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My Own, my precious All; 

 I hunt the world over to find some sweet name to call you which will adequately portray 

the deep love I bear for you, but searching in vain I return dissatisfied, almost vexed.  I love to sit 

down all alone and think about my beloved Charlotte. I bless the day that made us acquainted.  I 

glorify my God for his precious gift.  You are purer than Parian Marble, whiter than falling snow 

flakes, better than the Manna that fall from Heaven.   Dearest chide me not if I feel it allows me 

to express it.  If in writing I smother the thoughts of my inner heart, I am not satisfied, and had 

rather tear up than mail to you. 

 Darling you can appreciate, but a mocking public would laugh and call me silly. Then 

what I write you will treasure it up in the deep recesses of your own pure heart and critics must 

obtain their food from other sources.  Dearest I want to tell you something.  It dates to  […][…] 

in this Valley.  The inhabitants are Dutch. The Girls are pretty, well formed, and affable in their 

manner.  For the most part they go barefooted.  They are free with young men. So much so they 

deny no request.  There are illustrations here on my hand, took supper at one house, saw the 

Girls, but bring no adept in villainy suspected nothing. Since, they have shown themselves the 

willing dupes of Adulterers, and I have never been there again. 

 Believe me Darling, rather than cause you our pang of grief, on a point like this, Virginia 

soil should drink up my blood, and my bones should bleach her red old hills.  I hear again that 

virtue is sadly on the decline in dear old Georgia.  It comes from sources indubitable.  Families 

hitherto unsuspected have had their homes so late a paradise, suddenly converted by seduction 

into a hell.  

Let me tell you what I saw in Richmond.  A young married woman, you do not know her. 

The wife of one of your old New-Kent friends, now boarding at Mrs. Stampers, was telling me 

about her Husband being in the war at Charleston S.C.  It was one moonlight night.  I had been 

busy all the day in the city, and returned to Mrs. Stampers to spend the night.  She was sitting on 

the front steps as I approached, and thinking us both similarly distressed, I sat down to console 

her.  Soon a New Kent ite a Bachelor Doctor C. came up.  They were as familiar as Brother & 

Sister. He soon had one of her Husband’s letters and failing to read it by the moonlight, he 

hastened in the room to the candle.  She much distressed […]. In the struggle the candle was 

knocked out, but the struggle continued, four or five minutes and if the light of day could have 

flashed forth, I suspect it would have revealed an arm around her waist, and two cheeks in close 



proximity.  I soliloquised would they have done so in her Husbands presence?  O for shame. He 

far away in so good a cause, all unsuspecting. She acting there. 

That may have been a fair illustration of Richmond Life, and she may have meant no 

harm. 

My Dear Charlotte I could not but think […] much better a wife I had, than the 

Charleston soldiers.  What do you think.  Dr. Hunter wanted Sarah to kiss him a short time since.  

She told him she did not consider such right and she would not.  

They were talking pretty freely about the […] when I was there about his familiarity with 

the Girls, and one ugly old Maid about fifty said “she would slap is jaws if he fooled with her.” 

Lee’s […] Cavalry has joined our army here and I will try to see George first opportunity. 

(Across 1st page) Suppose there is but little doubt about […] being captured. Your Mother was 

very anxious for me to write to her telling her how I got along.  Have not done so yet but will 

soon.  I love her very dearly because she is the mother of my Own Dear Charlotte.  And I think 

she loves me almost as she does her own son. 

As for a fight, no one can tell.  If we have it whither the Book of Fate has my name 

recorded among those who must be offered on our country’s altar, no one may say except the 

great Recorder.  Though my prospects in life are brighter than the prismatic colors if it be so, 

who shall say aught against it?  God’s will be done. 

If I knew you sometimes thought of me I could almost be happy in my grave.  If the 

streets of the New Jerusalem were my habitation, and the Angels my company, me thinks I 

would go to my Great Captain, and attain a furlough to come back and be your guardian angel, 

through this vale and up to the golden gate, when we would be reunited, never to part again.  

Darling if I love you too much, and our Creator too little, I pray Him to moderate it as He wills 

and not to deal summarily with me. 

(Across 2nd page) You any I am all You ever had a claim on. 

My Darling claim me, and claim me as yours entirely for my bondage to you is sweeter 

than a combination of all earthy sweets.  My Dear Charlotte I receive no letters from you at 

all.  No mails coming through.  When they do I believe I will have at least a dozen and I want 

them to speak very bold and confident of your love to me, and also to acknowledge that I love 

you with my whole heart.  And I want them say that you love for me to love you.  Darling I 

desist lest I weary you with my love. 

I crave to tell you more but prudence says not.  Do no show this, but give my love to All.  

When you write, O my Dearest, tell me all concealing nothing for if you do, I think you don’t 

love me.  Darling you do love me.  I cannot will not  have it otherwise. 



    Now Goodbye 

    Your Husband 

     Joseph. 

 

(Across 3rd page) P.S. We hear that Hood & Kirby Smith have whipped Sherman away from 

Atlanta.  Also that Grant has left Petersburg.  If so I think this cruel war will soon be over and 

our separation at an end. 

    Goodbye 

  

 


