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"POOR OSCAR IS DEAD AND GONE HOME TO REST" 

Exactly who sent Mrs. Sally Wilber the final, fatal word about her son Oscar Is unknown. 

The mortally wounded young soldier was a member of a large family, but like so many others, he 

had neither family nor old home friends by his bedside to comfort him as he lay dying. In his last 

days, Oscar Wilber received his consolation from Samaritan strangers who visited the wards of 

Washington's extensive military hospitals, dispensing companionship and kindness to row after 

row of sick and wounded. 

Two of those kind strangers left accounts of their visits to Oscar Wilber at Armory Square 

Hospital. One of them, A. J. Pratt, an employee of the Treasury Department, has passed on into 

obscurity. The other, a part-time copyist in the Paymaster General's office and freelance 

contributor to the newspapers, lives on in his writings as a giant of American literature. Walt 

Whitman, former printer and newspaper editor, author of Leaves of Grass, a slender volume of 

verses then in its third editlon--a book with some critical acclaim and much public disregard, 

thought by some to be obscene-had rushed to the front after the Battle of Fredericksburg, to look 

after his wounded brother. His heart profoundly touched by the plight of the crowds of wounded 

and sick soldiers, Whitman stayed on in Washington, looking for a position and spending much of 

his spare time visiting the capitol's crowded hospitals, talking with the broken men, reading to 

them, writing letters for them, giving them little gifts--fruit, candy, pens, pencils, writing paper, 






















