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In the summer of 2011, a personal journal of a Mr. Carl Abbots was found in the attic of the 

late Mr. James Straton of New Castle, Pennsylvania by his grandson, Mr. Daniel Straton. It 

is unknown if Mr. James Straton was a distant relative of Mr. Carl Abbots, if it was given to 

him under other circumstances, or if his great grandfather, Union Private Benjamin Abbots, 

stole it after potentially killing Mr. Carl Abbots during the Civil War. 
 
This journal recounts Mr. Carl Abbots’ time under the command of Confederate Brigadier 

General John Hunt Morgan, leading up to and through the famous Morgan’s Raid campaign 

in the Summer of 1863. 
 
Taken at face value, it drastically changes the historical record of the moderately successful 

but ultimately doomed raid; of course, one would be foolish to take such nonsense at face 

value. Being on the front lines in a war, especially the Civil War, is a grueling and soul-

crushing trial, and a creative outlet, however crude, can be the lone thread holding a man’s 

sanity together. 
 
Below is a transcription of the journal in its entirety. 
 
--- 
 
June 10, 1863 

 
This is the third journal I’ve owned; the first was abandoned after the initial entry in my 

younger years, and the second was lost before I even wrote my name in it, but I have a 

feeling about this one. I don’t know if I’m writing this for myself, for my family back home, or 

for the history books. I do know that I will keep it on my person or in Atlas’s saddlebag at all 

times. 
 
Today I was promoted to Corporal. It sounds grand, but I’m of the mind that I merely 

happened to be the nearest Private to Captain Franklin when he learned of Corporal Kelly’s 

injury. The Captain is an honorable but busy man; admirable, really. He was surrounded by 

his Lieutenants and some Sergeants, all capable of making the choice on their own, but the 

Captain is a man of action. He gave me a stern looking over before making his decision, 

probably trying to recall if he’s ridden with me in battle (he has, on 3 occasions), but I’m 

positive he’ll remember me now. 
 
June 12, 1863 



 
We rode into Hillsboro, Tenn. today, where we joined up with two companies led by Captain 

Marks and picked up about two dozen cavalrymen. A few greenhorns, but mostly 

experienced soldiers, thankfully. A few Privates stood out immediately: John and Jake 

Jameson, brothers less than one year apart who look like they may get into some mischief; 

Middleton Huskey, a quiet man with fire in his eyes, surely a soldier you’d want fighting 

alongside you; and Tiny Tim (nobody seems to know his full name), a short, rust haired 

fellow who already has everyone falling off their horses with laughter. 
 
Captain Franklin told us that General Lee himself has ordered us to beef up numbers in 

Columbia to the west for an anticipated Union offensive. We are to set off in the morning 

with our 80 or so cavalry, 200 of soldiers on foot, a dozen cannons and thirty mule wagons 

full of equipment and food (if you could call it that). Company B has some musicians in it, 

which at least makes the ride tolerable. Those slow infantrymen will drag this out to three or 

four days. There is no fighting reported in the area and the weather is actually pleasant for a 

change. 
 
June 14, 1863 
 
Just two hours into our ride this morning, as the sun really started to beat down on us in 

earnest, two riders burst out of the nearby treeline and fell in alongside Captain Franklin. It 

appeared to be urgent news, based on their obvious rush and furious pointing. Minutes later 

they rode ahead and intercepted Captain Marks for an even shorter exchange before 

dashing off southward. 
 
The Captain called for the all the cavalry to meet in the shade of the treeline, then turned for 

the rear of the column; he shortly returned with four of the cannons and two of the wagons, 

all pulled by mules, as the rest marched on westward. He wasted no time in announcing 

that Brigadier General Morgan had specifically requested our company of cavalry for a 

special offensive that has already begun, and we’ll be headed to Murfreesboro to meet up 

with them instead! 
 
Columbia apparently has nearly a full regiment of cavalry already, so they certainly won’t 

miss our paltry numbers. They’ll probably be pretty sore about the cannons and mules 

though. Atlas will surely appreciate a cavalry operation as well; he’s full of nervous energy 

when he’s forced to walk slowly. 
 
