November 23, 1928.
Dear Mr, Reily:-
Your letter of the 15th last, to hand and should have been answered ere this, except for the fact that I have been on a visit to South Down Plantation. I wanted to see the new mill in operation where it takes 1800 tons of cane per day to keep it going, and near 2000 hands to cut the cane, and several hundred to load it on wagons and several hundred more to take care of the mill and product made.
Was pleased at the fact that this cane produces more than twice as much as the old cane and is richer in sucrose or sugar. While sugar is very cheap, the plant will make some money unless we have an early splitting freeze*
If I had a business of this kind, I would also want a surplus of several millions of dollars, to carry me over the bad spots, which sooner or later hits every line of endeavor. We hear a lot about our prosperity. I think this is more mental than actual. True our industries show highest annual mark of their existence, but this does not spell prosperity. It is in my mind an uncertain or questionable prosperity; and a year or two, will determine, where we are, and where we are going. Now coming back to your letter would say that sixty-six years is a long time for people to remember events which occurred so long in the past, nor could it be done except in the young, where impressions seem indelibly made.
A few things did happen in the Civil War, which I cannot forget, one especially was Picketts charge at the Battle of Gettysburg, this charge was made through our Battery, the Battalion of Washington Artillery of five companies, one in the army of Tennessee and four in Lee's army. We had sixteen pieces, each piece had twelve horses and one caison or ammunition wagon. We were all on the battle field on the 3rd of July 1863 and the third company fired the cannon that opened the fight at three P. M. in the evening.
There were 500 pieces of artillery making music at the same time and carrying death and destruction with it, and the noise made could be heard for 80 miles. My caison was blown up and my piece was disabled, a piece of shell striking it in the muzzle, and nine of our twelve horses were killed or wounded. We were ordered to form a new line of defense when Picketts troups were replused and we did so carrying our piece with three horses with us. This new line was formed about five-thirty. We recruited another piece of artillery and im​pressed 1/2 dozen Pennsylvania Connestogas, horses, untrained and as big as half grown elephants. We were then ordered to Williamsport to protect Lee's ammunition train. All night long through the mud and rain for it rained all night, all of next day and night, and reached Williamsport at day light, the men all dead on their feet.
At sun up, before we had any time to cook a bite, we were ordered into action and fought until 8:30 P. M. when we drove Kilpatrick with 5,000 cavalry from the field; we had only 3,000 and a good many were wounded, but fighting. The Potomac River had to be crossed. We waded across it going to Pennsylvania, but now it was swollen and a pontoon bridge, made of small boats and weather boarding from the houses for flooring, was what we had to cross the river on. Eleven of us boys had removed our shoes (so called) and climbed on the pier.
Captain Buck Miller was director. The horses had to go some forty feet into
the water before we reached the abutment of the bridge. By bad handling the horses had gone to the side of the bridge instead of to the end. I knew they could not pull us and the pier on the bridge on the side, and I said to Captain Miller: "Captain, I think if you will have the horses turned and approach the bridge from the end of the bridge, we will have no difficulty in going over." The Captain looked at me very savagely and said, wYou think - dam you what right have you to think - get off of that pier every one of you and by hand to front”; which being inter​preted, means get hold of the pier and put it on the bridge, and this we finally did. The water was waist deep, and we were all wet again. That night I was put on guard at nine o'clock, two hours on, four off, cannon was loaded and I was ordered to fire if any noise was heard in my front, death penalty for sleeping on post. I heard no noise, slept in rain for two hours. Officer woke me up and said, "You were asleep on your post sir," and I said, "Yes sir, asleep on my post." That was the end of it.
With kind wishes for you and your family, I am,
Very truly yours,
D. W. PIPES.
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