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Civil	War	Condolence	Letter	

	

Dear	Mrs.	Oden,	

It	is	with	great	grievance	and	despair	that	I	regret	to	tell	you	that	your	son,	Joseph	Oden	

Jr.,	has	fallen	while	serving	with	the	Confederate	Forces	during	battle	on	the	seventeenth	of	

September,	1862.	While	charging	the	field	against	the	Yankee	forces,	Mr.	Oden	was	hit	in	his	

left	side	by	a	wandering	bullet	that	inevitably	killed	him	a	few	days	later.	Serving	in	great	

awareness	of	his	state	and	country,	there	was	no	greater	military	honor	that	I	could	grant	your	

son,	for	he	held	his	heart	high	in	truth	with	the	South	and	his	family.	Mr.	Oden’s	career	with	the	

military	forces	of	the	Confederacy	has	gone	noticed	in	great	recognition	through	his	undying	

commitment	to	God	and	country.	I	personally	served	beside	Mr.	Oden	at	Antietam,	and	I	can	

pass	to	you	that	there	was	no	greater	example	of	a	soldier.	Gallant	as	were	his	efforts,	the	

enemy	outnumbered	our	forces	during	the	late	afternoon.	Many	men	were	lost,	your	son	

wounded	among	them.	Despite	his	injuries,	he	was	kept	in	our	care	until	his	passing	on	the	

twentieth	of	September,	1862.	Though	grievous	were	his	wounds,	he	remained	strong	and	

courageous,	never	losing	faith	unto	his	final	hours.	I	was	in	personal	company	of	Mr.	Oden	just	

before	he	died,	and	I	can	relay	to	you	that	his	final	words	were	directed	in	strong	faith.	“Tell	my	

family	to	grieve	not,	for	they	will	live	in	a	world	free	of	Northern	oppression	with	my	death.	Tell	

them	I	love	them	dearly,	but	not	to	worry,	for	I	am	in	the	hands	of	God	now.”	Truly,	I	am	sorry	

for	your	loss	Mrs.	Oden.	It	is	my	undisputed	honor	that	I	was	able	to	serve	beside	your	son,	and	

I	write	to	you	now	with	the	greatest	condolences	for	you	and	your	family’s	loss.	May	God	be	

with	you	and	the	Confederacy	during	these	dark	times.	

	

Sincerely,	

Ellis	G.	Harding	

Brigadier	Captain,	32nd	Infantry	Georgia,	Confederate	States	of	America	

	 	



Dear	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Renyer,	

It	is	with	a	heavy	heart	and	great	pride	that	I	write	you	this	letter.	Your	beloved	heroic	

son	was	mortally	wounded	in	battle	this	past	week.	It	was	on	the	battlefield	here	in	Antietam	

that	Jared	was	wounded	by	mini-ball	fired	from	a	cowardly	confederate	rifle	hidden	amongst	

the	trees.	The	mini-ball	entered	the	right	side	of	your	son’s	neck	and	exited	the	opposite	side	

taking	much	of	the	inner	workings	of	his	throat	with	it.	However	after	he	was	wounded	Jared	

continued	to	fight	with	hardly	a	gasp	for	air.	Before	he	fell	Pvt.	Renyer	took	no	less	than	four	of	

the	cursed	southern	separatist	with	him	by	the	blade	of	his	bayonet,	saving	my	life	in	the	

process.	Shortly	after	impaling	his	final	enemy	your	son	collapsed	to	the	ground,	as	he	lay	there	

the	battle	seemed	to	pause	around	us.	At	this	time	he	spoke	to	me	telling	me	his	final	words	

were	that	he	loved	you	both	and	to	let	the	family	dog	gunner	know	he	would	like	to	have	

played		fetch	one	last	time.	As	Jared’s	voice	left	him	he	motioned	for	me	to	hand	him	his	rifle	as	

he	wished	to	hold	it	as	he	passed.	I	rejoined	the	battle,	however	I	stayed	near	Jared’s	body	for	

the	remainder.	Not	once	in	all	of	the	commotion	did	I	hear	your	son	cry	out	or	so	much	as	moan	

for	relief.	He	died	a	true	soldier’s	death	on	the	field	of	battle	next	to	and	for	his	brothers	in	

arms.	

