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Most people call me Hattie.  Momma calls me Hattie, except when 
she’s mad at me, then she calls me by my god-given name: Harriet 
Alanson Howell.  I bring that up because not an hour ago, while I 
was in the kitchen helping myself to some molasses cookies, I heard 
momma shout my full name from the parlor. I knew why... Arthur 
Phelps!  He must have told his mother what happened at school yes-
terday, and she come knocking at our door trying to blame it on me.  

“Harriet Alanson Howell! Didn’t I tell you hitting boys was not prop-
er behavior for a young lady”?  
“I didn’t hit him momma, honest it was an accident.  He tried 
snatching my chalkboard. The edge of the chalkboard smacked him 
upside the head.  Miss Clark saw what happened and didn’t get 
mad”. 

I didn’t have the stomach to tell her Miss Clark smiled at me short-
ly after the big thud caught her attention.  If you ask me, she knew 
Arthur had it coming, always poking and teasing.  Marion says he’s 
sweet on me. That’s sure a strange way to show it, don’t you think?  
Now he’s got a big lump to match those big ears of his. 

Boys can be so irritating. 
.
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I’m 14 years old.  You might be surprised to know I like school and my teacher, Miss Clark. There are four of us 
kids: Martha, Dewitt, Lafayette... we call him Fayette, and me, the youngest. There were five of us until Jennie 
caught the measles and died a few years back. That about killed momma. She’s had enough misery and grief in her 
life for 10 people, I overheard Pastor Wilson say one day.  She sure works hard to keep our little family together. 

I came along shortly after my daddy left home to fight in the war. I’ve got my own mind about things, and I’m not 
afraid to speak it.  Grandpa Wickham says, “young lady, you could talk a gate off its hinges!”.  Grandpas say the 
strangest things sometimes, don’t they?  

Well, I suppose he is right, talking does get me in trouble more often than not. “Ladies should be quiet until spoken 
to,” grandma says.  “Keep your thoughts on your husband and children, practice your penmanship and memorize 
your bible verses”.  That’s what ladies do according to her.

I love my grandma but, phooey on that, I want to be an artist like my daddy.
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My daddy, Hannibal Howell, painted signs. Momma says 
he was the best drawer she ever saw, a real artist.  He 
went to fight the rebels and never came home. All any-
one in our family knows is he was last seen alive early in 
the morning on July 1, 1863  near a cornfield in a place 
called Gettysburg down in Pennsylvania. 
 
Since Jennie died, I darn near drove momma crazy with 
questions about daddy.  Momma worried I was making 
myself sick in the head.  She even talked with Pastor Wil-
son about it. He told her not to worry, it would pass, just 
a thing young girls go through.  

Well, I’m here to tell you, I don’t plan on letting things 
pass. I’ve got a load of questions.  Why did he leave us 
behind to fight in the war?  Didn’t he know he could get 
killed, and then we’d have no father?  Momma prays he 
had a “good death”.  I don’t exactly know what “good 
death” is, but as far as I can tell there is nothing good 
about dying.  I worry he suffered, that he was shot but 
didn’t die, just laid there bleeding and in pain. I’ve heard 
terrible stories about wounded soldiers in the war. 

Those thoughts weighed heavy on my mind, it was all I 
could think about.  Maybe momma was right, I was mak-
ing myself sick in the head.

Then... one day a letter came, it had my name on it.
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I never got a letter addressed just to me. I was so excited my hands were shaking, I could hardly open it.  
Everybody crowded around to see who it was from and what it said.  I think Fayette was more excited than 
me, he was dancing around in one place. 

To our surprise, it was from Uncle Byron, daddy’s brother!
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My Dearest Niece Hattie,

I received a letter from your mother a few days ago.  She tells me you are doing very well in school 
and have been a big help around the house.  Good for you on both counts, school is essential even 
for a young girl like you.  

I hope you will forgive your old uncle for not sending a card for your recent birthday.   Your aunt 
reminded me of it only a few days ago.  I have been so busy with my work here in West Virginia 
that I completely forgot.  Happy belated birthday!  I have something in mind to send you that I 
hope will make up for my forgetfulness.   

Your mother informs me that you have been asking about the war and had questions about your 
father.  I know your mother finds it difficult to talk about my dear brother’s death. I find it hard 
myself.  Hannibal’s and Tappan’s deaths are a burden I will carry with me for the rest of my days. 
The war was very hard, harder than any of us ever imagined.  I know it may not be proper to dis-
cuss such terrible matters with a young lady but I would consider it an honor to share what I know.  
I promise to do my best to answer your questions.  

Your loving uncle,

Byron

Page 5



- D
R

A
FT -

Page 6

Note: some graphics are temporary placeholders for original art

My Dearest Niece Hattie,,
I received a letter from your mother a few days ago.  She tells me you are doing very well in school and have been a big help around the house.  Good for you on both counts, school is essential, even for a young girl like you.  I hope you will forgive your old uncle for not sending a card for your recent birthday. Your aunt reminded me of it only a few days ago, and I have been so busy with my work here in West Virginia that I completely forgot.  Happy belated birthday!  I have something in mind to send you that I hope will make up for my forgetfulness.   

Your mother informs me that you have been asking about the war and had questions about your father.  I know your mother finds it difficult to talk about my dear brother’s death. I find it hard myself.  Hannibal’s and Tappan’s deaths are a burden I will carry with me for the rest of my days. The war was very hard, harder than any of us could have imag-ined.  I know it may not be proper to discuss such terrible matters with a young lady, but I would consider it an honor to share what I know.  I promise to do my best to answer your questions.  

Your loving uncle,

   Byron
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Uncle Byron was in the war with daddy and uncle Tappan. Momma told me the three brothers volun-
teered to go into the war together.  They were in the New York 76th Regiment, Company C.  
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Uncle Byron has been a big help to our family. 
With no man of the house and no money coming 
in, momma has a hard time making ends meet. 

He helped her get a Widow’s Pension from the gov-
ernment in Washington. That’s $8 a month and $2 
for each of us children. 

Seems to me that $16 is hardly enough money con-
sidering we lost our father. 
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Dear Uncle Byron,

I was happy to receive your letter.  Thank you for the birthday wishes. We are 

good here in Hector.  It has been very cold.  We have lots of snow on the ground.  

It was hard for me to get to school several days last week.  I am doing well 

in my school subjects. Our teacher Miss Clark has been teaching us a little bit 

about the War of 1861. Five of my classmates including my best friend Mari-

on lost kin in the war.  Marion’s father died at the same place my daddy did in 

Pennsylvania. She told me it made her grandmother sick in the head. Thank you for offering to answer my questions, it’s all that I have in my head. 

