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A BRIEF HISTORY OF THE DIARY 
 

William Leon Cisco obtained the diary from his grandfather, Moses 
Aaron Sisco. Leon also inherited the 123rd Indiana Volunteer Infantry 
reunion ribbons his grandfather had saved from each of the reunions 
he had attended (approximately 30). 
 
In 1997, Robert Matthews obtained the diary from Leon's son, David, and evaluated the pros and 
cons of typing the faded, pencilled notes that Moses Sisco had written approximately one hundred 
years before. It soon became apparent that the transcription of the diary would require a large 
amount of time and it was decided that the burden should be split up amongst several people.  
Celeste Jackson Cisco, David's wife, talked to her mother, Joy Jackson, about working with the 
diary. Ms. Jackson had the monumental task of transcribing the original diary onto a legal-sized 
notepad. After this was completed, the legal pad was sent to Sharon Cisco Parish in Franklin, 
Indiana. She turned the pad over to her daughter, Lisa Ann Wallace. Lisa then began the time-
consuming task of typing the hand-written notes into a word-processing document on her 
computer. Robert Matthews added chapter headings, graphic design elements, and produced the 
diary in its current form. 
 
Photographs of Moses Sisco and a complete genealogical record of him, his ancestors and 
descendants can be found on the following web site: http://www.epi.soph.uab.edu/cisco/htm 
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A Brief History of the 123rd Regiment Indiana Volunteer Infantry 
 
Organized at Greensburg, Terre Haute and Indianapolis, Ind., December 
25, 1863, to March 7, 1864. Left State for Nashville, Tenn., March 18, 
1864. Attached to 2nd Brigade, 1st Division, 23 rd Army Corps, Army of 
the Ohio, to June, 1864. 4th Brigade, 3rd Division, 23rd Army Corps, to 
August, 1864. 3rd Brigade, 2nd Division, 23rd Army Corps, to December, 
1864. 2nd Brigade, 1st Division, 23rd Army Corps, Army of the Ohio, to 
February, 1865, and Dept. of North Carolina to August 1865.  
 
SERVICE — March to Charleston, Tenn., April 7-24, 1864. Atlanta (Ga.) Campaign 
May 1 to September 8. Demonstrations on Dalton, Ga., May 8-13. Rocky Faced Ridge 
May 8-11. Battle of Resaca May 14-15. Operations on Pumpkin Vine Creek and battles 
about Dallas, New Hope Church and Allatoona Hills May 25-June 5. Operations about 
Marietta and against Kenesaw Mountain June 10-July 2. Lost Mountain June 15-17. 
Muddy Creek June 17. Noyes Creek June 19. Ruff's Mills July 3-4. Chattahoochie River 
July 5-17. Siege of Atlanta July 22-August 25. Utoy Creek August 5-7. Flank movement 
on Jonesboro August 25-30. Lovejoy Station September 2-6. Operations against Hood in 
North Georgian and North Alabama September 29-November 3. Nashville Campaign 
November-December. In front of Columbia November 24-27. Battle of Franklin 
November 30. Battle of Nashville December 15-16. Pursuit of Hood to the Tennessee 
River December 17-28. At Clifton, Tenn., till January 15, 1865. Movement to 
Washington, D.C., thence to Morehead City, N.C., January 15-February 24. Campaign of 
the Carolinas March 1-April 26. Advance on Kinston and Goldsboro March 1-21. Battle 
of Wise's Forks March 6-8. Kinston March 14. Occupation of Goldsboro March 21. 
Advance on Raleigh April 10-14. Occupation of Raleigh April 14. Bennett's House April 
26. Surrender of Johnston and his army. Duty at Charlotte and Raleigh, N.C., till August.  
 
Mustered out August 25, 1865. Regiment lost during service 4 Officers and 47 Enlisted 
men killed and mortally wounded and 1 Officer and 131 Enlisted men by disease.  
Total 183. 
_________ 
Source: A Compendium of the War of the Rebellion  
by Frederick H. Dyer. Copyright 1908.  

 
 

The 123d Regiment was furnished by the Fourth and Seventh Congressional Districts 
during the winter of 1863-'64, and mustered, March 9, 1864, at Greensburg, under Col. 
John C. McQuiston. The command left for the front the same day, and after winning rare 
distinction during the last years of the campaign, particularly in its gallantry at Atlanta, 
and its daring movement to escape Forrest's 15,000 rebel horsemen near Franklin, this 
regiment was discharged on the 30th of August, 1865, at Indianapolis, being mustered out 
on the 25th, at Raleigh, North Carolina. 
_________ 
Source: History of Johnson County, Indiana, 1888, p.174
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was born in Decatur County, Ind. about 6 mile west of Greensburg 

and 2 miles east of Milford on a farm owned by Jackson Braden on 

May 27, 1846. The house in which I was born had been built and 

used for a stable, my father and brother chinking and daubing between 

the logs and building a stone fire place with sticks chimney.  I was rocked 

in a sugar trough. My boyhood was spent in Greensburg, moving there when I was about 

one year old. I worked in Blacksmith shops on the farm and at shoe making until I was 17 

years old (1863).  

On the morning of Nov. 17, 1863 my mother sent me downtown for some nails to 

fix the pig pen and hurry back were her orders. This was Friday. Going down the street I 

met Goin B. Roszeth. Stopping me, he wanted to know if I did not want to go soldiering. 

I said yes, but Father would not let me at that time. Irvin Robbins came up and ask me if I 

was going with these, giving him the same reply I had given Roszeth, he said we will go 

and see your father. Going in the shop, they soon prevailed on him to give his consent and 

I was taken to the coart house for examination which was done passing me as sound and 

able for a soldier. I was then taken to an old hotel down by the depot that was being used 

for recruiting and housing the men as they enlisted. 

I was soon dressed in Uncle Sam’s Blue with gun and accouterments. A warrior 

17 years old 5ft 1½ in in hight  weighing 112 lbs. You will see by my gigantic proportion I 

would like Goliath of old overcome the enemy with fear. In a few days C. K. of the 123rd 

Ind. Vols. was recruited and mustered in. I shall always remember that occasion. We were 

drawn up in line, in the coart house yard, Capt. Robbins came behind me stiking  a couple 

of bricks under my feet that I would come up to the standerd . We were placed in camp of 

instruction, in the fair ground north of town, the other Co.’s joyning us as they were 

recruited drilling every day that we could all winter with frequent forging expeditions 

among the farmers as well as in town.  

On Friday, March 16, 1864, we were ordered to fall into line in heavy marching 

order and with swinging step we marched down the main street to the depot. Very few of 

the boys knowing that we were going to the front and caring very little about it, we 

barded  the train, going to Lawrenceburg.  
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There we were loaded on a boat bound for Louisville, Ky. I had been vaccinated a 

short time before and my arm was about as sore as it could be. In the morning before we 

arrived at Louisville, John Swails came up to me taking hold of my arm where it hurt the 

worst. I told him my arm was sore and the cause. He again caught my arm giving it a hard 

squeeze. Say was I mad well I guess jumping for the gun stacks as they stood at the side 

of the boat. I snached  my gun out throwing the stack on the floor and started for Swails 

with my bayonet on my gun, Lt. Weston commanding the Co. caught me, taking my gun 

from me or someone might have got hurt. 

Swails and I never spoke from that till after the battle of Resacca Ga.  As we were 

marching along the road Swails picked up a bridle bit saying to me” I’ll find a horse next 

to get to ride.   On arriving at Louisville, we were marched to the south of town to a camp 

called 3rd Street Barracks.  While in that camp, I first had my blanket stolen, but said 

nothing about it to anyone but my inseperable Comrade Brurnfield Turner.  The following 

night I drew another blanket while the owner slept the sleep of the first. (maybe) 

One evening Capt. Robbins asked Clancy Pulse  & myself, if we thought the 

chickens lived very long in that country?  We told him we would go out that evening & 

find out.  About dark we went back of the quarters, where we found a ladder.  That 

someone had placed there (we did not ask who)   But ________ of  co ______ went out to 

post ourselves, upon the average age of chickens in that county.   As suggested by our 

Capt.  After a walk of perhaps 3 mile we stoped at a large barn for our first inspection of 

fowels.  Upon entering the barn, we found neither hay ________ or animal of any kind.  

But one lowly fowel a hen, but with all our coaxing, with barn cobbs sticks & other kind 

efforts we could not gain her confidence.   And flying from place to place, always getting 

higher up,we at last had to give up the idia of getting any knowledge from her of the age 

or condition of chickens  in that locality. 

  Going about a mile from there we stoped at another barn.  But 

going around the side, we wakened the dogs.  And with loud barks and 

fierce growels they came at us.  When one of the boys John Garver shot 

at one of them, immediately the door of the house was opened a man 

coming out with a gun.  Not desiring to have any trouble with anyone, So we moved the 
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barn between ourselves & that gun.  Only Pulse  and I peeping around the corner of the 

barn, saw him go behind a wagon, and heard the click of a gun lock.  Pulse hollorwed 

don’t you shoot here.  The man said I’ll not  &  bang went his gun.  Pulse staggered but 

did not fall.  Without taking my eyes from that wagon, I said “Are you hurt?  Only he 

replied not much I quess.  Just then the man started for the house, as soon as he got out in 

the moon light, I took a shot at him with my revolver.  Can not say for shure that I hit 

him.   

We concluded that the chicken business was to unsettled to gain much 

information at that time.  And we started for camp and  in somewhat of a hurry.  After 

finding out that Pulse’s injuries consisted in about a dozen shot in his face and the upper 

part of his body.  None doing much damage.  The worst one was in his upper lip.  As 

soon as we got to camp his face was considerable swollen the next morning.  On looking 

at Pulse the next morning Capt Robbins did not ask any questions as to the success of our 

investigations.  As he could see that the expiditions had met with disaster. 

In a few days after arriving at Louisville, we were joined by other new Regts and 

were organized into Brigades and a Division the 120th, 124th & 128th Ind composed the 

first Brigade.  The 123rd, 129th and 130th Ind the  second Brigade.  Our Colonel  John G. 

McIuilsion comanded the second brigade.  The division was comanded by Gen Alvin P. 

Havey after the division was organized.  We had a grand review, with drums beating, 

flags flying and strutting like peacocks.  We passed befor Gen Harvy the Brig  

comamnder and their Staffs, full fledged soldiers, ready for battle.  I thought we could 

clean up the Rebble army in short order.  And we did do our part and that was no small 

part either.  But not so soon as I thought  

One morning as I and Brurn Turner was walking close to the Sutters shanty a pop 

wagon drove up and stopped. The driver going in the shanty, I thought I had better sample 

that stuff before they sold any of it to the boys. Steppin up I took a bottle, pulling the cork 

took a good pull and told Brurn it was good to try it which he did. As a matter of course 

others saw us and we did not drop dead. They thought it might not hurt them so they 

came on the run, every man getting one or more bottles. The driver came out, saw there 
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was no use to say anything to us, “but don’t break the bottles boys”. We soon cleaned out 

the load and I don’t think there was but very few broke or carried away if any at all.  

We only staid at Louisville a few days when we were started for Nashville, TN on 

the L&N R.R. when we got as far as Bolling Green we saw the first Rebs. The troops that 

were stationed there had a few prisoners and some of us got to see them. I remember 

seeing a hog’s head of tobacco in a little shanty and soon had a supply for myselfe. But 

left enough that a great many of the boys did not have to beg for some time.  

We arrived in Nashville in the morning leaving our sleeping (hog sleepers) cars. 

Soon after crossing the Cumberland river at the east side of town we marched through 

town to Fort Wegley. Going into camp a short distance to the south and east of the fort 

not far from the Nashville Chattanooga RR. We were there only a few days drilling every 

day. While there Col. Mc. punished Sid Bagbee for stealing an onion. Sid was arrested by 

the safe guard and brought to camp and reported to Lt. Weston commanding Co.A. (Capt. 

Rubbins acting Major) but Col. Mc. said he would punish him. He made him mark time 

for about five minuits and then told Sid he did not punish him for stealing that d------ 

measly little onion but for getting caught. And said any member of the 123rd that took 

anything and did not get away would be punished severely after that. 

On the morning of April 4-64 we received orders to prepair for a long march. At 

once every thing was commotion. I had drawn a pair of shoes having worn a pair of boots 

my Father made for me up to that time. Putting on the shoes, I gave my boots, blanket, 

and all extra cloathing except a shirt to a little nigger. Some of the boys said I was a fool, 

that I would want them things, the blanket at least. I said I would not want them bad 

enough to wish I had carried them and I never did.  

We were soon marching down the Murfreesboro pike. About the time the boyes 

were getting tired, and their knapsacks that were as big as a traveling trunk was bearing 

down pretty hard, we had the plarsure of seeing a couple of colored Co.’s come meeting 

us in light marching order with two wagons behind them loaded with their knapsacks, 

haver sacks and other camp furniture. To say the boyes wasint mad, well they cursed the 

niggers, the officers, the goverment and every body and every thing they could think of. 
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At noon we stoped for dinner and when we fell in line again, there was a good 

many blankets and extra clothing left on the ground, showing that some of the boyes were 

lighting up their loads. From that on, the roadside and the camps were strewn with every 

thing the boys thought they could spare and some things they should have kept. But there 

was no dog tents or ponchos thrown away that I saw. The night before we got to Stone 

river, we went into camp on the east side of the pike in a little field close to as fine a 

spring as I ever saw. Water cold and clear running a stream that none of the boys could 

jump across. The next evening we went into camp on the battlefield of Stone river, on the 

south side of the stream. I remember of raking up the sand with my hands and finding it a 

lead mine. I believe I could have filled my pockets with bullets fired on that field. In 

every wheel barrow of sand around there I also saw a part of a bar of R.R. iron perhaps 6 

or 8 feet long that had been shot into a tree going far enough through as to leave about the 

same length sticking out from each side of the tree.  

We drew rations there and our mess in Co. A only had a small piece of bacon to 

each man. Over in the 129th Regt. there was great triles in each Co. That night Clancy 

Pulse and I went forageing about 11 o’clock. We sliped over to the 129th crawling 

between there tents to a pile of meat. I got a side of bacon, then Clancy got him one. 

Going back to our Co. we cut the meat up, dividing with those of the boys we cared to. 

The next morning an officer of the 129th was over looking for there meat. As a matter of 

corse, we knew nothing about it and they could not find any sides of bacon about our 

quarters. 

We marched that morning through Murfreesboro, past several forts and through 

breastworks. Taking the road to Shelbyville, passing through there we went to Tullahoma, 

thence to Deekerd where I caught a mess of fish out of Elk river. The next day we had our 

first experiance in mountain climbing. But the mountains, there was only good sized hills, 

as we found afterward. From there we went to Stevenson, Alla, from there we followed 

the route used by Gen Rosencrans supply trains when he was cooped up in Chattanooga 

the winter of 63 & 4 where he could neither hold the place or let lose of it. 

The route was from Stevenson to Bridgeport, Shell Mound and Wauhatchie. The 

route was strewn with carcasses of mules and broken wagons. Then to Whitesides, we 
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camped close there. There was a cave near our camp. A lot of us boys went to see it, after 

going in a room or two, viewing these and scratching our names in the soft stone, Geo. 

Moures, proposed we go through it. Bill Ruter and some other boy I have forgaton who, 

and I started with him. We had 2 torches when we started fowloing a stream of water that 

ran in the cave. Our lights soon went out leaving us in the dark. Geo. asked us if we 

should go on or go back. I said go on awhile and if we could not find a way out we could 

follow the stream back.  

Away we went, sometimes in water to our waists and sometimes out of it at the 

side of the stream, but on and on until we thought we had better go back, but Geo. said let 

us go on a little farther and started ahead. Going a short distance, we seemed to make a 

turn, for all at once we could see a small light ahead. It did not look like any of us could 

get out there, if it was an outlet, but going on the light got larger and larger and by 

stooping a little we came out wet as we could be. Going back to camp, we had to go past 

the entrance to the cave and found we had traveled 

about a half mile underground. 

The next day we marched over into Lookout 

Valley, camping at the foot of Lookout Mountain. The 

next morning while getting my breakfast, a soldier 

came up to me and said, “What are you doing here?” I 

looked at him and saw it was Steve Ballard, a young 

man I had known several years before at Greensburg. 

He belonged to the 70th Ind. I was glad to see him of corse and answering him, I said I 

was soldiering. He said you aught to be in school, why he said this whole division are 

nothing but babies and should be in school or the cradle. He did not see what Gen. Hovey 

wanted with babies. From that some of the old troops thought to belittle us by calling us 

Hovey’s babies, but we rather felt proud of the name. And I will say here that after the 

battle of Resacca these same old troops were proud of Hovey’s babies and did not object 

to having these handy when there was trouble. 

After Steve left, I and 3 or 4 of the boys started ahead.  We wanted to climb 

Lookout and it was not long till we were climbing.  We went up quite a good ways.  Just 
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before we turned back, we found the skeleton of a soldier with his clothes on and hat on 

his fleshless scull, sitting against a small tree or bush and gun leaning over his sholder 

against a limb of the bush.  We left the remains as we found them.  One of the great 

unknown.  Perhaps reported on his company roll as missing.  Going back to the Regt. we 

told some of the boys, but we could not locate the place where he was.  Probably on 

account of the round about way we had went and come. 

As our diversion was by no means at the end of our march, we were soon on the 

move for Chattanooga.  Passing through that place, we went into camp east of town for 

the night.  I can not say how far out.  Our march that day was not as hard as usual.  We 

were in sight of great bodies of troops all day.  All of them wanting to know who we were 

and where from.  Many jokes were hurled at us. 

An incident comes to my mind that happened to me somewhere between 

Tullahoma and Deckard.  We was going across a little branch and being thursty I diped 

cup of water.  Stoping to drink, Colonel Cullen happened to be riding on the side instead 

of front of the Regt.  Riding up to me, he ordered me to thrown the water down and get in 

my place.  I told him I wanted a drink. He started to ride over me and I bumped his horse 

with my fist, on the nose.  The Col. drew his sword and came at me again.  That time I 

struck his horse with my gun.  Then the Col. got wild, urging his horse at me with kicks.  

He struck at me several times, striking my gun once.  He being pretty full as usual, I was 

he would hurt me if I did not do something.  I had been on picket the night before and had 

not drawn the load from my gun yet.  Jumping back I cocked my gun and yelled "you S of 

a B, I'll blow your D----d head off."  I guess Col. Mc had been keeping his best eye on 

Cullen.  He was coming toward us from the head of the Regt, but I guess were both too 

mad to see or hear, till he was at my side and thrust  his sword under my gun.  He raised it 

up, saying  "hold on little one.:  To Col. Cullen he said you will join the head of your 

command. Then to me, said report at my headquarters when we go into camp this 

evening.  Now join your company. 

When we stoped for camp, I told Lieunt. Weston what I had done and that Col 

Mc. told me to report to him.  Lieut. told me I might be in bad trouble.  But on going to 

Col Mc's headquarters, he sent me to an old log house, telling me to stand guard at the 
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door and it would be an all night job without relief.  When I got there, I heard a noise 

inside.  Looking in the door, I saw Jim Weeks standing over a bed with someone laying 

on it.  Jim came to the door and said "keep still Col Cullen is in there."  I asked Jim if he 

had shakes, he replied yes, all kinds.  I saw at once an opportunity to keep awake and 

have some fun.  After waiting a little I put my head in the door and saw Jim nodding.  I 

said "Jim what is that coming from under the bed."  With a howel the Col. jumped up 

Snakes snake, take them off.  Say it was hard on Jim, but how I enjoyed it.  All night 

long, I kept that up.  Whenever he would get quiet, I would start again.  Jim Weeks swore 

he would thrash me for it, but I did not care if he did. 

In the morning I reported to Col Mc., he wanted to know how I got along.  I told 

him fine, he said you have been in some meanness.  Oh no Col no.  He said I'll find out.  

Now you go to your company and see if you can behave yourselfe.  But Jim told him what 

I had done and he gave me a good cussing for it that day, but that was the last of it.  Lieut. 

Weston said I got out easy, but not to do so any more. 

From our camp near Chattanoga, 

we marched up the valley of the 

Tennessee River, through the beautiful 

town of Cleveland with it's many shade 

trees and large yards.  Stoping no place, 

only over night until we arrived at Charlstonon.  There we went into regular camp.  'Twas 

there I saw Artillery Drill for the first time.  We camped here for several days, drilling 

daily. Co A was on Skirmnish several time here.  We were the only company practicing 

that drill.  We were always commanded by Capt. (acting Major) Robbins in thiss drill.  At 

this place, members of Co. A gave a comrade a thourough scrubbing in the river (?), got 

him some new clothes and dressed him up.  Made him clean for once. 

It was not long till we were on the go again toward Chattanooga, going as far as 

Cleavelund.  We then took the road to Red Clay Pa, a station between Cleavelund Tenn. 

and Dalton, Ga.  The next afternoon, after leaving Cleaveland, several of us boys among 

them Jim Thompson of Co. B left the command to see what there was in that country.  

After tramping around for some time, we came across a flock of about 25 or 30 sheep.  
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As a matter of course we wanted some mutton (something I never did eat and never 

have).  Jim Thompson had the only gun in the crowd and only 1 load.  So we tryed to 

catch them.  After running our selves down, we found all the boys gone but Jim and I.  

Dark was coming on and no mutton.  Not having caught a sheep and none in sight.  

Stoping to consider if it was not best to start for camp.  I happened to look up the side of a 

Rocky Ridge in front of us.  I caught site of a sheep, walking through the brush and 

among the rocks about one hundreds yaurd from us up the ridge.  I told Jim to shoot it.  

But he said he could not hit it.  I told him to let me have the gun.  Handing it to me.  I 

raised it up, having about the same idea of hitting the sheep that I did of hitting the moon.  

I was as much surprised when it fell as Jim was, but we started to get our mutton.  Say 

when we got to that sheep, it was the poorest thing I ever saw, I think.  With words of 

disguist at our luck, we thought we had best start for camp.  Going down the ridge and 

across the field, we stoped, not knowing which way to go for camp and dark was upon us.  

I told Jim we had better stay where we were till morning.  Gathering an armfull of corn 

stocks, we fixed a bed under a bush.  I went to sleep.  Next morning we were out bright 

and early, looking for the Regt.  We found the Regt. after an hour or more, tramping 

across the country.  Lieut Weston gave me a scolding for going off that way. 

We were soon on the move again.  That evening we went into camp.  Brum 

Turner and I threw our traps down, where we was going to put up our tent.  I went to get 

some poles and Brum got back, old Jim Spencer had thrown our things out of his way and 

was putting up his tent.  Without saying a word Brum snatched the tent down and threw it 

and the rest of Spencers' traps, flying downhill.  About the time, the last of them was 

disposed of, Spencer seemed to wake up and started at Brum with a club.  I was some 

distance away when Brum started to clean things up.  And knowing there would be 

trouble, I struck a trot.  When Spencer raised his club, I was perhaps 30 or 40 feet away.  

