
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Fight to the Finish 

 

The Civil War Comes to a Conclusion 
 

Focus Items 

 

 

The Coming of Emancipation 

 

a. Analyze the process by which the Emancipation Proclamation would be issued and the impact of its application. 

 

African Americans and the War 

 

b. Examine the involvement of African Americans in the Civil War and its impact. 

 

The Tide Turns 

 

c. Examine how Union victories on the battlefield in 1863 would turn the tide of the Civil War in favor of the Union 

war effort.  

 

Last Stages of the Conflict 

 

d. Analyze the importance of each of the following which would bring the Civil War to a conclusion. 

 

* Grant’s Summer Campaign of 1864 

* Sherman’s March through Georgia in 1864 

* The Election of 1864 

 

Effects of the War 

 

e. Evaluate the five most important effects of the Civil War coming to a conclusion.  

 

f. Discuss what the important effect of the Civil War and its impact upon the nation. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Document 1—The Emancipation Proclamation 

 

Transcript of the Proclamation 

January 1, 1863 

 

A Transcription 

By the President of the United States of America: 

 

A Proclamation. 
 

Whereas, on the twenty-second day of September, in the year of our Lord one thousand eight hundred and sixty-two, 

a proclamation was issued by the President of the United States, containing, among other things, the following, to wit: 

 

"That on the first day of January, in the year of our Lord one thousand eight hundred and sixty-three, all persons held 

as slaves within any State or designated part of a State, the people whereof shall then be in rebellion against the United 

States, shall be then, thenceforward, and forever free; and the Executive Government of the United States, including 

the military and naval authority thereof, will recognize and maintain the freedom of such persons, and will do no act 

or acts to repress such persons, or any of them, in any efforts they may make for their actual freedom. 

 

"That the Executive will, on the first day of January aforesaid, by proclamation, designate the States and parts of 

States, if any, in which the people thereof, respectively, shall then be in rebellion against the United States; and the 

fact that any State, or the people thereof, shall on that day be, in good faith, represented in the Congress of the United 

States by members chosen thereto at elections wherein a majority of the qualified voters of such State shall have 

participated, shall, in the absence of strong countervailing testimony, be deemed conclusive evidence that such State, 

and the people thereof, are not then in rebellion against the United States.” 

 

Now, therefore I, Abraham Lincoln, President of the United States, by virtue of the power in me vested as Commander-

in-Chief, of the Army and Navy of the United States in time of actual armed rebellion against the authority and 

government of the United States, and as a fit and necessary war measure for suppressing said rebellion, do, on this 

first day of January, in the year of our Lord one thousand eight hundred and sixty-three, and in accordance with my 

purpose so to do publicly proclaimed for the full period of one hundred days, from the day first above mentioned, 

order and designate as the States and parts of States wherein the people thereof respectively, are this day in rebellion 

against the United States, the following, to wit: 

 

Arkansas, Texas, Louisiana, (except the Parishes of St. Bernard, Plaquemines, Jefferson, St. John, St. Charles, St. 

James Ascension, Assumption, Terrebonne, Lafourche, St. Mary, St. Martin, and Orleans, including the City of New 

Orleans) Mississippi, Alabama, Florida, Georgia, South Carolina, North Carolina, and Virginia, (except the forty-

eight counties designated as West Virginia, and also the counties of Berkley, Accomac, Northampton, Elizabeth City, 

York, Princess Ann, and Norfolk, including the cities of Norfolk and Portsmouth[)], and which excepted parts, are for 

the present, left precisely as if this proclamation were not issued. 

 

And by virtue of the power, and for the purpose aforesaid, I do order and declare that all persons held as slaves within 

said designated States, and parts of States, are, and henceforward shall be free; and that the Executive government of 

the United States, including the military and naval authorities thereof, will recognize and maintain the freedom of said 

persons. 

 

And I hereby enjoin upon the people so declared to be free to abstain from all violence, unless in necessary self-

defence; and I recommend to them that, in all cases when allowed, they labor faithfully for reasonable wages. 

 



 

 

And I further declare and make known, that such persons of suitable condition, will be received into the armed service 

of the United States to garrison forts, positions, stations, and other places, and to man vessels of all sorts in said service. 

And upon this act, sincerely believed to be an act of justice, warranted by the Constitution, upon military necessity, I 

invoke the considerate judgment of mankind, and the gracious favor of Almighty God. 

 

In witness whereof, I have hereunto set my hand and caused the seal of the United States to be affixed. 