We set off down a narrow road through the woods before emerging into a glorious field 

peppered with large oak trees and a small creek near the treeline. With little contemplation, 

the Captain mercifully granted the horses one final afternoon to graze, drink and rest to their 

fill. The Captain and his Lieutenants have pulled out their maps and are taking turns jabbing 



at them, while the rest of us are relaxing before setting up camp. I think I will keep near the 

Jameson boys to make sure they stay in line. I’ve already seen them taunting other soldiers, 

both infantry AND cavalry. 
 
June 14, 1863 (Evening) 

 
The midday respite lasted all of thirty minutes before two of our scouts excitedly rode up to 

the Captain, informing him of a small group of Federal soldiers in a shallow valley not even 

two miles away. Captain Franklin quickly divided us into three groups to surround and cut 

through the enemy, and we departed with haste. 
 
A few men were clearly nervous (Private Crawford actually threw up before mounting his 

steed), but most men seemed eager. Private Huskey had the same look in his face... you 

know, I think his face must always look like that. I’ll have to peek in on him while he’s 

sleeping just to be sure. 
 
In short, it was a massacre. There was only about forty of them, and they panicked when 

we charged them from three sides at once. It was over in minutes. Private Edgars was the 

only casualty, hit with a lucky shot in the forehead, throwing him right off his horse, which 

continued to charge back and forth with the rest his mounted brothers. Mid’s horse (he 

seemed to prefer “Mid” over Middleton or Private Huskey) took a round to the leg, but he 

sprung off before the horse crumpled, lopping one man’s head clean off with his saber as 

he landed and running another man through seconds later. 
 
Every time I wheeled Atlas around, I saw Mid either advancing quickly on a wide eyed 

Yank, or stalking away from a fresh corpse, blood falling from his blade. He dashed around 

the field like a frenzied animal, and must have had a quarter of the kills today. He spared his 

mount, which was already trotting around, and claimed Private Edgars’ horse, since he 

won’t be needing it anytime soon. 
 
After finishing off the few remaining wounded Yanks, who unfortunately had little useful 

equipment, we returned to our field and finished setting up camp. Spirits are up, even more 

so since two kegs of beer appeared from one of the wagons. Tiny Tim is doing backflips off 

of his horse. We are trying to enjoy what will probably be our last night of real rest for many 

weeks. 
 
June 15, 1863 
 
Last night was oddest of all my days, and nobody can seem to put a finger on exactly what 

happened. 
 



After all the beer had been drained, a typical bit of roughhousing played out, but nothing 

serious. The Jameson boys really laid into Private Michaelson about his glasses, then 

Private Irwin,  
whom, they were convinced, had Red blood in him, before finally passing out on the grass 

mere feet from their tent. 
 
Everyone was gently reminded about the night scout assignments (much to the chagrin of 

those who may have had a little too much), and the merriment died down as sleep 

beckoned. Not long after I’d drifted off, Private Adler nervously woke me up. He told me that 

“he had a feeling” and that the horses were restless. Adler strikes me as a man who “has a 

feeling” a little too often. I told him to stop being silly and get some sleep, especially since 

he had the next watch with Private Huskey. I had to assure him that everyone was still 

worked up over the “battle” before forcibly leading him back to his bedroll. 
 
I tried to go back to sleep but Adler’s words stuck with me. Laying in my tent, I could hear 

the occasional soldier stumbling out to relieve himself. I could hear the horses, and they did 

seem unsettled. But, more distressing, was the fact that I couldn’t hear anything else; no 

birds twittering, no critters moving around in the woods, nothing. The full moon typically had 

the opposite effect on the woodland creatures, but the night was silent. 
 
I don’t know how long I was awake contemplating noises, but I fell asleep at some point, 

then awoke with a start, unfortunately well ahead of the bugle. I readied myself, warmed up 

by the fire then tended to Atlas. The horses had all settled down from the earlier unrest. 

Private Mears (I had to ask his name) appeared and readied his steed, looking annoyed. I 

attempted small talk, but he just grunted replies until I was able to extract that his watch 

partner was nowhere to be found, and on top of that, the previous watch hadn’t come back 

yet. 
 
