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Beginning.

I will now proceed to give, as well as I can recollect from memory, the different incidents that 
occurred to myself and Regiment during my connection with the Southern Army, a period of 12 
months. My Company left Yorkville  on the 27th day of November, 1861, and proceeded from 1

there by railroad to Camp of Instruction at Columbia, on the College Grounds. The Company to 
which I belonged was called The Carolina Rifles, commanded at the time by my uncle, Captain 
William B. Wilson, having for lieutenants 1st Lieutenant J.W. Avery, another uncle of my own, 
2nd Lieutenant D.L. Logan, 2nd Lieutenant R.H. Whisonant. Our company consisted of 100 
men from York District, all as stout and hardy a set of men as left the peaceful firesides of home 
to meet the foul oppressor. I was only entering lacking two months of my 15th year, having 
obtained consent of my parents, after worrying them out begging them, and having two uncles 
in the company.

As I left off, we proceeded to the Camp College Green at Columbia, South Carolina, where we 
remained for a week drilling. I had been for two years a pupil at the Kings Mountain Military 
Academy, and being well drilled I was kept busily employed in assisting to drill the company. 
This being our first camping ground, and being then something new, we had our fun, sitting 
around the camp fires, cracking jokes and telling tales.

After staying here a week we moved out of Columbia to Hampton, 5 miles distance, on the 
plantation of a the now celebrated Brig. Gen. Wade Hampton . We encamped on an open old 2

field formerly a race course. We pitched our tents, amidst the rain, which was then pouring 
down in torrents, getting a thorough wetting, we soon pitched our tents, and building some 
cheerful fires, we soon got dry and comfortable. While staying at this, one of our most pleasing 
Camps, I spent my time most agreeably, playing our camp games, living on boxes from home, 
filled with substantial food, such as meat and bread, which we ate with unusual appetites, 
cooked on our camp fires.

I may as well here name my mess mates and the faithful servants who attended us through all 
our hardships. My mess mates where, the Captain and three Lieutenants, W.H. Moore and W.B. 
Byers, Captain Wilson’s servant, and head cook was named Dick, Lieutenant Avery’s was 
named Noah, a stout built Mulatto, full of fun, and as faithful as the day is long. My boy was 
called Horace. He was 49 years of age, and one of the best and most faithful negroes, who I 
afterwards had the lamentable misfortune to lose by disease, contracted in camp. So you see, 
we were well waited on. These boys added a great deal to our amusement by telling their 
wonderful tales and singing songs around the camp fires at night.
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To return. The spit on which we were encamped was bordered on one side by large ponds, 
known as Hampton Ponds, in these ponds, I sometime went duck hunting, finding plenty of the 
feathered tribe, but they were extremely wild. One day, having better luck than usual, I 
succeeded in killing two very large Duck O Mallards, over which we had a royal feast, prepared 
by the skillful hands of our cooks. My uncles and myself went out several times to hunt them, 
and sometimes with success. I fished some in these ponds, but it was too late in the year and 
consequently I failed to catch any.

While at this camp we spent our time most drilling and performing the various duties of camp. it 
was here also that our Regiment was organized, officers elected, etc. The following officers 
were elected; Ex-Governor John H. Means , Colonel, who afterwards proved his right to this 3

and higher honors by his evident ability, by the valor displayed, by the confidence of his 
Regiment, and at last, by his glorious death on the heroic plains of Manassas . Fitz W. 4

McMaster, Lieutenant Colonel. Never was man better fitted for office than the heroic and 
chivalrous McMaster. I don not overrate his powers in thus describing him. Suffice it to say, time 
will prove. Julius Mills was elected Major. A man in every way worthy of the office, being an 
excellent officer and high toned gentleman. Our Regiment thus organized, we now received 
orders to move to Charleston, which we did after a stay of two weeks at Camp Hampton.

Our route and next camp I will now describe. Having received our orders and a train of cars 
standing in readiness for us, we got aboard about six o’clock one morning, in box cars with 
plank seats, which, by the by, was very good. We travelled over the well known track all day, 
until about one o’clock at night, being delayed by having to wait on other trains to pass us, the 
cars were very crowded and warm, we knocked off several side planks to admit the air, 
sometimes riding on top of the cars, which is very dangerous, but is not thought of. We arrived 
in Charleston about one o’clock at night and landed at the depot, where a substantial supper of 
bread and coffee awaited us, of which I did not partake very heartily. After supper some of the 
men slept in the depot, others in the cars, I went back to the car and picking out the softest 
plank I could find, lay down, and was soon wrapped in the arms of Morpheus. The next day we 
disembarked our baggage, shouldered our knapsacks, marched through the city and crossing 
the Ashley River by bridge, encamped immediately on the other side, that is on the right bank, 
this camp was christened Camp Lee. We remained here nearly a month, passing our time with 
the daily routine of camp duty and occasional visits to the city. Sometime I would hunt squirrels , 
of which I found plenty, but it being the proper season for fishing, and fishing in salt water being 
something new to me, I spent a great deal of my time fishing, but my luck here hardly ever 
exceeded anything else than catching any amount of crabs, a sport I took great delight in at first, 
but of which I soon grew tired, especially as I could never bring myself to eat them or oysters, of 
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which we had plenty, nor any other thing of the kind, although my two uncles gloried in them. I 
went out several times rowing in row boats on the river, and sometimes trying a sail boat, in one 
of which myself and uncle one day trying our skill in managing a boat with sail, run aground, and 
stuck fast until we hired some negroes to pull us out. But I soon learned to row a boat very well. 
It was at this camp that measles and mumps broke out among us, and for a time laid up nearly 
the whole Regiment, some dying from the effects of them. I fortunately had had the measles, 
but not the mumps. A great many were sent home on furlough to get well, and our Regiment for 
a time was thinly reduced. It was about this time also that one of my cousins came down and 
joined the Company, and who was with us as long as I stayed, and is still a member. William 
Dunovant being about my age we were nearly always together. 

From this camp I went home on a short visit, and while I stayed at home with the mumps, which 
I had several chances to catch, came out on me, though very slightly, and I soon got perfectly 
well, and after staying home about 3 weeks I started back to camp, but while I had been away 
the Regiment had been ordered away from Camp Lee and had moved to Johns Island and 
camped at a plantation on the island, and named the camp Camp Craft, from its owner. They 
stayed here only a few days and moved lower down on the island to Camp Craft No. 2. Our 
Company was sent out on picket to Rockville, but nothing as I understand of importance 
occurred. The Regiments afterwards moved to Curtis Plantation, and named this camp, one at 
which we remained a long time, Camp Fellow. It was here that I joined the Regiment, and came 
up with my company. We were encamped here for about two months, and numerous little 
instances, marches, pickets, forages, etc. occurred here, which I will relate in turn as they 
occurred. 

Our camp was in an open old field, the largest I’ve seen on the island, very level, and excellent 
for drilling. We spent our time in various ways, walking over the island, viewing the different 
beautiful residences and the unfragrant scenery of a lowland swamp, fishing in the creeks, 
hunting, playing ball, and hunting something to eat. The first two days or so we spent in fixing up 
our camp, making rude benches and tables, putting straw in our tents to sleep on. After getting 
fixed up I began to wander about the island, in the swamps, looking at the various kinds of 
vegetation on the lookout for some animal worth shooting with my pistol which I generally 
carried with me, and hunting for magnolias and such things as I know would be prized at home, 
some of which I sent home, I went about to several of the nearest houses, deserted by their 
owners on account of the Yankee’s proximity. In several of theses houses, there was  great deal 
of furniture, some of it costly, such as beds, bureaus, sofas, and sometimes pianos, etc. of 
which a great deal had been destroyed by some ruthless hand, a great many old books and 
such things as was needed in camp, when we found them we did not scruple to take. We spent 
a great deal of our time in camp making kettle rings, out of cow and deer horn and beef bones, 
some of these were very beautiful, and of superior workmanship. I went out several times on 
little fishing excursions with my Uncle Avery, but generally failed to catch anything else but crabs 
and eels, but I saw some negroes that understood the art bringing up buckets full of fish and 



crabs and shrimps. I took great interest in going out in little boats with these boys and watching 
them fishing. We lived mostly on sweet potatoes, of which any quantity could be found, of 
superior quality. I went out with the wagons several times after them, getting the wagons loaded 
and then looking about the garden and premises for something further in the eating line, such as 
a stray sheep, and very often we went cow hunting, that is, some of us would be sent out on the 
island to kill beeves for the regiment, plenty of which were to be found stray and almost wild on 
the island. One day W. Dunovant, myself and several others were sent out to kill them. We went 
about 4 miles from camp over on Wadmalaw Island. We soon came across a small drove, and 
encircling them fired into them, each one of us dropping one. Then came the work of skinning 
them. I assure you it is no fun for we tugged and worked for an hour or so, but we soon got used 
to such work, and was generally glad to get a chance to skin them, in anticipation of a good 
meal. Very often we were sent out foraging on the different plantations and islands around us, 
sometimes bringing fodder and hay for the horses, sometimes potatoes for ourselves. I was 
always glad to go on theses expeditions, as I got a view of the country, and generally got 
something extra to eat for my own mess, such as sheep, duck, etc. Besides these, in some 
manner pleasant employment. We very often had to go on expeditions just the contrary. After we 
had stayed on the island a short time, we were put to work building a road across the marsh and 
then a bridge over the Stone River, at Church Flats, to the mainland. A detail of men from each 
company was sent every day to work on them. Our times came ‘round quite often, and we 
would either have to cut wood or brush, or dig up dirt, or some other hard labor, this was very 
tedious and very dirty work. We were continually in the mud, on some of these expeditions we 
would sometimes come across a bee hive, or a stray sheep, or some other thing. One day I got 
a large Muscovy duck which I represented as being wild.

As these were our every day employment, we had our fun at night, when not on guard. We had 
an over plus of fiddlers in the Regiment and every night a ring was soon formed and a nimble 
negro in the middle, we had dancing, far superior to the cramped steps of a fashionable ball. But 
when the guard turn comes, then our amusement stops for a while, and the stern duty of a 
soldier, tramping his lonely path, thinking of the dear one at home, usurps for a while the jovial 
mood. As he walks along his lonely post, liable at any moment to be ushered into the presence 
of an offended God, by the hand of the unseen foe, listening to the mad howl of the world, the 
hoarse croak of the frog and the shrill cry of the never tiring whippoorwill, his comrades wrapped 
in a slumber so coveted by him, tis then he thinks of war, and its horrors, of duty and its 
rewards, of disgrace and its consequences, and then the loved forms of dear ones at home, flits 
across his mind, he views them in his imagination, sitting before the glowing fire of a peaceful 
home, talking of him so long absent, and then it is that sweet recollections of the past present 
themselves, to sooth as it were, his troubled feelings. But hark! the fierce cry of the sentinel’s 
halt again wakens him to a sense of duty, and such duty as a struggling country demands of her 
sons, fighting battles of freedom. 



But to return. I will now notice our first picket, and give facts as near as I remember. Our 
Company was ordered by the Colonel to go on picket to Rockville on the outskirts of Wadmalaw 
Island, in perfect sight of the enemy’s gunboats, about half mile distance in the Edisto River, and 
in sight of their camp fires on Edisto Island. Accordingly, we left Camp provided with a weeks 
rations, a blanket strapped to each ones back, and shouldering our muskets, struck the march 
for Rockville, 15 miles distance. We marched by fours, and about three in the evening reached 
a house two miles from Rockville, and took up quarters for the company in the house, pretty 
weary and tired. The first night was not mine to stand guard, which was very fortunate for me as 
I was somewhat fatigued. We slept soundly that night, and rising next morning, felt considerably 
refreshed. Clubbing together, we formed little parties, going about on the island, some in search 
of something to eat, some for simple curiosity, and others for books and camp plunder, etc. The 
coming night was the night for picket, and the Company fell in and marched down to Rockville, 
marching along behind the hedges and fences to keep out of sight of the Yankee lookouts, to 
whom we did not wish our whereabouts to be known. Just as we got in the vicinity of Rockville, 
a very heavy rain shower came up, drenching us to the skin. We marched on through the 
beautiful little village, one of the prettiest that I have ever seen, and took up quarters in one of 
the largest houses, and after stationing pickets on the banks of the river to watch for boats we 
lay down on the floor and was soon sound asleep.