 

Done at the City of Washington, this first day of January, in the year of our Lord one thousand eight hundred and sixty 

three, and of the Independence of the United States of America the eighty-seventh. 

 

By the President: ABRAHAM LINCOLN 
WILLIAM H. SEWARD, Secretary of State. 
 

 

Document 2- From- All For the Union- The Civil War Diary and Letters of Elisha Hunt 

Rhodes, 1861-1865 
 

A Soldier's View of Gettysburg 
 

Elisha Hunt Rhodes enlisted in 1861 as a private, and by the end of the war he had risen to the command of his 

regiment, the 2nd Rhode Island Volunteer Infantry, U.S.A. His unit, a group within the VI Corps under General John 

Sedgwick in Eustis' brigade, marched 34 miles to arrive on the Gettysburg battlefield during the second day's action. 

The unit was present on July 2 and 3 but not seriously engaged. Rhodes survived the war, and the journal he kept 

during that period was compiled in 1885. He wrote: 

 

Near Manchester, Md., July 1st 1863--It has rained for a week and the roads are muddy. After marching for twenty 

miles it is not pleasant to lie down at night in the wet without any cover. I am tired--in fact I never was so tired in my 

life. But Hurrah! 'It is all for the Union.' 

 

We are quite near the Pennsylvania line, and it looks now as if we were to cross over. I am still in good health and 

spirits and have faith that God will guide us on the final victory. The Rebellion must be put down, and we are doing 

our best. 

 

Middletown, Md., July 2nd 1863--On the night of July 1st we were camped near Manchester, Md. Rumors of fighting 

in Pennsylvania have been heard all the days, but the distance was so great to the battle [Gettysburg] that we knew 

little about it. The men were tired and hungry and lay down to rest early in the evening. At nine o'clock orders came 

for us to move and we in great haste packed up and started on the road towards Pennsylvania....We struggle on through 

the night, the men almost dead for lack of sleep and falling over in their own shadows. But we go on in the warm 

summer night....On the morning of July 2nd we heard firing in front and then we understood the reason for such great 

haste....The firing in our front grew loud and more distinct and soon we met the poor wounded fellows being carried 

to the rear....At about 2 o'clock P.M. we reached the Battlefield of Gettysburg, Penn. having made a march of thirty-

four (34) miles without a halt. The men threw themselves upon the ground exhausted, but were soon ordered forward. 

We followed the road blocked with troops and trains until 4 P.M. when the field of battle with the long lines of 

struggling weary soldiers burst upon us. With loud cheers the old Sixth Corps took up the double quick and were soon 

in line of battle near the left of the main line held by the 5th Corps....when we were relieved and returned a short 

distance. The men threw themselves upon the ground, and oblivious to the dead and dying around us we slept the 

sleep of the weary. 

 

July 3rd 1863--This morning the troops were under arms before light and ready for the great battle that we knew must 

be fought. The firing began, and our Brigade was hurried to the right of the line to reinforce it. While not in the front 

line yet we were constantly exposed to the fire of the Rebel Artillery, while bullets fell around us. We moved from 

point to point, wherever danger to be imminent until noon when we were ordered to report to the line held by Gen. 

Birney. Our Brigade marched down the road until we reached the house used by general Meade as Headquarters.... 

To our left was a hill on which we had many Batteries posted. Just as we reached Gen. Meade's Headquarters, a shell 

burst over our heads, and it was immediately followed by a shower of iron. More than two hundred guns were belching 



 

 

forth their thunder, and most of the shells that came over the hill struck in the road on which our Brigade was moving. 

Solid shot would strike the large rocks and split them as if exploded by gun powder. The flying iron and pieces of 

stone struck men down in every direction. It is said that this fire continued for about two hours, but I have no idea of 

the time. We could not see the enemy, and we could only cover ourselves the best we could behind rocks and trees. 

About 30 men of our Brigade were killed or wounded by this fire. Soon the Rebel yell was heard, and we found since 

that the Rebel General Pickett made a charge with his Division and was repulsed after reaching some of our batteries. 

Our lines of infantry in front of us rose up and poured in a terrible fire. As we were only a few yards in rear of our 

lines we saw all the fight. The firing gradually died away, and but for an occasional shot all was still. But what a scene 

it was. Oh the dead and the dying on this bloody field. The 2nd R.I. lost only one man killed and five wounded....Again 

night came upon us and again we slept amid the dead and the dying. 

