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Letter 

My ve.ry dear Sarah: The indications are ve.ry 

strong that we shall move in a few days - perhaps 

tomorrow. Lest I should not be able to write again, 

I feel impelled to write a few lines that may fall 

under your eye when I shall be no more ... 

I have no misgivings about, or lack of confldence in 

the cause in which I am engaged, and my courage 

does not halt or falter. I know how strongly 

American Civilization now leans on the triumph of 

the Government and how great a debt we owe to 

those who went before us through the blood and 

sufferings of the Revolution. And lam willing 

perfectly willing - to lay down all my joys in this 

life, to help maintain this Government, and to p.1y 

that debt ... 

Sarah my love for you is deathless, it seems to bind 

me with mighty cables that nothing but 

Omnipotence could break/and yet my love of 

Country comes over me-Jik-ea strong windand 

bears me unresistibiy on with all these chains to the 

battle fleld. 

The memories of the blissful moments I have spent 

with you come creeping over me, and I feel most 

gratifled to God and to you that I have enjoyed 

them for so long. And hard it is for me to give 

them up and burn to ashes the hopes of future 

years, when, God willing, we might still have lived 

and loved together, and seen our sons grown up to 

honorable manhood, around us. I have, I know, bu{ 
I 

few and small claims upon Divine Providence, but 

!"-omething whispers to me - perhaps it is the 

wafted prayer of my little Edgar, that I shall return 

to my loved ones unharmed. If I do not my dear 

Sarah never forget how much I love you, and 

when my last breath escapes me on the battle fleld, 

it will whisper your name. Forgive my many faults 

and the many pains I have caused you. How 

thoughtless and foolish /have often times been! 

How ghldly would l wash out with my te:1rs <'Vt•ry

little spot upon your lwppiness ... 

But, 0 S.m1h! /(th<1 demi nm rom<1 lwcli to till!, 

e:,rth :md flit WHC<'fl urmmd those tht•r· lon•d, I 

slwll ;1lw:1 vs be 11e;1r you/ in t lu• 1�/mhl<•st du ;lfld in 
,,. �' ! 

the cfarkc)st 11(1:ht.'i' ... :ilwuys, ,1/vv:l}'S, awl i(tlwn• ht• 

a soft bnx•ze upon your ch,•c•k, it sh.1II be my 

breath as the cool :1ir lims your throbbing temple, 

it shall be my spirit p:1ssing by. 5,'arah do not mourn 

me dead; think I ,un gone and w,1it for thee, for we 

shall meet again .. .




