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TO ATLANTA A ND SAVANNAH 

Three years too late, President Lincoln had at length found a general 
whom he could trust to wage the war effectively. For himself Grant 
reurved the direction of the Army of the Potomac, whose repeated efforts 
since July z86z to traverse the less than one hundred miles distance be
tween Washington and Richmond had failed utterly. To General 
Sherman was assigned the task of reducing Atlanta, next to Richmond 
the most strategic point still held by a Confederate army. The two 
great invading hosts were to strike in unison, Grant with an army of 
z2o,ooo and Sherman with the slightly lesser force of 99,000. The 
advance from Chattanooga to Atlanta was begun by Sherman on May 6. 
His progress disputed at every turn by General Joe Johnston's army, 
so,ooo-odd, and subsequently by General Hood, Johnston's successor, 
almost four months were consumed in the march from Chattanooga to 
Atlanta. From here, after a considerable delay, Sherman launched his 
much celebrated and much longer march from Atlanta to the sea (at 
Savannah) which was reached in time to present the city to President 
Lincoln as a Christmas gift. This section of General Williams' letters, 
the longest in the series, is largely devoted to the advance to Atlanta. The 
six-weeks' march from there to the sea was chiefly a festive military 
promenade, but since Sherman's army was cut off from all communica
tiot~ with the North no letters could be sent concerning its progress, 
although a typed copy of the ccjournal" he kept during the campaign 
(sent from Savannah to his daughter Minnie) still remains. With the 
letters written from Savannah in early January I 8 6 5, the present 
section concludes. 
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FROM THE CANNON'S MOUTH 

FORWARD TO ATLANTA 

HEADQUARTERS, 1ST DIVISION, 20 CORPS 

ARMY OF THE CUMBERLAND 

Tullahoma, April 28, 1864. 
My D ear Lew: .... 

I am off tonight for the front and within the month of May you will 
hear of stirring events. Almost everything is adverse to us. The face of 
the country is almost impassably mountainous. I expect to live on hard
tack and pork, without tents and roughly as a trapper. But I always 
feel in the best spirits when so living. So God prosper the right and let 
it come .•.. 

Yours Affectionately, 
A. S. Williams. 

ROSSVILLE AND CHICKAMAUGA VISITED 

My Dear Daughter: 

3% miles south of Ringgold, Georgia, 
May 6th, I 864. 

I have sat down in the shadow of my tent to tell you of my where
abouts. It is near sunset and at my front canvas door the shadows are 
most agreeable after a hot day. A hot and busy day! Just in front of 
me, over the woods beginning to put on a deep green, is seen the almost 
straight line of T aylor's Ridge, at the foot of which along Middle 
Chickamauga Creek my brigades are encamped. 

I left Tullahoma on Thursday afternoon (28th April) after putting all 
my troops in motion for the front. I stopped that night at Decherd 
and took the cars next day for Stevenson, where I passed a night in 
the "Soldiers' Home." The next morning I went to Bridgeport, op
posite which, across the T ennessee, one of my brigades was encamped, 
the new 3rd Brigade of Gen. Tyndale. I found the general quite ill, 
troubled with his old wound at Antietam. He has received leave of ab
sence and is now on his way home. His brigade is at present commanded 
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by Col. Robinson of the 82nd Ohio. At Bridgeport I concentrated all 
my brigades, excepting the IO]th New York (left to guard the supply 
trains which I had sent to Nashville, unfortunately, just before the order 
of march came) and the 3rd Wisconsin, which had been on duty at 
Fayetteville and had not come up. 

We marched from Bridgeport to Shellmound on Sunday and on 
Monday to Whiteside. The whole of the route is quite mountainous, 
though it is spoken of as a valley. I had sent my equipage and staff (ex
cepting Lt. Robinson, A.D.C.) by rail direct to Lookout Valley; my 
horses [went] with the brigade trains. My destination was quite un
certain and I got them as near corps headquarters as possible. We 
marched from Whiteside to Chattanooga Valley on Tuesday, passing 
my headquarters tents on the way, very pleasantly located. I also called 
at Gen. Hooker's headquarters in Lookout Valley and was very pleas
antly received. Our day's march was over the W auhatchie battle-ground 
and along the valley in front of Lookout Mountain. 

On Wednesday we moved early across Chattanooga Valley to Ross
ville, crossing the Mission Ridge at that point and then turning south 
over the Chickamauga battleground to Gordon's Mills, where we en
camped. We saw at Rossville the old residence of John Ross, the 
Cherokee chief.l It is, indeed, with its barns and granaries, all that 
remains of Rossville. On the Chickamauga battleground the torn trees 
and numerous graves pointed out the scenes of the heaviest fighting. 
We passed several wagons loaded with disinterred bodies of the victims 
of the battle. I was surprised to find the battleground so level and almost 
wholly covered by dense forests. . . . It was a poor spot for a great 
battle and I am not astonished that the reports show a series of de
fenses and isolated combats of which the rest of the army seem to have 
been in ignorance. I think our people must have been forced to accept 
the battle there, for a far more advantageous spot was near Rossville. 

On Thursday (yesterday) we marched from Gordon's Mills to 
this place, a hot day and a dusty march, miles without water; but the 
men are in good condition and spirits. On my march I received your 
letter of 26th April, No. 12; also the Advertiser with a long account 
of the tercentenary. You must have had a rare time for Detroit. I 
fancy I see little J ule in the mass of young beauties, looking like a 
cherub, as well as a fairy.2 So Kitty has gone. You must miss her vastly; 
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but such is life-meetings, pleasant moments, sorrowful partings! ... 
I send you a flower I picked from near some graves on Chickamauga 

battleground. We move tomorrow at daylight, I know not in what 
particular direction, but you will see that we are near where the enemy 
have held strong positions. Before this reaches you, you will know by 
telegram if anything has occurred. 

God bless you my darling daughter and keep you in health and hap
piness. Love to all. I write on a box cover and amidst constant inter
ruptions. 

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 

CORRESPONDENCE UNDER DIFFICULTIES 

My Dear Daughter: 

Near Snake Creek Gap, 
I 2 m. S.W. of Dalton, Georgia, 

May I I th, I 864. 

I write you a line to show you where I am. We are stripped of every
thing for a vigorous campaign and have few facilities for writing. Be
sides, we are kept constantly on the qui vive, marching nights and al
ways ready to move at a moment's notice. I wrote you from Pleasant 
Church near Ringgold on the 5th. On the 6th we marched at day
light, crossing T aylor's Ridge on the Nickajack Trace, a rough and 
dangerous pass over a pretty sharp mountain. We encamped at Trickum 
Post Office. Gen. Kilpatrick's cavalry accompanied my command. 
The day was very hot. We were two days at Trickum. The enemy 
made but little demonstration but appeared strongly entrenched about 
Buzzard's Roost and toward Dalton, between which and us runs a 
strong mountain range. 

On the night of Monday, the 8th, we marched about I 2 o'clock 
towards this place, marching all night and reaching this at 8 A.M.3 

The whole country is a series of mountain ranges, with intervening 
valleys densely wooded, a hard country for campaigning. At Trickum 
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Post Office I received your letter of May 2nd, a most pleasant surprise, 
and Capt. Pittman received yours also and was greatly pleased with 
the hits. We have before us a hard campaign, I think, but I am well 
and can stand anything. I slept last night in the most furious storm of 
rain, lightning, and wind under a shelter fly. I am very moist this 
morning and am writing on my knees before a campfire, talking busi
ness and supplies while I write. 

The enemy are near and we shall have stirring times soon. You will 
hear it all by telegraph. The postman waits. Love to all. 

My D ear Daughter: 

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 

THE BATTLE OF RESACA 

Camp near Cassville, Georgia, 

May 20, I 864. 

For the life of me, I cannot recollect whether I have written you 
since I left Trickum Post Office or not. I scribbled a short pencil note 
from that place. Since then my mind has been so full of constant duties, 
responsibilities, and cares, and events have followed in such rapid and 
varied succession that my recollections are a jumble. Day and night we 
may be said to be on duty and under anxieties. No one who has not 
had the experience can fancy how the mind is fatigued and deranged 
(as well as the body) by these days and nights of constant labor and 
care. 

We left Trickum Post Office on the night of the 9th after much 
reconnoitering and skirmishing toward Buzzard's Roost and reached 
the entrance of Snake Creek Gap in the Chattanooga Mountains in the 
morning. The whole march, as everywhere, [was] through woods, with 
hardly a clearing. On the I 2th, moved the division through the gap about 
six miles and encamped. On the I 3th moved towards Resaca, under 
arms always from daylight and lying ready for a fight all night. I carry 
nothing for myself and staff of a dozen but four tent flies and one wall 
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tent for an office. All private baggage is left behind. The wagon with the 
tent flies is seldom up and consequently we roll ourselves in overcoats 
and what we can carry on our horses and take shelter under trees every 
night. The days are hot and the nights quite cold and foggy. Most of us 
have been without a change of clothing for nearly three weeks. 

On the 14th we moved through thickets and underbrush to the rear 
and in support of Butterfield's division, and in the afternoon received 
a hurried ordet to move rapidly farther to the left to support Stanley's 
division of the 4th Corps. I reached the ground just in time to deploy 
one (3rd) brigade and to repulse the Rebels handsomely. They had 
broken one brigade of Stanley's division and were pressing it with yells 
and were already near one battery (5th Indiana, Capt. Simonson, Lt. 
Morrison commanding) when I astonished the exultant rascals by 
pushing a brigade from the woods directly across the battery, which was 
in a small "open" in a small valley. They "skedaddled" as fast as they 
had advanced, hardly exchanging a half-dozen volleys. They were so 
surprised that they fired wildly and didn't wound a dozen men. I was 
much complimented for the affair and Gen. Howard, commander of the 
4th Corps, came and thanked me. 

On the I 5th we had a more serious engagement. Butterfield's divi
sion attacked their entrenched positions on the hills, short steep hills 
with narrow ravines. I was supporting. While his attack was in 
progress, information was brought to me that the Rebels were moving 
towards our left in force. I changed front and in luck had plenty of 
time to form my line and place my batteries in position before they 
attacked. They came on in masses and evidently without expectation of 
what was before them. All at once, when within fair range, my front 
line and the batteries (one of which I had with much work got on the 
ridge of a high hill) opened upon them with a tremendous volley. The 
rascals were evidently astounded, and they were tremendously punished. 
They kept up the attack, however, for an hour or so, bringing up fresh 
troops, but finally gave way in a hurry. 

We captured one battle flag and the colonel of the 38th Alabama, 
several other officers, and several hundred prisoners. The flag was a 
gaudy one and covered with the names of battles in which the regiment 
had been engaged. It was the only flag taken during the day. But that 
I was not advised of any supports on the left, I could have charged them 
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with great success. As it was, I did a good thing, and the division be
haved splendidly. Not a man left the ranks unless wounded. In the 
language of a private of the 27th Indiana (one of my old regiments) 
we had a "splendid fight," and he added, " 'Old pap' (that is I) was 
right amongst us." 

The fight ended about dusk and in the morning there was no enemy 
in front. I went out over the field in our front, not out of curiosity but 
to see what was in advance. T here were scores of dead Rebels lying in 
the woods all along our front, and I confess a feeling of pity as I saw 
them. One old grey-headed man proved to be a chaplain of the Rebel 
regiment, and it is rather a singular coincidence that one of our own 
chaplains (3rd Wisconsin) was seriously wounded directly in front of 
where he was found dead. Early in the war I had a curiosity to ride 
over a battlefield. Now I feel nothing but sorrow and compassion, and 
it is with reluctance that I go over these sad fields. Especially so, when I 
see a "blue jacket" lying stretched in the attitude that nobody can mistake 
who has seen the dead on a battlefield. These "boys" have been so 
long with me that I feel as if a friend had fallen, though I recognize no 
face that I can recollect to have seen before. But I think of some sor
rowful heart at home and oh, Minnie, how sadly my heart sinks with 

the thought. 
I put parties to bury the dead Rebels but was ordered away before 

half were collected over the mile and a half in our front. I fear many 
were left unburied, though I left detachments to gather up aU they 
could find. As I marched away, I was obliged to go along the line 
where my own dead were being collected by their comrades and interred 
in graves carefully marked with name, rank, and company. It is inter
esting to see how tenderly and solemnly they gather together their 
dead comrades in some chosen spot, and with what sorrowful counte
nances they lay them in their last resting place. There is much that is 
beautiful as well as sad in these bloody events. I lost in this battle be
tween four and five hundred killed and wounded. 