Dropping the poles, I hallowed "hold on there Spencer or I'll brake your head."  When he 

saw me, he hallowed for Weston and said Mose Sisco was going to hit him with a rock.  

Weston came up and wanted to know what was wrong.  Brum told him and he told 

Spencer he had no business to bother our things and to get away from there and let us 

alone. 
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THE FIRST BATTLE 
 

The next day we heard the first sound of Battle, 

but was not in site of it.  We were moved around here, 

there, and younder all day, but never far at a time.  In 

the evening we went into camp in a field between 

Buzzard Roost and Rocky Face Ridges, John Barness and I were detailed for night 

pickett.  Robbins taking us out and placing us. He told us we would have no relief all 

night, to keep awake and listen and watch close, as we were close to the enemy.  All night 

we could hear troops moving. Going back to the Regt. in the morning we were soon, with 

the rest of the Division, formed in a hollow square. Gen. Hovey, in the center to make us 

a speach. He told us of the great deeds Indiana soldiers had done.  And so we perhaps, 

would meet the enemy that day, he wanted to do honore also to our states and ourselves.  

In a short time, we were formed in line of battle, moving down the valley.  Coming soon 

to a fence, across our front, laying holt of the corners at the bottom of the fence, we 

turned it over in a hurry.  Marching over the scattered nails, we were soon at the lower 

end of the valley.  There was verry heavey firing on our right and at times we could see 

the men engaged way up the side of the ridge.  And also skirmishing on our left.  In front 

there was a low ridge, heavly wooded that cut off our view.  In that direction there was a 

gap, to the left between Rocky Face and this low ridge that we could see across in that 

direction.  Co. B detailed for skirmishers going through this gap and deploying in the 

level.  They were soon engaged with the enemy and every man in the Regt. that could see 

them were forgettfull of every thing else.  Some leaving their place in line to watch them.  

Soon one of Co. B Boys was wounded.  I believe that half the Regt. would have gone out 

to see him had the officers allowed them to do so.  In a short time Lieut Weston asked for 

3 men to volunteer as skirmishers.  Olney, Pulse, Jim Hamilton and I said we would go.  

Starting out.  I soon got seperated from the others.  I was close to a pile of logs, behind 

them were some of the 124th Ind. Regt.  They told me I had better get down or I might get 

hit.  One of the boys raised up to look over toward the Rebs.  When a ball hit him in the 

head, cutting its way over the top, and knocking him down.  He was up again in a 
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moment, putting his hand to his head, he said, cut a new place to part my hair.  Going 

down the line a little farther, I saw a stump out front in some little distance.  I went to it.  

All this time balls were whistling past me.  I did not have sense enough to know the 

danger I was in. 

Getting down behind the stump, I was soon busy cracking away at every one I saw 

over in the Rebel lines.  I had shot 6 or 8 times when bullets began to come my way, 

knocking the bark and splinters around me.  I kept still a little while till they quit.  Then I 

commenced again, but they soon got after me again.  Twas not long till they fired a 

cannon ball over my way. About the second shot, I concluded to move getting up, I 

walked away - as unconcerned as if there was no one in ten mile of me.  Going by a small 

tree, I ducked my head to miss a limb when a bullet cut it off right over my head.  It fell 

on my sholders.  Throwing it off, I walked on down the line. Soon coming to a gate that 

opened into a barn yard.  An old log barn or stable was near the gate.  I stoped at the gate 

post and commenced to shoot again.  About the third shot, they sent another cannon ball 

over that way, striking the fence to my right and close to me.  It knocked nails all around 

me.  There was several boys back of the barn.  I had not noticed them and some others on 

the other side of the barn behind the house.  I started back going through an orchard as I 

went along.  There did not seem to be any one in command any where.  The boys were 

doing about as they pleased.  In passing an apple tree, a shell bursted in it, killing two and 

wounding four or five.  I went on through the orchard and started back toward the right of 

the line.  Going across a little branch, I met Olney Pulse.  We both went toward the right 

coming out in the open field again.  We were close to where we first got on the line.  I 

found Jim Hamilton behind the fence, with a 16 shooter, plugging away at a Rifle officer, 

over to the left, on horse back.  He said he had shot at him several times, but did not think 

his gun would shoot that far.  Olney Pulse said, let us all shoot at him at once.  Jim and I 

said all right.  Then we said we would shoot at his horse first.  The first shot we fired his 

horse fell.  He sent for another horse, at least he soon got one.  He had hardly got on him 

till we put him out big.  We turned our guns on the officer and he went to look for the 

horses.  I guess for we did not see him again, after he fell.  About that time, there was a 

shell coming over our way. We thought we had done our part for that time and went back 
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to the Co.  Lieut asked us if the skirmish commander had said we should come in.  We 

told him we had not saw or heard an officer scence we went out.  He asked where we 

was.  I told him I was out where I could see our cavelry on the left.  He thought it funny 

we did not see any officers. This was known as the Yates Hill Fight.  There being in our 

front a Conicle hill called by the natives by that name on which the Rebs were fortified. 

That night the enemy fell back, abandoning there position.  For the next 2 or 3 

days, we only moved a few miles to the right and front over some rough country.  On the 

night of Friday May 13, we camped at the head of Snake Creek Gap.  If I remember 

rightly, we were in charge of the wagon train.  Sat. morning we waited for some other 

troops and part of the train to get started. Olney Pulse, Bill Ruter and I asked Weston if 

we could go up on the Ridge to the left of the Gap.  Giving his consent, we started and 

found it a long walk.  Arriving at the top, we found there had been a Rebel out look here 

and they had gone in a hurry.  Looking away to the South and east, there was a fairly level 

country. We could see troops moving miles away.  I found a Rebel knap sack made of 

heavy cotton goods and left mine in place of it.  We staid as long as we thought we dared, 

as the Regt. would move about 10 Weston said.  But before we started down, we loosed 

up a large stone and started it down.  We never thought about what might happen.  That 

stone cleared a path, breaking trees four or five inches through like pipe stems.  But as 

luck would have it, it got in a wash about half way down and turned it loose toward a 

bend in the wash, striking the bank it could go no farther. 

We went on down and found the Regt. gone, but some of the wagons were just 

starting.  We fell in behind and had a nice time the rest of that day.  Till evening we began 

to see effects of the fighting at Resacca.  Passing several hospitals, seeing the wounded 

being brought back, hearing there groans and cries.  But going toward the front, we began 

to inquire for the 1st divis of the 23rd corps, but no one seemed to know any thing about 
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it.  Search as much as we could, dark found us no nearer our quist.  So making our bed 

under some bushes we slept there.  The next morning after getting our breakfast, we 

started to find the Regt. enquiring of several men.  We concluded to go to the front line.  

And follow that until we found the sound of firing, we had not gone far when we saw a 

horseman coming at a lupe toward us.  I told the other boys we would find out something 

now for that was an officer from the front coming nearer, we soon reconized Ajut. Hitt.  

After explaining to him the situation, he pointed out to us the location of the Regt.  We 

were soon there.  Lieut Weston said he thought we had got lost.  The Regt. was lying on 

the slope of a low ridge in support of a Battery, that was hotley engaged with the enemy.  

After making our explinations, I wanted to see over the top of that ridge.  I might get a 

better view of the Reble lines.  Sergt. Grayson and I got far enough up for that.  Getting 

behind a tree, we were watching the effects of the shots from our Battery and not paying 

any attention to the return shots of the Rebs.  Col Mc was sitting at the top of the ridge 

and a little to our right near one of our guns.  Seeing Grayson and I he told us to get back 

and lay down or we might get hurt.  Grayson replied you better get down to or you might 

get hurt to.  He told Grayson to get down and not tell him what to do.  He would take care 

of him selfe.  He would not get hurt.  Col Mc had a cup of coffee sitting close to him and 

reached out to get it when a shot from the Rebs knocked it flying.  Grayson laughed ad 

said you will get down now, won't you.  The Col replied you D--- fools do as I tell you.  

We thought we had better get down or we might get in trouble, for the Col was getting 

mad.  Hardly had we lain down in our places i line, when a shot struck the tree we had 

been standing behind, tearing away the side I had been leaning against.  Spliters were 

thrown all around us.  One that was at least two feet long burying its selfe in the ground 

between my feet.  Col Mc looked down where we lay and when he saw there was no one 

hurt, he said to me "where the H--- would you be little one, if you had staid there a minuet 

longer."  Next time you move when you are told.  I felt like I had escaped by a close 

shave.  About noon or near that time, we were drawn off the line with the rest of the 

Division.  We marched toward the left of our lines, but near enough to see the wounded 

being carried back.  The 123rd was the advance of the column, Marching some three or 

four miles to the left, the head of the column came into an open field. 
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Hardley had the first Co (A) broke cover of a strip of woods untill we could see a 

heavy line of Rebs coming with yells, in full charge.  Gen Hovey and staff were in front 

of the troops.  So also was Col Mc and staff.  (Col Mc was commanding the 2nd Brig of 

the Divis)  Col Hovey gave Col Mc some order.  I did not hear, but Col Mc wheeled his 

horse and shouted 123rd double quick, charge front forward on the first Co.  Immediately 

every gun was brought right sholdier and every man quickened his gate to a trot, 

advancing about half the length of the Regt. in the field.  Lieut Weston gave the order file 

right.  Co A changed direction, going directly toward the charging columns of the Rebs.  

Going perhaps the length of half the Regt. in that direction when we recieved the order 

"Right by file into line.  I can see Bill Stout now, after more than 42 years, as plain as I 

saw him that day, take position to the right front with gun inverted as right guide for the 

line to form on.  With no more concern than if we had been on Co drill, I watched the 

diferent Cos as they came in to line.  I had to laugh as Co B., on the left, came down 

across the field.  Bill Brunis, who like myselfe, had never grown verry tall, was on the left 

of Co. with his peculiar run, like there was gravel in his shoes.  Like he was afraid he 

would hurt his feet.  It was funny to see him, but while we were getting into line, the 

Johner were by no means waiting on us. 

They was coming, yelling and firing at us.  Before they reached our tine Co A was 

called for skirmishers.  Marching in the rear of the line of Battle, we were deployed at 

right angles, facing the east while the line of battle faced to the South.  The Co was in the 

edge of woods.  There was a new log house in front of the left of the Co with a new fence, 

made of split pickets.  My position was between the gate and the south corner of the lot, 

which was a large one.  As I advanced I thought of going tot he right around the lot.  But 

spying a bed of onions in the rear.  I could not lose a chance of having some for supper.  

Pulling off a couple of pickets, I started through the lot.  Lieut Thorp, who was just on 

right a short distance, said thats it go straight through.  I did untill I came to that bed of 

onions, when I crooked a little and commenced to fill my haversack.  Thorp saw what I 

was at and yelled 'this is no time to steel onions.  You get in your place, but I got all I 

wanted of them first.  Going some little distance from the house, we came to a mass of 

under brush that was impossible to see into.  Without thinking of seeing through it, Lieut 
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Weston halted us and told us to wait till he came back.  he would go out front and see 

what was out there first, but on no account, no difference we heard we were to shoot till 

he came back.  Weston had been out some few minutes, when we could hear someone 

coming, in the direction he had gone.  One of the boys, John Neiman pulled his gun, 

saying some body come.  I said it as Weston, to put his gun down.  John said no I shoot 

us, it Reble.  Again I said its Weston, but he was determined to shoot.  I shoved the 

mustet of my gun up in his face, saying "put that gun down or I will blow your Dutch 

head off.  Just then Thorp steped up and took hold of Neiman's gun and jerked it from 

him.  Just then Lieut Weston came out of the brush almost in our faces, wanting to know 

what was going on, I told him.  When he said to Neiman "didn't I say not to shoot till I 

came back.  John said "Well Lieut I thought maybe it been a Reble.  Weston said "You 

must keep quiet here, for there is a field full of Reble cavelry out there, ready to charge.  

All the while from the time we deployed in the edge of the woods, there was a fierce 

battle going on in the field. 

The Johnies making three charges on our line, but each time, they were driven 

back with heavy loss.  In the third ad last charge, Maj. Robbins ordered our Regt. (the 

123rd) to make a counter charge.  After firing a volley in the face of the Rebs, the Regt. 

responded with a will, showing the good old Hoosier material it was made of.  As if they 

were Harvey's Babies driving to the Reble line back in such confusion that their officers 

were not able to rally them again.  That charge vertualy ended the Battle of Resacca. 

After the repulse of the Johnes, our co joined the Regt. again, as they were laying 

to the left of the field close to the Rail Road.  I had picked up a Reble gun just before we 

got to the Rail Road.  Setting my own gun against the fence, I went up on the track with 

the Reb gun in my hand.  Looking down the track, I saw a Johnie come down the bank 

(the road being in a cut at that place) out of the woods.  He was about four or five 

hundred yards from where I was.  Pulling the gun, I let loose at him, but did not reach him 

going over in the field, I got a Johnie cartridge box with some cartrages in it.  Loading the 

gun, I went back on the track.  I saw that Johnie has grown some and there was four of 

him now.  I banged away at them with no better result than before.  Trying another shot, I 

found the gun would not carry to them.  Calling Sergt. Grayson, who was standing near 
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my gun.  I said bring old blitz here and I will make them fellows move.  Lieut. Weston 

wanted to know what I was shooting at.  I told him and he said for me to get down and 

stop that.  Grayson and two or three others came up where I was. They brought my gun 

and I tryed that on them.  Raising the sight, I shot again.  That time they scattered out.  

Loading as quick as I could for another shot, Grayson and the others got there guns to 

take a hand in the fun.  By this time, there was about a dozzen of the Johnies in the cut.  

We gave them a volley and a couple of them fell.  The others returned our shots, but they 

fell short, none coming to us.  Weston ordered all us all to come down, but we took 

another crack at them and they got our of there. 

Seeing a house over the road a short distance, we went over to see it there was 

anything there.  Going in the back door, we saw a Johnie with the side of his head shot 

away.  Sitting on the floor, still alive but did not seem to know or understand anything.  

Going to an old log house, just back of the other one, I opened the door and saw a couple 

of women.  I told them to get some water and go in there and wash the man off.  I told 

them I would go and send a doctor over.  But they were scared so bad, I don't think they 

knew what I said.  Going back into the other house, I found a double barreld shot gun and 

a rifle, both of them inlaid with silver designs in several places and on the stocks.  Going 

back to the Regt., we took the guns and broke them over the Rail Road iron.  I told our 

Doctor about the man, but I do not know whether he went to see him or not. 

Co A was on picket that night, laying along the Rail Road. These was not a man 

killed in our Regt, and only two got hit.  Orderly Sergt. Wagner of Co F had a buck shot 

go between his fingers, cutting the skin enough to make it bleed a little, but not enough to 

go to the Doctor.  Capt. Hollis of Co I was struck on his swood belt buckle, and bruised 

him some.  But the ground in front of us showed the good shooting of the boys, by the 

great number of dead and wounded Johnies there was in our frobat. 

That night the Reble Army fell back over the Contanaula River.  The next 

morning, we were ready at an early hour to push forward, but our division did not move 

for some time.  In due time we were on the march, going east of Resacca to ford over the 

Comasauga, where we crossed toward evening.  I hanged my cartridge box, knapsack, 

and Haversack on my gun.  Holding them as high above my head as I could, waded over 
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the water coming up to my chin.  We only marched a short distance from the River, 

where we went into camp in a field.  Taking off our clothes, we wring the water out, as 

much as we could.  Then we put them on again to dry.  Gen Hovey issued an order that 

we should take only the top nail of the fence to burn.  I started to get my nail.  Coming 

back I passed the Gen's Headquarters.  Seeing me, he called to me, to know what the 

order was about taking the nails.  I replyed we were to take only the top nail.  He said 

there's considerable dirt on that one you have.  Yes, I said, but all the rest were gone when 

I got there.  Smiling he turned and said no more and I went on. 
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ON THE MOVE 
 

Next morning we were on the move early and for several 

days we were moving, with some light skirmishing, but nothing 

like a battle.  We arrived at Crossville.  Our division on the night 

of our corps, nearest the Rail Road.  We were expecting a fight 

here sure, but the next day the Rebs fell back across the Etowak 

River.  Our army after them, but our division did not move for a 

couple of days.  While we were waiting, I took in some of the country, going down as far 

as the river.  Saw some of Hookess Corps crossing was interested in watching a Battery 

cross the mount.  To se the Pontoons, rising and falling and swaying, from side to side, it 

seemed to me the horses would jump off.  Going back to camp I passed a couple of fine 

Brick houses.  Stoping at one, there was no one there but some soldiers and an old 

Donky.  He told me it belonged to a widdow Lady named Eliott.  I got a couple of books 

to read.  Some of the boys were trying to play the piana, but were making more noise than 

music and not doing the piana any good. 

The next morning we were again on the move and were across the river about the 

middle of the fore noon. For several days we maneovered from place to place but with 

very little fighting.  A constant skirmish fire was kept up day and night, though we had 

but little of it for our part.  On the 27th of May, we were at Burnt Hickory, where we lay 

for 3 days.  While here Pulse, Rutis and I went out forageing and all we found was a goat.  

Rutes shot it.  While we were skining it, a squad of men came up.  The Lieut said they 

were Provo Guards.  That we must take the goat and go with him to Headquarters.  As a 

matter of corse we objected, but we fell in, each of us with a quarter of goat hung on our 

guns.  One of the guards took the remaining quarter and started for camp.  But when we 

go to the road going up to camp, Pulse says Well, Lieut, I guess we will go up to camp.  

Glad we met you.  You can have that quarter of goat.  We have as much as we care for.  It 

was the Lieut's time to object now, but it done no good.  We just walked off and left him.  

He threated what would be done with us, but that did not worry us any and we went on to 

camp. 
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One evening while there, Lieut Weston fixed his bed at the root of a tree, laying 

some pieces of a cracker box across a couple of roots for a pillow.  Putting his poncho on 

the ground and up over the boards with a blanket for a cover.  He had hardly got down till 

he said, boys there is a rattle snake here some place.  As a matter of course, we all 

listened, that we might locate it, but it got still.  Asking Weston if he could tell where it 

was.  He said it was close to the tree some place.  Getting a light, we looked all round but 

could not see any thing.  Taking a light, I started up to the tree, keeping a sharp look out 

for Mr. Snake.  I had got almost to the tree when he rattled.  Weston say I believe it is 

under my head.  Telling him to lay perfectly still we would get him away.  A couple of 

the boys, I do not remember who they were, steped as easy as they could.  Each reaching 

down and taking Weston's hands and with a quick jerk they got him away from there.  

Pulling the blanket and poncho away, the snake crawled from under the boards that lay on 

the roots.  We soon finished his career, but Weston said he guessed he did not care to 

sleep under a tree that night. 

In a couple of days we were after the Rebs again.  We were in line to make a 

charge when it rained, till it rained a creek in our front.  So we could not cross it and did 

not make the charge.  I was on the skirmish line the next day and could hardly cross the 

next morning, as the water had not went down. 

About this time Lieut. Colonel Cullen Resigned.  Maj. Walters was promoted to 

Lieut Col. our Capt. Robbin was promoted to Maj.  He had been acting Maj. since the 

organization of the division. that made vacancys in our Co.  Weston was made Capt. and 

the other officers were promoted in regular order.  Capt. Weston wanted to make me a 

Corp'l but I would not take it.  I told him there was others that was older and better 

qualified than I.  Gen Hovey went home and we were put in Hascall's 2nd divis, but we 

were to still have our share of trouble. 

This was about the 10th or 12th of June, but did not delay the fighting any.  I 

remember we were marched up to the rear of Williams Div. of the 20th corps and lay 

there a short time.  When we marched over in front of there works, Maj. Robbins had 

deployed a skirmish line in the front.  One of Williams men asked where we were going.  

I told him we were hunting Johnies.  He said there was plenty out there and we would be 
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coming back in a bigger hurry than we went out.  I told him not to hold his breath till we 

did.  We advanced in line of battle across the fields.  Coming to a creek that was a little to 

wide for me to step over.  I went back a little way and ran to jump it, which I did, but 

landed in a patch of thorns.  That took me some time to get out of.  The Regt had went 

quite a distance before I caught up.  They stoped to straighten up the line.  Toney Brueken 

had not been well for  day or two and could not keep up, but was doing the best he could.  

He got up about the time I did.  With most forlorn look immaginable.  He had picked up 3 

or 4 camp kettles, an ax and several other things that the boys had thrown down.  He had 

his own stuff to carry also.  His knap sack, the boys call a Bureau and he had an extra 

Haversack field of all kinds of trumpery.  In fact, he had a load for 2 well men.  Going up 

to Capt. Weston, he said, I'm so sick.  I can't keep up.  Cap't looked at him and smiled and 

ask him what he was going to do with that stuff.  Toney said he taught de boys need it 

when they camp.  Cap't made him through it down and told him to keep up if possible and 

as soon as we stoped he would send him to the hospital.  I think he sent him that night.  In 

a few days we got word that he was dead.  We advanced our lines some distance that day 

and for several days there was constant skirmishing. 

On the 17th of June we cut loose again to the right of our lines.  It was not long 

till we were pressing the Johnies back.  Going by a church called Gilgac, where we 

should have stoped to await orders.  But things were going our way and Col Walters 

didn't have time to stop till we got some distance away.  In the edge of a field, where we 

stoped for a short time.  6 or 7 of us were standing under a tree a short distance in the 

field.  Col Walters told us to go lay down before some of us got hurt.  As we was not 

more than two hundred yards from the Rebs, posted behind a fence.  We did not want to 

get down, but he made us.  The 13th Ky was on our right, commanded by Maj.  His name 

was Duncan.  We had one man killed and several wounded while we lay here.  Col 

Walters thought it would be better to go on than lay there and loose men for nothing.  We 

soon had the Rebs on the go.  But about the time we got to the fence, they had opened on 

us with a four gun battery, distribiting can goods into our line.  Jake Sauds got some in 

the knee.  Immediatly Col Walters ordered us to fix bayonets and go for them guns.  

There was but 5 companys of our Regt and the 13th Ky, but away we went.  Maj Duncan 
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was riding a big sorrel mule and had a long sorrel hat that he was using as a persuador to 

keep the mule going.  We had got about half way to the guns, when there was the sound 

of a gun away to our left and shot across our front, but we kept on going.  Just as we got 

to the guns, another shot was sent in our front.  The men at the guns left them before we 

got to them.  I was leaning against one of the guns near the mussle and Capt Weston was 

standing with his elbow on one of the wheels.  When an aide rode up to Col. Walters with 

orders for him to retire immediately.  As a matter of corse, he did not want to leave the 

guns, we had captured.  No more than the rest of us did, but we had to go.  Capt Weston 

formed Co A fronting the rear and we started back.  Shad  Sanders started on a trot, when 

Capt said where are you going Shad. Shad replied, we are going to fall back.  Capt said 

we are not in such a hurry as that.  We are going back in good order, which we did as far 

as the church.  Col Walters was relived of command for a day or two for disobeying 

orders.  I saw one of the 13th Ky boys there that had a chunck of caned goods in his face.  

