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6th Grade 

Daily Reading READ 14.2:  Each day read for 15 minutes, something of choice, and complete the reading log including the title of the book/text, the 
number of pages read, and a hashtag summary of what was read. The reading log is on the back of this sheet. A sample entry is included. 

Daily Writing 

Three times a week reflect on how the theme of Social Responsibility connects to current events by journaling your thoughts and feelings 
about one or more of the questions listed here: How have I changed my habits and actions to help prevent the spread of COVID-19?  How 
do I feel about having to follow local, state, and federal guidelines even if they inconvenience me at this time? What additional ways can 
kids help others or make the situation better in some ways during this time? Feel free to include sketches, cartoons, and drawings to journal 
reflections. 

 
For the play, complete two annotations per column either on a printed version or on a separate sheet of paper by writing a hashtag summary or 
sketchnoting/doodling something that captures the key information of each column and by writing one inference that you can make for each column. For the 
nonfiction text you are expected to annotate each paragraph thoroughly by writing a hashtag summary or sketchnoting/doodling something that captures the 
key information of each paragraph and writing one inference that you can make from that paragraph. Remember that an inference is a conclusion you make 
based on what you read + what you already know!  You are also to write a one to two page response to the “Response to Text” question that accompanies the 
text.  

April 6-10 

Theme Weekly Reading Response to Text Question 
Social Responsibility: What is my Role? 
How can we change what is wrong? 

Clara Barton: Battlefield Nurse How do Clara’s actions show that she is aware that she 
should do all she can to change what is wrong and 
assist others? 

 

April 13-17 Spring Break 
 

April 20-24 
 

Theme Weekly Reading Response to Text Question 
Social Responsibility: What is my Role? 
How can we change what is wrong? 

From The War Diary of Clara Barton Compare Clara’s struggles in the play to the struggles in 
her diary. How are her struggles similar and how are 
they different?  

 

 



READ 14.2 READING LOG 

Date Number of 
Pages Read Title #summary 

3-12-20 10 Cinderella #mistreatedgirlmeetsprincelosesshoeandliveshappilyeverafter 

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

 



CHARACTERS
Captain Neal, of the U.S. Army 
 Medical Corps

Sergeant Fisk
Pvt. Joe Brown  
Pvt. Carl Jenkins
Mrs. Almira Fales

Clara Barton
George, Clara’s handyman

Courier
Messenger
Offstage Voice

Time: The evening of December 13, 1862.1

Setting:  A room in a small building on the 
grounds of Lacy House,2 a plantation mansion in 
Falmouth, Virginia. 
At rise:3 Captain Neal sits at table, going through 
stacks of paper. Sergeant Fisk looks out window. 
Bursts of gunfire can be heard intermittently. 

Captain Neal (suddenly). What’s this? 

Fisk (turning). Sir?

Captain Neal. This packet of letters.

Fisk. Letters the men in Lacy House want 
sent to their families, sir. They’re for the 
return mail tonight. A courier is coming from 
Washington, as you know.

Captain Neal (irritably, breaking in). How 
should I know? I arrived here only yesterday, 
and I don’t have the hang of things yet. I begin 
to wonder if I ever will! (leafs through letters) 
They’re all in the same handwriting.

 1
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1. December 13, 1862: the Battle of Fredericksburg, one of the 

early important battles of the American Civil War, was fought 
in and near Fredericksburg, Virginia, on December 13–15, 1862.  
Confederate troops defeated Union troops during this battle.

 2. Lacy House . . . Virginia: During the Battle of Fredericksburg, a 
Union army hospital was established at Lacy House, a mansion 
not far from the fighting.

 3. At rise: as the curtain rises.

Jeannette Covert Nolan

Battlefi eld Nurse

+

orderlies
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 4. vanguard regiments: the troops moving at the head of the army.

 5. Patent Office: a government office that grants patents, 
documents giving inventors exclusive rights to make, use, or sell 
an invention.
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Fisk. Clara Barton’s handwriting, sir. Those 
men are among the worst wounded; they can’t 
write, can’t hold a pen. They tell Miss Barton 
what to say, and she writes it down for them.

Captain Neal (with exasperation). Miss Barton? I 
might have guessed! That woman is a nuisance!

Fisk (surprised). Clara Barton, a nuisance, sir?

Captain Neal. An infernal nuisance! She has 
no re spect for rank or discipline, no official 
capacity—no right to be here. Yet she behaves 
as though she had invented the place!

Fisk. Well, sir, in a way she did. She’s been in 
Fal mouth more than a week, working round 
the clock, organizing the hospital, ever since 
our troops started assembling.

