
        Atlanta, Ga Sept 10th 1864 

Mt dearest wife 

 I will commence a letter to you today though there is no hopes of my being able to send it off as 

the roads between us and the north have all been cut and communications with places beyond 

Chattanooga stopped. Still it is just as well to be always prepared as one cannot tell at which moments 

the trains may be running again. The last letter I got from you was dated August 26th and of course I 

began to feel rather anxious about you and the little baby though I suppose I really have no reason for 

being so as you were at last accounts both doing so well. You too I suppose have been worrying about 

me, especially if you have heard of our recent hard fighting for the possession of Atlanta. I tried very 

hard to get a dispatch through to you but found it impossible as no one was going as far north as 

Chattanooga, the nearest point from which a message could be sent. The telegraph now runs to Atlanta 

but it is only used for army purposes. 

As I wrote you but a short note the last time and was not able to give you much account of our doings 

from the time of our breaking up camp in front of Atlanta I will commence back and take up my story 

from the evening of the 26th August and give you a history of all our marches, countermarches and 

battles which led to the final evacuation of Atlanta by General Hood and his forces. 

Just about dark I was sitting by our campfire reading your last letter when down came an order to fall in 

immediately in marching order. We were hardly allowed time to get our things together when off we 

went having nothing but a skirmish line behind us (with orders to hold the lines until daylight). The night 

was one of the darkest I ever saw and the rain had been falling most of the day making the roads almost 

impassable. We went shambling along for about a mile. The enemy, who appeared to be aware of our 

movements, shelling us heavily but doing no damage, when we came up with the rear of our train stuck 

fast in the mud and unable to move. We halted for some time, but finding the wagons could not be got 

along and having orders to be in position by a certain hour, we passed on and after a march of about 

four miles took possession of the works of the 23rd Corps, that Corps moving still farther to the right. 

The 27th we passed quietly in camp waiting for the 4th Corps to pass us and for our trains to get a good 

start. The enemy had followed us up during the day and by evening were close up to our works. One or 

two of our wagons and some stragglers were taken. 

On the 28th at daylight we moved out of our trenches. The 16th deployed as skirmishers bringing up the 

rear. As we left the works the enemy skirmish line entered. Our men not being one hundred yards apart. 

We moved slowly towards the south-east during the day, bringing up the rear of the army and 

occasionally seeing the enemy but having no fighting. At night we encamped in a beautiful field on the 

West Point Railroad.  

At seven o’clock on the morning of the 29th our regiment was detailed to go out and drive in the rebel 

cavalry posted on the West point RR and from the roads. We started out with a strong skirmish line. I 

having the left of the line. We advanced about half a mile without meeting any opposition until we came 

to some open fields. At this point we were fired on from a house. We immediately charged and drove 

the enemy, capturing papers and effects of General Frank Armstrong (Maggie’s friend) and very nearly 

taking the General himself, my men being within a few yards of him at one time. We advanced about 



two mile (?) the  country before us and then halted and began to tear up and burn the track. By one 

o’clock we had finished our work and returned to camp. 

On the 30th we marched at daybreak nine miles in a southeasterly direction and encamped for the night 

in a field, throwing up during the night a slight line of breastworks. During the day the Army of the 

Tennessee had a heavy fight with the enemy. 

On the 31st we were ordered out to the support of the army of the Tennessee but as our services were 

not needed we returned to camp. 

On the morning of September 1st we left camp and struck off in the direction of the Rough and Ready 

dirt roads. Having reached this road we moved south until we came to the enemy line of skirmishers. 

