
Jacksonville Florida
7th July 1861
 
Dear Mother.
     My Company marched to here from Marion County one week ago, 
though you and Father may not understand why I have listed and joined 
with whom Father calls Rebels but I am doing what I feel to be right 
in my mind.
     Captain Brevard addressed the company yesterday, telling us that 
there was still time to make our peace and go in that spirit, the 
rumour is that we are to be mustered into the regular army soon and 
the sooner the better, unlike most of the tattle I've heard since 
making my mark this piece appears to be well founded, the captains 
servant a black fellow called Joseph got it while he was pressing the 
of ficers coat.
     While the turmoil that is war clutches at this sorry land three 
things seem to remain constant, one is army camps, two is a hatred for 
the North and three is gossip, about twenty: lick my shoe stories comes 
in, yesterday it was that we were heading up into Carolina, another was 
that we were being drafted as marines and yet another was that a force 
of 1,000 French were landing at Pensacola ready to help, soldiers gossip 
never stops and the speculation that buzzes around the camp could well 
be likened to a swarm of angry hornets.
     Companies have been marching in from all over the state, all with 
very interesting names, not that ours is any more normal, there are 
Columbia Rifles the St. Johns Grey's the Hamilton Blues and more, I 
believe we are designated Company E but that is another rumour.
     I am much interested as to what they will pay us with, what it 
will look like I wonder? We are to be paid once we are mustered 
proper, will Jef ferson Davis be on the bills? I look forward to seeing 
one, not just for the material benefits therein but for my own studious 
curiosity.
     I have brought four books with me, Waverly by Walter Scott 
another by a Dr about the nature of the West and another about the 
early Indian wars, these and of course the good book will I hope bring 
me through handsomely until Christmas, which is when the of ficers 
promise us we will be home.
We are begun to be drilled most arduously, marching, counter marching, 
evolutions from column into line and back again, then of course the 
bayonet drills against large sacks.



     A humorous event happened a few days ago, it seems a nearby 
farmer had let open his pig pen, naturally the swine wandered, we 
soldiers do not get the most varied diet so espying these worthies a 
group of five men manfully tried to obtain them, one was procured, the 
next night as the animal was tied up the farmer, wishing his property 
back sallied forth to regain it, having been rebuf fed by a sadly hapless 
lieutenant who could not find the culprits nor the animal, it having been 
secreted, he returned with his shotgun, he found the beast, secured it 
and was on his way back when a sentry, thinking he a deserter called 
him and opened fire, the pig began to squeal most loudly and the farmer 
returned fire, the entire camp was stood to arms and come morning 
our sleep deprived men were greeted by a lone man with an empty 
shotgun and a pig tied to his belt, all the man said before going home 
was "My Pig, that'll teach ya" The sergeant then promptly tried to 
recruit him saying "If you can bushwack a company of a hundred men 
then what'll ye do against an army"
The Farmer is now a corporal!
     I think it only proper that you restrain young Billy from joining 
the army, and I am strongly in your camp as he is not yet advanced in 
years though he would probably be recruited as a bandsmen, if he gives 
you trouble feel at liberty to read him this as he will no doubt be 
overawed by numbers.
I am in hale spirits and healthy as a horse, healthier than I ever 
have been and under the circumstances you have no need to fear for me.
    I pray each night I pray that you will remain safe and happy and 
I do so now, keep safe and in good cheer, when I have further news I 
will write again.
 
I will always remain your af fectionate son.
Josh D Provan
Hammock Guards.




