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Introduction 
 
 
Wesley Olin Connor of Cave Spring, Georgia was my great-great grand 
Uncle. Although I never met him, his legend in my family is very much 
alive through the many historical documents that he took care to preserve for 
future generations in anticipation of the misinformation that would be spread 
regarding the defeated Southern States. In his day, he created a museum in 
Cave Spring on the campus of the Georgia School for the Deaf and he took 
great care to instill a respect for our southern heritage in the minds and 
hearts of his children. This transcription was done first from an earlier 
transcription that his daughter, Hattie Connor, had begun in the early 1900's. 
She had included some photo's and articles in her copy that I have included 
here and are referenced as part of the 'copy'.  Any mention of the original 
transcriber refers to Hattie as well. 
 
I am very proud to be able to share Uncle Wesley's writings and memorabilia 
in accordance with his wishes. I hope that everyone who reads this will gain 
some insights into the plight of the Confederate soldier who was defending 
his home, family and the ideals of the original U.S. Constitution - not 
slavery as is generally accepted as fact today. The responsibility for that 
practice must be shared by the North and the South equally and would not 
have continued regardless of the outcome of the war. Statistics have shown 
that only 25% of Southerners were actually slave owners. It has been 
suggested that 75% of the south could not have been fighting for the rights 
of 25% to keep slaves a valid point, I would think, yet the 75% who did not 
own slaves have been just as tainted as those that did. (W.O. Connor did not 
ever own any slaves, and he worked in the fields just as hard as any slave 
ever did.)  
 
It is my hope that the time has now come when we may openly honor all that 
was good and noble in our Confederate ancestors aside from the issue of 
slavery, and that perhaps the African Americans of today have gained 
enough perspective to understand that we do not in any way diminish the 
suffering of their race by doing so. To love the South, and your ancestors, 
should never be equated to condoning slavery or racism. We are simply 
proud of those that suffered trying to protect their homes and loved ones. 
 
 

-Margaret Wright Hollingsworth 
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W. O. Connor 
Brief Sketch of His Life,  
The School Helper Newsletter, March 1, 1920 
By J.C. Harris  
 
 Wesley Olin Connor was born in Anderson District S.C. June 18, 1841. He was 
therefore nearly seventy-nine years old at his death. 
 On his paternal side Mr. Connor was of Irish and Scotch extraction, some of his 
ancestors having been Kings of Ireland. Rodinek O'Connor, called King Rory, was an 
ancestor. 
 Mr. Connor was the son of John Wesley Connor who died in 1856 when fifty-six 
years old. The latter was a physician, a graduate of Jefferson Medical Collage at 
Philadelphia. The mother of Mr. Connor was Henrietta Mayson, who was the grand 
daughter of Rev. Sammuel Hart, the first pastor of St. Michael's Church in Charleston, 
S.C. 
 Mr. Connor came to Cave Spring in 1849 when he was only eight years old to live 
with his married sister, Mrs. Edwin A. Wright. He attended Hearn School. In 1857, when 
sixteen years old he entered the "Georgia Institution for the Deaf and Dumb" to learn the 
art of teaching the deaf under Mr. O.P. Fannin, who was principal of the School which 
had been established in 1846. Mr. Connor taught at the Georgia Institution until the 
beginning of the Civil War. 
 In June 1861, Mr. Connor answered the call to the colors of the Confederate 
States of America and for the full four years of the Civil War he fought like the brave and 
patriotic man he always was. During the war the Board of Trustees sent a special 
committee to induce him to return to his place as a teacher; but he declined, saying "I 
have cast my lot with the boys in gray and I shall remain with them to the end." He 
participated in the Vicksburg Campaign, was in all the battles from Chattanooga to the 
evacuation of Atlanta, later was under Hood in the battles of Franklin and Nashville. 
Throughout the four years struggle he stood firm at his post as a member of the Cherokee 
Artillery. He was taken a prisoner and placed in Camp Chase, Columbus, Ohio, where he 
was kept till the close of hostilities. 
 After the war he went to the assistance of his sister who had helped rear him, Mrs. 
Edwin A. Wright. She had lost her husband who had been killed during the war, and she 
was then living on a farm on the Coosa River near Cave Spring. Mr. Connor assisted his 
sister managing her farm, actually working with hoe and plow until 1867 when he was 
elected to be principal of the school for the deaf which he had left in 1861. He was then 
twenty-six years of age. From 1867 to 1916, forty-nine years, he served continuously as 
Principal, retiring as Principal Emeritus and holding that relation until his death in 
1920. His service was therefore four years as teacher, forty-nine years as principal and 
four years as emeritus, making fifty-seven years of official relation with the Georgia 
School for the Deaf. In 1895 Mr. Connor was elected president of the American 
Convention of Instructors for the Deaf then holding its session at Flint, Michigan. His 
election was by a unanimous vote. In this way he received the highest possible honor 
from his profession. 
 Mr. Connor was married on June 11, 1868 at Cave Spring to Miss Editha 
Simmons, daughter of R. Sheldon Simmons.  Mrs. Connor died at Cave Spring Nov. 1, 



 Page 4 

1890 at the age of sixty-two. She was a woman with many excellencies, indeed of very 
great strength of mind and character. Of the six children born to Mr. and Mrs. Connor, 
three died in childhood, the others being Mrs. Harriet C. Stevens of Cave Spring, a 
graduate of Wesleyan College and now a teacher in the Georgia School for the Deaf; 
Wesley O. Connor, Jr., graduate of the Georgia School of Technology and now principal 
of the School for the Deaf at Santa Fe, New Mexico. Jessie C. who married Charles D. 
McCollister and who died in 1915. 
 Mr. Connor took an active interest in the business and social life of his country 
and state. He was one of the organizers of the Bank of Cave Spring and was its president 
from 1812 onward till the year of his death. He was an active Mason, being a Knight 
Templar and a member of the Atlanta Temple of the Mystic Shrine. In the Confederate 
Veterans Association he was a Brigadier General. He was a member of the Methodist 
Church. 
 Mr. Connor has been truly described as "sociable, kind, hospitable, generous, 
honest and reliable. A born naturalist, a man of extensive reading and research, and 
original investigator and skillful mechanic. A favorite with the young and old, he was one 
of the most popular and best loved men in the state of Georgia." 
 
 
 
 

__________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 NEWSPAPER ARTICLE: 
 
 On January 19, 1861, a Georgia convention was in session at Milledgeville, and 
passed the following “ Ordinance.”  
 
 “ We, the people of the State of Georgia, in convention assembled, do declare and 
ordain, and it is hereby declared and ordained, That the ordinance adopted by the people 
of the State of Georgia in convention, on the second day of January 1788, whereby the 
Constitution of the United States of America was assented to, ratified and adopted; and 
also all acts and parts of acts of the General Assembly of this State ratifying and 
adopting amendments of the said constitution, are hereby repealed, rescinded and 
abrogated. 
 “ We do further declare and ordain, That the Union now subsisting between the 
State of Georgia and other states, under the name of the “ United States of America” , is 
hereby dissolved, and that the State of Georgia is in the full possession and the exercise 
of all those rights of sovereignty which belong and appertain to a free and independent 
state.”  
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Actual Diary Pages 

Copy of 
 

Notes made from 1861-1865 by Corporal W.O. Connor 
of the Cherokee Artillery of Rome, Georgia, made up of 
men from Rome, Cave Spring, and Cherokee County 
Alabama, mainly, commanded to July 1862 by Captain 
J.C. Yeiser as Yeiser’s Battery, and then to the end by 
Captain Maximilian Van Den Corput, a Belgian, a 
naturalized citizen who proved true to the Confederate 
cause. He was autocratic in his ideas of Military 
discipline which he soon found out didn’ t suit the liberty 
loving Southern boys, and they resented it and detested 
him. Having sense enough to realize the situation, he 
changed his methods and no officer in the army was 
more loved and respected by his men than was Capt. 

Max Van Den Corput when the end came. 
 
 
Up Southrons, hear your country call you! Up, lest worse than death befall you  

To arms! To arms! 
To arms for Dixie. 
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 Left Cave Spring for Camp McDonald June 17 1861. Felt very sad after parting 
with my friends. Don’ t know that I shall ever go back. Arrived at camp June 18, my 
twentieth birthday, and find things in a much better condition than I expected. 

 
  Friday June 21, 1861 
 Am getting on finely, and rather like camp life. Cooking is a sort of up-hill 
business. Have a pleasant mess-all nice, clever fellows – full of fun. 
 
  Monday, July 15 
 Boys tired of cooking, and have procured the services of “Sancho” , who makes a 
very good squire, He is quite an addition to our mess. 
 
  July –1861 
 Battle of Manassas was fought July 21. Great excitement and rejoicing among the 
soldiers. Many gallant men lost. Have been firing half-hour guns for General Bartow 
today. Flag at half-mast. 
  Thursday Aug. 1 
 Grand review, by Governor Brown, of the brigade. Largest body of men I ever 
saw on parade. Military men say we performed well. “Old Joe”  made us a speech, and 
said we would go to Virginia soon. Hope we will. 
  Friday Aug. 2 
 Left Camp McDonald with a furlough, arrived at Rome with a severe headache. 
‘Twas dark when we reached Cave Spring. Saturday felt somewhat indisposed, but 
thought nothing of it. Sunday found I had the measles, so I had to make the best of it. 
Was treated very kindly by Mrs. L. and family. 
 
  Wednesday Aug. 7 
 Cherokee Artillery left for Virginia. Sorry I could not go. Am gaining strength 
every day, and will soon be able to join my command. 
  Later 
 Have heard from the company and am well pleased at the prospect before me. 
 
  Thursday, Sept. 12, 1861 
 Bade farewell to friends and loved ones and started to join my command. Felt as 
if I had left home. Arrived in Rome, transacted some business and found I could not get 
off till 11h Friday, on account of an accident on the Rome Railroad. 
 
  Dalton, Sept. 13, 1861 
 Struck tents and marched out of Stovall’s Battalion, selected a new camping 
ground, pitched tents, marched to town and turned over our muskets to the quartermaster. 
Will draw Colt’s repeaters in a few days. Was much worried on the trip out to camp, by 
assisting in the carrying of drunken vagabond, who had been down on a spree for two or 
three days. 
 
 
 



 Page 7 

  Sunday Oct. 13, 1861 
 Boys are having a high time since the secession of the company from the 
Battalion. Quarreling, fighting and drinking to their hearts’  content. Not one particle of 
discipline. Drill every day and make quite a display. 
  Wednesday Oct. 23, 1861 
 Left Lynchburg and arrived in Richmond Thursday 4 o’clock A.M. Marched out 
to the fair grounds, pitched tents, and fixed up for a pleasant stay. Attended Metropolitan 
Hall Thursday night and enjoyed the performance. Returned to camp and found the 
company under marching orders for Goldsboro, and must be ready to take the cars by 4 
o’clock A.M. Friday. Arrived in Goldsboro Saturday Oct. 26. Unloaded and encamped in 
the fair grounds. We are lucky in getting fair grounds to go into. 
  Thursday Oct. 31, 1861 
 Am well pleased with Goldsboro. It can boast, I think, of more pretty girls than 
any place of its size in the Confederacy. Perfect swarms of ‘em, that dazzle one’s eyes. 
Citizens are clever, send in potatoes and let us have butter, eggs etc. The way to a 
soldier’s heart, like that of a child is through his stomach. Walking near the college one 
evening one of the girls threw over a handkerchief, which was seized upon by Sergt. 
Reps Jones, and he keeps it as a sort of talisman. 
  Thursday Nov. 7, 1861 
 Left Goldsboro for Richmond. Arrived in Petersburg Friday evening, and were 
detained till Saturday 8h P.M. Reached Richmond at 10h P.M. Sunday marched out to the 
Fair Grounds, and again pitched tents in Richmond. Sunday morning received marching 
orders for the Army of the Potomac. These were soon countermanded by others ordering 
us into East Tennessee. Union men been doing mischief. 
  Monday Nov. 11, 1861 
 Left Richmond for Bristol. Tuesday morning arrived at Lynchburg. Left at 12 M. 
 
  Wednesday 
 Reached Abingdon, the home of Brig. Genl. Floyd, and stopped several hours. 
The citizens treated us kindly. Wednesday night stopped at Union, on the Holston River, 
over which the bridge had been burned by Tories. 
 At our landing place were lying twelve or fifteen barrels, and the men were not 
long in discovering their contents, which was government whiskey. Helped themselves 
pretty freely. 
  Thursday morning 
 Left Union for Carter’s Depot, which we thought would be our stopping place for 
several weeks. Rolled the guns off the cars and had scarcely finished when we were 
ordered to reload, and go on to Johnston’s Station. Left Carter’s Depot at 6 o’clock P.M. 
and reached Johnston’s Station at 7 o’clock P.M. 
 Remained one week at Johnston’s Station and during the time, went on several 
scouting expeditions among the Tory settlements. Made many arrests of the most 
prominent citizens. Upon the whole had a right gay time. Got some tremendous cursings 
from the women. 
  Friday Nov. 22, 2’o’clock P.M. 
 Left Johnston’s Station. Arrived P.M. Greenville at 7 o’clock P.M. 
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  Greenville, Saturday, Dec. 14 
 Have gone into winter quarters. About once in two weeks we go on a scout, after 
troublesome Union men. Always see plenty of fun. Taken as a class, the inhabitants of 
the mountainous portions of East Tennessee are the most ignorant and illiterate people 
that can be found in any country, where any pretensions to civilizations are made. About 
the sum of their information is, that there is a something called a “Union” , and that Andy 
Johnston and Brownlow were champions of that Union. They manufacture most of their 
wearing apparel, raise nearly all their articles of food, and might be said to live within 
themselves. Go to their houses Unionists or Secessionists, and you will be as hospitably 
entertained, as they know how to do it. Every house has its store of apple butter and 
honey.  
 Reps and I have procured a good wall tent and had a nice brick chimney built to 
it, and it is almost as comfortable as a close room. A species of itch had broken out 
among the boys, and upon examination was found to have been caused by what is 
commonly known as “body lice” . There was a chap in the company who had been to 
California, and of course knew all about them. One was captured and taken to him to 
pronounce judgment upon, which he did, declaring it to be a genuine “body louse” , and 
no way in the world to get clear of them but to burn up all clothing, blankets, etc. and 
move off. Several long faces might be seen among the dry goods clerks and fancy young 
men of the company. Some resorted to burning, some to scalding, some used Coster’s 
vermin exterminator, some one thing and some another. I resorted to scalding, and the 
exterminator and succeeded admirably in getting clear of them. 
  Greenville, Tenn. Friday Dec. 20 
 Received the sad intelligence today of the death of my dearly beloved brother 
Mack. Had heard of his illness and was somewhat prepared for it. ‘Tis a sad blow.’  He 
was the pride of the family. Scarcely a year has passed since Paul was taken from us, and 
I sometimes think we have received more than our share of affliction, but when such 
thoughts come o’er me, I remember that an all wise God is the author, who doeth all 
things well. He fills a soldier’s grave. 
 Some one says:  “The life of a soldier given to his country, is never lost. It blooms 
again beyond the grave, in a land where winter never comes, and suffering is unknown.”  
Hanging around the throne of sapphire and gold, a rich garland awaits the coming of him, 
who has died for his country, and when the Eternal Hand has dropped it on his brow, 
Justice hands the record of his life to Mercy, and turns away, until all that is black, and all 
that is sinful is erased.”  
   Tuesday Dec. 24, 1861 
 A fellow soldier, J.E.F. Avery, died last night of pneumonia. May he have a quiet 
rest. 
  Greenville, East Tennessee Dec. 31, 1861 
 ‘Tis night and I am alone in “Owl Roost with nothing to do but think. A year is 
passing away, a few hours more and 1861 will be written with the years that have gone 
forever. In my imagination a stern voice asks the question, “What have you done during 
the year?”   Year after year the same voice asks the same question, and if answered 
conscientiously, it would always be somewhat after this style, “Very little good and much 
evil have I done.”  A year passing away! How few seem to know or care what is going on, 
and yet another period is added to the long train of ages that are gone. Man heeds it not. 



 Page 9 

 Since the close of 1860 many friends and a dear brother have been summoned to 
join the innumerable caravan that moves to the pale realms of shade where each shall 
take his place in the silent halls of death. 
  Wednesday, Jan. 1, 1862 
 How many stirring scenes may be enacted before the curtain falls upon 1862. He 
alone who holds the book of fate, knows what is in store for us. 
 The Citizens have a dinner to the 3rd. Ca. Battalion, and it was a splendid affair 
and enjoyed by all. Had several speeches by newly converted secessionists, which were 
passable. E.T. will come right yet if we do have to hang a Tory now and then. 
 
  Sunday Feb. 2nd 8h A.M. 
 Gen. Beauregard passed down today on his way to Columbus Ky. Got a glimpse 
of his Phis which I liked right well. 
  Sunday Feb. 16, 7h P.M. 
 The Battalion has marching orders for Cumberland Gap. Think it will go hard 
with us who have been housed up all winter to go out into tents at this season of the year. 
 
  Thursday Feb. 20, 1862, 12h. M. 
 Left Greenville for Cumberland Gap and marched 8 miles. 
 
  Friday Feb 21, 6h P.M. 
 Reached Russellville and camped, or rather built our fires, spread our blankets 
and lay down to rest. Was aroused at 12 o’clock by rain falling in my face. Rolled up my 
blankets and put them in the wagon to keep them dry. Rained hard till daylight and didn’ t 
stop then. 
  Saturday, 7 A.M. 
 Left Russellville. Am thoroughly and rain still falling. Hard day for marching but 
no stopping – Night of 22, rain unabated. 
  Sunday Feb 23, 12h M. 
 Baily and I slept last night at Mr. Blair’s near Cedar Cliff. Plain country people, 
but treated us with great kindness. 
 Have been here two hours waiting for the creek to subside. Water is falling 
rapidly and we can cross in a few hours. Expected to be sick from yesterday’s wet, but 
feel perfectly sound. 
  5 o’clock P.M. (same day_ 
 Crossed Clinch Mountain and stopped at J. Jenning’s. 
  Monday Feb. 24, 1862 
 Find that we can’ t cross Clinch River in two or three days. We were told by Lieut. 
Bowen, commanding, to scatter out and hunt places to board till the water ran down. 
 
  Top of Clinch Mountain 
  Wednesday Feb 26 
 Have been here with Kohn, Hix, and Panchen since Monday morning. Am 
exceedingly well pleased with our stopping place. Mind Mr. And Mrs. Lane clever 
accommodating people. Mr. Lane has a considerable fund of dry humor, and 
contributions much to our enjoyment, by his anecdotes and witticisms. 
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 Have taken several strolls over the mountain. Beautiful scenery, -some of the 
views excel anything I ever saw. Start again in a few hours for the Gap. Feel rather loth to 
leave our comfortable boarding house, and to be again thrown out upon the cold charities 
of the world, but “All this for thee, my country!”  
 We were ordered on a forced march. Have been out seven days, and are forty 
miles from our starting point.  Am rather partial to forced marches if this is a specimen. 
Wednesday night stopped at Big Spring. Slept in the house of Mr. Wyatt whom I found to 
possess a large share of the milk of human kindness, and ready to render soldier 
comfortable if in his power. 
 
  Thursday Feb. 27, 4 o’clock P.M. 
 Arrived at Cumberland Gap. Things have quite a wild rugged appearance. 
 
  Friday Feb. 28, 1862 
 Slept last night under a large tent-fly. Had no blankets with me, so I covered, or 
endeavored to cover, with the corner of a tent, but soon found that several others of the 
boys were trying to do the same thing, with the same tent corner. Our bed was on a 
hillside, and to prevent rolling, I put a large stone under the lower side, which kept me in 
position tolerably well. For a pillow I used a stick of wood, softened with a pair of old 
shoes, and strange to say, slept very comfortably. 
 
  Top of Cumberland Mountain 
  March 12, 1862 
 Moved from our position in the valley, late yesterday evening, to this point. 
Yankees were in sight yesterday. None to be seen today. 
  Wednesday March 19 
 Leave at 8 o’clock for , it is supposed, a field of battle in Powel’s Valley. 
  Friday March 21 
 Returned from the supposed field of battle, without finding an enemy. 
   
  Saturday March 22, 1862 
 Pickets commenced firing at 6h A.M. At 7 our artillery opened, and fired a few 
rounds. At 9 Feds opened on our batteries with two guns from a position beyond “Long 
Ridge” , and continued firing til 4 o’clock. P.M. sharp shooting in the meantime keeping 
up a regular popping. 
  Sunday March 23 
 Fired a few shells at a squad of the enemy but received none in reply. 
 
  Cumberland Gap 
  Wednesday April 9, 1862 
 Yankees came in with a flag of truce hearing dispatches to Central Smith. 
   
 
  Thursday April 24, 1862 
 Capt. Yeiser, with a detachment of his company, carried a flag of truce to the 
Federal lines, with dispatches, in reply to those brought in by flag eight or ten days since. 
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  Cumberland Gap 
  Tuesday April 29, 1862 
 Enemy appeared in the morning, three miles distant. At 12 o’clock opened on us 
with sharpshooters at seven hundred yards. Firing kept up on both sides still 4 o’clock 
P.M. when the Feds “ retired in good order”  Nobody hurt. 
 
  Wednesday April 29, 1862 
 Enemy has not made his appearance this morning. 
 
  Battery No. 3 Right, Cumberland Gap 
  Sunday June 8, 1862 
 Affairs have been moving along smoothly for some time. Nothing definite is 
known as to our future movements. Their forces here will certainly move forward of fall 
back- I think forward-Nothing would afford me more pleasure than to hear that Kentucky 
is to be invaded. Beauregard has evacuated Corinth, which is, I think, a good move, and 
if the Government will but act with dispatch, Nashville will fall into our hands, and then, 
the supplies of the enemy cut off, nothing will prevent our army from pushing forward to 
Louisville, and thence to Cincinnati. We need a few more “Stonewall”  Jacksons. 
 
  Cumberland Gap 
  June 11, 1862. 8 o’clock A.M. 
 Considerable excitement this morning. Various rumors of large bodies of Yankees 
moving on this place. Preparations going on which had me believe that Cumberland Gap 
will be evacuated. 
  8 o’clock P.M. 
 Our preparations were completed for marching, and are this, I expected to have 
said goodbye to the Cap. But orders came round announcing the defeat of the Yankees at 
Chattanooga, and that we would defend the position to the last. That’s what I like to hear. 
 
