
Camp near Harrisonburg, VA 

Jany 25th, 1864 

Dear Miss E, 

 As Mr. Early has concluded to visit Mr. Sedgwick to-morrow, & as I have been 
persuaded to accompany him, I concluded to write you a farewell in a few lines, if it has to be 
done with a bad pen and by a poor candle-light, especially too as I do not know what fortune or 
misfortune the Genius of Battle may have in store for me. “Old” Early, as we familiarly 
denominate hime, starts on the hunt to-morrow for one Gen. Sedgwick, and if I mistake not, will 
find him a few days hence. Preparations are being made for these bare-footed, (literally), rebels 
to tramp 50 weary miles. Over one-half of Thomas’ Brigade are minus shoes, officers and men – 
but what’s that? Everybody is cheerful and happy, and is determined to be so “let the wide world 
wag as it will.” We have formed a club, whose main object is to be gay in spite of all difficulties, 
and there is every indication of a resolution on the part of its membership to do so. Soldiers don’t 
suffer, and all sympathy for a soldier, unless he’s killed or wounded, is misplaced. And then 
there’s the glorious consolation, everybody don’t get killed in battle; some of us are bound to be 
left, and why not I as well as anyone else? This is a soldier’s philosophy, and we all reason thus 
before before a fight. I see I must abandon the pen, and use the pencil. [SWITCH TO PENCIL] 
You must excuse this breach of epistolary etiquette, as etiquette is “playing out” in this time of 
war. In former days etiquette was observed in battle as well as in the parlor in all its formality. If 
you remember, history says a great battle once came near being lost because a dispatch sent to a 
subordinate officer from the Genl. Commanding was not sealed with wax. But we do not observe 
the courtesies and amenities of life in the tented field, as the Great Marshals of Europe used to, 
when fighting was conducted upon scientific principles altogether; for you must remember there 
is as much science in knowing how to kill your enemy as there is in all the mechanical arts. 
There, you have a disquisition—hem – I don’t propose to lecture you at any length. So I will 
collect my thoughts while I renew my acquaintance with my glorious old pipe. I am quite an 
inveterate smoker, and my mess all smoke not the pipe of peace – but a pipe apiece. So here, just 
for a letter “[TOO FADED] my old companion, associated with me for more than a year, my 
attachment for thee has ripened into a sacred attachment that no circumstance can sever, thou art 
my only solace, when friendship is at fault, when all else fails to comfort, thou art the source 
whence I draw that quiet which calms with [TOO FADED] the mind. All hail to my old friend, 
my ivy-root pipe! - - - There my paper’s gone, and I am afraid I’ve not interested you. However 
I’ll risk it, and if I’ve stuck my foot in it, it’s what I’m accustomed to do whenever an aperture is 
afforded for the insertion of that extremity. Good-bye! I’ll write again, when the battle’s over; 
i.e. if I’ve not “gone up.” Respects to all, 

 Yours with highest esteem, 

  E.S. Mitchell 