Captain Neal. That’s her usual procedure. If a 
battle is anticipated, Miss Barton moves in with 
the van guard regiments.4 Or if the skirmish 
occurs without forewarning, she moves in 
as soon as the news reaches Washington. In 
either circumstance she rushes into the field, 
establishes herself and assumes control of the 
situation.

Fisk. She brought five wagonloads of supplies 
with her, sir. Food, blankets, bandages, 
medicines—

Captain Neal (in scoffing tone). She always 
brings supplies.

Fisk. They say she buys them with her own 
money. 

Captain Neal. Yes, and with donations solicited 
from her friends all over the country. She’s 
not timid. She’ll stop at nothing. (abruptly) 
Sergeant, are you married?

Fisk (taken aback). Married? (proudly) Why, 
yes, sir. 

Captain Neal. And how does your wife spend 
her time?

Fisk. Why, minding the house and the kids, sir.

Captain Neal. As well she should! I’m sure your 
wife wouldn’t dream of neglecting her home 
and family to make a spectacle of herself on a 
battlefield, picking up the dead, nursing the 
injured. Nor should mine!

Fisk. But Miss Barton isn’t married, sir.

Captain Neal (sharply). What has that to do 
with it? I know plenty of unmarried ladies 
who are content to stay in their homes, where 
they belong, and leave the rough tasks to men.

Fisk (slightly puzzled). They say Miss Barton 
never was much of a homebody, sir. She had 
a job in Washington before the war; she was a 
clerk in the government Patent Office.5

Captain Neal (interrupting). And she ought 
to be there now. Instead, she traipses down 
to Falmouth, takes over the Lacy Plantation 
House, (pointing to door, left) turns it into a 
hospital—and proposes to manage it!
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Fisk. Without any permission at all?

Captain Neal. Oh, she probably obtained 
some sort of permission, but with or without 
permission, it wouldn’t matter to Clara Barton. 
She never stands on ceremony. She just rushes 
in with her wagonloads of supplies, her handful 
of volunteer assistants —

Fisk (more puzzled). She accomplished a lot of 
good, sir.

Captain Neal. What’s good about a woman on 
the field? It’s against nature, against Army rules! 
(impatiently) She seems to bewitch people to 
do her bidding. They seem to be in awe of 
her. But I am not! I officially represent the 
Medical Corps at this post now, and I will not 
be bluffed by a fussy little woman like— (Pvt. 
Joe Brown enters up right, carrying huge covered 
basket. As he opens door, ex plosion of cannon is 
heard off.)
Brown. Whew! That was a whopper! Those 
Confederate gunners—6

Captain Neal. Shut the door, soldier!

Brown. Yes, sir. (shuts door and sets basket on 
floor)
Captain Neal. Where have you been, Brown?

Brown. Out trading with neighborhood farmers 
for fresh milk and eggs. Fared right well, too.

Captain Neal. Did I say anything to you about 
fresh milk and eggs?

Brown. No, sir. Miss Barton did. She said I 
was to take some of that canned stuff from her 
stores and trade it for—

Captain Neal (coldly). Let me remind you, 
Brown, that you’re a Medical Corps orderly, 
not Miss Bar ton’s errand-boy. 

Brown (in confusion). Yes, sir—no sir—(pauses 
as another explosion is heard off) 
Captain Neal (rising; anxiously). Fisk, go see 
what’s happening in Fredericksburg! Get me 
a report! (as Fisk nods) No, nevermind, I’ll 
go myself! I have to know what’s going on— 
(exits quickly right)
Brown. Air’s pretty thick in here, eh, Sergeant?

Fisk (nodding). Pretty thick, Joe 

Brown. The old man’s sure got his dander up. 

Fisk. I think he’s worried.

Brown. Everybody’s worried. The Johnny Rebs 
are giving us Yanks7 the very devil.

Fisk. Captain Neal’s brother is in the midst 
of it. His artillery battery8 is in an exposed 
position that the Confederates have been 
shelling for hours.

Brown. Lieutenant Ralph Neal? I know him. 
He’s just a boy.

Fisk (sighing). A boy of nineteen. (pause) How 
old are you, Joe?

Brown. Twenty—but a veteran. (steps to 
window, looks out) Every man out there is 
somebody’s brother or son or sweetheart.

Fisk. And another thing—the Captain is at 
odds with Miss Barton.

Brown. What about?

Fisk. I think he resents the fact that she was 
here before he was, and he doesn’t like playing 
second fiddle.