  Thursday June 12, 1892 
 We were aroused at 1 o’clock this morning and told to get ready to move. 20,600 
Feds were reported marching on us, and the sooner we left, the better for us. The Infantry 
were in line, waiting for the command, March, but soon orders came to disperse and 
await further orders. All retired once more to our virtuous couches, and slept soundly till 
dawn. All quiet this morning. The old routine of camp duties is being performed. 
 By rising last night I witnessed a total eclipse of the moon, which was nearly at a 
full “Twas the first I had ever seen, and was, of course interesting. Some of the boys said 
we were aroused to see it, and not to move. 
 
  Sunday June 15, 1862 
 Detachments from all the infantry regiments, and several pieces of artillery have 
gone down Powel’s Valley. 10,000 Feds are reported as having crossed the mountain. 
Two guns of the Cherokee Artillery are there, and from all indications, a fight is 
imminent. 
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 Reps, Panchen and myself took a stroll out to a picket house, north of our 
position. All being single, the subject of marriage very naturally came up. All concurred 
in the opinion that it was rather a leap in the dark for a poor man to marry, and all being 
poor, we though we would all stick to our resolutions never to marry, at least till Dame 
Fortune saw proper to remove the principal obstacle. An agreement was accordingly 
written out, that, as it was our unanimous opinion that we three would lead lives of single 
blessedness, we would bind ourselves that to the first daughter born to either of us, the 
other two would present a silver cup. The agreement was signed, and deposited in the 
roof of the picket house. Who will win the cup? 
  
  Thursday evening, June 19, 1862 
 Encamped last night on the south side of Clinch River. Sleep was sweet after a 
march of twenty-four hours.  Crossed Clinch Mountain at 11 o’clock today, under very 
different circumstances from last February.  Hope I will never again have to leave a post 
through fear of the Yankees. My motto is “ forward”  – never back. Reached the south 
bank of the Rolston River a few moments since. Will rest here tonight, and march into 
Morristown tomorrow. Welcome the whistle of the “ iron horse” . Does one good to see 
him occasionally. 
   Bivouac 2nd Brigade 
  Clinch Mountain, Saturday, June21 
 Didn’ t march into Morristown as I anticipated, but in an opposite direction to 
Clinch Mountain. Are now awaiting orders. 
  Three days later 
 Two guns, with their detachments marched over the mountain and took position 
about half way down. 
  Bivouac, Clinch Mountain 
  Thursday July 3rd, 1862 
 Yesterday marched over to Bean’s Station and witnessed the military execution of 
a private of the 3rd Battalion, Tenn, Cavalry, condemned to die for killing Lieutenant of 
the 11 Tenn., Regt. Who, as officer of the guard had orders to arrest him for disorderly 
conduct. The prisoner took his seat upon his coffin, and after a short prayer by the 
minister in attendance; the white cap was drawn over his face. At a signal from the 
officer in charge a volley of twelve guns was fired, the condemned man fell upon his 
coffin, and died almost without a struggle. Upon examination, three balls were found to 
have entered his breast. As I looked at him, I thought that it was hard that a man who 
voluntarily left his home to expose and, if necessary, sacrifice his life in defense of his 
country, should be so severely dealt with for an act committed in the heat of passion, and 
that passion intensified by spirits, -but to take a right view of the matter, it is perhaps just, 
for an army, would be worth but little without discipline, and from the commencement of 
the war, our commanders have been too lenient. Had the army regulations been enforced 
from the beginning, much if the disorderly conduct seen every day could have been 
prevented. 
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  Friday, July 3, 1862 
 Changed our position today. Are now within a few hundred yards of the other 
guns of the Battery. It is thought the whole company will be moved once. 
 
  Knoxville Road, Thursday, July 17 
 Left Bean’s Station yesterday morning and arrived here at 4 o’clock P.M. Don’ t 
know our destination. A squad of us are sleeping in a graveyard. My head rests every 
night on, or within a few inches of a grave Hardened wretches, thus to desecrate the last 
resting places of poor mortals. 
  Bean’s Station, Tuesday, July 22 
 Returned last night from Powder Spring Cap. Had a delightful march. 
 
  Monday Aug. 4, 7h 1 P.M. 
 Left Bean’s Station yesterday evening, and marched to Clinch River. Advanced to 
within five miles of Tazewell this evening. Have had a right lively time for a few hours. 
Yankee shot and shell are passing over us, and occasionally we send one in return. No 
harm done up to this time. 
  Tuesday Aug. 5, 1 o’clock P.M. 
 Marched back and crossed Clinch River at 2 h A.M. Slept till daylight, and again 
advanced. Arrived here near Big Spring at 10 o’clock and have been exchanging shot 
with the Meds. Boys all in good spirits and anxious to meet the enemy. Genl. Stevenson, 
with twelve regiments, is expected to turn up somewhere, to the discomfiture of the 
Yankees. Somebody will be hurt. 
 
  12 miles south of the Gap 
  8 A.M. Sunday, Aug. 17, 1862 
 Left our position on Walden’s Ridge yesterday at 2 o’clock, and marched one 
mile north of Tazewell. Now and then we hear the guns of the enemy at Cumberland 
Gap, firing on our Cavalry scouts. Troops have gone on, and the belief is that an advance 
will be made. Whether or not an attempt will be made to drive the Yankees from the Gap, 
is known only to our generals. 
  Jacksboro road three miles 
  South C.C. Wednesday Aug. 20, 1862 
 Upon the south side the Gap is completely invested by our forces. It is reported 
that their communication with Lexington has been out. If true, it will force the evacuation 
of their position. 
  Jacksboro road (Louse Ridge) 
  Monday morning Sept. 20, 1962 
 Have been lying here idle, since Aug. 20. Occasionally we are greeted by a shell 
or two from the enemy’s 30’P. ‘d’ r Parrot guns, and now and then our pickets get up a 
skirmish by way of variety. In Kentucky events are transpiring, which if preserved in, and 
still successful, will redeem her from the hands of the tyrant, and send Lincoln’s hirelings 
across the Ohio on; on the other hand, the movements of our armies in Virginia, point to 
a speedy redemption of down-trodden Maryland, and the capture of Washington City. 
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  Cumberland Gap, Sept. 18, Thursday 
 A melancholy accident happened yesterday, by which three soldiers lost their 
lives. In one of the casemated batteries, was some ammunition over which they were 
placed as a guard. One of them accidentally dropped a bayonet that struck a spark from a 
pebble and ignited some loose powder scattered upon the ground. 
 This communicated instantly with a box of artillery ammunition sitting near, 
causing the whole pile to blow up. One died shortly after the accident. The others 
lingered in agony till this morning. 
  Thursday Oct. 16, 1862 
 Moved to the top of the mountain several days since. Occupy our old position. 
Battery No.3 right. Secured a good Yankee wall tent and took strips of ten cloth, and 
made good bottom to a cot, by working it in chair-bottom style, and sleep every night like 
a prince (I believe they are supposed to enjoy their slumbers to a greater degree than 
ordinary men) 
  Thursday Oct. 23, 1862 
 Bragg’s army, dusty, footsore and hungry has been passing for several days, 
retreating from Kentucky. He brings out a considerable amount of jeans, beef-cattle, 
horses and mules but will it satisfy the expectations of the people? 
 
 Our section left camp at 2 o’clock P.M. Thursday night, encamped on the north 
bank of Powel’s rives. Friday night encamped on the north bank of Clinch River. 
 
  Saturday Oct. 26, 1862 
 Arrived at Bean’s Station. After a short rest marched back to the foot of Clinch 
Mountain. Snow fell all day Sunday, and a portion of the night, to the depth of eight 
inches. The trees are yet quite green and it was quite a novel scene to me, to see green 
trees covered with snow. Sunday evening received orders to march to McMillan’s Station 
1 miles above Knoxville, on the railroad. 
 
  Monday Oct. 27, 1862 
 Struck out in the snow to march to McMillan’s Station. See a great many barefoot 
soldiers, among the Infantry. It is a disgrace to the officers of the army to have so much 
suffering in the ranks, when there is evidently no necessity for it. Pure neglect, on their 
part causes it all. Monday night encamped five miles below Rutledge on the Knoxville 
road. 
  Tuesday night, Oct. 29, 1862 
 Encamped at Blaine’s Bross Roads. Will reach our destination tomorrow. 
 
  Wednesday Oct. 29 1862 
 Encamped five miles above Knoxville, -expected to rest, but was destined to 
disappointment. Nothing new, however, to a soldier. 
  Bivouac, Knoxville, Oct. 30, 1862 
 Arrived here at twelve o’clock. Have a good locality for a camp. 
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  Saturday Nov. 1, 1862 
 Left Knoxville at 3 o’clock P.M. stopped near a mud-hole near the roadside at 
midnight. 
  Sunday Nov. 2 
 Was paid six months wages, and twelve months commutation today. Bragg’s 
army has been passing for several days going to Murfreesboro. 
 
  Wednesday Nov. 12, 1862 
 Most of the boys have received boxes from home and are having a good time. It 
does one good to be reminded of those left behind, by a box of good things. 
 
  Saturday Nov. 15, 1862 
 Left Lenoir Station, marched four miles, and were ordered to await further orders. 
Saturday night orders came to march back to Lenoir Station. Arrived Sunday 9h A.M. 12 
o’clock. Left for Chattanooga 4h P.M. Arrived at Loudon. 
 
  Loudon, Sunday, Nov. 16, 1862 
 ‘Tis midnight and all is hushed. No sound disturbs the quiet, save now and then 
the tramp of the sentinel as he goes his rounds. Wearied comrades are sleeping around 
me, forgetful of the day’s march, and it may be dreaming of home, and loved ones far 
away. Husbands of wives, and little ones, lovers of the maidens to whom they made vows 
of eternal constancy. I would that their dreams, (pleasant dreams; God forbid that all our 
dreams should be realized) could be realized, but alas! They must soon awake to find that 
we are soldiers still, that their independence is yet to be achieved, and that many long 
days must intervene before they return to the joys of home. How grateful we as a people 
should be to the private soldier, who can have no object in fighting but his country’s 
good. Officers are well paid, and some may be influenced by other motive, than love of 
country. Privates may be seen trudging along in the snow and mud, barefooted without a 
word of complaint, although they know some well shod A.Q.M. is responsible for his 
condition. Were all officers compelled to do their duty, such scenes would be less 
frequently witnessed. 
 Left Loudon Monday 12 o’clock, passed through Philadelphia and bivouacked 
three miles above Sweetwater. 
  Tuesday Nov. 18, 1862 
 Passed through Sweetwater, and camped near Mossy Creek. About 4 o’clock 
P.M. passed through Athens. Stopped three miles below. Saw many fair faces today, and 
was much taken with one. Been thinking of it all day. 
 
  Wednesday Nov. 19 
 Dreamed of that “ fair face”  last night. Passed through Calhoun and Charleston 
about 10 o’clock AM 4 o’clock stopped near Herndon’s Station. Took supper with Col. 
McMillan and had an hour’s conversation with his daughter, by the way is a “mighty fine 
gal” . 
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  Thursday Nov. 20, 1862 
 Passed through Cleveland at 10 o’clock A.M. and encamped thirteen miles below 
on the Chattanooga road. 
  Friday Nov. 21, 1862 
 Reached Chattanooga and encamped one and a half miles from town. 
 
 
  Saturday Nov. 22, 1862 
 Left Chattanooga for Winchester at 11 h A.M. Encamped on the south side of the 
river at Kelley’s Merry. 
 
  Sunday Nov. 23 
 Will get across the river today, so many wagons ahead of us. Plenty whiskey on 
hand, most of the boys got bricks in their hats. 
 
  Monday Nov. 24 
 Will get across the river by twelve o’clock today, then go for Winchester, -unless 
we are turned back, a thing that I think likely to happen. Encamped six miles from the 
ferry. 
 
  Tuesday Nov.  25, 1862 
 Marched twelve miles today.  Came through Jasper, which is decidedly the 
hardest place I have yet seen. 
 
  Wednesday Nov. 26 
 Marched up Cumberland Mountain, and stopped four miles after reaching the top. 
 
  Thursday Nov. 27 
 Finished our march over Cumberland Mountains which at this place are fourteen 
miles across. Arrived in Winchester about 4 o’clock P.M. and are ordered on to 
Manchester, distant twenty-one miles. 
  Friday Nov. 28, 1862 
 Left Winchester at 8 o’clock A.M. Marched through a poor section of country, 
and reached Manchester at 5 o’clock P.M. 
 
  Sunday, Dec. 7, 10 o’clock A.M. 
 Left Manchester and marched six miles. 
 
  Monday Dec. 8 
 Marched to within six miles of Reedyville. 
 
  Tuesday Dec. 9, 1862 
 Marched to our camping ground, two miles east of Reedyville. 
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  Wednesday Dec. 10 1863 
 Our camping ground is a good one. Wood is somewhat scarce. Water, plenty. Last 
evening B. and I went over and took supper at the house of Mr. Wedon, who has two nice 
daughters. Would like to make their acquaintance. 
 
  Camp near Reedyville 
  Monday Dec. 15, 1862 
 All is going on smoothly in camp. “Uncle Jeff”  is expected round soon. Hope he 
will not disappoint us. A visit from him would inspire the troops with new courage. 
 
  Saturday Dec. 20, 1862 
 Left our camp near Reedyville at 10h A.M. and marched to within two miles of 
Murfreesboro. 
  Sunday Dec. 21, 1862 
 Marched to Murfreesboro and camped on the south side of town, near the big 
spring. Like the appearance of the place. 
 Guess it’s fast in good times when all goes on prosperously. 
 
  Thursday Dec. 25, 1862 
 Christmas Day! What hallowed associations come crowding upon us, when this 
day rolls round. Visions of days long gone, when with candies, fire-poppers, rockets, we 
all were turned loose in search of fun. 
 Those were bright spots in life’s wastes which come but seldom, and are soon 
gone, - to us, gone forever. Nevertheless, it is pleasant at times to recall the past, and 
reflect upon enjoyments we have had. 
 Left Murfreesboro at 7 o’clock A.M. Dec. 26 and arrived in Chattanooga at 12 
o’clock at night. 
  Saturday, Dec. 27, 5 o’clock P.M. 
 Left Chattanooga. Arrived in Dalton at 10h P.M. 
  
  Sunday Dec. 28, 1862 8h A.M. 
 Left Dalton. Passed Kingston about 10h A.M. Many friends of the boys were up 
to see them, but the train made no stop. Reached Atlanta at 5 h P.M. 
 
  Monday Dec. 29, 1862 8h A.M. 
 Left Atlanta. Stopped at Newnan about 12 o’clock and met some old friends. Had 
a nice time while we remained. Reached West Point about 6h P.M. 
  
  Tuesday Dec. 30, 12 M. 
 Left West Point. Fell in love with the girls of Alabama, especially those of 
Opelika. They gave us an abundance of potatoes, chickens etc. which never fails to open 
the way straight to a soldier’s heart. Long may they live (to feed soldiers) and Heaven’s 
choicest blessings rest upon them Arrived in Montgomery at 12 o’clock at night, 
unloaded our guns, and had them carried to he depot of the Al. & Fla. R.R. 
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  Wednesday Dec. 31, 1862 
 Remained in Montgomery. Much pleased with the place. Wednesday evening 
went to the theatre and saw Dalton play Othello. ‘Twas my first visit to a place of the 
kind, and thought the acting rather ordinary, though the newspapers puff him. Didn’ t 
begin to fill my idea of what acting should be. Maybe he is puffed because there is 
nothing better to puff, actors for the drama being rather a scarce commodity, and at a 
discount.  The Boards are filled with the details of a play that is exiting much more 
interest throughout the world than any Thespian performance, however grand, will be 
likely to get up. Mars has raised the curtain in this play, and when he appears, nations 
tremble. It may be a long and terrible play. 
 The old year is fast drawing to a close. It has been a year of few defeats and many 
victories to the southern arms and while we rejoice, we should remember that the lives of 
thousands of brave men were laid down to gain those victories, and that the heart of a 
mother, a wife or a sister was made desolate by the fall of each one in that long list of 
patriots. 
  Thursday, January 1, 1863 
 Today we begin a new year! Sometimes, I wish I could lift the veil that shrouds 
the future, and read the scroll upon which are written the events to transpire in 1863, but 
no doubt it is best as it is.  It opened with the dying groans of thousands upon the plains 
of Murfreesboro, and will be fraught with incidents of momentous interest to our young 
republic. Affairs have looked a little dark at times, but something whispers “Al will yet 
be well.”  
  Friday 2nd, 1863 
 Came from Montgomery to Pollard last night, or rather reached Pollard last night. 
Left Pollard and ran down to Tensas Wharf. Unloaded the guns, and having nothing to 
do, I, with several others jumped into a yawl and took a ride up the river. ‘Twas a calm 
moonlight night and O how I enjoyed it! Had I had my dear and a guitar along, instead of 
those great rough soldiers, nothing more would have been necessary, to have transported 
me to an imaginary Paradise. What an influence music and moonlight exert over one, 
particularly if one has been pierced by the merciless darts of Cupid. 
 
  Saturday Jan 3, 1863 
 Left Tensas Wharf on the steamer Mary Wilson about 3h A.M. Arrived in Mobile 
at daylight. Took a stroll down the wharf and saw a variety of water craft, among which 
was a steamer that had just arrived from Havana with a cargo of arms, ammunition, salt, 
dry-goods, etc. Also a Confederate vessel lately in from somewhere. 
 Left Mobile Saturday evening at 5 o’clock. Reached Meridian at 5 o’clock A.M. 
Sunday. 
  Sunday Jan. 4, 1863 
 Left Meridian at 8h A.M. and arrived in Jackson at 8h P.M. 
  
  Tuesday Jan. 6, 1863 
 Marched out to our camping ground, one and a half miles from the city. 
 
  Sunday Jan. 25, 8h A.M. 
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 Left Jackson. Reshipped gun No. 3 at Clinton. In Vicksburg at 12 M. Gunboats 
and Transports plainly visible eight miles above the city. No demonstrations of an attack 
have been made as yet. 
  Tuesday Jan. 27, 1863 
 Left Vicksburg. Reached the railroad bridge across Big Black River about 12 
o’clock. Selected a camping ground half a mile below the bridge. 
 Gunboat Queen of the West passed Vicksburg. 
 
  Thursday night Feb. 12 
 Gunboat Indianola passed Vicksburg. What’s the use of batteries if boats are 
allowed to pass in that manner? 
 
  Camp near Big Black Bridge 
  Sunday Feb. 22, 1863 
 Rain continues to fall. Wagon with tents broken down. No telling when it will 
come up. I occupy as quarters, an old gin house and am still wet from yesterday’s rain. 
Imagine the house is full of vermin, but will have to make the best of it. 
 
  Friday Feb. 27, 1863 
 Moved into my tent. Am not so well pleased as with our Big Black camp. 
 
  Monday March 2, 1863 
 Went with the wagon to Bovina. Didn’ t go to our old camp. From Bovina went on 
a foraging expedition up Big Black River. Staid Monday night at the house of Mrs. 
Sophia Fox. Two families from Vicksburg were there, in one of which was a young lady. 
Mrs. Fox is a fine specimen of a Mississippi lady and I shall ever remember her and the 
hospitable manner in which I was entertained. Tuesday night wrapped my blanket around 
me, lay down in the road and slept, but not soundly. What a contrast! Monday night my 
weary limbs reposed upon a nice mattress, Tuesday night they were stretched upon a 
blanket in the road. “Such is life.”  
  On picket, 7 miles below Vicksburg 
 Came down Saturday evening March 14, and will remain one week. 
 
  Wednesday March 18, 1863 
 Went out on the hills to get a look at the Yankee vessels. The larger one is a right 
dangerous looking craft. 
  Saturday, March 21, 1863 
 Yankee vessels passed Warrenton, shelling the town from every gun. ‘Twas 
almost a continual roar for fifteen minutes. 
 Later—“Nobody hurt.”  
  Sunday morning, March 22, 1863 
 Feds have again opened on Warrenton from their gunboats. Fired a few rounds 
and passed below. 
  Monday March 23 
 Federal gunboats passed up, shelling Warrenton. Monday evening two of our 6 
P’d’s bronze guns were exchanged (temporarily) for two 10 P’d’ r Parrot guns. Moved 
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into Warrenton at night and placed our guns in position in the ironclad batter. ‘Twould 
have been better if they had given us 30, instead of 10 p’d’ r's. 
 
  Tuesday Mar. 24, 8 A.M. 
 The names of the vessels have been ascertained to be the Hartford and 
Monongahela.  The Hartford, Farragut’s flagship, did not pass up, but still holds her 
position below. 
  Wednesday March 25, 7h A.M. 
 Guns at Vicksburg opened about 5 o’clock this morning and area still firing, ‘ tis 
thought here that one or more gunboats are attempting to pass our batteries. The Hartford 
below, and the Monongahela above are steaming up as if some move was on foot. 
  Later—One gunboat has passed the 
batteries at Vicksburg and is slowly moving down. Guess she will land at Brown and 
Johnston’s Wharf. What injury she sustained has not transpired. The Hartford is moving 
up and we are ordered to our posts. 
  12 o’clock.    Had a right lively time 
for a few minutes this morning. Shot, shell (nine inches at that) and grape flew thick and 
fast, but thanks to the iron in front, I am again enabled to say, “Nobody hurt.”  
 Railroad iron, however, is not so good a barrier against shot as I imagined, for 
wherever a shot struck, the iron was cut completely in two. Fortunately no two struck in 
the same place. The iron over the port-hole of my gun was cut allowing it to slide down, 
and stop the working of the gun. Guess the Hartford sustained but little damage from our 
little guns. She has taken a position near the Monongahela, and the boat that passed. 
Vicksburg this morning.  Scattered cotton and fragments of a boat could be seen a few 
minutes since, floating down the river. Some injury must have been sustained by 
somebody. 
 Later—Four boats attempted to pass Vicksburg. Two were driven back, one sunk, 
and the other which lies above Warrenton on the Louisiana shore, much damaged. 
 Sometime since the Queen of the West was captured by the Confederates on Red 
River, and was soon in running order again. She, in company with the Webb, came out on 
the Mississippi, encountered and sank “ the Indianola” , a splendid iron-clad, after a few 
minutes struggle. Queen of the West and the Webb were both wooden boats. 
  Tuesday Mar. 31, 1863 
 The steamer Vicksburg, minus her machinery (lately removed for one of our 
gunboats) broke from her moorings a few nights since, during the storm, floated down 
near the Hartford and ran aground. Last night she was set on fire by a party of men who 
volunteered for the purpose; their reward being, as I learn, a sixty days furlough each. 
During the burning the crippled boat, which turns out to be the Switzerland, having been 
repaired, passed down and joined the Hartford and the Albatross (the name of the boat at 
first supposed to be the Monongahela) the latter having passed down several days since. 
After day-light al three moved off down the river. 
  Warrenton, Saturday, April 18, ‘63 
 No excitement at all since the disappearance of the Hartford, albatross and 
Switzerland, until last night, when we were aroused by the booming of the heavy guns at 
Vicksburg. Soon learned that a number of gunboats and transports had passed the 
batteries. One was burned to the water’s edge by the time she reached this place. 
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 The guns of the Cherokee Artillery fired rapidly, but ‘ twas too dark to do much 
harm. Has not transpired how many boats came down, or what injury they sustained from 
our batteries at Vicksburg. A transport, the ‘Forrest Queen’  lies at Brown and Johnston’s 
wharf, considerably worsted. 
  Warrenton, Miss. Monday April 20 
  10h A.M. 
  
