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FOOTPRINTS of a REGIMENT

“Nothing but war talk. War to the knife, and the knife to the hilt....The Southern people are not going to be caught napping, [and] I considered it my duty to shoulder a musket in defense of my native state.”

Thus seeking to fulfill duty rather than find glory, young W. H. Andrews enlisted in the 1st Georgia Regulars in February 1861. Footprints of a Regiment chronicles his four years in the War Between the States from the Siege of Yorktown to the war’s last battle at Bentonville, North Carolina. Based on his war journals and written in the 1890s, Andrews’ moving memoir offers unusual access to the war-the perspective of a foot soldier reflecting some thirty years later.

Andrews gives vivid and dramatic descriptions of his company’s twenty-plus battles, including their violence and tragedy. “What a crash [the enemy shells] made coming through the trees...I could not help watching the boys to see if anybody else was as bad scared as I was.” The specter of death was behind every shadow, but the living marched on. “Poor boys, with a heave and a swing they were pitched to their last resting place unknown, unwept, and unsung.”

No less fascinating are the descriptions of his everyday experiences through the southern battleground states-long, hard marches, foraging as a result of scant rations and pay, soldiers deserting to relieve starving families, silly antics to ease restlessness or exhaustion.

From his unique perspective, and with fine, poignant prose, Andrews remembers the war with both honor and anguish. “It was certainly a hot place, but I had been there long enough to get used to it, and if there is anything in this world I like better than another, it is to see a line of battle go into action.”

In careful biographical supplements, Civil War historian Richard McMurry pieces together the scant data on how Andrews came to serve in a Georgia regiment, what led him to pen his memoir, and where he lived after the war. McMurry also identifies many of the soldiers and officers mentioned in the narrative. For readers of many interests-including Civil War aficionados and descendants hoping to track their ancestors’ wartime service–Andrews’ memoir is a beautiful, informative narrative.

Theodore P. Savas, coeditor of Civil War Regiments, agrees: “The narrative contains some of the finest and freshest battle anecdotes available, including a vivid firsthand description of Gen. Robert E. Lee during the bitter fighting at Antietam. This delightful memoir is both entertaining and enlightening, articulate and discerning.
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The flag of the 1st Georgia Regulars bears the regimental colors on one side (above) and the Confederate stars and bars on the other (below). The Georgia state seal on the regiment side unfortunately has been lost. Photographs courtesy of the National Parks Service, Fort Pulaski Monument.
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Obituary of William H. Andrews, Atlanta Journal, November 15, 1920








INTRODUCTION

THE MAN AND HIS REGION

The Chattahoochee River rises in the hills of northeastern Georgia. It then flows to the southwest, passing just north of the bustling metropolis of Atlanta. About 150 miles from its source, the river turns from its southwestern course and flows almost due south to the Gulf of Mexico. For about 150 miles it marks the boundary between Georgia and Alabama. At the far southwestern corner of Georgia, it and the Flint River join to form the Apalachicola, and in that new incarnation, the Chattahoochee’s waters flow on to the Gulf of Mexico.

Prior to the War of 1812 only a handful of white people lived in the lower Chattahoochee Valley. The area—as it had been for centuries—was the home of the Muscogee/Creek people. Their paths crisscrossed the region, and huge earthen mounds erected by even earlier inhabitants dotted the land. Under the terms of an 1802 agreement Georgia relinquished all of its claims to what are now Alabama and Mississippi. In return the national government agreed to pay to Georgia $1,250,000 and committed itself to extinguishing the Indian title to all land in the state.

Once the War of 1812 ended the Federal government accelerated its efforts to carry out the 1802 agreement. In a series of treaties (some of which were signed only by breakaway factions of the Muscogee/ Creek nation) the government eliminated the Indians’ legal claims to land in the state. By 1825, when the treaty of Indian Springs was signed, virtually all Muscogee/Creek land in Georgia had passed into white hands.

As it acquired legal possession of the land, the state acted to establish the machinery of local government and to encourage white settlement. Initially a few large counties were created. As the white population grew, these first counties were divided into smaller ones. As a part of this process, Lee County was organized in 1826. In 1828 several smaller counties were created, one of which was Randolph, named for the Virginia politician John Randolph of Roanoke.

In the 1820s and 1830s the frontier region of south western Georgia offered fine prospects to ambitious white settlers. The same opportunities were to be found across the Chattahoochee River in southeastern Alabama. Many families flocked to the area to seek their fortune from the rich cotton lands in the river valley. In 1830 the census enumerators found 2,191 people (1,508 whites, 682 slaves, and one free Negro) living in Randolph County.

The town of Fort Gaines, established on a high bluff along the eastern bank of the Chattahoochee near the site of an old military post, was chartered in 1830. First a ferry and later a bridge offered residents and travelers passage across the river (the bridge, however, was washed away by an 1855 flood and not replaced until 1869). Steamboats puffed 130 miles upriver from Apalachicola, Florida, on the Gulf to pick up cargoes of cotton. Entrepreneurs of all stripes came to pursue wealth in many different ways. John Dill, for example, was a South Carolinian who first visited the area with the army. He later returned, married well, and by the time of his death in 1856 was involved in such diverse activities as a tannery, a brick kiln, a cotton warehouse, and a mercantile establishment.

In 1854 Clay County (named for Henry Clay of Kentucky) was created with Fort Gaines as the county seat. At the beginning of the Civil War the town was a thriving cotton port, boasting several renowned hotels, a newspaper, the Fort Gaines Female College, a railroad, and the status that came from its being the most important point on the Chattahoochee between Apalachicola and Columbus, Georgia.

 



Among those who moved into the area in the decades after it was opened to white settlement were several men named Andrews. One of these—James Highsmith Andrews—was the father of the author of this memoir. His father, William Hill Andrews, was for at least a part of his life a resident of Buncombe County, North Carolina. We do not know when James H. Andrews moved to southwest Georgia, nor do we know exactly where he settled in what was then Randolph County. (Most of the early records of the area have been lost or destroyed.)

It seems that James Andrews acquired land several miles northeast of Fort Gaines near the now-abandoned settlement of Garnersville, not very far from Cotton Hill and Coleman. When James Andrews died in 1846 he was buried on the little hill behind Mount Gilead Baptist Church, some seven miles northeast of Fort Gaines on the old military road running from Cuthbert, via Cotton Hill, to Fort Gaines. His grave cannot now be identified. If it ever had a stone, it has disappeared or the inscription has become illegible.

After James Andrews’ death, his widow, Jane Tucker Andrews, and her brood of children—six boys1and two girls2—remained on the land.3 The second of the sons, William Hill Andrews (named for his paternal grandfather), had been born on April 15, 1838. We know virtually nothing about his early life other than the little that he tells us in his memoir. He did, however, acquire enough education to be literate. By 1861 he was living in Fort Gaines. His occupation then is unknown (the 1860 census listed him as an overseer). He did become a member of the Fort Gaines Guards, a famous local volunteer military company.