I think mother is tired of me pestering her about things she can’t answer. She 

didn’t want me bothering you, but I am glad she wrote you.  I am excited to 

learn more.  I hope you will forgive me if I get too much into your business.  

Your grateful niece
      Hattie
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As soon as everyone read the letter I went into the kitchen and read it again three times.  I could hardly be-
lieve that I might get answers to the questions that had been troubling me so. 

I asked Martha if I could have a piece of her special letter paper to write back to Uncle Byron.  I thought for 
sure she wouldn’t give me one, but to my surprise she said yes. 

Using my best penmanship I wrote him a short letter thanking him for his kindness.  .
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A few days after I mailed the letter, I got a 
package in the mail.  Getting mail with your 
name on it is sure exciting! 

The package was from the P.S. Duval and Son 
in Philadelphia. It was nicely wrapped in sev-
eral layers of heavy paper.  I saved the paper 
for my drawings since we don’t have extra 
money to buy me paper.

Inside was a beautiful map, a map of the Battle 
of Gettysburg.  The map had to be the birthday 
gift Uncle Byron had promised.

I studied the map for hours.  I could hardly 
wait to hear from Uncle Byron again.  



Dear Hattie,

I hope you like the belated birthday prese
nt I sent.  I know it is usual to send such a thing 

to a young lady, but I knew you would find it interesting.  

Since I have been doing large jobs for the gov
ernment, maps are an important part o

f my work.  I was able to secure this map of The Battle of Gettys-

burg from a man in Washington, DC who owed me a favor.    

Your father served under the glorious flag
 of the New York 76th Regiment. The three of us were in Company C.  We called ourselves Company C the 

“Can Dos”.  Major Glover, God rest his soul, could always rely on th
e Can Dos to get the job done!  

Look for the unfinished railroad line on t
he map, follow it toward the town of G

ettysburg, you will see the green lines sig
nifying Federal troops.  Your father 

was there among the brave men of the 
76th. I regrettably had been discharged several 

months before and was still gravely ill i
n the hospital when the terrible battle 

took place.  My great regret was not being there to he
lp my brother in his time of need, but, a

las, I was fighting a battle of my own. Your father was one of 

the kindest, most humble man I have ever known.  He had gift for drawing and painting.  
Before the war we had a painting busine

ss, Howell Brothers 

Painters, principally carriages and signs.  
Your father was the creative one, his signs

 were in big demand. I handled the business side, Hannibal and Tappan 

did the day-to-day painting.   Tappan was still a young man and wa
sn’t dependable like your father.  Had they both lived I know we would be working 

together still.  

I look forward to your next letter.

   Byron
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... Look for the unfinished railroad line on the map, follow it toward the town of Gettysburg, 
you will see the green lines signifying Federal troops.  

Your father was there among the brave men of the 76th. I had been discharged several 
months before and was still gravely ill in the hospital when the terrible battle took place.  
My great regret was not being there to help my brother in his time of need, but, alas, I was 
fighting a battle of my own with Typhus. 

Your father was one of the kindest, most humble man I have ever known.  He had a gift for 
drawing and painting.  Before the war we had a painting business, Howell Brothers Paint-
ers, principally carriages and signs.  Your father was the creative one, his signs were in big 
demand. I handled the business side, Hannibal and Tappan did the day-to-day painting.   
Tappan was still a young man and wasn’t dependable as your father.  Had they both lived, I 
know we would be working together still...

A few weeks later I got a letter from him.

Page 11



- D
R

A
FT -

Page 12

Note: some graphics are temporary placeholders for original art

Studying that map over and over, seeing where daddy died, made me want to get to the bottom of things 
more than ever. But, I was afraid of what I might find out.

I told Martha, and she said “You owe it to yourself and the family to find out what happened to our fa-
ther”.  

Well, that is easy for her to say, she’s not the one doing the asking! Let the little sister do all the hard 
work!  I told her she needed to let me use her letter paper if I was going to be the one to get to the bot-
tom of this.  I may be the youngest in the family but I know how to get my way. 

I promised myself I’d ask Uncle Byron straight away, no beating around the bush.  

At the bottom of my letter I drew a picture of President Lincoln I’d seen in a book at school.  

Thank you for the wonderful gift, I will treasure it.  I took the map to school last 
week and showed my teacher, Miss Clark.  She was very impressed.  We studied 
the map together, and I showed it to the class.  The first thing I noticed was how 
many Rebel troops there were surrounding our troops.  

Uncle Byron, how do you think he was killed?  I pray he did not suffer. Momma 
says she is sure his was a good death, that he made peace with the Lord.  But, in 
my head sometimes I worry he was alone and suffered greatly. 

I have bad dreams about him laying in a field calling my name.  Momma says if 
we knew where he was buried it would relieve much of her sorrow.  I think it 
might help me too.
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Dear Hattie,

I am pleased you like the map. The war was a terrible scar on our co
untry that will take many years to h

eal.  My work 

now rebuilding what was destroyed in
 the South has helped me greatly understan

d the way southerners think and their
 reasons 

for rebellion.  I have met many fine people and con
sider them friends.  After all, we are all Americans!  

Your drawing of President Lincoln was stunning. No doubt you get your artistic ability 
from your father!  I was 

honored to see the great man in perso
n when he came to review the Army of the Potomac.  His tragic death was a huge 

loss for our nation.

Please feel free to ask whatever question
s you wish, don’t be shy.  I will try to answer them if I can. The circumstances of  

my brother’s death trouble me too.  W
hen our brother Tappan was wounded at South Mountain in April 1862, both of 

us were there at his side.  The fighting was fierce, the worst thus 
far.  It wouldn’t be proper for me to go in

to great detail, but 

I will say that the fighting was so clo
se we used our rifles as clubs. Tappan was shot in the chest by a re

bel sharpshooter as 

our line moved forward up the steep 
slop.  Your father and I dragged him back and laid him ag

ainst a tree and yelled for 

a medic.  He was in frightful condition, bleeding 
profusely and in great pain.  We had no choice but leave him and r

eturn 

to the fighting, since our line was in 
danger of being overrun by the rebels

.  

When nightfall came and the fighting s
topped, we rushed to the medical tent,

 but he was not there.  We feared that he was 

dead.  A surgeon told us he was taken with 
other wounded soldiers to a hospital. 

 Later we learned he died at the hospita
l 

in Washington, DC. We never saw him again.  Our dear brother is buried at the new 
military cemetery in Maryland 

near Sharpsburg.  I have visited his grave.