The ”Forrest Queen” having been repaired, passed down at 3 A.M. it has been 
ascertained that two boats were sunk, and one burned in their passage down. Six boats are 
below, which combined with the Hartford, Albatross and Switzerland, will make a right 
formidable fleet for our little Red River fleet to contend against. 
  Warrenton, April 23, 1863 
 One gunboat and five transports passed Vicksburg this morning. Firing 
commenced at 12 o’clock. One disabled transport passed-floated by after day-light. 
Another lies at Brown and Johnston’s wharf, sunk to her hurricane deck. We fired 120 
rounds from our little Fort. No shots from the enemy. 
 Later—The sunken boat is on fire, and is fast disappearing. 
 
  Warrenton April 27, 1863 
 A tug with two barges in tow passed this morning. 
  Friday May 1st, 1863 
 Fighting below Grand Gulf today. Brig. Gen Tracy was killed about 12 o’clock. 
The enemy have landed in force and are driving back the Confederated. ‘Tis supposed to 
be the commencement of a general engagement. 
  Saturday May 2 
 Skirmishing below. No particulars. 
  Sunday May 10, 1863 
 Federal gunboats moved up and fired a few shots at our works in Warrenton. 
There is nothing there except a few infantry, yet she seems to fear that there is some trick 
up, and is very cautious in her movements. 
  Tuesday May 12, 8h A.M. 
 The gunboat lies on the Louisiana shore opposite Warrenton. 
 Items: Cold sold in Richmond Va. A few days since at $4.50. Cornfield peas sold 
in Lynchburg Va. At $5.00 per quart. In Atlanta Georgia syrup is worth $10.00 per 
gallon. Board at the hotels costs $6.00 per day. In Vicksburg, flour sells at from $100.00 
to $125.00 per barrel-good letter paper $4.00 and $5.00 per quire; brogans $15.00 and 
$20.00; hats, common $20.00, $20.00 and $25.00; pocket knives, two blades, $15.00 and 
$20.00. Coffee $5.00 per pound; butter $2.00 per pound; eggs $2.00 per dozen; bread .50 
cents per loaf; and Faber’s pencils $1.50 each. 
  Tuesday May 12, 6 o’clock P.M. 
 Left our camp near Warrenton and moved eastward. 
 
  Near Bovina, Wednesday, 12 o’clock 
 Marched all last night, and today. Have just halted for an hour’s rest, and to allow 
the horses to eat. Will cross Big Black and still continue our march eastward. Destination 
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not known.  God grant that we are not evacuating Vicksburg. Movements very 
suspicious. 
 
  Edwards Depot, Thursday May 14 
 Took our position in line of battle one mile southeast of Edward’s Depot 
yesterday evening. The enemy is reported moving in this direction. 
 
  Friday morning, May 15, 7h A.M. 
 Left our position near Edward’s, marched two hundred yards, halted an hour or 
two, and then marched back to our position to await further orders. 
  6 o’clock P.M. Left our position 
again, and marched eastward several miles and then southward. Bivouacked five or six 
miles from Edward’s Depot. 
  Saturday May 16, 7 o’clock A.M. 
 The soldiers were aroused this morning, rations of beef issued with instructions to 
jerk it, and soon they were busy digging pits and erecting scaffolds as if no enemy was 
near. Few if any of the soldiers were thinking of meeting him, when suddenly the 
booming of cannon in front announced in thunder tones, that he was upon us; that there 
was work to do. Movements immediately began, which from the hurry and confusion led 
them to believe that the Generals were not fully posted, and in addition to this a report 
was going the rounds that General Johnston, after a slight resistance, had evacuated 
Jackson. 
 10 A.M. Our battery has taken a position in a rye field. Heavy fighting with 
infantry on the left and immediately to our right, a hot artillery fuel is being fought 
between a Yankee, and Missouri battery. Firing of small arms still increasing to the left. 
Our line now, is two sides of a square, one portion running parallel to the railroad, and 
the other, the one we occupy, running off at a right angle. It seems to be their idea to cut 
us off from Vicksburg, and from our standpoint it looks as if we were in a rather critical 
situation, but I suppose General Pemberton knows what he is doing. 
 As an instance of how unconcerned men can become, in the presence of danger, 
our boys have cut bushes and built temporary shelters as a protection from the sun, and a 
few even have gone to sleep while we are expecting every moment to be ordered into 
battle. 
 11 o’clock, we were ordered into position on that portion of the line parallel with 
the railroad.  Moved round and found General Stevenson’s division hotly engaged. Some 
of the Alabama regiments had already given back, came into position in a field to the left 
of the division within six hundred yards of a Yankee batter of Napoleon guns. We fired 
fifteen or twenty rounds from each gun, but it was hot work. Shot, shell and shrapnel flew 
thick and fast around us. Here fell Hutchens, -killed, and Lumpkin and Anthony mortally 
wounded Capt. Corput brought us out into the road, and had he been permitted, could 
have brought off the guns, the day being already lost. We were, however ordered back to 
the right, without having a position assigned us, and while awaiting orders in the road, a 
line of advancing infantry emerged from the woods about two hundred yards in our front, 
and as our infantry had given way, and the battery in that direction already taken, no 
obstacle to their progress was presented. Two of our guns were unlimbered in the road, 
but only succeeded in firing one charge of canister. As Major Anderson, our chief of 
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Artillery had fallen, the infantry flying in disorder from the field; many of the cannoneers 
had failed to stick to their guns, and the Yanks were close upon us, Capt. Corput told his 
men to take care of themselves, and we were not long in putting the order into execution. 
I felt so mortified that I stopped once or twice to make sure that I was not the first to 
leave the guns. 
 Had the Georgians and Alabamians stood up like men, -like the Georgians and 
Alabamians at Manassas, Richmond, Sharpsburg, and Fredericksburg, all would have 
gone will, though Yanks outnumbered us three to one. 
 However, I ought not to censure them too soon, for, upon investigation, General 
Pemperton may have to shoulder it all. He undoubtedly displayed bad generalship, and 
the day’s work may cost us Vicksburg. 
  Sunday May 17, 1863 
 Battle of Big Black Bridge. Our forces defeated and falling back to the 
entrenchments. Loss heavy in men and artillery. There was another display of bad 
generalship – instead of crossing the men and artillery to the west bank, which was full 
fifty feet higher than the east, and afforded a good position for defense, they were kept in 
some shallow ditches, and behind cotton bales, thrown up as a protection for the bridge 
against cavalry, and offering but a slight impediment to a body of resolute infantry. 
Loring’s division was cut off yesterday. Remnant of the army in Vicksburg. 
  
  Monday evening, May 18, 1863 
 Yanks have come up, and skirmishing is now going on in the direction of the 
Jackson road. Am afraid the Confederates are two much demoralized to offer effective 
resistance to an enemy flushed with victory. 
 
  Tuesday May 19, 1863 
 Firing of Artillery all day with now and then a report of small arms. Siege of 
Vicksburg began yesterday. Heard that Johnston had recaptured Jackson, and that Loring 
had escaped with his whole command, and formed a junction with Johnston. 
 
  Entrenchments S.S.E. of Vicksburg, 
   Wednesday, May 20, 1863 
 The Cherokee Artillery, excepting one detachment brought an Enfield rifle from 
the battlefield of Saturday. We came to our position on the line late yesterday, and set to 
work. Slight skirmishing to our left, all day. 
 
  3 o’clock P.M. 
 Heavy cannonading in the centre. 
 
  Friday May 22, 1863 
 Sharpshooters firing on our entrenchments, with considerable cannonading. 
 Later—Very heavy firing from small arms on the left, with cannonading from 
gunboats in the rear, and land batteries in front. The women and children of Vicksburg, 
who first fled the city from Federal gunboats and mortars, and then came back from the 
army to find themselves between cross fires, are to be pitied. 
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  Saturday May 23, 1863 
 Yesterday the Yankees made a desperate attempt to carry our works, but in each 
charge were successfully repulsed. It is thought they lost something near 10,000 – killed 
and wounded. Our loss, compared to theirs, light. Some of them are said to have acted 
very gallantly, charging right up to our works in the face of a heavy fire. One, a color-
bearer, even crossed the works and planted his colors over a Confederate gun, but the 
poor fellow was immediately riddled by a dozen Confederate bullets. Pity but what he 
could have been spared. 
 Most of the Yankee dead and wounded, who fell in the charges Wednesday, 
Thursday and Friday, are still on the field. It is said the cries from the wounded are 
heartrending, and the stench from the dead so great that our men can scarcely remain in 
the entrenchments. 
 The Yankee General asked permission to remove his wounded, and bury his dead, 
which was refused by Genl. Pemberton, in revenge it is said, for a refusal of a similar 
request of ours after the battle of Bayou Pierre. If our men ventured out to assist the 
wounded, they were immediately fired upon by Yankee sharpshooters. Nevertheless, 
many, obeying the dictates of humanity, would steal forth at night and render what 
assistance they could. 
  Vicksburg, Monday May 24, 4h P.M. 
 Silence has reigned for nearly an hour. It is said that the stench from the Yankee 
dead became so great that General Pemberton feared it might cause an epidemic and sent 
General Gant giving him two hours in which to remove those of the wounded still alive, 
and to bury his dead. 
  Tuesday May 26, 1863 
 During the armistice yesterday, the Feds and Confeds were intermingled 
promiscuously.  From men who were out between the lines, I learn that many of the 
bodies were so much decayed that upon being handled, the skin and hair would slip off, 
as if scalded. 
  
Nothing worthy of note has occurred today. The firing from both sides is progressing 
with its usual vigor. 
  Wednesday May 28 1863 
 The sunken gunboat proves to be the Cincinnati. From a letter taken from a trunk, 
and which was written by one of her officers the morning she came down, it appears that 
General Sherman commanding Federal right, sent word to Porter, that if he would move 
down with his boats and capture a battery which commanded both the river and land, and 
annoyed him no little, he (Sherman) could then storm the works and take Vicksburg. It 
was for this purpose the Cincinnati came down, and met her fate at the hands of the 
battery she came to destroy. 
 
 We have glorious news this morning and quite encouraging to men cut off from 
the outside world as we are. The invincible Lee is again victorious in Virginia, and his 
driven the enemy back to Washington City, who in his flight burned the long bridge. He 
now holds Arlington Heights. 
 General Johnston is at Canton with 30,000 men, and Loring at Jackson with 
10,000.  50,000 percussion caps smuggled in by ladies. 
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  Friday May 29, 1863 
 Gunboat moved up from below and fired a few rounds and dropped back out of 
reach of the “Big guns.”  
 Last Tuesday night, Detachment No. 3 Cherokee Artillery, Sergeant Jones 
commanding, marched to the extreme right of our lines to take charge of a 24 P’d’ r gun, 
but upon arrival at the redoubt, there as no such gun to be found, neither could anyone 
tell us anything about it.  Wednesday night the gun came, but while on its way into the 
redoubt, through some awkwardness of the driver, it was overturned and dismounted. 
Next morning all was righted, and the gun ready to be put in position, when it was 
discovered that she was needed higher up the river.  Thursday evening the gun was 
placed in position upon the slide of the knob, in front of the “Gibbs House” , so as to 
command the lowland between the bluffs and the river. 
  
  Sunday May 31, 1863 
 Shell from the mortars and gunboats fell around our fly last night. Some of the 
boys left their beds to go into the magazine, which they thought would afford them more 
security than a piece of tent cloth.  Right lively time for awhile. 
 
  Monday June 1st, 1863 
 A shell or two from the mortars and gunboats came over this way last night, and 
burst near us. No damage done. 
  Seventeenth day of the siege, 
  Tuesday June 2, 1863 
 Have whipped the enemy in every engagement along the lines up to this time. His 
loss since crossing the river is estimated at from 15,000 to 20,000 men. Our loss about 
7,000. Johnston was reported a few days since as fighting in Yazoo Valley. Hope he will 
soon relieve us, and the Fates forbid that I should ever be in another besieged city. 
 Quite a melancholy incident happened on this mound on Thursday, May 29 a 
short time before we arrived. The gunboats were firing. In this direction and a party 
consisting of some officers of the heavy artillery, and several ladies had ascended the 
mound, and were watching the shell from behind an embankment thrown up for a large 
rifle, and when there were indications of danger, all would stoop behind the work till the 
shell had passed. A shell came, and one of the men had his head shot completely away, 
he having failed to stoop low enough. His blood and brains were thrown over the ladies 
who were not long in leaving the spot, and have not been back since. 
 
  Thursday June 5th, 1863 
 Henry C. Penny of the “Cherokee Artillery”  was killed this morning by 
sharpshooters.  The name of another upright young man has been added to that long list 
of patriots, who have yielded up their lives in defense of all that is dear to freemen, 
liberty and independence. May he sleep well!!! 
 No news today. – Am getting despondent. Have come to the conclusion that it is 
almost useless to expect anything from Johnston. Grant, besides being strongly fortified 
in the rear, can get as many men as he wants, and I do not know from what point men 
could be spared to reinforce Johnston.  
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 Vicksburg is of vital importance to the Confederacy, and I believe our rulers will 
do all in their power to relieve the garrison here. Upon the result of the struggle here, 
hangs pretty much the fate of the Republic, -if victorious or independence is gained; if 
defeated, the chances are against us. We will have to struggle long and hard, but if the 
All-wise One is with us, all will go well. 
  Sunday June 7, 1862 
 Not a shot had been fired from the mortars for two days, until this morning, when 
all four were opened upon the city –cause of their silence unknown. It is a grand sight oat 
night to watch these mortars and their shell.  
 Distant firing from heavy guns can be heard in westerly direction. O, that it is 
help for us! 
  Vicksburg, Miss. June 17, 1863 
 Nothing of especial interest occurred for almost two weeks. The Abolitionists 
have kept up an incessant firing from gunboats, mortars, field batteries and small arms. 
Comparatively few have been killed. We have any amount of rumors, and grapevine 
dispatches, of Confederate victories in Virginia. Louisiana, - and assistance from 
Johnston. Am still hopeful that all will go well with us. 
 This evening two years ago, I left Cave Spring for Camp McDonald, and entered 
upon my career as a soldier. One year ago to night the confederates evacuated 
Cumberland Gap. 
 But I am getting on too fast! 
  Thursday June 18, 1863 
 Am twenty-two today, But a few years since, I was looking forward to manhood 
with much pleasure, imagining that then all my ideas of happiness would be realized. 
 Now I look back upon childhood the happiest period of my existence. 
 
  Friday June 19, 1863 
 Heavy cannonading all along the lines today. Heavier than any day since the 
Siege. Firing last Saturday pretty heavy, They seem to be celebrating their victory at 
Baker’s Creek. 
  Saturday June 27 
 Firing unusually heavy all the week. Shell reach our position from five different 
directions. Still I think it about the safest place in Vicksburg, as we are annoyed very 
little with “minnies” . 
 The position which Capt. Corput and all the men except 3rd and detachments 
occupy is getting to be very dangerous. The Yanks have ditched up to within 400 yards, 
and a man can’ t raise his head without imminent risk of having it shot through. 
 William M. Lloyd was killed this morning with a “minnie” . Another good soldier 
lost to the Confederacy. 
  Sunday June 28, 1863 
 Had a hard chill today, which is the fourth since Tuesday. No medicine to be had. 
 It is said that the enemy has ditched up to within thirty yards of our works, near 
the Jackson road. Several mines have been sprung, but resulted in no serious damage. 
This soil is well adapted to mining operations, being very compact and capable of 
sustaining itself without a resort to arches, or supports of any kind. 
  Monday June 29, 1863 
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 Flag of truce out. Firing entirely ceased.  Later—firing resumed. 
  Saturday July 4, 1863 
 Vicksburg surrendered to the Yankees. Officers and men paroled and allowed to 
march out with their private property, officers retaining their side arms. 
 This is a blow from which the Confederacy will not soon recover. ‘Tis trembling 
to its foundations – ate mule meat beef today. 
  Tuesday July 7 
 Since the surrender the Rebs and Bluecoats have been making themselves very 
familiar. In strolling round, one hears many spirited discussions going on, in reference to 
the merits of the two governments, the Rebs generally maintaining the ground, that we 
are not whipped. 
 Now and then one strikes up with a low cur who whines out, “ I knowed all the 
time we’d git whooped.”  And “ I never would have been in it if I hadn’ t been 
conscripted.”  Heard a Yankee tell one of this class, he fought because he was north and 
believed he was right, and if he had been south he might have been on the other side. You 
are South, your home is south, and I say damn a man that wont fight for his country and 
his home. It did me good all over. They generally wind up their whines by “Mister, can’ t 
you give me a little bread, a little coffee or a canteen?”  
 Our provisions are exhausted, it is true but I’ ll eat peas another month, before I’d 
lower myself to lick the hands and beg for bread or anything else. 
 We are given perfect freedom inside the lines, and go where, and do what we like. 
Went over and looked at the Federal fleet yesterday afternoon, which consisted of sixty 
transports and five gunboats. Had scarcely realized till then that Vicksburg had fallen, 
and that I was a prisoner. 
 The Confederates are being paroled as fast as possible. 
 
  Vicksburg, Miss. 
  Thursday July 9, 1863 
 Have seen as yet no regularly organized body of Negro troops. Many walk about 
the streets in Yankee uniforms in company with their white brethren, but seem as humble 
as when in a state of slavery, however, from observations and inquiries I find they are in 
a worse condition by far than when upon their masters’  plantations. None of the Yankees 
with whom I conversed would acknowledge them as equals. 
 
  Sunday July 12, 1863 
 Stevenson’s division marched out of Vicksburg, and bivouacked Sunday night 
upon the west bank of Big Black River. 
 Felt very sad as I turned to take a farewell look at the city for which we had 
endured so much, to think that she, and her patriotic citizens would be ruled by such men 
as Butler. 
  Monday, July 13, 
 Passed Edward’s Depot, and turned to right upon the Raymond road – a squad 
composed of Sergt. Hume, Arthur Sullivan, Cobourne, Billups, Johnson, Lloyd, Harris, 
of Johnston’s battery and myself fell behind the company, and resolved to travel together, 
taking our time for making the trip. Marched fourteen miles, and stopped in an old house. 
Had a jolly time of it. 



 Page 28 

  Tuesday July 14, 1863 
 Passed through Raymond. Shoulders getting pretty sore from knapsack, which is 
somewhat larger than it might be. Marched twelve miles. 
 
