
breathing person who in another time I might have hailed and befriended, I shot him; 
square in the chest, you know I shoot what I aim at and I aimed for his chest. 
He crumpled to the ground as though made of nothing, how precious is a human life 
that it may be snuf fed out with an ounce of lead? I gave the word ready to my 
partner and he stepped forward to cover me as I reloaded, again I gave the word, 
he took aim and fired, ducking down behind a fence as he did, I know let him fall 
behind me so I could cover him, a Yankee took aim at me, actually at me, it could 
not have been more than fifty yards distant, I could see the dark barrel of his 
gun come up I felt cold, but more alive than I have ever felt, for it is surly 
when one stands to lose life that it becomes all so more precious.
I could not let him shoot me, but if I discharged then my partner would have no 
cover, I was loaded, we both had our guns up but I dropped prone and we both 
fired together I felt the ball pass by my head as I saw him clutch his chest and 
slump over a fence, you know that I am not a swearing person but God forgive me 
I cursed foul that day.
     We withdrew farther, our of ficer doing us proud, I had just given the word 
ready after discharging and ran behind him to find cover and reload, I heard a 
gunshot amid hundreds, I turned with my rammer out to see my partner twist 
round and hit the boggy ground, I ran to him but he had been dead before hitting 
the ground, silently praying for him I found in his breast pocket a scrap of paper 
and took it and whatever ammunition my faithful companion had left, and ran and 
left him. We at last made the works, the paper I gave to the captain who has 
sent it to his family.
     The skirmishing continues every day as does now the thundering blast of their 
artillery, I am out almost every second day, hiding in a tree I found and 
camouflaged with extra brush, taking pot shots at their skirmishers and trenches 
with my Enfield. I have just returned form such an expedition with nothing to show 
for it but wet powder, it is now getting dark and the Yankee artillery is abating, 
Billy has just come in and has brought some pards to share the last of our 
cof fee, I have gotten into the habit of mixing whatever slated beef with water, 
and then laying out my jacket taking the wheat I bought, rubbing it into bits, then 
adding it to the concoction, to you back home it must sound terrible but to us out 
here in the wet, sticky Virginia peninsula it tastes very good.
I am going to use my last tonight so we might all have at least half full 
bellies tomorrow; the rumour is still persistent that we will withdraw towards 
Richmond.
     I must finish now, My Love to my family, regards to all friends, confusion 
to all enemies.
 
I remain your Loving Son.
J D Provan  




