soldiers throwing away their equipment in order to keep up. By September 15th they reached the Tennessee river and forded it, "less than a mile wide", they were now a few miles from General Lee's army. The next few days saw William involved in skirmishing with the enemy with heavy losses on both sides - by the 19th he records "we had lost heavily". That night they could hear the "rumbling of artillery wheels, the clanking of trace chains, rattling of sabres and the muffled sound of the steady tramp of men, as the rebels were changing and massing troops for the coming fight." This was to be the infamous battle of Chicamuaga in which 14,000 soldiers were to lose their lives. 

During the next day their regiment repulsed the enemy three times from behind a hastily thrown up breastwork of logs. Their situation was however becoming desperate - they were ordered to turn about and fix bayonets - realising that they were now surrounded.  William was eventually ordered to take his sergeant who had been severely wounded to the field hospital. This was under shell fire and shortly afterwards overrun by the enemy - this undoubtedly saved William's life and was how he became a prisoner of war.

For the next seven months he was moved from prison camp to prison camp faithfully recording his experiences, good and bad. Rations were very short and the weather desperately cold. In April 1864 the prisoners were told they were being moved to a better place within a few miles of Mericus, Ga., a place "too good for Yankees". William, with the advantage of hindsight is wonderfully ironic when he relates this. On arrival he records their first encounter with the notorious Captain Wirz, Commandant of Andersonville and destined to become the only Confederate eventually to be tried for war crimes.

"I saw not far from the train what appeared to be a large open field, with a high fence around it; no barracks, no tents, but merely a dismal swamp. This was Andersonville".  He calculates there were about 18,000 prisoners at that time which, as the war progressed, increased "very fast".

There was no proper food, sanitation, shelter, medicine. The prisoners were forced to their own resources and William describes how by scraping with their mess tins prisoners would try to dig wells to get clean water, the stream through the camp being full of sewage. Conditions were pure horror

"I well remember one poor fellow who was wasted to a skeleton by a long and painful illness. He was unable longer to move around and retired to his burrow in the ground, and without hat, coat or vest lay down there in his miserable louse-invested kennel, resigned himself to die, being unable to partake of the coarse and unwholesome food dealt out to the prisoners. He welcomed death as the means of ending forever his miserable existence, but death was slow to answer the summons, and thus he lay day after day, in an unconscious condition, too weak to move either hand or foot, while the flies and mosquitoes could be seen crawling from his nostrils, ears and mouth. Each morning for several days his comrades would go to his burrow expecting that death had closed the scene, but it was not until the vermin had eaten into his flesh, creating great sores where the innumerable maggots found a burrow, did his spirit take its flight."

William clearly possesses immense reserves of personal courage and spirit. By the time he had been a prisoner eleven months the dreadful winter cold had given over to fearful summer heat interspersed with torrential rain. He considered himself fortunate to have been given space in one of the barracks but "the second night I was there my left leg was drawn up in a kneeling position, and it was seven months before I got my heel on the ground again. I could not get onto my feet, and had to crawl on my hands and knees. I would fall down exhausted with the effort unable to move from the place where I lay". 

Shortly after the fall of Atlanta William heard that the prisoners were to be exchanged. At which time William describes how, having traded his rings for some sweet potatoes, he spent two days eating one which afforded him enough energy to get up from his bunk. General Grant however would not agree. "To exchange us at this time would crush Sherman and compromise our safety here (Petersburg) for the rebel soldiers were well fed and would go right into the rebel army, while our prisoners were half starved, would have to be furloughed home and many of them would not go into the army again". William comments bitterly "We were held, starved and rotted to save Grant and Sherman". William and his companions