  Wednesday, July 15 
 Marched twelve miles and stopped under a tree by the roadside. Harris and Lloyd 
left us yesterday morning. Were joined by Hix, Baker, St. Stilwell and Rodgers. Am 
faring rather badly in the sleeping line, as I gave Lt. Hogue my blankets to carry a short 
distance, and have not seen him to get them. 
  Thursday July 16, 1863 
 Marched nine miles today. The squad divided at the Enterprise road. Hix, Baker, 
Hume and Johnson taking the right. Billups, Stillwell, Sullivan, Cobourne, Rodgers and 
myself taking the Brandon road intending to try and get transportation to Meridian. Slept 
on a workbench at the five-mile post. 
  Friday July 17, 1863 
 Marched into Brandon Billups and I conceded to go to a hospital and rest a day or 
two, and then take the cars for M. The others go on ahead. 
 Johnston’s army is here on its retreat from Jackson. Billups found some of his old 
friends and stopped to chat awhile. I, feeling unwell, did not wait for him to get through, 
so we parted. Went to a hospital and found it crowded. Couldn’ t find a surgeon, or 
anybody who had seen one, -everything topsy-turvy, so I concluded to go on and get 
through if I could. Have had chills every day since Tuesday. Had a hard one today but 
managed to come seventeen miles. Slept on the side of the railroad, one mile from the 
station nearest Brandon. 
  Saturday July 18, 7h A.M. 
 Came one mile this morning, -am trying to get transportation to Meridian. 
Succeeded in getting aboard a freight train and ran to Morton station, where I procured 
transportation on the regular ambulance train. Had a hard chill about 2 o’clock P.M. and a 
“ tight”  time as every seat, and the spaces between; the aisle and in fact every nook and 
corner into which a man could creep was crowded. 
  Sunday July 19, 2h A.M. 
 Arrived in Meridian, started afoot for Enterprise, stopped at a house five miles 
below Meridian to have some provision cooked, which being done, again set out but had 
proceeded but a short distance, when I felt a chill coming on. Stopped in the blacksmith 
shop of Mr. Graham till it had passed off, and I had somewhat recovered from its effects. 
I then proceeded to the first train for Enterprise, contrary to the orders of he engineer, and 
soon ran through. None of Stevenson’s division has arrived. 
  Tuesday July 21 
 Most of the members of the Cherokee Artillery came up last night. 
  Friday, July 24, 4h P.M. 
 Left Mobile on the steamer, “Georgia Sykes”  and reached Tensas wharf at 7h 
P.M. Left Tensas at 8h and ran up to Pollard by daylight Sunday Morning. 
  Sunday 8h P.M. 
 Arrived in Montgomery. Left Monday 27, and reached West Point at 6h P.M. and 
ran through to Atlanta by 2 o’clock Tuesday. 
  Tuesday July 28, 7h A.M. 
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 Left Atlanta, arrived at Kingston by 12 o’clock and found a train ready. Arrived in 
Rome at 3 P.M. after an absence of nearly two years. The place didn’ t look natural. 
Houses all crowded with sick soldiers and the streets full of strange faces. 
 Left Rome at 3 P.M. in a hack with Dr. K. and Mr. D. and drove to Coosaville, 
stopped overnight with Mr. Mc A. Reached Dr. K’s Wednesday July 29, 12h 
  Monday Aug. 3, 1863 
 Went over to Poplar Springs church yesterday, saw some blooming country 
lassies, with two or three of whom I fell in love. 
   Tuesday Aug. 24 
 In company with Mr. Brown left Cave Spring at 7h A.M. Traveled thirty five 
miles. Stopped at the house of an old gentleman named Arnold. Clever family. 
  Tuesday Aug. 25, came to 
Mr. McCoy’s (a relative of Mr. Brown) nine miles from Newnan, -was much pleased 
with the family. 
  Wednesday Aug. 26, 10 P.M. 
 Came to Newnan this morning-visited the S. family. Old people gone on a visit up 
the country. Met with a warm reception from all except the one from whom I expected 
most. Her greeting was cold and formal. ‘Tis said that absence conquers love, and I 
reckon it is true in this instance, in regard to both of us. I don’ t feel as I once did toward 
her. I desired very much to talk over old scores, but she seemed to wish to avoid it, and I 
didn’ t ask for an interview. 
  Thursday Aug. 27 
 Left Newnan at 8h A.M. for Demopolis, Ala. Reached West Point at 11. Left at 2 
o’clock P.M. and arrived in Montgomery at 12 M. night. 
  Friday Aug. 28, half past five A.M. 
 Arrived in Selma. Left at 8h A.M. arrived in Demopolis at 11 o’clock A.M. 
Found the representatives of the Cherokee Artillery, including myself to consist of the 
Capt. One Lieut., a Sergeant, a Corporal and three privates. 
  Sunday Aug. 30, 1863 
 Went to head. Qtrs. This morning for an order for transportation to Atlanta, and 
was told that I had no business being left behind my Captain. I asked how I was to get to 
Atlanta without some showing. Was answered, “Get there the best way you can, you 
should have gone yesterday.”  Stated the circumstances by which I was detained, but it 
made no difference. I then said, “All right, if I can get rations I am independent; I will 
establish a parole camp on my own hook, and remain six months if necessary.”  It is 
enough to make one lose all patience to be treated in such a manner by petty officials, 
who, stripped of their gold lace, would be scarcely competent to give directions to field 
hands. 
  Later—“Big Red” and I have 
set up a camp under a large oak, a short distance from town. Feel perfectly indifferent 
whether I remain six days or six months. If I am wanted in Atlanta, those in authority 
must furnish the requisite papers-to carry me through. Have settled upon a system of 
guard duty. I stand guard over our camp, which consists of two knapsacks, four blankets, 
haversacks and canteens, at the aforesaid oak, while “Red” goes to town and visa versa. 
 There are plenty of pretty faces around here for one to gaze at, but as is the case 
elsewhere, they have few smiles to bestow upon the “dingy privates” . Young ladies 
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everywhere seem carried away with “gold lace”  and brass buttons and as I have often 
known, suffer for all their folly. 
  Wednesday Sept. 2, 1863 
 We were beginning to get tired of our lonely camp, when “Red” decided to make 
one more effort to get off. Went to the Post Commander and by a little smooth talking 
secured the necessary papers to carry us from Demopolis to Atlanta. 
 Left the former place at 12 o’clock and arrived in Selma at 3 o’clock P.M. 
  Thursday Sept. 3, 1863 
 Left Selma at 2 o’clock A.M. on the steamer Roger B. Taney. Grounded at 9 
o’clock, fifteen miles below Montgomery. 
  Friday Sept. 4-P.M. 
 Freight steamer arrived at 2h and made an effort to haul the Taney off the bar, but 
failed. Passengers were transferred to the freight boat, and started for Montgomery, 
where we arrived at 6h P.M. 
  Saturday, Sept. 5, 5 and a half h. P.M. 
 Left Montgomery. Arrived in Atlanta at 5h A.M. Sunday. 
 
  Monday Sept. 7, 7h A.M. 
 Left Atlanta, arrived in Rome at 2h P.M. 
 
  Tuesday Sept. 8, 7h A.M. 
 Left Rome, reached Cave Spring at 1h P.M. 
 
Original Transcribers note:  Note—The foregoing was copied in 1867-1868, and more 
than thirty years afterward, I  started to finish. This October 30, 1900. 
 
  Wednesday Sept 9, 1863 
 Walked from Cave Spring to Mr. Wright’s.  
  Wednesday Sept. 10 10h A.M. 
 Started to Dr. Kincaid’s in Chattooga County – went to within one and a half 
miles of the house and met some skedadling cavalry, who said that the Fed were in hot 
pursuit of them. Turned back and traveled with them till I found there was no real danger. 
Dr. Kincaid and I concluded to go back to his house. Rode through brush and briars till 
we reached the back of his farm, a half-mile from his house about midnight. Tied our 
horses and crept up to one of the windows and aroused Ma, from whom we learned there 
had been a number of the Feds in the house that day. They conducted themselves better 
than usual. 
  Thursday Sept. 17, 1863 
 Returned yesterday from a trip to Chattooga Co. Coast clear of Yankees. 
 
  Saturday, Sept. 17, 1863 
 Went to Cave Spring today and heard that we had been exchanged. Good news. 
  Sunday Sept. 20, 1863 
 Left Ed. Wright’s at 2h P.M. Slept at Mose Wright’s Landing. 
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  Thursday Sept. 24, 12h M. 
 Took passage on the steamer Alfarata for Home. 
 
  Friday Sept. 25, 9h A.M. 
 Arrived in Rome 5 P.M. left Rome, arrived in Kingston at 6, left Kingston at 12 
midnight for Atlanta. Reached Atlanta at 9h A.M. Came down on an extra train. 
Passenger train ran off a short distance below Marietta, killing one man and wounding 
another. Three box cars and three coaches injured. Soldiers from Bragg’s Army passing 
down the road, and soldiers from Lee’s Army going to Bragg. Trains of wounded from 
Chickamauga arriving occasionally. The ladies are assiduous in their attentions to them. 
Felt like I would like to be slightly wounded myself, if I could have some of the fair 
hands that I saw, to administer to me, but I bide my time.  6 o’clock P.M. left Atlanta, 7 
o’clock arrived at Stone Mountain. 
  Stone Mountain, Sunday Sept. 27 
 Went up the mountain today.  Get a splendid view of the surrounding country. 
Left Stone Mountain and ran up to Decatur where I found the company. Stevenson’s 
Division has all been exchanged. 
   
  Tuesday Oct. 6 – 10h A.M. 
 Left Decatur for Chickamauga Station and arrived, fully equipped, Wednesday at 
12 M. Toward the front an occasional gun can be heard. 
  Friday Oct. 16, 1863 
 Have had five or six days steady rain. Half a mile to bring water and plenty of 
mud. Half a dozen days of continued rain on soldiers without tents, has a great 
demoralizing influence over them. Sunshine make all right again. 
 
  Sunday Oct. 18, 1863-8h A.M. 
 Left Sweetwater at 5h P.M. Marched to within one mile of Loudon and were 
allowed a few hours sleep.  Thursday morning early, moved into Loudon and put our 
Artillery in position. When the mist cleared away, plenty of Feds could be seen across the 
river. There seems to be an agreement between the forces to keep quiet, as there is a 
continued conversation going on between the Feds and Confeds.  
   
  Saturday Oct 31- 1863-3h P.M. 
 Left Loudon, marched south seven miles to a sawmill. Had a nice time pushing 
pieces and caisons up the hill. 
  Sunday Nov. 1, 1863 
 Moved back about one mile to Simson’s Cross Roads. 
 
  Thursday Nov. 5, 1863 
 Left our camp at Simpson’s X Roads. 1h P.M. arrived at Sweetwater. 
 
  Friday Nov. 6 –1h P.M. 
 Left Sweetwater for --------- Station, Encamped two mils below Mossy Creek. 
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  Saturday, Nov. 7, 1863 
 Put our guns aboard the cars, and left for Tiner’s Station, where we arrived about 
10h P.M. 
  Monday Nov. 9, 1863 
 Left the station and ran up the road three miles, and unloaded our guns, and fixed 
up for a short stay. 
  Thursday Nov. 12, 1863 
 Left our camp and marched to take a position on the line. Bivouacked near the 
line to the left of the center-(on Missionary Ridge.) 
 
  Sunday Nov. 15-4h P.M. 
 Left our position to move on Lookout Mountain. Got all up by 12 M. Monday. 
Selected a camping ground one and a half miles south west of the Point.  
 
  Tuesday Nov. 24, 1863-1 o’clock A.M. 
 First section of Cherokee Artillery moved to Lookout Battery. 1 o’clock opened 
upon the Yankees who were moving up to attack our forces on Lookout Creek. 2 o’clock 
P.M. Yankees have possession of our entrenchments around Lookout Point. 4h P.M. have 
orders to leave the Mountain with our Battery. 
  Wednesday Nov. 25, 1863 
 Marched yesterday evening till 12 o’clock midnight. Were ordered this morning 
from the left to the right of our line on Missionary Ridge. Came into position with the 
first section immediately to the left of the tunnel on the Cleveland and Chattanooga 
Railroad, just as Stevenson’s Division had driven back a column of Yankees, which had 
been holding a position a few hundred yards in front of our line for several hours. Our 
guns with six others turned loose upon the broken and scattered Yankees, which had the 
effect to considerably increase their speed and disorder. This was about 4 o’clock P.M. 
Soon news came that our line in the center near Bragg’s headquarters had given way, and 
that the Yankees were pushing on our position was clear, so we came out that way. 
Marched till we had placed Chickamauga River between us and the pursuing foe. Slept 
till 4 o’clock A.M. Thursday, when we again took up the line of march. Stopped long 
enough at Chickamauga Station for the boys to replenish their haversacks with crackers, 
sugar bacon etc., and to get several sacks of meal, flour and rice. Saw several large 
buildings filled with meal, which had to be destroyed. Thursday marched to Ringgold 
where we stopped over night. 
  Friday Nov. 27, 1863 
 Received orders to build stables for the horses. Indications are that we will winter 
here, though we will be governed entirely by Grant’s movements. 
 
  Wednesday Dec. 23, 1863 
 Nearly all the boys have built themselves winter quarters. Some have received 
supplies from home, and all are getting on remarkably well, but this state of things cannot 
last long. ‘Twould not be compatible with military laws to let a private or privates see 
any more enjoyment than they could possibly help. 
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  Friday De. 25, 1863 
 Christmas has again rolled around and finds the Confederacy still stocked with 
soldiers. How long, Oh how long shall this curse rest upon us? How long shall our men 
be butchered up by the vandal hands of Yankeedom? 
 
  Camp near Dalton 
  Friday January 1st 1864 
 The new year opened without anything of special interest. January 1st 1863, I 
believed the war would be closed ere another year has passed, and the strife still 
continues.  Everything now has a gloomy aspect. The soldiers are disheartened, and 
deserting in large numbers. Some course should be adopted to encourage the army.  Genl. 
Johnston having taken command of the Army, will in a great measure restore that 
confidence which is necessary to the success of an army. I have never been discouraged. 
Believing that we were engaged in a righteous cause, I have ever felt that, whether the 
war continued three years or ten years, it would end in the independence of the Southern 
States. Another year will probably decide the contest. 
 
  Tuesday January 19, 1864 
 Have been expecting orders for several days to move to Kingston, Georgia. Today 
those orders came to load our guns on the cars, and leave tomorrow. 
 
  Wednesday January 20, 1864 
 Left Dalton and arrived in Kingston that night. 
 
  Saturday evening Jan 23, 1864 
 Our horses and carriages came today. Remounted the guns and ammunition chests 
and moved out to our camp one mile from Kingston near Capt. Roper’s. 
 
  Camp near Kingston 
  Wednesday P.M. Feb 3 
 Mother was married this evening to Mr. J.P. Holt. Knew nothing of it until 
yesterday morning. Was surprised, as I had never dreamed of such a thing.  I liked the old 
gentleman, and from what I can learn he is a nice man. Hope Ma will ------ home the rest 
of her life. She has had more than her share of trials in this life. 
 
  Saturday, Feb 13, 1864 
 Attended a party or bird supper (as it was called) last evening at Mr. Kinnebrew’s 
about twelve miles from here. Left camp at 4 and a half P.M., reached our destination at 7 
and a half P.M. Had a gay time till 2h A.M. when the guests took their departure. I 
reached the camp just as day was breaking without having closed my eyes. ‘Twas the fist 
night I ever passed without sleeping. 
 
  Monday Feb 15, 1864 
 Jack Hydle died last night from a wound he received while attempting to elude a 
party sent out to arrest him.  Perhaps it is well that he is gone, as, had he been tried by a 
court-martial, he would certainly have been shot, as it was the third time he had deserted. 
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His mother and sister were with him in his last moments. He was an only son. How his 
mother must have felt for him, dying thus in disgrace. 
 
  Thursday Feb. 25, 1864 
 Left Kingston for Dalton, where we arrived at 8 o’clock A.M. 
 
  Friday Feb. 26, 1864 
 Bivouacked one mile south of Dalton. 
  Monday Feb. 29 
 Moved to camping ground three and a half miles from Dalton on the W. & A.R.R. 
  Camp near Dalton, Sunday 
Mar. 13 
 The health and spirits of the army were never better. The prompt manner in which 
Johnston offered battle to the Yanks, in their late advance, did more toward inspiring 
confidence in the troops, than any move since the battle of Chickamauga. All seem to 
think that “Joseph”  is the right man in the right place. Many believe that Johnston 
contemplates an advance, and indeed indications would lead one to believe that such 
could be the case. Somewhat brighter than for months past.  The new currency bill, if 
successful, will tend to restore confidence in the government issues. 
 Foreign powers seem to be taking more interest in us than formerly. The anti-war 
Democrats at the north are beginning to speak out, and the Presidential election next 
October will perhaps a “ tale unfold”  which will make Lincoln and his hirelings quake 
with fear. This of course is mere speculation, and we should not allow ourselves to be 
deluded into the belief that we are to expect much, either from Europe or the North. We 
should remember the past and resolve to sacrifice all before submission. 
 One bad feature, is the conferring upon President Davis by Congress, the power to 
suspend the writ of habeas corpus, which, if I mistake not, is prohibited by the 
Constitution, and is a dangerous power given into the hands of one man. Jeff will not 
doubt use that power with discretion.  But we should be too watchful for our liberties to 
trust any man with such power. 
 
  Tuesday March 15, 1864 
 Prices current 
 Richmond Va. Flour $250 to 300 per barrel, corn meal $45 per bushel, Bacon $7 
to $8 per pound, Dried beef $5.50 per pound, fresh $4 per pound. Peaches dried $1.00 per 
bushel. Apples dried $60 per bushel.  
 Atlanta, GA. Wheat $20 to $25 per bushel, Flour $300 per barrel, Beef $5.00 per 
pound Coffee $20 per pound, Sugar $3.00 per pound, Syrup $15 to $20 per gallon, Gold 
$25 to 1. Meals at hotel $5.00 
 Augusta, GA Corn $16 per bushel, Beef $2.00 to $3.00 per pound. Pork $2.50 to 
$3.00. 
 
  Tuesday March 22, 1864 
 Snow fell last night and today to the depth of three inches. 
 Quite a lively time among the troops, fighting battles with snowballs. Hoxton’s 
Battalion charged our camp this morning. Our boys fought gallantly for a short time, but 
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having no intimation of the attack, were soon compelled to give up.  Hoxton’s Battalion 
and ours Palmer’s) then united to repel an attack from Hodgkiss’  Battalion and a 
regiment of infantry. We advanced some distance beyond our camp, when the 
skirmishers became engaged. Soon after, the whole force on each side were engaged in a 
hand to hand contest – both parties stubbornly maintaining their ground, but we, out 
numbering them, began to push back their columns. Then the bugle would sound the 
rally, and they would unite and come again. Finally we made a desperate charge upon 
their center, which broke and fled.  Then ensued a stampede, but they soon rallied, and 
began to retreat in order. We pursued them to their camp, near which they made a final 
stand, but being considerably demoralized, they offered but feeble resistance. Their 
camp, horses and artillery fell into our hands. Having accomplished camps. ‘Twas the 
most exciting scene I ever witnessed. Leaving out the musketry and cannonading, it came 
nearer up to my schoolboy ideas of a battle than any real battle in which I have 
participated since the beginning of this war. 
 
  Camp near Dalton, March 24, 1864 
 The members of the Cherokee Artillery with few exceptions, re-enlisted today for 
the war. 
  Tuesday, April 19, 1864 
 
 Grand review of the Army today by Generals Johnston, Hardee, Hood, Cheatham, 
Cleburn etc. ‘Twas quite a magnificent military display. Almost three years ago I saw one 
Brigade on review and thought that a large number of men.  Today I saw the principal 
portion of Johnston’s Army numbering bout 40,000 men. 
 
  Camp near Dalton 
  Friday April 30, 1864 
 Divine service was held today in the park of Hoxton’s Battalion. The sermon was 
delivered by Rev --- whose station was near one of the guns. The congregation were 
seated upon the ground and upon the gun carriages. This was a sight long to be 
remembered, that of strong and brave men listening to words of wisdom, seated upon 
their guns which are, in a few days to deal death and destruction into the ranks of our 
enemies, and near which some of them are destined to yield up their lives, - a sacrifice 
upon the alter of Liberty. We have had services every Sabbath and prayer meetings 
during the week. 
 
  Camp near Dalton, 
  Saturday May 1, 1864 
 How different from the May-days of “Auld Lang Syne!”  Then we were released 
from school and allowed to roam at will. Gay parties were gathered in some sequestered 
spot to participate in the festivities of the season.”  All went merry as a marriage bell”—
But now! Many, yes, many of those who participated in those festivities have gone to 
their last resting places. Many of them fill bloody and unknown graves. 
 We are daily expecting a great battle to be fought on Georgia’s soil, upon which, 
in a great measure depends the duration of the war, and possibly the vitality of the 
Confederacy. All express unbounded confidence in our Generals. 
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 The spring campaign has opened very favorably for us. First came the repulse of 
the Yankee advance upon our position near Dalton in February, then the routing of the 
Florida expedition, which is operating to secure electoral votes for Abraham Lincoln. 
Later we have Kirby Smith’s victories in Louisiana, Forrest’s successes in West Tenn. 
And the capturing of Plymouth N.C. – All goes well so far. 
    
  Camp near Dalton 
  Wednesday May 4, 1864 
 Left our camp below Dalton this morning at 9 o’clock and moved about three 
miles above Dalton to the right of the Tunnel Hill road and bivouacked. 
  Saturday morning, May 7, 
1864 
 There has been considerable firing this morning. Horses harnessed and hitched, 
and knapsacks packed ready to move. 
 Moved into position on the line occupied by Brown’s Tenn. Brigade. Works not 
completed.  Men hard at work. I never saw soldiers work with such a will, and so 
cheerfully-owing mainly to the presence of General Brown who encourages them and 
occasionally lends a helping hand. 
 
  Sunday May 9, 1864 11h A.M. 
 The general battle was expected to open this morning, but up to this time, there 
has been nothing but picket fighting and skirmishing.   
 6h P.M. Brown’s Brigade has moved farther to the left, upon Rockface Mountain. 
Poor fellows, it was wrong, having just completed the works, to move them to an 
undefended position, especially after having worked so faithfully, with the understanding 
that they were to occupy the works, -but thus it is in war. Their position is occupied by 
Mercer’s Brigade from Savannah, two regiments of which number, combined, two 
thousand effective men. 
 
  Monday, May 9, 1864 9h A.M. 
 Skirmishing opened early this morning-Columns of Yankees plainly visible on 
Rockface Mountain moving to the front. They have planted a battery about two and a half 
miles from our position, which is about two miles to the right of the Western and Atlantic 
R.R. but have not fired as yet. We occupy now about the right center, Walker’s Division 
to our right. Heavy demonstrations being made on the left of the line. 
 Four, forty five P.M. The guns of the Cherokee Artillery opened a few minutes 
ago and fired a few rounds at a column of Yankees. They have planted a battery about 11 
yards in our possession except Ely’s-Lee making efforts to capture that – Everything so 
far progresses well. 
 6h P.M. Pickets and skirmishers in our front driven in – Men in entrenchments 
engaged the skirmishers. 
  Tuesday May 10, 1864, 8h A.M. 
 Awoke at 2h A.M. – Mercer’s Brigade had moved to some point further left, 
leaving our Battery entirely undefended. No infantry in supporting distance. All was 
made ready to move out, in case the Yankees advanced, but about dawn Liddell’s 
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Brigade of  Cleburn’s Division occupied the lines in our front-Have fired rounds this 
morning. 
  Monday May 11, 1864 
 Nothing important has transpired today. Feds attempted on yesterday to carry Dug 
Cap, but were repulsed. 
 
  Thursday May 12, 1864 
 Moved left with guns Nos. 1 and 2, a fourth of a mile-All quiet in our immediate 
front. Feds shelling Rocky-face Mountain with a heavy gun. 
 7h P.M. Left our position on the line and moved southward. 
  Saturday May 14, 7h A.M 
 Near Resaca – Arrived here yesterday evening. Firing southeast or toward Resaca. 
Confederates in line ready for battle. 
 1 o’clock P.M. fighting on the left centre. 
 
  Sunday May 15, 1864 8h A.M. 
 Moved to the ridge on the right of the Resaca road, one and a half miles from R. – 
The position we hold was taken from the Yankees by Gen. Stevenson late yesterday 
afternoon. 
 2h P.M. Yankees advanced upon our position. Our Battery was about 50 paces in 
front of the entrenched line.  The boys stood to their guns till the Yanks were in the 
embrasure, when they were forced to leave, having no support nearer than the 
entrenchments. 
 5h P.M. Went up a few moments ago to see the battery-everything is as we left it 
except that the stars and stripes are floating over it. Neither party has possession of it. The 
Feds cannot remove it till night, when our men will go out and bring it in. 
 Later—Yanks still moving to our left. Our army retreating from their positions in 
front of Resaca. Wharton and I went to look for the caisons for the  Cherokee Artillery 
and found they had gone to the rear. – (only Wharton and I remained on the line till the 
final retreat.) 
 

Monday May 16 
 Overtook the Ordinance train of the Battalions last night at 12 midnight. Army 
still retreating. 
 
  Wednesday May 18, 1864 
 Am still with the Ordinance train. Trains of wagons and artillery still going to the 
rear. Don’ t know where we will meet the Yankees, but when the issue comes, think the 
Confeds will tell a tale for themselves. In every engagement caused by the flank 
movements of the Yanks. Our forces nearly equal to theirs, and if we can’ t whip them we 
had best quit fighting. “Old Joe”  is awake and knows a thing or two. 
 
