured despite the fierce fighting all around 
him. Alfred’s regiment had been on the eastern side of the Chickahominy and was not engaged at Fair Oaks 
and neither were the Lancers, who had been on reconnaissance duty to the south and involved several days 
previously near Hanover Court House. Luckily after that encounter things had quieted down for a while for 
Charles Henry as they were in the Reserve unit and away from the front On June 6 he wrote his mother from 
their camp near Gainesville, Virginia to apprise her of his situation. 
 

"Dear Mother,  
 
“I write these few lines to let you know that I am well, hoping that this will find 
you all well.  I received the ledger you sent me yesterday with two sheets of paper 
and two envelopes in it.  I wrote to you on the 2nd but I haven't received any 
answer yet. I haven't heard anything from Father or Jim yet, there was a battle 
three or four days ago on the left flank of the army towards the James River.  I 
was told that Key's division was it and they defeated the rebels with great loss.  I 
don't know what the loss was on our side.  I don't know whether the 23rd was in 
the fight or not.   
 
"We have not been paid yet and I don't think we will be paid until we get to 
Richmond.  As soon as we are paid, I will send you some money.  Let me know 
how you are getting along in your next letter.  I would like to send me a pocket 
handkerchief.  You can put it in a newspaper and send it by the mail for two 
cents.   
 
"We have easy times now while we stay here.  It's likely we will stay where we are 
until there is an attack made on Richmond as we are in the Reserve Brigade.  I 
must close now.  Joe Scargle is well and sends his best respects to you all.  Give 
my best respects to Uncle William and family and to Aunt Mary and Lizzie and 
to my friends.  Give my love to all my brothers and sisters.  I remain your 
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affectionate son, C. H. Masland." 
 
Charles, who called himself, “C.H.,” for the first time in writing revealed grave concern about his father and 
brother as there were only rumors to keep them informed about the actions on the front lines. He was grateful 
for the relatively easy circumstances that he enjoyed, despite the long hours in the saddle the Lancers endured 
during scouting expeditions. Their light duty, however, would be short-lived.  
 
The Rebel army was not the only cause of concern for the soldiers fighting on the peninsula. The swampy 
terrain, lack of good sanitation, and damp climate provided a perfect breeding grounds for disease. Everything 
from common diarrhea to typhoid and malarial fever raged throughout the camps. Charles was hit by a mild 
illness in early June, but his brother, Jim, was hit by a more serious sickness after the Battle of Fair Oaks. 
From the 14th to the 22nd he was out of commission in sick bay with a raging fever. Charles went to visit him 
and wrote a brief note home on the 16th to let his mother know he had seen Jim. 
 

“Dear Mother, 
 
“I write a few lines to you hoping they will find you all well. I am a great deal 
better now; I will be well in a few days; all I want is rest. I saw Jim the other day 
as we passed his camp, he was not very well. Adams Express Company are 
carrying packages here now from Philadelphia. I wish you could send me some 
box with a few things, a little cheese and bread, 3 or 4 lemons and a little sugar to 
make lemonade. We have bad water… I don’t want you to go to any extra 
expense for I guess you have a hard time to get along. Send what you have at 
home. I don’t know when we will leave here. Send it as soon as you can. Direct it 
so it won’t rub out, direct it to Company “E” 6th PV Cavalry Lancers, 
Harrison’s Landing, James River, VA, to be forwarded. Give my love to all my 
brothers and sisters, form your affectionate son, C. H. Masland. 
 
“Since I wrote this letter I have sent the gun by Adams Express and I have 
directed it to Uncle William (Taylor). I want him to keep it until I come home. 
Perhaps they won’t carry it, let me know if you get it.” 

 
C.H.’s concerns had returned to receiving packages from home. This time, instead of onions, it was lemons he 
wanted and a little sugar to make some lemonade. He had also sent home a souvenir, a gun, probably a Rebel 
pistol, which his uncle would hold for him till he got back. Larger concerns, however, would soon fill Charles’ 
mind as the Lancers left that day for a place that he would always remember, Cold Harbor, named for a tavern 
bearing that name that was the only eatery in town, where they camped near the only other building of note, 
Gaines’ Mill.  
 
After the leader of the Confederate army, General Johnston, was wounded at the Battle of Seven Pines the 
command fell upon the shoulders of General Robert E. Lee. Lee, with the help of “Stonewall” Jackson and 
J.E.B. Stuart began a series of attacks on the Union forces that were threatening Richmond. Starting on June 
26 and lasting through July 1, there ensued a series of battles that have come to be known as the Seven Days 
Battles. Although the Confederate suffered more losses than Union, this marked the end of McClellan’s 
Peninsular Campaign and any hopes of an early end to the war by capturing the Rebel capitol. 
 
The Seven Days Battle was waged throughout the area surrounding Richmond where the various Union 
regiments were gathered. There occurred a series of five great battles at Mechanicsville, Gaines’ Mill, Savage 
Station, Frazier’s Farm, and Malvern Hill, with numerous other smaller skirmishes throughout the peninsula.  
When the dust finally settled on July 2, the losses to both sides were staggering, with over 32,000 men killed, 
injured, or captured. Alfred, John, James William, and Charles Henry were all engaged in the conflict. The 
respective regimental histories provide a glimpse of what the Maslands were going through. 
 



The California Regiment was called on to man the picket lines that had been abandoned at Fair Oaks. The duty 
was extremely dangerous, and they were soon met by enemy skirmishers who fired from the woods. After a 
heated exchange they crossed a stream and took a position at Allen’s Farm, where they were attacked by an 
enemy force that vastly outnumbered them. They held their ground, however, protected by the stream and a 
fence, until they were relieved and moved on to Savage Station, where they were again engaged for the 
duration of the battle. That evening John and his fellow soldiers, tired from days of fighting, drank from the 
stagnant pools of muddy water through which the armies had tramped only moments before. 
 

 
Figure 69...Savage Station 

 
The 23rd Pennsylvania Volunteers, Jim’s outfit, were also involved throughout the week-long conflict but were 
most heavily involved on the last day, July 1, 1862, at the Battle of Malvern Hill. The Zouaves had been called 
to support the artillery battery at Charles City Cross Roads, during which five of their men were killed. The 
next evening they marched all night through the dark and treacherous White Oak Swamp to Haxall’s 
Plantation on the James River and from there to Turkey Bridge. The 23rd was then called into action, rapidly 
firing and reloading their weapons until their ammunition was gone. They held their position for thirteen 
hours, at which time they were finally relieved. James William again survived uninjured, though no doubt he 
was thoroughly exhausted by the experience. 
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Figure 70...The Battle of Malvern Hill 

 
Alfred Masland’s unit, the 3rd New Jersey, was also under intense fire during the third of the Seven Days 
Battles at Gaines’ Mill. They crossed the Chickahominy River and arrived on the scene around 4:00 p.m. They 
were soon drawn into battle and charged into the woods to meet the enemy. The regiment found themselves in 
a heated battle in which they lost nearly one-third of their men. The 3rd fought valiantly until all their 
ammunition was depleted and the Union forces started to pull back. With fortune on his side, Alfred survived 
the day unscathed. 

 
The Battle at Gaines’ Mill was of critical importance during the Peninsular Campaign. Though there were 
more casualties on the Confederate side, at the end of the day the victory went not to the Union but to the 
Rebels. Nearly half of all the casualties of the Seven Days Battles came at Cold Harbor, and when the 
Confederate army finally broke through the Union lines toward the evening of June 27, McClellan realized his 
plan to attack Richmond would not succeed and he decided to retreat and end the campaign.  
 
The battle was also noteworthy in that it marked the first time in the war that the cavalry was used in a major 
battle. Charles Henry and the Lancers had been camped near Gaines’ Mill since the 16th and were called into 
action near the end of the day when the great cavalry charge was mounted. Unfortunately for the Lancers, the 
charge was unsuccessful and the Union position was abandoned. Eric Wittenberg’s account of the battle 
describes the action of that fateful day. 
 
 

“During the great fight at Gaines’s Mill on June 27, the Federal cavalry made its first mark in 
the war.  Guarding the flank of the Fifth Corps, Cooke had a strong force of cavalry, including 
eight companies of Lancers, five companies of the 5th U. S. and four companies of the 1st 
U.S., drawn up in a mounted line of battle, protecting the Army of the Potomac’s left flank.  
‘Their fluttering pennons, their guidons, their bright sabres and lances, give an additional 
charm to the martial spirit of the picture,’ admired a member of the 1st New York Cavalry.  
Savage Confederate attacks crushed the Union left, and Cooke ordered the 1st and 5th U. S. 
Cavalry to make a massed mounted charge into the teeth of the advancing Confederate 



infantry.  Cooke hoped that his Napoleonic charge would blunt the ferocious Southern 
advance that threatened to sweep the Fifth Corps from the battlefield.  One of Cooke’s staff 
officers, Lt. Wesley Merritt, unlimbered a battery there to support the cavalry charge.  Merritt 
spurred up, and the battery commander asked, ‘Who will support me, Lieutenant?’ 
   
“‘The Lancers,’ responded Merritt.   The battery commander replied, ‘Very well: if they will 
stand by me, here goes.’  With three squadrons of the Lancers to protect them, the Federal 
guns belched canister at the advancing Confederate infantry.  Before long, things got too hot 
for the artillerists to remain, and they withdrew, freeing some of the Philadelphians to join the 
charge of the Regulars.  The Regulars spurred ahead, their colorful guidons flapping in the 
breeze.  ‘On came that splendid body of cavalry at breakneck speed,’ recalled a Confederate, 
‘while our boys calmly waited until they were within seventy five yards, and then there shot 
out from that ragged line a continuous sheet of flame, emptying many a saddle and hurling 
back the charging squadron in wildest confusion.’  The Lancers took about twenty-five 
casualties, and Pvt. Charles H. Masland had his horse shot out from under him.  The bullet 
came within a whisker of hitting Masland’s leg.  Even though they took heavy losses, the 
Federal horsemen blunted the Confederate attack and permitted Porter and his Fifth Corps to 
escape to safety. 
   
“Colonel Rush had every reason to be proud of his Lancers.  ‘My regiment was the last to 
leave the left of the field, where our troops had given way, and the perfect coolness and 
admirable behavior of officers and men enabling me to maneuver the regiment in close 
column of squadrons and to take advantage of the character of the ground, I was enabled to 
cover my regiment and prevent a heavier loss in killed and wounded,’ he wrote in his report of 
the action.  ‘My men and horses were worn down with previous picket and outpost duty. Some 
of the companies had not been unsaddled for a week.’  When he penned his report of the fight 
at Gaines’ Mill, Cooke praised the Lancers’ role, noting that ‘from the first opening of the 
fight until its close, after 8 o'clock, the 6th Pennsylvania Cavalry behaved like veterans.’” 

 

 
Figure 71...Sketch of Rush's Lancers 

 
Indeed it was a tough day for Charles Henry and his best friend, Joe Scargle. Like Don Quixote and Sancho 
Panza, they charged into the battle with their lances in hand, eager to save the day. [<possibly not a good 
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metaphor in that, despite their wayward bravery, Sancho Panza and Don Quixoite were portrayed as bumbling 
characters and Quixote himself was deranged] The Lancers were, however, no match for the galling fire of the 
Confederates and their artillery, and Charles came very close to losing his life. After being rescued from the 
battlefield he headed for medical attention. After they had pulled back about 15 miles from Richmond, wrote 
to his mother. 
 

"Dear Mother,  
 
“I write you these few lines to let you know that I am alive, though not very well.  
I suppose you have heard of the great move of McClellan's Army on the 27th of 
June.  The rebels made an attack on the right of our army with 75,000 men.  We 
had to fall back, we had a great battle near Gaines Mill.  Our regiment was in it.  
We had about 25 men killed and wounded.  My horse was shot.  Joe Scargle and 
me was together and a shell passed between us but it did not hurt either of us.  
The 3rd New Jersey Regiment was in it.   
 
"I saw Uncle Alfred day before yesterday.  He was well and uninjured.  I saw 
father two or three times, he was better than he had been.  He was with the 
wagons.  I have heard from Jim, he is well.  The army is now near the James 
River.  We have been on duty for a week and nearly all the time in our saddles 
and hardly any sleep.  And we are pretty well fatigued out.   
 
"I received your letter, dated July 2nd, yesterday.  I received Uncle William's 
letter just before the battle.  I will answer it as soon as I can.  This is the first 
chance I have had to write.  I have great reason to thank God for my escape.  The 
ball that struck my horse came very near my leg.  
  
"I think we have lost about 20,000 men this last week.  Colonel Gosline and 
Captain Hubbs of Germantown was killed.  Bob Mower (Alfred Masland’s future 
son in law) is not hurt.  Joe Scargle is well and sends his best respects to you all.  
Give my best respects to Uncle William and family and to all my relations and 
friends.  Give my love to all my brothers and sisters.  I remain your affectionate 
son, Charles H. Masland.   
 
"P.S. We have a better chance of taking Richmond now than we ever have had.  
Reinforcements are arriving everyday.  We have defeated the rebels in two or 
three battles this last week.  They have lost more men than we have.  Direct your 
letters as usual."  

 
It was profoundly shocking to have his mount shot out from under him, and considering his love of horses 
doubtless it was a sad one as well. Despite Charles’ optimism about taking Richmond and the arrival of 
reinforcements, the decision had already been made to abandon the Peninsular Campaign and the army, in 
what was called “The Great Skedaddle,” began to withdraw from the area. As the plan of retreat was being 
developed the Federal army set up headquarters at Harrison’s Landing on the James River. From that location 
John Masland wrote to his family back home on July 7. 
 

“My Dear Wife and Children, 
 
“In haste I write you a few lines, although I wrote to you on the 5th and stated in 
substance what I have to say at present.  And what I have to say now is 
principally to direct to Sister Mary what to do as Brother Alfred has requested 



me to do on the evening of the 5th after I had mailed your letter. I heard of the 
3rd New Jersey being encamped a half a mile from us. I went out and saw Alfred.  
He had seen James and Charlie on our way down.  James is encamped a half a 
mile beyond him and one mile from me. 
   
"I should have gone to see James yesterday, but I was too busy and today I am 
not so well.  I have to keep myself still as Alfred has not time to write.  He wished 
me to say to Sister Mary that he is very sorry that Mrs. Trussel is still living with 
her.  And I must say not very well pleased, as Mr. Trussel has proved himself 
very mean towards him ever since they left New Jersey, and again Trussel has 
not acted the man soldier as he ought to have done.   
 
"On our retreat the 3rd came past a quantity of our whiskey that had to be 
destroyed to prevent it from falling into the hands of the enemy.  But Trussel 
took the liberty to stop and fill his canteen and got pretty well drunk from the 
strength of it and fell out of the ranks and went and lay behind in the woods and 
was captured by the enemy and is now a prisoner.  And it is expected that he may 
be sent home on parole.   
 
"Alfred has requested me to say to Sister Mary that he does not wish her to 
receive or allow him or his wife to be there no matter what anyone says.  And I 
tell you I know what “mean” is in the army.  I do not blame Alfred, I would do 
the same.   
 
"Having wrote to you, I have not much to say more, so farewell at present and 
may the blessing of God rest upon you, all relations and friends and neighbors.  
And please accept my dearest love, my dear wife and children and believe me, 
your affectionate husband and father, John Masland, Corporal, Company N, 
California Regiment.   
 
"P.S. Say to Mr. William Bokious that I saw Jacob.  He looks well and hearty.  
Also young Green and Albert Flu, Frankwells, all of the 99th Pennsylvania 
Volunteers.  They arrived here on the 5th from Alexandria.  They're all well and 
in good spirits." 

 
 
John, Alfred, James, and Charles had experienced some hard and harrowing times on the peninsula. Their 
mettle as soldiers had been tested, and they had honorably done their duty to the cause of keeping the country 
united. John and Alfred had no tolerance for men such as Edward Trussel, a private in Alfred’s regiment who 
had behaved badly. Alfred was not comfortable with the thought of his wife, Mary, living with Trussel’s wife, 
and he abhorred the thought of Trussel being sent home and living with both of them. John, no stranger to the 
misdeeds of some fellow soldiers, fully agreed with his brother. 
 
The month of July 1862 passed somewhat uneventfully for the troops, now stationed near Harrison’s Landing, 
as General McClellan pondered his next move. There was, however, one thing that continued to make life 
difficult for the soldiers: the climate. July on the peninsula was very hot and damp, and pools of stagnant water 
formed all around, ideal breeding grounds for mosquitoes. As a result, sickness, fever, and dysentery from 
unclean drinking water raged throughout the camps. While all of the Maslands were afflicted to some degree, 
James William was the hardest hit during the final days of the Peninsular Campaign. On August 1 John wrote 
home to Mary Ann describing his condition. 
 

"My dear wife and children, 
  



159 

“I now take the opportunity to write a few lines to you in hopes they may find 
you all in the enjoyment of good health.  As regards myself, my health is pretty 
well restored and for which I trust that I am thankful to my heavenly father for 
his kind mercies towards me. 
   