Your questions about Hannibal’s death have renewed my inte
rest in finding out more myself.  M

y work has kept me so 

busy that I’ve not given it as much thought as 
I should.  I have made many contacts in my w

ork and will try to see if 

I can locate some of the men we serve
d with in the 76th. 

I have to end here because I am due in Richmond tomorrow.  Your aunt sends her regards.

Your loving uncle,

...Your drawing of President Lincoln was stunning. No doubt, you get your 
artistic ability from your father!  I was honored to see the great man in 
person when he came to review the Army of the Potomac.  His tragic death 
was a huge loss for our nation...

When our brother Tappan was wounded at South Mountain in April 1862, 
both of us were there at his side.  The fighting was fierce, the worst thus 
far.  The fighting was so close our bayonets where useless, we used our 
rifles as clubs. 

Tappan was shot in the shoulder by a rebel sharpshooter as our line 
charged forward up the steep slope.  The Minié ball passed right through 
him and out his lower abdomen. Your father and I dragged him back and 
laid him against a tree and yelled for a medic.  He was in frightful condi-
tion, bleeding profusely and in great pain.  We had no choice but leave him 
and return to the fighting, since our line was in danger of being overrun by 
the rebels...

Later we learned he died at the hospital in Washington, DC. We never saw 
him again.  Our dear brother is buried at the new military cemetery in 
Maryland near Sharpsburg.  I have visited his grave...

I like writing to Uncle Byron. I think he likes writing to me too. 
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When I read about the death of Uncle Tappan and the description of the fighting, I got a picture in my mind.  I 
got out the paper I saved from my birthday present and started to draw what I saw.
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You may be interested to know that I’m not the only girl here in Hector who 
lost her father in the war.  My best friend Marion lost her daddy at Gettysburg 
too. Lucinda Hawkins daddy got killed at a place called Antietam.  We tried to 
find it on a map and learned that Antietam is a creek, not a town.  

Sarah Adams’ daddy got sick and died of something called dysentery.  Maddy 
Conklin’s daddy was killed by a cannonball that blew him to pieces.  The only 
thing they found of him was a tiny Bible with his name in it. 

Even if your daddy came home he was not the same as when he left.  Lucinda 
Crane’s daddy had his arm cut off.  She says practically every night he wakes 
up screaming something terrible. 

The war did not end for children of soldiers, I’m proof of that. 
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We are luckier than most, we’re able to get by pretty well. We have a house of our own with 14 acres of good 
land.  We’ve got a big garden and lots of animals that keep us well fed. Dewitt and Fayette handle raising the 
big animals.  I take care of the chickens.  I’ve got names for everyone of them.  If we have extra we sell butter 
and eggs to a man in Watkins Glen.  Arthur Phelps’ daddy rents some of our land to grow grapes.  

I think Uncle Byron has been helping us too.  At the beginning of every month, momma gets a letter from him 
like clockwork.  She doesn’t say anything about it but I’m pretty sure he is sending money.  

Do you suppose Uncle Byron is troubled by being in the war?  I don’t think that is a question I should be asking 
just yet.
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We all got sick with the grip and it took me a long while to write Uncle Byron back. Martha took care of all 
of us since momma got sick too. Praise God, we are better, but it took a long time. Fayette is still not right 
in his stomach. 

School is almost over for the year and the boys will soon be working in the fields. Momma says she has 
some sewing for us to work on during the summer. I not much for sewing, I would rather work with the 
boys in the fields.  

Dear Uncle Byron,
I am sorry that it has taken so long for me to write back.  We have all been sick 

with the grip, even mother got sick.   My sister Martha had to take care of all 

of us. Praise God, we are better, but it has taken a long time. Fayette is still not 

right in his stomach. 

School is almost over for the year and the boys will soon be working in the 

fields.  Momma says she has some sewing for us to work on during the summer. I 

not much for sewing, I would much rather work with the boys in the field.  

Your last letter got my mind racing.  The fighting and how uncle Tappan got 

killed you told me about confused me inside. I felt better after drawing what 

you told me about.  I hope you don’t mind me sending it to you.   I didn’t want 

to show it to momma because it might upset her.  I showed it to my teacher.  She 

said it was very good.  We don’t have money to buy paper to draw on, so drew on 

the wrapping paper from the map you sent me. 

My brother Dewitt told me that our daddy, you and Tappan all volunteered to 

fight the rebels.  He said you didn’t have to join in the fight.  Why did you want 

to fight in the war?  Weren’t you afraid to get killed?  Sometimes mad at daddy 

for joining, if he didn’t, he would be here with us.. I know I shouldn’t dwell 

on it but it makes me sad inside.  

Maybe there is no good answer to my question. 

Uncle Bryon, I am glad we are writing to each other.

 
       Hattie

... Uncle Byron, your last letter got my mind racing.  The fighting and how uncle Tappan got 
killed troubled me. I drew what you told me about.  It helped settle my mind. I hope you don’t 
mind me sending it to you. Miss Clark said it was very good, she told me to keep drawing. We 
don’t have money to buy paper so I drew on the wrapping paper from the map you sent me. I 
didn’t show momma because it would upset her. 

Uncle Bryon, Dewitt told me that you, daddy, and Tappan all volunteered to fight the rebels.  
He said you didn’t have to join in the fight.  Why did you want to fight in the war?  Weren’t you 
afraid to get killed?  

Sometimes I get mad at him for joining.  If he didn’t fight, he would be here now, we’d have a 
father. I know I shouldn’t dwell on it but it makes me sad to think of it.  

Maybe there is no good answer to my question. 

Uncle Bryon, I am glad we are writing each other.

Hattie
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My dearest niece Hattie,I was so pleased to hear that you are drawing. I know your father made sketches during the war. I don’t know what happened to them.  

He may have sent some to your mother and our parents.  I recently heard from a man who served with us in the 76th.  I asked him 

about your father but he didn’t know anything.  He did say that he knows several others who served with us and would inquire for me.  

Who knows, maybe we will find someone who last saw Hannibal.  Your question about why we joined is a good one but difficult to answer in just a few words.  Each of us joined for different reasons.  At 

the start of the war veryone believed the war would be over quickly, one big battle and the Union would crush the secessionists.  As you know, 

that was not the case!  

Tappan was the instigator.  He came to my house all excited one evening after seeing a recruiting poster in town.  There was a rally to 

recruit volunteers that evening.  I went with him.  After the Rebs captured Fort Sumter everyone wanted to help teach the secessionists a 

lesson. All Tappan could talk about the next morning was how much money we could make.  $100 bounty once the war was over and $13 

a month pay, that was good money.   Tappan was young and naive, he wanted to see the world beyond Groton.  Who can blame him? 