Nothing of importance occurred that night. The next night was my turn for picket, and when it 
arrived my Captain took me down to the river banks, stationed me there, and ordered me to 
watch for boats and if I saw any to fire on it, and retreat to the house. I took my post, with a 
blanket around me to keep off the shrill, cold sea wind, and I stood and watched the rolling 
expanse of waters before me until I was tired out. About midnight I got so sleepy that I could 
hardly keep my eyes open, and every now and then would drop off in a gentle snooze, and 
would be awakened by the loud blowing of the porpoise in the river, or the constant dash of the 
waves on the shore. I though it the longest night ever human mortal experienced, and I fervently 
wished a boat with Yankees would come along, that I might fire into her, but none came. The 
Captain brought me a chair about midnight; I sat down in it, trying my best to keep awake until 
morning, but would occasionally drop off into little snoozes, but joy divine, I at last saw the bright 
light of day begin to dawn, and nights dark mantle was withdrawn. Then I was relieved after 
standing post the whole night, from dark until daylight, then leaving a picket in the place, we 
marched the company back to tour temporary quarters. When I got back to the house the first 
thing I did was, as, Dick, the cook, said, to eat a pound and a half of bacon, with bread in 
proportion, and then for sleep, but strange to say, I could not sleep, but was running about all 
day with the boys, sometime sailing on the tide in a leaky boat, and again catching crabs, and 
gathering oysters. That evening Lieutenant Logan came down to us, who had been home on 
sick furlough, and brought us orders to repair to camps instantly as the Regiment had received 
marching orders. Accordingly, we withdrew the pickets and took up line of march for camps. I 
was no little fatigued in this march, but kept up as well as any, as I always made it a point never 
to break down as long as one leg would follow the other, but I had stood guard the preceding 



night, not sleeping any of the any consequence, for 48 hours and was necessarily tired. When 
we got to camp all was quiet as ever, the marching orders having bee countermanded. So we 
were once more back into our old camps, and I tell you what, I did some tall sleeping that night. 
The next morning I got up considerably refreshed, and for several days we lolled about the 
camp, playing ball, fishing, drilling, etc. One day I went up to one of the large swamps, close by 
us, taking my gun and killed a small alligator, of which there was a great plenty, but could not 
get him out of the water. Also, there were a great many cranes all ‘round us, and finding some of 
their nests, I climbed up to them and got the eggs, over which I had a superb feast when I got 
back to camp. My faithful old servant Horace attended to me in these marches, ever careful to 
procure my comfort as he best could, carrying me little extra bites of something to eat, always 
having my dinner and cooked at the proper time. We did not have very many expeditions while 
at this camp, besides two or three other trips to Rockville, Bears Bluff, and of little consequence, 
and several forages and false alarms, caused sometimes by the sentinels firing at imaginary 
enemies, or discharging their guns by accident or carelessness. I went on several forages. I 
went on a forage once on Kiawah Island, right on the sea coast with A. McElwee and the Major 
and Commissary Captain W.B. Matts of the Regiment. I rode in a little wagon with the former 
mentioned gentlemen. The distance was about 25 miles. We passed on to Seabrook 
Plantation , where a few days before the Stone Scouts had a brisk skirmish with the Yankees, 5

the marks of the combat were distinctly to be seen on the trees and surrounding houses, which 
were perforated with balls. Here we crossed the river bridge over on Seabrook Island, we struck 
across the island and soon arrived at the other side, and crossed another stream on a very 
dilapidated bridge, over to Kiawah Island. From here we had a distinct view of the sand hills on 
the ocean beach. As we got on the island we struck on to a little road just wide enough for the 
wagons to pass through, with a jungle on each side of palmettos and other low country 
vegetation so thick that you can not see five steps into it, to let alone penetrating it. We 
proceeded, and at length arrived at one of the plantations, at the extreme verge of the island, 
where we found several negroes, the only persons on the island, from whom we bought all the 
chicken and eggs they had, and several young lambs, with which we loaded our wagons and 
then Captain Metts lending me his horse, I, with the rest of the party, two excepted, rode down 
to the beach to see the ocean. Accordingly we rode down there and rode along the beach for 
three miles or so, occasionally dismounting to pick up some pretty shell, it being in some 
respects new to me. We rode on until our guide, Captain Walpole, discovered a footprint freshly 
made in the sand, and knowing it to be one of our enemies, with the true instinct of a scout, 
grew cautious, and we turned into a little path and rode on until we reached the main road 
conducted by our guide, without whom we would have been certain to have gotten lost. We 
soon caught up with the wagon and proceeded to camp without accident, arriving about nine at 
night. When, after unloading the wagon, we retired to our tents and arose the next morning 
considerably refreshed in mind and body.
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We remained in Johns Island some 3 weeks making our stay about two months in this camp. 
Nothing of any consequence occurring except the reorganization, in which the Regiment 
enlisted for the war, all over 35 years of age and under 18 being exempted. R.S. Means was 
elected Major, vice, Major Mills. The Colonel and Lieutenant Colonel were reelected. Captain 
Wilson being exempt by his age, went home, though greatly against the wish of the company, to 
which he had endeared himself by many kind acts, and our 1st Lieutenant J.W. Avery, was 
elected Captain by the unanimous vote of the company. Lieutenant Logan was elected 1st 
Lieutenant and our 3rd Lieutenant. also leaving us, R.H. Whisonant, two vacancies were left, 
2nd Lieutenant and Brevet 2nd, to which places E.T. Moore and W. Moore were respectfully 
elected. So we had an entire reorganization and it was the same in most of the companies of 
the Regiment.

I will now speak for myself. Being under 18 I could not get the consent of my parent to enlist for 
the war, so my turn was 12 months and 90 days, having then some 8 months service before me, 
I forgot to state that it was here that my old servant, Horace, took sick, and getting worse, I sent 
him home, where the poor fellow died about two weeks after this. My father and brother, also my 
cousin, Leon Massy, paid us a visit, bringing to me another servant called Jesse, a likely young 
fellow of about twenty, who afterwards stuck to me thru thick and thin, and of whom I never had 
cause to complain. We remained on the island a good while afterwards, lying still in camp, living 
on low bush blackberries, any quantity of which were all around us, and of which we had 
delicious pies prepared by our skillful cooks. When receiving marching orders we took up line of 
march and crossing the causeway and bridge that we had completed at Church Flats after a 
very hot and dusty march of 15 miles encamped at Rantowles Station on the Charleston and 
Savannah railroad, a very pleasant place. This we named Camp Simons No. 1, here pitching 
our tents, we soon rested from our hot and fatiguing march. We had only remained in this camp 
a short time, employing our time fishing and drilling, when we were summoned back to Church 
Flats to oppose a gunboat or two that was said to be advancing up the river, which proved to be 
one of those common false alarms, to which we were always subject, and which were 
constantly occurring. However, we were detained here for several days without tents, but 
crowded in little huts so close that we hardly had room to turn around, and I generally prefer the 
open air if not raining and slept out of doors. One night my cousin and myself spread our 
blankets under a large oak and were soon asleep. About midnight a very heavy rain storm came 
up and pattering in our faces we were soon awakened, and my cousin arising after it began to 
come down pretty hard, ran into the house, but I, with singular foolishness, drew blankets and 
oil cloth over my head and sat there, taking the rain which poured down in irresistible torrents, 
and in a minute it began to run under me, then I jumped up in my stocking feet and ran through 
the muddy water to the house, leaving shoes which, for a wonder, I had pulled off, and gun, and 
accoutrements. Next morning my shoes were full of water, and I had some difficulty in drying 
them. My guns and accoutrement were not hurt. I spent as much of my time while here in the 
river bathing, where I fist learned to swim. After staying here two or three days we returned to 
camp, seven miles distance, where we arrived in a short time. We made one or two other 



marches from the camp on false alarms, with similar results. We remained at this camp only 
about two weeks, from where the camp was removed from this place lower down on the 
railroad, to the little village of Raverial, about 10 miles distance, in a very health and pleasant 
situation, right by the side of the railroad. This camp was named Camp Simon No. 2, where we 
remained until our removal to Virginia. But from this camp we took several hard marches and 
expeditions, which will relate in time.

The first expedition was to Pocotaligo , from there to Port Royal Ferry. We were lying quietly in 6

camp with nothing to do but sleep, eat, drill and run about the country, when a courier came 
dashing up to the headquarters bringing information of the Yankees landing at Port Royal Ferry 
and marching towards Pocotaligo, to cut the railroads, said to be several thousand strong, with 
orders for us to repair immediately to Pocotaligo to resist the advance. I happened to be on 
guard at the time in camp and was in a state of mental excitement, bordering on to madness for 
fear I would be left in camp and would not get to go, but I soon got a substitute to stand guard in 
my place and let me go. Pocotaligo was 50 miles distance, but a train of cars soon being ready 
for us we went like the wind and soon arrived there about sunset in the evening. As we landed 
the cavalry pickets came up saying the enemy were retreating, after being driven back my our 
small body of cavalry in a spirited skirmish, with some loss on both sides and several Yankee 
prisoners. Nevertheless, we immediately started in pursuit. The enemy had been within a mile of 
Pocotaligo when they retreated. We marched very fast without stopping to rest once until about 
ten at night and had marched some ten or twelve miles without seeing the enemy. Taking up 
lines of march again after a short rest we went some three miles further, when seeing no hope 
of overtaking the enemy we were ordered to halt and stop for then night in a large mansion. But 
our imaginations were not to stop here. Our company and Captain Culps of our Regiment were 
ordered to proceed to a bridge, and if possible to intercept the march of the enemy, and defend 
our rear from a night attack. Accordingly, feeling the full force of the old proverb, there is no rest 
for the weary, we again started for the bridge, said to be 3 miles distance, but we, by the route 
we went, soon found it out to be nearer 6 than 3 miles. We marched along in silence, not 
allowed to speak aloud, suffering greatly from want of water, nothing was to be heard but our 
own dull, heavy tramp, the command of our officers, the hoot of the owl, the cry of the 
whippoorwill, and the black darkness of the night, all conspired to effect each one of us with 
thrilling interest, every moment expecting to see a body of Yankee oppose us; but none 
appeared. It may be as well to state here the whole detachment was under the command of 
Captain Avery of my company and to no one could the trust have been better given. He was in 
every way qualified to carry out the enterprise, as he is to carry out any that can be given him. 
He was nobly aided by the other officers also. We advanced very cautiously, constantly keeping 
an advance guard in front and rear guard behind. Just at this time an incident occurred which 
served to increase the interest of us all. Captain Avery caught a horse standing in the middle of 
the road, riderless, but with saddle, bridle and sword of the owner buckled to him. We did not 
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know what to make of it. Was it the horse of an enemy, who by our close pursuit had been 
compelled to abandon it, and if so, were not more about, and such like idle surmises, but the 
mystery was cleared up the following day as I will show you in time. We grew more cautious 
after this, but marched on until at last we arrived at the bridge over a small river about two 
o’clock at night, fatigued, sleepy and hungry. Here upon the edge of the march we halted and, 
after stationing guards on the bridge and in our rear, tumbled down on our arms and were soon 
sound asleep with one blanket over us. When we arose in the morning, we were wet with dew, 
but building fires we soon got dry and the searching our haversacks for something to eat, which 
we found very scarce, and as the day were soon out entirely. About nine o’clock in the morning 
we took up line of march and crossed the bridge, intending to form a junction with the regiment 
at the crossroads. We pursued our route and arrived at the crossroads and there we found a 
key to the mystery of the horse. On the side of the road, in a little ditch, lay the ready body of Dr. 
Goddard, a member of the Rutledge Mounted Riflemen , shot thru and thru by the enemy who 7

had waylaid him and shot him from the bushes by the wayside, and that was his horse that we 
caught. Here we joined the regiment and fell into our place and pushed on to Port Royal in 
pursuit, which was five miles distance, but were too late. We arrived at the ferry just in time to 
give the enemy a parting salute with our cannon causing them to scamper out of the way in 
double quick time. The enemy was driven back but no fight of any consequence had taken 
place. We were woefully fatigued, hungry and sore, but it would not do for us to stay there, and 
we were ordered to return. We commenced the march about ten o’clock in the morning and 
hour after we trod along the sandy road under a burning sun, with sore feet and mouths dry with 
thirst, sometime I pull off my shoes and took it barefoot, but the hot sand compelled me to put 
them on again. We still persevered, some broke down, but at length the long looked for railroad 
came into sight. I have often thought this one of the hardest marches I ever took, being about 45 
miles, with hardly any rest, under a burning sun. At Pocotaligo a train of cars carried us back to 
Camp Simon where we soon rested from all our toils.

