Andrew Wheaton
 

Pleased to meet you folks.  My name is Andrew Scott Wheaton and I served my country from June 20, 1861 right down to the bitter end.  Wanted to serve so bad that when the unit in my town of Angola, Indiana didn’t need any more men, I caught a train with 51 other men to Adrian Michigan, to become a member of Company B, 4th Michigan Infantry.  
 
Now you may notice that I don’t have an Indiana accent.  I was actually born in Bristol, New York, but I’ve always been a get-out-there-and-do-it kind of man, and Bristol couldn’t hold me.  
 
Which brings me back to the war.  I expect you’ve heard about the battle at Gettysburg.  Bloodiest battle of the war.  July 1st to July 3rd, 1863 --- powerful hot and humid.  160,000 soldiers from both sides.  I was there.  My company arrived on the second day.  Twelve thousand rebels formed a line that stretched a mile long, charging up Cemetery Ridge.  We mowed them down with cannon.  Then we mowed them down with bullets. And finally we mowed each other down with bayonets and fists.  When the smoke finally cleared, we still held our position along Cemetery Ridge.
 
Kind of an ironic name.
 
Fifty-one thousand Americans dead, wounded or missing.  
 
Not the way you want to spend the 4th of July.  Listening to the moaning and sobbing of us soldiers lying on a hill in Pennsylvania.
 
I was one of the moaners.  Well, I didn’t moan too loud --- others got it worse.  But that’s how I got this bum right knee that hurts to this day.  Spent some time in the hospital and mustered out a year later.
 
Hear they built a monument back in Angora right in the middle of the town square, to all of us men from that town as fought in the War.  Got my name on it.
 
Four months after the battle, on November 19, the president of the United States came to that same site.  Now it wasn’t just Cemetery Ridge --- the whole battlefield was dedicated as a military cemetery.  And that’s where Mr. Lincoln delivered his Gettysburg Address. 
 
One of the things he said was:
 
 …in a larger sense, we cannot dedicate --- we cannot consecrate --- we cannot hallow --- this ground.  The brave men, living and dead, who struggled here, have consecrated it, far above our poor power to add or detract.
 
Said some other famous stuff in that speech, but that’s the part that sticks with me.
 
After the war I went back to Indiana for awhile, then on to Nebraska.  I married my first wife while I was still a soldier --- Rosilla Hannah Heath --- but she died in 1866.  We had two children, a daughter Della, and a son, Homer, but they never made it out this way.
 
I later married Phedoria Wright, a widow woman, and with her daughter, Laura, we packed up for Californy in 1887.  First went to San Bernardino and then to Corona.  Laura married Isaac Newton --- no, not the famous one --- and they’re buried here, too.
 
Once we got here to Corona, we settled in on Quarry Street.  Had our house there and then decided that wasn’t enough for us, so had the original Corona City Hall moved to our property, ‘cause you know you just can’t have too many houses --- or city halls, as long as you own ‘em.  
 
My wife died in 1914, and I went to live with Laura and her husband on 6th street.  Got pretty sick so I went off to the Old Soldiers home in Los Angeles, where I died in 1919.
 

Thank you for stopping by and listening to me talk about the kind of thing to haunt a man's nightmares forever.