It was a cast ball that would weigh about on-half pound, about half burried just below the 

check bone.  He was cursing Jeff Davis and the Southern Confederacy for spoiling his 

good looks.  Among the prisioners I saw a boy, not more than 16, who was crying.  He 

said he was afraid he would be shot by the Yanks.  Another one asked him what he was 

blubering about.  You are better off than if you was over there, pointing to the Rebble 

line.  If they send us back to Indianapolis, we will be all right with plenty of good grubb 

and nothing to do. 

That evening we moved to the right and front about a mile from where we 

captured that Battery.  It rained all that night.  Bruin Turner, my partner, was sick and I 

had to get out in the rain and ditch around our tent to keep the water from washing us out.  

The 18th it rained nearly all day, beginning to clear in the evening.  The next day we were 

on the go.  Soon after we left camp, we came to a branch, that at an ordinary stage you 

could step across, but it was now all over the low ground.  Col Mc got off his horse and 

told one of the boys that was sick to get on him and keep out of the water.  I think Brum 

Turner rode him.  Col Mc started to wade over.  Col Mc was not a tall man, not more than 

5 6 and when he got in the middle it got over his head.  Boit Van Hice and Eli Martin, 

boath tall over 6 ft, pulled him out.  The first thing he said was. "look out there boys.  it's 
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pretty D---- deep in there.  As I was only 5 2 I was pretty sure my hair would be wet when 

I got over.  Taking my knapsack, Haversack and cartridge box off, I fashened them to my 

gun.  Holding them over my head, I waded in.  I saw the deep water was only 5 or 6 feet 

wide, but it was about waist deep on each side.  Col. Mc was standing in the water on the 

far side watching us get over.  When I got near the deep, he said hold on little one.  You 

will drown in there.  I'll send my horse over for you.  I told him I could get over all right.  

I went on.  The weight of my gun and accountermonts kept me balanced and I walked 

straight over.  Nothing but the top of my gun and the things on it were in sight.  It wasn't 

the finest bath in the world as the water was verry muddy.  I think the branch was called 

Mud Creek.  When I came out into the shallow water, Col Mc. said you're got more sence 

than all of us little one for no one thought of walking over that way. 

After we had all got over, we marched to the right of Kenesaw, only a short 

distance.  Co A was on picket that night.  Lieut Thorp placed the left of the Co.  It being 

dark, we could not see the ground we were on.  But I had noticed in taking my place, I 

had crossed a low place with a good sized creek in our immediate front.  I told Thorp we 

had better go back over that low place.  He said No he was ordered to place the line on 

the bank of the creek.  After he had left us, I noticed the creek in our front rising.  I told 

the boys to my right and left we would have  get out of there or we would be caught like 

Rats in a trap.  I started back, twas only a few steps to that low place and the water had 

risin almost knee deep in less than an hour.  We stoped on high ground and reformed our 

line ourselves.  The next morning, the ground that Thorp had placed us on was all under 

water. 

The 20th and 21st we were in camp. and in the rear of the line.  It rained most of 

the time.  Brum kept getting worse all the time.  Just before noon the 22nd, we recieved 

orders to move to the right.  Taking down our tent, I fixed Brun's things in good shape, 

turned over his gun and started for an old log house in the rear. 

They had some sick and wounded in there though it was quite a distance from the hospital 

proper.  The Dr. there said he could not recieve him.  I told him, he could not help 

himself.  He is here and I can't take him with me and are not going to leave him.  When 

you move the others that are here, take him too.  I fixed Brum a bed in one corner and bid 
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him good bye.  Started after the Regt which I caught up with after a run of about three 

miles.  I ran all the way too. 

Soon after I caught up, we made a sharp turn to the left.  Heading toward where 

there was sharp firing, twas not long till we were in line of Battle.  The left of the Regt at 

the road we had just marched up on.  We were right in the edge of the woods.  The 20th 

Corps, joining the Battery on the left.  On our right was the rest of our divis.  We had not 

got in position till we heard that familiar Rebble yell on our front and on booth flanks.  

The front line was ordered to give there guns to the rear line and go across the field for 

rails.  Co I was deployed as skirmishers with the 14th KY supporting them.  They were 

soon across the field in the woods.  We followed them to the fence and got a rail each, 

taking them back to the line.  I lay mine down and went to get another one.  Just as I got 

to the fence, I passed the right of the 14th.  I went to the fence, pulled the top rail on my 

shoulder.  I looked over the fence, to the front, and not more than 40 ft from me was a 

Johnie with his gun pointed at me.  He told me to drop that rail you D---- Yankee ------ of 

a ------ and come here.  As I had no notion of doing any thing of the kind, I told him he 

could go to a warmer climate than that and turned to run.  He let loose at me and struck 

the rail just back of my shoulder.  The force of the ball turned me around the other way.  I 

knew he could not shoot again, so I lit out with my rail, passing our skirmishers about one 

third the way across the field.  Getting back to the line, went to lay my rail down, when a 

ball passed between my knees knocking the rail out of my hands.  I got my gun and 

turned around raising the hammer as I turned, but it would not stand.  I tried 3 or 4 times 

to make it, but it would not.  Sitting down by a tree, I took my screw driver out, took the 

lock off, cut a piece off the top of my shoe, pressed it back in the spring and make it 

strong enough to hold and was putting the lock back on.  When Capt. Weston wanted to 

know what the H---- I was doing there.  I told him and he said to hurry; which I did and 

got to shoot some.  This was the Battle of Culps Farm. 

After the fight, a half dozzen of us went out front.  We found a good many dead 

Johnies laying around loose, but they had taken the wounded away with them.  We went 

past a church, across the fields to an overhand.  We got some apples.  Some of the boys 
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took the cornbread out of the dead Johnies' Haversacks, but I was not hungry enough for 

that.  We had been on short rations for some time. 

We lay at this place till 26th June, when we marched a couple of mile, I judge, to 

our right front.  That night as we went to bed, my partner Olney Pulse, As we had been 

tenting together since Brum had gone to the hospital.  He said to me in an seeming 

unconserned tone, Well I have saw my last sunset, I will ever see.  I ask him what he 

meant, He said I mean what I say.  I will never see the sun set again.  I tried to talk him 

out of it, but he stuck to it.  He would see the sun rise but never see it set. 

The next morning the 27th we were in line.  A detail of ten men from each Co. 

was sent out as skirmishers.  Tom Coile had been away on detached duty for several days 

and came up this morning.  the firing was verry heavey in our front and we were loosing a 

good many men.  There was a call for more men on the line.  Capt Weston said he would 

not detail any more men, but would ask for volluntiers.  Olney Pulse was the first to say 

"I'll go" Capt.  I said so will I.  Tom Coile said and so will I.  Capt said go out on the line 

and get in where ever you can.  Pulse was the first to start, saying come on boys, we are 

going to the Ball.  Coile and I went together, going on the line to the left of Sam Ridlese 

with one man between us and Pulse.  The line was advancing verry slowly with a storm of 

load mowing its way through us.  We were i a thick woods with under brush grown up so 

thick you could not see a man ten feet from you.  Only in a field now and then, Coile and 

I happened to get in one of there where we could see the Rebble line awaiting us.  We 

both brought our guns to our shoulders and at the crack of our guns there was a 

simultanious vally from the Johnies.  Before I could take my gun down, Tom had fallen in 

front of me and I was splattered with blood over the right side of my face and my right 

shoulder.  Looking down at him, I saw the left side of his head had been shot away and 

blood was running out of his breast.  Turning to Ridlen, I said Tom is killed.  He came to 

me.  I had steped to the right in the brush.  Sam said, let us take him back.  I replyied all 

right.  Once we steped to where Tom lay another volly was fired at us, but did not touch 

either of us.  I said, now Sam, there guns are empty now and we can get him out.  We 

each took of an arm and pulled him into the brush.  We found a third bullet had hit him at 

the base of the right finger passing up the arm and coming out at the elbow.  We carried 
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him back to the works.  Before we could start out again, two men came with Pulse.  Sam 

and I helped get him over the works.  He was shot dead.  Sam and I had each about 40 

rounds of cartridges, but we drew 60 more, putting them in our pockets.  Going back to 

the line, we got as close to that opening as we could, not to show ourselves.  Getting 

behind trees we went to work to make a protection.  I was behind a little tree, not more 

than five inches over, but using that as protection.  I commenced to dig up the dirt with 

my bayonet and throw out with my hands.  By noon I had a hole in the ground that could 

hide me.  Sam had a larger tree and got done first, but I did not shoot till Sam did.  We 

had nothing to eat, so we did not stop for dinner.  We went to distribiting led among the 

Johnies.  We staid there all day and all night.  We never shot, only when we saw 

something while it was day and at the flash of the gun after night.  By morning we were 

booth out of ammunition.  going back to the works just at day light.  I ask what our losses 

were and found out it was about 40 percent of our line.  As we had nothing to eat we 

could fill ourselves with wishes and coffee, for that.  Taking the coffee pot that had been 

used by Pulse and I, I started to get some water.  We had to crall back aways over the hill 

to keep from exposing ourselves.  I was soon dragging the coffee pot after me, as I 

cralleed over, getting out of danger.  I rose up and walked down to the branch, dipping the 

coffee pot down.  Getting as much as I wanted, but when I raised it up the water all ran 

out.  Looking at the bottom, I found a bullet had cut it away across the bottom.  That put 

that coffee pot out of business for good.  As luck would have it, I had my own and 2 or 3 

canterns, so I had water for my coffee. I could borrow a can or something to make my 

coffee.  John Neiman was wounded among the others the day before this.  We were 

feeling sad over the losses, of killed and wounded.  As we were bringing Pulse over the 

works, a Johnie was sitting up by a bush, eating a cracker.  When a look came over his 

face of booth pain and fear, jumping up he grabbed his thigh and danced around on one 

foot, using the tow of his wounded limb to keep him turning.  All the time he said I'm 

shot, I am shot, I fought all day and I bein shot. O Captian I'm shot. 

The firing kept up all day, but our losses were small as the boys had all got 

themselves well protected.  After dark the Band of 57th Ind., that lay to our right, played a 

piece and after a short rest they played the Red, White and Blue.  Hardly had they quit 
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playing when a Band on the Rebble line commenced to play the Banney Blue Flag.  

When they stoped the 57th played the Star Spangled Banner.  The Rebble Band played 

again.  The 57th commenced to play Home Sweet Home.  Hardly the first few strains 

been given to the evening breeze, when we head the blending of the Sweet harmony from 

the Rebble Band, booth playing in concert to the end.  Before as they would finish a 

piece, there would be a shout from hundreds of throats.  But it was not so this time, 

instead there was quietness that could almost be felt and tears could be heard in the voices 

of many brave boys as they whispered to each other.  None felt like breaking the solemn 

stillness. 

The next morning, the 29th, music was forgotten and grime war was in its stand.  

We drew fresh meat and hard tack, but no other rations and very little of these.  We had 

been out for 3 hours so we were glad to get that little.  Sam Ridlen was dividing the meat.  

As he handed me mine, a ball struck him in the neck, cutting the juglar vein.  The blood 

spurted over me, raising his hand, he pressed his fingers over the wound and said Boys, 

I'm going to die.  Tell my folks, I died in a good cause.  One of the boys and I took holt of 

him and let him to the woods and lay him down with my knap sack under his head.  It 

being a white (Rebble) knap sack, the blood stain always staid on it. 

We moved a short distance to the left.  Co A placed in an angle of the works.  

There was a large toll in the front at the point of the angle, about 50 paces, that was used 

a skirmish fort.  Capt Weston asked me if I would take 3 men and go out there and see if I 

could fix a place that would not expose the men so.  Everyone that had gone out there had 

either been killed or wounded.  Let me pick the men, I will, I replyed.  I took Bill Ruter, 

Marion Green and Sam Kidd.  We could not get out until dark, being exposed to a cross 

fire from the Rebble line.  When we did go out the first thing I done was to send Rutter to 

the left and I went to the right.  I told the boys not to shoot any if they did hear a noise in 

front.  We was going to get something to make a barricade at that tree, unless there was 

shots from the tree.  Going back to the tree, I sent Ruter to the left front and Green and 

Kidd to the immediate front to get chucks, limbs and any thing that would help, while I 

went to the right front, but not to make any noise if it could be helped.  There was another 

large tree over to the right about 50 paces to the front.  I started for it.  As I came under 
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the tree, feeling my way carefully, my foot struck a limb.  Stooping I took hold of it, 

lifting as carefully as possible, but made some little noise.  Crack went a gun from behind 

the tree not ten feet from me.  The ball came verry close to me, but I had the limb and 

getting away, as quiet as a mouse with it.  About half way back my got struck something 

again.  Stooping I found a good sized chunk, but it was more than I could carry with my 

limb. So marking the place as best I could, I took the limb in and found the other boys 

had found some chunks.  We all made 2 or 3 trips out, getting something each time.  I 

went after the chunk I had found, got it and found a couple more near.  I got the next load.  

We placed these against the tree, angling back from either side to protect us from cross 

fire.  Taking our Bayonetts we went to digging, throwing the dirt up with our hands.  

After an all night job we had a skirmish fort second to none for size and safety for four 

men. 

All this day 30th there was considerable firing.  They seemed to know that this 

tree was a good place to wing Yanks.  There was a great many bulletts struck around it, 

but we could laugh at them for wasting ammunition.  I sent Gnuse to the works in the 

morning to make some coffee and fill our canters with water.  He got back before it was 

light. 

I thought they would relive us in the evening, but they did not do it  For some 

reason after midnight, we could hear quite a stir back at the works but thought little of it.  

At the first streak of dawn, I told the boys I was going to have a relief sent out.  When I 

got to the works, I found the 78th Penn instead of our regt.  I told an officer that I had 

charge of a post out there and had come back to a relief sent out, as we had been there 36 

hours.  He said he did not know any thing about it, but for me to go back and he would 

see about it after while.  I told him we could not get back after daylight and he could not 

send men out there.  He said I would have to wait till they could attend to it.  I asked him 

if they had relieved the skirmish line of the Regt. that was there.  He said yes.  Well, I am 

part of that line and I want a relief at once.  My Regt is gone and I wish to join it with the 

men with me. 

If you don't send men to relieve that post at once, I shall call my men in.  He said 

if I left that post.  He said if I left that pose he would arrest me.  Getting on the works, I 



28  Personal Memoirs of Moses Aaron Sisco 

called the boys to come in.  He told them to stay there.  I said boys the Regt is gone and 

this is the 78th Penn.  I am in command of you. and I say come in and they came.  The 

officer ordered a sergt. to detail some men to arrest us.  I said if if you attempt to arrest 

us, I will blow your head off.  You have nothing to do with us.  I am an officer of another 

Regt and in charge of these men.  I am responsible for their return to our Regt.  I have 

never been subject to your orders and you have no right to interfere with me in discharge 

of my duty to my own Regt.  He wanted to know what my rank was.  I told him it was 

none of his business.  Come boys lets go and if he undertakes to stop us send a few 

ounces of lead into his head.  There is nothing else there now.  We backed away for as 

much as 50 yards with our guns cocked and ready to shoot if he had done something to 

stop us.  We found the Regt in the edge of a little field. 

Making coffee, as a matter of corse, I wanted to know of Capt. why he left us back 

there for.  He said it was done by the officer that relieved the line.  He did not know we 

were not with the line till they stoped there.  While we were talking an orderly from Col 

Mc. came up and asked for the man that had charge of the men who had just come up, 

Cap. turned to me and asked what was wrong.  I said nothing I guess.  He said you know 

you have been up to something or you would not be sent for at Brigade Head Quarters.  I 

said I would go see what was up.  Giving my coffee to one of the boys, I told him to make 

me some coffee while I was gone  Brig, H.Q was the other side of the field, where Col 

Mc was standing drinking some coffee.  When I got there Col Mc said its you, is it little 

one.  What the H---- have you been at now.  I don't know Col I said.  Don't tell me that 

you don't know.  Now tell me about it.  I told him what I had done and then asked why he 

went off and left a part of his men that way.  Why didn't he know his men was all in 

before he left.  He said I wasn't there to ask questions but to answer his.  That I had used 

disrepectfull language and threated an officer.  He was going to punish me.  I said all right 

but I would like to have the coffee, the boys were making for me first.  He said you will 

need the coffee afterwards worse.  Calling his HQ teamester (Bill Tailor) he told him to 

get that Demajohn out of the wagon.  Bill brought it and sat it down. 

The Col. held a tin cup and told Bill to pour some in there.  He filled it about half 

full.  I began to think I was going to get it pretty tough.  He handed me the cup and told 
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me to drink that.  I said Col I have not had but on meal for 3 days and that would knock 

me out.  You drink that and no more talk.  There was nothing else to do, so I swallowed it 

down.  Not go to you Co. and see if you can't behave.  You had better drink your coffee as 

soon as you get there for we are going to move at once.  We did and I had to drink my 

coffee while going.  Strange to say I never felt the effects of that whiskey no more than if 

it had been water. 

This was July 1st and a verry busy day to us.  We were marched to the extensece 

of the lines, where we struck the Johnies.  I think they were waiting for us.  We drove 

them all day, but they were stubborn and we had to take it easy.  Late in the evening we 

came into a road, that was worn down about a foot below ground, on either side.  There 

we lay down.  There was a fence on the opposite side from where we got to the road.  The 

Johnies were just across a small field in our front, behind a fence.  Co Mc was sitting on a 

log.  While he was Brig. commander he was always as close to 123rd as he could get.  

There was a Dutch boy from Co D. setting on the log not far from Col Mc.  The Col told 

him to lay down, he might get hurt.  So you might too Col he said. 

About that time a ball hit the head of the Dutchers Boyonett, knocking it against his side 

and he began to yell Oh Oh.  The Johnies could hear him, almost as plain as we could.  

One of them hallowed, "Yank".  One of the boys said what do you want Johnie.  The Reb 

said you had better feed that calf and stop it bawling, which raised a laugh among us.  We 

soon got orders for a skirmish line to go forward.  As we had been crowding close all day, 

we had no skirmishes out.  Col. Mc. called Capt. Congill several times, but the Capt. did 

not respond.  The Col said Lieut Danahue deploy Co F as skirmishers.  It took but a short 

time to deploy them.  When Danahue jumped on the fence and called Co F to come on.  

In no time the boys were over the fence in the field under pretty sharp fire.  The order 

coming to go forward was taken as an order for the line of Battle to move and the boys 

were soon over the fence going across the filed.  The Johnies fell back across the field.  

The Johnies fell back across a hollow into a line of works.  We followed them closely, 

getting down in the hollow.  We were out of sight of the Rebble Line.  We run in to some 

black berry bushes with some of the finest Berries I ever tasted.  We were hungry, as I 

stated before we had one meal since the 27th and had no water all day.  Without an order, 
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the boys stoped, as if prearranged and went for them berries. like hungry wolves.  For a 

few minutes we picked and ate Black berries, but all good things must end.  When the 

Col thought we had ate enough he ordered us forward.  George Mouner commenced to 

yelp like a dog with a can tied to him.  Nick Herrvett crowing like a rooster and Eli 

Martin blowing like a steam whistle and up the hill we went.  Not stoping till we were on 

top of the works and then only long enough to fire a volley.  The Rebs left in a hurry, we 

persuing them for some distance.  Just as darkness was coming on, we were withdrawn, 

back across the road again and went into camp.  George Mouner and a couple of boys of 

Co A took a lot of canteens and went to hunt for water.  They were gone about an hour.  

When they returned, they had some muddy stuff.  But we wet our throats, as well as to get 

a little more sand or mud in our crops. 

The 2nd, 3rd and till after noon on the 4th we staid at this place.  The morning of 

the 4th we were ordered to prepare for inspection and a speach from Col Hascall at 2 

o'clock.  The boys were verry busy cleaning their guns and brushing up generally all 

morning.  Promptly at 2 we were in line ready to hear what Gen Hascall had to say.  

Before we ordered to move, the Bugle sounded pack up.  Of course, we grumbled about 

taking down our tents and packing our knapsacks, to go to hear a speach.  We had every 

thing ready.  Getting in line again we were ready to move. 

Instead of filing right in the field, we filed left in to the road and with a brisk step, 

we were again looking for trouble.  Marching for some time for 3 or 4 mile, we stoped at 

a line of abandoned Rebble works.  We had been there but a few minutes when away to 

our left, we heard a cannon roar.  John Barnes and I were standing together some distance 

back of the line.  When John said look at that crow.  As I looked at it I saw it was not a 

crow, but a ball or shell, that was almost spent.  Telling John to look out for it would 

strike close to us, I got away in a hurry.  It struck the ground, not 3 feet from where we 

had stood, skipping along on the ground.  John said I'm going to stop that and away he 

went after it.  I ran after John telling him to let it alone.  He might get hurt.  I was it was a 

shell and I was afraid it might strike something and explode, but John kept after it.  And I 

after him till it rolled up against a fence and stoped.  When John stooped to get it and 
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before I could stop him, he had grabed it with both hands.  Did he let it loose.  Well, I 

guess coming as it had through the air it had got pretty hot. 

About dark Lieut Thorp started with Co A or part of it for a picket, but by some 

miscaulations we got lose.  After wandering around till after 10 o'clock, we stoped at the 

edge of a field. 

Thorp said we will not go any further, just lay down by the fence and rest.  We 

had not been there long when we heard troops moving, not far away.  In the morning we 

found that part of the Rebbles had passed near us.  As they were falling back and we were 

more than a mile outside our picket line. 

Then on the 5th we moved to Smyma campground, where we lay for a couple of 

days.  The 8th we were again on the move, tramping across the fields and through the 

woods.  On the morning of the 9th, we were on the north bank of the Chattahoochee 

River, close to the mouth of a creek, called Soap creek.  We went about a fourth of a mile 

from the River on a hill.  We could look over to the other side and see Rebs laying around 

as though there was not a Yank in 50 miles.  A Battery was planted on our front, but 

every thing was quiet for a time.  All at once the guns in our front opened up, then 

musketing down on the river bank.  Such a Scattering as there was among them Johnies 

was funny.  Looking down the river I saw pontoon boats, coming out of Soap creek and 

heading across the River.  By noon we had a pontoon Bridge across and troops were 

going over.  Just as the first guns opened up there was a red calf, about six months old, 

came tearing out of the woods to our right, running between the Regt and Battery. 