 



Upon its secession in January 1861, Georgia, like other Southern states, acted to organize a state military force for its defense. As part of this process, the Georgia secession convention created an army that was to include two infantry regiments. William J. Hardee and William H. T. Walker, both native Georgians and experienced army officers, were named as commanders of the regiments. The process of raising, organizing, and training the two units got underway. Recruiting officers were sent throughout the state to enlist volunteers. As Andrews relates at the beginning of his memoir, one of them soon arrived in Fort Gaines. It was then that Andrews decided to leave the Guards and to join the new state army.

Not long after William Andrews joined the Georgia army, the recently formed Confederate government assumed control of military activities and called upon the states to furnish troops for Confederate service. The companies that were then being organized for the two state regiments were consolidated into a single regiment designated the 1st Georgia Regulars, and that regiment was turned over to Confederate authorities.

 



It is that regiment’s service that Andrews details in this memoir of his Civil War years.





A NOTE ON THE MEMOIR

In the summer of 1891 Andrews compiled and published a sixteen-page account entitled “1st Georgia Regulars Through the War Between the States.” It may have been that attendance at a veterans’ reunion or some other contact with wartime comrades inspired him to this undertaking. Published in Atlanta, the account is little more than an itinerary of the regiment’s marches and battles. It contains virtually no personal information and, Andrews noted, was “drawn off from books carried with me during the war, and was written down as the incidents transpired.”

Sometime in the years soon after Andrews published the 1891 account, he decided to compose a more complete narrative of his wartime service. Perhaps he simply wanted something to do to pass the time, or, like many old soldiers, he may have desired to leave a fairly detailed record of his wartime service for his family. Certainly the manuscript document, with its almost total absence of paragraphs, its lack of punctuation, and its numerous sentence fragments, does not read as though Andrews wrote it for readers outside his immediate family or with publication in mind. The memoir was an expansion of the diary that Andrews kept during the war.

Early in the new century the Atlanta Journal began to run a Saturday feature series (sometimes published under the heading SHOT AND SHELL) which was billed as “Thrilling Campfire Stories of Close Calls Recounted by Veterans.” Each week’s offering consisted of three or four articles—some a quarter of a page or so in length—in which veterans narrated some facet of their wartime experiences. Most of the authors contributed only one article to the series; others sent in several.

Reading the wartime reminiscences of some of his fellow veterans sparked Andrews’ interest, and from his home in Sugar Valley he began to send selections of his memoirs to the Journal. “Being an old soldier,” he wrote in what was probably the first of his contributions to the series (published February 23, 1901), “I love to read in the Journal the close calls by the boys from 1861 to 1865. Hoping that I may equally interest some one else I will, with your permission, give one of my many close calls during the years that tried men’s souls.”

Over the next two years Andrews published at least twenty-one articles in the series (see Appendix, following the memoir text). Each article was a section taken from the memoir that he had written in the 1890s, spruced up for publication and often changed slightly. He also published three articles in the Confederate Veteran about the regiment in which he had served. Two of these were also taken more or less intact from the memoir, and one of them had previously appeared in the Journal. The third, published in August 1909, was a roster of most of the officers who had served with the 1st Georgia Regulars.

 



Many Civil War veterans who wrote of their military service decades after the war tended to romanticize their experiences. Sometimes they remembered things that did not happen, and often they neglected to mention such unsavory aspects of army life as profanity in camp, gambling, cowardice in battle, straggling, and so on. Andrews remembered such subjects. On one occasion he even recorded how he and some friends had taken unauthorized leave from a battle. Andrews also demonstrated that he could be critical of the Confederate government for its failure to provide adequately for its soldiers and their families. In the 1890s very few old Confederates would have admitted the feelings about the Rebel government that Andrews expressed in the closing pages of his narrative.

 



William Hill Andrews’ memoir presents no startling revelations about the war or about life in the Confederate army. The work does, however, give us an insight into how one enlisted man experienced the conflict, and it provides very valuable information on some oft-neglected areas of the Confederacy and about a little-known Rebel regiment.





EDITOR’S NOTE

In preparing Andrews’ memoir for publication, we have made certain changes to enhance its readability. We have divided the work into ten major chapters, although the subdivisions within each chapter were made by Andrews. We have often had to separate the paragraphs within the subsections and the sentences within the paragraphs. Punctuation and spelling have generally been modernized, again for the sake of ease in reading. Where necessary, the names of prominent people have been corrected. For example, Andrews spelled the name of Maj. Gen. James E. B. Stuart as “Stewart.” He also consistently spelled Chattahoochee as “Chattahoochie” and Culpeper as “Culpepper.” In the cases of rank-and-file members of the regiment, names have been changed to match available records; where the records give variant spellings, we have left the name as Andrews wrote it. (All such cases, however, are noted.)

 



Several people were kind enough to drop their work and help with gathering material for this project. Special thanks are due to Judy Anthis of Richmond, Virginia; Franklin Garrett of Atlanta, Georgia; Lee Kennett of Athens, Georgia; P. C. King of Fort Gaines, Georgia; Bob Krick of Fredericksburg, Virginia; Dick Sommers of Carlisle, Pennsylvania; and Robert Watson of Cotton Hill, Georgia.

 



Not least, we thank W. H. Andrews’ great-great-great-grandson Mark Reynolds and his family, of Atlanta, who found their ancestor’s manuscript among their possessions and brought it to Longstreet Press for publication.
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FEATHERBED SOLDIERS


FORT GAINES, GEORGIA

Fort Gaines is in Clay County on the banks of the Chattahoochee River, and took its name from the fort built by Gen. Gaines during the Indian War.1 It has several hundred inhabitants, and before the Southwestern Railroad was built, was quite a business place in consequence of a number of steamboats plying the waters of the Chattahoochee.2 My earliest recollections are of Fort Gaines and the surrounding country. My father owned a small farm near Mount Gilead Baptist Church, on which he was buried in 1846.3 That ever memorable and never to be forgotten year 1861, found me in my 23rd year and temporarily a citizen of the fort.

In January the state had seceded from the Union with a number of other Southern states, and the war clouds were hanging dark and threatening over our sunny Southland.4 While the Northern states were not saying much, it was the general impression that the North would attempt to force the South back into the Union at the point of the bayonet. Everybody seems to have gone wild. Nothing but war talk. War to the knife, and the knife to the hilt. At the same time our public speakers say, “I will drink all the bloodshed in this war. All we have to do is to secede from the Union and when the North sees that we are determined to leave them will say, ‘Erring sisters depart in peace.’”

The Southern people are not going to be caught napping, but are preparing for war by capturing the [Federal government’s] forts and arsenals in the South and organizing military companies. Being a firm believer in the doctrine of state’s rights and secession, I considered it my duty to shoulder a musket in defense of my native state, which I put in execution by joining the Fort Gaines Guards, an infantry company organized at the fort. Capt. Brown5 commanding, Lts. Turnipseed 6 Webb,7 and Tennille.8 The Guards done gallant service in the Army of Northern Virginia in the 9th Regiment of Georgia Volunteers. Turnipseed and Webb both had the honor of commanding the regiment as colonel.