 

July 4th 1863--Was ever the Nation's Birthday celebrated in such a way before? This morning the 2nd R.I. was sent 

out to the front and found that during the night General Lee and his Rebel Army had fallen back. It was impossible to 

march across the field without stepping upon dead or wounded men, while horses and broken Artillery lay on every 

side. We advanced to a sunken road [Emmitsburg Road] where we deployed as skirmishers and lay down behind a 

bank of earth. Berdan's Sharpshooters joined us, and we passed the day in firing upon any Rebels that showed 

themselves. 

 

July 5th 1863--Glorious news! We have won the victory, thank God, and the Rebel Army is fleeing to Virginia. We 

have the news that Vicksburg has fallen. We have thousands of prisoners, and they seem to be stupefied by the news. 

This morning our Corps (the 6th) started in pursuit of Lee's Army. We have had rain and the roads are bad, so we 

move slow. Every house we see is a hospital, and the road is covered with arms and equipment thrown away by the 

Rebels. 

 

July 9th 1863--Again I thank God that the Army of the Potomac has at last gained a victory. I wonder what the South 

thinks of us Yankees now. I think Gettysburg will cure the Rebels of any desire to invade the north again. 

 

 

Document 3- The Gettysburg Address, by Abraham Lincoln, 1863 

 
The Gettysburg Address 

 

"Fourscore and seven years ago our fathers brought forth on this continent a new nation, conceived in liberty and 

dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal. Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing whether 

that nation or any nation so conceived and so dedicated can long endure. We are met on a great battlefield of that war. 

We have come to dedicate a portion of that field as a final resting-place for those who here gave their lives that that 

nation might live. It is altogether fitting and proper that we should do this. But in a larger sense, we cannot dedicate, 

we cannot consecrate, we cannot hallow this ground. The brave men, living and dead who struggled here have 

consecrated it far above our poor power to add or detract. The world will little note nor long remember what we say 

here, but it can never forget what they did here. It is for us the living rather to be dedicated here to the unfinished work 

which they who fought here have thus far so nobly advanced. It is rather for us to be here dedicated to the great task 

remaining before us--that from these honored dead we take increased devotion to that cause for which they gave the 

last full measure of devotion--that we here highly resolve that these dead shall not have died in vain, that this nation 

under God shall have a new birth of freedom, and that government of the people, by the people, for the people shall 

not perish from the earth." 

 

Document 4- From- Company Aytch- A Sideshow to the Big Show, The Memoirs of Sam 

Watkins, 1882 
 

Kind reader, right here my pen, and courage, and ability fail me. I shrink from butchery. Would to God I could tear 

the page from these memoirs and from my own memory. It is the blackest page in the history of the war of the Lost 

Cause. It was the bloodiest battle of modern times in any war. It was the finishing stroke to the independence of the 

Southern Confederacy. I was there. I saw it. My flesh trembles, and creeps, and crawls when I think of it today. My 

heart almost ceases to beat at the horrid recollection. Would to God that I had never witnessed such a scene! 

 



 

 

I cannot describe it. It beggars description. I will not attempt to describe it. I could not. The death-angel was there to 

gather its last harvest. It was the grand coronation of death. Would that I could turn the page. But I feel, though I did 

so, that page would still be there, teeming with its scenes of horror and blood. I can only tell of what I saw. 

 

Our regiment was resting in the gap of a range of hills in plain view of the city of Franklin. We could see the battle-

flags of the enemy waving in the breeze. Our army had been depleted of its strength by a forced march from Spring 

Hill, and stragglers lined the road. Our artillery had not yet come up, and could not be brought into action. Our cavalry 

was across Harpeth river, and our army was but in poor condition to make an assault. While resting on this hillside, I 

saw a courier dash up to our commanding general, B. F. Cheatham, and the word, "Attention!" was given. I knew then 

that we would soon be in action. Forward, march. We passed over the hill and through a little skirt of woods. 

 

The enemy were fortified right across the Franklin pike, in the suburbs of the town. Right here in these woods a detail 

of skirmishers was called for. Our regiment was detailed. We deployed as skirmishers, firing as we advanced on the 

left of the turnpike road. If I had not been a skirmisher on that day, I would not have been writing this today, in the 

year of our Lord 1882. 

 

It was four o'clock on that dark and dismal December day when the line of battle was formed, and those devoted 

heroes were ordered forward, to 

 

    "Strike for their altars and their fires, 

     For the green graves of their sires, 

     For God and their native land." 

 

As they marched on down through an open field toward the rampart of blood and death, the Federal batteries began 

to open and mow down and gather into the garner of death, as brave, and good, and pure spirits as the world ever saw. 