Eli Martin and 4 or 5 of us let out after it.  Running to the left of the Battery, it 

turned back across the front.  Just as it turned, Eli caught it by the tail.  Away we flew 

across the front of them belching guns.  Our boys yelling "hold him" Eli" and the battery 

boys yelling "Lay down", but on we went.  Just as we passed the last gun, the calf kicked 

and someone caught its leg.  We soon had it down, skinned it and divided up the meat, 

before we had hardly got our wind back from the run. 

The next day, 10th, a few of us started to see what we could find in the country.  

Going to the left of where we lay, we came to Soap Creek.  Following that a short 

distance, we came to paper mill.  The Rebs had been making paper there.  There were 
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great stacks of paper and Envolpes.  We got a good supply of the kind.  But it was a poor 

kind, being soft and thin, and it would blot with ink and tear under a pencil if you was not 

careful.  Passing that we went up a road to a house, where we got some apples.  I had 

stewed apples for supper that evening. 

The next afternoon, some of us started to go swimming, pulling off our shoes, we 

left them in camp.  Away we went down the hill, when we got in the bottom, we started a 

race to the water about 200 yards away.  We had gone but a short distance when we 

realized that the sand was hot, but we thought we could stand it.  We soon changed our 

minds.  We would have to stop every few yards and stand on corn stocks to cool our feet.  

When we went back, we went up through a strip of woods, that more than doubled the 

distance, but our feet did not burn so bad. 

The next day we crossed the River and camped.  One of the boys had got an old 

horse.  I borrowed him to go out foraging with the promise to bring back some fodder for 

him.  By a little sharp practice, I got by the pickets and rode merrily away.  About a mile 

from the picket line, I came to a field of corn.  I thought I had just as well get that now as 

any time.  I soon had a bundle, tied with a strap on the fence.  Getting on the horse, I 

pulled the fodder in front of me.  As I turned the horse away, I happened to look up the 

road and saw about one half dozzen Johnies on horses watching me.  Letting the fodder 

go, I kicked and slaped that old horse with the bridle rein, to get him on the go.  But 

instead of taking the road back to camp, I turned a road that went up the River, which was 

about a mile to my left.  I soon found that old hose would not get me away.  Coming to a 

turn in the road, I rolled off him and let him go.  I went into the brush.  I want to say I 

done a good job of hurrying for a time.  When I got to camp, Capt. wanted to know where 

I had been.  I told him down to the River, where is that horse you rode away he said.  I 

turned him loose in the woods I replied.  Changing the subject Capt said I need some non 

commissioned officers and I am going to make you a Sergent.  I said "Sir I don't want it."  

He said you are a c---- little fool and left me.  The next day he said again, you take ten 

men and report to Head quarters as Sergeant.  I'll make you serve any how.  Going to 

Headquarters, I found it was a detail for Train guard to go back to Marietta for rations.  

There was ten men and ten Sergts from our Rgts.  A Lieut was in command of our 
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detatchment  A Sergent was to be chosen as next in command, in case of need.  I was 

chose by the other Sergts against my protest, telling them I was only acting Sergt, but I 

was chosen just the same.  Before we had hardly started the Lieut showed signs of 

collaspe and the command fell on me.  The wagon master came riding down the line, 

asking for the officer in charge.  One of the Sergts pointed to me.  Looking at me about a 

minute, he said "Well I'll be d----"  We arrived at Marietta just before dark.  The Lieut 

was still sleeping.  I went forward and saw the officer that had command of all the guards, 

reported my self as in charge of the Detachment of the 123rd Ind and asked for orders.  

He told me we could not draw our supplies before morning.  We would park the train 

from our guard and wait.  In the morning the Lieut was feeling pretty tough, but was able 

to attend to his duties.  I went with him and reported him so sick the day before, to the 

commanding officer and as second in command I had taken charge.  We got our rations 

and returned that evening about 9 o'clock.  The next few days we staid in camp.  During 

our stay here there was some changes made.  The 99th Ohio was Bridaded with us and 

their Col. (Col Swain) was placed in commmand of the Brig. 

The morning of the 19th there was considerable stir in camp.  Soon the familiar 

tear down and pack up, of the Bugle was heard.  All was bustle and hurah, the boys 

anxious to get away from there.  We were soon on the move.  After marching some time, 

we were halted.  The 99th marched by us, to deploy as skirmishers.  Some of the boys 

said Give them H---- 99th will see you through.  They replied we'll show you fellows 

what fighting is today.  We were formed in line of Battle.  As they deployed and followed 

them in close support.  They soon lay down behind a fence, as there were no more 

Johnies in sight.  We stood up and ask what they were waiting for.  Why don't you go find 

the Johnies.  We want to see you fight.  For 2 or 3 hours, they would go a little piece and 

then lay down.  We would lay down close to them and punch them with sticks. and say 

"go for them 99th sick um.  I guess Gen Hascall got out of patience for riding up to us, he 

said, Col Swain what troops have you on the skimish line.  Col Swain replied the 99th 

Ohio Sir.  Gen Hascall said relieve the 99th Ohio, Deploy the 129th Ind., support them in 

close column by Co with 123rd.  We want to get to Decatur by noon.  The change was 

soon made.  The 129th was soon on the go and us after them, but we did not get on 
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speaking terms.  They never stoped from the time they started.  We followed in line until 

we came to the edge of town.  There being but one street leading into town from that 

direction.  The 123rd started down that in good style, with the band playing "Jay Bird" as 

the crossed the public square.  We passed some wagons that had been set on fire by the 

Rebs.  Staying on the South side of the square, we stacked our guns.  Looking toward the 

west side of the square, I saw a tin shop and being a little short on tin ware, I thought best 

to lay in a supply while I had the opportunity.  Going over I found some of the boys was 

of the same opinion that I was.  They were refurnishing their kitchens.  I got a bucket 

coffee pot and cup.  The man not being in we could not tell him to charge it.  Going back 

to the Regt, I left my purchases and walked down the street to the east.  I came to an alley, 

looking down toward the South, I saw a high board fence.  Being a member of the 

investigating committee, I thought it best to see what was secreted behind them boards.  I 

was soon clambering up that fence taking a survey of the premises.  I discovered a patch 

of sweet potatoes and a shed with the door closed.  Thinking there might be a Regt. of 

Johnies, hidden in there that should be captured.  I opened the door where my eyes beheld 

a hen.  Yes a chicken hen.  It seemed as much surprised to see a Yank as I was to see a 

chicken.  Raising its head it exclaimed "Cluck, cluck cluck.  Yes, I said you are tuck.  I 

soon had that hen tucked under my arm.  I soon had a nice mess of sweet potatoes tucked 

in my pockets and was soon back to the Regt.  Then I had my hen and potatoes in my Tin 

little new bucket on the fire.  A woman steped out on the porch of the house we we in 

front of and spit on me.  Col Mc saw her and told her if she spit on or at another one of 

his boys, he would burn the house over her head. 

About the time my chicken got to cooking Co's A and F were called into line.  Not 

knowing where we were going or what we was to do, I took my chicken with me.  Going 

down a street, to the South, perhaps a half mile, we came to the Rail Road.  Stacked our 

guns on the North side of the Road at a cut, when we told we was to tear up the Rail 

Road.  While waiting for every body to get ready, I build a fire and fixed my chicken for 

cooking again.  In a short time we were busy prying the iron off and piling up the ties.  

Laying the Rails across them and setting fire to the ties.  We had three or four piles afire 

and was starting another one, when looking up the track to the west, I saw a number of 
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men in a cut, not more then three hundred yards from us.  I said to Capt. Weston, there 

are the Johnies.  One of the boys said. No that's Co F.  Capt said no Co F went the other 

way.  Just then Col Walters rode up and I told him there was some Johnies in the cut up 

there.  He said that was some of the 4th Corps and we had a skirmish line up there.  I am 

going up that way now and started off.  Col Walters had gone only a few steps and Capt. 

Weston said down on it boys.  (We were prying a rail loose) when boom, boom went a 

couple of cannon.  The shot close enough to us to feel the wind, knocking the last pile of 

ties flying.  We had hardley straightened up when they let us have it again.  Turning I saw 

Walters go by, laying flat on his horse and our boys getting over the fence.  Capt Weston 

said did any of you boys get hurt.  I said no, let us get out of this.  The Capt had not been 

feeling well for several days, and did not like running, but told me to get out of there.  He 

and I got over the fence together.  We could see their skirmish lines coming from the west 

and from the South firing as they came.  I said come on Capt. they will get you.  I am 

going as fast as I can, he replied and told me again to get out of there or they could get us 

both.  The bullets was flying all around us from both directions.  You get out of here now.  

I will get away if I can Cap't said and he started for some bushes off to the left of us.  I 

went to the gun stacks, paralled with their line, coming from the South.  Getting to the 

guns, I did not take time to look for my gun, but pulled the stack on my shoulder.  There 

was 5 guns with cartrige boxes, then reached for that chicken.  As I turned, I saw a small 

box of Tabacco (25 plugs) and I again stooped down, rolled that box on top of the guns.  

Just then Lieut Thorp went by me, coming from the south side of the R.R.  He yelled at 

me to get, they were just behind him.  Looking across the cut, I saw a Johnie with his gun 

pointed at me.  Put the guns down and come here, you d---- Yank.  Go to H---- I said.  

Bang went his gun, but he missed and I lit out of that, still hanging on to my load.  

Determined to keep my gun and chicken if possible.  I could see Thorp going toward 

town at break neck speed.  I started in that direction as fast as I could with the load I had.  

I had gone but a short distance, when I saw the Regt. coming at double quick.  They were 

soon in line, facing the west.  As I came up to the left of the Regt. Maj. Robbins, looked 

at me and asked if there were any more guns left down there why I did not bring them if 

there was.  Did not have time Maj. I replied.  Where is Capt Weston, he then asked.  In 
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the bushes some place.  Going to the line, I soon found Co A.  About half of them without 

guns and they wanted to each one of them.  Why I did not bring their guns, I said.  You 

had as much time as I did.  One said you had time to get them guns you brought.  Yes I 

said for I did not have time to leave them.  About this time Capt. Weston came out of the 

bushes, a little to the right of the Regt.  The boys were all glad to see him.  The Johnies 

seemed satisfied with running us from the R.R. as they did not advance any after the Regt 

got in sight. 

Bill Arnold came up to me and said that is my Tabacco you have there.  Is it I 

said, maybe it was yours, but when you run and left it, it wasn't.  And it's mine now.  He 

did not like to loose it and talked pretty nice, instead of getting mad.  So we divided it and 

both were satisfied.  The boys went down to the R.R. when every thing got quiet.  They 

found their guns all right.  It was getting about sun down now and I was thinking of 

cooking my chicken and potatoes A litle more.  When we were ordered to fall in and soon 

were moving to the west of Decatur.  We marched till after dark, when we went in camp 

in the woods.  I soon had my chicken on a fire again.  Geo. Mourer and some one else 

messed with me.  They had found a box of Honey, laying around loose and brought it 

with them, to keep it from being wasted.  I went up to Capt. Weston and asked him to 

come and take supper with me.  He said he felt so bad, he did not want any thing to eat.  I 

insisted that he come and eat a little chicken and drink a cup of coffee.  He came, ate a 

few bites and drank some coffee.  Said he wished he could eat more, for it was nice, but 

his stomach rejected it. 

We lay there till about noon the next day.  Perhaps it was after noon, when we 

moved up but not very far.  Stoping on the road for some purpose, Gen Sherman rode up, 

asked what troops this was.  Co Mc said the 123rd Ind.  Just then there was some 

prisoners brought in.  There being considerable firing in our front, Gen. Sherman talked a 

little while to the prisoners, then turned and said a few words to Col Mc. and rode off to 

the right. 
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THE GREAT BATTLE OF PEACH TREE CREEK 
 

Heavy firing was heard.  The Great Battle of Peach Tree 

Creek (July 20th 64) was opening up.  We soon went into line, but 

the heavy  fighting never got down to us.  There was considerable 

skirmishing in our front.  We lay there till in the evening of the 21st when we moved to 

the left.  This was a short distance to fill a gap in the line.  Co A was detached and sent 

farther to the left, but yet we could not find the line on or to the left.  We were completely 

isolated from any part of our line, either way.  Capt. Weston comenced to feel for the 

enemy, ordering us forward 50 paces.  It was so dark you could not any thing.  We were 

not sure whether we were facing the front or rear.  I started the way my nose pointed.  

Went 3 or 4 steps when I found nothing under my feet.  I had steped off a bank into a dry 

bed of a little brunch.  I was not the only one, for several of the boys went over the bank, 

above and below me.  As a matter of course, we made some considerable noise and drew 

fire of the Reble lines, that was not more than 50 paces from us.  We engaged them for a 

short time, when we were ordered forward again.  I counted 40 paces and stoped and got 

down behind a little stump about 6 or 8 inches through, as near as I could tell in the dark 

and felt pretty sell.  A Johnie over to my left a short distance, took a shot for luck.  

Watching for something of that kind, I let drive where I saw the flash of his gun.  

Someone else was looking for the same, for a Johnie right in front of me sent his 

compliments to me that knocked dirt in my face.  Turning on my back, I loaded my gun as 

quietly as I could and gave him another shot.  We fired several shots at each other.  When 

Capt ordered us forward again, some way in getting on my feet, I stumbled against the 

Stump that I had been laying behind.  Then it went over, being so rotten it is a wonder the 

wind did not blow it away years before.  Advancing a short distance, we could hear the 

Reble officers giving commands and the moving troops.  Capt Weston thought it best to 

reach out an arm and see if he could not find some of our friends.  There seemed to more 

Johnies than he cared to tackle with his small force.  Passing the word along the line he 

ordered us to move to the right, but not to make the least bit of noise.  It was very slow 

going in that darkness, but we went quite a distance without any mishap.  When we 
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stoped, we commenced to dig rifle pits, loosing the dirt with our Bayonetts and throwing 

it out with our hands as we had done in many previous occasions.  I will say it is 

surprising the amount of dirt 3 or 4 men will move in a few hours.  While we we digging 

the Rebbs were not idle, keeping up a noise in our front, they were quietly withdrawing 

their line to nearer Atlanta. 

All nights have ended so far in the history of the worlds, this one not being the 

exception.  Morning found us looking for the Regt, which we found in due time.  The 

boys told us they had been having troubles of their own in our absence.  They had been 

ordered to go forward and had been compelled to run over the gallent 99th Ohio. The Col 

was so mad, he could hardly see.  He called our boys a lot of wild Hoosiers that did not 

know how to fight.  But like the brig we got there all the same and no one ever ran over 

us, not even the Rebs. 

After joining the Regt., the lines were not moved forward until we were in sight of 

Atlanta, where a line was established.  We were soon busy throwing up a line of breast 

works.  It so happened the 123rd went into line near some piles of wood, which we used 

in our works.  Saving us considerable work, by noon a splendid line was in our front and 

we were watching the Johnies at work across a valley in our front.  There was very little 

skirmishing in the morning.  Every one in booth armies seemed to be to busy.  Where our 

Regt layed, we could see out lines quite a distance to the left.  Soon after more firing 

could be heard to our left and rear.  Increasing in volume till everyone knew there was a 

had battle going on in that direction.  As we listened, we could tell the firing was getting 

nearer, but for an hour or more we could not tell how things ere going.  There would be a 

lull for a time and then the battle would rage furiously.  About 2 o’clock, I think it was, 

we head Gen. McFerson had been killed.  Soon after that the fighting came closer and 

closer until by standing on our works, we should see them.  The boys had been getting 

restless for some time and when they could see the fighting and that our boys were hard 

pressed, they wanted to go down there and help.  But the officers said we were needed 

where we were.  So we had no part in the fight, except a little skirmishing on our front. 

For the next few days, we were occupied in watching the Johnies and some light 

skirmishing with an occasional shot from the big guns.  The morning of 28th Co A was 
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placed on skirmish line with the 99th Ohio, in charge of the Maj. of 99th.  Some time 

near noon the 99th was ordered to advance.  Our line was in the woods, but a short 

distance from the open ground that lay between our line and the Reble line.  There was a 

fence in the edge of the field that was parall to our line with on crossing the field toward 

the Rebs on the west side of the fence.  Bushes had grown up in  the field in patches 

about half way between our and the Reble line.  There was a small stream running 

through  the field.  an old mill stood on the bank of the creek, about two hundred yards 

south of the cross fence.  This discription of the ground is prelimenary to what come 

further on.  The 99th went as far as the fence in front and there they layed down.  They 

yelled and fired their guns, but hugged the ground.  The Brave old Major had found as 

large a tree as there was around and was hugging the off side from the Johnies.  He was 

yelling go forward there.  Why don’t you get up there and go forward.  He kept that up for 

some time, the 99th showed their staying qualities and staid on their side of the fence.  

Rast Reed, John Toimble and I were in a skirmish pit a short distance to the right and a 

little in advance of the Maj’s tree.  It made me tired, hearing him yell from behind the 

tree.  I said to him, you get from behind that tree and go down where them boys are and 

say come on boys and they will go as far as you.  Stay behind that tree and they will stay 

on this side of that fence.  You should have heard him roar, mad, I guess, was going to 

have me shot, hung, shot our of a cannon, or cut up with a sausage mill for daring to talk 

to an officer that way.  I told him to go in and I would have him Dishonarably discharged 

for cowardice and there were plenty of witnesses to prove it.  We had it back and forth for 

a while, but he never left that tree as long as the battle same that way.  Things got quiet 

after a time and there was nothing to do but wonder what would be next.  We found out 

soon, for orders came up the line for Co A to be ready to go forward, as soon as we 

recieved the command. 

I knew there would be something doing then, for Capt. Weston was no tree frog.  

Getting up I commenced to take off my knap sack.  John Trimble asked me what I was 

taking it off for.  I told him I would have enough to carry out of that field, without a 

knapsack.  He asked what I meant.  I told him I would get a  kill in that field.  You don’t 

think you are going to be killed he said.  No I replied but I will come out of there with a 
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bullet hole in me.  I wouldn't go, he said, if I felt that way.  Yes and you would be one of 

the first to say coward when you got back.  Just then we were ordered to the fence in 

front.  As we came out of the woods in view, the Johnies opened on us.  Forward then we 

heard the order.  Capt Weston said come on Co A and was the first man over the fence 

and every man in Co A went over.  Capt. was on the south side of the fence with a part of 

the Co, the balance of us was on the north side.  I was next to the fence.  Bill Thorp was 

on my right four or five feet, as we ran down the fence.  The bullets were singing like a 

swarm of bees round us, when thorp fell close to a log.  Stoping I said Bill, are you hurt, 

but he made no answer.  Knowing I could not stand there in plain sight, I steped to the 

fence and got out of sight as much as I could, but they could see me from over to the 

right.  I was sure Thorp was killed, but he wasn't hurt at all.  He just droped behind that 

log to get out of sight.  We were in view of three or four thousand Johnies and they were 

busy throwing lead at us.  Getting down in the fence corner, I began to look around to see 

what the prospects were to get away from that fence.  Behind me was a man that had been 

dead for several days and gave out a fearful stench.  It did not look good for me to charge 

the Rebs by myself.  Everybody else had got under cover.   
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WOUNDED 
 

Looking through the fence, my eyes fell on the Mill, 

before mentioned.  Keeping my eye on it for a moment, I saw a 

Johnie step out, raise his gun and point it in my direction.  My 

first thought was to take a shot at him first, but knowing I would draw the fire of them 

over my right front, I let my gun lay across my knees, I said to myself that is the kill for 

me.  By the time the sound of his gun reached me, I felt the ball strike my leg.  It had 

struck the under side of the top rail of the fence, deflected down just missed my head, cut 

two bullets holes down the front of my blouse, struck a pipe I had in my pants pocket, 

drove that in my thigh.  Glancing the ball up, it entered my thigh about three inches 

above, missing the bone and lodged behind and above my hipjoint.  My first thought was 

to get out of there at once.  Calling to some of the 99th that was still behind the fence, I 

said I was wounded and wanted to come back and to push some rails off so I could get 

over.  One of them shoved the top rail off, but I could not get him to try another one.  It 

was an eight rail fence and that left seven for me to get over.  Telling him to get away 

from there, and made a break for that fence, zigzaging from side to side as I ran to foil 

their aim as much as I could, I think every Johnie in sight took a crack at me as I ran.  

Gaining the fence, I did not stop to climb through but throwing my right arm forward, 

with my gun in my hand, I gave a spring and the weight of my gun assisted me to fall over 

the fence.  Crawling up the fence a little ways, I began to feel my leg numbling.  As I 

began to raise up, I heard the boom of a cannon.  In a second a shell struck the ground on 

the other side of the fence, exploding and turning the fence over, throwing dirt and some 

of the rails on me.  Getting out of that, I had made another run for the woods and soon 

was laying in a skirmish pit.  John Trimble was the first man I saw.  Where did you get hit 

was the first thing he said to me.  I told him in the leg.  Taking his knife he cut my pants 

leg down a piece and went to pour some water on it.  But he got my canteen that had 

vinegar in and that made my hair raise for about a minute.  About the time I got in, there 

commenced an artellery duel between our batteries and the Johnies, Lasting about an 

hour, the shot and shell were screaching and howling over our heads from booth sides.  
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But one shell did not go over us but struck the ground down the slope in front of us, 

diging up the ground as it came and droped in the pit at my feet.  The fuse was still 

burning, quick as a thought Trimble stooped, run his hands under that shell and tossed it 

back down the slope.  It did not go twenty feet till it exploded.  Trimble said they are 

bound to kill you today whether you think it or not.  Several of the boys were getting in 

by this time.  Among them, John Harlon, holding his hand to his next, as white as a death.  

He said I am shot boys and can’t live but a short time.  I asked him where he was shot.  

He said in the neck.  I don’t see any blood Jake.  I am bleeding inwardly he said.  Let me 

see it Jake I said.  Oh, I don’t dare take my hand down he said, but I kept on till he moved 

his hand a little and showed me where a ball had struck his collar bone, causing blood to 

seep through the skin just a little bit but not enough to drop.  I knew it burned like fire, 

but could not resist the temptation to have a little sport.  So I said Jake you are in bad 

shape, but try to get back to the works, and maybe the Dr can do something for you.  He 

said he had lost so much blood he was too weak to walk back.  Jake weighed over two 

hundred pounds and I knew none of the boys wanted to carry him.  I kept telling him what 

might be done if he would go.  The other boys helping me out.  One of them said he 

would go with him so he started off.  The rest of us having a laugh at his expense.  I doubt 

not the feeling was real to him, that he was shot to death.  I had about forgot my wound in 

the joke we were having on Jake.  The roar of the cannon and schrick of shell and shot 

had never slacked.  Ross Jones and his brother Bill, Jim Johnson and Mike Johnson got a 

poncho and started back with me.  The trees had all been cut down in front of our works 

and there were many stumps.  While I was small, weighing about one hundred and twenty 

pounds, the poncho saged to the middle and every few steps the boys would take, I would 

bump against a stump.  I had been back in the works (awhile before the advance was 

ordered) for coffee and passed in and out the works through a part where our battery was.  