In February, Capt. F. T. Cullens9 of the 1st Regiment of Georgia Regulars opened a recruiting office at the fort for the purpose of enlisting men to serve for three years, unless sooner discharged by competent authority. Thinking that it might be some time before the Guards would be ordered out, I decided to join the Regulars, and did so on the 26th day of February, 1861.

On the 7th day of March, I left Fort Gaines for Savannah, Ga., in company with O. W. Cone,10 H. A. Morgan,11 L. B. Wheeler,12 John Boyle,13 L. B. Standifer,14 T. C. Beall,15 Peter Lee,16 W. L. Andrews,17 James Lavin,18 and Griffin Rowland,19 all recruits for the Regulars. Fort Gaines Guards escorted us to the depot, where we took the cars on the Southwestern Railroad. Ate supper in Fort Valley, met 26 more recruits from North Georgia at Macon, leaving there at 9:00 P.M. with the understanding that we would breakfast next morning at the Pulaski House in Savannah, afterwards take in the sights of the city, and sometime late in the day report to the Oglethorpe Barracks for duty.




OGLETHORPE BARRACKS, GEORGIA

We arrived in Savannah at 8:00 A.M. on the 8th. But instead of going to the Pulaski House for breakfast, we were met at the depot by recruiting sergeant Ash20 and marched to the barracks, where we were placed in line in front of the surgeon’s quarters where we had to undergo a thorough examination by Dr. Charlton21 before we could be received as soldiers. While waiting to be examined, our ardour was considerably dampened by the older recruits, some 300 in number, who made all manner of fun of us. Telling us we would think we were in Hades or the penitentiary instead of the army before night.
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About eleven o’clock Dr. Charlton got through with us, accepting all but Peter Lee, who had fits. I envied Peter his lot in being refused, as I thought at that time I would have been willing to have had fits or anything else just so I could have went back home. But as it was I was in for it, so had to grin and endure it.

At one o’clock the drum beat for dinner. We were marched to the mess hall where there were long tables with a plate, knife, and fork, tin cup and spoon for each man. In the plate was a piece of light bread and a slice of pickled pork, so fat you hold it up and see through it. The tin cup held yankee bean soup. What a dinner to commence our soldier life on. Shall never forget it. After forcing down a few mouths full, retired to the parade ground, thoroughly disgusted with what I had seen of a soldier’s life.

Sometime in the evening we were ordered to go to the regimental barber and have our hair shingled. All men before the war wore long hair, with no beard or mustache on their faces. It went pretty hard with some of the boys to give up their glossy locks, but off they had to come. Saw an officer spoil a fellow’s hair with his knife because he refused to have it cut off. In the way of uniforms we drew blue flannel shirts. And for bedding a blanket for each man.

What a change from an easy go as you please life to that of a soldier with no right to think, much less speak. You simply become a piece of machinery to have the steam turned on at someone else’s will. There is no monkeying here. Our officers are mostly West Pointers and are capable of making soldiers out of us if such a thing can be done.

Later in the day we were assigned to different companies. Griffin Rowland and myself went to Company D, Capt. Gill‘s22 company, who was afterwards chief ordnance officer on Gen. Bragg’s23 staff. We had for lieutenants, Branch,24 Harrison,25 and Berryon [?],26 a well-drilled and clever set of officers. While they are strict, they are not haughty or overbearing. Lt. Branch was killed July 21st at Manassas, Va., while adjutant of the 8th Ga. Regiment. Lt. George P. Harrison surrendered at Greensboro, N.C., in 1865 with the rank of brigadier general.27 Lt. Berryon resigned. Lt. Branch was ordered with his company to camp on the commons near the county jail, where we were drilled three hours each day, first in the green squad by a noncommissioned officer, and as we advanced we were placed in larger squads until capable of company drill.

When I enlisted, Capt. Cullens made me 1st corporal of his company, and gave me a recommendation to the commanding officer at Savannah, which was Capt. W. D. Smith, senior officer in command.28 But I was told before the war that the duty of a corporal was to keep the dogs out of camp, so I decided I did not want it. But after we arrived in Savannah and had been assigned to different companies, the boys decided to try and get together in one company. So I carried my recommendation to Capt. Smith. Don’t think I will forget what occurred soon. The captain had served 19 years in the regular army and was one of the strictest disciplinarians I saw during the war. He was a perfect soldier, every inch of him. I went walking into his office with my cap on, the captain was busy writing. He looked up and saw me. After sizing me up from my head to my heels, he remarked in a very commanding way, “Take off your cap sir, and place it under your left arm. Now take the position of a soldier and right hand salute. Pretty well done, you will make a good soldier when properly drilled. Now you can tell me your business.” I had to think a while before I could recollect what I came for, he had me so badly scared. After hearing my request he stated that he would see Lt. Branch and if he would recommend me, it would be all right. So I left him, and I would not tackle him again in his office for a major general’s commission.

I returned to my company fully satisfied to remain a high private in the rear rank. The biggest man I have seen here is Cpl. Pony Jones.29 Gen. Scott’s30 overcoat would not make the flap to Pony’s vest, provided Pony had a vest pocket. I hope to see Pony under fire some day.

While not on drill we get passes out in the city, the wharf being of the most interest, where the flags of all civilized nations are thrown to the breeze. All kind of sailing craft, from the magnificent R. R. Cuyler to the smallest of sailboats. Everybody seems to be in a hurry. The stevedores with their merry gangs loading and unloading vessels. The drays are almost impassable on the wharfs, hauling to and from the city. I like to listen to the merry “he-ho” of the gangs as they hoist away at their derricks, working with a will. Savannah’s entire [water] front is full of crafts, and don’t look like there is room for another.

My first Sunday in the army was rather a gloomy one, and especially in the evening, about the time I usually call on my best girl. Well, I guess the other fellow will have full sway now I am gone, but wouldn’t I like to choke him just a little bit.

Some of the boys were quite merry, having succeeded in getting some tanglefoot through the back gate. One of them, Alvin Parr,31 imbibed a little too much and was not as steady on his pins as he should have been. So he slipped up stairs to his bunk to sleep it off. Some of the officers found him out and sent a guard after him. As he made no effort to walk, the guard caught him by the feet and started to drag him. He said, “Hold on boys, you might stick splinters in Joe Dutton that way.” His pleading might not have had much effect, but the name of Joe Dutton stuck to him until the end of the war.

Among the well-drilled officers are Lts. Branch, Kirkland,32 Willis,33 Harrison, and John Milledge.34 The portly form of Col. John Milledge, state librarian, don’t look much like the trim and handsome 1st lieutenant of ’61. Nearly all of the officers appointed by Gov. J[oseph] E. Brown are still at their homes securing new recruits for the regiment. Numbers of them are arriving every day, 200 or 300 from Augusta in one squad, and the barracks are getting pretty full.

After being in Savannah one week, I was taken with pneumonia and placed in the hospital at the barracks. And for several days was quite sick. Hospital steward Mansfield35 was very abrupt, and I think very unkind. At least he did not seem to have any sympathy for the sick. It learned me to appreciate my kind mother’s nursing when I was at home, in a way I shall never forget. I owe all my kind treatment while sick to Mrs. Clower of Athens, Ga. When [her] son Pvt. Gus Clower36 was sick in the same room, she brought me the same nourishment she did her son, for which I shall ever feel grateful. It was so kind of her to treat a stranger in such a way.