I apologized, wished him well and turned to start back toward my tent, feeling sleepy again. 

That sleepiness jumped out of me when we saw a riderless horse galloping toward us. The 

steed slowed down and pushed its way among the other horses, still tensed with energy 

and ready to bolt, but seeking comfort (or protection?) among his brothers. We crept over 

and were able to tie the horse up and verify that it didn’t appear to be injured, but it 

remained jumpy. I examined the saddle and realized that this was Private Huskey’s mount. 
 
With one of my men on the line, and being wide awake anyway, I told Mears I’d ride out with 

him. We saddled up and headed out the way the horse had come from: across the large 

field, over some rolling hills and into the woods. We were able to follow the tracks back for a 

little bit, but the trail ran cold deeper into the woods. We searched as the sun began to light 

the sky. We searched as the normal woodland sounds came back to us. And we searched 

as we heard the morning bugles. 



 
We slowly traced our way back towards the camp, trying to puzzle out what happened. We 

saw nothing out of the ordinary, nothing to suggest an ambush had taken place, no signs of 

struggle. We emerged from the trees to find Private Adler sitting atop his horse on a small 

rise, scanning in all directions. We hurried toward him as he remained on the hill. 
 
“Coyotes,” he said uncertainly as we came alongside him, as if that one word explained 

everything. His eyes still darting across the treeline, he eventually explained: “A big coyote 

leapt from the underbrush and old Dixie here,” he patted the horse’s neck, “he just ran and 

ran, I couldn’t control him!” 
 
He didn’t know what happened to Private Huskey, only that he was nearby prior to the 

coyote encounter. He claims he heard howling shortly after his horse bolted, but nothing 

from Huskey or his horse. Adler had ended up much deeper in the woods by the time he 

was able to reign his horse in, and it apparently took quite a bit of coaxing to get him to 

head back toward camp. Even then, they took quite a roundabout route as Dixie refused to 

go certain directions, seemingly at random. 
 
We eventually convinced Private Adler to return to camp, since he wasn’t doing much good 

just standing out in the open, and we had better men to track Private Huskey through the 

woods than any of us. We made it back in time to grab the last loaf of cornbread to split 

between us. 
 
I decided to speak with Captain Franklin directly, since he wasn’t crowded by his 

Lieutenants for a change, and he’s the type of man who despises having nothing to do. I 

relayed the story that Adler had told us, and one of the nearby men chimed in, “I heard it 

last night too. T’warn’t no coyote, t’was a wolf. Coyotes yip and bark, sounds nothing like a 

howl. Don’t see many wolves ‘round these parts, though.” The type of animal wasn’t 

important, but Private Huskey’s disappearance was, so the Captain doubled the patrol and 

sent them into the woods. 
 
The rest of us finished tending to our horses and began packing up camp, which was so 

routine for most of us that we could have done it in our sleep. Captain Franklin ordered us 

to leave the “deadweight” kegs, which left many of us downhearted, as we had hoped to fill 

and drain them as many times as possible. Tiny Tim saved our morale by digging a hole 

and having a mock funeral for them. 
 
Just as the packing was almost complete, Huskey plodded right past me, the same look on 

his face as always. I called out but he didn’t hear, so I jogged up beside him and finally got 

his attention with a quick hug; not a very dignified action, but I was glad he was back. He 

stood there, stone still, and didn’t say anything. “Well?” I finally asked, “What happened out 



there?” 
 
He slowly turned his head, pointing his glare uncomfortably at me. “Edgars’ horse threw me 

and ran off. Must’ve landed on a rock or something,” he said, with an almost imperceptible 

gesture toward his left leg. I don’t know how I missed it before then, but his pants were 

shredded beneath the knee, with blood, dirt and leaves mashed up against his skin, 

concealing the exact nature of his injury. It mustn’t have been that bad, since he walked for 

a few hours on it. When I asked him about the wolf or coyote, he got an odd look in his eye, 

then declared that he hadn’t seen or heard anything. 
 