Me, I thought it was the right thing to do to protect our family and our country.  I was reluctant but thought the money was good too.  

Your father would not have served if not for Tappan and me.  He was concerned about your mother and you children.  As I said, we 

thought the war would be over quickly and we’d be back home in a few months maybe before we saw action with $100 in our pockets.  

I am due in Richmond tomorrow. I will save the story of your father’s change of mind for my next letter, it will give you something to look 

forward to! 
‘

Your adoring uncle.

My dearest niece Hattie,

Thank you for the lovely drawing. You have real talent, from only my short description 
you managed to capture what took place.  I have to admit when I saw it, it rattled me, 
brought back the terror and fear we all felt.  Your father made sketches during the war. 
I don’t know what happened to them.  He may have sent some to your mother and our 
parents.  

I recently heard from a man who served with us in the 76th.  I asked him about your fa-
ther but he didn’t know anything.  He did say that he knows men who served with us and 
would inquire for me.  Who knows, maybe we will find someone who last saw Hannibal.  

Your question about why we volunteered is a good one, but difficult to answer in just 
a few words.  After the Rebels attacked Fort Sumter everyone was eagar to fight, teach 
the secessionists a lesson. We believed the war would be over quickly, one battle and the 
Union would crush the secessionists. As you know, that was not the case!  The humiliating 
defeat at Bull Run shocked us all. 

Tappan was the instigator.  He came to my house all excited one evening after seeing a 
recruiting poster in town.  He and I went to recruiting rally the next evening.  All he talk-
ed about was how much money we could make, $100 bounty once the war was over and 
$13 a month pay.  That was good money. Tappan was young and naive, he wanted to see 
the world beyond Groton.  Who can blame him? 

I thought it was the right thing to do to protect our family and the country.   I saw the 
risk but felt I had no choice, it had to be done.  Believe me, I thought it over long and 
hard. As I said, we thought the war would be over quickly and we’d be back home in a 
few months with $100 in our pockets.  

I am due in Richmond tomorrow. I will save the story of your father’s reasons for joining 
for my next letter.  Now you have something to look forward to! 
‘
Your adoring uncle,

Byron
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The thought of finding my father’s sketches had me so excited I could hardly sleep the night I received Uncle Byron’s 
letter.  I asked momma if she had any but she said his letters were accidentally ruined when Jennie was ill.  A pitcher 
of water spilled on mother’s dresser soaking them all.  Momma could hardly speak about it.  

What a terrible thing Americans fighting Americans. My teacher told us President Lincoln freed the slaves with The 
Emancipation Proclamation and that made people in the south even madder.   I don’t understand how someone could 
own another person. Miss Clark said the Confederates believed Negroes were better off slaves since they were not as 
smart as white people.  I don’t believe that.  

My last year of school starts in a few weeks.  I am excited to get back to school but sad it is almost over.  I wish there 
was more school beyond the eighth grade.  There is so much to learn, I don’t want school to end.  I have to pass my 
exams to graduate.  Maybe I will fail on purpose so I can come back another year!  Don’t tell momma I said that! 

I can’t wait to hear from Uncle Byron since he promised to tell me why daddy joined the war.  I hope daddy had a 
good reason for doing it. 
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Letter writing was a major activity for many soldiers, 
some writing home weekly.  Mail helped maintain a con-
nection with family back home.  A cherished letter could 
be tucked into a soldier’s pocket, read and re-read daily. 
Many soldiers pockets held letters to be sent to loved 
ones if they were killed.

The army, seeing the importance of letters to troop mo-
rale created traveling post offices using tents and wagons.  
Soldiers assigned to postal detail traveled along with the 
troops collecting and distributing letters in the camps and 
on the battlefield.

Soldiers could mail letters without stamps simply by writ-
ing “Soldier’s Letter” on the envelope.  When the letter 
was delivered postage was collected from the recipient. 

Exchange of mail between citizens of the North and South 
was banned. Prisoner-of-war mail was exchanged at des-
ignated points under a flag-of-truce. Citizens could also 
send letters via the flag-of-truce system. Letters were read 
by censors and rejected if the contents were objection-
able.

Coins were a valuable commodity and became scare as 
the war progressed.  In 1862 postafe stamps were autho-
rized for use as currency, Later stamps were printed on 
larger thicker paper functioning as fractional currency in 
5, 10, 25, and 50 cents denominations. This practice con-
tinued until 1876.

Soldier’s Letter
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Dearest Hattie,

I just returned from my trip to South Carolina to investigate a job I plan to bid on.  So much of the South was destroyed by the war that our government 

has been undertaking large projects to rebuild what was destroyed, it is officially called “Reconstruction”.   I have been fortunate to win a number of contracts.  The 

money is good, the only problem is the projects take years to complete and I must relocate my family to wherever the project takes me. Your aunt Ella is not too 

pleased about that!

As promised here is the story of why Hannibal joined with us.  Our painting business was hired to paint a sign on a building in Lansing called “Rogues 

Harbor Inn”.  Your father made several trips to Lansing to work on the sign.  Being the friendly sort, your father befriended the owner and stayed at the inn 

during his trips.  On one trip, there was a great deal of commotion.  The owner was clearly upset and to hear your father tell it, much hollering and cussing going 

on in a back room.  Concerned he went to investigate.  He found a slightly opened door and could see several poorly dressed negroes looking very nervous. Later 

that day he inquired if could help in any way and the owner confided in him the inn was part of “The Underground Railroad”.  It is not a real railroad, it 

was a group of people from the north who helped slaves escape to freedom.  Slaves would travel secretly from place to place, often staying at homes and places like 

the inn. Your father soon became a staunch abolitionist.  He would come home from Lansing and talk non-stop about the evils of slavery.  He was a changed 

man. When the war began he was eager to fight to rid our country of that wretched evil. That is why he enlisted, and as our big brother, he wanted to protect both 

Tappan and me from harm. 

I must end here my dear.  I should mention before closing that I have another surprise for you. It should arrive in several weeks.  Please give my regards to 

your Mother, tell her I will write soon.

Your adorning uncle,
Byron

Uncle Byron and aunt Ella have lived in many places in the south. Uncle Byron told me his business does 
big projects like building bridges and dredging harbors as part of something called “reconstruction”. I 
asked Dewitt what dredging meant and he said he thought it was digging out the bottom where the big 
ships go. He and aunt Ella have to move to where his work is. He said aunt Ella is not happy about mov-
ing. The only place I’ve ever lived is Hector.  

