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TO THE RAPPAHANNOCK ONCE MORE 

For whatever reason, the will to fight displayed by General Meade 
prior to the battle of Gettysburg seemed to have vanished following 
that event. Contrary to President Lincoln's desire, General Lee was 
permitted to withdraw his army across the Potomac without inter
ference by Meade, who continued to sadden the President by his 
procrastination throughout the autumn months of z86 3· On O ctober 
16, L incoln proposed that if M eade would attack Lee on a field ((no 
more than equal" to the Union army, the honor, if successft4l, would 
belong to him, while the blame, if defeated, would be shouldered by 
Lincoln. Prior to this proposal, however, on September 29 an order was 
issued which brought General Williams' career with the Army of the 
Potom;ac to a sudden end. T he Union defeat at Chickamauga (Septem
ber 19-20) led the government to order the transfer by rail of the en
tire Eleventh and Twelfth corps (some z6,ooo men) from the Army 
of the Potomac to the western arena, the operation constituting perhaps 
the largest transfer of troops over so great a distance that had ever 
been performed. The letters which follow relate General W illiams' clos
itzg activities with the Army of the Potomac. 



FROM THE CANNON'S MOUTH 

IN PURSUIT OF GENERAL LEE 

Snickersville, Va., July 21, 1863. 
My Dear Daughters: 

The change of my whereabouts is almost as magical as the Rawls [?] 
performances, appearing through the stage floor in one instant and 
mysteriously disappearing in the scenic clouds above in the next. We 
literally have no rest now, for our stoppings are so full of duties that we 
can hardly be said to rest. We remained in Pleasant Valley two days, 
exclusive of the day of our arrival, one of them very rainy. I sent you 
my journal up to the I 6th. I visited the L ongbridges and took tea 
there. Miss Ella and the old folks were in good health, the former as 
sweet as ever. 

T he fields which we left last winter all forlorn and desolate-looking, 
are now planted all over with corn and grain, but are for the fifth time 
terribly cut up again, as two or three corps encamped on them and 
whole acres of wagon trains. I pity the poor people who live where 
armies encamp. Pleasant Valley has suffered worse than any other 
spot. This time our visit was especially destructive, as wheat, corn, and 
potatoes were all standing and as far as the eye could reach were being 
desolated by horses, herds of cattle, tramping men, and crushing wagon 
wheels. I t is absolutely an impossibility to keep up in the minds of 
soldiers and employees the least respect for private property. They drive 
through fields of ripe wheat and over acres of growing corn without 
one thought of the destruction they are causing. 

I sent you from Pleasant Valley a conclusion of our Gettysburg cam
paign and battle. It was stupidly done, as absolutely I could not get 
my fatigued mind up to the subject. I forgot also to tell you of a narrow 
escape I had on the road. I was passing a column of our soldiers and 
endeavored to take the side of the road, passing along a deep roadside or 
ditch on a narrow strip between a stone wall on one side and the deep 
ditch on the other. I finally came to the end of the wall where a rail 
fence had been partly thrown down. Here I tried to jump my horse over, 
but in turning him on the narrow ledge he slipped and tumbling down the 
bank landed flat on his back in the bottom of the ditch. Fortunately, as 
he slipped I jumped from the saddle and landed safely on the bank. Old 
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Plug Ugly must have fallen eight or ten feet and as he groaned hugely 
I supposed he was finished at last, after passing through divers[?] bat
tles and one heavy fall into the pontoon boats. The men got his saddle 
off while he lay as quiet as a lamb and turning him round, with a big 
grunt he got to his feet and was led to the upper end of the ditch to 
terra firma, apparently as sound as ever. My saddle, which I supposed 
was crushed beyond repair, came out scarcely injured, saved I supposed 
by the overcoats and blankets strapped before and behind. Altogether, 
it was a lucky escape for man, beast, and saddle. 

O ld Plug was somewhat stiff the next day, but I rode him every 
day. He is a regular old soldier, however, and takes great advantage of 
my indulgence and his long service and five or six wounds. As we march 
along he grabs at every knot of grass, corn, sh~ub, or any vegetable 
substance that presents itself on his way. No amount of spurring or 
whipping can break him of this habit of laying in a supply against short 
rations. He is an odd, lazy old fellow, sometimes pretending to be very 
scary, especially after every battle, at other times apparently afraid of 
nothing. For a year and a half we have been daily companions. We get 
up a great love for even brutes under such circumstances. I should 
grieve to part with old Plug Ugly, with all his faults. 

Sunday, 19th July: We marched from Pleasant Valley at 9 o'clock, 
the 2nd Division leading. T he 2nd and 3rd corps had crossed the day 
before. We crossed at the same place as last winter, over the pontoon 
bridge into Harpers Ferry and round the foot of Loudon Heights. The 
corps trains in advance delayed us so that we halted for the night about 
eight miles up the valley. 

The guerrillas troubled the advance considerably, coming down from 
the passes in the Blue Ridge. We sent out patrolling parties, and as 
some firing had been done from houses, we arrested several citizens 
and copying Lee's example we gathered up all the horses and cattle we 
could lay hands on. Our first camp was in the vicinity of the pass 
through «Short Mountains" near Hillsboro. From this point we went 
last winter through Hillsboro to Leesburg. Our present march will be 
toward Snickersville. 

Monday, July 20th: Marched at 7 o'clock, in the rear as before; 
road very rocky, muddy, and crooked. Men and teams were obliged 
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to .find new paths through .fields and woods. In an hour or so, ran 
against the trains of the 2nd Corps and halted for several hours. Day 
very hot and sultry. 

At 2.30 P.M. marched again. Passed through Woodgrove, a village 
of half a dozen houses, and struck the Leesburg Pike about four miles 
from Snickersville. Encamped in the vicinity of Snickersville at 6.30 P.M. 

This village is just in the mouth of Snicker's Pass through the Blue 
Ridge. It is the main route to Winchester from Washington. 

You may remember that I marched my division up to the pass on the 
other side just before the battle of Winchester, and was obliged to go 
back and go through Jackson up the Shenandoah Valley. Years ago I 
passed over this same route from Berryville to Washington. It was 
before the days of pikes in this section. I found the most execrable 
roads, such as we came over yesterday; roads in which small mountain 
streams .find their courses, making an alternation of rocks and mud as 
the nature of the soil changes. Roads are never repaired in this state, 
except the pikes. 

It is now 9 o'clock A.M. and we have as yet no order to march 
today. Our destination was supposed to be near Warrenton. What the 
grand program is, I cannot say, but if it be another "onward to Rich
mond" we shall make another failure, simply because our army is still 
outnumbered by the Rebel army under Lee. He is constantly falling 
back on reinforcements and his base of supplies. We are moving away 
from both and daily decreasing in numbers. Besides, as an invading 
army, we must almost of necessity attack, and the odds are always 
greatly against the attacking party in two armies like those now op
posed. We have, I hear, received some reinforcements, not as many as 
we lost men at Gettysburg, nor are they the same hardened troops, but 
rather of that kind which have been enervated by garrison life on the 
sea-coast. These long and daily marches will break them down in spirits 
and strength. 

I see that our real strength at Gettysburg is greatly exaggerated in 
the public prints. I have no doubt the public generally think that our 
army wears longer than a railroad track, with not half the wear and 
tear! It never takes into account the fact that this army has lost nearly 
40,000 men by expiration of term of service within the past two months. 
That in the same time at least 40,000 have been put "hors de combat" 
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in battle and engagements, and that sickness and intercessions of friends 
are continually draining our ranks. It is a fact, I know, that at Gettys
burg we had less than 6o,ooo fighting men. The lowest estimation of 
the enemy's force was 8s,ooo, and from that to 120,ooo. I think they 
crossed the Potomac with at least 90,000 men, and they lost in killed 
and wounded, prisoners and deserters, at least 40,000, an expensive 
invasion, from which they cannot soon recover. It vexes us here, how
ever, to see the constant disposition of people at home to overstate our 
numbers.1 There never was a better army, because from long service 
and few recruits we are hardened down to the very sublimation of 
muscle, health, and endurance. The men can march twenty-five to 
thirty miles a day with sixty pounds- if necessary. They seldom grum
ble, and come to camp after a hard day's march with jokes and songs. 
They are absolutely without fear, and if ordered forward as skirmishers 
against entrenchments they go with cheerfulness and generally crack
ing jokes. Such an army can only be made by long service and exposure 
in the field and at a great loss of original numbers. 

If recruits had been constantly sent to old regiments they would have 
[been] assimilated, in a good measure, to these old soldiers, and in a 
short time caught their spirit and daring. It is wonderful how soon a 
recruit becomes a good soldier when placed amongst old troops. Our 
government should never have relaxed for a minute its recruiting. It 
takes a great effort to keep a large army from decreasing, and it can 
be kept fully efficient only by constant additions. When regiments fall 
below a certain number their efficiency is greatly destroyed. The de
tails and daily-duty men oppress the soldier, and their thin ranks dis
courage and dishearten him. But enough of this! 

I hope a new policy is inaugurated of filling up old regiments who 
have experienced officers with the new drafted men, and that our 
armies will never again be permitted to lose half their men in the be
ginning of a campaign, and at a moment when the enemy has just filled 
his ranks with hordes of conscripts. 

Love to all,-

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 
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My Dear Daughters: 

FROM THE CANNON'S MOUTH 

STILL FOLLOWING GENERAL LEE 

Camp near Warrenton Junction, 

July 27, 1863. 

I sent you my journalizings from Snickersville up to the 2 Ist in st., 
I think. If the mail escaped the guerrillas, who watched our flanks and 
rear pretty closely, you have received the package before this. 

We remained at Snickersville two days, expecting to move every 
hour and therefore uncomfortably packed up, ready for a start. We 
were encamped near the mouth of the pass over the Blue Ridge. Some 
of the officers went up the mountain ridge and found a splendid view 
of the Shenandoah Valley, embracing Winchester, Martinsburg, Front 
Royal, Berryville, and other towns of the valley. A sight of the Rebel 
camps and their moving columns and trains was also had. 

On account of the repeated annoyances of the guerrilla bands, firing 
at our men from houses or their vicinity, we sent out scouting or pa
trolling parties to sweep in all cattle, horses, and forage that could be 
found. The country was pretty well cleaned out before, and our glean
ings were of a poor character. Lame and worn-out horses, poor cattle, 
and mixed wheat, corn, and oats. But the gatherings were followed by 
all sorts of people begging for the return of horses and cattle, as the 
last left them to carry on their farms. Women (all widows, by their 
own accounts) were generally successful, as they gave piteous stories of 
their necessities. The men in some cases were handed over to the provost 
guard to be carried on a few days. They were generally in concert 
with these roving guerrilla bands, although they swore to entire ig
norance of anything of the kind. 

July 23rd: My division marched at 6 o'clock under orders to en
camp at Paris, which is in the entrance to Ashby's Gap. These gaps, 
you know, are low places in the mountain range through which roads 
have been made. They are generally deep gullies or ravines cut by the 
passage of small streams or rivers; sometimes simply low depressions in 
the mountain. They occur in the Blue Ridge Range at pretty regular 
intervals, commencing within a short distance of Harpers Ferry in the 
following order, southward: Vestal, Hammond, Gregory's, Snicker's, 
Ashby's, Manassas, Chester, Thornton's, Swift, etc. If you have Lloyd's 
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official map you can follow our lines of march pretty accurately, though 
the roads and relative positions of villages are by no means correctly 
laid down. For general purposes and for names of small places it is the 
best map you can get. · 

Our first halt today was near Upperville, a small village on the 
stone pike which runs through Ashby's Gap to Fairfax Court House 
and Alexandria. I halted here for several hours to avoid the heat of the 
day, myself and staff taking a nap under the shady oaks of a Mrs. 
Fitzhugh's lawn. It was a beautiful broad lawn of a very dilapidated 
old Virginia residence. Mrs. Fitzhugh was in great distress ·about the 
vegetables of her small garden, which I protected by a guard. Several 
grown daughters took observation of us from a ricketty old stoop of 
the decayed mansion. 

I moved on toward Paris at 3 o'clock, and when about half way to 
what I supposed would be my night halt, up came an order to counter
march through Upperville to Piedmont, and thence to Markham's ·Sta
tion on Manassas Gap, fifteen miles distant. I had already marched 
nearly fifteen miles in a very hot day. The order was not a pleasant one, 
but there was no appeal. I countermarched the whole command, in
fantry, artillery, ambulances, and ammunition trains, leaving the sup
ply train to follow the 2nd Division, which was going by the way o£ 
Paris. We had a pike road all the way to Piedmont, but a terrible one 
for the men as it was covered all the way with small boulders and 
sharp stones which cut their feet badly. As the side of the road every 
few rods was springy and miry, I was obliged to keep .the. stone pike. 

About sundown we reached Piedmont, an abandoned railroad station 
with two or thr~e ruined buildings. There was nobody about to give 
us information as to the route beyond, but after some delay one of my 
staff found the residence of a Mr. Marshall (who said he was a son 
of the late Chief Justice Marshall) from whom we got information as 
to the road to Somerset Mills, one of the designated points of my 
march.2 

We found this road very bad. At its outset it ran along the bed of a 
creek, which recent rains had overflowed. It was very rocky and full 
of deep holes. Dusk had come pretty deep, and the very small crescent 
of a moon helped us but little. We splashed along this dismal way, wind
ing about in great uncertainty as to whether we were on the road 
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or not, the troops going along the fields as much as practicable. After 
much labor the head of the column reached Somerset Mills. Regiments 
straggled in, having lost connection in the woods. It was 10:30 o'clock. 
There was just moon enough to find a campground. I massed the 
brigades in the field and having traveled twenty-five miles in the most 
sultry of temperatures I ordered a bivouac and reveille at 3 o'clock. I 
put myself on my rubber poncho under a thick sour apple tree with my 
saddle for a piTiow and was asleep in five minutes. 

July 24th: Reveille at 2:30 o'clock and marched at about 3:30, as 
soon as light showed me the road down a deep muddy ravine on 
toward Markham's. These Virginia roads wind about in all directions; 
seem to be the chance paths of farms connected by lanes; never re
paired; and all the little brooks flow into and along them, cutting out 
gullies and forming immense mud holes. It is incredible that heavy 
loaded wagons get over them. The country is not well cultivated, 
though capable of high cultivation for the most part. The fields now 
are covered with the largest kind of blackberries, both the vine and 
the bush kind. We have been surfeited with them. For miles and miles 
in every day's march since crossing the Potomac the fields on both 
sides of the road have been, at every halt, covered with men gathering 
these berries. Before crossing the Potomac, we had feasts of all kinds 
of cherries. Our orderlies would break off limbs loaded with the most 
luscious of this fruit, which we ate as we marched along. 

We halted at Markham's to issue rations to the troops. The trains 
which we overtook at Somerset Mills last night had passed on to this 
point. I found Capts. Whittlesey and Beman (who remain with sup
ply trains) still in bed. They have comparatively easy times in these 
active campaigns. I went ahead and halted for the troops at a small 
church in front of Gen. Meade's headquarters. I t was full of wounded 
cavalrymen from a skirmish yesterday. Now and then a gun boomed 
out of the mountain gap in our front, and it was generally understood 
that a strong attack was to be made by the 3rd Corps, which our corps 
was to support. Gens. Meade and Slocum had gone in ad vance. 