We remained in camp about two weeks before we took up another march, and this march was 
back to Johns Island. A courier came dashing into camp suddenly, bringing news that the enemy 
had landed in force on Johns Island, and that the gunboats were advancing put he Stone River. 
The long roll was sounded, 3 days rations were gotten ready, and in an hours time we were on 
the march. We soon arrived at Church Flats on the Stone, and took up quarters on the banks of 
the river, while Colonel Dunovant’s  Regiment of Regulars was sent over on the island to 8

oppose the advance and to serve as a vanguard for us. We remained at Church Flats until 
about four in the evening, when a courier came up at full speed saying that they enemy was still 
advancing and that Donovant’s whole Regiment had been cut off by the Yankees and were all 
prisoners. This caused great excitement. Everything was gotten ready, not doubting that we 
would have a tough struggle. Orders were given and we took up line of march for the Yankees. 

 http://www.sciway3.net/sc-reserves/ot/smartilleryhorse.html7
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We marched on until about 10 at night. The enemy was said to be in two miles of us. We were 
certain of having a hot fight in the morning, but slept soundly after the fatigue of the march. In 
the morning we marched down to the forks of the road where the Yankees were supposed to be, 
but we were mistaken. They were still further off and when we arrived at the crossroads we 
received orders to halt and await the arrival and orders of Brigadier General Evans, 
commanding the whole forces, and whom I think was rather tardy in all his proceedings, and 
through whose mismanagement a splendid opportunity was lost for if he had have been with us 
that morning we could have advanced against the enemy and no doubt have driven them off the 
island with loss, but they soon began to fall back again and when General Evans arrived the 
enemy had retreated into the neighborhood of Seabrooks Island. On the arrival of General 
Evans, we were ordered to retire to a house a short distance back and spend the night, leaving 
a picket at the crossroads. Nothing of importance occurred that night, this was the second night 
on the island. The following day we spent lolling about our temporary quarters, listening to the 
various reports brought in from picket lines in front by our cavalry. About 4 p.m. a heavy thunder 
storm came on. The clouds were perfectly black, and seemed to be a forerunner of the bad 
mistake which occurred that evening. It had been raining all the previous night. The roads were 
very wet, but every now and then reports would again reach us that the enemy was advancing. 
About this time our pickets stationed at the crossroads sent in a man saying that body of 
Yankees, both infantry and cavalry, were upon them and that they were in great danger of being 
cut off and for us to hasten to their relief. In five minutes we were ready and on the way to the 
picket lines, two miles distance. Our picket number about 30 men, all cavalry. We had gotten in 
about half mile of the line when a sad calamity, or rather, mistake, befell us. Just as we turned 
an angle in the road what was our surprise on seeing a body of horsemen immediately in front 
of us, at about to ten paces, going, or rather coming, at horse neck speed toward us. We had 
barely time to part to the sides of the road to save ourselves from being run over by these flying 
horsemen. We supposed them to be Yankees, but as the foremost neared us we saw them to 
be our pickets. The foremost man as he approached us shouted out, “The enemy are right 
behind us,” but it so happened that our men had gotten divided into two squads on account of 
some horses being faster than others and we took the first squad to be our pickets and the 
hindermost ones to be the enemy in pursuit, for all of them were going so fast no distinction 
could be made, and we were very naturally mistaken as the last squad, which we took to be 
Yankees, came up, our first two companies fired into them dropping men, horse, etc. and in our 
confused melee. Rain was pouring down and we were soaking wet, and the fact of a great many 
of the guns not firing saved several lives. It was bad enough. The cavalry likewise mistook us for 
the enemy and fired their pistols at us as they passed. Two Lieutenants in the Regiment and 
one private were wounded. I was standing right by one of the Lieutenants when he received his 
wound which was slight. I had just fired at the cavalry as they passed and was reloading when I 
heard the command given to form line of battle on the other side of the road. I immediately 
rammed my bullet home and ran across the road jumping over the dead and wounded lying in 
the road and took my place in line. The Yankees on hearing our fire immediately stopped 
pursuit, wheeled, fired into us and left as fast as possible. But we still supposed that a large 



body of Yankee infantry was in front of us and we immediately deployed on one side of the road, 
and forming line of battle advanced, wading through the marsh, sometimes up to our hips, 
getting a thorough wetting. In the meantime, torrents of rain poured down in all its fury, and such 
thunders as I never before heard. However, after reloading we kept steadily forward in line of 
battle. Having thrown out Captain Hill’s company as skirmishers inout front, all of a sudden the 
skirmishers fired into what they supposed to be a company of Yankee infantry who immediately 
skedaddled, proving to be cavalry, leaving one horse killed. The night was very dark and with 
difficulty we could see our hands before our faces. Nothing more of the enemy was seen and 
returned to learn of our unfortunate mistake in firing into our own men, but which was to be 
blamed entirely on our cavalry pickets. We had only returned a short time and were drying our 
clothes before large fires when our company was ordered out on picket to repair to the 
crossroads and remain as guards for the rest of the night. We immediately left, and arriving at 
the crossroads pickets were stationed and the utmost silence maintained. I was placed at one of 
the stations with two others, and remained standing the rest of the night, shivering with cold, but 
the bright Goddess of morn at length succeeded in raising the dark mantle of night and ushered 
in a bright sunny day. We were now relieved by Captain John H. Witherspoon’s company and 
returned to quarters to rest and eat and lay about all day, nothing occurring to excite interest. At 
dusk the regiment was again formed and marched down to the crossroads, but at dark General 
Evans arrived and ordered us to leave the island, and our whole force, excepting the cavalry, 
left, consisting of Dunovant’s Regulars, 16th Regiment and ours, the 17th. We got to Church 
Flats at about nine at night, tired and sleepy, having stayed on the island a week. The following 
day we repaired to Camp Simon for a short rest, for it was not long before we were again on the 
march, our route and also our purpose this time was different from that which we had hitherto 
pursued and something more exciting, for we had hitherto acted only on the defensive, but now 
we assumed an offensive position. An attack was planned on the enemy on Edisto Island to be 
led by Colonel Stevens of the Halcombe Legion, an able and excellent officer. We soon 
received orders, and with little preparation were on the march. First we went to Adams Run, the 
headquarters of General Evans, about 12 miles distance from our camp. Here we met up with 
one or two other Regiments bound on the same expedition. In truth, our force was very small, 
being only the Halcombe Legion, 17th Regiment, Nelson’s Battalion, and some other separate 
commands of artillery and cavalry. A small force to undertake to drive ten thousand Yankees off 
of an island so well fortified and defended. When we arrived at Adams Run we halted and spent 
the night out in the street. The next day, by daylight, we were on the march for Edisto. We 
walked all day under a scorching sun, suffering from thirst and fatigue. We at length arrived at 
Pineburg, the place of crossing over to Ichossee Island, at about sunset, having only one large 
flat to cross the whole body, we were a long time getting over. Our regiment did not get over 
until about nine at night, when we took a small embankment for a path, thrown up just between 
the rice dams and the river, only a yard wide, with very tall grass growing on each side of it. It 
needed only one misstep on either side to precipitate us into the river, on one side or the rice 
dam on the other, but luckily for us the moon was shining brightly. We kept up this narrow path 
for about three miles, following the course of the river until at length we reached a road leading 



to Ex-Governor Aiken’s  plantation, and following it, soon reached his wealthy farm. It ought to 9

be called a village as I never saw so great a number of negro houses together to be owned by 
one man and on the whole so well fixed. We stopped here to rest, it was then about 12 o’clock 
at night. When we had hardly gotten seated on the ground a courier came dashing through our 
ranks at headlong speed saying that the enemy was endeavoring to cut us off with their 
gunboats by sailing up the river, and were prepared to receive us on the island, having been 
informed by some treacherous negro of our intentions, and as only half of our forces were yet 
over on Ichossee orders were given for us to retreat. We immediately marched back, leaving a 
picket behind, and taking the same route by the narrow path proceeded very slowly and did not 
reach the ferry until about two o’clock and were then compelled to stand in this narrow path for 
three hours and a half before we could cross, the tide having fallen and we were compelled to 
wade thigh deep in mud and water before we could reach the flats, but we go over safe at last 
just as the gray tent of morn began to appear on the Eastern horizon. Having walked the whole 
night and the day previous we were pretty well worried, and took a great rest at Pineberg, and 
about ten a.m. started for camp which we reached the following day. Our march being all for 
nothing as it turned out to be. This was the last march of any consequence that we took on the 
coast. True, we made another trip to Pocotaligo once in the case of an alarm, but it proved to be 
false, and we returned. Our next experience now came to possess more the appearance of 
stern reality, and instead of false alarms we came to sturdy blows, and close contest with a 
powerful enemy. We received the orders to repair to the Old Dominion, the land of fights, and 
were soon on the way.

 William Aiken, Jr. - https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/William_Aiken,_Jr.9
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Part Second - Virginia

We were lying in camp at Camp Simon No. 2 when we received orders to get ready to leave for 
Virginia. A soldier’s baggage, like his money, is always scarce, and we were not long in packing. 
All extra baggage was discarded, and boxes, baskets, tin pans, etc. were left strewn over the 
camp grounds. A train of cars soon came for us, and one car only being allowed to a company, 
we were necessarily crowded and warm, it being the last of June. We go to Charleston about 
four in the evening, and were compelled to remain there until nine at night, for want of means of 
transportation to carry us. We were here greatly disappointed, and the whole regiment very 
angry. We had all entertained the idea of getting to go the upper road which could have taken us 
all close to home and was as near as any other way to Virginia, but when we got to Charleston it 
was decided to send us the Wilmington and Manchester railroad, and I can tell you there was 
some tall cursing done that day, but it is a soldier’s duty to obey orders and we were compelled 
to the way were ordered, we took our spite out in eating watermelons and fruit and a goodly 
number o them went down that well worn path, a soldier’s throat; we left Charleston that night at 
nine o’clock, and was fast carried away from the state of our pride and birth, some never to 
return again. We passed through Old Rip  by way of Wilmington and Goldsboro up to Weldon 10

from thence to Petersburg and Richmond. We were one week on the road and at last reached 
Richmond without occurrence of anything worth mentioning. It was near ten o’clock at night 
when we reach Richmond. We were formed into lines in the streets and marched directly 
through them, saluted by deafening cheers by the populace, and the ladies looked timidly from 
their windows, and waved handkerchiefs and nightcaps in abundance. We marched out to the 
race course, two miles from the city and encamped there that night without tents, although 
raining a little, but we soon got to abhor tents, and would rather take the open air from long 
usage. We remained here several days, spending our time visiting the city, and to the theater 
and the different curiosities that Richmond affords. My father came to see me here but stayed 
only two days and left at the same time that we got orders to move. In obedience to the order 
we moved seven miles from Richmond to the neighborhood of Laurel Hill. Here we pitched our 
camp in a pleasant old field, this camp was called Camp Mary. We had lain idly in camp for two 
or three days when we received a most disagreeable order which was to go to work throwing up 
fortifications, breastworks, etc. Our Brigade was divided into two parts and we took it day about 
in the trenches. Now I tell you, this work is anything but fun. One of you home guards look at us 
poor fellow, sweat rolling down their sun burned cheeks, scorching sun pouring down in full 
vigor on the partly naked bodies of our brave soldiers. Look at them as with sheer dreariness, 
they are wont to drop down to sleep, and tell me how you would like to fill their places. You 
would certainly stain your white kid gloves and get some Virginia clay on your snow white pants 
and your beautiful Saxon complexion would certainly take a deeper and darker color. Oh, you 
young, dandified monkeys, Second Chesterfields, this is an age more fitted for the Blount 
Norman than the prim “Francais.” Enough of this.

 North Carolina, The Rip Van Winkle State10



We remained here for two weeks, and threw up a line of breastworks that will remain for 
centuries as a memorial of our handiwork. At the end of this time, we received orders to break 
up camp and report at Richmond. Now it was that our hardest suffering began. In accordance 
with our orders we broke camp and marched to Richmond. Here I met with a considerable 
misfortune. My boy, Jesse, took sick and I was compelled to leave him behind a short time. 
When we reported at Richmond we were ordered to the depot on the Gordonville Road. Here 
we took the cars and made sail ho for the valley made memorable by Jackson’s exploits. After 
traveling all day we reached Gordonsville and I may tell you here, this was the last riding we did 
for a long time. We encamped in a very pleasant grove in Gordonsville that night, hungry and 
tired, but I managed to get a good supper from one of the surrounding houses by paying an 
exorbitant price. The next morning rations of the best crackers we had ever had were issued to 
us and we received orders to march. We left Gordonsville and marched over what I thought a 
very hilly country, about seven or eight miles. I was carrying a knapsack full of clothes and I can 
inform you it made no addition to my speed. We at length arrived at our halting place and some 
of us had made us tents of pole and bushes, and some of blankets and oil cloths. When we 
were ordered to move our camp about half a mile westward, behold the inconstancy of a 
soldier’s life the change and disappointment he undergoes, the privations he endures, all for the 
sake of his country. The spot we were ordered to move to was entirely free from woods with the 
exception of an apple orchard and seems to resemble a tremendous potato patch, for it was a 
confined succession of hills, very lofty and grand and sublime in appearance. Here was the 
whole of Longstreet’s corps bivouacked on those hills, the azure light of thousands of camp fires 
sent their ruddy hues toward the skies. The whole landscape, as far as the eye could reach was 
illuminated by this succession of lights, and by night the scene lent and additional enchantment 
to the view. This enchanting scene was enlivened by numerous bands of marshall music that 
sounded forth on the still night breeze, its brazen melodies, and lent an additional luxury to the 
already enchanting scenery. Look over those hills and you will see the whole of Longstreet’s  11

invincible corps, sitting, reclining and sleeping on the grassy hillsides. Look at the self devotion, 
the patriotism of our noble soldiers, as they assemble to vindicate the rights and honor of our 
oppressed country, and be thankful to an omnipotent God that you live in such a land. We 
established ourselves on the summit of one of these hills and lay here a week and I can 
positively say that I ate more beef and flour that week than I ever did in any two previous to it. 
Our cooking was truly of an original style. We had no cooking utensils with us, but we invented 
substitutes by taking flat rocks and heating them to broil our beef upon. You would be surprised 
at the delicate flavor this style produced, and our plan for cooking flour was still more original. 
We poured water into the barrel of flour and each one grabbed in and made up his own dough; 
then some drew it out into a long string and twisted it around sticks to cook before the fire; some 
made ash cakes, and some more, ingenious still, got flat boards and succeeded pretty well in 
making decent hoe cakes. At length however, and to our regret, we received orders to pull-up 
stakes and move. 
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By the way, I forgot an expedition, or rather, a skirmish we had, at Malvern Hill while at Camp 
Mary, and I will relate it here, before proceeding to our more difficult labors. While in camp at 
Laurel Hill our pickets below Malvern Hill reported the Yankees advancing, and we were 
marched out to meet them and oppose their farther progress, but the Yankee, after driving in our 
pickets, stopped at Malvern Hill and established themselves there, which was about seven miles 
form our encampment. General Longstreet determined to take the hill and for that purpose we, 
Evan’s Brigade, were sent forward to drive in the enemy’s pickets. We left camp in battle trim, 
with three days’ rations, and marched within two miles of Malvern Hill, and we then deployed at 
two paces apart and advanced on the Yankee pickets. We marched these two miles through the 
thickest kind of black jacks  and wood, but the Yankee pickets getting wind of us fled, leaving 12