"Your letter dated July 19th was duly received and it is gratifying for me to 
know that you wish us home again and we shall and do know how to appreciate 
our homes.  I saw Alfred last Sunday.  He has been rather unwell but is getting 
better.  I saw Charles on Monday; he is getting better and was going to his duty.  
I have been at my duty two weeks.  I went to see James yesterday.  He has been 
very sick and was recovering when he took a relapse, but seems on the recovery.  
I was misinformed about his promotion, but am satisfied that chances are 
favorable. Charles brought me the catsup, et cetera, and I wish you to say to 
Sister Taylor that we are very thankful for her kindness.  For I assure you that it 
is a luxury here.  The Jamaica ginger is a fine thing here.  Took to James his 
catsup, et cetera, yesterday and I am saving some of mine for Alfred. I am well 
pleased that Mary and Sarah is at home.  I think it better than to be so far away 
at this time.  Put your trust in the Lord and he will sustain you.   
 
“I do hope the administration will be efficiently sustained to put down the unholy 
rebellion.  If I must give my opinion and speak from experience, that Secesh 
enters into this war with a war spirit, while a great many from the North, it is to 
be feared, have only shouldered themselves into different positions in order to 
make money.  This is the opinion of most of our camps. The men have all 
confidence in the President and most of our generals and many of the officers.  
But this circumlocution of some men both in the North and at the seat of war is 
considered to be a bugbear for a weeding. With regard to me coming home, I 
believe it's a thing impossible at present.  There is an order issued out that we 
were released on the 19th of February, is exchanged, and let me say to you, my 
dear wife and children whom I love dearly, it would be with a great deal of 
reluctance that I should leave the seat of war at this present time and the first 
reason is, whether the country appreciates my humble services in a humble 
capacity or not, I know it needs those same services.  
  
"Secondly, while I am at the seat of war, I am in a situation to have more 
immediate information concerning the welfare and fate of my two dear boys and 
my brother.  But if I was to return home, I should probably return here again, 
but not without a position such as I would be capable to fill or else they should 
not have my services.  I'm not the only one whose services are not appreciated 
and if I would choose, I would rather have the appreciation of a high private with 
an honorable discharge, than pointed at as a disgraceful captain after the 
disbanding of our army. 
   
"Some of the army have been paid, but we have not as yet.  Third New Jersey, 
Sixth Pennsylvania Cavalry, 71st Pennsylvania, 23rd Pennsylvania have not been 
paid.  When we are paid, it is probably Charles will send you $40, James, $15, 
and me $20 which will make $75, and if we live, the desired object, I will then 
send you word how to send us boxes and what to send in them.  
  
"We are now surrounded by the enemy and acting on the defensive.  And they 



would like to pounce onto us and if they attack us, we shall have to feed them 
with a plenty of ball with powder for sauce or leave them a supply of provisions.  
But have no fear as to the result.  Should they come, we are prepared to give 
them the warm reception.  I am now transferred to Company E, Captain Neil.  
Five companies broke up and their regiment consolidated into ten companies.  
You will direct accordingly and 71st Regiment, Pennsylvania Volunteers and not 
the California.   
 
"I must have had some letters missed, I did not receive the one with the dollar in 
it.  There is another regiment from New York which calls themselves the 
California Regiment.  I will now close.  Write soon and send me all the news you 
can.  Give my best respects to Brother William, wife and family, to Frank and 
Mary and to Sister Mary and Elizabeth and all inquiring friends.  And please 
accept my dearest love, my dear wife and children, believe me, John Masland, 
Corporal, Company E, 71st Regiment, Pennsylvania Volunteers, Camp near 
Harrison's Landing, Virginia."  

 
As he sat in camp at Harrison’s Landing John had more time to write and express his thoughts and feelings 
about the war and his prospects for the future. Even though he could have left the service at that point it was 
his desire to stay in order to watch over his brother and two sons, and he knew his country needed him as well. 
The war-weary soldier was also deeply appreciative of the packages from home containing such delicacies as 
catsup and ginger, which he shared with his ailing sons.  
 
The “California Regiment,” which had little connection to the state of California, was now reorganized into the 
71st Pennsylvania Volunteers, and the companies were reformed with John now a member of Company “E.” 
Despite a lingering sense of being unappreciated since his promotion to sergeant had never materialized, John 
remained intensely loyal to his country and was eager to help win the war. The Peninsular Campaign, 
however, was a failure for the Union army and for General McClellan in particular. President Lincoln had 
visited the camp at Harrison’s Landing on July 8 and was impressed with the army in general, though not with 
the General himself. McClellan was removed from his command and the withdrawal from the peninsula 
proceeded.  
 

Maryland Campaign 
 
By mid August 1862 the various regiments had marched back down through Yorktown and Hampton and 
departed from Fort Monroe for the Washington area. With the end of McClellan’s assault on Richmond, 
Robert E. Lee and the Army of Northern Virginia began threatening the north and the Maryland Campaign 
commenced. The next letter that survives from this period is one from James William to his mother dated 
September 5, 1862, from their camp near Washington, D.C. 
 

“I write these few lines hoping they may find you all in good health as this leaves 
me at the present. The last letter I received from you was on board the transport 
as we were leaving Yorktown. Since then we have been at Alexandria, Fairfax 
Courthouse, back to Alexandria again, up to Georgetown, over into Virginia 
again, up to the Chain Bridge, and over into Maryland again. Marched 17 miles 
and stopped at this place. God only knows how long we will be here. Father’s 
regiment was camped over here and marched a few hours ahead of us. Where 
they are now, I do not know. I received a paper from you at the Chain Bridge 
with some tobacco in which come in very good. My health is improving every day 
since we left the Peninsula and got in among the mountains. I don’t know that I 
can say anything more at present. Remember me to all, your loving son, James” 
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“P.S. Write soon and direct to James Masland, Company F, 23rd Pennsylvania 
Volunteers, Couch’s Division, Cochran’s Brigade, Army of the Potomac, via 
Washington, D.C.” 

 
It is clear from this brief note that the Union army was in some disarray. After leaving the peninsula the 23rd 
marched and countermarched around the Maryland and Washington area. John’s unit, the 71st, was in a similar 
position, and he, too, wrote home about it two days later. The letter is addressed from “camp in the line at 
battle waiting a Rebel attack, which I think we will not realize, near Rockville, Maryland.” 
 

“My dear wife and children,  
 
“I write you a few hasty lines to let you know of my whereabouts and that I am 
well.  Thank the Lord for his mercies to me amidst the trials and hardships we've 
had to endure.  Since I wrote you at Newport News, I have not had an 
opportunity to write you.  For we have been on the move nearly all the time.  
Since both night and day, marching and counter-marching from Newport News 
to Aquia Creek then to Alexandria, then to Camp Advance, our old camp, then to 
Centerville, then back to Lewinsville then over to Maryland to Tennallytown.  
From Tennallytown to this place which we hourly expect to move from.  
  
"Secesh came over here and we came to pay him our compliments.  One brigade 
is now going out on picket to find them, but I think the enemy has retired.  We 
have had some little skirmishing in our marching and counter-marching, but no 
decisive battle.  We have not had an opportunity to change our clothing since we 
left our camp at Harrison's Landing until now not having our knapsacks with us 
until we left Tennallytown.  We have worn our shirts, drawers and stockings for 
24 days.  I took all of this morning and threw them away with the livestock 
accompanying them.   
 
"I have not seen James, Charles, or Alfred since I wrote you.  But I think James 
is at Yorktown and probably Charles is too. I think Alfred is at Alexandria.  His 
regiment has been in a hard fight near Bull Run.  He sent me word he was safe.  
  
"I suppose you have directed the letters and papers to Newport News which have 
not followed us yet.  Do not send any more papers until I direct you as they may 
not follow me.  I am very anxious to hear from you and all my relations and my 
two dear boys and brother Alfred.  May the Lord bless you all for I long to see 
you all and would try if we could get it settled.  Get it in settled quarters.  But I 
think Secesh is not going to let us rest long.  Together he is a bold enemy and is 
driven to desperation.  But if the North is true to herself, they must succeed and 
put down this unholy rebellion.  I have not time to say more.  Let me hear from 
you and direct to Tennallytown near Washington, D.C.  Good bye and God bless 
you all, hoping you are all in the enjoyment of good health.  And believe me, your 
affectionate husband, father John Masland, Corporal, Company E, 71st 
Regiment, Pennsylvania Volunteers."   

 
 
John was obviously fatigued at this point. The marching, picketing, and scouting, as well as the lack of 
sanitation, were taking their toll on him. Though he was now free of the malarial swamps and blistering heat of 
the Peninsular Campaign, even tougher times lay ahead. John, however, believed deeply in the Union cause 



and was confident that the “unholy rebellion” would soon be put down. In addition, his concern over his “two 
dear boys” overshadowed any concern for his own welfare. 
 
While John was marching through the Maryland countryside waiting for the next great encounter with the 
“Secesh” his younger brother, Alfred, was involved in a “hard fight” of his own.  On August 27, Alfred 
boarded a train with the 1st New Jersey Brigade and headed for Manassas, Virginia. They arrived near Bull 
Run Bridge and disembarked at a break in the road about a quarter-mile from the bridge. After crossing the 
bridge they left their tents, knapsacks, and gear and proceeded forward unaware that the enemy was positioned 
in large numbers just over the ridge. They were unsupported by either artillery or cavalry and soon found 
themselves in the most precarious of positions. A hail of artillery fire, grapeshot, and canister was poured upon 
them, and Alfred’s unit was forced back toward the bridge. Fortunately reinforcements arrived and they were 
spared total annihilation. Nonetheless, the Second Battle of Bull Run was a disastrous defeat for the Union, 
with over 7,800 men killed, wounded, or captured. 

 
Figure 72...Bull Run Bridge 

Once again Alfred survived unscathed. He quickly got word to John that he was fine, and the 3rd New Jersey 
returned to Maryland to await their next battle.  

It was not a long wait. One week after John’s last letter informing the family that Alfred was okay, the series 
of three battles collectively known as the Battle of South Mountain commenced. On September 14, 1862, 
Alfred and the 3rd New Jersey were engaged at Crampton’s Gap, where their unit participated in a heroic and 
victorious charge up the face of the mountain.  

South Mountain is part of the ridge of Appalachian Mountains that runs through the Maryland countryside and 
extends up through Pennsylvania, past Gettysburg, and up through Cumberland Valley where Carlisle and 
Kings Gap are located. Crampton’s Gap was a key stop on the “Underground Railroad” as it afforded runaway 
slaves a pass through the mountains and then up to Pennsylvania and freedom. On September 14, the mountain 
pass was heavily fortified and protected by Confederate troops. The task of charging up the steep hills to the 
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gap seemed nearly impossible to Alfred and the 3rd New Jersey men. They were not deterred by, however, and 
charged up the mountainside, guns blazing, letting out a deafening yell. According to one eyewitness, “this 
charge is described by everyone who saw it, as one of the most magnificent, best sustained and most gallant 
charges that ever was seen.” The charge was a complete and much needed success for the Union and a 
dramatic defeat for the Confederacy. 
 
Alfred, however, was not so lucky at Crampton’s Gap. As he was charging up the mountain a bullet from the 
muzzle of a Confederate rifle tore through his left leg just below the knee, shattering the bones and tearing 
through muscle. On the following morning after lying wounded overnight on the battlefield, Alfred was taken 
to the military hospital for treatment, ending his active service with the 3rd New Jersey Volunteers.  
 
While Alfred was fighting at South Mountain, Charles Henry and his father watched the conflict from their 
camps nearby. The day after Alfred was wounded, the Lancers and the 71st PV toured the battlefield observing 
the mass of dead and wounded soldiers. It was a sight they would not soon forget.  
 
The awful carnage, however, was nothing in comparison with what was to come only two days later. On 
September 17, 1862, the great battle at Antietam Creek near Sharpsburg, Maryland, played out, the bloodiest 
day in American military history. The remaining three Masland soldiers, John and his sons, were there or 
nearby.  
 
James William and the 23rd Pennsylvania Volunteers were on the extreme left flanks and therefore not directly 
involved in the battle, but they were close enough to suffer a few casualties as the fighting ensued. 

Charles Henry and the Lancers, however, after witnessing the carnage of South Mountain, had a greater role at 
the Battle of Antietam. Though they were not as directly caught up as they had been at Gaines’ Mill, they were 
nonetheless under heavy fire. 
 



 
Figure 73...Antietam Bridge 

 
Three bridges that crossed over the Antietam Creek figured prominently in the battle. The Lancers were called 
upon to make a charge over the Middle Bridge along with other regiments. As they dashed across the bridge 
they were exposed to the enemy artillery, but Charles Henry and his comrades galloped forward and drove the 
Rebels back. That charge was Charles Henry’s last taste of action and an event that he would never forget. In 
later years, when he was president of the Rush’s Lancers Association, the remaining old cavalrymen would 
meet every year on the anniversary of that fateful battle. 
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Figure 74...Lancer's Reunion 

 
The harsh demands of service began to take a heavy toll on Charles Henry. Although he had survived the 
battle without wounds, he was stricken by another wartime enemy, probably first contracted back on the 
peninsula: typhoid fever. On September 22, 1862, five days after Antietam, he was removed from the front and 
sent back to Philadelphia to the Master Street Hospital to recuperate. 
 
His father, suffering from the fatigue of a 55-year-old man fighting a young man’s war, was himself engaged 
at Antietam. Lash’s The History of Edward Baker’s California Regiment describes the experience of the 
71st on that fateful day. 
 

“At 2:00 a.m. on Wednesday, September 17, the men of the California Regiment were 
awakened for an inspection of cartridge boxes. An hour later, each man drew 40 cartridges to 
supplement the 40 he held in his cartridge box. They boys stuffed the extra ammunition into 
pockets and haversacks and tried to get some more sleep. But little sleep was to be had, for 
reveille sounded between 3:00 and 4:00 a.m. Officers instructed the men to make coffee and to 
be ready to march in an hour. Soon the Californians heard the popping of picket fire from 
across the Antietam Creek 
 
“Not long after dawn, Colonel Wistar’s approximately 510 men and officers were ordered to 



pile their knapsacks and wait for orders to move out. By this time, heavy exchanges of both 
small arms and artillery fire reverberated from across the Antietam. 
 
“The Philadelphia Brigade and the balance of the division headed to a ford perhaps 1,000 feet 
downstream from the Samuel Pry farm and approximately one-half mile south of the Upper 
Bridge, the same location that part of Hooker’s First Corps had crossed the Antietam last 
evening. The men waded into the swift-flowing stream, the depth of which ranged from knee- 
to waist-deep. Having gained the west bank of the creek, Isaac Wistar’s dripping troops 
ascended the valley flank and marched perhaps one-quarter mile to where the brigade columns 
filed right and then fronted thereby forming three brigade-wide battle lines facing to the west. 
 
“Even though they had entered the woods only a short distance or not at all, the Californians 
found themselves crowded against the right flank of Napoleon Dana’s line and therefore fully 
exposed to small arms projectiles that passed through the forward lines. Naturally Wistar’s 
men could not return fire for fear of hitting friends on their front. ‘At the moment of shock,’ 
the colonel ordered his men to the ground ‘to avoid unnecessary casualties till its service in 
action might be required.’ The Californians found shelter behind rocks, fallen trees, branches 
and slight waves and depressions in the ground. 
 
“The roughly 25 minutes that the California Regiment fought in and around the West Woods 
on September 17, 1862, would be the unit’s bloodiest service as measured by the number of 
men killed and mortally wounded. The regiment lost approximately 27 percent of the 510 men 
and officers who had crossed Antietam Creek. Although its position on the right of the brigade 
line kept the California Regiment relatively removed from the slashing Confederate flank 
attack, it suffered the second highest number of losses in the brigade behind the battered 72nd 
Pennsylvania.” 

 
On that one day alone, September 17, 1862, over 5,500 soldiers were killed and another 25,000 wounded. The 
fields and woods near Antietam creek were littered with the bodies of the dead and wounded. The 71st lost 
their leader, Colonel Isaac Wistar, who was severely wounded in the left shoulder as he had been in the right 
one at Ball’s Bluff. After remaining for a few days near Antietam to bury their dead and help the wounded 
men, the 71st moved back to Bolivar Heights overlooking Harper’s Ferry, Virginia, where they licked their 
wounds and prepared for their next encounter. 
 
 

 
Figure 75...Bolivar Heights 
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John Masland, who had managed somewhat miraculously to survive the Battle of Antietam unhurt, wrote a 
letter home from Bolivar Heights on October 5, 1862, nearly three weeks after the battle. 
 

"My dear wife and children, 
  
“Your kind and welcome letter dated September 30th was duly received 
yesterday.  And I am happy to hear you are all well at home.  I also rejoice 
thankfully that you have Charles so near you.  I hope and pray that his disease 
may be eradicated and that he may enjoy perfect health.  But I am afraid that the 
foundation has been laid some months ago.  I always thought he had an inward 
fever when at Harrison's Landing.  He will need to be nursed when he becomes 
convalescent. I hope you will have him home so that he can with honor do so.  I 
am satisfied he has done duty enough.  
 
