
July 29th

In Camp: Richmond Virginia.

Dear Brother Henry.
     On July 15th our newly mustered regiment the 2nd Florida Volunteers 
under Col George T. Ward and Lt Col St George Rodgers, boarded the 
train at Jacksonville Station and rattled down the line to Richmond 
Virginia. 
    I know that you would have loved the journey as I know your 
love of locomotives and I do confess the continual tick a tack tick a 
tack of the rails was very hypnotic. If you show this to Mother and no 
doubt at gunpoint will you be forced to do so, she will have skipped 
these lines, Mother should you be reading these lines I can allay any 
fear you may have on account of young Billy, he is with me in the 
Richmond training depot and adamant that he join.
    It is my opinion that you should in no way bar him from it, I am 
here and will take care of him and to that end you will not be able to 
keep him now he is here, let him stay and see how he likes it, believe 
me it is harder than it looks, it will either break his will to join or 
he will become an excellent soldier, who will know well how to bring 
himself to battle.
    I must beg your forgiveness for not writing sooner, there has 
been little to write about since Billy came in, the captain his pleased 
with him and says he is a fine boy, the sergeants love him (though are 
not soft on him) because he can tell his right from left and is, thanks 
to Mother and Bessie of course, fairly well educated. Not like the 
recruits we got back home, half of whom could not tell right from 
left, we called them Strawfoot's because the Sergeants had to thread 
stalks hay and straw through alternate trouser legs, and call out the 
step respectively.
    We also have a first class parson or "Padre" as we all call him, a 
fine upstanding gentlemen who gives the most enlightening sermons on 
Sunday's. Drill continues, marching and counter marching, bayonet drill in 
which sacks of some sort of substance are suspended from poles and on 
command we stab twist and retrieve, leaving them in a shocking state, 



the stuf fing pouring out of them, forming small pools on the floor and 
firing drill,
    We paraded for a complete field day not long back, it was a fine 
thing to see, many spectators arrived to watch us and Billy and I 
felt most proud, we at first manoeuvred in column shaking out into 
line and advancing with bayonets fixed to fire a blank volley into the 
"enemy"
    We were cheered of f of the field, as usual rumours abound about 
when we will go of f to war proper, some say we are joining an army 
of 70,000 and marching immediate of Washington, others say first we 
will wait and let the Yankee's come to us, give them a bloody nose and 
chase them to the gates of the capitol, one thing is certain, we will 
be going at some point, that? I am as in the dark as you.
    The Corporal got his box in today he had jam in it, good stuf f 
too, he shared it with us and we were all very grateful to him, we 
have had some absentee's however, the spirit of desertion is not rife 
here, more the idea that we may come and go as we please, we being 
volunteer's it seems natural to un-volunteer for a couple of weeks to 
catch the train home to check on the family.
    Though to all those who do not come back I can as yet not 
fathom why, we lead a rather luxurious life here all things considered, 
the drills arent nearly so tiring as some chores we had to do back 
home, I cannot think of anyone who I wouldn't recommend soldiering to, 
we lounge about most days, wearing mostly whatever we please, though 
for parade we dress smartly, wondering how brave we will be when we 
get shot over for the first time or how many Yankee's we'll get to 
shoot, Billy wants to capture a flag and parade it to the White 
House!
    We are all hale of health here and in no need to complain, most 
think that they will make me corporal next chance they get, as our 
other one is a lazy son of a mule driver but again rumours shoot 
around this camp with the speed of a cat, from mouth to mouth until 
that mouth finds another thing to speculate about.
I must rush to catch the post now.
 



My Love to all the Family, take care of them well.
Your Brother.
Josh D Provan.
Private 2nd Florida Volunteers.
 
Your Obedient Servant
(And Friend Over the Water0
Pv t Joshua Provan