 ...Your father made several trips to Lansing to work on a sign for “The Rogues Harbor 
Inn”.  Being the friendly sort, he befriended the owner and stayed at the inn since it 
was a long carriage ride home to Groton.  On one of his trips, there was a great deal 
of commotion at the inn.  To hear your father tell it, much hollering and cussing going 
on in a back room.  Concerned he went to investigate.  He found a slightly opened 
door and could see several negroes looking very distressed. Later that day he inquired 
if could help in any way and the owner confided in him the inn was part of “The Un-
derground Railroad”.  The negreos he saw were escaping slavery. Slaves would travel 
secretly from place to place, often staying at homes and places like the inn. Your father 
soon became a staunch abolitionist.  He would come home from Lansing and talk non-
stop about the evils of slavery.  He was a changed man. When the war began he was 
eager to rid the country of the wretched evil of slavery. That is why he enlisted, and as 
our big brother, he wanted to protect both Tappan and me from harm. 

I must end here my dear.  I should mention before closing that I have another surprise 
for you. It should arrive in several weeks.  Please give my regards to your Mother, tell 
her I will write soon.

Your adorning uncle,
Byron
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Dearest Hattie,

Greetings from Richmond!  I am here in this glorious city on business.  Do you know 

that Richmond was the capital of the Confederacy?  When General Grant and his troops 

were about to capture the city the Confederates burned it to the ground.   Can you believe 

that the Confederates destroyed their own city?  Strange things happen in war.  The 

city is fast being rebuilt and returning to its former glory.  I hope to secure a contract 

to assist in the rebuilding.

My dear, do not worry about wasting paper as you call it, your drawings are lovely, 

you have a real gift.  I will send as much paper as you need.  If you need more color pen-

cils I will get them for you too.  The colored pencils are made by the Staedtler Compa-

ny in Germany.  I found them in a shop in Washington, DC.  The very helpful clerk told 

me the pencils are new to this country and only a few artists like you have them.  When 

he showed them to me I knew you should have a set.  

Do you know that there were boys in the army not much older than you?  Many boys 

were eager to join in the fight but the army would not take them. Somehow more than 

a few managed to enlist. Our drummer in the 76th, Everett Oathout said he was 18 but, 

I believe he was much younger than that.  At the start of the war, he didn’t have a uni-

form that fit him. He was quite a sight with his uniform big enough to fit two of him!  

The older troops teased him mercilessly but he never took offense. When he finally received 

a proper uniform he was so proud.  He was a courageous lad, always near the front of the 

battle. During the fighting, the drummer signaled orders to the troops across the battle-

field.  The fighting was chaotic with explosions, gunfire, and yelling sometimes you 

couldn’t hear the drum but that never stopped him from his duty.  He entered the war a 

boy, when I last saw him at Fredricksburg he looked every bit a man.  War changes a per-

son, you see things no one should ever have to see. As far as I know, he made it through 

the war transferring with the rest of the 76th to the 147th regiment.

I will end here.  I look forward to hearing from you again soon. 

Hattie

Dear Uncle Byron,

Thank you for the colored pencils and drawing paper.  I have never seen pencils in color 
before, they are so much fun to draw with.  The paper you sent is very fancy, I am afraid 
to waste it on my silly drawings.  I will save it for special times.  

I make drawings of what you talk about in your letters.  It helps me understand better 
what you are saying.  I am sure I am not drawing right. In my mind, that is what I see.  
I have included one small drawing I made with the new pencils and paper.  Daddy be-
coming an abolitionist gave me the idea.  I hope you like it.  

I showed momma your letter, she agreed that father changed because of his trips to 
Lansing.  She begged him not to go into the army but he said he felt drawn by the Lord 
to do his part to free the negros.  She also said he could not let you and uncle Tappan go 
to the war without him.  

I know that he was fighting for something good but what about us, his faamily back 
home?  I don’t even know what daddy looked like.  Dewitt said mother made all of us 
children pray for him every day. We prayed that you were all safe and had food to eat. I 
remember that.  

Our lives are very hard now without a father in the house.  

Hattie
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Dearest Hattie,

Greetings from R
ichmond!  I am here in thi

s glorious city o
n business.  D

o you know th
at Richmond was th

e capital of the 
Confederacy?  W

hen General Grant and his 

troops were abo
ut to capture th

e city the Confederates burn
ed it to the gro

und.   Can you believe 
that the Confederates destr

oyed their own 
city?  Strange things ha

ppen in war.  

The city is fast b
eing rebuilt and

 returning to its
 former glory.  

I hope to secure 
a contract to as

sist in the rebuil
ding.

My dear, do not 
worry about wa

sting paper as 
you call it, you

r drawings are 
lovely, you hav

e a real gift.  I
 will send as m

uch paper as y
ou need.  If you need mor

e 

color pencils I
 will get them f

or you too.  T
he colored penci

ls are made by 
the Staedtler Company in Germany.  I found them in

 a shop in W
ashington, DC.  The 

very helpful cler
k told me the p

encils are new t
o this country a

nd only a few 
artists like you 

have them.  W
hen he showed 

them to me I knew you shou
ld have a set.  

Do you know th
at there were bo

ys in the army 
not much older 

than you?  M
any boys were 

eager to join in
 the fight but t

he army would
 not take them. 

Somehow more 

than a few ma
naged to enlist. 

Our drummer in 
the 76th, Everett Oathout said he 

was 18 but, I
 believe he was 

much younger t
han that.  A

t the start of th
e war, he didn’t

 

have a uniform
 that fit him. H

e was quite a s
ight with his un

iform big enoug
h to fit two of 

him!  The older troops 
teased him merc

ilessly but he ne
ver took offense.

 When he 

finally received a
 proper uniform

 he was so pro
ud.  He was a courag

eous lad, alway
s near the front

 of the battle. D
uring the fightin

g, the drummer 
signaled orders 

to the troops 

across the battle
field.  The fighting was

 chaotic with ex
plosions, gunfire

, and yelling so
metimes you cou

ldn’t hear the d
rum but that n

ever stopped him
 from his duty. 

 He entered 

the war a boy, 
when I last saw him a

t Fredricksburg he 
looked every bit 

a man.  War changes a p
erson, you see th

ings no one sho
uld ever have to

 see. As far as I know, 

he made it thro
ugh the war tra

nsferring with th
e rest of the 76th

 to the 147th reg
iment.

I will end here. 
 I look forward t

o hearing from 
you again soon

. 

        Byron

Dearest Hattie,

Greetings from Richmond!  I am here in this glorious city on business.  Do you 
know that Richmond was the capital of the Confederacy?  When General Grant and 
his troops were about to capture the city the Confederates burned it to the ground.   
Can you believe that, destroyed their own city?  Strange things happen in war.  The 
city is fast being rebuilt and returning to its former glory.  I hope to secure a con-
tract to assist in the rebuilding.