While I was sick, the regiment had been ordered to Fort Pulaski on the 15th of March. On the 31st, I was ordered by the surgeon to report to my company at the fort. Before leaving, I went to Capt. Smith and got a transfer to Company K, where my brother W. L. Andrews was.

Took passage on the steamer Ida for the fort. The Ida run a race with the Cecil from Charleston, S.C., and was badly beaten.




FORT PULASKI, GEORGIA

The fort was built by the U.S. Government on Cockspur Island about 18 miles below the city, and was considered a very strong fortress. When fully equipped it mounted 150 guns including [those in] casemates, ramparts, and [in] rear of the fort. When the Regulars entered the fort, there were no guns, only [except] in the casemates which were armed with 32-pound[er] smooth bored guns. The regiment mounted several Columbiads on the ramparts that throw a Colt shell.

On my arrival at the fort, I found Col. Charles J. Williams37 in command, working day and night to have the fort in fighting trim. It certainly was no child’s play mounting those guns. Weighing over 17,000 pounds, they would be dumped from the vessel onto the wharf. [They] were then suspended to a large cart on the order of a log cart, and pulled to the fort by about 200 men with ropes after putting down plank 2 x 12 lengthwise for the wheels to roll on to keep them from sinking in the ground. When we got them to the fort, they were hoisted upon the ramparts by sheers made of ship mast with heavy ropes, blocks, and tackles.

With mounting guns, infantry, and artillery drill, we are pretty well used up. Besides, the discipline is very strict, and we are nearly all new in regard to the duties of a soldier’s life. Our rations are not enticing by any means, consisting of hard sea crackers, pickle pork, and yankee beans. Our breakfast consists of two crackers and a cup of coffee. At dinner we have two crackers, a slice of pickle pork, and a cup of soup. And at supper, two more crackers and a cup of coffee. And as there is nothing to be bought on the island, have to make out with it. Besides, the weather is extremely disagreeable. Either a dead calm or a small gale is blowing. Besides, we quarter in the casemates among the guns and have no fire.

The Regulars are getting well up in military tactics. At reveille the sunrise gun fires, and at the same time the large Confederate flag on the rear of the fort is thrown to the breeze. At sundown the regiment goes on dress parade. When the troop beats [drumbeats?] off, the gun is again discharged and the flag descends slowly to the ground. It is customary, when vessels are passing a fort, to salute by lowering the flag three times. Sometimes vessels pass without saluting the fort. A shot is then fired in front. If they fail then to salute, one is thrown in the rear. Should that fail, the third one is aimed at the vessel. The first or second one usually bring them to, or cause them to salute and pass on. The fort returns the salute by lowering her flag three times.

Sometime in April, the measles broke out in the regiment, over 100 being down at one time, myself among the number. I shall never forget the day I was hauled out of the fort on a mattress in a dump cart to the hospital on the island. I could not have felt more forsaken if I had been riding on my coffin to the gallows. Such treatment as we received will never be forgotten. Mattresses were placed in rows on the floor with a small space between them. A shovel of sand was used for a spittoon, where it remained all day covered in flies. Every morning it would be shoveled out and another one put in its place. In the way of nourishment, we had New Orleans molasses, rice, and sea crackers, a very tempting diet for anyone sick with measles. I must have been unconscious for several days, and was very sick for nearly two weeks.

When I began to improve a little, I was sent to convalescent quarters in the fort. While scarcely able to get up, Capt. Wallace38 on his rounds as officer of the day made me get up and salute him. I thought to myself that if he was to pass through a graveyard, he would want the dead to rise and salute him. I was not able for duty in two months, sometimes trying to drill and fainting on the ground. [I] would have to be carried back to my quarters. It seems like I am in bad luck, first the pneumonia and then the measles. Might have fared better, but my brother was down with the mumps at the same time and could do nothing for me.

On May the 1st, the men were divided up into 12 companies, 10 infantry and 2 artillery. Sixty-six men to a company. Company K was changed to Company M. Capt. S. P. Hamilton,39 Lts. Wise40 and Bass.41 First sergeant [was] John Ash, a kind-hearted son of Erin who did me many favors when I was sick by excusing me [from duty] when the surgeons would not. Regiment turned over to the Confederate States Authorities.

Capt. W. D. Smith was promoted to major of the Regulars, a position he is in every way competent to fill. He is feared by every man in the regiment. I heard him one day while on the ramparts order an officer on the parade ground to double-quick and do something. The officer started off in a brisk walk, the major halted him. “When I say double-quick, I mean run. Now do you run sir.” And the officer moved accordingly. On going on dress parade one evening, Capt. Martin42 had epaulets on his shoulders which the keen eyes of the major saw. “Capt. Martin return to your quarters and appear in your proper uniform.” At another time when the companies were marching out on parade, Lt. W. W. Payne43 was in command of a company that was behind time. Maj. Smith told him to double-quick his company into line. The lieutenant told his men to double-quick, but did not see a d———d bit of use in it. The boys claimed that the major could tell if a man’s shoes were untied in the rear rank, on the right or left of the regiment. The major certainly was a daisy, but he did not exact anything more from his subordinates than he was willing to do to his superiors. His next-ranking officer had to toe the mark as though he was a private soldier. (The major soon left our regiment and was elected colonel of a North Carolina regiment. Afterwards he was promoted to brigadier general and died during the war.44)

On May 31 the Regulars were relieved from duty at the fort and ordered to Tybee Island. In steaming past the fort on the Ida, it certainly had the appearance of a place that was almost impregnable. How silent and grim it looks with its dark portholes in the walls, and the muzzles of the Columbiads projecting over the ramparts. (But as formidable as it looked, in 1862 the Federals took it with a sand battery on Tybee Island opposite the magazine.45) I felt almost seasick as the waves dashed against the prow of the steamer, throwing a mist over it. I don’t think I would like to be a sailor and get far from land. Our baggage was put in rice barges and towed by the Ida. As Tybee has no wharf, we had to wade out, landing near the Spanish Tower.




TYBEE ISLAND, GEORGIA

Tybee Island is opposite the mouth of the Savannah River and is about seven miles long and several miles in width. There is but few houses on it, the Tybee Light House and Spanish Tower being the objects of most interest. The lighthouse is said to be 120 feet high, with a 7,000 dollar lamp that can be seen 20 miles out to sea. The Spanish Tower is something of a curiosity, being built out of oyster shells and cement. It is about 40 feet high and 40 feet in diameter. The shape of it is round. The walls are said to be six feet thick, with a well in the center. Around the top were several openings resembling embrasures for cannon to shoot through. As to when, or by whom built, I have never seen any account of it in history. Suffice it to say, it is here and was probably built by the Spaniards prior to the settlement of Georgia.

