
Carson, Joseph Perryman – December 6th, 1864 – To: Charlotte 

Camp Near New Market Va. 

Dec. 6th, 1864 

My Dearest little Charlotte; 

 I have not received a cheering word from your hand since one dated Nov 20th. I know the 

delay can not be attributable to you, but to, the interference of mail communication. 

 This morning I have an opportunity of sending a letter through to you by privt. J. B. 

Grant of my Co. discharged- 

 I know you will be disappointed if I fail to embrace any opportunity of sending you a 

letter during this [emergency].  The latest news we have from Georgia represents Sherman 

meeting some obstacles, and we indulge high hopes that a long portion of his force will either 

fall on the battle field, or surrender as prisoners of war.  

 The best information we have represents our portion of the state free from disolation.  I 

thank the Lord for that for I could not bear you to be mistreated. The movement of Sherman was 

certainly a bold one, and so exposes himself to us that the thought occurs why may we not end 

the war just there? 

 As for us we are doing nothing. 

 The enemy still oppose us in force but they are represented as going into Winter 

[Quarters]. The impression with us is that we will fall back about Staunton, and hybernate. 

Bobbie received a letter from Lt. Jordan last night dated 26th ult. stating they had built 

comfortable huts and were in them. 

 Enough of this general, uninteresting sort of news. I want to talk about you and you are 

willing for me talk on any topic, which yields me most pleasure. are you not? 

 I have just finished a book entitled “Ruth Hall.” She reminds me much of you. She had 

two little girls. Her Husband was kind, but death took him away. She struggled hard against the 

billows of life. When she was a lone widow no one cared for her, or assisted her. One passage I 

cannot forget. Viz “Ruth is a Mother. This is the happiest hour of her life.” 

 My dear Charlotte I dreamed about you last night, but it was not a pleasant one. I do not 

love to think about it. I hope I never should be so unhappy again. If I am punished with another 

such dream soon, I’ll have revenge by not allowing myself to sleep.  When I am awake my 

thoughts about you complete my round of happiness. Do you work yourself almost to 

death yet? Don’t do it. I know you want to prepare for our “Own” home, when we get it, but then 

I can’t bear for you to work too hard. 



 I often think of our cozy little home we will have. Providence permitting. 

 1st It shall be a house of prayer. 

 2nd It and everything in it shall be neat because arranged by your (“my”) hand 

 3rd We will have something good to eat. 

 4th Little R. & B, shall not be curbed and restrained, as some are. 

 5th You will always be neat and pretty for me. Won’t you? 

 6th Home will be so pleasant to me I will never desire to leave it. Will I? 

 O that that blessed time may swiftly come.  How can I be patient until it arrives? The 

last girl I have spoken to is Miss Sanders on my way to my Command. You surely could not be 

unwilling to trust me with her forever. Could you? 

 Write to me soon and tell me how you are getting along with all of the family. Tell Sister 

Bella I have written to [Hussy] and expect to keep a regular correspondence. Love to Laura and 

the boys and to all our family. I will enclose a letter for Sis Sophronia. Please give it to her. 

 Read your Bible and don’t forget how I love to think about you, and to pray for you. 

Continue to love me. It is the only Oasis of my life. 

 Now Good bye 

  Your “Own” Joseph 

 

 