guns, ammunition, knapsacks, and everything, to us, but we could not remove any of them as 
we were still advancing on the enemy. After getting through the woods we came upon an open 
old field with woods of Malvern Hill on the other side. Just as we got on the edge of the wood, it 
being then about dusk, our guide, a cavalryman and by the by a brave man, spied a Yankee 
come galloping through the field. He deliberately got off his horse, took aim through the crack of 
the fence, and fired, but his gun misfired and the Yankee wheeled and rode away, but the fellow 
belonging to the picket, and knowing that they had been driven in, thought his own men and 
fired at him through mistake and he rode back up to us. Our guide rode out in the road to meet 
him, and when he came up familiarly addressed him and after holding some conversation with 
him, he asked the Yankee if he ever saw a Rebel. The Yankee answered no, and our guide then 
bursting out into a hoarse laugh, and clapping the fellow on the shoulder, said, “Well, old buck, 
you see one now. You belong to me. Come along with me or I’ll spill your bacon.” It is needless 
to say, the Yankee was completely astounded. After this little incident, we marched out into the 
middle of the old field and laid down in the grass and lay here for an hour or so. Our Colonel 
sent one company, Captain Culp’s, forward to the woods on the side of the road. They had 
hardly reached there when a company of Yankee cavalry came riding along. At first they mistook 
us for friends, but, on approaching nearer, and perceiving their mistake, they fired and wheeled, 
but we fired into them, and found four Yankee dead on the road, besides several wounded. As 
the Yankees ran back the whole of Gadberry’s 18th Regiment  fired at them and dropped some 13

more. The Yankee forces at Malvern Hill, on hearing of our advance, evacuated the hills and we 
took possession. The same night we marched two miles back and bivouacked for the night, but 
we were kept at this bivouac for two days before we returned to Camp Mary, so ended this 
expedition.
[Stopped here]
To return. Now commenced a series of the hardest marches on record. We took up line of 
march from Gordonsville and marched in the direction of Orange courthouse. We travelled the 
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entire day until night usurped the rule of day, the men groaning under their knapsacks, and 
toiling along with feeble steps. At night we were asleep as soon as touched the ground. I, 
fortunately, left my knapsack behind with Jesse, and had only my blanket to carry. This I twisted 
and strung over my shoulders like a Scottish plaid. Being the easiest way of carrying it. We lived 
along our marches on a small ration of bacon and hard crackers, so hard it took rocks to break 
them, and occasionally we got some roasting ear and green apples, but such things were 
scarce. We marched on an average of twenty miles a day, but often we had to go nearer thirty. I 
found myself as able, although young, to stand the march as well as anyone in my company. 
That night we sometimes halted, and again sometime marched on till near morning when halted 
we tumbled down on the spot we were halted at, and after building a little fire and eating a 
scanty supper, roll up in our blankets and sleep as soundly as if all was peace. Rain may come 
and drench you, yet, sleep still hold her own. This then was our daily routine. As soon as day 
dawns again, we are on the march. Some point must be gained at every hazard, and every 
nerve is strained to do so. Pope  and his retreating Army retreat steadily before us, 14

occasionally he gives our advance guard a skirmish. At length we crossed the Rapidan River, 
the enemy still retreating before us. On crossing the Rapidan we were formed in line of battle 
and advanced through several old fields in battle line, but no enemy appearing in view we again 
took to the file. Now, the Rapidan having been crossed, though the race was for the 
Rappahannock, we kept steadily on day after day, past the well fought and victorious battlefields 
of Cedar Run , until we arrived in the neighborhood of the Rappahannock, and here the enemy 15

seems determined to make a stand and dispute the passage of the river. We had now been 
about twenty days on the march continually. The enemy now drew up his artillery on this side of 
the river, and threw his pontoon bridges across to facilitate his retreat, though next morning after 
we arrived in the neighborhood of the Rappahannock River, by day dawned, General Evans 
formed his brigade in battle order and advanced on the enemy’s batteries. We marched over 
several wheat fields, and being supported by a detachment of the celebrated Washington 
Artillery from New Orleans , we pressed forward into range of the enemy’s cannon. The 16

Washington Artillery got up to the top of the hill and opened the ball, then commenced one of 
the fiercest artillery duels ever fought. We were about 100 yards behind the Washington Artillery 
and in full range of the enemy’s guns. The shells fell around us as thick as hail, the air above 
our heads was fairly rent with the shrieks of the cannon balls and shells bursting, ricocheting, 
and whizzing amongst us. The roar of seventy-five pieces at once was truly dreadful, strange to 
say, we had lost few men so far, but we were lying exposed to every shot, and General Evans, 
seeing this, rode up to us and swore he would take the Yankee battery. He ordered the 
Halcombe Legion to charge it, and we to follow next. We had an open old field to cross, and the 
enemy seeing this, directed their fire at us and hurled rains of grape, canister, shrapnel and 
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shells at us. Men were falling thick, but we charged up the hill, shouting like demons, but lo; the 
enemy had fled, crossed the river, taken up his bridges, and established his battery on a hill on 
the other side of the river, and now being out of our reach, poured their fire into us. We were 
ordered to lie down on the side of the hill, and there we lay for eight hours beneath a scorching 
sun, partially shielded by the hill from the enemy’s fire, which flew over us like rain about three 
feet above our heads, and occasionally dropped among us. The enemy at last found out our 
whereabouts, and moving their batteries, raked the side of the hill we were lying on, killing and 
wounding several at the first discharge. We shifted around to the other side of the hill and laid 
there awhile, when General Evans came up and ordered us to retreat to a piece of woods a 
short distance back. We were again compelled to cross this old field, and in view of the full fire 
of the Yankees, but we reached the woods with slight loss. Here we remained until night, and 
the enemy ceased firing and resumed their retreat. We advanced to the hill we had driven the 
Yankee battery from and found several dead Yankees and a quantity of commissary. After this 
sever shelling, and having buried our dead, and cared for our wounded, resumed the pursuit of 
the Yankees. Our Regiment was particularly fortunate in this instance, while the Halcombe lost 
about sixty in killed and wounded, we had only about six. We marched the next day after the 
shelling higher up the Rappahannock to the bridge over it, but found this bridge defended by the 
enemy. We stopped here one day while our pickets kept up a continual scattering fire with the 
Yankees across the river. The Yankees burned the bridge and seemed determined to prevent 
our crossing it, but here General Stonewall Jackson  performed one of those quick evolutions 17

for which he was so famous. About dark one night, leaving the artillery on our side to keep up a 
fire on the enemy at the bridge, we drew off and marching behind the hills and woods, eluded 
the sight of the Yankees and making a foxed march to a ford about twelve miles down the river, 
we crossed over, the enemy still thinking we confronted them at the bridge. The next morning 
our artillery withdrew, and the enemy discovered the ruse played upon them, and again 
commenced a retreat. Our pursuit was hotter than ever. Often we came across a dead Yankee 
laying in the road, and broken guns, knapsacks and overcoats became more numerous than 
ever. It was evident that Pope could not go further without turning to give us battle, and it proved 
to a battle worthy of our expectations, and as severe as contending mortals can make it. 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Second Battle of Manassas

On Wednesday evening, August 27th, we arrived in the neighborhood of Manassas. On arriving 
at the little station of Gainesville we were drawn into line of battle after double quick, but 
crossing only a short distance farther bivouacked for the night. On Thursday, the day following, 
we lay still listening to our picket’s stray shots and to the occasional booming of big guns. On 
Friday we arose considerably refreshed and marched up in reach of the enemy shells that now 
commenced falling thick and fast. We lay in the woods a short distance from the enemy’s line, 
watching the flying shells as they passed over us, seething, whistling, literally plowing the air, 
the loud shriek of the flying shells, the dull whiz of the great ancanisten, with the dispiriting cry of 
wounded mortals, fairly rent the air. Our pickets in front were continually popping away at those 
of the enemy, while every now and then we would hear the loud shout of Regiments as they 
would charge upon the enemy, firing like a crane brake on fire, and shouting like demons. All 
day we lay and listened to these discordant sounds, knowing that our time would soon come to 
mix in with the medley. As evening approached the firing became still hotter. Brigade after 
brigade hurried to engage in the general revelry. A short while before dusk General Evans rode 
up to our Brigade and ordered us to advance. We formed a line and the general ordered us to 
double quick, and thus we went through bushes, over hills, etc. for half a mile when we came 
upon a farm house, all around which was strewn with dead bodies. A short distance from this 
house Benbons Regiment, the 23rd S.C. Volunteers, being on the left of the brigade was 
charged upon by a regiment of Yankee cavalry. Our fellows stopped steady, poured a 
destructive fire into the charging cavalry, emptying nearly every saddle, and throwing them into 
the utmost confusion. These that left immediately wheeled and fled, followed by the exultant 
shouts of our victorious boys. While advancing a stray ball struck W.A. Parker of our company 
inflicting a wound that proved mortal in a short time. We kept steadily on, waded a deep creek, 
until we came in view of General Law’s  Brigade of Alabamians where we halted in a corn field 18

and remained there half the night, wringing wet and shivering with cold. About midnight a rumor 
reached us that the enemy were trying to get into our rear and General Evans ordered us back 
to the farm houses where we spent the reminder of the night. All night long the pickets kept up a 
constant firing, indicating that the enemy still confronted us. We all knew that the following day 
would be an eventful one for some of us, and a fatal one. The 30th of August dawned and 
ushered in a glorious day for our young Confederacy, one that will ever be remembered in the 
annals of history, and one whose fame shall never pass into oblivion. As the day dawned, 
cannon after cannon boomed forth their iron hail, and the increased firing showed plainly the 
fierceness of the battle. Regiment after regiment advanced to the contest. We lay for over half a 
day listening and watching the contest, and still nor orders for us to advance. But a length the 
order came. General Evans ordered us to advance and the whole brigade started forward in as 
pretty a line as they had ever formed on dress parade. We advanced first across the little open 
space, or small strip of old field, and on entering  the woods on the other side the shells came 
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flying over us in close proximity. General Evans ordered us to lie down until the shells passed 
over us. As I lay down a shell came whizzing over me, about foot over my head and fell right at 
my heels, but, fortunately it did not explode. We got up then and charged forward in a good line, 
through the woods, over dead and wounded men, shouting like demons. After passing through 
the woods we entered on a thicket of cedars and here the enemy sent their great shots in 
perfect hurricanes, crushing and maiming man after man. On entering a little clump of black 
jacks, grape, canister and shrapnel fairly rattled amid the trees. Here we lost heavily. The man 
by my side was killed dead on the spot; our gallant Colonel, Ex-Governor Means, fell pierced 
with a ball through the breast while gallantly cheering us on. It seemed strange how a man 
could escape, still we pressed resolutely on, and on clearing the woods at Mrs. Chinn’s house, 
we came in full sight of the enemy drawn up in good line, and showering their leaden missiles 
upon us, the red uniforms  of Colonel Duryée’s  New York Knave  shining prominent in ranks, 19 20 21

with a shout that sounded loud above the cannons roar, we charged on the run, firing and 
loading as fast as possible. The Yankees did not wait to lock bayonets with us, but turned and 
fled precipitantly, still keeping up a desultory fire, while giving our whole attention to the fleeing 
foe, a regiment of Yankees suddenly drew up in line, in a few yards form us on our left and 
poured in a destructive fire. And now my turn came, for it was here, while busy loading my rifle, 
that a ball from the enemy came whizzing through my thigh. My first thought was to look at it, 
but there was so much blood on my leg that I could not distinguish the wound. The balls 
continued to fly around me, knocking up the dirt all around me, and I was in eminent danger of 
getting another one. I got up and found I could walk a little and hobbled about five steps back 
and lay down (Hors de Combat). The battle continued with fury, grape, shell, shot, and Minié 
balls  were plowing the air around me, and at that time I was suffering acute pain from my leg. 22