 "The next I want to see James at home and then I think it would soon come my 
turn.  Poor Alfred, I am so sorry for him, yet I am thankful it is as well with him.  
He was marching in their flank at the time they were engaged at South 
Mountain.  We saw them at it.  I knew Franklin's Corps was engaged.  We was 
ordered to work a flank movement and had to march all that day and night.  
Came into the mountain the next day, at the time they were gathering the 
wounded and burying the dead.  It was a hard sight to see, but we had to press on 
hard after the enemy and overtook him near Sharpsburg which you have the 
account of better than I can tell you.  
  
"If I am able to judge by the force of circumstances, this war cannot last long. I 
should not be surprised if some of us was disbanded by Christmas but I should be 
surprised if the most of us was not disbanded by spring.  For I know they have 
not the supplies to feed an army in Seceshdom and unless we willingly allow them 
to get it, they cannot have it.  I feel certain that they cannot come into Maryland 
by way of Bolivar Heights and Harper's Ferry, though General Sumner and his 
Corps is here.  
  
"I see by the papers that the 23rd is paid.  I supposed we will soon as they are 
making out the payrolls.  Don't send shirts until I tell you.  Three days since I 
received a paper with a handkerchief, but no tobacco in it.  I supposed it was 
taken out.  I am very thankful to Sammy for the handkerchief.  I received a 
paper yesterday with two plugs of tobacco which was very acceptable, I assure 
you. 
   
"Give my dearest love to Mary and tell her to write to me and desire her to give 
my best respects to all my friends and Elizabeth.  And say to them, if I live to 
return, I will go to see them.  Be sure and remember me to Mrs. Henry's girls and 
tell them I have not forgotten them.  Say to Brother William, wife and family that 
I hope they will excuse me for not writing.  It is not neglect or forgetfulness.  I 
hope I often with grateful recollections think of them and my prayer is may the 
Lord bless them and make them happy.  Give my kind respects to Alderman 
Boucher and all inquiring friends and neighbors.  
 
 "I enclose some of my hair.  You will see that it is sunburnt.  The undergrowth of 
it had been gray, but it is white.  Be sure to write by return mail for I am anxious 



to hear of Alfred and Charles and all of you.  Do not fill the papers too much.  
Send a sewing needle.  I now conclude with my dearest love to you all.  May the 
Lord guide, direct and protect you, my dear wife and children, relations and 
friends and believe me, your affectionate and father, John Masland, Corporal, 
Company E, 71st Regiment, Pennsylvania Volunteers, Bolivar Heights, 
Virginia."  

 
 
Charles Henry was in the Master Street Hospital located in a manufacturing building at the northwest corner of 
Sixth and Master Streets. It was considered one of the most efficient establishments in the city. It was opened 
upon July 1, 1862, and continued to operate until after the Chestnut Hill Hospital (Mower) was in operation, 
nearly a year later. Contracting typhoid fever proved to be a “blessing in disguise” for Charles since he was 
now out of harm’s way and back near his family who could care for him.  
 
Alfred was in the hospital in Frederick, Maryland, recuperating from the serious leg wound he had received at 
the Battle of Crampton’s Gap. [<redundant with what you established earlier] Fortunately his wound was not 
life threatening and he recovered, though he would walk with a limp for the rest of his life. 
 
John and James William were now the only Maslands left at the front. John continued to be of the opinion that 
the war would be over quickly, a common misconception at the time. There was, however, much more to come 
before the conflict would come to a close nearly 2½ years later. After the failure of the Peninsular Campaign 
and the great bloodletting at Antietam, President Lincoln decided that a change of leadership was necessary, 
and General McClellan was replaced by General Ambrose Burnside. On November 10, John and the 71st PV 
marched to Warrenton, Virginia, where they assembled in front of the Warren Green Hotel and heard General 
McClellan deliver his farewell address to the disappointed troops. 
 
Meanwhile, Lincoln and Burnside, who knew that a much larger effort would be needed to put down the 
rebellion, called in additional troops to support the Union. One of those summoned was a soldier who had been 
stationed unhappily at Alcatraz Island in San Francisco for several years, Lieutenant Matthew Henry Masland, 
a seasoned veteran of the Mexican War and an expert artillery man. On November 21, 1862, he and his wife, 
Elizabeth, left California and sailed down the coast, traveled across the Isthmus of Panama, and set sail again 
for New York and then on to Washington to assist in the war effort.  
 

Fredericksburg 
 
While Matthew Henry was en route to the capital, John and James William had one more major conflict before 
the winter set in and the fighting came to a lull. Burnside decided that waiting till spring would not be wise and 
came up with a plan that entailed taking the city of Fredericksburg, Virginia and moving on to Richmond 
before Lee could regroup and defend the Rebel capital. Both James William and his father, John, were called 
to action once more.  
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Figure 76...Fredericksburg, Virginia 

 
 
On December 10-11, 1862, the 23rd and 71st Pennsylvania Volunteers were ordered to cross the Rappahannock 
River and enter Fredericksburg. The city was heavily fortified by the Rebels, and they came under 
considerable fire while crossing the river. The Confederate artillery was strongly entrenched at Marye’s 
Heights, overlooking the city, where they were protected by a large stone wall. Wave after wave of Union 
troops tried to storm the heights, but over 8,000 men were cut down by the Rebel guns. The 23rd, James 
William’s outfit, was assembled on December 13 to storm the Rebel stronghold, but, in the nick of time, the 
order was countermanded, and they were spared. They soon withdrew from Fredericksburg to the Falmouth, 
Virginia area, where they established winter quarters and waited for better weather to resume the conflict. 
John’s division, however, had a much rougher assignment during the siege of Fredericksburg. 
 
John was called upon to do forward observation, standing knee-deep in the cold swamp water for hours on end 
as he reported back to Colonel Markoe on the enemy positions. That duty was exhausting and grueling for 
most young men, but for a man in his fifties, it was excruciating. Those hours in the freezing December night 
would haunt John for the rest of his life, and as an old man he would recall the numbing pain in his arthritic 
legs.  
 
Colonel Markoe and his men came under terrible fire during the battle. They crawled on their bellies in 
absolute silence and the darkness of night to a position only 15 yards from the enemy front line. They were 
met with stiff resistance and forced to abandon their position. John, himself, was positioned in a precarious 
situation near an abandoned tannery at the foot of Marye’s Heights. He was inside the tannery looking out 
through peepholes in the wall and providing his superiors with information about the enemy comings and 
goings. 
 



 
Figure 77...The Tannery 

 
 
After the plan to take Fredericksburg began to unravel, the 71st retreated back across the Rappahannock, but 
John remained in the tannery still at his post. Word was finally received for John to leave, and he made the 
dangerous trip back across the river after nearly five days of grueling duty with little or no food or sleep. He 
was never the same again. 
 
Eighteen years later in his application for a pension, John described his harrowing experiences in the tannery 
during the Battle of Fredericksburg. That was the last battle of John’s career, and at the age of 55 it took a 
lasting toll on him. 
 

“Memorandum of my service and hardship that I endured at the Battle of 
Fredericksburg under the command of Colonel Markoe on the 14th and 15th of 
December, 1862: 
 
“While out as Skirmishers I was ordered by Colonel Markoe to select two 
reliable men from my own company to take a position in front of the enemy rifle 
pits in front of Marye’s Heights to make observations. I stood for about two 
hours in a cold swamp up to my knees and then sent one of the men to inform 
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Colonel Markoe that there was Picking in front. Colonel Markoe came and found 
it as I informed him. Colonel Markoe then directed me to take another position 
which took me above my knees in order to discharge my duty. I was about four 
hours in that position; during that time I observed Picking to the right in front. I 
then dispatched the other man to inform Colonel Markoe. He came and found it 
was so. He then dispatched me with a message to Major Smith, then commanding 
the left wing as Skirmishers, which duty I performed in front of the enemy fire 
from their rifle pits. 
  
“Colonel Markoe then detailed me with six men to make observations from the 
gable end of the building at loopholes. While there I observed that picking in 
front had enabled the enemy to extend their rifle pits and flanked our left wing 
then on the Skirmish line. The Picking to the right in front had enabled them to 
make an Embrasure and Post Cannon which swept the road to Fredericksburg 
and which flanked our right wing then on Skirmish line. About 9 o’clock AM 
Adjutant Rush brought a few of his old company of men to make some Picket 
shots through the loopholes, which annoyed the enemy. They, in return, saluted 
us by sending a messenger in the shape of a cannon shot through the gable end of 
the building, and which exposed us to the eye of the enemy from their 
Breastworks. My distinguished companions soon made themselves scarce after 
that and, in the rush to get down the stairs, four of my detailed men went with 
them. It certainly was not a very desirable place to be in, but by persuasion and 
threats, I was enabled to keep two of them with me, and, by my indefatigability 
though weakened in body, I was enabled to keep Colonel Markoe apprised of the 
movements of the enemy. 
 
“About 5 o’clock PM Lieutenant Templeton came and informed me that the 
regiment had retired as it was impossible to withstand the raking fire of the 
enemy and informed me, if I thought proper, I might run the gauntlet as soon as I 
wished. I waited until the twilight of the evening and then made my exit and 
crossed the pontoon bridge two hours after the regiment, and, though wearied 
and fatigued, I arrived at the camp the next morning, Tuesday, December 16th, 
after being under arms from Thursday, the 11th, enduring for six hours on the 
night of the 14th, excruciating pain with cold by being above my knees in the 
swamp in order to discharge my duty enjoined upon me to perform, and which so 
I impaired the muscular nerve  of my limbs and, added to it, the previous 
hardships I had endured. I did not, even then, give up, for when we returned 
back to camp, we found we had not a single non-commissioned officer left in our 
company but myself, 3 Sergeants, 2 Corporals and 2 Privates taken prisoner, 
therefore the Orderly and Commissary duty devolved on me. I held up until the 
27th of December when I was entirely broke down. 
 
“Then I took to discharging great floods of water, I should suppose by the cold 
settling in my kidneys and has now turned into the diabetes and now my system 
is so impaired that I am nor able to work (73 years old) so that I am under the 
dire necessity to apply to the government for a pension. 
  
“Dear Sir, if you think me worthy of a pension, will you be so kind to recommend 
me for a pension and, believe me Sir, you will confer an unlimited favor toward 
me and please believe me Sir, I am with respect your obedient servant.” 



 
 John Masland 
  Late Sergeant 
   71st Regiment 

    Pennsylvania Volunteers 
 

Attesting to this is the following note from Colonel Markoe: 
 
“I hereby testify that as far as my memory now serves me that in the main the 
facts above mentioned are true. John Masland was a conscientious, good soldier 
and I think entitled to full consideration from the United States Government” 
 

 
Figure 78...John Markoe 

 
John’s courage and loyalty had not gone unnoticed. Colonel Markoe, who had assumed command of the 71st 
after the wounding of Colonel Wistar, had witnessed John’s steadfast conduct while under fire in the tannery. 
Despite the lack of success of the siege of Fredericksburg, John was finally recommended for the Sergeantship 
that had been promised to him so many times over. Although he never rose to the rank of Sergeant Major like 
his two younger brothers, Charles and William, he remained immensely proud of his service in the U.S. Army, 
which finally eradicated from his mind any stigma from his desertion from the British Army. He had proved 
himself a true warrior.  
  



173 

 

The Hospitals 
 
After the Battle of Fredericksburg John’s physical condition deteriorated dramatically. The picket duty in the 
cold, water-filled trenches had left him almost paralyzed from “rheumatism.” The lack of hygiene and good 
nutrition had affected or infected his kidneys to the point that he was experiencing heavy, uncontrolled flows 
of urine. Little wonder then that he was taken on December 27 to the field hospital in Falmouth, Virginia, 
where the 71st had gone to regroup and camp for the winter after Fredericksburg. From that hospital John 
wrote home three days later describing his condition. 
 

"My dear wife and children,  
 
“I take this opportunity to write these few lines to you in hopes they may find you 
all enjoying good health. I cannot say that I am very well.  I am somewhat feeble 
in my limbs and I have an unusual cough caused by fatigue and exposure.  But I 
am not alone on that score. I received your kind and welcome letter, dated 
December 20th and also a newspaper with the scarf.  You will please give my 
sincere thanks to Mrs. Jones for it with my kindest regards for her and all her 
family.  This army is now on the move I suppose to establish another base of 
operations, and we are expecting to move every hour.  We cannot go far without 
an encounter with the enemy.  If they choose to give us battle, which way we are 
going I cannot say.  Whether it is to advance, retire, or circumnavigate, but I 
think it is to retire for the present. 
   
"I've applied for my discharge or for 20 days furlough.  The doctor examined me, 
but said he could not give a certificate as me being unfit for duty.  If he would 
have done it, I could've had a furlough if not my discharge.  But Colonel Markoe, 
being in favor of me having a furlough, ordered one to be made out and signed it, 
but it has to have the approval of the General commanding, which I think this 
moment will prevent him from doing, but he has it.  But be as it may, I have the 
good will of my Colonel concerning it.  He, having witnessed my conduct when 
engaged in front of the enemy before Fredericksburg and the day after we 
arrived here in camp, sent for me and told me that I was appointed Sergeant but 
I have not been read out in orders yet but that don't matter as he ordered me to 
be ranked Sergeant in my furlough yesterday.  I would very much like to come 
home, but I must submit to force of circumstances.   
 
"Give my dearest love to my brother Henry and be sure and send me his address 
and I will write to him if I am spared.  James has been again to see me.  I think 
likely they are moved but where I cannot say.  I hope Charles will be able to get 
his discharge.  Be sure and give my dearest love to my brother Alfred when you 
write to him.  I cannot make out the name of the fort you named that Henry is to 
be stationed at, but I suppose you mean Fort Lyon.  Be sure and spell it right.   
 
"James brought me a letter that John wrote to him; I wish he would endeavor to 
improve his writing.  Tell John, Joseph and Sammy to write me and Mary too 
and my old Lizzie and Sadie.  May the Lord bless and comfort you all.  I must 
conclude with my dearest love to you all, relations and friends and believe me my 
dear wife and children.  Your affectionate husband and father, John Masland,  



Company E, 71st Regiment, Pennsylvania Volunteers, Camp near Falmouth, 
Virginia.   
 
 "P.S. Burns Brigade, Howard Division." 

 
Despite his age and dilapidated health John was not given a discharge from the army. The need for soldiers 
was so great that even an old man and semi-invalid could not be let go. John was, nonetheless, ready to do 
what he could and proud that he was finally ranked as a sergeant, though the formal promotion had not yet 
materialized. He was happy to have James William so near and grateful that Charles Henry was no longer in 
combat. Alfred, still recuperating in Frederick, Maryland, was in his thoughts as well. Above all, his wife and 
children at home, John, Joseph, Sammy, Mary Ann, Liza, and Sarah, were a source of comfort and pride to the 
old soldier. 
 

 
Figure 79...Post Office at Falmouth 

 
As John sat in his hospital room penning those words to his family, his youngest brother, Matthew Henry, at 
the age of 41, was mustered into service as 1st Lieutenant, Company “B”, in the 2nd Pennsylvania Heavy 
Artillery in Washington and sent to Fort Bunker Hill near the city. Lincoln had determined the need for a ring 
of forts around Washington to protect the capital, which James William and the 23rd PV had participated in 
building before the Peninsular Campaign. Matthew Henry, a fully commissioned artillery officer, was called in 
to serve at Fort Bunker Hill on the northeast side of the city. On January 11, 1863, he wrote to John’s wife, 
Mary Ann, in Germantown. 
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Figure 80...Circle of Forts 

 
"Dear Sister,  
 
“At last I find time to write you, to inform you of my whereabouts.  I arrived in 
Washington on the 30th of December last and went out to Fort Lincoln the same 
day where I received orders to report for duty at this post. Since my arrival here, 
my health has been very indifferent.  I have had three of those sick spells since 
my arrival.  The last one continued all night and part of the next day.  I think it is 
owing to the change of climate and a severe cold I caught on my return from 



California.  But I begin to feel myself again.   
 
"I wrote to John on the 7th and expect a letter from him in a few days.  I should 
very much like to see him and James, but it is impossible for me to obtain leave of 
absence to go to Fredericksburg, as now no one is allowed to leave the fort but for 
a few hours, and to obtain that leave take more trouble that it is worth.  Should I 
at any time have an opportunity of sending to Germantown, tell Charlie to get me 
one of those camp sleeping caps.  They are made so that nothing but eyes, nose 
and mouth is seen and fits close around the neck and with a piece hanging down 
the breast. It is confidently expected for our regiment to take the field in a very 
short time, but how soon we do not know.   
 
"Tell Mary to send me word about Alfred, if he is in Frederick or returned 
home; if the latter for him to write to me as it would give me great pleasure to 
hear from him.  Give my love to him, Mary, and Lizzie.  Give my love to all the 
children and to Mary when you write to her.  Please send me her address and I 
will write to her.  I forget whether it is Elizabeth or Elizabethtown. Give my kind 
regards to Mr. and Mrs. Taylor and family, also to Mr. and Mrs. Hanson and 
family.  Your affectionate brother, M.H. Marsland, 1st Lieutenant, 2nd Artillery, 
Pennsylvania Volunteers.   
 

Matthew Henry, who still used the last name Marsland in honor of his fallen brother, Charles, served as an 
artillery instructor in the Washington area during this period. It had been over 16 years since he first enlisted in 
Duncan’s Battery, and the skills he had learned during the Mexican War were being put to a good use. His 
health, however, was often “indifferent,” as he would express repeatedly in future letters. Despite his imposing 
stature (a man over six feet was almost a giant in those days), he suffered from an array of health ailments, 
probably due to his many years of hard service. He was nonetheless eager  to take to the field and assist his 
fallen brothers and nephews in the war effort. 
 
