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Embark on a Voyage of Discovery
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Capt. Dan Ellis’s Story

A Seven Days’ Journey Back to Tennessee Carrying Letters and Greenbacks

Oh! Your Eyes Have Looked Upon My Husband!

I arrived in Knoxville, where I remained for two days waiting on the soldiers stationed there to write letters to their families. When I got the letters all packed up, I found that the bundle containing them weighed 50 pounds, which I thought was an inconvenient load for me to pack upon my back through the rough mountains. Many of my friends bade me a final farewell,.………. “This will be the last of Ellis; this trip will end his career, for he will never reach home with this load of money and letters”.

I remained until dark in Strawberry Plains then struck out for the ridges, and against daylight arrived some distance above Mossy Creek where I concealed myself among the hills until night came again.

………I found a canoe which I at once loosed from its moorings and crossed the river in it; then, pushing forward by daylight, I got into a range of lofty and rugged ridges, where I am confident no rebel ever thought about going in search of renegade Union men. I could now travel in daylight, as there were no roads or valleys to cross. I was constantly consoled with the reflection that the burden, which I was bearing had been entrusted to my care by the noble patriots of Carter County who had left their homes to risk their lives in defending their country. It took me seven days to perform the trip from Knoxville to Carter County, as I had to travel in such rough pathways and carry such a heavy burden upon my shoulders. 

After a very fatiguing journey I arrived among the hills of my native County, and  immediately delivered, all the letter’s and money to the families of the soldiers who were living in the neighborhood. But when they received their letters with their valuable enclosures they did not seem to satisfy them for a great many of the wives, mothers and sisters could not rest until they could see me in person and ask a multitude of questions about the dear husband, son or brother. Many of them would come into my presence with tears of joy sparkling in their eyes and would exclaim, “Oh! Your eyes have looked upon my husband, my son or my brother. Tell me, oh, tell me every word that you heard them utter.