Brown. Jealous, eh?

Fisk. Maybe. He’s certainly critical of 
everything. 

6. Confederate gunners: 

 7. Johnny Rebs . . . Yanks: slang for Confederate soldiers (Rebels) and Union soldiers (Yankees).

 8. artillery battery: an army unit responsible for cannons and other big guns.

clara barton: battlefield nurse 861

858-869_VA_L07PE-u07s05-Nurse.indd   861 4/1/11   3:56:15 PM



9. Bull Run: the site of a famous early Civil War battle, in which Confederate forces defeated Union forces 
and nearly 5000 men were killed, wounded, captured, or gone missing.
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hurt, perhaps killed. There was no reliable 
information about the battle, no list of 
casualties. My husband and I were frantic. 
Finally I decided I would just go down there 
and find out about our boys. It was on the 
road I met Miss Barton. I had heard of her 
and the magnificent service she’s performing. 
I asked if I could work with her at Bull Run. 
She had a few men working with her, but we 
were the only women in the outfit. (shaking 
her head) And how we worked! The battle was 
over, the ground literally strewn with human 
wreckage—and not enough doctors from the 
Medical Corps. 

Brown (shaking head). There never are enough, 
ma’am.

Mrs. Fales. We had several days and nights of 
it, working at top speed in the most adverse 
conditions. At last we got the field cleared, 
the dead buried, and the wounded shipped by 
train to hospitals in the surrounding cities. I 
learned most about nursing from Miss Barton. 
She is an expert.

Brown (fervently). An angel!

Mrs. Fales. Yes, she seemed just that. Then, a 
week ago, when I heard she was in Falmouth, I 
made up my mind to come and help—if she’ll 
have me.

Brown (enthusiastically). Oh, I reckon she will, 
ma’am, and gladly. (tentatively) But—your 
sons?

Mrs. Fales. They survived Bull Run.  So far 
they’ve been spared, thank goodness! (Captain 
Neal enters right. Brown salutes.)
Brown. Mrs. Fales is here to see Miss Barton, 
sir.

Captain Neal (nodding gruffly). Madam.

Mrs. Fales. How do you do, sir?

Brown. But why? Miss Barton—why, Sergeant, 
she’s an angel!

Fisk. Captain Neal isn’t a bad fellow.

Brown. I’ll take Miss Barton!

Fisk (grinning). You’re one of those people she’s 
bewitched, Joe.

Brown. I’m one she nursed back to health last 
year. There are hundreds of us; we owe our 
lives to her. (Knock is heard at right door. Fisk 
opens it to Mrs. Almira Fales, dressed in traveling 
costume and carrying a small valise.)
Mrs. Fales. I’m looking for Miss Barton. Do 
you know where she is?

Fisk. In the hospital, ma’am. Will you have a 
seat? I’ll call her for you. (exits left)
Mrs. Fales  (sitting on bench, puts valise on floor). 
What’s the news, young man?

Brown. Not very cheerful, ma’am. The day 
seems to be going badly for us.

Mrs. Fales. I feared so. Well, I suppose we can’t 
win every engagement.

Brown. No, ma’am. Though that would be 
nice, wouldn’t it? (glancing appraisingly at her) 
Traveling’s kind of inconvenient in these times 
for a lady.

Mrs. Fales. Oh, I travel whenever and wherever 
I please.

Brown. Are you some kin to Miss Barton?

Mrs. Fales. No. But I know Miss Barton—and 
admire her. (smiling reminiscently) Miss Barton 
and I met on the way to a battlefield. It was in 
August, at Bull Run.9 You see, Mr.—

Brown. Brown—the name is Joe Brown, 
ma’am.

Mrs. Fales. You see, Mr. Brown, my sons 
are soldiers. I knew they were at Bull Run. 
Somehow I had the notion they’d been 

862 unit 7: biography and autobiography

858-869_VA_L07PE-u07s05-Nurse.indd   862 4/1/11   3:56:15 PM



221

222

223

224

225

226

227

228

229

230

231

232

233

234

235

236

237

238

239

240

241

242

243

244

245

246

247

248

249

250

251

252

253

254

255

256

257

258

259

260

261

Clara. I am well. Always tired, but well. (smiles) 
My health seems to thrive on abuse. 
Mrs. Fales. And still wearing that red bow in 
honor of your father.
Clara. In memory of him, now. My father died 
re cently .