One of the gunners had told me not to go through there for sharp shooters were hitting 

everyone that showed themselves at that hole.  They will not hit me I said.  The boys 

carried me through the same part and stoped to one side.  While one of them went fro a 

pair of strechers, the gunner came and said “A ha, little one, I told you would get it.  I said 

I did not get it in that part as you said I would. 
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In a short time they returned with a strecher and carried me about 1 mile to the 

Field hospital.  There I was laid on a table and a Dr examined my wound.  There was two 

wounds in the front of  the leg about four inches apart.  That puzzled the Dr, he could not 

see how a ball could go in and out so close together and not tear the flesh between the two 

wounds.  He washed the blood off my limb, after getting my clothes off, bandaged eh 

wounds and sent me down to the hospital tents.  I had not been there long, when I saw 

Steve Mastern going by where I was laying.  Hallow Steve I said, he turned and looked at 

me and saw who it was.  He said what is the matte with you.  Are you sick?  I told him I 

had been wounded.  Well he said I thought you were so little, they could not hit you.  Did 

the ball come out?  Where did it hit you.  Wait, I said, I can’t answer every thing at once, 

don’t know where the ball is but it hit me in the thigh.  He then told me he was going to 

see Alle Johnson.  He was laying in the cot next to me and was mortally wounded.  Shot 

through the body.  Steve steped over to the cot but could not get him to say anything.  He 

come to me then and asked if I wanted something to eat.  Of course I did.  He got me 

some beans in a tin plate and a cracker, asked me if I could raise up.  I said no, but I might 

turn on my side a little.  I commenced to turn my selfe as easy as I could and it was slow 

work.  Until I was about half way on my side until I felt something, it seemed under my 

hip.  Letting myselfe turn back again, I sliped my left hand down to my hip to find out 

what it was.  Then I felt the just back of he hip joint.  Steve I said I just found that ball.  It 

will have to come out of there.  I told him where it was and for him to go up and see if the 

Dr. could come down and cut it out.  He soon came back and told me I would have to be 

taken up to the Dr.  He brought a strecher and a fellow it help him and I was soon on the 

table again.  When the Dr. felt he ball, he again examined the wounds in my thigh.  He 

found the one lowest down my leg was caused by a pipe, I had been smoking and put it in 

that pocket as we were ordered out.  The ball had struck it and drove it in my leg, making 

a hole about as big around as a silver dollar, glancing the up where it entered my hip 

passing up in my leg.  Missing the bone and lodging back of and on the cap of the hip.  

The Dr said well we will have to get that out.  Turning to Steve, he said, can hold the 

ether to his nose for me.  No you don’t I said.  You cut the ball out and I don’t need 

anything to put me to sleep.  The Dr said, can you stand it.  It will hurt like h----.  You cut 
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it out.  I can’t get away.  I took hold of Steve hands.  The Dr got his tools and went at it 

and in less than two minutes I had the ball in my hand.  The Dr praised me for my grit, 

when I had nearly mashed Steve’s hand and broke my teeth to keep from howling.  I was 

soon back in my bunk and drinking some coffee.  Went to sleep and slept all night.  Ole 

Johnson died in the night.  Steve Mastern was around to see me early in the morning.  

Said he was going over to the Regt. and would tell the boy how I was doing. 

After noon Ornon Withrow of the 5th Ind cav., an old Greensburg boy, that I had 

known all my life, came to the hospital on a drunk.  He came to see me, said he would 

write my Father and tell him how bad I was wounded and how I was getting along.  I 

thought he was so drunk he would never think of it again but he did.  It was a great relief 

to the folks to get a letter, telling them from one they knew so well.  I remained in the 

field hospital till evening of the 30th, when an ambulance train was started for Marietta 

Ga. with the sick and wounded.  Driving all night over as rough a road as there was in 

that country, I think.  We did not get to Marietta till nearly nine in the morning.  I did not 

get any thing to eat till noon.  When I was give a plate of Bean Soup and no spoon to eat 

it with.  I had to drink it out of the plate, laying on my back.  I had Bean Soup inside my 

neck and outside too, but I made a dinner out of what I got on the inside.  The next day 

Lieut Rozzell came to see me.  After he left Ira Colson came.  I had a silver half dollar 

and gave it to him to get me some thing that I could eat.  But he was sent to the front 

before he got back with the grub and I never saw him again, as he was killed a few days 

afterwards.  In a couple of days there was a freight train load of sick and wounded.  It 

started back to Knoxville Tenn to the hospital there.  We were loaded and started on 

Friday evening.  Saturday morning we were at Dalton Ga.  In the evening we was at 

Cleveland Tenn.  As we had not had any thing to eat since we left Marietta Ga we were 

getting pretty hungry.  Neither had there been a Dr or nurse in our car to dress our wounds 

or do any thing for us. 

The next morning we rolled into Knoxville about eight and taken to the Holston 

Hospital just across the river from Knoxville.  We had hardly been put to bed till we 

began to yell for something to eat, but it was after ten before we got any thing.  Only a 

glass of egg nog, but the Drs had been busy looking at the sick one.  Giving them 
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attention first.  It was about noon when a Dr got to me.  He said well little one where are 

you wounded.  I told him and pulling down the sheet that was thrown over me, he looked 

at my leg and asked me when it was dressed last.  I told him Friday morning.  What, he 

said, you don’t mean to say that none of the nurses or Drs came to see you on he way.  I 

told him I did not think there was any with the train.  He said there was a Dr and Nurse 

for each car and they ought to be hung for not taking care of you.  He went to a nurse in 

that part of the ward, said something to him, then stoped to a sick man who had been 

there for some time. He talked to him for a few minutes till the nurse came with a bason 

of water and a bottle of something , that I found out afterwards was carbolic acid.  

Pouring some in the Basin, he commenced to bathe my leg, sponging and working for 

about half an hour.  Growling cuss words most of the time.  When he got through he said, 

Do you know what I have been doing little one?  I said you have been dressing my leg I 

guess.  He said well I have been getting ready to dress it, I have taken more than a 

tablespoon of maggots out of the wounds.  You must keep still for awhile till them holes 

begin to heal up or you might not get through.  The Artie in one place is almost bare and 

if the wound should slough off there, it might break the artie, and there would be no 

chance for you.  For several days, he took special care of  me, dressing my leg three times 

a day for three or for days, but I got along nicely.  The sick man in the next bed to me, 

was pretty sick.  His name was Squires of 23rd Mich.  He had been wounded but that had 

to well or nearly so and he had taken a fever.  He was pretty sick and homesick too.  He 

kept a continued whine to go home and making himselfe worse right along.  I got worn 

out with him.  When he would start him, I would make fun of him, till I got him mad.  He 

said he would beat me to death when he got up.  He told the Dr what I had done and the 

Dr said he would attend to me if I did not let him alone.  When the Dr came to me, he was 

telling me in a very gruff voice to let that man alone, but stooping down, he said you keep 

him mad enough to want to thrash you all the time and he will get well.  Not too mad, but 

just enough to want to get up, to give you a lashing.  It will do more good than medicine 

an he need that from me.  When he was able to be up most of the day, we made friends 

and he told me he believed my tormenting him helpt him.  I was improving all the time 

too.  My wounds were healing nicely.  About the middle of Aug. there was a rumor that 
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they was going to furlow all that was able to travel.  I asked the Dr about it and he said 

that was the talk, but it would not be done till the first of Sept.  All right, I’ll be ready.  He 

said you can’t walk yet, and I’m afraid your wounds will not be healed enough.  Never 

mind, I said I can learn to walk ad my wounds are getting along all right.  Well we will 

see about it he replied.  I told the nurse to get me a pair of crutches, I was going to learn 

to walk.  The Dr would not let me have them till the next day.  About sun down hey 

brought the crutches, the nurse fixed a camp chair in front of the tent, helped me to get 

out and sit down.  I had hardly done that till things began to look black and my stomach 

felt like I would heave that chair and them crutches up through the top of my head.  I told 

he nurse in a very weak voice, I thought I had better go lay down or they would have to 

get a strecher and take me in.  The nurse got me back in bed, gave me a swallow of 

whiskey and I felt all right in a few minutes.  I told the nurse, by the way his name was 

John Fitzpatrick, and a nice little Irish man, not to tell the Dr I got sick.  But if he asked if 

I had been up, to tell him yes.  The next evening I tried it again with better success, as I 

sat in front about fifteen minutes and could have staid longer for I felt first rate.  The 

nurse would not let me.  Said I must not be too fast.  The next morning I walked out by 

my selfe and was up almost an hour.  Again in the evening, walking some distance up the 

road and back.  The next morning I went to the table for breakfast and from that on I ate 

at the table every meal.  The grub was fine.  You could have meat with your dryed apples 

and peaches or not as you wished.  If you wanted meat, you left the worms to float on top, 

if not you skimmed them off with your spoon.  The Bacon we could eat, if we did not get 

it too close to our nose and I watched to get the skippers off.  The tea and coffee savory 

but that was fine.  All you need do was ask which it was and they would tell you.  You 

could drink it for what they said or for any thing you wanted to call it and it would taste 

the same.  The end of Aug came and so did the furloughs.  

We crossed the Holston River to Knoxville and to the Depot.  

There we heard the news of John Morgan, the Great Reble 

Gen and Horse theif. 

Taking the train we started for Chattanooga.  When 

we got to Athens, we found Wheeler had been in ahead of us 
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and tore out about twelve mile of Rail Road.  There was no way to get over that gap.  

Frank Squires of the 23rd Mich, Clank Sumter.  I think belonged to Co H of the 123rd 

and my selfe had started together and proposed to stick together.  I was evening, so the 

first thing was to find a place to stay all night.  Sumter and I were on crutches and Squires 

was walking with a cane.  We saw a house in the edge of town and quite a little way from 

the R.R. with a large porch I front.  Squires said we would go over and sleep on that 

porch.  We started over there.  When we got there, we told the people what we wanted.  

They did not like the idea, but we made them understand it had to be done whether they 

liked it or not.  So we made our beds on the porch.  It was rather hard for men wounded 

as Sumter and I was.  But it was the best we could do, we slept fairly well, got up early in 

the morning, got something to eat and began to wonder how we were going to get to 

Chattanooga.  While we were trying to find a way, a man drove up the street in a two 

horse wagon.  I said boys let us press that team to take us over.  Without saying anything 

more, we started to head him off.  As he drove near where we were, we headed him off 

and Squires said hold on there, he stoped the team and we got in the wagon.  Squires then 

told him what we wanted.  You should have heard him roar.  He wasn't going to do any 

thing of the kind, not him.  If we did not get to the other side of the gap in the road till he 

took us.  We would be a long time getting over.  Nearly all the boys that had been on the 

train with us, had gone on the evening before, but there were three or four like us who 

had been afraid to try so long a walk down by the R.R.  When we got to them, we told 

them to get some boards off a fence for seats and climb in and ride.  The fellow swore 

they should not get in and we would have to get out.  Squires said Look here, you are 

going to take us over this place or we will pitch you out of the wagon and drive it our 

selves.  But if you want this team any more, you had better go to bring it back, for the 

team is going and they are going to haul us.  You had better say quick what you are going 

to do.  While Squires was talking the boys had got the boards and was in the wagon.  The 

fellow began to beg then, said he was going after wood, he was clear out.  Squires said he 

could get that when he came back for we had to go at once.  The fellow saw he could not 

get out of it, so we started in a very sulky mood.  But we were in too good humor at our 

success to let him sulk long and before we got half the twelve miles we had to go, he was 
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having as much fun as the rest of us.  Some of the boys had a little money and when we 

arrived at the station, where we could get on the cars again.  They made up a little over 

two dollars and gave it to him.  He almost went up.  He said we was the best fellows he 

ever saw.  We could let him think what he pleased.  We had made another connection 

with a train and felt pretty well, thank you.  We got out of the wagon and on the cars (Hog 

sleepers they were) and soon was speeding for Chatanooga again. 

When we arrived that evening only to find the road town 

up on the other side of Chattanooga in two or three places.  That 

was Friday evening.  Going to some barracks near the depot, the 

first man I saw was John Kirkpatrick, my hospital nurse.  He had got ahead of us and I 

did not know he was coming at all.  Sat. morning we went down to the depot and staid 

around all day, trying to get a train out.  But there was none that went out till late in the 

evening and we could not get on that.  We went back to the barracks and staid all night 

again.  Sunday morning we was out of any thing to eat and had no way to get any thing 

that we knew of till we got to Nashville.  Going to the Depot again, we found them 

making up a train for Nashville.  We got on a car with a lot of other fellows, but they run 

the car down a switch and left it.  We tried three or four other cars with the same results.  

So we concluded to wait till we was shure they were ready to go before we got on another 

car.  Watching close, we soon saw they had a train made up and ready to go and we 

started to get on.  Squires and Sumter got on and was trying to pull me on when a fellow 

ran up and jumped in the door in front of me and I had to let loose or get hurt.  The other 

boys were going to get off too but I told them to go on.  I would get along all right with 

Kirkpatrick.  So Kirk and I went back to the Depot to wait for another chance.  We lay 

around the Depot till late in the evening, when there was another train made up.  I tryed to 

get in two or three cars, but being on crutches I could not get around fast enough and the 

car would fill up before I could get in (like the sick man we read about in the Bible).  I 

could not get in and no one would help me.  Giving p the train, I found a car with only a 

few in it, seven or eight perhaps.  I called to a man standing close to the door to give me a 

lift for I wanted to go on that train.  Looking at me he replied, this car is for officers only.  

Well, I said there’s plenty of room for me.  You can lay me in one corner and I will stay 
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there.  You can’t get in here he said and turned away.  Just then someone back in the car 

asked what was the matter Lieut.  Oh there is a soldier wanting to get in here and I told 

him no.  The other man came to the door and looking down at me, he said, Do you want 

to go on this train little one?  I said Yes sir and I can’t get in the other cars.  He jumped 

out of the car door, took holt of me and laying my crutches in the car.  He said, lend a 

hand here Lieut, but he turned away.  Another one came and helped to get me in.  As the 

officer, that had got of the car, climbed in I saw that he was a Major and the one that 

helped him was a captain.  The Major turned to the Lieutenant and said if you don't want 

to ride with a private, you had better wait for the next train.  I don’t think you are a good 

enough soldier to ride in the same car with a wounded private any how.  I thought it 

sounded like my own Maj. Robbins would have went for him.  Only perhaps not quite as 

strong as Maj Robbins would have made it.  The Maj. helped me back to the end of the 

car.  Twas only a freight car for cattle and hogs, soldiers and other animals.  He took my 

knapsack, got my tent and poncho out of it and fixed me a place to lay down.  You may 

think it was a poor bed, but it beat nothing.  About the time I got fixed, the train pulled 

out for Nashville. 

Being very tired, I soon went to sleep and never woke till the next dy light.  As I 

opened my eyes, I saw the Maj. standing looking at me.  He said Well little one how do 

you feel?  I said first class.  He told me we were at Wartrace and asked it I did not want 

something to eat.  I told him I might eat a little as I had not eaten any thing since the 

morning before.  He went out and got some hard tack, some bacon and some coffee.  We 

made a pretty good meal.  Some was left so he told me to save it for after while.  He 

talked to me sometime, asked me what Regt I belonged to.  When I told him he 123rd 

Ind.  One of Hovey’s Babies he said.  Oh my boy you should be proud to say you 

belonged to that Division.  I have seen you more than once.  You made a record at 

Resacca, that any soldier should be proud of if he had never been in another fight.  Well 

we poked along all that day and night and got to Nashville just as day was breaking.  The 

Maj. took me down the street a piece and told me where the soldiers home was, said good 

bye and good luck to you.  I thanked him warmly for the interest he had taken in me and 

the kindness he had shown me.  I have always been sorry I did not get his name and Regt. 



50  Personal Memoirs of Moses Aaron Sisco 

Following the direction he gave me, it was not long untill I arrived at eh soldiers 

home.  The first man I saw was Frank Squires and I was glad to see him too.  After a hand 

shake and a few words he said, they have just sent our names in for Transportation.  I will 

go and get your name in so you can go with us.  He came back in a few minutes and said 

it was all right.  He said we would have to hurry and get our breakfast  or we would miss 

the train.  We had only left the table and some had not left it yet, when they came and told 

us the ambulance was waiting for us.  It was not long untill we safe aboard the sleeping 

cars (the Hog sleepers) and we steamed away for Louisville.  There we arrived the next 

morning about day light.  We were taken across the Ohio River to Jeffersonville, got 

some thing to eat. 

Then went to the Depot to wait for a train.  We left Jeffersonville about noon for 

Indiapolis and wonder of wonders on passenger coaches with seats on them.  This was the 

first passenger cars, I had seen since I left Indiana, almost six months before.  We sat in 

the seats and rode like other folks.  We arrived at Indianapolis just in time to miss our 

train.  The train Squires wanted to take left about four o’clock.  The train for Cincinnatti 

left at four forty.  Sumter and I wanted to go on that train to Greensburg.  We saw the last 

car go out of the Depot as we got off our train from Jeff.  That was the old Depot with 

five tracks running through it and big doors at either end for each track.  That was closed 

at Eleven o’clock P.M and no one was allowed in there after that time till three A.M.  We 

went in the waiting room and staid there till about nine.  We then went out, layed down 

on the platform between the office rooms and the tracks.  We had not been there long 

when the Depot police came and told us we could not stay there.  We would have to go to 

a Hotel or the Soldiers home.  We told him we had no money for the hotel fare, did not 

know where the soldiers home was, and could not walk there if it was far in the dark.  We 

wanted to get the early trains.  Telling him where we was going.  Squires would get out at 

three thirty and Sumter and I would get out at four twenty.  He said as we were on 

crutches and could not get around well, if we would lay down and keep quiet we might 

stay.  He would wake us up in time for the trains.  Of course, we promiced and we layed 

down and went to sleep.  It seemed to me it was only a few minutes, when he called us for 
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our trains.  There was some had shaking and good wishes exchanged between Squires and 

us as he was getting on the train.  Sumter and I had almost an hour to wait after he left. 
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FURLOUGH IN GREENSBURG 
 

Every thing has an end and we were on our way in good 

time, but the nearer that train got to Greensburg the slower it ran 

or it seemed to.  Think of a boy only 18 years old, going through 

the hardships and dangers of a soldiers life, in that great struggle, 

the fiercest and bloodest known up to that time, getting nearer to home and loved ones.  

With every turn of the wheels of the cars, the long trip of eight days, with the trials and 

hardships attending it and you may have some idea of how slow the cars were going.  We 

arrived at Greensburg a little after six A.M.  Getting off the train, I started for home as 

fast as I could get them crutches to move.  I had gone only a short distance, a half a square 

perhaps, when I met one of our nieghbors Mr. Pemberton.  He shook hands with me and 

said the folks don’t know you are coming do they.  I said I guessed not as I had not 

written them anything about it for fear that I would not get to come and they would be 

disapointed.  He turned around, started on a run, saying I will go and tell them.  He went 

so quick that my Father met me by the time I got half way home with outstretched hand 

and a glad smile.  Taking my knap sack I had on my back to carry, we were soon at home.  

Breakfast on the table, bisquit, Oh yes, Did I eat any well, yes I think I did.  As soon as 

we were through breakfast, they wanted to know what I wanted for Dinner.  They seemed 

to want to kill the Prodigal, the calf had returned.  I was worn out, and wanted rest worse 

than any thing else, but it looked like every body had to see me that day or I would get 

away.  Especilly the boys I had always run with at home, that had not gone to war.  As a 

matter of course, I had to take time to go see the Girl I left behind me before noon.  I 

spent the evening with here. 

For several days, I put in my time running around town, but not very fast , as my 

crutches were very clumsy.  Looking more like a large pitch fork handle than they did like 

something to assist locomotion.  I never seemed to be in much of a hurry and visiting 

friends and relatives.  At the expiration of my time or in fact three days before my 

furlough was out, I started to return to Knoxville Tenn, but found I could report at 

Indianapolis and get another furlough for twenty-five days, which I did.  Returning home 
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again in a couple of days.  When I got back to Greensburg again and on my way home 

from the Depot.  I met a man I had known for several years.  Hampton Jones was his 

name., stoping me we talked a short time.  When you get another furlough, did you?  I 

said I had for a long time this time, he asked.  I told him twenty-five days.  He said he 

would like to see it.  I said I did not care to get it out of my pocket then and I wanted to 

get home and take a rest.  He wanted to get it out himselfe, but I aid, no you’ll not do 

anything of the kind.  He said he was arresting all soldiers.  And them that had no 

furloughs he took to Indianapolis and got twenty dollars for them, but them that had theirs 

papers all right, he let them go.  When he got through telling to me of the contempable 

and disprsable business he was in.  I was as mad all the way through as it was possible to 

get.  Oh thats your game is it.  You low down compentable prep.  I have shot better man 

than you that shot me, for he was doing what he thought was his right.  But you, you 

cowardly dog, you would arrest a man that stood between your poor miserable, shrunken, 

cowardly sole.  See my furlough, no sir, you should not see it Sir.  If I had to tear it up, 

chew it and swallow it, putting the crutch from under my right to my left.  I put my hand 

behind me, drew a six shot colt I had.  Get you dog or you will never see another soldier, 

for no soldier will ever go to the lace I will send you.  As the worst of them will never be 

condemed to as low a place in H---- as will have to be prepared for such as you.  If you 

ever so much as look at me on the street and I see you, I will shoot you as I would any 

other mangy cur that would bark at my heels.. Go or this will go off and remember what I 

have said.  I will say here, he never came near me again, but I was told several times what 

he was going to do.  But I guess he did not get time to attend to my case. 

My oldest sister and I went to Indianapolis to the State fair one day a short time I 

got my furlough the 12th of Oct, I guess it was.  Had a nice time while there.  As we we 

going home on the train, there was several soldiers int eh car we were in.  Among them, 

Dyer Hockersmith of Greensburg.  I think he belonged to the 7th Ind.  My sister and I sat 

in the front seat.  Dyer sat just behind me.  We were talking and having a good time.  As 

we had not met for a good while.  Hearing some loud talk in the rear of the car, we looked 

to see what was going on.  There was three men in the asile.  Two of them had hold of the 

other one.  All of them seemed to be under the influence of liquor.  But the one the others 
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had hold of seemed to be the drunkest, as he was doing all the talking and making the 

most noise.  He was abusing some soldiers, calling them all kinds of names.  Everyone 

that remembers any thing about the champain of 69 between Lincoln and McCullen 

knows there was a great deal of such talk in Indiana and considerable activity in the 

efforts to aid the Rebbles, but this was history.  I watched the three men, coming through 

the car.  They stoped at every soldier with abuse.  There was only one who said any thing 

back.  When the two that had done the talking, made him understand, they would have no 

back talk.  While I had my crutches, I was dressed in citizens clothes and they would not 

think I was a soldier.  But they were not passing any suspisious characters and I was to 

come in for my share.  Stoping in front of me, the talking machine bent down in my face 

and said, here is another g--- d---- Lincoln hireling, that ought to have a collar on his 

neck.  I  did not say any thing.  He then bent over me and hallowed Hurah for little 

McJeff Davis and the Southern confederacy.  Getting on my feet as quick as I could with 

the crutch under my left arm, I pulled a revolver from my pocket and put it in his face, 

almost touching him.  I pulled the trigger but Dyer Hockensmith was too quick for me, 

and caught my arm.  Pulling it up as I pulled the trigger, the ball went over the fellows 

head through the car roof.  Dyer pulled my arm back, I tried to get the gun back.  I begged 

him to let me loose but he twisted my arm till I had to let loose of the pistol.  By the time 

he got the pistol, the fellows had pulled themselves together and turned toward me again.  