  Manassas, GA Thursday May 19, 1864 
Left Manassas (old Cassville) and moved on the Cartersville road. Reached C—at dawn. 
Left C—at 7h A.M. God knows what will become of us if we go much further. 
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  Saturday May 21, 8h A.M. 
 3 miles south of Etowah Bridge. Stopped here yesterday afternoon – No guns 
firing in our rear-guess the pursuing columns have not come up. A column of Federal 
cavalry and mounted infantry reported moving by our left upon Atlanta. Later – No Feds 
moving left of us. 
 
  Near Altoona, Sunday May 22, 1864 
 Remained quiet until sunset when we received orders to harness preparatory for 
A.M. move. 
  Monday May 23 – 7 h A.M. 
 Did not move. Have unharnesed. 
  Tuesday May 25, 6 A.M. 
 Again moved off toward Dallas. Skirmishing in our rear about 12 o’clock. Feds 
after our wagon train. 
 4 o’clock P.M. Yankees repulsed. Battalion into position on the Marietta road 
near New Hope Church.  From then till night there has been fighting on our front lines. 
Every charge was repulsed. 
  Thursday May 26, 1864 8h A.M. 
 
 Nothing doing except heavy skirmishing. Members of Cherokee Artillery 
becoming demoralized.  Most of them believe we will not get a battery, and the men will 
be put into Rowan’s and Marshall’s Batteries. Should such be the case, I venture the 
assertion that in a month there will be not left thirty men of the 150. 
 3 o’clock P.M. Capt. Corput hearing of the condition of his men has procured an 
order for a battery, and we start in a few minutes for Atlanta. 
 Later—Bivouacked 5 miles west of Marietta.  
  
  Friday May 27, 1864—8h A.M. 
 Passed through Marietta – Arrived within two miles of Atlanta at sunset. 
 
  Saturday, May 28, 1864 
 Came into Atlanta and received guns and equipments. Carried guns to armory to 
have front sights put on. 
 
  Sunday, May 29, 1864 
 
 Took our guns from the armory and started for the front. The question is how long 
can we keep them. Not long, if we are placed in such positions, as we have been here to 
fore. I hope we may pass through the struggle without losing another gun. 
 Boys had a high time on yesterday. R.M.J. treated them to some aqua vitae, and a 
few partook a little too freely. Dined at Mr. Peter J’s. – was well pleased with the family. 
Camped 5 miles below Marietta at Camp Brown. 
 
  Monday, May 30, 1864 2h P.M. 
 Camped with the train of Beckham’s Artillery. 
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  Tuesday May 31, 1864-2h. P.M. 
 Moved from the camp toward the front. Bivouacked one mile in rear of the line. 
Night attacks seem to be the order of the day. There have been several assaults by each 
party, within a week past. Movements of the Yanks very mysterious. Can’ t understand 
why they are so quiet-unless they are waiting for portion of the “ four hundred thousand 
more men” which Lincoln has lately called for. 
 
  Wednesday June 1, 1864 
 Moved up to the line with Stevenson’s Division, but did not place guns in 
position. We are now on the extreme right. 
 
  Thursday, June 2, 1864 
 Cut embrasures in the works of Stevenson’s line. Rained very hard, and as we 
were finishing up, orders came to move on to the right. Division ordered on. Took 
position on the right of Stevenson Division. 
 
  Friday June 3, 1864-8h A.M. 
 Have again thrown up works-this time in rear of he infantry lines. 
   
  Saturday, June 4, 1864 
 Left our position on the line and moved to the right. Bivouaced somewhere on the 
road. Rained hard. Slept in wet clothes, under wet blankets, and beneath a dripping 
canopy. 
 
  Sunday June 5, 1864 
 Moved some distance from the bivouac to the right and stopped in the woods. 
Remained idle the rest of the day. 
 
  Monday June 6, 1864 
 Moved into line with Gen. Reynold’s Brigade of Stevenson’s Division, and again 
began throwing up works. Were Hood here, he might write, and very appropriately, a 
song of Ditch, ditch, ditch. Our troops have thrown up in this campaign at least 
calculation fifty miles of good rifle pits. 
 The 2nd Detachment Cherokee Artillery have up to this time prepared for its guns 
eleven sets of embrasures, two of which we fired from. I venture the assertion that the 
great battle in Georgia will yet be fought in open field. 
 
  Tuesday June 7, 1864, 9h A.M. 
 Still at work. Will receive orders to move about the time we finish. Three years 
ago today this book was purchased in Rome. No Yanks then were nearer than the Ohio 
River, and little thought I then what a change three years of war would work out, -that 
same Yankee would hold his office in the very room in which I was then making my 
purchases. Alas! For aught I know it is even so –the vandals have possession of our 
homes. 
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  Wednesday, June 8, 1864-5h 
A.M. 
 Left our works and moved right, into position with Brown’s Brigade, a few 
hundred yards from the W. & A.R.R.-one mile above Kennessaw Mountain. 
 
  Thursday, June 9, 1864 
 Moved to the rear in reserve. 
  Friday June 10, 1864-6h. A.M. 
 Again moved right with Stevenson’s Division one mile to the right of R.R. is the 
pioneer division of the army. It moves right, throws up works, and others occupy them as 
soon as finished – Are now with  Reynolds’  Brigade. 
 
  Noonday Cr. Monday, June 13, 1864 
 Feds have several batteries in our front from which they have been shelling 
different portions of our lines. 
 
  Tuesday June 14, 10h A.M. 
 Feds have been shelling our position this morning with a 20 Pds Prrot, -some of 
them come uncomfortably close. Stevenson has gone right and we are momentarily 
expecting orders to follow. 
 4h. P.M. Lieut. General Polk was killed today. A shell entered his right arm below 
the shoulder, passed through his body and left arm below the shoulder. The Confederacy 
has lost a valuable officer and Christianity an able advocate. 
 Corput’s and Rowan’s Batteries occupy a position between Loring’s and Couty’s 
divisions. 
  Wednesday June 15, 1864 
 Have been subjected to heavy fire from artillery all day. Rowan’s Battery engaged 
part of the time. A few shots fired from two of our guns. Feds charged and captured the 
works of our skirmishers. Having been reinforced our skirmishers recaptured the works 
but ere forced to fall back. Liveliest skirmish fight I ever witnessed. 
 
  Friday June 17, 1864 
 Have been under heavy artillery fire today. “Nobody hurt” . Had considerable 
excitement about 2h P.M. Was asleep upon the ammunition chest, when I was awakened 
with, “The Yankees are charging!”  Jumped up and heard a tremendous yelling and 
musketry firing to the Yankee lines. Got the gun ready for operations, and looked out, but 
not a Yank was to be seen. They kept yelling and shooting but did not come in sight. The 
Confeds were on the “qui vive”  and anxious for them to come. ‘Twas kept up for 15 
minutes-a strange proceeding – Some of the boys said Sherman made them drunk to 
charge but they couldn’ t climb their works. 
 
  Saturday 18 – PM. 
 Left the works and moved to the rear – bivouacked on the roadside. 
  Sunday,  June 19, 1864 
 Moved through the outskirts of Marietta two miles to the right. 
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  Monday June 20, 1864 
 Heard heavy firing to the left of Kennessaw-no particulars. 
 
  Tuesday June 21, 1864 11 A.M. 
 Moved this morning from our position beyond Marietta, to this place, three miles 
from Marietta on the Powder Springs road. Right heavy cannonading going on in front. 
 
  Wednesday, June 22, 1864-2h P.M. 
 Horses harnessed and hitched ready for a move. Indications are that Sherman will 
attempt to bring on a general engagement at an early day. Heavy skirmishing has been 
going on for a week past. In the Virginia campaign as here, every assault has been 
repulsed. Grant is now trying the Peninsula route, which was so disastrous to McClellan. 
His army is now in front of Petersburg. 
 The Baltimore convention has re-nominated Lincoln for President-Freemont is the 
candidate of the Cleveland convention. Propositions for the recognition of the 
Confederate States have been made at last, in the U.S. congress, and postponed to a 
future day. 
 Cold in New York on the 12 inst. 2.19. 
 6h. P.M. Stevenson’s Division heavily engaged-Drove the Yanks back to their 
entrenched line, and for want of proper support were forced to retire. Loss heavy in killed 
and wounded. The fight occurred on the extreme left of the line, one mile from Smyrna 
church on the Powder Springs road. It is said that when Stevenson ordered his Brigadiers 
to charge, he shed tears knowing what a hazardous undertaking he was about to perform, 
and the loss of life that must necessarily ensure. The men aced gallantly, but were unable 
to seem the torrent of canister and minnies, which were hurled against them. The artillery 
moved out to within supporting distance, but was not engaged. 
 
  In line near Smyrna Church, GA 
  Monday, June 27, 1864- 1 P.M. 
 The Yanks have been shelling a battery in our front, the shell passing over and 
occasionally striking our works. We are on the main line, the one in front being heavy 
skirmish line. The caisson limber of he first gun was exploded by a percussion Parrot 
shell at 11 h. A.M. today. None of the company were hurt, though many were near. 
Fighting on Hardee’s line very heavy. Enemy made a determined assault and were 
“handsomely repulsed”  – Cleburn and Cheatham doing the main fighting. 
 
  Saturday July 2, 8h A.M. 
 Enemy opened with their artillery about 3h. this morning, and have continued 
banging away up to this time. Seems to be general all along the line. The opinion is that 
Sherman will have t be pretty sharp if he dines in Atlanta on the Fourth of July. 
 
  Sunday, July 3, 1864 
 Moved from our position near Smyrna Church to the rear and left of Marietta. Are 
now 5 miles from Chattahoochee Bridge? 
 
  Monday July 4, 1864 
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 No demonstrations by the Feds beyond sharp shooting and occasional shelling. 
Many believed there would be a general assault today, but I suppose Sherman did not 
care to try the metal of our men, and risk a defeat on the “Glorious Fourth” . 
 10h P.M. Left he works which we had finished and moved to the rear. Hauled up 
Tuesday at the Pontoon Bridge across the Chattahoochee River at Turner’s Ferry. 
 
  2 P.M. Tuesday, July 5, 1864 
 Yanks are shelling the road near the bridge. Moved back upon the line one mile 
from the ferry. 
 
  Saturday July 9, 8h P.M. 
 Moved from our position in front of Turner’s Ferry and crossed the 
Chattahoochee. I suppose the newspaper correspondents will now claim General 
Johnston as being in a position much more advantageous than any heretofore occupied. 
He has by a grand “strategic”  movement placed the Chattahoochee in his front instead of 
having it in his way in the rear. The situation grows daily more interesting. It remains to 
be seen whether Johnston will attempt to hold Atlanta, I have been schooled so that I am 
prepared for any move General Johnston may see proper to make, be it to fight or retreat. 
Dispatches from Virginia represent Marly as being about to invade Pennsylvania. 
Harrisburg, Baltimore and Washington City all in an uproar. Lincoln calls for a few more 
men to defend the capital. Sec’y Stanton telegraphs Maj. Gen. Dix that Kirby Smith’s 
forces were crossing the river. Very likely, as Kirby has swept away all opposition in the 
trans Mississippi Department. 
 
  Wednesday July 13, 1864 
 Papers state that two corps of Yankees have crossed the river at Roswell, but are 
lying still.  We are resting in the woods, and it is quite a relief to be exempted, even for a 
short time, from the popping and screaming of shell and the hissing of minnies. Oh, for 
the time when white winged peace shall hover over us, and bid the hostile parties to 
disperse to their several callings, and prosperity again exist in our once beautiful country, 
but we bide our time. 
 6h P.M. Green’s Ferry –On picket  
 Left our bivouac at 1h. P.M. and arrived here in due season. We are six hundred 
yards from the river. Have a beautiful place to stay and plenty good water. Feds have a 
battery beyond the river, but have thrown no shells in this direction as yet. 
 
  Saturday, July 16, 1864 
  Battalion Bivouac 
 Returned from picket this evening. Had a remarkably quiet time. 
  
  Sunday July 17, 6 P.M. 
 Left our camp and moved in the direction of Atlanta three miles. 
 
  Monday, July 18, 1864 4 P.M. 
 Left our “halt” , moved through the outskirts of Atlanta. Crossed Western and 
Atlantic rail road tracks above town. Traveled E.N.E. some distance, and then east. 
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Halted three miles from Atlanta, four miles from Decatur and one mile from the Georgia 
R.R.  
 Gen. J.E. Johnston was today relieved from command of the Army of Tennessee, 
which event has cast a universal gloom over the whole Army. No commander of an army 
was ever more loved and honored than was Gen. Johnston. The confidence of the troops 
in his ability while on the retreat from Dalton, instead of diminishing, has daily increased, 
and it seems to me that to relieve him (as everyone thinks) upon the eve of a great battle, 
fraught with such momentous interests to our country, was injudicious, but I suppose our 
authorities know what is best. Lieut. Gen. J.B. Hood superseded him, and I can only hope 
that he will be fully equal to the task before him; the defeat of Sherman’s army. Hood is 
my next choice after Johnston. Success attend him- 
 
  Tuesday July 19, 1864 
 Moved into position to right of road leading from Atlanta to – somewhere. 
 
  Wednesday July 20, 1864 
 
 Feds ran our pickets, or rather advanced and our pickets “got a big scare” , and ran 
in themselves. We were all on the “qui vive”  expecting an attack, but they, I suppose, 
didn’ t care to risk their battle lines against our works. 
 Afternoon—moved on to the right about one mile-went into position with battery, 
and commenced the everlasting ditching, ditching- were just getting things in shape to 
work well, when the right section was ordered right-moved a few hundred yards, but 
didn’ t go into position. Came back and found our works reduced to infantry rifle pits. 
 
  Thursday July 21, 1864, 11h A.M. 
Worked till 11h. last night and got the works in readiness in case anything turned up, 
when we were permitted to seek repose, which by the way was much needed. Were 
roused at 3 A.M. to renew work, - finished about 9h Hardee and Stewart attacked the 
enemy’s right yesterday, but gained no important results. Men in line now awaiting 
orders to move forward. 
 
  Friday, July 22, 7h A.M. 
 Moved into position E.N.E. of Atlanta, and nearer than the one occupied 
yesterday. Are now within a mile and a half of Washington Hall. Yanks have been 
shelling the city (4 h P.M.) We have been given permission to shoot whenever we see 
anything to shoot at. Heretofore were ordered t fire upon nothing but advancing lines of 
battle. 
 
  Saturday July 23, 1864 
 Hardee attacked the enemy’s left yesterday afternoon and drove them some 
distance, capturing 2000 to 3000 prisoners and 15 to 20 guns, - loss necessarily heavy. 
Feds have been shelling us pretty heavily this morning. We are occasionally replying 
with our Napoleone. 
 Later—26 guns were brought off the battlefield. 
 



 Page 44 

  Monday July 25, 11h. A.M. 
 Wheeler had a fight a day or so since at Decatur, GA., capturing the enemy’s 
camp, with 500 wagons loaded with supplies, and 1000 prisoners, more or less. Yanks 
have been shelling our position pretty regularly this morning. 
 
  Tuesday, July 26, 7h P.M. 
 William Catlett of Alabama a member of the Cherokee Artillery fell at 2 and a 
half today, -shot through the heart. Peace to his ashes. 
 
  Wednesday July 27 1864 
 Yankees charged our skirmishers, at the same time opening with six or eight 12  
Pds. Napoleons upon our position. We returned the fire directing it principally at their 
skirmishers. Had a lively time for a few minutes when the Yanks retired. 
 Received a contusion from a piece of shell about the winding up of the 
engagement. 
 4 o’clock P.M. Arrived here (at the receiving hospital) a few minutes ago. Have 
been in service over three years and have had, for the first time, my name entered upon 
the hospital books. Was struck just above the right lung, have spit up considerable blood, 
but hope I will be in the field again in a day or two. 
 The different relief societies are doing a good part to the sick and wounded 
soldiers. They are worth thousands of dollars to the army. 
 6h P.M. Left the receiving station for Macon. Train was stopped at East Point, or 
rather below E. Pt. By a report that the Yanks had cut the road at Jonesboro. 
  Thursday July 28, 7g A.M. 
 Left E. Pt. – stopped Thursday night at Forsyth. Have been on the cars 36 hours. 
If they take their time as they have done, there will be no necessity for reporting at the 
hospital. 
  Macon, Ga. Friday, July 29, 1864 
  Ocmulgee Hospital 
 Arrived here today. Felt almost well.  
 7h P.M. Did not fancy my first hospital supper, although I had had nothing since 
early this morning. Can’ t imagine how a sick man can manage to live upon the food 
furnished. 
  Saturday, July 30, 6 A.M. 1864 
 Passed my first night in a hospital. 
 
  Sunday July 31, 1864 
 Am getting along famously as a “hospital rat” . Yankee raiders came within three 
miles of Macon, and were met by “hospital rats”  and “Melish” , who succeeded in 
repulsing them, not, however, till they had thrown a few shells into the city. Another 
instance of their barbarous inclinations to make war on defenseless women and children. 
 
  Monday August 1, 1864 
 Gen’ l Stoneman and staff were brought in today. He commanded the raiding party 
which threatened Macon on Saturday, and was captured with six hundred of his men. The 
rest are being picked up. 
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  Ocmulgee Hospital, Macon GA. 
  Thursday, Aug. 4, 1864 
 Nothing interesting from the front-Sherman’s raiding parties have been 
discomfited and his flank movements met by flank movements, and he now seems to be 
in a stand still. 
 
  Thursday Aug. 11, 1864 
 Left Macon, and after a wearisome journey reached Atlanta at 11h. P.M.  
 
  Wednesday, Aug. 17 
 Arrived at the battery and found things pretty much in the same condition as when 
I left for the hospital, except that P.J. Lumpkin and Bud Loyd had been killed, and 
Coburne and W.C. Bennett wounded. In the beginning of 1862 there were in the 
company two brothers Loyd and two Lumpkin. One of the Lumpkins, John T., fell at 
Baker’s Creek Miss., and William Loyd fell during the memorable siege of Vicksburg. 
The other brothers fell here July 28, both by the same shell. The bodies of four of the best 
soldiers in the army have been returned to their mother earth. 
 
  Friday August 25—12 A.M. 
 Picket firing in our front ceased this morning at one o’clock. At daybreak our 
pickets went out and found the enemy had pulled up stakes and left. I went over to their 
works on an inspecting tour. The Rebs secured many articles of value such as canteens, 
hats, soap, hard-tack etc. ‘Tis reported that the main Federal army is beyond the 
Chattahoochee. It remains to be seen what Sherman is up to. Wheeler, with large cavalry 
force is on his rear, but it is not supposed that that is all the cause he has for his 
retrograde movement. 
 Later – Sherman seems to be moving to our left. Have orders to be in readiness to 
move. 
 
  Sunday August 28, 864 
 Were gathered together in the grove prepared to listen to a sermon from Mr. 
Browne, when orders came t move. Horses came and were hitched, and moved out at 
11h. A.M. Moved down the West P’ t R.R. 3 miles from Atlanta. Parked the Battalion in 
an old hospital ground. No news from Sherman. 
 
  Tuesday Aug. 30, 1864 
 Moved from the camp into position one mile from and to the right of East Point 
where we remained till 8h P.M. 
  Wednesday Aug. 31, 1864-
12hM. 
 Have at last halted for a rest. Marched most of last night, and till 10 o’clock 
today. Are now near East Point. Picket firing is going on in front and there are indications 
that a general engagement will shortly take place. 
 6 h. P.M. Reed attacked the enemy in his entrenchments, but failed to carry their 
works. Some of the Confederates acted disgracefully. Our Battery not in action. 
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 Wednesday night slept in rear of the position occupied by Stevenson’s Division. 
 
  Thursday September 1, 1864 
 Left Jonesboro and marched back to within six miles of Atlanta on the 
McDonough road –bivouacked on the right of the road in a field near a stream. 
 Lee’s corps, formerly Hood’s, moved on the McDonough road some distance and 
took the left at a church or near a church. Stewart’s corps, formerly Polk’s, going the 
direct road. Atlanta was evacuated last night. Feel more despondent than at any time 
since the beginning of the struggle. We can only look to an interposition of Providence in 
our behalf. 
 
  Saturday, September 3, 1864 
  11 h. A.M. 
 Passed through McDonough, camped Saturday night in an old field about 3 miles 
from McDonough, on the road to Lovejoy station. 
 
  Sunday Sept. 4, 1864 
 Moved on toward the R.R  Moved in supporting distance of the line on the right. 
 
  Monday 5, 1864, 5h. A.M. 
 Moved up to the line occupied by Brown’s Brigade of Stevenson’s Division. 
Have not put the guns in position. Haven’  thrown up any works. It seems as if Hood 
invites them to attack, and then give them a fair fight. 
 
  Tuesday Sept. 6, 1864 
 Were relieved by Marshall’s Battery and moved to the rear. Later, marched out 
and listened to a speech fro Lieut. Gen. Lee to Stevenson’s Division. He intimated that 
his corps had not been fighting, as it ought to do. Hope it will do some good, as it was 
entirely to Lee’s corps that Atlanta had to be evacuated. Had the men gone forward at 
Jonesboro, Sherman would be now, instead of in Atlanta, on his way to Chattanooga. 
Dark clouds obscure our sky, but ‘ tis not too late yet. If the men could be aroused to a 
sense of our condition, and be made to appreciate the devastation to which our homes and 
firesides are being subjected, all would yet go well, in spite of the overwhelming numbers 
of Sherman’s army. 
 
  Saturday Sept. 10, 1864 
 Sherman and Hood have agreed upon a truce for 10 days beginning Monday next, 
for he purpose of admitting into our lines the citizens of Atlanta, - exiled from their 
homes by order of Sherman. Butler at New Orleans only exiled the registered enemies of 
the U.S. while Sherman makes a sweep of the whole population. As Gen. Hood says, “ it 
(the order of a exile) stands pre-eminent in the dark history of war, for studied and 
ingenious cruelty.”  
 
  Monday, Sept. 12, 1864 – 6 P.M. 
 Have recently-within a few hours past, returned from Jonesboro, whither I went to 
take a view of a battlefield. Have been a soldier three years, but had never before been 
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upon ground where two contending hosts had met in mortal combat. There was little to 
remind one that a deadly contest had once raged there, except the deadened underbrush, 
and now and then a little hillock where somebody’s loved one was taking his last repose. 
In one place there were two trenches, which contained “5 dead rebels.”  It was upon the 
line where Lee’s corps charged. Upon a board rudely carved was this inscription: “51 
dead rebels buried in these two trenches. They charged here Aug. 31, ‘4.”  (they were 
buried by the Yankees.) Under that, by a Confederate, was written “Tread lightly for here 
sleep the brave.”  It was sad to think that their lives were sacrificed in vain. Peace to their 
ashes. Where Cleburn fought were more traces of hard battle than any other portion of the 
line, -but even he could not weather the storm that was hurled against, and for the first 
time partially suffered defeat. Impartial history will accord to Gen. Hardee the credit of 
having on the 1st of September 1864 made one of the most gallant fights of the war. He, 
with his corps, fought six Yankee corps, and kept them at bay. I saw, in all, about 150 or 
200 graves, about equally divided between the Yankees and Confederates. I did not go to 
the rear of the Yankee lines where, I presume, most of their dead were buried. 
 
