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INTRODUCTION
I am the third child, of the third child, of the third child of Samuel Elias Mays and it is his
story I wish to tell. Many people have lived in interesting times, and there have been, I suppose,
numerous interesting people, and certainly some folk have done interesting things in their life.
“May you always live in interesting times” —such a phrase often seems more a curse than
a blessing: certainly Samuel was an interesting man in interesting times doing interesting things;
but more than that, he preserved for us an account of his adventures through numerous letters,
newspaper articles, magazine stories, diary, and even a personal journal. Through an assemblage
of these and other resources we are given a rare opportunity to view, first hand, those
extraordinary times, before, during and after the great Civil War in our nation.
Who, when and where Samuel is in the fabric of time and circumstances is bound up in
his American heritage. I wish, therefore, to take a little time, before we start with the events of his
life, to tell of his ancestors as they struggled through good times and bad times— war and peace
in this — An American Tale.

Samuel Elias Mays
November 12,1834-November 27, 1906
A lawyer, farmer, businessman (Southern Mining Company), a Major on the staff
of the Governor of South Carolina, enlisted as a Private in the Confederate Cavalry,
professor of mathematics, owner and operator of a flour mill, in charge of an iron works,
builder and partner in a roller mill, slave holder, owner of plantations in South Carolina and
North Florida, early Florida pioneer and instrumental in the development of the Florida
citrus industry. In his life he experienced the extremes of wealth, power, and poverty
without loss of principle or perspective. This man of extraordinary abilities and
experiences left a personal and detailed account of the Good Times and Bad Times of his
life.
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“When times are good, be happy; but
when times are bad, consider: God made
the one as well as the other.”
“War and Peace”: first it was peace with the Indians, then war, then peace again; next it
was peace with the English, then it was war, then it was peace, and again it turned to war with the
English; once more it was war with the Indians; but this next time it would be a great, protracted
and bloody conflict between the North and South. “War and Peace”: it seemed the perfect title,
but Barbara, my wife, said someone already had that title, and his work was of considerable
weight and length. She suggested; perhaps, in-view of the brevity and zephyry nature of this tale,
I might title it; “Warette and Peacelette”. However, I gave up that most creative and highly
descriptive title in favor of a more inclusive concept: “Good Times — Bad Times”: for of such
is the fabric of every life, whether there is war or peace.
An individual’s heritage is both complex and diverse as it weaves its way through a
particular maze of time and circumstances. Our roots reach back through generations, ever
expanding at an exponential rate, to include thousands upon thousands of contributors to who we
are, and where and when we live on this wondrous place called earth. In the midst of this grand
mysterious diversity is a single common taproot that is anchored to Adam as the first, and God,
himself, as the father of all humanity.
It is certainly true of us all: from the one have come the many, and from the many have
come one. We are each a complex and diverse assemblage of untold generations and
circumstances, the depths of which I could not possibly comprehend or fully convey to you as the
reader of these thoughts.
The horizon of my life is not too distant from this day; I have grown old and my children
follow close behind. I shall have no generations beyond those that my own eyes now see. That
being the case, it must be clear that I do not write these things down for any of my own future
generations. The truth is; I do not know why I have undertaken this project. It has taken fast-hold
of me and I feel driven to tell this story of those who have gone before. There are no kings,
presidents, great inventors, scholars, or the likes: just ordinary folks living through extraordinary
times in the history of our great nation. However, it is my understanding that there is no such
thing as an insignificant life.
Nearly two thousand years ago the Apostle Paul was invited, by some Greek philosophers
of Athens, to speak at the meeting of the Areopagus. In that speech, which Luke, the doctor,
recorded for us in his writing of the “The Acts of the Apostles”, more commonly known as the
book of Acts, Paul explains the common origin of all men as well as God’s purpose for making it
so.
"From one man he made every nation of men, that they should
inhabit the whole earth; and he determined the times set for them
and exact places where they should live. God did this so that men
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would seek him and perhaps reach out for him and find him, though
he is not far from each one of us."
By God's own word, it is clearly understood that we are who we are, where we are, and
when we are; by the grace of God and for his own plan and purpose for humanity. That purpose
being, as the Apostle Peter once said in his writings, that we... "may participate in the
Devine nature and escape the corruption in the world caused by
evil desires".
In view of the fact that we have all been un-spooled from one common ancestor, that is
Adam, and that we have a single united common purpose for our existence, it would be foolish to
think of ourselves as better or worse by reason of our heritage. God has stitched each of us
together into the great tapestry of time, place and circumstance; both for our own welfare and that
of all others with whom we are traveling through creation. Although we are individual strands,
each is joined tightly in the common fabric of the human purpose and existence. Surely, harm
done to one is harm done to self, and all others; and good done to one is good done to all, as well
as self.
This story of people and times, which I am about to tell you, has come down to me from a
wide array of sources. Wills, diaries, letters, simple word of mouth, childhood memories and all
manner of other origins, concerning which you certainly have little or no interest. After all is
said, it is the story that counts: So let us begin.
Our American tale began in the year 1574 with the birth of an English boy named
William Mays: (or as it is sometimes written Mease, or Mayes). His father was of Dutch heritage,
the roots of which we shall not take time to examine now, for this adventure is bound for
America. I do not know, nor do I care to speculate, as to how or why William chose to become a
preacher, but that was his profession. By the events that would begin to unfold in this young
man’s life, we can know, with some certainty, that he was of a bold and adventuresome spirit.
These were times of great explorations and colonization as all Europe, and especially England,
sought to expand its influence and power in the “New World”.
The Virginia Company of England was organized in 1606 for the express purpose of
establishing a colony in this “New World”, which we call America. On December 19th, 1606,
three small ships set sail on this bold new venture. Filled with great expectations of power and
wealth, they entered the James River on April 26th , 1607: continuing up-river for about fifty
miles from the mouth, they settled on a site which they named Jamestown in honor of their King,
James I of England.
Replicas of these three ships have been constructed and are open to the public at the sight
of the Jamestown settlement in Virginia. I have walked about on these ships, and can personally
say that “small” is not an adequate term to apply to these vessels when contemplating an Atlantic
crossing. On my boldest day, I would not venture beyond sight of land on such a small and
fragile craft.
Hardships were much greater than expected and the small band of settlers struggled to
hold-on until more help could arrive. Nine more ships, under the flagship “Sea Venture”, set sail
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from Plymouth, England on June 1st, 1609; just in time to be battered by an Atlantic hurricane in
which three of the nine were lost. The voyage had taken them via the West Indies and to the
island of Bermuda. Six of the original nine ships arrived at Jamestown in August. The exhausted
expedition struggled to get a foothold in this wild new land, but they were to be almost
exterminated by a winter of intense hardship and suffering.
The outlook was so bleak that the entire colony resolved to abandon the whole project
and, in fact did, set sail down the river, bound for England and home. As fortune would have it,
they were met by three ships bringing new settlers under the direction of Lord Delaware. They all
turned back and resolved to renew their efforts.
The Virginia Company’s intent from the very outset was to make this a financially
profitable undertaking. A wide variety of projects had been tried; silk making, glass making,
lumber, pitch etc., etc..., but nothing had been found to be economically successful. It was a
matter of life and death to this small colony to find some means sufficient for both self-support
and profitability for the sponsoring members of the Virginia Company.
Among those who had set sail on the “Sea Venture” out of Plymouth, England in 1609
was a young man by the name of John Rolf. With John came the idea that would shortly blossom
into the salvation of this small band of settlers. In just a few years, with the help of farmers, some
of whom would come in 1611 with William Mays, tobacco was to become the “gold” of Virginia.
The local Indians were already growing tobacco but it was not nearly as aromatic as that which
the Spanish had found in the West Indies. John, himself being a user of tobacco, while in the
West Indies obtained a quantity of seed from the superior variety that was grown in the islands.
This he brought with him to Jamestown.
John did not begin this voyage alone; with him on this wild venture was a young wife who
was with child. While on the island of Bermuda, shortly before the last leg of the trip, she gave
birth to a baby girl and they named her Bermuda. What was joy, soon turned to sorrow, when the
child died. Such tragedies were not uncommon in those days. The voyage had to continue and
they arrived in Virginia in August where sorrow overtook John’s life once more with the passing
of his wife also.
Everyone remembers, from history, John Rolf, as the man who married Chief Powhatan’s
daughter Pocahontas. This wedding took place in 1614 after some agonizing, by John, as to
whether such a marriage was proper. In 1616 he moved back home to England with his wife,
Pocahontas, and their son. Shortly after this, Pocahontas died and John placed his son in a
boarding school and returned to America.
In the meantime, (June, 1611), more assistance from England arrives in the form of 300
new settlers, a good stock of cattle, and other desperately needed supplies. Among these new
emigrants to America’s shore is a 37-year-old minister of the “Established Church”, by the name
of William Mays. He arrived in the “New World” four years after the first settlement, and eight
years before the landing of the now famous Mayflower at Plymouth Rock.
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While in England, John Rolf makes a report to King James I concerning conditions in the
colony and its outlying settlements. Within that report is the following account, which I have
copied with all its strange spellings and phrases.
“At Kecoughton, being not far from the mouth of the river, 37
miles below Jamestown on the same side, are twenty, whereof eleven
are farmers; all these mayntayne themselves as the former. Captain
George Webb, commander. Mr. William Mays minister there.* * * The
farmers, 81, besides women and children, in everie place some,
which in all amounteth to three hundred and fifty-one persons, a
small number to advance so great a work.”
This small settlement of twenty men, with women and children, at Kecoughton, of which
William Mays was minister, was located at what is now known as Hampton, Virginia. The
Elizabeth City Parish was established in 1610 at the founding of the settlement of Kecoughtan;
William Mays was their first minister and served in this capacity for about ten years. This is the
oldest English-speaking parish in continuous service in America. The Church building, over the
years, has occupied four different sites. Three of the former sites are still owned by the Parish.
The tobacco seed from the West Indies, which John Rolf had introduced, had fast become
the money crop of the colonies. By the year 1617 more than 20,000 pounds of this crop of “gold”
was being exported to England. For the Virginia Company, the prospects for great investment
returns seemed secure. However, like bees to honey, jealousy of this great monetary success
drove the Crown to seek every opportunity and excuse to dissolve the charter of the Company,
and take for itself the profitable proceeds of this business venture.

St. John’s Church,
Elizabeth City Parish,
Hampton Virginia. This is
the oldest English speaking
Parish in continuous service
in America. William Mays
(Mease) was their first
minister. This building,
constructed about 1728, is
the fourth location since the
original was established in
1610. There is a stained glass
window listing the early
preachers by names and
dates.. William is listed first.
The original settlement,
which is now called
Hampton, was named
Kecoughtan at that time.
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March 22nd, 1622 a very great and tragic massacre took place in the colony. On the
evening before and even on that same morning the Indians came, unarmed as they usually did,
with fruit, fish, turkeys and venison to sell to the settlers. At about noon, they all turned on the
colonists and butchered them with their own tools and weapons. They made no discrimination as
to age, sex, or condition— they murdered 347 people in the space of just a few hours. The entire
population might have been killed except for an Indian named Chanco, who had been converted
to Christianity. Chanco made the plot known to his friend Richard Pace, who in turn gave the
alarm to the governor, whose swift actions saved a large part of the population.
The Court of King James I, seized on the tragic occasion of this event and sought to
attribute all the calamities of the colony to mismanagement and neglect of the Virginia Company.
Their intent was to frame a pretext for dissolving the charter that had been given to the company.
In order to accomplish the theft of the assets of this, now very profitable venture, the King called
for an inquiry to be instituted at London.
The Virginia Company resisted these efforts and a small number of prominent colonists
were selected to go to England in 1623, following that great massacre of 1622, by the Indians.
They were to testify on behalf of the Company as to its good conduct of affairs. William Mays,
the minister from Kecoughtan, was among those that were chosen to return to England and
present evidence before the King.
In the records of the Virginia Company of London, under the date of April 30, 1623, is
found the following entry:
“I, William Mease, mynister, having lived ten years in Virginia
and affirm all answers above except that of Ordinance and
palisadoes.”
— William Mease
As one might expect, the resistance of the Virginia Company and the private citizens of
the colony was futile. In November 1624, the Company was dissolved by a writ of quo warranto,
(what ever that is), which was determined upon a technicality in the pleadings. It was, in
substance, a confiscation effected by tyranny. Consequently, Virginia became a colony of the
crown. It is not good to be too successful under a monarchy; a king without integrity, which
includes all of them, takes, in all good conscience, license to steal from all men. Power corrupts,
and absolute power corrupts absolutely.
Sometime following his unsuccessful testimony before the King, in regard to the Virginia
Company and the colonists, William Mays returned to America. The records show that he
purchased, in 1638, 250 acres lying on the south bank of the Appomattox River. He was living in
the “New Towne” of Jamestown City about the year 1650. He died at Henrico. The exact date of
his death is unknown to me, however, he had two sons— Henry and John.
“There is no remembrance of men of old, and even those who
are yet to come will not be remembered by those who follow.”
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The “Teacher” wrote these words long ago and I find them to be especially true in regard
to the next several generations that came after William. The visible tracks that they have left in
the sands of time have eroded to faint traces of laborious lists of genealogical data like marriages,
wills and land transactions. Those are stories in and of themselves, but they are not the tale we are
telling today.
Although we no longer have the life stories of many who have preceded us; we are their
personal testimony through time. We existed in our ancestors, and have simply been un-spooled
from Adam to this present day. We live because they lived. It is, as the Hebrew writer put it long
ago —“One might even say that Levi, who collects the tenth, paid the
tenth through Abraham, because when Melchizedek met Abraham,
Levi was still in the body of his ancestor.”
We shall begin our story again with another William Mays who was born in 1720.
William was the son of Mathew, the son of Mathew, the son of John, the son of Daniel, the son of
John, the son of John, the son of William Mays, who’s story as a minister in the Kecoughtan
settlement near James Town we have already told.
I do not know much about William except that he served as a Captain in the Revolutionary
War. He was in Colonel Goode’s Regiment of the Virginia Militia. After his first wife, Elizabeth
Dannette, passed away, he married Dorcus Abney and from that marriage all the children were
born. Three sons, Abney, Samuel, and William.

William Mays was a Captain in Goode’s Regiment of the
Virginia Militia during the Revolutionary War. Two of his teenage
sons, Abney and Samuel, also served in The War of Independence.
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General Samuel Mays
July 23rd, 1762— January 25th, 1816
I have somewhat more to say about Samuel Mays, first because he is my great-greatgreat-grandfather, and because the traces of his tracks through time are still visible as they pass
through the Revolutionary War, the War of 1812, and other interesting times and events in the
history of our nation.
He was in three battles of the Revolution before he was sixteen years old, serving as a
private at Musgrove Mills, under Colonel Williamson, and at Blackstocks, and Hanging Rocks
under General Sumter. Samuel was one of twenty men especially thanked by Congress for
bravery; and for some special act of courage done by he and his older brother Abney, a
commission was offered to Abney, who declined it, saying that it belonged to his younger brother
Samuel. What ever became of that commission no one seems to know.
Samuel Mays became Brigadier General of the South Carolina forces during the war of
1812, and was in command of the South Carolina land forces together with General Butler, his
wife’s cousin. He lived in Newberry County South Carolina after the Revolution and became a
man of some prominence and wealth, and had personal acquaintance with some great men of his
time, including George Washington. He was also a member of the Legislature.
Among his numerous endeavors was being one of the founders of South Carolina College,
which is now known as the University of South Carolina. The importance of education, in his
mind, is clearly seen in the charge he gave the executors of his lengthy will.
.. “It is further my will that my executors do give all my children a good education and that
they will pay particular attention to have them raised in a decent and moral and religious
manner....”
My great-grandfather preserved a list of 38 close relatives that attended that institution
between 1808 and 1856. My great-great- grandfather, James Butler Mays, and my greatgrandfather, Samuel Elias Mays are among those. I shall have more to say about both of them as
our story continues.
The old Mays cemetery is located about 15 miles southeast of Greenwood, South
Carolina, down by the river. It is no longer in use and many large trees have grown up there
among the graves, overturning and breaking some of the stone markers. Among these graves, of
both slaves and master, is the tombstone of General Samuel Mays with this long inscription.
“Sacred to the memory of General Samuel Mays who was born 23rd of July, 1762,
and departed this unsullied life on the 25th of January, 1816. He was a man of frugal habits,
of persevering industry, of incorruptible integrity. The events of his life forming an
interesting commentary upon the formation of our free institutions. Without any advantage
of birth or fortune, he acquired a reputable independence, and enjoyed for many years the
honor of a seat as a member for this district in the seat of the Senate of this state.
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“The born justice of his heart and the kindness of his manner deservedly endeared
him to his surviving wife and children who have caused this monument to be erected.”
I have a copy of the General’s will, which is very lengthy and involved, so I shall not
burden you with all those property descriptions and conditions. However, the summary of the
matter is that it encompasses, among other things, four working plantations covering many
thousands of acres, tools, cattle, horses, houses and a long list, by name, of individual people who
are his slaves, 79 in all.
Perhaps the most interesting thing about the will is a codicil that the General added in
December of 1813. I have copied a portion of that document so that you may see the value that
he set on friendship, education, and principles. I understand that many folks are fascinated with
the old legal verbiage of wills and such from long ago; but on the other hand, some are bored to
tears with the tedious repetitive nature of such documents. Consequently, I will summarize the
contents of this codicil so you can feel free to skip over the legal stuff, if you like, without feeling
like you are missing any of the story.
The Anderson family, who had been close friends and neighbors for many years, fell on
hard times and some of their property was sold for taxes by the local authorities. This was a large
tract of land, 940 acres with two good working flourmills situated on it. The old General
purchased this land at the tax sale and drew up this codicil to his will to provide, through a trust,
for the education of all the Anderson children and then the return of the property to that family.
Now that is what I call a good neighbor policy.
“State of South Carolina, Edgefield District:
Whereas, I. Samuel Mays, of the District of Edgefield and State of South Carolina, have
made and duly executed my last will and testament in writing, bearing date, the tenth day of
July in the year of our Lord 1813, and whereas, my friend Thomas Anderson has been
unsuccessful in some of his undertakings in consequence of which three tracts of land
belonging to said Anderson have been sold by the Sheriff of Edgefield District and I became
the purchaser thereof at what I consider a low price, and inconsequence of that particular
friendship which did exist between old Captain Anderson in his lifetime and myself which has
on frequent occasions (which is well known to a number of the citizens of this district) been of
considerable advantage to me, and as there still exists the same friendship between his family
and mine, I can not help but conceiving myself more bound to assist than to take advantage of
their misfortunes to advance my own, for which reasons and no other whatever, I do hereby
give and freely bequeath in trust to Thomas Anderson and Doctor James Spanne in trust for
the children of Thomas Anderson that he now has, viz: William, eliza, Anne, John, and
Thomas, and those he may hereafter have, all that plantation or tract of land situate in the
district of Edgefield at the mouth of and at both sides of Wilson’s creek, and containing as
appears by plat and mortgage, land given to me as executor of William Mays, under which it
was sold when I became the purchaser, nine hundred and forty acres— on which Thomas
Anderson has built a set of mills, and is bounded northward by lands belonging to the estates
Bearly and Anderson land, eastwardly by the Saluda River, southwardly by the lands of George
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Coleman, and Lowe, westwardly by lands of Hardy D. Ross, and Farquahar, as will more fully
appear by referring to the before-mentioned plats.
Now as my intention is in giving the mill tract as it is called to the said Thomas
Anderson and Dr. James Spanne in trust for the equal benefit of all the children the said
Thomas Anderson had or may hereafter have, is this— that the said children may be raised
and educated as well as the profits of said mills will admit of, and it is my express will that the
said mill tract containing nine hundred and forty acres as before mentioned upon my decease
shall immediately be given up by my executors to the said Thomas Anderson and Dr. James
Spanne in trust and as trustees for the children............etc. etc.”
The codicil to the will goes on with all the necessary and laborious detail of such legal
documents. However, it is time to move to the next generation; brief, and full of sorrow. Good
Times— Bad Times: sometimes much more darkness than light— and so it was in this short but
diligent life.
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James Butler Mays
June 27 , 1798— February 14th, 1836
th

James was the third born of General Mays; he named this child after James Butler of
Revolutionary War fame. The Butler family being close kin on his wife’s side of the family, as
well as being business partners during General Mays’ life. At the time of the War of 1812, the
commanding generals of the South Carolina Army where General Mays and General Butler. They
were together in business, war and family.
He, like a great number of his brothers and close kin, graduated from South Carolina
College, a university his father helped to found. He received a degree in Law in 1818; two years
after his father had passed away. He began his young adult life as a lawyer and gentleman farmer,
having inherited land and slaves from his father’s estate. He married Annie Lamar Smith and
shortly a great tragedy overtook him. His young wife died on August 25, 1825; only twenty-five
years old.
Soon after this sad occasion, James moved to Madison County Florida, near Lake
Sampala. He established a cotton plantation of some 1,840 acres in Madison County. Damaris
Miriam Earle of South Carolina, daughter of Captain Samuel Earle of Saluda, became his wife
and their first child, Samuel Elias Mays, was born on November 12th, 1834 at Pendleton, South
Carolina. Soon after Samuel’s birth, the whole family moved to the Madison County plantation.
In the early eighteen hundreds Florida was, in many places, still a rugged frontier, often
having to deal with hostile Indians. Besides being a farmer and lawyer, James was a military
officer, just as so many of his kin had been in the past. When the Indian uprising, known as the
“Seminole Indian War of 1836", broke out he was called on, along with many of his neighbors, to
go. He was seriously wounded during that war and as a result of those wounds developed
pneumonia and died after returning to his home in Hickstown Hammock, in Madison County. On
the 14th, of February, 1836, several months before his 38th birthday, James Butler Mays passed
away leaving a two year old son (Samuel Elias Mays) and young wife who was, unbeknownst to
him, expecting the birth of their second child.
Shortly after the death of her husband, Miriam moved back to Pendleton, South Carolina,
where she gave birth to her second son, who she named James Butler Mays in honor of her dead
husband. She lived with her brother, Judge Baylis Earle of the South Carolina Supreme Court for
a number of years, until she moved her small family back to Pendleton.
In anticipation of his possible death, James wrote the following instructions on the back of
his will in late December 1835. The sum of the matter is that he, being fully aware of the dangers
of his time and circumstance, is arranging for those who are left behind to know everything about
his plans and wishes in the management of his assets. He also identifies the location of many
important papers and makes note of those who owe him money. Now you know the essence of
what he wrote so you may, if you like, skip all the old lawyer talk.
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“In the event of the expedition in which a portion of the neighborhood purpose to
engage tomorrow proving a more dangerous one than anticipated and it should be my fortune
to fall, I pen a few notes hastily of the state of my business and my wishes respecting the mode
of disposition and management of my property.
“I paid for Sumter last winter the first of February somewhere between one thousand
and twenty and one thousand and fifty dollars, for which I paid two and half per cent for the
advance. If the debt is denied, the evidence of it and the payment can be furnished by the
branch of the Bank of the State of South Carolina at Columbia.
“I hold several notes on Richard which are in pocketbook, locked in the upper one of
the drawers, for four thousand eight or more hundred dollars with interest from date, payment
divided into several installments, which on his paying or becoming principal in a note signed by
myself principal and himself and Dannett Hill Mays security, I wish given him, and which
balance is the sum actually due to Mr. Bellamy or the bank the holder for his purchase, my
bank stock not being sufficient to cover it.
“There is a settlement with Peachey and Company, or his partner Duerr, for the
balance due me by H. P. Dawes for the sale of the cotton last year as a statement of my
account for which they drew on my merchants in New York in the summer; it is for bagging,
etc., and Richard can determine their portion of it and pay it to my estate. Enoch in thirty-four
workers is entitled to seven parts by that division of the crop and the expense can be settled. I
made a note of his expenses (amounting to between eight hundred dollars) which I will enclose
if I can find.
“I wish about one hundred bales of cotton shipped to Robert Maitland and Son, and
remainder to Boyce and Company.
“I wish my hands kept together another crop and most rigid exaction made on my
overseer for the discharge of his duty; and the utmost force devoted to making the heaviest
cotton crop. If then the times are favorable I wish my bank stock sold and all my other property
on such terms as will enable it to bring the highest price as is consistent with the safety of the
debt.
“If my wife should not marry again it is my wish that she have the use of the income of
my property (except such portion as may be necessary to the support and education of my child
until the maturity of our child and then distributed according to law). If she should marry
again the distributive portion be then assigned her and the child’s portion placed in bank in the
care of trustees. My wife to choose the place of residence.
“My notes are in my pocketbook referred to, which I wish expeditiously collected; the
Galloways seated undertaking has an interest of twelve months on it, my land titles bundles in
the upper drawer and the titles from Searcy in the drawer of the secretary, articles for the
overseer to sign within the secretary itself, my book of accounts under the new drawers.”
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I have also copied his will, which is rather brief for such a legal document, in order that
you may see the way of things so many years ago. Understanding the seriousness of the situation
in regard to the Indian War, James had prepared for the worst, and, unfortunately, that is exactly
what he got. He would be dead within 56 days of the writing of this will. February 14th, 1836 he
was buried at San Pedro Church, near the town of Madison, in the Territory of Florida.
The sum of the matter is that he returns to his wife all the property that she had received
from her father’s estate, which was considerable as she came from a wealthy family. In addition
to this, he provides for the payment of $1,500.00 for one of her slaves that died while in service to
him. Not knowing that his wife was with child, he leaves all his Florida property, 1,840 acres of
land and 42 slaves etc...etc., to his two-year-old son, Samuel. The will follows the norms of the
day concerning the wife’s use of the assets while she lives, provided she does not remarry. Now
you know the general content and can skip the reading of the will, if you care to, with out missing
any important part of the story.
“In the name of God, Amen, I, James B. Mays of the territory of Florida, and County of
Madison, planter, to be prepared against the liabilities to which human life is subject, do make
this my last will and testament:
My soul I commit to a merciful God, and my body to the kindness of friends or the
charity of the world. I give and bequeath to my wife Damaris Miriam Mays all the property
inherited by her from her father to have and hold the same to herself and her heirs, executors,
administrators, or assigns , to the same extent she would have been entitled to previous to our
intermarriage, under the will of her said father. And I further direct my executor or
administrator to pay the said Miriam Mays as soon as the same can be collected the sum of
fifteen hundred dollars, the value of the slave Surrey who died while in my service, and the
money expended of her portion of her father’s estate.
Item second: I give and bequeath to my dear son Samuel Elias Mays the residue of my
property to-wit: forty-two slaves and one thousand eight hundred and forty acres of land, being
and lying in territory of Florida, Madison County, together with all my stock, crop, debts due
me, etc., to have and to my said son Samuel E. Mays and the heirs of his body for ever, and if
my son Samuel E. Mays should die during his minority or without heirs lawfully begotten of
his body, then it is my will that said property revert and be divided into three parts, one of
which to belong to the children of my brother, Rhydon Grigsby Mays, another to the children
of my sister, Caroline E. Brevard, and a third to my brother, Dannett H. Mays, in full and
entire property. And I hereby direct my said executor to sell on such terms of credit as he may
think advisable all my said property, to collect my debts which besides those of whose existence
I have written, includes one thousand and fifty dollars paid for Thos. S. Mays to the Bank of
the State of South Carolina with interest since the first of February last, and seven hundred
dollars paid Holmes on account of wages as overseer of a portion of the legatees’ and my
mother’s estate, and also of my distributive portion of the land returned to the Mrs.
Livingstons, MegeHee and myself by Mr. Bellamy. It is my will when the same is due and
collected that it be invested in bank or other stock. I hereby nominate and appoint Baylis G.
Earle of Greenville and D. H. Mays of Florida executors of this my last will and testament. In
witness whereof I have set my hand and seal this twentieth day of December, 1835.”
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INTERESTING TIMES
GOOD TIMES— BAD TIMES

Samuel Elias Mays
November 12th, 1834— November 27th, 1906
This American tale has, at last, come to the story that I promised to tell you about the life
and times of my great-grandfather, Samuel Elias Mays, the child of James and Miriam and the
grandson of General Mays.
Samuel Elias Mays was a young man, (about 27), when the war began. He was a very
well educated lawyer, graduating second in the class of 1856 from South Carolina College, a
university founded by his grandfather General Samuel Mays and close relative General James
Butler. Born into a socially prominent family with national roots going all the way back through
the Revolutionary War to the James Town Settlement; he had a strong interest in social, economic
and political events of his time.
Prior to the war, he served as a Major on the staff of the Governor of South Carolina and
consequently was politically well informed. He was a slaveholder, owner of several plantations in
South Carolina and north Florida, and active in numerous other business ventures, including
copper mining in the North Carolina mountains. By every account, he was living a highly
privileged life before this great conflict. Shortly after the war, he served as a professor of
mathematics at a college that would become known as Clemson, which helps to indicate the
meticulous nature he brought to his observations.
My grandmother, his daughter-in-law, with whom he lived in his latter years, said he was
simply referred to as the “professor” because he was so preoccupied with reading and learning.
This was not a positive character trait in her mind, because when she asked him to bring in more
wood for the fire he would return with one small stick of wood in one hand and still have a book
in the other. Such qualifications, in and of themselves, would make his journals and papers
interesting. These things, taken in conjunction with the fact that he resigned his commission as a
Major on the Governor’s staff and went to war as a private in the Confederate Cavalry, give us a
clear and unusual view into those interesting times that could not be obtained by any ordinary
journal of those days.
There is no doubt that you will find, from time to time, some unusual wording, sentences
and paragraph structure. I have done my best to leave these accounts as I found them, both out of
respect for the original author, as well as to preserve the flavor of the times and circumstances
under which they were written.
Among those papers and notes that he left behind is a remembrance of his mother, which
he wrote when she passed away, he even saved some thoughts that his younger brother wrote on
that same occasion. Through such memories, we are given a window into fascinating times before
the great struggle between the States.
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Although the conditions of his life plummeted, through no fault of his own, from one of
wealth, prosperity, ease and peace; to a saga of sorrow, sadness, poverty and trouble; he seemed
to know the importance of the events of his time, and was diligent to preserve a clear and
insightful account for those of us who wish to hear of those “interesting times”.
In her later years Miriam, his mother, had come to live with him at “Esperance”, his
homestead on the Alafia River in Hillsborough County Florida. This was the land of his hope and
would be the home of his family for generations. He farmed this land, his son farmed this land,
my father, his grandson, farmed this land, and so have I, his great-great-grandson. It is from my
long-time home on the banks of that same Alafia River that I am writing this story in
remembrance of an interesting man who lived in interesting times.

LIFE AND TIMES
BEFORE THE CIVIL WAR
REMEMBERING MAMA
“My mother, Damaris Miriam Earle was the third daughter and seventh child of Samuel
Earle and Harriet Harrison. She was born in Pendleton District, South Carolina, now Oconee
County, at Beaver Dam Plantation, the last residence of her parents. She enjoyed such
educational advantages as were then open to women, which were very limited. For a short time,
she attended the school at Greenville Court House conducted by Rev. William Johnson, a
prominent Baptist minister of the time, but not long enough to reap all the benefits.
After the death of her mother, which preceded by two or three years that of her father, she
was called upon to take her place in domestic management, possibly even before that, as her
mother was in failing health for some years before her death. The care of a large household, and
of brothers younger than herself, Samuel, Elias, and Edward, to whom she was tenderly attached,
and from whom she always, even in after life made loving sacrifices, preventing the mental
cultivation which she always ardently desired, and the lack of which she bitterly regretted.
After the death of her father, she married James Butler Mays, my father, of Edgefield.
Soon after that, she removed with him to Madison County Florida where my father engaged in
cotton planting, and where he died two years after my birth. After my father’s death, she made her
home with her brother, Judge Baylis Earle. She later moved to Pendleton and there remained until
the Civil War broke out. She then moved to her plantation on the Saluda River where she lived
until she took up residence with me in Hillsborough County, Florida, here she died at the age of
73 after a very brief illness.
For fifty years she lived a widow by her own choice, devoting her time, means, and energy
to the training of her two sons, my brother and me, and after our marriages, to our welfare and
that of our families. From her father and her husband she inherited ample means and up to the
close of the Civil War, she never knew privation. No distress ever presented itself to go away
unrelieved. She lived with her two boys at Pendleton for twenty years comfortably but not
ostentatiously. Her heart was bound up with them and her brothers and sisters, and in the
memories of her precious dead.
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These are some thoughts that my brother James wrote down in his remembrance of our
mother... “I was always very frail; I couldn’t run and keep up with the other boys, so I was with
my mother a great deal. She was, I believe, the most industrious person I ever knew, very rarely
idle and always had some sewing or knitting at hand to pick up in a spare moment. She did both
with rare skill.
When my mother moved to Pendleton she bought “Uncle Sam” and Aunt Sallie” from
Uncle Baylis, her brother. Uncle Sam was my mother’s coachman, gardener, and general handy
man, Aunt Sallie her cook, washwoman, and nurse until freedom. Uncle Sam was a Mulatto, tall,
slender, with bushy hair and he had fine manners. I was a great favorite with him and he used to
take me with him on the carriage and let me drive.
Uncle Sam was a pretty good shoemaker, and when mother had nothing especially for him
to do, she would let him work for himself. He kept the harness mended and in good condition, and
he made comfortable shoes for my brother and me. If I had nothing to do elsewhere, I was pretty
apt to be with Sam. He was a fine gardener and mother always had plenty of beautiful flowers for
the house. He always called me “The “Colonel” and liked me to be around with him in the
garden.
When he belonged to Uncle Baylis he had been a hard drinker, but I do not recollect ever
seeing him drunk. However, I do remember that mother broke him of the habit. She always kept
a little liquor on hand for him and rationed him on it, and he quit drinking entirely. During his last
days he did not use it at all, except medicinally.
Aunt Mary Maxwell told me that once, back when Sam belonged to Uncle Baylis, the
whole family went to a wedding at the Grove, and Uncle Sam drove Uncle Baylis. There was
plenty to drink for the family and servants alike, but no one noticed that Uncle Sam was any the
worse, until they left and were some distance on the road. When they got to the river, and he got
down with his bucket to water the horses he was too far gone to straighten up and went into the
river headfirst. They fished him out and somebody else had to drive Uncle Baylis. When my
mother bought him, she straightened him out in her wise and careful but kind way.
The old man thought the world and all of Uncle Baylis and we were often amused at him
and Uncle Baylis, or Uncle Robert Maxwell bowing and scraping to each other on meeting. Uncle
Bayliss said the best way to teach good manners was to always behave with good manners and
Uncle Sam surely learned from him. Uncle Sam always said he belonged to “quality”. He died at
Pendleton some years after the war and my mother saw that he was buried beside Old Martha in
the Baptist churchyard.
Aunt Sallie was stout, fat, and black, and she wore a red bandanna on her head, except on
Sundays when she wore an old time bonnet. She was a great churchwoman and attended
regularly. A very good singer and could take a high note with as fine a tone and as much ease as
anyone I ever heard. The others considered her as “quality” and way above common, always
knowing how to set a table and “wait on company”. I was a great favorite with her too as well as
with Uncle Sam, but mother did not have as much confidence in her as she had in our nurse
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Martha whom she trusted a great deal. They all loved and trusted my mother—and they minded
everything she told them.”

Lord Lother of England was so impressed by the view of the mountains from the
high knoll of this tract of land (approximately thirty acres) that he had this home built
in 1820. The house is set back two hundred yards from the road in a grove of large oak
trees. It is located about a mile from the center of the town of Pendleton South
Carolina, on the Greenville Road. Frank Burt, who was a newspaper editor, owned the
property until sometime in the 1840’s, when he was appointed Governor of the
Territory of Nebraska. The place was then purchased by my great-great grandmother,
Miriam Earl Mays, widow of James Buttler Mays. She lived in this house with her two
sons, Samuel and James, until the last year of The Civil War when she moved to her
plantation home on the Saluda River. This photo was taken in the late 1920’s, more
than a hundred years after it was built
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THE WAY IT WAS: 1850— 1860
The following accounts are taken from his personal journal and reflect life, as Samuel saw
it, during the years that preceded the war.
Pendleton, South Carolina,
June 1st, 1853
I have finished at the Academy and will enter South Carolina College to finish my
education. Not knowing where my future home will be, I wish to mention the house servants that
have been with us as long as I can remember. Of course, they are slaves and owned by my
mother, but they have as much liberty as any free blacks. They are: “Sam,” the coachman, a
mulatto and very intelligent; “Sallie,” the cook and Sam’s wife, black and a good cook, kindhearted but aggressive when aroused; “Martha,” the old nurse of myself and brother, black and we
all loved her; “Joe,” the gardener, Martha’s husband, and “Adam,” a mulatto boy about my age,
that assisted Sam and Joe. I recall them all with much affection.
January 6th, 1854
South Carolina College
Spent the holidays at home, my brother returning with me and entered Freshman Class.
February 22nd , 1854
Washington’s birthday. Holiday. Beat McConnel five games of billiards. Had dinner
with Colonel Taylor and J. B. E. Sloan, cousins of mine.
March 3rd ,1854
Examination very difficult. Nineteen young men failed. After supper played cards with
McGowan for cigars.
March 7th , 1854
After supper went to hear our Governor make a very poor speech.
March 9th , 1854
Won box of cigars from an upper-classmate, Burns.
March 17th , 1854
Got excused to meet mother at the depot. Miss Broyles came with her and they are
stopping at the Hunt hotel.
April 1st, 1854
Went up town with mother, who was to buy some things that I wanted. I complained that
she did not buy all I thought I wanted and she told me that my impudence would come back upon
me. It has done so already. I wish to God that I had not said anything out of the way to her.
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April 20th, 1854
The entire corps of the cadets from the Charleston Citadel are with us today. They are
camped on our campus. Their infantry parade was grand.