[The remainder is missing.] 



My Dear Daughter: 

FROM THE CANNON'S MOUTH 

THE PILLAGE OF CASSVILLE 

Cassville, Georgia, 
May 22, x864. 

I wrote you on the 19th [17th? ] from camp this side of Adairsville.'' 
We moved frqm that camp at I 2 M., hurried up to support Butter
field's division four miles in front. [We] found his skirmishers engaged 
and a good deal of artillery firing, so after I had formed [a] line of 
battle I was ordered to move to the front till I met the enemy. We 
drove his skirmishers before us over hills and down valleys, across creeks 
and marshes until after dusk when I halted and bivouacked, sleeping 
myself under a very dense thicket. 

During the night I found we were within a few hundred yards of 
this place, which lies deeply embowered between two ranges of hills. 
On the hill beyond the town the Rebs. had constructed strong en
trenchments and kept popping away until near midnight. They had all 
decamped before morning, though Johnston had most of his army here 
the day before and published an order that he should fight and retreat 
no farther. He had found his "last ditch." 

During the night two regiments of another division were sent in to 
occupy the town. In the morning I was ordered to send in a strong 
guard and clear away the stragglers. The people had abandoned their 
houses leaving suppers on the tables. The Rebels fired from the close 
hill upon our troops in the town and what with vacant houses and irrita
tion every house was dolefully pillaged. Hardly a thing was left not 
destroyed or carried away. The picture is painful enough. Just as I 
reached town some rascal had set fire to one of the principal buildings, 
which bid fair to finish the whole place as it was difficult to find water. 
I had a lot of New York firemen who wet sheets, etc. and tore down 
buildings and saved the place. A few women have come back to mourn 
over the desolation of their houses and the destruction of their house
hold gods. 

This was formerly Cass County and Cassville [was] named after 
Gen. Cass, but the legislature of Georgia in its Confederate wrath 
changed the county name to Bartow and the town to Manassas! It is 
still generally known as Cassville. 

JIO 
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Gen. Sherman spent an hour or more with me yesterday. He was 
very frank, pleasant, and communicative, more so than any command
ing general I have ever met. Gens. Hooker, Butterfield, and Geary 
also came to see me, and scores of colonels. It was our first day of real 
rest for nearly a month. 

Tomorrow we are off again with preparations for a twenty days' 
march. The long line of fortifications (six to seven miles) running 
N.E. and S.W. beyond this town would seem to indicate that Gen. 
Johnston did intend to make a stand here. They ran the line straight 
through a handsome cemetery, cutting up graves and overturning tomb
stones. The few people who remain are very angry. 

I have been very busy and am still preparing supplies of ammunition, 
forage, and rations for the twenty days, sending back sick, and am 
hourly interrupted. If my dates are not correct as to my writing before, 
it is because my head is too full of the thousand and one questions from 
staff officers, commanding officers, and the like. Captain Whittlesey is 
now by my side full of wants and queries. He has read your letter and 
is tickled. 

Love to all, 

My Dear Daughter: 

Your Affectionate Father. 

BATTLE OF NEW HOPE CHURCH 

Camp near Rafer's Creek, 
4 miles north of Dallas, Georgia, 

May 31, 1864. 

I wrote you last from Cassville. We left that [place] at daylight 
on the 23rd, marching a circuitous route to avoid the other corps. We 
crossed the Et-o-wah (accent on first syllable) on a pontoon bridge 
just south of the mouth of Euharlee Creek, and the whole corps encamped 
along that stream. The next day, the 24th, we moved forward to Burnt 
Hickory or Huntsville and encamped just in advance of it. Owing to 
delays and having troops and trains in advance, I did not get into 
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camp until dark. We had a tremendous storm of thunder, lightning, 
and rain soon after, which lasted well into the night. Neither my wagon 
nor ambulance could get up. Luckily for me, Gen. Knipe had his 
with his command and I took shelter in his tent. My staff passed the 
night on a rather musty pile of straw, enveloped in their rubbers. Some 
of them got very wet, but all seemed pretty jolly in the morning. 

The next morning (25th) my orders were to move in advance of 
Dallas and encamp to the right. I took a road leading south of the 
direct road; had rebuilt a bridge over Pumpkin Vine Creek, destroyed 
by the Rebels, and was within a mile of Dallas when an order came 
to me to countermarch and move back across the creek to the direct 
road to support Geary's division. He had met the enemy in force, and 
apprehended trouble. It was about 2 P.M., the day very hot, and my 
men much fatigued. Back I turned, and after a march of six miles or 
more came up with Butterfield and Geary's divisions occupying both 
sides of the direct route from Burnt Hickory to Dallas, four miles or 
more south of Pumpkin Vine Creek. 

They were in dense woods with considerable underbrush and the 
ground full of small ravines enclosed in gently swelling hills, which 
evidently grew higher in front and (on which] was the entrenched 
line of the enemy. We could see but a few rods in front, but the con
stant rattle of the skirmish line showed that we had a stout enemy before 
us. I was ordered to the front with my division and told that I was to 
push forward and drive the enemy until I found out his force or chased 
him away from our front. I formed in three lines of brigade front, 
the 3rd, Robinson's brigade, leading, next Ruger's, and last Knipe's. 
Two regiments were thrown forward as skirmishers. The bugles 
sounded the "forward" and on went the three lines in beautiful order, 
though the ground was broken, bushy, and covered with small stones. 

I followed just behind the leading line. We met the heavy supports 
of the Rebels in a few moments and the volleys of infantry firing be
came intense. Our lines never halted. As the opposition became intensi
fied, I sounded the "double-quick" and all three lines pounded forward 
on the trot and the Rebels traveled back quite as quick. Soon we got 
within range of the enemy's artillery and they poured into us canister 
and shrapnel from all directions except the rear. My front line, after 
advancing a mile and a half or more, brought up against the enemy's 
entrenched line. They had expended pretty much all their ammuni-
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tion, sixty rounds per man. I sent forward the second line to relieve it, 
and they expended their ammunition, and Knipe's line was sent to 
replace it, and thus under continuous shot and shell we held the 
line close up to the enemy's entrenchments until my whole division had 
nearly expended its ammunition. 

After dark we were relieved by troops of Geary's and Butterfield's 
divisions and I withdrew my division some three or four hundred 
yards to the rear. Rain began falling. I found the campfire of Gen. 
Newton, where I met many general officers, among them Gen. Kim
ball, who was with us up the Shennandoah and whom I have not met 
since. Everybody congratulated me on the splendid manner my division 
made the advance. Gen. Hooker said to me, " I t was the most mag
nificent sight of the war"; that in all his experience he has never seen 
anything so splendid. He has induced Dory Davis, the artist of Harpe,-Js, 
to make a sketch of it. If Dory is not too lazy he will do it,5 though it will 
probably be some weeks before it will appear. 

I lost about 8oo men killed and wounded. Col. McDougall of the I 2 3 
New York lost his leg above the knee. I went to see him in the hospital. He 
seemed cheerful and I hope will recover. He has been a long time with 
me and I shall miss his pleasant face. 6 Several younger officers were 
killed, and a good many wounded. None of my staff were hurt. My 
horse got a ball in his hind leg. I was talking with Gen. Knipe at the 
moment, just behind the front, when I heard the "sug" and the horse 
made a tremendous leap. He was hit in the fleshy part of the leg. 

We have been here now five days and have not advanced an inch 
beyond the point my division reached. On some points the troops sent 
to relieve us did not hold, and some of our dead lie there unburied. 
There is a constant rattle and has been all these five days on the skir
mish line, and now and then tremendous volleys are poured in from 
one side or the other. Several batteries have been placed in the front 
in as favorable points as the woods and ground will admit. They occa
sionally join in the tumult of sounds. 

On the 26th we opened with all our guns in position for three hours. 
I think Gen. Sherman intended to charge their lines. He probably came 
to the conclusion that the whole Rebel force, with strong reinforce
ments, were in front strongly posted and entrenched. Two nights ago 
they came out in some force to attack our position, not more than four 
hundred yards in front of where my division lies. There was a tre-
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mendous hubbub stirred up of infantry and artillery all along our front, 
extending for miles both ways. I had several men wounded by glancing 
balls. We have these affairs almost every night and there is not a minute 
of the twenty-four hours that popping is not going on. We are so near 
that it seems in our very camp. I have been along the skirmish line sev
eral times. L ittle can be seen through the dense forest. On the extreme 
right of our corps, from a hill I can see a long line of entrenched hills. 
The Rebs. hav~ evidently a strong place. and I suppose have collected 
all their forces in the South to give us a final meeting. 

I thought I had got quite a hit the other day, but it turned out to be 
nothing. On the day after the fight I had fallen asleep in front of a tree 
with all my staff and Gens. Knipe and Ruger with me. A good many 
"Minnies" had passed over us with their peculiar buzz, cutting the 
leaves high up in the trees. All at once I was made wide awake by a 
sharp sting on my elbow joint; I thought somebody had hit me with 
a stick. Knipe was coolly looking around for the ball, which he soon 
found. It had struck a tree and spent itself so nearly that it only made a 
lump on the elbow, without breaking the skin. I had it well rubbed 
with spirits and have not suffered the least inconvenience. I t hit so near 
the "funny bone" that it quite paralyzed my fore-arm for a while. 

I suppose we shall move somewhere soon. It is a very tedious and 
worrying life as we are situated, for we are kept constantly on the qui 
vive ready for battle. Our rest, you can well fancy, is not of the most 
refreshing kind. We have had no mails since leaving Rossville. 

Love to all, 

My Dear Daughter: 

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 

ADVANCE TO LOST MOUNTAIN 

Jackson's House Near Lost Mountain, Georgia, 
June roth, 1864. 

While we are waiting orders to march I pull over my wallet and find 
two photographs which I enclose. Also a flower plucked in the woods on 
my line for your herbarium collection. 
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I wrote you yesterday; nothing new. We are under orders to march 
towards Marietta. Goodbye, and love to all. 

My Dear Daughter: 

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 

June xoth, x864. 

I wrote you last on the 27th or 3 I st ult. in the woods after our 
engagement of May 25th. We lay in those woods from May 25th to 
June Ist. The days were exceedingly warm and the air filled with the 
noisome odors of the dead, man and beast. The tread of so many thousand 
men had destroyed all traces of vegetable life on the ground. The small 
stones so thickly strewn over the surface seemed to have been partly 
converted into powder, which every shuffling mule stirred up in our 
faces. All the days and nights the same incessant rattle of musketry 
[continued], so close to us that it seemed in our very camp. About mid
night both parties would open in volleys, which in the reverberation 
through the woods would be redoubled in volume and sounded like a 
tropical thunder storm twenty times increased in noise. 

Of course this was a great interruption to sleep, as when the great 
din of small arms and artillery began everybody stood to arms, not 
knowing whether the attack was real or feigned. I think I slept better 
than anyone. Nothing disturbed me, unless there was an unusual hubbub 
and artillery joined in the fray. It is wonderful how soon we get accus
tomed to such confusion and sleep straight through noises that otherwise 
would drive away our senses. 

On the ISt of June I moved about four miles northeast and took 
position with my left on a considerable hill, which we called "Brownlow 
Hill" after the Parson's son, who commands a cavalry regiment.7 From 
this hill we had a very extensive prospect, but not an inviting one. It 
was woods and mountain ranges as far as the eye could reach in the 
direction we wished to travel. To the east, the Kenesaw Hills near 
Marietta; at the southeast, the solitary Lost Mountain; north, the high 
Allatoona Range; and between all, nothing but woods, woods, woods! 

We remained in this position until the morning of the 5th inst. Three 
days of it were very rainy and our gravelly soil, we found, had a very 
large portion of bad clay mixed with it. Brownlow's Hill was quite the 
resort of general officers. I have seen there, at one time, Gens. Sherman, 
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Thomas, Hooker, Schofield, Howard, Palmer, corps commanders, be
sides dozens of division and brigade commanders. A good many old 
acquaintances came to see me. Among them Gen. John King of the 
Brady family,8 who told me to remember him to Aunt Jule; Col. Henry 
Mizner, who had just reached the army with his regiment; Col. Lum of 
the xoth Michigan Regiment, and scores of others who had known me 
at the camp of instruction. These almost always ask after my little 
daughter, whom they saw at the camp. 