I steered him toward the medical officer and went to tell the Captain the good news. We’re 

set to leave within the hour, north to Manchester then along to Murfreesboro the following 

day. 
 
June 15, 1863 (Evening) 

 
We made good time to Manchester, even with the mules dragging those damned cannons. 

Huskey returned to his own mount, Bud, commenting, “Just like me,” pointing down at the 

dressing on the horse’s leg, matching his own. Bud’s battle wound proved to be little more 

than a graze that bled a lot. Those were the only words I heard him speak during today’s 

ride. 
 
I filtered among the men as we rode, making small talk and keeping peace where 

necessary. I even spent some time at the back of the column with the poor saps riding the 

mules, but they were bringing me down so I caught back up with my men. 
 
I found the Jameson boys poking at Huskey: “What’samatter, nobody ever taught you to 

ride a horse?” “I thought you hill-folk knew ALL about your animals!” “With a name like 

Huskey, there’s gotta be some dog in your family tree! Your grandma maybe?” I warned 

them to lay off of him, more for their own good than for Mid’s; even though he remained 

silent, the fire burned in his eyes just as it always did. He was looking a little pale and 

clammy; I’ll have to make sure he’s visiting the medical officer regularly. John and Jake 

feigned shame then fell back and started in on Private Matson’s large ears. 
 
We’re camped on the edge of the town with only a handful of tents up; many men are used 

to sleeping under the stars, especially if the weather cooperates. Someone procured some 

chickens for a stew, which was a welcome change from the small rations of salted meats 

we usually have. A few years ago I would’ve passed on this watery mess, but tonight it was 

the best damn meal I’ve had in months. 
 
June 16, 1863 



 
We departed Manchester early and headed northwest towards Murfreesboro. The heat 

came on strong today, so we didn’t push the horses too much. I kept near Private Huskey, 

who seems to be getting worse. He did rustle up some different pants, so I can’t tell how his 

leg is healing. Most of the others don’t notice it, since Mid rarely speaks or acknowledges 

those around him, but even though his dark eyes remained sharp, his skin was pale and he 

sweat right through his shirt almost immediately. Of course, the heat caused that in many 

men today, so maybe I’m reading too far into it. 
 
We arrived in Murfreesboro well before supper and set up camp just north of the town. 

We’ve arrived ahead of Brigadier General Morgan, but our scouts say he should come in 

tomorrow. The men are all excited about getting a real cavalry campaign started after so 

many months playing support roles to infantrymen. 
 
June 17, 1863 

 
Morgan and a group of about 300 cavalry showed up at our camp near midday. Captain 

Franklin and his Lieutenants disappeared into the command tent with Morgan for about an 

hour, then the General casually walked through the camp, exchanging a few words with 

some of the men and returning salutes so often I’m sure his arm is sore. The men are 

already smitten with him, but I know he was coldly assessing all of us, which I can respect. I 

did notice when he took a sudden detour near Private Huskey, who didn’t bother looking up 

while slowly brushing his horse. 
 
Morgan then took his men and rode south into town, where it sounded like he got a hero’s 

welcome. Lieutenant Brooks came through and told us to pack up camp, withholding any 

additional information. We were confused, since the rest of Morgan’s men had yet to arrive, 

but we complied just the same. It then became clear why he didn’t tell us where we were 

headed to: our faraway destination was the south side of town, where Morgan preferred to 

set up camp. 
 
As we were getting ready to set off, I couldn’t find Mid anywhere, though his horse Bud was 

still tied up. I rode a few laps around the dismantled camp as men filtered out for the ¾ mile 

ride, looking for Mid without luck. I finally just loaded his horse up and led it to the new 

campsite and figured he could find us. 
 
Captain Franklin commanded us to set up all the tents and unload the wagons, as this 

would be the base of operations for at least a week, then he returned to Morgan’s command 

tent. The camp was much more planned out than we were accustomed to, with bonafide 

roads between neat rows of tents. As we finished up, the bulk of Morgan’s force arrived, 

damn near 1,000 calvarymen. Sometime during the bustle of activity, Huskey turned up 



again, looking a little more like himself. Perhaps he found some good company in town. 
 