As poor as Matthew Henry’s health was, that of his older brother, John, was much worse. He spent the early 
days of January 1863 trying to get better in the military hospital in Falmouth but desired to obtain a furlough to 
recuperate at home. He also tried to get his discharge for health and age reasons, but his request was declined 
[revised because your wording was redundant with what you previously expressed]. He wrote to his family 
several days later from the sick bay telling them of his trials. 
 

“My Dear Wife and children,  
 
“I received your kind and welcome letter, dated January 5th yesterday.  I am 
very happy to hear that you are all well.  I cannot say that I'm enjoying good 
health.  I have been on the sick list for about 10 days.  I have been trying to 
obtain a furlough but have not succeeded. I have applied today for my discharge 
on account of my age and physical disabilities.  I shall be agreeably surprised if I 
obtain it.  The doctor has examined me and says I am not sick and will not give a 
certificate for physical disability, neither for my discharge nor a furlough.  I 
suppose I will have to die to make them believe that I am sick.  I pray God to help 
both me and you and may his will be done.  
  
"I have received a letter from Henry, dated December 29th.  He did not know 
what fort he would be stationed at, but said he would write and let me know.  I 
haven’t received another letter from him yet, therefore I have not his address.  I 
wish I had.  I have not seen James since I wrote you last.  I hope Charles will stay 
at home, now he is there.  I hope Alfred is home.  I see by the papers that there 
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are sick and wounded removed from Frederick.  Do not know that I can say 
anything more.  There's report today that this division is to move to Washington 
next Thursday.  I hope it may be true but I doubt it.  Please write soon.   
 
"I received a letter from Mary, I have answered it.  I now conclude.  May the 
Lord guide, direct you, and protect you all, my dear wife and children and all my 
relations and friends.  And believe me your affectionate husband and father, 
John Masland, Company E, 71st Regiment, Pennsylvania Volunteers, Burns 
Brigade, Howard's Division, camped near Falmouth, Virginia.  
 

It is clear from John’s letter that he, like many others at the time, was sick of the war and anxious to have it 
end. His brother and sons had narrowly escaped death, and he wanted them to get out of the conflict as well. 
Though John’s and Charles Henry’s fighting days were over, the other three Maslands had battles yet to come. 
Matthew Henry wrote to John a few days later with details of his assignment. On January 13, he wrote from 
Fort Bunker Hill to John in Falmouth. 
 

"Dear Brother,  
 
“’Ere you receive this, you will have heard from Mary of my return from 
California, which place I left on the 21st of November and arrived in New York 
on the 12th of December, 1862.  After my return to California, I have been 
stationed in the Indian Country as the Second Cavalry.  I have now been 
transferred to the Second Artillery, my old branch of the service.  What do you 
think of the transfer?  I have been at this post since December 30th, but from 
appearances, I think we shall soon be in the field, at least so says the wise ones.  
  
"I spent Christmas at Germantown, but was taken very sick, purging and 
vomiting from early in the afternoon until midnight.  Since my arrival here, I've 
had three attacks of the kind, but not so violent.  I think it is owing to the change 
of climate, together with a severe cold I caught on the Isthmus of Panama, where 
it rained in torrents there.  I got wet through and had to wait until midnight 
before getting on board the steamer for New York.  I had no opportunity of 
changing my clothing for two days and the sudden change from heat to cold 
caused a great deal of sickness among the passengers.  For the past few days I 
have been better and I hope my health will continue to improve.  
  
"Give my love to James.  I should like very much to see him.  I may have an 
opportunity of seeing you both ere long.  Alfred, when I left him, was in 
Frederick, Maryland, but expected to go to Germantown soon.  I expect a letter 
from him every day.  'I have come alone from California and expect to be alone 
from this henceforth.'  I have had my fill of a certain mode of life.  I am now fully 
determined not to have any more of it.  You may think it strange on my part, but 
for the balance of my life I shall consult my own inclinations that had.  Should I 
ever have the pleasure of seeing you, I will there give you my reasons verbally 
and have not the least doubt but that you will coincide with me in my 
determination.  The affair has been a load stone and burden for years but now 
the final link is broken. 
 
"Send me any news you have in and around your camp.  Hoping this will find 
you and James in the enjoyment of good health and a safe return home.  In the 



prayer of your affectionate brother, M.H. Marsland, First Infantry, Battalion B, 
Fort Bunker Hill, D.C."   
 

 
Matthew Henry, who was in his early forties, blamed his poor health on the climate, a common “cause” of 
maladies in the 1860s. But though he hoped his health would improve, he was plagued by sickness for the rest 
of his life. Something else had plagued him: “the affair” that had been a “load stone” and “burden” for so 
many years. He declined to give his brother any specifics on just what the “affair” was, but it is not unlikely 
that he, like many others, had engaged in an extramarital dalliance. At any rate, he ended it when he and 
Elizabeth returned from California. 
 
John received that letter a few days later at the camp in Falmouth and quickly penned another to his oldest 
daughter, Mary Ann, who was living in Elizabeth, New Jersey. He wrote to her on January 25, 1863. 
 

"My Dear Daughter,  
 
“I have just received your kind and welcome letter, dated December 31st, 1862.  I 
am very happy to hear that you and all my friends at Elizabeth are all well. As 
far as regards my own dear self, I can say that my appetite is pretty good, but I 
am affected somewhat by the rheumatism in my limbs, with a cough and other 
diseases brought on by exposure and fatigue.  I was directed this morning to get a 
furlough made out for 20 days by order of the doctor.  The colonel said that he 
would sign it and ordered me to be ranked sergeant in the furlough and the 
doctor said he would back it.  I procured a blank and got one made out.  It is now 
in the hands of the colonel and doctor and it will next go to the general.  The 
colonel and doctor both told me that they would sign it.  I have had one made out 
last week with the signature of the colonel, but the general would not sign it 
simply because it had not the doctor's certificate.  I have good reason to believe 
that I will obtain the furlough, but a bird in the hand is worth two in the bush.  I 
shall if I can endeavor to see James before I come.   
 
"I wish you to send this letter home, but don't be too sure that I am coming.  If I 
come, it will be in a day or two and we are to be paid about the 15th of this month 
so that I will most likely have to come without my pay which is four months this 
unless I can obtain my descriptive list before leaving here which I mean trying to 
do after I get my furlough.  If I can do that, I can get my pay in Washington or in 
Philadelphia.  I have received a letter from your Uncle Henry.  He said that he 
would write again and send me his address as soon as he knew where he would be 
stationed.   
 
"So I conclude with my dearest love to you and all near and dear to me and my 
best regards for all inquiring friends at Elizabeth.  May the Lord bless you all 
and believe me, your affectionate father, John Masland,  Company E, 71st 
Regiment, Pennsylvania Volunteer, Burns Brigade, Howard's Division, Camp 
near Falmouth, Virginia.    
 

 
John’s days of battling the Rebels were over, but his battles with the military bureaucracy would rage for years 
to come. The sergeantship, though in the works, was still not official. In addition, his attempts to get a much 
deserved furlough or discharge for health reasons was tied up in red tape. Despite his age and deteriorating 
medical condition John would have to wait in Falmouth for the next few months. While he did, Matthew 
Henry continued his correspondence with the family back in Germantown and in particular with Charles 
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Henry, who was recuperating at Mower General Hospital. On January 28, he wrote a short note from Fort 
Bunker Hill in Washington. 
 

"Dear Nephew,  
 
“Your kind letter of the 22nd I received on the 27th.  I was glad to hear that you 
and the family was in the enjoyment of good health. The kind of cap I mentioned 
in my previous letter is woolen, but as you suggested India Rubber, I think they 
are the best.  It would be better for you to wait a while as it is probable I shall 
come to Germantown in a few days on business connected with our regiment.  
But should I be unable to come, buy me a cap and send it through Adam's 
Express to the within address. 
 
"I have been looking for a letter from your father.  I hope he will write to me 
soon.  I was very sorry to hear of his indisposition, but trust he is better by this 
time. It is very strange that your Uncle Alfred did not receive my letter, as I 
addressed it according to the directions gave me by Mary.  I will, however, write 
again to him in a few days.  It is more than probable that our regiment may be 
ordered in the field very soon.  Should that be the case, I will inform without 
delay.  I hope you will be able to again join your regiment in the spring.  Should 
you come to Washington, endeavor to come and see me.   
 
"Give my love to your mother and all the children, also to your Aunt Mary and 
Lizzy.  Should you again join your regiment, make yourself known to Colonel 
Rush as my nephew.  Remember me kindly to Mr. and Mrs. Taylor and family.  
Accept my love to yourself.  Your affectionate uncle, M.H. Marsland."   

 
 Charles Henry’s health had mostly improved by this point. He was still too weak for regular service, however, 
and so was given the job of guarding the military hospital. Many former patients who were unable to return to 
the field were kept on provost guard duty in the large military hospitals that were caring for the burgeoning 
number of casualties of America’s bloodiest war. Mower General was one of the largest and most advanced of 
the new hospitals, accommodating nearly 4,000 beds and occupying 27 acres of land in Germantown. The 
hospital was laid out in a pavilion style with individual wards radiating out like spokes of a wheel. This design 
helped stem the spread of infections as individual wards could be sealed off in the event of an outbreak. 
 



 
Figure 81...Mower General Hospital 

 
 
Charles Henry served at Mower General until his discharge on September 17, 1864, at the expiration of his 
three-year commitment. Interestingly Charles had some free time for himself as he was able to date and marry 
his sweetheart, Annetta Rebecca Meyer, on April 24, 1864, while still on duty at Mower General. 
 

 
Figure 82...Annetta Rebecca Meyer 

 
After his wounding at Crampton’s Gap, Alfred had languished in the hospital in Frederick, Maryland for 
nearly five months, waiting to be brought back home to his wife and family in Germantown. The military 
hospitals in Frederick, which were mostly temporary makeshift quarters, were much less accommodating and 
modern than Mower General. On February 4, 1863, Charles’ younger sister, Sarah, wrote to her father, John, 
describing the deplorable conditions at Frederick’s and Alfred’s impending return. 
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“My Dear Father, 
 
“I take the pleasure of writing to you to let you know that we are well, hoping 
that this may find you the same. We received your kind and welcome letter this 
morning.     We are very glad to hear from you. We are sorry to hear that you 
have been so sick yet we thought you would have been home by this time.   Why 
do they keep you there when it is only making you worse every day and night? 
We looked for you but you did not come. I do hope it will not be long before they 
give it to you. We would rather you come and fetch the money with you than 
have it come without you at home. 
 
“Aunt has gone to Frederick to try and get Uncle home. She went on Monday. 
She had not had a letter from him for a long time, so she made up her mind that 
she would go. She has not got home yet. This morning there came a letter from 
him. He gives a very bad account of the way they are used there. He says they 
only have changes once in three or four weeks and that they are very filthy. We 
heard that before from many others. I am glad that Aunt went on. I hope she will 
succeed in getting him home. Some have gone on and got their friends home from 
that hospital. 
 
“Charley is still at the hospital. He was down to se us today. He says that he will 
either have to be sent back to his regiment or else do duty at the hospital. He does 
not think he will be able to get his discharge. What an awful thing this war has 
come to! How I wish it was over!  
 
“Charley has had another letter from Uncle Henry. He is still at the same place. 
He said he was not certain but he thought he would be on to Germantown in a 
few days. He is very well now and sent his love to you. I have got work now 
mending stockings at Mr. Buckshall’s now. It is army work. It is not as good pay 
as fancy work, though. Mary is well and sends her love to you. 
 
“I and some other girls is going to have a fair for the benefit of the sick soldiers in 
the hospitals. We expect to have it in two weeks. They have got the new hospital 
about ready for the soldiers to come. It is for them our fair is to be. There has 
been a great many fairs for the poor men; they need it. I wish, however, we could 
get it so we could send it down to some of the hospitals around where you are, but 
they would not get it.  
 
“It is getting late and I must close. All your friends are well and wish to be 
remembered to you. Uncle William’s families send their love to you. Mother’s 
brothers and sister join with me in love to you and may the Lord watch over you 
and return you safe to us again is the prayer of your daughter. Good bye.” 
 
“Sarah T. Masland” 

 
Sarah, known as “Sadie” to her family, was sick and tired of the war. Her father was ill and all but crippled 
and still had not been given a discharge. Her uncle Alfred was stuck in a filthy military hospital with little real 
care. Her brother Charlie’s future was still uncertain, as he didn’t know whether he would be sent back to the 
front. James William, her oldest brother, was still in harm’s way in winter quarters near Falmouth. She was 
doing what she could to help the family and the war effort, but her most fervent hope was that it would end 



soon. Unfortunately she would have to wait. Her uncle, Matthew Henry, was at the time preparing his men for 
the battles yet to come. On February 13, 1863, he wrote again to John describing his assignment.  
 

"My Dear Brother,  
 
“Your welcome letter of the 10th just was received this morning.  I am very sorry 
that you cannot obtain either your discharge or leave of absence long enough to 
enable you to spend a month in Germantown to enable you to recruit your 
shattered health.  Probably by stating your case to the Commanding General, 
approved by the attending surgeon, you might succeed in obtaining a furlough.  I 
am certain that you would regain your usual health much sooner by being with 
your family and accomplish the desired effect sooner than all the medicines in the 
Army of the Potomac.  For there, you would have good care and nourishment 
you cannot get in the camp life.   
 
"I received a letter from Charlie.  He says that he has been examined by the 
Examining Committee and recommended to be discharged, but that the ward 
doctor opposed their recommendation.  He says that his health is tolerably good, 
excepting the heart disease.  I do not think he will ever be able to perform duty 
with his regiment again, especially cavalry service.  His mother and all the 
children was well when he wrote.  Alfred’s wife had gone to Frederick to see him 
and endeavored to have him transferred to one of the hospitals in Philadelphia.  I 
hope she will succeed in having him removed.   
 
"Should you ever see Colonel Rush, make yourself known to him as my brother.  
He is one of my old officers in the 2nd U.S. Artillery.  Tell him where I am and in 
what position, also to General Hunt, Chief of Artillery. If your health is restored 
to you and you remain in the regiment by being well posted, you might secure 
something more substantial.  But in some regiments, it is not the deserving ones 
that gain a position, but those that are accustomed to political wire pulling, which 
has been and always will be a curse.  For I believe that if General McClellan had 
not had to contend with such an army of tricksters, Richmond would have 
surrendered six months ago. 
   
"It is here confidently expected that our regiment will take the field in a very 
short time.  How soon or how late I cannot tell, but from appearances, it is not far 
distant.  I hope it will be towards Falmouth.  There I should have an opportunity 
of seeing you. When you write to James, give him my love and tell him I should 
like very much to hear from him.  When you write, please send me his address 
and I will write to him.  I am getting along very well with my pupils in the light 
artillery branch of service.  They appear to take to it like a cat does to new milk. 
My health for the past week has been very poor, owing, I think, to the change of 
climate, but I hope, as spring advances, it will bring with it a change for the 
better.  For where there is a fine day, I feel almost like a new man.  Hoping this 
will find you enjoying health, in the prayer of your ever loving brother, M.H. 
Marsland, 1st Lieutenant 2nd Artillery, Battery “B” Penna. Volunteers"  
 

As a career Army man, Matthew Henry knew all too well the political side of the military. Unfortunately John 
was somewhat of a victim of the system since he was British by birth and his personality was not well attuned 
to the apple-polishing necessary for advancement. Despite his age and physical condition and the fact he had 
proven himself as a soldier and prisoner of war, he could not immediately secure his discharge or any 
substantial promotion. Charles Henry, however, who was seemingly more adept at the political process, had 
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managed to keep himself out of active service due to “heart disease.” Apparently this was not a life-threatening 
condition since he managed to live another 71 years with it to the age of 93. It was still not official, however, 
that Charles was going to remain in Philadelphia, and so Matthew Henry wrote him a few days later with 
instructions on what to do if he was reactivated. 
 

"Dear Charlie,  
 
“Your kind letter is at hand.  I would have answered it sooner, but have been 
waiting to hear from your father.  The last time I received a letter from him, he 
was expecting to get his discharge or a furlough.  Should he obtain either, he will 
call and see me on his way home. In regard to your case, I think the doctor might 
consult with your mother in regard to your discharge.  However, it is probably 
for the best for you to remain there this winter and have medical attendance and 
when warmer weather comes, it may restore you to your usual health. Should 
you obtain your discharge and you enlist again, I want you to come to me and I 
will take good care of you.  You can take care of my horse and equipment and be 
excused from guard duty.  I do not offer you this to advise you to enlist again, but 
should you enter the service again, why, come to me by all means. 
 
"I shall be very much obliged for the cover, but I think you did not understand 
the kind of one I wanted.  They are made of woolen gun and fit the head and neck 
with a piece left open for the eyes, nose, and mouth and a headpiece to cover the 
breast, but never mind getting one now as I expect to be in Philadelphia about the 
first of April. 
   