My leg seemed to be numbed all over, still, with a dull kind of pain thrilling through it. Several 
other wounded were lying near me. It was while lying here that some one came and lay down 
beside me saying, “We are friend now if we have been enemies.” I did not understand him, in 
fact, I did not notice him, but I saw he had on a Yankee uniform, which a great many of our men 
wore, and I supposed him one of our men. I lay still sometime without speaking to him, 
examining my leg, but having finished I asked him to what regiment he belonged. He replied, “I 
belong to the 24th Ohio.” “You are a Yankee then,” says I. “Yes” he replied, “But I am tired of this 
damned war, and won’t fight anymore.” I told him I would not trust a Yankee no further than I 
could see, and demanded his gun, which he very complacently delivered, remarking “It is 
loaded.” I turned him over to our soldiers on their return. I lay here where I was wounded until 
the battle ended, which was about half hour after I got wounded. The Yankees were thoroughly 
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whipped. It seemed as if the field of Manassas was peculiarly unfortunate for them. As the 
retreating foe disappeared in the distance I got up on my legs again and commenced to hobble 
along. I found myself very weak and stiff, just able to limp along, but I assure you it afforded me 
infinite satisfaction as I knew when I could walk that my leg was not broken. I hobbled up to Mrs. 
Chinn’s house about  one hundred yards form where I was wounded and there I fortunately met 
one from our company, William Clark, who kindly assisted me, bound up my leg and gave his 
blanket and oil cloth to me. I will never forget this kindness. He evinced a warm heart an 
showed a brotherly feeling as soldiers should, for his comrade-in-arms. Poor fellow, he 
afterwards received his death wound on the field of Sharpsburg . I went into the cellar of the 23

house and lay down for the night, perfectly weary and contented. I felt really happy on my own 
account, but exceedingly anxious on theirs. I got a soldier to fill my canteen with water and I 
used that simple, but most healing restorative on my wound just pouring it on the spot to keep 
the fever out of it. I finally got a young Virginia doctor to bind up my leg and I felt very 
comfortable the rest of the night. Captain Avery, my uncle, who was looking on the battlefield for 
me, found me about twelve o’clock that night in good spirits, and left me, promising to have me 
carried off in the morning, which he did. I considered myself truly fortunate in getting into the 
cellar, for it not only rained, but a night amid the dead and dying is not pleasant. I was partially 
shielded from the discordant sounds of the wounded and dying, but I heard sufficient to appall 
the ear of the most hard hearted stoic. Discordant sounds rent the air, yells, sheiks, piteous 
groans and cries of suffering reached the ear on every side. It is truly horrible to witness the 
mangled bodies of the unfortunate combatants, limbs off, bodies half shot away, features awfully 
disfigured, etc. all wrapped up in the robe of death. The features were variously marked, some 
wore the stern aspect of battle, even in death, some presented pictures of despair, some of 
reckless determination, some of fright, and still some of calmness and self-satisfaction, truly 
sublime. Some were smiling in death, seeming to realize that old and patriotic, but romantic 
maxim “’Tis sweet to die for one’s country.” Peace be to their ashes, a soldier’s fate. How 
wonderfully sudden, how apparently awful. I spent the night very comfortable, in fact, I slept, 
though you may think it strange, but I did. Morn at last appeared, damp, hazy, chilly, the smoke 
of battle yet hovered in Manassas, on the battlefield, and the bodies of ten thousand dead 
bespotted the face of nature. The Sun of Austerity never shown on a more desolate scene. 
About 11 o’clock my uncle came after me and I was carried out on a litter, placed in a wagon 
with three others of my regiment, and we were hauled off the battlefield to the camp hospital. I 
would not go in the hospital but with Lieutenants Logan and Moore, and my cousin W. 
Dunovant, all wounded, we put up a shanty and stayed in the woods. We had a couple of 
servants, Noah for one, and did very well. We lay here three or four days, when we were carried 
to Warrenton, and here we hired a little private house and put up for good. I cannon pay too 
great a tribute to the ladies of Warrenton, Virginia. We were treated with every kindness by 
these noble hearted women. We were supplied with everything which comfort could demand, 
and our comforts extended even to luxuries, and their continued solicitude and watchful 
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presence, threw a halo of joy over our suffering. The aged, but kind hearted old ladies, as well 
as the beautiful and accomplished young damsels, united in their mutual efforts to our comfort. 
God bless and forever protect them. Let no man ever speak in disparaging terms of the ladies of 
Warrenton, for they are models as patriots and as ladies. I will ever uphold them.

We remained in Warrenton about ten days when we hired a man for 40 dollars to take us to 
Rapidan Station in an old rough wagon without springs. This was our only plan to get home. We 
were two days in getting to Rapidan Station, but finally reached the desired spot. Here we 
mounted in an old horse cart and went to Gordonsville, Virginia. Here, to my inexpressible joy, I 
met my father on his way after me. I found but little difficulty in getting passports for home, and 
in a week from that day I was safely lodged at home, and in six or eight weeks recovered form 
my wound entirely. The next year I got a discharge and went to the State Military Institution at 
Columbia, but I am now on the qui vie again, having left school.

End of Part Two



Events occurring in the interval when Samuel Cosmo Lowry returned home after being wounded 
at the Second Battle of Manassas, to the time of his reenlistment in the Confederate Army.

Samuel C. Lowry, after recovering from his wound, was discharged from the army on account of 
being under age. He was then sent to the Arsenal , a military school in Columbia, S.C. which 24

building is now used as the present Governor’s Mansion.

After being there about three months his youthful ardor and patriotism prompted him to attempt 
to organize a company of volunteers among the cadets. The Commandant hearing an intimation 
of this had the cadet corps drawn up in line on the campus and asked that all who were 
implicated in this movement make it known. Samuel C. Lowry stepped forward and declared 
himself the leader, asking his followers to step out from the ranks. Twenty six responded. All 
were dismissed from school.

Sam then went to Ebenezer, near Yorkville, S.C. and stayed at the home of his maternal 
grandfather, Edward Avery. With is followers he attempted to organize a cavalry company, but 
failing to secure the requisite number abandoned the idea and he and three of his companions 
joined Company F, 17th South Carolina Regiment, commanded by Colonel F.W. McMaster. Of 
the four who cast their lot in with this company only one ever returned.
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Boys that left the Arsenal in September 1863

Subsequent to this left

S. Cosmo Lowry Yorkville, S.C.

G.F.L.A. Massey Ebenizerville

J. Young Goodlett Greenville

R. Lide Burns Greenville

Waddy Thompson Greenville

Thomas S. Houghes Greenville

G.M. Smith Greenwood, Abbeville District

L.F. Connor Cokesbury

J.M. Mays Cokesbury

A. McQueen Salley Orangeburg

Jacob S. Felder Willow Camp, Orange District

C.W. McNorries Newberry C.H.

Julius A. Carlisle Santuck P.O. Union District

Lewis C. Thompson Liberty Hill, Kershaw

Milledge Galphin Augusta, Georgia

John D. Harrison Ridgeway, Fairfield

Lawrence W.O. Hear Charleston, S.C.

Robert W. Vaux Charleston, S.C.

John Ball Charleston, S.C.

P.G. Stoney Charleston, S.C.

J.E. Edwards Columbia, S.C.



A.F. Browning Charleston, S.C.

Joseph Huger Charleston, S.C.

Grange Coffin Charleston, S.C.

Williams Lucas Charleston, S.C.



Diary by S.C. Lowry of Company F, 17th Regiment, S.C.V. commenced on Sullivan’s Island, this 
22nd day of January, 1864

Jan. 22 - This is my first day in camp since the Second Battle of Manassas. Am gladly 
welcomed by my old comrades in arms. A warm and pleasant day. Spend my time reviewing the 
island and our fortifications. With an occasional stroll along the seaside for shells.

Jan. 23rd - Another pleasant day. Nothing of interest occurred.

Jan. 24th - Sunday. We walked down the island and go with Fort Moultrie  to review her 25

defenses. Find them remarkable sting, 15 inch guns pointing from every embrasure, ready to 
belch forth destruction to the hireling foe. Get a splendid view of Fort Sumter  and the Yankee 26

works on Morris Island . Sumter is awfully battered. One side is a pile of ruins, yet her glorious 27

flag floats in haughty defiance over her now hallowed ground. May she ever be as she is now 
triumphant. The Yankees throw an occasional shell over to our Island but generally keep up a 
continual bombardment of Charleston. Return along the beach to camp.

Jan. 25th - A lively and rather cruel sea breeze has sprung up. Drilled twice today.

Jan. 26th - Similar to yesterday. Had several nice games of ball etc.

Jan. 27th - On guard today. Posted at the camp. A very pleasant day and my guard duty 
comparatively light. A stray bomb goes whizzing into the city every now and then.

Jan. 28th - Sleep and rest today from my guard duty of yesterday. Get some fresh beef for 
dinner, the first meat we have received since our arrival, issuing nothing but meat to the solders. 
Light fare. This evening the enemy have commenced an unusually severe shelling of the city 
and occasionally drop a shell at Moultrie or Sumter. There goes a bomb plowing the air and 
shrieking like fury, “Now” to the city. We have gotten used to them now and they do not even 
draw a casual remark for the men. Leon Massey and Hughes on guard today. Their first time.

Jan. 29th - All night long the roar of Yankee cannon is heard and is still going on today. Old 
Sumter is the subject of their wrath. We can see every shot as it strikes on her walls. The dust 
flying in columns from their stroke. The enemy occasionally throw a shell into the city and one or 
two into Moultrie. All quiet in camp.
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Jan. 30th - The bombardment of Sumter continues. Somewhat severer than yesterday. 

Jan. 31st - Sunday again. Have Regimental inspection today. The bombardment still goes on 
but not so severely. All quiet in camp. Spent our time today reading and writing.

Feb. 1st - A general inspection and review of the regiment is made this morning by General 
Beauregard’s aide. We number about 500 men all told. The enemy keep up a lively shelling of 
Sumter. All quiet in camp.

Feb 2nd - Last night a steamer  attempted to run the blockade and in fact succeeded, but 28

unfortunately ran aground abreast Fort Moultrie on the beach. All was now hurry and confusion 
on board the boat for they knew that as soon as the Yankees could see her they would knock 
her to pieces. Consequently, all hands commenced unloading, pulling boats, pitching overboard 
barrels, boxes, etc. to wash ashore. Our picket guard on the beach pitched in promiscuously, 
grabbing for themselves, shoes, blankets, oranges, pickles, whiskey, etc. At daylight the rumor 
reached camp and crowds of men rushed to the beach eager to get a share of the spoils. Some 
succeeded in getting something, but soon a guard was posted and the things claimed by 
owners, but a great many had been beforehand and skedaddled with their spoils, and, as you 
would know, such things that were eatable were immediately consumed, but alas for the poor 
steamer, as soon as the hovering mist began to recede before the coming light of day the 
Yankees spied her and commenced firing. At first wide, but gradually improving until she was 
fairly riddled and knocked to pieces. All day the whiz and shriek of shells are heard and in 
dangerous proximity to us. It was truly a grand sight to stand off and look at the effect of each 
shot, first the enemy’s batteries on Morris Island fired, and then the three iron-clad turreted 
Monitors  would steam up and pour forth a stream of lead on the devoted steamer. They 29

wounded and probably killed several of our men who ventured too close. They are firing now at 
this moment with redoubled severity. I bought two pairs of shoes today that had been taken from 
the steamer, one pair for twenty dollars, the other for fifteen.

Feb. 3rd - The roar of cannon is the first thing heard this morning. They fired all night long at the 
steamer. Today is my turn for guard again and it happened that I was detailed for guard at 
Moultrie in the very course of shot and shell form the Yankees. We left camp and started for our 
post, and as soon as we got in range of shell we crept along by the breastworks as fast as 
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possible until we reached the bomb-proof . All day long here the shot and shell whizzed directly 30

over our heads, but we were shielded by the bomb-proof and laughed at the danger. A great 
many struck our bomb-proof but did no great harm, but safe as we were, we found the place 
very uncomfortable, on account of the sand continually falling in our eyes, and a part of us 
resolved to risk a little for the sake of comfort, consequently we came out of the bomb-proof and 
took our seats behind the breastworks. We sat here a long time, gazing at the shells whistling 
by, and at last decided we were perfectly safe here, but we were too quick in our decision, for 
scarcely had we done so when a sixty pound shell fell with amazing force in three feet of us, but 
fortunately did not burst. If it had done so but few would have escaped. Night at last came and 
ushered in a painful scene. A poor woman, a soldier’s wife, who had come from home to see 
him, was brought in the bomb-proof with one arm shot off and dreadful wound in the leg. Her 
arm was immediately amputated and her other wound, being dressed, she was sent to the 
hospital. The same shell that wounded her killed a man. Another man was also brought in with 
his arm shot all to pieces. It also was amputated. All night long the Yanks shelled, but their fire 
was somewhat slackened near day and only an occasional shot was heard in the morning.

Feb 4th. - This morning I was awfully scared by a shell. The firing had ceased for a long time 
and Sergeant Ruce Workman and myself had gone out to see the Regulars mount guard when 
lo; a Monitor steamed up, and let loose her bull dogs before we could reach cover. The ball 
ripped its way on the water making a noise like a dozen cannon. I squatted behind a little brick 
wall, or cistern for water, no protection at all from above, but dodging was natural. Ruce fell flat 
and crawled under the house. On came the shell, and at last with a tremendous fuss exploded 
within a few yards of us, and giving us an awful jar. Ruce and I immediately left the spot and 
made clean tracks for the bomb-proof. As I turned I saw my boy Henry who had brought me my 
breakfast, leaving the spot where he had come, also with lightning speed. Shortly after we were 
relieved and returned to camp, and slept the rest of the day. I bought three pairs of shoes today 
again for $10.00 a pair.

Feb. 5th. - This morning we find that some of our boys had been on the steamer in the night and 
brought us some pickles, pork and a box of champagne. We purchases several bottles and 
drank them very speedily you might suppose. Today everybody is planning to get on the 
steamer. At night crowds were seen making toward the steamer which seemed as if the whole 
brigade had turned out, but sentinels had been posted and they were all stopped and informed 
they could not pass. For a while the boys were raging and swore they would pass anyhow, and 
some did. The crowd was very large and much excited. At length Col. Keithe was brought out 
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and he addressed the crowd, and appeased them by promising to divide the cargo of the shops 
equally, and they were all satisfied and dispersed.

Feb. 6th - All quiet today. I went down to the steamer this morning but could not get aboard. She 
is torn almost to pieces, one end under water.

Feb. 7th - Go thru the usual camp routine.

Feb. 8th. - All still. Spend the day reading and writing.

Feb. 9th - On guard today at camp in place of Sergeant Happerfield, sick.