  Thursday Sept. 15, 1864 
 Hood and Sherman have been corresponding in regard to the exchange of 
prisoners. Came to terms once, but Sherman backed from his agreement, stating that he 
could not exchange Confederates who would be put in the field against him for Federal 
soldiers whose terms of enlistment had expired. Hood has authority to exchange all the 
prisoners at Andersonville, two thirds of whose time has expired. It is hard to think that 
men who had braved death upon many battlefields should be consigned to an endless 
prison life, simply because they would be of no more service to their Government, - a 
strange way indeed to inspire patriotism in troops. 
  Friday Sept. 16, 1864 
 We are once again, after a long and tedious campaign, quietly settled in camp. 
Many think that Sherman, having accomplished the main object of his advance, namely 
the capture of Atlanta, will rest army and lay in a store of supplies preparatory to an early 
campaign next spring, but I scarcely think it reasonable to suppose that he will lie idle the 
remaining months of the year. The capture of Atlanta will no doubt secure to Abe Lincoln 
the northern vote, but if Sherman could push forward and capture Macon, or strike for 
Montgomery, the abolition triumph would be much more certain. However, we have little 
to hope for from Freemont, McClellan or Lincoln. 
 Heard incidentally, a day or so ago of her I once loved. She is another’s “Dear 
one”  now. May her path be strewn with roses. As I grow older, I find there is but little 
sincerity in the human race. Today one swears eternal fidelity, and there is nothing worth 
living for without you, and tomorrow you are thrown aside and some one else gulled. O, 
that I could have remained ignorance of the fickleness of humanity, the female portion in 
particular. 
 
  Sunday September 16, 1864 
  
Left our camp for somewhere – Have less idea what course we will take than at any 
previous move. 
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 Heard from home, -no not home, for thee is not that place on earth that I can call 
home. My home is where I sleep. Here I have a large home, the home of many others, the 
world, with the blue canopy for my covering. Well I have heard from what was my 
awhile, Cave Spring, and its vicinity. The citizens are faring much better under Yankee 
rule than we all had heard. I still feel an interest in the place, and its inhabitants, where, 
and among whom, I have spent so many pleasant hours. May the hand of the tyrant bear 
lightly upon them, and may they soon be relieved from his presence.  
 
  Monday Sept. 19, 1864 
 Moved yesterday on the road fro Lovejoy to Glass’  Mills. Left our bivouac at 10h 
A.M. Have been told that we go to Palmetto on the Atlanta and West Point Rail Road. 
 
  Tuesday Sept. 20, 1864 7h A.M. 
 Moved through Palmetto, a mile northeast and stopped. 
 
  Wednesday 21 
 Moved to within half a mile of the battle line. 
 
  Thursday 22 
 Again began entrenching. 
 
  Friday Sept. 23, 1864 
 Finished our works but will not move up unless some demonstration is made. 
Yankees nowhere near. Am still puzzled as to the object of the move. Hoped we were on 
some flanking excursion. 
 
  North of Palmetto Georgia 
  Monday Sept. 26, 1864 
 President Davis is on a visit to the army. He rode round the lines this morning, 
accompanied by Hood, Hardee, Lee, and others. The soldiers were drawn up and gave 
him three cheers as he passed, some regiments cheering very feebly, as if their hearts 
were not in it. ‘Twas the first time I had seen him and was favorably impressed though he 
was just the man I expected to see. I suppose he will, as usual, return to Richmond and 
report everything in excellent condition. ‘Tis reported that Hardee has resigned. 
 
  Tuesday Sept. 27, 1864 10h. A. 
 Received letters from sister A – from the rear of Sherman’s lines. People doing 
much better than we had been led to expect. 
   
  Thursday Sept. 29, 1864 10 h. A.M. 
 Have orders to be ready to move at 2h P.M.  
 4 P.M. All was ready at the appointed hour, but no move. Started from camp at 4 
and a half, P.M., marched in tremendous hurry as if we were going twenty miles, and 
only went two miles. Were ordered to unhitch, unharness and be ready to move at 
daylight. All lay down anticipating a pleasant night’s rest, but as we began, one by one, to 
been closed in the arms of Morpheus, “Jeff Davis,”  the Bugler, was called up and blew 
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the Boot and Saddle. Was soon ready for a tramp but orders were received to unhitch, 
unharness, and retire. Once more we sought repose upon our downy couches (that is lay 
flat down upon the ground) and rested well till morning. 
 
  Friday Sept 30, 1864 6h A.M. 
 Left bivouac-marched northeast crossed the Chattahoochee at Pumkin Town. 
Halted one mile west of Skinned Chestnut. The Rubicon is crossed. May we never cross 
it again on a retreat, but return as conquerors of a glorious independence. 
 
  Sunday October 2, 1864 12h M. 
 Again marched out, marched on the Dallas road several miles and turned to he 
right. Stopped 7 miles from Dallas. 
 
  Monday Oct. 3, 1864 8h A.M. 
 Moved toward Lost Mountain-Some artillery firing in front toward Marietta. 
Bivouacked within a few miles of the mountain. 
 
  Wednesday Oct. 5, 1864 
 Moved up to the Crossroads, or Lost Mountain P.O. 
 
  Thursday Oct. 6, 1864 6h. A.M. 
 Took up the line of march. Halted at Dallas. 
 
  Friday Oct. 7, 1864 
 Marched from Dallas t Van Wert. Are gradually approaching our old home. 
 
  Saturday Oct. 8, 1864 
 Marched from Van Wert to McMeekin’s place three miles north of Cedartown. 
Cave Spring boys were given permission to go ahead and visit their friends and relatives. 
Some of the young ladies had gotten wind of our approach and came out to meet us. They 
were almost wild with joy, at again seeing Confederates. Think it has done the citizens 
good to be under Yankee rule for a while. Place is not much changed as I expected. 
Didn’ t get off my horse but passed on through. Arrived at Mr. Ed Wright’s. They were 
much surprised to see me. Believe my friends and relations have a better opinion of me 
than I thought they had. After a few hours (and how short they were) Pleasant 
conversation, I set out on my return to the army. Reached Cave Spring at 1h P.M. Sunday 
and found the boys ready as ordered to join the Battery, but orders came to return to camp 
as the Battery would not move. Met many friends but time being limited, didn’ t enjoy the 
meetings as if I had had plenty of time. 
 
  Monday Oct. 10, 1864, 5h A.M. 
 Moved on. Arrived at Cave Spring at 8h. A.M. Met many more friends whom I 
had not seen, but as before hadn’ t time to talk. Battery moved right on. Were ordered to 
remain with the guns, but it didn’ t amount to much. Moved out to John Baker’s place and 
halted. Will probably remain all day, but orders are for every man to stay in camp. ‘Tis 
right hard, that we are not permitted to go back, but we have reason to be grateful for 
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even the privilege of seeing what a change a few years will work out. Little girls that I 
left wearing short dresses and pantalets, are now grown women, pardon, and ready for 
lovers. Little boys then, are now men, gallanting the ladies around. Ah me, I believe I am 
growing old, in fact I was told by a lady (married) that I had begun to look old. I find a 
few scattered gray hairs making their appearance. 
 12 m. General Hood passed. Boys gave him a hearty cheer, such as does one good 
to hear, none of your weak affairs. 
 2 h. P.M. Left the camp-marched twelve miles-felt right sad upon again turning 
my back upon the place in which I have passed so many pleasant hours. 
  Friday Oct. 14, 1864 
 Left camp near Centre Ala. And marched to Goshen. Being somewhat tired of the 
sameness of camp fare, (corn bread and beef) Tobe Curry and I concluded to go out and 
see what we could get in the supper line. About a mile and a half from camp knocked at 
he door of a pretty good looking house and asked for supper for two. After a short season 
supper was announced.  We preceded t the table and found cornbread (very ordinary), a 
few slices of extremely fat bacon swimming in grease, rye coffee, and sorghum syrup, 
(inferior). Finished asked our bill, which was 50 cents each, paid up and departed. Held a 
consultation, resolved that we must try again elsewhere. Proceeded to another house, not 
quite so prepossessing in appearance as the first, and called for the proprietor who soon 
answered the summons. Asked for supper, naming the articles desired, such as biscuits, 
butter, buttermilk etc. Was invited in and all was ready for operations in an incredibly 
short time. Again proceeded to the table and found a loaf of read made of shorts, poor 
syrup, bacon slices besmeared with cold grease, and muddy meal coffee. Satisfying 
ourselves, we asked for bill and were told two dollars each. Settled up and directed our 
steps to camp deciding that ‘ twas best not to risk our fortunes any further in Terrapin 
Valley, amply satisfied with the experience of one night. 
 
  Saturday Oct. 15, 1864 
 Marched fro Goshen to within three and a half miles of Jacksonville, Ala. 
  Tuesday Oct. 18, 1864 
 Today is the fifth anniversary of an important event in my life, and event which I 
have since had cause to regret having transpired, although affording me much temporary 
pleasure. 
 
  Wednesday, Oct. 19, 1864 
 Nothing important from the army. Several stations on the railroad have been 
taken, among them Dalton, where a considerable number of negroes were captured.  
 
  Thursday, Oct. 20, 1864 – 7h. 
P.M. 
 Arrived at Gadsden Ala. Where most of the army is present. Yankees reported to 
be in hot pursuit, but I am inclined to doubt it. The captured Negroes are here. Met on the 
road several citizens from Rome, Cave Spring and Jacksonville who came over and 
recognized among the gang their run-away slaves, and had again gotten possession of 
them. Some of the Negroes expressed themselves as glad they were taken. It has a strange 
effect upon one to see a body of big buck negroes, dressed in the uniforms of the U.S.A. 
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My first desire was to have the privilege of putting them to death, but upon sober thought 
we should exercise charity toward the poor deluded creatures.  
 Gen. Beauregard is in town. Saw him as we came through, didn’ t observe much 
change since 1861 in his appearance. 
 
  Saturday Oct. 22-10h A.M. 
 Visited Nachalula Falls 3 miles north of Gadsden. The stream, owing to the recent 
rains, was much larger than in 1859. How different the circumstances now from then. It 
was upon public occasion, and there were many hundreds of visitors and everything had 
an animated appearance. Now there were only three of us, J.C. Browne, E.D. Coburn and 
myself, and there is that appearance of desolation, which four years of war will 
necessarily bring. The steps, seats and bath house have gone to rack, and the hotel kept 
by Dr. Edwards, once crowded by pleasure seekers, is now simply a private residence. I 
gave a sigh for “ the days of yore”  – Will they ever return, or our country be in as 
prosperous and happy condition as then? Echo answers, “Will they?”  The army, that 
powerful machine of tyrants and usurpers is again in motion. Hitched up at two o’clock, 
moved at 5 o’clock, and traveled the great distance of a half-mile. Bivouacked in an old 
field without wood. Orders very strict about burning fence rails. The report soon spread 
that our Major had built himself a big rail fire, and the boys of the Battalion pitched right 
into the fence and soon had blazing rail fires. By strenuous exertions the officers finally 
stopped the burning. 
  Sunday Oct. 23, 1864, 6h A.M. 
 Moved out on the Gadsden and Guntersville road. Passed the residence of Miss 
Emma Sansoms, the young lady who piloted Gen. Forrest across the creek in his 
memorable pursuit of Streight, the Yankee raider. This she did by getting up on his horse 
behind him. Her name will go down to history as one of the heroines of the “Revolution” . 
Congress has already passed her a vote of thanks and I have heard given her a life 
pension. Ascended Sand Mountain and camped 16 or 18 miles from Gadsden. 
 
  Monday Oct. 24, 1864 
 Took the Whitesburg road today. Marched 21 miles. Passed through Summit, a 
small village of a half dozen or so houses on the mountain. Camped one mile west of 
Summit in an old field. 
 
  Wednesday Oct. 26, 1864 9h. 
A.M. 
 Left the Bivouac. Rained last night and is still misting. Roads very muddy and 
slippery. Some very good country on the road. Passed through Summerville and camped 
two miles west on the Moulton road. Considerable firing of Artillery in the direction of 
Decatur. The enemy are reported to have armed transports in the river above the shoals. 
 
  Thursday, Oct. 27, 1864 
 Moved out. No firing this morning toward the front. Marched 16 miles. 
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  Friday Oct. 28, 1864 
 Marched to within three miles of Courtland Ala. And the Pond Spring was our 
Bivouac. 
 
  Saturday Oct. 29, 1864 
 Moved out at 8h A.M. Passed through Courtland which was once a pretty little 
place, but like every other place, bears the marks of war. Saw many pretty faces, and 
unlike the ladies of other places, they would speak to, and seemed to be glad of an 
opportunity of getting up a conversation with even a private. Most of the ladies south 
seem to look with disdain upon the privates, although they bitterly deny any such thing 
when charged with it. However, he who has been about an army and knows soldiers, 
could not censure the ladies for maintaining a reserved appearance in their presence. 
Marched through a magnificent country today. Stopped 10 or 12 miles west of Courtland, 
on the Memphis and Charleston R.R. 
 
  Sunday Oct. 30, 1864 
 
 Moved out, marched 10 or 12 miles, crossing  the R.R. at Lacton. Stopped about 
12 o’clock about one mile from South Florence. A body of infantry are reported to have 
crossed the river (Tennessee) and are moving on Florence. About sunset a pretty heavy 
cannonade was going on in that direction. Moved to the rear about 5 and a half P.M. and 
encamped in the woods. 
 
  Monday Oct. 31, 1864 
 Moved up to South Florence. 
 
  Saturday Nov. 5, 1864 9h P.M. 
 The Cherokee Artillery crosses the Tennessee, and joined S.A. Menson’s Division 
[? Can’ t read that name well] . 
 Moved on the Shoal Creek road to within one mile of Shoal Creek. Johnston’s 
Division in front skirmishing with the Yankee Cavalry.  
 3h. P.M. Brisk skirmish-Yanks skedaddled. The pontoon on which we crossed 
was about a mile long. 
  Sunday Nov. 6, 1864 
 Report says eighty prisoners were taken yesterday. Went on a foraging expedition 
to a pea field. Returned with a half sack of peas and found the battery had moved. Was 
told it had taken the Florence road, soon overtook it. Moved back to a mill one mile north 
of Florence and bivouacked. Drew some Yankee horses and saddles. 
 
 
 Today is the Presidential election north. There never was an election in this 
country to which all hearts turned with such anxious interest both north and south. We are 
waiting to find out if the northern people want another four years of war and bloodshed, 
which will be declared by the election of Lincoln. If McClellan is elected they want 
peace. I believe Lincoln will be elected, and we had as well at once prepare our minds for 
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war. Our sky is o’ercast with dark clouds. I can see no bright ray illumine our horizon, -
but there is time yet. 
 
  Sunday, Nov. 13, 1864, Florence, Ala. 
 Heard three sermons-11h A.M. attended the Episcopal church –3 h. P.M. the 
Presbyterian –at night the Methodist, where I heard for the first time the Rev. Dr. J.B. 
McFerrin, with whom I was very much pleased. 
 
  Wednesday Nov. 16, 1864 
 Today was appointed by the President for prayer and fasting. Heard Rev. Mitchell 
of the Presbyterian church, a resident of Florence, who was much persecuted by the 
Yankees for his southern sentiments. 
 
  Thursday Nov. 17, 1864 
 Am pleased with Florence. ‘Twas once a flourishing place. Indications are that we 
will move in a few days. 
  
  Sunday, Nov. 20, 1864 8h A.M. 
 Left Florence and moved in a N.W. direction 10 miles. 
 
  Monday Nov. 21, 1864 
 Marched 12 miles. Roads almost impassable. Rain has been superceded by a cold 
wind. 
 Lincoln is certainly elected, and we have four years more of war before us. It is 
rather discouraging to think of the suffering yet in store for us. 
  
  Tuesday, Nov. 22, 1864 
 Marched 6 0r 8 miles. Wind and cold with an occasional sprinkle of snow. Passed 
Wayland Springs and West Point and camped two miles north of the latter place. 
 
  Wednesday Nov. 23, 1864 
 Marched five miles. 
 
  Thursday Nov. 24, 1864 
 Struck the macadamized pike 9 miles from Henryville. Quite a relief after 
traveling in the mud. Marched through a good country, which is not as badly laid waste 
as north Alabama. Marched about 17 miles northwest of Mount Pleasant. Not as much 
enthusiasm manifested by the citizens as when the troops passed through Florence, 
though it is a much smaller place. Yankees reported in force at Columbia, Tenn. 
 
  Saturday Nov. 26, 1864 
 Remained in camp till near night, when we again moved camp two hundred yards. 
‘Twas done merely for a change. 
 9h P.M. Large fire in the direction of Columbia, which indicates that the Yankees 
are preparing to leave. 
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  Monday Nov. 28, 1864 
 Were aroused early to move into Columbia, the Feds having evacuated the place. 
Moved into the suburbs southwest of the city and halted. Officers, soldiers, women, 
children, and Negroes could be seen rushing to and fro with arms full of plunder of all 
imaginal descriptions. One soldier told me I could get anything I wished down town. A 
squad of us struck out although orders were strict to remain with the guns. Met our Major 
who ordered us back. Waited till he was out of sight and pushed on. Had not gone far 
when we saw a large college building from which emanated numberless soldiers with all 
sorts of goods. Went in and saw any quantity of hospital clothing, such as shirts, drawers, 
dressing gowns etc. Saw nothing I wanted. Came to a door which was locked, opened it 
and found stacks of new blankets, coverlets, sheets, -secured seven splendid blankets, and 
went t he battery. Divided out-desired much to secure a hat and a pair of shoes, neither of 
which I could find. Yanks have taken a position across Duck river, and a re shelling the 
town. Our guns were put into position to he right of the turnpike leading to Nashville, and 
shelled the enemy at intervals, till night. All the excitement consequent upon the capture 
and plundering of a city has subsided. 
  Tuesday Nov. 29, 1864 
 Shelled the Yanks at intervals till 4 o’clock P.M. when Gen. Pettus, having 
secretly crossed his brigade, charged their Skirmishers, which amounted to a strong line 
of battle, and drove them pell mell into their works. Some of the men engaged say they 
left them with infantry and artillery, but the Confederates failing to push forward, they re-
occupied their works. 
 
  Wednesday Nov. 30, 1864 6h 
A.M. 
 Feds have retreated from Franklin. 1 h P.M. Have revisited the battlefield, which I 
think is the most sanguinary of the war. The hardest fighting was done to the right and 
left of the road leading from Franklin to Columbia, the distance inclusive being about a 
fourth of a mile. The ditches on either side of the yankee works, were literally filled with 
the dead and wounded-Yankees on the inside, and confederates on the outside. In some 
places would be found Yankees and Confederates piled upon each other. The main 
fighting was carried on across the works. In the road were eleven Yankees. In the yard of 
Mr. Carter were a large number of yankee dead. Around the well, where they had gone to 
get water they were lying thick, and the ground all around stained with blood. A young 
Tennessean, named Carter, who hadn't been home in two or three years, received his 
death wound in fifty yards of his home, and was picked up next morning, carried home 
and died. My estimate of the killed is about 400 Yanks and 800 Confederates.  We lost in 
general officers, Generals Cleburn, Granbury, Gist, Strahl, Adams and Carter. Have not 
heard an estimate of the loss in wounded. I had long desired t visit a battlefield, but my 
curiosity is now fully satisfied. 
 2h. P.M. Left Franklin and moved o toward Nashville. Encamped three or four 
miles from Franklin. 
  Friday Dec. 2, 1864 
 Moved to within four miles of Nashville and established a line. 
 8h P.M. Moved up one mile and entrenched.  
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  Saturday, Dec. 3, 1864 
 The Yankee skirmishers having been driven in, the line was advanced three 
fourths of a mile, and our position is 300 yards t the left of the pike. 
 
  Sunday Dec. 4, 1864 
 Work on trenches continues. 
  Monday Dec. 5, 1864 
 Nothing unusual today, except a dinner of cabbage “captured”  from a garden on 
the picket line and which I ran a risk of being shot to procure. Our rations consist of a 
half-pound of flour, or three fourths of a pound of meal, 1 pound of beef or three-fourths 
pork or bacon. 
 
  Saturday, Dec. 10, 1864 7h A.M. 
 Moved to the rear about a half mile and entrenched. The earth is covered with 
frozen sleet. Very cold. Ice four or five inches thick. 
 
  Thursday Dec. 15, 1864 12 M. 
 Strengthening our works yesterday and today.  In digging on the outside of he 
works, found a number of human skeletons, and earthen jars, supposed to be the remains 
of Indians Have orders t be ready to fight or move. 
 3h P.M. Fighting on the left. Yanks have broken our lines. Moved to the left a 
mile, and found Walthall’s Division flying in disorder from the field. 
 7h. P.M. Formed a line at right angles to the one we left, and began fortifying. 
 12h. midnight. Works about half finished, and were again ordered to the rear. 
Moved back and bivouacked on the line first occupied in our advance upon Nashville, 
four and ha half miles from the city. 
  Friday Dec. 16, 1864 
 Right section ordered into position one fourth of a mile to the let of the Nashville 
and Columbia pike. Succeeded in throwing up a slight fortification by 1h. A.M. when the 
Feds charged us, and were repulsed. A stand of colors belonging to the 13th U.S. colored 
Infantry was captured. 
 3h. P.M. Demonstrations being made in our front. About this time M.V. Whorton 
was killed by a concussion caused by a shot or shell striking in the bank against which he 
was leaning. Missiles of death from Napoleons and small arms flew thick and fast. 
 4h. P.M. Heavy fighting to the left. Yanks appearing in heavy force in front of 
Cummings’  Brigade to our immediate left. 
 4 and a half P.M. Yanks charged Cummings’  Brigade, their line extending on to 
the left. The man began leaving the works at Rowan’s Battery, which occupied a position 
on a slight elevation a third of a mile from us, beyond which we could not see. Our horses 
ordered up for leaving the field. Limbered up both guns and started, but the first gun 
striking a large sump in turning, and breaking the double tree had to be left. The whole 
line flying in disorder. Our left section took position a mile from the works. Here a few 
men were rallied. The second gun moved on to Franklin. From the time we left the works 
till dark, and afterwards I saw one of the most melancholy sights, a person ever saw, -that 
of a beaten and panic-stricken army. At Baker’s Creek, and Missionary Ridge, only a 
portion of the armies were whipped, where the whole army ran and was scattered. The 
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scene beggars description. Only those who witnessed it have a distinct idea of it. The 
three guns arrived at Franklin at 2 A.M. Slept upon our camping ground of Nov. 30. 
 