I took a long nap and was awakened by a staff officer, with orders 
to march to White Plains via Rectortown. Took a road to the right, 
which led below the railroad at Piedmont, to Rectortown. Roads badly 
blocked by trains of three or four corps, all fighting for the right of way. 
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Got bread and milk at the "house of a widow" in Rectortown. Bad 
roads to that point; better between Rectortown and White Plains. It 
was 10:30 o'clock when the head of my column reached the cross
roads from Salem to White Plains, [two and] one-half miles distant 
from the latter place.3 The multitudinous mountain streams had all dis
appeared, and for hours my men were without water. Found a little 
stream and good spring at this point and bivouacked for the night, 
sleeping again under an apple tree, very soundly and very nicely. 
Marched today twenty miles, making forty-five miles in two hot days 
for my troops, over all sorts of roads from stony pikes to water courses, 
and fording lots of small streams. 

July 25th: Made a late start, as my staff officer reported that corps 
headquarters had not arrived at White Plains and I had no orders. Went 
forward, however, to relieve a brigade of the 6th Corps (Gen. Rus
sell) at the railroad depot. Halted on a broad plain near the village, 
forming two lines and breaking into column by the right of companies, 
the usual formation for camping. The men had their shelter tents up at 
once, supposing we were camped for the day. 

Gen. Slocum came up in an hour or so and ordered me to move in 
my own time through Thoroughfare Gap to Haymarket, enroute for 
Warrenton Junction! I let the men remain quiet until 1 o'clock; 
sounded the "generale," a signal to strike tents and prepare for march. 
It was a sunny, hot day and over acres of ground covered in regular 
streets by the little white shelter tents you could hardly see a man, but 
when the drum corps on the right rolled out the "generale" the fields 
swarmed like a bee-hive with the "blue jackets" in a confused mass of 
moving humanity.4 Soon the "assembly" is beaten and that confused and 
restless mass suddenly forms in regular columns. The acres of white 
tents have disappeared and motionless columns of men stand in their 
places. You hear the confused murmur of the roll calls and the responses 
of the men. Then comes the beat of "to the colors" and those columns 
wheel into two long lines and the. head of it begins to stretch out over 
the fields towards the route of march, preceded by the colors of the 
different brigade commanders. In fifteen minutes this city of canvas has 
disappeared and is moving away as if by a magical power. 

So in halting: The order of camp depends upon the space and 
nature of the ground. Sometimes in masses, sometimes in long lines, 
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sometimes in a front line of battle, with a second line in column. Riding 
ahead or sending a staff officer, the order of encampment is deter
mined and notice sent to the commanders of brigades. The formation 
is taken up without delay or confusion, and before you could fancy 
so many men could be put in position, you will see the little canvas 
tents formed in regular order and the fires built and suppers cooking. 
The practice of two years has taught the economy of time and the 
way to do it. 

After leaving White Plains we found a tolerable country road to 
Thoroughfare Gap, a deep and famous pass through the Bull Run 
Range. It was through this gap that Lee sent most of his army last sum
mer before the second battle of Bull Run. A stream called Broad Run, 
has its headwaters north of this gap and tumbles through it in a very 
tumultuous way. It is a very narrow pass and one cannot help wondering 
why Ricketts with his division of McDowell's corps did not hold Long
street in check, when sent there last summer. Had he done so, Jack
son's famous corps would have been destroyed. On the east side of the 
gap, at the base of very steep bluffs, is a considerable group of de
serted stone houses and a very large mill, windowless and fioorless, 
several stories high. I believe it was intended for a cotton mill. The 
road from the gap to Haymarket is a good pike, but the level, fine
looking country is wholly abandoned. We did not see one cultivated 
farm nor an inhabited dwelling. Even the fences have pretty nearly 
disappeared. 

I encamped near where the village of Haymarket once stood, of 
which nothing is now left but chimney stacks. The houses were all 
burned last summer by Sigel's corps in a belief that one of our soldiers had 
been murdered in the village. On investigation, however, it turned 
out that the bloody clothes found were those of one of our cavalrymen, 
mortally wounded in a skirmish, who had been kindly cared for by the 
people whose houses were burned and who came near being hung by 
the infuriated soldiers. Such is one of the phases of war. March today, 
thirteen miles. 

Sunday, July 26th: Marched at 6 o'clock via Greenwich, crossing 
the Warrenton pike two miles below. As we approached Greenwich a 
church bell rang. It was a sound we had not heard for a long time. T he 
people did not know we were near, and stopped the bell at once. They 
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seemed to fear that we would think it a signal for the Rebels. A very 
healthy and gentlemanly Englishman has a splendid country place here. 
As I was halting at one of his tenant houses he came out and invited 
me to his house, introducing me to his stout and very ladylike wife. On 
the gate post of his grounds he had a large placard, "This is the property 
of an Englishman and protected by safeguard," which safeguard he 
showed me and requested a guard, all which was furnished while my 
troops were passing. This Englishman was a cotton broker for several 
large Swiss and French factories, residing in the winter in Savannah 
and in the summer here. His name is Green. As few of our troops have 
been this way before, the people were both curious and agitated. I 
saw a good many female faces peering out of Mr. Green's windows, 
and Mr. Green was very short of breath when he introduced himself. 
However, he knew several officers of my acquaintance, had been a good 
deal in New York and in the North, and was very pleasant, setting out 
his good things with capital whiskey and ice water! Altogether I was 
sorry I could not stay longer with Mr. Green. 

We reached Catlett's Station on the railroad. Here the whistle of 
the cars sounded like the tones of civilized life again and we found a 
newspaper, after a week's fasting. Two miles beyond Catlett's in a 
large open plain, almost surrounded by woods, we encamped about 4 
P.M., from which I am at present writing. It is just south of Cedar 
Run. Good water is scarce, though we have contrived to find two or 
three tolerable springs. Two other corps (the I st and 11th) are at 
Warrenton Junction, just beyond us. The 6th is at Warrenton. I 
know nothing of the others. Our march today was fifteen miles. The 
2nd Division, which we have not seen since leaving Snickersville, ar
J·ived about dark and encamped opposite us. 

We are now on our last summer's route of retreat under Pope. The 
face of the country has much improved in greenness and freshness, as 
the recent rains and the absence of troops have brought out the grass. 
Last summer everything was dry and dusty and desolate. T here are no 
inhabitants about here now, but what with green, fresh foliage and 
herbage and the absence of dead mules and horses and general nastiness, 
things certainly look better than they did then. The affairs of the country 
look better, too, I think, though they ought to be much better than 
they are. But why complain? It is easier to grumble than it is to submit 
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with confidence and good nature. It is hard work, sometimes, to con
vince oneself that affairs are not most bunglingly conducted, and yet 
how few of us are on the proper standpoint to judge the best how things 
can be or ought to be conducted. 

I will continue my journal from this point if we stay here, as I hope, 
a day or so. My men greatly need rest. They have been marched now 
for nearly six weeks, much exposed, up nights, and always on the 
march as early as 2 :30 or 3 o'clock. It surprises me, often, how they 
stand it, carrying, as they do, over sixty pounds weight and marching 
over roads of the roughest and rockiest kind. But they do it, day after 
day, in the old regiments without a single man falling out. At the end 
of the two days' march of forty-five miles over the hardest roads, of 
the old regiments three men was the highest number reported as 
stragglers, and it is very probable that they were sore-footed or fell 
asleep on a halt, without waking. 

But I must close for the day. 

My Dear Daughter: 

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 

Near Catlett's Station, July 30, I 863. 

We have been here three days but I really have not gathered strength 
or resolution enough to do much letter writing, and now at IO o'clock 
at night comes an order to march at 6 o'clock in the morning. I have 
just time to acknowledge yours of the 25th and to endorse a check for 
$I oo as a birthday gift. After using what you need you can give the 
rest to Uncle Lew, as your trustee. · 

We march to Kelly's Ford, where we crossed in April last, and 
from there I know not where. My health is perfect, but I am somewhat 
fagged by six weeks' marching and by sleepless, or nearly sleepless, 
nights. This sleeping under a "sour apple tree" and being roused at 3 
o'clock is not pleasant nor conducive to strong nerves and bright spirits. 
Love to Rene and all. I'll write you both from Kelly's if I have time. 

I suppose some great event is in preparation. I hope it may not prov~: 
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a repetition of my last summer's campaign on the Rappahannock. I 
cannot see the policy of our movement just now, but others have a 
higher standpoint and a broader view, and of course are better judges. 
We shall see ! 

My dear Daughte.rs: 

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 

BACK AT THE RAPPAHANNOCK 

Camp at Kelly's Ford, Va., 
Aug. 6th, x863 . 

I wrote you last from Warrenton Junction and enclosed a draft to 
M innie for a birthday gift of $ roo, all of which I hope was duly received. 

We left Warrenton Junction Friday, July 31st, marching at 6 
o'clock A.M. via Elk River or Elkton and MorrisVIlle to this point, a 
march of twenty miles on a very hot day. The roads were unusually good 
for Virginia, but the country poorly cultivated and thinly settled, as it 
has been since we crossed the Bull Run Mountains. We halted near 
Elkton for a long rest, and I rode over to a very antique-looking brick 
house to learn its history. I found it full of Negroes, dozens of which 
were children of all ages. It was a farm of about 9 00 acres formerly 
owned by a Mrs. Blackwell, who, dying a few years since, gave all her 
Negroes their freedom and the farm for their support. A half dozen 
or more families live in the family mansion a~d- others are scattered over 
the estate. The land seems to be good, much of it lying along Elk 
River, but it is uncultivated except a small patch about the house, in 
corn, and the premises were sadly dilapidated. 

I had a long talk with a very old Negress, who told me all about the 
family, but could not explain why so many N egroes free could not better 
cultivate. She insisted they were all fond of work, for their 'Missus' had 
brought them up to that. A brother of Mrs. Blackwell, a Mr. Fox 
of F oxville, above this, made the same disposition of his slaves and his 
estate. He had over 100 Negroes. It would be an interesting subject to 
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look into. I should like to know how these communities of freed Negroes 
get along, where they have a large property left them. The outside 
appearances at Mrs. Blackwell's were not very creditable to this colony. 

At Morrisville we passed the 2nd Corps. I saw Capt. Smith (formerly 
of Detroit) of the 7th Michigan Regiment. He is inspector general on 
the division staff. I have met him several times before. At Snicker's he 
came up several miles to call upon me. He did not reach the ford here 
until dark. The. moon was just rising and gave light enough to make 
long shadows of woods and hills, quite a strange look to familiar localities. 
We encamped here one night last spring on our march to Chancellors
ville, and crossed the Rappahannock at the very spot we have laid the 
present pontoon bridge. It is directly at the mouth of Marsh Run, on 
all the maps, which at its mouth is nearly as broad and deep as the 
Rappahannock. 

The 2nd D ivision had the lead today and arrived before us. They 
were just crossing a regiment in the pontoon boats to cover the laying 
of the bridge. I was on a slope of ground in the angle between Marsh 
River and the river. It was reported that only two Rebel pickets had 
been seen. We supposed all was quiet, and would be, and I was forming 
my division by the moon-light on the side hill which slopes towards the 
south bank. All at once quite a volley of musketry belched from the 
opposite side of the river. T he 2nd Division had a regiment in line and 
they opened in return and for a few minutes we had quite a lively 
fusillade. The low grounds lay in the shadow of the high hills on the 
north and east, and though we heard the whiz of the balls, nobody was 
hurt, nor did my regiments stop their movements into line for bivouac. 

In ten minutes the whole hillside was blazing with the countless 
campfires for cooking coffee. As it was only a Reb. picket of twenty 
or thirty men, they did not stop to molest us, after one volley. But the 
cool and unconcerned way in which my troops took the affair, hardly 
asking what it meant, proves how strangely we get accustomed to all 
kinds of life of exposure and danger. If such a volley had been fired 
before our troops had seen the smoke of battle, it would have created 
an intense excitement, and in the night, as it was, probably great con
fusion. As it was, not a man moved nor halted to wonder even. 

Saturday, August 1st: My division crossed the Rappahannock this 
morning at daylight, relieving .five regiments of the 2nd Division 
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bivouacked close to the stream. I deployed as skirmishers six regiments 
down and up the river and to the front to clear away the Rebel cavalry 
which showed itself here and there. We had some skirmish firing but 
no resistance. The day was intensely hot by 9 o'clock. I was obliged 
to ride along my whole extended front from the river above the ford, 
in a circle, to the river below the ford, a distance of several miles. I 
was ordered to halt my line and hold all this ground by a picket line. 
I got back to a small shaded hill near the center of my broad circuit 
well heated and was delighted to find that some of my staff had 
discovered an ice-house belonging to Mr. Kelly, with real ice in it! 
Was it not luxurious! Just fancy a day without a breath of breeze 
and the thermometer about ninety after a long ride, to find yourself 
most unexpectedly in possession of ice, somewhere where one had not 
even dreamed of the luxury. I immediately ordered a guard over the 
ice-house, the contents to be delivered on my order. 

Pitched two tents for our headquarters near the small VJ1lage of 
Kellysville, which is just above the ford. The Kellys, father and son 
(seventy and fifty years old) are rank old Rebels and the owners of great 
acres and vast property hereabouts. At the village is a large brick flour
ing mill and a woolen factory, both much dilapidated by nonuse for 
two years. They had over a hundred slaves on the breaking out of the 
war, most of which they have sent South. One old Negro, whose wife 
(now dead) was a slave of Kelly's, came in to visit his children, but he 
found that Kelly had sent them all off last week. The old man's voice 
was husky as he told me his story. I did not feel very bad that our 
soldiers had pillaged and destroyed most of Kelly's property and used 
his hay and grain. The younger Kelly, who looked very seedy and 
wore a very shocking, bad, white hat, pestered. me greatly by his com
plaints. Today we gathered up all his cattle and horses we could find 
(some fifty of the former) and sent them to our commissary. 

Sunday, August 2nd: Another very hot day. The south side of the 
Rappahannock here is a triangular shaped plain, a mile or so deep and 
perhaps three-quarters of a mile broad at its base, enclosed in thick 
woods. It is perfectly commanded by high hills which come almost to the 
riverbank on the north side. Our artillery is placed on these hills. Near 
the river on the south side the land is quite low and in places marshy. The 
land rises gently as it recedes from the river. Of course the ford and 
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the approaches to it are perfectly commanded from the north side, and 
to hold it on the south requires a large picket force and an encampment 
in the hottest and most unhealthy locations. So we have been ordered 
back to the north bank. I removed the six regiments which have been 
frying under their little shelter tents to the north side, and after dusk 
the six regiments on picket quietly withdrew and we all took up a much 
pleasanter camp. ground. The 2nd Division has gone below to Ellis' 
Ford, and our corps now pickets the river from Wheatley's (a mile 
and a half above, where we connect with the xst Corps) to below Ellis' 
Ford, seven or eight miles. I have all my headquarters tents pitched and 
my camp bed, a luxury I seldom enjoy nowadays. The river from 
Wheatley's to the ford here is rocky and rapid, giving an immense 
water power. There was formerly a canal around the rapids built by 
the state for slack water navigation, but its locks are all decayed and 
broken in. Part of the canal is still full of water and used as mill races. 