On the 5th inst. I moved about four miles and took position at the 
junction of the Marietta and Big Shanty Road fronting southeast. We 
passed one quiet night, without picket .firing or midnight alarms. On the 
6th my division took the advance down the Marietta Road two miles 
and then south two miles to this point. We met and drove in the Rebel 
skirmishers before reaching this [place] and followed them until I 
found a ridge running west to Allatoona Creek, where I took post and 
in half an hour my fellows, as usual, had made a mile or so of very 
formidable-looking breastworks. It is wonderful how rapidly they 
will entrench themselves after a halt. 

In our front was a group of log houses and barns, from which the 
enemy's sharpshooters annoyed us much. I spent an hour or so on our 
line looking at them and being a target for their practice, keeping my
self, however, pretty well under cover. After a while I got up a piece 
of rifled artillery and skedaddled the rascals by throwing a few shells 
amongst them. For the last few days our pickets have completely 
fraternized. They have been exchanging papers, coffee, tobacco, and 
the like. Yesterday morning I found them actually sitting together on 
the banks of a small stream, a branch of the Allatoona Creek. I was 
obliged to stop the fraternal intercourse. Isn't it strange that men in 
mortal strife one hour are on affectionate terms the next! and apparently 
fast friends. Strange are the commingled events and incidents of war! 

I write this early in the morning. We are under orders to march at 
9 o'clock. Did I tell you how near Pittman came to getting a bad hit? 
He had just risen from his blankets under the tent fly, while we were 
at Brownlow's Hill, when a bullet came through the fly and struck 
just where his head had been and expended itself on a stone inside, 
falling on Lt. Robinson, A.D.C., who pocketed the trophy . . .. 

I have seen very few reports of our operations. Those I have seen 
disgust me with their lies. I see a Cincinnati paper gives Hovey's divi-
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sion the credit for what my division did, and yet it is a fact that this 
division could not get up until we had repulsed the Rebels. I went to 
Gen. Hovey myself to get him to support my left flank, and he confessed 
that his troops were new and could not be got through the line of 
artillery fire. Yet this Cincinnati Commercial gives a glowing descrip
tion of a most gallant charge in which Hovey drove the Rebels like 
sheep. A pure lie! I see also that they are all careful to speak of a 
portion of Hooker's corps saving Simonson's battery, when every one 
of them knows it was my division which came to its rescue at the 
double-quick, arriving just in time to beat back the yelling and exultant 
Rebels, who were driving Stanley's division like a frightened mob. 
However, I have got used to these outrageous reports. They are got up 
by special scribblers, who are kept in many commands. I don't know but 
one reporter by sight, and he looks like a jailbird. I wish the whole crew 
were driven out. 

I send you a flower plucked in the woods on my present position. I 
face south. Lost M ountain is just in front of me, a solitary knob 
covered densely with trees. The Rebs. have been cutting and digging 
on its sides for the past three days. My tents are by the side of a house 
of Mr. Harris Jackson, an old fellow with his third wife and his 
fourteenth child. He has lost two sons and has two [more who are] 
prisoners in our hands somewhere. He lives, as all do in this region, 
in a double log house with an open hall or passage between the two 
parts. He is a nabob and has two carriages, but lives filthily and ig
norantly. . . . Love to all and kisses expressly to little J ule. 

My Dear Daughter: 

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 

DELINQUENCIES OF REPORTERS 

In the field, 8 miles from 
Marietta, Georgia, 

June 12, 1864. 

Yours of the 27th ult. reached me last night. I wrote you and Larned 
day before yesterday a joint letter. We were under orders to move, but 
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did not until yesterday afternoon and then only a mile or two amid the 
rain, which pours in real tropical storms day after day with intervals of 
sunshine. Today it looks like a settled steady rain after pouring all night. 
The ground is saturated from surface to center and the roads, of course, 
"awful." It is so cold that I have on my winter coat. Of course, changing 
camp under such circumstances is no joke for man or beast. All of us 
have to take to the deeply saturated ground and as our bedding consists 
of blankets with now and then a buffalo robe you can fancy we sleep 
rather moist. If we don't all come out "rheumaticy" it will be indeed 
strange. You speak of not seeing any mention of my division. We don't 
see many papers out here, but the New York H erald of the 25th ulto. 
had a long and very complimentary notice of the division, and the New 
York Post o£ about that date another. I don't know by sight but one 
correspondent. He belongs to a Cincinnati paper. I have seen him once, 
inquiring about our movements. I never intended to say that I should 
employ or encourage reporters, but that I should see that the official 
reports did no injustice. I am not indifferent to the ephemeral praise of 
reporters, but I cannot sell my self-respect to obtain it. T he only other 
New York report I have seen is the New York Tribune. I don't know 
who writes for that paper but he hardly tells a truth and a great many 
lies. He gives to Hovey's division, 23rd Corps, the credit of defending our 
left flank and capturing the gaudy flag of the 38th Alabama, when it 
is known all through the army that Hovey did not get into the fight 
and that my division captured the flag and the colonel and many officers 
of that regiment.9 

Indeed, Gen. Schofield, who commands that corps, told me yesterday 
that Hovey did not lose in killed and wounded a dozen men on the day 
of that fight. Such is the reliability of the correspondent of that pious 
and patriotic paper, the New York Tribune! I see he wholly ignores my 
division and always speaks of it as "a portion of Hooker's corps," but 
is careful to name Geary's and Butterfield's divisions. Probably the 
fellow, whoever he may be, fancies I have neglected him sometime. I 
have no recollection o{ ever having seen him and don't know his name. 
But don't let us fret ourselves over this, Rene. Be assured that my 
division stands as high as any with those who know and that the truth 
will appear in the end. 

I have lost over 1,200 men killed and wounded since leaving Chatta-
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nooga, and on the 14th of May, I believe, as do many others outside my 
division, that my opportune arrival and the gallant conduct of my troops 
saved our army from a great disaster. Gen. Howard, commander of the 
4th Corps, thanked me in person for the services I had rendered his 
corps. It was one of his divisions that was being repulsed, leaving a 
battery in the Rebels' grasp. . . . 

I send you the Herald's letter, enclosed-the account of Knipe's 
charge is a good deal exaggerated. He was only slightly wounded and 
his nephew mortally.10 The colors of the 38th Alabama were taken by 
Ruger's brigade. The account of the 14th is correct and mainly that of 
the 15th. I have seen no account of our battle of May 25th. Hooker 
says I made the most splendid charge he has seen in this warY 

I send you a photograph of Gen. Slocum which he sent me from 
Vicksburg, his new post. He writes that he is greatly amazed by specu
lators and sharps who do not hesitate to sell arms and ammunition to 
Rebels to obtain cotton. They will find Slocum a hard nut to corrupt. 

Tell Larned I will write him a separate letter soon but as a general 
thing I shall be obliged to write you jointly. We are kept all the while 
packed and booted and spurred for a conflict. The enemy are doubtless 
very strong. The petty and miserable failures along our coast enable 
them now to withdraw everything to help Johnston's army. If these 
expeditions had started now, they could have drawn away from our 
front tens of thousands of men. 

But I will neither speculate nor criticize, but hope f?r the best and 
that a speedy end may come to the rebellion and the war. . . . 

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 
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PINE MOUNTAIN AND GENERAL HOOKER 

HEADQUARTERS 1ST DIVISION, 20TH CORPS 

DEPARTMENT OF THE CUMBERLAND 

Near Kolb's House 3 miles west of Marietta, Georgia, 

June 24, I 864. 
My Dear D aughter : 

I wrote you last from the house of J. Jackson on the I oth inst. The 
weather has been so rainy since and our occupations so incessant that I 
have found no chance to write. 

We left our quarters at Jackson's on the I Ith and moved a mile 
and a half to the east, establishing a new line. The weather which had 
been for some days of alternating heavy showers and sunshine became 
a heavy northeast storm and lasted without intermission for two or three 
days, so cold that with big camp fires and overcoats one was hardly com
fortable. The earth became saturated like a soaked sponge and the 
mud was intolerable. Our batteries were established on a ridge 8oo yards 
or so from a prominent knoll called Pine Hill. It was on this hill that 
Rishop or Maj. Gen. Polk was killed by our shell.12 

On the night of the 14th the enemy evacuated their line of en
trenchments and the hill. We moved southeast and in a few miles came 
up with another line of the enemy's works. Geary's division was leading. 
I was obliged to put Knipe's brigade on his right and the other two on 
his left. We had quite a combat but my loss was not large. Geary lost a 
staff officer, Capt. Veale, I fear mortally wounded.18 I was quite near 
him when he was shot, the ball passing into his right breast. I had gone 
to the left to look out a position for my command. Soon after, I re
turned towards the center where my troops were lying and was talking 
with Gen. Hooker when an enormous explosion burst out directly in 
front of us, within a few feet. We had heard no ball whiz, nor report 
of artillery. It was like lightning from a clear sky. It turned out that 
we were close to a Rebel battery which was concealed by the woods, 
and the shell bursting and the report of the cannon was probably simulta
neous. The Rebs. kept the place all around very hot with musketry and 
artillery. We lost quite a number of men, as it was impossible to find a 
place of shelter for troops in reserve even. 
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All day, the 16th, we kept up an artillery duel, and the din of small 
arms went on as has been the custom for weeks past. In the night the 
Rebs. evacuated and early in the morning we marched over their works, 
which we found heavily constructed with flanking works and embrasures 
for artillery. We followed through the woods, my division being on 
the left, with orders to connect with the 4th Corps. I had a hard task 
through the underbrush, up hill and down vale. I finally found Gen. 
Hazen commanding the right brigade. Returning towards the center to 
find Gen. Hooker, I saw him ascending an open hill in front and 
followed with Gen. Knipe. Hooker had his escort deployed as skirmishers 
and was vigorously at work at the Rebel cavalry down in the valley in 
front. The Rebs. had a battery on a small hill to our right and front 
and were firing it over our hill pretty energetically. We at length got 
up a rifled battery and some infantry and were making pretty rapid 
work with what was in our front. 

Suddenly we saw, half a mile or more on our right, a great cloud 
of Rebel cavalry flying in disorder to the rear. There must have been 
a brigade of them and every man was kicking and spurring for dear 
life. Many horses were riderless. We opened on them with artillery, 
which greatly increased the disorder. It was laughable to see Hooker's 
excitement. "Williams," he would cry out, "see them run. They are 
thicker than flies in a Mexican ranch." "See them go," and we all 
shouted, to the astonishment of our troops who had not got up. In truth 
our line of skirmishers that morning had one major general, two briga
dier generals, and about fifteen poorly armed cavalry! We found ~he 
Rebel works a short distance in advance and took up a new line. The 
rain came down in torrents all the afternoon and night and the mud 
seemed too deep to ever dry up. 

On the 18th, still in the mud. Our pickets, especially on the right 
of the 4th Corps, kept up a great noise. 

19th. The enemy having withdrawn, we moved early to the south
east, crossing Mud Creek. Just after we had got over on a temporary 
[bridge] the torrents of rain began again, and our small creek swelled 
up in an hour to a respectable sized river. I moved my division and got 
possession of a high ridge. u 
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OCCUPATION OF MARIETTA 

[July 7(?), 1864] 
[The first four pages are missing.15] 

Entrenchments- the third very heavily and strongly constructed. In 
the march of three or four miles I struck a byroad which led to the 
Marietta and Powder Springs Road, not more than half a mile from 
Marietta. Here. I put the division in mass and as the corps was waiting 
orders I rode into the town. The buildings and grounds in the suburbs 
looked very invitingly cool and shady thm1gh for the most part de
serted. It was, indeed, pleasant to see signs of cultivated homes after 
my exile of two months in camps and woods. The town was almost 
wholly deserted, not more than seventy-five families remaining out of a 
population of several thousand, not an article of any kind left in the 
stores, nor the smallest piece of furniture in the abandoned dwellings. 
Every street is deeply shaded with pride of China and other large leafed 
trees. Cavalry horses were grazing in the public square, and alto
gether this once beautiful place wore an air of complete desolation. 
Our troops were marching through one end, but stragglers were not
permitted. 

