
grow, I hear that you wish also a list of what we might require sent 
from home so I have dotted down some items.
     I would wish you could send us some luxuries, like socks or clean 
shirts, for every night we have to dry our footwear on sticks by the 
fire. Food items such as jam and other sustainables that keep well on 
long journeys, recently I have been setting forth with four boiled eggs in 
my pockets for nothing keeps on a march like an egg, but I don’t always 
have time to cook them and we have to survive on hard tack and water.
    Yesterday Billy had an interesting run in two of Company Bs card 
sharks who lassoed him into a game of Poker which as you know Billy 
has no Idea how to play well somehow Farmer Tom (of the Pig picket 
fame back in Jacksonville) got wind of it and being duty corporal that 
night rounded up me and two others to go bale ‘his’ boy out. The sharks 
had just fleeced the poor kid out of all his meagre pay and a watch when 
the clicking of Enfield Muskets brought them to their Christian duty and 
fled the scene leaving their spoils and a red faced Billy looking up 
hopelessly into Farmer Tom’s amused face, the next day he sought out the 
two perpetrators and with a nudge and a wink of fered to sell them back 
the cards they had left behind.
    Outside our tent the rain is still darting down in the darkness, all 
is uncertainty; it looks as if we will run with our tails between our 
legs all the way to Richmond without making another stand, and I might 
ask what sort of soldiering is that, numberless day’s of marching and 
fatigue only to allow the Yankee’s to invest the city and pound it with 
their superior guns and then assault with their superior numbers, the 
captain say’s it is sheer folly not to fight before reaching Richmond for 
if the Yankee’s get to a siege they will win.
    I trust all is well at home despite our troubles here, I an Billy 
are well and healthy and I am pleased to say that apart from a small 
moustache I have kept my beard at bay for I find the prospect of 
picking lice out of my hair, uniform and beard, not a bit to my liking.
I continue to pray for your safety and health and for our armies 
salvation from what may be a very disastrous situation, I am sorry I 
cannot give you much joy this post except that news from the West 
seems to be good, General Jackson by all accounts is giving the enemy 
salt for breakfast and we all hope that he comes East.
    The mail wagon is trundling up so I must close now; I hope to write 
again with more favourable news soon. With much love to all friends, 
confusion to all enemies and God help us all I remain

Your brother, JD Provan




