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Two-voice poem
The battle is raging in Atlanta


Our fate hanging in the balance


Every man is being hurried to the front; men too old, boys too young
Help us, oh God!


He has sent for


The child is dead;


Defeats in the valley fall like blows upon a dean body.Mr. Chesnut?!



He is not for slavery, he is for freedom.

 We have but two armies; the end has come.




As from my tent I emerge so early sleepless


As slow I walk nearby the hospital tent





My dear comrade


Sweet boy with cheeks yet blooming
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Elderly man so gaunt and grim, with well-gray’d hair

Young man, I think you know