After	the	battle	I	dug	a	separate	grave	for	Jared	as	I	felt	I	owed	him	at	least	the	honor	of	

a	proper	burial	for	saving	my	life	from	the	fate	of	a	Confederate	sabre.	I	washed	his	wound	and	

buried	him	in	his	uniform	under	a	large	shady	Oak	tree	near	the	battlefield.	His	body	is	facing	

the	field	where	he	fell	in	memoriam	of	his	willingness	and	prowess	as	a	warrior.		

Enclosed	with	this	letter	is	the	cross	Jared	wore	around	his	neck	as	well	as	a	letter	he	

had	written	before	the	battle.	I	cannot	imagine	the	pain	that	these	damned	rebels	have	caused	

your	family.	I	can	only	hope	that	the	knowledge	of	your	son	dying	a	hero	and	taking	the	lives	of	

many	of	these	God	forsaken	southerners	in	his	many	battles	can	give	you	some	amount	of	

solace	in	this	tragic	time.	

	

Sincerely	yours,	

Major	General	George	B.	McClellan	

	 	



Dear	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Thompson	we	regret	to	inform	you	on	this	day	that	you	son	has	passed	away	

during	this	horrific	war.	He	was	preforming	his	duties	on	the	day	of	July	1st,	1863	at	Gettysburg,	

while	he	was	preforming	his	duties	his	unit	became	under	attack.	Your	son	fought	hard	and	

killed	many	of	the	Confederate	soldiers.	But	during	that	time	your	son	had	been	struck	by	a	

mini	ball	to	the	hip	and	was	unable	to	move.	Someone	had	moved	him	to	cemetery	hill	so	that	

he	was	not	in	the	midst	of	the	battle.	Your	son	then	sent	for	me	the	doctor.	When	I	got	there	

his	right	hip	had	a	gaping	hole	where	the	flesh	was	torn	up	around	the	hip	and	the	hip	bone	

was	broken	in	some	areas.	I	could	not	retrieve	the	muni	ball	for	it	was	lodged	in	in	the	bone	

deep	and	would	have	caused	to	much	pain.	He	had	lost	a	lot	of	blood,	he	had	been	writing	a	

letter	to	you.	I	will	now	include	this	in	my	letter.	

“Dear	mom	and	dad	one	of	the	confederate	bastards	got	me	pretty	good	in	the	hip,	I	do	

not	know	if	I	am	going	to	return	home	to	you.	I	am	sorry	to	have	not	given	you	grandchildren.	I	

wished	I	could	have	helped	more	at	the	house	more	to	fix	it	up.	But	I	have	left	my	pay	to	the	

doctor	to	give	to	you	to	help	with	the	things	I	won’t	be	able	to	do	now.	During	this	war	I	have	

saved	50	dollars.	I	would	like	to	say	in	my	final	hours	that	I	love	you.	I	hope	that	our	god	has	

mercy	on	me	for	the	all	of	the	confederate	soldiers	that	I	have	killed.”	

After	that	he	became	very	incoherent	from	the	blood	loss,	he	called	out	for	someone	

named	nick	and	you	the	parents	as	well.	He	then	passed	away	from	the	vast	amount	of	blood	

that	he	had	lost.	We	couldn’t	burry	him	until	after	the	battle	on	July	3rd	,	we	buried	him	at	the	

top	of	cemetery	ridge	with	a	cross	that	said	Daniel	Thompson	so	that	we	may	retrieve	him	after	

the	war	and	bring	him	home	to	you	for	burial.		He	had	entrusted	me	with	the	money	to	send	to	

you	I	will	send	this	when	you	need	it.	He	also	asked	me	to	settle	his	other	affairs.		

	

Your	obedient	servant		

B.S	Popicosh	

	 	



Dear	Madam,	

	 I	now	write	this	letter	in	purpose	of	giving	you	the	news	concerning	the	death	of	your	

brave	and	honorable	son,	who	was	fatality	wounded	here	on	6th	of	August.	

	 As	the	sun	was	soon	to	set,	about	six	o’clock	P.M.,	your	son	was	brought	to	us	by	two	

fellow	soldiers,	who	found	him	leaning	against	a	oak	tree	with	all	four	of	his	limbs	detached	

from	his	limp	body.	As	they	brought	him	in,	they	laid	his	bloody	and	weak	body	on	a	bed	and	

began	to	gather	their	utensils	and	proceed	medical	attention.	As	I	sat	to	his	left,	I	watched	as	it	

took	him	a	minute	or	two	to	realize	what	had	happened	and	where	he	was	at.	He	turned	his	

head	to	me	very	quickly,	as	if	he	saw	a	ghost.	I’ll	never	forget	the	look	his	eyes	gave	me	as	I	

stared	into	them.	His	eyes	were	covered	red	of	blood,	and	his	pupils	dilated	to	the	size	of	a	

penny.		