Feb. 10th - Today I received a letter from home bearing me the grateful news of the birth of 
another little brother on the 2nd of February. I am all anxiety to see him, but know that it will 
probably be a long time before I do see him. Late this evening orders came to prepare three 
days rations for a march, and have full supplies of ammunition. We had no idea as to our 
destination then, but found out afterwards that a demonstration had been made on Johns Island 
by the Yankees who were reported to be still advancing, and we were ordered to be in readiness 
to repel the advance, but the Yanks finally concluded that discretion was the better part of valor, 
and went back to their boats.

Feb. 11th - All quiet today. Nothing to arouse us from the lethargy of camp routine.

Feb. 12th - Very windy today. Wave running high. Some of our boys went to the wreck of the 
Presto last night after powder, but got none.

Feb. 13th - Lay quietly in camp until at dress parade we were surprised by orders received by 
the Colonel to take up the march and leave our camp for the boat at Mount Pleasant to proceed 
to James Island in light marching order. The enemy had made quite a formidable demonstration 
on Johns Island and we were ordered to Fort Pemberton  on James Island to be in readiness 31

to proceed forthwith to Johns. We marched to Mt. Pleasant for, and took the steamer there for 
Dill’s Bluff. We were about four hours crossing, caused by the steamer running aground, but at 
last arrived, landed, and bivouacked for the night.

Feb. 14th - Slept very soundly last night, and feeling in good spirits. We lie at our bivouac all 
day, get very tired lying about, but the boys are very merry. Tonight we go back to camp on 
Sullivan’s Island, the enemy having retreated on Johns Island.
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Feb. 15th - This evening again orders came to box up and travel this time for some distance and 
I suppose a permanent move as we take all our luggage with us. We marched to Mount 
Pleasant after dark, took the boat for the Savannah Railroad wharf, run aground once, but got 
over safely, but bivouacked for the night at our old camp of two years ago (Camp Lee).

Feb. 16th - This morning we took the train and are rapidly borne on the iron track toward Green 
Pond where we arrived at about three o’clock and marching about one mile from the railroad, 
took up quarters for the present and her I am now.

Feb. 17th - Remained in our bivouac here all day, nothing of importance occurring.

Feb. 18th - This morning we left our bivouac for the camp of a cavalry regiment just vacated by 
them about two miles form our bivouac. Here we found most excellent quarters, nice little cabins 
ready built for us. They are decidedly the best quarters that we have had since the war began. 
We spend the day fixing up.

Feb. 19th - Today I took a stroll after wild ducks. Thousands of them are to be found in the 
neighborhood. We had only our Austrian rifles, and, altho we saw four or five thousand of them, 
killed none and returned to camp weary and mortified.

Feb. 20th -Took another stroll after ducks today, but they were not to be found today, and we 
vented our rage out on killing blackbirds and on chicken that we bought. Nothing new in camp. 
We received a large box of meat form he ladies of Yorkville, S.C. and duly appreciate the 
generous gift. 

Feb. 21st - Sunday again. Preaching today by our Chaplain, Mr. Morse, Cousin Will returned 
today from home. My boy Henry is very sick today, so much so as to alarm me.

Feb. 22nd - Henry no better this morning, and I resolve to send him home by Captain Avery, 
who goes home on furlough this morning. Having lost his dwelling house by fire a few day 
previous. The boys put up a gymnasium pole today and it is a source of great amusement to us 
all. Have general inspection today.

Feb. 23rd - Nothing of importance occurred today.

Feb. 24th - All quiet in camp except the regular drills and camp routine.

Feb. 25th - Tonight we received marching orders to cook one days rations and start by sun up in 
the morning for Stock’s Causeway, ten miles distance.



Feb. 26th - We left camp this morning in light marching trim and soon marched over ten miles of 
sandy road, without any occurrence of interest, and found on our arrival at our destination (the 
plantation of Dr. Jeride) that we were brought here to work.

Feb. 27th - Leave our bivouac this morning and marched boldly int the native swamps, through 
which we were ordered to cut a road for transportation. We went to work cutting down trees, 
carrying poles to build causeway across marshy places, shoveling dirt, etc. We worked only four 
hours in the day and have the rest of the day to ourselves.

Feb. 28th - Work again today. Went out this morning to a turkey blind to try and kill a turkey, but 
failed. Nothing new. The boys catch two or three coons.

Feb. 29th - One of our company killed a large wild turkey this morning. Work as usual. Not hard.

March 1st - Still at work on the road, nothing new. I bought me a little double barrel shot gun 
today for thirty five dollars. Coons, possums and squirrels are caught in abundance. 

March 2nd - Still at work. Today I got permission to come to camp. R.I. Wither arrived to our 
mess today.

March 3rd - Returned to company. Find alright and still at work.

March 4th - Today our working detachment was relieved by another portion of the regiment and 
we returned to camp after a dusty march of ten miles.

March 5th - Nothing new. Spent the day cleaning up.

March 6th - Sunday. Preaching by our Chaplain, Mr. Morse, today. Visit the railroad station and 
meet two old acquaintances and former school mates on the train. I, Earl and LePrince.

March 23rd - Having failed to keep up my diary on account of the regiment being sent out on 
detached duty, and not returning to camp, I all begin anew detailing as briefly as possible our 
employment during the interval. We were again order to Stock’s Causeway to work on the 
breastworks, and we have been employed every day since putting up a fort at Burnett Farm. 
Work four hours each day with spades, wheelbarrow,etc. and the rest of the day is at our own 
disposal, which we spent in various ways. Some hunting, fishing and loafing at camp. We 
caught a plenty of excellent catfish and eels, on which we fared sumptuously, and occasionally 
killed a duck. We are still at work here and will probably be kept here until the fort is finished. It 
is reported and truly I believe, that General Evans has been restored to his command, and 
Colonel McMasters has gone to Richmond to get out of his command, being deadly foes. I will 
continue my diary form this date.



Diary of S.C. Lowry, Co. “F”, 17th S.C.V. commenced this 20th day of April, 1864

I have just returned from home on furlough of twenty days. Had a very pleasant time. On my 
way back to my regiment, which I had left in camp at Green Pond, S.C. I learned that they were 
under way for Wilmington, N.C. and probably thence to Virginia. I immediately gave chase and 
arriving at Charleston, I spent the night there and took the cars next day for Wilmington. I 
learned on arriving at this place that I had already outstripped my command and had passed the 
regiment on the road in the night. A very wet day, raining continually. I halted here to await my 
regiment which came in the evening drenched with rain. Attend the theater this night. Very much 
pleased with the performance, Camille, an exciting French tragedy, being the principal act, and 
a most beautiful dance, (Grand Pas de Deux) by two lovely young actresses. An occasional 
attendance, which by our numerous circumlocution we sometimes manage to enjoy, affords a 
pleasant recreation to our monotonous entertainment. 

April 20th - We are in camp two miles from Wilmington. Will leave in a day or two for Weldon 
between which place and Tarboro it is reported we are destined for the present to confront 
General Burnside  demonstration on the Peninsular in anticipation of an attack on Richmond 32

from that direction. We marched to Wilmington to take the cars for Weldon, but the order was 
countermanded and we returned.

April 21st - We are now located in splendid quarters, just evacuated by Martin’s  North Carolina 33

Brigade, but we expect to leave them soon. This evening orders arrived to leave for Weldon 
again, and we again marched to Wilmington, and again as before the order was 
countermanded, and we returned cursing the inconstancy of a soldier’s life. It is now thought we 
will be kept here sometime. The rest of the brigade has gone on to Weldon. General W.S. 
Walker is now in command of it, Vice General Evans, lately injured by a fall from a buggy. Our 
present camp is one of the most pleasant that we ever occupied. A short distance from us is one 
of the most beautiful little rivers that I ever beheld. Tonight our mess went down to have a sail in 
the canoe. The night shone resplendently by the ruddy beams of the moon, and was one of the 
most lovely that I ever beheld. The dark blue canopy above, studded with stars, unutterably 
bright, illuminated by a fair lunar beams was one that would compare with the brightest skies 
that ever blessed a tropical June. California, celebrated for its illuminated skies, Cuba, blessed 
with the rays of a tropical clime, could not surpass it. Enough. The river, Ah O’Helicon, am I a 
paltry subaltern in the art “De descriptione” can I do justice, aye, even describe so exalted a 
subject, I fear not. It would take something more than a man of letters, aye, even a poet. This 
lovely stream pearls along its transparent waters amid the towering forest like a silvery beam 
athwart the darkened clouds, bounded by the most luxuriant of lowland vegetation on its banks; 
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crystal waves of most astounding transparency, all combined to render it one of natures 
brightest gems. No one with a love for the works of nature could have failed to admire it. How 
could he pass it unobserved, sailing over its still waters by moonlight, inhaling the delicious 
fragrance of its flower covered banks listening to the gentle murmur of the waves, the musical 
whistle of the still night breeze, varied by the hoarse growl of the native crocodile, and the 
answering call of the shrill throated whippoorwill, all point out the favoring hand of nature. We 
sailed up this river enjoying ourselves by playing tricks on one another’s boats. Enough. This is 
East River, two miles from Wilmington, North Carolina or at least, this is the name we hear it 
called.

April 22nd - Last night, we were aroused about 12 o’clock by the long roll, and we rolled out of 
bed much to our dissatisfaction, pulled on our clothes in a hurry, ran out and fell in ranks with 
guns and accouterments, but it proved to be a false alarm, so far as we were concerned, since 
we did not leave camp. But the Yankees landed about eight miles below us and burned the 
North Carolina salt works retiring as soon as they had burned the works. Nothing new today. We 
catch some fish out of my beautiful river. Company A is sent to Charleston to guard some 
prisoners, captured by General Hoke  at Plymouth. We have just received orders to prepare 34

five days rations and proceed to Tarboro to conduct the aforesaid prisoners, 2,500 in number, to 
Charleston, South Carolina on their way to prison in Georgia. All getting ready, leave in half hour 
to take the cars at Wilmington to Goldsboro.

April 23rd to May 1st - We are again at camp, having been for the last 8 days on the road with 
prisoners. We left Wilmington about dusk on the 23rd and travelled all night, reaching Goldsboro 
next morning about 8 o’clock, stayed here only  a few moments when we ran though on the 
same train for Tarboro, reach her late in the evening. I found Tarboro to be one of the prettiest 
places that I ever saw, and, from appearances, seemed to to be a place of wealth. Beautiful 
residences, surrounded by shady yards, bounded the principal street. The town is situated on 
Tar River, a beautiful stream, and on the whole the place presents a very favorable view to a 
strangers eye. Late, about dark, we marched thru town across the river and took up our bivouac 
on the opposite bank about one mile from town. Here we lay for two days, waiting for the 
Yankees to be brought up from Plymouth. At last they came in sight, marching along, guarded 
by the Halcombe Legion. They were well uniformed and a stout body of men, but tired and awful 
hungry. They offered gold rings, five dollar pieces, etc. for a little piece of bread. Our fellows did 
not hesitate to trade with them but got knives, pipes, rings, etc. for bread. The Yankees were 
marched into a bullpen, formed by our guard, and rations given out to them. A strong guard was 
mounted and kept on all night. The next morning Company A and Company F were sent off to 
take charge of a detachment of prisoners. We had 680 in numbers and marched through town 
and took the cars from Tarboro. Forty prisoners and five guards being put into a boxcar. We 
were very much crowded, and such cursing (For they were without exception the most wicked 

 Robert Hoke - https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Robert_Hoke34

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Robert_Hoke


set I ever had anything to do with), they were a very impudent set, New York and Pennsylvania 
troops. Real black Republican Abolitionists, we made them walk straight and soon got them to 
fear to disobey orders. They were ultra in their political principals, but actually did not know what 
they were fighting for. They guard Grant as an Honorable and are confident of his success 
against Lee this summer. We have little trouble with them beyond tedious guard duty, and in due 
time arrived at Charleston where we were relieved by some other command and returned to 
camp glad the trip was over.

May 1st - Today is the Sabbath, sleep all morning to regain my lost sleep. This evening hear an 
excellent sermon by our Chaplain, Mr. Morse. Find a great relief in getting something better to 
eat than hard crackers which we had been eating for the last eight days.

May 2nd - Nothing new in camp. Drill today, the first in a long time.

May 3rd - On guard duty in camp today. Orders to conduct some prisoners (deserters) to prison 
in Wilmington, which I did without trouble.

May 4th - This morning we are, that is, Company H and F, ordered to report to Wilmington, for 
Provost duty. We were quartered in an old brick building, formerly the town poor house. I am 
detailed with the men for guard. As soon as reached quarters ordered to go to the guard house 
for duty. Duty heavy, but a little more life about it than usual. Attend the theater as guard, and 
patrol the town at night. Nothing occurred worth mentioning.

May 5th - Relieved from guard this morning. Sleep all morning. Go to theater tonight. Nothing 
new.

May 6th - All quiet. Still on Provost Duty in the City. The big fight is begun in Virginia between 
Lee and Grant . The enemy is advancing on Richmond from every direction. Terrific battle 35

going on. Great excitement prevails, except amid the soldiers who look on the thing as a 
necessary consequence, and thank their stars they are not as yet participant, but we look for 
orders constantly to leave for the scene of action.

