
       Camp Gregg, Va. 
       January 19th, 1863 
 
Dear Miss C -  
 This evening finds me so comfortably situated as to remind me forcibly of the fireside scenes of 
home, and for the while to forget the uninteresting surroundings of camp. I find the “boys”, as we 
familiarly denominate each other, comfortably housed in winter quarters, and up to yesterday thinking 
nothing of war or its rumors. But yesterday our peace and quiet were disturbed in a way, which no 
soldier, however brave, can characterize but as decidedly unpleasant. The Artillery of the Light Division 
were ordered from winter–quarters to take position on the first line of defences. Slowly the wheels 
turned around with their heavy rumbling noise, and all eyes were directed to the road. In a moment 
afterwards the cheer of the troops upon our left announced that the indomitable “Stonewall” was 
passing, his aids, unable to keep pace with this old war-horse, scattered in his rear for more than a half-
mile. This gallant officer always rides in a gallop and with his hat off, in recognition of the many warm 
salutations of welcome from every soldier in the 2nd Corps of the Army of the Rappahannock. I am glad 
to announce that his appearance is altered since I saw him last. Some patriotic ladies have presented him 
with a splendid Confederate uniform, and it is actually asserted in reliable military circles, that he 
changes his clothing now, a thing hitherto unknown in his history.  
 Prof. Lowe paid his respects to us early this morning in his usual gassy manner, and after 
remaining “up” for a while, disappeared to inform the Yankee commander that we were well, “hoping 
these few words would find him enjoying the same blessing.” 
 The Abolitionists are busy on the opposite bank of the River making roads to the water’s edge, 
preparatory to erecting pontoons, upon which to cross. Truly they profit little by the lessons of 
experience as harsh and severe as they are. This movement of the enemy may be only a diversion to 
prevent Lee from reinforcing our N. Ca. Army with the veterans of Fredericksburg. The hopes of the 
South, excited by recent victories, have vanished, and now there is not a gleam of light across the 
horizon as brief and fitful as the lightning’s flash. Of a speedy termination of the war I must confess that 
to me the prospects are darker than at any previous period. Yet in this gloom the true patriot must nerve 
himself the stronger. The promised fruits of Manassas, Shiloh, Sharpsburg and Fredericksburg have 
never been yielded, and those great victories of our arms, as they recede, are forgotten, save in the ruin 
of the fair fields and the desolation of many a southern home. So far the triumphs won are indecisive in 
their nature. What then have the tact and generalship of our leaders and the heroism and patient suffering 
of our soldiers availed us in determining the contest?   I fear that the bloodiest contests are yet to 
transpire, unless He by His wise interposition may convince our enemies of their criminal folly and 
unexampled stupidity. Our trust is in Him. 
 The climate is very severe, and we are not pleased with the idea of “going on picket” tomorrow. I 
forbear writing more in order to make preparations. Present my compliments to Miss Mary. 
       Very respectfully 
        Your obdt. servt. 
        E. S. Mitchell 