I	asked	for	his	name	and	where	he	was	from,	which	he	responded	very	calmly,	“Anthony	

J.	Osborne	from	Kansas	City.”	As	he	examined	what	was	left	of	his	body	once	more,	I	could	tell	

by	the	look	of	his	face	that	he	knew	he	was	to	die	soon,	but	it	never	phased	him	a	bit.	He	sat	

there	as	if	he	were	enjoying	a	cup	of	tea.	I	began	to	ask	him	questions	about	his	injuries	and	

what	caused	them,	but	all	he	could	speak	of	was	his	family.	Short	of	breath,	he	briefly	started	

listing	names	of	family	members	such	as	Dana,	Jeff,	and	Cameron.	As	the	doctors	finished	up	

doing	the	best	they	could	to	heal	your	son,	another	soldier	with	very	similar	injuries	was	rushed	

in	the	door	screaming	in	agonizing	pain.	The	mans	scream	was	so	terrifyingly	disturbing	that	it	

grabbed	the	attention	of	everyone	in	the	room.	As	we	all	glanced	the	complete	opposite	

direction,	I	was	the	first	to	turn	my	head	back	the	other	way	and	as	I	did,	I	was	in	complete	and	

udder	shock	as	to	see	that	your	son	had	vanished	from	his	original	spot	and	was	nowhere	to	be	

found.	Myself	and	a	few	others	searched	to	find	him	but	was	not	successful	in	doing	so.	I	am	

sorry	to	announce	that	we	have	no	knowledge	of	the	whereabouts	of	his	body.	

	 	



It’s	Time		

Dear	Father	and	Mother,		

	 It	was	May	5th	1864,	me	and	several	soldiers	of	mine	finally	had	a	chance	to	rest	and	

enjoy	quietness	of	nature	not	for	away	from	the	Rapidan	River;	which	is	in	Mechanicville,	state	

of	Virginia.	I	was	very	excited	to	finally	rest	and	hear	speech	of	general	Grant.	He	spoke	about	

our	upcoming	battle	that	was	planned	today	after	two	O’clock	P.M.	He	was	very	confident,	

inspiring	and	calm,	which	triggered	my	excitement	for	success.	However,	I	felt	bad	for	the	rest	

of	the	Union	soldiers	because	they	were	pretty	far	preparing	for	the	battle	and	were	not	able	to	

hear	the	general’s	speech.	If	I	am	correct	there	are	around	110,000	soldiers,	maybe	less	or	

maybe	more.	I	know	for	sure	that	there	are	more	than	100,000	soldiers	prepared	to	fight	for	

freedom	and	stability	of	our	future	Union.		

	 After	two	O’clock	P.M	general	Grant	gave	us	command	to	get	up	and	cross	the	Rapidan	

River	and	enter	Wilderness	of	Spotsylvania.	Reinforcing	and	regrouping	took	us	about	thirty	

minutes	and	crossing	the	river	another	fifteen	minutes.	As	soon	as	the	river	was	crossed,	the	

Confederate	army	attacked	us.	We	were	ready	but	at	the	same	time	confused	by	anger,	

unpredictable	strength,	and	fearless	of	the	Confederate	soldiers.	Until	this	point	I	am	not	sure	

that	they	are	even	humans,	their	eyes	were	different.	All	I	saw	was	animal	instinct	to	fight	one	

another	rather	than	soldiers	sacrificing	themselves	for	their	ideology.		

	 The	battle	was	and	still	is	very	bloody.	Despite	the	fact	that	the	Confederate	army	is	

outnumbered	we	are	loosing	many	soldiers.	During	the	battle	I	have	lost	track	of	time.	Not	long	

after	the	beginning	of	the	battle	my	friend	was	injured	in	his	face,	not	far	from	right	eye.	

Myself,	and	several	of	my	soldiers	picked	him	up	and	moved	into	a	ditch	that	was	maid	from	

the	roots	of	a	big	fallen	tree.	Several	minutes	after,	I	was	wounded	too.	The	ball	struck	my	right	

knee,	making	it	impossible	for	me	to	put	any	pressure	on	my	leg.	However,	there	was	no	time	

to	focus	on	my	knee,	I	had	to	be	involved	in	a	battle.	Moreover,	I	am	sure	that	knee	is	crushed	

and	I	wont	be	able	to	fully	heal	it	anyway.	Slowly	hopping	and	holding	to	nearest	trees	to	rest	I	

shot	several	enemies.	Trees	served	as	a	shield	to	my	body	until	the	end	of	the	first	day.		

