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Chattanooga, Tennessee 

March 10th, 1864 

Friend Lottie: 

Today I received your letter of 28th [illegible] and I must say that I was most happily disappointed 

when I addressed you before it was with no expectation of receiving an answer. Not knowing what 

else to do at the time, and being desperate, I snatched up my pen and commenced writing, not 

knowing what I wrote at the time. When I came to my senses I was scared (?) at what I had done, 

“what had I written?” was a question I asked myself over and over again. I fully expected to have the 

letter sent back with these words 
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written upon the margin: “Perused and Rejected!” But as I said before I was most happily 

disappointed. You say truly when you say: “It is sweet to be remembered by ones friends!” Although 

we are (as the copperheads term it) in exile, we like to know that we are not forgotten by those 

whom we so highly esteem, that are far away from us and it makes us happy beyond expression to 

know that there are those that will welcome us home with a happy smile if we live to get out alive 

and if we do not live to return that there are those that will sometimes think of us with compassion 

and perhaps shed a tear in our remembrance. 

I am sorry for our mutual friend [underlined], Mrs. Downey. It almost tempts me to desert to think 

how much I am needed to finish her happiness. I want your advice. Shall I do it – or not? Had I 

known how much it was going to mar her happiness I certainly should not left home but stayed 

there if only for hers and other scandal-mongers [underlined] benefit.  

Tell Opha(?) Horner that she is not the only one that Ed Mason has talked about. My tracks had not 

got cold after my leaving his house before he had commenced his his [sic] about me. I have it from 

good authority that he stated that Ed Smith and myself stole money from him. But mind you he 

waited until he thought there was no possibility of either of us coming back to Smithfort. For once, 

at least, he was mistaken. Ed Smith intended returning when we left but I did not. I have 
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that Ed has returned, if he has I think Mr. Mason will be obliged to eat some of his words. I hope it is 

not necessary for me to say to you that is as base a lie as ever man told. I hardly think that any 

friend of mine, at least any that knew me, believe it. If so they are no longer a friend of mine. 

Lottie, what do you mean by Anna’s(?) not “killing two birds with one stone.” You have me at a 

disadvantage there for I do not remember ever hearing the expression being used in connection 

with her name, please explain. 

You say you are mistress of the Culinary department. Well you have none the advantage of me there 

for I am “Mister” of the same department and I think I have a little the advantage of you for I think 

you have more to do than I will enumerate and then 
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you can judge for yourself. In the first place we (meaning myself, Wolveston and Kelley, my two 

tentmates) have a house with only one room to sweep out and that about as long (if I remember 

rightly) as your kitchen, with two beds in it, a cupboard in the North-east corner the door and 

chimney on the south side. My bed is on the west side of the tent headed to the south. The other is 

on the east side headed to the south also. The table sits between the two beds. Said table is made of 

two pine boards, unplained, with four bored through them and sticks of wood stuck in for wood. We 

are on the economical plan and use no table cloth. That saves washing. We do not need many  
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dishes. What we have are of  of [sic] the plainest kind five tin plates, (all alike) 4 knives and forks, 

(no two alike) three spoons (two table and one tea, all iron) a frying pan, coffee pot, small stew pan 

and wash dish with water pail fills the list of dishes. For chairs we use stools better calculated for 

durability than for beauty. The wood box is under my bed. The looking glass hangs against the 

curves(?) just high enough for me to stand and look in, which I do many times each day to see if my 

mustache [underlined] is growing it will take some time for it to get out so that I can see it without 

an eye glass. 

Since I wrote the above I have been on drill for two hours. The sweat (I suppose that perspiration 

would be more proper when writing to ladies) streaming off my face like a spring shower. 

You wanted to know what we had and how we eat it – to answer the first, for breakfast this 

morning we had sour bread and frowey(?) butter (the butter cost 75 cts per lb) very good mess 

pork and coffee. “How we eat it?” well I declare that beats all [illegible] “How do we eat it?” how do 

you suppose we eat? You don’t think we are cannibals I hope. As near as I can get at it we eat first 
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like white folks. Perhaps we eat a little more dirt than we would at home for our cooks are mere 

novices. 

Well I guess I have excused your long letter, have I not? 

You said that you thought the spring and summers campaigns would  
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wind up the rebellion. I think so too. There has been nearly enough of blood shed for one war but 

many brave men must fall yet. Many a wife will be made a widow and many mothers will mourn for 

their sons yet before it is ended.  

Now I am certain I have excused your long letter by writing one full as long that which you wrote 

me.  

I think you are mistaken about your getting a better letter than you wrote. If you are as well 

satisfied with this as I was with yours it will be better than I now think it is possible.  

My compliments to your sister Cassie, your father and Mrs. Brener(?). 

Sincerely Your Friend 

George L. Young 

  