The 16th was then deployed as skirmishers and after a heavy fight drove the enemy and following him up 

(?) a (?) and took up a position on the rail-road (Macon and Atlanta). We lost a good many men during 

the operations. After establishing a strong picket line we were (?) by a regiment from the 14th Corps. The 

brigade was then formed in lines of battle and charged the enemy’s works, taking and holding their first 

line until the rest of the division came up and drove the enemy entirely from his works. This was the 

hardest fighting I ever saw, and to show you what was thought of it by the Generals commanding I send 

you a copy of his order in my (?) 
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In the evening after the fight was over our General (?) commanding the division rode along our lines and 

told us that the charge of the Regular Brigade was the most magnificent thing he ever saw, that the 

whole division had done well but the fighting of the regulars was magnificent. By the time we had got 

the rebs out of their works it was dark and we halted and slept on our (?). The next morning the enemy 

had left our front and we advanced and occupied (?). At almost three in the morning we were all 

awaked by what we at first took to a very heavy fight in the direction of Atlanta. It however turned out 

to be the burning of eighty-two cars loaded with ammunition which General Hood destroyed being 

unable to take it away with him. Early in the morning of the 2nd news came that Atlanta had fallen and 

that the 20th Corps which had been left behind at the Chattahoochee River was moving up to take 

possession. In the fight the 14th corps took eight pieces of cannon and two thousand prisoners until 

September 6th when all the trains having been started off towards Atlanta and the Macon Rail-road 

destroyed we commenced to fall back on the enemy. The enemy picked up a skirmish line but got pretty 

well cut up and did not trouble us again during the march. We only fell back about a mile and a half on 

the 6th and 7th we marched Rough and ready and on the 8th went into permanent camp one mile west of 

Atlanta. Our camp ground is high and I should think very healthy but the dirtiest place I ever got into. 

We have now been two days hard at work and there is still enough to do for a week to come. 

Yesterday the 9th I got a pass and paid a visit to the city to see what effects our shots and shells had had 

on it. Some parts of the town was untouched but others were knocked all to pieces. Those places which 

suffered most were near the rail-road depot. Some of our batteries having directed all their shots at that 

building. Having seen all I could of the inside of the town I went out on the (?) road to see the places 

where Hood blew up his ammunitions. Such a scene of destruction I never saw. The ground for hundreds 

of yards around was covered with pieces of shells, grape shot and canisters, pieces of small arms, camp 

and garrison equipage and everything else you can imagine. The cars were entirely burned up but the 

four locomotives which had drawn the cars to the place still stood almost (?) amid the general (?). 



Having had a good look at the city I (?) and rode along a portion of the rebel works especially those 

portions opposite the positions we (our regiment0 held during the siege. The strength of these 

preparations is wonderful, immense forts armed with siege guns are connected with lines of field works 

and the whole surrounded by a continuous line of rifle pits and in front of all are triple lines of (?) 

through no troops could pass without first cutting their way with axes. We never never could have taken 

this place by assault and it is no wonder that the southern people expected to hold Atlanta until the last 

Yankees died in his (?). Since we came to this place all the citizens have told us that when we fell back 

from our works to make our flank move they thought we were retreating and at the time we were 

getting into their rear they were getting ready for a grand celebration and that the country people had 

come into town to see the last of the Yanks cross the Chattahoochee. The soldiers we took prisoner told 

us the same thing and said that they thought the troops passing in their rear was only a raiding party to 

draw off pressure from the main body of our defeated army. I should have liked to have gone entirely 

around the works but the sun was so hot that I was obliged to give it up and go back to camp. 

In the past week or (?) days there has been considerable change in the weather, and though the days 

are still warm the nights are quite cool and blankets are very desirable. We have now some shelters up 

which keeps off the heavy dews and I have no doubt we shall soon make ourselves very comfortable. 

September 11th 1864 – Tuesday – Last night just as we had got nearly fixed and had got ourselves and 

camp pretty well cleaned up, orders came for us to be ready for moves at a moment’s warning, so down 

came our tents and we marched off about a mile and a half to the southwards and took up a new 

position. The ground we now occupy is much better than our old location and is farther away from the 

city, which is an advantage as we can keep our men in camp, but we shall have to go to the same work 

in pitching our tents and policing the grounds. Such is a soldier’s life! Our camp is to the south-west of 

Atlanta, is on high and I should think healthy grounds. We are but a short distance from the works we 

held on the 26th of last month. Behind us are the forts  which shelled us as we moved off. In one of these 

forts are still standing three one hundred pounders. 

 This letter stops at this point. I don’t know whether there were more pages that got lost or whether he 

just stopped here and included this with a later letter. (HDC) 