"Send me word if your Uncle Alfred is in Philadelphia or Frederick.  I wrote to 
Mary and Elizabeth but have received no answer as yet.  Give my love to Sarah 
and Lizzy, to John, Sam and Joe.  Tell them to be good boys.  Do you visit 
Philadelphia?  If so, how is Mrs. Griffin and Sarah?  I have not heard from these 
for an age.  Love to your mother Mary and Lizzy, also to Alfred if in 
Germantown.  Write soon and let me know what success you have with the 
doctor.  Yours truly, M.H. Marsland, 1st Lieutenant 2nd Artillery, Battery “B” 
Penna. Volunteers " 
 

 
Fortunately for Charles he was able to stay on Provost duty at the hospital rather than return to the field. His 
father continued to worry about him, however, and wrote the following day from Falmouth with 
encouragement for him and his family back home. 
 

"My Dear Son,  
 
“Your kind and welcome letter was duly received dated the 19th.  I am very 
happy to learn that you are pretty well, and I think you will be better where you 
are than at your regiment as their duty is very hard, they being almost all the 
time in the saddle, reconnoitering and I believe you're two weak for that service 
by being overtaxed, by fatigue and exposure on the Peninsula and which I was an 
eyewitness too, I am thankful and agreeably surprised that you have so far 
survived the shock.   
 
"I have not seen or heard from James since Mr. Freed was here and I am 
surprised for he knows that I am not able to go six miles to see him, especially 



while I am under the doctor's charge.  When you see mother, you are to say to 
her if she wishes, I will send her $10.  I now have $15 and on the 1st of March, I 
have $60 more due if we remain here until the 15th of March.  I suppose we will 
be paid two or four months pay, but if only two months that is paid, I should only 
have $26 to draw my pay for being sergeant.  I did not commence until the first 
day of January.  I owe nothing to the Sutlers.  Ask your mother to send me some 
tobacco and post stamps as soon as she can for it is too dear to buy it here.  I am 
trying all I can to get my discharge.  
  
"I now send another letter to Mr. Boucher.  He will probably show it to you.  
Send me your Uncle Alfred's address and I will write to him.  Your Uncle Henry 
writes to me regular. Dr. Aikens of our hospital tells me I had better have my 
discharge instead of a furlough.  I wish I may get it, but a bird in the hand is 
worth two in the bush.  I must close for the mail, what is the reason I cannot have 
John, Joseph and Samuel write to me for I am sure I love them.  Give my love to 
Mary and tell her I am going to write to her.  Give my love to all my relations and 
inquiring friends.  My dearest love to your mother and all your brothers and 
sisters and believe me your loving affectionate father, John Masland, Sergeant, 
Company E, 71st Regimental, Pennsylvania Volunteers, camped near Falmouth, 
Virginia or elsewhere." 
 

John also penned a short note to his wife and other children the next day. 
 

“My Dear Wife and Children,  
 
“I now take the opportunity to write a few lines to you in hopes that they will find 
you enjoying good health. I wrote to Charles and to Alderman Boucher last 
Tuesday.  I now write to you now to inform you that I have this day given to Mrs. 
Meab Howell, 239 South Sixth Street, Philadelphia, $10 to give to you.  When you 
see her, she will be able to inform something about me.  I believe she is a very fine 
lady and I hear she is now on a mission of the Netherlands to the army.  I must 
now close for the mail.  May the Lord bless and comfort you all, relations and 
friends and believe me your affectionate husband and father, John Masland.  

 
These were John’s last two letters home. On March 19, 1863, he was finally discharged from service on a 
medical disability. The old framework knitter from Nottingham had proved himself as an American soldier. 
He had survived the horrors of Ball’s Bluff and the Richmond prison, Fair Oaks and the wretched Peninsula, 
the war’s bloodiest day at Antietam, and his final stand in the tannery at Fredericksburg. [<deleted because it 
was redundant with what you previously established] 
 
John’s family eagerly awaited his return. Charles Henry wrote to his sister, Mary Ann, in Elizabeth, New 
Jersey two days after John was discharged but before he had completed the several days trip back to 
Philadelphia.  
 

"Dear Sister,  
 
“I write these few lines to you hoping they will find you well, as this leaves me 
pretty well at present.  I guess you begin to think I was never going to write to 
you again.  I was waiting for you to write to me but you need not think hard of 
me for not writing to you.  I was down home yesterday.  Sarah has the erysipelas 
in her face.  She has had it three or four days.  The doctor thinks it will not be as 
bad as it was before, but I hope not.  
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"Mother received your letter with Father's enclosed yesterday.  I am glad to hear 
that Father is likely.  I heard from him since you have.  I saw a man from his 
regiment last night who is home on furlough.  He saw father last Tuesday, the 
day after Father expected to get his papers.  So he could not have got them then.  
I am afraid he will not get his discharge as soon as he expected.  Mother wants to 
move to Germantown as soon as she can get a house.  I wish she would move 
there for I hate Nicetown more and more every time I go there.   
 
"I received a letter from Joe Scargle about two weeks since.  He was well.  He is 
at Frederick City, Maryland.  He sent his respects to you.  Give my best respects 
to Mr. and Mrs. Waters, to Benton, also to Martha and all inquiring friends.   
 
"I would like to come to Elizabeth if I could get a pass, but I can't get one, so I 
will have to content myself as it is.  I think you had better come home if you think 
you can stand the hard work this summer, but please yourself about it.  Enclosed 
is a picture, if you don't want it, you can send it back again.  I know someone that 
would have it.   
 
"I don't see any prospects of getting my discharge.  I am on guard duty and they 
say that I can stay here as long as I behave myself.  Mother and all the family 
sends their love to you.  Write soon.  Your loving brother, C. H. Masland."  

 
Unknown to Charles, his father was en route to home. Fortunately Sarah’s bout with erysipelas, a common 
skin strep infection in those days, was not serious. She was there to welcome her father back from the war 
along with her younger siblings, Eliza, John, Joe, and Sammy, who was about twelve years old at the time. 
The reunion was somewhat bittersweet as they observed the tremendous toll that the service had taken on their 
father. Joe reported several years later in a pension affidavit that his father was in so much agony when 
urinating in the outhouse shortly after arriving home that he could hear his groaning from across the yard.  
 
Charlie got his wish fulfilled to stay on guard duty but was not deemed so unfit as to be discharged. The only 
condition was to “behave myself,” apparently a reference to his propensity to sneak away from the hospital to 
visit Annetta, or “Nettie,” as he called her. She was doubtless also the one who wanted his picture if Mary Ann 
had no use for it. 
 
The spring and summer of 1863 passed with several other events of note for the family. Alfred was finally 
discharged from the hospital on March 30 and was discharged from the 3rd New Jersey Infantry on April 11. 
James William continued with the 23rd Pennsylvania and was again engaged in the Chancellorsville campaign 
and at Marye’s Heights in Fredericksburg on May 3. In 1986, James William’s great-great-grandson, 
Lieutenant Colonel Stephen McCarty, wrote a paper during his last semester at West Point in which he 
described the charge of the 23rd on Marye’s Heights. 
 

“On the night of May 2nd, 1863, the 23rd again crossed the Rappahannock River. General 
Hooker had moved the rest of the army on a wide flanking movement to the west, and left the 
6th Corps at Fredericksburg. At daylight on the 3rd, the 23rd was in a position at the rear of 
the town and from there made a feint toward Marye’s Heights. After successfully making the 
feint, the 23rd returned to the cover of Fredericksburg. Other regiments of the 6th Corps, 
including the 61st Pennsylvania, were ordered to assault Marye’s Heights. The columns 
moved forward under an intense fire. The assault began to falter when Colonel Spear of the 
61st, the former Major of the 23rd, fell mortally wounded at the head of the assault column. At 
that moment the 23rd, without orders, charged out of Fredericksburg along with the 5th 
Wisconsin, the 6th Maine, and the 31st New York. These units stormed and carried Marye’s 



Heights. The 6th Corps then advanced towards Salem Church, but was ultimately forced back 
across the Rappahannock, narrowly avoiding destruction by Lee’s Army.”  

 
James William survived again; miraculously he was not even wounded. The service and sanitary conditions, 
however, were taking a toll on his health. On June 23, 1863, he was admitted to McClellan Hospital in 
Philadelphia suffering from typhoid fever like his brother Charles before him. James remained in the hospital 
throughout the summer and fall of 1863, again a blessing in disguise as he was not present with his regiment 
for the great Battle of Gettysburg on July 1. He stayed at McClellan Hospital until August 1, 1863, when he 
was transferred to Cuyler Hospital in Germantown, which was much nearer to his family. He was at Cuyler 
until October 1863, when he got a furlough before returning to his regiment. His sister, Mary Ann, wrote to 
Charles Henry at Mower General on October 8 from Elizabeth, New Jersey, expressing her views. 
 

“Dear Charley, 
 
“I received your welcome letter of October the 2nd. I was very glad to hear from 
you to know you was well, but I am sorry to hear of Mother being so sick. I hope 
she is better by this time. Mr. William Waters thinks of going on there next week 
and wants Mother to come back with him. I do hope she will come, for it will do 
her good. He wants to come on for two or three days. He wants to see you and 
James before you go back to your regiments. I am very glad you did not have to 
go at the time you thought you would. I think Jim might come on here now he has 
got 20 days to himself. When will it be up?  
 
“I had a letter from Joe Scargle this week. He was well and said he was expecting 
you down there every day. He said Addie was very sick. All the friends send their 
love to you. Mrs. Polair is expecting a letter from Sarah; tell her so. Will you give 
my love to Father and Mother, brothers, sisters, and friends? We had a great 
fireman’s parade here yesterday and plenty of broken heads at night. I expect a 
wedding here in town next week. I will close now with a great deal of love to you, 
your loving sister, Mary Ann Masland.” 
 

“When will it be up?” Mary Ann wrote, echoing the sentiment of much of the country as the war dragged on. 
Things were nonetheless relatively peaceful for the family as 1863 drew to a close. Charles Henry stayed at 
Mower General despite the fact that his friend, Joe Scargle, expected him to rejoin the regiment at any time. 
James William continued to recuperate and enjoy his furlough, using some of his time to court Joe’s cousin, 
Emily Scargle Rheiner. Unlike his brother, he rejoined his regiment in December and was promptly sent out to 
Johnson’s Island in Sandusky, Ohio to guard the Rebel officers who were being held prisoner at the fort there. 
Alfred also recuperated from his wounds during the fall of 1863, and, when the new year came, he promptly 
re-enlisted in the army at the age of 47, joining his brother, Matthew Henry, in the 2nd Pennsylvania Heavy 
Artillery. 
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The “Provisionals” 
 
Matthew Henry had continued his work as an artillery instructor and an aide-de-camp to Colonel Augustus A. 
Gibson. The 2nd Pennsylvania Heavy Artillery was growing daily with new recruits, and Alfred saw this as an 
opportunity to serve his country and be with his younger brother at the same time. It also afforded him the 
chance for a promotion, which had not been the case when he was with the 3rd New Jersey. Matthew Henry 
wrote on January 31, 1864, from Fort Bunker Hill to John in Germantown telling him of Alfred’s arrival. 
 

"My dear brother,  
 
“I have commenced to write you a letter, but how to get through will be a task.  
In the first place, allow me to thank you for your kindness in making and sending 
me the smoking cap.  I prize the more because it is of your own manufacture.  On 
the 21st last, Alfred arrived here along with the detachment--97 men for our 
regiment.  He looked very well and was the cleanest looking man among the 
party. When the Colonel came to his name, he called me out of the office and 
asked me if I had a brother in the detachment.  I answered him I thought that I 
have.  He called him out of the ranks and told him to go in the office.  He stayed 
to supper with me where I took him to the company.  On the 24th, he was 
detailed to drill a squad of recruits and he gets along excellently.  It will give him 
a chance for promotion.  He only came in the nick of time as our regiment is now 
full.  My duties are very hard at the present, having to perform the adjutant's 
duties apart from my ordinance and recruiting the veteran volunteers of the 
regiment.   
 
"I do not get one hour for myself and my health being so poor, it is almost too 
much for me.  Although I feel better today than I have done for some time past.  I 
have a constant headache.  I got some medicine from the doctor yesterday and it 
has gave me great relief.  There is no news of moment stirring around 
Washington.  They are making every preparation for the spring campaign.  
Whether our regiment will get the route, it is hard to say.  
  
"Give my love to Mary and the children.  Elizabeth wrote me about attending the 
lecture with you.  I was not there, but I received one from her.  You may guess 
the purpose.  However, I shall not give her cause to give me another.  Hoping this 
will find you and the family all well is the prayer of your ever affectionate 
brother, M. H. Marsland." 

 
Despite his continuing poor health, Matthew Henry was thrilled to be reunited with his older brother and to 
have the opportunity to serve with him. Alfred took well to his new assignment, and two weeks later, on 
February 2, he was promoted to corporal. Their nephew, James William, was also up for a promotion after his 
faithful service with the 23rd and he was promoted to sergeant on March 28, 1864, while stationed at Johnson’s 
Island. He was, however, not so keen on the idea and expressed as such to his brother, Charley, in a letter 
dated April 1.  
 

“Dear Brother, 
 
 “I take this opportunity to write a few lines to you hoping they may find 
you and all the rest of the family in the enjoyment of good health as this leaves 
me at the present. I have been thinking to write to you for some time in answer to 



your kind letter I received the early part of this month. I would have wrote to you 
before but I had written home and thought that would answer for the present. I 
was very much obliged to you for tobacco, stamps and paper. I wish you to let me 
know whether I can do anything for you or not as I shall do it with pleasure. We 
have had a great deal of chinn here the last few days about going back to the 
Army of the Potomac. For my part I don’t care much whether they are true or 
not as I can put in the next four months almost anywhere. I suppose you know I 
have been promoted to sergeant. When you write me please don’t put sergeant on 
the address as I don’t wish it. If I had another year to serve I suppose I would get 
something better than that, but I guess I will have to be content with what I have 
got. I don’t know that I can write any more of interest at present. Give my love to 
all and believe me your affectionate brother, James W. Masland” 

 

 
Figure 83...Sergeant James W. Masland 
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The tone of James’ letter indicates that he, like his sister and so many others, wished only for the fighting to be 
over. His three-year enlistment was almost up, and he had no plans of signing up for more. The promotion to 
sergeant, therefore, was of little real interest to him, and he didn’t want his younger brother making a big deal 
about it in his correspondence. His only hope was that he could pass the next few months without incident, a 
hope which did not come true. Eleven days after writing this letter his unit left Sandusky and rejoined the 
Army of the Potomac at Brandy Station, Virginia, as the “chinn” or gossip indicated. 
 
The time had also finally come for Matthew Henry’s regiment to leave the relative comforts of Washington 
and enter the conflict. As the recruiting effort in Philadelphia had been adding men daily to the 2nd 
Pennsylvania, it became necessary to break off about 1,400 of the men into a separate regiment so as to make 
their numbers manageable. In April 1864, orders came that a provisional regiment was to be formed out of the 
“excess” men and was to be commanded by officers from the regular regiment who would receive temporary 
promotions in the new outfit. On April 20, 1864, Matthew Henry was mustered into the new 2nd Pennsylvania 
Provisional Heavy Artillery as a major. A week later Alfred was also attached to the “Provisionals,” and he 
was promoted all the way from corporal to 2nd Lieutenant of Company “G.” 
 

 
Figure 84...Officers of the "Provisionals" 

 
This was no great stroke of luck for Alfred and Matthew Henry for, despite the substantial promotions, they 
were inducted into a unit that was to see some of the toughest, though least recognized, service of any group of 
men in the Union Army. George Washington Ward, in his History of the Provisional Second Heavy 
Artillery, wrote the following: 



 
“Though less than five months in existence, the regiment’s loss during its service shows it to 
have marched, fasted, and thirsted, as well as fought, equal to any other regiment, during its 
existence, while, at the same time, it is questionable whether any other regiment during the 
Civil War received less favors or attention, bordering, at times, on utter neglect, from the 
‘powers that be.’ 
 
“The regiment was hastily organized and sent to the front without surgeons, chaplain, or 
medical supplies, and a very incomplete number of Company officers, attributable to a 
controversy between Governor Curtain, of Pennsylvania, Edwin M. Stanton, Secretary of War, 
and Colonel A.A. Gibson, as to whom was endowed with the right to appoint such officers. 
 
“Nevertheless, notwithstanding the incompleteness of a proper organization, it is also 
questionable whether any other regiment did more marching, fighting, and effective service in 
other capacities, or endured more privations, than did the Provisional Second Pennsylvania 
Heavy Artillery during the less than five months of its existence, while the losses sustained in 
battle and siege duties attest to its valor and patriotism in a high degree, entitling every man 
who belonged thereto to the highest encomiums of praise and the undying respect of those 
who now enjoy the benefits of their achievements.” 