This is a photograph of Samuel Elias Mays’s diploma from South Carolina
College, (University of South Carolina). His grandfather was one of the founders of this
University and many of his relatives, including his father and brother, graduated from
this school. He was second in a class of nearly one hundred.
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June 1st, 1858
Sold “Jim”, one of my slaves, today for one thousand dollars— I think a good sale.
July 21st, 1858
Rode out with a party to the “Stump-house” tunnel and while near the tunnel a runner
came out telling us that a blast had gone off before the men were ready and had killed the entire
shift of about 100 men. This was exciting news and, through mere curiosity, we all walked up to
the tunnel, about a half a mile, and found out that there was really an accident but only two men
were killed and a few burned badly. This tunnel is on the Blue-Ridge Railway from Charleston to
Knoxville, Tenn. The mountains at this point will mean a more difficult task than they had
thought, this route should have been via Greenville or Spartanburg.
August 4th, 1858
Met Mr. Vance Randall, from Madison, Florida, and he tells me that it is very uncertain as
to Florida getting its railroad, there being now a movement in Florida to stop the issue and sale of
these proposed bonds. When Florida was taken into the Union she took occasion to repudiate her
Territorial debt, which fact has so shaken her credit that these bonds would hardly be sold at par.
August 10th, 1858
Mother’s uncle, James Harrison (my great-uncle), spent the day with us and told many
tales of the Revolution. “Uncle Jimmy” is looking much older than when I last saw him and he is
very feeble. His father was named James also and was a Revolutionary soldier and brother-in-law
to General Wade Hampton of the Revolution. He gave us a detailed account of the Hampton
massacre in which his grandfather, Anthony Hampton, and wife, Harriet Bissell, and, in fact, the
entire Hampton family, together with a brother of his and a youth named Preston, were all killed
by Tories disguised as Indians. There was only one survivor of the massacre, a youth named
Bynum. He also told how Major Earle left in such a hurry for the Revolutionary service that he
left his horse hitched to the plow— did not take time to un-hitch him.
August 21st, 1858
Advertised my Florida lands for sale in the Madison Messenger, John Boggs to act as my
agent for sale of same. Received check for one thousand and nine dollars for my note of John
Maxwell I had loaned him.
August 28th, 1858
Went to see an old-time friend of the family, William Steele, who was a midshipman on
the “Constitution” under Commodore Stuart. Captain Steele told me that there are now living four
men who served with him— a man named Sawyer, William Steele, Commodore Stuart and
Commodore Shubrick who was Stuart’s Lieutenant. He told me how Captain Laurance lost the
“Chesapeake”. He said that Laurance was drunk or drinking and the crew in no condition to fight,
and that his Lieutenant begged him not to clear for action but seek safety. Captain Laurance
disregarded all advice, and we all know what he lost. Captain Steele told me all about the service
of the “Constitution”, and when she came home from the Mediterranean via Porto Rico for fresh
water and supplies that he and Lieutenant Hunter were sent ashore to arrange for same. On the
dock was an old gentleman with crutches, and he asked Lieutenant Hunter, “What ship is that?”
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Lieutenant Hunter said “the Constitution”, and the old gentleman asked, “What has she done?”
“Captured two British Frigates,” replied Lieutenant Hunter. The old man threw down his crutches
and clasped Hunter in his arms. This old gentleman was General Lee of Lee’s Legion (LightHorse Harry), the father of Colonel R. E. Lee of the United States Army. General Lee had been
in ill health and was ordered to Porto Rico by his Physician.
September 20th, 1858
Paid fifty-nine dollars for painting mother’s picture. The officers of the State Militia met
today here. Easley is the General of Division, Willie Calhoun is Colonel, Gregg is LieutenantColonel, J. E. Dozier, John Lynn and myself are Majors.
September 22nd, 1858
Willie Calhoun, the youngest son of the late John C. Calhoun, died yesterday. I am told
he ate something that disagreed with him.
September 23rd, 1858
The body of Willie Calhoun was buried here today with full Masonic honors. I was one of
the pallbearers, and the coffin was of metal and weighed, without the body, more than six hundred
pounds, so you can imagine what a time we six men had in handling same. There were many
members of the Calhoun family present; among them was James Edward Calhoun of Abbeville, a
man of large wealth but a most notorious infidel, yet of considerable learning. His wife fainted at
the grave and had to be taken away.
October 10th, 1858
Went to say good-bye to Joe Weyman and his wife, who was Emily Maxwell, my cousin.
They are moving to Texas. While we were all present, Uncle John Maxwell told us many funny
stories about the things that happened in the Revolutionary War. He related how near my
grandfather, Major Sam Earle, came to being killed by a Tory. Colonel Harry Wood, Major Earle
and several others were pursuing a party of Tories, one of whom was Ralph Hughes, half brother
of the notorious Bill Cunningham. Earle being better mounted, came up with Hughes in an open
field, Hughes being on the opposite side of a fence. Earle called to him to surrender and Hughes
refusing, Earle drew his pistol to fire, which snapped, the priming having fallen out of the firingpen in his getting over the fence. Hughes then, being a very powerful man, turned upon Earle with
his saber and struck Earle a glancing blow, knocking him down and would have killed him had
not Colonel Wood come up in the nick of time and Hughes made off as swiftly as his horse could
carry him, but Wood overtook him and shot him dead. Hughes was the only Tory killed in this
engagement. Earle was not hurt, as he warded off the saber-cut with his pistol. The rest of the
Tories escaped in a swamp. He also related that when his father was going into Georgia with a
companion, they came upon a lone Indian armed with a rifle. It being the time of the Indian Wars,
the companion fired on the Indian but missed and the Indian shot the companion, killing him, and
Maxwell then shot and killed the Indian.
October 20th, 1858
Bought half-interest in Saluda farm today for $7,500.00. Also attended court at Pickens.
Several murder cases coming up but nothing that I was interested in.
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June 1st, 1860
Moved today to my farm at Saluda, expecting to make it, with the help of God, my
abiding place.
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THE CIVIL WAR
Pendleton, South Carolina,
December 1, 1860
In addition to my own law practice, I had been looking after my brother’s plantation on
the Saluda River all season. My brother had just finished college and spent the summer in the
northern states and Canada. I had no interest in this plantation further than it was farmed by some
of my own slaves as well as his.
Owing to the strained conditions existing between the northern states and the slave states,
all business had been at a standstill for some time. I had arranged for a law partnership in the city
of Charleston, South Carolina, and was to open my office there on January the first. But the thing
that had been agitating the country for years has come to a head in the election of what we call a
“Black Republican” to the Presidency.
For many generations my people have lived in the old Spartan district of South Carolina
and had all been staunch Whigs, and from my earliest youth I had been taught the liberty of our
State came before anything else. Like all others of my State, I decided that we resist any force
made upon the State by the United States.
I was born at Pendleton on the twelfth day of November, 1834. I was the oldest son of
James Butler Mays, who was a large planter in Edgefield District, South Carolina, as well as in
Florida; where he had a plantation in Madison County. My father was also a lawyer but he died
of influenza during the Florida Indian War of 1836, when I was too small to remember him.
After my father’s death, mother lived for several years with her brother, Judge Baylis J.
Earle, of the Superior Court of South Carolina at Greenville. I recollect the Judge very well. He
was exceedingly kind to me, and often took me along and let me sit by him on the bench while
holding court. The judge kept some fine racehorses and was very proud of them, but in those
days, it was not considered fashionable to race horses for money, but they were kept and run just
to keep up the stock. The oldest stock and farm society in the United States was at Pendleton and
all members prided themselves on their horses; no betting was allowed on races.
Many funny things happened to me while we lived with Judge Earle, but funny things
happen to all boys. The most amusing to me was to get with several other boys my age and turn
out the Judge’s pet deer and watch him lay in wait for some of the servants as they would carry
the tray of food from the kitchen to the dinning room. In those days the kitchen was about twenty
yards from the main house and after the food was prepared it would be carried on a large tray,
balanced on the servant’s head, up to the main house. When this pet deer was turned loose he
would invariably take his stand and wait for the cook to make the trip, and when a servant was
caught in the open with his load there was no getting away from him; he was as quick as lightning
and never failed to make a spill. I don’t think that the judge ever suspicioned who was at the
bottom of all this mischief, but it became so frequent that he disposed of his pet.
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After my uncle’s death, mother went to Pendleton to live. She bought a beautiful place just
one mile from town, on the Greenville Road and across the road from the Warley family home,
and between Fort Hill (John C. Calhoun’s home) and town. From our home, we had a splendid
view of the mountains about twenty-five miles to the north. Between the house and the road was a
fine oak grove of very large trees. This house had been owned by Governor Burke, who was
appointed Territorial Governor of Nebraska.
Mr. Calhoun was considered the Father of Secession, and as we were close neighbors and
I was always associated more or less with that family, I was taught to always look up to and listen
well to the sayings of that long-sighted Southern Statesman.
I served on the Governor’s staff, with the rank of Major, with Willie Calhoun, son of the
statesman, just before Willie’s death in 1859. Willie was my Colonel.
I received my early schooling at Pendleton. My first teacher was a Mister Stewart, from
Quincy, Florida, and after him Miss Mary Hunter — every boy and girl in Pendleton that went to
school at all has been to school to Miss Mary Hunter. After finishing primary school, I went to the
Academy to Mr. Gilman, and he was a terror— but a fine man as well as a scholar. I entered
South Carolina College in 1852 and finished in 1856, second in my class of nearly one hundred
students. The summer of 1857 I spent in traveling the Northern States and Canada.
As matters have come to a head on Secession on the election of Lincoln to the Presidency,
I have resigned from the position on the Governor’s staff and also severed my relations with the
Charleston firm and shall await the outcome of what our Legislature is going to do.
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SOUTH CAROLINA SECEDED
th

December 15 , 1860
As soon as the legislature found out that it was likely that Lincoln would be elected, it
made preparation for a convention by ordinary election for members, and said convention to meet
on the 18th day of December at Columbia. Before the convention met, however, smallpox had
been brought from New York by some clerk or drummer and spread rapidly and soon became
epidemic. The convention met in Columbia on the 18th and organized by electing General
Jamison, of Barnwell, president, and Thomas A. Arthur, of Columbia, clerk, and after passing a
few resolutions, appointed a committee to draft an ordinance of Secession, of which Judge Inglis
was chairman.
After this the members of the convention, as well as the members of the Legislature,
decided to move to Charleston on account of the epidemic, which they accordingly did and met at
the Institute Hall (since called Secession Hall), but finding in the city so much anxiety on the part
of the Charlestonians to know and hear the deliberations, causing a great deal of disturbances,
they were compelled to move to St. Andrews Hall, to the second story, which they did next day.
In company with Robert Maxwell, member of the Legislature from our district, and Elam Sharpe,
a member of the convention from Pickens district, we took train for Charleston from Columbia.
Reached Charleston early next morning and I stopped at the Charleston Hotel. Being anxious to
see the convention in session, I went around to the Hall with several members about eleven
o’clock a.m., before the convention met. The Hall is on Broad Street near the Catholic Cathedral
of St. John and St. Finbar. It is rather a small room, but seemingly very convenient. It is hung
‘round with some very handsome oil paintings — one of Queen Victoria, one of General
Moultrie, and others that I did not know. Owing to the disturbance the day before in the Institute
Hall, the doorkeeper was instructed to admit none other than the members of the convention. Not
being a member of the convention, I was fortunate in getting into the room. I stood next to the
door on the inside and the stairs were guarded at the foot by policemen to keep the crowd back. I
was in good position for seeing and hearing; the only inconvenience I had was standing up.
There were one or two besides myself that were fortunate in getting in and several others on the
landing on the outside of the door. The doorkeeper was a friend of mine, named Nettles.
At twelve o’clock precisely, the president took his seat and roll was called by the clerk,
every member answered to his name without exception. On call of the president for report of
committees, Judge Inglis got up and made his report.
Judge Frank Wardlow moved that the vote on it be postponed until the next day to allow
the members to consider it, which was over-ruled and the vote was determined to be taken at once
in SECRET SESSION, upon which the doors were shut and the door-keeper told me to just stand
outside and look through the keyhole, which I did. The other men went down to the street that had
been on the landing outside the door. I could plainly hear the “Ayes” as each man voted. I
listened carefully and there was not one dissenting vote. I heard A. F. Lewis, Jake Reid, J. L. Orr,
particularly, as they had been elected thinking that they might oppose Secession. Bob Thompson,
Billy Hunter and Billy Grisham were thought to oppose Secession, but they all voted for it, and I
heard it all. Just as the last votes were being taken, Mr. Rhett, editor of the Charleston Mercury,
came to the foot of the stairs and asked me if the vote had been taken and if so, the result. I told
him that the vote had been taken and it was carried unanimously. He did not say a word, but
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turned on his heel and walked off, and in an incredibly short time The Mercury Extra appeared
with that notice. Immediately after the last vote was taken the doors were thrown open and the
excitement commenced.
December 20th, 1860
In reference to Judge Frank Wardlow’s proposition to postpone the passing of the
Ordinance of Secession yesterday, will say that he was considered a Union man, or at least
favorable to the Union of the States, at that time.
Wardlow is a man of highest integrity and above reproach. Time may yet demonstrate the
wisdom of his wise counsel.
There were several members elected to oppose Secession; Billie Hunter, Bob Thompson
and Billie Grisham. Billie Hunter is a man possibly fifty years of age, good private character but
with little or no education. In my opinion he voted for it because he thought that time had come.
His character is above reproach and his judgment, as far as it goes, is as sound as is given to
mortals to possess. Bob Thompson is a man of no fixed principles, and in my opinion a humbug,
but with all that a sharp fellow, rising from nothing but fortunate circumstances, acquiring great
influence in Pickens County, and he voted for Secession because everybody else did. So it was
with Grisham.
The excitement was so great that no one could be heard— everybody wanted to talk and
no one could be heard. Tar barrels were fired on the street and everything that would make a
noise was turned loose.
It was determined to ratify the ordinance that night in the Secession Hall. There was
considerable dispute as to how it should be done. Secession Hall was so jammed that I got out on
the street and went around to the Legislature, which was sitting in the Hibernian Hall—the
Legislature on the upper floor and the Senate on the lower floor. These bodies were doing
nothing, as usual. After a while I went back to Secession Hall and by hard work got back in the
Hall, but it was packed and jammed until there was barely standing room. There was a small
space left for the members of the Convention and I was fortunate in getting near this space.
There was a tremendous uproar on all the time, and the hall was so filled with smoke from
the burning tar barrels that it was with difficulty that you could see the signers as they came
forward to sign. The signing was done at the east end of the Hall, on an elevated stage. While the
signing was going on, great effort was made to keep silence among the crowd. I watched it all
with great interest. This stage on which the signing was done was at the east end of the Hall and
upon which were sitting the President and the Clerk of the Senate, Speaker and Clerk of the
House of Representatives, and the Commissioner from Mississippi. The Governor of South
Carolina and Lieutenant Governor also, and the Rev. Dr. Backman, who opened the proceedings
with prayer.
The President of the Senate was Porter of Charleston. Clerk of Senate was General Martin
of Charleston. Speaker of the House James Imons of Charleston and Clerk was John T. Sloan of
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Pendleton. Governor of the State was F. W. Pickens of Edgefield, and Lieutenant Governor was
General Harlee of Marion.
The names of the members were called by Districts. Beginning with Abbeville. When Mr.
Rhett’s name was called there was so much applause that the noise was so great it was some time
before order could be gotten, Mr. Rhett being considered the great apostle of Secession; but as far
as I could see none in the Convention acted with more moderation and prudence than that
gentleman.
Major Simpson, a member from Anderson, and one of the very best of men, had a pen
especially made for his own use to sign with and would allow no other member to use it, and he
told the members at the time that he intended to make it an heirloom for his family to hand down
to their children. The Major had been lame for some time, but on this occasion he seemed to have
forgotten all about his infirmity and walked without difficulty, with ease and grace of youth.
After the signing was all over, I was so fatigued by the long standing I went out and went
to see “Christy’s Minstrels” play, but I did not stay here long. They seemed to be playing to bare
seats as the people of Charleston were not in a notion at this time for that sort of fun. I stuck it
out for a while at the theater, but went around to the Charleston Hotel about 10 p. m.. It seemed to
me that the whole city was on a big drunk— I never saw so many drunken men in all my life, and
all of one opinion.
If there was a man in Charleston with anything but Secession on his mind, and he in favor
of it, why I did not see him. It would not have been safe to speak anything else.
Next morning I went around to the Secession Hall, but the crowd was so great that I could
not get within one block of same. Went to Hibernian Hall and saw the Legislature do nothing, as
usual.
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LEFT FOR HOME— AND WAR
I had seen all that I could and took train for Pendleton, arriving there night of the 22nd—
Saturday night. There was an anxious and expectant crowd at the depot, and I gave them what
news I had and they could not wait, but the crowd decided to celebrate, at which the Rev. Dr. A.
H. Cornish (Episcopal) and the Rev. Dr. T. L. McBryde (Presbyterian) made speeches. They were
introduced by Major Geo. Seaborn. During these speeches, there were several prominent citizens
that had taken too much whiskey and continually repeated emphatic “Amens”, very much to the
annoyance of the speakers.
On Monday we learned of the evacuation of Fort Moultrie by Major Anderson, U. S.
Commander, and taking with him his command to Fort Sumter. This raised great excitement all
over the State and the Confederates immediately took possession of Moultrie, where they found
the cannon spiked and the gun carriages burning and the flagstaff cut down. Volunteers were
raised mostly from the cadets of the Citadel (Charleston Military Academy) at Charleston to man
the guns at Moultrie.
An engine was sent down every day to bring up the news. The next important news was
the attempted reinforcement of Fort Sumter by the U. S. Government in the “Star of the West”,
which was fired on by the Confederates and forced to return. This came very near bringing on war
at the time. The President said all was done without his concurrence. The Commissioners, Orr,
Adams, and Barnwell, sent by the State to negotiate for the Forts, failed of their object and
returned. Hayne was afterwards sent to demand the Forts, and failed. Gourdin was sent to get
Anderson relieved from command of Fort Sumter, and in this failed, too. The Southern Congress
which met in February 1861, determined to take the matter of the forts in their own hands, and
thus the matter now stands. There are rumors of secret reinforcements to Fort Sumter from the U.
S. Warship Daniel Webster, lying off the bar, by the way of small boats. In my opinion if this is
attempted it will bring on a fight at once.
February 26th , 1861
Nothing has come from the forts up to this date, with the exception of an accidental
discharge of one of the guns from Cummings Point trained on Fort Sumter, the shell striking the
fort near the gate, but did not explode. Major Anderson did not return the fire, but asked for an
explanation and in return received an apology explaining the accident. I really believe that the gun
was fired deliberately, solely on purpose to see what action that Anderson would take. I am of the
opinion that Sumter will be fired on in less than a week, and I also believe that it will take some
time to reduce the fort.
Governor Pickens has appointed a council as follows: A. H. Magrath for State, C. G.
Memmenger for Treasurer, General Jamison for War, Garlington for Post Office. Dunevant is
appointed Brigadier-General, and L. R. Gist, Adjutant and Inspector-General.
The Southern Congress have met, Howell Cobb, of Georgia, presiding and Simon Suggs,
of Montgomery, clerk. On motion of Mr. Rhett, of Charleston, they have adopted the U. S.
Constitution with few alterations, calling itself the Confederate States of North America. They
have elected Jeff Davis, President; and Davis has appointed the following Cabinet: Bob Tooms,
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of Georgia, for State; C. G. Memmenger, of Charleston, for Treasurer; and Walker, of Alabama,
for Secretary of War.
This comprises the action to this time. Seldom has any drama so fruitful of events been
played in the same length of time and been so free from bloodshed. May it continue so. With this
great change being made in our Government, and it has been done without disturbing anything
but commercial relations. I sincerely hope that in severing the bond of relationship with our
Northern States that it may bring them to their senses and they be not allowed to destroy us in
their rage. “So may it be”.
Money is almost impossible to get. The banks and shavers have all the gold, and they are
holding it to shave good securities with.
February 28th , 1861
Volunteers had been called for and the
Militia met at Bruton’s old field, about six miles
south of Pendleton, for muster. I was Captain of
the Militia Company and called the meeting to
order and formed them in line, and when I asked
all that would volunteer for service to step three
paces to the front, every man stepped forward,
and I also stepped forward with the men. We
then elected J. L. Shanklin, Captain, and J. C.
Cheery, First Lieutenant, speeches were called
for, and nearly everyone responded. I recall but
one that made an impression on me — a fine
young man (Edward Maxwell) just home from
the University of Virginia, where he had studied
law, made a good talk and expressed that all he
wanted was a place in the picture nearest the
flashing of the guns. This company was attached
to the Fourth Regiment of infantry, with J. D.
Ashmore, Colonel, and J. B. E. Sloan,
Lieutenant-Colonel, Charley Mattison, Major.
On account of some misunderstanding
with Captain Shanklin, I did not go with this
company. I was to be given a commission and
he asked me to give way to a relative of his, and
I told him I would provided that he would allow
me to withdraw from his company, which he did. I then got to work to organize a company of my
own and was getting along very well— had about thirty men signed up— and after my brother
joined the Brooks troop, why my mother persuaded me to go with him, so I took my men
and joined Captain John Lannau’s Company of the Hampton Legion. I volunteered as a private,
but was assured a commission as soon as it was available.
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President Davis is now in Charleston examining into the condition of the Forts, and the
Brigadiers and Major-Generals of the Divisions have all been ordered to Charleston. Millage
Bonham, a cousin of mine from Edgefield District, has been appointed by the Governor MajorGeneral of this Division. Sam McGowan, P. H. Nelson, General Garlington (of the Cabinet), and
Major T. G. Rhett of the U. S. Army, have been appointed Brigadiers.
Saw J. L. Orr today and he told me from his knowledge of Davis as a man, that there
would be a fight in Charleston and that pretty soon.
The Peace Conference has hatched up a compromise on the base of the old Missouri
Compromise, with just a few amendments. This of course will be scouted by Congress. It is said
that McGowan would oppose attacking Fort Sumter until after Lincoln was inaugurated, which,
thank the Lord, will be next Monday and I sincerely hope that event will put an end to all the
suspense of mine as well as business under which we have been suffering. Commodore Duncan
Ingraham expressed the opinion that if we attacked Fort Sumter and captured it, it would cost us
the lives of 2,000 men. I feel that he does not know what he is talking about as Major Anderson
has but a handful of men and the fort is still unfinished, and in my opinion the forts of ours with
the land batteries would reduce Fort Sumter in less than a week to a mass of ruins.
March 3rd , 1861
There is yet some chance at peace. Staunton of the U. S. Congress and the author of the
Force Bill, after it had already been passed has moved a reconsideration of the same in order to
keep the Border-States in the Union. The chances are ten to one that it will do it. It is also
circulated that Major Anderson, commanding Fort Sumter, will resign on the Fourth, as well as
his Lieutenants, Hall and Talbert. Of course one hears so many things that it is hard to judge what
you can expect. I know that Major Anderson is a Southern man, but he is in the U. S. Army and
has been placed in command of the Fort and in my opinion he will defend it when fired on. If he
wishes to resign, why, now is not the time to do it. I see that most all of the Southern officers in
the U. S. Army though have already resigned and have come home. Captain Barnard Bee, of
Pendleton, has resigned and is home and I asked him who, in his opinion, would be the man most
dreaded to the South if we had war and his answer was, in his opinion, that Captain Geo. B.
McClellan was the ablest officer in the Union Army.
Commander Alexander Warley of the U. S. Navy has also resigned and is at home.
Pendleton is the home of both these Army and Navy men, and while they are here ready for any
appointment, they both express regret that they have to take up arms against the Union.
Commander Warley was with Commander Perry on his Japan Expedition in 1852 and 1853, and
is considered a safe man, but like all of his sort, he is a fighter.
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ABE LINCOLN INAUGURATED
th

March 4 , 1861
Today is the day of the inauguration of Abe Lincoln to the Presidency of the United
States. I suppose that tomorrow evening we will have it all in the papers. Sold some of my Florida
lands today and took notes payable 1862, with simple interest, at eight per cent. This is
memorandum of the lands:
John Bellamy to J. B. Mays, deeded 1834, 1,639 acres, sold for $8,200.
Kentucky Asylum tract to J. B. Mays, 1834, 320 acres, sold for $ 1,200.
Patent to S. E. Mays, date 1848, 160 acres, sold for $1,200.
This was part of Father’s Florida plantation in Madison County, and it should have
brought more money, but at this time, when I did not know what I would have to do for the next
few years, why I thought that this was best, and I took notes secured by the place. There are about
500 acres on this plantation in cultivation and it usually rents for about two thousand dollars, and
it usually winds up with a lawsuit to collect the rents. I never expect to live there, anyway, and
while I have relations there, they have their own plantations to see after and now I feel that I have
relieved myself of this much worry, at least.
Sunday, March 10th , 1861
Lincoln was inaugurated and there has been no collision as yet between the Yankees and
the Southerners, but things are very belligerent. Lincoln’s Cabinet are in all the newspapers and
there is no use to say anything about them. Major Anderson has been offered the United States
Brigadier-Generalship made vacant by the cashiering of General Twiggs of the U. S. Army, who
gave up all Federal property in Texas to the Southerners, and then resigned his command. This is
indeed a bad state of affairs. War seems to be the only way out of it, and after all, what are we
fighting for? Why should I take up arms against the Union? My father served in the U. S. Army
and died in the service in the Florida Indian War of 1836, and my grandfather served in the
Revolutionary War as well as the War of 1812, and here I am, ready to take up arms against the
government they fought for. We must be right, for we are certainly united in the matter, and if we
live for a few years, why time alone will tell who was right and who was wrong.
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WAR!
th

April 13 , 1861
War has begun and the South fired the first shot. Everyone is wild with excitement. The
forts at Charleston are firing on Fort Sumter.
April 15th , 1861
Sumter has fallen. Major Anderson surrendered his almost starved little garrison on the
th
13 . These are the facts that were given me by Captain Stheven D. Lee, of General Beauregard’s
staff. Captain Lee is a native of South Carolina, and a West Point graduate and is considered one
of our very best artillerists. I met Captain Lee in Columbia, where he was organizing the battery
for the Hampton Legion—“Lee’s Battery”—and he told me about the firing on Sumter. It was
known for some time that the garrison was reduced to almost starving at Sumter, and on the 11th
of April Captain Lee was sent by General Beauregard to Major Anderson with a proposition
offering to allow him to salute his flag and to transport him and his men to any part of the United
States that he wished to go. This Major Anderson refused, saying that he could starve it out a few
days longer but requested that, if it were possible, his fort not be fired on, and he stated that if no
reinforcements and no supplies came that the 16th would be about the last day the garrison could
hold out.
This was all wired to Montgomery and Secretary of War Walker wired reply that if Major
Anderson would not set a certain day to evacuate the fort, and to guarantee that he would not use
his guns against us, why to reduce the fort as your judgment decides to be most practical. This
was final to General Beauregard.
Early on the 12th Captain Lee and two aides, Pryor of Virginia, and Chisolm of South
Carolina, were dispatched to the fort. This is a copy of the order as printed at the time in the
papers:
“Fort Sumter, S. C., April 12th, 1861-3:20 A.M.
-Sir- By authority of Gen. Beauregard, commanding the forces of
the Confederate States, we have the honor to notify you that he
will open fire with his batteries on Fort Sumter in one hour from
this time. We have the honor to be, Very respectfully, Your
Obedient servants, James Chestnut, Jr., Aide; Stheven D. Lee,
Captain, C.F. States Army.”
This was written in the casements of the fort and in the presence of Major Anderson and
his officers.
On reading this note, the Major seemed very much affected, and his face showed the lines
of worry as well as suffering. The Major escorted us as far as the wharf and pressed our hands
cordially, saying that no one regretted this matter more than he and that if we did not meet again
in this world, that he trusted that we would meet in the next.
The first gun was fired from Fort Johnson at 4:30 a.m. on the 12th of April by Captain
James. This gun was a 10-inch mortar and the fuse of the shell was so exactly cut that it exploded
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immediately over the fort, and this was the signal for all the other forts to join in, which they did
and Sumter was under fire from practically all sides.
Sumter returned the fire, but no shells were fired on the city of Charleston— only the
Forts were aimed at. Anderson struck his colors on the 13th, and the terms allowed him were
exactly those offered him on the night of the 12th. Not a man was killed on either side in all this
bombardment, but in firing the salute of fifty guns by Major Anderson to his flag, why a gun was
prematurely discharged and one man killed. This was an accident.
The fort was badly damaged, but mostly by fire caused by hot shot. The fort was
immediately taken possession of and Major Anderson and his men were sent north by ship.
Everybody went wild over our first victory. Captain Lee told me that in his opinion
Sumter would have surrendered in possibly three to four days longer with out having to fire on it,
but that in his opinion it was considered necessary to fire on the fort to bring about the decision of
the Border States to see where they were or what they were going to do. North Carolina and
Virginia had as yet not seceded. The fall of Sumter drew the lines of the Southern States.
We are drilling now twice each week and may be called out at any time.
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GETTING HAMPTON’S LEGION READY FOR SERVICE:
MOBILIZING TROOPS OF CONFEDERACY ON BULL RUN CREEK
June 1st , 1861
All able-bodied men are getting ready to go to war. I have made all my arrangements and
will leave in a few days for Columbia. I have always lived with my mother and will leave my
wife and two children with her. James, the eldest, is two and Frank is but a few months old. I am
leaving them in the very best home in the place and there are plenty of servants and they will not
want for any comfort.
I was made a Mason in Columbia, December 1857, in the True Brotherhood Lodge. I was
made a Royal Arch Mason in 1858 at Anderson, S.C. I was High Priest of the Pendleton Chapter
for two years— 1858 to 1860. I am not a member of any church, but mother is a Baptist, and so
is my wife.
June 10th , 1861 — Columbia, S. C.
I have bid farewell to home and all that I possess. Am at camp Hampton, about three miles
out of Columbia, at General Wade Hampton’s home. I have signed up and have been mustered
into service by Colonel Calhoun, a West Point graduate and an old schoolmate of mine. Colonel
Calhoun is not a son of the Statesman but a nephew, and a very fine man. He is assigned to
command Fort Sumter at Charleston harbor. I have joined the Brooks Troop of the Hampton
Legion and my Captain is John Lannau, and S. S. Gillard is First Lieutenant and Alex McBee is
Second Lieutenant. The Brooks Troop is part of a Battalion of Cavalry (four companies) and there
are six companies of infantry and two batteries of Artillery. Our Cavalry Battalion is under the
command of Major Griffin. The Artillery was under the command of Captain Stheven D. Lee.
Our Artillery is called the Washington Light Artillery, and is part of the Hampton Legion. The
Hampton Legion will be commanded by Colonel Wade Hampton, who is, by the way, a very fine
man. Colonel Hampton is about forty-five years of age. He is a son of Colonel Wade Hampton of
the U.S. Army and a grandson of General Wade Hampton of Revolutionary fame and a greatgrandson of Anthony Hampton, who was killed by Tories and Indians at the Hampton Massacre
in the early settlement of the Spartan district of South Carolina. He is considered one of the
wealthiest planters of the South— owns more slaves than any planter I know of and his stables are
noted for his fine horses, and he is considered one of the best hunters in the South. He is indeed a
keen sportsman; when foxhunting he never allows the fox to be killed, only by the dogs, and
when bear hunting the bear has to be killed by the knife. The dogs hold the game at bay and the
hunter uses only his knife to dispatch the bear. Colonel Wade is considered one of the best
horsemen in the State, and he has spent a great deal of money in fitting out the Legion.
It may be well to mention the names of the few that seem to me to be the great men of the
Confederate movement at this time. In this State it seems to me that Barnwell Rhett, of
Charleston, is the Apostle, and for the State of Georgia it is Howell Cobb and Bob Toombs, and
for the State of Alabama it is William L. Yancey.
The seat of government has been moved from Montgomery, Ala., to Richmond, Va., and
General R. E. Lee has resigned from The U. S. Army and is assisting President Davis in
organizing an army. General Beauregard is still in command of the army and General Bonham is
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in command of the South Carolina Division. We are drilling every day and sending the regiments
on to Richmond as fast as filled up.
July 1st , 1861
Our Artillery and infantry companies were filled up first and sent on to Richmond, but we
were held over for more men. All the cavalry troops were as yet not complete on account of
horses, but it was thought best that we go on as we were and not wait for the troops to be filled
but the recruits could be added as they come in.
Our army is being mobilized at or near Manassas Junction, on Bull Run Creek, in
Virginia. We took train for Richmond.

LEAVE FOR THE FRONT
The ladies of Columbia gave the men a reception at the train when we left the depot and
served us luncheon. There was great enthusiasm and all were elated over going to the front. The
men rendered many songs and all was merry and no one seemed to regret the mission on which
we are going. We reached Richmond in two days and camped for several days at Rocketts, a
suburb of Richmond, where we were reviewed by President Davis, and the day after our review
we were ordered to Ashland Training Camp for instructions and drill. Ashland Training Camp
was commanded by Colonel Field and his Adjutant was Captain Lomax. Our six companies of
Infantry and our Artillery were already at Manassas and about middle of July we were ordered to
the front at Manassas.
At the camp there was always some talk as to who ought to have been made president
instead of Davis. I must say that it makes little or no difference to me, but from my humble
opinion I think that Howell Cobb, of Georgia, was the best man for that office and should have
had it, but I do not think that Cobb cared to have it. Toombs says that it was offered him but that
he did not care for it, so there you are. I guess that the Convention did the best they could under
the circumstances. Davis has given good service to the United States in the Mexican War, and we
will see what he can do now. General J. E. Johnston has superseded Beauregard and is in
command at Manassas. We were marched through the country from Ashland to Manassas
Junction, taking four days to make the trip. We were camped about three miles from Manassas, on
Broad Run and near the Infantry of our Legion.
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MANASSAS
th

July 19 , 1861 Manassas, Va.
Our camp is three to four miles from Manassas Junction, on Broad Run. All the men are
pretty well worn out by the last few days marching, but for myself I must admit that I feel a relief
from the rush of work and drill at Ashland. The drill that we went through every day there was
pretty severe, and there were so many men coming and going all the time. We drilled for hours
every morning and evening, and here we were again inspected by President Davis. After this
inspection we were ordered up to Manassas. We had our new uniforms and new sabers and rifles
and made a pretty appearance.
President Davis reminds me very much of Captain John Maxwell, of Pendleton, S. C.,
both in appearance and in dress, and the way he wears his whiskers. He seems to be pretty busy
with the army.
WHISKEY GALORE
I have never seen in all my days so much whiskey, and it so cheap. While at Ashland most
of the men got their meals at the hotel, which, by the way, was as cheap as we could prepare
them, and then we had more time for drills. All spare time between drills the men usually drank,
and abused the officers to their heart’s content.
SNOBBISHNESS
While we were at Ashland, Greg’s old regiment came back from the front and was
disbanded, most of its men revolunteering in other regiments. Its Major was my old MajorGeneral of Militia (Gus Smith), and its quartermaster was Alex McGowan, an old time friend of
mine, who, because I was a private, did not care to speak to me. He and I had a row, of course,
and I slapped his face. He did not resent it, and Lieutenant Williams led me away, and it ended
with that.
As we came through Richmond I stopped at the Exchange Hotel for one day, and while
there some of the officers had a big row and revolvers were drawn, but no one was hurt. We had a
fight in camp last night between Nat Cooledge and Gabe Cothran in which Gabe got badly
whipped, and they both are in the guardhouse today. The men all seem to have the fighting spirit
and it is almost as free among the officers as among the privates— the only difference is that the
officers go free and the privates go to the guardhouse for fighting.
At Ashland Captain M. C. Butler, of Edgefield Company, came near having a serious
difficulty with a Captain of some Virginia company. The Virginian began the trouble, but he soon
found that in Captain Butler he had found a real man. I do not know what it was all about, but I
do know that Butler drew a pistol and covered the Virginia Captain with it and made him take
back what he had said and to say that he was sorry that he had said it. Butler is a nephew of the
late Commodore M. C. Perry and this family have been prominent in every war the United States
has had since the Revolution. Butler was my college mate and as a boy he always seemed to be
insensible to fear. Butler being a son-in-law to Governor Frank Pickens of South Carolina, will
have an excellent opportunity to make a good record if he is fortunate enough to survive this war.
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Before leaving Ashland most of the men had pictures made of themselves. I had some,
too— I had on my first uniform and the pistols were not my own but I borrowed them from a
friend, Cass Randal, for the occasion.
There was never a better situation for a camp than Ashland, it being about twenty miles
out from Richmond, on the Richmond and Fredericksburg Railroad, and it had always been a
summer resort for the rich of Richmond and there were a great many summer hotels which we
used instead of tents. Most of these were run by private parties. It is said that Henry Clay was
born at Ashland. Our drill ground was in a field one mile from the camp and west of the railroad.
We had the best bugler in the camp— a fellow named King, an Englishman.
We left Ashland in a drizzling rain, and along late in the evening it began to pour down in
torrents and the mud was terrible, being in some places more than a foot deep. I was sent on ahead
with a detail from our troop to locate the point that our camp was to be.
We reached the camp-site some time in advance of the command and we were kindly
treated by the ladies that were looking for us. They served us meals and gave us all the whiskey
we wanted. My! I have never seen so much whiskey in all my life. You can take your choice,
whiskey or water, just as you like.
The men of our detail were busy arranging matters for our camp all day and the command
came up late in the evening, in the rain, and being wet and not caring to lie on the wet ground all
night, Sam Miller and I found an old house with a chimney about a half a mile from the camp and
we made up a fire and dried out and went to sleep all alone, but by daylight the house was so
packed and crowded that you could hardly get to the door. Next morning, not feeling the best in
the world, and being hungry, too, Miller and I left the old house and went up to a big fine house
and went ‘round to the back door and asked for a dram, just like a slave would do. I led the way
and Miller asked for the whiskey. They gave us whiskey and a very good breakfast, too. We are
getting pretty well organized now, and my mess is Mr. Harvey Cleveland, a most excellent
gentleman, Tom and Pierce Williams, who are fine men, Charley Ketchum, my brother (J. B.
Mays), Priestly Maxwell, myself, and Mr. Cleveland’s Negro cook (Charles). We have a good
wall tent and in ordinary weather we are about as comfortable as in a house. Now, as to the
conditions on the front, we know very little— I do know though that the men are filing past our
camp all the time— most of them are infantry. From what we can pick up must be not less than
twenty thousand men at Manassas now, and General J. E. Johnston is at Harper’s Ferry with about
eight to ten thousand more. We know still less about the enemy, but it is reported that he has
begun a movement and we have been told that there has been actual fighting, but we know
nothing more. The infantry and artillery of our Legion are at the front and we are under orders to
move at any moment.
July 20th , 1861
Another day of suspense and waiting. No news, only that the enemy is on the move south.
A battle is expected every day.
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BATTLE OF MANASSAS
st