Aunt Rene had written me that the children of an intimate friend 
of my youth (Miss Julie Denison, afterwards Mrs. Burr of Richmond) 
had been living in Marietta, but I found on inquiry that they had moved 
farther south some months ago. 

Returning to my command, we continued our march south three or 
four miles until we were again brought to a stand before formidable 
looking works along a high ridge in our front. The Rebel cavalry opened 
upon us furiously but did very little damage. It was nearly dark before 
I got my division in camp in the woods. 

July 4th I did a day of heavy riding. F irst over to Gen. Palmer's 
corps (14-th) to see if I could connect lines with him. Then I rode 
with Gen. Hooker over hill and dale and across ditches and through 
thickets passing the barricades of pickets ( 2 3 corps) looking in all 
directions until we reached Ruff's and Daniel's mills on the Nickajack 
Creek. It was an intensely hot day and Gen. Hooker is a furious rider. 
As soon as I got back, I was obliged to put my division in motion to 
take a new position two or three miles west. It was nearly sundown 
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before I got into camp, but I had the satisfaction of seeing a brigade 
of ccblue jackets" occupy some heights away off on my right front and 
on the flank of the enemy's position of defense. 

Early on the morning of the 5th we found the Rebels had again 
vacated their strong line of entrenchments. I followed across the valley 
and creek in my front and across their strongly constructed works until 
I struck a north and south road, which I followed for several miles, 
halting now and then to look after crossroads leading farther east. I 
met Capt. Poe on my rides, looking sound and cheerful. I did a great deal 
of riding in a very hot sun. T owards 5 o'clock by crossing over creeks 
on slight cowpaths we reached the crest of a densely wooded hill from 
which, over a new line of Rebel breastworks, we could see the tall spires 
and many of the buildings of the city of Atlanta, twelve to fifteen miles 
away, looking like a city set upon a hill, for it seems a good deal higher 
than our high position. Nearer, not over three-quarters of a mile away, 
heavy columns of "grey backs" with wagons and artillery were march
ing with a hurried pace towards the river and along their lines of 
defenses. They were, however, taking up a new position of defense, and 
between them and us lay a deep ravine and a miry creek. We could only 
reach them with artillery, and this was not effectively used. 

We encamped on the high ridge until the afternoon of the 6th, when 
we moved towards the railroad in an easterly direction and took position 
on the right of the 14th Corps. Here the left of my division a?joined two 
Michigan regiments, the 14th Michigan, Col. H . R. Mizner, and the 
I oth, Col. Lum. Both of these officers and several others from Michigan 
have been to sec me. Indeed, for the four days I have been encamped 
here in the woods I have had quite a levee of acquaintances and strangers. 
The weather has been intensely hot in spite of bowers and shades. The 
firing between our lines and the Rebs. has not been very active. Indeed, 
the pickets of my division and the Rebs. formed a truce to cease firing, 
but yesterday afternoon the I 4th Corps opened with a battery of artillery 
and the rattle of the pickets began again soon afterwards. During the 
night the battle kept up, and in the stillness of camp seemed to be within 
a stone's throw of my headquarters. 

At daylight this morning the general officer of the day reported that 
the enemy had evacuated again. I ordered forward the picket line, 
which reached the Chattahoochee River a mile and a half away without 
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opposition. A good many Rebel stragglers and deserters have been taken 
on each abandonment of Rebel camps. On some days we have taken 
some hundreds. T hey give abundant proof that the Rebel ranks con
tain thousands who would gladly desert. They are carefully watched 
and it is a great risk to attempt to escape. These deserters have no 
especial love for us, but are tired of war, discouraged, and after years 
of absence anxious to see [their] home, which is generally within our 
lines. Still, the Rebel army has made a very clean retreat. They leave 
little behind. Even the inhabitants follow with their slaves, catde, and 
furniture. I think we should have punished their army vasdy more 
than we have. From my standpoint occasions have presented themselves 
during these tedious two months in which large portions of the Rebel 
army could have been destroyed and the whole virtually broken up. But 
after all, their losses must have been severe in desertions and killed and 
wounded. Their falling back has enabled them to recuperate by collect
ing reserves and guards, while our lengthened line has greatly weakened 
our numbers. 

We have reached a point now where comes the "tug of war"-a 
broad river to be crossed--strongly fortified at all points, and an advance 
towards the objective point which has taxed the defensive purposes of 
the enemy for a year or more. I am not so confident as some, as our 
real base of supply is far away and the line we depend upon a very long 
and uncertain one, subject to accidents and to destruction by the feeblest 
party. And yet with the fair chances of war on our side, I think we will 
get Atlanta. There is much work and I can't help sometimes envying 
those who are peacefully sitting under their own vines and fig trees and 
have none of the heavy cares and anxieties that confront us. . . . 

Love to all. I never was so impatient to hear from you and have 
never been so long without letters. 

Your Affectionate Father. 
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FROM KOLB'S FARM TO THE CHATTAHOOCHEE 

My Dear Children: 

On the Chattahoochee River 
Near railroad from Marietta to Atlanta, 

July xo, x864. 

You all complain that I do not write you, and yet if you have 
received my letters (and a reference to dates will inform you) by 
measuring the quantity you will see I have written more to you than 
all your combined letters would amount to. I have no easy chair in a 
nice room with pleasant surroundings to repair to while I write, but 
with all the cares and responsibilities of my place I am obliged to sit 
on the ground in the woods, generally amidst the rattle of small arms, 
the booming of cannon, the braying of mules, the rattle of wagons, and 
the universal din of large armies. If we halt for a few days it is always 
in readiness to move at a moment's notice; always in expectation that 
every mounted orderly bears the order to forward. Sleeping on the 
ground after a whole day in the saddle, roused up half a dozen times 
a night, up before daylight to be ready to march at daybreak; all these 
and a thousand matters, that you cannot imagine, nor have I room to 
repeat, don't prepare either the mind or body for letter writing, even to 
those we best love and oftenest think of. Yet if my letters to you all 
have come to hand you will find I have written a good many very 
sorry looking pages. . . . 

Now for my movements since writing any of you. I wrote last to 
Minnie on the 24th ult. and to Larned or Rene, I c~nnot recall which, 
on the 27th or 28th, ult. My division was then lying on Kolb's farm 
in the same position in which it was attacked on the 22nd of June, and 
of which I gave you an account. We remained in the same position 
until the morning of July 3rd. The corps on our right and left made 
several efforts to do something, but without much effect, save the loss of 
men. On June 27th the 4th and 14th corps made a combined attack, 
but without success and with much loss, especially in officers. Brig. Gen. 
Harker was killed.16 I see the papers report his name as Maj. G en. 

Hooker. 
Our corps was not engaged. We were held in reserve for a coup 

de grace in case the Rebel lines had been carried. B'ut in truth they 
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were very strongly built, with strong abatis and chevaux-de-frise. My 
division lost a good many men on the picket line, as their shelters were 
exposed in the open and they could scarcely move without exposure to 
sharpshooters. W e had on one day a grand effort to drive them out of 
their works with artillery. There was a grand expenditure of ammuni
tion, an immense noise, and great deal of smoke, without results. 

On the morning of [July] 3rd we found that the Rebels had left. 
I immediately advanced my picket line and followed with the division 
over very rough country, full of thickets and deep ravines. We crossed 
three lines of theirs which the enemy kept disputing. They held a spur 
somewhat higher. I arranged a small column of attack and having got 
a battery in position I pounded the top of the spur and immediately 
charged it with not over fifty men and took it in ten minutes with a 
loss of only three men. I captured one young fellow who told me the 
hill was held by a regiment of Confederate Regulars, belonging to Gen. 
Cleburne's division. I have taken a good many prisoners from Gen. 
Stevenson's division. Uncle L ew will recollect him, Carter L. Steven
son, of the 5th Infantry.17 He married a Miss Griswold of Detroit. The 
Rebs. tried hard to retake the hill, but did not succeed. 

On the 20th I was relieved by Wood's division, 4th Corps and 
marched down across a broad valley to a wooded plateau beyond, then 
west along this to a larger plantation, where the elevated plateau drops 
down to the margin of Closed [?] Creek. We found Rebel pickets at a 
cluster of Negro houses, but they decamped in haste. We came up 
with a division (Hascall's) of the 23rd Corps, which lay considerably 
behind us. As our march was in some way to relieve this corps of a 
body of Rebs. disputing their crossing, we came to a halt for the night 
in another pouring rain. 

T here was no stately mansion on this plantation. A few decrepit 
Negroes were about, who told us that the master lived in Marietta and 
had carried off about sixty sound Negroes. T he overseer, when here, 
lives in a very poor log house. T here were crops of oats, wheat, and 
corn, all of which became the coveted food for our animals. All the 
crops very thin and poor. Wheat about ripe, corn half grown in length 
of stalk, oats in the milk. You can compare this with your crops. 

On J une 21st, we remained in camp at Atkinson's farm. It was 
the first day for weeks that it did not rain. We were expecting to move 
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at any moment. I moved forward two regiments about a mile and took 
possession of a high ridge with a good deal of open country in front and 
the two twin mountains of Kenesaw clearly defined about six miles 
north. The enemy have batteries on the summit of both knobs and keep 
up a pretty brisk cannonading. McPherson's command (Department of 
Mississippi) is around its base. 

June 22nd: Early in the morning I moved up my whole divi
sion and occupied in force the ridge taken yesterday and one in 
echelon to it, farther in advance, which is partly covered by woods 
in front. Two brigades, Knipe's and Ruger's, were put on the advance 
ridge and Robinson's brigade on the rear ridge. Robinson and Knipe and 
two regiments of Ruger had an open country in front, varying from 
500 to 1,500 yards wide. I had previously occupied the Marietta and 
Powder Springs road several hundred yards on my right. There was 
savage skirmishing all day, especially on my left where the Rebs. held 
some log houses and had built rail covers all along the front of the 
woods. 

Every time I attempted to advance my line the enemy would get a 
flank fire from my left. Geary's division was considerably behind mine 
and on my left a thousand yards or more. I could see his line of 
skirmishers, but they could not, or would not, advance so as to cover 
my left or connect with my advancing line. The enemy gave signs of 
being in great force in the woods in front. Gen. Hooker was impatient 
for an advance. I was opposed, until my flanks right and left were 
protected. I had put a battery of rifled guns on the rear hill and a 
battery of twelve lb. Napoleons on the advanced hill. · Luckily, the 
rifled guns practiced on all the points in front and got superb range 
in trying to drive out the heavy skirmish reserves. 

About 3 P .M. I rode over to the Marietta road to see Gen. Hooker 
at Kolb's house. He had just got information that the enemy was 
massing to attack us. The story was that the whole Rebel army had 
concentrated. No time was to be lost in getting into position and en
trenching. I rode rapidly back along my brigades and in ten minutes my 
whole command was deployed in a single line and everybody piling 
up logs and rails for breastworks. Ruger and Knipe formed a continuous 
line of battle, as I have before mentioned, with open country before most 
of the line. Robinson was on a parallel ridge a few hundred yards in 
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the rear, his right resting opposite Knipe's left, which fell back around 
the termination of his ridge towards Robinson. Just in front of Knipe's 
left was a dense patch of woods with heavy underbrush which I had 
ordered cut down. 

We had just fairly begun to pile rails when the heavy skirmish line 
of the enemy poured out of the woods all along the open and advanced 
at a run. Three columns, massed, followed close and deployed in three 
and four lines. Our artillery opened upon them a most destructive fire. 
The infantry columns opposite Knipe and Ruger's left moved forward, 
but as they reached the brow of a ravine which ran parallel to our front, 
the whole line opened a withering volley. Some Rebs. went back, some 
scrambled down into the deep ravine, but none ever passed beyond it. 
One heavy column got hold of the woods in front of Knipe's left, and 
upon it I turned twelve pieces of artillery, sweeping it with canister and 
case shot until the devils found sufficient employment in covering them
selves behind trees and logs. 

Farther toward our left a huge mass of Rebels moved out to attack 
Robinson's brigade, but three rounds from the rifled guns set the whole 
mass flying in the greatest disorder. They never reached the fire of our 
infantry. The attack was kept up from 4- P.M. until near dark. The 
numbers were formidable, but the attack was indeed feeble. The Rebs. 
had been badly shaken by our artillery fire before they left the woods. 
All the prisoners say this. Indeed, after the first half-hour the men con
sidered the whole affair great sport. They would call out to the Rebels 
who had taken shelter in the woods and in the deep ravines in our front, 
"Come up here, Johnny Reb. Here is a weak place!" "Come up and 
take this battery; we are Hooker's paper collar boys." "We've only got 
two rounds of ammunition, come and take us." "What do you think of 
Joe Hooker's Iron Clads?" and the like. 