The Regulars pitched their tents some 300 yards back of the tower in an open space. The balance of the island was covered in undergrowth. Where we camped might have been too poor for anything to grow, being all sand. Each company dug its own well in the sand, getting water at the depth of about six feet. Such water as it was, being brackish and almost unpalatable, but the best we could do.

Our rations have been changed from pickle pork to smoked bacon, but our cooking arrangements remain the same. One man is detailed to do the cooking for each company with the assistance of a supernumerary. Three-fourths of a pound of bacon and one pound of crackers is a day’s rations for a soldier. The bacon for the company is all boiled in a large wash pot, which is certainly rich enough if plenty of grease will add anything to the flavor.

After we got straightened out, the boys would go swimming [sunning?] on the beach. But crabs, stingrays, and horseshoe turtles [crabs?] were about all they ever succeeded in catching, and the crabs were the only thing eatable. And according to my taste, a very poor diet.

While we are beyond the pale of civilization on the island, we are not so badly cramped as we were in the fort. Still it is bad enough, as we never see anyone scarcely from the outer world or hear but little news from other places. We are all more than anxious to be sent to the front, preferring an active campaign to remaining here doing coast duty and being ate up by the mosquitoes and sand flies. Besides, the heat of the noonday sun upon the sand is terribly distressing.

While the discipline is very strict, there is not much punishment inflicted on the men. I have seen but one man condemned by a court-martial. That was for sleeping on post. The penalty was wearing on the front of his cap a large pasteboard with the words SLEEPING ON POST inscribed on it. As the soldiers cannot get off the island or get any whiskey, I suppose that accounts for their good behavior.

The regiment is doing some pretty hard drilling every day besides guard and picket duty. A line of pickets are scattered along the beach, one post at the three palmettos, another at South Channel five miles down the beach, and several nearer the camp. What a lonesome vigil at the wee small hours of the night, tramping your lonely beat with nothing for company but the foamed capped waves as they break at your feet. You can imagine the waves capped with the enemy’s small boats as they come rolling in, and how you wish to see again the light of day.

The yankees have blockaded the port of Savannah, a large man-of-war lying just outside the bar. And of course, we are expecting a visit from them at almost any time, and more especially at night in the way of a surprise. One night it fell to my lot to be stationed on top of the lighthouse. It is octagon shaped, the stairs being on the inside. And how weak my knees got before I reached the top. It seemed as though I never would get there, but did at last.

Sentinels are on duty two hours and off four. My last turn was just before day. The sentinel I relieved instructed me to keep a sharp lookout towards the South Carolina coast, as he had heard a steamer plying up and down while on duty. Should I hear or see anything unusual, make it known to the corporal of the guard who would notify the officer of the day. He then left me nearer heaven than I ever was since or before, perched on top of the lighthouse and apparently swinging in the breeze though it might have been only my head. It was not a great while before I could see the first bright streaks of day as they shot out upon the eastern sky. Brighter and brighter they got, until I could see the upper rim of the rising sun. As the sun emerged from its morning bath, could almost imagine I could see the water dripping from the lower edge. What a magnificent sunrise.

Armed with a four-foot telescope, I certainly was enjoying one of the most beautiful mornings I had ever seen, having almost forgotten that I was a soldier and stationed at the most important post on the island. But bringing the telescope to bear across the bar, I was speedily restored to my senses. Lying just beyond the bar was a large man-of-war. Between that and the island was a sailing vessel at anchor. Just above the man-of-war and steaming towards it, was a large sidewheel steamer which was but a short time in reaching the vessel. After getting alongside of the man-of-war, it did not look much larger than a lifeboat. The man-of-war then lowered her lifeboats and filled them with marines or infantry, as I could see the rays of the morning sun flash from their small arms in the boat. They then made for the sailing vessel next to the island. I called the attention of the corporal of the guard to it. He sent the officer of the day up, who viewed their movements for awhile and retired. Soon after I was relieved and have never been on the lighthouse since.

While not drilling, we mounted two 32 pounders at the Spanish Tower near the beach. Nothing of note happened until the 16th of July, when, on dress parade, orders were read ordering the regiment to report at Richmond, Va. And to say the boys went wild is putting it mild. Three cheers and a tiger was given for the front.

On the 17th we struck our tents, packed our knapsacks, and marched down to the beach at the Spanish Tower, where the Ida awaited our coming to carry us to Savannah. How the boys puffed and blowed marching over the hot sands of Tybee. What featherbed soldiers we are, but nothing better could be expected of us, as it takes hard training in the school of the soldier to become proficient.




SAVANNAH, GEORGIA

On arriving at Savannah we marched through the city and pitched our tents on the commons, where we drew new uniforms, shoes, caps, and overcoats. All having previously had their measures taken by a tailor. Our uniforms were of Confederate gray, single-breasted frock coats with Georgia buttons, black cords down the outer seams of the pants. Caps were gray. Overcoats extending to the knees, with large capes. Altogether we were nicely fitted up. Besides, we had a fatigue uniform consisting of jacket and pants. The Regulars were armed with muskets, and drilled in Hardee’s tactics for heavy infantry.46

On the 18th after the drum beat for dress parade, one of the boys was drilling another in the manual of arms. He put him through the movements of loading, then ready, aim, and fire, and a musket ball and three buckshot went crashing through his head and he fell a corpse. He did not know the gun was loaded.

On the 19th the regiment was reviewed by Gen. Lawton.47 After the review one of the handsomest state flags I have ever seen was presented to the regiment, the gift of Miss Howard of Columbus, Ga.,48 Col. Charles J. Williams’ sister-in-law. It certainly was a beauty, made of costly silk with the First Confederate colors on one side, and the state of Georgia on the other. Just below the coat of arms in large gilt letters is “First Regiment Georgia Regulars.” It was a gift ever held sacred by the members of the regiment. At the same time, it was never unfurled to the breeze on a battlefield, but was used on dress parades and marching through towns and cities. (I am informed by Col. John Milledge that all of the flags used by the Regulars during the war are deposited with the Historical Society at Savannah, Ga.)




ALL ABOARD FOR RICHMOND, VIRGINIA

July 20, 1861. The 1st Ga. Regulars boarded a freight train for Charleston, S.C., having a passenger coach in the rear for the accommodation of the commissioned officers. Eleven companies were ordered to Virginia. Capt. Reed’s company was left at Fort Jackson, four miles below Savannah.49 To the best of my recollection will give the names of the captains who went to Virginia: W. J. Magill,50 Martin, J. D. Walker,51 R. A. Wayne,52 John G. Patton,53 Lewis Kenan,54 F. T. Cullens,55 Miller Grieve,56 S. P. Hamilton, A. A. F. Hill.57

The regiment arrived at Charleston and marched through the city, making a handsome display in our new uniforms, the officers having dark blue, which looked extremely handsome with hats and plumes. On arriving at the Northeastern Depot the citizens furnished the regiment with a splendid supper. The 21 st Regiment took the cars for Florence. Every house and village the regiment has passed, the ladies and children wave their handkerchiefs and the boys have cheered themselves hoarse. At Florence the regiment was placed on flat cars with slats with legs in them for seats. Made the boys mad, so they would not cheer anyone at that place as they left for Wilmington, N.C., where we arrived after night. The citizens furnished the regiment with hot coffee.