 
On April 27, 1864, they left Washington for Alexandria and were given their first assignment, to guard the 
supply trains arriving into Brandy Station. This was dangerous duty as there were Rebel snipers picking men 
off on a daily basis. They served in this capacity until May 3, when orders came to march toward Richmond to 
join Grant’s Overland Campaign. From May 5-7, 1864, the Provisionals fought in the “Battle of the 
Wilderness,” named for the dense, 70-square-mile forest that was so thick the only way to know where the 
enemy was lurking was by the fire of their musketry. The woods were made all the more terrifying by the 
presence of scores of skeletons left by the Chancellorsville Campaign a year earlier. 
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Figure 85...The Wilderness 

 
 
 

[the photo above of The Wilderness is the most compelling yet] 
Alfred and Matthew Henry survived that experience, but as the Provisionals marched onward toward 
Petersburg, they experienced almost no letup in the fighting. At times they were near starvation from lack of 
adequate supplies and totally exhausted from lack of sleep. They fought almost daily at Spotsylvania Court 
House from the May 8 to May 12, losing nearly a third of their men in the process. On the 23rd they marched 
onward until they came to the North Anna River, which Ward’s History describes in detail: 
 

“Marching was resumed early on the morning of the 23d, continuing until two o’clock A.M. 
of the following day, the enemy being engaged with, more or less, in a sort of running fight, at 
intervals, the Regiment bivouacked that night in a pasture field. 
 
“Shortly after daylight of May 24th the regiment resumed its marching, reaching the North 
Anna river about two o’clock P.M., where skirmishing with the enemy was again resumed, 
and continued until about four o’clock, when the regiment forded the stream, almost waist 
deep, a heavy rainstorm prevailing erstwhile, and the enemy keeping up a continuous fire 
upon the regiment. Nevertheless, the regiment successfully crossed the stream, put the enemy 
to flight and after throwing up breastworks, lay down to rest. 
 
“After sundown that night the Provisional Second Pennsylvania Heavy Artillery was served 
with three days’ rations, and little fires were kindled along the breastworks whereon coffee 
was made, and ‘feasting’ was enjoyed by the tired and hungry men, stragglers, who were 



numerous, and most all feeling ill, arriving throughout the night. 
 
“The regiment remained in the earthworks it had thrown up, a continuous fire of musketry 
being maintained by the enemy, until about midnight of the 25th, when the whole regiment 
was placed on the picket line, Meanwhile part of the Ninth Corps re-crossed the North Anna, 
the Provisional Regiment following about two o’clock P.M. of May 26th, destroying after it 
the corduroy bridge on which it crossed. After marching about a mile along the river bank, the 
enemy shelling it, a halt was made under cover of a hill, and time was given to cook coffee 
and enjoy refreshments. 
 
“The re-crossing of the North Anna by the Provisional Regiment resembled a retreat, every 
man being urged to do his utmost to get across the river so as to prevent capture by the enemy. 
Though successfully accomplished, it nevertheless was a close call, the loss to the regiment 
being considerable, as it was the rear guard of the Corps, and consequently, any straggling 
meant capture by the enemy or a fight for life.” 

 
The crossing and re-crossing of the North Anna River was very hard on the men. Later in his pension 
application Alfred reported the strenuous passage through the waist-deep waters carrying his provisions over 
his head had caused a tear in his abdominal wall, and a large rupture appeared that plagued him for the rest of 
his life.  
 
 

 
Figure 86...North Anna River 

 
 

The crossing of the North Anna and the battle that ensued was also significant in that the 23rd Pennsylvania 
Infantry, James Masland’s outfit, rejoined the front lines at that point. The three soldiers, Major Matthew 
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Henry Masland, Lieutenant Alfred Masland, and Sergeant James Masland, were together for the last few days 
of May 1864, as the Overland Campaign pressed forward. 
 
The three Maslands would not be together for long, however, as they reached Cold Harbor, Virginia, a place 
that was burned into the memory of Charles Henry Masland. It was at Cold Harbor near Gaines’ Mill that 
Charles had narrowly escaped death when his horse was shot out from under him during the cavalry charge 
near the end of the battle on June 27, 1862. Nearly two years later his older brother and two uncles found 
themselves again under fire in that small Virginia village.  
 
James arrived at Cold Harbor on June 1, 1864. [<redundant] At about 4:00 in the afternoon on the day of their 
arrival, the 23rd began their advance on the enemy breastworks. They stormed through the woods pursuing the 
Rebel skirmishers until they came to a large, open field which lay about 500 yards before a small hill where 
the Confederate breastworks were located. They had little support from any artillery but formed a line of battle 
to charge the enemy position. At 5:00 the assault began, with the 23rd leading the way.   
 
The charge across the open field at Cold Harbor took a heavy toll on the 23rd Pennsylvania Volunteers. Nine 
officers and 188 men were killed or wounded, and three men not wounded were taken prisoners. As the battle 
raged on, a musket shot rang out and a Minnie ball tore through the left arm of Sergeant James Masland. 
Severely wounded, Jim was taken from the field to the hospital tent. 
 

 
Figure 87...James William's Wound 

 
 
The battlefield hospitals during the Civil War were hardly places in which delicate surgery could be 
performed. Amputation was the option of choice for wounds like the one Jim sustained, and he was quickly 
marked by the camp doctor for the procedure. But James William was not ready to part with his left arm, and 
so he bandaged himself up and snuck out of the hospital tent without detection. He made his way to the south 



and found a local Indian “healer” who treated his wound. He returned to camp and was taken to the hospital in 
Philadelphia, where three inches of bone was removed from the ulna of his left forearm, leaving him with 
numbness and almost constant pain for the rest of his life. His military service was over. Years later James 
William would sit with his grandchildren on his lap and recount the story of his wounding and going AWOL 
for treatment, and then he would encourage the youngsters to put their fingers into the indentation left by the 
removal of the bone. 
 
Alfred and Matthew Henry’s duty, however, was far from over. The Provisionals fought day after day near 
Cold Harbor. They lost many men and had little to eat during the conflict in early June. When a lull in the 
fighting occurred on the 5th the regiment was in a shambles. Despite their tattered condition the Provisionals 
fought on for three more days before being relieved. Their period of rest was short lived, however, as they 
began a forced march to Petersburg about a week later. They arrived at Petersburg, Virginia on June 16, 1864, 
the last city that stood between Grant and Richmond. The Provisionals prepared to attack. 
 

 
Figure 88...Battery at Petersburg 

 
 
 
They did not have long to wait as the order to advance on the Rebel city came on June 17, which is described 
by Ward’s History: 
 

“General Meade gave orders to attack the enemy at daylight on the morning of June 17, 1864, 
and two divisions of the Ninth Corps—Ledlie’s and Potter’s—were selected to make the 
attack, the Provisional Second Pennsylvania Heavy Artillery belonging to the former 
command.  
 
“At daylight of June 17th, the Provisional Regiment formed line of battle and advanced under 
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a heavy fire of shot, shell and musketry, over a field the Eighteenth Corps fought over the two 
days previous, and on which many dead and wounded still lay. 
 
“A comrade, famishing for water, was wounded b a piece of shell, and Gaylord Wood, of 
Company A, being apprised of it, ran over the wounded comrade and handed his full canteen 
to him, taking the empty one, saying, ‘The Lord will provide.’ 
 
“The firing was so heavy the regiment took cover behind a hill, on which the enemy 
concentrated his fire, compelling the regiment to remain there until towards evening, when it 
advanced to a ravine a short distance in front, where arms were stacked. 
 
“Shortly after, Major Marsland (Matthew Henry Masland) called ‘Attention, Second 
Heavy!’ and the adjutant announced that the regiment would be called upon to make a charge 
on the enemy’s lines that evening. 
 
“About eight o’clock the regiment advanced, crossing the run and ascending the opposite 
embankment, on gaining which the command ‘Double quick!’ was given, and the regiment, 
first crossing an oat field, then an open field containing a wide ditch all the time under a heavy 
fire of grape, canister and musketry, charged into the enemy’s breastworks, driving the 
Confederates therefrom and capturing many prisoners. The regiment held the works until 
about two o’clock the next day, under a continuous heavy fire from the enemy, when troops 
from Second Corps came forward and relieved the regiment, permitting it to return to the rear 
to reorganize its ranks.” 

 
 

Matthew Henry led the charge on the enemy breastworks on June 17. As he did a shot grazed his thigh, hit his 
horse, and the horse fell to the ground with Matthew Henry beneath it. He was carried from the field, taken to 
the rear, and transported to Armory Square Hospital in Washington, DC to recuperate. 
 

 
Figure 89...Ward at Armory Square Hospital 

 
 

 
With John Masland discharged, Charles Henry on hospital guard duty, James William and Matthew Henry 
wounded and hospitalized, Alfred was left as the only Masland remaining in combat. He continued to serve in 
the badly depleted regiment during the siege of Petersburg as the Provisionals awaited their next move. 
Unknown to Alfred and his men, their next assignment would be their last. 
 



A week after Matthew Henry was wounded in combat a novel scheme was put into play to take the city of 
Petersburg and end the long siege. Colonel Henry Pleasants of the 48th PV, a regiment comprised mainly of 
Pennsylvania coal miners, began digging a series of tunnels from the Union trenches to extend under the Rebel 
fortifications. The plan was kept secret even from fellow soldiers as they filled cracker boxes with the dirt 
from the mine. Throughout July 1864 the miners worked silently and tirelessly until the mine was completed. 
On July 30, the time had come for the plan to be executed. 
 
Pleasants placed 8,000 pounds of gunpowder in the tunnel and spliced together 98 feet of fuse with which to 
explode the mine and hopefully the Rebel fort with it. He assembled the troops, including Alfred and the 
Provisionals near the front, and lit the fuse at 3:15 a.m.  The fuse fizzled out at one of the splices and two 
brave miners ran into the pitch black hole to re-light it. Their efforts were successful, and at 4:44 a.m. the earth 
heaved and an explosion unmatched in power at that time blew up the fortification. The spectacle of the awful 
detonation and the sight of horses and men flying through the air were as startling and frightening to the Union 
soldiers as they were to the Confederates who looked on. 
 

 
Figure 90...The Crater 

 
 
Whereas much planning and effort went into the mining project, there was less foresight about how to proceed 
after the explosion. The confusion that ensued after the mine was blown gave the remaining Rebel units time 
to regroup, and when the Provisionals raced into the crater to attack they were met with a terrible artillery 
barrage from the enemy. The crater was filled with pandemonium as the hail of lead rained down upon the 
disoriented troops. What had started out as a masterful plan to capture Petersburg had turned into a major 
disaster for the Union. 
 
Alfred was one of the lucky ones who survived the slaughter, but he was captured in the process. The next day, 
a Sunday, he was marched along with about 1,000 other captives through the streets of Petersburg to an island 
in the Appomattox River. Monday morning they were taken by freight car to Danville, Virginia, where they 
were kept in a rat-infested cotton warehouse for two days. Alfred and his fellow prisoners were then taken by 
rail to Charlotte, North Carolina. While he was in Charlotte Alfred was stabbed in the right hand with a 
bayonet by a Rebel Captain named Stewart. He was finally transported to Columbia, South Carolina, where he 
was confined in at Richland Jail. 
 
According to notes in Alfred’s pension records and other family documents, his experiences as a POW were 
brutal. The rupture he got while crossing the North Anna River caused him with incessant pain, and the damp 
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and harsh conditions of the prison gave him bronchitis and aggravated an asthmatic condition that plagued him 
for the rest of his life. So severe were the conditions in the prison that Alfred and his comrades decided to 
attempt a breakout. One night during an especially hard rainfall, the guards came inside to seek shelter. Alfred 
and several other soldiers took the opportunity to escape and were ferried over the Congaree River by Negro 
sympathizers. They hid in the daytime, but after a second night of traveling with nothing to eat they 
approached a plantation because of hunger. They were immediately set upon by bloodhounds and climbed 
trees in an effort to escape the dogs. They were recaptured and put into Camp Lunacy, a converted Insane 
Asylum in Columbia. 
 

 
Figure 91...Camp Lunacy 

 
Five days after Alfred was captured at the Battle of the Crater, Matthew Henry returned to his unit after 
recuperating from his wound. When he arrived in Petersburg he found his old regiment decimated and lacking 
in leadership, and as ranking officer he was put in charge of the Provisionals. Haggard and worn, the men 
remained in their position doing duty in the pits on alternate days. 
 
On August 18, the Provisionals, under the command of Major Matthew Henry Masland, got their last 
opportunity to fight as a unit when the Rebels attacked the Weldon Railroad, a key Union supply line near 
Petersburg. They valiantly defended the railroad, with even more men losing their lives or getting wounded. 
Matthew Henry received the following commendation in a report contained in the “Official Records of The 
War of The Rebellion.” 

 
“Report of Lieut. Col. Gilbert P. Robinson, Third Maryland infantry, 
commanding Second Brigade, of operations August 19. 
 
HDQRS. SECOND BRIG., FIRST DIV., NINTH ARMY CORPS, 
August 20, 1864. 
 
 SIR: I have the honor to report that this brigade, having been relieved by a portion 
of the Second Corps from the works in front of Petersburg at 1 p. m. of the 19th, proceeded 



with the First Division to join the Fifth Corps, reaching them about 3 p. m. We immediately 
formed line of battle on the right of the First Brigade and engaged the enemy, driving them 
about a mile, capturing about 20 prisoners, and utterly routing them, but owing to the enemy 
displaying a flag of truce we did not obtain as many prisoners as I would have wished. This 
delayed our advance. The object of the flag of truce was to inform the attendants left with the 
wounded to surrender. I have great pleasure in bringing to your notice the gallant conduct of 
Major Randall and the Fourteenth New York Artillery; they were the first and longest engaged 
of any regiment in my command; also Major Marsland (Masland) and the Provisional 
Second Pennsylvania Heavy Artillery. These gentlemen rendered me every assistance in their 
power, using every endeavor to make their men fight well. The One hundred and seventy-
ninth New York Volunteers was deployed as skirmishers on our right flank, extending to the 
rear until the regiments of General Potter’s command were known to have advanced on our 
right. The Third Maryland Battalion was detailed as rear and wagon guard, and were not 
relieved until this morning, when they reported to this command for duty. 
 
When we make a more lengthened report of this action I will mention the names of those 
officers who more particularly distinguished themselves by their gallant conduct. 
 
Respectfully, your obedient servant, 
GILBERT P. ROBINSON, 
Lieutenant-Colonel, Commanding Brigade.” 

 
This was the last stand for the men of the 2nd Pennsylvania Provisional Heavy Artillery. In the span of four 
months they had gone from 1,400 men to merely 400. Few, if any, other regiments had suffered such casualties 
in so brief a time. After the Weldon Railroad fight the unit was called back to headquarters to ascertain if the 
men would like to stay on as they were or disband and rejoin the regular 2nd Pennsylvania Heavy Artillery 
from which they had been separated back in April 1864. The following account from Ward’s History describes 
the events at the time. 

 
“Starting early next morning, the regiment reported at headquarters of the 18th Army Corps at 
Point of Rocks that evening, and went into camp near the old regiment at the Crow’s Nest 
Lookout, Bermuda Fronts, abut nine O’clock P.M., remaining there until the afternoon of 
September 3d, when, after inspection of arms and knapsacks, the regiment was drawn up in 
line again, and the inspecting officer announced that he had been informed the regiment did 
not wish to rejoin the old regiment; that it rested with the men to do so or not, and those who 
were in favor of continuing their present organization to step two paces to the front. William 
H. Berger was the only man in line that did so, whereupon the inspecting officer, turning to 
Major Marsland (Masland), who was in command of the Provisional Regiment, said: ‘It 
looks otherwise.’ The Major then said: ‘Maybe the men did not understand you; try them 
again’ The proposition was explained, and the men desiring to continue in the Provisional 
regiment were again requested to step two paces to the front, when, to the inspecting officer’s 
surprise, Quartermaster Sergeant Berger stepped the two paces, and thus demonstrated that he 
was the only person in the regiment that preferred not to rejoin the old regiment. 
 
“The regiment was then dismissed and returned to its camp, where it remained inactive until 
the afternoon of September 5th, when it reunited with the original Second Pennsylvania Heavy 
Artillery, the men being distributed among the several batteries in accordance with Special 
Order No. 282 of the War Department, dated Washington, August 26, 1864.” 

 
 

The dissolving of the Provisionals marked for all intents and purposes the end of the Civil War military service 
of the Masland family. Matthew Henry remained with the regiment until mid September, when he was 
transferred to light duty in Washington. Apparently he still longed for the action of regular service, however, 
since he rejoined the 2nd Cavalry in February 1865 after his discharge from the artillery. His health continued 
to decline, and he was forced to leave the service altogether in November 1866 when he was discharged for 
disability at Fort Sedgwick in the Colorado Territory.  



199 

 
James William recovered from his wound and was honorably discharged on September 8, 1864, and his 
younger brother, Charles Henry, was similarly mustered out of Rush’s Lancers on the 17th.  Their uncle, Alfred 
Masland, was finally released from Camp Lunacy, South Carolina when General Sherman made his “March to 
the Sea.” He returned to Philadelphia and was discharged on April 29, 1865. Due to some “fine print” in 
Special Orders 161, which had initially created the “Provisionals,” he was bumped down to the rank of private 
and hence was denied the pension of an officer despite his valiant and harsh service as a 2nd lieutenant.  
 