The twilight of evening had begun to gather as a precursor of the coming blackness of midnight darkness that was to 

envelop a scene so sickening and horrible that it is impossible for me to describe it. "Forward, men," is repeated all 

along the line. A sheet of fire was poured into our very faces, and for a moment we halted as if in despair, as the 

terrible avalanche of shot and shell laid low those brave and gallant heroes, whose bleeding wounds attested that the 

struggle would be desperate. 

 

Forward, men! The air loaded with death-dealing missiles. Never on this earth did men fight against such terrible odds. 

It seemed that the very elements of heaven and earth were in one mighty uproar. Forward, men! And the blood spurts 

in a perfect jet from the dead and wounded. The earth is red with blood. It runs in streams, making little rivulets as it 

flows. Occasionally there was a little lull in the storm of battle, as the men were loading their guns, and for a few 

moments it seemed as if night tried to cover the scene with her mantle. The death-angel shrieks and laughs and old 

Father Time is busy with his sickle, as he gathers in the last harvest of death, crying, More, more, more! while his 

rapacious maw is glutted with the slain. 

 

But the skirmish line being deployed out, extending a little wider than the battle did—passing through a thicket of 

small locusts, where Brown, orderly sergeant of Company B, was killed—we advanced on toward the breastworks, 

on and on. I had made up my mind to die—felt glorious. We pressed forward until I heard the terrific roar of battle 

open on our right. Cleburne's division was charging their works. I passed on until I got to their works, and got over on 

their (the Yankees') side. But in fifty yards of where I was the scene was lit up by fires that seemed like hell itself. It 

appeared to be but one line of streaming fire. 

 

Our troops were upon one side of the breastworks, and the Federals on the other. I ran up on the line of works, where 

our men were engaged. Dead soldiers filled the entrenchments. The firing was kept up until after midnight, and 

gradually died out. We passed the night where we were. But when the morrow's sun began to light up the eastern sky 

with its rosy hues, and we looked over the battlefield, O, my God! what did we see! It was a grand holocaust of death. 

Death had held high carnival there that night. 

 

The dead were piled the one on the other all over the ground. I never was so horrified and appalled in my life. Horses, 

like men, had died game on the gory breastworks. General Adams' horse had his fore feet on one side of the works 

and his hind feet on the other, dead. The general seems to have been caught so that he was held to the horse's back, 

sitting almost as if living, riddled, and mangled, and torn with balls. General Cleburne's mare had her fore feet on top 



 

 

of the works, dead in that position. General Cleburne's body was pierced with forty-nine bullets, through and through. 

General Strahl's horse lay by the roadside and the general by his side, both dead, and all his staff. General Gist, a noble 

and brave cavalier from South Carolina, was lying with his sword reaching across the breastworks still grasped in his 

hand. He was lying there dead. All dead! 

 

They sleep in the graveyard yonder at Ashwood, almost in sight of my home, where I am writing today. They sleep 

the sleep of the brave. We love and cherish their memory. They sleep beneath the ivy-mantled walls of St. John's 

church, where they expressed a wish to be buried. The private soldier sleeps where he fell, piled in one mighty heap. 

Four thousand five hundred privates! all lying side by side in death! Thirteen generals were killed and wounded. Four 

thousand five hundred men slain, all piled and heaped together at one place. I cannot tell the number of others killed 

and wounded. God alone knows that. We'll all find out on the morning of the final resurrection. 

 

Kind friends, I have attempted in my poor and feeble way to tell you of this (I can hardly call it) battle. It should be 

called by some other name. But, like all other battles, it, too, has gone into history. I leave it with you. I do not know 

who was to blame. It lives in the memory of the poor old Rebel soldier who went through that trying and terrible 

ordeal. 

 

We shed a tear for the dead. They are buried and forgotten. We meet no more on earth. But up yonder, beyond the 

sunset and the night, away beyond the clouds and tempest, away beyond the stars that ever twinkle and shine in the 

blue vault above us, away yonder by the great white throne, and by the river of life, where the Almighty and Eternal 

God sits, surrounded by the angels and archangels and the redeemed of earth, we will meet again and see those noble 

and brave spirits who gave up their lives for their country's cause that night at Franklin, Tennessee. 

 

A life given for one's country is never lost. It blooms again beyond the grave in a land of beauty and of love. Hanging 

around the throne of sapphire and gold, a rich garland awaits the coming of him who died for his country, and when 

the horologe of time has struck its last note upon his dying brow, Justice hands the record of life to Mercy, and Mercy 

pleads with Jesus, and God, for his sake, receives him in his eternal home beyond the skies at last and forever. 