My dear, do not worry about wasting paper as you call it, your drawings are lovely, 
you have a real gift.  I will send as much paper as you need.  If you need more color 
pencils I will get them for you too.  The colored pencils are made by the Staedtler 
Company in Germany.  I found them in a shop in Washington, DC.  The very helpful 
clerk told me the pencils are new to this country and only a few artists like you have 
them.  When he showed them to me I knew you should have a set...
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Uncle Byron told me there were boys in the army not much older than me. Many boys were eager to join in the fight 
but the army would not take them. A few managed to get in and were made drummers. A boy named Everett Oathout 
was the drummer from daddy’s regiment the NY 76th.  At the start of the war, Everrett didn’t have a uniform that fit 
him. Uncle Byron said he was quite a sight with his uniform big enough to fit two of him!  When he finally received a 
nice uniform he wore it proudly.  Being a drummer boy sounds like an easy job but the drummer was at the front of the 
fighting signaling orders to the troops across the battlefield. Uncle Byron said Everrett entered the war a boy, when he 
last saw him at Fredricksburg he looked like an old man.  

War changes a people. You see things no one should ever have to see, do things you can never talk about. I wonder, did 
the war change my daddy?
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Dear Uncle Byron,

Your work must be very exciting, you get to travel to lots of different 

places. I hope one day I will get to travel.  The farthest I’ve been from 

home is Watkins Glen! Are girls allowed in your kind of work?

I can’t imagine being in war, I would be so scared.  Your story about 

the drummer boy with the big uniform made me want to draw a picture of 

him.  I used the colored pencils you gave me.  I took the drawing to school 

and told the story to the class.  A couple of the boys said they wished they 

could go to war and fight.  I told them war changes people.  They laughed 

but I told them the changes were not good.  I don’t think they under-

stand.  Boys can be so headstrong.

Uncle Byron, I want to know more about what happened when you and 

daddy were soldiers. I hope I am not asking too much, maybe you don’t 

want to talk about it.  Did the war change him?  You said you didn’t 

want to tell me too much, it wouldn’t be proper for a young girl. 

Please, I want to know. I am not afraid to hear the truth about war.  I 

hope you will consider my request.  

Hattie

Dear Uncle Byron,

Your work must be very exciting, you get to travel to lots of different places. I hope 
one day I will get to travel.  The farthest I’ve been from home is Watkins Glen! Are 
girls allowed in your kind of work?

I can’t imagine being in war, I would be so scared.  Your story about the drummer 
boy with the big uniform made me want to draw a picture of him.  I used the colored 
pencils you gave me.  I took the drawing to school and told the story to the class.  A 
couple of the boys said they wished they could go to war and fight.  I told them war 
changes people.  They laughed but I told them the changes were not good.  I don’t 
think they understand.  Boys can be so headstrong.

Uncle Byron, I want to know more about what happened when you and daddy were 
soldiers. I hope I am not asking too much, maybe you don’t want to talk about it.  Did 
the war change him?  You said you didn’t want to tell me too much, it wouldn’t be 
proper for a young girl. 

Please, I want to know. I am not afraid to hear the truth about war.  I hope you will 
consider my request.  

Hattie
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Dear Hattie,

Forgive me for taking so 
long to write back.  I

 felt I should write your moth
er to get her permission 

before honoring your req
uest.  I heard 

back from her straight a
way and she gave her 

approval as I knew she would.

Many men felt the way w
e did and answered the 

President’s call for volunte
ers.  The Union defeat at the Battle of Bull Run shocked 

everyone that’s why so m
any answered the call. W

hen it came time to leav
e I think each of us had a

 bit of regret and fear. 
 Ella and I had 

been married less than a
 year, my leaving was 

difficult for her.  Fortunately, her family li
ved in Groton and she went to 

live with her parents. 

Your mother was not at 
all happy about your f

ather’s decision to enlist. 
 She was pregnant with y

ou at the time and alre
ady had four young 

children to look after.  S
he decided to move close

 to her family in Hector and lived with her
 parents for some time. 

My parents were happy t
o 

have Tappan finally out of th
e house, he was always 

such a handful!  

We all rode to Cortland for the big enlis
tment ceremony, the arm

y calls it “mustering in”. 
 Even your mother and y

our brothers and sisters 
went 

along.  It was a thrilling experie
nce for everyone, not on

e we expected.  We were treated like heroes
 even though we hadn’t

 seen a lick of fighting. 

There was a huge parad
e with a band and ma

ny rousing speeches.  P
eople lined the streets wa

ving flags, cheering us o
n yelling “Go boys, get them 

Rebels!” and “Don’t stop until you hit 
Richmond!”  The event made us forget 

about our fears and reg
rets, at least for a short

 time!

We set up camp in Cortland and began to l
earn what it means to 

be a soldier.  Marching and drilling we
re our lot.  The army didn’t have 

enough uniforms or gun
s so many of the troops

 practiced using wooden
 poles as guns and wo

re mismatched clothes or 
even their own clothes in

stead of 

uniforms. We hardly looked like rea
l soldiers!  Shortly after mustering in

 I was promoted to corpo
ral and given responsibi

lity for payroll. 

The regiment moved to A
lbany in December, we traveled ther

e by train.  That was the first time m
any of us had been on 

a train, another 

thrilling experience. Shortly after we arrived a
 huge snowstorm hit, th

e snow was piled so hig
h we couldn’t march for

 days. Conditions at Albany 

were terrible, little did w
e know this was just a 

taste of far worse condit
ions to come.  Measles spread like wildfire

 through the camp.  M
any got 

sick a few died.  Diseases in camp struck d
own many soldiers duri

ng the war.  They say as many died 
in camp as on the battl

efield. I contracted 

Typhus and pneumonia 
shortly after the Battle of Fredricksburg.  Regretfully I couldn’t return to the 7

6th and was discharged
. It took me 

two years to recover tha
nks to my loving wife. 

 I am still not well but a
t least I am alive to tell the sto

ry!

 

I will end here and save
 more for my next letter

.  I look forward to your 
reply.

  

... We all rode to Cortland for the big enlistment ceremony, the army calls it “mustering 
in”.  Even your mother and your brothers and sisters went along.  It was a thrilling ex-
perience for everyone, not one we expected.  We were treated like heroes even though 
we hadn’t seen a lick of fighting. There was a huge parade with a band and many rous-
ing speeches.  People lined the streets waving flags, cheering us on yelling “Go boys, get 
them Rebels!” and “Don’t stop until you hit Richmond!”  The event made us forget about 
our fears and regrets, at least for a short time!