Reaching down I got my other crutch that was leaning against the seat, bringing it up with 

a swing.  I brought it down on his head, knocking him to his knees.  Raising the crutch 

again, one of the men opened the car door and the other one said to me don't hit him any 

more.  They started to take him out.  Just as they started through the door, I struck him 

again in the back of the head, knocking him across the platform of the cars.  His head 

struck the door of the car head, knocking it open.  By that time Hockensmith got holt of 

me, and shut the car door.  I was all done so quick, the people in the car did not see what 

was going on till it was over with.  I gave Hockensmith, a good talking, well he knew 

what I said to him.  I never found out just how bad the fellow was hurt, but they said he 

bled like a stuck Hog from both places, where I had hit him. 
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When the twenty-five day furlough was out, I reported at Indianapolis again and 

was given one for fifteen days.  All the time I was getting better, was walking with one 

crutch, could get my foot to the ground and bare some weight on it.  At the end of fifteen 

days, I reported and was sent to Dr Newcomer for examination.  He gave me a thirty day 

forlough, told me to report to him when that was out.  He would have papers ready to 

assign me to the Invalid corps.  I told him I would not go in that.  I was going back to my 

Regt.  He said I would never be fit for service again, that he would discharge me if he 

could.  But he would have to get  a special order for that.  I bade the Dr good day and left 

his office with my mind made up not to go back there. 

Going home with the idea of enjoying myselfe for a time and then going back to 

the 123rd to stay till the close of the War.  I had been home but a few days.  When going 

down town one morning, I met Major Cumback (or Bill Cumback as everybody in 

Greensburg called him).  Stoping he asked me how I was getting along.  I told him I was 

about well, I thought.  I could get around with a cane.  He then asked me if I wanted 

Second Lieut. Commission in A Color Co.  If I did he would get one for me in 48 hours.  

I said no I did not care to run with niggers.  I would go back to 123rd and serve my time 

out as a private.  He said there are a good many accepting commissions in Colord Co.  Let 

them have them I said, I don’t want them.  He told me I was very foolish and left me.  I 

did not think he was right then but I did afterwards. 
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BACK TO THE WAR 
 

 The time soon came when I was to start back to my Regt.  I fixed 

the 26th day of Dec as the day I would start.  I gave my friends a fairwell 

visit.  I was ready to start on time.  The morning of the 26th Dec 1864 was 

a bright pleasant morning, warm for a winter day.  Biding good by to my 

folks and my sweetheart, I left Greensburg on the 9 o clock train for 

Indianapolis, arriving there about 10 30.  Instead of going to Dr Newcomers office, I went 

to the transportation officer Co. Simonson.  I was still walking with a cane.  Leaving my 

cane in the hall, I steped into his office and handed him my furlough and told him I 

wanted transportation to my Regt.  He looked at my paper and said you have six days 

time yet.  I said yes, I want to get there by the time it is out.  He told me to go to the 

soldiers home and my transportation would be sent there.  I knocked around town till 

about dark and started for the home.  I was where the military Park is now.  The first 

thing I done was to go to the well for a drink.  As I came up to the well, there was several 

men getting water, but it was so dark I could not tell who any of them were.  I was 

waiting my turn, as were the others, when one of them said, give me that cup now its my 

turn and with great surprise I recognized the voice of Frank Squires of 123rd Mich.  

Hallow Frank I said, not stoping to take the drink, he was pumping.  He turned, grabed 

my hand and exclaimed hallow 123rd.  How’s the little one any how.  We both forgot for 

a time the drink we wanted in our delight at meeting each other again.  But we took a 

drink and went up to the barracks and the first person we met in there was Clark Sumter.  

There after almost 4 months seperation and never expecting to meet again, we all got to 

the same place on the same evening.  We spent almost the whole of that night telling each 

other, where we had been, and what we had done during the time.  About 4 in the 

morning my name with Sumters and several others were called for transportation, but 

Squires name was not called.  I never saw him again afterward.  An officer marched the 

squad up to the transportation office on the corner of West and New York.  There we 

heard our names called Regt and Co and where the Regt was at that time.  When they 

came to me, they called Moses A Sisco, Co A 123rd Regt Ind Vol.  Savana GA by way of 
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New York.  Right then I should have kept my mouth shut and I could have had a long 

Ocean trip and saw more of the country.  But no I had to bark out and say my Regt is at 

Columbia Tenn.  The officer looked at the list again and said you are right my boy.  I was 

sent with a squad to the Depot to take a train for Louisville.  We arrived that morning.  

We were taken to what was called No 1 Barracks on the north east corner of main street 

and 7th.  There we were to wait for another transportation.  At noon we were taken across 

the street to an old tabacco warehouse on the southwest corner for dinner, marching 

between two files of guards.  After we ate our dinner and went back, I did not think I 

could go out, but going down to the door.  I said I was going out and should be back for 

supper.  But not any, no sir, no one go out.  Soldiers did not go out there till they were 

taken out.  I went up the stairs, saw the officer in charge, showed my paper, told him I 

wanted to go out, but it was no go.  When I found they did not reconize any thing but 

their will.  I said all right, I’ll go out tonight any way.  He said all right if you can get out, 

but I don’t think you can get out.  I knew he was not aquanted with me.  So I bided my 

time.  That evening we went over to supper I made up my mind.  I would stay out awhile.  

I had made friends with a fellow in the Squad I was with.  I told him I was going out and 

if he wanted to go along to get 3 or 4 men behind me in the line Watch me and the guard 

and do what he saw me do.  Going back, I watched my chance to get through the guards.  

As there was a good many soldiers outside, watching us go over.  It was not so hard to 

dodge the guard.  Seeing a chance when several of the guard turned their backs to each 

other, I steped through, walked up to the lamp post on the corner and leaned against it.  

My partner doing the same without attracting any attention of any but a few on the 

outside the line.  We stood leaning against the post till the last man had gone in.  I asked 

one of the guard if a John Jenkins of the 103rd Ohio was in there.  He said he did not 

think there was any one from the 103rd at all.  Well I said to my partner, I guess he is not 

here.  We had better go back and started up the main street whistling.  We had a lot of fun 

running around, went to the theater, got back to the barracks about midnight.  When we 

started in the guard would not let us pass.  I told him to call the Capt. who was soon 

down, looking at me, he said.  How did you get out there and I told him we went after 
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supper to the theater.  Well he said, you come in I will see that you don't get out again till 

you leave for your Regt.  We went in, went to bed, and slept till morning. 

As we were getting ready for breakfast in the morning, I asked the Capt. when he 

thought we would get our transportation.  He said he expected it in the afternoon 

sometime.  All right, I said, I will be back by noon.  Where are you going he said.  Down 

town I told him.  If you get out of here this morning, you will be smarter than I think you 

are.  You had better go over and watch me I said.  My pard and I fell in line and marched 

over to breakfast, but instead of stoping at a table to eat, we snatched a cup of coffee at 

the first table we came to, a piece of bread and meat at the next, eating as we walked 

down the like of tables.  When we got to the end table, there was a door going into a 

small yard with a high board fence next to the street.  The other sides of the encloser was 

the walls of the buildings, west and south of the cook house, as it was called.  We had got 

in the yard without being noticed.  In the confussion of getting the men seated at the 

tables, the guards seating them close to fill the tables.  The tables were in double rows 

with guards at the outside of the two rows.  We went down between the tables where 

there was no guard.  We knew we would only have a minute or two to get out of there.  

Going to the fence, I pressed against the boards near the bottom and soon found one that 

was loose on one side.  I soon pressed the other side off, pushing the boards out, I steped 

out into the street.  Holding the board till my partner got through, letting the board go 

back, walking down the street to the corner, we turned up market street and was safe till 

we were ready to go back.  We went down to the river and watched the roasters loading 

and unloading boats.  We enjoyed our selves till time to go back for dinner.  We got back 

in the cook house the same way we got out.  We ate our dinner and marched back with 

the crowd.  The Capt was standing at the top of the stairs as I came up.  Reaching out, he 

took my arm and said where have you been.  Over to dinner, where do you suppose, I 

said, yes and breakfast too.  He said but where were you between meals.  How did you get 

out.  Can’t tell you how we got out, Capt.  I might want to go out my selfe again, if we 

don’t get away this evening.  We were down by the river all morning, anything else you 

want to know.  No, only you are about the worst we ever had here and I hope you will get 

away before supper. 
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The Capt got his wish for me.  In a few minutes we were called for transportation.  

At three o clock we were starting for Nashville.  We arrived there late the next afternoon.  

They marched us to the Zollicoffer Hotel, an unfinished building that Reble Gen 

Zellicoffer had started.  He got it all done but the inside plastering and wood work, when 

he was killed at the Battle of Wild Cat Ky.  The hotel had 365 rooms, the said.  I never 

counted them.  My pard and I were taken to the fifth floor.  I reconized the fact that I was 

cooped up for once.  Five stories up and every stairway guarded by men who choose duty 

in the rear instead of the front.  The meanest men in the army.  They would do all kinds of 

meanness to soldiers passing through Nashville, going to the front or home on furlough.  

Even going so far as shooting at and sometimes wounding men.  Just for something a 

soldier that was a soldier would have thought nothing of.  Had any one attempted to go by 

one of these guards at the stairways, he would have been bayonnetted without the least 

hesitation by them.  We just put our things in a room and started out to view the situation.  

Walking down a narrow hall I saw a man standing in a door.  I ask him what kind of place 

this was.  The worst you ever got into he said, if one of them guards sees you walking so 

far away from your room, he will make you go back.  We turned around without a word 

and went back.  When we got to the room we had been in, I said to the other fellows in 

there.  Boys we have to stay right here, can’t walk around in the halls, they tell me.  As a 

matter of course some pretty strong language was used, but that did not help matters any.  

We were in the last room down that hall.  I thought I would go look out the window to 

pass the time, but as I got to the window, a man in the room across the hall from us said, 

don’t look out there.  Why I said.  You may get shot, he said, them guards down there 

will shoot at you if they see you.  Not for looking out the window I replied.  Yes, they 

don’t allow you to go around inside to look out the windows or any thing else if they can 

keep you from it.  I was somewhat credulous and thought I would try and see for myselfe.  

Walking to the window, I bent over and looked down the side of the building.  I saw a 

guard waking back and forth, watching him for a short time.  Looking up he saw me, 

raising his gun he pointed it at me.  Thinking he might be fool enough to shoot, I jerked 

my head in just as he pulled the trigger.  Two seconds more, it would have been too late.  

I had not got entirely straight when a ball struck the linette of the window above my head.  
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I was really surprised, for I did not think he would shoot.  

My surprise did not last long when my mad came up.  My 

pard was behind me, had been looking over me as I bent out 

the window.  He said what do you think of that.  I told him I 

thought I would fix that fellow.  Steping tot he opening for 

the door, I picked out a half brick.  Going to the window, I watched for some time, trying 

to gage the distance and the time it would take for that brick to get down there.  When I 

thought I had got it right, I let that brick go, I watched as it went down.  All the time the 

guard was getting nearer the line of the falling brick.  As he steped under, the brick struck 

him at a glancing blow on the side of the head.  Knocking him down, as he fell, I dodged 

back, went into the room and commenced talking to the fellows in there.  In a short time, 

an officer came up, trying to find out who threw the brick at one of the guards.  He asked 

if anyone in there had seen any person throw it out of the window.  As no one but my 

pard and I knew about it, they could all say no, while we kept still.  One of the boys asked 

if the fellow was hurt much.  He said, yes it cut a gash down one side of his head and 

knocked him senseless.  I they found the fellow that done it, it would go hard with him.  

My pard and I kept our mouths shut and let the others do the talking.  Not being able to 

find out anything there, the officer went some place else to find the man, that threw the 

brick.  If he was ever found, I did not hear of it. 

The next morning we were called up early for breakfast, told to pack our things 

and take them down the stairs with us.  We were to be sent on to Our Regts.  That was 

good news to me for I wanted out of that place.  After eating we were taken out, about 25 

of us, guards placed over us, in charge of a Lieut. to take us to the Depot.  They started at 

a brisk walk.  It was not long before it began to tell on me.  Try as I would, I was getting 

behind when one of the guards said you will have to step it up there.  I told him I was 

doing the best I could.  He said I would have to better for I had to keep up.  We got into it 

right there, him trying to make me go and I would not make it.  We had droped some 

distance behind when the Lieut looked back and saw us.  Coming back he said what's the 

matter here, the guard told his side.  When he got through, I said Lieut I have been 

wounded and have to walk with a cane as you see.  I am getting to my Regt but I can’t 
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walk as fast as you men do.  You will have to walk slower or leave me to come my selfe.  

He said he would do neither.  I would have to keep up.  I tried to reason with him, but 

there was no reason in him.  He told the guard to punch me with his bayonette.  As the 

guard steped back to bring his gun down, I steped to one side, pulled my pistol.  Saying 

Lieut if that man moves I will kill you.  The balance of the guard and men were most a 

half block away.  I saw he was going to call to them.  I said don’t say a word.  I had my 

pistol cocked  and pointed at his head.  He tryed to bluster, telling me how the guard 

would come back and fill me full of lead.  I said look here Lieut if that guard stops and 

you don’t tell them to go on, yo will never see them start in this direction.  Now, I said, 

we will go on, yo two may walk in front, but not too fast.  It was a piece of high handed 

work.  I never would have attempted with men that I knew had been tryed, but I thought 

that these men who would stay there and do duty of that kind form choice did not have 

much sand.  They would do most any way when the other had the drop, I did not miss it.  

Taking a gate, I thought I wold stand, I told them to go on.  We were not more than 3 

blocks from the Depot when the trouble came up.  I could have been there much sooner 

than we were, had they walked slower or left me to come myselfe, but we did get there all 

right.  I first thought the Lieut might arrest me after we got to the Depot where the 

balance of the guard was and take me back with them.  But on second thought, I saw it 

would place him where he would be ridaculed and made fun of by his men.  The guard 

being of same boat with him would keep still.  After I got on the car, I said good bye 

Lieut to you.  One of the guards was placed at the door of each car to keep us in all the 

way down. 

As far as the train went, which was some six or seven miles from where my Regt 

lay on the North side of Duck river, near Colombia Tenn.  There we were unloaded and 

told to go over to our Regt.  I never could understand why they kept us so close till we got 

almost to the end of the Journey and then turn us loose.  The pard I had all the way down 

did not have Nashville with me and I was going it alone. 

Starting down the road, in the direction pointed out.  I was soon shortening the 

distance between me and my Regt.  Sometime afternoon I came to the first camp of 

troops.  I enquired for the 123rd Ind for more than an hour.  I walked past camping Regt 
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enquiring.  I asked some men camped at the foot of a hill.  They did not know.  Seeing a 

Regt just at the top of the hill, I went up and poked my head in at the rear of an officers 

tent.  I asked if any one could tell me where the 123rd Ind laid.  An officer turned and 

said hallow Mose, how do you do.  It was Lieut Burk of Co H.  After talking to him a 

little while, letting him know of the folks at home.  I had known him and his folks all my 

life.  I started up the line for Co A.  Nearly every man in the Regt knew me and it took 

some time for me to go from Co H to A, counting the stops.  When I got to my Co, I went 

to Capt. Westons tent, the first place and before any of the boys noticed me.  I had come 

around to the rear of the Co.  The first thing Capt. said to me. what are you doing here.  

You have been reported as unfit for active service.  I told him I had come back to see the 

boys and wasn't going in the Quinine Corps.  After talking to him for awhile, I went down 

into the Co.  I had only went a short distance when the boys all came to greet me.  I found 

my old pard, Brum Turner back and looking well.  I had not seen him since the 22nd 

June.  He and Serg Greyson were messing together and took me in with them.  The troops 

had orders to be ready to move the next morning and there was considerable bustle about 

all the camps.  When we had breakfasted the next morning, I was ordered to report to the 

wagon master, which I done and he gave me the Brigad Headquarters ambulance to drive.  

Col McQuistion was commanding the Brig. again.  The wagon masters name was Wood.  

When he turned the ambulance over to me, he did not give me any Forage Bucket Brush 

or comb to feed or clean the team  But said he would get them for me the next morning.  

We were soon on the move.  As I was in the rear of the Brig, I kept in sight of the Regt 

most of the time.  We crossed the Duck river and marched down the main street of 

Columbia.  To where, well it was no business of the small fry to know any thing.  The fry 

didn't care but went when and where they were told.  We passed through the town of Mt 

Pleasant that afternoon.  A small but pretty place.  Soon after passing this place, we 

entered a forest streching for miles with very few habitations.  I don’t remember being but 

one house after starting in the woods until we came to a small village the next afternoon 

near a stream call Buffalo river.  A stream that was a deal smaller then it name.  It had 

been warm and bright from the time I got to the Regt till about noon on this day when it 

began to rain.  I had been riding in my shirt sleeves most of the time, but soon after it 
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began to rain, I put on my coat.  It was getting pretty cool when we went through this 

little lace and by night I had a blanket wrapt around me.  We marched some time after 

night before going into camp.  A good many of the men fell out, being too worn out to 

keep up.  All of Co A boys, I saw, I let them put their knapsacks in my ambulance, as a 

matter of course.  Greyson and Turner things were hauled all the time with mine.  When 

we went into camp, twas in the woods, raining, cold and dark.  Co Mc came and told me 

he would have to sleep in the ambulance that night as the Headquarters wagon wasn't 

likely to get up.  Well, officers say, privates obey was a military motto.  I slept in the tent 

with Greyson and Turner.  We were on the go again early next morning.  It was not 

raining but cloudy and cold.  I kept wraped up all day, and was none too warm.  That 

evening, we came to the town of Waynesboro.  We went into camp close to an old 

disused Blast Furnace.  We slept the sleep of the just and the tired. 

  But the next morning as I peeped out of my good warm ambulance to see if there 

was any one up about Head quarters that might see Greyson and Turner get out.  I was not 

allowed to let any one in there at any time without a permit.  I was making them get out 

before someone saw them and reported it.  There was no one up yet.  Telling the boys to 

look out, we could see acres of tents covered with snow, looking like snow waves on a 

sea of waste land.  Twas a pretty sight.  As we were just high enough up to see for some 

distance.  Not a sole to see, only the lights and shadows from tent to tent.  While looking, 

the sound of a Bugle near us, told us we had better be doing something.  The boys skiped 

out and went to the Co.  I went to feeding and currying my team.  The wagon master had 

not given me a comb, Brush or Bucket yet.  I had to borrow which made me get up early 

and get done before the other fellow got ready to use them.  By the time day had broke, 

we were ready to go again, it was almost clear at sunrise.  By noon, it was getting warm, 

snow all gone.  That evening we arrived at Clifton on the Tennesse river.  Col 

McQuistion Headquarters was near an old cotton gin shed.  I established headquarters for 

myselfe and team in that.  Going to the wagon master again, I told him I wanted a bucket, 

comb and Brush.  I was getting tired of borrowing.  It was his business to get them for 

me.  He had better do it.  He said look here, why don’t you steal them if you want them so 

bad.  About midnight you might have seen a boy about my size, sneaking around the 
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wagon masters horse, where he had him tied near his tent, under a tree.  The next morning 

when I got up, I had a bucket, comb and brush and soon was attending to my team.  

Whistling a merry tune to the music of the comb and brush as I raked them over the 

horses.  But I was looking for a storm and it came in the shape of the wagon master, 

Wood.  Coming in the shed while I was watering on of the horses.  He said that’s my 

bucket, you have there.  Seeing the comb and Brush on a stringer in front of me, he said 

that’s my comb and brush too.  I guess not, they belong to me.  As a matter of course, we 

could not reconsile our different  opinions and we got in a fuss.  He was going to slap me 

clear out of the state and I was going to help by wearing the bucket out over his head.  He 

said they were his.  I said they were mine.  At last he asked where I got them  I told him 

where he told me to.  I had stole them and as I had obeyed him, they were mine.  You 

stole them from me, he said.  Yes I did, it was your place to furnish them to me and I was 

not going to take them from someone who had nothing to do with it.  I stole them as you 

told me to.  They were yours, they are mine now.  I am going to keep them or wear them 

out on you.  Big words for a boy talking to a man big enough to eat him.  Roar, well I 

guess you could have heard him a quarter of a mile.  He started for me with blood in his 

eye.  I can’t say just what the outcome would have been, but I think I would have 

whacked him with the bucket, got a good spanking and it would have got the things and 

gone off in tryumph and I would have stood up to eat for a few days.  But as luck would 

always come in my direction at the right time.  Adjutent Hitt came out of his tent.  He 

said hold there what’s the matter.  Wood told him I had stole his things.  Hitt asked me if 

I had.  Instead of answering direct, I told my side of the case.  When I got through, Hitt 

said to Wood, I guess you had better get you some others.  He done what you told him to, 

Stole them and went to the right place to get them too.  To say Wood was mad would 

express it too mild.  He was crazy mad, made all kinds of threats of what he would do for 

me.  Hitt told him if he bothered me in the least, he would suffer for it.  That evening I 

was sent back to the Co.  There had been a change of plans at army headquarters. 

All our teams were turned over and we were to take transports for a point different 

to our first order, but where.  The next day we were marched down to the River (Tenn.) 

and went aboard the transport Farrascasa.  A twin boat, the morning Star was loaded at 
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the same time.  That evening we were on our way down the river.  

Next morning we passed Fort Henry.  The capture of which, in 

winter of 62 was the beginning of the Battle of Fort Donaldson and 

the capture of the same with more than 15,000 Rebs on the 

Cumberland river.  We looked as long as we could see any part of 

the Fort, and untill a bend in the river his the trees around it from view.  Some hours 

afterwards we stoped at Paduka Ky at the mouth of the Tennesee where it empties into 

the Ohio.  There was a rivalry between the two boats, as to which was the fastest.  There 

seemed to be a prearranged plan to test the matter going up the Ohio.  The Morning Star 

got the start of us on leaving Paduka and kept out of sight most of the time till we got to 

Evensville, Ind. where we ran up to the warf as she pulled out.  We only stoped for a few 

minutes.  When we ran up above the town to some coal barges to coal.  Time was what 

the Capt of the boat wanted to save.  So instead of stoping to coal he lashed the Barge to 

the side of the boat and pulled out.  Our boys helped the boat hands to unload the coal and 

made a short job of it.  The barge was then cut loose and allowed to float down the river.  