After supper, the Captain laid out the General’s short and long term plans for us. I’m not 

sure how much he was supposed to relay, but he’d never subscribed to holding back 

information without good reason. The goal of the entire operation is to disrupt the Union 

forces however we can. We are to feint attacks to divide their forces; pick off small groups 

of Yanks and disappear before there is any retaliation; spread confusion on the number and 

direction of Confederate forces; and capture or destroy any targets of opportunity. 
 
We’ll be setting off tomorrow for some kind of offensive, Franklin didn’t even know the 

details. In any case, we won’t let the General down. 
 
June 18, 1863 

 
Morgan led us out early this morning. Unexpectedly, only about three hundred of us are 

participating today, with most of Morgan’s men enjoying the town as best they can. This 

small party unsurprisingly includes all of Captain Franklin’s men. I’m willing to bet this was a 

simple “trial by fire” so the General could see what we’re capable of. 
 
We’re headed out near Nolensville, where Union forces are reportedly trickling in, to drive 

them toward Brentwood where we are two brigades strong. We cantered for most of 2 hours 

before coming upon the Union position. Using the terrain to our advantage, we approached 

well to the west then sent about half the force over a hill directly into their view. We feigned 

surprise at coming upon them, and turned to retreat to the northwest, pulling them behind 

us. 
 
It worked like a charm, and the Yanks poured after us. Half of Morgan’s men stayed close 

together drawing the enemy forward, staying well out of range but well within sight. The rest 

of us, Morgan included, split into two groups and took a wide arc towards the rear of their 

column. We waited in the trees until they were sufficiently spread out, then charged in and 

picked off dozens of them. 
 
Private Michaelson, a true marksman, concentrated on shooting anyone who had a rifle. 

Lieutenant Brooks led a small group after their artillery, which would’ve taken five minutes to 

set up properly, had their operators lived long enough to do so. I spied Huskey back near 

the trees, mysteriously not taking part in the bloodshed, which I found quite odd. After only a 

few minutes, Morgan called us back to race forward to the “retreating” group. 
 
We caught up with them easily and rode for another twenty minutes before splitting apart 

again. Moments later we heard the large Confederate army pounding straight down onto the 

confused Yanks. Morgan then led us back to camp. Everyone was smiling as it dawned on 



us that we were under the command of a true strategist, one who very well may bring 

victory to the South. 
 
June 18, 1863 (Evening) 

 
There was little time for merriment back at camp tonight, as Captain Franklin relayed 

Morgan’s orders: we are all to ride up to Lebanon first thing in the morning to divide the 

Union forces that are headed towards Nashville. There’s reportedly an entire brigade; 

General Bragg in Nashville could handle them, but we’re to give them any additional 

advantage we can. 
 
After supper, I went to ask Mid what happened back on the field, but couldn’t find him in his 

usual haunts. I finally found him at the edge of camp, staring off into the woods. He looked 

sicker than ever, even in the fading dusk light. His skin had drained of all its color and his 

face looked gaunt. He almost appeared to be in a trance, and hadn’t noticed me even 

though I was only a few feet away. I suddenly felt it wise to leave him be. If he’s like this in 

the morning, I’m demanding that he stay here and heal up. 
 
June 19, 1863 

 
My nervousness about telling Mid to stay in camp turned out to be unnecessary. General 

Morgan himself came by and ordered Mid to remain in camp, and to see the town doctor. 

Mid said nothing but at least looked up to meet the General’s disapproving glare; he had 

surely seen Mid’s lack of action yesterday and wouldn’t forget it anytime soon. 
 
We thankfully left the artillery and wagons, but nearly everyone else rode out with us. We 

headed to the north, making good time. Clouds rolled in last night and it cooled down now 

that the sun wasn’t baking us in our saddles. 
 
General Morgan timed the ride so we would be arriving in Lebanon around the time the 

Union forces would be setting up their camp, causing additional chaos by catching them 

unprepared. We slowed down and waited for the scouts to come back with exact positions. 

20 groups of 2 were sent out to maximize coverage. After nearly an hour, a few groups 

returned with news that the Union brigade had departed from near Lebanon yesterday 

morning, and had headed due west toward Mt. Juliet. 
 