Mrs. Fales (sadly). Oh, I’m so sorry to hear that.
Clara. Thank you, Almira. (sighing) Red was 
his fa vorite color; it’s mine, too. 
Mrs. Fales. The badge of bravery. (leans 
forward, intently) You are so often in danger, 
Clara! Are you never afraid?
Clara. Afraid? Constantly! I just try to hide my 
fear—with a bright red ribbon.
George (entering left, carrying wooden tool kit; 
gruffly). Miss Barton, I’ve built those extra 
bunks you were talking about.
Clara. Thank you, George. I’d like you to 
meet Mrs. Fales, a good friend of mine, and 
 a good nurse. (to Mrs. Fales) George is my 
right-hand man.

Captain Neal. Well, Brown, is this your rest 
period? Be off!

Brown (clicking his heels). Yes, sir. (moves toward 
door)
Captain Neal. What about your milk and eggs?

Brown. Oh, yes, sir! I almost forgot. (Exits with 
basket. Captain Neal eyes Mrs. Fales curiously, 
then sits at table and busies himself with pen and 
paper. Clara Barton enters left.)
Mrs. Fales (rising). Clara!

Clara. Almira Fales!

Mrs. Fales (pleased). So you remember me?

Clara (warmly). As if I ever could forget! 
(clasping Mrs. Fales’ hands) Is it possible you’ve 
come to volunteer?

Mrs. Fales. Yes, I have.

Clara (happily). Oh, I’m so grateful! Do sit 
down. I’m so happy you’re here.

Mrs. Fales (sitting with Clara on the bench). 
You ’re looking well, Clara.

clara barton: battlefield nurse 863
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Clara. Oh, Captain, how I wish there were 
more interfering females. They make such 
splendid nurses.

Captain Neal. Then they should enlist as nurses 
in the Army.

Clara. I thought of doing that, but those 
women are sent to work in city hospitals; they 
can never go into the field. I would like the 
Army to sponsor me as a field nurse, where I 
know I’m most effective.

Captain Neal (sternly). Where you have no 
authority to be. The Army does not approve 
of women in military encampments. The 
battlefield is not a place for women.

Clara. How silly! So many lives are sacrificed 
because of the Army’s rigidity. 

Voice (offstage). Miss Barton! Miss Barton is 
needed!

Clara. Excuse me, please, Captain. (exits) 
Captain Neal. Miss Barton is needed!  All 
day, by everyone! But if I have my way, Miss 
Barton may soon find there are such things as 
rules and regulations.

Fisk. (entering). Excuse me, Captain, but there’s 
heavy firing on our artillery positions.

Captain Neal (anxiously). How bad is it? 

Fisk. A great many casualties, it would 
seem. (goes to window and looks out) The 
stretcher-bearers are busy with the wounded . 
(Guns boom in distance.) 
 Jenkins (entering right). Sergeant, where do we 
take these Graycoats?

Captain Neal. Graycoats?

Jenkins (noticing Captain Neal, salutes him). 
Yes, sir.  The Confederate Johnnies. Are they to 
be put in the hospital with our boys? 

Captain Neal. Who said they were to be 
brought to Lacy House? 

George (grinning cordially at Mrs. Fales). You’ll 
be welcome, ma’am. (to Clara) I made space for 
the poor chaps. Reckon we’ll get ’em, too. The 
stretcher-bearers are out now. 

Clara. I’ll inspect the bunks. Will you come 
with me, Almira? (They rise and exit left. George 
starts to follow, but Captain Neal stops him with 
a gesture.) 
Captain Neal. Are you a carpenter? 

George (with a laugh). Carpenter, porter, chief 
cook, and bottle washer, jack-of-all-trades.

Captain Neal. I have some carpenter’s chores for 
you to do, at your leisure.

George. Well, sir, I don’t have much leisure—
and I’d be obliged to ask Miss Barton.

Captain Neal (sharply). No, you would not! I am 
in charge here. Miss Barton has no connection 
with the Army—

George. She’s tried to connect herself with the 
Army, sir, but those people in Washington 
won’t let her do what she wants to do.

Captain Neal. Nor will I, here at Lacy House.

George. So you’re one of ’em? Well, sir, you’ll 
just have to get your own carpenter. I’m 
working for Miss Barton! (exits quickly through 
door right) 
Clara (reopening door left). The bunks are fine, 
George. . . . Oh, George is gone?

Captain Neal (dryly). Yes, he’s gone—quite 
suddenly,

Clara. Well, I must get Mrs. Fales settled.

Captain Neal. Just a moment, Miss Barton! 
Why is that lady in Falmouth?

Clara (smiling). I think you know why. Weren’t 
you eavesdropping?