We have been figuring up our month's work to make out the 
monthly report and find that we have marched, last month, eighteen 
days; engaged in skirmishing and battles five; in camp, but mostly 
under arms or packed for march, eight days. Since leaving Stafford 
Court House on June 13th we have marched over 440 miles, to say 
nothing of entrenching work, side marches, and small movements. Be
sides this, we are often up until 1 1 or 1 2, and must be around again by 
3 o'clock and our men have heavy picket duty which keeps 300 to 400 
without sleep after long marches. None but hardened troops could stand 
this. Their cheerfulness under it is wonderful. 

Monday, August 3rd: In withdrawing to this side last night I 
ordered the provost to bring off the younger Kelly and turn him over 
to the corps provost guard. He has recently been to Richmond and 
is a great scamp, I think. My pickets brought over a Negro slave, be
longing to a Mr. James ("Jeemes" he pronounced it). His wife is a 
slave of Kelly's and he had the usual Sunday pass to visit two of his 
children at Kellysville. His wife and three other children have been sent 
away by Kelly. The man stays on account of his wife. He was greatly 
alarmed when first brought to me, for some reason or other, but I was 
interested in his talk and kept him at it till he told the whole family 
history of the Kellys and the "Jeemes." Two of his "young masters" 
had been at home, hid in the woods, all the while we were over the 
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river. He thought they were all very tired of the war. They didn,t talk 
much before the slaves, but he contrived occasionally to overhear what 
his "Massas, said to other officers. Old Kelly has but one arm. The other 
was lost by erysipelas caused by a wound on the hand received in giving 
a slave woman a blow in the mouth! 

Righteous retribution! 
The old Negro, who was of very pious temperament, kept me enter

tained by his talk until midnight, every now and then exclaiming, "Why 
de good Lord, Massa, rze had passes to see my chillun every Sunday 
for years and always back before breakfast, Monday morning. Now 
I'm here, and de Missus will be mighty anxious., I kept the Negro all 
night, but let him off in the morning after breakfast, with advice that 
he leave "Massa Jeemes, at the first chance, but he replied that his 
wife was the most precious thing to him in this life and he couldn,t 
go without her and the children. When I suggested that his wife might 
have been sold south by Kelly, he turned away his head, with evident 
emotion, and after a while replied, "I is feared that, Massa, a long 
time, but I hope,; and he made some sensible remarks about the un
certainty of his future if he went amongst strangers, and though his 
"Massa, was only tolerable, he might be worse off elsewhere. There 
is a wonderful amount of strong sense in many of these uneducated 
Negroes. 

Last evening, indeed all day yesterday, there was a severe cannonading 
not over five miles away toward Culpeper. It receded at first and then 
returned until we could hear the screech of the shell and the volleys 
of musketry. At one time I thought it would reach us and made some. 
preparations for it. It stopped about dark near Brandy Station, five 
miles away. You will see an account of it jn the papers. Deserters and 
contrabands say that Lee and most of his army is around Culpeper 
Court House, fourteen miles distant. 

What the purpose of our commander is I cannot guess. We keep 
down the pontoon bridge and have built a rifle pit (very strong) on 
the opposite bank and have strong ones on this side and guard it 
vigilantly. We are also replacing the old permanent bridge over Marsh 
Run by a new one. Matters look like a further advance. If we do, we 
must attack Lee in his chosen position. Our reinforcements . of troops 
never in action do not yet replace our losses in the recent campaign, and 
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we have as yet no conscripts. People at home would be surprised if they 
knew how small some of our largest corps have become. Death, wounds, 
sickness, and discharges are rapidly reducing us to a skeleton army. We 
must be reinforced or the Army of the Potomac will be of the things 
that were. If we had so,ooo more men (and there is that number on 
the Peninsula, at Suffolk, and North Carolina, better here) we could, 
I think, finish Lee's army and the war within two months. . . . 

Tuesday, August 4th: Rode with Gen. Ruger up the river to the 
right of our line and then to the left, fixing points for strong guards 
and rifle pits and other earthworks. I don't think I have said much of 
Gen. Ruger, though he is one of my especial favorites-commander of 
the 3rd Brigade. He is as modest as a girl but of the most thorough 
and sterling character. He graduated at the head of his class at West 
Point, was in the engineers for a while, resigned and went to Wisconsin, 
and came out lieutenant colonel of the 3rd Wisconsin Regiment. H e 
was promoted last winter at the same time Knipe was. Ruger spends 
half his time with me. 6 

D id I tell you that Knipe, who has been absent since the Chan
cellorsville campaign, returned while we were at Warrenton Junction? 
He has been in command of the militia in Pennsylvania part of the time 
and tells most amusing stories of the crack New York regiments which 
were under his command. His health is not good. Gen. J ackson, who 
commanded the 2nd Brigade, and whose leg was broken before our 
Chancellorsville campaign, has not yet returned. He has got as far 
back as Washington. His aide was here and said the general would be up 
soon. 

We have had a furious hot day and my long ride was a fi ery one. 
Wednesday, 5th: Another hot day, and I spent it under the shade 

trees in front of my tent. It was barely tolerable in the shade. Pay
master Freeman arrived about noon to pay off part of my division. 

Thursday, 6th: National T hanksgiving day, which don't seem to be 
very generally observed.6 T he regiment directly in my front had some 
kind of service toward evening. I heard a man holding forth in regular 
Methodistical roar, and psalm singing and hallooing prayers. There was 
a considerable confusion of tongues, for the ad joining regiments were 
singing patriotic songs with uproarious choruses, and the drums of other 
regiments were beating the adjutant's call for dress parade. The day 
was very hot again, and I see by the New York papers, which we get 
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now on the second day, that deaths by sunstroke have been large. 
I have lost my favorite medical director, Dr. Chapel. He received 

an order as we were leaving Warrenton Junction to report to Gen. 
French as medical director of the 3rd Corps. I t is a promotion, but the 
doctor left us with regret and was sorry for what most would have re
joiced at. He has been with us over a year and is, I think, one of the 
best surgeons and physicians I have ever met and withal a most agree
able and pleasant companion. I feel sad to lose such a staff officer. Dr. 
Love [? J, of the I 3th New Jersey Volunteers has been temporarily sent 
in his place. 

I sent sometime ago for Minnie a melanotype group of officers and 
ladies taken at Stafford Court House and previous to that I sent a similar 
copy to Rene at Philadelphia. Neither of you have made allusions to them, 
and I fear they have miscarried. The one sent to Minnie was a laughing 
scene and we all thought very funny. . . 

My Dear Daughter: 7 

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 

FAMILY AND PERSONAL GOSSIP 

Kelly's Ford, Va., 
Aug. 31st, 1863. 

I have been rather dilatory in wntmg and can hardly remember 
the date of my last letter; but I remembe~ that I was more than two 
weeks without hearing from you or Rene and that I wrote a ·short 
note of complaint. However, I believe your last letter sufficiently 
explains the delay. It was really too hot for work; but the weather 
is cooler here now. 

I liked the photographs you sent much and it was rather curious that 
I was just then regretting that I had not asked you to have your photo
graph taken on your birthday. The full-faced is most liked, though 
it is not easy to decide. Capt. Pittman has seized upon the full face and 
several gentlemen have asked for them. Capt. Whittlesey especially 
wonders you don't send him one. So you'd better do it and send me a 
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half dozen. I don't think your picture shows much change; a little 
[more] maturity, but I suppose when I get to see you I shall find a 
tall young lady! 8 

That reminds me that we have very stringent orders about leaves, 
and must not apply except on a surgeon's certificate of illness, though 
I judge from the number of general officers absent that the rule is not 
obeyed strictly. I have been waiting for Gen. Slocum to get off and back 
before I tried my chance. He has just got twelve days leave and went 
day before yesterday. I fear it will be too late for me when he gets 
back. Such has been my luck before. However, I shall try, if we do 
not get moving orders before. 

Our daily routine is so void of interest that I can find hardly enough 
to make a readable letter. I have one agreeable piece of intelligence. 
One of my staff has just heard of the birth of a daughter, and he has 
named it "Minnie Williams Whitney." She is the first daughter of 
Capt. Whitney, 5th Connecticut Volunteers and provost marshal on my 
staff. The namesake was born on the I 7th of August. You'll have to 
get up some present for the namesake. I have seen a photograph of the 
mother, which is beautiful. The father is a most gallant, energetic, 
and excellent officer, and an especial favorite of mine. So probably your 
namesake will combine many qualities. I hope she may prove as good 
a daughter as you have. I, also, have a namesake, for about the same 
day there was born unto Gen. Knipe a son, which he has named Alpheus 
Williams Knipe! So you see I have some gift making to do. 

Capt. Wilkins has arrived but has sent in his resignation on account 
of his lameness. I suppose Capt. Pittman will take his place permanently. 

Uncle Will Rumsey has a sutlership of one of our regiments. He 
comes up from Washington once a week or so. He brought up little 
Will the last time. Henry Colt spent Sunday with me a week ago. He 
is quartermaster of the I 04-th New York, in the I st Corps, about four 
miles away. I send you photographs of three of my staff. The doctor is 
the new medical director in place of Dr. Chapel, promoted to a corps. 
Tell Rene I will write her in a day or so. I shall send the button you 
want and the Antietam bullets and some papers for safekeeping by Capt. 
Wilkins. 

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 
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PROMOTIONS IN THE ARMY 

Kelly's Ford, Sept. 4th, 1863. 
My Dear Daughter: 

I wrote you by Capt. Wilkins and sent a package of papers for safe
keeping. We were all sorry to have the captain leave us. He is exceedingly 
companionable and very popular as adjutant general with the sub
ordinate officers, with whom he is officially brought much in contact. 
He has his peculiarities but is an admirable officer in the office, very 
systematic and thorough. The evening before he left we gave him quite 
an entertainment, at which the general and field officers "assisted." 
It was quite the most considerable set-out I have seen in camp. We even 
had watermelons! 

There was a great deal of speech-making, most of which curiously 
and unexpectedly grew out of my own case on non-promotion. I was 
rather surprised to find how much feeling there was in my behalf. As 
a sequel to it all, the officers of the division held a meeting last night 
and appointed a committee to draw up a memorial to the President to 
be signed by every officer. I have no idea it will accomplish anything. 
Such a fellow as Crawford,9 who skulked at Antietam and knows no 
more of military than that piebald dog I used to own, will be promoted 
before I am, simply because he has the impudence and falsehood of the 
devil, knows well the Secretary of War, is from Pennsylvania, and gives 
great dinners which he never pays for! He got a small puncture-self
inflicted, I think-( he was an assistant surgeon formerly) at Antietam 
and he nursed it so vigorously that he stayed away over six months, 
most of the time in Washington having small puffs prepared for the 
newspapers. He has recently got assigned to the Pennsylvania reserves 
and had a big time presenting a s.word to Gen. Meade, for his own 
glorification. These are the fellows that get promotion. 

[The concluding portion is missing.] 
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FOREIGN VISITORS AND MILITARY EXECUTIONS 

Rapidan River, Raccoon Ford, Va., Sept. 20, 1863. 
My Dear Daughter: 

I received your letter of I 2th inst. (no. 20) on the march to this 
place. It was indeed a nice long, agreeable letter and very acceptable. I 
answer it on top .of a box, as we are all packed for a moment's move . 
. . . My command left our camp at Kelly's Ford Wednesday last 
(I 6th) and marched to Stevensburg. I pitched my tents in the front 
yard of a dilapidated F.F.V., who seemed very glad to have me about 
as a protector. He had a very smart and chatty daughter, to whom 
some of my staff made themselves very agreeable. I did not make her 
acquaintance, having absolutely lost all charms for maid or widow. 

The cavalry crossed the Rappahannock the day before us and drove 
the Rebel cavalry beyond Culpeper. From Stevensburg I could see 
the line of the Orange Railroad down which we retreated from Cul
peper last year. The village (a dozen houses or so) is on quite a 
hill, and the country around is very flat. As we encamped in the 
afternoon, the Ist Corps was on our right, but nothing on our left. We 
were the left of the whole army. On Thursday morning (5 o'clock) 
we marched for this ford. The morning was very foggy, luckily for 
us, for we struck the Rapidan and marched a mile or so under the 
Rebel batteries, not 500 yards distant. At length I found out our 
position from some cavalry and moved my troops into the woods before 
the enemy found out we were near them. 

The whole line of country hereabout is very flat, while the opposite 
side is a series of high hills rising one above the other from the river 
bank. It is all fortified and the Rebs. are constantly digging on every 
hillside and crest. They have all the advantage, especially as a quite 
high mountain back of them serves as a lookout upon all our positions. 
Our picket line has been constantly fired upon and is exposed for 
hundreds of yards this side of the river. It took me all day Thursday, 
after reaching this, to get my pickets out to relieve the cavalry pickets. 
Every man who showed his head was sure to be a mark, and in some 
parts of the line I was obliged to wait until after dark before I could 
send forward my detail. In the meantime, the heavens opened on us 
in a terrific storm, which pelted us sadly. I was all day in the saddle 
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and at night pitched my tent in the edge of the woods and by the 
advantage of some straw for a bed got a good sleep. 

Friday (18th) was an equinoctial day, high wind and cold rain, a 
regular gale, which howled through the woods and poured in torrents. 
It cleared up about noon, partially, and I had the unpleasant task of 
calling out my division to shoot a deserter. It began to pour again in 
equinoctial torrents as my troops were forming, and the gloom of the 
weather was in concert with the melancholy duty. I have described for 
you the shooting at Leesburg. It was the same thing over. The poor 
fellow sat on his coffin and fell back stone dead at the discharge, like 
one going to sleep. It was his second desertion and the last after our 
execution at Leesburg and while marching toward Gettysburg. Of 
course, he had no hope of escape. I have over twenty conscripts who 
probably will die the same way. 

Saturday, 19th: I rode along the whole of our front. The Rapidan is a 
very narrow stream, but its high banks are all on the side of the enemy. 
They are as busy as bees throwing up entrenchments and rifle pits. We 
count sixteen guns in position on my front from Raccoon Ford up to 
Somerville Ford, two miles or so. Tile firing has somewhat subsided, 
as I order my pickets not to reply unless they try to cross. I rode in 
plain view and at a fair musket-shot, and nobody fired at me, though 
I could see lots of officers on their works looking to see what was going 
on. I had with me two mounted officers, Gen. Knipe and Col. Hanley, 
2nd Wisconsin, and two mounted orderlies. As I was riding up the 
river I heard a tremendous firing in our rear, which I supposed was 
distant artillery near Stevensburg. I hurried home and found an order 
for the troops to be under arms and the telegraph, which connects with 
us from headquarters, was working' hard to find out the trouble. At 
length it was ascertained that the cavalry division at Stevensburg was 
discharging its pieces in volleys. 