	 Our	Union	pushed	back	the	Confederate’s	army	further	away	from	the	river.	The	enemy	

noticed	me	due	to	my	lack	of	quickness.	The	first	few	balls	struck	the	tree	proceeding	the	



second	fire	caused	me	to	lose	my	balance.	I	fell	forward,	allowing	enough	time	for	the	enemy	to	

shoot	four	balls	that	struck	my	body	in	my	right	chest,	passing	through	the	lungs,	and	another	

two	through	left	shoulder.	Several	soldiers	dragged	me	back	to	a	new	established	camp	past	

the	Rapidan	River.	Unfortunately,	I	have	lost	a	lot	of	blood	and	it	is	getting	harder	for	me	to	

breathe	every	minute.	

	 To	my	lovely	Father	and	Mother,	I	want	to	let	you	know	that	I	am	going	to	be	buried	not	

far	from	the	camp	by	my	dearest	comrades.	They	are	already	preparing	a	ditch	for	me	by	a	

lovely	tree	that	is	seen	from	the	other	side	of	the	river.	I	want	you	to	know	that	I	fought	for	my	

family,	my	state,	and	my	honor.	I	am	dying	with	love	in	my	heart,	bible	in	my	hands,	and	tears	

of	joy	in	my	eyes.	

	 	



Dear	Madam,	

I	am	writing	this	letter	to	you	today	to	explain	the	death	of	your	honorable	son,	who	

was	fatally	wounded	here	at	War	on	the	20th	July.		

Unfortunately	he	was	shot,	where	there	was	multiple	shot	wounds	to	his	chest,	

puncturing	his	lungs	and	his	heart.	The	brothers	around	him	took	care	of	him	and	brought	him	

back	to	base.	He	was	only	out	in	the	field	for	a	short	period	of	time.	We	tried	our	best	to	take	

care	of	him,	bathed	his	wounds	and	washed	the	blood	from	around	his	face	and	hands.	During	

his	last	minutes	of	life,	I	asked	of	his	name	and	talked	about	you,	his	Mother.	He	made	me	

promise	you	to	write	you	a	letter	to	you	letting	you	know	how	he	died	and	what	a	noble	man	

he	was	out	in	battle	fighting	for	his	country.		

Your	son	died	at	approximately	10:00	am	on	that	morning.	His	last	words	by	my	side	

where	talking	about	how	great	you	are	and	hope	he	has	done	you	proud.	He	said	“I	wish	they	

we	here	to	see	my	last	seconds”.		

He	was	hurting	in	so	much	pain	and	became	very	restless,	but	I	can	assure	you	he	

received	the	best	care	and	attention	and	we	did	all	the	best	for	him.	His	wound	was	so	fatal	

that	there	was	nothing	we	else	we	could	do	for	him	under	the	circumstances.		

You	raised	your	boy	into	a	very	humble	and	great	man.	He	was	a	memorable	and	had	all	the	

attributes	needed	to	be	a	soldier.	He	was	brave,	strong	and	not	the	selfish	kind,	he	always	

looked	after	the	man	next	to	him	before	himself.	He	was	very	popular	with	the	fellow	soldiers	

here	and	will	be	missed	by	many.		

I	didn’t	know	your	son	that	well,	but	we	are	a	band	of	brothers	here,	one	family,	and	

when	we	lose	one	of	our	own	it’s	a	painful	sadness.	Your	son	was	buried	in	our	burring	ground	

here	at	base.	He	was	carefully	wrapped	up	in	a	blanket	and	put	into	a	coffin	before	lowered	

into	the	ground.	Your	son	now	lays	peacefully	with	the	rest	of	his	brothers.	