The General and his Colonels met to decide our next step: we would ride a few miles west, 

make camp, and send scouts out to find the exact position of the enemy encampment and 

map out the terrain. Our exact mission will depend on what the scouts uncover. 
 
June 20, 1863 



 
Today didn’t go exactly as expected, but I would still consider it successful. Our scouts 

discovered that the Union forces weren’t in Mt. Juliet either; they had continued on to 

Bridgewater. The scouts spent the night riding south of Bridgewater to the Stone River and 

noting entry and exit points from that direction, returning as the sun lit up the clouds. 
 
The General was livid about the outdated information he had, but calmed down quickly 

when he learned what information the scouts had brought back. Another short planning 

session and we were packing up. This time it was only to move camp 8 or so miles to the 

west, then to start in with the first part of the attack. 
 
Packing up went quickly, then we simply transported everything to the new campsite and 

left it packed and concealed. We were soon headed past Bridgewater to the riverbank, then 

upstream until we were southwest of the enemy camp. The feignt was a simple one: we 

spread our forces wide and burst into their camp suddenly with as much noise as we could 

muster. We took a few shots, then turned tail and headed the few miles back to the river. 
 
We knew we would only draw a portion of the men out, but that was the point. We certainly 

weren’t going to defeat them being outnumbered four to one. At the river, we hugged the 

bank to the east and rode to a bridge at a narrow spot in the river. A small group was sent 

over to make obvious tracks and confuse any pursuers while the rest of us splashed 

through the shallow water for another mile or so before heading back north to our camp. 
 
Tomorrow is poised to bring more feignts and general confusion. 
 
June 22, 1863 

 
Yesterday went quite well. We spent the entire day pulling Union forces this way and that, 

never giving them an opportunity to do anything other than chase their own tails. We 

inflicted minimal casualties, primarily their mounted scouts, but that wasn’t the goal of this 

raid. We’re sure they’re questioning their own intelligence as to our numbers and the 

numbers that General Bragg has in Nashville, and Bragg’s position only strengthens with 

the extra days we’ve given him. 
 
We eventually returned to our Mt. Juliet camp for a brief night’s rest before packing up and 

leaving at dawn this morning. The clouds darkened up considerably today, and I’m certain it 

will begin raining soon. Luckily it held off for the duration of our ride back to Murfreesboro, 

even if we did have the wind in our faces the whole way. 
 
General Morgan, always thinking strategically, led us south of town before coming up into 

our camp, just in case there had been any Union movements he hadn’t heard about in our 



few days out. The extra caution was appreciate, but unneeded since everything was as we 

left it. 
 
After tending to my horse, I went searching for Mid. His horse was still here, so he couldn’t 

be far. I scoured the camp for twenty minutes before finally finding a medical officer who 

had stayed behind. He said he hadn’t seen Mid since we rode out, and assumed he was 

with us. 
 
I decided to walk into town and talk to the town doctor, since he should’ve seen Mid. The 

streets were unexpectedly mostly empty, which I attributed to the fact that the clouds were 

swelling and darkening, promising a wet night. Those that I did see were hurriedly going 

about their business without stopping to chat or even acknowledge me or anybody else. 
 
As I approached the doctor’s office, a woman clutching an infant to her chest hurried out 

without looking up or returning my pleasantries. I entered the office and greeted the tired 

looking doctor as he sat down in a chair and rubbed his head. He said he hadn’t seen a 

soldier with a leg injury today, or in the recent past. I asked him what was going on in town, 

why everyone was acting odd. He gave me a suspicious look, sighed, and apparently 

decided he could open up to me. 
 
“Starting a few days ago, animals started going missing overnight. Chickens and dogs, 

mostly. People said they’ve been hearing things in the woods. Then last night, a cow was 

found at the end of Main Street, disemboweled and soaking in pool of its own blood. 

Townsfolk are getting worried.” He stared at me, seemingly hoping I could provide an 

explanation for it all, which I obviously couldn’t. 
 
I apologized for wasting his time and hurried back to camp. 
 