May 7th - The battle still progressing. No orders for us yet, nothing new. Hard up for something 
to eat. Living on corn meal and spoiled bacon. We have just received the lamentable news of 
the death of General Micah Jenkins  of Yorkville. He was the pride of South Carolina, one of 36

here noblest sons and should be consecrated by fame as an immortal hero. I was tenderly 
attached him, having been his pupil for three years at the military school of York, and he was 
particular friend of the family. Just left home a few days ago and now, alas, he is numbered with 
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the dead, a victim of Northern fanaticism, for he died a glorious death at the head of his brigade 
on the battlefield. He would soon have been Major General, and, but for this untoward fate, 
would in time have reached the very pinnacle of glory. Peace be to his ashes. Calm and quiet 
may they rest on some vine clad hill of his own beloved Carolina until wafted away by the 
whispering zephyrs they reach their proper abode in a celestial clime. God grant is so.

May 8th - On guard today, a blockader ran into this port this morning. No news form Virginia. 
Corn bread and water for my meals today. Two cases of small pox at hospital.

May 9th - Relieved this morning from guard. All quiet today.

May 10th - Colonel Miller of 12th Regiment, South Carolina Volunteers was killed in the battle. 
He was from Yorkville and a brave, courageous officer. So far we are entirely victorious in 
Virginia. The wires were cut by the Yankee raiders and we will get no more news until they are 
repaired. No news in camp.

May 11th - On guard again today. Three blockaders ran into this port today and four yesterday. 
Patrol the town tonight.

May 12th - All anxiety to hear from Virginia. Sleep today to recover from lost last night. All quiet 
in camp.

May 13th - Nothing new.

May 14th - Received some letters from home, the first in 4 weeks. Very anxious there on my 
account. News unimportant from Virginia. Wires are down and we can get nothing reliable.

May 15th - Sunday. Go to church this morning, and at St. John’s Episcopal Church.

May 16th - Nothing new.

May 17th - On guard today, but we have just received orders to prepare four days rations to 
leave tonight for more stirring scenes. We will probably go to Petersburg, Virginia.

May 18th - We are now at Weldon and leave today for Petersburg. We have just heard of our 
glorious victories at Petersburg, in Northern Virginia. Lee over Grant .37

Beauregard over Butler .38

 Battle of Spotsylvania - https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Battle_of_Spotsylvania_Court_House37

 Bermuda Hundred Campaing - https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bermuda_Hundred_Campaign38

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bermuda_Hundred_Campaign
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Battle_of_Spotsylvania_Court_House


May 19th - We are now in the vicinity of Petersburg, and have heard our and the enemy’s 
pickets firing all day. Had a terrific battle here two days ago, a complete victory for us. We 
expect to go into battle any moment. I am now in one mile of my Grand Uncle John Avery, 
General Lee has so far whipped old Grant. We got a thorough wetting today from rain. In 
coming here on the train we saw the effect of the Yankee raiders on the P&W Railroad . 39

Houses burned, track torn up, dead horses, etc. General Walker is now in command of our 
Brigade, four regiments all together. This evening we received orders to move to Battery No. 5 
along the line of breastworks, about half mile away. We marched out there and hope to stay 
here awhile for it is a splendid place to fight.

May 20th - Eventful day. Last night about 9 o’clock, we were ordered to take up line of march 
immediately and report to General Beauregard’s  headquarters, 14 miles away. We started and 40

trudged along, awful tired and sleepy, reaching the neighborhood of headquarters about 2 
o’clock in the morning. Just as we got there ours and the Yankee pickets were actively engaged 
firing very heavily about quarter of a mile distance. We knew that stirring times were coming. We 
lay down in the woods and slept ‘till day soundly. At daybreak we marched out to take our 
position. We proceeded immediately in rear to support another line.

Battle of Howlett’s Farm

About ten o’clock in the morning we were ordered to march. We knew not where, but which 
soon proved itself to be a battle. We passed thru a little thicket of black jack scrubs into an old 
field planted with care, directly in the rear of Mr. Howlett’s house. Around the house the 
skirmishers and the Yankees were hotly engaged and we marched up to support them within 
forty yards of the house, directly in front of us was our extreme line of fortifications, and about a 
quarter mile distance we saw the Yankee line. These were to be taken by us. The Minié balls 
began to fall thick and fast around us, and we drew up to the line of breastworks. It soon 
became known along the line that we were to charge the Yankees in our front, and many a heart 
quivered and fluttered with excitement, and an instinct in dread of the coming task. But the firm 
resolution to do or die beamed upon every countenance. We were anxious for the work to 
forward, for we felt that the sooner it was over the better we would feel. At last our gallant 
Colonel McMaster gave the word, “Steady, Forward, Charge” and over our works we leaped, 
yelling like demons, charging forward at the double quick. Not a man faltered, tho many fell, and 
on we rushed ’til we reached the enemy’s works, form which we drove them by main force. They 
ingloriously fled and we poured a parting load into their flying and scattered ranks. Some of our 
men leaped the breastworks and followed the retreating foe to some distance, but were ordered 
back. We now quietly lay down behind the works awaiting the enemy’s attempt to regain it. They 
rallied forward and with a shout rushed on toward us, but alas, they were met with a rain of 
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Miniés from our fellows and fell back, confused and scattered. Again they tried, and met a 
similar reception. Again, the third time, they formed a splendid line and came forward in good 
order, but the old 17th was awake, and farely poured in their balls on their ranks. They wavered, 
broke, and fled in dismay. Once more they made a feeble attempt to drive us away, but to no 
purpose, and they finally concluded that discretion was the better part of valor, and gave up their 
fruitless attempts, but such a rain of shells and balls as they poured on our fellows we have 
never seen since the Second Battle of Manassas. We were ordered to go to work with our 
bayonets and throw up breastworks, which we did, but fortunately we got some spades and 
shovels left by the Yankees, and for a while shovel and spade were plied vigorously as our rifles 
a few minutes before, and a stout breastworks was soon in front of us. A steady fire was kept up 
between us until night spread her sable curtain over the field of dead. Our front was thickly 
bespotted with dead Yankees, but our own loss was comparatively trifling. In our company, we 
lost Private Will Martin, killed, Lieutenant W.S. Moore, wounded in thigh, Robert Randall, 
shoulder, I.W.Y Dixon, ditto, slight. Our success along the whole line was complete and old 
Butler was cooped still closer under his gunboats. The Yankee loss was estimated at from three 
to four thousand. Ours about one thousand. So ended the victory of May 20th, May 21st. Last 
night the enemy under cover of darkness, threw up, or dug, some rifle pits about three hundred 
yards away, and our boys and them have been picking at each other all day, occasionally killing 
or wounding one. The Yankees shelled us today heavily, but to no purpose. The sun is awful 
hot, we have no shade. We get some haversacks canteens, etc. from the battlefield. 

May 22nd - All night our fellows keep up a constant fire and don’t allow us to sleep a bit. The 
enemy have been making demonstrations on our right and left all day, but are always driven 
back after sharp fighting. Awful hungry, can get nothing today but dry corn bread and some ice 
that we found in an ice house.

May 23rd - We changed our position last night and moved farther to the left. The Yankees 
discovered it and opened on us with their batteries, and for half hour such incessant firing I have 
never heard, all to no purpose, for we sheltered ourselves by our breastworks. No harm done, 
but a great deal of ammunition wasted. Very hot and no shade.

May 24th - Today we lie quiet, tho our pickets keep up a constant racket. Tonight we go on 
picket.

May 25th - At dark last night we left the trenches for the rifle pits in front for picket. We passed 
half the night very quietly but about 1 o’clock, the firing commenced and was pretty well kept up 
until daybreak. We could only fire at the flash of the enemy’s guns, but two or three were killed. I 
did not fire often for I wanted to see more than a flash to fire at. We were relieved at daybreak 
and slept nearly all day in the trenches. Hear good news from Lee’s Army. He has been entirely 
successful so far, but it is saddened by the loss of many friends killed.



May 26th - Today all is quiet so far. I hear sad news of the death on the battlefield of my most 
intimate friend in Lee’s Army but is not confirmed. (Allen Jones) God grant it is not so. 
[INSERTED] I am glad to say this is a mistake, he is unhurt. Beauregard’s whole command here 
in good spirits, and confident of success. My boy, Henry, comes in every evening to our 
breastworks to bring me something to eat. I forgot to state in my account of the battle of 
Howlett’s Farm that our General W.W. Walker was wounded and taken prisoner by the enemy. 
He accidentally rode into the Yankee lines by mistake while going around inspecting our works, 
and in attempting to escape was wounded and captured.

May 27th to June 10th - During this time I have not been able to keep my book with me, and 
consequently I cannot give a detailed account of each day’s transactions, but will revive the 
whole as briefly as possible. We are still in the trenches where we have been ever since the 
battle of May 21st. We have shifted our position several times, but keep in the trenches. One 
can easily imagine our condition. Rolling in ditches of red clay, with no protection from rain or 
sun, and a continued series of working details and pickets. Thus it was that we passed the 
weary, monotonous hours of the long, long, days, nothing to read, nothing to see to vary the 
unchanging monotony. Nothing to do but work, with spade or shovel, or keep a sleepy watch of 
picket, until aroused from his lethargy by the loud reports of picket firing, he wakes and realizes 
his danger. Sleep is our only luxury and refuge from labor and this is coveted by all. Nearly 
every night we are aroused by our pickets or the enemy’s firing. They are in sixty yards of each 
other, and the least movement to the front or either side is the signal alarm. One morning our 
whole picket line advanced, and a heavy skirmish was the result. We captured the enemy’s rifle 
pits by a charge, and about two hundred prisoners with a good many fine patented Spencer’s 
Repeating Carbines , but the enemy advanced in heavy form to retake the pits and our boys 41

were reluctantly compelled to yield them up after a stout resistance. Colonel Dantzler  of 22nd 42

South Carolina Volunteers was killed in this charge. Our Regiment was nearly on the extreme 
right, and our pickets in advancing only the left met any Yankees. These they came upon 
cooking, completely surprising them. They killed 5 or 6 and took 2 or 3 prisoners, but had two 
men wounded in Company K, Black Davidson and Alex Lockhart. The right of the line where our 
company was advanced one mile and a half and found not a Yankee, but an awful rugged 
country. Since this row we have had some hot shellings, and the roar of the big guns around us, 
and the shrill shriek of the answering shells, formed for the time a grand, sublime, but, terrible 
panorama. Our fare is very rough. Corn bread and bacon, and that very scanty. But we endure 
cheerfully, and confidently hope the time is not far off when we can realize the scenes set forth 
in that enchanting song, “When this cruel war is over.” We have been in the trenches now 
twenty days without relief and there is no telling how much longer we will stay. Lee’s success is 
so far uninterrupted. No news form home. Mail irregular. Great excitement prevailed yesterday 
in Petersburg, caused by the enemy advancing on the city. It was a force of Yankee cavalry 
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raiders, five to six thousand strong. They were resisted by the Petersburg militia who fought 
them manfully but were compelled to fall back before superior numbers. The Yankees followed 
and were almost entering the city when Wise’s  Brigade came up and drove them back, 43

completely defeating them and saving the city. We received orders to be ready to move and 
expected to have gone, but we have not yet.

June 11th - Still here in the trenches, all quiet along our lines today.

June 12th - All quiet. Rations scarce. Duty hard.

June 13th - Grant reported to be moving around this way, heavy cannonading heard in the 
distance this morning.

June 14th - Still all quiet, contrary to our expectations. Rations very scarce. Nothing to eat and 
the duty very hard. Considerable complaining among the men, and they have good cause for 
complaint.

July 14th - Today one month ago I left off my diary and in consequence I will have to give 
another detail of affairs, promiscuously, without reference to data. We remained a day or two 
after June 14th at Bermuda Hundreds, when it was found out that Grant had changed his base 
again and was moving his hoard again to Petersburg. This caused considerable excitement and 
we immediately got ready to move our quarters. Soon one morning, before the day, we 
abandoned our works, which in one hour after we left, were teeming with Yankees and we 
marched to Petersburg, where the enemy were already knocking away at our works, and had so 
far been successfully repulsed. As we arrived on the outskirts of town, we could hear the 
cannons booming forth from the works on the opposite side of town, together with the sharp 
crack of our rifles. We were not stopped in town a minute, not even to rest, but marched straight 
thru until we were in the vicinity of our works, when we were halted in a pine grove and 
bivouacked for the night. Here we remained for the greater part of the following day and I found 
out that I was in half mile of my Uncle Avery’s house. My old Aunt Sally sent us a nice snack of 
something to eat. They day after we got to Petersburg we marched to the breastworks and took 
our position just at Mr. Rive’s house, which the enemy had burned a day or two before in their 
raid. Here we were to support a battery. About dark that evening a terrific battle began on our 
left, boom after boom went from the big guns, intermingled with the most incessant rattle of 
musketry that I had ever heard. The Yankees were making desperate attempts to take our 
works, and we could hear distinctly the Yankees shout as they charged, and our boy’s defiant 
yell in return. It was a grand panorama and to those not engaged, but who expected to be at 
any moment, its as peculiarly interesting. To add to the excitement we saw crowds of our boys 
beginning to fall back in our front, and when they came up found out that it was a battery from 
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Macon, Georgia, which had lost it’s guns. The enemy had succeeded in penetrating our lines 
here and captured their guns. This was bad news, and we confidently expected to move forward 
to retake the works, but no such order came and remained stationary. A while after dark, the 
firing ceased and we slept the rest of the night. In the morning we marched out and took 
position in the front line of works, but the works were badly constructed and enabled the enemy 
to flank fire the whole line, so we were compelled to throw up traverses. Here they shelled us all 
day and kill our Adjutant, J.W. Connor, and another man of Company A. At dark it was 
understood that we were to give up this line of works and fall back a short distance and build a 
new line, and a more contracted one. We had been started on picket, but were just posted when 
we were ordered back and immediately commenced leaving the works silently and secretly. As 
we got out into the Jerusalem Plank Road, a sharp fight was going on around Taylor’s house on 
top of the hill and we expected to march up to battle every moment, but we lay in the road until 
nearly day when we fell back to the top of the hill, this side of the branch, and marching half way 
between the Rive’s house, commenced throwing up breastworks, so here it may be said, 
commenced our life in the ditches. We worked with a will, and then dawn of day found us behind 
good breastworks. Our pickets were still in our front, and we could hear them and the Yankees 
skirmishing. We continued to improve our works until we had them completed. Nothing of 
importance took place that day but the morrow was the eventful day. The enemy’s 
sharpshooters began to bother us considerable and they kept busy putting their guns in position 
all day when they opened their batteries on us, raining shot and shell and between them and the 
sharpshooters, we lost several men wounded. 