	 	



Family	of	the	deceased,	

	 It	pains	me	to	write	that	your	husband	Blake	Shelton	passed	away	in	the	night	at	

approximately	1:30AM	on	February	12,	1865.		I	am	the	nurse	who	was	in	charge	of	his	care	

after	his	operation	and	sickness.		Do	not	be	afraid	that	he	died	without	even	an	ounce	of	honor,	

integrity,	or	duty	to	his	Country.		He	served	with	those	traits	present	and	left	this	earth	with	

them	intact.		His	contributions	lead	to	Union	victories.		Records	show	that	he	was	in	two	battles	

as	his	assigned	regiment	plowed	its	way	through	South	Carolina.		In	his	second	instance	of	

action,	Rivers’	Bridge,	he	was	stifled	by	a	stray	Confederate	bullet	to	his	right	arm,	entering	

through	the	palm	side	of	the	wrist.		It	was	not	a	fatal	wound	but	caused	the	need	for	him	to	be	

sidelined	here	at	our	medical	camp.		The	highest	attention	possible	was	given	to	him	by	our	

qualified	surgeon	doctors.		The	bullet	was	removed	with	medical	tweezers.		Though	the	pain	

had	to	be	sharp,	he	showed	no	signs	of	bearing	it.		He	was	eager	to	return	to	the	ranks	but	was	

not	fit	for	combat	and	was	scheduled	to	be	held	back,	however,	during	that	time	disease	struck	

him.		As	with,	we	hear,	thousands	of	men	across	the	battlefront	he	was	confronted	with	

typhoid	fever.	

	 God	rest	his	soul	and	bless	his	heart.		Dehydration	took	over	his	body	and	drained	his	

energy,	no	matter	how	much	water	he	continued	to	drink.		We	took	care	of	him	to	make	him	

comfortable,	I	can	assure	you.		The	time	between	when	he	contracted	the	ailment	and	his	

passing	spanned	six	full	days.		He	repeatedly	denied	his	waning	health	and	yearned	to	return	to	

the	front	to	help	his	brothers	with	defense.		Delirium	waited	to	take	him	over	on	his	last	day.		

He	was	confined	to	a	cot	for	most	of	those	six	days.		Because	of	the	nature	of	how	understaffed	

we	are	I	am	the	sole	witness	of	his	passing.		I	asked	him	to	tell	us	about	his	family	the	day	

before	his	passing.		He	said	he	knew	he	wasn’t	the	youngest	or	boldest	man	out	serving,	but	felt	

he	had	the	strongest	connection	out	of	any	of	his	comrades	to	his	respective	wife.		“Do	not	be	

crippled	by	my	death.		The	next	stage	of	your	life	should	be	marked	with	overall	joy	as	your	

raise	him	to	be	a	strong	boy.”	

	 He	stated	that	at	home	he	wants	just	family	to	attend	a	funeral	remembrance	service.		A	

list	is	included	that	tells	what	to	do	with	some	of	his	cherished	belongings	at	home.		Per	his	

instruction,	his	body	was	blanketed	to	the	best	of	our	abilities	and	buried	here	on	site.		He	said	



to	make	a	trip	to	his	grave	only	once	the	war	is	long	over	but	after	the	boy	is	old	enough	to	fully	

comprehend	everything,	after	eight	years	old.	

Witness,	

M.N.R.	

	 	



Dear	Harris	family,	

	

I'm	writing	to	you	to	inform	you	of	the	death	of	your	son	Paul	Harris	on	the	4th	of	June.	

He	was	stabbed	by	a	bayonet	in	the	battle	of	Shiloh.	We	were	ambushed	by	the	Union	as	we	

were	marching	our	way	into	battle.	Our	entire	platoon	was	wiped	out	besides	a	couple	of	the	

survivors.	Your	son	being	in	very	critical	condition	from	his	wound,	a	couple	of	soldiers	and	I	

grabbed	him	and	took	him	and	searched	for	a	medic.	When	we	encountered	the	medic	he	was	

not	sure	how	much	longer	it	would	be	until	his	passing.	The	medic	gave	him	morphine	to	take	

away	the	pain,	he	did	not	grieve	he	spoke	clear	and	soft.	He	knew	that	he	was	going	to	die	

soon,	but	was	not	bothered	by	this	for	he	knew	he	would	be	strong	through	the	rest	of	his	final	

hours,	he	talked	of	his	home	and	family	and	how	much	he	loved	and	cherished	them.	He	even	

spoke	of	times	with	his	father	fishing	and	hunting	on	your	farm	in	Martin,	Tennessee.	Coming	in	

and	out	of	consciousness,	he	even	spoke	of	his	mother	and	how	they	would	pick	blackberries	

on	the	farm	and	she	would	make	her	blackberry	pie;	the	reminder	of	dawn	and	dusk	of	the	sky	

after	a	long	day’s	work	in	the	fields.	He	was	a	fighter	and	proud	of	what	he	was	fighting	for.	He	