June 23, 1863 
 
Lightning tore across the sky and thunder cracked all night, and nobody looks well rested. 

The rain was light until sunrise, then worsened as we were ordered to pack up camp. I 

noticed the Sheriff keeping watch over our camp; I’m not sure if he was there to protect us 

or intimidate us, but he didn’t do much of either. 
 
I tailed General Morgan as he went to talk with the Sheriff. “Yer no longer welcome here,” 

the Sheriff practically spit through his large beard. The General stifled a chuckle and pointed 

out the obvious: “We’re just leaving, Sheriff. Have a nice day.” He turned and stalked away 

looking annoyed. 
 
We all got mounted up and awaited the General’s orders. The thunder had stopped but the 



rain poured on. I’m not sure if they’ve decided Mid deserted, or if he wandered off and got 

himself killed or what, but his gear was distributed and someone claimed his horse. I’d like 

to think he found a cave to relax in while he heals; I’m sure he’s happier alone anyway. 
 
I heard General Morgan give the command and we were off, headed north through town. I 

think I heard the Sheriff demand that we go around, instead of through, town, but it was too 

late as we all trotted down Main Street. We could all see, but more so feel the townsfolk 

glaring at us from windows and porches as we filtered through. I’m pretty sure I saw a group 

of people around a dark sheet laying over the ground in a little side street, with a decidedly 

human looking shape beneath it, but we rode past too quickly to take it all in. I’d like to think 

it was my imagination. 
 
Not long after leaving town, the Colonels filtered the plans down the chains of command, 

until Lieutenant Brooks came and relayed the information to us. We were headed north 

back through Lebanon, Tenn. and ultimately for Lebanon, Kentucky, where a small Union 

contingent was controlling the area. Along the way we were expected to take out any 

targets of opportunity. Everybody would be taking turns as scouts; Morgan was apparently 

still upset at the outdated information on enemy positions we had encountered a few days 

ago, and it was imperative that he had a complete picture of what was going on around us. 
 
The ride was as comfortable as it could be when it was this wet, but we arrived near 

Lebanon, Tenn. and quickly set up camp. It looks like not all the tents were set up, so it’s 

more cramped than usual. The rumblings are that we are not taking a direct route, and this 

is the true beginning of a long campaign. 
 
Colonel Hawk made the rounds after supper, relaying scout assignments. I’m heading out to 

the east for a few days with four others, only one of which I know (Lieutenant Brooks). 

Hopefully the rain eases up for this trip. 
 
June 26, 1863 

 
Three days into our scouting mission and we haven’t found much. Every town we come to 

has rumors of Union soldiers somewhere to the east, but we have yet to find any. The rain 

hasn’t gotten worse but hasn’t lightened up either. Brooks is willing to give us another half 

day before turning back. 
 
June 27, 1863 
 
We actually have some solid news today, there’s a few Union companies headed to the 

northeast. We’re guessing this is the remnants from a battle down near Rockwood where 

General Hood greatly outnumbered the Yanks, and they’re scampering home licking their 



wounds. We’re taking a slightly more northern route back to the main group, hoping to 

intercept them before entering Kentucky. 
 
July 1, 1863 

 
We joined back up with the main column today, and what a difference a week has made 

around here, for the worse. Apparently the main group has been tailed by a small group of, 

well, assassins, who are picking apart stragglers and scouts in the dark of the night. It’s got 

the men nervous, though General Morgan seems merely annoyed. Our original group 

seems mostly untouched, Corporal Mears being the only one I know to have gone missing. 
 
The bright side of this is that we have swapped out the slower mules pulling artillery and 

wagons for horses. Every little bit helps. We are set to cross into Kentucky tomorrow or the 

next day, then on to Lebanon. Our scouts have confirmed that it is lightly guarded. 
 
Guards around the camp are beefed up in light of the recent occurrences, and the rain has 

tapered off a bit. Even among the nervousness, the men seem excited for the upcoming 

siege. 
 
July 2, 1863 

 
Last night I heard sounds I’ve never heard before. Sometime after midnight the rain picked 

up and thunder boomed in the distance. I’m pretty sure I heard someone cry out in anguish, 

but it was cut short and replaced by a terrible snarling howl. I wasn’t able to go back to 

sleep for the rest of the night. 
 