Sunday, 20th September: This was my birthday, an event which few 
of you at home remembered, I think. I was obliged to move camp from 
the wet woods to an open plain farther in the rear, but as I had received 
a present of a box of sherry I celebrated in the evening with my 
staff. 

An Austrian captain with seven general staff officers called. He was 
on a mission to see the Army of the Potomac. 
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Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday: Three sunshiny but cool days. 
We have been constantly packed expecting a movement. Night before 
last we were ordered to put five days' marching rations in knapsacks 
with three in haversacks. This indicates a long march away from our 
wagons. Today Sir Henry Holland, physician to Her Majesty, etc., Col. 
Townsend, and several staff officers, came to see our corps. I was 
obliged to unpack my only decent coat and do other things to put 
myself in a presentable look. Sir Henry is an old man. He remained but 
a short time, but went down to the front to see the Rebel line. . . . 

You seem to have a gay time in Detroit. I have not yet learned how 
the concert went off. . . . Love to all. I have a good many letters 
to write and while so many things are on my mind I don't make much 
headway. The news from Rosecrans looks badly. I have feared that 
he was going too fast for that country ... 

My Dear Daughters: 

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 

LAST LETTER FROM THE 
ARMY OF THE POTOMAC 

Raccoon Ford, Sept. 24, I 863. 

We have just received orders to be ready to move on being relieved 
by the 1st Corps, I suspect to attack the enemy on the flank. The 
telegraph will tell you of coming events before this reaches you, but I 
write a word on the head of a box as it is very uncertain when I can 
write again. Don't be concerned if you don't hear from me. We are 
supplied with eight days' rations on the person. Love to all. 

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 

1. General Williams' statements, both here and elsewhere, illustrate a com
mon tendency among soldiers to overestimate the strength of their 
opponents in relation to their own and the contrary tendency among 



TO THE RAPPAHANNOCK ONCE MORE 

civilian and political observers to overestimate the strength of one's 
own army. At Gettysburg, the two opposing armies were fairly evenly 
matched, Lee having about 70,000 and Meade about 8o,ooo men. Of 
course many factors other than mere numbers operate to determine 
the outcome of a battle or a campaign. 

2. The birthplace and boyhood home of John Marshall was in this vicinity. 
Descendants and collateral relatives of the chief justice lived in north
ern Fauquier County in the Civil War period. See W. M. Paxton, The 
Marshall Family (Cincinnati, I885). 

3· Salem and White Plains, both in northern Fauquier County, are now 
called respectively, Marshall and T he Plains. 

4· The "general," like many army customs, was probably an inheritance 
from the British army. Mrs. Lydia Bacon, who in I 8 I 2 accompanied 
her husband on the march of the Fourth U.S. Infantry from Boston 
to Vincennes and back (via Detroit as prisoners of war) recorded the 
words which accompany the tune: "Don't you hear your general say, 
'Strike your tents and march away.' "- "Mrs. Lydia Bacon's Journal, 
I8II-I812," Indian Magazine of History, XL (December I944), 

374· 
5· General Thomas H. Ruger, but thirty years of age at this time, ranked 

number three in the West Point class of I854. Number one place was 
held by G. W. Custis Lee, son of General Robert E. Lee, who resigned 
his army commission on May 2, I 86 I to uphold the fortunes of the 
Southern Confederacy. From 1856 to I86I Ruger was engaged in the 
practice of law at Janesville, Wisconsin. In June 1861 he was appointed 
lieutenant colonel of the Third Wisconsin Infantry and remained in 
the army thereafter until his retirement in 1897 with the rank of 
major generaL-Diet. Am. Biog. 

6. On July I 5, I 863 President Lincoln issued a proclamation appointing 
Thursday August 6, I 863 as a day of national thanksgiving of praise 
and prayers for the recent victories at Gettysburg and Vicksburg. In 
Detroit, as in the army, very little attention was paid to it, insofar as 
an examination of the Free Press discloses. Acting Mayor Francis B. 
Phelps issued a brief statement commending the observance to the 
local citizenry (dated August 5, but not published until August 6), 
and a thanksgiving service, to which the public was invited, was held 
in the Christian Church, corner of Jefferson and Beaubien. Mean
while the Unitarian Society conducted an aU-day excursion to Grosse 
Ile, featured by picnicking ashore and dancing on the vessel. The 
Free Press contains no further mention of the Thanksgiving service 
at the church. 

7· This letter addressed to Minnie is included in the published collection 
as offering a sample of the domestic details dwelt upon by General 
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Williams, which, as far as practicable, have been deleted from most of 
the other letters. 

8. He had not seen his daughter since the breaking-up of his family at 
Detroit upon entering active service two years earlier. 

9· General Samuel W. Crawford of Pennsylvania, who entered the U.S. 
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Army as an assistant surgeon in I8SI, serving continuously, chiefly 
in Texas and the Southwest, until the outbreak of the Civil War. In 
I 86o he was stationed at Fort Sumter, where he commanded a battery 
during the bombardment of April I 86 I which opened the Civil War. 
Contrary to General Williams' characterization, his wartime service 
was conspicuously distinguished. See sketches in Appleton's Cyclopaedia 
of American Biography and in National Cyclopaedia of American 
Biogr:aplry (New York, I904), XII, 232. 
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GUARDING T HE RAILROAD 

With the Union army pinned in Chattanooga, besieged by General 
Bragg, and in imminent danger of starvation, some effective rescue 
measures had to be instituted promptly. The dispatch of 16,ooo men 
from the Army of the Potomac was one such measure. More important, 
perhaps, was the appointment of General Grant, recently cot~queror 

of Vicksburg, to the command of all military operations in the western 
theater of war. He promptly replaced Rosecram, whose military com
petence seemed to have vanished, by General T homas, who grimly 
promised that the army would hold Chattanooga until it starved. Y et 
starve it must if its line of communication with Nashville and Louis
ville, whence its supplies were drawn, were to be closed. From Nash
ville the railroad ran to Bridgeport in northeastern Alabama, distant 
fifty-five miles southwest from Chattanooga. From this point supplies had 
to be wagoned to Chattanooga over a shockingly villainous highway 
which was ustrewn with the debris of broken wagons and the carcasses 
of thousands of starved mules and horses." October 2 3 witnessed the 
arrival of General Grant, who immediately approved the opening of a 
shorter and better route between Bridgeport and Chattanooga. With 
the more immediate danger of starvation removed, Grant turned his 
attention to raising the siege of the city, and in the a_ctiom of November 
23-25 (Chattanooga and Missionary Ridge) General Bragg was de
feated and driven in retreat, burning his depots and bridges as he 
withdrew. Early in March 1864 Grant arrived at Washington to 
assume his new position as commander of all the Union armies. The 
difficult task of guarding the railroad line from Nashville southward 
still remained. To this service General Williams had been assigned upon 
his transfer to the western theater. His letters depicting his experiences 
and his observations upon the country and its inhabitants comprise the 
present section of his correspondence. 
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REMOVAL TO TENNESSEE 

OF FI CE O F SUPERINTEN D ENT 

MILITARY RAILROAD 

DEPARTMENT OF THE CUMBERL AND 

Nashville, Tennessee, 
October 5, I 863. 

My Dear Daughter: 
I am stopped here by a guerrilla raid, which has broken up the track 

below. My troops are scattered everywhere and our horses and baggage 
are nowhere that I can hear of. In short, this transportation of large 
numbers of troops over long lines of different railroads is a tedious 
and uncertain matter. When my division will get together again in its 
excellence and unity, such as it was ten days ago on the Rapidan, is 
more than I can guess. 

I wrote you a short note from our camp on the Rapidan on the 
24 ult. We had been several days under marching orders and I sup
posed our destination was against the left flank of the Rebels. Indeed, I 
had my command under arms before I knew our route lay to the rear. 
We marched to Brandy Station on the Orange Railroad that afternoon, 
where we were ordered to turn in all our wagons and public property 
and prepare to take the railroad cars for Alexandria. Great was the 
speculation on our destiny and great the bustle and hurry all day Friday. 
But amidst all I was obliged to shoot a deserter, which [made ] the 
circumstances of our march ten-fold more unpleasant. 

Friday night, 25 September, I was ordered to march my command to 
Bealeton Station north of the Rappahannock. I reached that [place] 
about daylight and lay there until night waiting [for] cars. I took a 
train in the night and reached Washington Sunday morning. I was very 
busy all day, but dined with Maj. Sherman. At night I went as far as 
the Relay House to superintend my t roop trains. I left there Monday 
morning on the express train, upon which I found Miss Lib Kirby 
and her cousin Mrs. Pratt, an authoress of some note and wife of an 
ex-secretary of legation at Paris? Also Gen. Hooker, who took me into 
his private car and discussed by the hour . . . his military matters. He 
had been ordered to command the 1 Ith and 12th corps, but Gen. Slocum 
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demurred and sent in his resignation, but the President, I believe, de
cided to relieve one corps from Hooker's command. I expect that Gen. 
Slocum talked pretty plain to the President, but of that I can talk to 
you, not write. At any rate, Gen. Hooker and myself talked on the same 
subject. I believe you know what I think of Gen. Hooker, a gallant 
and chivalrous soldier and most agreeable gentleman, but as an army 
commander his signal failure at Chancellorsville under such advantages 
as no general officer has a second time will ever prevent any confidence 
in him as a great commander. 

I stopped for the night at Cumberland, a romantic spot where the 
Alleghanies drop down into the lesser ranges of mountains. A committee 
called on me proffering a public reception in order to get a speech. I 
declined peremptorily and they threatened to follow me with a crowd; 
luckily my troop cars came up, and I escaped. 

[The remainder is missing.] 

GUARDING THE RAILROAD 

Decherd, Tenn., Oct. 12, I 863. 
My Dear Daughter: 

I was very low-spirited after parting from you at Louisville and had 
a tedious ride to Nashville, which we reached about 7:30 P.M. The 
country the whole way was without interest or attraction of any kind 
and seemed poorly cultivated. Perhaps it would have looked better 
if my feelings had been more joyous. Our reunion was too short for 
me to get over first impressions. I was really too full to talk; full of 
joy at seeing you, and full of regret that we were so soon to part, that 
mixed and conflicting state of the mind that keeps one in constant 
thought. I was glad, however, to ·see you for even that short time, 
after two years' separation. 

I found Gen. Slocum and staff at Nashville, but Gen. Knipe and 
Ruger had gone on. I started to the depot the next morning to take 
the first train south, but was stopped by news that the Rebel cavalry 
were south of Murfreesboro and had destroyed a railroad bridge. I 
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remained all day in the depot, but no trains ran and at night I was 
obliged to go to the hotel again. The next day (Tuesday) I spent the 
whole day watching the telegraph, receiving all kinds of rumors that 
the Rebs. were advancing towards Nashville, destroying the railroad 
as they moved. Toward dusk a train was sent out and we reached 
Murfreesboro about 10 o'clock without molestation. The town was full, 
no hotels, no stopping place. Fortunately I took letters from Capt. 
Irving, formerly of Detroit, to private families and to a quartermaster 
of the name of Williams, who found us comfortable quarters at the 
house of a young widow .. . . 

I stayed Wednesday and Thursday at Murfreesboro waiting for 
repairs of the bridge. I was greatly impatient as I was separated from 
most of my division, which Gen. Butterfield had picked up and was 
marching up and down in pursuit of Rebel cavalry, which I knew had 
been chased away beyond Shelbyville by a superior force of our cavalry 
two or three days before. I left Murfreesboro Friday P.M. about sun
down and after a most disagreeable night in a box car, picking up 
three of my regiments on the way, reached this point the next morning 
about eight o'clock. I had heard that Rebel cavalry was threatening this 
place, from which Butterfield had withdrawn all troops, leaving my 
baggage and Capt. Whittlesey without a guard, or a very small one. 

However, I found all safe, except that the mountain tunnel six miles 
below had been somewhat obstructed by the Rebs. throwing rocks down 
the shaft. These were soon cleared away. As fortune would have it, 
a rock had lodged in one of the shafts and when the first train went 
through with Gen. Butterfield, down it tumbled, without, however, 
doing damage. Gen. Butterfield imagined the Rebs. were after him and 
telegraphed a firm order from the first station for watchfulness, etc. I 
had the whole country around scoured, but found no Rebs., though 
I am bored to death by incessant stories brought in by citizens that Rebel 
cavalry is moving to attack such and such points. 

This is a monstrous line over which Gen. Rosecrans has to supply 
his army, over 300 miles of railroad, crossed every few miles by broad 
streams and valleys and running through and around and across high 
mountains from this [place] to Chattanooga. The bridge at Bridgeport 
(where the railroad crosses the Tennessee) has been destroyed and the 
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railroad from that point to near Chattanooga, south of the river, is 
in Rebel possession. In consequence, all supplies must have land carriage 
over thirty miles over mountains and on roads of the worst description. 
This beggars anything we have seen of lines of operations in the Army 
of the Potomac, and I can't see how the army can be supplied at 
Chattanooga unless the Rebs. are driven off and the railroad opened 
in its whole length. Even then, it will be a most insecure line, liable to 
constant interruptions, and of a length that forbids protection. Even 
my command is now wholly out of forage and rations, except what I 
have been able to pick up with four or five wagons. All our transporta
tion was turned in at Bealeton Station and we have received none 
here, nor do I hear of any. 

My horses arrived yesterday. Old Plug Ugly has lost pretty much all 
his tail. His length is so great that he rubbed at both ends of the car and 
has bared the bones of his head and his tail,' besides having had his neck 
badly bitten by some indignant horse. He looks worse than after the shell 
exploded under him at Chancellorsville. He looked at me with most 
sorrowful eyes on our first meeting. The stallion looks better, though 
he is badly rubbed on both hips by his two weeks railroad voyage. None 
of the horses are badly injured, however. 

My command extends from Tullahoma south, half way between 
Cowan and T antalon, so as to embrace the railroad tunnel which 
runs through the mountains six miles below this, a distance of twenty
two miles! Of course we can guard only the bridges, tunnels, culverts, 
water-tanks, etc. Gen. Ruger's brigade is from Tullahoma to Elk 
River, his headquarters at Tullahoma. Gen. Knipe's brigade extends 
the rest of the way to Cowan. His headquarters are here. The country 
about this is not well cultivated and the people who are left look 
shabby and forlorn. But there is a fine town two or three miles off 
(Winchester) and the country about it is said to be fertile and well 
cultivated. It has been pretty well stripped, for Bragg's and Rosecrans' 
armies have both encamped here. It was near Murfreesboro that the 
three-days' battle of Stone River or Murfreesboro took place. It was in 
the same town that Col. Duffield was made a prisoner with most of his 
regiment.2 I am anxious to hear of your safe arrival home. Write me 
all about it and direct at present "Commander Ist Div. I 2th A. Corps, 
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Decherd via Nashville, Tenn." All my staff are well and desire to be 
remembered. Give my love to all. If things don't move soon I shall 
apply for leave for twenty days. 

My Dear Daughter: 

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 

Tullahoma, Nov. I I, I863. 