never	gave	up	on	his	men	and	fought	for	what	was	behind	him	and	not	in	front	of	him.	The	

battlefield	was	his	home	away	from	home	and	you	can	hear	that	in	his	words	of	bravery	as	he	

spoke	of	the	recent	battles	he	had	encountered	with	the	Union.	He	had	recorded	35	kills	with	

his	musket	and	was	proud	of	it.	He	died	at	3	pm,	his	last	words	were	"I	love	all	of	my	family	and	

friends,	and	I’m	grateful	to	have	served	with	my	brothers	in	this	war.”	you	could	tell	that	he	had	

made	his	peace	with	God.	After	his	passing,	we	said	a	prayer	and	wrapped	him	in	a	quilt.	I	made	

a	wooden	box	for	him	to	be	in	so	his	body	will	be	preserved.	Our	platoon	leader	has	sent	a	

horse	and	carriage,	to	bring	you	the	remains	of	your	son.	I’m	sorry	for	your	loss;	your	son	was	

an	amazing	solider	but	an	even	better	man.	May	he	rest	in	peace	on	this	hellish	country.	

	 	



To	the	Father	and	Mother	of	Col.	Priscilla	Pok:	

	 I	regret	to	inform	you	that	Priscilla	passed	away	on	May	25,	1861.	She	was	wounded	

near	fort	Fisher,	Virginia.	The	wound	was	in	her	right	leg.	She	was	sent	to	the	Armory	hospital	

on	May	1st	to	receive	treatment	of	the	wound.	Sadly,	the	wound	became	infected.	Dr.	Smith,	

one	of	the	best	surgeons	available	had	to	amputate	her	leg.	

	 A	couple	weeks	went	by	and	she	seem	to	be	recovering	well.	I	visited	and	sat	by	her	

often.	I	would	often	read	to	her	to	soothe	her	mind	and	soul.	She	seemed	to	enjoy	it	a	lot.	In	

exchange	with	the	stories	that	I	read	to	her	she	would	tell	me	stories	of	her	own.	She	talked	

about	the	family	a	lot.	She	had	so	much	love	for	the	family.	She	missed	you	guys	dearly.	

	 One	day	I	came	to	visit	her	as	usual	and	one	of	the	nurses	had	informed	me	that	she	had	

caught	a	severe	fever.	The	actual	cause	of	death	was	typhoid.	Priscilla,	as	far	as	I	saw,	received	

the	best	treatment	the	hospital	could	possibly	give.	From	the	look	in	her	eyes,	she	was	willing	

to	die.	She	was	so	good	and	well-behaved.	I	liked	her	very	much.	

	 Priscilla	was	fearless	on	the	battlefield.	She	was	always	willing	to	fight	until	the	end.	She	

was	very	skilled	with	her	firearm.	I	had	never	seen	someone	load	the	gun	as	fast	as	she	did.	

Many	soldiers	looked	up	to	her	and	followed	in	her	footsteps.	She	was	always	known	to	have	a	

plan	to	attack	the	enemy.	Soldiers	knew	she	had	a	heart	made	of	gold.	She	would	help	injured	

soldiers	from	the	battlefield	to	get	them	back	to	better	health.		

	 She	had	once	told	me	“I	never	in	my	life	thought	I	was	capable	of	such	things.”	I’m	sure	

she	was	proud	of	her	performance	during	the	war.	All	the	time	she	was	out	of	her	head	not	one	

single	bad	word	or	idea	escaped	her.	I	knew	she	was	ready	to	go	by	the	look	in	her	eyes.	She	

had	become	very	weak	and	suffered	a	good	deal.	With	having	just	strangers	surrounding	her,	I	

can	say	that	she	behaved	so	composed	and	brave.		

	 She	died	like	many	of	the	other	noble	ones.	I	thought	perhaps	a	few	words,	through	a	

stranger,	about	your	daughter,	might	be	worthwhile.	I	send	my	condolences	to	your	family.	