The fellows down in the shelters, I regret to say, generally answered 
with some very profane language and with firing of their guns. In the 
morning, however, over sixty of them lay dead there. Judging from
those they left behind, and from the fact their wagons were all night 
carrying off dead and wounded beyond ~he ravines, with our consent, 
the Rebs. must have lost over a thousand men in this attack. My loss 
in killed and wounded was not far from I 20, many of them, slightly. 
I was in a single line of battle without reserves, and had little or no 
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breastworks. They had four lines of attack and a division in reserve 
in the woods. I captured one batde flag and could have taken a thousand 
prisoners, but that I dared not break my single line to advance, especially 
as I had been officially informed that the enemy was in great force in 
my immediate front. I took prisoners from Stevenson's, Stuart's and 
Cleburne's divisions. I lost but one .field officer, a Maj. Becket of the 
6Ist Ohio, killed. Several other officers were wounded, but none of the 
staff. Capt. Pittman had quite an independent .fight of his own on the 
right, in moving up the skirmish line to occupy the Marietta Road. He 
accomplished the affair with great success. 

Altogether, I have never had an engagement in which success was 
won so completely and with so litde sacrifice of life. Considering the 
number of the enemy sent against my single division, the result is 
indeed most wonderful and gratifying. Dory Davis (T.R.) has been 
here making a sketch of the ground for Harpe,Js; but he says that 
Harper's don't put in half he sends and those are bunglingly and in
correctly copied. He sketches beautifully and the pictures he has sent 
give a most correct idea of the .field of .fight, so far as landscape is con
cerned. We are now lying in the woods and have possession of the 
ground the enemy charged over. They have strong works not a mile 
in our front and our pickets keep up the usual popping of small 
arms .... 

And now I'll dose. The day is hugely hot, and as I write I circulate 
around a big oak to get the shadiest spot. Just think of two months of 
the campaigning we have had with the two weeks of deluging rain. 
Since the Ist of this month my division has been every night in line 
of batde and under .fire. There has not been a night or day that Rebel 
musketry could not have reached my headquarters and hardly a day that 
the projectiles of their artillery and infantry have not made solemn 
music over my head. Love to all. . . . 

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 
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FRATERNIZATION AND LIES OF REPORTERS 

My Dear Daughters: ... 

Near the Chattahoochee, Georgia, 
July 15th, 1864. 

Nothing particular has occurred since I last wrote you. I spent one 
afternoon, the day after I wrote you, along the river with the picket 
line. The J ohnl'lies were pretty thick on the opposite side, a few hundred 
yards away, and kept us dodging behind our log defenses so briskly 
that our sight-seeing was by no means agreeable. One fellow, especially, 
was an excellent shot and would graze the top of our log defenses at 
almost every pop. We were quite safe, as we could drop at the smoke of 
his gun and hear the whiz of the bullet before it reached us. Since that, 
our "boys" have got up an armistice and they bathe on the opposite banks 
of the river and meet on a neutral log in the center of the stream and 
joke one another like old friends, making trades in tobacco, coffee, 
and the like, and exchanging newspapers. It is a curious fact that while 
the pickets on both sides of my front are popping away at one another, 
those of my division have not fired a shot for several days, but are on 
the most quiet and joking terms with the opposite Johnnies. I had a man 
mortally wounded yesterday in the picket reserve, which is kept quite 
in the rear. The fact was reported to the Rebel pickets, with a threat of 
retaliation. The Rebs. in front opened a volley of hard words on their 
reserve, which fired the shot, and an explanation was sent down that 
it was a mistake. The sha~pshooter mistook the reserve for one of the 
14th Corps, which keeps up its firing. I am always glad when picket
firing stops. It has no effect upon the results of war and is a miserable 
and useless kind of murder. Pickets are mainly intended to give notice 
of an advance or movement of the enemy. This constant popping 
obviates or destroys this valuable purpose. . . . 

I have never seen more lying by the letter-writing fraternity than in 
this campaign. We have no correspondent in this corps, but we have had 
one division commander who, I judge, has kept a corner in the notes · 
of every correspondent in the army, besides keeping his staff busy at the 
same work. He claims pretty much everything. I see the New York 
Times gives him the credit of my attack at Dallas. He was hardly near 
enough to hear my guns. He is not the only instance of lying humbugs 
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in this army who contrive to keep their names connected with battles 
which they were not near.18 It sickens one to see what efforts are made 
by officers high in rank to steal undeserved honors, and how much thirst 
for false fame preponderates over real love of country and an honorable 
ardor to serve the great cause, irrespective of personal reward. 

Have you seen T. R . Davis' sketches in H arper's? He has drawn 
several of my division; one, the attack in the woods at D allas, has been 
published. The other is the Rebel attack on my division on June 22nd 
near Kolb's farm. I see by the papers that everybody is claiming part of 
this defense; Geary and Butterfield's divisions and the twenty-third 
Corps. T he truth is, that there was not a musket fired on the Rebels in 
this attack except by my division, and all the claim for artillery services 
from other commands is all bosh. My own artillery and infantry did the 
whole thing, for I stood on the slender rail piles in the front rank and 
saw all, directing even the fire of my artillery. But enough of complaint ! 
I have been made exceedingly mad, I confess, to read the meanness 
which would rob another division of its well-earned reputation, to 
bolster up some ambitious fool to a major generalship. These stories 
in the press originate in the envy and jealousy of commanders, and I 
know them. 

Gen. Butterfield, commanding the 3rd D ivision of our corps, has 
gone home. He says [he is J sick, but I think he was disgusted and tired. 
Brig. Gen. Ward of Kentucky commands the division. Butterfield was 
a much more honorable officer than Geary, but he "hankered" after 
newspaper fame, and was uneasy that as a major general he had a 
subordinate command to others he ranked. In many respects he is an 
excellent officer, but cannot stand the hard service of such a campaign 
as this. Indeed, few can. Many of our general officers are going home 
and more intend to go, but hope to hold out untJ1 we reach Atlanta. 

Gen. Hovey, the officer whom the newspapers gave the credit of my 
defense near Resaca, resigned soon after that affair and started for 
Washington. I have it from a prominent staff officer of Gen. Sherman's 
that his only reason was that the President had promised to promote him, 
and had not, and he would not stand it any further. T his he did in face 
of the enemy and within sound of his guns. I see he has been made a 
brevet major general! The same gazette announces the dishonorable 
dismissal of a captain for resigning in the face of the enemy, for reasons 
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not satisfactory. Hovey is my junior by two years at least.19 He resigns 
in face of the enemy and is promoted; I stay and am never thought of 
at the War Department. 

I write all this for your private eye. I don't wish my grievances made 
public, but I have made up my mind to quit when I can do so honorably, 
when the present active campaign is over. The whole system of promo
tion is by the practice of a low grovelling lick-spittle subserving and 
pandering to the press, who can lie you into the favor and notice of the 
war authorities. I might stay a long life in hard service, as I have done 
for over three years, and I never could seek the polluted steps to 
preferment and should never reach it. 

Theo R. Davis, the artist for Harper's, spends most of his time with 
us now. He sits sketching now, just before me, sketching "Vining 
Station" and the Chattahoochee River. A smooth-faced, handsome
looking youngster, full of good humor and wit. His sketches are beau
tiful, much better than copies seen in Harpers, and he does them with 
the rapidity of a ready writer. His mother is traveling in Europe. He 
reads me long passages from very long, well-written letters, descriptive 
of men and things. He is an only son, and she a widow. 

I have written Minnie several times that Capt. Beman has been 
detached and is in charge of some commissary depot. I have not heard 
from him for several months. Capt. Whittlesey is here, as fat and jolly 
looking as ever, but rather grouchy at times on account of the trouble 
of large trains. I am going over to tea with him. He lives as only quarter
masters can, very luxuriously, for the woods. Has spring chickens and 
soft bread and pies and butter (a thing I have not had for two months) 
and all other luxuries. Living behind us with large trains, they contrive 
to carry anything, while we eat hardtack and hog meat salted .... 
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KOLB'S FARM AND AGGRESSIVENESS OF HOOKER 

My dear Lew: 

Near the Chattahoochee, Georgia, 
July I 7th, I 864. 

We cross the river this afternoon, so I employ a few moments to tell 
you of my whereabouts, as you have not Minnie's letters now to inform 
you. I hope you opened my last to her as it would give you information 
of my movements up to the 25th ulto. or thereabouts including a "right 
smart" fight my division had on June 22, in which I licked Carter L. 
Stevenson's division and other Rebel troops right soundly.20 Do you 
remember C. L. Stevenson of the old sth Infantry, who married a 
Miss Griswold of Detroit? He is the man. His division is a part of Hood's 
corps. I had moved my division to a line of small hills in an "open" 
where Master Hood thought he had caught me, and he moved his whole 
corps straight on my front. But I had my twelve pieces of artillery 
admirably posted and my whole line was deployed before he could get 
out of the woods. I had no defenses save a few rails thrown down in a 
hurry, but before they could get within reach of my infantry their 
columns were awfully ploughed through and through and thrown into 
great confusion. Then his advanced lines became commingled and badly 
confused when they reached a point where one brigade could reach them. 
It opened a volley of two thousand muskets! The devils, what was left 
of them, took refuge in a deep ravine, into which I plunged shot and 
shell for an hour from a whole battery. Another huge column (covering 
ten acres, I should think) further to our left was broken up and thrown 
into a rolling mass by my artillery alone and finally fled like scared 
sheep back to the woods. The fight was kept up by fresh troops for 
nearly four hours. The Atlanta papers acknowledge a loss of three 
brigade commanders and I ,200 men. Another paper says one brigade 
lost over 700 men out of 900! I have no doubt their loss was over 2,000! 
Mine was only 120! That is what I call a glorious success. So few men 
lost and the enemy so badly punished. I could have taken a thousand 
or two of prisoners, but as I was deployed in a single line without sup
ports and without connection on my left, and as I had been ad vised by 
Gen. Hooker that two corps were on my front, I dared not venture 
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from my strong position to pursue their broken columns. Prisoners say 
that they thought to catch me before I could get into position. 

We have had a hard and wearisome campaign. For more than a 
month we have been day and night literally under fire, and day and 
night the din of war has ceaselessly gone on. From our crossing the 
Etowah, the Rebs. have entrenched themselves every five miles. Driven 
from one line, they would fall back to another and each one seemed 
stronger than the last. If you could see the obstructions they place in 
front of their strong lines of dirt and log breast works you would wonder 
that any attempt should be made to carry them. The country is all woods, 
deep ravines, muddy creeks, and steep hills, the most defensible posi
tions by nature I have ever seen, and they most skillfully bring art to aid 
nature. Rods and rods of abatis, trees, and bushes cut down and inter
twined in front, and chevaux-de-frise of strong pointed stakes, fastened 
firmly in the ground in the midst of the abatis, making a network through 
which a man could hardly crawl in an hour. Just imagine a line of armed 
men making their way through and thousands of rifles firing upon it! 

Our corps has had the fighting share. It seems to me we are always 
in advance. In truth, the impetuous Joseph, surnamed Hooker, hates 
to be behind-is restless, prompt, sometimes impatient, and always 
"Fighting Joe." He is not so reckless of his men as the world thinks but 
is exceedingly reckless of his own safety. You will always find him in 
the front. He sometimes drags us division commanders a little farther 
on to the advance picket or beyond than we would think it judicious 
to go. On one occasion, Hooker, Knipe, and myself encountered the 
Rebel line of skirmishers. Hooker deployed his fifteen or twenty mounted 
orderlies with carbines and actually drove a strong line of mounted 
infantry and we held a hill, notwithstanding the Rebs. opened a battery 
upon it! -until I could get up a battery and a regiment or two of in
fantry. Just as we had accomplished this, a whole brigade of Rebel 
cavalry came pouring from the woods on our right in the greatest con
fusion and disorder, every man spurring over the soft ground as if for 
dear life. We helped the confusion by pouring into their flanks salvos 
of case shot from our battery. Hooker was as tickled and excited as a boy 
and fairly shouted with delight. He is indeed a strange man, but the 
men like him as he is always seen when a fight is on. When we came 
from the Potomac, the troops here called us the "paper collar troops." 
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Now they call us the "iron clads," and I have requests from dozens of 
regiments and some brigade commanders asking transfers to our corps. I 
think none stands higher than Joe Hooker's corps. 