I wrote Uncle Lew a hasty note yesterday after my return from 
Bridgeport .... I have so many posts now in the ninety miles of 
railroad I am guarding that my duties are greatly increased at home 
and away. It is no easy job to travel on this railroad, the way it is 
managed. The road is in a bad condition and the engines are old and 
worthless. It is a good day's work to get forty miles. There is a constant 
struggle to push forward freight cars with supplies for troops in front, 
but very little judgment is used in putting the road in condition to 
meet the demands upon it. 

I was lucky this time in getting as far as Stevenson (forty-three miles) 
in one day. I believe I have written you that after leaving Cowan the 
road begins the ascent of the first Cumberland Range of mountains and 
passes through the rest of the ridge by a tunnel over half a mile in 
length. It then descends to the deep valley of Crow Creek, along which, 
deep down between the high mountain ridges, it follows to Stevenson 
in the valley or bottom land of the Tennessee River. At this point it 
unites with the Memphis, Chattanooga and Charleston Railroad and 
follows the valley of the Tennessee amidst stupendous mountains to 
Chattanooga. 

Gen. Knipe joined our party at D echerd, his headquarters, so we had 
a quartette of Gen. Slocum, Gen. Knipe, Dr. McNulty, and myself. At 
Stevenson we found Col. Ross of the 20th Connecticut (whose regiment 
guards this place) comfortably located in the only decent house there and 
we were comfortably lodged with him. He had made ready a very 
stylish bedroom for Mrs. Ross, whom he was anxiously waiting for. 
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Luckily for us she was denied a pass and we had the benefit of the 
preparations. 

We spent a day at Bridgeport where I have a regiment (I23 New 
York), and where they are re-building a very long railroad bridge over 
the Tennessee, which was destroyed by the Rebs. in their retreat. The 
river is very broad here, and is divided into two streams by an island. 
The bridge makes slow headway as all the lumber is brought from 
Nashville. I met on my way down several Michigan officers. Amongst 
others Maj. Wm. Phelps, paymaster, who spoke of seeing you and 
"Mr. Allen." At Stevenson, Geo. Fellers, who used to keep a 
grocery store near the oil store, came to see me. He is with the 4th 
Cavalry, but, with all sutlers, is having a very hard time just now. 
At Bridgeport the famous Lookout Mountain, now in possession of 
the Rebs., is in full view, towering high over all the surrounding hills. 
I t must be a grand lookout over the whole country, and I am more than 
surprised that it should have been given up to the Rebels. It will cost 
us many lives to regain it.3 It has already cost some valuable ones to get 
hold of the valleys at the foot of the mountain. 

In my first trip down with my division, when I expected to have been 
a part of Hooker's advance, I had as companions Capt. Atwell and Lt. 
Geary of Knapp's Pennsylvania Battery, and I relieved at Anderson 
a lieutenant colonel of the I I Ith Pennsylvania Infantry, all of whom 
were killed in the recent night attack upon Hooker's command. They 
were attached to the 2nd Division of our corps. It is hard to realize 
these sudden removals of one's friends, with whom but a few hours 
before one has talked in health and cheerfulness. B'ut what a long list 
of them I can recall in this war! 

Gen. Greene, whom I think I have spoken of to you, a very warm 
personal friend, was also badly wounded through the face. He for a 
while commanded a brigade in my division, and last year was in 
command of the 2nd Division while we were at Harpers Ferry, and 
previously at the battle of Antietam. He is a descendant of Gen. Greene 
of our Revolution. His wound, I hear, is not considered dangerous.4 

In returning from Bridgeport we were obliged to stop a day at 
Stevenson where the officers of the 4th Artillery battery gave us an 
extensive supper. We had oysters and champagne! Just think of that, 
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away down in northern Alabama and over these hard roads! T he 
explanation is, that about fifty purveyors had been ordered away from 
the front and were all congregated at Stevenson with their unsold 
goods, and with some they had not been able to get farther toward 
the main army. It seemed strange, when our soldiers and officers, too, 
all along the railroad and in front were living on half and one-quarter 
rations, that oysters and champagne should be abundant at Stevenson. 
But by bribery "and other tricks these sutlers contrive to get transporta
tion often when men are starving for necessary supplies. What an im
mensity of rascality this war produces or develops! 

I t makes me sick, sometimes, to hear of the frauds and rascality 
that are practiced in all departments, often to the suffering and misery 
of those exposed in the field. These things are found, from the miserable 
pasted shoes that men pay high prices for to the food they eat. I n 
everything there is proof of contractors' and government agents' fraud 
and cheating. I think it was Wellington who said that these things 
could be stopped only by hanging a contractor and inspector every 
Saturday night! I wish often it could be tried. 

I sent you yesterday a few views I found at Stevenson. If I can get 
more I will send them. I am very comfortably situated now; have a nice 
cottage for officers and my own private room. The staff are in tents. 
You will think it strange, but I do not find my large room as comfort
able as a tent with a stove. It is more convenient, that is all .... How 
long we shall stay on this railroad no one knows. I rather sigh for the 
field. I hate this kind of responsible and divided command, and yet 
those big mountains and rough roads look repulsive. Are we never 
satisfied? 

I shall try to get leave before Christmas, though Gen. Thomas is one 
of those officers who never leaves himself and thinks nobody should. 
However, if we set down here for winter, I think I can accomplish it. 

Love to all and accept oceans from, 
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ROUTINE CARES AND UNFAIRNESS 
OF GENERAL MEADE 

Tullahoma, Nov. 20, 1863. 
My Dear Daughter: ... 

I have nothing of interest to write. One day is like unto another. 
Only from the multitude of posts I have a greatly increased number 
of papers to examine and supervise and a great many more matters to 
think of. The weather has been for the most part mild and Indian 
summer-like, but from sleeping in a house I have caught a very bad 
cold, a thing that has never happened to me in the worst weather in a 
tent! Isn't it strange? Gen. Slocum has moved his headquarters here. 
Col. Rogers has gone home to get married, it is said; though I think 
not, for he is on a real sick leave and his lady love has been sick unto 
death's door. 

Col. Best spent an hour with me this morning, discoursing about 
matters and things in general. . . . We are all just now terribly dis
gusted after reading Meade's report. He not only ignores me as corps 
commander, but don't even allude to the Ist Division, which lost more 
men on the morning of July 3rd than the 2nd Division to which he 
gives the whole credit of the contest on that part of the field. Gen. 
Slocum, who commanded the right wing, is not named and one 
brigade of my command is actually given to the 1st Corps! I have read 
botched reports, but I think Meade's beats all in blunders and partiality. 
When one reads the conclusion of a loss [of] over 2 3,000 men, one 
wonders how it could be from any description of a battle he finds in 
this report. I am not only disgusted and chagrined, but I am astonished, 
as I have regarded Meade as one of the most honorable and high
toned men, wholly incapable of unfairness or political bias. 

I see, however, that he mentions Carl Schurz for being an hour 
or so in command of a corps, and Gen. Gibbon and Gen. Birney com
manding corps [for] a few hours, but ignores me and my report, 
too, who commanded a corps the (entire) three days at Gettysburg. 
To make the matter worse, another Pennsylvanian, Gen. Geary, gets 
all the credit of the operations on the right during the morning of July 
3rd, and myself, who spent a sleepless night in planning the attack, 
and my old division commanded by Gen. Ruger, which drove the 
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Rebs. from their double line of entrenchments, are not alluded to. 
Save me from my friends! I am pretty mad, but I think Gen. Slocum 
is a mile or so ahead of me in indignation. I do not remember to have 
passed forty-eight hours in a more vexed and annoyed state. 

On the 27th I got back through that Cumberland tunnel, after 
many delays, and my forty-two miles (up and down eighty-four) seemed 
to me to have been a voyage equal to the passage to California by the 
Rocky Mountains. On coming back I changed my headquarters from 
Decherd to Tullahoma. I have hardly been quiet since I returned, for 
I am obliged to have a guard at every bridge, culvert, tank, and 
trestle on the railroad for over ninety miles. So I am kept going up 
and down to see how they are placed, what defense works, whether 
patrols are kept up, and generally if the railroad is as well guarded as 
possible. If important bridges are lost the whole army goes up, as they 
are just able to live now. 

You see the responsibility is immense, without any possible cr'edit. On 
this long road, bridged over mountain streams and trestled across moun
tain valleys and ravines for two or three hundred miles, the whole 
Army of the Cumberland now in and about Chattanooga must get 
its supplies for man and beast. The country is full of guerrilla parties 
and the Rebel cavalry are always menacing right and left to pounce 
in upon a weak point. I got back only yesterday from my last trip of 
four or five days, going with Gen. Slocum to Bridgeport. At this point 
the railroad stops by reason of a destroyed bridge where it crosses the 
Tennessee. 

Until within a few days the whole supply of the army at Chattanooga 
has been carted over the most infamous mountain roads from this point, 
nearly sixty miles. The recent rains have raised the river so that the 
boats can now go part way up, to within eight or ten miles of Chatta
nooga. Gen. Hooker, with the I Ith Corps and one division of the I 2th 
Corps, has cleared the intermediate valley. They had quite a smart 
"skrimage" on the way, a night attack by part of Longstreet's men. 
Gen. Greene was badly wounded in the face and Capt. Atwell of the 
Pennsylvania Independent Battery mortally wounded. Lt. Geary, son 
of Gen. Geary, was shot dead. Both of these officers sat with me during 
the night I was trying to get over the mountain, as I have mentioned 
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above. Geary's troops were on railroad trains and mine marching. For 
this reason, and perhaps a little partiality of Gen. Slocum for my 
division, was the reason mine was sent back to meet, as was supposed, a 
great cavalry raid. Geary gets the glory, but he suffers, as mine would, 
in loss of officers. It is singular, but after all and with these hazards, 
officers complain of being sent to inactive life and losing their chances! 
Strange animal is man! 

In going down the other day there were thirty paymasters on the 
train. Among them, Wm. Phelps of candy store memory, who is now 
a P.M. I met several Michigan officers, but none from Detroit. At 
Stevenson on Sunday, Mr. Geo. Fellers, son of the former proprietor of 
the Exchange, now a sutler, came to see me. On my first trip I should 
have fasted for forty-eight hours but for a Michigan man who was the 
telegraph operator. He fed me quite nicely and could not do too much 
to aid me. Indeed, I find at all points the Michigan officers and men 
treat me with more than marked kindness and attention. 

We have very beautiful moonlights just now and an immensity of 
whippoorwills, and there are two mocking birds which begin their 
imitations every night in appktrees close to my tent. They mock every
thing from a frog to a crow. Some of their notes are beautifully sweet. 
The boys have tried to capture them but without success so far. . . . 

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 

GUERRILLA RAIDS AND POOR WHITES 

Tullahoma, Nov. 31st, 1863.5 

My Dear Daughter: 
It is a cold, leaden, cloudy, snow-feeling day. My fingers are so 

stiff that I can hardly guide a pen; and yet I am away down in the 
sunny south, close to the Alabama line. Indeed, I have just come from 
Alabama. I don't see that the skies are more genial or the temperature 
much milder than in northern Michigan at this season. Indeed, the 
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whole month of October has been mainly rainy and disagreeable, not 
half as pleasant as those misty, smoky, warm days we generally have 
up north .... 

You see I have changed my locality and I must first tell you how. 
About a week ago I got orders by telegraph to put my division in march 
for Bridgeport, the place where the Chattanooga Railroad crosses the 
T ennessee River. They were in motion at daylight in the morning along 
my whole line.·Between D echerd and T antalon is the first high range 
of the Cumberland Mountains, and the road over it is nothing but a 
bed of high rocks and deep mud-holes. The ascent of the mountain 
begins just beyond Cowan. Having crossed this mountain the road runs 
down the deep valley of Crow Creek to Stevenson and then turns 
east toward Chattanooga. The railroad follows pretty much the same 
line, except that it pierces the mountain crest by a tunnel, three-fourths 
of a mile long. 

I waited for my rearmost brigade to come up and then [went] to 
the cars, expecting to reach Bridgeport before the advance, but I 
found that such railroads run in such a way as this one is are not exactly 
to be relied on. The grades are tremendous, and the locomotives old, 
worn-out affairs. To this add the fact that no fuel is provided on the 
road. I started from D echerd in the afternoon and reached Cowan 
(four miles) without much trouble. But here began the heavy moun
tain grades and the tug of war. They keep at this point a locomotive 
called a "pusher" which pushes behind each train. The ascent to the 
mountain tunnel is about two miles. All night the locomotives tugged 
and pushed and screeched out signals and blew whistles, but it was 
"no go." We were obliged to go back to Cowan, where conductors and 
engineers and firemen all went to sleep. I didn't much blame them, 
for they had been out several nights without sleep. I rather envied 
them, as my seat was a board close to a broken window. 

The night was very cold and (what is strange with me) I could 
not sleep. I had received a telegram that Wheeler, Roddey, Lee and 
other Reb. cavalry commands 6 had crossed the T ennessee to make 
another raid, and I was ordered to halt my command to meet them. 
Here I was, unable by rail to reach my command not ten miles ahead 
of me. I fumed and, I fear, swore, and walked the sidetrack for hours 
to keep warm and to keep down my indignant spirit. At length day-
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light broke on Cowan's Cove (a cove here is a tract of bottom ground 
in the mountain valleys) and I stirred up engineers, conductors, and 
stokers with a vengeance and insisted upon another trial. Wood was 
collected and we started up the grades, luc,kily made a successful effort, 
got through the tunnel, and went tumbling fiercely down the slopes into 
the Crow Creek valleys, where I found three regiments of Knipe's and 
all of Ruger's brigades. Part of the artillery, after three days' labor, 
had got over the mountain by the aid of a regiment to each battery. 
Ten gun-carriage wheels were reported broken and the horses used up. 

I was obliged to go on to Anderson to find a telegraph station. Here 
I began a library of telegrams to Hooker on one side (Stevenson) 
and Slocum on the other (Wartrace) both sending conflicting orders, 
Slocum ordering me to move on to Bridgeport, Hooker (through his 
Chief of Staff, Butterfield) ordering me to relieve certain posts along 
the railroad. In the meantime, the telegraph wire was so constantly 
employed by headquarters of the department that it was only now and 
then I could get in a word. All my baggage, bedding, mess, etc., was 
left at Cowan. Anderson has a depot building and one or two shanties. 
Luckily the telegraph operator was from Grand Rapids (a Mr. Atwater) 
and he saved me from a fast of forty-eight hours, besides exerting 
himself professionally. 

After much tribulation and after collecting my whole division within 
fourteen miles of Bridgeport, I got an order to retrace my steps, or 
rather to distribute my division from Bridgepor t to Murfreesboro to 
guard the railroad bridges, tanks, culverts, etc. But the trouble was 
not over. Butterfield ordered the batteries at T antalon to be shipped 
to Bridgeport. So I sent across the horses and put the guns on cars, when 
I was notified that my guns were not wanted. The messenger, with 
instructions from Gen. Slocum, was detained by a torpedo-blowing-up 
of track near the tunnel. I waited another night in the windowless depot, 
trying to get orders. Near morning a locomotive came along and I 
hitched on my train of guns and repeated the struggle to get up the 
grades and through the tunnel to Cowan, which, after many hours, 
was accomplished ; to find, however, at Cowan written orders to leave 
the batteries at Stevenson and Bridgeport. 