The end of the Civil War in 1865 marked a new chapter in the history of our country which ushered in a time 
of healing and a 50-year period of peace and prosperity and the advancement of the Industrial Revolution. It 
likewise was a punctuation point for the Masland family. The migration from Nottingham to America was 
complete, with the sole exception of William, who remained in England. John, Alfred, Matthew Henry, 
Charles Henry, and James William had all proven themselves in the field of battle and had proudly honored 
the memory of the fallen warrior, Charles. James Masland, the framework knitter from Arnold, could hardly 
have imagined the trials and struggles that his wife, Mary Ann, and children and grandchildren had gone 
through in the four decades following the fateful day in 1833 when his two oldest boys walked away from 
their post in Quebec. The patriarch could likewise have never dreamed, not in his wildest imaginings, of the 
nature and extent of the successes in the weaving trade that were to come.  



The Post War Years 
 
 

Mary Ann Paulson Masland  

 
The Civil War ended with the surrender at Appomattox in April 1865, and the Maslands returned to civilian 
life. The matriarch of the family, Mary Ann Masland, was nearly 80 years old when the war ended. Her life 
was markedly changed from that Christmas day in 1806 back in Arnold when she married James Masland. She 
had survived the desperate times of the Luddite riots and near starvation in Nottingham; she had lived through 
the death of her baby, Phebe, at the age of three; she had seen her beloved husband wither and die under the 
stress and had lived through the shame of her sons’ desertion in 1833. As a widow she had made the long and 
arduous voyage to America alone and had started anew in Princeton. She had reconnected with her beloved 
son, Charles, briefly, only to lose him forever at Resaca de la Palma, and seen her daughter, Ann, sink into 
mental illness. She had lived through the pain of knowing that she would probably never again see her son, 
William, who had remained in England.  She had lived through the uncertainty and anxiety of having three 
sons and two grandsons fight in the Civil War. The last four years of her life, however, were spent in the peace 
and quiet of her oldest daughter Sarah’s home in Farmington, Pennsylvania. Her remarkable life came to a 
tranquil end on a small farm in March 1869. 
 

Major Matthew Henry Masland 

 
Matthew Henry retired from the active military and went to work as a clerk in Washington, DC in the war 
office. The health problems, the “purging and vomiting,” that he had complained about in his letters as a 
soldier were, unfortunately, a sign of a much deeper problem. He was suffering from stomach cancer, and by 
1872 his health had deteriorated to the point that John decided to travel to Washington to see his ailing 
younger brother. On February 14 of that year he wrote to his family back in Germantown describing his 
brother’s condition. 
 

“My dear Wife and Children, 
 
“I arrived safe here this morning. I found my brother very much prostrated; his 
complaint is chronic pneumonia and chronic dyspepsia with continual purging 
and vomiting. His feet are also very much swelled and the phlegm seems very fast 
on his breast, but he says he does not think his lungs are infected. He says that he 
trusts and hopes that his peace is made with God. I hope and pray that it may. I 
have very little hope; I told him I could not stop long but I have concluded to stop 
over tomorrow. But, if ever he recovers, it will take him some time. I will say no 
more at present. Henry sends his affection to Alfred and you all. Elizabeth sends 
her best regards and likewise Mary and Henry to you all and believe me your 
affectionate husband and father, John Masland.” 

 
Less than two weeks later, Matthew Henry, the youngest member of his generation, died at the premature age 
of 50. What the armies of Mexico and the Confederacy had been unable to accomplish, the cancer had 
succeeded in doing as he was cut down, childless, at the prime of life. Elizabeth died a few years later. 
 

Sarah Masland McEvoy 

 
Sarah Masland McEvoy and her family eventually moved from the farm in western Pennsylvania to 
Washington, DC to be near Matthew Henry after her mother passed away. Of Sarah’s four children only her 
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oldest daughter, Mary Ann, ever married. She wed a successful lumber distributor, James Oscar Carter, and 
had 9 children whose descendants are alive today. Sarah Masland McEvoy passed away in Washington before 
1880. 
 

Lieutenant Alfred Masland  

 
Alfred Masland found himself in trying circumstances when he was paroled from Camp Lunacy and arrived 
back in Germantown at the age of 50 to resume his trade of jacket weaving. Work for a man of his age was 
hard to come by, and the effects of his harsh war service made running the looms difficult. He and his wife 
moved from apartment to apartment as he tried to eke out a living with no officer’s pension to help them. His 
only child, Elizabeth, had married Robert Mower, a veteran of the 95th PV, who worked as a blacksmith and 
also helped to support Alfred and his wife, Mary. Elizabeth and Robert Mower had 5 children whose offspring 
survive to this day. 
 
Alfred lived near his daughter and son-in-law in his later years and would often walk to their home for dinner. 
One evening in March 1895 he was walking home from such a visit, limping as he did from his wound at the 
Battle of South Mountain, when he lost his balance and fell off a bridge. The Philadelphia newspaper reported 
on the accident the next day. 
 

“An Aged Man Falls Off a Bridge 
 
Alfred J. Masland, aged 78 years, of Shawmont avenue, below Ridge avenue, 
Roxborough, was admitted to St. Timothy's Hospital shortly after midnight 
yesterday morning, suffering from a fracture of his left hip and internal injuries, 
caused by his falling from a bridge that crosses Green Tree run, near his home. 
He had spent the evening at the residence of his daughter, Mrs. Robert Mower, 
on the opposite side of the run, and, when returning to his home in the darkness, 
stepped off the side of the bridge, falling a distance of about 12 feet. He was 
carried back to his son-in-law's residence and later taken to the hospital.”   

 
Alfred died from the injuries. He was the last Masland of our line to arrive in America from England in 1849, 
after living in dire poverty in Arnold. He had survived two tours of duty during the Civil War and stared down 
the rigors of prison life at Richland Jail and Camp Lunacy and a failed escape attempt, but in the end it was a 
simple nighttime walk home from his daughter’s house that felled the old warrior. 

Ann Masland 

 
Ann Masland, the oldest girl in the family, never recovered from her mental breakdown. She wandered the 
halls of the Trenton Asylum for 37 years until her death at age 71 in 1885. What led to her original 
confinement we will never know, for the original records of her medical condition were destroyed in a fire. 
Perhaps she suffered from schizophrenia or some other mental disorder, or maybe she’d experienced some 
traumatic event in England while serving as a domestic, or maybe she simply could never accept the death of 
her older brother, Charles. The answers to these questions are buried with her in a simple grave in 
Germantown. 

Sergeant Major William Masland  

 
William Masland, the Royal Marine, never saw his family again, as he and his wife settled into retirement 
from military service in England. William and Ann moved into an apartment at #3 Oliffe Street in the Poplar 
district of London in a tough, working class area known as the Isle of Dogs. 
 



 
Figure 92...Isle of Dogs 

 
William worked as a clerk at the Manure Works near the docks until his death on May 23, 1876, at the age of 
64. The last communication that survives regarding William is a note written to John’s oldest daughter, after 
she had made inquiries about his estate following Ann’s death on July 18, 1883. 
 

"I was very glad to receive your letter and find Mrs. Masland's relatives. I found 
a letter from your father which made me address it as I did, not knowing he was 
dead.  Your poor aunt need not have gone to the workhouse infirmary that she 
could have had lodging and had the money to pay of her club, but she was 
peculiar in many ways.  She was only there a month, fully intended coming out 
when she was taken worse and died.  Such a combination, heart, liver, and lungs.  
I am sure your brother will have all the things back from the matron of the 
Cottage Hospital.   
 
"I send you her note to me.  She has the watch and chain and rings.  I find one of 
her boxes was borrowed from a Mrs. Adams of 44 Russell Road in Wimbledon 
with whom she lodged, a very respectable woman.  She told her the watch and 
chain were to go to her nephew in America when she died.  I shall have to give 
her back her box, of course.  There is a good deal of rubbish, very old petticoats 
and skirts, rags.  Still if your brother wishes, they shall all be sent.  The clock is 
valued at ten pounds.   
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"I was so afraid her nephew in London would get the things, and I know she 
would not wish it. My maid and housemaid were most kind to her and used to 
buy her little trinkets.  Poor woman, she was very grateful.  The last time I saw 
her in the infirmary, she threw her arms around my neck and kissed me.  It was 
so lucky I went to her lodgings as I was able to be of use to her and she need 
never have died in a workhouse. There are many papers of her husband's and his 
medal and uniform.  I hope to hear from your brother.  I send you the letter I 
wrote from "Yours truly, L. White," Mrs. Colonel White." 

 
The years of separation from him while he was away at sea in such faraway places as South America, Russia, 
the Middle East, and Port Essington in Australia had taken their toll on Ann. Though she was well provided 
for by William, she checked herself into the Kingston Workhouse, a facility for the poor, where she died after 
a brief stay.  
 

 
Figure 93...Kingston Workhouse 

 
What became of William’s papers and uniform is not known, but thankfully his letters to his family here in 
America still survive. He went to rest after his many years of service to England and was finally reunited with 
another Sergeant Major, with whom he had an “unseen bond.” 

Sergeant John Masland  

 
John Masland, the oldest child of James and Mary Ann, dusted off and set up his stocking frames after the war, 
despite the fact his nearly 60-year-old body was racked by arthritis and diabetes. His days of earning a decent 
living were over, however, and he was often forced to depend on his sons and a small military pension to make 
ends meet. In a short note to his son, Charles Henry, written in 1881, John expressed his gratitude for his son’s 
assistance. 
 

“My dear Son, 
 
“It is with thankful pleasure that we receive your donated remittance continually, 
and I am also thankful that I have a child that is able and willing to relieve me in 
my present circumstances. The special amount I received from you in person I 
used to prepare some of my frames and have made 3 dozen of lady’s fine worsted 
stockings and have sold ½ dozen with prospect to sell more later in the season to 
a few retail stores. You will please receive our thanks and well wishes for you all, 
and believe your affectionate father, John Masland” 



 
 
John kept weaving for two more years until his body finally gave out, and he died at the age of 75 on January 
3, 1883, in Germantown. What a remarkable journey his life had taken, from the little town of Arnold, then to 
Ireland and Quebec, across the Maine border in 1833 as a deserter and illegal immigrant, and his frequent 
relocations between Massachusetts and Germantown as he sought work to support his wife and eight children. 
[redundant] 
John’s final days were spent at the home of his youngest son, Joseph Hodgkinson Masland. His wife, Mary 
Ann, nursed him with home remedies like watermelon tea, and his old prison-mate from Liggon’s Tobacco 
Warehouse, Dr. Alonzo Barnes, a fellow “Californian,” helped ease his suffering. At 6 o’clock on the morning 
of January 3, 1833, Sergeant John Masland died, and the old framework knitter was laid to rest. A simple 
telegram from Joseph to his brother Charles Henry announced his passing. 
 

 
Figure 94...Telegram 

 
. 

Sergeant James William Masland 

 
John’s oldest son, James William, recuperated from the wound he received at Cold Harbor, though he was 
severely scarred in his left arm for life. Three months after his discharge James married his sweetheart, Emma 
Rheiner, on Christmas Eve of 1864, and she bore him nine children before she died in 1896. She was the 
cousin of Joe Scargle, Charles Henry’s buddy from Rush’s Lancers. Jim, Joe, and Charlie went into business 
together when the war was over, dyeing yarn for the carpet trade. The company was formed under the name of 
C. H. Masland and Brother, reflecting a tendency for “top billing” on the part of Charles Henry, who was the 
founding member of the group as well as the business manager. Sibling rivalries prevailed, however, and they 
parted business ways several years later when the partnership was dissolved on October 1, 1877. 
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Figure 95...CH Masland & Bro. 

 
The split up had a profound effect on James William whereby he impulsively left his family, despite the fact 
Emma was pregnant with their fourth child, and traveled alone to Emporia, Kansas, in search of a new 
business venture. The sudden move caused some anxious moments among his family and friends. One of his 
closest friends and an employee at the Dye Works, Charles Zebold, wrote Jim from Philadelphia expressing 
his concerns.  
 
 

“Dear Friend Jim, 
 
“I received your kind letter yesterday and was very glad to hear from you. I saw 
Dr. Nice and told him about the papers and found out without inquiring how 



your wife and children was. They are right well and in good health. Dear Jim, I 
remember well the spring day I went to hunt for work. When I left home I felt 
very gloomy and sad, but when I came in sight of the Dye House my sad feelings 
left me and everything looked bright and clear. Something seemed to say to me 
that I would get work there, but when you said you had none I felt in despair, but 
when you called me back it was all clear again. I thank God for putting it in your 
heart to take me and I have Him and you to thank for what I am and enjoying 
this day in my comfortable and happy home. I always loved you as a father for 
you were a father to me in every respect. You always helped me out of every 
trouble I was in and I shall never forget the kindness you did me when my father 
died and, dear Jim, I would give anything to once see you happy again and to see 
your face again, for I feel lost without you. 
 
“When I left you at the depot I felt as if I had indeed lost a father and the tears 
rolled down my cheeks all the way home and I prayed God would take care of me 
now that I had lost my best friend. Dear Jim, you don’t know how thankful I am 
that I have such a happy home and such a loving wife. He price is indeed above 
rubies and I thank God for directing me to choose such a wife. Dear Jim, I hope 
your health will improve. Please don’t worry so much, but if I was you I would 
come back. Indeed I wish you could come back again for I would feel so happy 
with you back at the Dye House again. 
 
“I hope the prairie fires won’t do you any harm. They must indeed be a grand 
sight. How did the election go out there? It went all Democrat here, both state 
and city. The work over at the Dye House is very dull. We only worked one day 
this week. Times are very bad here and the weavers are nearly all on a strike and 
nearly all of our customers are stopped till after New Years. They are building a 
mill on Allegheny Avenue right beside the Dye House. It will be a stocking 
factory. If you were here and saw the men have nothing to do but walk the 
streets, you would be astonished at such poor men. I pity them and I thank you 
over and over again for giving me work when I see these men and I think I might 
be in the same position as they but for you, Jim. I never can thank you enough 
for your kindness in giving me work. 
 
“Dr. Nice is going to send you some more papers and write you a letter. We are 
having plenty of rain here. We have it every other day and sometimes it rains for 
two or three days at a time. Does it rain much out where you are? Gelizel is 
getting better but is not able to work. The neighbors are all well and the butcher 
woman sends her kindest regards to you. Sallie sends her kindest regards to you 
and says you give her too much credit, but she will do her best to be a good wife 
to me. All the men at the Dye House send their love to you and hope you will get 
along. Please write soon. My best love to you my kindest friend. 
 
“Good bye, yours truly, Charles Zebold, Dye Works, City Philadelphia 

 
The heartfelt letter provides a glimpse into James William’s personality. He was a fragile soul who “wore his 
heart on his sleeve” and had great empathy for his fellow man. His emotions had gotten the better of him when 
the partnership dissolved, and he was clearly in pain. His father also wrote him from Germantown on October 
12, 1877, with some words of encouragement. 
 

“My dear Son, 
 



207 

“We have just received your last postal card dated, Emporia, Oct. 8th. We are all 
thankful and happy to know that you are well and in good spirits and we hope 
your undertaking will prove a success. I hope and pray you will look unto Him 
who holdeth the destiny of all men in his hand. Charles and Annetta and the 
children was here last Sunday and Monday. I was at Mr. Rheiner’s last Monday 
night. I saw Emma and the children; they were all well. We are pretty well in our 
usual health. I have gave up Noon’s work. He is not willing to be at the necessary 
expense to put the frame in order.  
 
“Emma and the two boys was at our house to dinner the day of the parade which 
was a brilliant affair, but I went into town to change my coat and which gives 
satisfaction. You will please accept my sincere thanks for your kindness and the 
Lord bless and preserve you in whatever you undertake to do. Your mother is 
pretty well in her usual health and is very happy to hear from you. I conclude 
with all our dearest love to you and believe me your affectionate father, John 
Masland.” 
 
On the back of that letter is a note from James’ sister, Sarah (Sadie) T. Masland. 
 
“Dear Brother, 
 
“Father has given you most all the news. Mother has gone to Joe’s to stay a while. 
Mary took a run up to see us last Saturday. She said she wished she could have 
seen you again. She sends her love to you. Julia is about the same, no worse. You 
know I had a cold when you went away. I done all I could for it but it got so bad I 
had to see the doctor. He gave me something to take that helped me very much. 
Charlie and Nettie came out Sunday night and Nettie and the children stayed till 
Tuesday. Nettie was taken with sick headache and had to stay.  
 
“Dear brother I hope you will get along and accomplish all you wish. Do take 
care of your health; I hope you won’t get sick away out there. The day after you 
went I could not do anything for thinking of you. I am glad you have got along so 
well so far. I must close now. I will write again soon; try and write as often as you 
can. I will say good-bye with all our dearest love to you. Accept my love for 
yourself. Mother sends a kiss. Good-bye from your loving sister, Sadie T. 
Masland” 

 
James William’s father and sister were happy to learn that he was okay. John’s encouragement to look to God 
for support was doubtless due to James William’s reported leaning toward alcohol and atheism, probably due 
to some disillusion over the war and the failed partnership with his brother. James William, however, quickly 
assured his family that he was fine, and his father John sent further words of encouragement a few days later 
on October 21, 1877. 
 
 

“My dear Son, 
 
“We received your kind and welcome letter dated Emporia, Oct. 16th 1877, 
yesterday and we were happy to know that you are in good health and spirits. I 
hope and pray for your success that it may be beneficial for both your soul and 
body. I am fully persuaded that an enterprising man can succeed in your locality. 