I want to write you about the probabilities of this campaign, but I 
have a call and must mount horse. We are a long way from our base 
and if any loafer or body of Rebs. happens to burn an important bridge, 
we are in a bad way. We can thrash Johnston at all times if we can 
keep up supplies. The recent fuss in Maryland which gave "conniptions" 
to all Pennsylvania and the whole country makes one sick. A thousand 
old maids with broomsticks ought to have driven the enemy over the 
Potomac. I t seems, however, that all the forces we have there are 
divided up into squads and put in charge of a lot of fussy and incapable 
major generals, decayed and fossil remains of political appointments. 
Love to all. I'll write you again when I have time. 

My Dear Lew: . . . 

Yours Affectionately, 
A.S.W. 

INVESTMENT OF ATLANTA 

Near Atlanta, Georgia, 
July 26, 1864. 

We are now near Atlanta, but there is a big gulf or gulfs I fear 
between us. Unless we can starve the Rebs. we have hard work ahead. 
I had a severe fight on the 2oth, was attacked in the woods and lost 
nearly 700 men and six good officers, killed and wounded.21 I have 
recently written to you but such are the occupations of my head and 
heart that I really cannot remember whether it was since the 20th or 
not. We have little rest, as my division lies near the Reb. entrenchments 
and the din of arms is kept up night and day. A battery of twenty pieces 
is posted near my headquarters and is booming away night and day 
into Atlanta. Every report cutting the air along a ravine in front of 
my entrenchments reverberates and gives out a volume of sound like 
the falling down of many houses. In the night it is particularly noisy 
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and rest-breaking. In return, the Rebs. throw round shot and shell on 
all sides of my tents. Yesterday they spoiled one of my water buckets. 
I lost one of my aides (Capt. Newcomb) killed and one (Capt. Bennett) 
badly wounded in the head on the 20th. My veteran division has been 
sadly cut up, so that I am reduced in numbers to a brigade. We have had 
so wearisome and long continued a campaign that I sigh for rest. My 
health has been perfect until within a day or so. I begin to feel debilitated 
and broken down and am taking quinine to build. Shall be all right I 
hope in a day or so. 

Love to all, 

My Dear Daughter: 

Yours Affectionately, 
A.S.W. 

Outside Atlanta, 
August 1 I th, I 864. 

I have been unusually occupied for some days and have neglected to 
write you . . .. I have been in command of the corps since the 27th, 
which coming suddenly has put upon me a great deal of new duty, 
especially in our dose proximity to the Rebel lines. I am obliged to be 
on the front line almost every day and it is an all day and laborious job. 
We are constantly moving up some part of the line, which for this corps 
extends over three miles along the northwesterly side of Atlanta. We 
are now face to face with the outer Rebel works, and one has to be very 
cautious of sharpshooters and very steady nerved to get into and out of 
our line of works through the picket bullets and the tornado of artillery 
missiles. 

There is scarcely a cessation night or day, and as some very large 
guns are in position very near my headquarters on both sides, I have a 
constant irritation of the tympanum kept up through the twenty-four 
hours, to say nothing of that irritation in the shape of Rebel shells which 
are at times whizzing and exploding on all sides. I have twice been 
fairly shelled out, the rascals throwing projectHes of fifty and sixty 
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pounds weight directly amongst my tents and wagons. It is strange how 
few, comparatively, are injured by these heavy guns. Now and then a 
shell explodes inopportunely and a few men are injured. The stray 
bullets and the sharpshooters do more damage. Still, I don't think one 
will ever get so used to the shrill and sometimes roaring sound of shot 
and shell as to enjoy it as a serenade. It is decidedly disagreeable, and 
the different varieties and calibers give every possible variation of un
earthly noises. 

The Northern papers speak of the country between the Chattahoochee 
and Atlanta as level and open. It is, on the contrary, full of deep ravines 
and steep, wooded hills, and directly around the town the elevations 
command each other. T angled bushes and underbrush fill the gullies 
and obstruct the hillsides. In going to the front I am obliged to leave 
my horse in a deep ravine as near to the picket line as it is safe and then 
ramble through the tangled undergrowth over muddy rivulet banks 
and up steep hillsides under the hottest sun's rays, with occasional pour
ing showers, and in this way trace out the next best line for our ad
vanced works. 

It has been a most fatiguing business, but we have now reached hills 
on my front which stand face to face (but a few yards distant) with 
the more elaborate entrenchments of the Rebels. I am now principally 
occupied in straightening my line and seizing upon favorable advanced 
points held by the Rebel outposts. Almost every day we stir them up 
and drive back their pickets. A day or so ago I captured I 38 in one 
haul by the picket line of one brigade. We have thus far always succeeded 
in dislodging them from their small entrenched picket posts and their 
stronger reserves. But they show no signs of yielding the town, though 
it must be a very uncomfortable place, as every day we treat the occu
pants or the vacant edifices to a thousand or so of shell and shot, and 
now we have several guns of very large caliber in position, within 
close range. 

Last night they opened for the . first time and made the woods and 
ravines howl with the heaviest reverberations. We had got used to ten 
pounders and twenty pounders but these eight and ten inch fellows 
throwing elongated shells of sixty-odd pounds are a new element in 
the general thunder. The Rebs. have thrown into my camp several 
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weighing over forty pounds, and of all varieties of French and English 
invention; some of about the shape of a large iron pot, though much 
more solid. T hey come with a noise of most portentous and ferocious 
import, and I notice that Christian and Sanitary agents and all non
combatants make rapid tracks towards the rear at the first sound 
thereof ... • 

Gen. Hooker left us on the 28th, much to the regret of the whole 
division. He a_:;ked to be relieved because Gen. Howard, his junior and 
often his subordinate in command, was placed over his head in command 
of the Army of the Tennessee, in place of Gen. McPherson, who was 
killed on the 22nd inst. He thought it was intended as an indignity. 
Gen. Hooker has certainly been a superior corps commander. He is full 
of energy, always courteous and pleasant, and has a great faculty of 
winning the confidence and regard of all ranks. It was a blue day 
when he left us so suddenly, after the many days of hard service we 
had been together. 

I was placed temporarily in command [of the corps] until an assign
ment is made by the President. We hear now that Gen. Slocum has 
been ordered here. I hope it may be so, for my rank precludes a chance 
for myself, even if I desired it, which I really do not. I am satisfied 
with my old division and I have long given up all hope of promotion 
from the present powers. When officers can quit the army in the face 
of an enemy and get promotions in Washington, those who stay may 
well despair! . . . 

I have seen several newspaper notices of my division in western 
papers and one in the H erald, but not the Times article. You had better 
keep it. I will send you some others. The division deserved all that was 
said of it, and more, for it saved one of the other divisions from a great 
repulse and flight. But it has deserved as much on five or six occasions 
during this campaign, for which others got the credit. All at once it 
seems to be discovered that it is a great fighting division. It has been 
so at Cedar Mountain, Antietam, Gettysburg, and dozens of other 
places, always fighting without skulkers and always repulsing or driving 
the enemy. I think it the best division in the army! A good portion of 
it has been under my command for more than two and a half years. If 
I had, as others have, paid puffers, it would have had a name of marvel 
and its commander would probably have been promoted! D id you see 
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VIEW OF DUMFRIES, VIRGINI 
Reproduced from a sketch by A. R. Waud in Harper's Weekly, August 29, 1863. The town was occupit 
alternately by Union and Confederate armies. "It has been the scene of many a savage skirmish," wro 
artist Waud. 

GENERAL HOOKER'S ESCORT CHARGING CONFEDERATES AT THE BATTLE 
OF DALLAS, MAy 25, I 864 
Reproduced from a sketch by Theodore R. Davis in Harper's Weekly , July 2, •864. 
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OCCUPATION OF ATLANTA 

In Atlanta, Sept. 3rd, I 864. 
My D ear Daughters: 

I have dated my letters so long from Near Atlanta that it is quite a 
change to write ((In Atlanta." Most of our corps came in yesterday 
evening, the Rebels having evacuated the night previous. We remained 
in our old cainp and works in front of Atlanta until the night of the 
25th, when the 2oth and the 4th corps on our right were withdrawn 
to cover important operations of the army. Our corps moved to three 
crossings of the Chattahoochee; Pace's and Furness' ferries and the 
railroad crossings. We did not march, except to move out of the trenches, 
until the 4th Corps had withdrawn across our front and taken a new 
position. It was after 2 o'clock at night before we got away. The Rebs. 
never fired a shot at us and we quietly took up our new positions on 
the south side of the Chattahoochee. We entrenched ourselves strongly 
and awaited the progress of events by the rest of the army, which moved 
southward to strike the Macon Railroad. We heard little from it, but 
every day we made reconnoissances in force toward Atlanta, getting up 
to our old line, where the enemy appeared in force. 

On the night of the 1st inst. I was awakened from a dream of heavy 
thunder in which the earth seemed to tremble. Heavy reports of what 
I thought artillery firing followed in rapid succession, and for two hours 
or more the roll of artillery firing seemed to increase, while a red 
glare lit up the skies in the direction of Atlanta, with fitful shooting up 
through the clouds that hung over the town. After listening and won
dering for an hour or more I concluded that Sherman had driven the 
enemy near the southeast part of the city and had attacked or was 
being attacked. 

I was strengthened in this belief as toward morning the firing was 
renewed with more regularity. I inclined at first to the opinion that 
the reports were explosions, but I had heard distant firing so resembling 
this, and the line of sound seemed to recede, so my judgment settled 
down on artillery. We know now it was the explosion of powder shot 
and shell from eighty-two carloads of Rebel ordnance stores, and the 
burning of a large car factory. At daylight we started out reconnoiter
ing parties and about noon our advance had entered and occupied the 
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town. I brought up two brigades of my division, reaching this [place] 
after dark. We entered the town with bands playing. The people say 
that the Rebel army has gone toward Macon, avoiding the position of 
Sherman. A good many people are still in town, but my duties on the 
lines which the Rebs. built to protect the town have not yet given me 
much chance to sec this town of greater distances than the original city 
of W ashington. It appears to be scattered over leagues, having a thickly
built business center. 

Many [residents] are said to be sincerely Union. As I was marching 
at the head of my column last night through the dark streets, made 
intensely so by the heavy shade-trees, I heard a window shoved up and 
a female voice cry out, ''Welcome!" I cried back, "Thank you, and 
the more so as it is a rare sound down here." It did, indeed, seem 
strange, that voice of welcome where we have met little but battle and 
carnage, coming so suddenly from the impenetrable darkness. For 
more than a month we have lain face to face with the heavy works 
thrown around this city, and day after day have I peered over our 
trenches to catch some new idea of the position of affairs. Three high, 
broad parapets seemed to bid defiance, and my curiosity was generally 
met with sharp efforts to plug my head. Week after week their heavy 
guns and ours have kept up a roaring, during which we have thrown 
thousands of projectiles from the twenty-pounder Parrott to the sixty
odd-weight hall into this city. 

It seemed, therefore, very strange to march unopposed, as I did last 
night, through these same hostile works, and especially right alongside 
of one of those frowning fortresses that lay in my original front and 
which had killed or maimed hundreds of men of my division. I rode 
along full of queer sensations and exciting emotions. It was too dark to 
see much, but there was the principal battlement which had caused so' 
much trouble and injury and not a sound came from it. I could hardly 
realize that its strong and defiant voice had really been silenced. 

I forgot to mention, in its place, that Gen. Slocum joined us just after 
we withdrew to the Chattahoochee. He brought with him his three 
aides, Maj . Guindon and Capts. Moseley and T racy. I was glad to 
turn over to him my command and go back to my division. The general 
seemed to fear that I would be greatly disappointed in not getting 
command of the corps. 
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On arriving here last night I took quarters at a very imposing-looking 
house, as seen by the dim candle light. A very large room with a broad 
bed and white counterpane promised a splendid rest, after a fatiguing 
day. It was the first time in four months I had slept in a house. You 
will laugh when I tell you that I found the air oppressive and could not 
sleep. T o add to the troubles, the bugs (bedbugs I suppose) worked on 
me from head to foot. I have never, during the campaign, sleeping under 
trees, on the· ground, or in straw, suffered anything like it from the 
numberless variety of wood-ticks, jiggers, and other festering biters that 
fill every atom of the dirt of this section. The consequence was, of 
course, a very disturbed night and the getting up at daylight with a 
resolution to have my tent pitched and go back to the luxury of my cot 
and blankets. 