	

Sincerely,		

John	Lynch	

	 	



Dear	Mr	and	Mrs	Boyer,	

	 It	regrets	me	to	inform	you	of	the	terrible	news	I	am	tasked	with	relaying	to	you	and	

your	family.	Your	son,	Sergeant	Cody	Mark	Boyer	of	the	4th	Missouri	Volunteer	Infantry,	has	

been	resigned	to	death	on	the	fourteenth	day	of	February	in	the	one	thousandth	eighteen	

hundred	and	sixty	fourth	year	of	our	Lord.	He	was	taken	in	combat	on	a	battlefield	somewhere	

in	Kentucky.	His	last	moments	were	courageous	and	honorable	ones	as	he	sacrificed	himself	to	

save	the	lives	of	as	many	as	four	of	his	fellow	Union	soldiers.	His	actions	were	exemplary	and	

showed	distinguished	valor.	He	was	struck	in	the	chest	and	arm	with	multiple	minie	balls	while	

charging	the	enemy	in	a	necessary	move	to	protect	his	fellow	man.	The	minie	ball	that	entered	

his	chest	struck	through	his	left	lung	and	shot	out	the	backside,	and	the	two	minie	balls	that	

struck	him	in	the	right	arm	both	took	a	massive	chunk	of	his	arm	off	in	the	process.	Despite	

these	wounds	he	continued	forging	towards	the	enemy	and	managed	to	kill	three	Confederate	

soldiers	before	collapsing	on	the	battlefield.	The	soldiers	who	witnessed	his	death	said	they	

would	not	be	alive	had	it	not	been	for	the	actions	of	your	son.	They	also	mentioned	having	the	

opportunity	to	speak	with	your	son	while	he	lay	dying	on	the	battlefield.	His	final	words	were	to	

tell	his	mother	he	loved	her,	tell	his	father	to	be	proud	of	his	actions	on	this	day,	and	to	tell	his	

wife	that	he	would	see	her	again	in	Heaven.	The	final	words	he	spoke	gave	a	glimpse	into	his	

spiritual	health,	which	seemed	to	be	in	order.	His	fellow	soldiers	witnessed	him	pray	and	read	

the	bible	as	much	as	he	could.	The	body	of	your	son	was	taken	up	after	the	battle	was	over	and	

was	wrapped	in	a	blanket	and	then	was	fortunate	enough	to	be	graced	with	a	coffin	and	burial	

plot.	He	is	buried	next	to	a	tree	in	the	backyard	of	a	local	church	in	Kentucky	with	a	marker	

displaying	his	full	name,	rank,	company,	and	date	of	birth	and	death.	Again,	I	am	sorry	to	inform	

you	of	this	terrible	news	and	I	pray	you	have	closure	knowing	these	details	I	have	provided	you.	

	

	 	 	 	 	 	 Sincerely,	

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Captain	Joseph	Hamilton	

	 	



Pittsburg	Landing	

May	9,	1862	

	

To	the	father	and	mother	of	Corporal	Thomas	E.	Leung:	

	

My	dear	Sir	and	Madam,	

	

	 It	is	with	great	sorrow	that	I	inform	you	of	the	specifics	on	the	death	of	your	noble	son,	

Corporal	Thomas	E.	Leung,	who	was	wounded	at	Pittsburg	Landing	on	the	7th	of	April.	

	

	 He	was	found	at	Hornet’s	Nest	by	a	small	farm	road	where	he	was	then	transported	to	a	

Union	field	hospital	that	I	would	frequent.	The	bullet	to	his	right	arm	was	severe	enough	for	an	

amputation.	Although	he	was	feverish	for	a	few	days	as	a	result	of	the	surgery,	he	was	doing	

quite	well	for	a	few	weeks	afterwards.	As	a	matter	of	fact,	his	suffering	didn’t	seem	to	hinder	

his	good	humor	as	we	would	share	some	laughs	during	my	visit.	I	always	felt	an	air	of	positivity	

despite	his	unpleasant	condition.	

	

	 For	three	weeks,	I	would	visit	him	frequently	to	sit	by	his	deathbed,	calming	him	as	we	

shared	stories	of	our	childhood	and	his	account	of	his	short,	but	glorious	time	at	battle.	There	

was	a	gentle,	peculiar	nature	to	him	that,	although	we	were	strangers	to	one	another,	made	me	

feel	like	I	had	known	him	for	a	long	time.	The	last	two	weeks	of	April	I	saw	that	his	condition	

had	worsened.	He	was	deathly	pale	and	gaunt	and	seemed	incoherent	in	thought	and	speech,	

often	mentioning	his	parents.	He	knew	what	was	coming,	but	I	reassured	him	in	his	final	days	

that	I	would	get	this	letter	to	you.	