Captain Neal (incensed). Miss Barton, I do not 
intend to have Lacy House turned into an 
institution for interfering females!
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Captain Neal (angrily). This is ridiculous. Do 
you for an instant suppose that our men who 
fall on a Southern battlefield are shown such 
mercy?

Clara. Of course, I suppose that! I know it 
is true! And you must surely know it, too. I 
think the Confederates’ ideas and convictions 
are wrong. But I am not so deluded as to think 
they aren’t human!

Jenkins (opening door; thrusting in his head). 
Miss Barton, the Sergeant said you were in 
here. Shall we take the Rebs into Lacy House? 
It’s getting dark and raining a little.

Clara. Yes, Jenkins.

Captain Neal. Just a minute, orderly. We 
cannot accommodate those men.

Clara. We can accommodate them, Captain. 
And we must!

Captain Neal. Our facilities are limited.

Clara. George built more bunks—and he can 
build more, many more.

Captain Neal. By taking in these Confederates, 
we may be depriving men who fell inside our 
lines.

Jenkins. These men fell inside our lines, sir.

Clara. Indeed, Captain, should we have 
allowed them to lie there and die? How could 
we turn them away? (to Jenkins) Take them 
into Lacy House! (Jenkins has been looking 
bewilderedly from Clara to Captain Neal, he 
exits.)
Captain Neal (furiously). Miss Barton, this 
situation is intolerable! (Fisk enters.) Sergeant, 
didn’t I tell you—

Fisk (apologetically). The mail, sir. The courier 
from Washington. (stands aside)
Courier (entering, placing mail pouch on table). 
Anything to go back, Captain? 

Jenkins. Miss Barton, sir.

Captain Neal. The hospital is crowded!

Jenkins. Not too crowded, Miss Barton said.

Captain Neal. Go outside and wait there! 
(Jenkins salutes and exits.) Fisk, call Miss 
Barton.

Fisk. Yes, sir. (exits)
Captain Neal (to himself  ).  Now she has gone 
too far. Much too far. (After a moment, Fisk 
reenters, escorting Clara.) I’ll talk privately with 
Miss Barton, Sergeant. (Fisk exits right.) Miss 
Barton, since when have we adopted a policy of 
rescuing our sworn enemies?

Clara (calmly). I have always done it, Captain.

Captain Neal. You have done it?

Clara. I have never withheld aid to any man 
lying on any battlefield, merely because his 
uniform was gray rather than blue. I never stop 
to ask him his race, politics, or religion, either. 
If he is a human being— suffering, I give him 
all the help I can.
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10. obstinate: stubborn.

 11. malaria: a disease transmitted by mosquitoes.

 12. quinine: a type of medicine.

 13. unequivocal: clear; unquestionable.
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Captain Neal (with sarcasm). Oh, no?

Clara. I wish only to work with you—with 
anyone who serves the end of justice and 
mercy. Very often I’ve been thrown into 
contact with a man like you—prejudiced, 
suspicious of me and my methods, even my 
motives; but still we have worked together 
well enough. And sometimes we have become 
fast friends. I have many friends among the 
Medical Corps doctors. I don’t see why you 
and I can’t arrange some sort of compromise—

Captain Neal (harshly). It is too late for 
compromise.

Voice (offstage). Miss Barton!

Clara. Too late, Captain?

Captain Neal. This letter—

Brown (opening door at left). Miss Barton, that 
fellow with the malaria11 has got a chill, a 
violent chill—

Captain Neal (shouting). Get out! Get out!

Clara (above Captain Neal’s shouting). Give 
him a dose of quinine,12 Brown. See that he 
swallows it. I’ll come presently.

Brown. Yes, ma’am. (closes door)
Captain Neal. Miss Barton, I’ve received a letter 
from Washington. (holding up letter) From my 
superior officers. It is the reply to a telegram 
I dispatched last night—just twelve hours 
after my arrival. I am lucky to have a reply so 
promptly.

Clara (uneasily). And what does it say?

Captain Neal. The tone of this letter is 
unequivocal.13 It states very definitely that you 
are to be relieved of all duty in the Falmouth 
area. At once. In plain words, Miss Barton, 
you are dismissed.

Captain Neal. Yes. (He picks up packet of letters 
that Clara has written for the soldiers, tosses it to 
Courier, who salutes and exits, followed by Fisk. 
Glanc ing briefly through contents of the mail 
pouch, he pounces upon one letter, opens and scans 
it hurriedly. Holding the letter, Captain Neal 
turns to Clara.) Miss Barton, I am not a cruel 
man—

Clara. Oh, I’m sure of that. Merely 
short-sighted and old-fashioned in your 
prejudices. And obstinate. But I am obstinate,10 
myself.