  Saturday Dec. 17, 1864 
 The army still scattered. Wagons and artillery of different commands mixed up 
promiscuously. Left section marched back to Franklin moved on toward Columbia. In the 
evening I succeeded in making a capture of some leaf tobacco alias “Stingy Green” . 
Marched all night and crossed Duck River into Columbia at 4h P.M. Sunday. Bivouacked 
one mile from town on the Pulaski pike. 
 
  Monday, Dec. 19, 1864 
 Moved at different times during the day three miles. Has been raining for 36 
hours, which changed at dark into a cold wind. Was sent back across the river to left 
section and didn’ t succeed in re-crossing till after dark. Stopped in town and got a pretty 
good supper, which was refreshing to a soldier who had been exposed as I was.  
   
  Tuesday Dec. 20, 1864 
 Left section came up after we had moved or marched to within 3 miles of Pulaski. 
Rained about 12 hours, which froze on our blankets. Bivouacked at 7 P.M. without rails 
or wood near. Blankets all wet. Spread a fly over a wagon and crawled in and slept well, 
considering that my blankets wee wet, rain sifting through upon, me a horse pulling at my 
head and two mules at my footing. Rose next morning and found the tow mules had 
pulled one shoe and sock out and tramped them in the mud, also my saddle and the 
haversack and canteens of my bedfellow. 
 
  Wednesday, Dec. 21, 1864 
 Remained till two o’clock. Succeeded in getting some splendid beef, which the 
infantry, being unable to carry with them, had left. Bread scarce, and cook wagons far 
ahead. Moved out in the evening a mile and stopped s if to camp, when Ike Hume and 
myself being hungry, and not liking the looks of things, strayed. Blew off very cold in the 
afternoon and sleeted. Called at a house and asked for lodging for man and beast, but as 
usual was referred t the house “ just on ahead”, where lived a very clever and hospitable 
man. Went on but failed to find the aforesaid house. Waded through creeks some of 
which came up to our saddle skirts, and wet our feet. Wandered about till after dark by 
which time our feet were frozen to the stirrups, and heartily wishing we were back with 
our command, as bad a night s it was likely to be. Concluded to ???the previous 
house???????????? blankets before the fire.  Returned, were admitted and were soon 
comfortable. Supper was just over, but I suppose our weather beaten appearance with our 
pitiful tales of starvation etc. excited the sympathy in the heart of mine host, who had 
supper prepared for us. Spent a pleasant night and found Mrs. A. and family kind hearted, 
clever people. After partaking of a good warm breakfast, set out upon our return 
overtaking the command 3 miles from Pulaski n the Florence road. 
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Thursday, Dec. 22, 1864 

 Roads very muddy, See wagons and ammunition abandoned all along the road. 
Had the most convenient camp we ever had, water, wood (rails) and a stack of straw, all 
within twenty yards. 
 
  Friday, Dec. 23, 1864 
 Nothing unusual beyond bad roads and tough pulling. Horses beginning to look 
jaded. 
 
  Saturday, Dec. 24, 1864 
 Passed Lexington. Marched 8 miles. Robbed a gin house of some unginned cotton 
to form bed. 
 
  Sunday Dec. 25, 1864 
 Christmas has again rolled round and found me still a soldier of the Confederacy. 
 Forded Shoal Creek this morning which headed anything in the fording line we 
have ever done.’  Twas deep and rocky. Reached and took position upon the north bank of 
the Tennessee River a half mile below the Pontoon bridge at Bainbridge. Two gunboats 
are at Florence, and have been shelling around generally. 
 
  Monday Dec. 26, 1864 
 Bridge finished and troops crossing. Gunboats came in sight about 10h A.M. 
when the Confederate field guns turned loose upon them causing them to drop down the 
river. Was a little uneasy, as the river was up, and had they succeeded in passing the 
lower batteries, the bridge could have been easily broken-our three guns being the forlorn 
hope, not that we could do nothing, but that if they passed 15 or 20 guns, three could 
offer but feeble resistance. However, they are gone. Perhaps they were on a 
reconnoitering expedition preparatory to a run at night. 
  Tuesday, Dec. 27, 1864 
 Kept a strict watch last night, but no gunboat came. Have some fears of being left 
on this side of the Tennessee, a sacrifice to save the army. About 4 o’clock received 
orders fro some source to harness and hitch, and to move across. All was joy and 
gladness, - when the order was countermanded. 
 12 Midnight Moved across, and as I stepped ashore, I gave one shout, happy that 
the army had escaped. A few weeks since, we crossed going northward, holding up our 
heads with pride, now we are a dispirited and demoralized army. One half (or nearly so) 
of the men are barefooted and ragged, some having scarcely clothing to cover their 
nakedness. Stuck in the mud a half-mile form the river, unhitched, hunted out a fence and 
camped.  
 
  Wednesday, Dec. 28, 1864 
 Marched to Tuscumbia. 
  Thursday Dec. 29, 1864 
 Marched to Bartow Station 
  Friday, Dec. 30, 1864 
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 Marched to Bear Creek. 
  Saturday, Dec. 31, 1861 
 Marched through Iuka, and camped 3 miles west. 
 
  Sunday January 1, 865 
 Marched to Burnsville, Drove up to the depot and unhitched the horses, which 
were ordered through to Rienzi. A few hours afterward orders were countermanded and 
guns and chests ordered dismounted, carriages to go through the country. Horses by this 
time were several miles on the road but had to return, and arrived at the station at 10h. 
P.M. Hitched up and again moved off. All was ready at dark to leave on the train, but 
news came that a train below was off the track and we could not leave till morning. 
Carried the baggage back to the fires and retired for the night. 
 
  Monday, Jan. 2, 1865 
 Ran down to the far famed Corinth, and found it as represented, a hard place, but 
he commissariat are full, and accommodating guards plenty. At night made a raid upon a 
sack of flour. 
 
  Tuesday Jan 3, 1865 
 Loaded our guns upon the cars, but will not move till morning. Had for breakfast, 
biscuit, pork, coffee (sure enough Rio) without stint. Here I helped steal my first hog. The 
government had failed to provide meat, and having plenty of money, we sent out in the 
country to buy some, but the people refused t sell for Confederate money. Then our men 
decided to confiscate a big black hog that our committee had found, (Jno. C. Martin, 
Committee) and went out at night and got it. I stood picket in two inches of water, 
covered with a half inch of ice, while nearly barefooted, watching while the other boys 
got the hog. 
 
  Wednesday Jan 4, 1865 
 Left Corinth on heavily overloaded train, which stalled at every grade. 
 
  Thursday Jan. 5 1865, 1 A.M. 
 Arriving at Baldwin, thirty miles south of Corinth, were switched off and left. 
Right good place to be halted.  
 
(Here I stopped copying for about 20 years – till September 1919. 77 years of age) 
  
  Friday Jan. 6, 1865 
 Left Oklahoma and arrived in Columbus at 4h. P.M. Am right glad to get to our 
destination though we had to remain right on time with the guns after unloading the cars. 
 
  Saturday Jan 14, 1865 
 Left Oklahoma and arrived in Columbus at 4h P.M. am right glad to get to our 
destination though we had to remain right on time with the guns after unloading the cars. 
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  Sunday Jan. 15, 1865 
 Moved out to camp two miles from town on the Tombigbee river. 
 
  Wednesday Jan. 18, 1865 
 Various rumors are rife concerning a move. Four places are mentioned, -
Charleston, S.C., Macon, GA., Montgomery Ala., and the trans-Mississippi Department. 
 
  Saturday Jan. 21, 1865 
 Have orders to go to Macon Ga. Moved the guns to the boat landing. Lee’s corps 
has gone.  
 
  Monday Jan. 23, 1865 
 Were paid four months’  wages today.  
 
  Tuesday, Jan. 4, 1865 
 Steamboat Gertrude arrived. Put guns aboard. Drew a furlough by lottery the 
other day, which came back today approved. Left Columbus at 8h P.M. and ran down 10 
miles where we tied up till morning. 
 
  Thursday Jan. 26, 1865, 1 A.M. 
 Arrived at Demopolis Ala. Had a delightful trip down from Columbus Miss. The 
river being full and the boat good, we sometimes ran across bends, through thickets, and 
over tree tops 3 to 5 inches in diameter. 
 Left Demopolis at 1h. P.M. and arrived in Selma at 7h P.M. 
 
  Friday, Jan 27, 1865 
 Left Selma at 8h A.M. Arrived at Blue Mountain the end of the railroad at 7h 
P.M. Slept in the car in which was a good stove. 
 
  Saturday, Jan. 29, 1865 
 Arrived at Sister’s – Mrs. Edwin A. Wright – where I had made my home since I 
was eight years old – near Kirk’s Grove Ala. Completely worn out having walked 50 
miles in two days. This was the first furlough I had been granted since one for 10 days in 
1861-5 and a half years. As Hood’s army marched through o October 8 on its way to 
Nashville, I spend one night at home. 
 
  Monday, Jan. 30, 1865 
 Had a hard chill or ague this morning. Felt quite sick. 
 
  Saturday, Feb. 4, 1865 
 Have been pretty sick all the week, confined to the room most of the time, and 
part of the time as deaf as a post from neuralgia. I consoled myself that I knew the sign 
language, and if my hearing never returned I would not be in as bad a fix as many others. 
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 Saturday, Feb. 11, 1865 
 Went to Chattooga County to see Mother. No danger from Tories. Country 
somewhat torn up, but not as much as I expected to see, after hearing the Feds had gone 
through. 
 
  Friday Feb. 17, 1865 
 Returned from Chattooga. Called on the Misses Perkins-Maggie and Minnie. 
Liked them both. Attended a social party in the evening at Mr. Wright’s First time I had 
met the Alabama girls in eighteen months. All much improved and pretty. Coosa River 
affords good society. Enjoyed myself. 
 
  Saturday Feb. 18, 1865 
 Sister had the younger folds together. Had a nice time, but was continually 
thinking that I must leave all this and go back to the army perhaps never again to 
participate in such enjoyments. It seems impossible that I should pass through another 
four years unscathed, and at such times I feel very glom indeed. And I asked myself the 
question, - What am I to gain? Whom or what am I struggling for? Are not Liberty and 
Independence myths?  If I fall who outside of my immediate relations will miss me? Who 
will thank me for periling my life? There is but one answer to all these, -“Follow what 
thy conscience tells me to go on-. 
 There has been a great talk of peace lately. Our government sent commissioners 
to Yankeedom to negotiate terms of peace, but they reported that Lincoln will grant us a 
pardon for all our since if we will reconstruct and recognize the Constitution of the 
United States which means take a Republican view of the matter, -just as if we had not 
been contending for the start for the principles laid down I the constitution, and the 
violation of essential points thereof hadn’ t caused the war. 
 The move was made not that Jeff Davis and company thought they could get a 
peace, but to satisfy the clamor of the people and soldiers, many of whom believed that 
we had only to say “peace”  to the Federal Dynasty and all would go on as five years ago. 
Now they are satisfied that we will have to fight it out to the bitter end—Yes, to the bitter 
end and it looks to me that that end is not far off. I have had a talk with Hon. Augustus R. 
Wright, a member of the Confederate Congress, and knows all the inside working s for 
the Confederacy, and he thinks the end is near. I am tired of war and there is enough to 
make one tired when he looks around and sees the devastation and misery which is being 
brought upon our once happy country. Great God, -how long shall this affliction rest 
upon us? Grant us such a peace as thou see’st will be best for, but if it is Thy will, teach 
us to bear with patience the burden which is upon us.  
 
  Bartow House, near Cave Spring 
  Monday, Feb. 20, 1865 
 Came up from the river on yesterday to Cave Spring. Visited many places where 
many’s the happy hours I’ve squandered. The one of most interesting was the old school 
room in the Asylum, where I’ve spent a few of the happiest days of my life. When the 
heart is seared by the sorrows of this cold and uncharitable world, and the faithlessness of 
those who should have clung to me; and this head is covered with the snows of many 
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winters, I shall look back upon these hours with pleasure untold.  I, even now, feel that I 
am growing old, that world was ne’er designed for me. 
 Many changes have taken place. Many strange faces are to be met, and many 
which were once familiar, have been put away in the narrow house. 
 Heard that this place had been badly abused by the soldiers, but I found it in 
pretty good condition for the times. It could be much worse. There may be much damage 
on eh inside of the buildings. 
 
 (Diary finished by H.C. Stevens in 1921. continuation of above paragraph;”  
 
 Here also changes have taken place. Houses have gone up and in ’63 there was a 
flourishing school, but the hand of war was laid upon it also. Hyacinths are in bloom, and 
as I write, the delicate perfume is wafted around me, reminding me of days “ lang syne”  
when with lady friends I wandered here in search of flowers, but I can only sigh for the 
past, and nerve myself for the future.  
 
(Here opening paragraph above refers to Bartow House, now known as Woodstock.) 
 
  Sunday, March 12, 8 P.M. 
 Took the boat at W’s landing, tied up at Foster’s, arrived in Rome at 9 P.M. 
Monday March 13, 1865 
 
  Wednesday March 15, 1 P.M> 
 Left Rome. Arrived at W’s landing at 3 A.M. Thursday. 
   
  Sunday March 19, 1865 
 Left for my command. Staid in Cave Spring Sunday night.  
 
  Monday, March 20 8 A.M. 
 Once again bade adieu to Cave Spring. Traveled in a buggy thirty miles. 
 
  Tuesday March 21. 
 Marched twenty-seven miles. 
 
  Wednesday, 22 
 Arrived in Newnan. Staid with Dr. Brown – J.C. Brown’s brother. 
 
  Thursday March 23 
 Took the train and ran up to Atlanta, walked a few miles and made a bargain with 
an old man to carry us to Conyers in his wagon. 
 
  Friday March 24 
 Traveled to Conyers and fro there marched to Covington. 
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  Saturday March 25, 1865 
 Ran down to Augusta by 6 P.M. and was sent out to camp. Found the company 
had been gone about a week. 
 
  Sunday March 26 
 Found four of the boys in Co. K. 1st Battalion and took up my quarters. Got a pass 
and went into the city. Visited the Lathrops who seemed glad to see me. Spent a few 
hours very pleasantly. 
  Monday March 27, 1865 
 Dined with the Lathrops. No orders as yet to leave. 
 
  Tuesday March 28, P.M. 
 Went to the city. Called a few moments at Dr. F’s Went to Lathrops and bade 
farewell. Should be glad to remain in Augusta a week or ten days – think I could pass the 
time pleasantly but we are ordered off in the morning. 
 
  Wednesday, March 29, 1865 
 Were all ready to tramp when orders came to await further orders. 
 
  Thursday March 30, 8 A.M. 
 Left Hamburg- marched sixteen miles. Found three miles below Edgefield, a 
cousin. Marched ahead of the command to Uncle Henry Mayson’s. First time I had seen 
the family and was much pleased. 
   
  Saturday, April 1, 1865 
 Came to within three miles of Ninety-Six, and at the house of Mrs. Powers was 
treated kindly. 
  Sunday, April 2,  
 Left Ninety-Six and ran down to Pomaria by 8 P.M. Saw a number of ladies on 
the route some of them pretty. 
 
  Tuesday April 4, 1865 
 Took up the line of march-crossed Broad River at Hughey’s ferry, and entered the 
section devastated by Kilpatrick’s raiders. Almost every house has been burned and the 
inmates turned homeless upon the world. Passed the charred remains of what was once 
the palatial mansion of William Allston Esq. After stopping for the night, walked over to 
Monticello and spend a few hours very pleasantly at the female Institute. 
 
  Wednesday Apr. 5 
 Marched to within two or three miles of Black-Stock. Slept in a church erected in 
1818. I reckon the sin was too great as the clouds betokened the rain, and I did nothing 
more than others do every Sabbath when they should be listening to their pastors.  
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  Thursday Apr . 6- 11 A.M. 
 Took the cars, were cheered all along the road by the ladies. Stopped an hour at 
Charlotte the capital of old Mechlenburg Co. before starting on this trip, heard a great 
deal said against South Carolinians. They were ready to submit, were unkind to the 
soldiers etc. Am glad to say that so far as my experience extended, they were still firm. 
Never received kinder treatment than in South Carolina. The train ahead of us ran off five 
miles below Salisbury. Troops bivouacked near the road. 
 
  Friday, April 7, 1865 
 Flanked the guard and came on ahead, turned off the road to get breakfast, which 
I succeeded in doing at a Mr. Sumner’s. No charges. All feelings of kindness and 
patriotism have not been killed out by the war. Arrived at Salisbury at 10 A.M. found 
Johnston’s Battalion had left for Yorkville yesterday, but orders have been sent for it to 
return. Will arrive today or tomorrow. Were discharged from the 1st Battalion to await the 
arrival of the command. 
 
  Sunday Apr. 9 
 Met Maj. Johnston who was gong to Charlotte after the command. Attended the 
Episcopal Church. 
 
  Monday, Apr. 10 
 Guns and cannons arrived on the train. Horses and carriages being brought by the 
dirt road. 
 
  Salisbury 
  Tuesday Apr. 11, 12 M. 
 Considerable excitement in town.  Stoneman has cut the road between this place 
and Raleigh. Rumor says he has Greensboro, and has burned some bridges. Militia has 
gone up to scene of action. Our battalion is gone, if it remains, and Maj. Johnston is about 
fool enough to try to defend the place with his artillery alone. 
 Nothing authentic from Lee since the evacuation of Richmond. Things look dark. 
A crisis is undoubtedly upon us. 
  Wednesday Apr. 12, 1865 
 After a feeble attempt to defend the place, the few troops present were put to 
flight and nearly all captured. Johnston’s Battalion artillery was taken. Were all put in 
barracks till 10 P.M. then marched three miles on the Morganton R.R. 
 
  Thursday Apr. 13-2 P.M. 
 Left the bivouac. Marched to Statesville 26 miles, rested one hour and again 
started out. Marched to Taylorsville 22 miles. 
  
  Saturday Apr. 15-7 A.M. 
 Left Taylorsville. Marched to Lenoir 27 miles. 
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  Sunday Apr. 16 1865 
 Remained at Lenoir. 
 
  Monday Apr. 17 
 Left Lenoir. Marched to top of Blue Ridge 20 miles. Have been treated pretty well 
by our captors except that we were marched beyond all reason. But perhaps ‘ twill be 
more easy as we will be given in charge of the Infantry here. 
 
  Wednesday, Apr. 19 
 Waded the Wautauga River one mile from camp- Marched about 17 miles. 
 
  Thursday Apr. 20-5 A.M. 
 Left camp. Waded Wautauga River twice and once was the toughest wade I ever 
made. Waded also a large creek-splendid water and plenty of it – through the mountains. 
In regard to the land, I quote a remark made by a soldier – said he, “ there are some noble 
bottoms through here but they are all hung up edgeways.”   Marched 17 miles. 
 
  Friday Apr. 21. 
 Marched to Jonesboro 19 miles. 
  Saturday Apr. 22 
 Marched to Raytown, 15 miles. Have had for several days rumors of the surrender 
of Lee’s army. The colonel commanding the guard read to his men what purported to be 
an official dispatch  to that effect. Rumors also of the assassination of Lincoln. 
 
  Sunday Apr. 23, 865 
 Marched to Greenville, 10 miles. Was told by a citizen that Lee had certainly 
surrendered, and that Lincoln was killed in a theater in Washington by Booth – a son of 
Edwin Booth. 
 
(Note- John Wilkes Booth was a brother of Edwin Booth.) 
 
  Monday, April 24 
 Renewed rumors of Lee’s surrender. Also that of Gen’ l Joseph E. Johnston. 
 Later—Have seen some of Lee’s soldiers who were included in the surrender, 
which took place on April 9. Left Greenville at 6 P.M. ran down to Bull’s Gap, remained 
till daylight when we were ordered off the train. 4 corps U.S.A. are here-men friendly and 
kind to us. 
  Wednesday Apr. 26-7 A.M. 
 Left Bull’s Gap. Arrived at Knoxville at 3 P.M.  
 11 P.M. Left Knoxville. 
 
  Thursday Apr. 27, 1865 
 Arrived at Chattanooga. Left Chattanooga. 
 
  Friday Apr. 28—2 P.M. 
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 Arrived in Nashville and was put in military prison (Penitentiary). 
 
  Saturday, Apr. 29 – 5 P.M. 
 Took the train for Louisville – Ran across the river. 
 
  Sunday Apr. 30-6 A.M. 
 Left Nashville. 
   Monday May 1, -- 2:30 A.M. 
 Arrived in Louisville at dawn. Were marched to prison barracks. 
 
  Tuesday, May 2-4 P.M. 
 Left Louisville – crossed over to Jeffersonville, Indiana. Left about 6 P.M. – 
changed cars at Indianapolis, arrived at Columbus, Ohio at 10 P.M. Wednesday. 
 
  Thursday May 4 
 Marched out to Camp Chase, 5 miles from the City. 
 
  Friday May 5, 1865 
 Have taken quarters in Barracks 4, Prison 3 – and have settled it in my mind for a 
long stay. It is said there are about 3000 in this prison, most of whom have consented to 
take the oath of allegiance to the U.S. Find things in a better condition than I had been led 
to expect. Hardly enough food to satisfy one’s appetite, but perhaps it is best for one who 
leads as sedentary life as here. 
 
  Tuesday, May 9, 1865 
 The roll of prisoners has been called for the purpose of giving an opportunity (to 
all who wished to do so) to subscribe for the oath of allegiance. A very few chose to put 
down their names for exchange. 
 
  Sunday May, 21 
 Rumors of all sorts, sizes and conditions have been floating through the prison for 
the past two weeks. The general opinion is that all who subscribed for the oath, will be 
released next week. I have decided to take it, and have sent an application to the 
commander to be allowed to do so. Jeff Davis was captured about ten days since at 
Irwinville Ga. Have taken the position of mess cook, and get plenty to eat. Find it a pretty 
hard berth, but it takes away much of the tedium of prison life. Should be glad to get out 
of prison. Hope I will get to Georgia before the fruit season is over. Everything was 
cheap when we first came in. Nice Confederate jackets sold for ten cents, and other 
articles in proportion. 
 