July 21 , 1861
It is evident that a battle is on now. We are ready to move at once, but still no orders have
come to us. All day we have been saddled up and ready. We have at our camp four companies,
about four hundred men, and all day long the infantry have been moving past us, in the direction
of Manassas. Since this morning we have heard the booming of cannon and some of the men say
they have heard rifle fire. The cannon is quite audible, and from its continuousness there must be
a great many guns in use.
Soon after noon stragglers have been coming in, and they all have all sorts of reports to
give. Some say that our army is in full retreat and some say that the enemy is in full retreat. I
must say that I would have much rather have gone on the field and been in action then to have
passed a day as I have this one, knowing that a battle is on and within a few miles of me and not
being able to hear the results.
Some of the men applied for permission to go up and be with the rest of the Legion, but
the Major would not give it.
July 22nd , 1861
Last night a courier brought us the first correct information of the battle of Manassas. If
the report is correct, the enemy is in full retreat to Washington and our army has won. This caused
great excitement in the camp, and it was with difficulty that the men could be kept in camp. All
wanted to go up to Manassas and see the battlefield, but there was no chance to get off now.
While the enemy was reported to be in full retreat, it was thought possible that if he attempted a
flank movement that we were already on one flank and we might yet have to protect this flank. I
was notified that Wilton Earle, a cousin of mine, was killed, and several others in the Fourth
regiment were wounded in the fight, and I asked that I be given permission to go to Manassas and
look after them and it was granted. I made my headquarters with the staff of the Fourth
regiment—its Colonel was a cousin of mine and he sent his orderly, Edward Maxwell, who, by
the way, was a cousin of mine also, to go with me over the field and show me the positions of the
men and how the battle was fought out.
Manassas, Va., July 23rd , 1861
While at Manassas I made my headquarters with the Fourth South Carolina Regiment. Its
Colonel, J. B. E. Sloan, was a cousin of mine and I had many cousins in its ranks. The infantry of
our Legion suffered severely in this battle. Its Lieutenant-Colonel was killed and Colonel
Hampton was severely wounded. We sat up almost all night and went over and over the battle,
each one telling his experience.
Late at night we were surprised to hear the explosion of a shell that set us all to
excitement, and when we learned the truth someone had found an unexploded shell and brought it
up to camp and was examining it and when through looking at it, threw it down and it exploded,
tearing off Mike Bellott’s leg, from which he died, tore off Porter Hillhouse’s head, killing him
instantly, and wounding five other men severely. Oh, how much patriotism was wasted in this
fight! It seems to me that most any man would have known that a shell that had not exploded was
dangerous. Strange to say, the man that dropped the shell was unhurt.
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Edward Maxwell went with me over the battlefield and showed me the different positions
held by our men and how they fought and fell back to the second position. He carried me to the
first position held by the Fourth Regiment and to where a cousin, Wilton Earle, was killed.
Wilton was killed by a cannon ball from the first gun fired in the opening of the battle from
Rickett’s or Griffin’s batteries. He was not killed outright, but the wound was necessarily fatal,
and he got off the field unassisted and died next day.
The Fourth South Carolina Infantry, Wheat’s Battalion from Louisiana and the Hampton
Legion Infantry held the Stone Bridge position for some time, and when the first attack was made
they drove the enemy back and made a stand at Bucks Hill, past the Van Plet’s house, where the
main battle opened. They were reinforced later by Bartow and Bee and held that position against
the entire Yankee Army from about 8 a.m. till about 10 a.m. when they were forced to retire,
before vast superior forces, to the slopes of the plateau behind the Henry house, and it was at this
time that reinforcements were being brought up and it must have been that the Yankees thought
that our men were defeated as they brought up both Rickett’s and Griffin’s batteries from the first
position to one just to the left of the Henry house, and this took so much time that we were able to
form a much stronger line and when these batteries were brought up they were silenced almost
before they could be used on our men.
Maxwell told me that the first volley from our men practically killed all the gunners, and
the rest was an easy matter. The Yankees did not give them up though without a struggle. They
made several charges to retake them, and at one time they did have possession of the guns but the
gunners had all been killed and our men were successful in driving off the infantry and turning
these same guns on the enemy, with their own ammunition.
The tide of battle was all with the enemy for the early part of the day, and if it had not
been for General Evans and General Bee holding him in check till a second line of defense could
be formed, it looks that we would have lost.
General J. E. Johnston had brought up all his force from Harper’s Ferry and by noon the
tide of the battle had turned with our forces, and the enemy seemed to all be on the go. From the
dead around the Henry and Robinson houses, they must have fought hard.
There was some running off the field by our own men. Maxwell said that early in the
battle at one time, when a shell exploded among the infantry of the Hampton Legion, killing
several and wounding many, that all the men were lying down and one big strapping fellow
jumped up and ran off the field, and when an officer tried to stop him, he ran over the officer, but
most of these men were stopped and re-formed on the plateau back of the Henry house.
The first shot from the enemy was effective and killed a man, and it seems strange to say
that the very regiment that this gun was fired at was instrumental in the capture of these guns.
The first gun fired was a thirty-two pounder of Rickett’s Battery and this gun was captured and
added to the battery of our Legion.
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Colonel Hampton led his men in the charge on Rickett’s Battery and in this charge was
severely wounded, but his men carried the guns and immediately turned them on the enemy.
Both General Bee and General Bartow fell in this charge, just back of Henry house, mortally
wounded. General Jackson was also slightly wounded, but did not leave the field. Up to the time
of the fighting around the Henry house, General Beauregard was in command of the men, but
General Johnston came on the field and assumed command.
Maxwell told me of the rout of the supports to Griffin’s Battery when they made the
charge and took the same. They were Zouaves and in their gaudy uniforms, but instead of making
a fight, threw away their arms and fled off the field in confusion. The enemy seemed to have lost
all nerve and it soon became a general rout. The officers tried to rally the men and make a stand at
the stone bridge, but nothing could hold them—they threw away their guns and caps and
everything that would encumber their headway.
Our men were too worn out to follow up the victory, but that Jeb Stewart, with a few
companies of cavalry, swept on their retreating columns and took many prisoners. If we had
pressed on fast after them we would have taken many more prisoners than we did, but Colonel
Sloan told me that Johnston did not know whether General Patterson was following him from
Harper’s Ferry or not.
General Patterson was supposed to see that Johnston did not reach Beauregard in time to
help in this battle, and if he had followed Johnston as he was supposed to do, there would have
been about fifteen thousand rested men to look out for in his rear and that is, I suppose, why
Johnston did not wish to take any chances. I also see now why the cavalry of the Hampton Legion
was not brought up for the battle—we were protecting the flank that General Patterson was
supposed to attack.
General McDowell did the best that he could, but the loss of this battle was not with him,
as I am told that he led his men in the charge that carried the Henry house position, and that
General McDowell even climbed to the top of the house to see about the position of the
Confederates. At the time if he had only had some reserves to have been brought up, the day
would possibly have gone far different. He began the fight with his entire strength, and after so
much loss was not able to hold what he had won in the early part of the day.
Beauregard began the battle with just a handful of men and added reserves as he needed
them, and when it seemed that he would lose, why Johnston came up with his army, and it seems
that it was just luck more than anything else. Strange to say, Beauregard, McDowell and Johnston
were classmates at West Point, so they are all of the same school anyway.
I did not take anything from the battlefield. There were lots of the men that took all that
they could lay their hands on.
As I looked upon the dead and wounded men on the field I could not help but think that
with how little wisdom this country of ours is governed. All this loss of life just to satisfy the
demands of a few!

40

There were several funny things that happened in this battle. Most all the men had cooks
for their mess and they had all departed for parts unknown—at the first sound of the cannon. Day
Symmes’, black cook (“Dandy”), who came with the sole purpose of getting rich robbing the dead
Yankees, ran off too, and was caught and brought back but could not be forced on the battlefield
even after it was two days old. “Dandy” said that he did not want any plunder.
We had some very patriotic men (old men) that came on with their sons that could not be
kept out of the battle line. Old man David Taylor, who was possibly 65 or more, had two sons in
the army and when they joined up he borrowed a musket and went along with the men. He could
not keep up though and had to fall out.
After a few days at Manassas, our cavalry were sent on a scout towards Alexandria,
Virginia. We went as far as “Vienna”, about two miles from Alexandria, and found that was as far
as we could get on account of the enemy having possession of Alexandria.
Our business was to pick up any stragglers that might not have escaped, and pick up all
the plunder we could find. We found nothing of value and got no prisoners. We exchanged a few
shots with the enemy’s videttes in front of Alexandria; otherwise we had a very pleasant trip.
After this raid we returned to Manassas and camped near Wheat’s Louisiana “Tigers”, a battalion
of the worst men I have ever seen. I understand that they are mostly wharf-rats from New
Orleans, and Major Wheat was the only man that could do anything with them. They were
continually fighting with each other. They were always ready to fight and it made little difference
to them who they fought.
From Manassas we were ordered to Bacon Race Church, Prince William County, Virginia,
on the Occoquan River, formed by the junction of the Broad and Bull Rivers. We did vidette duty
on the Occoquan all summer, and late in the fall we were ordered down to the Potomac and did
duty there. We did duty just as if there were Yankees in the neighborhood, but after the battle of
Manassas was over, all three-months soldiers were discharged and sent home, or re-enlisted, but
the South was busy in drilling and fitting out a new army, much more extensive than the first, and
it was necessary that the section between Richmond and Washington be picketed.
There is very little that a private soldier knows of the future war plans of his own
country—but I do know that the first chapter of the war is ended and the South is triumphant and
confident; while the North seems disappointed but determined.
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1862
AFTER THE FIRST FIGHT OF MANASSAS
At Bacon Race Church, 1862, we had everything we needed for our comfort—good new
tents to sleep in and plenty of fresh vegetables, milk and butter and coffee—our horses were also
well-fed. I am messing at this time with Squire Cleveland, Tom and Pierce Williams, A. Payne,
Steve Smith, Charley Ketchum, my brother (James B. Mays) and myself. We have a good cook
and all that we have to do is to eat and sleep and drill occasionally, and with this a little guard
duty. We picketed Wolf-Run Shoals for a month while we were camped here between Joy’s
blacksmith shop and Bacon Race Church. There was at first no sign of an enemy—everything
peaceful and quiet. At night around the campfires those that were engaged in the battle of
Manassas would rehearse experiences, while others listened on, and it looked like that all these
fellows want to be heroes. At that battle there was a great deal of running off the field by our own
men, and I see that these fellows have very little to say about the battle. It was a big fight, and it
being the first time that our men were exposed to fire, I think they did mighty well to stand it as
they did. I don’t think that I have read any place in any of the papers where any of our men ran off
the field, but it is true nevertheless.
There is very little truth in history, anyway, or rather, the real motives of actions are
seldom, if ever, given, and if anyone wishes to know the truth or falsity of a certain fact of
history, let him judge it by his own feelings and what he would have done had he been there, and
when he has seen as much as I have he will be satisfied that these gods are but men and very
small men at that.
Edward Maxwell told me that at Manassas our men fought all day without water and that
the suffering was intense, and how, late in the evening, he drank water from a hole filled with
dead horses and men with much relish. All these tales were enough to give one a nightmare, but
we soon got used to it.
We had nicknamed most of our fighting Generals: General Longstreet we called “old
Pete;” Colonel W. H. F. Lee we called “Rooney”, and General Jackson was called “Stonewall” on
account of his holding his line and not falling back at Manassas.
From Bacon Race Church we, with a Texas Brigade, were ordered to the neighborhood of
Dumfriers, on the main road on which Washington marched his army in the Revolutionary times.
While at this point we did picket duty at Freestone Point, Deep Hole, and Ocoynance. At
Freestone Point we had a most magnificent view of the Potomac River.
While at this point we used for the first time our new thirty-two pounder rifle cannon
captured at Manassas. We call it “Long Tom”. This gun opened the Battle of Manassas and the
ball from its first fire killed a cousin of mine, Wilton Earle, and this naturally made me take more
interest in the execution from this same gun on the enemy.
I borrowed a field glass from Captain Lannau and watched the action with interest. Our
shore guns fired away at the transports and gunboats and they returned the fire, but they did us no
damage—but we sunk one transport, and drove off the “Harriet Lane” that came in close to
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protect the transports. With the aid of my glass I could see the men plainly on the transports and
they were all very busy throwing overboard bales and boxes.
We were under the command at freestone Point of General Hampton, who had recovered
from his wound received at Manassas. General Whiting commanded us after Manassas till
relieved by Hampton. Our command at this time consists of the First North Carolina Infantry,
Fourth Georgia Infantry, Hampton Legion and the Nineteenth Georgia Infantry, and there is one
more regiment that has not as yet joined us. This makes the Hampton Brigade—Hampton was
promoted from Colonel to Brigadier-General for valiant service at Manassas. At Deep Hole most
of the men boarded at hotels and paid fifty cents a meal, and the fare was pretty good.
At Ocoynance, the cavalry picketed from Camp Butler to Deep Hole while the infantry
picketed at Freestone Point. Ocoynance is a most romantic little place, right at the head of
Ocoynance River. The houses are all built upon one street and that street runs up and down the
river, which is very narrow and deep and which is enclosed on both sides by tremendous hills
which come down, on the north side, steep almost to the waters edge, while on the opposite bank
there is a shelf of land about seventy five to one hundred yards wide, upon which the main street
is built. Back of this the houses are built into the hillside. The steepness of the hills and the overhanging rocks on both sides, and the rushing, foaming torrent below, altogether make a very
romantic scene.
The stream here is about forty yards wide and falls fifty feet in five hundred yards. It is
indeed the finest and most practicable waterpower that I ever saw in my life. There is a large flour
and woolen mill in the place. This being at the head of navigation of the stream and having also
water freight to Washington and all points on water, it may become a great future manufacturing
point. Deep Hole has about two hundred and fifty inhabitants and mostly Union men. At Fairfax it
was the same way—not only at the courthouse but all over the county. Prince William County
was also a pretty strong Union county, being settled for many years by Yankees, and there were
very few Blacks in this section and these few were diminishing all the while. The Yankee settlers
were improving the country very much, and are in a fair way to make this a free section
altogether. I could not but take notice of the difference between this part of Virginia and the other
sections that I have seen. Prince William County has been called the poorest county of the State,
and it was, but it has now just fed more than twenty five thousand men with all their attendants,
horses, etc., for more than two months with flour, beef, and hay—a thing that any other county in
the State would have failed to do— and still there is plenty, as long as you have the money to buy
with. Now, with all this, it would be hard to find a poorer county than Prince William was in its
natural state. These Yankee settlers have added much to its worth.

SCOUTING NEAR WASHINGTON
From this point our Company went on a scout towards Washington. We got within about
one mile of Alexandria. The woods afforded ample protection and as we were not suspected in
that neighborhood, all we had to do was to lie in wait and pick up small parties of the enemy. At
“Gibs Lane” we captured six prisoners, and at another place four more, making ten men in all.
We lost none and did not have any fighting. In these raids we often had to buy what we had to
eat, but we were not allowed to destroy any private property nor take anything of value from non-
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combatants without paying for same. Of course, anything that we could get from the enemy was
different.
All the time from the Manassas battle till December the men all were expecting peace, and
there was great disappointment among the men when they found there was no peace. Early in
November my brother was sick from exposure and I secured a sixty-day furlough for him and had
him sent home, and he was discharged from the army for physical disability.

WIGFALL REMEMBERED
In the winter we were moved to Camp Wigfall, on the bay about half way between
Ocoynance and Deep Hole.
I am now writing this two years later, on my first furlough home, 1863, and I want to say
just here a little about this miserable wretch Wigfall for whom this camp was named, Lewis T.
Wigfall, then General of a Texas Brigade and now (1863) Confederate Senator from the great
State of Texas. As a Brigadier he was a drunken, miserable wretch, and if any better now I do not
know it. Yet he is author of the conscription act.
Those who read this journal may possibly recollect, but if not, let me assure them of the
vain, glorious confidence of everybody at this time. We all thought that one Confederate was as
good as five Yankees, and thought ourselves invincible. Alas! How soon and how terrible were
we made to feel our mistake. Golden opportunities were let slip for recruiting in the army.
Volunteers were rejected by the thousands, and it turned out at last that had it not been for
conscription that our country would have been overwhelmed.
Humanely speaking, we had for one month after the Battle of Manassas the termination of
the war in our own hands, but it was reserved for the most unpleasant way of getting up an army
to keep up a war. Heaven’s justice must reach those who, by mismanagement, caused an appeal to
this, in a free country, most despicable way of raising troops.
While at Camp Wigfall we had orders to “feel the enemy” at Polish Church and had one
man slightly wounded. The order to “feel the enemy” means that you must come in contact with
him and test the strength of his position. This is always done with a cavalry detachment, and in
most cases in the face of danger.

“POOR SHOOTING”
A squadron of Yankee cavalry had for several days been in the habit of scouting around
the neighborhood of Polish Church and General Hampton ordered our battalion to capture them or
run them off. They had been successful in taking some stragglers and running off some horses,
and he made up his mind to put a stop to it. He selected a detail of about a dozen men from each
company and carried us over at night to near Polish Church. We were all armed with new Enfield
rifles.
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General Hampton went with us and posted us on each side of the road leading up to the
church at a point where the road, by long travel, was worn down about fifteen feet below the
surface of the country.
It was about midnight when we were placed in position and the Yankees were in the habit
of making their raids just before daylight— and sure enough, just about good light here they
came. Unexpectedly of danger, a fine body of young men, about twenty-five in number, and all
with fine new uniforms and well mounted, and fully armed. Our boys were all concealed from
view and when they were right in the middle of our ambush we were ordered to fire. I had my
rifle trained on the young Lieutenant in command and I was so close that I could plainly see the
smile on his face and when the word “Fire” was given I could not but think of my wife at home
and suppose that I had been in this man’s place—possibly he, too, has a wife and family. At a
time like this a man’s brain works fast. I deliberately raised my rifle so as to miss him and fired
with all the rest without touching a man or horse. The distance was about ten to fifteen yards.
The Yankees made no attempt to return our fire, but fled in wild confusion. The
Lieutenant that was leading the company dropped his cap and in less time than it takes to tell it,
led the retreat by many horse lengths. He being bareheaded, we could tell him from the others.
General Hampton had very little to say about it to us, but I heard him say that we surely
did the poorest shooting he had ever witnessed. We did not hear the last of this matter for a long
time. I am free to say that I missed my man solely on purpose—I could not shoot down a man
from ambush, and I know that all the rest did the same way. It is true we had not as yet been
under fire— only now and then a few shoots exchanged with pickets—but our infantry did not
fail to call our attention to our need of target practice.
This put a stop to this scouting party for a while, but it was not long till they again became
bold and a much larger party—a battalion of cavalry—would scout down in broad daylight from
Accotink to Polish Church and our entire battalion of the Hampton Legion was ordered out to
meet them. We scouted the country all morning, and about noon, as we were being called in to go
to camp, a Yankee vidette made his appearance on top of the hill on the road leading to Polish
Church. We were immediately halted and about-faced and ordered to charge to the top of the hill,
where just one Yankee was. No one seemed to be in any hurry and Major Butler placed himself at
the head of the column and here we went, flying up the hill as fast as our horses could carry us.
Of course the Yankee disappeared as soon as we began the charge. When we got to the top of the
hill, sure enough there was a very large body of Yankee cavalry drawn up just at the next bottom,
about two hundred yards, waiting for us. We were halted and ordered to fire on them, which we
did. They returned the fire, and wounded one man, Lip Griffin, but not seriously. After
exchanging about two or three volleys, the Yankees left at a full gallop, but we did not follow, as
they had a much superior force to ours. But after this they did not do any more scouting in our
section.
We continued to picket the Potomac from Ocoynance to several miles below, and at night
we could plainly hear the music of Hooker’s bands across the Potomac. Often while on picket I
have heard one band of the Yankees take up a piece of music that one of our bands had just

45

played and see if they could play it better—it seemed that at times it was more like a contest than
a war.
Early in the spring of 1862 we were ordered to near Catletts, as our forage was growing
short. Catletts is on the Orange and Alexandria Railroad. At Catletts I made some very pleasant
acquaintances, a Mr. Waller and an old Englishman by the name of King. From this camp I made
a visit to Centerville, at or near Manassas battlefield, to my relations in the Fourth Regiment. I
found them all well. They had good, comfortable winter quarters and I stayed with them for a
week. When I got back to Catletts, orders came for us to go to the Potomac and cover the retreat
of the infantry. All our baggage and equipment was shipped to Richmond by rail and we were
left with very little of anything on the old stamping ground. The infantry has gone on to
Fredericksburg. We had orders to hold this position until driven out, but after holding it for
several days and the enemy not making any demonstrations, we were ordered to retreat, which we
did by crossing the Rappahannock and camping about one mile north of Fredericksburg, on the
Culpepper Road.
Our stay at Fredericksburg was anything but pleasant. This was an old camp, and much
used, and it was here that our command made their first discovery of body lice—one of the most
unpleasant insects imaginable and hard to rid ones self of, where every other fellow has them.
General Joe Johnstone was here reviewing the army. General Johnstone is called by the men the
“Cast Iron Man”. He is indeed one of the most soldierly-looking men in the army, and he seldom
speaks, but is regarded as our very best General. He resembles in appearance General Bee (killed
at Manassas), but is a little older.
I neglected to say that Polish Church, where we had our first brush with the enemy, is not
far from Mt. Vernon and this church was the house of worship of General Washington. It is a very
old and venerable structure. It is situated on a high hill sloping but not steep, on two sides and is
an admirable place for defense. One cannon placed on this hill could rake the country for miles,
and it is so situated that it would be hard to flank on account of the hills adjoining.
While our battalion was at Catletts a Texas battalion camped at Polish Church, or near
there, and they had many a bad scrape with the Yankees. At one time, near Colchester, at
detachment of about a dozen of the Texas boys were being pursued by a full company of Yankees
and took refuge in an old house and beat the Yankees off, killing about fifteen of them. At another
time only nine of these Texas boys ambushed a large body of Yankees and killed about a dozen
men, and got off with it. All fall and early winter the enemy had been idle at the front with the
infantry and these skirmishes with the cavalry detachments did not amount to much, but they
were busy collecting a large army under McClelland, who was drilling them at Washington, and
as spring warmed up they began to feel their keeping and to make approaches on us. In the fight
at Drainsville we were ignominiously and disastrously defeated while being led by the muddleheaded J. E. B. Stewart.
While at Bacon Race the last time, I was quite sick from dysentery, and the weather was
bitter cold and most all the men were sick at the time. We all drank freely from mean whiskey,
and I must say that I am of the opinion that was partly the cause of the same. I never used