The photographic description that you sent is, I think, a true index. I expect to go 
through Nicetown tomorrow; I will call and see Emily and the children. 
 
“I don’t know that I can inform you much about matters here. I am receiving a 
few orders for my goods. We are all in our usual health. Your mother is still at 
Joe’s. Julia is somewhat better. Your Joseph is not here yet. I hope you will 
succeed in your undertaking so that it will make it agreeable for you and your 
family. I am fully persuaded that your enterprise in the carpet business where 
you are must succeed and I hope the blessing of God will be with you. So, I 
conclude with all our dearest love to you with a special to you from your mother 
and believe me your affectionate father, John Masland” 

 
 
Interestingly James William was considering entering the rug business at that time, nine years before his 
younger brother, Charles Henry, made the move from dyeing to weaving carpet. Jim’s Kansas venture never 
got off the ground, however, so he returned to Germantown and started his own dye plant three years later 
when he signed a partnership agreement with a machinist named John Merrell for a firm named “James W. 
Masland and Company.” He had finally earned top billing. 
 

 
Figure 96...Franklin Dye Works 

 
James William remained in the dye business for the rest of his life. In later years he purchased a small farm in 
Johnsville in Bucks County, a few miles north of Philadelphia. He would rise early in the morning and his 
hired man drove him to the train station in town, where he boarded the train for Philadelphia and the dye 
works. The routine was reversed every evening, and the old soldier would don his boots and farm clothes to 
inspect the property. Frequently his grandchildren would camp in the orchard, and he would regale them with 
stories about the war and show them the gash in his left arm caused by the Minnie Ball at Cold Harbor. 
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Figure 97...James William 

 
The war had scarred Jim beyond his physical wounds. He was often melancholy as he thought back on the 
friends he had known in the 23rd Pennsylvania Volunteers who didn’t make it through the war. In a letter to his 
aged mother, dated April 14, 1889, he shared with her his sadness over his fallen comrades. 

 
“Dear Mother, 
 
“As your eighty-second birthday is at hand I write you this letter to congratulate 
you upon your reaching that great age and hope you will live to see many more 
returns of your natal day. I am glad to know that you are situated as you are and 
cared for as you are in your declining years and hope you may continue to be so 
as long as you live. I am glad to know that your health is as good as it is for that 
itself is a great blessing after all that you have passed through and hope the same 
may be continued during all your declining years. 
 



“I have not much else that I can say only that we are all well and hope this will 
find you all the same. I did very well on my trip but might have done better. I 
passed through a part of the country I was in during the war. At Winchester I 
went to see the National Cemetery and saw 4400 graves of soldiers, 2400 of them 
unknown. It made me feel melancholy; some of the men buried there I knew. I 
thought of them as buried in a strange country in their own land with no one to 
think of or care for them.  
 
“We are all going to write you a letter. I am sorry we cannot do more, but accept 
them in the spirit in which they are sent. So, with my dearest love and a kiss on 
your birthday I remain your loving son, James W. Masland.” 

  
 

 
Figure 98...Winchester National Cemetery 

 
James William remarried after the death of his beloved Emma, finding comfort in his old age in the arms of 
Rebecca Rheiner, his brother-in-law’s widow. Jim and Emma had nine children, six of whom lived to 
adulthood. His two sons both named James William died before their second birthdays. His progeny from the 
surviving children, however, have become numerous. His oldest son, Samuel, worked for the carpet company 
of C.H. Masland & Sons and lived in Carlisle. His oldest daughter, Hannah, married a Baptist minister, John 
Randle Schaffer, and their numerous descendants are alive today, including a daughter, Ruth, who is 
celebrating her 100th birthday this year (2006). Hannah also was reportedly responsible for James William’s 
return to a religious life, which he pursued with great fervor for the rest of his life. 
 
James William Masland passed away on April 19, 1924, at his farm in Johnsville. Some years later the farm 
burned down and the land is now part of the Johnsville Air Station. Sergeant James Masland’s legacy, 
however, lives on, and the sacrifices he made defending the Union will be remembered by Maslands for 
generations to come. 
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Figure 99...James and Rebecca 

  



Private Charles Henry Masland  

 
Charles Henry finished his three-year enlistment with the 6th Pennsylvania Cavalry serving as a guard at the 
Mower General Hospital in Philadelphia. As soon as the war was over Charlie commenced the job of 
providing for his young bride, Nettie, who he had married while on guard duty at the hospital. 
 

 
Figure 100...Charles and Annetta 

 
He sought employment from his Sunday School teacher at the Market Square Presbyterian Church, one John 
Tingley, the owner of a small, run down dye plant in Germantown. For the “princely sum” of $9 per week he 
worked tirelessly in the hot dye tanks treating wool for the neighboring carpet and textile mills of Fisher’s 
Hollow. Two years later, in 1866, Charles, his brother, and Joe Scargle purchased the dye works from Tingley. 
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Figure 101...Tingley IRS License 

 
 
At the end of the first year of operation, the three partners were faced with a serious problem when the dye 
house boiler cracked. Mr. Tingley, who still owned the property, would not repair it. Still financially strapped 
by their purchase agreement with him, they had to choose between paying for repairs themselves, which would 
be expensive, or moving the business elsewhere. Joe Scargle decided he had had enough of the dye industry 
and withdrew from the partnership and went to work with his brother in the brass finishing business. But the 
two Masland brothers decided to keep at it. They found another small dye house several miles away on 
Frankford Creek and rented it. They operated there for a year and then, having located an abandoned vinegar 
plant that was available, they moved again. The new site was on Gunners Run Creek, near the corner of 
Trenton and Allegheny Avenues. It was considerably larger than their present quarters and offered excellent 
opportunity for expansion. In 1868, they remodeled the building, moved their equipment, and began operation 
of what was known in the neighborhood as the Allegheny Dye Works, although business was actually 
transacted under the name of C. H. Masland & Brother. 
 
For a time, Nettie helped to pad the family's limited finances by running a neighborhood trimming store, 
selling buttons, needles, thread, tape, and other household sundries. Even in these beginning years, however, 
C. H. Masland showed the scrupulous business ethics that he was to instill later in his sons. Dyed wool 
weighed more than the spun wool received at the dye house, often because it was still damp when picked up. It 
was not an uncommon practice among some dyers to return an even hundred pounds of dyed wool for every 
hundred pounds received, keeping whatever the difference might be. Over a period of time or on large orders, 
this could amount to substantial poundage of wool, which was available for sale for extra profit. At the 
Masland concern, however, every pound of wool sent in for dyeing was delivered back to the mill. Customers 
realized this, and the Masland business prospered as a result. 
 
In the period from 1865 to 1882, Charles and Annetta were blessed with six sons, a feat that has been largely 
responsible for passing on the Masland name to future generations.  
 



 
Figure 102...Six Sons of C. H. Masland 

 
The sons, pictured above from right to left, were Maurice Henry, Frank Elmer, Harvey Christian, Charles 
William, John Wesley, and Walter Edgar. Four of the sons, Maurice, Frank, Charles, and John, eventually 
entered the carpet business after Charles Henry sold the dye works and purchased the old Amber Carpet Mill 
in 1886. Harvey became a doctor, and Walter, the youngest, founded the Masland Duraleather Company, one 
of the earliest and most successful makers of vinyl upholstery. 
 
Charles Henry’s somewhat brief but arduous service with Rush’s Lancers left him filled with pride and 
patriotism. The early parades of the Lancers in Philadelphia, while they were in training at Camp Meigs, 
instilled in him a love for such events that would last throughout his life. In August 1903, he proudly carried 
the colors of his father’s old regiment, “The Californians,” in a Grand Army of the Republic parade in San 
Francisco. 
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Figure 103...1903 Parade, CH on left 

 
 
Though Charlie never achieved above the rank of private, his pride of service was as great as any general’s. 
Despite his later success in the carpet business, patriotism was his passion. During World War I an incident 
occurred in which the labor union newspaper questioned the Masland family’s loyalty to the war effort due to 
a brief period when the flags were removed from the front of the carpet mill. Charles Henry’s response was 
swift and indignant. 
 

“In the Trades Union Post of August 30th there appeared an article charging the 
firm of C. H. Masland & Sons Carpet Manufacturers, Amber & Westmoreland 
Sts., and also in a circular printed at the union printing office and circulated 
broadcast charging the firm, and especially against C. H. Masland Sr. with 
disloyalty in having removed the flag from the front of their mill. The facts are as 
follows: When war was declared against Germany by the United States, the 
weavers on the 2nd and 3rd floors asked permission to place flags on the window 
sill. This was readily granted, and a contribution given for the purpose. That 
there might be no discrimination against the 4th floor occupied by miscellaneous 
employees, the firm had flags put on that floor. A large flag belonging to the firm 
was hung from the upper balcony. Owing to the cheap quality of the flags and the 
smoke from the surrounding chimneys, the flags became faded and dirty. A dirty 
flag is a disgrace to the flag, for that reason alone on July 13th the flags were 
removed. On the 14th a large new flag was placed on the front of the mill and is 
there yet. 



 
“In regard to the loyalty or disloyalty of the Masland family, the facts prove that 
they are loyal to the core, not only during the Civil War but previous. In 1840 
Charles Masland enlisted in the 3rd US Infantry, reenlisted in 1845, was killed at 
the Battle of Resaca de la Palma in the Mexican War. After his death his brother, 
Matthew H. Masland, enlisted in Battery A 2nd US Artillery, served through the 
Mexican War until the Rebellion, enlisted in Battery B 2nd PA Heavy Artillery as 
an officer, served until 1865. James W. Masland and Charles H. Masland enlisted 
in Co. F 23rd PA Infantry. While they were in the army their father, John 
Masland, at the age of 54 enlisted in Co. N 71st PA Infantry. At the battle of 
Ball’s Bluff, Oct 21st, 1861 he was captured and was in Libby Prison (incorrect) 4 
months, when released joined his regiment and was in all the battles of his 
Regiment. In the Battle of Fredericksburg he was in the rear guard and stood in 
the swamp all night. This brought on inflammatory rheumatism two, months 
later he was discharged honorably. Alfred J. Masland enlisted in 1861 in the 3rd 
NJ Infantry. In the Battle of South Mountain, Sept. 14, 1862, he was wounded 
and on that account he was discharged. Having recovered in 1864 he reenlisted in 
the 2nd PA Heavy Artillery as an officer, in one of the battles before Petersburg 
he was captured and was in a Rebel prison until the close of the war. After the 
expiration of the 3 months service James W. Masland reenlisted in the 23rd PA 
Infantry. In the Battle of Cold Harbor he was wounded in the charge of that 
battle. Charles H. Masland reenlisted in Co. E 6th PA Cavalry Lancers and 
served 3 years. In the present war 3 grandsons and two nephews have 
volunteered in the army and navy. Four more grandsons have been drawn for the 
service. Does this look like disloyalty to the flag? Let the trade unions who make 
this charge show their loyalty to the flag in a more substantial way than by 
putting up 2 for 5 cent flags!”  
 

Charles Henry Masland retired from everyday participation in business early on when Maurice and Frank were 
running the carpet plant. As the owner, however, he continued to watch over things with a careful eye. He was 
known for his honesty and his frugality as well. When the plant was being remodeled, Charles Henry would 
often go around after the carpenters had finished for the day and straighten out bent nails for them to use the 
next day. On one such “inspection” in 1912 it nearly cost him his life when a portion of the building collapsed 
on him, leading to a premature “obituary” in the paper. 
 

 
Figure 104...Premature Obituary 
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C. H. was a tough man for his size, however, and it took more than a building falling on him to end his days. 
He lived for another 22 years. Another glimpse into Charles Henry’s character is provided by his 
granddaughter, Annetta Rebecca Masland, daughter of Harvey Christian, in a letter to my grandfather, Frank 
E. Masland, Jr. 
 

"Of course Grandpa went off to war with his brother, Jim, and his father with 
him. In a cubbyhole of his desk Grandpa always kept a packet of letters carefully 
tied. He showed them to me one time, his wrinkled old face warm and glowing as 
he told me those were the letters that Grandma had written him in the army. He 
told your Dad that when he died those letters were to be burned, unopened, and 
your Dad carried out his instructions, though I surely wish I could have read 
them. 
 
"Twice I happened to meet old employees. One was a florist in Wildwood. When 
he learned my name and my connection we had an old home week. He seemed to 
have a real affection for Grandpa- said he was a stiff old man, but fair. He told 
me how Grandpa went around after hours and picked up the nails discarded by 
the carpenters and straightened them out for the next day. It may seem a bit 
queer but it is one evidence of how he worked. He must have worked like a dog to 
get started. Your Dad told me about his pension check. He gave it to old 
comrades who were having hard times. You Dad (Frank Sr.) used his Social 
Security check the same way. 
 

 
“Then there is the story of the run on the bank. It seems there began one of those 
senseless runs on one of the banks there, not too far from the mill. A long line 
formed, all drawing out money and things looked bad for the bank. Grandpa 
walked in and over to an empty window, pulled out a big wad of money and 
deposited it and walked out. Now he had the reputation for being wary and a bit 
close in money matters. When that line saw C.H. put in all that money it looked 
at each other and melted away. 
 
"I used to go out to the Oak Lane house after school and sing for them. Grandpa 
could no longer see the hymn book but he used to sing along and he knew an 
amazing number from memory. We had good times together. Grandma and I 
would listen to the thrushes sing their night songs in that garden across the street 
and then Grandpa would walk me over to the trolley. He adored Grandma. Aunt 
Min told me that when Grandma was in her last illness and suffering, Grandpa 
with tears in his eyes said to her (Aunt Min), 'She will be in pain in the night and 
I will not be there to take her in my arms.' Once he inadvertently called me 
'Nettie' and he was almost upset. He said, 'There's only one Nettie, only one 
Nettie.' 
 



 
Figure 105...Charles and Nettie 

 
"Grandma was like a queen in her family. I think she went through her list and 
prayed for each one of us each day. Grandpa was immensely proud of the family 
but he would have a desperate time showing it. Do you remember chestnut burrs- 
prickly on the outside but soft as down inside? I was just lucky to know them as 
well as I did." 
 
 

In later years Charles Henry was very active in the Lancer’s Association, serving as their president for several 
years near the end of his long life. He argued with the government on several occasions to give him increases 
in the pension he was due for his service. Unknown to many, however, he gave the funds to some of his fellow 
soldiers who were not as fortunate as he was. Though his active service was short due to his bout with typhoid, 
his memory of the war and the day he narrowly escaped death at Gaines’ Mill was with him until he died in 
1934 at the ripe old age of 92.  Charles died about eight months after his beloved “Nettie,” to whom he was 
married for nearly 70 years. Shortly before he passed away the aged weaver and warrior met with the last of 
Rush’s Lancers for one final time to relive the Battle of Antietam, Charles Henry’s last active service. 
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Figure 106...Last of the Lancers... CH- 2nd from Right 

 
 

After Charles Henry’s death his sons, grandsons, and great-grandsons carried on the weaving trade as C.H. 
Masland & Sons grew from its humble beginnings to a multi-national corporation. In the 1920s, the company 
branched out into the automotive market and became the largest supplier of automobile carpet in the country. 
During World War II, the factory was converted to the production of cotton duck for tents and coverings for 
military vehicles. For that effort the company was rewarded with the Army-Navy “E,” the first carpet mill in 
the nation to receive such an honor. After the war the skills learned by the weavers were put to use in the 
sportswear division. C. H. Masland & Sons was also an early adopter of the new medium of television for 
advertising, sponsoring such shows as the “Garry Moore Show,” the “Earl Wrightson, Masland at Home 
Party,” and the sci-fi classic, “Tales of Tomorrow.”  
 
In September 1965, the first public offering of common stock took place whereby the company became a 
publicly traded firm. The following year plans were made to build a large floor-covering factory in Atmore, 
Alabama, leaving the Carlisle plant to produce automotive carpet. Finally, in 1986, exactly 100 years after the 
purchase of Amber Mills and their first production of carpets, the firm was purchased by Burlington Industries 
for $117 million, and our family’s venture into the weaving trade came to a close. 
 
The interests and accomplishments of the family have expanded broadly since the first soldiers and framework 
knitters passed away. The list of their contributions to society is too long for this work. They have 
distinguished themselves as physicians, aviators, manufacturers, accountants, public servants, journalists, 
writers, film makers, executives, financiers, adventurers, conservationists, and other occupations too numerous 
to mention.  
 
The smokestack at the edge of town bearing our family name was torn down several years ago after the sale of 
the company and sadly the old factory burned to the ground a few years later. The Amber Mills building in 
Philadelphia still stands and has been reborn as a home for multitudes of small cottage industries not unlike the 
Framework Knitters of old Nottingham. The Industrial Revolution in which the Maslands were intimately 
involved has been supplanted by the Information Age of today. Times have changed, and so has the family, no 
longer concentrated in one area or occupation. Our roots, however, all go back to a small English village and a 
young framework knitter and his family, who struggled to get to this country by any means possible, who 
served, suffered, and died in its wars, who worked long and hard as humble weavers to make a better life for 
those of us alive today.  
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