We rode until midday, then set up a makeshift camp to get a little rest. Morgan intends for 

us to ride through the night based on Union troop movements our scouts have reported. 
 
July 3, 1863 

 
Jake Jameson was killed during our ride last night. He was near the rear of the column and 

was picked off by an assassin or sniper. His brother John insists he saw something else, no 

man and no horse, but he’s understandable a little delirious after witnessing his brother get 

killed. I was near the front of the column so was unaware of any of this until we stopped and 

set up camp before supper. We push into Kentucky and to Lebanon tomorrow. 
 
July 5, 1863 

 
Today was a day of ups and downs, but mostly ups. Yesterday we rode within five miles of 



Lebanon and camped in the woods. This morning we charged into town in the pre-dawn 

light and took the Yanks by surprise. The put up little resistance, and hundreds surrendered 

(smartly). Morgan himself led the charge in the morning, and spent the afternoon and 

evening ranging north and east of town, picking off stragglers who may deliver news back to 

the Union command. 
 
He was with a small group which included his brother, Lieutenant Thomas Morgan and also 

Private Adler (who relayed this information to me). After darkness had fallen, they were 

headed back to our camp in the woods when what Adler called “a monster” launched itself 

out of the underbrush and ripped through Lieutenant Morgan’s throat, before disappearing 

as quickly as it had appeared. 
 
Nobody got a shot off. Nobody could help the General’s brother as he bled out. But Adler 

said Morgan had a look in his face that he’s never seen before: not just a look of anguish at 

the loss of his brother, but of pure fear. 
 
Morgan has his Colonels round everyone up, and we’re camping in town tonight. The 

General had standalone buildings at each side of town set on fire, but he’s retired to the 

command tent. The plan is to remain here for another day until a small group of infantry can 

come and properly secure this town, then head east towards Lexington to try to split apart 

Union troops on the move there. 
 
July 6, 1863 

 
I awoke to commotion this morning, and the town was on fire. We packed up quickly and 

got out of town. There were murmurs that Morgan himself had carried a torch from building 

to building. 
 
Morgan looks more like himself this morning, but his orders were unexpected: we’re headed 

northwest towards Louisville. I’m unsure as to what our mission is in that direction, as there 

haven’t been any reports of Union movements there, but the General likely knows 

something we don’t. We’ve stopped during a rare sunbreak for lunch, and have been 

informed that we will be riding through the night again. 
 
July 8, 1863 

 
The last two days have been terrible. After my last entry, we continued toward Louisville. 

Once darkness dropped, the rain started in again, and John Jameson snapped and 

galloped off alone to the south. I may have been hearing things but I thought I heard a 

scream not long afterwards. The speed of the column steadily increased, as whoever was in 

the back hurried up towards the front. 



 
We lost one cannon that night, and the other three last night. We’re down to one wagon, 

which stays up with the General at the front of the column. The men are showing signs of 

panic, followed by periods of reason, but we can’t keep this up long. 
 
The General has led us to the Ohio River, and commanded us to stay put while he rides 

ahead with his Colonels. It’ll be dark soon, so I don’t think he’ll be long. I’m not sure what 

we’re doing here, as General Lee has explicitly told General Morgan to stay in Kentucky. 
 
July 9, 1863 
 
I saw the monster. It is truly a monster. Last night as we sped through Indiana, it was 

flanking us, and I saw it leap and throw Lieutenant Brooks right off his horse. It tore his arm 

off and bit his neck so forcefully I heard his spine snap. It... it was awful. The men around 

me and I rode hard to escape, keeping to the open fields, and eventually rejoined the 

column. Captain Franklin somehow calmed us down, and we were able to rest. 
 
We crossed the river on two riverboats in darkness last night, Morgan himself setting them 

ablaze after the last man was over. I’m not sure if he knows what the plan is, but we’re 

clearly on the run from this thing. Hopefully it can’t swim. 
 
-- 
 
There are no further entries in the journal. 
 