Voice (offstage). Miss Barton! Miss Barton is 
needed!

Clara. Excuse me, Captain. (starts toward door 
left)
Captain Neal. Since the moment of my arrival 
in Falmouth, I have known there would be this 
crisis.

Clara (turning back). Crisis? 

Captain Neal. Between us. I have seen it as 
inevitable that while you were here, some 
members of the small staff in Lacy House, 
perhaps most of them, would ignore me and 
look to you for direction —

Clara (quietly). Only because I was here first.

Captain Neal (raising his voice). You are 
everywhere first, Miss Barton! It is uncanny. 
(more calmly, with an effort at controlling his 
temper) Therefore, I have known that one of us 
must go. And I have not doubted which one it 
would be.

Clara (matter-of-factly). Is that your opinion? 
Mine is just the contrary, Captain. I don’t see 
why we both can’t remain, and on good terms, 
too. If there is a crisis between us, it is not of 
my making.
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Clara (incredulously). You wired to the War 
Department, complaining of me?
Captain Neal. I did.
Clara. You complained of my skill at nursing?
Captain Neal. Not that. You may be a very 
good nurse.
Clara (vehemently). I am a good nurse!
Captain Neal. I complained of you as a meddler.
Clara (angrily). In plain words, Captain, you 
let your dislike of me override your judgment 
regarding the welfare of this hospital.
Captain Neal (emphatically). There is nothing 
more to be said on the subject. You are relieved of 
all duty. I’ll have a wagon made ready to convey 
you safely to the railroad station. Of course, the 
other lady, Mrs. Fales, will accompany you.
Clara (angrily). But I won’t go! I can’t desert the 
men, the wounded men in Lacy House. I know 
them—know them all by name!
Captain Neal (firmly). You will go, Miss Barton. 
Under the circumstances it would be most 
awkward for you to remain. Your dismissal is 
from Washington, and it is specific and urgent.
Clara. Who will do the work in my place? 
I’ve snatched back from death’s door many 
patients whom your doctors and nurses had 
given up as lost.

Captain Neal (sneeringly). I’m not interested in 
a recital of your triumphs.
Clara (angrily). How absurdly, blindly biased 
you are, Captain!
Captain Neal (with controlled anger). Sergeant 
Fisk will fetch a wagon. You must have a bag, 
or something to pack?
Clara (sadly, realizing her defeat). Yes, I have 
a bag. (starts toward left door, speaks over her 
shoulder) I came with five wagon-loads of 
supplies. For days they were the only supplies 
available, and they’re not yet exhausted. I 
hope you will accept what’s left—for the 
sake of the hospital. Lint, medicines, muslin 
sheets—such articles have value, even if I 
have none.
Captain Neal (stiffly). I will accept them, Miss 
Bar ton. (As she exits, he paces up and down, 
muttering.) A strange woman. Most women 
would have cried. She didn’t. No tears. She has 
courage—the courage of a man!
Fisk (entering from door right). May I come 
in, sir?
Captain Neal (barking). Why not? (a slight 
pause, as sound of cannon is heard off    ) You’re 
to fetch a wagon and drive Miss Barton and 
the other lady to the railroad station. They’re 
catching the night train.
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Fisk (regretfully). I’m sorry, sir. Miss 
Barton was so set on staying.

Captain Neal (wryly). More 
eavesdropping!

Fisk (meekly). Well, I was just at the 
door, sir, I couldn’t have avoided—

Captain Neal. No matter. Go fetch 
a wagon.

Fisk (lingering). It does seem 
too bad, when Miss Barton’s so 
popular with everybody—

Captain Neal (roaring). Fetch a 
wagon!

Fisk. Yes, sir. (turns toward door 
right and collides with Messenger, 
who rushes in, breathless)
Messenger. Captain Neal? 
I’m from General Burnside’s 
headquarters. We are in full retreat 
across the bridge, sir, falling 
back on all fronts. The Rebels 
have swept everything before them. (pausing, 
panting) And your brother, sir—

Captain Neal. My brother!

Messenger. Lieutenant Neal—

Captain Neal. What about him? (seizing 
Messenger by the sleeve) What about Lieutenant 
Neal?

Messenger. Shot, sir.

Captain Neal. Killed?

Messenger. Wounded, sir.

Captain Neal (tugging roughly at Messenger’s 
sleeve). Is it—serious?