46

whiskey nor tobacco until I joined the army, but I find that a soldier will use anything that he can
get hold to.
At camp Wigfield oysters were plentiful at two dollars a gallon, and fish cheap, too.
When we left the Potomac to follow the infantry it was bitter cold— snow everywhere.
We had some trouble crossing Cedar Run on account of the ice and it being so high, but we
finally got over. The first night we were fortunate in getting lodging at a private house (Captain
Williams, Lieutenant Blythe, Bugler King and myself). Mrs. Lattimer was a very fine lady, and
King was drunk, and I well remember how mortified we all were about it.
Mrs. Lattimer was a widow and treated us very kindly. She was the mother of Lieutenant
Lattimer, a very distinguished young Lieutenant of Artillery. She was very proud of him, being
her only son. He was, I think, about twenty—still in his teens. After supper Mrs. Lattimer offered
prayer for us, and asked if one of us might offer a prayer for the return of her son after the war. I
responded and did my best, but while on my first furlough home in 1863, in looking over the list
of officers lost at Gettysburg, I noted the name of Major Lattimer of artillery, killed in that battle.
The old lady was so proud of him that it would be so much better had she gone before she hears
of this. We hear so much of these things that we often pass them unnoticed, but now and then
there are instances that will stay with one and it seems impossible to shake them off.
Next day was clear and cold, but I was fortunate in making my way as far as Dr. King’s,
my old friend, who made me comfortable for the night. I enjoyed for the first time in many a
month good books to read and a good bed to sleep in, best of all, the company of a whole-souled
gentleman. All this time we knew that the infantry had retreated and that we were the rear guard
of the army, but with the roads in this condition we had little to fear from the enemy, other than
small detachments of cavalry that might try to follow us. We had all the time we needed and the
enemy were most all the time not nearer than twenty miles.
After we reached Fredericksburg we were camped between Hampton’s Brigade of infantry
and Hood’s Brigade. We picketed at Grove Church, a few miles from Fredericksburg, on the
opposite side of the river. At this place my horse was disabled and I was sent down to
Massaponax Church to get a new horse. I had two horses all the time and I had my small horse at
Massaponax, and I found after using this some time, that a small horse is better than a large one.
The day that I got back to Fredericksburg our battalion was ordered to Yorktown, on the
Peninsula, as the enemy was on the move.
In our retreat from Manassas to Fredericksburg we were under the command of General
“Hitting”, acting Major-General. There were some stores that we had to burn on account of not
being able to carry them and it was thought best to burn them rather than take chances of the
enemy taking them. There was no ammunition destroyed, but just some bulky baggage that we
could not move at the time and our retreat was a hurried one. Everything was done in order and
we covered the retreat successfully, and after arriving at Fredericksburg we were camped for a
short while on the north side of the river from the city, at Falmouth, and did picket duty from
Grove Church to Massaponax.
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From Massaponax we were ordered to Yorktown, the infantry having left before us. The
trip to Yorktown was without much excitement and a long and weary trip, but with no enemy to
worry us.
The first night we camped at Dickenson’s, where we had camped the first day out from
Ashland last year. The second night we went as far as a few miles below Ashland, on the
Chickahominey, and the next day to Mechanicsville and the next to Dr. Crump’s, a relative of
mine, where we rested one day.
From Dr. Crump’s to Williamsburg nothing unusual happened, except that one of our
troopers by the name of Boggs had traded or swapped off his horse for an old farm horse that was
not used to the army, while we were at Fredericksburg, and this new horse was always trying to
get loose and go back and while at Dr. Crump’s, a few miles out from Williamsburg, on the New
Kent Road, in some way late at night the old horse got loose sure enough and the lamentations of
poor Boggs over the loss of the horse woke up the entire camp. One would have thought that
Boggs had lost his nearest relative, and possibly had. It afforded us some amusement for a while,
but we soon tired of it and made him shut up. The horse was picked up by one of our pickets and
brought in by daylight, in time for Boggs to resume his march with the Battalion.
At Dr. Crumps we were a short distance from the Pamonkey and James Rivers and we got
plenty of fresh oysters and fish from the fishermen, and some nice sweet potatoes from the
farmers.
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WILLIAMSBURG
From here we went to Williamsburg, an ancient and decayed town, the site of William and
Mary College, and of many past Revolutionary memories. The College is not an imposing
structure, though the building seems to be a comparatively modern one—looks more like a
modern female institution than an old university for young men. It is, without question, one of the
oldest institution of learning in the United States, or I should say in the Confederate States, or for
that matter, on the American continent, being endowed by William the Fourth of England by a tax
on tobacco going out and on silks and wines coming in, together with a large amount of wild
lands. There is a statue in front of the building, in a nice lawn, but I do not know who the statue
represents. These buildings were being used as a hospital while we were there in April, 1862.
The lunatic asylum is also at Williamsburg and the State has another at Staunton, It seems to me
rather strange that the State of Virginia has to have two asylums to hold her demented people—
most states can make out with one. The asylum at Williamsburg is a very large and imposing
building, but there is nothing beautiful about it. The site of the old courthouse is where Patrick
Henry made some of his greatest speeches, but the old courthouse has been replaced by a more
modern structure.
Being but a few miles from Yorktown, this place was under military regime. Colonel
Ewell was post commander and our Battalion stayed here but a day or two, to get our horses all
shod. After leaving Williamsburg for Yorktown, we passed some strong earth works that we were
told was Fort Magruder. We passed very close and could see that there were many large guns
planted there. We passed on about a half a mile and camped near Whittiker’s mill for a few days.
On these forced marches our wagons and baggage was never with us and we had to either sleep
on the ground or get any place that we could in some old house. At this camp I occupied a house
owned by a blind man that gave me permission to sleep in his house on the floor. This was the
best that he could do as the house had but one room, and while the floor was hard, I made out
better than if I had to lay on the bare ground.
While at this camp, April 16th , we heard of the Conscription Act being passed by the
Confederate Congress. This put all men between the ages of 18 and 45 in for the period of the
war, and we were ordered to re-elect officers. Most all the men were dissatisfied with the old
officers, and I had thought of running for some office, either Captain or Lieutenant, but as I did
not like our present Captain (John Lannau), and Lenard Williams of my mess had asked me to
nominate him for Captain and do what I could for him in the election, why I was placed so that if
I did run for that office I would show bad faith for my fellow-soldier, so after doing all that I
could for Williams I got leave on the day of the election and went to Yorktown to be away on
purpose. All new officers were elected—Lenard Williams, Captain; W. Perry, First Lieutenant;
Edd Stokes, Second Lieutenant; Dr. Thurston, Third Lieutenant. The election was contested, of
course, and there was much bitter feelings among the beaten crowd, but in the second election
there was but one change—Pierce Williams won over Dr. Thurston. In the election of our officers
the candidates did not vote, but the men only voted.
While in Yorktown I was with the Fourth S. C. Infantry, who were doing duty at the most
exposed front.
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YORKTOWN
Yorktown is a very old place, and noted in history as being the place Where Cornwallis
surrendered. It does not at this time contain more than two dozen houses, and some of these are
very much dilapidated. There is an old church yard containing some very old graves. The old
British fortifications are plainly to be seen, but all these were far excelled and covered by our own
defensive works, which appeared to me to be very strong and mounted with many heavy guns,
several of which burst during the siege.
There is a very high bluff just below Yorktown that is covered with long-range guns, and
the shore below the bluff is also protected with land batteries. Gloucester Point, just across the
river, is another high bluff that is well fortified. Our fortifications extended from Yorktown to the
James River, with an occasional battery along it. Our rifle pits were outside these works about
four to five hundred yards, where our sharpshooters would lie and shoot at the Yankee
sharpshooters and they in turn at ours.
The spot where Cornwallis surrendered his sword is between the rifle pits and the
breastworks and is marked with a small enclosure like what is around a grave. Yorktown itself is
on a small but high plateau between the York River and a small creek. The rest of the peninsula
seems to be just an extensive marsh bed.
At Bethel, about 15 miles below Yorktown, between there and Hampton, the first fight of
consequence of the war occurred. I went out to the first line of defense, but not to the rifle pits.
Continual firing was going on all the time with small arms, and most of these were directed at the
men in the rifle pits, but when any of our men exposed themselves above the breastworks it would
not be long before some Yankee sharpshooter would make a trial at him. The enemies’ cannon
were further back, but in easy range, and there was a continual artillery dual going on which, to
me, seemed nothing less than a great waste of ammunition. Joe Johnstone had brought the entire
Army of North Virginia down to Yorktown, and now it seems that he finds that he will have to
retreat to Richmond.
On May 3rd, 1862, the infantry began to move, and we were ordered to take the position
vacated by our infantry. The infantry began to move soon after dark, and we were all ready and
we lay on our arms, just beside the road, till just after the last of the infantry were gone and we
were marched into the vacated trenches. Our evacuation was such a surprise to the enemy that he
did not seem to know it and we held the position all day by making as much show as possible, and
early in the night we were ordered out of the trenches to cover the retreat of the infantry. Our
infantry had a pretty good start and we did not fear anything but the enemy’s cavalry that was
sure to follow. Our wagons and baggage had gone on ahead of the infantry and we had but few
rations and no tents and nothing but the bare ground to sleep on—and anyone that has never seen
the tidewater section of Virginia in wet weather does not know how to appreciate it. We made our
retreat successfully till we reached Williamsburg, where we were overtaken by the enemy’s
cavalry.
After leaving Yorktown we had little trouble, only bad roads till getting into
Williamsburg. The enemy had landed a force to cut off our retreat and make a flank movement.
This movement was well planned, but too late as our battalion was the only troops cut off. We
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found a full regiment of cavalry thrown across our way and the only thing that we could do was to
charge them, which we did, driving them back to their infantry supports, and killing a good many
of them and taking many prisoners. We also lost in this charge twelve men, two of whom were of
my own troop—our man Boggs that made so much fuss over losing his horse while we were
going down to Yorktown, and Oscar Leibu, both privates, and killed dead on the field. There were
many wounded with saber cuts, but none seriously. Young Leibu was the son of Prof. Francis
Liebu, who was in the Union Army as well as his elder brother. I see so many cases like this
where families are divided.
When we ran into the enemy here they fired on us and we went first to cover of some
timber, thinking we could get by with a flank movement, but finding this impossible we were
ordered out into the open and to charge the enemy, which so took them by surprise that they were
on the run almost as soon as we met them. For a while, however, we did mix with them and I
think that we had better rifles than they and we did good execution with same. We lost no
prisoners and took our dead off the field and buried them at Williamsburg, and the enemy did not
follow that day. We could not tell just what the enemy lost, but there were more than twenty dead
on the field, and we left them where they fell. Both of our dead were shot in the head and were
killed instantly. Our newly elected Captain—Williams—was not with our company, having been
sent on in charge of the wagons and our old Captain—John Lannau—was in command, and he
proved himself a brave and competent soldier. Had the election of officers been postponed till
now, he would never have been defeated—but such is the fickleness of men, and public opinion.
We had one fellow in our troop by the name of Greenfield that had joined us at Bacon
Race that was a very odd and strange character. As soon as the fight was over he busied himself
hunting for what plunder he could pick up. He soon had his horse loaded down with things that
were utterly useless to him—I think that he finally had to throw most of them away. I got a good
new bridle, saddle and saddlebags, with a new army blanket strapped to the saddle. Greenfield
was just getting these when I came up, and as he claimed being there first I gave him six dollars
for them.
By three o’clock the morning of the 5th of May we were in the saddle. We soon came up
with the infantry of General Whiting’s, and as the infantry were not in any danger from the
enemy’s cavalry we were ordered up to West Point, at the mouth of the Pamonkey River, not far
from Whitehouse, to investigate the report of the landing of the enemy’s troops there. Our
couriers had reported that McClellan was making a landing at West Point to make a flank
movement.
We found this true, but with Hampton Legion infantry and two batteries of artillery and
our cavalry, and the assistance of Hood’s Brigade, we drove them back to the protection of the
guns of their gunboats. Most of this fighting was done by the infantry, after our batteries had
paved the way for the infantry. The cavalry seldom takes much part in a big battle, but they have
so much to do before and after these big fights, and all the vidette and picket duty falls on them as
well as the scouting and “feeling the enemy”. I must say that I don’t think that there is a man in
the entire battalion that had learned to like the order to “feel the enemy”. It means much more
than just finding him— you not only have to locate him but you have to feel his strength, which is
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done by charging his position, and this is seldom gotten off with without loss, and often it is done
by small detachments that have been captured to a man.
We were ordered to New Kent Court House and from there to Dr. Crump’s for a while.
From Dr. Crump’s we crossed the Chickahominy at Bottoms bridge and came up the old
Williamsburg Road to the Richmond camp on Rockets creek, about two miles out from
Richmond, in a beautiful grove of pines where there had never been a camp. We were here but
two days when we were ordered to the Williamsburg Road to do picket duty and furnish couriers
for the Generals. It had begun to rain and pretty soon the whole face of the earth was covered with
water.
Our battalion had been pretty well cut up and the men are all worn out by long marches
and hard service. There is little that we know of how the war is going on. Just that little part of the
front that we see is all that we know about, and one can tell very little by what he sees. We had all
been so much in hopes that this would all be fought out in the peninsula, but here we are back in
Richmond and McClellan has his headquarters at Whitehouse, and while we have been fighting
continually since our retreat from Yorktown, there has not as yet been a battle that would decide
anything. We had all been hopeful after the Virginia (Merrimac) had destroyed the Union fleet in
Hampton Roads, but now it seems that the enemy has something as good or possibly better in the
Monitor. Our forces have had to blow up the Virginia and abandon all our defenses at Norfolk,
which leaves the James open for the enemy, and I can not see for the life of me why McClellan
chose the York River route to the James River route. At any rate he is nearer his base of supplies
by the York River than he would be by the James, and then, too, I suppose that he is looking for
help from General McDowell, who we understand has a large army not far from Centerville, and
if he would, why he could unite with McClellan at Whitehouse on the Pamonkey. I can’t say
when it will come off, but in my opinion old Joe Johnstone is not going to allow General
McClellan to have much more time to act, as our army seems ready now to start something and
the weather is so wet that it will be hard to move heavy guns for fieldwork. Our picket lines are
but a few hundred yards apart at Fair Oaks now, but it is seldom that there is an exchange of
shots— but we notice that the couriers are all very busy all the time, and I notice that more heavy
guns are coming out to our front. Our camp is at Fair Oaks, but we are picketing out as far as
Seven Pines and Savage Station. McClellan’s base of supplies is at Whitehouse, on the Pamonkey
River, but he has brought his army up to Seven Pines, crossing the Chickahominy at Grapevine
Bridge, and his main army seems to be between the Richmond and York Railroad and the White
Oak Swamp. Most of the time we are wet, muddy and hungry, and our men would as soon fight
as not. Our Infantry has not fared so badly as the cavalry, as they have had good dry tents and
regular rations. If I had to go a thousand times to war I would never take the cavalry if I could get
in the infantry.
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BATTLE OF SEVEN PINES
MAY 31ST -JUNE 1ST , 1862
This was the first great engagement between the Army of Northern Virginia and the Army
of the Potomac. It had been preceded by the first battle of Manassas, it is true, but the first battle
of Manassas was fought by undisciplined troops and was more in the nature of a mob fight than a
well-planned battle. Seven Pines was fought after a year of preparation by both sides. We had
retired slowly before the enemy from the vicinity of Yorktown, on the peninsula of Virginia,
covering the rear of the infantry. We took our position with the infantry around Richmond, or
rather on its eastern and northern sides. The camp of our battalion was on the Williamsburg Road,
out from Richmond, and about three miles from the outskirts of the city and immediately in the
rear of D. H. Hill’s division.
It had been raining all spring and the roads were in a terrible condition and almost
impassable for teams. On the morning that the battle commenced an order came to our
commander, Major M. C. Butler, for a detail from his command for service. This detail consisted
of twelve men, of which number I was one, under the command of Lieutenant Pierce Butler of the
Edgefield Hussars. We were ordered to report to the captain of a battery at the front, which was
only about one-fourth of a mile from our own camp and immediately on the Williamsburg Road.
Mounting our horses and forming, we proceeded to our destination, without the least idea of the
duty we were to perform. When we fell in line Butler told me that he believed a fight was on
hand. Soon after reaching the battery a two-horse wagon drove up and the driver handed out to
the waiting detail axes and shovels and it came to us that we were detailed to go along with the
battery, to which we were to act as pioneers, to clear away the road, and make roads if necessary,
for this battery. It was a battery of six pieces of brass howitzers and hid from the enemy by the
high embankment on both sides of the road. This battery was to give the signal for the attack. This
it did by firing each piece in succession once. The two-horse wagon that brought up our tools was
drawn by two splendid black horses that had not been trained to war. They were standing on a
little rise in the road and facing the Yankees, who had their picket line about three hundred yards
in front of us and across an old field. The driver was standing on the pole of his wagon and
making ready to turn and drive back to the rear. At the report of the first howitzer, however, the
horses took fright and bolted. The driver fell off between the front wheels of the wagon, but held
on to his lines. The horses dragged him and the wagon more than half way to the picket line, and
most of the way through and under the mud, but he stopped them and got out and resumed his
seat and drove his team back to safety without a wound. He seemed to be perfectly composed
until he was safe back within our own lines then he got scared, and got so nervous that he could
barely handle his team.
After our battery had fired its signal and was limbering up, the infantry began to pour out
of the woods from each side of the road, not in line but in column. The field through which the
road ran was about a fourth of a mile across and stretched fully a mile to the east and about a
fourth of a mile to the west. The Yankee pickets were posted in the edge of the woods and near
the road.
The first regiment to deploy was the Second Florida. It marched in Column up to the edge
of the woods and then deployed into line, throwing out its skirmishers in front. They advanced a
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few yards and were fired on by the Yankee picket line. They immediately rallied on their
skirmishers and then the rush began, and in an incredibly short time they had pushed the Yankees
up to their breastworks—and than the real fighting began.
The first Yankee bullet passed me very close. It was fired about 150 yards away by a
Yankee picket, and seemingly, at me. He failed to tag me, but I could plainly hear it whizz. When
the infantry all got at it in good fashion it was like ten thousand kettledrums all going at once, or
so many firecrackers, punctuated now and then by the roar of the cannon.
The battle did not open til two o’clock in the afternoon. Our battery, which was intended
to keep up with the infantry line, found it impossible to make any headway over the road and
turned into a field, and the field proved to be as bad traveling as the road itself, as we had to halt
not more than a half mile from where we started. This left us entirely out of action but not out of
the range of the Yankee batteries, which threw their shot and shells promiscuous-like without
hurting any of us.
I stood about the road, having hitched my horse, to see if any of the wounded coming out
were of my acquaintance. Sure enough in a very short time there came walking out, helped by two
men, a cousin of mine (Robert Maxwell), color-bearer of the Fourth South Carolina Regular
Infantry. He was seriously wounded in the right buttock. He wanted my horse, but on account of
his wound he could not ride, but the men with him finally succeeded in getting him a carriage and
carried him into Richmond. I promised him that as soon as I could leave I would go on the field
and look for his two brothers, Priestly and Edward Maxwell, which I did after night, but of course
could hear nothing of them. They were not wounded, however. This ride over the battlefield was
anything but pleasant. The cries of the wounded Yankees sound in my ears yet. Many of them
were, I have no doubt, drowned, as the ground and ditches were full of water and some of them
seemed to be strangling. It was indeed a fearful ride, dark as pitch and my horse scary. I rode as
far to the front as permitted but could not find the position of the Fourth South Carolina Infantry,
so I came back without the information that I sought.
I saw General Longstreet and General Hugar on the field late in the evening, and when the
shells were flying the thickest, and they were right in the midst of them. Longstreet seemed
perfectly at ease and paid no attention to them at all.
I was on the field the next day and saw the Yankee dead, which were strewed, as it
seemed to me, all over the face of the earth and in all manner of positions and attitudes, and all
dead. The first dead man I came to was a Confederate. He was lying on his back and his
pocketbook, empty, lying open on his body.
The first day’s battle was indecisive, and it was renewed next day with no particular
advantage to us. It is said that the failure of the first day was due to the tardiness of General
Longstreet, who had been ordered to begin the attack at an early hour but did not do so until a
little past two in the afternoon. Had he begun the attack early in the morning the chances were
good that the Yankee left wing would have been destroyed and the second day’s battle avoided
and its disastrous results.
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Longstreet was a large man, with long red whiskers and red hair, and rode a sorrel horse.
Huger was a handsome man with an extremely handsome face. Hugar’s adjutant was a cousin of
mine, Major Ben Sloan, of Pendleton, S. C. He came up to me on the battlefield and spoke to me.
In the second day’s fighting our troops were driven back and within a few days the
original lines were established and the fearful mortality on both sides went for nothing.
The Second Florida Regiment seemed to have suffered heavily in men and officers. They
began the fight and were in it from start to finish and suffered accordingly. George Call, its
Major, who married my cousin, was killed, and five of his captains. I saw one of them myself
lying dead on the field (Tom Perry), where the bodies of the dead Yankees were thickest.
The great battle of Seven Pines has been fought, and with great loss to both sides, and it
seems to me, with not much gain to either side. While we have captured about seven thousand
rifles and many prisoners, the enemy has closed in a little closer to Richmond than before the
battle. In this fight the cavalry was of no use and of course took no part, only as couriers to the
Generals.
I have already given an account of what I saw of the first day’s fighting. The first day’s
fighting was all in our favor, and had the battle been started at the time arranged by General Joe
Johnstone, why I am of the opinion that the results would have been different. I know that our
detail was on hand with the battery to fire the signal gun for the commencement of the attack at
about 9 a.m. and we waited for the orders to fire till about three p.m. and we are told that it was
all caused by the tardiness of General Longstreet, who could not get in communication with
General Johnstone on account of the high water that held up the dispatches. But when he did
begin, we drove everything before us the first day and our men slept on the ground that evening of
the first day and General Lee took command, and the fight was renewed the next day with much
vigor but the enemy had been reinforced late in the night and our left wing was driven back with
severe loss. Of course, being with a battery, I could not see much of the fighting, but I could see
the wounded being brought in and hear all the guns.
We were able to take all our guns that we captured off the field, and the second day we
had a shell explode right among our party that wounded several but killed no one. On account of
the bad roads our battery could not keep up with the infantry, but they had the range from the
couriers, and kept up the fire both days, though I could not tell what we did, as the enemy were
out of sight most of the time.
After the battle all the men of our battalion that had good horses were in demand as
couriers, and I did courier duty for several days for J. E. B. Stewart. I must say that I did not like
it very much. The roads were next to impassable and we had several of our couriers caught by the
enemy. It was here that I was detailed to go on a raid around McClellan’s Army— by Stewart.
I wish to say what I think of Stewart right now. I don’t know but I think he is a West
Pointer as he was in the U. S. Army before the war and he is son-in-law to General Cooke of the
U. S. Army. He looks more like a clown and fool than a soldier, nor can you see him without a
feeling of contempt for him—yet he is generous and brave, two qualities that redeem a multitude
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of faults. You seldom see him on foot, but on horseback. He wears a roundabout coat, the sleeves
and collar of which are gorgeous with stars and trimmings; his hat has some sort of insignia on it,
I do not know what, with two large ostrich plumes in it; high top dragoon boots with brass spurs,
and very fine, elaborate housing for his horse complete his outfit. Red hair and long red beard
make up the man that is thoroughly and firmly persuaded that J. E. B. Stewart is the great man of
this war. He keeps old Mike Sweeney at his headquarters to play the banjo for him, and he has a
song that he sings most all the time, (“Old Joe Hooker Come Out of the Wilderness).
I do not know whether this raid around McClellan originated from Stewart or not, but it
sounds like him as I don’t think General Lee would have thought of such a fool thing.
This command consisted of the Ninth Virginia under Colonel W. H. Lee and the First
Virginia Cavalry under Colonel Fitz Lee, and Jeff Davis’ Legion under Colonel Martin and
several small detachments from the other commands. All the men drew three days rations and
sixty rounds of ammunition. Orders were given the men for strict silence.
On the morning of June 12th, when the bugle rang out, boots and saddle, every man was
ready and all were in the highest spirits, anticipating a brush with the enemy. As we rode off some
of the boys asked where we were going, and one fellow shouted back that we were going to help
“Old Jack” —meaning General Jackson—drive the Yankees into the Potomac.
The first night we camped in the vicinity of Ashland. No fires were allowed and strict
silence maintained.
Before day the next morning, without the sound of bugle, we were in the saddle and
headed direct for Hanover Court House, which place we reached early in the day and found a
party of the enemy cavalry, who fled on our approach. After a chase across country, we took
several prisoners, but no one was hurt on either side.
From Hanover we went to Haws Shop, where we surprised some Federal pickets and
made them prisoners without firing a shot.
Hardly had we unarmed these prisoners and sent them to the rear when our advance was
driven in by a body of the enemy cavalry coming out from Old Church. Colonel Lee’s regiment
charged with drawn sabers. It was a fine sight to see them move off, first at a trot and then at a
gallop, but being in the rear I could not see much of it—but could hear the men yell. Lee chased
them about a mile or so and took many prisoners, but on account of the condition of the country,
being covered with thick woods, it was deemed best to call the men back, which was done, by
bugle.
Soon after this we ran into a column of the enemy cavalry drawn up in columns of four
ready to charge us. Captain Latane of the Ninth Virginia was ordered to clear the road with his
company and he dashed forward at the head of his company, and right through the troop of the
enemy, and for a while it looked as if they were all one body. Our main column were right after
them, but we could do them no good as the Yankees were mostly between us and our own men,
and it being in a lane where they could not get out, we captured a great many of them—but
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Captain Latane was killed instantly. I knew Latane well—he was a fine young man and, I think,
from Prince William County, Virginia, and his company from that county also.
Our men that were caught in the rush after charging through the Yankees were pretty
badly cut up by sabers, but none seriously.
Fitz Lee kept up the pursuit of the Yankees, who did not stop till they came to Old
Church, where they made or tried to make a stand, but we were in vast superior numbers and soon
swept them out and burned their camp. I think that Colonel Fitz Lee wanted to do this, too, as the
Yankees had burned his home at Whitehouse.
We heard no more of this body of cavalry, and we had surprised them completely and took
many prisoners, and killed several. We learned that this body of the enemy was under the
command of General Cooke, father-in-law to General Stewart, and I think that General Stewart
sent a courier to General Cooke, under a flag of truce, making apologies for his impudence and
inviting that General Cooke take breakfast with him. This, of course, I can’t say is true but it is
told on Stewart, anyway.
We were now full in the rear of McClellan’s Army, and I suppose that our retreat was cut
off and we could not get back by the way that we came. We kept straight on by Smith’s store,
through New Kent County to Tunstalls Station, on the York River R.R.
Fortunately for us, it was full moon and mostly as bright as day. Just at dawn on Sunday
morning we passed Strawberry Plains and Tighlman’s Gate. At Tighlman’s Gate we could plainly
see the masts of the enemy’s gunboats, but as they had no lookouts in the rigging, they did not see
us.
Just after daylight we were challenged by the Tenth Cavalry commanded by Colonel
Davis, and were soon safe within our own lines, thus ending one of the most insane raids of the
war. We lost one man killed— Captain Latane—and several men wounded, but none seriously.
All the Southern papers were filled with the account of the expedition, none of which were
accurate but all marvelous. All that I could see that it did was to give the men new hope and
confidence in our leaders. McCellan is proving to be a very able General and active enemy. I have
seen nothing that he has allowed his men to do in the section that he has occupied that is
unbecoming a gentleman.
We know little or nothing of the enemy’s loss at Seven Pines, but General Hatton was
among our killed and Generals Petigrew, Hamptom and Johnstone were all seriously wounded.
Although wounded early in the fight, Hampton kept the saddle till the fight was over. The Second
Florida Infantry lost more men than any other regiment engaged, having five captains killed and
one major.
Weather is getting better and I fear that it will be only a matter of days now till the enemy
will strike. The James River is now open to his gunboats as well as the York River, but the army
has great confidence in General R. E. Lee, who has taken command of the army.
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Jim Carson’s Horse
After our raid around McClellan we were allowed a few days rest for the men and horses
and this was spent in telling tales of our adventures. Many were, of course, exaggerated, but I
have nothing more than the experiences of a common soldier and I have recorded most of them.
I shall relate here the experience of one of our boys of the Hampton Legion, as told me by
himself—Jim Carson, of Pickens County.
Jim had a very fine horse and was very proud of his horse, and as I said before, all men
that had good horses were detailed as couriers to the Generals. Jim had been detailed as courier to
General Stewart. I had missed him in the raid around McCllean and was at a loss to know why he
was not in that raid.
Carson came over to our camp while we were resting up and was looking pale and had
very little to say to the boys, and in answer to my inquiry as to how he came to have his arm in a
sling, he told me his story:
“ You know that I was courier for General J. E. B. Stewart, on
the Williamsburg road, and I had a good horse and as we had no
feed for him, I was grazing him in a clover field with his halter on
and within plain sight of the enemy’s line, and for some unknown
reason he slipped his halter and ran directly into the enemy’s
lines. I saw the Damn Yankee when he caught him and hitched him to
a pine sapling in plain sight of me. I called to him that it was my
horse, but he only waved his hand to me, in defiance.”
“I immediately reported my loss to General Stewart and asked
his permission to go over after him with a flag of truce and see if I
could get him back, telling him that I would buy him back. Stewart
took it as a good joke, and told me that it would be useless—but
he gave me his consent. I took a flag of truce and went after him,
and a Yankee Lieutenant met me between the picket lines and we
talked over the matter for some time. The Yankee would not think
of letting me have my horse. I then offered to buy him and offered
him all the money I had with me— two hundred dollars in gold—but
he only patted his pocket and told me that he did not need the
money. He finally told me that he was trying for a Colonel’s
commission and wanted this horse to ride himself and “now that I
have him, I shall keep him”. The Lieutenant was very polite about
all this, but also very firm and there was no use trying to get him
that way, so I came back to our lines without my horse.”
“I was very much disheartened and dissatisfied, and determined
not to let it go without another trial. So I went a second time to
General Stewart’s headquarters and asked permission to go and
get him—but not with a flag of truce. The General asked me how
many men that I needed and I told him none. This seemed to please
him, and while he told me he thought it useless and that if I was
caught I would be shot at sunrise next morning, I told him that I
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was willing to make the attempt, as that was my only horse and
there was no chance to get another like him, and he gave me his
consent.”
“I immediately advised the officer in charge of the picket line
of my plans and intentions.”
“My horse was hitched in plain sight, about three hundred
yards from our picket line. And as soon as it was good dark I set
out, and there were two rail fences to cross, which I laid down
gaps in each to make my way clear for my retreat. There was a
sentinel walking post near where the horse was tied.”
“I finally made my way through the Yankee picket line and
within fifty yards of my horse. I had been careful to put on my
spurs before starting so that I could beat a hasty retreat. It was
my intention to cut the halter and mount and make a dash for our
lines through the way made clear by me on my way out. I succeeded
in getting to within about twenty-five yards of my horse, and was
safe behind a large pine tree. There was another pine about half
way between me and the horse. I waited here for some time for the
sentinel to turn his back so that I could reach my objective point,
but the sentinel seemed to have heard me or something else. I
finally made up my mind that he had seen or heard me and decided to
make a dash, but the Yankee was too quick for me and fired at me,
striking the pine very close to my head as I jumped from behind it,
and called the corporal of the guard. I saw that it was now
useless to make any further attempt, so I beat a hasty retreat and
the guard followed, firing as he ran. As I ran through their picket
line they also fired on me, wounding me in the arm, but I kept on
going. I missed my gap in the fence and had to climb over it, and as I
did another minnie ball took off my cap, but I did not take time to
pick it up but kept on going as fast as I could through an oat
field.”
“My boots being on the outside my pants leg made the most
noise you ever heard, and my pursuers were close after me. I soon
began to flag on account of the loss of blood, so I ran into an old
ditch and got under some briars and hid. They soon gave up the
chase, but when returning they crossed the ditch just over me, and
I plainly heard them cussing that “roguish rebel for his impudence”.
Fortunately there was a little water in the ditch and I bathed my
wound and stopped the blood, partly. After they had gone out of
hearing, I crawled out of the ditch and made my way back to the
picket line. I feel sure that if that blamed Yankee had not seen me
till I had got to the last tree, I think that I would have made it
alright and got my horse, too.”
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There are many experiences of this sort, but I record this as it shows what sort of boys that
we had in our battalion. Carson says that while he does not expect now to get his horse back, he is
going to take it out on some other Yankee, and that he is not going to be long about it.
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Battle of Malvern Hill
July, 1862
In the seven days fighting around Richmond, McClellan proved himself as good as Lee.
He met every attack and gave thrust for thrust, and was successful in bringing his army and
supplies from Whitehouse to Malvern Hill without serious loss. It seemed to me that Lee should
never have allowed the enemy to occupy Malvern Hill. The country was all free of the enemy
from Richmond to Charles City, and our battalion had scouted it over and we had at one time
occupied Malvern Hill with our cavalry and by some means McClellan had been successful in
sending a scouting party in that section and selected Malvern Hill to make his stand, which was
very disastrous to us. Of course we had the best of each days fighting until the last day and
General Lee made the mistake of his life by fighting Malvern Hill battle— it was not necessary.
In the path of the enemy everything was laid in waste with a few exceptions—some old
homes were protected by guards sent from McClellan’s Army. Our battalion captured several
prisoners from the Eighth Illinois Cavalry and I was sent to Richmond with a detail to guard
them, and I found them to be very fine men and they spoke very reverently of Abe Lincoln. They
told us that Lincoln did not want war and that it was forced on him, but that he would do anything
to stop it. While at Richmond I called on General Robert Toombs and had a long talk with him.
Toombs’ opinion of McClellan’s ability was very high, but he told me that as he was a Democrat
that he doubted very much if Lincoln would keep him in command on account of his politics.
I asked him about General Grant and he told me that General Grant would prove his
ability if given a chance. It seems that Toombs and Grant had been lifetime friends. I could tell
that Toombs was not a Davis man.
A day or two after the battle of Seven Pines, the respective armies resumed the position
they occupied before the battle, the Yankees even drawing a little closer to Richmond. Our
battalion was ordered from the Williamsburg Road to the Nine-Mile Road where we did duty in
picketing and furnishing couriers to the Generals. Our position was near the highest bridge built
by the Yankees over the Chickahominy Creek and in plain view of the enemy’s breastworks.
While on duty one day, Tom Williams and I saw a Yankee in between our lines and galloped in
and took him prisoner. He was a drunken Irishman, loaded down with canteens filled with
whiskey, he sagely advised us all to disband and go home, as McClellean was sure to whip us. Of
course this raised a laugh, but I see now that it would have been best to have taken his advice.
At this camp my cousin, Priestly Maxwell, joined our company from the Fourth S. C.
Infantry, and Pierce Williams was elected Lieutenant of the company. After a stay of a few
weeks at this camp we were ordered down to below Richmond to watch the roads, together with
practically all the cavalry of the army. What was afterwards Hampton’s Cavalry-Brigade was
scattered along these roads, of which there are several leading south from Richmond:, the Long
Bridge Road, the Charles City Road, the Darby Town Road, and the River Road, all diverging
from the main road from Richmond and between the James River and the White Oak Swamp. Our
camp was on the Darby Town Road and we picketed it in advance of the camp. The First N. C.
Cavalry was on the road to our right.
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We were ordered to “feel” the enemy—, which we did by charging down the road through
their camp, and in this affair lost eighty men killed, wounded and missing. A day or two after this
we were ordered to “feel” the enemy at the foot of the hill at Frayser’s Farm, and were drawn up
in columns of four preparatory to making the charge, when Longstreet’s infantry came up and
marched past us. I recognized several of my old acquaintances in their ranks—Dot Goodwin,
John and Bob Foster and Doug Dessaussure, all of whom were in college with me and some in
my own class. I spoke to them all, and for the last time, as they were within less than one hour
lying cold in death. The infantry divided at the foot of the hill where we were stationed, about half
taking the left-hand road and winding around the hill. We held our position until the infantry was
into action, which was in plain sight, and threw out its skirmishers and the fighting began about
three hundred yards from us.
As we were of no use in the battle, being mounted, we were withdrawn to the road, about
one mile, where we camped for the night. Early next morning orders came for us to go to the
front. It was exceedingly dry, not having rain since the Battle of Seven Pines, and the dust was
suffocating, rising in such volume as to almost hide the head of your horse from view, and the
orders from the Lieutenant came with a bad grace to—“Close up!” We could neither see nor
breathe for the dust. The road was filled with wagons and artillery, which only served to make
matters worse.
Just before the top of the hill—a long gentle rise—we struck the battlefield, and the first
dead were our own men; they were scattered all through the bushes, and would average about two
dead men about every square rod for several hundred yards, and all dead, the wounded having
been removed.
But the worst sight was around a Yankee battery near a clump of pine trees. It was the
Yankee supports of the battery and covered a space of about one acre. Here the Yankee dead
literally covered the ground, and in some places were piled on top of each other as many as three
deep. I remember one dead Yankee particularly: He had been peeping around a tree and a bullet
took him in the middle of the forehead exactly. Another man I saw and recognized, was a dead
Confederate. He was sitting up on the side of the road binding a wounded leg with his breeches
rolled up above his knee. He looked so natural that I stopped to speak to him, and a further look
showed that he was dead—killed while dressing or attempting to dress his wound. This man was
Miles Waldrop, who had worked for me on the Saluda River, in South Carolina.
We proceeded on, however, to the fateful field of Malvern Hill, and after the futile charges
of our infantry against the Yankee guns, we were hurriedly ordered to the front and formed into
line to protect the infantry against any counter charge by the Yankees while they were reforming.
Fortunately for us, they made no attempt to do this.
I did not see the field after the Malvern Hill battle, but I know that it was a great and
terrible mistake on the part of General Lee to fight here. We were ordered to the left flank of the
army, and on Malvern Hill itself, which we held until relieved by the infantry. We were ordered
to the hollow at the foot of the hill, where we camped that night.
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Of all nights this was one that I will ever remember. We reached the old field just after the
Yankee cavalry passed. We had been temporarily attached to the Eleventh Virginia Battalion, or
rather it was known at that time as Pate’s Battalion and afterwards raised to a regiment and known
as the Eleventh Virginia. It was commanded by Colonel Rosser, afterwards Major General of
Cavalry, C. S. A. I had to do picket duty on the road running right through the battlefield and next
to a dense thicket of woods. I was riding a large Virginia mare that had never had enough to eat in
her life and she kept nosing around all the while, and it was dark as pitch or darker. My tour of
duty was half the night and it was far from pleasant. I must admit that it was about the most
miserable I ever spent, but it came to an end at last.
The next day we marched around to Harrison’s Landing, or near it, about one mile, and
our battalion was ordered to make a reconnaissance to find the position of the enemy. I never
liked the order to “FEEL” the enemy. This we did as we got in the woods, very near their
outposts, and they cut loose on us with artillery. The shot and shells flew thick and close around
us for a few minutes without injury to man or horse. I was standing near a large oak, having
dismounted, and got behind it for protection, holding my horse by the bridle. At the second volley
my position behind the oak was shared by my chum, Willie Beattie, and one more man, and there
was a big fellow, Marrion Day, that wanted to share it too, but there was no room for him, so he
took his position about ten feet away, behind a sapling about two inches in diameter as protection
against a cannon ball. At any other time this would have been amusing indeed. Several cannon
balls struck the ground right among us, but did no injury. Orders came for us to retire, which we
gladly did—it seemed a miracle that no one was killed or injured here.
That evening a demonstration seemed to have been decided upon by the Yankees and we
were drawn up in columns of squadrons to meet them, but they did not appear and before
sundown our infantry made its appearance, and we were indeed glad to see them. It was
Jackson’s, and then for the first time I saw old Stonewall. The leading regiment had some of my
relatives in it—John B. Sloan and Edward Maxwell. I talked to them both and the latter told me
that he had about enough of it, but he would go again if necessary.
The next day we were ordered down to below Harrison’s Landing, and there we shelled
the Yankee transports on the James River. We could not tell what damage we did, but the way
they threw overboard boxes and bales was a sight to behold—but they threw them all in the river
and it did us no good.
From this place we were ordered to Hanover, old C. H., where we were regimented and
brigaded and put under the command of General Wade Hampton, who was not yet recovered
from his wound received at Seven Pines.
After the battle of Malvern Hill it was thought that the enemy would take advantage of our
loss and make an attack on us, our battalion was thrown in front to receive them, but they did not
come—but withdrew to Harrison’s Landing. We picketed in front of the enemy until he withdrew
to Washington. About all that we could do was to shell his transports, which we did as best we
could.
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Second Battle of Manassas
August 28-30, 1862
After the evacuation of Harrison’s Landing, our battalion brought up the rear of McLaw’s
Division in its advance against General Pope, reaching Bull Run just as the great battle of
Groveton or Bull Run was being fought. While that battle was in progress our battalion was on
the right flank of Lee’s Army.
The Second Manassas was our greatest victory. McCllean had been removed from
command, and I am glad of it. If he had had support of his War Department from Washington, he
could have captured Richmond, and possibly ended the war at that time. I know that for several
days it was thought that the Capital was to be removed to Columbia, S. C., or to Montgomery,
Alabama. Cars were kept loaded with all matters so that a change could be made quickly.
A few days before the battle of Cedar Mountain, which, by the way, was the first day’s
fighting of the battle of Second Manassas, our cavalry under J. E. B. Stewart captured some very
important dispatches of the enemy’s, giving General Lee much information and enabling him to
trap General Pope, who had superseded General McClellan in command of the enemy’s army.
General Pope was fresh from victory from the western army and very likely underestimated his
adversary. At any rate someone blundered.
Our march north from Richmond had been on the flank of McLaw’s Division. We crossed
the North Anna River at Butler’s and continued on the flank of McLaw’s until we reached
Culpepper, and about four to five miles beyond Culpepper we camped on the Rixieville Road. It
was raining and we had not even a blanket to cover with. It was unpleasant indeed, and to add to
the unpleasantness of this we had nothing to eat. Next morning, wet and hungry, we started out as
before, covering the flank of Mclaw’s, and at night we reached Warrenton village, where we
found the balance of our brigade in battle order, it being reported that the enemy were in
Warrenton. This turned out to be a false alarm, as it was the Tenth Virginia Cavalry sent down to
protect the flank on the west.
We spent the night in an old vacated Yankee camp about one mile from Warrenton, but
left at two in the morning for Manassas plains. All day we could plainly hear the thunder of the
guns of Cedar Mountain battle, which was the first day’s fighting. We could not see anything, but
we were in the right flank of the fighting and late in the day we saw many prisoners being brought
back to the rear.
Stopped that night in Gainsville and rested the men and horses, both of which were sadly
in need of. Next day marched on to the battlefield of the Second Manassas, and directly through
it. This field was remarkable for the first great battle fought here, and now for the second. The
second did not cover all the ground of the first, but a very limited part of it.
General Lee had sent General Jackson to the rear of Pope and drew his attention to him
and then Pope thought that Lee had retreated, and while Pope was striking at Jackson, why the
entire strength of Lee’s splendid army swept over Pope from an unexpected direction and the
slaughter was something awful. The enemy had no chance to escape. He was busy with Jackson