Col. Williams received a dispatch stating that Gens. Johnston and Beauregard had defeated Gens. Scott and McDowell at the battle of Bull Run, Va., totally routing them.58 Three cheers were given with a vim, for our victorious comrades on the plains of Manassas. On the 22nd from Wilmington to Weldon [N.C.], arrived after night. Hot coffee furnished by the good people of the city. Lt. Bass of Company M treated his company to something stronger which was most certainly appreciated by the boys.

[July] 23, on to Petersburg, Va., where the mayor and citizens had prepared for the regiment a splendid dinner which was highly enjoyed by all. On getting off the cars, I discovered that my cap was missing. Some drunken fellow had lost his and taken mine in the place of it. Felt pretty slim at the idea of marching through the city bareheaded, but Pvt. Brennan59 loaned me one of his, he having retained his old one.

After dinner, proceeded to Richmond. Marched through the city with our beautiful flag thrown to the breeze and our splendid brass band at the head of the regiment. Went into quarters at Camp Winder. Pres. Jefferson Davis reviewed the Regulars, making a short speech.60 The regiment certainly made a fine display in their new uniforms, besides they are nearly all young men from 18 to 25 years of age.

While in Richmond, Capt. W. J. Magill was appointed lieutenant colonel, Capt. John D. Walker major, George P. Harrison 1st lieutenant and adjutant, Fred B. Palmer61 sergeant major, Capt. DeLaigle62 quartermaster, Capt. McConnell63 commissary. [July] 24, ordered to Manassas Junction. At Hannover Junction we met up with a good many poor soldiers who claimed to have been in the battle of Bull Run. Our sympathy was aroused to such an extent that the regiment made up a purse for them. We learned better afterwards when we learned something about an active campaign. We found out that all good soldiers remained with their companies, and not 100 miles in the rear. We then proceeded on to Manassas Junction, going into camps two miles beyond, on the railroad and near the famous Bull Run Creek.
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SOME PRETTY HARD CASES IN THE ARMY


CAMP WALKER, NEAR BULL RUN, VIRGINIA

Our camps are named in honor of Gen. W. H. T. Walker,1 brother of Maj. John D. Walker of the Regulars. Regiment assigned to Gen. Robert Toombs’ Brigade composed of the 2nd, 15th, 17th, and 20th Ga. regiments, making a fine brigade.2 Here it is all life and bustle as the hills and valleys are covered with the white tents of the different commands. We can mix and mingle with the various commands from different states, besides finding a number of relatives and friends among the Georgia regiments.

No trouble about something to eat here, as there is no better section in this country for beef, pork, mutton, kid, turkeys, chickens, and ducks. Scarcely anything raised in this country, only [except] to eat. We get three-fourths of a pound of fine beef each day for a ration. If that is not enough, you can buy all you can pay for from peddlers who visit the camps every day. So with all things considered we are having a jolly good time of it in the Old Dominion. Besides, we now have a sutler’s store in the regiment which keeps all kinds of canned goods in stock.

On Friday the 26th day of July, with several of my comrades, I visited the battlefield of the 21st at Manassas. Crossed Bull Run where the battle of the 18th was fought.3 Saw the famous Washington Artillery, Capt. Rosser’s Company, drilling.4 They certainly have the right name when called the Flying Artillery, for they certainly move in a hurry.

Words are inadequate to express my feelings as we strolled over the historic field of Manassas, ground that had so recently been the scene of a deadly conflict. I met on the field a captain of the 11th Ala. Regiment with several of his men, who took great delight in showing us over the battlefield. We first visited where the lamented Gens. Bee and Bartow fell while at the heads of their respective commands. A cedar post marks the spot where they yielded up their life’s blood in behalf of their country’s cause.5 Next we went to the famous Henry House near the road running from Manassas to Sudley’s Mills on the Bull Run above the stone bridge. The house is on a hill some half a mile from the brick house on Cub Run, and at the time of the battle was occupied by Mrs. [Judith C.] Henry, her daughter, and a Negro woman. Mrs. Henry was nearly 100 years old and was confined to her bed. Her daughter and the colored woman was under the bed. The enemy had driven our troops beyond the house, and had taken refuge behind it, when our batteries were ordered to open fire on it. The house was riddled with cannonballs, one knocking the head and foot board out of the bed. The old lady was struck with six minié balls, killing her instantly, while the two under the bed escaped unhurt.6

We next went to a strip of woods to the south of the Henry House and across the Manassas Road, where the 11th Ala. Regiment had been halted on the day of the fight by Col. Williams, who alighted from his horse and while hitching him to a limb, was shot and killed by a yankee sharpshooter who broke and run after shooting the colonel. Several companies of the regiment fired a volley at him. One of the captain’s men said he believed he could find the yankee that shot him, and proceeded to hunt for him, while the rest of us went out into the field to pick blackberries. (Where we picked berries is where the right of Gen. Anderson’s Brigade fought at the second battle of Bull Run.7) It was not long before he called us, and on going to him he had sure enough found his man. He was lying at full length on his back, minus his hat, coat, and shoes with six bullet holes in him that we could see. He was either a fool or a very brave man to shoot down the colonel in front of his regiment, for he certainly knew it would be instant death to him.8

Near the Henry House was a pit six feet wide and about 60 feet long where our soldiers had been buried. Poor boys, with a heave and a swing they were pitched to their last resting place unknown, unwept, and unsung. There to remain until the Judgement Day, far from home and loved ones, but such is war. Numbers of the dead have not dirt enough on them to keep the dogs from scratching them up. A number of dead horses are scattered over the field, and altogether forms a picture not soon to be forgotten.

Our visit, while nothing to compare with what I saw afterwards, made a lasting impression on my mind, and one that I will carry with me until I too shall join my comrades on the other shore, where we will rest under the shade of the trees. Towards night we returned to our camp, sadder if not wiser men. On September the 10th the Regulars moved from Camp Walker one mile beyond Centreville. On the 12th, went on a forced march near the Occaquon River with the 1st Md. and 13th Va. regiments. Come near being cut off and had to make a forced march back to camps. The 16th of September the regiment changed camps to Pine Creek, three miles towards Centreville.




CAMP PINE CREEK

On September 17 Regulars went to Munson’s Hill, by way of Fairfax Court House, on picket duty. Munson’s Hill is seven miles from Washington City. From the top of the hill we have a good view of the city, the national capitol, and fortifications around the city. Besides, we can see Alexandria, Arlington Heights, and the Potomac River. Col. J. E. B. Stuart9 of the famous Black Horse Cavalry10 is in command of the post, and Brig. Gen. James Longstreet11 in command of the department. The hill is round or cone shaped, with a line of breastworks around near the top. On the Washington side there is some Quaker Guns made of logs about 10 feet long, with one end mounted on the front wheels of a wagon. I suppose they are called Quaker Guns because they are silent. [They were intended to deceive enemy observers as to the strength of a position.]