Messenger. Yes, sir. Serious. But the doctor in 
Fredericksburg did an emergency operation. 
They’re bringing him to Lacy House, sir.

Captain Neal (releasing Messenger’s sleeve). 
Fisk! Fisk!

Fisk (at door). Yes, sir. Just off to fetch the 
wagon, sir.

Captain Neal. Wagon! (wildly) Blast the wagon! 
Fetch Miss Barton! Get her in here! (shouts) 
Miss Barton! (Clara, wearing her traveling cloak 
and bonnet, enters.)
Clara. Did you call me?

Captain Neal (rushing to her). I did call you, 
Miss Barton. My brother— (He buries his face 
in his hands.)
Messenger. It’s Lieutenant Neal, ma’am. 
Seriously wounded.

Clara. The Captain’s brother? Oh, dreadful! 
But—not dead?

Messenger. No, ma’am. Not yet.

Clara. Well, with proper nursing I’m sure—

Messenger. That’s what the doctor said. With 
you here, the doctor said—
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Captain Neal (looking up; emotionally). Miss 
Barton, my brother is so young!

Clara (quietly). Most of them are, aren’t they? 
(They exchange looks, then slowly, she takes off her 
bonnet and throws it on to bench.) The doctor 
seems to think that something can be done.

Captain Neal. Miss Barton, if you will do your 
best for my brother—

Clara. I’ll give him the same care I give all the 
men neither more nor less.

Captain Neal. I understand, Miss Barton. I 
understand—and I could ask for nothing 
better.

Mrs. Fales (entering left, in traveling costume, 
carrying her valise). Well, Clara, I’m ready, if we 
must go.

Clara. We’re not going.

Mrs. Fales (puzzled ). Not going?

Clara. We’re staying—at Captain Neal’s request.

Mrs. Fales. But I thought he—

Clara. The Captain wants us to work with 
him—and he’s in command, isn’t he?

Mrs. Fales (perplexed). I don’t know. And I 
don’t believe he knows either! (to h erself   ) A very
snappish man!

Clara (smiling). Sh-h! We must get into our 
work uniforms. (They exit.)
Captain Neal (to Fisk and Messenger). Why 
are you standing there gaping? I have a letter 
to write. A letter which must be sent tonight. 
To Washington. (hesitantly, as if with effort) A 
letter acknowledging that I’ve been in error, 
and recommending that Miss Clara Barton 
be permanently attached to the United 
States Army, as an Army nurse—in the field, 
or wherever she chooses to be. (Fisk and 
Messenger exit right. Captain Neal sits at table 
and writes rapidly. Lights dim slightly; shot is 
heard off.)

Clara (entering at left). Captain, your brother is 
in the hospital, and conscious. Would you like 
to speak to him?

Captain Neal (springing up). Will he pull 
through? Do you think there’s a chance?

Clara. I think there’s a chance.

Captain Neal. And you’ll help him? (Clara 
nods.) I do want to speak to him! (pauses) I’d 
like you to read this letter.

Clara (dismayed). The letter from Washington?

Captain Neal (quickly). No, no, it’s not the one 
I received! It’s a letter I’m just in process of 
writing and haven’t quite finished. But since it 
concerns you—(hands letter to her, then crosses 
to door left and exits)
Clara. I do think the Captain’s heart is in 
the right place. (Sits on bench and reads 
letter silently. She smiles, still holding letter.) 
Sometimes I have a vision, or what seems a 
vision. I see my country whole and healed 
once more, North and South reunited, one 
people, never again to be divided by war and 
hatred. (pauses) I see beyond the present, far, 
far into a future when this humble work of 
mine has found boundless, universal support. 
I see the work growing, embracing all the 
civilized nations of the world through both 
war and peace. (During her speech, room has 
gradually darkened. On rear wall, spotlight 
shines on emblem of Red Cross.)
Voice (offstage). Miss Barton!

Clara (rousing, turning her head). Yes?

Voice. Miss Barton is needed!

Clara (rising, standing a moment under Red 
Cross emblem, then hurrying to exit). Coming!
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No one has forgotten the heart-sickness which spread over the entire 
country as the busy wires flashed the dire tidings of the terrible 
destitution and suffering of the wounded of the Wilderness whom 
I attended as they lay in Fredericksburg. But you may never have 
known how many hundredfold of these ills were augmented1 by the 
conduct of improper, heartless, unfaithful officers in the immediate 
command of the city and upon whose actions and indecisions 
depended entirely the care, food, shelter, comfort, and lives of that 
whole city of wounded men. One of the highest officers there has 
since been convicted a traitor. And another, a little dapper captain2 
quartered with the owners of one of the finest mansions in the town, 
boasted that he had changed his opinion since entering the city the 
day before; that it was in fact a pretty hard thing for refined people 
like the people of Fredericksburg to be compelled to open their 
homes and admit these “dirty, lousy, common soldiers,”and that he 
was not going to compel it.        