I took a long ride at sunrise along my lines and came back in an hour 
or so to my breakfast, with a hearty appetite. T his afternoon we have a 
huge storm of thunder, lightning, and rain, with a cold wind. I doubt 
if we have had as hot weather down here as you have had. Our nights 
are always cool. There has been but one or two that I have not slept 
under a blanket. The days are hot, very, outside the shade. 

Capt. Pittman has sent in his resignation, which will doubtless be 
accepted. He will go home soon I suppose. [Illegible] left us day before 
yesterday for home, after three years' service with us. It made me 
homesick to say good-bye. He has been a very faithful and useful man. 
When Capt. Pittman goes, all my Detroit associations will be broken 
up. I shall have no one about me from home. These matters affect me 
very unpleasantly. But three years have taught me sad lessons of sudden 
and painful partings and of friendships swept away by hundreds in an 
hour of bloody battle. I don't know that the heart grows callous, but it 
learns to bear the heaviest blows with but a passing pang. 

What a retrospect! What a mass of mixed recollections is embraced 
within the compass of three years! How merriment and agony and 
death; pomp and parade; the battle struggle; the excitement of the 
charge and rush; the despondency and sinking sensation of retreat; the 
proud feeling of success; the oppressive and disheartening thought of 
fa,ilure; the dead and dying friends; some with cheerfulness, crying you 
a "Farewell" as they are borne away; some- so many indeed-with the 
glassy eye and speechless tongue! How all these recollections and a 
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thousand others fill the mind in an hour of meditation such as I have 
had tonight, looking out of my window into the dark night and for
getting the present and living alone in a retrospect of the now almost 
three years of my active war life! Who can tell, but he who has passed 
through such a weird life of excitement and joys and sorrows? 

Sunday morning, 4th September: I got so far last night. Fearing I 
was getting rather too sentimental for a soldier, I stopped. Now the mail 
messenger says the bag goes in a minute. We hear the Rebs. have 
burned the Bridgeport bridge. If so, it is a very bad thing for us, and 
this letter may not reach you for weeks, if at all. Love to all. 

My Dear Daughters: 

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 

Atlanta, Georgia, Sept 2 Ist, I 864. 

Pittman left us day before yesterday 22 and I celebrated my fifty
fourth birthday by a review of my division. I don't think I should have 
called them out for that purpose, but Gen. Slocum's order did the thing, 
unconsciously. We had tried it the I 8th in a big rain and so on the 2oth 
the Heavens let up, though very cloudy, long enough to let us through. 
After the review the troops marched by the headquarters of Gen. Sher
man and Gen. Thomas. Sherman came out in his careless manner, 
standing in the middle of the street and emphatically declaring that 
such soldiers could never be beaten. He is indeed a queer one. A genius 
indeed! 

I feel pretty blue today. These changes of one's <?ld comrades are not 
pleasant. Besides, we are having the meanest kind of rainy weather. I 
believe I shall never feel in good spirits while in the service, except on 
active duty. I think I shall journalize for a while, so adieu for today. 
The review was a good one and the division appeared well. I was sur
prised to see how neatly the fellows had got themselves up. 

September 24th: Rain every day at intervals, pouring down. I was 
out almost every day, in spite of the rain. 
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25th: Geary's 2nd D ivision was reviewed and made a good show. 
From the high works of the Rebs. behind his review ground I could 
see our old line from which for weeks I had watched this same Rebel 
works. It looks less formidable inside, than out, but along the whole line 
is a very strong line of obstacles ; sometimes three or four lines of abatis 
and chevaux-de-frise. It seems fortunate that we did not attempt a 
direct attack. 

26th: The jrd Division was reviewed and did not appear as well as the 
other divisions of the corps. I t is of more recent organization and its 
principal officers are away. A colonel was in command of the division 
and seemed a little at loss. My old inspector (Lt. Col. Buckingham) 
was in command of a brigade. I forgot to say that Gen. Knipe left us 
on the 22nd, having been detailed as chief of cavalry of the Army of the 
Tennessee. I am grieved to part with him, after three years' service 
together. 

October Ist: More rain; more cloudy, dull weather. 
O ctober 3rd: Rumors of trouble on the railroad. Have reports for 

several days that enemy was moving towards our communications. 
The 4-th and part of the 14-th corps moved toward the Chattahoochee. 
Railroad cut somewhere. All mail and papers stopped a day or so ago. 
Trouble ahead, unless we catch the rascals. Met Gen. Sherman today 
in front of corps headquarters. He was evidently uneasy. A day or so 
before I had been to his headquarters to call upon Mrs. Rousseau and 
daughter and two other ladies. Sherman was in a distressed state that 
ladies should intrude upon his precincts without permission. I have been 
riding all round the Reb. works twice in the past few days, no easy 
job, as it must be over ten miles. T ook a look at several points where I 
had been to establish [entrenchments]. 

October 4th: Great moving of troops yesterday and today toward the 
Chattahoochee. This morning Gen. Sherman followed with all the 
corps but ours, and a few thousand convalescents, wagon guards, and 
the like. Day cloudy. 

O ctober sth: Cloudy and more rain in the afternoon. Was obliged 
to ride half around the outer works to make new dispositions of my 
command, and to look out the many small camps and squads left by 
other corps. 

O ctober 6th: Raining all day. Out again on horseback. I have half 
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the circle of the town to picket. The number of small squads left behind 
is very annoying. 

October 7th: Clear and cool; first signs of frost and first real fires of 
the season. We had one early morning fire in September. More long 
rides; horses on half forage. Lt. Harbaugh came to see me. 

October 8th: Clear and cool; no doubt that Hood has badly cut the 
railroad; have been days now without letters or papers. Two orderlies 
sent to the Peach Tree Creek were gobbled (Snow and Ransom), both 
mounted. Sent out a party and found that they had been taken prisoners 
by about twenty-five cavalry. 

October 9th: Weather keeps cool, but pleasantly so. The rascally 
signal fellows sent in a story that Richmond was captured. Whereat 
there was great rejoicing and hurrahing all over the camps. A band 
came to serenade me, late in the evening. I didn't believe the story and 
didn't get up to rejoice. I have serenades now almost every night, as 
the moon is shining finely. 

October roth: The Richmond news is pretty much blown up by a 
report from Gen. Sherman. The Pennsylvania and Ohio regiments 
vote today for their state tickets. I stayed an hour or so at one of the polls. 
T he vote seemed to be pretty much all Union. I think this army will vote 
strongly for Li~coln . I think full four-fifths, not counting the Missouri 
and Kentucky regiments. Something may work a change or the vote 
may be lost by Hood's impediments. Sent out a long train today for 
forage. 

October 14th: We have actually got a mail. I t was carted around 
the railroad break. Got letters from Rene, Minnie, Larned, Capt. Pitt
man, and others. Latest date from Detroit Oc:t. Ist, Pittman's letters. 
You will all be anxious to hear from me. I am anxious to hear from 
the railroad for I think Hood is on an audacious ~;aid and will do great 
harm. No mails have gone forward north since Oct. 1st. I am told. 
I t seems queer to be cut off from all news and all letters so long. I t is 
like being at sea. No enemy has appeared near the town and we are all 
greatly mystified. I see Jeff Davis prognosticates a Moscow defeat for 
our army. I think he will find things different, even if we have to 
retreat! 

Saturday O ctober 15th: The D epartment photographer came and 
took a picture group of myself and staff, with headquarters for a back-
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ground. After several trials made necessary by someone's moving his 
head at each trial, we finally succeeded in getting a picture pronounced 
satisfactory, though Capt. Whitney's face is badly blurred from move
ment. Col. Boughton had himself and all his officers (twenty-two) 
taken in one picture. In the afternoon went to see Col. Ketcham, I soth 
New York, off, going home to attend to his election to Congress. 
Found Lt. Duffield at the cars going home, mustered out. Went back 
to headquarters .and made up two packages of pictures and a short 
letter with $200 Pittman's checks for my daughter. Reports from the 
rear bad. Hood seems to be getting hold of the railroad where he 
pleases. 

Sunday October 16th: In all the forenoon, lots of officers called. In 
the afternoon called on Dr. Batewell, at 14th Corps Hospital and on Col. 
Inness, Ist Michigan Engineers. Evening at home. Col. Robinson, 3rd 
B"rigade, in command of three brigades from different divisions and two 
batteries artillery left with over 6oo wagons for foraging. Rather a 
lonely day. Telegraph from rear shows that Hood is still at work on 
railroad. Track all up from Resaca to Dalton. Day fine. 

Monday October 17th: No further news this morning. Our sus
pense is great, and our condition by no means pleasant. We are pretty 
hopeful that Sherman will give Hood a big coup, but it is not pleasant 
in our isolated condition to reflect that if he fails, or Hood out-maneuvers 
him, we are badly isolated. The morning is very pleasant. Artist shows 
first impression of our staff group. Capt. Whittlesey could not be present, 
which I greatly regret. All the rest are in and good, save Whitney's. 
I close here as one of my clerks can send it outside mail. I saw Capt. 
Poe this P.M. Wrote to Rene yesterday. 

REASONS FOR THE RE-ELECTION OF LINCOLN 

Atlanta, Georgia, Oct. 18th, 1 864. 
My Dear Daughter: 

I sent you a special letter, though as things look just now it may be a 
long time getting to you. It was good and affectionate of you to remem
ber my birthday. I forgot yours only for the day. Then I have a great 
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deal more to think of than you, and expecially at that time while in 
command of the corps. . . . 

Give my love to Syl. and tell her that I have hunted all along 
Marietta Street for that female who cried, "Welcome!" But the night 
we came in was so dark that I have never been able to locate the spot 
of female patriotic welcome. Most of the houses in the vicinity are small 
and of humble pretensions. Gen. Sherman's order was made necessary 
from the fact the people could not stay here and subsist. The moment we 
took the city all supplies from the country stopped. North of this there are 
no people left but the very poorest, and the country is literally stripped. 
South of this in Rebel hands. It became a matter of necessity and mercy, 
therefore, to send them away, north or south as they choose, where they 
could be fed. 

You seem to be in doubt on political matters. I am no politician, nor 
have I been for some years. Fortunately, too, I have been for years at a 
distance from the political contests which excite the passions and preju
dices of men and so dethrone their reason. I think I am, and have been, 
in just the position to make a dispassionate judgment between the con
tending parties. McClellan is patriotic enough, but the great weight of 
talent and energy and shrewdness of the party which is going to control 
him (especially in the western states) belongs to men who hold that one 
state can not coerce another or that the de facto government has no 
rightful power to compel a state to remain in the Union. 

These kind of politicians control the Democratic party in a rna jority 
of the western states and they really controlled the Chicago conven
tion. They did not dare present one of their own men, for it would have 
so shocked the masses that their game would have been up. They, 
therefore, yielded the man, but took the platform. They got in the 
clause for an immediate armistice, well knowing that an armistice or 
truce, unless sought for by the Rebels, is nothing more nor less than ab
solute submission to the Rebel government. They know that Rebels in 
arms must be so subdued by arms as to be driven to ask terms them
selves; that no rebellion was ever put down by gentle means, after 
severe ones had been tried; and that especially in this rebellion the Con
federate government and its President and Congress has repeatedly and 
officially declared that they will accept no terms short of absolute inde
pendence. 

Now I think that to abandon the war now, to submit after all that 
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has been done and suffered, would be disgraceful to us of the North, 
who now live, and would entail dishonor and disaster upon our 
posterity for many generations. We cannot stop now and concede all 
we have been fighting for without bringing upon our heads the con
tempt of foreign governments and of the Rebel government itself. Per
sonally, I should certainly wish to find a home where the finger of 
scorn could not be pointed at me. 