Down some three-fourths of a mile in the bottom is the Bailey House, which is on the yankee line. We can see the boys in blue as they stroll around and watch the hill. One day they advanced as skirmishers but our Quaker Guns were maneuvered in position and they retired. Our first picket duty was performed about one mile to the right of the Bailey House. The Regulars were stationed along the fence in the edge of a piece of woods, while the enemy’s line was at a cross fence in the middle of the field.

It is quite amusing to look back at the capers we cut on performing our first picket duty. We certainly looked on the boys in blue as something more than human. Some of the boys claimed that they had horns, others said they had tails like monkeys. At any rate, we decided they were a natural curiosity and would have given anything to have captured a live one to start a museum with. The yankees had a line of rifle pits to protect themselves in while we were behind the fence. They would crawl out one at a time until there would be 8 or 10 of them watching us with the same curiosity that we did them. When our boys would spring up and bring their guns to bear on them, it would then be rats to your holes, as they would dive into their rifle pits. After awhile our boys would climb onto the fence until there would be a dozen or more. Then the yankees would jump out of their pits with their guns and the boys would fall off the fence like terrapins on a log. This would be kept up for hours without either side firing a gun. Just to our left was the 1st Md. Regiment, and from the sound of their rifles don’t think there is any play on that part of the line.

On September 24 we were relieved by the 9th Ga. Regiment and went back about two miles to Falls Church, where we remained several days. This church is said to be one of the oldest in this country and was often visited by the illustrious Washington, the father of his country. It is built out of pressed brick, the first brought to this country, and is in a fine state of preservation.

One morning while at the church, a detail of 200 men was called for the purpose of going into Washington City. The number was soon made up, as everybody wanted to go. As luck would have it I succeeded in getting my name on the list. We struck out for Washington City as we supposed, and after going nearly to Munson’s Hill, were halted and put to work throwing up a battery for the Washington Artillery from New Orleans. Done the hardest day’s work I ever did in my life, and if God will forgive me this time, will never volunteer again.

September 25 while loitering around the church, everything apparently at peace with the world, the long roll was beat to arms. The regiment was quickly formed in the road. Couriers were dashing at breakneck speed in every direction. Gen. Longstreet, whose headquarters was not far from the church, was soon in the saddle. It was not long before the 9th Georgia, the 2nd South Carolina, 13th Virginia, Col. Stuart’s Regiment of Black Horse Cavalry, and Capt. Rosser’s battery of artillery was on the grounds, and away we went in the direction of Lewinsville. After going some distance, Company M (Capt. Frank Hill in command) and one section of the artillery was halted while the remainder of the command kept on. While with the artillery in the road, I saw a house about 150 yards up in the field. On top of the house were some of Stuart’s men taking observations.

The enemy discovered them and opened on them with artillery which caused the lady living there to flee to the woods with her little children to escape the enemy’s shells. She was a sister of Jackson, who killed Col. Ellsworth at Alexandria for tearing down his Confederate flag on his hotel and was killed by Ellsworth’s men, being the first bloodshed in the Civil War.12

We were soon ordered forward, overtaking the rest of the command some half mile distant, who had halted. Just as we had overtaken the command in a piece of woods, the enemy’s artillery opened on our command. My, but you ought to have seen some of the boys’ eyes as the shells come crashing through the tops of the trees. Looked like you could have hung your hat on them, and it did seem like every shell was coming right at you as it seemed to say, “Where are you[?]” I had been itching for a long time to get in a fight, but don’t believe there is any fun in it. At any rate, I would as soon be somewhere else.

The shelling soon ceased, and the enemy retired across Chain Bridge from where they had come. There were two men killed in the 2nd S.C. Regiment which was all the loss sustained in our first engagement. So we marched back to Falls Church feeling as proud as if we had really been in a battle of some consequence.13

On September 26 returned to Pine Creek. At Fairfax Court House our big-hearted captain, A. A. Franklin Hill, purchased a whole cheese and divided [it] among his company. There is nothing small about Capt. Hill except his little finger. His servant boy Tom, with his little wagon drawn by his horse Caliph of Baghdad, cuts something of a figure on our marches. We not only relished the cheese, but the captain’s generosity that prompted the gift.

As we neared our camps tired and wearied out, what a change comes over us as our brass band strikes up some lively air, “Dixie” or “The Mockingbird.” The order is given, quick-time. The ranks close up to their proper places and we march into camps as though we were just off dress parade. Music is the life of the army.

The boys are having a jolly time eating and drilling. Lt. King14 puts us through in the double-quick. Sometimes the entire hour’s drill will be on the double-quick. The boys puff and blow, but have to keep it up until the command “Halt” is given. Lt. Hudson15 drills [us] more in the manual of arms, and the boys are certainly proficient with their muskets. Capt. Hill is not much on the drill and but few men make a good drill officer. They not only have to understand tactics, but have a good voice for giving commands. We did not see any use for the double-quick then, but did later on.

Some of the boys are having a pretty tough time of it for their wrongdoings. Some are bucked and gagged. Bucking is tying the wrists together, then sitting him on the ground with his knees drawn up. His arms are forced down over his knees and a stick run through between his arms and legs, and there you are. And there you will be likely to stay until you are turned loose. Should you have too much jaw, a bayonet will be placed between your teeth with a string passed around the head to hold it on, and mum you are. Some wear a ball and chain, others have to grub up stumps while some play with the cannonballs, having five of them, four being placed in a square about 10 feet apart. The fifth one is carried to the first corner, where you put it down and take up the other, which you have to change at each corner. While it looks like it might be funny, it is a considerable strain on the back, and by the time it is kept up two hours is very tiresome.

I would think that tying up by the thumbs was the worst punishment inflicted in the army. His thumbs are tied together over his head and up to something he can just reach by tip-toeing. If he stands there for two hours, he will be very apt to faint before he is cut down. Back at Camp Walker a fellow was tied up by the thumbs for refusing to go on inspection Sunday morning after he had come off guard. By some means he got hold of his gun and shot his left arm off at the wrist. That ended his soldiering. I expect most of them deserve all the punishment they get, for there is some pretty hard cases in the army, and without discipline the men had just as well be at home, for no army can be maintained without it.

We have a good many Irish in the regiment, and while they are good hardy soldiers, they are hard to control. [F]or they will have their dram if it is to be had, and they can find it where no one else will look for it, and after they get it, make the camps blue. Apple brandy can be found and bought at nearly every house in Virginia for 25 cents a quart, and as pure as the driven snow. I can’t blame a fellow for getting happy on the way when it is from drinking applejack, as it is called.

The boys have fights in camps pretty often. The other day, Sgt. John Burns16 and Sgt. M. L. Brantley17 had a set to with fixed bayonets. Brantley, seeing that Burns was right onto him, threw his musket and broke Burns’ thumb, but Burns, nothing daunted, bore down on him. Brantley was running backwards and struck his heel against something that threw him at full length on his back. Burns’ bayonet went in the ground to the hilt, just beyond Brantley’s head. His fall saved him, as the Irishman was bent on having his scalp.