These orders could have reached me hours before and saved an 
immensity of trouble and annoyance if the staff officer of Gen . Slocum 
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had done as he was ordered. My guns were brought on to Decherd and 
there they stand on the railroad "flats" waiting to be drawn back. My 
troops were marched back, and now occupy in small posts (just large 
enough to be gobbled) the railroad from Murfreesboro to Bridgeport, 
ninety-one miles. I changed my headquarters to this place as being 
more central, and because the buildings used at Decherd for my 
offices were occupied in my absence by cavalry officers. 

H ow long this arrangement will last I can't guess. The 2nd Division 
of our corps has gone to the front and probably crossed the river at 

Bridgeport with the I rth Corps. They went down by rail, but as I 
was nearer Bridgeport than they were, with my whole command, I 
was somewhat annoyed at being countermarched. I went to Wartrace 
to see Gen. Slocum, and the only satisfaction I got was that he preferred 
to trust my division with the responsible duty of guarding the long 
channel of supplies for the whole Army of the Cumberland. Very 
complimentary, but I dislike this railroad guarding in small posts. The 
whole country is full of small guerrilla parties who can get to the track 
and tear it up in spite of anything that infantry can do, over a line 
ninety miles long. Besides, the posts at important bridges are too small 
to defend themselves against any serious attack. I prefer the .field with 
my whole division to this kind of duty, and hope I shall get away soon, if 
I carry nothing but pork and hardtack on my saddle. 

This town of Tullahoma, which you have seen in the papers as the 
headquarters of Bragg and oftimes of Rosecrans, consists of a hundred 
straggling houses of faded paint and retrograding look. Indeed, it re
minds me strongly of some Michigan towns after the speculating fever 
of I 8 3 6 had subsided, a great town-plat with here and there a preten
tious frame house of thin boards, half .finished and destined to remain 
so for years. Judge Catron of the Supreme Court has a neat summer 
cottage in the suburbs, but it is badly soiled by the occupation of soldiers. 

All the towns along this railroad excepting Murfreesboro are the 
veriest pretenses, most of them sounding names and nothing else, and 
the people-the "poor white . trash"-are disgusting: the mere scum 
of humanity, poor, half starved, ignorant, stupid, and treacherous. The 
women all "dip" snuff; that is, rub their teeth and gums with a pointed 
stick dipped in Scotch snuff! If anybody doubts the damning effects of 
slave labor upon the poor whites, let him come into Kentucky and 
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Tennessee and see the poorer classes of whites. Of course, there is a 
rich and educated class, but they are mostly gone and the poor now 
stand out in bold relief, with not even a bright background. Travel 
through this country by rail and you will never see this poor class; none 
but the rich planters and traders. You must stay here and move through 
the country to see how many there are vastly inferior to the Negro in 
common sense, shrewdness, and observation, and in the comforts of life. 
Let us not grieve for the Southern Negro as much as for the poor 
Southern white man-covered with vermin and rags, and disgusting 
with the evidences of a cureless "Scotch fiddle," 7 which they dig at 
continuously .... 

I must close my long letter as the carrier has just called. I am afraid 
I can't get leave, as we are expecting to do or suffer great things this 
fall. If we don't go ahead, and we can't in the present state of supplies, 
I think Bragg will come ahead on us. It will be an awful country to 
concentrate troops in, so full of pathless mountains and roadless valleys. 
How they ever got into Chattanooga is a marvel, and how they will 
ever get out now the mud roads have begun is a greater wonder. I hope 
we shan't get out, but things look squally for supplying an army down 
through this winter. . . . 

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 

THANKSGIVING AND REBEL PRISONERS 

HEADQUARTERS IST DIVISION, 12TH CORPS 

ARMY OF THE CUMBERLAND 

Tullahoma, December 8, 1863. 
My Dear Daughter: 

If my memories are correct, I have been very remiss in writing you. 
I intended to have sent you a letter on Thanksgiving Day, but as the 
day was very fair I had a crowded levee all the morning of the officers 
of my division on duty here. First came the general court martial, headed 
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by the venerable-looking Col. Selfridge, and following them the corps 
and brigade staff officers and others of the command here. So my day 
was used up and I did nothing, except in the quiet of the evening sat 
before my fire and thought of absent friends. Of course, the good things 
and the good company at Uncle's had a prominent place in my reveries. 
Our anticipated feast of good things was delayed and almost lost by the 
very mysterious disappearance of our cook. It was nearly 8 P.M., before 
we got anything to eat. The cook, making an early beginning of his 
Thanksgiving, mistook a Nashville train for his kitchen and went off 
in it, not returning for a week nearly. H e came back in a very penitential 
mood and has been restored to his pots. 

Poor Dr. M cNulty with a gay cavalcade started for a visit to a very 
large cave some seven miles away. The result was that his horse fell 
and the doctor was so stunned that he remained insensible for two days 
and is still in a very weak and imbecile state, hardly recognizing his 
friends. I fear he is done for duty at present. Singular how these things 
result. A day or two before, Gen. Slocum's horse fell with him catching 
his leg under it and going at a gallop. The general escaped without 
serious injury. You have not forgotten my fall with Old Plug into the 
Potomac pontoon and more recently his dropping into a deep ditch with
out in jury to me. 

We have had for a week past a continuous run of Reb. prisoners, long 
lines of railroad trains crammed with them, over 7 ,ooo taken in the 
recent operations in front. They are a hard-looking lot of men without 
overcoats and very short of dirty blankets, marked generally "U.S.," 
showing that what they have are taken or stolen from us. 

But you should see this "chivalry" to appreciate it. A more dirty, 
destitute, and diabolical lot of humanities cannot be conceived. We get 
in D ickens' novels and in similar works some fanciful sketches of 
Enelish poorhouses and poor people, but no imagination can conceive 
nor words express the dirty and ragged condition of these prisoners. 
Their hands are as black as a Negro's and if their faces are not seen 
you would pronounce them Negroes. Such is the pure blood and the 
high status of these troops over the destruction of whom by foul Yankees 
you see the lamentations of the Southern papers. Their stolid, unex
pressive, and almost idiotic features are quite in keeping with their dirty 
condition. I could not help comparing the neat and orderly appearance 
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of our guards as they stood in the doorways of the boxcars with the 
stupid foul look of the men they were guarding. 

[The remainder is missing.] 

ERRORS IN REPORT OF THE 
BATTLE OF GETTYSBURG 

HEADQUARTERS, IST DIVISION, 1 2TH CORPS 

ARMY OF THE CUMBE RLAND 

Major General H. W. Slocum, 
Comm'd'g 12th Army Corps. 
General: 

Tullahoma, Tenn., D ec. -, I 863. 

In forwarding the report of Brig. Gen. Ruger, Comm'd'g ISt 

Division, 12th A. C. at the battle of Gettysburg, (delayed to this late 
date for reasons stated in the letter accompanying the report) I embrace 
the occasion to call your attention to certain errors and omissions in 
Maj. Gen. M eade's official report of that battle, which I think do 
much in justice to some portions of this corps. These briefly stated are: 

ut-In crediting Lockwood's brigade to ISt Corps. 
2nd-In omitting all notice of the gallant defense by Greene's 

brigade of the left flank of our entrenched line on the evening of the 
2nd July, after the other troops of the corps had marched out to support 
of the left. 

3rd-In wholly ignoring the operations of the ISt Division. 
4th-In repudiating most of the material statements of my report 

as temporary commander of this corps. 
rst As to Lockwood's Brigade. The following is the notice taken 

of it in General Meade's Report. 
"In the meantime perceiving great exertions on the part of the 
enemy, the 6th Corps (Maj. Gen. Sedgwick) and part of the ISt 

Corps (to the command of which I had assigned Maj. Gen. New-
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ton) particularly Lockwood's M aryland Brigade, together with de
tachments from the 2nd Corps were all brought up, &c." 
I cannot be mistaken in asserting that Lockwood's brigade was at 

no time during this battle a part of the Ist Corps, or under the com
mand of Gen. Newton. It was a part of the I 2th Corps, and was brought 
up under my immediate command, with the ut Division of same 
corps, to the support of the left. 

This brigade (composed then of the I 5oth New York Volunteers 
and xst Maryland Potomac Home Regiment) comil\g from Baltimore 
or its vicinity, reported to me as temporary commander of the corps 
early on the morning of the 2nd of July, while the skirmishers of the 
ISt Division (still on the south side of Rock Creek) were engaged with 
the enemy. Gen. Lockwood being senior to Gen. Ruger, then 
comm'd'g ISt Division, and a stranger to the division, I directed him 
to take his orders directly from me as an unassigned brigade, during 
the pending operations. 

When the u t Division and Lockwood's brigade were ordered to 
support the left on the afternoon of same day, I went in command of the 
supporting column, leaving [the] 2nd D ivision to cover our entire en
trenched line. On reaching the cr~st of the Cemetery Ridge, Major 
(now I believe Lieut. Colonel) M cGilvery of Maine Artillery, in com
mand of one or more reserve batteries, reported to me that he was 
threatened by the enemy and was without infantry supports; and that 
the enemy, but a few moments before, had drawn off into the woods in 
his front several pieces of our artillery. I ordered Gen. Lockwood to 
move into the woods indicated, which was promptly done, and our 
artillery, abandoned by the enemy, was almost immediately recaptured. 
The Ist Division at the same time was ordered into the woods on the 
left of Lockwood's brigade and both advanced for some distance and un
til halted pursuant to superior orders, meeting very little resistance at any 
point from the retiring enemy. T hough we passed large masses of our 
disorganized men, we saw not one line or body of our troops in posi
tion. The enemy seemed to have a clear field in that part of our lines 
and were helping themselves to our artillery until interrupted by the 
approach of reinforcements from I 2th Corps and 6th Corps, advanc
ing at about the same time. These facts having been fully reported, I am 
at a loss to comprehend (when all other corps sending supports to the 
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left are especially named) why the I 2th Corps should be- not only not 
named- but deprived of the small credit of "Lockwood's Maryland 
B'rigade," for the benefit of the Ist Corps. 

2nd In omitting any mention of the gallant defense made by Gen. 
Greene's brigade on the left flank of the entrenched line of the 12th 
Corps on the evening of the 2nd of July. 

Gen. Meade's report thus speaks of the manner in which the enemy 
got possession of our line of breastworks. 

"During the heavy assault upon our extreme left, portions of the I 2th 
Corps were sent as reinforcements. During their absence the line of 
the extreme right was held by a much reduced force, and was taken 
advantage of by the enemy, who, during the absence of Geary's 
division of the 12th Corps, advanced and occupied a part of the line." 
It was the absence of the whole of the Ist Division and of Lock-

wood's brigade (supporting the left) and of two brigades of 2nd 
(Geary's) Division (marching towards Littlestown by mistake) that the 
enemy took advantage of-not only to occupy our line on the right and 
center, but also to attack, with great vigor, Greene's brigade of 2nd 
Division (the only portion of the corps left behind) on the extreme 
left of our entrenched line. Gen. Meade omits all mention of this gal
lant contest, which lasted full three hours, and resulted in our retaining 
this important part of our line of defenses and enabling us to resist 
for hours, with comparatively little loss, his heavier attacks on the 
following day and finally to expel him wholly from our line. 

Gen. Meade speaks of another attack, in a different part of the field, 
at about the same hour, as follows; 

"On the extreme left, another assault was, however, made about 
8 P.M. on the 11th Corps, from the left of the town, which was re
pulsed with the assistance of the troops from the 2nd and Ist corps." 
The similarity of time and circumstance leads me to think that there 

is a mistake in locality of this attack. It is quite certain that Greene was 
attacked and was reinforced by [the] ISt and I I th corps, about the 
same hour that the report says the attack on [the] I I th Corps was re
pulsed by aid of troops from [the] I st and 2nd corps. Be that as it may; 
the defense made by Gen. Greene was eminently worthy of notice and 
commendation. 

3rd In wholly ignoring the operations of the 1St_ Division, I 2th Corps. 
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The active participation by the 12th Corps in the battle of Gettysburg 
was, 

1st The marching of the rst Division and Lockwood's brigade to the 
support of the left on T hursday afternoon, the 2nd of J uly. 

2nd The defense of the left flank of the entrenched line on the 
evening of the same day, and 

3rd The Ion~ contest on Friday morning (3rd July) to recover pos
session of our line of breastworks. I have spoken of both operations of 
Thursday. Of those of Friday morning Gen. Meade thus speaks in his 
report. 

"On the morning of the 3rd Gen. Geary, having returned during 
the night, was attacked at early dawn by the enemy, but succeeded 
in driving him back, and occupying his former position. A spirited con
test was maintained all the morning along this part of the line. Gen. 
Geary, reinforced by Wheaton's [a mistake for Shaler's] brigade, 
6th Corps, maintained his position and inflicting very severe losses 
on the enemy. With this exception the lines remained undisturbed, 
&c" 
This is certainly neither a full nor a fair statement of a conflict 

which was waged almost without cessation for full seven hours, and in 
which all the infantry and artillery of the corps were engaged. T he 
idea conveyed by Gen. Meade's Report is a simple defense of one 
division of the corps. T he engagement really began on our side by a 
heavy cannonading from guns placed in position after midnight. The 
plan of attack, arranged the night before to dislodge the enemy from our 
breastworks, was for Geary's division to follow the cessation of the 
artillery firing by an attack along the entrenchments which he held on 
our left, while the xst Division was placed in preparation to assault over 
the marshy grounds on the extreme right, or attack the enemy's flank 
should he attempt to move beyond the breastworks. The enemy on the 
other hand had brought up strong reinforcements with the design of 
carrying the position of our entrenched line, which he had failed to 
drive Greene from on the previous night, and which would have placed 
him in the rear of our army and given him possession of our main line 
of communication, the Baltimore Pike. Both parties started at daylight 
with plans of attack, each with the expectation of expelling the other. 

Not only, as Gen. Meade's report says, did Geary's division (or more 
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correctly the two absent brigades of it) return during the night, but 
so also did the whole of the ISt Division and Lockwood's brigade, and 
the whole corps (not Geary's division alone) artillery and infantry 
"succeeded in driving the enemy back and occupying its former posi
tion." I t is a noticeable fact, too, that the portion of the corps not men
tioned by Gen. Meade lost more in killed and wounded in this contest, 
from its exposed line of attack, and I think captured more prisoners, 
than did the division which gets the entire credit in Gen. Meade's 
report. The commendation given to Geary's division was justly merited, 
but the same praise might safely have been extended so as to embrace the 
conduct of the whole corps without doing injustice or giving offense 
to any portion of it. T he entire omission of the 1st Division is so marked, 
and the report of the contest on Friday morning so meager and so at 
variance with official statements of the superior officers of the corps, 
that I am at a loss to conceive from what source Gen. Meade derived his 
information. Not, I know, from my report as temporary commander of 
the corps, and not, I think, from yours as commander of the troops of the 
right wing. 