From then on, the boys were much interested in our boat beating.  After leaving 

Evansville, we found a great deal of floating ice.  The farther up the river we went, the 

more ice we found.  The boat did not slack speed on that account, but made every effort 

possible to increase it.  The boys on our boat gave their bacon, at least some of it, to 

increase the heat under the boiler.  I saw a barrell of lard oil thrown in the furnaces, 

Bucket full at a time.  As we neared Louisville, perhaps 8 or 10 mile below, the boats 

were running side by side.  The excitement at high pitch.  The boys yelling.  Some acting 

like they were trying to punch the boat ahead.  The Capt swearing at us, to keep in the 

middle of the boat, not run to the side for that would slack his speed.  We gradually 

forged ahead, but twas nip and tuck for some time.  We ran in at Louisville only a few 

boat lengths ahead. 

Disembarking we marched for some distance to get above the falls.  We had not 

gone verry far when Lieut Burke of Co H gave me his sword and told me to take charge.  

He went away.  In a few minutes after he left, his Bro. John came up and asked me where 

that drunken Bro of his was.  I told him to go down the street, he would find him in some 
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saloon.  I marched Co H to where we  was going and on the Boat that was waiting for us.  

Name was the Little Wren.  I gave Burk’s sword to one of his Sergt. and told him to keep 

it till Burk came back.  When we left Louisville, there was not half the officers with the 

Regt and a great many of the privates were missing.  They having taken French leave.  

We were so near home, they could not go past and not stop.  At Cincinnatti there was 

more that left.  We took the cars from there going east, when we go to Columbus, Ohio.  

Some few more went back from there.  We crossed the Ohio River at Bellair landing on 

Virginia soil at Benwood.  The only officers present with the Regt was Capt. Weston of 

Co A and Lieut Wagner of Co F.  Capt. Weston assumed command of the Regt. and was 

still in command when we arrived at Washington.  I think we meet Capt Day of Co K. 

when we got to Washington or he came a short time after we did.  As I remember Capt 

Weston wanting to turn over the command to him, as a senior officer.  But Capt Day 

would not receive the command.  Capt Weston marched the Regt to Camp across the 

River to a camp known as Camp Stoneman. 

When we got off the cars in Washington, we were dirty after our long ride in Hog 

sleepers.  We had neither fire or straw in the cars, all that long ride of 3 days and nights.  I 

think from the time we had left Cincinnatti.  We were a forln looking lot of men.  

Looking little like the well fed - well clothed and groomed soldiers around there.  They 

thought and said we were a lot of dirty rag muffins, a disgrace to the army and did not 

have any fight in them.  Well when some of our boys got through with them, they found 

they could use their fists, if he would not fight.  We were quarted in tents, having great 

heaps burning between the rows to help keep warm. 

While here I recieved the first pay I had ever recieved from the government, for 

Nov 17 - 63 up to that time in Jan 65.  We staid here about 3 weeks, had lots of fun.  I 

was over in the City a couple of time, taking in the sights.  About the 10th or 12th of Feb, 

we were marched over to the city, loaded on cars and taken over the Long Bridge across 

the Potomac River to Alexandria Va.  After getting off the cars we were marched to the 

soldiers home for some thing to eat.  While we were marching I saw an old friend from 

Greensburg.  I did not know he was in the army.  Allen Withrow, he had found out some 

way that the 123rd was there and he was looking for me.  He went with us to the soldiers 
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home.  We were marched in around the tables on which was a dish of Bean soup that had 

been cooked with spoiled Bacon.  Bread that was sour.  Coffee, well maybe.  Now we had 

been living pretty well, while we had been in that country and did not care to go back to 

Georgia campain.  Grub quite so sudden.  The boys took a look, the most of them turned 

the soup and coffee on the table, threw the bread at each other.  I marched out.  We were 

marched down to the river and loaded on a steam ship, for where we did not know.  The 

next day we were steaming down in Chespeake Bay.  We passed Fortess Monroe, Norfolk 

and out Hampton Roads into the sea or Gulf Stream.  We could not stop looking at the 

broad expanse of the water, noting the ships, both steam and sail.  All something new and 

grand that had not been in the expectations of any of us.  As we steamed farther and 

farther out in the ocean, we lost both the outline of objects.  We could no longer 

distinguish houses or trees until the land was only a dim line on the bosum of the water, 

then disappearing entirely.  Nothing, then but water, water with a ship now and then to 

draw attention.  Or watching the sportive porpoise, as they pluged through the water, one 

after another or more above the water, now down being hid from sight entirely, like a 

flock of sheep going over a log.  The second day out we saw the bowary of a ship, what at 

first seemed like a mist or a cloud, but watching closely, it appeared to be land.  Some of 

the boys said it was an island and some the main land.  I knew it could not be the main 

land for we had been steaming quartering from the time we lost sight of it the day before.  

To give the rough coast of Cape Hatterees as wide a berth as possible as it would be to 

reach out distination in a reasonable time.  I also knew there was no islands off that coast 

at that distance.  This all deducted from my geographical knowledge of our sea Coast.  

Watching the line for sometime, I saw it did not seem to rise out of the water as the shore 

had seemed to sink away or settle into the water.  As we were going from it, it struck me 

then that was the parting of the waves or meeting of them 

where the deep blue of the ocean and the musky water of 

the Gulf stream met, but would not assimilate or mix 

together, twas a peculiar and never to be forgotten sight to 

me.  The changes being a marked as stepping from the bank 

of a stream into the water. 
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The next morning we were laying to at the mouth of Cape Fear River, N.C.  On 

account of the drough of the vessel, we could not cross the bar.  We were landed on the 

west side of the River at a little town called Smithland.  For a time, while there, I thought 

I would get some shells, and was verry busy throwing them into a pile, only the prettiest 

ones.  I was verry busy when the Bugle sounded fall in.  Starting to gather up my shells, I 

found I had about a half bushel in 3 or 4 piles of the prettiest ones.  I was surprised at the 

number I had.  Grabing a handful of the smallest ones, I fell in line and we were soon 

boarding a small vessell to take us up the river. 

We again landed, a few miles up the River at Fort Anderson.  We passed several 

of our gun boats and a couple of moniters.  When we disembarked here, there was every 

evidence of there having been quite a battle in the capture  of this Fort.  A large number 

of shot and shell laying around of large calibre and there was a number of guns captured.  

Some of them had been knocked out by our boats.  There was an old church or rather the 

walls of one a short distance from the Fort with a grave yard by it.  I spent several hours 

looking at the stones and reading the inscriptions, nearly all of the graves were in the last 

century, verry few buried in the 18 hundred. There was some oyster beds down the river 

and the boys would have oysters almost every day.  I paid a dollar for a pound of butter to 

put in my oysters and it made them awful good.  I tell you at that price. 

We were here only a few days when we again boarded a ship and steamed down 

the River.  It was dark when we crossed the bar at the mouth of the River.  It was 

necessary for us to be transferred to another larger vessell, that was laying outside.  The 

sea was pretty rough, so much so that the two vessells could not get along side, but were 

cabled together by a long 4 inch cable.  The transfer being made in boats with two sailors, 

one in the bow and one in the stern of the boat to pull it back and forth.  The boys were a 

little shy of the trip at first.  There was only 4 of us in the second boat.  As I went down 

the ladder at the side of the boat, I watched the boat rise and fall on the waves and could 

see they were running about 4 feet high.  It was necessary for us to drop in the boat while 

it was on the crest of the wave, we had to be quick, about it or we might drip in the water.  

I was the last one in the boat and landed safely.  We had gone but a few feet, when the 

sailor lost his holt on the cable.  He called to the man in the stern to hold hard.  I don’t 



Personal Memoirs of Moses Aaron Sisco  69 

know why I done so, but I reached up and caught the cable with booth hands with my 

fingers locked.  The man in the stern in attempting to get holt with booth hands.  As he he 

was pulling hand over hand, he lost his holt as the boat droped in the trough of the waves, 

leaving the holding to me.  As it was droping down, my weight would not pull the cable 

down so I was pulled up till my feet caught under a seat in front of me.  There I hung and 

holt the boat until it rose on the wave and got holt the boat until it rose on the wave and 

got holt of it again.  When we got to the vessell, we had to grab the ladder when we were 

on crest of the wave, we it came to my turn, I was a little slow and caught the ladder a 

little too low on one side, causing it to turn over.  I was on the under side.  But keeping a 

firm holt, I pulled my selfe up, climbed between the rungs of the ladder and soon was 

aboard the ship.  I do not know how long it took to make the transfer, but I know that 

some time in the night.  I was awakened by the realing and pitching of the vessel.  I 

realized that we were in a storm at sea, till the boys were getting seasick, I soon had my 

turn with them - Sick well, I should say.  I can’t hardly think of it after all these years that 

have passed without having a bad taste in my mouth like I had been spitting up my socks.  

In the early morning the wind layed and we steamed into the harbor at Morehead City 

where we landed.  While we were waiting for a train, we put in our time looking at the 

city.  We found great piles of lumber, a few houses, and a store or two.  There was a little 

shack of one room down close to the landing.  It had an assortment of goods in it.  I 

bought a pound of tea for a dollar and barrowed a six quart bucket when the man had his 

back turned, to carry the tea in.  As I went out I saw Bill Arnold standing outside.  I 

looked at him and nodded at the barrel.  He gave me a queer look and the barrel rolled out 

the door verry easy.  I steped out behind it.  That barrel was soon going at great speed 

toward hem lumber piles.  When it disappeared neither Arnold or I to be seen.  In a few 

minutes we were walking down by the lumber piles, getting as many canteens from our 

friends as we could, twas no trouble for a soldier to get all the canteens he wanted when 

we were in a town.  No difference how small the town.  As soon as we were by the 

lumber piles, twas not long when we could e seen sitting on a pile of lumber trying to 

whistle it up.  We wished for a train to some.  We had not been sitting there long when 

we saw Col Walters coming up that way with that storekeeper.  I told Arnold who the 
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fellow was as he had not been in the store and had not seen him.  When they got up to us, 

Col Walters asked us if we had seen anyone going up that way with a barrell.  As a matter 

of course, we had not.  They went on, searched the lumber, though they found nothing.  

Col Walters told the man not to go back to his store, but to leave it closed, that he would 

place a guard there to keep the boys out.  After awhile Col came back to us and asked 

where the cider was.  We knew nothing about it of course.  As he left, he said if I don’t 

get some of that cider, there will be a couple of fellows about your size in trouble.  He 

walked away.  Not long after that a train came.  Arnold and I distributed the canteens to a 

good many of the boys.  I took my new bucket to the Col’s car and told him I would like 

for him to take care of it for me till evening, which he said he would do. 

That evening we were at New Bern, the Col returned my bucket, thanking me for 

the cider, he found in it.  Said it was fine.  That incident was closed and we were waiting 

for an opportunity to start something new.  The next afternoon we marched out of New 

Bern.  The next day we were inspected.  When the inspection officer looked along the 

front of our line.  He said to the Col there is no use looking at those guns.  There is not 

one fit to carry.  The Col told him to try them, at least.  As he examined each gun, he 

could not find one that did not ring clear, or a ramrod that would soil his white gloves 

after rubbing it up and down the gun.  When he finished he said that was a fine a lot of 

guns inside as he had ever inspected, but the outside was in verry bad condition.  Maj 

Robbins spoke u  and said, my boys shoot from the inside of their guns and don’t care 

much about the outside. 

The next day we were marched a few miles farther when we camped in a field.  

The following morning we were ordered to prepare for a Batalion drill at two o’clock.  At 

the appointed hour, the Bugle sounded and we were soon in line.  I say we were, but I was 

a non-combant and only watched the boys fall in.  Capt. Weston had not be well for 3 or 4 

days, maybe longer and Gen Mourer was also on the sick list that day.  The boys had only 

got in line when the Bugle called to pack up.  We thought they were going to drill, in 

heavy marching order.  All was bustle for a few minutes, but the boys were soon in line 

again.  They were marched out at once.  But instead of going out to drill, they were 

marched to and up the road at a swinging pace.  We had head considerable firing for 
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sometime, but thought nothing of it till we saw our boys going at quick time in the 

direction of the noise of battle.  Capt said there must be trouble up there.  In an hour 

perhaps we could see some fellows coming from the front.  Mournec and I went to talk to 

them.  We found they were some Massachuetts and Connecticut troops.  They told us 

they had been attacked by 5 times this number and all the other men had been killed or 

captured, but them.  I staid there for an hour perhaps and saw lot of them that had not 

been captured or killed.  Verry few of them had any guns.  I asked some where their guns 

were.  They said they had been compelled to throw them away, to get away them selves.  I 

told Capt I was going up to the line toward the evening.  He said all right.  When I got to 

the Regt I found most of the boys had new guns.  I asked where they got them.  They said 

they got them from those fellows going back to New Bern.  I asked them if they had much 

of a fight.  They said No 2 Co had driven all the Rebs from their front.  They said them 

Feather Bed soldiers from New Bern had run like sheep and there was nothing to hurt 

them.  Our boys threw up a line of works at the edge of a swamp.  The 130th Ind was on 

our left, to the left of the 130rd rested on a road running almost east to west, close to 

where the road forked.  It was know as Wise Fork.  There was a line of works running 

east on the south side of the road.  There were some of Sherman’s men, that could not 

reach him there.  They had been organized into a Batalion.  They placed me in this line. 

About noon on the 10th there was heavy firing on our left and rear.  At once all 

was confusion, Our Brig. was ordered to fall in and soon was marching at quick time 

toward the rear and parallel with this refuse line.  Our Div. headquarters was no great 

distance north of the left of the line.  I had started with the Regt, but they were going too 

fast for me.  My leg had not got entirely well yet.  I had picked a couple of pieces pipe 

that some shot in it, which I had been doing every few weeks since I had been wounded, 

just the day before.  Being a non-combatent, I had no gun, but I followed along till they 

got out of sight in the woods.  I then went back to Div head quarters.  I remember the 

boys were passing Headquarters.  Gen Ruger was dancing around like a chicken with it 

head off.  The bullets were flying around like hail.  The boys hallowed, lay down Ruger, 

grab a root.  Why don’t you blow till he was almost crazy mad.  When I got back near his 

tent, I could look down the road near the left of the line.  There was a 4 gun battery at this 
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road.  I could see some of the Reble line as they were falling back across this.  The play of 

the battery was terrific for a time.  As they slacked the fire, a man steped out in the road, 

faced the Battery and waved the Stars and Stripes back and forth.  The Battery stoped 

firing and the 123rd steped out and crossed the road.  I started at once for them.  I had 

picked up a gun but had no ammunition.  I went to the left of the line of works, then went 

across the front.  Thinking to interupt the Regt in the woods, but I kept too much to the 

right and missed them.  But I came up to the skirish line, they were advancing verry slow.  

I go in line with two fellows just as a big Johnie raised up from behind a log and another 

one steped from behind a tree.  We brought our guns to our shoulders, One of our boys 

said, Come here Johnie.  They at once threw up their hands, dropping their guns and came 

to us. We only went a few steps further when we were halted.  Not long afterward we 

were marched back to our old positions.  The 123rd had more than half as many 

prisioners as there were men in the Regt and never lost a man.  Gen Rugers was going to 

have the Regt put under arrest for hallowing at him.  The Col told him all right, but he 

could not see where he could spare them off the line.  Ruger went back to his tent ant that 

was the last of that.  The Battle was on March 10-65. 

Capt. Weston had come up to the Co but not able to take command.  There was a 

span of brown mules that found their way to our camp.  One had a cart hitched to it.  The 

other had a delapadated wagon to it.  Two or three of the boys came in at the same time, 

but they had nothing to do with the mules, of course.  The one hitched to the wagon was 

mine.  At least, it got in my hands.  The other one the Drummer boy of Co G, John Sauer, 

took to drive.  The morning of the 12th we received marching orders.  Sauer and I loaded 

the Co officers Baggage on our tranfer wagons and drove in the rear of the Regt.  About 

noon we crossed the Neuse River into the town of Kinston.  It was well fortified.  The 

works were of sand from six to ten feet high, about four feet wide on the top.  Passing to 

the west side of town.  After we had attended to our teams.  We wanted to see what could 

be spared for the good of the military service of the U.S.  As we walked along, I saw a 

carriage shop across the street.  Thinking there might be something we crossed over, 

opened the gate, and went in the yard.  My eye fell on a nice appearing little wagon with a 

tungue, but only 3 wheels.  Looking around I found a wheel, but it was 2 inches lower 
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than the others and the box was an inch too short.  Hunting up an axile nut large enough, I 

fixed the length.  A matter of 2 inches in height, did not amount too much to the U.S. of 

America at that time.  I fixed the wagon and went on a tour of investigation, going 

upstairs in the shop.  I found a much needed set a double harness, made of cotton 

webbing except the collars.  They were made of corn shulks.  I also found a day book that 

had never been used.  Thinking it might do to keep a record of things taken for the 

military use, I took it with me.  (I have the book yet or a part of it.  There are no entries of 

the kind, mentioned about that can be found.  Sauer had gone after the mules and had 

come back.  We fit the harness to them, hitched the wagon and drove to the camp in style.  

Maj Robins wanted to know where I got the outfit.  I told him we drew it from a carriage 

shop down the street.  Capt. Weston had not got up yet and it was several months before 

he was with the Co again. 

The next morning we were on the move again going to Goldsboro.  We arrived 

there the evening of the second day from Kinston.  The morning after we got there Maj 

Robbins told me I could go to see if I could find some forage in town some place for the 

horses.  Taking only one of the mules, Sauer and I started out.  The first place we stoped, 

we were arrested with some others by the Provast Guard.  All the explanatitions we made 

as to being sent by our officer would not go with the thick headed Lieut in charge, 

meeting one of the boys from the Regt I sent the mule to camp and told the fellow to tell 

Robbins to come get us out.  We were taken to the jail.  We had not been there long, till I 

was at my usual business of investagating, going up the stairs, I looked out the windows 

on one side for a time and started to see what was on the other side.  The Cells were so 

built as to cut off all the windows from that side, being no approch to them.  Well, I 

would look in the cells at least.  The second cell, I went into I found a hole punched 

through the wall into a dark corner.  Going through the hole, I found myself in another 

cell with a grate that I could look out through a window in the outer wall.  Hunting 

around I found a hole in the wall of this cell.  Getting through that I found myselfe in a 

narrow passage between the cell and the outer wall.  A hole through that under the 

window.  Laying down I poked my head out to see how the land lay in that direction.  I 

saw the grating under the window, but too far to get to from there without something to 
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let me down a couple of feet.  I also saw a guard walking around the jail.  Watching him 

for a time, I found it took him about 5 minutes to make his round.  There was several 

trees near the jail.  I made up my mind I could get out and get away if I could find a way 

to get down to the lower level.  Going around to the rear of the cells in this passage way, I 

found an old leather bag.  I expect it had been hidden there by some one.  It was to keep 

as a reminder of the days passed, where there was such things a leather harness.  Going 

back to the hole, I tied the bag to a stick I had been carrying all morning, let it hand out 

and found it would let me down to the grating below nicely.  I had not thought of leaving 

my pard.  Going down the stairs, I told him to come up, I wanted to show him something.  

At first, he did not want to go, but finely he went with me.  There was several boys in 

there and I knew they would break for that hole and no one would get out.  So I did not let 

on what I wanted Sauer for.  When we got upstairs I said follow me and started through 

the cells.  When we got in the passage, I told him my scheme.  I would watch till the 

guard turned the corner, when I would slip out feet first, let my selfe down with the bag 

on the window, climb down the grating, drip to the ground and get behind the first tree I 

could.  I told him to do the same way, after the guard passed the Window on the next 

round.  Watching till the guard got round the corner, I was soon out of that hole, on the 

ground and running for the rear of the jail.  There was a large tree not more than 10 feet 

from the jail.  I got behind that trusting to its size to hide me from the guard when he 

passed again.  I made another run and gained a tree a considerable distance away.  I was a 

little afraid Sauer would attempt to follow me, but he did not.  He took the same tree I 

had at first, then the next run he got to where I was.  Waiting together, till the guard 

passed from sight again, we made another dash.  Getting to a street, where we were 

walking verry leasurely when the guard came around again.  We had not gone more than 

a couple of blocks when the Provost came round a corner, me in front Sauer almost fell 

dead.  I said come on, we’ll fool them.  He wanted to run but I had run enough for a 

cripple and said no come on.  Well we walked up till we were just in front of them.  

When the officers halted the guard, we stoped and before the officer could say anything, I 

saluted him and asked him if he knew where the 123rd IN lay.  Studying for a moment, he 

said he thought it was out on that side of town.  I told him no, they told us back there, it 
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was near the Depot.  He said maybe it was, there was several Regt camped there.  Getting 

directions to the Depot, we saluted and passed on.  When we got up to the street, Sauer 

said Well, if you don’t beat anything, I ever saw for brass.  I never could have done that. 

Going up the street, I saw an old house with doors and windows nailed up.  Here John, I 

said, we want to see what is in that shanty.  He was afraid to cross the street, Said the 

Provat would get us again.  I told him to wait, I would go over.  When I got over to the 

back of the house and found it filled with corn shulks.  They pull the blades of the stock 

then instead of cutting the stock as we do in the country.  I saw I had struck it rich, 

provided I could get back with the mules before some quarter master come on to it.  It 

was not long till we were hitched up and were ready to start.  Just as we were starting, 

Robbins came up and said where did you fellows come from.  I was down town hunting 

all over that jail for you boys.  I said we did not have time to tell them that we was going 

after some forage before someone else got it and drove away.  We had all we could pile 

on our wagon, when Quarter Master Lewis rode up and ordered us to unload it.  Well you 

might guess we would do any thing of that kind.  He soon found he could not make us 

either.  After quareling for a time he said to go ahead with that, but not get any more.  

You should have seen us drive to camp and unload that stuff and back we went when 

Lewis got there with his wagon.  We were ready to start back with another load.  How he 

could swear, but I drove off.  After we had cussed one another till I was ashamed.  When 

he got to camp, he went to Robbins and reported me.  But it done him no good, we kept 

the fodder.  The major never said anything to me.  I’ll bet we had a laugh at the way I got 

the best of Lewis in the deal.  I told Maj. how we got out of jail that evening and he had a 

good laugh over that. 

