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Night-fall affording him opportunity, the enemy abandoned

that part of his line. From memory, the only source from which

the writer may draw, we are unable to give the accurate result of

this engagement. The Sixteenth lost some of its bravest and

best officers and men, among whom was the gallant and beloved

Colonel Davis. The termination of the struggle at Seven Pines

left the Confederates in possession of the ground and master of

the situation. It was here that General Joseph E. Johnston was

wounded by a fragment of shell, and he was carried back to

Richmond.

Robert E. Lee, having up to this time no command, was now
assigned to duty in command of the forces in front of Richmond.

The Sixteenth now belonged to Pender's Brigade, A. P. Hill's

Division. The vigilance and activity of both armies hourly

increased; picket and other service grew harder and more haz-

ardous day by day. The mud and slush of the swamps along

the Chickahominy were obliged to be traversed by day and by

night and the only chance for rest or sleep was to drop upon the

ground, at length to awaken to see the dirty foam-line tracing the

high-tide on our already not overtidy jackets.

In this wise we passed the leaden hours until the 26th of June,

when A. P. Hill marched his division across the river at Meadow

Bridge, hastened to Mechanicsville and dashed his brigades against

the heavy fortifications of the enemy, taking them at the point

of the bayonet. In this engagement the Sixteenth, after pass-

ing our own batteries, came upon a paling fence which, at sight,

appeared to be an obstacle, but the regiment went against it with

such force that its presence did not affect in the least our orderly

movement, and the regiment closed up to the enemy's fortifica-

tions and immediately in front of a strong battery of artillery.

It seemed that the enemy had made ready to bring a heavy

cross-fire to bear upon the Sixteenth, especially its right wing,

and, as if to increase our peril, we were exposed to a fusilade of

grape and canister that was coming from our own batteries planted

in our rear. The writer, discovering this situation, called the

attention of Colonel McElroy, who, with all possible dispatch.