	

	 He	died	8th	of	May	from	sepsis.	As	far	as	I	had	witnessed,	Thomas	was	given	all	the	

requisite	post-surgical	treatments	and	the	proper	care	needed	to	recover.	I	could	tell	through	

his	tiredness	that	he	was	perfectly	resigned.	He	told	me	before	he	died	that	if	he	could,	he	

would	do	it	again…	to	die	a	good	death	in	defense	of	his	country.	



	

	 Thomas	gallantly	stood	before	the	Confederates	to	fight	in	a	great	and	glorious	cause.	

He	was	a	noble	man,	and	I	can	attest	to	the	fact	that	many	a	man’s	conversation	in	his	proper	

senses	was	not	half	as	good	as	the	conversations	Thomas	and	I	shared	in	his	delirium.	

	 	

	 Though	Thomas	and	I	were	only	briefly	acquainted,	please	know	that	my	affliction	is	

hardly	less	than	your	own.	I	realize	that	my	words	of	comfort	may	be	fruitless	at	such	a	great	

loss,	but	I	cannot	abstain	from	providing	you	the	consolation	that	may	be	found	in	the	

gratefulness	of	a	Union	that	he	so	chivalrously	fought	to	save.	I	will	continue	to	pray	to	our	

Father	that	he	may	exchange	your	agony	for	nothing	but	the	cherished	memories	of	your	son.	

	

Yours	sincerely	and	respectfully,	

	

N.C.	

	 	



Dear	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Scott	Dykes	

	

	 I	have	urgent	news	for	you	on	this	very	sad	day.	I	am	sorry	to	say	but	your	dear	

daughter,	Kathryn	Michelle	Dykes,	took	her	last	breath	yesterday	on	July	21st	1861.	It	is	my	

honor	to	get	to	say	I	was	her	commanding	officer.	Knowing	her	has	changed	my	perspective	on	

the	war	and	life	in	general.	She	is	a	true	Christian	and	has	brought	me	to	my	faith.	I	have	no	

doubt	in	my	mind	that	we	will	se	her	again	someday.		

	 I	assure	you,	she	died	one	of	the	most	noble	deaths	I	soldier	could	have	died.	Without	

the	miraculous	decision	she	made	yesterday	this	is	a	letter	my	beloved	family	would	be	

receiving	right	now.	She	is	now	all	of	our	guardian	angels.	Although	we	are	just	beginning	this	

short	lived	battle	she	still	died	a	saint,	I	know	even	she	is	proud	of	herself.		

	 At	the	First	Battle	of	Bull	Run	she	stepped	in	front	of	a	bullet	to	save	the	life	of	me,	her	

ever	so	grateful	commander.	Her	overall	ending	factor	was	blood	loss	but	she	fought	such	an	

amazing	fight.	Although	she	lost	so	much	fluid	she	kept	her	mind	all	the	way	to	the	grave.	There	

was	absolutely	nothing	we	could	have	done	for	her.	

	 Throughout	the	first	day	of	battle	she	demolished	34	confederate	soldiers.	During	those	

kills	she	surprisingly	only	received	6	wounds.	Her	left	hand	was	completely	blow	away,	her	right	

ear	had	been	shot	off,	she	had	a	chunk	of	her	right	forearm	bitten	off,	her	right	calf	was	shot	

and	she	right	quad	was	cut	with	a	bayonet.	However,	ever	the	one	that	took	her	down	was	a	

shot	an	inch	away	from	her	heart,	the	shot	that	was	meant	for	me.	Throughout	all	the	suffering	

she	must	have	gone	threw	she	was	a	very	strong	individual,	more	of	a	man	than	any	of	us	

actual	men	on	the	field	that	day.	She	was	so	persistent	she	began	to	dig	her	own	grave.	With	

the	help	of	me	and	three	other	soldiers	we	put	her	to	rest	the	way	she	deserved	it.		

	 She	knew	what	was	going	to	happen	and	she	was	at	peace	with	it,	knowing	she	was	

about	to	move	on	to	a	place	of	everyone’s	wildest	dreams.	She	was	looking	at	a	family	picture	

of	you	when	she	took	her	last	breaths.	Her	parting	communication	was	“Tell	my	family	I	love	

them	dearly	and	to	take	care	of	my	dog.	Until	we	meet	again.”		

	 She	had	a	burial	set	for	a	hero,	with	a	coffin,	a	head	stone	with	an	epitaph	engraved	in	it	

and	she	was	buried	with	her	sit	and	armor	on.	She	is	greatly	missed	and	will	be	forever.		



	 My	condolences,	

Commanding	General	Brice	Marshall	


