
Home, Sunday morning, June 17th [1866] 

Lt. Mitchell, 

 Your little note was received last Wednesday, and you have no idea how much joy the 
sight of your hand writing occasioned me, feel happier now than I have felt in many days, for 
your note convinces me that I am not entirely forgotten; I have missed your letters sadly, and 
have been tempted more than once to drop you a few lines, pride alone restrained the act, from 
the tone of your last letter I imagined that a loss of correspondence would be agreeable to you, at 
least meet with your approbation, you did not seem to expect or desire, a reply from me, and for 
that reason I did not write. This silence has caused me much pain and rendered me very unhappy. 
I felt as if I would give worlds for one long talk with you, could not say all I wished on paper, 
when I heard of your arrival in Atlanta my heart was filled with joy, I judged your feelings by 
my own and thought you would immediately seek my presence, but it seems you had no such 
intentions, I remained at home for several days, in the vain hope of seeing you, and you have no 
idea how perfectly miserable I felt as the days passed slowly by and still no glimpse of you, no 
proof of a shadow of remembrance, Mr. Van Epps told me he had seen you, and said moreover 
that you had expressed a desire to see me-it-seems, however, that he entirely misunderstood you, 
you must have known my whereabouts and could easily have granted yourself that pleasure had 
you so desired, I heard that you had established yourself in Atlanta, and did not know that you 
had gone to Columbus instead, ‘till my return last week. I remained in Atlanta just four weeks, it 
seems good to be home again, although I miss Sollie and the children terribly, do not think I can 
stand the separation long. Mr. Corbin came to see me yesterday, but the old lady was not with 
him, I do not think she loves me as once did, the change in her feelings is to me very apparent, 
and causes me much pain, I have not been out to see her in a long, long time, was in quarantine 
for about six weeks before I went up to Atlanta, all four of Sollie’s children had varioloid and the 
old lady had such fear of the disease that I would not for all the world have gone out there. Mrs. 
Charlie Corbin is now with her, hope she will not leave before I see her. I am all curiosity to see 
“Mr. Charlie’s” choice, am fearful he will never make another calico dress for me. 

I am not in the habit of writing letters on the Sabbath, but as you now seem to, so earnestly, 
desire a letter from me, I can not put you off another day, intended writing last night but Carrie 
asked me to finish a dress for her to wear today, and I did not get through ‘till very late, and 
fearful some of the stitches were then on Sunday, for it must have been after twelve o’clock 
when my work box was laid one side. We had quite a heavy shower this morning, and that 
accounts for my being at home, the sun has been shining for some time since breakfast, but I 
think it is too damp for me to venture out this morning, it is now nearly ten o’clock, and I have 
sent Carrie to the front gate to inspect the road, and if her report is at all favorable, will put up 
my port folio ‘till after my return from church, there she has just called to me says it is only a 
little damp—so good bye for a season. 



Sunday afternoon—I brought my good friend Anna [McSaurin] home with me from Church this 
morning, have talked her nearly to sleep, and will now devote myself to you, hope I may be 
equally as interesting in your case, you certainly ought to feel complimented to think I would 
give up her company, and my afternoon nap just to talk to you. Wish you could hear one of Mr. 
Jones’ sermons – he is a dear, good man and a most excellent preacher. ‘tis seldom he fails to 
interest me, but for some unaccountable reason I could not give him much of my attention this 
morning—my thoughts would wander in spite of all I could do, am sorry to say the sermon did 
not benefit me much and I might just as well have remained at home and finished this sheet to 
you; relieved my curiosity to some extent by going, for I met and conversed for a few moments 
with Mr. and Mrs. Charlie Corbin, she is a sweet looking little body not quite as tall as Sollie 
Corbin, the bride groom was about as happy looking a gentleman as I ever saw.  

Do you expect to visit Griffin shortly? If you find Columbus so extremely dull, why not come to 
this place to [recruit] for a while? hope you will, if you come, call on me more frequently than 
you did Atlanta, other wise your visit would not prove very beneficial to me. Let me receive a 
long letter from you soon, Lt. Mitchell, and allow me to caution you about one thing, in your last 
letter (I don’t mean note) you closed in such a respectful manner that it made me mad—here 
after call yourself friend, if you wish, or any thing else in the world, but please never say “Very 
Respectfully &c” to me again. I will not apologize for the looks of this sheet you are accustomed 
to my careless hand writing, and the letter would not appear natural if it presented a decent 
appearance. Good bye— 

 Yours-not at all Respectfully 

  C. 


