
feelings however were stymied as suddenly roundshot buzzed by our 
heads like hornets, all was confusion, we could not fight, for we 
could not see, we could only die, for a horrible amount of time, we 
heard the rattle of musketry all around us, smoke seethed from the 
woods in the distance and the inhuman shriek of shells sent shivers 
down our backs. Col T Ward was killed by a shell splinter and 
thudded to the ground from his terrified horse, our adjutant 
Lieutenant Fleming was badly wounded and a man behind me toppled with 
a shard of shrapnel in his heart which cut his musket in two before 
ending him, this piece of metal was the missile that cut my knapsack 
strap, how eerie to think how close I came to oblivion, and I 
cannot help but wonder what made me more special than that other 
poor man?
     At about 5.pm General Hill came up and assessing the dire 
situation ordered General Early's Division out. As darkness fell our 
battalion had suf fered about four killed and thirty wounded, mostly by 
artillery. For the life of me I can not fathom why we were not 
destroyed at Williamsburg, since our left had been completely turned, 
but the Yankee's must have dithered and thus the army again escaped. 
Now we continue to retreat, moral I can tell you is not high as 
many have commented that we should turn and defend Richmond instead 
of running to hide behind it, it is as ever raining, and we try ever 
desperately to keep our powder dry, the future seems so uncertain, 
and things are growing dim, the rumours are back and they are full 
of funk, one thing is certain if General Johnson does not stop them, 
our whole cause might collapse, though as one of the immigrants in 
our company say's " Losing a capitol really makes no matter to you 
Americans" and thinking back to my old history lessons I think he's 
telling the truth.
     In any event a blow is still a blow and a retreating army 
may live to fight another day but retreats don't win wars and which 
day will we fight, no one knows and now here alone with only the 
sounds of a marching army consuming me in the night with the rain 
spitting down through the pines I cannot help but think, could this 
be our darkest hour?
     I remain well and so does Billy.
 
Your Af fectionate son
J D Provan
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