This I heard him say, and waited until I saw him make his words 
good, till I saw, crowded into one old sunken hotel, lying helpless 
upon its bare, wet, bloody floors, five hundred fainting men hold 
up their cold, bloodless, dingy hands, as I passed, and beg me in 
Heaven’s name for a cracker to keep them from starving (and I had 
none); or to give them a cup that they might have something to 
drink water from, if they could get it (and I had no cup and could 
get none); till I saw two hundred six-mule army wagons in a line, 
ranged down the street to headquarters, and reaching so far out on 
the Wilderness road that I never found the end of it; every wagon 
crowded with wounded men, stopped, standing in the rain and 
mud, wrenched back and forth by the restless, hungry animals all 
night from four o’clock in the afternoon till eight next morning and 
how much longer I, know not. The dark spot in the mud under 
many a wagon, told only too plainly where some Poo fellow’s3 life had 
dripped out in those dreadful hours.  a

 1. augmented: made greater; added to.

 2. dapper . . . quartered with: neat and stylish captain who is staying with.

 3. Poo fellow’s: poor man’s.

from The War Diary of  Clara Barton

a
 

ANALYZE HISTORY-
RELATED WRITINGS 
Remember that 
history-related 
writings focus on 
people and events 
from history. A diary 
entry, a daily record 
of a writer’s thoughts, 
experiences, and 
feelings, is one type 
of history-related 
writing. A diary entry 
can provide genuine 
insights into a real-life 
figure’s personality. 
In addition, a diary 
entry can help readers 
see a time and place 
through that figure’s 
own eyes. Reread lines 
17–32. How do these 
details seem different 
from details about 
wounded soldiers in 
the play?

Clara Barton became the 
founder of the Red Cross.
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I remembered one man who would set it right, if he knew it, 
who possessed the power and who would believe me if I told him I 
commanded immediate conveyance back to Belle Plain. With difficulty 
I obtained it, and four stout horses with a light army wagon took me 
ten miles at an unbroken gallop, through field and swamp and stumps 
and mud to Belle Plain and a steam tug at once to Washington. Landing 
at dusk I sent for Henry Wilson, chairman of the Military Committee of 
the Senate. A messenger brought him at eight, saddened and appalled like 
every other patriot in that fearful hour, at the weight of woe under which 
the Nation staggered, groaned, and wept. b  

He listened to the story of suffering and faithlessness, and hurried 
from my presence, with lips compressed and face like ashes. At ten he 
stood in the War Department.4 They could not credit his report. He 
must have been deceived by some frightened villain. No official report 
of unusual suffering had reached them. Nothing had been called for by 
the military authorities commanding Fredericksburg. 

Mr. Wilson assured them that the officers in trust there were 
not to be relied upon. They were faithless, overcome by the 
blandishments5 of the wily inhabitants. Still the Department 
doubted. It was then that he proved that my confidence in his 
firmness was not misplaced, as, facing his doubters he replies: “One 
of two things will have to be done—either you will send some one 
to-night with the power to investigate and correct the abuses of our 
wounded men at Fredericksburg, or the Senate will send some one 
tomorrow.” 

This threat recalled their scattered senses. 
At two o’clock in the morning the Quartermaster-General6 and 

staff galloped to the 6th Street wharf under orders; at ten they were 
in Fredericksburg. At noon the wounded men were fed from the 
food of the city and the houses were opened to the “dirty, lousy
soldiers” of the Union Army.

Both railroad and canal were opened. In three days I returned 
with carloads of supplies.

No more jolting in army wagons! And every man who left 
Fredericksburg by boat or by car owes it to the firm decision of one 
man that his grating bones were not dragged ten miles across the 
country or left to bleach in the sands of that city. �

 4. War Department: the department of the U.S. government now called the Department of 
Defense.

 5. blandishments: coaxings.

 6. Quartermaster-General: the staff officer in charge of supplies for the entire army. 

b
 

COMPARE AND 
CONTRAST
In the play, you learned 
about Clara mainly 
through dialogue. How 
do you learn about Clara 
in her diary? Record 
the information in your 
chart.

Senator Henry Wilson became 
vice-president. 
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