4th T he fourth item of omissions stated at the commencement of this 
communication is sufficiently shown in the comments already made. Gen. 
Meade either has not seen my report or he has intentionally repudiated 
all its material statements as to the operations of the 12th Corps at Gettys
burg. No commanding general can verify by personal knowledge all the 
occurrences in his own command in a great battle. But so confident 
am I of the truth of every material statement of my report in this in
stance that I could confidently submit its correctness to a decision on 
proofs, in any respectable court of justice. 

There is another omission which in connection with those I have 
named has a significant bearing. Gen. Meade carefully names all gen
eral officers temporarily in command of corps- Maj. Gen. Schurz, in 
command of 1 1 th Corps for six hours, from 10:30 A.M. of July ISt 

(when Gen. Howard assumed command of the field) to 4 P.M. same 
day (when Gen. Howard was relieved by the arrival of Gen. Hancock) 
is properly reported as such. So are Maj. Gen. Birney, 3rd Corps, and 
Brig. Gen. Gibbon, 2nd Corps, (Maj . Gen. Hancock, commanding 
the left center) named as temporarily commanding corps on different 
days. I was in command of I 2th Corps part of July ISt and all of 2nd 
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and 3rd of July, and on the evening of the 2nd (Thursday) attended 
a council of corps commanders on a summons conveyed to me by a staff 
officer of Gen. Meade. I may be pardoned, therefore, for expressing some 
surprise that my name alone of all those who temporarily commanded 
corps in this great battle is suppressed in Gen. Meade's report. I know 
Gen. Meade to be a high-toned gentleman and I believe him to be a 
commander of superior merit and of honest judgment, and I confess 
to have read that part of his official report relating to the 12th Corps with 
a mixed feeling of astonishment and regret. I submit these comments 
to you as the commander of the I 2th Corps, not in the expectation that 
any adequate remedy can now be applied, after the official report of the 
commanding general has become an historical record, but because I deem 
a statement of the facts and grievances an act of justice to the corps with 
which I have been long connected, (and which I commanded on the 
occasion referred to), and especially to the gallant division which I 
have had the honor to command for nearly two years. 

I have the honor to be, General, 
Very Respectfully, Your Ob't Servant, 

A. Williams 
Brig. Gen'l of Vols. 

HEADQUARTERS, I 2TH CORPS 

ARMY OF THE CUMBERLAND 

Tullahoma, Tenn., J an'y 2nd 1864. 
My Dear Sir: 

I presume you have read Meade's report of the battle of Gettysburg.8 

I can imagine the feeling that its perusal has caused you. I have not met 
a sensible man who has read it, either a soldier or civilian, who has not 
felt disappointed on reading it. It purports to be the official history of the 
most important contest of modern times--a contest in which our troops 
fought with a valor and determination never before exhibited-and the 
only evidence in the entire report which tends to prove this heroism is 
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contained in the closing sentence, "Our losses were very severe, amount
ing to 23,1 86." Your disappointment must have been greater from the 
fact that the true history of the operations on the right had already been 
made known to you by me,9 and Meade's report is a plain contradiction 
of almost every statement I have ever made to you. It is in direct con
flict with my official report and the reports of all my subordinate com
manders. My first impulse on reading his report was to ask for a court 
of inquiry. I was prompted to this course not so much from personal 
considerations, as from a desire to have justice done to Gen. Williams 
and his division. 

Although Meade professed the warmest friendship for me, and the 
utmost confidence in me, not only during the entire battle, but at all 
times subsequent to it while I remained in his army, yet in his report 
he utterly ignores me. That he did repose this confidence in me, and 
that he placed the right wing entirely under my control, I have abun
dant written evidence now in my possession. In proof of this I enclose 
a copy of an order sent me during the battle, showing that he had sent 
part of Sedgwick's corps to me, and that, without visiting me or my 
portion of the line, he wished me to place it in a central position where 
he could use it as soon as I could spare it. I also enclose a copy of an 
order received at 10:20 A.M. on July 2nd directing me to move from 
the strong position we then held, and the 5th and 12th corps, then 
under my command, and the 6th, which was hourly expected, to attack 
the enemy. The latter order was not obeyed because every general officer 
consulted on the subject deemed it unwise to leave the almost impreg
nable position we then held. I send you copies of these orders to convince 
you that although my name is not mentioned in the report, yet I really 
occupied the position, and had the commands mentioned in my former 
letters. At no time was I in command of less than two corps, during 
the entire campaign, and during all the battle the right wing was en
trusted entirely to me-a position to which my rank entitled me. Wil
liams commanded the 12th Corps, and was at all times during the bat
tle treated as a corps commander by Meade. He was invited by him 
to the council with other corps commanders, and yet no mention is 
made of this fact in the report, nor is Williams' name or that of his divi
sion to be found in it. 

I finally gave up the idea of asking for a court of inquiry, knowing 
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that the interests of the service could not be promoted by such a course. 
I wrote a letter to Meade, however, asking him to correct his report, a 
copy of which I enclose. 

There is much secret history connected with the Gettysburg cam
paign which will some day be made public. The proceedings of a secret 
council of the corps commanders held the night before the enemy 
crossed the river was at once divulged, and the remarks of M eade, 
Warren, and Pleasonton published to the world in full. It was for the 
interest of Meade that this publication should be made, and there is no 
doubt that publicity was given to it with his consent, if not through his 
direct instrumentality. There were other councils, however, the pro
ceedings of which were not made public, and which never will be pub
lished with the consent of Gen. Meade. On the evening of July 2nd 
a council was called, and each corps commander was asked his opinion 
as to the propriety of falling back towards Washington that night. The 
majority opposed it, and after the vote was taken Meade declared that 
"Gettysburg was no place to risk a battle," and there is no doubt that 
but for the decision of his corps commanders the army on the 3rd of 
July would have been in full retreat, and the 4th of July, 1863, instead 
of being a day of rejoicing throughout the North, would have been the 
darkest day ever known to our country. This piece of history can be 
verified by the records of that council kept by Butterfield, and cannot 
have been forgotten by any officer present. 

On the 4th of July nearly every corps commander urged an imme
diate movement, but my corps was kept three days in idleness. In the 
meantime the enemy had reached H agerstown, taken up his new line, 
and had abundant time to fortify. At the council held on the 13th of 
July by which "Meade was overruled" the following question was 
proposed to each officer, viz., "Shall we, without further knowledge of 

the position of the enemy 1 make an attack?" 
Previous to putting the question, Meade announced that he could 

get no knowledge of the position of the enemy. T his announcement, 
together with the peculiar phraseology of the question, indicated the 
decision which the commanding general anticipated. He offered no 
remarks until a vote was taken and the question answered in the nega
tive. He then made some general remarks about "the necessity of doing 
something," which were approved by all. Having "placed himself right 
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on the record," as the politicians would say, he retired. T his record he 
at once used to sustain himself at the expense of his brother officers, al
though the action of these officers was precisely what he anticipated 
when he framed the question. 

You may think this a hard charge to bring against a soldier, but I 
believe I am fully justified in it. There are other circumstances which 
I will make known to you when we meet, which will convince you 
that I have not done him injustice. 

As long as this war continues I shall pursue the course I have thus 
far followed. I shall ask for no court; enter into no controversy; write 
no letters. But when the present danger has passed from us, many facts 
will come to light giving to the public a better knowledge of the real 
history of this war than can be obtained through the medium of such 
reports as that written by Gen. Meade. 

Hon. L. R . Morgan 
Syracuse, N.Y. 

Very Respectfully, 
Your Ob't Servant, 

H. W. Slocum 

GETTYSBURG REPORT AND DULLNESS 
OF RAILROAD DUTIES 

Tullahoma, Feb. 25th, 1864. 
My Dear Sherman: 

I enclose you some correspondence (copies) relating to the battle 
of Gettysburg and Meade's report. Mr. Thos. M. Cook, formerly of 
Detroit and more recently of the New York Herald, will call upon you 
for the perusal of them. I have told him he could take notes of all the 
facts published, but that it won't do to have the letters printed nor 
extracts from them verbatim. 

I do not understand that he wants the facts for the newspaper, but 
as part of the historical res gestae o£ the battle. At any rate, I do not 
think I could properly place them in the hands of gentlemen of the 
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press, though I can give him, as I have already, the facts touching 
Meade's defective (unholy) report. Indeed, he was so unjust to me 
and my command and to Gen. Slocum and his command--so wholly 
ignored the operations on the right, which he committed to Gen. 
Slocum and never once took the trouble to look at himself-that I feel 
a great inclination to open a paper war on him myself. I shall do so if 
I live through this war. Having let Cook get out the bowels of these 
papers, will you· please forward them to my daughter, Irene Williams, 
I 6o 5 Filbert St., Philadelphia. 

I shall send you tomorrow a copy of a private letter, which you can 
also show to Cook, and which please also forward afterward to Rene. 

Well, I have been home on a thirty-days' leave; expected to have 
gone on to Philadelphia and Washington, but did not find time. I t was 
the shortest thirty days I ever saw. The winter has been very dull. T his 
railroad guarding is doleful. My command is scattered sixty miles or so, 
and I have only one small regiment at headquarters. I miss the parades, 
dn1ls, music, and company of a concentrated division and I weary to get 
together again. . . . 

This town is dolorous ; a type of western map cities after the specula
tions of '36; thin, slabby and shabby houses scattered about, with broken 
windows-and a deserted air. The people are like the houses, poor white 
trash. The Negro is the only gay dog, keeping up dances every night 
and having a good time at a cheap rate .... 

No news not in the papers. Weather has been fine. We shall probably 
be doing something soon, though a great many of our best troops are out 
on furlough. All my old regiments re-enlisting. Five are at home ; 46th 
Pennsylvania, 5th Connecticut, 2nd Massachusetts, 27th Indiana, 3rd 
Maryland. 

Goodbye; write us. 
Yours truly, 

A. S. Williams. 
Maj. Sherman. 
P.S. Cook is at the H erald rooms, Washington. 
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DEFENSE OF GETTYSBURG REPORT 

HEADQUARTERS, 12TH CORPS 

ARMY OF THE CUMBERLAND 

General A. S. Williams, 
Comm'd'g ISt Divn 12th Corps, 

Tullahoma, T enn. Mch. sth, I 864. 

The following is a copy of the letter from Gen. Meade, amending 
his report of the battle of Gettysburg, 

Very Respectfully &c 
H. W. Slocum 

Maj. Gen'l Comm'd'g I 2th Corps. 

HEADQUARTERS 

ARMY OF THE POTOMAC 

Maj. Gen'l H. W. Halleck, 
Gen'l in Chief, 
Washington, D.C. 
General: 

Feb'y 25th, 1864. 

I transmit herewith the report of Brig. Gen. T. H. Ruger, Com
manding I st Division, I 2th Army Corps, and those of his brigade and 
regimental commanders, of the operations of his division at the battle of 
Gettysburg. These reports were only recently received by me, owing 
to Gen. Ruger's being detached with a large portion of his command 
not long after the battle; and soon after his return the corps was 
ordered to Tennessee. 

I beg these reports may be placed on .file, as part of my official report of 
that battle. I embrace this opportunity to make certain corrections· and 
alterations in my report, to which my attention has been called by 
Maj. Gen. Slocum. These alterations are as follows: 

I. In relating the occurrences of the 2nd of July I state: 
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"In the meantime perceiving the great exertions on the part of the 
enemy, the 6th Corps. (Maj. Gen. Sedgwick) and part of the JSt 

Corps. (to the command of which I had assigned Maj. Gen. Newton), 
particularly Lockwood's Maryland brigade, together with detachments 
from the 2nd Corps, were all brought up, &c" 

This should read: 
"In the meantime, perceiving the great exertions on the part of the 

enemy, the 6th Corps (Maj. Gen. Sedgwick) and part of the Ist Corps 
(to the command of which I had assigned Maj. Gen. Newton), to
gether with detachments from the 2nd Corps, were all brought up. Sub
sequently the ISt Division and Lockwood's brigade of the I 2th Corps, 
under the immediate command of Brig. Gen. A. S. Williams, then 
temporarily commanding the corps, arrived at the scene of action; the 
service of Lockwood's brigade being particularly mentioned." 

II. In relating the occurrences of July 3rd 
"During the heavy assaults upon our extreme left, portions of the 

I 2th Corps were sent as reinforcements. During their absence, the 
line of the extreme right was held by a much reduced force, and was 
taken advantage of by the enemy, who, during the absence of Geary's 
division, I 2th Corps, advanced and occupied part of the line. On the 
morning of the 3rd Gen. Geary, having returned during the night, 
was attacked at early dawn by the enemy, but succeeded in driving him 
back, and occupying his former position. A spirited contest was main
tained all the morning along this part of the line. Gen. Geary, rein
forced by Wheatons' brigade, 6th Corps, maintained his position, in
flicting severe losses on the enemy." 

This should read: 
"During the heavy assaults upon our extreme left, the I st Division, 

and Lockwood's brigade of the I 2th Corps, were sent as reinforcements, 
as already reported. T wo brigades of Geary's division (2nd of this 
corps) were also detached for the same purpose but did not arrive at the 
scene of action, owing to having mistaken the road. The detachment of 
so large a portion of the I 2th Corps, with its temporary commander, 
Brig. Gen. A. S. Williams, left the defense of the line previously held 
to the remaining brigade of the 2nd Division, commanded by Brig. Gen. 
Greene, who held the left of the 12th Corps, now become the extreme 
right of the army. The enemy, perceiving the withdrawal of our troops, 
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advanced and attacked Gen. Greene with great vigor, who, making a 
gallant defense, and being soon reinforced by portions of the JSt and 
I I th corps contiguous to him, succeeded in repulsing all the efforts of 
the enemy to dislodge him. After night, on the return of the detachments 
sent to the left, it was found the enemy were occupying portions of the 
line of breastworks thrown up by the I 2th Corps. Brig. Gen. Williams, 
in command, immediately made arrangements, by the disposition of his 
artillery, and instructions to both divisions, commanded respectively by 
Brig. Gens. Geary and Ruger, to attack the enemy at daylight and 
regain the position formerly occupied by the corps. In the meantime 
the enemy brought strong reinforcements, and at early daylight a 
spirited contest commenced which continued till after I O A.M., the 
result of which was the repulse of the enemy in all his attempts to ad
vance and his final abandonment of the position he had taken the eve
ning before. During this contest Shaler's brigade, 6th C orps, was sent 
to reinforce the 12th Corps. With this exception the lines remained 
undisturbed." 

I should be glad, as an act of justice, if this communication could be 
published. 

My Dear Daughter: 

Respectfully, Your Ob't Serv1
, 

Geo. G. Meade, 
Maj. Gen'l Com'd'g 

SOCIAL FESTIVITIES AT THE FRONT 

Tullahoma, March 26th, I 864. 

Last night as I was reading Kinglake's Crimean War, the cry of 
fire was raised by the sentinels and looking out of my window I saw 
our only hotel, a good-sized wooden building, all in flames. It was 
midnight and raining. As the commissary's store was in the range and 
the stable of our horses near, I ordered out the provost guard and all 
was saved except the tavern. While the fire was fiercest, the passenger 
train from Nashville came in, and when I returned to my quarters I 
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found your letter of the 20th inst., and this was after all the great 
event of the night! I was delighted with your long letter, especially 
so, as I have been some days anxious to hear the fate of my letter of 
the 6th inst. enclosing some photographs and $40 in greenbacks . .. . 