64

on one side, and when Longstreet, with possibly more than one hundred heavy guns, swept his
lines with grape and canister, why men could not endure it. They made stand after stand, but each
time only to break and fall back.
The dead lay in the road and every direction from it, and in every conceivable condition
and attitude, and to make it more ghastly, all of the enemy dead had been stripped to the skin of
all clothing and shoes, by our half naked and shoeless soldiers.
Our own dead and wounded had been removed immediately after the battle, but the enemy
lay where he fell, and as many were killed by cannon shot and canister, they were in some cases
torn literally to pieces—and to add to this our own cannon and wagons had run over them and cut
these bodies beyond human recognition. It was a sickening sight. Though these men were our
enemies, it made me feel as though it was not necessary to show the dead this abuse. There were
many that lay in the road that the heart and vitals were plainly visible. In taking up our own dead,
why was it necessary to leave those unfortunate men to be trampled on by our wagons and
horses? There were at least six thousand dead Yankees on this field—they must have lost in all
fully twenty to thirty thousand men.
The men were all elated over the fight, but to me it was nothing to be joyous over. I had a
first cousin, Edward Maxwell of the Fourth South Carolina Infantry, killed here. He fell at
Groveton—shot dead, through the heart. I remember well when we had our first muster at Old
Pendleton that Edward made a speech and in that speech requested that all he expected was a
place in the picture nearest the flashing of the guns. Poor fellow—his wishes have been granted.
He fell defending the stone bridge, and also many of company, as well as his brother-in-law,
Captain Warren. Such is war. Priestly Maxwell, my messmate, was brother of Edward Maxwell,
but being separated from the command, did not know of his brother’s death for several days.
The gallant Fourth South Carolina did its full duty, and there was never a better regiment
in the Army of Northern Virginia.
Our battalion rested a while at the stone bridge and fed our horses some hay. I went to the
spot where another cousin, Wilton Earl, had received his death wound the year before, and to the
spot where Edward Maxwell fell. The ground was literally covered with dead and dying Yankees.
Some of the wounded had not as yet been moved, and they were in all conceivable positions, and
some of the dead were fast becoming offensive from decomposition.
While we were here the enemy sent a flag of truce, with ambulances and surgeons and
burying parties, to bury their dead. This was the only humane act that I had seen for some time. It
was a very beautiful sight, but only in part does it atone for this fearful slaughter.
From here we went to Chantilly, and stayed all night, and next day we were on the
enemy’s flank and skirmished with him until late at night, when we withdrew, and we were
ordered after him, the First North Carolina Cavalry in advance. We picked up a great many
prisoners, and soon after dark the head of our column ran into an ambuscade which effectively
stopped the pursuit. About a regiment of infantry and a battery of artillery poured their fire into us
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for a while, but on account of the darkness did little damage. We lost several men, and more
horses than men, but we were thankful that we did not lose more. We withdrew, of course.
Next day we followed up the enemy’s rear and exchanged shots with him now and then,
and picked up stragglers. We had no rations other than what we could pick up from the enemy,
and after leaving Leesburg I got permission to go out for something to eat and ran into the line of
the enemy’s stragglers.
Before I was aware of it I was right among about twenty-five of the Yankee stragglers. I
was armed, of course, and some of them were armed also. It was no trouble for me to tell that
they were all Yankee soldiers, but it would have been hard to tell from my ragged clothes whether
or not I was a soldier at all. My arms were the only thing that would show me to be a soldier. One
poor fellow, seeing me mounted, asked if I could give him a lift. This amused me and I told him I
would try to see if I could not send a wagon back for them. I don’t think that any of them thought
that I was an enemy.
Got back to Leesburg late in the evening, and reported that the stragglers were still behind
Popes Army, and a detachment was sent out immediately after them. This detachment came in
next day with several prisoners and some plunder.
We rested at Leesburg for a day, and here we all got some Northern papers telling us more
about the Western theater of the war. Our army in the west had not been successful and we did
not know where to lay the blame. The South had great faith in General Albert Sidney Johnston,
but in the fall of Fort Donaldson and Island number 10, why it has brought the war into our own
country and, besides, the loss of our immense stores at Nashville, Tennessee. Not being in the
Western Army, I am unable to say who is to blame, but someone seems to have blundered. Grant
should have been driven off at Donaldson, and it would not have been necessary to fight the
Battle of Shiloh. Johnston being killed, it will very likely be that all blame will be laid on him, as
General Beauregard always lays the blame to others but is willing to take all the credit that he can
for what the army does.
Our army claims that at Shiloh we would have won, and possibly captured General Grant
and his entire army had General Johnston lived, but the Northern papers say that the Confederate
drive had spent its force and that General Grant was never in danger.
General Beauregard admits that his army had worn itself out the first day’s fighting, and
as Grant was reinforced the second day he could not meet Grant’s fearful onslaught. Beauregard
also claims that at Shiloh the plan was his and that General Johnston was only acting as MajorGeneral. All this sounds like him. In my opinion Johnston would have won if on equal terms, but
hardly after Grant had been reinforced. Any way, it is a blow to the South that will give to the
North renewed energy, and they will very likely be more persistent and we will have to wage a
war of defense in our own country.
Our men in the Army of Virginia are all in good spirits now, but they are apt to meet a
reverse which will take all the fight out of them. Before the battle of Second Manassas most all
our infantry were as good as barefooted. I have seen Jackson’s Infantry marching barefooted
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when snow was on the ground. This, of course, could not be helped, but we all got some clothing
when a battle was fought.
We were rested a short time at Leesburg, and drew three days rations and ordered north.
We were fairly well clothed when we left Leesburg, having secured some of the commissary
department, and at Centerville we got a lot of plunder, in the shape of army blankets—I think that
Sam Miller got more than his share. As a rule we always had blankets when it was summer time,
but they were scarce in winter.
After leaving Leesburg, the Second Carolina Cavalry marched northward towards
Pooleville, and when near Balls Bluff we were then marched southeast towards Georgetown,
scouting the country for the enemy. We passed Vienna and went almost to Georgetown, in plain
sight of the capitol at Washington. We did not have our wagons with us and only three days
rations of raw food. There was no fighting to speak of but the country was well adapted for this
sort of scouting. About all that we did was to pick up small bodies of the enemy scouts that we
found and then ride back from the road and wait for some others that might show up. Our men
behaved splendidly and no pilfering was allowed. We could buy anything that we could pay for
but nothing was allowed to be taken from the farmers without consent, and then it had to be paid
for. This sort of life was hard on our clothes, and also very hard on our horses as we had little for
them to eat.
After doing all the damage to the enemy that we could, we were ordered north to join the
main army. J. E. B. Stewart was in command of all the cavalry at this time and he is proving good
as a soldier, but he still looks like a clown. At Stewart’s headquarters you will know that he is at
home if you hear old Joe Sweeney and his banjo humming to the tone of “Old Joe Hooker, Come
Out Of The Wilderness,” and if Stewart starts off by himself, he will sing, “Come On, Boys,
And Jine the Cavalry,” as loud as he can. He makes himself perfectly free with all his men and
they will follow him any place that he wants them, and he is not so particular about where he
goes, either.
This raid was a success, I suppose, but we got little plunder that was of use to us. We
captured a good many prisoners, and I suppose that they gave us some information as to the
enemy’s movements. We learned that the department at Washington had set General Pope aside
and reinstated General McClellan. This gave us more serious thought as we were well aware of
McClellan’s ability.
We joined the main army at Pooleville and marched in the rear till we reached Urbana,
where we were thrown on the flank and had several skirmishes with the enemy’s scouts, and
always drove them back—but from their determination it seemed that they were in force, and
after several days of this sort of fighting we were ordered into Urbana to rest. Our regiment was
worn out by continual fighting for almost a month. Here I got two blankets—the first that I had
in some time—one from Wash Richardson and one from Sim Miller as they had gotten them from
Pope’s store at Centerville. It was getting cool weather and I needed them.
I forgot to mention that on our raid that General Gregg captured a trainload of Yankees at
Vienna Station, on the Leesburg and Alexandria Rail Road. We fired into them with our cannon
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and they all filed out of the cars and surrendered. This, of course, will be found in any history of
the war.
Our men are always giving their opinion of our Generals, and as we see them and know
them, I will say what I think of them.
I have seen Beauregard several times, but he seems always in a hurry and looks to be a
nervous fellow and one that has an exalted opinion of himself.
General Evans is a hard-looking old case with sandy hair and blue eyes—a very ordinary
looking man, and is an ordinary man, but he behaved with great gallantry at the first Battle of
Manassas as well as Second Manassas.
I have described Hampton, I think, before. At any rate, he is one of the best-looking men
in our army and looks every inch a soldier. He always rides a fine horse and leads his men in all
charges. He is quiet and very courteous to his men. He is very popular both with the infantry as
well as the cavalry.
M. C. Butler is a fine-looking young man with fine address and with a bright mind. He
began as Captain and is now Brigadier by means of influence, for he has as yet been in but three
battles and on going into the fourth he had his leg shot off—that gave him another lift. Butler is
making a good Brigadier, but has done nothing to get it.
General G. A. Smith is one of Jeff Davis’s Yankee Generals—a big, fat, beefy-looking
man—he may be a first-rate General but he doesn’t look it.
General R. E. Lee is the ideal of the army. He is quite gray and I suppose that he must be
nearly sixty years of age, but he is still a fine looking man and walks with erect figure.
General Jackson is the whirlwind man. They say he has little to say, and when you see
“Old Jack” (General Jackson) coming, it is with whirlwind speed. He is passed out of sight
before you can see his features. I am told that he is thought a very pious man.
General Whiting is a little insignificant looking fellow, but he has proven good as one of
our best engineers. His division did splendid work at Seven Pines, the first day’s fighting, but they
were repulsed on the second day for lack of reinforcements.
There are a lot of Brigadiers that are all political appointments that I shall not say much
about them. They may all be brave men, but they came to their commissions by political means.
These are Baker, Gordon, Young, Gist and many others.
I have seen Longstreet many times, and under fire, and can testify to his coolness in battle.
Longstreet is a slow-looking old fellow, but his earnestness and tenacity of purpose is very
remarkable. He has most sense while under fire, but when there is nothing to do he is just an
ordinary man, and they tell me very ordinary at that.
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General Ewell is a remarkable looking man—very thin and irritable-looking, but he is said
to be one of the best generals in our army. Ewell and Jackson are very close and they call Ewell
Jackson’s right arm. He has a long nose and an eagle eye, and was before the first Manassas a
very profane man, but after his wound at Manassas he has been a very pious man.
After resting up at Urbana for about ten days, the enemy made his appearance in force.
Our regiment had been left to rest up and to protect some cooking utensils and a few supplies
while the main army marched on to Newmarket and Frederick. Our wagons had been sent for
corn for our horses, and did not come back, and the enemy was pressing us so hard that we were
compelled to destroy our supplies and cooking equipment and left in the night. The enemy
followed, but as we had several hours advance, did not catch up with us till we got to Frederick
City, where we found Jones’ Brigade, and we were not molested. We dillydallied at Frederick
City all day in the rain, until late in the evening the Yankees came on, pushing us on before them
by main strength. As we were leaving Frederick City they were pressing us so close that our
regiment charged their advance cavalry and ran over a battery that we could not carry off, but we
cut down the wheels of the carts and spiked their guns. They were taken by surprise and did not
think that we would charge them. We killed a good many and captured a good many prisoners,
among them a Colonel, mounted on a fine black horse, who tried to rally his men and made no
attempt to escape but fought single-handed until overpowered. We lost fifteen men in this charge,
but we were complimented as it was said to be a gallant affair.
The enemy did not molest us any more that night. We marched on to past Middleton and
spent the rest of the night with little rest.
Next morning the enemy came on in force. We skirmished with him at South Mountain
pass and with what few infantry we had held him as long as we could and then turned abruptly to
the west and got to Buckettsville that night. It was heavy rear guard fighting all day. Next day, at
Buckettsville, the Cobb Legion and our Legion made another charge and routed the enemy’s
advance cavalry. Next day we marched to Knoxville, not far from Harper’s Ferry.
At Buckettsville the men were all hungry and no rations. I got leave to try to get
something to eat. I did not go far, but found a house not far from the picket line where I bought
some corn for my horse and made arrangements for a good square meal and was going at it strong
on good sure-enough coffee, ham and eggs, butter and good white bread. I had just begun to eat
when Lieutenant Blythe and Priestly Maxwell galloped up and told me to hurry as the enemy was
driving our boys back and that I would be caught. It was but the work of a moment to buckle on
my sword and bridle my horse and mount, and I lost no time in so doing. I think that I left the
table with more regret than anything that I ever left in my life, as I was so hungry. I was just in
time to fall in with the last of the men bringing up the rear guard. It was not possible to make a
stand here as they were at least ten to one or more and the air was literally alive with minnie balls.
It seems strange to me yet that so few men would fall when you could hear the zip of a ball pass
so close. The new men will invariably dodge from the sound of a bullet, but one gets used to it
and after that you pay little attention or no attention to it. I got used to it, but I never did like it.
After hard fighting, all day, we were relieved at night and marched into the valley of Elk
and South Mountain and ordered to the slopes of Elk Mountain in some woods, where we were
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resting nicely when a cannon shot rang out from the top of South Mountain that had our range,
and while we did not stay there but a short time, we were fired at repeatedly and these shells came
clean across the valley—I would judge the distance to be three to four miles—but they were on
the top of South Mountain. It was here that we learned of the capture of Harper’s Ferry and the
immense stores there.
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Maryland Campaign
September 1862
After the regimenting of our battalion at Hanover old courthouse, it was ordered down to
White Oak Swamp to do picket duty on the south side of the swamp. Our camp was on the north
side of the swamp, where Jackson had his artillery at the action of White Oak Swamp. The other
regiments of the brigade were camped on the south side of the swamp and picketed the roads
leading to Harrison’s Landing. I remember this camp more because it furnished us less rations
than anything else and our government did not supply the deficiency. Our mainstay was green
apples which we mostly ate stewed, and fried when we could get bacon to make grease to fry
them with.
One morning after we had been there about ten days our pickets brought in word that the
Yankees had evacuated Harrison’s Landing. Colonel Buttler determined to see for himself and
asked me and two others to go with him. It was about six or seven miles, and we reached there in
about two hours and found it abandoned sure enough. It was very strongly entrenched with
earthworks and the timber cleared away so that the enfilading fire could be poured into an
attacking party by the Yankee gunboats in the James River. On top of the old Harrison house
(McClellan’s headquarters) was a lookout erected and the enclosure laid out in streets. The
privates had quite comfortable little log cabins while the officers had large tents, but alas— they
had so ripped the tents with their knives that they were useless to us. Along the breastworks were
hanging dummies suspended by the neck with a rope and dressed in uniform and each dummy
bearing this inscription, “We’ll hang Jeff Davis to a sour apple tree”.
A Yankee gunboat was in the river and we could plainly see its mast, and therefore we had
to be cautious in going about so as not to be seen. They had left nothing worth taking back with
us. On our return, when within about half a mile of our camp and at the outskirts of the
battleground of The White Oak Swamp, I saw a few yards off the road in the woods two dead
bodies of Yankee soldiers who had been killed or mortally wounded in that battle and had been
carried there to die, or that they had bled to death. They were lying on their oilcloths and nothing
left but bones in their uniform. On the breast of one was an open Testament, printed side down. I
dismounted and looked at the book and as there was nothing in it to identify the bodies I
reverently replaced it. They had died and never been disturbed even by buzzards nor hogs.
The evacuation of Harrison’s Landing rendered it unnecessary to keep troops any longer
around Richmond. Jackson and most of Longstreet’s command had already been transferred to
the Rapidan and only McLaw’s Division and Hampton’s Cavalry were left around Richmond, and
we were ordered to go, too. McLaw’s left first. We marched through country, overtaking him at
Culpepper Court House. I must say that we left a desolated country in that section of Virginia
between the Chickahominy and the James Rivers and Richmond and Harrison’s Landing—it
seemed almost devoid of all animal life as soon as the soldiers left it—not a horse, mule, cow,
pig, chicken or dog and not even a buzzard was to be seen.
On our march to Culpepper we left Fredericksburg a good deal to our right. Our days
march was rather long—about thirty miles or more—and orders were not to leave our horses
unsaddled, and not to unsaddle them at all only for a few minutes at a time to let their backs cool.
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The worst of it was there were no rations served to either man or horse. We passed McLaw’s
Division at Culpepper and took position on his right flank. There was no demonstration against us
by the enemy except a false alarm at Warrenton Junction, where we drew up to meet the enemy,
but he was not there. Our march followed that of Longstreet and Jackson, who had just preceded
us.
As we were leaving Warrenton we heard rumors of a great battle that had been fought just
ahead of us by our army, the Second Battle of Manassas. Passing through Gainsville we saw
thousands of Yankee prisoners taken in this battle, rounded up in a field and guarded by our
troops.
We soon struck the battlefield of the Second Manassas, and what a sight it was! Our dead
had all been removed but the Yankee dead still strewed the ground in all their hideous nakedness.
They lay in windrows and in lines as they had stood, and these lines stretched on both sides of the
road as far as the eye could reach. In many places they were piled on top of each other. They
fought in line, of course, and as shot down the dead marked the line, and to have fallen back and
formed another line which marked another windrow of dead, and so on for about a mile.
The battle was fought on practically the same ground as the first battle of the year before,
only this battle ended where the first began. The first battle was fought parallel with the
Gainesville and Alexandria turnpike, while the second battle was fought parallel with the Sudley
Springs and Manassas Road which crosses the other at right angles at the stone house. We passed
through the battlefield on the Gainesville and Alexandria turnpike and halted at or near the
famous stone bridge over Bull Run and near a house on a hill used by the Yankees as a hospital. I
went up to see it and it was full—house and yard. It was indeed a house and yard of dead, though
at first glance it did not appear so. The bodies were sitting and lying in all positions: with their
eyes open, and it required some investigation to convince one of their actual death. But so it was.
We left the battlefield before night and took up our line of march. We crossed Bull Run at
Sudley Ford and took camp on the north side of that historic stream, and not far from it.
Again we broke camp and marched on the flank of the infantry and passed Ox Hill, or
Chantilly, where Jackson fought an indecisive battle with Kearney’s and Steven’s Yankee
divisions and got a little the worst of it. We had just halted and were going into camp for the night
when word was brought to General Hampton that the Yankees were retreating on a road near the
camp, about five miles from the Fairfax Court House on the north. It was just sundown, but
pursuit was immediately made, our regiment in front and in columns-of-fours. Sure enough,
when we struck the road we began to pick up Yankee stragglers who would tell us that they were
“Just ahead of you, boys.”
Just at good dark, as we were moving along at a full gallop, we were saluted by a volley of
musketry fire, followed by several discharges of artillery into our column. This stopped the
pursuit, as it was too dark to see how to shoot and, strange to say, not a man was injured.
We slowly returned to camp, tired, worn-out and disgusted.
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Jackson’s Infantry marched towards Leesburg and crossed into Maryland at the ford
between that place and Fredrick City, Maryland, and camped at Fredrick City. Longstreet took the
same direction, and our brigade on their flanks, which took us in the direction of Washington,
which direction we pursued until we struck the road from Washington to Leesburg, in sight of
Georgetown. From here we took the Washington Road and kept all that day, camping on the
Virginia side of the Potomac. At this camp Gabe Cethran of the Brooks Troop was taken violently
ill with cramp colic and I was detailed with Wash Richardson and Doctor Long to stay over and
render what assistance was needed. Our regiment passed on and camped a few miles below
Leesburg, crossing the Potomac at a very deep ford below that crossed by the infantry and
preceded on to Pooleville, Maryland, where I joined them next day, Cethran having recovered
from his illness. I cannot say for the life of me what he had to eat to give him the colic. We had
all gotten used to green apples. Most anything appeals to a hungry man and it is likely that he got
too much at some farmhouse.
Our regiment had proceeded to the infantry ford, where we camped near several large
wheat stacks, very near the ford. We had little to eat, but the wheat furnished food for our hungry
horses.
At daybreak the next morning we were up, and after feeding and saddling up, just at
sunrise we forded the Potomac River at the head of Longstreet’s column. The infantry waded, of
course, stripped for that purpose. On the Maryland side was a brass band plying that martial air,
“My Maryland, My Maryland.”
At this camp we were in plain view of the dome of the Capital at Washington. This was
the closest we ever came to it.
We then took the Frederick Road until we came to the road leading to Pooleville. Here we
camped and our regiment did picketing toward Washington, D. C.—about ten miles away. We
did not stay here very long, however.
It was here that I learned of the death at the Second Manassas of Edward Maxwell, my
cousin, and Captain T. J. Warren, who was the husband of his sister, Mamie Maxwell. I
remember this camp well on account of the shifts we were put to, to prepare our meals. Our
wagons were with the main army and had not come up with us and we had to do the best that we
could. We could manage very well with the meat, but how to prepare the bread was the rub. They
issued to us here corn meal, flour and bacon. The bacon we roasted over the fire, and that was
very fine. The flour we made up with a little salt and worked it on the rubber side of our oilcloths
and wrapped the dough around the iron ramrods of our guns and toasted it before the fire. It ate
very well to a hungry man. The corn meal was unbolted and we made it up with plain water and
spread it as a hoecake on a shingle before the fire until it was baked done. This cornbread cooking
was no hurry job—it took time to bake it.
As the enemy approached, we retired, without coming in contact with him, to Frederick
City. Here we found the Yankees so close upon us that they had, in fact, entered the town almost
in advance of us. One Yankee regiment and one piece of artillery were in the outskirts of town as
we entered. We formed in columns of fours and Colonel Buttler and General Hampton, with the
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leading squadron of which the Beaufort district troop was a part, charged them and captured their
Colonel, a great big western Yankee riding a very fine black horse, and all their skirmishers and
their cannon.
In this engagement we lost but one man, Lieutenant Broughton of the Beaufort district
troop, who was mortally wounded and we left him at Frederick City, and he died next day.
Broughton was a fine man and the boys missed him sadly.
After this we were left alone for some time and we gradually withdrew, still keeping up
our formation of fours, however, so as to be ready in case we were pursued. We camped that night
at the south end of South Mountain gap.
The next day we crossed South Mountain, on the old Braddock Road, and entered
Middleton valley. This is indeed the loveliest little valley that it has been my fortune to see, and in
the highest state of cultivation.
Middleton is immediately on the road and in the center of the valley. I would judge it to
have about five hundred inhabitants, but closely built like a small city. It is indeed a strong Union
settlement. Here I asked a little girl for a drink of water and she just turned up her nose at me.
When General Jackson passed through this little village two little girls ran along before him
waving U. S. Flags, much to the amusement of Old Stonewall.
As we approached the foot of the other mountain, called the Catectin Range, I believe,
word came that a Yankee cavalry force was approaching by the river road between Washington
and Harper’s Ferry and were between us and that point. We immediately about-faced, which
threw our regiment in the lead, and we took up our line of march at right angles to that which we
had been pursuing and along the foot of the mountain and through country roads. In a short time
we came to a fork in the road and Colonel Butler took the right hand, supposing that the enemy
was on that, but we soon learned that he was on the left-hand road, and before he could about-face
and rectify his error in locating the enemy, the Cobb Legion came up and charged in ahead of us
and put the Yankees to rout, with severe loss to the Yankees and very little loss to our men.
We resumed our formation and proceeded only a few miles to where we camped. I was on
picket in a cornfield and firing began only a short distance from me. I had bought some cider from
a farmer and I asked him what this firing meant and he told me that the Yankee pickets had
advanced and were firing on our picket line. Soon after this firing began I was called in. We
camped next night at a town that I have entirely forgotten the name of, and crossed into a narrow
valley north of the Middleton valley and proceeded up it to near the gap through which our
infantry retreated to Sharpsburg. Here we stayed until the Yankees obtained possession of the gap
and shelled us out. We lost few men, however, but moved our camp to not far from Harper’s
Ferry and between that place and Fox Gap.
Next day we marched into Harper’s Ferry, on a pontoon bridge over the Potomac, without
incident except that General Wade Hampton made one of his men give back a horse that he had
taken from a farmer. Here we spent the greater part of the day and had the pleasure of seeing a
large number of Yankees march out as prisoners of war over the same bridge that we had entered
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the place upon. Here I got a complete Yankee suit, as I was about naked, and for a time at least I
looked like a Yankee soldier.
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Sharpsburg
September 17, 1862
“Bloodiest Day in American History”
Late that evening we marched up the south bank of the Potomac River for five or six
miles, and camped in Virginia. We made a very early start next morning and reached the Potomac
just at sunrise, and forded it, each regiment taking the water as it came to it. It was a beautiful
sight and filled the river for several hundred yards up and down stream with horsemen. The sun
was just rising and the ford was little used and pretty deep, but the bottom was smooth and we
had no trouble. The ford was just below a damn across the river to feed the canal, I suppose. We
came out just below the mouth of a small creek and close to a burned out sawmill.
We were in Maryland again, and for my part for the last time. As we entered the water we
could see the Yankee shells bursting over our lines just ahead of us, indicating that the “ball” was
about to open. We were ordered to the left and crossed the small creek on a bridge and turned up
the creek in the direction of the bursting shells, which indicated what was ahead of us.
We marched slowly, and were halted in rear of our right wing for some time, but were not
called into action. The roar of the cannon was something tremendous—it fairly shook the earth.
At about eleven o’clock in the morning we were ordered from the right wing to the left
wing of the army. This was a hurried order and the line of our march was just a few yards in the
rear of our line of battle. Everything was jammed with ordnance wagons, artillery and wounded
men. We passed the body of one of our Generals. He was wrapped in an oilcloth covering him
from head to foot and shivering in the last agonies of death. I asked one of the men who he was
and he told me it was General Branch. Personally I did not know General Branch, but I knew that
he was from North Carolina and stood well with the army.
Strange to say, while our line of march was only a few yards from the firing line, we could
see very little on account of the smoke and brush, until we passed as far as the Dunker church,
where we had a good view of the field and the fighting. At this church a great many wounded had
assembled. Just beyond this church we marched along the flank of McLaw’s Division, which had
just come up from Harper’s Ferry and was going into action. This was about four o’clock p. m.
just here we passed in full view of the famous cornfield and could plainly see the combat, and so
close that Yankee bullets and cannon balls were passing through our lines continuously, but
fortunately without injury to us.
Just after this McLaw’s Division diverged to the right and two Yankee batteries began to
play on them with shot and shell—it looked as though the division would be annihilated. Yes,
indeed, it was scary times, but the entire division seemed to pay little attention to the shells. They
walked along at their usual gait without quickening their step in the least. We were turned to the
left and formed in columns of squadrons for action—our regiment in front and I in the front rank
of the same. No sooner than McLaw’s Division deployed for action that orders came to charge
these Yankee batteries which were firing on that division with considerable damage. The
command passed along the line, and we really began the charge and had gone some distance when
orders came (very much to my personal relief) to halt, as the Yankee batteries were being
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withdrawn. This was then near sundown, and at the going down thereof, the firing practically
ceased and the great Battle of Sharpsburg was over without advantage to either side.
We were ordered to a small piece of woods about a hundred yards distant to go into camp.
This we did, and about ten o’clock that night, after all warlike sounds had ceased for hours, there
was heard the report of a cannon, the last shot of that great battle. That cannon ball, fired at
random, I dare say, struck our campfire and created more sensation among us than all our fighting
of the day. It did no other damage than to put out our fire, leaving us in utter darkness, and all
camp materials scattered.
Next day there was no fighting. It was devoted to burying the dead. A detail was sent from
our regiment, of which I was one, to collect stragglers, of which there were thousands. Details
were sent from all the cavalry commands, mostly on the south side of the Potomac. Our duty was
solely on the north or Maryland side of the river, and to bring in all stragglers dead or alive. We
were under the command of Lieutenant Farrebee of the Beaufort District troop, a big redheaded
and long-whiskered man, double-jointed, and, I am told, had been a sailor. We ran across a little
fellow loaded with canteens going towards the river and Farrebee undertook to arrest him, but
after he got through cussing Farrebee he was glad to let him alone. The little fellow was still hot
with the fever of the battle and refused to let anyone to interfere with his business. He had left the
battle line under orders to go for water for his company, which Farrebee ought to have known by
the number of canteens he was carrying. Farrebee was afterwards court-marshaled for cowardice
and dismissed from the army, as I was told later.
Late that evening our regiment was ordered to the extreme right of our army for picket
duty. We camped on a hill near some old graves and passed a very comfortable night. Next
morning it was very foggy and my horse had gotten loose in the night, but I soon found him.
News came early that the army had retreated in the night to the Virginia side of the river. Colonel
Buttler was not sure of this and ordered us to saddle up and we rode at a brisk pace to
Shepardstown Road and found it true. Our regiment had been forgotten, and we were the very last
troops in Maryland. Colonel Buttler ordered a trot and when we had gone but a short distance, and
near the ford on the Potomac, we saw our infantry command marching along, which as soon as
they saw us, filed into line and threw out its skirmishers and were preparing to fire into us when
our Colonel called out who we were, when they resumed their march and crossed the river in
safety, and we followed immediately after.
Nearly all our men were fitted out as Yankees, wearing the uniforms captured at Harper’s
Ferry—it was hard to tell who was the enemy by the uniforms.
After we were safely across the Potomac, we were in safety. Thus ended the great Battle
of Sharpsburg, the hardest stand-up fight against the greatest odds our army ever encountered in
its career. It speaks little for the generalship of McClellan that he did not destroy Lee’s Army then
and there. Only one division of Yankees crossing the little creek at its mouth where we forded the
Potomac would have thrown them entirely in the rear of Lee’s Army and ruined it. But the fates
willed otherwise and the war was destined to be prolonged two more unhappy years, and at last
less immortal heroes compelled to submit to overwhelming numbers.
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Sic transit gloria mundi.
Only the skillful generalship of R. E. Lee’s mastermind saved the Army of Northern
Virginia at Sharpsburg. If McClellan had been Lee’s equal he would have destroyed his army at
that battle.
At no time has our equipment been equal to that of the Yankees. Most half the time we
were hungry, and almost naked, and some of our men were actually barefooted. When we
captured Harper’s Ferry I was somewhat in need my self—I had a hat with no brim and one leg
off my trousers at the knee and both boots out at the toes, and we were all lousy. Even with all
this no one ever complained.
I wish to say what the condition actually is as to the public sentiment of the State of
Maryland as to the war. Our army at the commencement of the campaign of 1862, in the fall,
were badly shod and poorly clothed, but not deficient in numbers. Soon after the battle of
Manassas “straggling” commenced in earnest and after the rapid marching it became frightful
until, at the close of the campaign, stragglers were numbered by the thousands. This could not be
prevented as the men were broken down—not afraid to fight though many were tired of this strife.
As we crossed into Maryland the men were full of enthusiasm, singing “My
Maryland,”“Bonnie Blue Flag” and other Southern tunes, expecting the Marylanders to meet
them with open arms. General Lee had issued a proclamation to the Marylanders, but instead of
that, we found a very cool reception—there was no open profession of Southern sentiment apart
from a few devoted ladies. Not more than two thousand recruits joined our army in Maryland. We
had counted on not less than twenty thousand recruits. Everything was just as if we were being
entertained as an unwelcome guest, in the person of one’s wife’s relatives whom they did not like
but whom they were obligated by the laws of hospitality to receive. The truth is, we got a frigid
welcome, when we were expecting the heartiest. This coolness has made the army averse to our
crossing the Potomac again. Maryland might have joined our cause at one time but it is now too
late. She joined to her ideals and we must let her alone. Our men are always singing around their
campfires “Carry Me Back to Old Virginny”.
Our men are behaving splendidly. Nothing is being taken in the shape of private property
without being paid for and with consent of the owner. At Pooleville and Barnesville there was a
good deal of secessionism exhibited. At Frederick City it was indeed a cool reception. There was
a hospital of sick and wounded Union solders. When our battalion was making a charge on the
Yankees at Frederick City we were fired on from the windows by the citizens of the town. It was
thought at the time that this firing was done by scattering Union soldiers but we found out later
that it was done by the citizens. We should have burned this town, but we did not.
Middleton was a rank Union hole, all the way on to Harper’s Ferry. This seemed strange
to me as they most all owned slaves. Too much cannot be said of the beauty and fertility of this
land, from Frederick City to Middleton, and it is traversed by the most magnificent metal turnpike
I have ever seen in my life. It is indeed a land flowing with milk and honey. I am writing only
what I myself saw, for I suppose there will be any number of histories written about this war and
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any number of lies. I saw very few Southern people and heard very few, and those that were
Southern in their sentiment seemed glad when we were leaving.
In material prosperity, this section of the State of Maryland is very highly improved and it
seems to be owing to a large influx of Yankees brought here by the opening up of the Baltimore
and Ohio Rail Road or the corrupting influence of trade. One thing certain, the old Cavalier stock
has either moved away or died out or fallen from high estate. The farms are all smaller, more like
gardens, than our Southern plantations. At Middleton, the houses were all locked to us and we
were denied a drink of water by its citizens. This was one of our Southern States. The influence of
trade all along the B. & O. Rail Road has made public sentiment all against the South. The army
is not more than forty miles from Baltimore now and could easily take that city, but we could not
hold it. From South Mountain looking toward Middleton, is the most beautiful panorama I ever
saw—it is something like but far more beautiful than the Cumberland Valley of Pennsylvania.
Harper’s Ferry is at the junction of the Potomac and Shenandoah Rivers and the country is
very beautiful here. Being with the regiment and no running around was allowed, I saw little of
the country outside the roads.
From the immense stores captured here most of the men got what was necessary to keep
us comfortable for a time. Our men were all lousy, and getting new clothes, we burned our old
ragged ones and for the time were free from the vermin. It seems that when there is a large body
of men together it is impossible to keep them free from vermin. Possibly some time some smart
fellow will get up something that will rid armies of this pest— he should have a monument to his
name, too. I do not know anything more annoying than a body louse.
The Chesapeake and Ohio Canal runs along the Potomac and in places the Potomac is
damned to furnish water for the canal. This canal has been in use for many years, but the railroad
seems to have taken most of the freight from it. After leaving Harper’s Ferry, we crossed the
Potomac at near the mouth of Antietam Creek and near the Antietam Iron Works. The river here
was about three to four hundred yards wide but very clear and not so deep, just coming to our
saddle skirts. We crossed under the canal aqueduct and on to a deserted Yankee Camp. We did
not know how far the enemy was, but we knew he was not far away. The enemy had been
defeated at Manassas, it is true, but his army was never disorganized. General McClellan, has had
near Washington all the time, a good army in defense of Washington and now he has again been
placed in command of all the armies in the field, and has very likely as many as one hundred
thousand men well equipped, and that is more than we have and our army is divided. The
immortal Jackson has raided around Pope’s defeated army and captured Harper’s Ferry with all
the Federal stores without a fight, you might say. Longstreet is at Hagerstown and the main army
is at South Mountain. If McClellan should know of this separation of forces he might deliver a
sever blow, but the men are all ready to fight and will do their best when we strike.
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December 13th, 1862
Fredericksburg
For several days before the battle of Fredericksburg was fought we were busy watching
the fords on the Rapahannock as we expected the enemy to try to force either “Kellies” Ford or
the “United States” Ford, but these attempts were only feints, to draw our attention from
Falmouth, opposite Fredericksburg. All day long on the 10th and 11th of December there was
heavy cannonading from the direction of Falmouth and we all knew that the enemy was trying to
force a crossing.
I was sent with a detail of men to act as supports to the Washington Artillery on Maryes
Heights, and couriers if necessary. Maryes Heights is about two miles from Fredericksburg and in
cannon range of the Yankee long-range rifle guns of the enemy. It was bitter cold—ice all over
the ground. We reached the Heights about two o’clock a.m. of the 11th — too cold to think of
trying to sleep, so sat up and talked about home and smoked our pipes.
About four o’clock a gun was fired from the neighborhood of Fredericksburg and
everyone was on his feet in a moment, for if another gun was fired it was the signal that the
enemy was trying to cross the river. There were several civilians in our camp and they were soon
making their departure. The deep roar of the second gun was soon heard and we then knew what
we had to do. It was now four o’clock. Our orders were on the firing of these signal guns we
should take our places in the redoubts prepared for us on Maryes Hill and wait developments.
“Boots and saddles” was sounded and the camp was instantly a stir. We were on the plank
road leading to the Hill. On reaching the position the men proceeded to make the redoubts as
snugly as possible, and finding the epaulments not to our liking, we went to work with pick and
shovel throwing the dirt a little higher and making embrasures to fire through. One of the
engineers raised some objections and said that we were ruining the works, but the cannoneers told
him that “we have to fight here, not you, and we will arrange them to suit ourselves.” General
Longstreet always said that if you save a finger on a man’s hand that it meant much to the army.
A dense fog covered the country and we could see nothing of what was going on at
Fredericksburg, but there was a continual firing of small arms and also some cannonading. Most
of the artillery fire seemed to be from Falsmouth, but the fog was so intense that we could not tell
anything by the sound as we could not see anything.
The morning of the 12th was also foggy and intensely cold. It was possibly 2 p.m. before
it cleared off, and then we could plainly see Stafford Heights, across the river, densely packed
with Union troops. About 3 o’clock, a heavy column of the enemy moved down toward one of the
bridges near the gas works and we opened fire on them, making them scatter and seek shelter.
While our battery was firing on this column, the long-range guns of the enemy on Stafford
Heights opened on us with as much as to say, “what are you doing over there?” We paid no
attention to this as our guns would not reach them.
The enemy had succeeded in crossing the river and was now in possession of
Fredericksburg and had driven out the few men that were left to hold the town.
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December 13th —Still cold and foggy. Fog and mist cover the entire plain between the
heights and the Rappahannock, but under that cover and within easy cannon shot lay Burnside’s
Army; along the heights to the right and to the left of where I was, lay Lee’s Army extending
possibly five miles. From my position I could plainly hear the drums and bugles of the respective
armies sounding Reveille. We all knew we would have a battle today. The enemy had crossed the
river on his pontoons with an immense force. On our side all seemed ready and all we had to do
was await the attack. Lee’s position here is about the same as McClellan’s was at Antietam.
Burnside’s Army is divided, some being on the other side of the river, and while his plan of attack
may win, I think that he will fail.
After breakfast of cornbread and bacon, I went with Lieutenant Miller and our Colonel to
inspect our lines. We went first to the position of a battery of Parrott rifles on the plank road. We
found them wide-awake and ready for business. Across the plank road, was the battery of
Donaldsonville cannoneers, all Creoles from Louisiana and gallant soldiers. Riding to the rear of
Maryes house, we visited in turn the redoubts of Miller, Squires and Eshelman. Everything was
ready for instant action. The ammunition chests were all taken off the limbers and placed on the
ground behind the traverses, close to the guns. The limbers and horses had all been sent to the rear
and out of danger. We stopped a few moments at each readoubt and at one we were invited to
partake of a cup of coffee that they had prepared in a horse bucket. All drank from one tin dipper,
and while it was neither Mocha or Java, why it was about the best parched corn coffee that I ever
drank. The morning was raw and the coffee was hot and it did very well.
About noon, the fog cleared and after our lunch of hard crackers, we were all smoking our
pipes when a courier came with a dispatch which he delivered to Colonel Walton, but it was for
Colonel Cobb and our information as well. Colonel Walton read the dispatch aloud and it was as
follows:
“Should General Anderson on your left be compelled to fall back to the second line of
heights, you must conform to his movements.”
The dispatch was handed to me to be delivered to General Cobb. I made my way through
the troops to a little house where General Cobb had his headquarters and delivered him the
dispatch. He read it very carefully and looking straight at me, said: “Well, if they wait for me to
fall back they will wait a long time.”
About this time, a brisk skirmish fire was heard in front toward the town of
Fredericksburg and looking over the stonewall I could see our skirmishers falling back and firing
as they came. About the same time a heavy column of Yankees were seen emerging from the
streets of the town. On they came at double-quick, with the loud cries of “Hi! Hi! Hi!” which I
could plainly hear, and it was so different from the yells of our men. It was indeed a beautiful
sight—their rifles were carried at “right shoulder shift”, and their colors were aslant the shoulders
of their color sergeants. They crossed the canal at the bridge, and getting behind the bank to the
low ground to deploy, were almost concealed from our view. It was now about 12:30 to 1 p.m.
Everything was excitement and we all knew what to expect. The enemy having deployed, now
showed himself above the crest of the ridge and advanced in columns of brigades.
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By this time I had gotten back on the heights and it was now that our guns began their
deadly work with shell and solid shot. In the face of all this, they came on beautifully. Their
bayonets glistening in the sunlight made the line look like a huge serpent of blue and steel.
They came on with such force that all fences and obstructions that traversed the plain were
leveled as they came. We could see our shells bursting in their ranks and making great gaps, but
on they came as though they would come straight through and over us all.
Now we gave them canister and grapeshot that staggered them, but still on they came. A
few more paces and then the men in the sunken road rise up and, glancing a moment along their
rifles, cut down on them with a deadly volley. This was too much. The columns hesitated a
moment only and then took refuge behind the bank, just as another column made its appearance
over the crest. This second column advanced as gallantly as the first. Through the smoke we
could discern the red breeches of the “Zouaves” as two batteries hammered away at them
especially. This second column passed the point reached by the first column, and doing and
daring all that brave men could do, recoiled under our canister and rifle fire from our men in the
sunken road, and fell back in great confusion. The plain in our front was spotted with blue—the
dead and wounded of the enemy that had fallen facing the very muzzles of our guns. At this time
Cook’s Brigade was sent to the sunken road to the assistance of General Cobb.
At about two o’clock other columns made their appearance above the crest and advanced
to the attack. It seemed that there was no end to them. On they came in beautiful array, and it
seemed that they were more determined to hold the plain than before. Our fire was murderous and
no man on earth could stand what we were giving these fellows. In the foremost line we could
discern through the smoke the green flag and golden harp of old Ireland and we knew this to be
Meagher’s Irish Brigade. Two batteries were ordered to play their fire especially on the brigade,
but this gallant enemy pushed on in face of all this far beyond all former charges and left its dead
within twenty yards of the stonewall on the sunken road.
Our position on the heights was far from a pleasant one. When the North Carolina Brigade
went to the relief of Cobb in the sunken road they halted in line just as they passed our battery and
fired a volley into the enemy and then, at the command of “Forward”, they rushed down the hill
into the road with General Cobb’s men and stood shoulder to shoulder with them the rest of the
day. Several men fell dead so near the muzzles of our cannon that we had to drag them away.
About this time General Cobb fell, mortally wounded, and General Cooke was also
wounded and taken off the field. General Kershaw was then sent to take command in the sunken
road and his brigade passed along the road as the bullets were flying everywhere. Most all this
time we were in our embrasures and not exposed necessarily, but at a time like this one wants to
see something of what is going on. Sharpshooters with long-range rifles had gotten our position
and range and we had now begun to suffer. At one gun a man fell mortally wounded, and no
sooner was his place filled than the man that filled it was shot dead, and then one man in passing
around the rear of the gun was killed. All this was the work of a few moments, and it was not
from the men making the attack but the work of sharpshooters to silence these batteries.
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At a time like this who could lie in a redoubt and see all the men shot down and the guns
silenced? Every man was out and did all that he could.
The ground had now gotten soft from the melted ice and after each recoil the guns had to
be run up and it took all that we could do to do it. Some of the infantry laying in reserve in our
rear, seeing that we were short-handed, came to our assistance and did all that they could. Not a
gun was silenced and we even fired some solid shot back to them that had fell near us. About five
o’clock we were reduced to solid shot and our battery was withdrawn and another battery
substituted.
There was another attack about night, after we were withdrawn, but I was told that they
retired after the first volley.
There was a small brick house near our redoubt that had been whitewashed and at the
close of the battle it was spotted with bullet marks, and it does not seem possible that a man could
live through such a hail of lead. An old cast-iron stove lay against the house and as the bullets
would strike it, it would give the sound of “Bing-Bing”—with all the vibrations of a tuning fork.
The battle of Fredericksburg was over, and a great victory for our army.
It was talked the next day that we would attack the enemy in the town of Fredericksburg,
but had this been done it might have been a failure as it would have been in the face of heavy
artillery fire from the heights across the river and it would hardly have succeeded.
In a day or two after this battle, the enemy withdrew across the river, leaving
Fredericksburg to us anyway.
We have no trouble whipping the enemy when we fight him, but we are not able to drive
him out of the country.
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After the battle of Fredericksburg
After the battle of Fredericksburg our men were all very much elated over the results. It
was indeed a great victory for our army, but owing mostly to the mismanagement of Burnside’s
plan of battle. From my position I could not see all the battle, but the first blow was struck at
Jackson on the right side and it came near succeeding; but before the enemy could break his thin
line of grey old Jubal Early came to his assistance and drove the enemy off, with severe loss, and
this prevented a flank attack as had they succeeded in breaking Jackson’s front they would have
struck our line on the flank and the result might have been different.
I had a cousin, Joe Berry Slone, mortally wounded at this battle. He was with Jackson and
fell near the railroad crossing. I did not care to go over the battlefield, but those that did go told
me of the terrible state of affairs. In some places men were actually lying on top of each other, all
frozen stiff, and many of the wounded must have frozen to death. I saw all that I wanted from my
position, and all that happened in the sunken road at the foot of Maryes Heights was in plain
view. I saw General J. B. Kershaw when he was sent to take command after General Cobb fell
and I saw him rally his men and form them into four lines in the road and they would each man
fire and fall back to the rear line and each line would advance in turn and fire and fall back,
making almost a continual volley. No man on earth could stand such fire. General Kershaw is
from Columbia, South Carolina, and is a Mexican war veteran and it seems that he saved the front
for our army at Fredericksburg.

Asleep in the snow
The weather continued intensely cold and we had to shift our camps to guard the different
fords on the Rappahannock, and finally settled down at Stearnsburg, where we stayed till
February 1st, when we were ordered to recruit. All this time we were not idle. We had many
alarms and we often skirmished with the Yankees, but always on his side of the river. We never
allowed him to cross, and I think that it would have been better if we had stayed on our own side,
too. We made frequent raids but always at night, and we were most always successful as it was
too cold for them to follow us. We captured much booty in the way of horses and provisions but
did not get enough horses to supply our needs.
I don’t see how we lived in such weather. Snow covered the ground most all this time
about a foot deep and we had to sleep on the bare ground with one blanket to lay on and one to
cover with and pile the snow up over us as cover. Snow makes a very warm cover and many
times it snowed on us after we laid down. In the morning it was a beautiful sight to look over the
ground where the men lay, a little white mound marking each man. It was not so uncomfortable,
after all, when you had gotten fixed under the snow— but we did hate to come out in the morning.