Battle of June 18th, 1864

This evening at about five o’clock the enemy commenced massing in our front. At first they 
threw out a skirmish line, but our line, under Major Betgil of 18th, charged them and ran them 
back. They then displayed a line a little to our right and drove in our pickets, shortly after this 
they threw a line of battle in the edge of a piece of woods, and making them lie down massed 
four lines behind them. Then they deployed another skirmish line and advanced it forward. It 
was at this juncture that we lost our much lamented company commander, Lieutenant David I. 
Logan. He ordered the men to keep down their heads for the enemy were sharpshooting fast, 
and in his zeal for the men, exposed himself when a stray ball struck him square in the forehead 
killing him instantly. He never groaned, but was dead in a minute. It threw a gloom over every 
countenance and cast a damper over the whole company. His bloody corpse was borne away 
by our ambulance men, which was the last of our lamented Lieutenant. He was an officer and a 
gentleman, a man of brilliant intellect, who, by his kind heart and gentle ways, had attached 
himself to every one of us. I can say no more, but his death was a shock so unexpected as to 
almost overcome my discretion. He is gone, and I trust is with his God in Heaven. Shortly after 
he had been borne off, the  enemy began to make furious demonstrations in our front. In a few 
moments their front line appeared and came forward at a double quick, followed by four other 
lines, seemingly bent on taking our lines, but they did not count the cost. “Fire” came the word, 



and our whole line was a sheet of flame. The Yankees in our line began to dwindle down and 
before they had got in 100 yards of our works, we turned their tune, for they broke and fled in 
utter dismay, followed by the shouts and bullets of our victorious boys. Every now and then after 
the main body had reached the woods a solitary Yankee would rise and make for the woods, 
followed by shouts of laughter from our boys. Again the Yankee officers attempted to renew the 
charge, acting, I must say, with considerable bravery, but forming a line as they did, still they 
could not prevail on the Yanks to charge us again, who, after two or three more futile attempts, 
desisted altogether. We had one man in our company wounded by his own gun, E.H. Bridges, 
finger an thumb shot off. This was our only casualty, while many a Yankee bit the dust in our 
front. I do not know the number of the enemy killed or wounded. Dark closed in silently but in 
the night the enemy made another charge on our left, but as usual were repulsed. The following 
day was passed in rest, except occasional shelling and sharpshooting. This night we were 
relieved by Field’s Division and went back to the rear to rest and clean up for a few days. During 
this time, I was elected Brevet Second Lieutenant in our company. We lived remarkably well on 
vegetables that we could procure at reduced prices. We stayed back here five days when we 
again went into the trenches. But in the meantime we had been engaged in a flank movement 
under General Mahone  succeeded in capturing about 3,000 prisoners, two lines of 44

breastworks and eight pieces of artillery, with several stand of colors and small arms. We went 
out in front of our breastworks and lay in supporting distance of Mahone all night, until about 
daybreak, when we reached our works perfectly satisfied. On the following day we went out 
there again, but this time to throw up breastworks, which we did, and with the usual luck of our 
brigade, marched away at dark, coming back to our old lines, took position about the center of 
the line, where we found the Yankee line of works in about 200 yards of ours, and a continual 
sharpshooting was going on all the time, we were in a stone’s throw of one another, and thus we 
have been now for 21 days. We lie here day after day, sharpshooting with the enemy. If you 
stuck your head above the breastworks a minute a dozen balls would penetrate it and we lost 
several men, killed or wounded, in the regiment. We had no shelter from the sun, rolling in the 
clay of the ditches, we were as dirty as hogs, and awfully lousy. Oh ye patterns of nicety. Oh ye 
Broadway Dandies. Oh Ye Brussels Carpet Patriots, what do ye think of this? Think of a great 
louse, preying with greedy touch on your fastidious limbs, think of this and ask yourselves if you 
could be a soldier and abandon your bandbox proclivities for love of country.

We stayed in these work now 17 days without relief, worn out, tired, dirty and sleepy. During this 
time we had one false alarm and a great deal of useless firing and nothing else of importance, 
tho we kept constantly on the lookout for mortar shells which was dropped among us every now 
and then, sometimes killing and wounding several. During this time we had F. Moore wounded 
in the arm, J.J. Clark killed by a sharpshooter and J.J. Garoin wounded dangerously in the 
mouth. We were then relieved for two days, but are now in the works again, when I write this, 
July 14th, 1864.
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July 15th - All quiet along the lines, except continual sharpshooting and mortar shelling. Nobody 
hurt in the regiment. Early  in Maryland and created a disturbance in Yankeedom. Awful hot 45

and dusty in the ditches.

July 16th - Nothing unusual. Sharpshooting still going on. One man of Company D killed by 
sharpshooters, Wm. Ritchey. No one else hurt. Rumors are rife, but nothing reliable. See no 
prospects of relief, rations are scarce, and men all anxious for a change.

July 17th - React again the monotonous scenes of yesterday. Another man of Company D killed, 
Joe Armstrong. It is Sunday and contrary to their usual mode of acting, the Yankees are rather 
quiet, only threw a few mortar shells in the ditches.

July 18th - A mortar shell fell in the ditches this morning causing some tall skedaddling, but 
fortunately did not burst. Very anxious to hear form Early in Yankeedom. Cannot hear a word of 
news. Another man wounded in the regiment this morning. The Yankee keep balls continually 
flying over our heads and no man can expose his head a minute above the breastworks without 
being struck, and most probably killed. We have had no rain in two months, and the dust is 
stifling. Living on corn bread and bacon, with cow peas occasionally. Will not be apt to get 
anything better this summer. Here is General D.H. Hill  just passing by inspecting the works, a 46

stern old warrior in full uniform. Brigadiers and Colonels are as think as blackberries and hardly 
aroused attention, they are so common.

July 19th - Today a change, long looked for, but very unpleasant, to the weather worn soldier, 
took place. The clouds were overspread by a gloomy pall, the atmospheres, became dull and 
sultry, and at length the flood gates of Heaven were opened, and rain, rain, descended in 
torrents, as if venting its long pent up rage on our devoted heads. Blankets, tent clothes, oil 
clothes, etc. were greatly in demand, and everyone was busy amid the pelting storm fixing up a 
shelter. But the wetting was the least of our inconveniences. Remember, we are in ditches of 
red clay, and as the rain mixed with the sticky clay, mud became the consequence. It rained all 
day, and by evening the mud was actually in places knee deep, and if we moved at all we were 
compelled to walk in ankle deep at every step. It was truly an uninviting prospect, (knowing that 
if the mud became waist deep we would have to stay there). Imagine our appearance, clad in all 
the beauty of our clay colored habiliments, sheltering under the kindly protection of a diminutive 
oil cloth from the pelting rain, and standing with stoic composure knee deep in mud and water, 
but it is all “Pur Palaria” and you would be surprised to hear peals of laughter at the unfortunate 
fall of some clumsy individual, and the jokes cracked with all the jovial mirth of better days. 
Gradually the rain ceased and the man, ever ready for improvement, began to remove the 
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muddy clay until he came to more stable ground. Thus we passed the day, nothing occurred to 
excite attention and the night closed in all quiet. Early is now safe out of Maryland after having 
frightened old Abe to death, captured an immense amount of plunder, horses, cattle, etc. 
Whipped the enemy in a pitched battle at Monocacy , and accomplished the greatest raid on 47

record. I was in hopes his designs were against Washington or Baltimore, but  it seemed not. 
Grant is still in front and keeps up a liberal display of men and wagons. The enemy threw a few 
more shells but to no effect. Nobody hurt in the Regiment today. Received a letter from home 
with some much need funds, $150.00.

July 20th - A few mortar shells were thrown into our lines this morning but no harm done. The 
usual sharpshooting going on. It is feared the enemy are tunneling under our lines, and as a 
battery is also here, we are preparing for such a device by digging a tunnel all along the whole 
face of the battery to meet theirs if they have any. Not quiet so muddy today but warm and 
sultry.

July 21st - Today I got leave to visit the city of Petersburg and found it a great luxury to get in 
the rear for a short time to clean up and get a good dinner. Nothing new occurred in the 
trenches today.

July 22nd - Very warm and sunny. The enemy threw a good many mortar shells at us this 
morning but hurt no one. Sharpshooters still at work.

July 23rd - Last night we were relieved to rest for a day or two and retired about one mile in rear 
of the works. Today I am on guard so I get but little rest. Good news from Georgia, Sherman 
thoroughly whipped by Hood .48

July 25th. All quiet. Go back to the ditches tonight.
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Samuel Cosmo Lowry was killed July 30th, 1864 at Petersburg, Virginia during the Battle of the 
Crater . The engagement that followed the explosion lasted all day and Sam fell four or five 49

hours after the mine was sprung while leading and spurring his men to action. He was acting 
Captain, his higher officers having been either killed or wounded at the time. Thus, at the tender 
age of nineteen and one half years, with that lofty courage and absolute absence of fear and 
disregard for self, he laid down his life for his beloved South and for the cause he had defended 
with such devotion and loyalty.

His diary is a continuous record of his war experiences up to five days before his death. It is a 
marvel of literary style for so young a boy, and how it was kept at all under the hardships of the 
camp life, constant shifting back and forth on long marches, thru skirmishes and battles down in 
the ditches and, above all, that it should have been rescued after the battle and brought back 
with his remains, is a wonder almost incredible, if the diary itself did not testify to its truth.

The poems and essays, etc. attached were written by him during the period of war and are 
evidences of a versatile and splendid mentality, a budding genius, whom, if he had been spared, 
would have illumined the fields of literature and poetry.

His faithful servant, Henry Avery, a young negro boy, found his body after the battle and 
performed the almost miraculous feat (in those days of slow transit and general confusion) of 
getting thru the lines and bringing his master’s remains back to his old home in Yorkville, South 
Carolina where he was buried from the Episcopal Church in the family burying ground.

On the day that Sam’s body arrived, the family was accompanied to the depot by a beautiful dog 
named Major that had belonged to and been a beloved pet of his. The dog seemed to sense the 
tragedy and showed every evidence of grief and understanding. The next morning the dog was 
found dead before the door of the room where his master’s body had lain for the night.
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Roll of Company, of which S. Cosmo Lowry was a member - May 7th, 1864

Captain J.W. Avery

1st Lieutenant D.I. Logan Killed June 18th

2nd Lieutenant W.S. Moore Wounded May 20th

Jr. 2nd Liet. O.R. Guntharp

1st Sergeant William Dunovant Promoted Captain Co. C.

2nd Sergeant P. Martin Discharged

3rd Sergeant G.W. Moore

4th Sergeant W.H. Mitchell

5th Sergeant F. Happerfield Exchanged to H. Legion Cavalry

1st Corporal E.J. Dpwny

1st Corporal L.M. Hope Died

1st Corporal J.G. Lathman

1st Corporal S.C. Lowry Lieutenant Bvt. 2nd

Private A. Behler

Private H. Behler

Private W.T. Behler

Private Noah Bias

Private E.H. Bridges Wounded June 18th

Private F.H. Bridges

Private John Caldwell

Private J.M. Caldwell

Private R.P. Caldwell

Private W.M. Caldwell

Private Thomas Carroll

Private W. Carroll Excanged

Private R.L. Caveny

Private J.L. Clark

Private J.B. Collins



Private G.A. Craig

Private D.A. Currence

Private I.W. Dickson

Private Acy Dover

Private F. Dover

Private D. Dover

Private J.W. Downy

Private E.I. Feemster

Private I.J. Garvin Wounded July 10th

Private Jerry Green

Private W.A. Hays

Private T.S. Hughes

Private S.W. Jackson

Private A.S. Jefferys

Private J.C. Kirkpatrick

Private James Martin

Private Martin Killed in battle May 20th

Private G.F. Massey

Private R.H. Mitchell

Private Farmer Moore Wounded July

Private G.M. Moore

Private J.W. Moore

Private G.A. Morehouse

Private W.V. Moss

 Private W.R. Murphy

Private R. Mulholland

Private J.L. Parker

Private R.G. Parker

Private James Plaxico



Private J.L. Plaxico

Private Williams Pollard

Private R.S. Randall

Private M.L. Randall

Private R.F. Roberts

Private Samuel Roberts

Private Joseph Seapoch

Private Phil Seapoch

Private W.B. Shearer

Private Hugh Sherer Wounded

Private R.S. Stewart

Private J.M. Swezy Excanged

Private T.S. Tipping

Private J.P. Turner

Private G.W. White

Private W.R. Whitesides

Private R.J. Withers Killed July 2nd, 1864

Private N. Seapoch