We set up camp in Cortland and began to learn what it means to be a soldier.  Marching 
and drilling were our lot.  The army didn’t have enough uniforms or guns so many of the 
troops practiced using wooden poles as guns and wore mismatched clothes or even their 
own clothes instead of uniforms. We hardly looked like real soldiers!  Shortly after mus-
tering in I was promoted to corporal and given responsibility for payroll. 

The regiment moved to Albany in December, we traveled there by train.  That was the 
first time many of us had been on a train, another thrilling experience. Shortly after we 
arrived a huge snowstorm hit, the snow was piled so high we couldn’t march for days. 
Conditions at Albany were terrible, little did we know this was just a taste of far worse 
conditions to come.  Measles spread like wildfire through the camp.  Many got sick a few 
died.  Diseases in camp struck down many soldiers during the war.  They say as many died 
in camp as on the battlefield. I contracted Typhus and pneumonia shortly after the Battle 
of Fredricksburg.  Regretfully I couldn’t return to the 76th and was discharged. It took me 
two years to recover thanks to my loving wife.  I am still not well but at least I am alive to 
tell the story!
 
I will end here and save more for my next letter.  I look forward to your reply.
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Dear Uncle Byron,
Thank you for your letter.  The parade and celebration in Cortland sound wonderful. I wish I had been 

born so I could have seen it.  A train ride would be such fun. I bet you, Uncle Tappan, and daddy looked 

dandy in your uniforms. My daddy in a uniform, that would be something to see! I have seen pictures of 

soldiers, I try to imagine what he looked like.  I am sure momma will write you about this but I will tell you anyway.  She got a letter from a man who 

said he knew where daddy is buried and that he could get his body sent to us.  Momma cried when she 

read it.  Martha said that it couldn’t be true, that he was trying to rob us.  Momma talked with Pastor 

Taylor and he said many widows have gotten such letters and he thinks the person is just trying to get 

money from us.  Pastor Taylor said we wouldn’t know if it was daddy or not so much time has passed. 

Do you think this is true, that he really knows where daddy is buried?  I want it to be true so badly but I 

think it is a big lie. Why do people do that? It is not right. I am not sure I understand what drilling is.  I think it has something to do with practicing.  Where did 

you live when you were in camp?  Did they have houses for you?  Where did you eat? Sorry for the silly 

questions, I am trying to picture this all in my head so I can draw it. 
PS. I hope you like the drawing I am sending with this letter.

Hattie

One day momma got a letter from a man who said he knew where my daddy was 
buried. For $100 he could get daddy’s body sent to us.  Momma cried when she read 
it.  Dewitt said that it couldn’t be true, the man was trying to rob us.  

Momma talked with Pastor Wilson and he said many widows have gotten such letters 
and he thinks the person is just trying to get money from us.  He said we wouldn’t 
know if it was daddy or not so much time has passed. 

I want it to be true so badly but I think it is a big fat lie. Why do people do that? It is 
not right. 

When we went to Aunt Lucy’s funeral last Fall, Martha told me that momma wore a 
black dress everyday for over two years after she found out daddy was dead.  I asked 
her how momma found out.  She said our neighbor Mr Hanson read it in the Elmira 
newspaper and came to the house with Mrs Hanson to tell her.  Poor momma.

I was pretty sure Dewitt and and Pastor Wilson were right about the man trying to 
rob us but I thought I should ask Uncle Byron what he thought.  

I sent him a drawing of my rooster Sam and asked him a few questions too.
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More than 620,000 soldiers lost their lives in the American Civil War. An 
equivalent proportion of today’s population would be six million dead. Both 
sides were unprepared to deal with the staggering number of casualties, 
Burials, if they happened at all, were hastily done often many days after the 
fighting stopped. With no means to easily identify bodies many Union and 
Confederate soldiers died anonymously. The Civil War may seem like an “old 
fashion” war, primitive by today’s standards, but in reality it was America’s 
first modern war employing weapons capable of inflicting death on a massive 
scale.

With no organized means of tracking and accounting for the dead, civilian 
organizations like the Sanitary Commission stepped in to fill the void.  Wom-
en played a major role in the Commission’s work, raising money, staffing field 
hospitals, and providing food, lodging, and care for soldiers returning from 
service. Recognizable names such as Dorthea Dix, Clara Barton, and Lou-
isa May Alcott, were key members of the organization.  Clara Barton, who 
would found the American Red Cross, oversaw the retrieval and burial of 
20,000 Union troops after the war.

Since the fighting occurred on American soil, often not far from cities and 
towns, it was not unusual to find family members and others searching for 
the bodies of loved ones in the days and weeks after the fighting stopped. 
To meet with the demands of families wanting to retrieve their loved one’s 
remains new industries sprung up including embalmers, casket makers, and 
assorted con-artists looking to make money off the grieving. 
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Uncle Byron sure travels a lot! He wrote me a letter from Washington, DC. He is there on business again.  He called 
the offer to return daddy’s body “bunkum!”  He has heard many stories about grieving widows like momma being taken 
advantage of by con men. Momma got a letter from him a few weeks back telling her under no circumstance should she 
reply to the offer.  If you ask me, that is good advice.

The way Uncle Byron tells it, a soldier’s life can be pretty boring much of the time.  He said marching and drilling is 
a soldier’s lot.   He and his brothers shared a tent with two other soldiers.  They were camped in Washington, DC all 
winter the year I was born protecting the president and the government from the Rebs. They made their tent homely by 
scavenging wood and building walls.  They even had a wood cookstove inside. 

A soldier’s best friend is his rifle according to Uncle Byron.  Every day he’d polish and clean his rifle because in battle his 
life depended on it working proper.  When I read the part about practicing with a big knife on the end of a rifle called 
a bayonet I could hardly keep reading.  I can’t imagine shooting someone with a rifle, the thought of stabbing another 
person with a long knife made me sick to my stomach. I hope daddy didn’t have to use his bayonet but from what Uncle 
Byron says he probably had no choice, kill or be killed.

That night I dreamt I was standing alone wearing a baggy uniform holding a rifle in my hands. From behind me, a loud 
voice yelled “firing line”.  I froze thinking I forgot to clean my rifle that day.  Next thing I knew I was kneeling in a 
line with other soldiers pointing at a line of Rebs pointing their guns at us.  The Rebs were so close I could see they all 
looked my age.   The order was given to fire.  When I pulled the trigger nothing happened, my rifle didn’t fire. Neither 
did the guns of the other soldiers.  The voice from behind yelled “bayonets”.  All to the right and left of me I could hear 
the clanking of metal on metal as the soldiers attached the bayontes to the end of their rifles.  I reached for my bayonet 
and it was not on my belt.  I woke up.  I reached for my doll Ruthie and held her tight.   In the morning when I got my 
chores done I got my paper and pencils and drew what I remembered from my dream.