January 1st, 1863
January 1st, 1863, found us on the move, and we were continually on the move till
February 1st, when we settled down at Stearnsburg. There had been many alarms at the front but
little came of them. The enemy had appeared to our videtts many times, but made few
demonstrations, and always retired when we advanced on him. We did manage to capture a few
horses from the Yankees now and then, but it was done by stampeding them at night and take
chances of getting caught and picking up as many of the scattered horses as we could. Some of
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our men became expert at this game, but we did not get as many horses as we needed and I was
sent with a recruiting expedition across the mountains into Nelson County, I shall never forget
this trip—I had to walk most of the way and the snow was nearly a foot deep and my boots
were out at the toes.
The winter of 1862-’63 was spent on the line of the Rapidan, and with little fighting. The
pickets of each army had learned to respect each other, and on many occasions actually traded
with each other—usually it was tobacco or coffee.
In the early part of 1863, the regiment was ordered to the Valley of Virginia to recruit our
wasted horses. In March, 1863, therefore, we crossed the Blue Ridge Mountains into the great
Valley of Virginia at Magruders Gap and camped for a week or so at that part of it known as Page
Valley, an off-shoot, so to speak, of the main valley, traveling south through Fort Republic,
Waynesboro and through the Tye River gap to the eastern side of the Blue Ridge and halting near
Amherst Court House and not far from Lynchburg.
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February 1st, 1863
Recruiting Again
We started on our recruiting February 1st, 1863. I was riding a horse that had been shot
and had not recovered, and it limped badly. We went to Mitchell’s Station, Gordonsville, Port
Republic, Waynesboro and Greenville, back across the mountains to Nelson County. This county
being the place from which my mother’s people came from when they moved to South Carolina
in 1750. John Earle moved from this county to upper South Carolina and built a fort near where
Spartanburg now is as protection against the Indians as early as 1750, and there are many of his
relations now living in upper South Carolina. Some of that family still live near Berryville,
Virginia.
I left the regiment by consent of my Colonel, a few miles from Fort Royal, as my lame
horse could not keep up. I went up the Shenandoah River and crossed at a mill on an old
abandoned bridge, and my old lame horse fell through the bridge with me, getting me wet, and the
fall seemed to make him limp worse.
Got to Front Royal late in the evening. This is a small place on the Manassas Gap railroad.
Has fine mountain scenery, but that is about all. The river forks at Front Royal and is the dividing
line of the limestone and freestone sections. The road from Front Royal to Flint Hill is about the
worst that one could imagine to be a road at all, and Flint Hill is a very different place now but I
am told that it is very different in times of prosperity.
Our wagons had to be kept on the move all the while on account of the enemy that we
were continually skirmishing with until we got to Madison, where we stayed a week and got a
good supply of potatoes and apples, and those that liked it got all the apple brandy they wanted.
The country seemed to be well supplied with corn and hay for the winter’s feed. One could get a
good meal at any farmhouse. The people seemed kind and hospitable to us, but after all, we had to
pay for what we got.
We had some success in recruiting and we have a fine brass band that has done much to
encourage young men to come into the army. Our mess had secured a small fly tent at Raccoon
Ford that helped in a way to keep us warm, but at Jack’s Shop, we had a very heavy snow which
was pretty bad on the men, but that was not the worst of it. Next day it was snowing fine sleet,
which, being driven by the wind, cut the faces of the men as we were riding in the face of the
wind all day. After two days found us on the west side of the Blue Ridge, having crossed at
Williams Gap, on a most splendid turnpike and a most beautiful grade. We stayed here three to
four weeks and drilled the men.
This is a small valley between the Shenandoah and the Blue Ridge, on a small creek called
“Hawk’s-Bill”. Here my old horse died and I could not get another and either had to go with the
wagons or march a foot. There were several of us without horses and we marched with our rifles,
sending the side arms with the wagons. We stopped at Weirs Cave for a day, but these things did
not interest me. It was still bitter cold and the ground covered with nearly a foot of snow and
imagine a man having to walk over this hilly country, and in some places up-hill all day for
twenty-five miles with a heavy overcoat and carrying his blankets and rifle. It was about the
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toughest walking that I ever did, but as Sim Miller would say, we managed to survive it. We
walked to Waynesboro, and by this time the snow had begun to melt off and we rode in the
wagons as far as Midway, and from Midway we footed it across the mountains, over to Tie River
Gap, about twenty-five miles, into Nelson County.
One day Tom Adams and I thought that we would try and see if we could not get a good
meal at some farm house and we went to one of the largest and finest we could find and went
around to the back door and asked if we might get a bite to eat, and to our surprise we were
invited into the dinning room and given one of the best dinners that we had in many years. This
was at the home of a Mrs. Massies, and from the many outhouses I would suppose that she was a
very wealthy lady. We offered to pay for our dinner, but she would not take any pay and told us
that she had done all that she could for our Southern cause. It has always been a strange thing to
me that I find that there are more women in sympathy with the South than there are men.
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Written a year later
I write this almost one year after, in 1863, Jackson did not tarry at Harper’s Ferry, but left
A. P. Hill to finish up there and moved swiftly to Shepherdstown, fording the Potomac at Whites
Ford.
In marching through Middleton our battalion was just in the rear of General Jackson’s
staff and as we passed the main street several young girls with red, white and blue ribbons in their
hair and waving small Union Flags ran out in front of the General and his staff and waved these
flags defiantly at him. General Jackson made some reply but I do not know what it was, but he
bowed and took off his cap to them. Jackson always wore his cap pulled down so close over his
eyes that one could with difficulty see his eyes. I never saw him other than on horseback.
The enemy were on the east bank of Antietam Creek while our men occupied the west
side, which was irregular and rolling with the Potomac in the rear. Jackson’s men caught the first
blow from the enemy and drove them back. Soon our thin line of grey was forced back to the
Dunker church; here Jackson’s men held the enemy at bay and they could come no further. Our
cavalry were of no use in this battle, but we were in battle formation all day and were most of the
day in the Dunker woods just behind the Dunker church. Around the Dunker church was the
hardest fighting of Sharpsburg, or the entire war for that matter. In the face of all our artillery the
enemy came on and on, and it looked as if they would not be stopped.
When it looked as if the day was lost to us, A. P. Hill, with three brigades that had
marched nearly twenty miles from Harper’s Ferry, came up. These men no doubt had been
without anything to eat all day—tired and foot-sore—seemed to forget everything, and I could
plainly see A. P. Hill with his red shirt and sword waving above his head as he led the men
forward. Our battalion and another regiment of cavalry were ordered to take a battery that was
playing on our front and clear the way for Hill’s charge, and we began the movement and were
stopped by an order from the commanding officer before we had gone but about fifty yards. The
enemy had withdrawn his batteries, which left nothing in Hill’s way but infantry, which poured a
destructive fire into the ranks, but Hill’s men moved forward with a swift walk and did not waver
once, fighting every inch of the way. Jones’ Brigade rallied and followed Hill. This was late in
the evening and our artillery was rushed up and poured shot and shell into the enemy, which
wavered and broke over the fields. The day was won and again Hill had, as at Manassas and
Harper’s Ferry, struck with the right hand of Mars (god of war). As the Rockbridge Artillery
galloped up and began firing, I could but notice the youthfulness of some of the men—merely
boys. One of these boys was pointed out to me as the son of General Lee—Robert Lee, Jr.—a
private at the guns, and with his face black with powder was working as if the entire battle
depended on his work.
Twice during this battle our battalion was shifted from one wing of the army to the other
by way of the sunken road just in the rear of the battle lines, but on account of the depression of
the road we could not see much of the battle from this road, though it was filled with dead and
wounded men— all Confederate, of course. Hill pushed the Yankees back to Antietam and under
the protection of his heavy guns.
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Never has there been a more gallant charge made and with more effect than Hill’s charge
at Antietam. The battle of Antietam was the result of unforeseen circumstances and not of
deliberate purpose. It was one of the bloodiest of the war and a defeat for both armies. The
prestige of the day was with Lee, but had McClellan taken advantage of his position early in the
day he might have destroyed Lee’s Army—but he allowed Lee to strike and utterly defeat him on
the field and then quietly withdraw across the Potomac to safety. Our battalion was put to
collecting the deserters and stragglers, which we did. Our orders were to take all men not
wounded that had breath in their bodies and send them to their places. This we did without being
fired on by the enemy, though we often were within gunshot of him. Our brigade must have
gathered ten thousand stragglers.
That night General Lee and his army quietly crossed the Potomac, taking all the spoils of
war. Our battalion was sent on the extreme right of our lines next morning and did not know that
the army had crossed the river, but when we went to find our brigade we found it gone, too, and
Pender’s Brigade just filing off ahead of us. We waited for them to pass and then, after them,
came a small detachment of cavalry that had been picketing on our left, and we let them pass and
followed them, making the last Confederate troops to leave Maryland. I know nothing of the
fighting at Shepherdstown, as I was not present. I do know that all the men were glad to again be
in Virginia. All the men were worn out and hungry. Our mess killed a sheep after leaving
Sharpsburg that was the fattest sheep that I ever saw. We got hold of an old frying pan in some
way and we had a fine meal for once more. The Yankees made no attempt to follow us. We
marched through Shepherdstown on to Martinsburg, Virginia, where we caught up with our
brigade.
Our battalion brought up the rear guard of Lee’s Army from Sharpsburg to Martinsburg,
Virginia and the line of march was over the Williamsport Turnpike, and about six miles after
passing Martinsburg we caught up with our brigade. The enemy was too much worn out to follow
us and we took our time, as we also needed the rest. I think the enemy had suffered as much as
our army, and if so, he was in no condition to renew the battle much less to follow us. I think that
Lee used all his men in the Antietam battle and had no reserves left, and on account of the
straggling from the ranks, it was necessary that he withdraw from the north side of the Potomac.
From what the men could find out, General Lee was very much disappointed with the
result of the Maryland campaign, but, personally speaking, I am mighty well satisfied that I am
safe back in Virginia and that I have not been injured beyond the suffering of hunger and
exposure. Our battalion did picket duty for some time at various places along the Potomac and we
had several camps in the neighborhood of Martinsburg; the most remarkable one was near a very
fine sulfur spring and the water was so strong of sulfur that the men could hardly drink it, though
this water was said to be fine for people that were in a run-down state of health. We had no other
water to use and, of course, had to drink this sulfur water. I could see no good that we got from
the use of it. There was a large flouring mill near the spring that was driven by a small creek.
This part of the valley is effected by its proximity to Maryland and its prosperity depends
entirely upon the B. & O. Rail Road here through Martinsburg. The Baltimore and Ohio Rail
Road was projected mostly at the North by Yankee residents of Baltimore and constructed to
bring the vast and varied production of the Northwest to Baltimore and is a fair example of the
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fact that material and commercial prosperity or commercial development of a country is
detrimental to its independence and chivalry, or, I might say, morality and honesty and to the
vigorous growth of freedom. This railroad has caused the people of this country, as they are
dependent on Baltimore, to think and act as if they were citizens of Baltimore, and to be averse to
any sacrifices of property for principle. They have become selfish and mercenary and they are
literally and truly not for our cause. (There are, of course, a few notable exceptions). This has
caused Martinsburg to be a flourishing and beautiful little town and to be wholly Union. The soil
here is not so fertile as the upper valley, nor so wealthy, although towards the Blue Ridge, Clark
County is said to be the jewel of the state.
The B.&O. Railroad was built by the state of Maryland and the city of Baltimore at a cost
of about twenty-five million dollars and runs from Baltimore to Wheeling and with branches to
Frederick City and to Winchester, and the main line is at this time double-tracked most all the
way with steel bridges across all streams and the rail is of the heaviest type and very superior to
anything we have in the South. It is indeed a superb structure, and was many years in building,
and the State of Maryland had much trouble in getting the charter from the State of Virginia; as
well it would have been for Virginia and for our cause if it had never been granted. A railroad is
the best tie to cement nations, but of all inducements and reasons for actions, the dollar is the
mightiest.
This lower valley is entirely limestone and at Martinsburg it is about forty miles wide. The
soil is very rocky and does not seem to be remarkably fertile. Wheat seems to be the main crop,
though they seem to make a great deal of grass and stock, but not much corn. The farmers seem to
live well and all barns were full for winter use. Martinsburg had several large distilleries, which
were closed at the time we were there by order from the commanding officer.
We knocked about this neighborhood and did vidette duty for some time until all our
horses were broken down. The saddles that we had were all heavy artillery saddles and not fit for
cavalry use and the backs of our horses were ruined by them. I had two horses and I soon had
both of these so that they could not be ridden and was ordered to the camp where our wagons
were to rest up the horses.
This wagon camp was near a very large limestone spring, the finest I think that I ever saw
in my life, bounding out of the foot of a hill with water enough to run a large mill and as clear and
beautiful as glass. The most remarkable thing was that this spring and creek was full of fine fish,
some of which were nearly two feet long. We damned up the branch, muddied the water and
caught them in great number.
This camp was also noted for being the lousiest of all lousy camps. They could be seen
crawling on the ground, and at night gave us no rest.
We bought milk and apple-butter from the farmers. Apple-butter is made from the apples
that are stewed down and worked through a sieve of some sort and spiced and sweetened, and
with this sweet milk goes mighty well. This was the first that I had ever seen, but I think that it
might be a good way for our Southern people to put up their apples in that way. It is better than to
make them into brandy, as it is a very good article of food.
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I left this camp just as soon as my horse was able for me to ride, and our battalion had
several skirmishes with the enemy, but nothing serious. General Pleasanton was, I think, in
command of the enemy cavalry, and while he had a pleasant name, he gave us little rest. He came
near catching a small detachment of ours while we were doing vidette duty not far from
Martinsburg. At that time our detachment had one man killed—young Gwynn, a son of Colonel
Gwynn.
I was sent from Martinsburg to Winchester to attend an examination for Ordnance officer.
I attended the examination and passed, so I was told, and was also notified that my appointment
and commission would be sent me in a very short time. I might as well say that I never heard any
more of that. Too much politics and too many applications for a private soldier to get any notice
now in the army.
After staying in Martinsburg till the population were all tired of us, and as our money was
no good to them, they all seemed very glad when we were leaving. We, of course, were bringing
up the rear and we were in no hurry. The enemy under Pleasanton would now and then try to
hurry us, but Stewart was as contrary as Pleasanton and every time they tried to drive us the
slower we went, and often disputed the way with them. We burned everything that we could not
bring away from Martinsburg, but we left a country full of supplies for the enemy and it was a
great mistake in General Lee in not destroying all this food, and he should, I think, also destroyed
the B. & O. Rail Road that was useful to the enemy in bringing up his supplies and men. If this
war is won, it will have to be fought out on lines of destruction to all property. It will wear on
indefinitely if they are allowed to have ample food and ways of getting it to the army.
First day’s march from Martinsburg brought us to Berryville. Next day to Front Royal
and on to Flint Hill, Little Washington, Speeryville, Woodville, Madison and Brandy Station. We
were camped at Brandy Station only a short time when we were sent down to Fredericksburg,
where we guarded Elies Ford and Edwards Ferry on the Rappahannock until Christmas found us
at Raccoon Ford, on the Rapidan. The weather was intensely cold—ice was nearly a foot thick—
and we were poorly clad.
Even with all this, life was worth living. One of our mess got a turkey by some means and
we had a right good Christmas dinner. Our infantry were all in what we call our winter quarters,
but there was no winter quarters for the cavalry. All roads and crossings on the Rapidan and the
Rappahannock had to be closely watched as the enemy might break through and with his wellequipped army would mean utter destruction, if twenty to thirty thousand cavalry should sweep in
our rear and destroy our communications and burn all our supplies. Up to this time, the enemy has
not destroyed anything in the private property line, nor have our men committed any act of that
sort in the enemy’s country.
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May 1863
Home on Furlough
At this place, I applied for a furlough on the grounds that I had been more than two years
in active service and had never been furloughed nor applied for a furlough. It was granted me for
thirty days. I took the train at the station nearest to me and went down to Lynchburg, where I took
train to Greenville, Tennessee, from which point I took the stage to Greenville, South Carolina.
Leaving the stage at John Goodwin’s, on the Saluda River, I walked from there to Saluda, a
distance of about seven miles. This was in May, and I stayed at home for sixty days. During that
time I was practically on duty all the time, hunting deserters in the mountains, and I could see that
it was about the same as being at the front all the while. We captured a good many deserters and
broke up several whiskey stills and exchanged shots now and then with deserters from our own
army, but fortunately I was not injured. For my own part, I would rather be engaged with a
common enemy than searching our hills for these miserable deserters. You never knew from what
direction a bullet might be aimed at you. However, I was at home now and then with my wife and
baby. There was one consolation, however—during my stay at home I missed the great
Gettysburg campaign. I was not sorry of this, as my regiment was in all the engagements from
Gettysburg to Culpepper and did its full duty, and suffered accordingly. General Meade, it seems,
had been more careful in following Lee, and our cavalry had less fighting (rear-guard fighting)
than in Lee’s retreat the year before.

July 1st, 1863
Back to the Army
I left Greenville for the army July 1st, 1863, but did not reach my regiment until late in the
month as I went through the country with a detachment with horses. We went via Staunton,
thence to Harrisburg, Stannardsville, then to Culpepper, where we found our regiment. We found
our men in pretty good spirits but the regiment had been badly cut-up at Gettysburg, having
mixed up with the Eighth Illinois Cavalry on the extreme right of the army, with no particular
advantage to either side.
On my return to the army I found my regiment doing picket duty on the Rappahannock, in
the front, as usual, as that was necessary. The infantry was very much used-up by the tremendous
campaign in Pennsylvania and the incessant fighting and forced marching. Our camp was in front
of the infantry and near the Orange and Alexandria Railroad.
The army lay around Culpepper for some time, and on the first of August the enemy sent
three brigades of cavalry to make a reconnaissance. They fell on our brigade of less than fifteen
hundred strong and drove us back on our infantry. We fought them hand-to-hand, but were
compelled to fall back on the infantry and we were reinforced and in turn drove them back with
severe loss.
Our loss in this engagement was about fifty men killed and two hundred wounded and
nearly a hundred horses. I lost my horse here and Lieutenant Pierce Williams, brother to Captain
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Williams, was killed. This was a small affair but we did our best and some of the men were
credited with deeds of great courage and daring. It was said that Sim Miller completely severed
the head of a Yankee trooper with one blow of his saber. I do not know this to be true, as I was
looking out for myself at the time.
About September 1st I was sent up to Hawksbill to get another horse and the army fell
back across the Rapidan, leaving our Brigade to guard the Raccoon Ford on the Rapidan River.

BAPTIZED IN THE RAPIDAN
Our position here was far from a pleasant one and the men have all made up their minds
that there seems to be little chance now for us, and I am glad that it has pleased God to bring me
to a knowledge of my condition as a lost sinner. I was baptized in the Rapidan by the chaplain of
the 49th Georgia Regiment, a Rev. Mr. Hindman. Practically all the men that were not already
members of the church were baptized. All my mess joined at the same time and with Colonel
Tom Lipscomb, myself, Tom Adams, Jerry Phillips and Mac Harrison. We have a meeting of the
Christian association once a week and a prayer meeting twice a week. May God bless our
meetings to the good of many souls.
There were many fords to the Rapidan and the Robinson Rivers, and these fords were
picketed by regiments and a battalion was always kept on duty. It was necessary to have sufficient
men to stop the enemy and it should have been that we could have a brigade at each ford, but I
guess that we did the best that we could.
I find that the private soldier knows very little about what the main army is doing, and I
guess that in turn the men that do most of the big fighting, the infantry, know very little about
what the cavalry is doing. For the past two months our cavalry has been constantly fighting and
skirmishing with the enemy, and while we have had some losses it does not mean much as
nothing has been accomplished.
For some time of late this matter of how long a man could endure this sort of life and
stand up has worried me no little, and I have felt it more this fall than ever before.
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August 1st, 1863
st

On August 1 , 1863, the Yankees made a reconnaissance in force which came near wiping
out Hampton’s Brigade entirely, and which did render it unfit for duty to a large extent and
caused it, together with the contest at Jack’s Shop a month later, to be sent back to South Carolina
in the spring of the next year, to recruit. General Hampton was severely wounded at Gettysburg.
Our Colonel, N. C. Butler, lost a leg at Brandy Station and our Brigade was under the command
of Colonel P. M. B. Young of the Cobb Legion of Cavalry. P. M. B. Young was afterwards made
Major-General. Colonel Butler was also made Major-General and Hampton Lieutenant-General.
Word came to Colonel Young on the night of the 31st of July that the Yankees were
crossing the Rappanannock in force. This was reported by our pickets at that place and the
crossing was at the railroad bridge and consisted of a large force of cavalry and a large force of
infantry to support the cavalry. At daybreak next morning, the 1st of August, the bugle sounded
“Saddle-Up”, instead of the usual “Reveille”, and no delay was made in carrying it into effect. We
hastily swallowed our scanty rations, bundled our impediments into the wagons and started them
to the rear, fell into line, counted off and took up our march to meet the enemy. We did not have
to go far—not more than two miles.
Before we met the enemy in force, we took position on the west of the railroad at the foot
of a hill and about half a mile from the railroad bridge across the Rappahannock. The First South
Carolina took position on our left and our battery was still to the left of them and about a hundred
yards from it. A pitiable sight we presented for battle. Our entire regiment did not have a decent
squadron; The First South Carolina was still feebler in appearance— I saw some of their horses
fall down from weakness when deploying into line and all but the able-bodied men were sent to
the rear. The First Georgia, the Philipps Legion, and Jeff Davis’ Legion took positions on the east
of the railroad, the Cobb Legion being the nearest the railroad on the east and our regiment, the
Second South Carolina, the nearest on the west.
We were ordered to hold this position at all hazards. The usual artillery duel began, our
battery firing the first shot, though they could not see the enemy. The enemy replied promptly,
and with wonderful accuracy; they could not see us yet, but every shot flew just over our heads
and exploded about one hundred yards in our rear, and a blanket would have covered the space
where every shell exploded. Fortunately they did no damage, but it was only because they could
not see us.
About noon, the enemy began their advance and our battery was withdrawn. They came
around the base of the hill at the foot of which we were drawn up to meet them. They advanced in
columns of squadrons, by the brigades, in perfect alignment, preceded by mounted skirmishers
and pioneers.
There was a rail fence between us, but they soon tore that down and came on. As there
was fully six to one, there was no other course to pursue but retire, which we were ordered to do.
We retired in perfect order, slowly, throwing out our skirmishers to the rear. They advanced
slowly till after we had passed the railroad station, when they made a little better time after they
succeeded in driving back the Cobb Legion on our right and were throwing a regiment on our left
flank, having driven back the First South Carolina, and immediately commenced an alignment of
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a regiment in our rear, distance about fifty yards or less, so they were firing on us from three sides
at once. We had here overtaken our artillery, which had moved very slowly, and we were ordered
to protect it. We had a few charges of grapeshot left, which we began to pour into their ranks in
our rear, distance about one hundred yards. It was very much like making a pot-shot into a bevy
of quail with small shot. Of course I do not know how many were killed, but in a few minutes the
field was full of horses without riders, scampering away as fast as they could, and many were
dead or dying on the ground. Our battery at this time saved the Second South Carolina Regiment
from annihilation. By this time we had completely lost all organization and the men were very
much mixed up. It was here that the lieutenant of my company—Pierce Williams—was mortally
wounded. We were rising a little hill to cross the railroad and our Colonel, whose horse was
wounded, would not permit us to go out of a walk. At this point the Cobb Legion rallied and made
a charge on our right and drove back the Yankees threatening us on that side, leaving us an
egress unmolested, and we were ordered to take advantage of the same—and we were marched to
the top of the hill overlooking Culpepper, where we were again formed into columns of fours.
The enemy had continued their advance with great persistency and had forced their way to
the foot of the hill upon which we were posted and almost within our infantry lines. We were
ordered to charge them, which we did with our usual shout. We drove them back easily, and with
sever loss to them, to where a Yankee General and his staff were sitting on horseback,
reconnoitering, and into his escort. Here Bill Rhame of my company had his horse killed and was
dismounted and the Yankee officers all seemed to be shooting at him at only a few yards length
with their pistols. I never expected to see him alive again, but we could render him no assistance,
as every man had his hands full.
In the beginning of this charge, as we overtook the Yankees, a young man of Captain
Westfield’s company was riding alongside a Yankee, hewing at his head with a saber, when the
Yankee raised his carbine and shot him dead—and then immediately threw up his hands to
surrender. I could easily run him through with my saber, but that would have been murder. He
was fearfully wounded and only acting in self-defense. He seemed very much distressed at having
killed our trooper.
It seemed to me that none of the Yankee cavalry had been trained to the use of the sword.
Our trooper should never have struck this fellow over-handed but stuck him with a thrust. All of
our old men had been well trained in sword drill but this fellow was a new recruit. His error cost
him his life.
We were pretty well armed, all having good carbines (a short rifle) and good swords and
most of the men had pistols, but these were muzzle-loaders and it was out of the question to load
a pistol during action—but the carbines used a paper cartridge that all we had to do was to bite off
the end of the paper and ram the cartridge down and put on a cap and you were ready again.
These carbines carried a ball nearly as large as the end of your thumb and at close range did
fearful execution. They could also be used with buckshot, which was even worse than the balls.
The pressure on our right grew so heavy that General Lee sent another battery to help us
out, which seemed to do no good at all. The firing was about as heavy and continuous as any
infantry battle—in fact, we were fighting as infantry.
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McGowan’s Brigade of infantry was sent to our assistance, but they only stayed with us
about ten minutes.
I saw one man of that brigade wounded in the fighting, being taken off the field with two
able-bodied men on each side supporting him, and if I remember correctly, one behind him.
Pretty soon after this General Johnson’s division of infantry was ordered to our assistance,
and they soon put a different face upon matters—the enemy could not stand their order of going,
and they soon drove the enemy off the field.
Before Johnson’s men were ordered in, however, a remnant from every regiment of our
cavalry had gotten together on the Brandy Station Road and determined to make a charge and
that, too, without officers. There were in all about two hundred of us, and among them I saw one
of my old college classmates (Chapman). We exchanged salutes but had no time for talk. We
charged down the road and stopped a Yankee command that was advancing. They retreated and
we did not come in contact with them. In this charge we penetrated the enemy’s line for some
distance and the road was so worn down that the banks on the side of the road were higher than a
man’s head on horseback.
On our return we came back at full speed, as we had gone. I was riding a fast pony, and a
young fellow just at my left hand had his horse shot dead just as we passed the enemy’s battleline.
It looked like he was in hard luck, and likely to be captured, but the man was at the top of
the hill and in safety before I was, although my pony was doing his level best. We did no more
fighting that day.
At about sundown I rode up to where we had charged upon a Yankee General and his staff
and found that the scattered remnants of the Second South Carolina Regiment were slowly
collecting, possibly two hundred or more. I was tired—yes, utterly exhausted. I dismounted and
was lying on the ground, resting, when lo and behold! who should walk up—unhurt—but Bill
Rhame whom I had seen dismounted and fired at more than a dozen times at almost arm’s length
by Yankee officers. They all missed him and in the confusion, Bill contrived to get into an old
ditch which ran near, and thus escaped. It was miraculous.
At the close of this battle, our brigade had no head, nearly every field officer having been
more or less seriously wounded. Our Adjutant, James Moore, told me that we had gone into
action with less than 1,000 men and that we fought fully 5,000 cavalry, with infantry supports, or
about six to one.
We slowly sought a new camp and our wagons came to us, and we rested a day or two.
We lost no prisoners here, only Campbell Williams, who was left with his brother, Lieutenant
Williams, on the field, who had been mortally wounded and could not be moved. Priestly
Maxwell and Campbell Williams were left with him, and Maxwell only left in time to prevent
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capture which was sure. Campbell Williams was taken prisoner and sent to Washington and
Lieutenant Pierce Williams died the next day from his wounds.
In men and horses, Hampton’s Brigade was reduced to about half strength, but our
greatest loss was in horses. Soon after this, the infantry of the army retired beyond the Rapidan,
but we held our position till we were driven back across the Rapidan by the Yankee cavalry.
Our losses at Brandy Station were very heavy indeed. Our Colonel, M. C. Butler, was
seriously wounded and our Lieutenant-Colonel, Frank Hampton, was killed—also our Lieutenant,
Pierce Williams, and in men and horses we were reduced to almost half strength—and about two
weeks after this battle we were driven back across the Rapidan by the enemy’s cavalry. The
enemy numbered about six to one, and I suppose that they whipped us.
After retreating across the Rapidan, we camped near Germantown, a small hamlet about
three miles from Culpepper, on or near the Fredericksburg road from that place. We had been
here but a few weeks when the enemy made their advance very early and our regiment was in line
and ready to move before I knew it—I had failed to wake. Captain Williams of my company
woke me and my chum, Priestly Maxwell, and told us to hurry or we would be caught. I think
that I got up in line quicker than I ever did in my life. We usually slept with our clothes on and it
only required a few minutes to saddle-up, and the regiment had begun movement when I got in
ranks.
We were marched to the foot of Pony Mountain. At this point, we had a good view of the
fighting in the town of Culpepper between W. H. F. Lee’s Brigade and the Yankees, and they
were driving Lee. We could plainly see each charge and counter charge. They had as yet not
molested us, but that old fighting cock, Wade Hampton, was not going to stand by and see our
men run over, so he opened up on the enemy with Hart’s Battery. This drew their attention to us
and we soon heard from them. They opened up on us with artillery, directing their shots so as to
strike the ground between two pieces of woods where we were compelled to cross. They had the
range exactly. We were ordered to cross at full speed, single-file, between shots. We got through
safely, at least I did, but it seemed that the air was full of shells and each shell seemed to have a
peculiar scream as it passed. It sounded like they were asking, “Where are you?” After we had
passed this shell zone, the enemy charged us with their cavalry and were so persistent that we had
to form in fours and charge them.
We were successful in this charge and drove them back, but in this charge Willie Beattie
was shot in the left temple. Beattie was my right-hand man in column of fours, the others being
Wave Stailey and Joel Goodlet. Goodlet and I carried Beattie off the field. Fortunately for
somebody a very heavy rain set in at this time and put a stop to all warlike demonstrations and our
regiment quietly proceeded to the Raccoon Ford, on the Rapidan, and went into camp. Beattie
was seriously wounded and I was detailed to go with him to Gordonville, our nearest hospital.
General Hampton had fully recovered from his wound received at Gettysburg and had
been appointed Major-General of Cavalry and the following brigades assigned to his division: his
old brigade under Colonel P. M. B. Young of the Cobb Legion (our Senior Colonel M. C. Butler,
being promoted to a Brigadier); W. H. F. Lee’s Brigade of Virginians and Barringer’s Brigade of
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North Carolinians—three brigades in all. We assembled in front of the infantry and did duty in
picketing the various fords of the Robinson River between Orange Court House and Culpepper
Court House. The Robinson River is a very small stream and does not deserve the appellation of
“River”. It is an affluent of the Rapidan.
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September 1st, 1863
About September 1st, 1863, the enemy attempted a raid on Gordonville and
Charlottesville to destroy our stores there, and they started on it with a considerable force, both
of cavalry and artillery. They crossed the Robinson River at one of the upper fords and headed
for Stannardsville. This of course put us in motion to prevent it, and very early in the morning we
started to head them off, Lieutenant-Colonel Gordon being in command of our brigade. We
struck the enemy at Jack’s Shop, a small hamlet on the road from Orange Court House to
Madison Court House and about ten miles from Orange. At this place, or near it, the road to
Stannardsville diverged. Our brigade was in front of the division and our regiment was in front
of the brigade. This brought us in first contact with the enemy, which was a short distance in
advance of Jacks Shop. Here we were halted and sent out our sharpshooters a short distance to
the front, but the command was not engaged at this point further than being under a terrific shell
fire from the enemy’s artillery.
We were ordered to a little depression protected by a small rise of the ground, where we
were comparatively safe for the time. We were held in formation, taking our ease. All cannon
shot were going over our head, but now and then a rifle bullet would drop among us. We had
one man shot in the leg. The ball had climbed over the hill and found its billet. The man
apparently was asleep but the bullet woke him in a hurry. His wound was not serious, but he was
sent to the rear by himself. The fighting between our sharpshooters and those of the enemy was
so severe that Gary’s company was sent to reinforce them. They were ordered at full speed to
their relief. In this they had to traverse an open field and were exposed to a heavy fire from the
enemy and had several men and horses killed. Our Colonel (Tom Lipscomb) exposed himself
unnecessarily; he had ridden to the top of the rise and was near a barn, watching with interest the
fighting between his sharpshooters and those of the enemy and one of the enemy’s sharpshooters
had worked his way closer than he thought and took a shot at him, just grazing the top of his
head, and striking the barn just in line, but not more than one or two inches too high. It was at
this time that he ordered Gary to go immediately to our men’s assistance. The enemy’s
sharpshooters had been heavily reinforced and were working their way gradually around our
right flank and it was necessary to reinforce our sharpshooters or fall back.
On account of their superior numbers, and we having so few men to spare, our
sharpshooters were ordered to retire. To save our sharpshooters it was necessary that we retire
slowly as they were not mounted. We took position between them and the enemy and our retreat
was along a road through a thick woods for about half a mile, and unfortunately for us, this road
was perfectly straight. This was indeed a very trying time and a time that one will not forget. The
enemy’s sharpshooters would get in the road about 100 yards behind us, and as many as the road
would hold, and fire at us with their rifles, but strange to say, outside of having several horses
shot, we lost no men, only two or three were even hit, and only one seriously—Joe Knots was
shot in the neck, but he got well.