The Georgia boys are no match for the Irish laddie with his fist, so have to resort to some kind of weapon to defend themselves. If two Irishmen fall out, they will go to the captain of their company and get permission to cross the guard line and fight it out with bare knucks. Whichever whips the other admits he is the best man, they make friends, and return to camps.

The regiment has had quite a gloom cast over it in the loss of our gallant colonel, Charles J. Williams, who left Virginia on sick leave and has since died. He was held in the highest esteem by his regiment, and no doubt if he had lived would have had the stars on his coat collar encircled by a wreath.18 He was a man of commanding appearance, every movement denoting a perfect soldier. And while a strict disciplinarian, he was extremely courteous to all with whom he come in contact with. How I would have liked to have seen him leading his regiment in a charge, but such was not to be, as he was called to that bourne from whence no traveler returns, before we were even called into action. Peace to his ashes, a gallant soldier and a perfect gentleman has gone to his reward. We still have gallant officers left who will no doubt, when the time comes, display that bravery which all soldiers expect of their commanding officers. Lt. Col. W. J. Magill has been made colonel, and Capt. Martin lieutenant colonel, jumping Maj. John D. Walker, as Martin should have been major instead of Walker.

On October 6 the Regulars went to Accateek Creek on picket duty nine miles from Alexandria, the enemy’s lines being four miles distant. Our picket line extended from the bridge up the run of the creek, with one company posted during the day at a farm house on the road and some half mile distant from the bridge. At night this company would fall back to the bridge where Company M was stationed.

One night while fast asleep on the bridge, I was awakened by men stepping over me, which excited my curiosity to know what was going on. So I stripped across the bridge where the excitement seemed mostly to be. Sgt. Burns ordered me with four others to get our muskets and go with him. We could hear what we supposed to be a company of the enemy’s cavalry riding through the swamp in the direction of the bridge. Sgt. Burns ordered me to take two men and go out a little piece from the bridge and turn up the creek, while himself and the two others went up the creek bank. We had not proceeded far before both parties went head foremost into a ditch about four feet deep. What a surprise and a wetting we got. We pulled out and both parties got together and started up the creek bank. Our supposed enemy by that time was getting pretty close to the bridge. In the excitement the orderly sergeant had forgot to notify our pickets on the other side of the creek that we were going in front of them. When I called his attention to it, he sent me back across the bridge to notify them that we were in front and not to shoot. Pickets on the outposts have orders to halt anyone on or in rear of the line, but to fire on anything in front. About the time Sgt. Burns and his party arrived opposite the third sentinel, they fired. I never heard such a tearing through the swamp as the enemy made. We learned the next day that it was a lot of loose horses, but they were certainly scared.

On the 10th day of October the Regulars were relieved by the 16th Miss. Regiment. Numbering 1,600 hundred [sic] men, it looked like a young brigade and was the largest regiment I ever saw. We returned to our camps on Pine Creek where we remained until the 15th of October, when the army under Gen. J. E. Johnston fell back to Centreville, the Regulars going into camps at Rocky Run.




CAMP ROCKY RUN, VIRGINIA

The Regulars has drawn new tents, known as the bell or Sibley tent, mounted on a tripod in the center where we can have a fire in the middle of the tent, the smoke going out at the top. Fifteen men can occupy one tent.

The weather is getting rather chilly as the north wind sweeps down from the mountains. While on camp guard one day I saw every tent in camps blow down but one, and it certainly was cold. At every camp, each company builds a rock oven to cook bread in, and you ought to eat some of the delicious beef and mutton we bake in them. One day three out of four in my mess bought a quarter of mutton each. We ate so much mutton we ought to be excused for bloating.
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The army is building heavy fortifications around Centreville. The boys don’t relish a pick or shovel much but have to knuckle down to it. We also have plenty of room for battalion drill, and Col. Magill certainly knows how to put the boys through. On dress parade the regiment makes a fine appearance, and [it] seems to be quite a treat for the soldiers camped around us to watch the regiment go through with the maneuvers. The boys have to turn out for parade in apple pie order, shoes blacked, brasses brightened, and white gloves on. The Regulars can go through the maneuvers on dress parade to perfection. Would interest anyone fond of military movements. Can’t help making a fine display when the regiment is the best drilled in the Confederate Army.

We take turns in going on picket duty at Cub and Braid [?] runs. On the lookout for applejack more than anything else. Every hog trail in three miles of camp has a picket post on it. Every load of forage has to be searched by running our ramrods through it in search of bottles and jugs, and sometimes five-gallon kegs. The soldiers have a lot of mysterious ways to get into camp with it. For instance, push a stopper down in the neck of the jug, pour a little milk on it, and put in another stopper; or carry it in his gun barrel. With all the searching and watching, the boys will get it into camps sometimes in five-gallon kegs or in barrels. For instance, it is said one fellow had a barrel in his tent selling it, while another fellow was doing a thriving business back of the tent out of the same barrel. The boys are certainly up to snuff.
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L>f.- Atlanta for more than- thirty-
e years, and up” unnl ‘about fif-
teen years ‘ago, w his. age. and
failing -health necessltated his re-
tirement, was actively en_gac'ed in
1the “contracting business,” * .

During his' long . life of eighty-:
two” years “he had lived -in :almost
every seétion of Qeorgia, snd his
,death ig felt-by his hundreds. of
friends "as a distinct loss’ to the
state: His early youth, was. spent
in- ¥ort Galnes, QGa., Whére. he' was
born' in 1838, After the War Be
Mweei' th~ Statss-he moved t6 Daw-
son, Ga., where he was married to
-Miss Amanda Avent, and. where he
‘vemained for several ‘years. ' From
Dawson he moved t6 Macon,  andd
from there to Atlants, where he had
{ since. made his home.

“ When the War Between the States
I broke out Mr. Andrews was one of
‘the first of Georgla’s soms to heed
[!he call of the south. Enlisting

o

e

'-'*Z:: 2

fwhen about twenty-two years of age:
Hwith the First G rth. regularg he i

rved with nilt tlon lhroug'hout
B %ﬂ .he wnfte thany in- |
re!

4 &n4d “articles.on the/
| war. ar c 8, many of which
{'were pu shed in the magazine sec-

“account of his own experiénces in
‘the war, and many Interesting facts
-} congerning, the .{onfederacy,
.. M An rews ag: Tecogni zéd as“a
manr’of a must lovable nature and
the most unselfish’ ty¥pe. “These, cou-
pled with a winning fersonahty, won
“for him numerous iends
Surviving Mr. Andrews are one
caughter, Mrs. R.'S. Cox, and & son,
ﬂkJ W. Andrews, both of Atlanta,
The funeral gervices 'wére held Mon<
| day afternoon .at»2:30 o'clock from™
.the chapel of Barclay. & Brandonm
Itev. Mr. Mann officiating. Inter-

=

tion of The Journgl,, contained an |

';nlent was in Hollywood cemetery.

o

i MR. WILLIAM H. AN-
REWS, . distinguished Geor-
glan and Confederate veizran,
i vhose, death ocenrred Sunday
’zt his home on Grant stree..
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