I almost forgot to mention, at the end of Uncle Byron’s letter he said that he met with a man in Washington he knew 
during the war.  He said he had another surprise for me.  

I wonder, what it could be?
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Dear Arthur,
I am writing you this letter because I heard you’ve been telling 

your people that we are going to get married.  Maybe nobody told 

you this yet but, it takes two people to get married, and right now 

you’ve only got one, you.  You’re a good fella and all, even though 

you can be annoying sometimes, and might make a good husband 

for some girl but I have plans for myself.  I want to be an artist 

like my daddy Hannibal Howell.  And, besides, right now I got 

my mind on finding out about daddy. You are lucky you have two 

parents. 

I apologize if I am hurting your feelings. 

 Hattie

Ps. I drew this picture for you. 

I knew sooner or later I’d have to tell Arthur Phelps straight out that I got no intention of marrying 
him.  His aunt Minnie and momma are friends and she told momma that Arthur is saying he is for 
sure going to marry me.  Momma thinks it is a splendid idea but knows better than to bring the 
subject up for discussion.  She means well, what with raising us on her own but, I’ve got plans that 
don’t include marrying Arthur!  

Don’t get me wrong, I am not saying it might never happen but I’m pretty sure getting married 
would put an end to me being an artist, I’d be a farmer’s wife with a passel of kids like every other 
girl in Hector.  

Martha said I should write Arthur a letter.  I don’t want the hurt his feelings but I have to look out 
for myself.  
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After I sent the letter I had second thoughts about what I said.  Now you know what I mean about speaking my mind get-
ting me into trouble.  Am I being too uppity and full of myself?   I’m from a poor family with no father, who do I think I am 
wanting to be someone else but who I am?   

Arthur is better than most. He comes from a God-fearing family.  His daddy has a good farm that he’ll inherit, believe me, I 
could do a lot worse. 

Adding to my troubles, Aunt Fra gave me an earful Sunday after church.

“You are being downright selfish Miss Hattie Howell. Put your faith in the Lord and forget about finding out 
about your father and drawing silly pictures.  All this back and forth with your Uncle Byron is distracting you 
from your real calling”.

Aunt Fra always has her opinions about other people’s business. I try to pay her no mind but maybe she is right this time.  
My real calling is here in Hector.  Since I started writing Uncle Byron I hardly think about anything else.  He has been so 
kind and generous.  

I laid on my bed feeling sorry for myself most of the day.  Marion came over after supper and said her momma asked if I 
could come to the lake house with them for the weekend.  I told her about the letter and what Aunt Fra said.  I’m lucky to 
have a friend like Marion, she said “let’s just have fun at the lake, you can figure this out next week, besides maybe Arthur 
and his friends will be down at the boat launch on Saturday”. 

Sure enough, Arthur and his friends were out on the lake fishing.  Marion must have told him I’d be down to the lake.  We 
waved to each other.

 When I got home Sunday night I set my mind to putting things right.  I took all of Uncle Byron’s letters and put them in a 
box under my bed along with my pencils and paper.  I told myself I wouldn’t touch them for two weeks.  At the end of two 
weeks I’d make a decision one way or the other.
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The Civil War was the first war documented with a camera giving rise to 
the field of photojournalism and the title “war photographer”. Graphic 
imagery of the war brought home the harsh reality of the savagery of war 
to average citizens like never before. 

Mathew Brady was the best-known war photographer but, there were 
dozens of others who made significant contributions including Alexander 
Gardner and Timothy O’Sullivan.  Gardner’s photographs of dead soldiers 
taken days after The Battle of Antietam in 1862 are widely considered the 
most powerful images of war ever made.  His photographs and those of 
others shook apart romanticized ideals about the virtuous glory of warfare.

Cameras were large and bulky and difficult to operate even under the best 
of circumstances.  In the field, photographers carried all their equipment 
including chemicals and a darkroom for developing images.  A photogra-
pher’s wagon was a common sight often following the troops from camp to 
camp. Thousands of soldiers’ portraits were made during the war intended 
as keepsakes for loved one’s back home. 

A new type of photographic technique called wet-plate process became 
the standard among war photographers replacing the older Daguerreotype 
process.  Wet-plate used a glass plate to expose a negative.  Surprisingly, 
images printed using the wet-plate process have a far greater resolution 
than modern digital and film cameras producing photographs of astonish-
ing detail. 

Wooden etchings of photographs were made for print publications such as 
Harper’s Weekly since at that time direct printing of photographs was not 
yet possible.  Newspapers and magazines help make these powerful imag-
es even more accessible.

War Photographers
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I was in the kitchen peeling apples when I heard a loud commotion and the back door slam shut. Fayette all out of 
breath stumbled into the kitchen waving a big envelope.  “Momma’s down the road visiting with Clara’s mother”, I 
said. “Put it on the table for her to open when she gets back”.  Hardly able to speak he was breathing so hard Fayette 
gasped, “well it’s addressed to Miss Harriet Howell from Mathew Brady in Washington, DC., I believe that is you!”. 

This wasn’t just a regular letter, it was much bigger.  And who was Mathew Brady?  I wiped off the knife and carefully 
cut the envelope’s edge.  I burst into tears when I saw what was inside, a photograph of three soldiers.  I just stared 
at it tears running down my cheeks, I knew it was my daddy.  I haven’t seen a lot of photographs in my life but this 
had to be the most perfect one I’d ever seen, daddy and his two brothers. I held it to my chest.  Then, I just stared at 
it for the longest time thinking... that’s my daddy.  He looked so handsome in his uniform.  Dewitt looks just like him.

In the envelope was a note.  

Dear Miss Howell,

Mr. Byron Howell asked me to send this to you. This photograph was taken in 1862 while your uncle and his 
two brothers were camped in the Washington area.  I made hundreds of portraits of soldiers during the war, 
it took me some time to locate it in my studio after Mr Howell contacted me. I understand that the soldier 
seated is your father Private Hannibal Howell. Please accept my sincerest condolences on your father’s 
death.  I was at the Battle of Gettysburg taking photographs.  I shall never forget the bravery and heroism I 
witnessed there.  Your father was one among many heroes who laid down their lives for this great country.  It 
is my honor and great pleasure to send it to you.  

Sincerely,

Mathew Brady

I hope you won’t think badly of me but I told Fayette not to tell momma or anyone else about the photograph. I 
wanted to keep it for myself for a while.
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