During this retreat a funny thing happened. Sam Cunningham’s horse was shot but only
slightly injured and he got scared and bolted and ran off the field. This was the first time that I
had ever seen one of my company run away, and Captain Williams ordered Cunningham courtmartialed, but I went personally to Captain Williams and explained that Cunningham was only
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half-witted and that he claimed that he did not run to save himself but to save his horse that was
wounded. Even during the action some of the men had to laugh at him.
Just before we emerged from the woods the fire from the enemy had become so galling
and it seemed that they were so persistent, our Colonel ordered us to “about-face” and charge
them. In this retreat our troop was making up the rear and this put us in the front, and we were
followed by the Beaufort district troop. We dashed through their lines with our usual yell, but
they simply stepped aside into the woods and let us pass and fired at us as we passed. The woods
were full of Yankees and it was foolishness in making this charge, but to stay and run them down
in the woods would have been ridiculous. The Beaufort district troop lost several men killed, but
we had none killed in our troop in this mad charge.
By this time the enemy had worked its way to our rear and left us no egress and things
began to look pretty bad when the Phillips Legion made a charge with a flank movement and
captured nearly two hundred of the enemy and their commander— a Major— and this left us a
narrow egress through which we passed out and a few yards in the rear of W. H. F. Lee’s
Brigade, who were having a fight with the enemy on the Stanardsville Road. From the number
of wounded being brought out it seems as if Lee was having a pretty hard fight. Among the dead
being brought out, I saw one Captain who was killed by a shot in the head. He was laid across
the saddlebow of a trooper as if he were a dead animal—and indeed, he was nothing else.
We passed on to near the Rapidan bridge and took position on the left flank of the army.
The fighting drew off, however, to our left, and we then crossed the bridge and took position on
the Orange and Stanardsville Road, which we held til late in the day. We were under shell-fire all
this time, but very few men injured. Several horses were killed.
Just before sundown we were ordered to the Bunker-hill and Stanardsville Roads, where
we camped. On our way here we passed Barringer’s Brigade, drawn up for action, but I do not
think that they were engaged at all. The enemy’s force was a very strong one and entirely too
heavy for a single division to handle, so Fritz Lee’s Division was sent for and they came up in
the night and camped near us. We also felt very much safer to have Lee’s Cavalry near us.
Colonel Gordon came to our camp after night and publicly thanked Captain Williams for our
gallant charge.
Next morning Lee’s Cavalry took the lead and we fell in behind them. The enemy had
seen the futility of further advance and had begun a retreat during the night and Fritz Lee did not
overtake them till their rear-guard was crossing the Robinson River. They were to far away to
reach with rifle fire and all that we could do was to use the artillery on them, which we did to the
best possible advantage. They replied promptly, as usual, and this duel lasted some time till the
enemy were safe from our cavalry. Our loss was slight at this point—I know that we had one
man from our troop named Radcliff killed here, and General Hampton had one of his couriers
killed also. We buried our men on the field and returned to our camp on the Robinson River, and
to our usual duties.
In October the same year General R. E. Lee made an advance on Meade in hopes of
getting a fight out of him at Manassas, but Meade was extremely cautious and got away to
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Centerville before Lee could intercept him, and for the time out of danger. If Lee could only
have provoked Meade to fight him at Manassas at this time it would have only been the third
Manassas with still more loss to the enemy, but Meade was not willing to risk it there.
There was no more fighting on this advance except an unfortunate affair at Bristow
Station, where A. P. Hill managed to have about 1,500 of his men slaughtered by
mismanagement.
My company took part in the Buckland races. This was the last expedition that the gallant
Second South Carolina Cavalry took a part in Virginia. We returned to camp empty-handed. Late
in November active military operations were suspended on account of the weather. Our Brigade
was ordered to Fredericksburg and our regiment was camped near Hamilton’s Crossing. Here I
was appointed Ordnance Sergeant for the regiment and did no more actual fighting.
While we were doing duty on the Rapidan there were some very funny things happened.
It was the custom to picket the fords of the Robinson River by regiments and a battalion was kept
on duty at a time. Once when our regiment had just been relieved by the First South Carolina at
Locustdale Ford and they had sent a battalion across the river for the usual picket duty, we had
just retired to the hill a few hundred yards from the river and were feeding our horses and taking
some rest. The river at this time was very much swollen and almost impassable, made so by the
recent rains. A few shots from across the river attracted our attention and looking over we saw
the First South Carolina pickets, coming across the hill at full speed, with no less than two
regiments of Yankee cavalry pressing them very close. It seemed that they were doomed to be
captured and there was little that we could do to assist them at this time.
Our regiment made a lot of fuss and galloped down the riverbank and we had Hart’s
Battery, which was rushed up and fired several rounds at the enemy. They soon saw that we
could not get across the river to them, and we knew that they could not get over to us, and after
exchanging a few shots, the enemy quietly withdrew. After some trouble, we managed to get the
First South Carolina pickets across the river and, strange to say, none was even hurt. They were
in reality captured, but the enemy did not know it—and let them get away.
There were a great many false alarms while our regiment was at Locustdale Ford. Our
regiment was at that ford when Lee made his advance on Meade to provoke a fight. From our
position we did not know whether Lee was advancing or that Meade was advancing The enemy
withdrawing his videttes was no sign that he was withdrawing his army. The morning that Lee
had begun his advance we noticed that the enemy videttes were withdrawn and a courier brought
news that an attack was expected in force. This, of course, gave us great excitement—everybody
was busy erecting breastworks after the fashion of a rail fence. I had arranged a pretty good
breastwork and with several others had taken my place where I could rake an enemy with riflefire crossing the river.
We were expecting to hear the crack of a rifle at any moment and when the excitement
was at the highest point, one young fellow from Charleston, in Company D, jumped up and
shouted, “yonder they come, boys!” It was a false alarm, as he only imagined he saw them.
Pretty soon we found that we were mistaken and that there were no Yankees in the neighborhood
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and that the closest were in full retreat, being pressed by Lee’s Army. We had taken our usual
precaution, though some of the boys were joked pretty hard about being scared into arranging an
ambush for an enemy that was not there.
A few days after this alarm our regiment was supplied with bags that you could feed your
horse in. It was slipped over the horse’s head like a bridle and had the feed in the bag and the
horse could eat it at his leisure and not waste any feed. It strikes me that at this time our horses
needed more feed than they did bags—getting the feed to put in the bags was the rub.
Our regiment was ordered to Rixeyville for one day, and from there to Warrenton
Springs, where we saw a large number of Yankee prisoners taken by J. E. B. Stewart. We stayed
one day at Warrenton Junction and were ordered from there to Bristow. I stopped at Catlette
Station to see my old friend, Mr. Waller, who kindly gave me a good dinner—next day went to
Bristow. From here our division went up to Manassas, and by Gainsville and Newmarket on a
raid, and returned and camped near Rixeyville. It was extremely cold— everything was covered
with snow—too cold to carry on warlike demonstrations. It was useless to ask for a furlough if
you had ever had one, and I had mine last summer, but some of the men had not had one and the
only way to get a furlough now was to buy it. I had some business at home that needed my
attention and I knew that this was my only chance, and I had the opportunity to buy a furlough
off a member of Company F, so I bought a horse of Lieutenant Jerry Phillips of Company F for
which I paid $800 and gave it to his brother for his furlough.
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December 1863
Home on Furlough
I reached home about the middle of December 1863, completely worn-out. It took me
several days to even get back to my normal feeling. I will not attempt to tell how things were at
home—it makes me sick now when I look back at it. When I left for the army I left everything
in abundance—plenty of money, plenty of slaves, and I thought that I had arranged it so that
there would never be any want—but it was next to famine. The slaves had been a burden from
the beginning of the war and the money was worthless. It is useless to mention this here, as I am
not the only one in this same fix. I am only too glad that I have been spared and I will never
complain of my lot. I shall not be home long, but while here I shall try to say something that will
give you my opinion of the war. I have used up five horses, and when I say used them up, I mean
that I have literally worn them out. I never had one killed in action, though I must admit that a
horse that has been shot in action is worthless, as you cannot control him in action. The best
horse that I had was one that had been captured from the enemy, a small Indian pony, very fast
and dependable. He was worth all the rest and I called him “Yankee”.
Three years absent from home, I think, enables me to see better what has transpired than
if I had been home all that time. I may not come back to read this, so what I say shall be what I
earnestly believe, without fear or favor.
I regret that my recollection of history is so imperfect that I cannot tell how events are
likely to go, but we are told that there is nothing new under the sun and history in constantly
reproducing itself. One thing I say and that is, I think, without fear of contradiction, that there is
little truth in history.
Big men are no greater than lesser, but more fortunate if not more cunning. The real
motives of great actions are not always given and we may reasonably conjecture the truth of such
by imagining ourselves in the same predicaments and what we would have done if so placed.
The chances are ten to one that we would do just as the other fellow did and be applauded just as
great. It seems true that all the masses seem to want is opportunity to swindle.
Who but wants the opportunity to be as great a man as this Civil War has yet given rise
to? In making this statement the leaders of the army are expected—Robert E. Lee and J. E.
Johnston, both of whom I consider above reproach in the army as well as in private life. Who, if
he had a chance, could not equal the drunken “Wigfall” of Texas, father of conscription, and
many others?
Fifty years hence, if we succeed in our independence, Wigfal will go down to posterity as
one of our greatest men. Let me tell you what I know about him: He is a native of Edgefield, S.
C.; killed a man there named Bird; fought a duel with Preston Brooks in which both were
wounded; went to Texas and was sent to Congress from that State. At the beginning of the war
he carried a regiment (Fourth Texas) to Virginia and was shortly made a Brigadier-General. He
with his brigade was posted at Dumfries, where, I have heard, he lay drunk most of the time.
Fortunately, before his brigade ever got into action he was elected to Congress and removed
from the army.
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In 1862 I paid a visit to the Confederate States Congress and Senate at Richmond, while
in session, and I must say that I was struck with the mediocre appearance of its members—one
would have thought that at this crisis of our history that great men would have been as plentiful
as blackberries, but I saw very few that seemed to me up to the ordinary, either in appearance or
in intellect. Of those that I met that seemed to me up to the standard for Senators or
Congressmen, I can recall but few. Among these are Foote of Tennessee, Semmes and Sparrow
of Louisiana, Burnettee of Kentucky, Toombs and Stevens of Georgia, and Yancey of Alabama.
I knew Yancey and Toombs quite well—Toombs was a cousin of my wife’s and Yancey had
married a cousin of mine, a daughter of Uncle Washington Earle. Yancey is a very handsome
man and I think beyond all doubt one of the brainiest men that we have in Richmond. He has
always been very nice to me. I recollect that on my first visit to Washington, D. C., while a
college student, Mr. Yancey introduced me to the President of the United States.
Our greatest man is R. E. Lee. He is very modest and sensible; he is great in all points
and a soldier, and above all else a Christian.
Stonewall Jackson was by all means our best executive field officer, and I do not feel that
his equal is in our army. I have great confidence in J. E. Johnston. In Jackson’s death, Lee has
indeed lost his right arm.
Alexander Stevens is a very weakly looking man, but it seems that he is one of the
smartest we have in Richmond. He was also opposed to the war.
Jeff Davis looks very much like his picture. He is a West Pointer— made a good record
as a soldier in the Mexican War, and I guess that he is about as good a man as we could get at the
time. Davis has his hands full now, and I do not suppose that there are many that would care to
take his place.
I have been reliably informed that both Robert Toombs of Georgia and General Albert
Sidney Johnson had declined the Presidency. I cannot see why that either of these would have
done any better than Davis is doing—he certainly seems to be giving his entire time, and when
he is not busy with matters at Richmond, he is busy reviewing the army.
When I left home in June 1861, little did I think that nearly three years would elapse
before I would get home; I thought it would only be a short time of warfare. Alas! How much we
were all deceived. Before this (December 1863), the banks had suspended specie payments, but
their notes circulated freely. No one anticipated a war to any extent—it was looked upon more as
a difference with their fellows. I am compelled to say now that I think that the war was
unnecessary and that by judicious management it might have been avoided.
At first, everything was joyous anticipations, no one literally dreaming of war. Just a
short time after the ordinance of secession was passed, and before it was made public on the
streets of Charleston, I heard one of the members of that body congratulate a lady that we were
“no longer in the United States”.
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I was summoned with all others of my company at one day’s notice to leave home for
camp Hampton at Columbia South Carolina. I have already described this hot and dusty camp—
quite a change from my law office with every comfort. After three years of privation and
suffering all that mortal men could go through with, I came home in May 1863, for two months.
My! What a change—everything was ten times as high and fifty times as hard to get. The woods
and mountains were swarming with deserters from our army. Things were bad indeed. General
Lee was in Pennsylvania with a splendid army and we all expected him to make peace, but there
was no peace. He was cheated at Gettysburg and that gave the enemy new strength. Had Lee’s
order to occupy the higher ground at Gettysburg the first day been obeyed the second day’s fight
would have not been necessary and its fatal results.
Confederate money was worth little or nothing. Everyone that could keep out of the army
had gone to speculating and had made a great deal of money. Steve Montgomery and J. Poole, of
Greenville, made a regular business of it, from whiskey up. Our State had passed a law against
distilling. One of my neighbors (Will Evans), along with P. Huff, who was my miller, and
Holder and Ashmore, two of my tenants, were all engaged in illicit whiskey business—and many
others that were supposed to be respectable citizens. I am also reliably informed that the
enrolling officer (Elliot) at Greenville has allowed this in order that he could get his own liquor.
These men named are all either conscripts in the woods or deserters from the army, and they
encourage our slaves to steal our corn and take it to them. They, of course, buy the corn from the
slaves, but pay them for it in whiskey. They have done this section incalculable injury. I have
lost several of my best young slaves by their evil counsel. One of these, Frank, has been gone
from home for months, and likely to be gone for good. Frank was a likely slave that cost me a
thousand dollars. He was house-boy and looked after the cows and horses. He was more useful
than any other boy to the house.
I returned to Virginia and to my regiment and was furloughed late in December and came
home to see what could be done with these deserters. I found that the deserters, if not more
numerous were at least more bold. They were stealing and killing hogs and cattle on every hand.
We could bear it no longer. Joe Carson of the Fourth Infantry was home on furlough, having
been wounded at Gettysburg, and Mr. Willis, a neighbor, of Stone’s company, decided that we
would see what we could do about breaking up this clan that were doing business so close-in
without being molested. We hunted out “Little Mountain”, just a mile back from home. Carson
came across Will Evans and shot him seriously; we carried him into Greenville, and next day we
laid a trap for a notorious deserter, John Berry. We halted him, but he refused to halt and we
filled him with buckshot—put seven shot into him, but then he got away. We caught him later in
the day and, strange to say, he was not much hurt. I hope to break up this clan before I go back to
Virginia, as they are not only dangerous but they are growing worse all the time. There is a man
named Jones who is their ring-leader and dare-devil, and a man named Tanner and two named
McJenkins; and possibly others, but we have the goods on those named, and I fear that some
good man might get hurt in breaking up this gang of renegades. We have decided to break this
clan up even if I have to kill them—and it looks now like that’s the better plan.
There was no killing, but we did clear this section of deserters. As soon as they found that
we meant to get them, why they left this section for the mountains further over.
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I went to Pendleton for a visit where I grew up and was most kindly treated. The young
men of this old town had all gone to the front—no men there now but old men, and women and
children. I dined at the homes of some of the best families, and there was ample to satisfy the
hunger, why tea and coffee were things that I had long forgotten. Most of my time at Pendleton
was spent in answering questions of anxious mothers about their sons. Some of these had been
killed in battle and nearly every family in Pendleton was related to me in some way or other. I
was glad when I left, because I had seen too much already—I wanted to get where I could forget
what I had been with so long.
Confederate money was still depreciating but State money was worth about three to one.
Everybody was trying to get Confederate money off their hands. Real estate seemed to be the
best way to rid one of this thing called money. I sold a little place that was worth before the war
$250.00 for $6000.00 and I refused to take the money but took his note instead. I sold a mule
colt for $1,600.00.
I have been very busy trying to get my business fixed up before I go back to the army, but
really it makes little difference whether or not as it seems there will be nothing left for anyone
after our money, bonds and slaves are all gone. It may be well to have something to come back
to finish or one might not want to come back. I must feel thankful to God for His care of me and
I shall always pray that I might again be spared to come home and that my family may be cared
for and not have to suffer in my absence. But His will be done.
I trust we will end the war this winter, but hardly till spring, if our men can hold out.
Surely there has been enough bloodshed and carnage to satisfy the most bloodthirsty. Everything
is in God’s hands to do that which is best for our good.
I served nearly four years as a private. In the beginning I did refuse a commission, but
later I was only too glad to accept what was offered me. I am free to say, though, that we have
many a private soldier in our army that would adorn a Major-General’s uniform—in fact, the
army could be better officered this day from the ranks than from those who have been officers.
From my recollection, no nation has yet obtained its freedom in a civil contest without
help. Our forefathers had the help of France. The Dutch Republic was not surrounded, as we are,
by foes—they had outlets, and safe ones, to the world. Who in the province of God is to be our
helper? Our people are sick and tired of war, and so are the majority of the North—if they could
only find utterance. God will not allow our people to be wiped off the face of the earth, nor will
he long suffer our wrongs to go un-avenged.
It is well to say to those that have an interest in my welfare, that as far as my experience
goes, there is nothing so terrible to a country, or as demoralizing to a people, as war, and most of
all, a civil war. It is my advice to any who read these pages to avoid participation in wars until
necessarily compelled to engage in one, for who is answerable for the widows and orphans, for
the bloodshed and for the wails of the desolate continually ascending to the Most High? I trust
that it may never be necessary for one of my sons to engage in one.
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The greatest obstacle in our way has been that our ports have been blockaded, cutting us
off from communication with the world and throwing us entirely on our own resources. We have
thus been made to fight against the world. If we had free access to other countries, we might
have had plenty of munitions of war and plenty of men. As it is now, we are thrown entirely
upon ourselves for all our materials of war and for men. It is said that we are making a scant
supply of powder and ball and we are casting cannon in various places, Richmond, however,
being the great center of manufacturing, but our greatest trouble now is the want of men. In
1862, all between the age of 18 and 35 were put in service, and last spring it was raised to
between 18 and 45, and those were all conscripted for three years or the termination of the war.
It is now proposed to put the slaves in for cooks and teamsters and take all able-bodied men from
the quartermaster’s department. It is plain to see that this next year is to be the crisis of the war.
Lincoln has put the ball of revolution in motion and he cannot stop it, if he would,
without inevitable destruction to himself. Both parties are putting out now their whole strength
and it is only fair to suppose that another year will witness greater and bloodier battles than any
preceding year. The only end of the war, that I can see, is in either our subjugation, or a break in
Lincoln’s government at home by revolution, or a financial crash, or by foreign assistance. The
latter would bring about either of the two and would at once, or very soon, give us peace, or at
least humanely speaking, would insure our peace. Now, if the war lasts twelve months longer
without this foreign assistance, and if the enemy carries on this war as vigorously as heretofore,
then our future is indeed gloomy. The Army of Northern Virginia is indeed a fine one, but there
is a limit to human endurance. I know that the feeling of the men at the front have been too little
consulted by the acts of our Congress. The great mass of our army are made up with that class
who are, above all, most attached to home and most jealous of their rights. Very few of these
have seen home since the war began. The question is—how long are they going to stand it? They
have but little direct interest in this contest, as few are slaveholders and they are fighting for the
pure love of country. Our only resource is prayer and supplication to the Most High and that He
will give us in the end such victories that will put an end to it.
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JANUARY 1st, 1864
BACK TO THE ARMY
About January 1st, 1864, I started back to the army. We had not succeeded in breaking up
the clan of deserters as completely as we wished, but we had at least driven them back farther
into the mountains and we left Joe Carson in charge of the men to keep them rounded up. Joe is a
good man and I feel that he will do his duty here as well as he has done in the army.
For safety, I sent my wife and baby to her father’s at Glenville, Alabama, as things did
not look good to me here as the enemy may at any time be able to raid this section.
One of my slaves had run away for good, I guess, but I was able to swap my claim on
him for the wife of another slave that I owned named Joe. I was glad to do this as I thought that
a bird in the hand was worth two in the bush, and mine had certainly gone to the bushes. I traded
with a man by the name of Willis, and I suppose that he knew what he was doing.
A. Blythe accompanied me to the army. This young man was Ordnance Sergeant of the
old company and a very fine young man. He had just succeeded to a very fine inheritance from
an uncle who had died just before we came home, amounting to, in peace times, possibly forty to
fifty thousand dollars, but at this time he could not stay home to enjoy it. I think he felt
somewhat badly about going back, and I assure you that I felt badly about it, too.
We reached our regiment on the 8th of January 1864, at Hamilton’s Crossing,
Spotsylvania City, Virginia, about five miles below Fredericksburg. They were in what is
commonly called winter quarters, with stick-and-mud chimneys to their blanket tents. There was
a very heavy snow the day that we got there—about ten inches. We found them doing nothing
and everybody well. No news, either good or bad. They were picketing the Rappahannock from
Elies Ford to Fredericksburg. After I got there we had several alarms, and once General
Kilpatrick broke through our lines and forced us out of our comfortable winter quarters for
nearly a whole week. The weather was bitter cold and there was much suffering from the cold,
but we lost no men or horses.
Once I had to go down to Hanover Junction on the top of a freight car covered with snow.
There were times between these blizzards that the weather was as warm as May, but only for a
few days at a time, and the thaw-out of snow was about as bad as the cold it self.
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March 1864
Ordered to South Carolina
About the last of March 1864, we were ordered to South Carolina and were sent down as
a brigade to Chesterfield Station, about thirty miles below Hamilton’s Crossing and about the
same distance above Richmond. We stayed here about ten days and on Sunday morning took
cars for South Carolina, and after about four or five days of bad sleeping and rough riding, we
reached Columbia, South Carolina early in April. Our horses had been sent through the country
in charge of Sergeant J. M. McClanahan while we took train, and, as an organization, bade
farewell to battle-scarred but still fair old Virginia forever.
After this I cannot tell anything that happened in the Virginia campaign. General Grant
has superseded General Meade, and while we all learned to respect Meade as a good general, we
took very little chances with him. We were very well satisfied with the change. I was talking to
General Tooms about the change that the enemy had made with Grant for Meade and he was
quick to tell me that General Grant was the ablest man in the Union Army. It will soon prove
itself. I think that Tooms had in the past assisted General Grant in some way while they were in
the army in the Mexican war.
Grant began his movement on Lee the day after we left for the coast and we missed the
Wilderness fight. Lee’s men were all badly clothed, and also badly fed, but they all had their
same old fighting spirit. Grant crossed the Rapidan and Elies Ford and Bermania Ford, and while
I was not with the army, I must say from all reports that Lee got the best of every engagement.
Grant tried every flank movement that was possible, but always found Lee in his front. Grant
hammered his way through the Wilderness to Spotsylvania. Grant gave Lee no rest but kept his
hammering up all the time. Grant’s losses from the Rapidan to the James were about equal in
number to Lee’s entire army. Our losses were severe, it is true, but nothing like the losses of
Grant.
In the meantime, in the west, Sherman had begun his movement south from Chattanooga
and was forcing General Joe Johnston slowly on to Atlanta. Johnston made a masterful retreat
and fought Sherman all the way, contesting every inch of ground and in all his fighting he lost no
prisoners and no guns, but the department at Richmond was not satisfied with him and he was
replaced by General Hood, who fought the battle of Atlanta with disastrous results to us. I still
believe that if Johnston had been let alone he would have led Sherman on to about Macon,
Georgia, where the battle would have been fought and Sherman would have been two hundred
miles further from his base of supplies and it is possible that the results would have been
different.
Grant had settled down to a state of siege on Richmond and Sherman laid waste the
country he marched through from Chattanooga to Savannah, and now the forts on the coast were
being attacked and it looks like the end is near.
Before I left Virginia Brigadier-General P. M. B. Young informed me through his
Ordnance Lieutenant Jones, that he had appointed me Ordnance Officer on his staff, which honor
I declined, as I did not like General Young. I do not know that I have said much about General
Young, but he is a son of Colonel Young, of Cartersville, Georgia, and a nephew of E. P. Jones,
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of Greenville, South Carolina, but a West Pointer; he is a great drunkard and rowdy, and, I
consider him a man of small brains. As soon as we got to Columbia our regiment was
furloughed—some for twenty-one days and some for thirty days. Those that had horses got
twenty-one day furloughs and those that had no horses got thirty days in order to secure horses. I
got one for thirty days and went immediately to Pendleton, thinking that my mother was there,
but not finding her there, I went to Saluda to my brother’s, where she was, and stayed one day,
Tuesday, and on Wednesday I started to Glenville, Alabama, to see my wife and child. I reached
Glenville the following Saturday, Where I am now and expect to stay till the 29th of April. I had
to walk 18 miles from Eufaula to Glenville, reaching Glenville just at daylight. Our regiment is
to do duty on the coast for some time, and perhaps till the end of the war.
The Fourth South Carolina Regiment was relieved from Virginia at the same time that we
were. There are three new regiments, the 4th, 5th, and 6th Cavalry, going on now to take our
places, and the scattering companies and Grenholm’s Squadron of “gentlemen”. It gives me great
pleasure to see these “gentleman” at last having to incur the fatigue and dangers of a war that
they were so foremost in bringing on and which they have kept out of for nearly four years.
I forgot to mention that once when I got back to the army in Virginia that I was ordered
to appear before a court-martial for staying over my time. John Westfield, Captain Dean and
John Londy were the court. How ridiculous it was! I was on detail duty all the time at home, and
of course under orders and not compelled to leave home until ordered so by my commanding
officer, who was killed in the meantime and could not be technically staying over-time until
orders came from headquarters for me to come back. I reported this to the Colonel, T. J.
Lipscomb, who stopped the proceedings.
As we have left Virginia for good, I hope, it may be well to say that at the time we left we
were in General Hampton’s Division. Hampton, shortly after the fight at Brandy Station, August
1st, 1863, was made Major-General, and about this time, there were made a batch of Brigadiers.
Baker of the First North Carolina was made one, Butler of our regiment, Young of the Cobb
Legion, and also Gordon of the First North Carolina. Hampton’s Division was then made up of
Rosser’s Brigade of Virginians, Baker’s North Carolina, (Gordon commanding), and Butler’s
South Carolina. Butler lost a leg at Brandy Station, but I do not think that he had participated in
but three or four battles. Young was in temporary command. The above mention was Hampton’s
old brigade, the First North Carolina having been assigned to Baker, Hampton’s old brigade.
Virginia history is gone forever by our leaving for coast duty in North and South
Carolina. Young was related to me and I regret that I have had to say what I have about him, but
I have told nothing but the truth.
When I came to the army last January, Young was in command and we were camped at
Hamilton’s Crossing, and it is but justice that the truth be known. They had a party at
Fredericksburg on an average of about twice a week and Young would get drunk, or did one
time, at least, that he had to be brought home to his quarters. We did not have regular quarters
but tents. Officers lived in tents same as the privates.
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After we leave Virginia, Young will command the Cobb Legion, Jeff Davis’ Legion, the
Phillips Legion and possibly another Georgia regiment.
General Butler will have a new brigade entirely—the Fourth, Fifth, Sixth, and Seventh
South Carolina; among these are mostly men that have not as yet seen war. It gives me great
pleasure to see this new brigade go in under a man that I have served four years with, and I know
that if they follow him they may yet see war. I have possibly said something about General
Butler. In fairness, I will say that he is a brave man with ample sense and all the dash that is
needed. He also is related to me, and a classmate, too, in South Carolina College. He is from a
family that have always been patriotic—his uncle was a Captain in the War of 1812 and fought
in the Battle of the Great Lakes with the English and won (Oliver Hazzard Perry), and another
uncle was a commodore in the U. S. Navy (Mathew Calbreath Perry, for whom Colonel Butler
was named), and made a treaty with Japan, I think about 1853, and his elder brother, Lieutenant
Perry Butler, was a West Pointer and died in the U.S. Service at Tampa, Florida, about 1855. I
knew all the family well and we played together when small boys at Greenville, South Carolina.
Butler was very popular as a Captain and Major, but after he was promoted to Colonel, I could
note that he was not so popular. With all these faults, I admire the man. If he lives, I think we
will hear from him after the war.
Gordon of North Carolina is a very ordinary-looking man, and if his looks do not belie
him, I would not take him to be a gentleman.
There was many a man in the ranks of the old Second Carolina Cavalry that would have
been better than any of these three men, but I dislike to find fault and will take it for granted that
they are doing the best that they can— I know that our regiment to a man did his full duty while
in Virginia, and I only hope that our old officers will find our equals, if not better, in those taking
our places. They have better equipment and should be able to make a good record. Our regiment
had been decimated many times in battle, and in looking back over my more than three year’s
service, in Virginia, I can see how much I have to be thankful to God for, in sparing my life and
in keeping me in health and in comparative comfort. May I be kept always thus. I will always
look on Virginians with admiration for their devotion to our cause— and their self-sacrificing
patriotism. I shall always respect that people and hold them as the truest and best-bred people in
the South.
I have said little about General Wade Hamptom. He was our first Colonel. He organized
the Hampton Legion and rose from a Colonel to Lieutenant-General. He was a grandson of
General Wade Hampton of Revolutionary fame and a son of Colonel Hampton who served on
the staff of General Jackson at the Battle of New Orleans. It was his father, Colonel Hampton,
that carried the news of that battle to the President at Washington in a time when there were no
railroads nor telegraph. Colonel Hampton made that trip with one horse and averaged 72 miles a
day across-country where there were no roads and rivers had no bridges nor ferries—a feat that
at this day would be next to impossible. General Hampton was said to be the wealthiest planter in
South Carolina, owning possibly three thousand slaves. I knew him intimately and can testify
that he was not only a good soldier but a gentleman in every way. He did not tolerate pilfering or
stealing by his men, even while in the enemy’s country. I remember at one time when we were in
Maryland on a raid that we had a man that took a horse from a farmer and left his in place of the
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one taken, and the farmer reported same to Hampton and Hampton made the man take the horse
back and make apologies for his conduct, and the general’s reprimand was very severe. We had
no man in the army that stood higher than General Wade Hampton.
I will say a little about my condition: At the beginning of the war I had invested eighty
thousand dollars in Confederate bonds as I could not take the money with me and I thought that
it would be safer in the banks. While in the army in 1862, my brother collected ten thousand
dollars for me from the sale of my Florida lands and took the payment in Confederate money. I
wrote him not to accept the money but allow the notes to be renewed, which, if he had, would
have saved me that much at least—but he did what he thought was right and proper. This, with
my own poor investment, gives me nearly one hundred thousand dollars, with the value about the
same as that much wastepaper. If I had invested it in slaves, why I could sell them now for gold,
and if invested in land would have made me rich. Now, for three years of my service I receive
$11.00 per month and for my horse $12.00 per month and for clothing $100.00 per annum, in
semi-annual payments, in Confederate money.
Speculating had not commenced till after 1862, and I cannot but hold our people, if
things had been well managed, as the most patriotic in the world. Soon after 1862 and the war
not stopping, but only just beginning, the treasury mill continued grinding and issuing its
millions per diem, and the money of course grew more and more abundant. People began to
speculate and the money got to be more plentiful during the whole of 1863. There never existed
such a state of things, I do not believe, in the whole history of mankind—everybody that was not
in the war got to speculating. Money began sinking. Charleston was the great center of
blockade-running, and it was the first place in which two dollars of Confederate money was
offered for one dollar in gold. Some made colossal fortunes. The house of John Frazier and
Colonel Charleston, it is confidently stated, has made up to this time, 1864, fifty million dollars,
and all in Confederate bonds. No doubt they have an immense amount of foreign exchange. They
have been buying up real estate of whatever kind it might be throughout all the up-country—
lands, houses, factories and everything that they could buy at any cost. This, of course, led the
people to value the money still more lightly and speculating went on by leaps and bounds.
Practically all this speculating was done by “shirkers”—a shirker is any man between the age of
18 and 45 who is physically fit for the army and by any means gets out of it—such as men who
have substitutes, an enrolling officer, railroad conductors, or, in fact, anyone that has greater
interest at home than in the army.
Things have continued in this way for about a year, and with money so plentiful. There
are now, I think, about seven hundred million of treasury notes and about two hundred million of
funded debt. Gold is now about fifty to one in Confederate money. Everything is as high as a
kite—flour is three dollars a pound, and corn is twenty-five dollars a bushel. All this is owing to
the currency, or so much so that we may leave out the consideration of general scarcity.
Everybody is trying to get rid of their Confederate notes. Land would bring any price the holder
would ask. Five thousand dollars was a common price for a slave, twenty-five hundred to three
thousand for a horse, and everything else in proportion.
We have not paid our interest on the war debt, and we will never pay it. Repudiation will
have to be the order of the day, what has caused this lamentable state of things? Few men seem
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to doubt that the Secretary of the Treasury has feathered his nest handsomely. It is, in my
opinion, to be found in the fact that our government has at no time, if it does yet, appreciate the
magnitude of this war. They have legislated in Congress only at the suggestion of the President
and the Secretary of the Treasury. The Secretary of the Treasury is C. G. Memmenger, of
Charleston, a lawyer, and I do not think ever elected to an office higher than the Legislature.
How or why Davis made him Secretary of the Treasury passes my comprehension, but the fault
was with them and if there is any blame it must rest on their shoulders, for Congress passed
every law that they wanted passed. The fault was that they thought that the war was to end every
month and took no large views, and rather than distress the people, I suppose, with their
argument, with taxes to pay its expenses, they thought they would carry it smoothly by some
divine expedient not to be appreciated by common minds.
When spring opens and the armies begin to move, it is not going to be like it was for the
first three years. Everything points to a speedy end, and I for one am willing to see it as soon as
anyone. I fear that in General Grant the enemy are likely to be more successful than in former
years. Grant appears to be more persistent than any of the other Yankee generals.
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Left Glenville for the army again
I left Glenville for the army and met Captain Williams in Augusta, Georgia, and we both
went on together. We went to Charleston, South Carolina, thence to Kingstree, on the North
Eastern Rail Road, thence down Black River on a small steamer to about five miles below
Georgetown, South Carolina. We found our regiment camped on the west side of Winyah Bay at
an old camp near a swamp. This was a winter camp and the men had huts with stick-and-mud
chimneys. We had plenty of fish but no oysters at this camp. I will always have a feeling of
remembrance of the fleas that were so abundant in this abandoned camp.
Company G, Captain Gary, was sent up the coast about sixty miles to do picket duty and
several other companies were sent out in other directions for similar duty. Our drinking water
was poor here—we had to dig surface wells and the water was brackish and we lost several men
from malaria and chills. We lost one man from congestion of the lungs and Captain McFie
charged his death to the ignorance of the surgeon and called a court of inquiry of the other
surgeons. The court met next day and I saw the body opened and the lungs exposed, which
settled the matter at a glance in favor of our young surgeon. We did not stay at this camp more
than six weeks, and we were ordered to Mt. Pleasant, just across the Cooper River from
Charleston.
We marched through the country, crossing the north and south branches of the Santee by
ferry boats, passing through McLellansville, the summer homes of most all of the rich planters of
that neighborhood. We stayed there only long enough to rest and refresh our horses. We reached
Mt. Pleasant in about two or three days and camped in the streets, in the shade of the trees.
Our regiment was to do duty on Sullivan’s island. Its first duty was to patrol the beach
for a few miles above Fort Moultrie. We had to go over late in the evening, after sundown, to
escape the notice of the enemy on Morris Island. Our route was over a long wooden bridge, fully
a mile long, across the marsh separating the island from the mainland upon which Mt. Pleasant
stands. I had been commissioned Ordnance Officer for the regiment and was exempt from all
duty but I went with a detachment doing picket duty for half the night for about two or three
miles up the beach from Fort Moultrie. I will never forget that night—not that I was in any
danger whatever, but from the strange and weird experience of it. The beach was in full view of
Morris Island, Fort Sumter, the Yankee blockading ships and Fort Moultrie, but of course in the
darkness could see nothing of them. This detachment was to patrol the beach from dark till
midnight, from Fort Moultrie from about two miles and back. I was riding my old grey mare that
had been shot in action in Virginia, and a horse that has once been shot will never forget the
report of a gun, and this mare was naturally very shy. In going from the Fort, she would shy at
every wave that broke upon the beach and in returning, she would get almost frantic at the shells
which showed up so plainly at night that Morris Island and the blockading ships were pouring
into Fort Sumter, especially the mortar shells from Morris Island. These shells would go up into
the air, it seemed, a mile, then slowly turn and come down just over Fort Sumter and explode
with a terrific sound, which scared my horse almost to death and I led the patrol all the while by
fully fifty yards.