Now from what I have written you will understand that I do not 
favor the McClellan-Pendleton ticket. I have no particularly strong 
personal reasons for loving the existing Administration, nor do I, in 
everything, admire its policy or measures. Still its great aim, in the 
emergency which absolves small things, is right. It goes for fighting 
this rebellion until the Rebels cry, "Enough!" Therefore, without making 
pretensions to any very large amount of Roman virtue, which prefers 
country to self and forgets personal grievances in the thought of the 
general good, I do not hesitate to say that if I was at home I should 
vote for "A L inkum" and his party. So much · for politics. I catch up 
these themes as I read over your letters. . . . 

I have missed Capt. Pittman greatly. He was always near me and 
more a confidential officer and friend than any of the others. I some
times get so lonely when surrounded by thousands that I feel sorry I 
did not resign and go home also. But for a great desire to see this war 
through, I should have done so long ago, and don't know but I shall 
do so now. I feel at times as if my duty to the government demands it, 
as well as my own self-respect. You will not appreciate the feeling, be
cause you can never know all that I know of the facts of my case. It has 
become in my mind a question, often mooted, whether the discourage
ment and depression the government has put upon me is not unfitting 
me for that zealous and ambitious discharge of duty which is properly 
due from every man holding the responsible position I do. So you see I 
either feel, or am trying to argue myself into the belief, that on every 
account, public as well as personal, I ought to quit the service. Some 
fine morning you may see me at the front door a citizen! . . . 

People at home can't see why a man's pride and spirit is wounded 
and diminished. Let them work and toil long months under every ex
posure, doing, in the written judgment of their superiors, their full 
duty in all respects, and then let them see dozens of sneaks and drivellers 
put over their heads. Ah, Minnie, in civil life honest labor and faithful 
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services unrewarded or unacknowledged chill the heart and depress even 
the efforts of the benevolent Christian spirit, but there is something, 
especially in military life, where the gradations of command are vio
lated and the shirking junior is foisted over the heads of long-serving 
and faithful officers, that falls with especial weight upon one's pride 
and self-respect. It can't be denied nor concealed, and he who does 
not feel it is not fit to hold a commission! . . . 

Oct. 20th: No mails go out today. Several guns heard this morning 
toward the river. About 200 Reb. cavalry appeared on the track. 
Yesterday a train of cars was burned at Vining's Station, just beyond the 
river. Things begin to look rather mixed for us down here. However, 
we keep in good spirits and hope for better news. If this gets through 
you will know that matters are improving. Again love to Rene and 
family. 

Your Affectionate Father. 
The ring enclosed was made by Capt. Whittlesey's blacksmith out of the 
brass plunger of a percussion shell, thrown into my camp by Rebs. in 
Atlanta. 

GENERAL HOOKER'S OPINION OF SHERMAN 

Brig. Gen. Williams, 
Dear General: 

Cincinnati, 
October 3 I, 1 864. 

I have just received yours of the 23d and have only time to reply 
that [I] am rejoiced to learn that my letter was in every way satisfac
tory to you. It is not in [my] power to do as much for you as I would 
like to, or as much as it is my duty to do. If you were here, I could 
make application for you to be assigned to the command of the district 
of [? ] Michigan, but until you are, it will do no good, as you know. It 
might not if you were here, but whether so or not it would afford me 
happiness to have an opportunity to press it. I leave for Detroit tomorrow 
and wish that you could be with me. 

I am a good deal amused as well as annoyed at Sherman's cunning. He 
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is a fool or a knave. I think the latter, and I know that he is crazy. The 
superior administrative ability of Howard required him to discover. He 
knows better or ought to, and it is only made use of as a cloak to cover 
his d-cl rascally treatment of me. This matter is not over. It will have a 
long tail to it. The indignation of the Army of the Potomac at the treat
ment I received from Sherman was deep and violent. Sherman's conduct 
is fully understood by all and his motive of action. The truth was he was 
afraid of me. · 

Excuse my writing so much of myself. 
His excuse in his report for ordering the assault of the Kenesaw is 

rich-that the enemy might know we could do it. He ought to have 
known this from their experience with him in his first attack at Vicks
burg, also at Missionary Ridge, in all of which he was whipped out of 
his boots. But damn him, let him go at present. 

Journal, 1864: 

Adieu, Your Friend and Servant [?], 
Joseph Hooker. 

EVACUATION OF ATLANTA 

November 5th: A beautiful day again. Sent box and letters home 
with pictures and a remittance in 7 2/oo and $250 to Lew Allen, and 
to Larned a check for $I oo by Maj. Stone, paymaster. About I 2 M. 
got an order to move the division on the McDonough Road about three 
miles out and encamp. Marched at 3 o'clock and encamped with trains 
and all before sundown. The order was unexpected and the hurry of 
packing up was great. I passed the night in a log-hut, occupying the top 

of a bed in a room full of men, women, and children. 
November 6th: Was awakened at daylight by the firing on picket 

line and the beating of reveille along the whole line. The attack was on 
the 3rd Division just to the right of me. Our pickets ran in without much 

· resistance, losing one man killed and one mortally wounded. The 
ground was at once recovered and the firing soon stopped. The morning 
was very cool and soon clouded over with high, disagreeable Novem
ber winds, not very much like the pictures of the sunny South. It was 
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not easy to keep comfortable around the largest campfires. At I 2:30 M. 
received an order to move back into town and occupy our old camps. 
Moved at once. I went back to my old quarters. Sharp rain in the after
noon and pretty much all night. No · news, but all manner of rumors 
about the future. 

November 7th: Cloudy again and rainy at intervals. Temperature 
mild. Gen. N. J. Jackson, who is here awaiting orders, called.23 Gen. 
Ruger left with the probability of commanding a division of the 23rd 
Corps. This leaves me without a general officer. All my brigades are 
commanded by colonels. 

November 8th: Election day. Went with Capt. Whittlesey to the 
polls of the Ist Michigan Engineers and Mechanics and deposited my 
vote, the first time within four years or more, I think. I voted for Lin
coln electors. After voting, went with Col. Robinson, 3rd Brigade to 
several Ohio and Pennsylvania regiments. Everything going on quietly 
and orderly. 

Reports that the last train runs north to-morrow morning. We are 
then to be cut loose and find a new base of supplies. Doubtful if some 
weeks don't elapse before we hear the election news. The weather is 
quite mild, but showery, and the prospect of bad roads is not amusing. 
The roses have pretty much disappeared from our yard; now and then 
one blooms forth. I enclose one, very fragrant, which was solitary and 
quite alone. 

There is a great scramble at the depot to get away. Thousands of 
Negroes are striving to get transportation. We sent away a family of 
blacks which came in about forty miles soon after we got here. Part of 
them have been with us. There are two women and one boy that I should 
like to get to Detroit. They are the best and steadiest Negroes I have 
ever seen. One of the women washed and sewed for our mess and cooked 
part of the time. She cooks, sews, and washes splendidly, and withal is 
a steady home body and a most excellent character. She calls herself 
((Pibby," not Phoeby. If anybody wants a superb house-servant let them 
get her or her sister also with her. I gave them a letter of commendation 
to Lew Forsyth at LouisVJ1le. 

These may be my last notes for sometime. I will write as soon as pos
sible. And so, Goodbye! 

[A.S.W.] 
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BATTLE OF GETTYSBURG AGAIN 

HEADQUARTERS, I 2TH CORPS 

ARMY OF THE CUMBERLAND 

Tullahoma, Tenn., Dec. 30, 1864. 
Major General George G. Meade 
Commanding 'Army of the Potomac 
General: 

I enclose herewith the report of General T. H. Ruger of operations of 
the ISt Division, 12th Corps, at the battle of Gettysburg, together with 
the reports of his brigade and regimental commanders. General Ruger, 
with a large portion of this division, was ordered to New York City soon 
after the battle, and immediately after his return from New York the 
corps was ordered to this department. The reports of General Williams 
and myself were delayed with the hope of recovering General Ruger's 
report in time to forward it with them. I deeply regret the necessity 
which compelled me to send my report and that of General Williams un
accompanied by any report of the operations of the 1st Division. For 
although an account of the operations of this division was given in the 
report of General Williams, who commanded the corps during the 
battle, I think the absence of Ruger's report may account for some of 
the errors contained in your report as to the operations of the I 2th 
Corps. 

I enclose a letter from General Williams calling my attention to 
these errors, to which I respectfully invite your attention, and if any
thing can be done at this late day to correct these errors I trust you will 
do it. Your report is the official history of that important battle, and to 
this report reference will always be made by our government, our 
people, and the historian, as the most reliable and accurate account of 
the services performed by each corps, division, and brigade of your 

army. 
If you have inadvertently given to one division the credit of having 

performed some meritorious service which was in reality performed by 
another division, you do an injustice to brave men and defraud them of 
well earned laurels. It is an injustice which even time cannot correct. 
That errors of this nature exist in your official report is an indisputable 
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fact. You give great credit to Lockwood's brigade for services on the 
evening of July 2nd, but state that this brigade was a portion of the 1St 
Corps, while it never at any time belonged to that corps, but was a por
tion of the 12th Corps, and was accompanied in its operations on the 
evening of July 2nd by General Williams in person. A portion of this 
brigade ( 150th New York Volunteers) is still in General Williams' div1-
sion. 

I copy the following -statement from your report: ((During the heavy 
assault on our left, portions of the 12th Corps were sent as reinforce
ments. During their absence, the line on the extreme right was held by a 
very much reduced force. This was taken advantage of by the enemy, 
who, during the absence of General Geary's div1sion of the 12th Corps, 
advanced and occupied part of the line. On the morning of the 3rd, 
General Geary's division hav1ng returned during the night was attacked 
at early dawn by the enemy and succeeded in driv1ng him back, and re
occupying his former position. A spirited contest was maintained all the 
morning along this part of the line. General Geary, reinforced by 
Wheaton's brigade of the 6th Corps, maintained his position and in
flicted severe losses on the enemy." 

From this statement it would appear that Geary's div1sion marched 
to the support of your left-that Williams' div1sion did not-that his 
(Williams') div1sion, or a portion of it were guarding the entrench
ments when the enemy gained possession-that General Geary returned 
and with his division drove the enemy back-that th~ engagement on 
the following morning was fought by Geary's div1sion, assisted by 
Wheaton's brigade. This I know is the inference drawn from your 
history of these operations by every person unacquainted with the truth. 

Yet the facts in the case are very nearly the reverse of the above in 
every particular, and directly in contradiction to the facts as set forth 
in the report of General Geary, as well as that of General Williams. 
Geary's division did not march even in the direction of your left. Two of 
his brigades under his immediate command left the entrenchments under 
orders to move to the support of your left, but through some unfortunate 
mistake he took the road leading to Two T averns. Williams's entire 
division did move to the support of your left, and it was one of his 
brigades (Lockwood's) under his immediate command, which you 
commend, but very singularly credit to the 1st Corps. 
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Greene's brigade of the 2nd Division remained in the entrenchments, 
and the failure of the enemy to gain entire possession of our works was 
due entirely to the skill of General Greene and the heroic valor of his 
troops. His brigade suffered severely but maintained its position and held 
the enemy in check until the return of Williams' division. The "spirited 
contest maintained by General Geary rein forced by Wheaton's brigade" 
was a contest for regaining the portion of our entrenchments held by the 
enemy, and was conducted under the immediate command of General 
Williams, and was participated in by the entire I 2th Corps, reinforced 
not by Wheaton's, but by Shaler's brigade. 

Although the command of the I 2th Corps was given temporarily to 
General Williams by your order, and although you directed him to 
meet at the council of other corps commanders, you fail to mention 
his name in your entire report, and in no place allude to his having any 
such command, or to the fact that more than one corps was at any time 
placed under my command, although at no time after you assumed com
mand of the army until the close of this battle was I in command of 
less than two corps, and I have now in my possession your written orders 
dated July 2nd, directing me to assume command of the 6th Corps, 
and with that corps, and the two then under my command (the 5th and 
I 2th) to move forward and at once· attack the enemy. I allude to this 
fact for the purpose of refreshing your memory on a subject which you 
had apparently entirely forgotten when you penned your report, for you 
have not failed to notice the fact of General Schurz and others having 
held, even for a few hours, command of above that previously held by 
them. 

I sincerely trust that you will endeavor to correct as far as possible 
the errors above mentioned, and that the correction may be recorded at 
the War Department. 
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I am General, 
Very Respecth1lly Your Obedient Servant, 

H. W . Slocum 
Major General Vols. Commanding 