 The men who had their names entered for exchange were called for by a Yankee 
sergeant and told to report at the gate, ready for marching. Of course there were many 
anxious inquiries as to what would be done with them, but none could answer. There 
were about a dozen out of nearly 3000 reported and were passed out. All expected to go 
on a long journey somewhere, but upon marching two or three hundred yards, were 
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suddenly turned to the right into Prison 1. Regretted having to part with the boys, some of 
whom I may never meet again. Rumored today that the releasing begins Wednesday. 
 
  Prison No. 1, Camp Chase, Ohio. 
  Sunday, May 28, 1865 
 Wednesday has passed and no release, and less prospect now than ever, - at least 
less is said of it. Have heard nothing of Prison 3 since leaving. Am doing finely in all 
except the ration line. Ah, wouldn’ t I know how to appreciate a good dinner with an 
unlimited supply of viands. Have been here almost a month and have not died from 
starvation. Perhaps I can manage to live on- J.C Brown preached for us today. Have had a 
right quiet Sabbath. The sun has sunk to rest and the prisoners are lying about in groups 
of from four to six conversing upon what? It may be loved ones far away in the sunny 
South where unrestrained by prison walls, they can come and go at pleasure. Would that I 
could be suddenly transported to a section I wrote of. Wonder if I am missed.  Should 
like to know if she ever says, “ I wish he were here.”  Oh, that the time will swiftly roll 
round when I can once again have control of my own actions.  
 
  Monday June 5, 1865 
 No release and less prospect than ever. Am getting along famously. Do our own 
cooking. Have been working up beef bones into tooth picks, crochet needles, tatting 
needles etc. 
 
  Friday, June 9, 1865 
 Order for release was read to us today. All prisoners of war below the rank of 
Major to be released. All privates to be transferred to Prison One. There is quite a 
rejoicing among the soldiers. Nothing said about releasing citizens, of whom there is a 
considerable number. 
  Sunday June 11, 1865 
 Four years ago today since the Cherokee was mustered into service. Four long 
weary years fraught with perils on all sides. The United States has once more assumed 
her authority over the South. At one time I thought I had rather die than see the South 
again subjugated, but it has come, and I am glad that we are once more to have peace, 
and may it continue at lest till I am laid away to rest. Was removed to prison 3 today. Had 
my name entered for the oath of allegiance as I cam out of Prison 1. Found the boys of 
my company generally well. A few are in the hospital. 
 
  Monday June 12, 1865 
 Many of the men have been released, and have departed for their homes-those that 
have homes. Many have been dispossessed by the northern foe, and will find only the 
ashes of their once happy homes. May heaven temper the winds. 
 
  Tuesday June 13-4 P.M. 
 Came forth from the walls of Prison I-and in due time was made a loyal citizen of 
the United States. Felt rather awkward at being a free man-that is-no walls, no bayonets 
etc. surrounding. Went to within two miles of the city and bivouacked. 
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  Wednesday, June 14, 1865 
 Marched into Columbus and procured transportation to Cincinnati. Visited the 
capitol from the dome of which one gets a splendid view of the city and surrounding 
country. Visited the museum, which is yet in its infancy. However, there were some 
curiosities worth seeing. The northern people have scarcely felt the war. Everything looks 
prosperous.  
 3 P.M. June 14 Left Columbus and arrived in Cincinnati at 10 P.M. Many of the 
ladies along the road cheered us or rather waved their handkerchiefs at us. Wandered 
about the streets of C – for some time hunting for the transportation office. Failing to find 
it concluded to lay over till morning. Slept on a beef block in 5th St. Market. 
 
  Thursday 15-4 A.M. 
 Was roused and told to move by a Yankee sergeant, -roused and found the guard 
had taken us into custody, owing, I suppose, to the rowdyism of some of the Confeds. 
Marched down to the lower market and remained several hours, during which time some 
ladies distributed a bountiful supply of provisions. May heaven smile upon them. Left on 
the steamer at 2 P.M. 
 
  Friday June 16- 4 A.M. 
 Arrived in Louisville. Marched down to transportation office where we are 
awaiting papers. Considerable sympathy manifested by the ladies. They pass us now and 
then and distribute some little knick-knack. One has just given me a can of oysters. 
 Later—As we came on down to the depot where we stopped and given dinner, 
and eaten while sitting upon the curbstones was nevertheless quite acceptable. I, not 
being hungry, did not enjoy it much. I thought as there were but few of us, they might 
have taken us into their houses and set us down to tables. Arrived at the depot-found 
crowds of ladies and men distributing all sorted of good things. “Long may they wave.”  
Left Louisville at 6 P.M. 
 
  Saturday June 17-3 P.M. 
 Arrived in Nashville. Met with little or no sympathy on the way. None at all in 
Nashville. Not a lady has been near us. Nashville has always been represented to me as 
containing many southerners, but unless restricted by the military it as all gammon. 
 
  Sunday June 18- 8.30 A.M. 
 Left Nashville –9 P.M. arrived in Chattanooga. 
 
  Monday June 19 – 8 A.M. 
 Left Chattanooga. Reached Kingston at 3 P.M. Country from C-down almost a 
waste. What a contrast between the thriving farms of Ohio, and this country. Ran down to 
Rome in an hour. As the train stopped a heavy rain fell, which I suppose drove what few 
inhabitants there were into their houses, at any rate the streets were deserted, and Rome 
indeed was a desolate looking place. 
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   Saturday, June 24 
 Attended church today – saw most of the citizens. Things appeared pretty much as 
they did before the war except there were many among the young folks who had grown 
up during my absence. A few faces that were once familiar had been taken away and now 
rest, some in unknown battlefields, and some in hospital burying grounds, but Cave 
Spring has been fortunate in having so many of her sons given back from the wars. 
Hardly another place has suffered so little. People seem to be taking their subjugation 
quietly. A few rejoice, but happily they are few- and of little consequence. 
 
   Monday June 26, 1865 
 Ma came down. 
   Wednesday July 18. Ma, 
Sister and myself went to Chattooga Co. C—with us. (C is Cornelia) Meeting began 
Friday at State Line. 
 
   Sunday July 16  
 Attended church at State Line. Met most of my acquaintances from the 
surrounding country. 
  Thursday July 20 
 Went up to Cave Spring. 
 
   Wednesday July 26, 1865 
 Returned from Cave Spring. Spent the week very pleasantly. I believe I have 
more friends in Cave Spring than I ever thought. Have been solicited by several of the 
neighbors to teach a school. Will begin Monday but am somewhat afraid it will be a 
failure. 
 
   Aug. 2, 1865 
 Am becoming more reconciled to the abolition of slavery, -and think it is a 
Godsend to the whites, but death to the Negroes. Large numbers of them are congregated 
about the cities, living in idleness and filth. They seem to have very little idea of 
supporting themselves, and must necessarily suffer the coming winter. 
 Think we will eventually be a better people, but the sting of defeat and 
subjugation will ever cling to us. We cannot honor the fallen heroes as we would wish. 
The names of those illustrious men who have fallen for liberty, must perish with the 
present generation. Lee, the Johnstons, Stonewall Jackson, Forrest, Cleburn, - must be 
forgotten or known only as rebels against “ the best Government the world ever saw”, and 
a false glory be shed over those hallowed grounds, - Manassas, Seven Pines, 
Fredericksburg, the Wilderness, Shiloh, Murphreesboro, Vicksburg, Chickamauga, New 
Hope, Kennessaw, Atlanta etc. But it is so. Others, as well as we, have failed in their 
struggle for all that is dear to man. Oh, that our people could have appreciated the issues 
at stake, and rallied in one grand phalanx, and driven the vandals from our soil. 
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  RESACA 
  Monday August 5, 1867 
 
 Visited the spot where I fought three years ago, and where our battery was taken 
from us, and twenty-six men killed and captured. 
 What a contrast, -then and now! Then, the fierce ranks of war were hurled against 
each other, the booming of cannon, rattle of musketry, crashing through the timber of 
shell and canister, the yells of the combatants and the shrieks of the wounded and dying 
told but too plainly of the work of death that was being carried on.  Now – all was 
hushed, save now and then the noise of a rabbit, as he leaped from his noonday nap 
through the bushes. All traces of the battle, except the line of rifle pits, are fast passing 
away. The holes in the trees that were not killed are growing over, and those that are dead 
will soon decay. 
 Occasionally I would stumble upon an old knapsack or canteen and the question 
arose, --where are their owners? Will their graves be honored twenty years from today? 
Or will they be looked upon as traitors? I always feel like raising my hat to a one-armed 
or one-legged soldier, and feel as if I were on holy ground, when walking among their 
graves. I shall instill to the minds of my children, if I should have any, the righteousness 
of our cause, and bind them to do the same with theirs to future generations. Found no 
trace of any member of the Battery, except an old canteen with a half legible name, which 
I suppose belonged to Summerhill, who joined us a few days before the battle. The 
remains of the “boys”  were deposited in one of the pits dug for the guns, and remained 
till removed to the ground set apart for a cemetery at Resaca. Hadn’ t time to visit that, 
and don’ t know if any of their names are inscribed upon their headboards. But it is all the 
same here, - a few years and nobody would recognize them anyway, but their names are 
written upon that bright scroll of heroes, above, where the breath of decay never comes, 
and where they will shine on throughout eternity. 
 Only three or four of that twenty-six ever returned. The Yankees were buried right 
in front of the works, and from the appearance of the pits in which they were buried, a 
goodly number must have been sent on that long journey. I cut me a stick, which had 
been struck by a “Minnie”  as a memento of the ground, and took my departure. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 W.O. Connor revisiting Lookout 

Mountain Battlefield 
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ADDITIONAL POST WAR ENTRIES 
 
 Went to church and heard Rev. Axon- 
 
     Monday, June 18, 1866 
 Returned from Rome- am twenty-five today. 
 
     Saturday, June 23, 1866 
 Went to Cave Spring and attended a Masonic celebration, Liked Hamilton's 
address very much. Saw people form all parts of the country immediately surrounding 
Cave Spring. 
 
     Sunday June 24 
 Went to the Baptist church and heard Pullen - Could not give much attention to 
his discourse for looking at the pretty faces among whom were the misses W. from 
Cherokee Co. Ala. and by the way about as pretty as any I saw. 
 
     Tuesday June 26 
 Green  ----l? this morning. 
 
     Tuesday Night 
 Green returned. 
 
     Friday June 26, 1866 
 Walked over the place this morning. Crop prospects poor-am very much 
discouraged. - Cotton about to succumb to grass - Negroes lazy - Have come to the 
deliberate conclusion that free negro labor will not pay unless closely looked after. Rode 
down to Capt. D's and saw his cotton which is clean and looks well. 
 
     Sunday July 1, 1866 
 Nettie was baptized today in Cedar Creek - all the Soltaire girls are over. 
 
    Monday July 2 
Went to Cave Spring in the afternoon. Attended Mrs. McClendons concert. Was well 
pleased with what I heard.  
 
    Tuesday, July 3, 1866 
Mr. Kings examination was in the room but little - His exhibition was well attended and 
passed off pleasantly. Had a nice time. 
 
    Wednesday July 4 
Back to busy life again. 
 
    Wednesday, July 18 
Went to Rome to ??? 
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    Thursday July 19, 1866 
  
 Returned from Rome - Am now convinced that A and C are engaged. Didn't know 
until I made that discovery that my regard for her was anything more than that of 
friendship - I feel just a wee bit jealous. 
  
 Tis ever thus from childhoods hour. 
 I've seen my fondest hopes decay. 
 I never loved a tree or flower 
 But twas the first to pass away- 
 
    Monday July 30 
 Went to C.S. (T or P?) and visited a few friends. Returned Tuesday evening. 
 
    Thursday Aug. 9th 
 Went over to Mrs. Wrights in the afternoon and staid till morning. 
 
    Friday Aug. 10, 1866 
 Alex and I went to Rome. Called in the afternoon to see some ladies and remained 
to tea. 
   
    Saturday Aug. 11 
 Idled away the morning in Rome. Saturday night staid with E.M.L.(?) - 
 
    Sunday Aug. 12 
 Staid at Mr. Holts all day went to town to church at night and Bishop Williams - 
 
    Monday Aug 13 
 Returned from Rome 
 
    Wednesday Aug 15 
 Worked the Road 
 
    Sunday Aug 19 
 Attended church at Cedar Creek, at which the outstanding association is being 
held - Heard Judge Wright and Dave Hamilton 
 
    Monday Aug 20 
 Began a school at the Campbell Institute with ten pupils. 
 
    Saturday Sept. 1, 1866 
 Attended church at State line. Miss A.W. was received into the church - all the (?) 
???? ladies are over. also a Miss Fiston from Columbia Co. 
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    Sunday Sept. 2nd 1866 
 Miss Annie was baptized today - Baptism is a solemn spectacle at any time- but - 
more so when a dear friend has renounced her hold from the frivolities and dissipations 
of this world. Am becoming more hardened everyday. My ideas of religion becoming 
more and more confused. Can seldom listen to a sermon and remember anything about it 
afterwards - sometimes think I am losing my memory - 
 
 If I could settle upon some creed by the aid of ………and become to be a 
Christian how joyful I would be - 
  
 "Father of light to Thee I call 
 My soul is dark within  
 Thou who canst mark the sparrows fall. 
 Avert the death of sin" 
 
    Monday Sept. 3 
 Went to Newberry's Mill today 
 Later- Walked down into the farm and looked at the cotton. Am discouraged - 
will not make expenses - cotton draped its squares during the dry weather - Now il is 
laking the rust???? 
 
    Sunday Sept 9, 
 Went to Cave Spring and heard Rev. J..Es.---- in the morning and Rev Williams 
of the Episcopal Church in the afternoon. 
 
    Monday Sept 10 
 Was detained in Cave Spring til today by rain - saw who was as bewitching as 
ever. Believe if I was thrown in her society often I would soon be hopelessly in love, but 
my "good angel", I suppose whispers not yet. not yet. After having a nice time with a 
charming lady, my head is unsettled for a week or more. 
 
    Friday Afternoon Sept. 14 
 Went to Rome 
 
    Sunday Sept 16 
 Returned from Rome 
  
    Tuesday Sept. 18 
 Hands picking cotton. Weather unfavorable. Cloudy and rain. Cotton growing, 
which will cause under bolls to rot. 
 
    Friday Sept. 28 
 Strength finished work. In the afternoon went to CS with Amelia. Returned 
Saturday 
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    Saturday Oct. 13 
 Went to CS Stopped at Refugee cottages 
  Monday 
Returned from CS 
   
    Saturday Oct. 20 
Yesterday went to Rome. Slept with my old friend Co brown at the Tennessee house. 
Friday night - Went out to see ma in the morning and in the afternoon came down to 
Cave Spring - stopped with my friend Jim who is temporarily keeping Bachelors Hall at - 
Refugee Cottage- 
   
    Sunday Oct 21, 1866 
 Attended the Methodist church, and heard Rev. Jarroll who by way made a 
considerable impression upon me - Wonder if the cloud of unbelief will ever roll from 
my vision and let in that  light which I desire so much. What would I not give if I could 
place that implied trust in the Unseen One that others do? 
 
    Monday Oct 22 
 Visited a very dear lady friend this morning and passed an hour or two pleasantly 
enough- She is one of a few ladies that seem themselves in my presence. Don't know why 
it is that I am generally avoided by ladies. There is something particularly repulsive in 
person or manners or both- 
 
    Tuesday Oct. 23 
 Began plowing for wheat sowing 
 
    Wednesday Oct 24 
 Heavy frost this morning - first of the season - 
 
    Saturday Nov 3 
 Returned from Rome 
 
    Sunday Nov 18 
 Went to Cave Spring and attended the Methodist quarterly meeting where I heard 
Rev. Mr. Jarroll preach his farewell sermon. Took supper with Mr. and Mrs. Park - asked 
permission and received a favorable reply of Miss A to escort her to church - called and 
learned that there was no preaching. Spent the evening night pleasantly. Left at 11 1/2 
o'clock P.M. and reached house 1 1/2 A.M. Monday.  
 
 'Twas a lonely ride. ten miles through the flatwoods companionless. How much is 
contained in that word. What a dreary  path a companionless one has to walk in this life. 
"No one to love, none to caress. was written by one who felt it, or else how could he have 
written it- 
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    Sunday Nov 25, 1866 
 Called at Soltare yesterday afternoon and found Miss Stewart from Rome who is 
a staunch Unionist. Is it right or is it not to keep up the barrier between those called 
unionists and secessionists? My heart tells me to "let the dead past - bury its dead" that 
they were perhaps conscientious in their belief that we were wrong, and suppose after all 
our sacrifices we were wrong.and our punishment was sent for endeavoring to break up 
the best Government the world ever saw? So called - God forbid that I should ever 
believe that we were wrong, for it seems that my path to the grave will be smoothed by 
the Knowledge that I did all I could to gain liberty - a question presents itself - Did I do 
all I could? Did any one of us do all we could? Alas! how few, how very few can answer 
in the affirmative. May He who knoweth all hearts - so guide us that where our summons 
comes we go "like one who wraps the drapery of his couch about him and lies down to 
pleasant dreams - and what then - is the grave our final resting place as we are won't to 
believe? If so why that innate longing from a life beyond this "something whispers, there 
is no night there, all is joy and happiness. 
 
   
The Young ladies except she who came with me yesterday came over this morning and 
attended church,. All went home in the afternoon. 
 
  Friday Nov 20 
 Went to Rome  
 
  Sunday Dec 21, 1866 
 Returned from Rome by Cave Spring - 
 
  Friday Dec 14 
 Gus and I went in buggy to Rome. Ordered cotton shipped to N. York - day misty  
  Saturday Dec 15 
 Very cold . didn't get through with my business 
 
  Sunday Dec 16 
 Remained in the house all day at Judge A.R. Wrights 
 
  3 1/2 h Monday Dec 17 
 Left Rome and arrived in Cave Spring after dark - stopped at Lumpkins and found 
the young people collecting  for a dance. After warming, went in and passed the time 
pleasantly till 11 h P.M. 
 
  Tuesday Dec. 18, 1866 
 
 Called Miss Anna Carroll and Joe Smith and left pleased that I had mustered 
courage to call. Am generally shy - called on another valued  friend who always makes 
one feel better his - ---mon with the world unintentionally staid til dinner was announced. 
 After dinner in company my fair friend visited Mrs. P - a pleasant lady indeed. 
Chatted awhile and listened to Miss - sing awhile (who by the way has one of the 
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sweetest voices I ever heard), and took my departure for home regretting that all joys 
must have an end. 
 
  Wednesday Dec 19  
 Went to Centre, and had two Negroes bound to sister till they reached their 
majority - staid with Judge S. and spent the evening more pleasantly than I anticipated. 
Has two interesting daughters, or rather only two were home. Mrs. S. is quite a talkative 
somebody. 
 
  Thursday Dec.20 
 Mrs. W., Mrs. P and my fair friend, (the two latter having come down 
Wednesday) came by on their way to Cave Spring. Mrs. W. proposed come to go up with 
them offering as an inducement her buggy and Miss - for a companion. I, of course gladly 
accepted the offer and had no cause to regret having done so - Had a pleasant ride indeed.  
Would like a few more such.  -  
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Gallant Comrades; 
 
You have fought your fight. Your task is done. During a four years' struggle for Liberty 
you have exhibited courage, fortitude and devotion. You are the sole victors of more than 
two hundred sternly contested fields. You have participated in more than a thousand 
conflicts of arms. You are Heroes, Veterans, Patriots. The bones of your comrades mark 
battlefields upon the soil of Kentucky, Tennessee, Virginia, North Carolina, South 
Carolina, Georgia, Alabama and Mississippi. You have done all that human exertions 
could accomplish. In bidding you adieu I desire t tender my thanks for your gallantry in 
battle, your fortitude under sufferings and our devotion at all times to the holy cause you 
have done so much to maintain. I desire also to express my gratitude for the kind feelings 
you have seen fit to extend toward myself and to invoke upon you the blessing of Our 
Heavenly Father to whom we must always look for support in the hour of distress. 
 Brethren in the cause of Freedom-Comrades in arms, I bid you adieu. 
  Signed 
  J.W. Wheeler, Maj. Gen. 
 
 
Mr. President, 
 
 The bonnie blue flag no longer reflects the light of the morning sunbeam, nor 
kisses with its silken folds the genial breezes of our southern clime. The hands that waved 
it along the crests of a hundred battlefields, and the hearts that for the love they bore it so 
often defied danger and death, no longer rally around it. And another banner waves in 
triumph over its closed and prostrate folds, but proud memories and glorious 
recollections cluster around it. Sir, I will refrain. The South needs no eulogy. The faithful 
records of her achievements will encircle her brow with glory bright and enduring as the 
diadem that crowns the night of her cloudless skies. The scenes of Marathon have been 
enacted in the new world without the beneficient results, which flow from the battlefields 
of Freedom, and our country lies prostrate at the feet of the conqueror. But dearer to me 
is she in this the hour of her humiliation than was she in the hour of her pride and her 
power. Each blood-stained field, each track of devastation, each new made grave of her 
sons, fallen in her defense, each humiliated form of the Confederate soldier, their widows 
and orphans form but so many cords that bind me to her in the midst of her desolation 
and draw my affection closer around my stricken country. When I raise my voice or lift 
my hand against her, may the live thunder rive me where I stand. Though I be false in all 
else, I will be true to her. Though all others may prove faithless, I will be faithful still. 
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There is an enlarged copy of this photo hanging in the Sam King Room of the City Hall 
in Rome, Georgia. The Cherokee Artillery Survivor's Association held some of its 
meetings there.
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Cherokee Artillery Survivors Reunions 
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This certification is attached to the muster roll (below) that W.O. Connor authored during and after the war. 
He had the roll certified as authentic, then deposited two original copies with the State of Georgia, and 
Floyd County. One copy he kept for his own family, and probably had it placed in the museum that he 
created in Cave Spring. This copy was donated by me to the University of Georgia Hargrett Library for rare 
documents.  
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This is a page of the first copy of this diary, transcribed by Hattie Connor, W.O.'s daughter. She 
included this confederate money scrapbook style. 

Plaque at Vicksburg 

Cannons made by Noble Brothers Foundry in 
Rome, GA. These are confederate 6-
pounder, Cherokee Artillery, City of Rome, 
GA; Federal 3-inch Ordnance Riffle, 
Kennesaw Mountain National Battlefield 
Park. 