We stoped here for a couple of days, when we got orders to move.  Maj. came to 

me and told me I would have to let Bill Tailor, the Regimental Teamster have my mules 

and me take a span of his.  He had drawn a green team and he wanted mine for leaders.  I 

didn't like to but how could I help it.  I got the middle or swing span, they had never been 

harnessed till that morning.  When we went to harness them, I found one of the shulk 

collars had been nearly ate up by one of the other mules.  I tryed to get one from Tailor, 

but he did not have any.  He tryd 2 or 3 other teams, but they did not have one extra.  The 
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Regt had pulled out.  I had the officers luggage, tents, Blankets and Papers everything 

they needed.  Complaining and no chance to follow them, I told Sauer to stay there till I 

got back if it wasn't till the next day, I would have a collar when I got back.  I looked in 

every stable I saw, but no collar could I find.  I went on out in the country toward a large 

house about a mile from town.  When I got there, I found 3 or 4 soldiers looking around.  

There was three women, one old lady and 2 young ones.  I talked to them a little while, 

then went back to the well to get a drink.  As I lifted the cup, I happened to look at the 

door of an out house, when my eyes fell on the very thing I was after.  Hanging on a pin 

by the door,  I steped to the door, took the collar down, and drink the water.  I started off, 

the old lady began to beg, not to take the collar.  I asked if she had a horse, no but she was 

going to get one.  I told her the fixd was in, but that did not count.  At last, I gave the 

collar up, she begged so hard.  The house was a two story one with one story back gable 

to the front.  A long hall, three rooms on each side the hall.  The front and back doors of 

the halls were standing open.  I was standing under a long porch that was along the one 

story part and could see through the hall out the front door.  The old lady took the collar 

and instead of going in the back door and closing it, she went around the house, came in 

the front door and closed it.  She went in the front room on her right, as she came in, left 

the collar there, came down the hall and closed the back door.  Well, I thought if I don’t 

get that  collar, I’ll know why.  I talked to them for awhile and then said I would have to 

go.  I must find a collar, walking around the house, I tryed the front door and found it was 

not locked.  Opening it was easy, I steped in, closed it, then went n the front room, found 

the collar under the bed.  I pepped out to see that the back door was still closed.  I was 

soon outside and the door closed behind me.  To say I made tracks would be telling only 

part of the truth, for I made them a good way apart too.  Getting back to where Sauer was 

waiting for me, we were soon ready to start, but them mules weren't.  They did not know 

it was to pull, we coaxed them.  They see sawed, we swear and the mules kicked.  Pretty 

soon one gave a jerk and broke a swingle tree.  There was another hunt, but I soon found 

one.  By the time we were ready to go, it was noon.  Sauer had made coffee while I was 

after the swingle tree.  We drank our coffee and by coaxing and whipping we finally go t 

started.  A good start  it was, for them mules ran for about 2 miles as hard as they could 
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go, then they wanted to quit, but I went after them with a whip and kept them at it for 

another mile.  They went all right for a time, but not for long.  To make a long story short, 

the troops marched about ten miles.  We was from noon till near midnight driving it.  We 

broke three swingle trees that afternoon and night.  The officers were all mad at us for 

getting in so late.  We camped 3 or 4 days here. 

When we moved to near a Female Semiary called Lenoir Institute.  When we lay 

for a few days, my pard and I put in our time, gathering forage and trying to make them 

mules work.  We had lots of fun.  In giving so much attention to my personal affairs, I 

ever looked the most importence occurance that happened at Goldsboro.  While there, 

Serman's Army came to us where our Regt lay.  They marched by us for hours, there was 

streams of men and horses, tramping, tramping.  Sherman’s Bummers was only the 

shaddow.  At the Great Review, at Washington, we saw the substance, at Goldsboro the 

real thing.  For the next meal, for that great army had gathered from the country, they had 

marched over that day, twas a grand sight.  Many men of that army that had left us in 

Georgia, shook hands with us and was glad to see us again and would say we heard from 

Nashville boys.  We left Lenoir, going to  Goldsboro again.  Where the whole army was 

again under Sherman command as it was in Georgia. 
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THE WAR IS OVER 
 

We left there for Reliegh.  About half way between 

Goldsboro and Religh, we received news that Lee had surrended.  What a time we had.  

The officers, up to Maj. Gen’s threw up their hats and shouted with the privates.  I was a 

wild jubilee, no restrant between officers and men.  There was a turpentine and Roszin 

Factory near where we were.  Some of he boys thought to help celebrate, it would be the 

thing to have a bonfire and they set fire to some of the refuge stuff, that had accumulated 

near the works.  I don’t think they gave a thought to what might be the result, but they 

soon found out.  The fire spred to the buildings with the material stored in there.  Soon 

there was a stream of fire running down the slope to a little branch, on down the branch 

went the fire, blazing high, setting fire to the trees along the bank.  A dense column of 

smoke hanging above, that could be seen for miles.  When we started again, the boys 

were so jubilant they could hardly keep their feet on the ground. 

Again I will have to retrace my steps, when we came to Goldsboro this last time, 

it was about 10 'oclock at night.  When we drove in town with the wagon train, my old 

friend, wagon master Wood told us to wait while he went to find our division.  He was 

gone about an hour and did not find it.  I told him I was not going to wait any longer.  He 

tryed to help me with the train, but I told him I would find the division and drove off.  I 

had not gone far when I found, I was out of town.  Troops were camped along side the 

road.  Seeing a man standing on a bank by the road side.  I stoped the train and asked him 

if he could tell me where he first divis. of the 123rd corps lay.  The first thing he said was. 

if that ain't Mose Sisco, I don’t know who I am.  Well I said if that’s not Bill Irvin he’s 

dead, there in the dark.  We boys that had went to school together, but had not met for 

about 5 years and neither knew the other was in the Army.  Reconizing the voice of each 

other, we had a good talk for some time.  He told me where he thought the Divis lay and I 

drove away.  Finding it where he said.  When I drove up to the Regt it was near one 

oclock.  I unloaded my wagon and unharrnessed the mules and fed them.  Then I took the 

wheels off the wagon, turned the bed off the grav, tore it to pieces and started a fire with 

it, then threw the wheels and gear on top.  I got the harness and threw them in the mix.  



Personal Memoirs of Moses Aaron Sisco  79 

Col McQuistion cussed me for every thing he could think.  He said I would have to walk 

now and if I could not keep up, I could lay down by the road side and die.  He could not 

let me have my knap sack on the Regimental wagon.  I let him talk it did not hurt.  All I 

said was, them things were mine and I had as much right to burn them up as he had to 

give them to some one else. 

When we arrived at Raligh, the army was camped around the city.  Waiting to see 

whether the Rebble army in our front wanted to fight or surrender.  While studying the 

matter over for a few days, they surrendered.  After the surrender, our Divis was marched 

to Greensboro, where we arrived about noon.  The third day after we left Raleigh the 28th 

Mich belonged to our Brigade.  The Col (Wheeler) was very strict with his men.  Our 

Regt did not like him a little.  We made all manner of fun of him when we went into 

camp.  Col Wheeler bucked and gaged one of his men for something that our Col wold 

have paid no attention to.  He left the fellow there till the next day.  When one of Co I 

boys of our Regt went over and cut him loose.  Wheeler sent his adjust over to report to 

Co Walters and demand the man be punished.  Col Walters sent the Adjust back to tell 

Wheeler if one of his men (Walters) had been guilty of interfeing in any way with his 

(Wheeler) affairs, he knew his duty.  He did not care to have Col Wheeler to diatate or 

demand any thing, to report the infraction was all he need do.  I was standing near Col 

Walters and heard all that passed between him and the adjust. 

The Col sent for the Co I boy and asked him about it.  He said yes he had done it 

and would do it again under the same circumstances.  The Col told him he would have to 

punish him.  The fellow said if the Col buckled and gaged him or tied him up by the 

thumbs, he would fix him for it.  Walters told him to keep his mouth shut or it would be 

worse for him. Telling the hosteler to get his halter strap, he told the fellow to follow him.  

Going a few steps he stoped at a tree about 10 inches through.  He told the fellow to back 

up to the tree, which he done, but looked pretty sour.  The Col passed the holter straps 

around the tree and around the boy’s body tying it in a bow knot at his right elbow, turned 

and walked back to his tent.  The fellow looked at the Col, then at me, grined and reached 

up with his left hand, pulled the knot out, rolled the strap up, walked up to the Col’s tent 

and threw the strap in with the remark.  Here’s your strap Col and went to his Co.  
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Military disipline had been respected, punishment had been meted out.  Everybody had to 

be satisfied and no one was hurt. 

Stoping at Greensboro a few days, we we loaded on cars and sent to Charlotte, 

where we went into camp at the Gold mine just south of town.  I could give a good money 

inbidents happening while we lay by here, but I shall notice but 2 or 3.  We put in our 

time runing around the country mostly.  Soon after we got here, Capt. Weston got back to 

the Regt and the boys were glad to see him again.  I went with some of the boys down 

into South Carolina.  We might say we had been in the birth place of the Rebellion and 

the home of the secession.  Col Walters took it in his wise head to bring the 123rd down 

to strict military discipline.  While the boys liked Col Walters verry well, they knew the 

war was over and there was no need of getting too strict.  It so happened that I had the 

good fortune to give the Col a little of his own medicine.  I was on guard one day and my 

post was near the Sulters Shanty where the officers and men passed out when they wanted 

anything from the Sulters.  Capt Weston was officer of the day.  The orders given the 

guard was to allow no one to cross the line, only at the gate.  I had been on post but a 

short time, when Walters came down that way going to the Sulters.  When he got near 

enough I halted him, but he did not pay any attention to me.  I said halt again.  Still he did 

not heed the order.  Bringing my gun down with the bayonet almost touching him and 

said halt.  Stoping he said what do you mean.  Sir I mean for you to halt Sir, I replied.  He 

said he was going to the Sulter and he would report me as soon as he came back.  I said 

alright about report, but you can’t cross here and you had better go away from here, or I 

will call the corporal and have you arrested.  That made him mad.  Do you know who I 

am.  I am Col Walters he said and I am going over to the Sulters.  Making a motion to 

shove my gun to one side, taking a step to the rear.  I drew my gun for a bayonet thrust 

and said, take another step and I will run my bayonet in you.  Looking at me he asked, 

what are your orders.  My orders are to allow no one to cross my beat.  Turning away, he 

said, he would have the orders changed.  A short time after he left, Capt. Weston came 

around with orders to allow commissioned officers to come at will.  Now it is necessary 

that an officer shall have his hat, coat and insignia of rank on or he may not be reconized.  

Capt. Weston had hardly left me till Col. Walters came down bareheaded, no coat or 
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anything to show who he was.  A lesson in Regulations would be a good thing for the 

Col., it struck me and I was loaded for him.  When he got to about the propper distance, 

Halt, I said and pretty sharp at that.  He stopped, white with rage and began to swear at 

me.  Look here, I said, if you swear with another oath, I will have you sent to the guard 

house for cursing a guard on duty.  What are your orders he asked.  To allow none but 

commissioned officers to pass, I replied.  Why do you stop me, I am Col Walters and you 

know it.  I don’t know that you are.  I know that your name is DeWitt, Clinton Walters, 

but I can’t say anything more, was my reply.  I as you to get away from here and not 

interfere with me or my duty as a guard.  He saw there was something out of gear, but he 

did not see what it was, but he did see there was going to be trouble of some kind.  He 

also knew he had no right to interfere with a man on duty, and it was his duty to call an 

officer and find out why a guard would refuse to reconize an officer.  Going away he soon 

returned with Capt. Weston again.  When they came up Capt. Weston asked me what my 

orders were.  I replied to allow none but officers to cross my beat.  He said why do you 

refuse to let Col Walters cross.  Col Walters has not treid to cross I said .  Haven’t this 

man been here to cross he asked.  Oh yes, that man has been here 2 or 3 times and if he 

doesn’t stay away I shall call the corporal and have him taken to the guard house.  Weston 

looked at me as though he thought I had gone crazy, then looking at Walters.  He saw the 

situation, with a smile that almost broudened into one of Capt. hearty laughs.  He turned 

to Col and said he’s got you Col, come this way.  They went up to the Col’s tent.  In a few 

minutes he came back in full uniform.  As he came up, I saluated him, but it was all I 

could do to keep from laughing.  When I saw how it hurt for him to reconize the salute.  

When he started back, he went round to the gate to get in.  The Col did not get over that 

for sometime.  Say it was more fun to me than a dog fight. 

The next incident was the hurting of 123rd.  We had been on short rations all the 

time and got tired of it.  Very few men can eat a full government ration.  We know there 

plenty for us and we were entitled to it, but we had put up with it so long.  I guess the 

quarter master thought we should stand it a little longer.  But one evening, Co A said they 

were going  to have their rations or there would be trouble.  When Co A got in line, Co F 

asked where we were going.  When we told them where we were going they feel in too 
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for Co A and F never went back on one another in no circumstances.  We marched right 

up to the Regt Quarter Master but found nothing  Uncle Charlie Woodward, God bless 

him, said he did not have a thing, if he had he would give it to us.  There was no reason 

why we should not have plenty of food.  Started to Brig Headquarters and met with the 

same luck there.  Col Mc said there was not enough for the H.Q Breakfast.  He told us to 

go back to our quarters or we might get in trouble.  We told him there was plenty in town 

and we would go there to get it.  The Col told us not to do that and with a promise of 

rations by day light and plenty of them from then on.  We agreed to go to camp.  I don’t 

think that any other two men than Col McQuiston and Adj. W.F. Hitt could have coaxed 

them boys to go back.  The rations came on time and we did not have any more trouble on 

account of short rations. 

I was detailed with 10 other boys under Hospital Steward 

Willson to invoice medicines that were stored in a large building 

that had fallen in our hands.  These medicines had been run 

through the blockade from Foreign countries to the Rebs.  It 

took us several days to get through.  Uncle Sam got several 

thousand dollars worth of stuff there. 

About the middle of July, we moved our camp over west of town along a branch 

R.R. called the Lincoln branch.  The 123rd was placed on Provo duty.  One morning soon 

after moving camp, Capt Weston called me to his tent, told me to take all my traps and 

report at Brig Head Quarters as Sergt from Co A.  When I got up there, I found 2 corpls 

and 8 men waiting for me.  Col Mc told me to take them men down the road till I came to 

a string of cars, and for me to keep the Negroes and everybody else out of them.  We had 

been there about 3 weeks. 

I took a trip over to the Regt to see the boys.  When I got there, I found the Regt 

all packed up to move.  I asked Capt. Weston where they were going now.  He said they 

were going to leave town and asked me if the Provo Marshall had not sent a relief to me.  

I said no.  I asked him if he would see about it.  He said the Provo Marshall had been 

notified and for me to go to his office and see him.  Going down there, I asked the Provo 

if he had sent a relief and he said for me to go back.  He would see to it in a day or so.  I 
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guess that struck me, Not I told him I would leave there inside of 2 hours,  My Regt was 

leaving town and I was going with them.  If he wanted to guard them cars, he could but I 

did not care to do so any longer.  I should relieve my men as soon as I got there and 

march them to the Regt.  He said he would arrest me if I left them cars before I was 

relieved.  Without saying any thing, I left him, went out to the cars, told the boys to pack 

up.  We were going to leave town in a few minutes.  We were on our way to the Depot, 

taking around about course so as not to get in the way of the Provo.  When we got to the 

Depot, the Regt was on cars (Flat cars) ready to start.  I told the boys to slip up one or two 

at a time so if any one was watching for us, they would not know we were the ones they 

wanted.  We got away all right.  I lost my hat before we got very far from Charolette. 

When we got to Saulsburg, we were going slow, I was standing up on the car  

holding to a stake.  Seeing a man standing close to the train with a nice looking hat on.  I 

thought I would borrow it if it could be done.  Watching pretty close, I concluded by 

keeping a good grip on that stake, I might reach far enough to get that hat.  When the car 

got even with the fellow, I swung out, lifted the hat off the fellow’s head and put it on 

mine.  Saying I will give it to you, when I come back.  That evening we stoped at 

Lexington, went into camp west of town in the woods.  Everything was bustle for several 

days.  When one morning we were mustered for pay.  Each soldier receiving a $60.00 

government bond.  The next day or the following day, we were mustered out of the 

service of the U.S.  In a couple of days after our muster out, we marched to the Depot, to 

take the train for Indiana.  We boarded real cars with seats in, just like passangers.  

Something we had not done since we left Indiana to go to the front.  We went through 

Danville Va to Burksville Junction.  There was a negro Regt quartered there.  Some of 

them were at the Depot.  I don’t know whether they were on guard or not.  They got into a 

muss with George Davis of Co A. and was going to take him off the car.  That got some 

more of the boys in it, then more coons.  Soon all of our boys was off the train.  There 

was only the right wing of the Regt on that train and no Field officer with us.  We formed 

a line on one side the Depot slid and about 2 or 3 times as many coons on the other side, 

not more than 10 feet apart.  A Lieut of the coon Regt got in the muss and demanded that 

Davis should be given up to them.  I do not remember that there was any of the Capt with 
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us except Weston of A. and Donahu of F. but I think McCoy of D was with us also.  If so 

he did not have anything to say.  Any how, it fell on Capt. Weston to take the matter in 

hand.  He soon told that Lieut, he could not have Davis.  Some of the Nigros commenced 

to load their guns.  Now we did not have a cartiage to each man.  I had none, not even a 

bayonet on the gun I had.  So I pulled the ramrod out about the length of a bayonett.  That 

Lieut told Weston to make the boys quit loading their guns.  Capt told him to make his 

niggers stop loading theirs.  Capt. Donahu pulled his pistol and was going to shoot that 

Lieut, but Capt. Weston told him it would not do to start anything of that kind.  Things 

looked pretty squally for some time.  One of the officers of the Nigger Regt rode down 

there and ordered the Lieut and the Nigs to go to their quarters.  Then asked for the 

commanding officer of our Regt.  Capt Weston said he had charge.  They talked for 

sometime.  Then we were marched to a piece of woods.  As we left the Depot on one 

side, the coons left on the other.  We marched side by side a little ways.  The coons 

yelling like Indians  Some of our boys started to yell but they were stoped.  I do not know 

how the matter was settled, but we were there a couple of hours.  When we got on the 

train again, George Davis was with us and went on. 

That evening we stoped at Petersburg, staid all night there.  Next morning we 

went to City Point, there we found the rest of the Regt.  We boarded a ship and soon was 

steaming down the James River to the Bay, then up the Bay to Baltimore.  From 

Baltimore we took cars, going to Parkersburg W. Va.  From there to Marietta Ohio by 

boat then by rail to Cincinnati Ohio.  We arrived there early Sunday morning.  I do not 

remember the date but twas the first Sunday of Sept 1865.  While we were waiting for a 

train to take us to Indianapolis, Maj. Robbins Wired to Greensburg.  He said there would 

be a Regt through there some time after noon and would like for the good people to give 

them something to eat, but did not say what Regt it was.  When we were getting near 

Greensburg a good many of us got on top of the cars.  I and 4 or 5 other boys was on the 

first car.  The Greensburg Band was on a car, playing a piece when we came up.  Toby 

Withrow was playing the Tuba and was looking more at the train than he was at the 

music.  He saw me standing on the car.  Taking his horn from his mouth he yelled, the 

123rd, the 123rd.  The band stoped playing to take up the cry.  and such a yell as went up 



from the crowd of people, you seldom hear.  The Band started playing again.  Home 

again, Home again from Foreigns shore.  When the train stoped, the people almost ran 

over each other to see their loved ones, that were getting home.  I got off the car and made 

tracks for home, did not wait for anything to eat.  My sister and Broth. was there with a 

basket.  I told them to give to give it to the boys.  I was going up home.  I went to see my 

girl that evening.  The next morning I went up to Indianapolis where I recieved my final 

discharge.  Biding farewell to the boys with whom I had spent almost 2 years of Battle 

and hardships.  While we were glad to get home again, glad the roar of battle was not 

heard in our land any longer, yet sorry to part from the boys that we had been with so 

long. 
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--- The End --- 

 

 
 

Moses Aaron Sisco
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 Moses A. and Annette "Fannie" (Mulligan) Sisco
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Moses Aaron Sisco And His Family 
 

MOSES AARON was born May 27, 1846 in Greensburg, Indiana, and died November 01, 1921 
in Indianapolis, Marion Co., IN.  His father was Francis Wilson SISCO and his mother was 
Katherine KISLING. He married FRANCES ANNETTE MULLIGAN October 21, 1865 in 
Crawfordsville, Montgomery Co., IN.  She was born 1848 in NJ, and died December 24, 1924 in 
Indianapolis, Marion Co., IN. 
 
Notes for MOSES AARON SISCO: 

Moses was a Civil War veteran.  He had a permanent limp due to a bullet wound he received 
during the Battle of Atlanta. The 1920 Indiana Sisco soundex shows Moses living at 220 
Traub Ave, Indianapolis, ED 254-2-3, with the following persons: Nettie, s? (son?) age 42 b. 
NY; Fred Stallhuth, gs (grandson) age 23 b. IN; Walter Wilkerson, gs (grandson) age 20 b. 
IN; Morica Done, adopted, age 13 b. IN. He is buried in Franklin, IN in Greenlawn Cemetery. 

 
Notes for FRANCES ANNETTE MULLIGAN: 

The 1880 Decatur Co, Jackson Twp. census shows a Mary Mulligan living with Moses' & 
Frances. Her age is listed as 46. The same source list Frances as being born in NJ. She was 
buried on December 26, 1924, Franklin, IN in Greenlawn Cemetery. 

  
Children of MOSES SISCO and FRANCES MULLIGAN are: 
 i. FRANK A CISCO, d. 1872. 
 ii. MINNIE ETTA CISCO, d. 1905. 
 iii. ALONZO E CISCO, b. 1867; d. October 03, 1889, Franklin, IN and is buried in 

Greenlawn Cemetery. 
 
He was working as a brakeman for the railroad when he died.  He and some of his 
brothers and sisters died of typhoid fever. 
OBITURARY:  "The Democrat" — Oct 4,1889     Alonzo E. Sisco died at the home of 
his father, Moses Sisco, in this city on Tuesday afternoon at half past three o'clock. He was 
sick for about four weeks with typhoid fever and up to the day of his death it was thought 
that his chances for recovery were favorable. 

 
 iv. DAVID ANSON SISCO, b. January 05, 1869, Greensburg, Indiana; d. October 10, 

1939, Franklin, Johnson Co., IN. 
 v. CORA JOSEPHINE CISCO, b. 1873; d. October 28, 1889, Franklin, Johnson Co., 

IN. and is buried in Greenlawn Cemetery. 
 vi. PERCIE MARIE CISCO, b. 1878; d. April 05, 1905, Indianapolis, Marion Co., IN. 
 vii. JESSIE ELWIN CISCO, b. 1884; d. August 29, 1891, Franklin, IN and is buried in 

Greenlawn Cemetery. 
 

 
 
For more information about Moses' ancestors and descendants, see http://www.epi.soph.uab.edu/cisco/htm
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Ancestors and Descendants of Moses Aaron SISCO 
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