The photographs were of several general officers of my acquaintance, 
which I thought good likenesses, but they can be replaced. The cash, in 
these times, I greatly regret the loss of. However, I will replace it by 
express in a few- days. Somehow or other my salary oozes away very 
rapidly and I save nothing; what little I get over our expenses is melted 
on debts and interest money, without greatly reducing my indebtedness. 
I am pretty economical myself and none of us are very costly, yet it takes 
money to keep us all. I was unable to get drafts on my last pay, hence I 
trusted greenbacks to the mail. If I had left out the photographs it 
would doubtless all have gone safe. I hope it may yet turn up; but I fear 
not, as complaints are very frequent and safeguards from the army not 
great. 

I wrote you an account of the ball in that letter, I think. I did not 
go to the first one, as I had no clothes. The last was not very elegant 
and I think I have greatly lost my taste for the gay world. Several 
officers' wives were there and some rather dashing ones. One, wife of 
Lt. Bartlett, I soth New York Regiment, is a daughter of Capt. An
drews on Gen. Morris' staff, a brother of my classmate, W. W. 
Andrews, a reverend gentleman who visited us once and preached in 
Dr. Duffield's church. A mild, gentle, classical man, of queer religious 
opinions, the peculiarity of which I cannot describe, but the main idea of 
which is, to unite all denominations in the church. He is a sort of bishop 
of this religious fraternity. Another officer's wife (Lt. Col. Rogers) 
is fresh from 5th Avenue, New York, a bride. The change must have 
been marked, but she is sensible and enjoys life as it comes. Aunt Hatty 
was there but not very well, and Mrs. Capt. Pittman, a little body 
about as big as a piece of chalk, also a Mrs. Capt. Greene of the xsoth 
New York. The rest were all leather and prunella women who mostly 
dip snuff and look very thin and gaunt. Music, made up from two 
bands of the division, was very good. 

This is about all I can remember of the ball, excepting that the land
lady, a Mrs. Robinson of Kentucky, who entertained me with tales of 
her high relationship to a great many Kentucky bloods, was immensely 
chagrined that a private table set apart for herself and guests (myself 
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one) was appropriated by the ignoble vulgar before we could get up 
the narrow stairway. All the silver and splendor and six bottles of 
champagne was lost to us and we were obliged to take seats in the very 
worst spot of the banquetting hall. Poor woman! She seemed greatly 
distressed, but I contrived to smother my disappointment in a very large 
quantity of boned turkey and the like. Last night poor Mrs. Robinson 
suffered a greater chagrin by being burned out, stock and fiuke. She was 
obliged to take shelter in the hospital building. I hope she saved the 
spoons. Our ball room, not of the most superb dimensions, has gone up 
and we shall no more transgress in that way during Lent. 

That reminds me. We received yesterday preparatory orders for 
the front. I t will be a week or more before we get away, and I think 
much longer, as we are wanting many things for which we cannot get 
transportation and we must be relieved by other troops. I look for a long, 
sorry campaign amongst these barren and denuded mountains below us. 
As for our horses, I don't see how they can be fed. I wish my Yorkshire 
was at home, or on Uncle Lew's farm. He never looked so splendid as 
now, but what will he be beyond the reach of forage. 

Mar. 27th: I was stopped here yesterday and could not resume until 
the mail closed. There is not much new. Capt. Whitney and five lieu
tenants have returned. Capt. Whitney brought me from Mrs. Whitney 
a very neat gold locket badge of a Royal Arch Mason. Mrs. Knipe also 
sent me a very fine military hat, with a gold general officer's hat band. 
So you see our namesakes' families do not forget me. I think I shall 
send you the old hat which I have worn so long and which you have so 
much admired ... . 

I suppose all the ladies will be obliged to decamp soon. I am afraid part 
of my division will have to remain behind, guarding the blockhouses 
now being built. Commands are badly mixed in this department. In 
trying to give places to officers not wanted in the field, a great many 
useless commands are carried out in the shape of military districts and 
independent posts. We have in this way a conflict of authority and a 
want of graduated command which is provoking and alarming, and sub
versive of good order and organization. I find somebody now and 
then trying to command some of my regiments on the ground that 
they fall within their military district. I notice they don't succeed well 
in this attempt. . .. 

I have just got rid of a big job in the way of a personal listing with 
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account of battles, etc., sent to the War Department by order. I have 
just received a letter from Gen. Greene, who had a talk with Gen. 
Meade. The latter expressed much regret at the oversight in his report. 
Said he thought I reported as a division commander and he had not 
read my report when he made his! I shall send copies of Gen. Slocum's 
letter to Gen. Meade, as well as mine, for safe keeping, also a copy of 
my report of services, a volume of some seventy-five pages . .. . 

Love to all. I am working up my neglected correspondence to be ready 
for the front. 

Your Affectionate Father, 
A.S.W. 

ARMY REORGANIZATION AND COMMANDS 

Tullahoma, April IS, 1864. 
My Dear Daughter : 

Yours of the I oth came to hand last night. I have been absent four 
or five days-two days in Nashville. I went up to see about supplies 
for my men. It is several months since we have been able to get cloth
ing, for want of railroad transportation. Gen. Knipe went up with me. I 
saw nothing wonderful in Nashville. It is a very dirty and badly man
aged place. I met Maj. Fifield of Monroe and saw several Michigan 
officers. Col. Mizner was down here while I was absent.10 I think I 
have writen you since the order consolidating the I Jth and 12th corps. 
As you [may] imagine, we [are] not very amiable over it. Officers and 
men get much attached to corps names. It is the espirit de corps which 
is a great military power. Besides, we are all very much attached to 
Gen. Slocum and dislike greatly to lose him. What you say about our 
new commander may be all true, though I hope you are all careful 

about expressing your opinion or judgments on this topic. I t would 
probably be sent back here by some kind friend, greatly to my injury. 
The inference would be that if my family said hard things that their 
opinions were founded upon something I have written or said. So 
express no opinion about my commanding officers, unless favorable. You 
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will understand, and Uncle Lew, who is very judicious on such subjects, 
will explain what you may not see clearly. I hear that our new corps 
commander has not drank for some months, and if he ever was in
discreet that he is now the pattern of temperance.11 

We have been a week waiting for the new organization. As we have 
several rna jor generals, it is not at all improbable that I may lose my 
division. It is said Gen. Butterfield has come back expecting to get one. 
If so, he will be very apt to choose mine, which is the best in the new 
corps. Such is the fate of war. It is now over two years since I took com
mand of this division! W auld it not be strange if I was sent back to a 
brigade? 12 

• • • 

(The concluding portion is missing.] 

My Dear Daughter: 

VISIT TO GENERAL HOOKER1 AND 
LOOKOUT MOUNTAIN 

Tullahoma, April 2 I, I 864. 

I have been knocking about so much of late that I have not written 
you, since the breaking up of our old corps. We all feel pretty badly 
to lose our old name. The badge we shall retain, and Gen. H ooker has 
applied for the name of I 2th C orps instead of 20th. 

Gen. Slocum has left us for Vicksburg, taking with him Col. Rogers, 
Col. (blank] and M aj. Gordon [ ?] Capts. Mosley and Tracy. T he 
rest of his staff are waiting orders. Col. Best, I fear, will be obliged 
to go back to a captaincy. We shall miss the general and his staff. Circum
stances have thrown our quarters near together for a long time and 
intimacies and friendships become very strong under such circumstances 
as we have lived in for eighteen months. 

I have been away for most of the past two weeks, first to Nashville for 
four or five days and last over to Gen. Hooker's headquarters in L ook
out Valley this side [of] Chattanooga. I had a very pleasant visit there. 
The general was quite gracious and insisted upon our stay for a day or so. 
He went with us to the summit of Lookout Mountain and explained the 

2 95 



FROM THE CANNON'S MOUTH 

recent military operations around. I think the prospect from this moun
tain exceeds in extent and grandeur anything I have ever seen and you 
know I have seen grand natural scenery. I found Mrs. and Col. Ross 
of the 20.th Connecticut at corps headquarters. They were our com
panions on the trip to Lookout. I wished often that you were along. I 
came back yesterday. 

In the new organization, I have still my old division ( I st) with 
additions. I excbanged the 20th Connecticut for the I4 ISt New York. 
I get one entire new brigade. 

Gen. Hector T yndale, an officer you wrote me about after Antietam, 
where he was wounded, [commands the brigade] . He is a Philadelphian. 
My division, I think, will number present nearly 9,000 and present and 
absent probably I 4,000. Individually, I cannot complain of the new 
deal, but somehow I feel heavy hearted and not buoyant. I hope when 
the weather improves my spirits will amend. . . . 

I expect to have a hard summer. T he mountainous country in front 
is so poorly supplied for man or beast and we shall be so far away from 
supplies that I prepare for a season of deprivation. I really fear more 
for my horses than myself. We shall probably break up here next week 
and move to the front . When the fighting campaigning will begin I 
cannot guess. The season is very backward and grass hardly started, 
even down in this sunny South; peach trees and apple trees are blos
soming. T he weather is much like our April in Michigan. 

I hear from Best that you are having great concerts. I t must be over 
two weeks since I heard. . . . 

[The remainder is missing. ] 

END OF RAILROAD GUARDING 

Tullahoma, April 26th, I 864. 
My D ear Daughter: 

I enclose a sprig of crocus taken from T op Lookout (Mountain), 
which place I visited lately in company with Gen. Hooker; also, a 
more acceptable memento of a $20 greenback, picked up in Washing-
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ton. . . . I wrote you a few days ago. We are certainly off this week. 
I am glad of it, for I weary to be somewhere, I know not where. I am 
tired to death of this railroad life, out of spirits, for what I know not. It 
is a year ago since I started for Chancellorsville, full of hope and con
fidence. T oday I feel sad and blue, though the weather is fine and 
spring-like. . . . 

I have a letter from Mr. Jacob Howard, saying that M eade's supple
mental report will be published by Congress. The President promised 
him that I should have the next promotion. Two have been promoted 
since. The malcing of fortunes I do not understand. I could have made 
one here if I had consented to have sold my self-respect and the good 
name of my children to the third and fourth generation. While some
body makes $7oo,ooo, somebody [else] loses a corresponding sum. 
The world's cash don't grow as fast as that. We hear of the successful, 
but of the poor devil who loses his all in the pocket of the other little is 
said. He returns to shady life. I long more than you can to be gathered 
with you all in some quiet home, but I don't see clearly how I can get 
out and not regret it. I want to see the end. . . . 

L ove to all, 
Your Affectionate Father, 

A.S.W. 

1. Apparently this was Mrs. Sarah Morgan Bryan Pratt, for whose career see 
Diet. Am. Biog. 

2. The desperately-fought battle of Murfreesboro, December 3 1, 1862, to 
June 2, 1863, is regarded as a Union victory, since General Bragg's 
Confederate army retired from the field of combat. The capture of 
Colonel William W. Duffield with a portion of the Ninth Michigan 
Infantry Regiment at Murfreesboro on July I 3, 1862 was another 
and minor affair. 

3· On October 19, G eneral Grant had replaced Rosecrans in command of 
the army and with the support of reinforcements assumed the offensive 
against the now discouraged Confederates. Contrary to General Wil
liams' forecast, the recapture of Lookout Mountain on November 24, 
1863, in the storied "battle above the clouds" was effected rather 
easily, marking the initial success of the Union army in the Chat
tanooga campaign. 

4· General George Sears Greene, for whose career see Diet. Am. Biog. He 
attained the age of ninety-eight and in his later years took pride in 
his distinction as the oldest living graduate of West Point. In 18 36 
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he had resigned from the army to devote himself to an engineering 
career. In I 894, then ninety-three years old, by special act of Con
gress he was given the rank of first lieutenant which he had held in I 836, 
and placed on the retired list-possibly a record of longevity in the 
American army. 

5· Apparently an inadvertent error for November 30. 
6. Joseph Wheeler, Phillip D. Roddey, and Stephen D. Lee. For sketches 

of those notable Confederate cavalry leaders see Diet. Am. Biog. 
7· More commoply known as the itch, a parasitic infliction common among 

domestic animals and among certain economic strata of the human race. 
8. This report is printed in the Offic1al Records, Ser. I, XXVII, Part 1, 

114-19. General Meade's supplementary report, made in response to 
General Slocum's letter of protest, is in the same volume, pp. 1 zo-z I. 

General Slocum's report upon his role in the battle and campaign is 
on pp. 758-63. His subsequent letter of protest to Meade (December 
30, 1863) and General Meade's reply (dated February 25, 1864) ad
mitting some of the criticisms and rebutting others are on pp. 769-70. 
General Will iams' own report of his operations is on pp. 770-76. 

It is interesting to note that both General Slocum and General 
Williams were concerned over the judgment of future history upon 
General Meade's misleading report of their roles in the battle. Per
haps it would be a fair statement of that judgment (as of I959) to 
say that General Meade, whatever his errors of detail may have been, 
waged a creditable campaign and battle, on the whole, in marked 
contrast with the performances of McClellan, Burnside, and Hooker, 
his predecessors in command of the Army of the Potomac. In particular, 
all of his forces were thrown into the battle, being moved from point 
to point as circumstances dictated, instead of permitting a large part 
of the army to lie idle while the enemy defeated the remainder in 
detail. Yet Meade was subjected to a storm of contemporary criticism, 
chiefly inspired by his failure to pursue and destroy Lee's army. One 
lengthy critique in particular, published in the New York Times 
on March IZ, I864 and signed by "Historicus" (whom Meade identi
fied as General Sickles) stung him into requesting a court of inquiry 
upon his conduct of the battle. See Official Records, XXVII, Part t, 

tz7-36. 
9· From 1858 until he resumed military life as colonel of the Twenty

seventh New York Infantry in May t 86 t, General Slocum had prac
ticed law in Syracuse. LeRoy Morgan, to whom this letter was ad
dressed, was Slocum's brother-in-law and a fellow-member of the bar 
of Syracuse, who in t 8 59 was elected justice of the Supreme Court. 
See sketch of Slocum in Diet. Am. Biog. and sketch of Morgan in 
D. H. Bunce, Onondago's Centem;ial (Boston, 1896), I, 349-350. 

to. Colonel Henry R. Mizner of Detroit entered the regular service as a cap-



GUARDING THE RAILROAD 

tain in May 1861 and on November II, I86z, was commissioned 
colonel of the Fourteenth Michigan Infantry Regiment. He served 
throughout the war and at its close remained in the regular service 
until he retired with the rank of colonel in I 89 I.-Record of Sewice 
of Mulligan Volunteer!, Vol. XIV. 

I I. General Joseph Hooker, who following his resignation of the command 
of the Army of the Potomac in June 1863 had been given command 
of the Eleventh and Twelfth corps, was assigned to the Army of the 
Cumberland, now consolidated as the new Twentieth Corps. 

1 z. His forebodings were unjustified. General Butterfield was given com
mand of the Third Division of the Twentieth Corps, and Williams, 
although but a brigadier, continued in command of the First Division. 