114

Our regiment was ordered to Fort Moultrie to repulse or assist in repulsing an attack on
the Fort, but we were mistaken as to the attack. They had better sense than to attack Fort
Moultrie, but did attack Fort Johnson, on James Island—in boats. This was across the bay from
us. The regiment left the camp after dark and went under cover of darkness and took position on
the seaside of the fort, just under the big guns.
The Yankee attack on Fort Johnson began about eight o’clock, just a few minutes after
our regiment was brought up, and the cannonading was terrific. It was dark, it is true, but the
range had telegraphed so that the gunner had no trouble with range and location. It seemed that
we had some means of communication that it was always known just when an attack was to be
made, and we were always ready. This attack on Fort Johnson was repulsed at this time, with
severe loss to the enemy.
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Camped in Charleston
Our regiment stood guard here till just before daylight, and were withdrawn to Mt.
Pleasant under cover of darkness to prevent the enemy from seeing the men. We were held at Mt.
Pleasant for weeks, and in readiness, while we were doing all that we could to provoke an attack
by the enemy on Fort Moultrie. The enemy seemed to shy off Moultrie, and after waiting for
several weeks were ordered to Green Pond, South Carolina, about forty miles west of Charleston.
We spent one day in the city of Charleston, camping just above the Citadel Academy, where I
had at one time gone to school. Captain Williams and Lieutenant Perry and myself took in the
city.
We walked down King Street to Battery. We found the entire city below the Citadel
deserted and all dwelling houses closed and inhabitants gone. Many of the houses were torn by
shells from the “Swamp Angel” mounted near Morris Island. As we were coming up the street
we heard a shell coming, and while we would have possibly taken cover if it had been any use,
we just kept a lookout, and sure enough, the shell came crashing through a brick house and
landed in the street about fifty yards in front of us. We diverged to East Bay Street and to the
docks and wharfs to see the Confederate Iron Clads and the torpedo boat, and the new Brooke
cannon imported from England. This enormous Brook gun was a breach loader and I am told that
these same guns are now being used against us. We took in the entire waterfront and noted the
damage done by shellfire from the “Swamp Angel”. The enemy was very courteous in his firing
on the city and always gave twenty-four hours notice so that all non-combatants could be
removed.
I noticed on East Bay Street that the grass was growing in some places a foot high
between the cobblestones. This was, before the war, the busiest street in Charleston and almost
directly at the wharfs. I could not help but recall to mind a speech I heard old Mr. Maverick
make at Pendleton, South Carolina, in 1850, at a time when Secession was beginning to take
tangible form. The old gentleman said, in allusion to it, “My friends, you could do nothing more
foolish; your ships will rot at your wharfs, or they will desert your cities. Your commerce will be
destroyed and grass will grow in the streets of Charleston.”
Now I have seen all this come to pass. Old Mr. Maverick did not live to see it, but his
son-in-law (Mr. Van-Wyck) saw that trouble was coming and quietly moved to New York.
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Green Pond
(Famous for chills and malaria)
After leaving Charleston, we were camped about seven miles below Green Pond and
about four miles west of Charleston. This camp was among the large rice plantations of South
Carolina. It was an old cavalry camp which, as well as I could tell, was just about the same sort
of place as we had at Georgetown—poor water to drink and not much to eat. This place was
famous for chills and malaria. Our duty here was just about the same as while we were at
Georgetown—guarding the coast and preventing the enemy from landing a force from his fleet
along the Carolina coast. The men were told that this change of camp was for the benefit of the
health of the men. They soon found that the regiment we relieved had held this position as long
as they could and were forced to leave on account of sickness.
Our regiment had recruited to full strength, but even then, it was not the fighting unit that
we had in Virginia. The old Second South Carolina Cavalry was composed of what was left of
the Hampton Legion and Second South Carolina Cavalry and every man had been trained to war,
but at this time there are only a few hundred of the original men with us, the rest being raw
recruits—conscripts that did not care much about service. We were under the immediate
command of General Robertson, a Virginian, and he under General Whiting.
The only fighting we had at this place was with a black regiment that the enemy had
landed on John’s Island. We under estimated their strength and only a company was sent under
the command of Lieutenant Perry of my old company and they drove them off. This company
suffered severely, losing about ten men killed and many wounded. Among the killed was John
Mays, a relation of mine, of the Edgefield Hussars and a nice young man. It was a mistake to
send so little a force as it would have been an easy matter to have captured the entire group, had
only the regiment been sent after them.
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Wilmington, North Carolina
There were so many miles of coast to guard that we had but few companies at camp at a
time and those that we had were most all sick with malaria fever. We lost more men by sickness
here than we would have lost in battle if we had been in Virginia. Matters here had reached an
alarming nature and Colonel Lipscomb succeeded in getting all the companies together except
Gary’s company, which was guarding Waccamaw River, and moved our camp up the railroad to
higher ground and comfortable cabins that had been erected by the regiment that we had
relieved. After getting into this camp we had less sickness, and we remained here till November,
when we were ordered to Wilmington, North Carolina; about a hundred and twenty-five miles up
the coast in a northeast direction, and through historical country all the way—a country full of
Revolutionary associations. We passed Dorchester where General Wade Hampton (grandfather
of our first Colonel Hampton) captured two British schooners loaded with rice for the British
Army in the last year of the Revolutionary War. Dorchester is on the upper part of the Ashley
River, and that river is spanned by a wooden bridge. We crossed the South Carolina Railroad at
Summerville, about twenty miles north of Charleston, and then by Eutaw Springs, the location of
an important battle of the Revolutionary War, and then by Nelson’s ferry.
We camped for two days a few miles from Nelson’s ferry to rest the men and horses, and
I took advantage of this and spent the time with John Keels, a cousin of mine who was too old
for service. There is one thing certain—you would never find a man out of the army with a legal
excuse that was under fifty years of age, and our army has many boys serving at the age of
fifteen— but most all these boys are in the infantry. There are no blacks in the army; it seems
that we might as well have used them for teamsters.
From Summerville we marched to Marion, this also being a haunt of General Marion in
Revolutionary times; thence on to Lumberton, North Carolina, and to Wilmington, crossing the
Pedee River at Mars Bluff, also famous in Revolutionary history. We were sent to about halfway
between Wilmington and Masonboro sound and placed under the command of General Braxton
Bragg. One company was sent up to Topsail Inlet to guard the coast and the rest of the regiment
was held intact to assist in the defense of Fort Fisher.
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1865
Fall of Fort Fisher and Wilmington
It may be well to state here the condition of things at this time. Early in the spring,
General Grant had so closed-in Richmond that he was able to send troops to assist in the attack
on Fort Fisher, and Sherman had also been successful in Georgia and South Carolina and was
driving Johnston before his tremendous army. Fort Fisher was our last stronghold on the Atlantic
and it could have been held by our forces for possibly two or three months longer. But what was
the use? It looked as though the war would end any day—it seemed to be a matter of days now
and not months.
I was present at General Butler’s attack on Fort Fisher, just before Christmas, and the
enemy were repulsed with severe loss. Our regiment picketed the beach from Fort Fisher to
Topsail Inlet and ships were in plain sight. At the first attack under General Buttler, the enemy
suffered heavy losses. The enemies’ powder ship was blown up and his landing forces were
driven off. Our forces suffered much loss, too. General Whiting was mortally wounded, and died
from those wounds. He was considered one of our best Generals. I think that he commanded one
wing of our army at the Seven Pines fight.
We thought for some time that the Yankees would let us alone here, but later, in January,
we found that it was not so. A much larger fleet under General Terry began bombarding Fort
Fisher and drawing in much closer to the fort. There were several monitors that came in much
closer than the other ships and worked up as near as half a mile from the fort. There were
possibly fifty to seventy-five ships of all sorts, and all firing on the fort continually. This was the
heaviest cannonading that I have ever heard and how the fort held out as well as it did puzzles
me. Practically all the men were withdrawn from the fort before it was captured, but those few
that were left to man the guns did fearful execution among the landing parties of the enemy.
The fall of Fort Fisher meant the capture of Wilmington, and as the infantry were being
withdrawn, our regiment fought the enemy through the streets of Wilmington, covering the
retreat of the infantry, and we lost heavily in this engagement. Our heaviest loss was at the
pontoon bridge about four miles north of Wilmington, across a considerable stream, the name of
which I have forgotten. We had to hold the enemy here in check until all the infantry could get
across the bridge and then destroy the bridge. We did not know how many men they had, but
they many times outnumbered us and they were very persistent. It seems a miracle that we were
not all captured at this place.
We then took position in front of Fayetteville, at the crossing of the Black River on the
road to Goldsboro. From this point I was dispatched, as Ordnance Officer, with a detail of men to
the Ordnance train for ammunition. Along the route we passed the led-horses or rather the holdhorses of Wheeler’s Cavalry, who were holding, or trying to hold, the left flank of our army at
Aversboro, North Carolina. Our cavalry usually dismounted and fought as infantry, the horses
being led out of action and held. Wheeler was very much outnumbered, but from the firing
seemed to be putting up a good fight. The enemy’s cavalry was under the command of General
Wilson, and if I am not mistaken, Wilson and Wheeler were classmates at West Point.
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The enemy’s cavalry captured Major Alfred Rhett of Charleston at or near Aversboro.
Rhett was extremely unpopular with his men and the impression among them was that he was
not really captured but deliberately allowed himself to be taken rather then be with his men. At
any rate, he was not with his command when taken. I know little of his war record, but he was
the son of Barnwell Rhett, of Charleston, and a good family. I think that early in the war he
killed his Colonel (W. R. Calhoun) in a duel.
I got to Raleigh in due time and got the ammunition wanted, but transportation was the
hardest thing. I finally got a train going to Greensboro, North Carolina, and loaded all I got on a
car and sent it out under the command of Sergeant Nickles.
I then went to General Bragg’s headquarters for information as to how to get back to my
regiment. At that time we were under the direct command of General Bragg and he should have
known how to send me. I knew that our army was retreating, but being away for several days,
and not knowing how fast they were being driven, it was hard to judge, and the country was full
of the enemy cavalry.
I found General Bragg in his headquarters, reading, and when I asked him how to get
back to my command he told me to go back the same way I came, and he was—or said he was—
in ignorance of any retreat from Wilmington, and at the time the sound of our enemy’s artillery
was plainly audible. He either lied to me or did not care to tell me the truth. If I had taken the
rout he told me I would have been in the hands of the enemy before noon.
From his appearance I would judge Bragg to be a man of ability but utterly unfit to
command an army. His eyebrows were very long and bushy and met between the eyes, and I
would take him to be very irritable, and hard to get along with. I think that General Grant’s
opinion of Bragg is entirely correct. He had been so unsuccessful in his western campaigns that
at this time he had but a small command in North Carolina. His men had lost all confidence in
him. He was a martinet and had more deserters shot than any general in the South. I had a
brother-in-law (Joe Moseley) that served on his staff early in the war, and he was killed at
Murfreesboro, Tennessee. I did not take the route that General Bragg advised me, but went direct
to Goldsboro, and by doing so I flanked the enemy and joined my command about five miles east
of Goldsboro.
The Second South Carolina were the last troops to leave Wilmington, and fought the
enemy through the streets of that city, and at Goldsboro our command was brought up from
below the enemy, marching by a different road in the same direction as we were. We crossed the
railroad at the north end of town and marched to the south end and re-crossed the railroad. At
this last crossing a funny thing happened—a trooper of Captain Westfield’s company who was
riding a spirited horse—and we were riding pretty fast at a trot—caught his horse’s foot under
the rail in some way and turned a complete somersault with the rider. Neither was hurt, but it
gave us something to laugh at. We were being pressed pretty close at this place and ordered to
proceed at a gallop.
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April 1865
As we passed through the streets many women were in the yards, screaming and crying,
but we took no time to console them.
We came in contact with the enemy just as we were getting out of Goldsboro, and fought
them for a while in the streets, making the best stand that we could. Our loss was small here, but
we were pretty well scattered and hard-pressed to boot. I passed a railroad station and asked the
agent if any news, and to my amazement he told me General Lee had surrendered, and the news
had passed down the night before.
All day we could hear the booming cannons of Sherman following Johnston. I was still
lost from my command, and late in the afternoon Johnston’s artillery came filing by. I saw that I
had no time to waste, so I hurried forward and went out by some old iron works on the Cape Fear
River, about twenty miles north of Fayetteville—stayed all night with a citizen and was politely
but coldly treated, my host inquiring of me if I was lousy before going to bed.
Next morning the cannonading of Sherman continued as the day before. I took my line of
march down the river and as luck would have it, on emerging into the Fayetteville and
Greensboro Road, I met the regiment in full march. My news of Lee’s surrender was of interest,
it is true, but little was said about it—the war was known to be over.
That night our men began to desert, going off in large numbers. The men were not
allowed to talk about Lee’s surrender, and one of our Captains was drawn over the coals for
saying he thought the war was over.
We continued our march toward Chester, South Carolina, and a detachment from our
regiment under the command of Lieutenant Blythe served as escort for President Davis for
several days, leaving him at Chester, South Carolina. At Chester, we learned of General
Johnston’s surrender, and at this place I witnessed some disbanded soldiers charge the
quartermaster’s commissary stores and help themselves to what they could get.
Our regiment marched out west of Chester about five or six miles to an old church and
held a short consultation among its officers. This was early in April 1865. It was officially
known that General Lee and General Johnston had surrendered and that it was useless to hold out
further. There were but two things to do— go to the enemy and surrender, or disband and go
home. We decided on the latter and all our property, such as wagons, stores, and extra horses,
were divided among the men (privates), and all the men were furloughed for thirty days. I think I
can say that every man was glad to see the end. The men had long since lost hope of victory, and
were only too glad for the long-looked-for close of this fearful struggle.
The men all bid each other farewell and went to their respective homes. I reached home
(Greenville, South Carolina) in three days—I was ragged, hungry and penniless, but glad indeed
to have been spared to be here. I found my wife, mother and two children (Eddie, six months old,
who was born while I was in the army and I had not seen him). They were living a few miles out
of Greenville, on a plantation known as the Foster place.
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THE WAR IS OVER
August 1865
The war is over and those that were fortunate enough to return home have all laid aside
their warlike spirit and gone to work to do what they could to produce enough to support their
families.
I was furloughed April 27th, 1865, and reached home May first, and found to my surprise,
that my slave “Joe Dart”, that had run away from me to be with the distillers in the mountains,
had returned home. And that my wife and mother had allowed him to take two pair of mules and
two of my wagons and load them both down with provisions and take them to the woods to keep
the raiders from getting them. I fully expected to learn that Joe had gone to the Yankees, but after
nearly a week Joe came driving up with the teams and everything that he had taken off. This was
almost a year’s supply of flour and bacon, and had it been left on the plantation the raiders would
have gotten it as they had taken off practically everything that was of value in the way of
provisions and burned what they could not take. Most of the household silver and jewelry my
wife had was put in a box and buried under a rose bush, but some of the servants must have
gotten that—it was stolen at night.
The day after I got home a regiment of Yankee cavalry raided this section in pursuit of
Jeff Davis, and I had to hide out, though I do not know that it was necessary. The Yanks got
about all that I had left home, but did not find me. I found out afterwards that if I had been at
home I would have had the opportunity to have signed a parole, and possibly my property would
have been protected.
I had learned from my experiences not to take too many chances with an enemy, so
followed the dictates of my own mind. I came very near being captured at Goldsboro and only
escaped by accident, and when I think of it now I laugh about it—but I did not laugh at the time.
This happened when we were being pressed hard by the enemy in the streets of
Goldsboro, North Carolina. I became detached from the main body of the regiment and I was
wearing a Yankee Captain’s uniform, with the skirt of the coat torn off at the waist, but it was
sufficient to show that I looked more like a Yankee soldier than a Confederate—when a Yankee
Lieutenant with a squad of about twenty troopers dashed up and the Lieutenant saluted me and
asked, “which way those Rebels went”. He was in too big a hurry to pay much attention to me,
and I was glad indeed. I told him that I would like very much to know myself.
I could see a smile play around his mouth as he glanced at my coat and noticed the
condition of my clothes. As they dashed down the street after our command, I took the first sidestreet and that as fast as my horse could take me. I was separated from my command for two
days, but finally found them, and I was none the worse from the experience. That was the last
fight our regiment had in the war, and the last gun that we fired at the enemy was as we were
leaving Goldsboro. Wheeler’s Cavalry came to our relief, and they never caught up with us after
that.
On May 29th President Johnson offered amnesty to all persons that fought against the
Union that were not above a Colonel. But those that held commissions as Colonel or higher and
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those that were educated at West Point were excluded. I took advantage of this and went to the
provost marshal’s office at Greenville, South Carolina, and took the oath of allegiance to the
United States. The following is a copy:
No. 699
Greenville, S. C., July 27th, 1865
I, Samuel E. Mays, do swear, in the presence of Almighty God,
that I will henceforth faithfully support the Constitution of the
United States and the union of the States thereunder, and that I
will, in like manner, abide by and faithfully support all laws and
proclamations which have been made during the existing Rebellion,
with reference to the emancipation of Slaves. So help me God.
Samuel E. Mays
Sworn and subscribed to before me at Greenville, S. C., this 27th
day of July, 1865.
Henry Janskie,
Lieut. And Ass’t. Provost Marshal.
I am pasting my Oath of Allegiance to the United States and my commission in my diary,
as these may be of interest in years to come—to those that may read these pages.
My Colonel was a classmate in college as well as a cousin. Even as a private, I was
always shown every courtesy that an officer could show a private.
I want to say a little here about the differences with which soldiers were treated in
different states: In Virginia, all soldiers were well treated by civilians, and no differences made
as to officers and privates. Only once was I coldly treated in Virginia, and I made note of it. A
detail from our company had marched thirty miles through six inches of snow across Tye River
Gap to our camp and we had nothing to eat and I went two miles further to a man by the name of
Massey, a wealthy politician, and asked for something to eat. I was almost frozen as well as
hungry, and I was asked to go to the kitchen by way of the back door, where I was given bacon,
cornbread and buttermilk. This was the only discourtesy I ever witnessed in Virginia. After
eating, I was asked to go out by the back door.
In South Carolina the rule was discourtesy—to all soldiers, and especially to privates. We
had to stand at the back door with our hats off and humbly beg for what we got—if we got
anything. Confound them! I was glad deep-down in my heart when the Yankees got the lower
part of South Carolina.
The North Carolinians were some better than the South Carolinians, but not so courteous
as the Virginians. In North Carolina, a Confederate Soldier could get something to eat and would
be taken care of, but he was sure to be asked if he was “lousy” before going to bed.
Wilson’s Cavalry had overtaken and captured President Davis in Georgia and he is now
imprisoned at Fort Monroe. Tooms got off to France, and Juda P. Benjamin also got off to
England.
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Of all our Generals, Robert E. Lee is today the most beloved man of the lot, and I think
deservedly so—and of those of the enemy I am candid to say that I think that General Grant is
head and shoulders above them all. He has not only proved himself a soldier equal almost to Lee,
but he has given terms of peace to an enemy on an unconditional surrender that were even better
than we had hoped for. I shall ever revere his name for that if nothing more.
As for Sherman, I have little to say. He denies that he laid in waste the country through
which he passed.
Shortly before the close of the war, Sherman marched through South Carolina, then
impoverished by four long years of war, leaving behind him a blackened trail of ruin and
desolation. This trail running entirely through the state, and perhaps fifty miles wide, the lone
chimneys standing like tombstones over the graves of the dead were all that was left to mark
these sacred spots. Our Capital—Columbia the beautiful—was burned to the ground and
thousands of old men, widows and orphans, made so by the war, were cast out, homeless and
without a place to cover their heads, and destitute of clothing or the necessities of life. Huddled
together in shanties, they subsided for a time on the scraps of food furnished by some Yankee
soldiers. Imagine, if you can, the feelings of the ragged and half-starved men when returning
from Appomattox to what were once happy homes to find their dear ones surrounded by such
pitiful conditions.
Of all the States Virginia suffered most, but I think that North Carolina furnished as
many, if not more, troops than did Virginia. I know that at Gettysburg the 26th North Carolina
(Zeb Vance’s) Regiment lost 588 men killed or wounded and 120 missing, a total of 708 lost
from a regiment of possibly less than a thousand men. One company of 84 men of that regiment
at Gettysburg had every man in it killed or wounded, and the orderly that made the report did so
with a bullet through both legs. This was the heaviest loss sustained in any battle in the war that I
know of. I know, too, that we never lost a battle when our forces were any ways near equal to
that of the enemy, and further, that at the close of the war there were not less than ten Yankees to
one Confederate.
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“Times were Hard”
July 1st, 1866
As time advances circumstances change our opinions, of course, and if we have any, vary
with the shifting scenes.
At the date of this present writing, we have not been re-instated and still occupy
anomalous position with respect to the United States. In accordance with the requirements of the
authorities at Washington, our legislature convened last year, rescinded the Ordinance of
secession, freed the slaves and elected two United States Senators: B.F. Perry and Governor
Manning, and by vote of the people, elected Colonel Orr, of Anderson, Governor, and James
Farrow member of Congress from this part of the country.
The hitch appears to be between President Johnson and the Radicals. The Radicals want
the South to give further securities against rebellion and the President seems to think that the
South has done it.
The truth is the South could not be made to fight any more at this time, but now the rub
seems to be to make the North know that. Looking at it from the side of the North, I can see it
this way: If a man had been in business with me and tried to kill me, I would not take him back
into partnership simply because he asked me to do so, but would require him to prove his
profession. In other words, the State of South Carolina ought to be well satisfied with what she
has been given—Peace and Protection—and when she and her sister States can look on the
United States with a filial eye, she may expect readmission, and in my opinion this is all we
deserve. We should be very grateful that we have been no worse treated than we have, and we
ought to apply ourselves to learn a civilization that is better than the one that we have been living
under.
When I compare the common people of the South with the people of the North, I can but
notice the vast difference they have over us in the way of education and thrift, and for this reason
alone I can but rejoice at the termination of the war as it is, even with all the vast loss to the
South.
With the abolition of slavery and the removal of everything heretofore preventing an
unrestricted intercourse with the North, I can for the first time in my life, midst our utter ruin, see
prosperity in the future.
In the fall of 1865 I moved to my brother’s farm, which I bought on credit and gave to
my wife. This farm is north of Greenville, at the foot of the mountains and located near the
village of Marietta. Some of my slaves refused to leave me and are cropping on the farm for
shares.
The United States is a great country and is magnanimous. I sometime amuse myself by
speculating on what would have been the results and our condition had we succeeded in freeing
ourselves from the United States.

125

I must say that I think we are much better off as it is, for the following reasons: Two or
three years, or maybe longer, of war and bloodshed; and at any event the emancipation of slaves,
whether gradually or not, but certainly emancipation, which would mean, individually, as much
loss as we have sustained already. And as a government; the long military rule, with the infernal
conscription, would have broken utterly the spirit of the people and we would have lapsed into a
military oligarchy necessarily compelled to keep up a very large army and navy. History proves
that both would have been a continual aggravation to our neighbors and we would either be
spending most of our time fighting them or we would gradually assimilate ourselves to our most
powerful neighbors, and I am of the opinion that not twenty years would lapse before we would
unite once more under one government.
As it is, I look on it as a special blessing of God that the war terminated as it did.

First War, Then Famine and Then Pestilence
The war is over but we are rapidly treading on the verge of famine, and pestilence has
made its appearance by cholera in the North.
Corn is two dollars and fifty cents per bushel now, and wheat is four dollars a bushel, and
the farmer has none to sell and the buyer has no money to buy with.
A war has broken out in Europe, which of course will enhance the price of provisions.
There is very little corn in the country—not near enough to last till corn time next year.
There is no employment for the Blacks so they have gone to stealing, and this present
condition will soon bring much trouble if not disaster.
If we only had an educated common people, or even an industrious one, we might,
notwithstanding all this, do well in time. But as it is I have grave fears until we have a new
population.
Just here where I live there is little chance of getting a new population. We are embodied
in a circle, or rather a triangle of railroads at a distance of twenty to sixty miles from us and the
configuration of our country prevents the building of railroads further north than here and that
will not pay. In 1856 the Blue Ridge Railroad was promoted from Charleston to Knoxville,
Tennessee, and the city of Charleston under wrote the bond for that road for one million dollars,
but they failed to cross the mountains. At this time all the vast trade that comes from the Middle
West is hauled by Chattanooga through Atlanta to the seaboard towns which, in time, will make
Atlanta a great city. The State of Georgia owns the only road now that controls this vast business
and this road was built by the State of Georgia under the direction of Dr. J. W. Lewis and Joseph
Brown, two of the longest-headed men we have today.
It has been unusually dry and the prospects for crops are not good. Farmers are very
despondent. Socially, we are about as low as it is possible for a people to get.
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This is our condition today, and it is indeed a bad one, but I can see how that it could
have been very much worse.
August 31st , 1866
The European war between Prussia and Austria has ended. This means very little to us
now as we have more pretentious matters to bear with at home.
Cholera has reached our eastern towns, and will in all probability make its way through
the country. As for crops, all the middle states will have nothing, there having been a terrible
drought. In the upper country the crops will be so late that frost will in all probability destroy
what is made.
There is no money and everybody is suing for accounts. Our oldest and best citizens will
go by the board. This all may be for the best, after all, it will bring them all to a common level.
The condition of the Blacks is the hardest problem to solve. As a group they have
accomplished nothing this year and it is not likely they will do any better next year. They do not
know what to do. They have had no experience at bargaining of any kind and find themselves
continually under the influence of scallywags. In the section of Seneca, on the large plantations,
no Blacks at all are employed this year. My old slaves that refused to leave me will of course be
taken care of.
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ADVICE
For The Benefit Of Those That Come After Me
It is strange to me that we do not leave here and go where, if we cannot do better
cultivating the land, we can at least get better prices for our work. I advise all with whom I have
anything to do to go.
September 1st, 1866
Rain at last, but too late for the upland corn. If we have a late fall we will make a good
crop of cow peas, which is better than nothing.
For the benefit of those that come after me and might read these pages, I wish to make a
few suggestions that may be of some use. Of course, time will change all things, but I am basing
my ideas on things as they have been in the past.
Our past war has been a fair test of character and I cannot hold up for your admiration,
any able-bodied man who got out of active service by any pretext whatever.
When an opportunity presents itself, and all things being equal, vote for no man who was
not in the field and heard the whistle of bullets and the rush of the cannon ball. Quartermasters of
commissaries do not deserve your sympathies.
If not already a farmer, I would advise you to become one as it is a pleasant and
independent life, and while our country is warring it is a safe one.
Remember, always, that it is not one’s place to shirk when called, but always recollect
that there is no obligation to go until called upon, and when called, why a private’s place among
volunteers is always honorable but an officer’s more easy. Make your own choice.
If war is declared, do not neglect to lay in your supplies of tea, coffee and sugar and such
things that you will need for your home for not less than three years, while it is cheap and before
speculators get all these things in hand. It is to be hoped that some day our government may take
this matter in hand as to speculating in time of war and thus prevent so much suffering among
the common people.
As to war—remember that there are always two sides to all questions, and you may be
wrong.
Never be intemperate in your expressions, as some of our Secessionists were, but in times
of great political excitement it is better to show your wisdom by voting in silence than by wordy
disputation. Avoid debt as the greatest misfortune in time of war.
Above all things do not speculate nor buy anything from a speculator. Live as economical
as possible and only sell in market to pay your taxes and debts. Out of your abundance sell cheap
to the poor, but sell nothing to anyone that speculates.
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In time of war go security for no man, nor in time of peace unless you are secured by first
mortgage for double the amount of the security you sign.
Pay as you go and have few if any intimate friends. Stay at home and feed and clothe
your family.
Keep away from towns and cities as much as possible, and above all else, do not try to
bring up your family in a city but on a farm where you will find that boys will give you much
less trouble.
Never buy anything just because it is cheap, but buy only what you need, and when you
have to buy anything it is always best that you buy from some reliable merchant rather than from
some piker that you do not know.
Be careful as to buying bonds of any kind as those that are of value are not for sale, and
remember that the fact that they are being offered for sale is sufficient proof that they are of no
value.
Always remember that gold and silver is the only valuable circulating medium in
existence, and it is recognized over the whole world. During peace try to make your dealings
with gold as much as possible, and try to get enough of it before war commences to take care of
you through the war and keep you going after the war.
If you hold notes given when gold was the medium, by no means suffer a man to pay you
anything but gold for these notes or property at gold prices when the debt was contracted.
If you sell lands on time, have it fully understood that it is to be paid in gold.
Swindle no man and let no man swindle you.
Distrust all paper money and act accordingly—government paper especially unless
backed by a gold standard—and never trust that a war is going to end until the treaty of peace is
ratified. Always be prepared for the worst.
Finally, to sum up—keep out of the war honorably if you can, and be the judge of its
honorability yourself—let no man judge of that for you. As I see it now, the war has been a great
mistake. There was absolutely no excuse for it. Why, the Ordinance of Secession was not even
ratified by the people of our State. There was but one State that put the vote to the people
(Texas), but that was done after the other sister States had seceded and the war really begun.
If President Lincoln had lived I think he would have been strong enough to carry out the
policies along which the war was begun, but at present everything is in the hands of the radicals
and we may expect but little. Our towns are still garrisoned by Yankee Soldiers, and while this
looks pretty bad for us, they do at least give us protection and the soldiers have, as a rule,
behaved well.
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President Davis and Vice-President Stephens have both been imprisoned and, in fact,
they have been after several other members of Davis’ cabinet, but I cannot see what they can do
with them. I understand that General Grant was opposed to the imprisonment of these gentlemen,
and that he even went so far as to have General Tooms advised in advance of his order for arrest
so as to allow Tooms to go to France.

Ten Years After The War
November 1875
A long time has intervened since I have written anything in this book. For five years after
the surrender I farmed on the south branch of the upper Saluda River, north of Greenville, and
was doing fairly well, though I did not think so. In the fall of 1870 I sold my farm there. My wife
and small children spent the fall and winter with the family of General Robert Toombs, (her
close kin), of Washington, Georgia, and after Christmas went on to Eufaula, Alabama to my
father-in-law’s (Rev. Matthew Moseley). I kept my oldest son (Frank) with me and looked for a
better place to locate. I spent some time in Atlanta, but that seemed to be all over-done. I went on
to Marietta, Georgia and that, too, was very dull and no business opening that I could see.
I finally located at Kingston, Georgia on the W. & A. Railroad, and bought out a water
mill (flouring mill) and here my family joined me in the spring of 1871. I did fairly well here and
made some money, but sold out to take charge of the Bartow Iron Works at Bartow, Georgia, not
far from Cartersville. I held this position till 1872, when I gave it up to go into business at Rome,
Georgia, with a man by the name of Smith, a brother of Major Charles Smith (Bill Arp). We
built a four-story mill and equipped it with steel rollers, the first of this sort in the section, and
we were making good money when the panic of 1873 came that wiped out all business in the
South. Conditions could not have been worse. The price of a man’s labor was from 35 to 50
cents a day and a common calico was from 25 to 30 cents a yard. How could the people pay?
We sold out at great loss and Smith was in worse shape than I was, as he could not get away. I
managed to save a little, and decided to move to Florida, more on account of my health and that
of my family. I had made some warm friends among the people of Rome and it was with deep
regret that I took my leave from that place, as it may yet have a future. Among the young men of
that place, Seaborn and Mose Wright are the young lawyers that are most likely to make good.
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A Look Back At The War
Work of a few for slavery and not for the people
..a rich man’s war and a poor man’s fight.
There has been much written about the Civil War, some of which is truthful, but most I
have read is very much exaggerated. I think that at this time I can be fair to both sides.
The War Between the States was the greatest civil war of modern history in a civilized
country. I was in it from the beginning to the end and I have concluded that the war was the work
of a few men and I do not believe that it was the uprising of the people, but a rich man’s war and
a poor man’s fight.
I have lived in South Carolina and Georgia, and now in Florida, and I am now 40 years of
age and this may be the last that I will have to say on this point. For more than three years my
command was fighting in Virginia and for the last nine months defending the forts on the coast
of South and North Carolina. I have seen enough and I hope that I may never see anything more
like it, or any of my children. The whole thing was the work of a few for slavery and not for the
people.
December 1878
I do not think I have written much about Abraham Lincoln. In 1861 Mr. Lincoln was
spoken of in the South as the “Black Republican,” on account of the party that he represented,
but time has softened our opinion and today his name ranks with Washington and Lee.
On the other hand, how few are there to do honor to Mr. Davis. Honest though he was
and true to our cause, the decision of history is correct. Of the two Mr. Lincoln stands head and
shoulders above for wisdom, but for integrity and patriotism I would judge both to be of the
highest type.
In 1862 a scouting party from our regiment captured some prisoners of the Eighth Illinois
Regiment on the north side of the Rappahannock, and I was sent in charge of these men to
Richmond. There were ten or twelve of them; all intelligent men, and some of them knew Mr.
Lincoln personally and spoke of him with great reverence and affection and of his great ability as
a far seeing man, as we all now know.
I believe Mr. Lincoln to have been a people’s man, and although a politician, to have
been a true and sincere patriot. His assassination was a great loss to the South and the South was
in no way connected to that assassination as some of the people of the North think today. Had he
lived there would have been less suffering in the South and less hard feelings after the war
towards the North.
President Johnson, being a Southern man, did not have the support of the Congress and
was unable to do anything.
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I have read a great deal since the war about the views from the North and the more I read
the more I am convinced that Mr. Lincoln was not far from right, and it is remarkable how well
posted he was at the time.
I am making note here of Mr. Lincoln’s statement published in the Century Magazine.
He says, “It is a significant feature in the secession proceedings of
the cotton states, which first took action, that their conventions,
in every case, neglected or refused to submit their ordinance of
secession to a vote of the people for ratification or rejection.
From first to last the movement was forced, not spontaneous,
official, not popular, and its leaders could not risk the period of
doubt which a submission of the ordinance would involve, much
less their rejection at the polls. The seventh State (Texas) was an
exception. Governor Houston was opposed to secession, but an
independent and illegal convention met and passed an ordinance of
secession February 23, 1861.”
Mr. Lincoln was not far wrong, and if all this had been put to a vote of the common
people it is a question that may not have carried and the war might have been avoided at that
time.
We hear, now and then, a heap of fuss about Mr. Davis; but while I know that Mr. Davis
was honest and a very high type Southern gentleman, I am going to say what I think of the man
as President of the Confederacy. Mr. Davis was not the choice of the people and our greatest
misfortune was his election to the Presidency of the Confederacy. On the subject of negotiations
for peace, Mr. Davis declared, with an air of sage, that the constitution did not allow him to treat
for his own suicide—that his personal honor did not permit him to take any step to make such
settlement as was proposed.
Mr. Davis’s besetting sin was his utter contempt for the wishes of the common people,
whose servant he was, under the constitution, but whose master he aspired to be and virtually
became. His election to the Presidency was a great misfortune to the South as he proved himself
incapable of executing the task assigned to him. The people were slow to believe this but the
truth was forced upon them and when the month of April, 1865, opened, Mr. Davis was the most
unpopular man in the South. The people had lost confidence in the President, in Congress, and
everything but the army.
General R. E. Lee says that the loss of confidence in the government was natural enough.
It had done nothing to merit trust, for its course had been a series of blunders from its very
inauguration, and now, when the danger which threatens the country was so great, the President
and Congress were involved in a disgraceful quarrel, each charging the other with being
responsible for the state of affairs and neither doing anything to encourage the people. General
Lee possibly knew more about those matters than any other person at that time.
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LINCOLN’S FRIEND
March 1896
Peru (Riverview), Florida, On the Alafia River
As time goes by, I cannot help but notice how much that Mr. Lincoln has been endeared
to the people of this United States. Even in the South, he is never spoken of without respect and,
after all, I have come to the conclusion that Mr. Lincoln was one of the greatest men that the
Civil War produced.
Only last week Colonel A. K. McClure, a prominent journalist of Philadelphia, spent
several days with me at my home on the Alafia River and Colonel McClure was a strong
personal friend of Mr. Lincoln and I am writing here what Colonel McClure told me personally.
“I remember in 1864, in August of that year, in a conversation
with Mr. Lincoln in the executive mansion, as to the condition of
the South and as to the prospect of reconstruction—for then the
military power of the South was manifestly broken, for heroic as
though they might be, it was simply impossible for exhausted
resources and exhausted armies to be multiplied indefinitely— he
showed me, in his own handwriting, a proposition for ending the
war by paying the South four hundred million dollars as
compensation for emancipation.
“I confess that it staggered me, startled me, and I shall
never forget the impressive manner in which he told me why it was
the cheapest, and in every way, the best method for ending the war
conflict and restoring the Union.
Said he, “The war is costing us nearly four million dollars a
day now.” At that time the cost was over three million dollars a
day and sometimes did actually reach four million dollars a day.
Said he,“ In a hundred days of conflict we will have expended fully
four hundred million dollars and then the end might not be in
sight. Then, too,” said he, “in addition to this waste of money that
would be saved, count the number of lives that must be sacrificed
in needless battles, and the destruction of property that is going
on from day to day, an must continue to increase in an increased
flow until the war shall close.” There was the financial aspect of
it alone. As a matter of mathematical calculation it was the
cheapest and best method of ending the war, but said he, “there
were reasons still longer than these”. Said he, “We are fighting
the South for submission, not to conquer her, but for submission
to the laws of government, a government founded by their fathers
and ours, and that has been defended on the battlefields by the
soldiers of the South and the North side by side. They are broken
in fortune, their fields are laid waste, their fortunes have been
lost and they are helpless and hopeless in their effort to restore
their homes to prosperity;” and said he, “the payment of four
hundred million dollars for their slaves would not only give them
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means to found a new prosperity in the South, but it would teach
them what is most to be desired, that they were wanted in
fellowship with a government that should thus express its
sympathy for them.”
“Mr. Lincoln, as I know, went to City Point, Virginia, in
February, 1865, to meet the commissioners sent there by President
Davis, Vice-President Stephens, Mr. Campbell and Mr. Hunter.
“When Mr. Mason, who went there, as I know, intending, if
opportunity should offer, to make that proposition of settlement,
of adjustment for peace, he was met by the commission from the
Confederate President, Vice-President Stephens, who with the
frankness of a gentleman, declared at the outset that his
instructions were not to consider any proposition that did not
involve the perpetuity of the Confederate States. Mr. Lincoln was
therefore silenced, and there was no proposition made by either
side.
“When I met Mr. Davis at his home some ten years after the
war, I asked him whether he had any knowledge or any intimation of
that proposition Mr. Lincoln desired to offer; the four hundred
million dollars for the payment of slaves. He said that he had
not. I asked him whether he would have given the instructions he
did to the commissioners if he had known such to be the fact. He
answered with all the frankness of a man of true principle and
character that he could not have given any other instructions if
he had given any. Said he, “Your government was a government of
centralized power; there was but one government in the North and
that the National Government. The South made war upon that
principle to maintain the sovereignty of the State, and as its
executive, not the executive of a centralized government, but as
the executive of the Confederacy of the Southern States, I had no
right to make any proposition for the surrender or dismantlement
of the Confederacy until it was demanded by the sovereign power
of the States themselves”. It was logical, but it was sad that it
was so.
“I speak of these facts to show that the North was taught by
President Lincoln, and not only by him but by every leader of
thought, by the best and first of the men who were your foes in
war, that the moment the Confederate forces were overthrown and
their swords sheathed, that they were as much your friends as
ever they were in the history of this government.
“When I passed through the South some ten years after the
war, the thing that amazed me most was the multifarious resources
of every State and the singular absence of employment of those
resources wherever I went. The South had no necessity to teach,
for necessity is the greatest and best of all teachers. It had a
system that was almost a survival of the feudal time, full of mirth,
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of kindness, of philanthropic deeds, but there was no need to
learn the small economies of life, there was no need to go in
search of new wealth. Cotton was king, and the South was the
only field of the world, and your fathers believed, as many of the
ablest men in the world in the past, that which is master today
must be master forever.”
Colonel McClure has been for many years a prominent Journalist and lives in
Philadelphia. He knew Mr. Lincoln personally and I think that his statements must be correct.
At the time of the Hampton Roads Conference, early in 1865, The Confederacy was in its
death throes. There was no help for it, and yet Mr. Davis, who knew full well that we could not
win, refused to do, or did not do what he ought to have done, on account of constitutional
grounds. How much better if the commissioners had been given full liberty to act according to
their own judgment.
When the Hampton Roads Conference took place my command was on Masonboro
Sound, about eight miles below Wilmington, North Carolina. I recollect the high hopes we all
had. Colonel J. L. Orr told me we would have peace in thirty days, and how bitterly we were
disappointed.
We soon got peace, it is true, but compare that peace with what we might have had. Mr.
Davis was no doubt honest, but he ruined the South.

135

WHEN I CAME TO FLORIDA
In the war I used up four horses and had one killed in action. I had my clothes cut with
bullets, but was never wounded. I never liked the thrill or heat of battle, nor do I know any good
soldier who did. I took the oath of allegiance on July 27th, 1865, at Greenville, South Carolina. I
have passed through much, suffered much, have been sick and am now poor. I have always
found that the true guides of practical life are Honesty and Integrity— that with these, however
hard one must live, life is endurable and worth something.
When I came to Florida I could have taken up by the Homestead Act 160 acres in the city
limits of Tampa, but I chose land on the Alafia River, 15 miles out, and my nearest neighbor is
two miles off and Tampa is my post-office. Here I shall make another start. I will call this place
“ESPERANCE”.

“ESPERANCE”
This is a photo of the original homestead papers filed by my great grandfather,
Samuel Elias Mays, in 1883 and signed by Chester A. Arthur, President of the United
States. This tract of land covered 160 acres in Hillsborough County of the state of Florida:
located on the south side of the Alifia River, near the present town of Riverview. Samuel,
and his young sons, began clearing this land and planting citrus trees about 1874. He
farmed this land, his son farmed this land, his grandson farmed this land, and I, (his great
grandson) farmed this place he called “Esperance”. The name “Esperance” has its root in
an old French word that means “Hope”.
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THE WAY IT WAS IN THE 1870'S
LIFE ALONG THE BANKS OF THE ALAFIA RIVER
More than a hundred and thirty years have passed since my great-grandfather came to this
river. The tides still ebb and flow, the waters continue to drift along as if nothing had ever
changed. “Generations come and generations go, but the earth remains forever. The sun rises and
the sun sets, and hurries back to whence it rises. The wind blows to the south and turns to the
north; round and round it goes, ever returning on its course. All streams flow into the sea, yet the
sea is never full. To the place the streams come from, there they return again.” The sun still
sparkles on the ripples like diamonds and dances across the ever-moving current of the old
Alafia River.
In the quiet of a golden moon-lite night you can hear the splash of mullet as they play the
games of life they have always played. In the heart of this gentle river is a quiet peace that defies
all description. The rhythm of soft winds and moving waters have been God’s gift to mankind
from the very beginning of time. This great river seems to flow from eternity to eternity, but her
companions are always changing. No longer will you here the howl of the wolf or the scream of
the panther along her wilderness banks. The once plentiful deer and wild turkey are gone from
these peaceful shores.
Desiring to forge a new life for himself and those generations that would follow, my
great-grandfather came to the banks of the Alafia River in the fall of 1874. The winds of
America’s blood-soaked civil war had swept away the wealth, plantations, and life-style that he
had known as a young man.
“The race is not to the swift or the battle to the strong, nor
does food come to the wise or wealth to the brilliant or favor to
the learned; but time and chance happen to them all.”
He came to this place to build; to restore to his generations a life of peace and prosperity.
Shortly after settling here, he wrote these words to describe the wilderness of the Alafia; the way
it was in the 1870's.
“For the benefit of those that have come after me I wish to give a short description of
this part of Florida where I expect to make my future home. I am located on the south side of the
Alafia River, about five miles from the mouth. I have selected high hammock and pine land best
suited for citrus trees and have made a start by clearing fifty acres and have set ten acres to
seedling orange trees. At this time there are no orange groves set, but most of the settlers have
about a dozen orange trees in their yards that furnish fruit for the family use. These trees all look
good and have been grown on natural land without the use of fertilizers.”
“At the current time there is no over-land means of shipment. For the present, we must
rely on the river for transportation to Tampa. At mean low tide there is about four feet of water in
the Alafia, which will accommodate small steamers.”

137

“Fish and game are abundant. In season fish are caught and salted down in barrels, which
furnish meat for the winter.” Mullet is the principle fish for salting down. These are caught by
fishermen with cast-nets, and the usual price is from one dollar to one dollar twenty-five cents
per hundred, delivered on the bank, and these fish weigh about two pounds average. In the
months of October, November and December they are very fat and the heads are stewed down
for oil, which is used for lard, and it makes a very fine oil for frying.”
“Deer are also very plentiful, as well as wild turkey. The common price for a saddle of
venison is one dollar, and a good saddle will weigh about thirty to forty pounds. Now and then a
large saddle weighing fifty to sixty pounds will bring two dollars in Tampa.”
“Sweet potatoes are plentiful at twenty-five cents per bushel and good Florida syrup at
thirty cents per gallon. Some of the farmers make a good grade of brown sugar of this sugar
cane, but white sugar has not as yet made its appearance here. I brought a barrel of cut-loaf white
sugar with me when I came and it was a curiosity to some of the oldest settlers.”
“The cattle and hogs are much smaller than those of the northern states, but they do very
well on the open range. The average price for stock cattle on the range is about five dollars per
head, and when they are well cared for they will double by increase every three to four years.
The main stay of this section comes from cattle which are shipped from Punta Rassa to Cuba and
are paid for in Spanish gold.”
“The country is well timbered with long leaf pine that has not been boxed for turpentine.
This is a new country and it is not an uncommon thing to hear the howl of a wolf and scream of a
panther.”
“Farm labor is from ten to twelve dollars per month, with board, for ten hour work days.
For extra work, I pay one dollar per day and the laborer feeds himself. These are better prices
then in the cotton states and it costs less to live here.”
“Taxes are light and we have succeeded in setting aside the Republican rule. It is to be
hoped, that for many years we should enjoy the life of a free people.”

January 25th, 1897
Webster, North Carolina
I am here for a short time only, as I came at the request of an old friend, Thomas A.
Arthur. Arthur and I are making a fight to recover our interest in the Southern Mining
Company’s lands in this section.
In the early fifties Arthur and I spent much time in locating these valuable lands and
invested many thousands of dollars when the land was very cheap, some of it costing but twentyfive cents an acre. It is not only valuable now for the forest of fine walnut and oak, but is also
very valuable from a mineral standpoint, some of it being rich in copper as well as other
minerals.
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Before the war, we operated a copper mine and hauled the ore to Charleston, South
Carolina and shipped it north, and while it did not pay much, it was on account of there being no
railroads and the long haul by team to Charleston. And then the war coming on put a stop to all
operations. One member of the company, an Englishman by the name of Davies, who, by the
way, was an old miner and knew the value of the lands, and being an Englishman was not subject
to war duty and being the only one of the company left at home, busied himself during the
reconstruction days and managed it so that he has secured deeds to all the company’s lands by
tax sale. Now everything up here is Republican, and so is the judge, and he has some of the very
best talent in the state to defend his case. He is in possession and that in itself is more than half
the battle.
Mr. Arthur is a very able man but he has no money and is a Democrat like myself. These
lands are now worth nearly a million dollars and well worth making a fight for, but we are going
into a fight against the greatest odds that one could and expect to win.
It has been more than thirty years since I lived in this place, and while it is the most
beautiful part of the United States, I will be glad when it is all over and I am back home in
Florida. There are so few of the people that I once knew living here now. Rich people from the
North are buying up the most beautiful parts of the mountains and building fine palatial summer
homes. Vanderbilt has bought up most all that part of the mountains west of the village of
Asheville, known as the “Pink Beds,” and is building a fine estate there.
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November 27th, 1906
There was a great epidemic of yellow fever and he insisted on helping those who were
over taken by the disease. He said it was better for him, as an old man who had already seen life,
to be exposed to this fever than to send some young person. He was committed to this task but it
was to be the final battle that the old soldier fought. He passed away shortly after coming down
with the fever.
Samuel Elias Mays, my great-grandfather, died on November 27th, 1906 after his
seventy-second birthday. But not before he saw, and held in his own arms, his grandson, my
father, Samuel E. Mays who was born on October 21st, 1905. Just as he was able to see and hold
his own grandson, my father also saw and held his grandson, (only grandson), before leaving this
life.

The photo on the left, taken early in 1906, is of Samuel Elias Mays holding his grandson, Samuel E. Mays
II. The little boy, (my father), is the third child of his third child: just as I am the third child of my father.
The photo on the right was taken in 1961. My father, Samuel E. Mays II, with my son, and his only
grandson, James Michael Mays II.
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My son is now more than forty years old and is, from birth, physically and mentally
handicapped, there will be no more generations; our line has been fully un-spooled from Adam
to Michael, (James Michael Mays II). I see in this last child, the finest and best of all who have
gone before him. He will never be a preacher, political leader, general of armies, captain of
industry, scholar, lawyer, or agricultural pioneer, like those who have gone before him.
However, he excels them all for he has mastered life—he knows how to “love life and see good
days”. He knows how to do justly, to love kindness, to walk humbly, to rejoice in life always,
whether in good times or bad times: he has proven, by the spirit of his life, to be the best and
final edition of his line.
In his room, lying open on the desk, is his daily journal. With full confidence in the value
and significance of the gift of life, he records, as precious memories, the events of each day, just
as his great-great-grandfather did before him.
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