 

 

Document 5- The Second Inaugural Address of the President of the United States- 

Abraham Lincoln, 1865 

 
Second Inaugural Address of Abraham Lincoln 

 

SATURDAY, MARCH 4, 1865 

 

Fellow-Countrymen: 

 

At this second appearing to take the oath of the Presidential office there is less occasion for an extended address than 

there was at the first. Then a statement somewhat in detail of a course to be pursued seemed fitting and proper. Now, 

at the expiration of four years, during which public declarations have been constantly called forth on every point and 

phase of the great contest which still absorbs the attention and engrosses the energies of the nation, little that is new 

could be presented. The progress of our arms, upon which all else chiefly depends, is as well known to the public as 

to myself, and it is, I trust, reasonably satisfactory and encouraging to all. With high hope for the future, no prediction 

in regard to it is ventured. 

 

On the occasion corresponding to this four years ago all thoughts were anxiously directed to an impending civil war. 

All dreaded it, all sought to avert it. While the inaugural address was being delivered from this place, devoted 

altogether to saving the Union without war, insurgent agents were in the city seeking to destroy it without war--seeking 

to dissolve the Union and divide effects by negotiation. Both parties deprecated war, but one of them would make war 

rather than let the nation survive, and the other would accept war rather than let it perish, and the war came. 

 

One-eighth of the whole population were colored slaves, not distributed generally over the Union, but localized in the 

southern part of it. These slaves constituted a peculiar and powerful interest. All knew that this interest was somehow 

the cause of the war. To strengthen, perpetuate, and extend this interest was the object for which the insurgents would 



 

 

rend the Union even by war, while the Government claimed no right to do more than to restrict the territorial 

enlargement of it. Neither party expected for the war the magnitude or the duration which it has already attained. 

Neither anticipated that the cause of the conflict might cease with or even before the conflict itself should cease. Each 

looked for an easier triumph, and a result less fundamental and astounding. Both read the same Bible and pray to the 

same God, and each invokes His aid against the other. It may seem strange that any men should dare to ask a just 

God's assistance in wringing their bread from the sweat of other men's faces, but let us judge not, that we be not 

judged. The prayers of both could not be answered. That of neither has been answered fully. The Almighty has His 

own purposes. "Woe unto the world because of offenses; for it must needs be that offenses come, but woe to that man 

by whom the offense cometh." If we shall suppose that American slavery is one of those offenses which, in the 

providence of God, must needs come, but which, having continued through His appointed time, He now wills to 

remove, and that He gives to both North and South this terrible war as the woe due to those by whom the offense 

came, shall we discern therein any departure from those divine attributes which the believers in a living God always 

ascribe to Him? Fondly do we hope, fervently do we pray, that this mighty scourge of war may speedily pass away. 

Yet, if God wills that it continue until all the wealth piled by the bondsman's two hundred and fifty years of unrequited 

toil shall be sunk, and until every drop of blood drawn with the lash shall be paid by another drawn with the sword, 

as was said three thousand years ago, so still it must be said "the judgments of the Lord are true and righteous 

altogether." 

 

With malice toward none, with charity for all, with firmness in the right as God gives us to see the right, let us strive 

on to finish the work we are in, to bind up the nation's wounds, to care for him who shall have borne the battle and for 

his widow and his orphan, to do all which may achieve and cherish a just and lasting peace among ourselves and with 

all nations. 

 

Document 6- The Memoirs of Ulysses S. Grant, 1885 
 

"I had known General Lee in the old army, and had served with him in the Mexican War; but did not suppose, owing 

to the difference in our age and rank, that he would remember me, while I would more naturally remember him 

distinctly, because he was the chief of staff of General Scott in the Mexican War. 

 

... When I went into the house (McLean House, pictured above) I found General Lee. We greeted each other, and after 

shaking hands took our seats. I had my staff with me, a good portion of whom were in the room during the whole of 

the interview. 

 

What General Lee's feelings were I do not know. As he was a man of much dignity, with an impassible face, it was 

impossible to say whether he felt inwardly glad that the end had finally come, or felt sad over the result, and was too 

manly to show it. Whatever his feelings, they were entirely concealed from my observation; but my own feelings, 

which had been quite jubilant on the receipt of his letter, were sad and depressed. I felt like anything rather than 

rejoicing at the downfall of a foe who had fought so long and valiantly…" 

 

"The war is over — the rebels are our countrymen again." 

 

 

 


