
In Camp Seceshia, May 20th, 1862
Dear Mother, [Fannie Whipple]

As I have not heard from any of you for about two weeks I conclude to write you in order 
to stir you up to good works, that you having so good an example to follow might hasten 
to imitate it with all zeal & etc & etc.

We are at present encamped about 12 miles from New Kent Court House (which place we 
left two days ago) on the road to Richmond.  We are now about 15 miles from Richmond 
and might march in there tomorrow if it was not for the enemy in Chickahoming swamp 
just before us.  It is rumored here that the Rebels are evacuating Richmond, but not 
knowing for certain, but this we know that McDowell is as near Richmond on the other 
side as we are on this and it is now the general belief that the Sesesh will again run away 
instead of fighting. We are in no hurry to fight as we have enough to eat and drink and 
can afford to wait, but the enemy in Chickahoming Swamp are hard up for provisions and 
with an army each side of them must fight out, starve out or run out if they can. When 
they retreated through this country their haversacks were filled with nothing but corn, 
which they had to pop and eat.  And every house on the road was plundered of all 
provisions they could find and from this we judge they are not very well supplied with 
eatables.  But we are really tired of chasing them for it is a fact that they can whip us 
running in spite of ourselves and we don’t know when they will stop if ever.

I can assure you that marching is anything but fun loaded as we are and lately we have 
marched at night starting about 6 PM and not stopping till the next morning.  In this way 
we avoid the heat, and the falling dew dampens the dust so that it don’t fly and we get 
along quite comfortably.  These midnight, moonlight marches are quite romantic and at 
times the scenery and surroundings are exceedingly beautiful and one almost forgets that 
he is marching on to destroy his fellow men or be destroyed himself.  And his thoughts 
wander back to the moonlight evenings he has spent with loved ones, far, far away in his 
northern home.   But only for one moment, for the next, the stern, “Close Up” runs along 
the ranks, or the tramp of horses and clanging of swords as a squad of Calvary dash past 
him awakens him from his dreams of fancy to the stern realities of the soldier’s life.  And 
he finds himself still in “Dixie’s sunny land”.  By the by this is sunny land for us.  It may 
be warm in De Kalb but down here it is hot, awful hot and it is going to be worse, so that 
we shall in all probability not make many more marches southward.  In fact it will never 
do to take our army much farther south till cold weather comes (and before that time we 
“reckon” that we shall have no occasion for it.).  For this country and these marches are 
using up our regiment.  When we left Potsdam we numbered over 95 men and today we 
can only muster 30 men for duty, and the other companies in the Regt [92] are almost as 
bad off. 300 effective men is all the Regt. can raise now, the rest being sick, dead, or 
discharged.  Our First Lieutenant [Myron] Cushman has resigned and 3 Captains and two 
other Lieutenants also.
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Some of the strongest, largest men we had have failed, while the boys and the small men 
stick by yet.  And this is the case in most regiments.  You know I was never very strong 
and could stand nothing at all in the way of exposure.  Yet Smith and myself are all the 
sergeants left for duty in our company, as two of the others will never join the regiment 
again and the other is very sick indeed. While out of 8 Corporals we have only 2 left.

As I told you before I am astonished at myself. I have slept in the mud, in the dust, in the 
sun, in the rain, with wet feet & dry feet. I have slept in damp blankets while I was 
soaked to the skin with wet and mud, on pavements, in the road, in cornfields, without 
tents and with tents.  Out doors in the rain with nothing but a blanket over me.   In the 
woods and in the fence corners and have slept soundly and have taken no cold.  In fact I 
have slept in every position but that of hanging myself up on a peg or limb of a tree, and 
today I can stand more than I ever could before.  There is one thing certain, if this life 
don’t kill a man it will cure him.  And then our cooking arrangements, you would laugh 
heartily could you see us getting our meals.  Most of our stew pans and camp kettles we 
left behind and we do our cooking in our tin cups, holding about one quart each, and our 
plates we use to fry meat and crackers on.  We boil our beans, make rice soup, or rice 
pudding, make coffee, boil our potatoes (when we get any) and make our hominy all in 
these cups.  We have fresh beef in plenty and out of this and other rations we do get up 
some really good suppers etc & etc.

We soak our hard crackers in cold water till they are soft and then fry them in a little 
grease and water and crisp them up well and they go tip-top.  Our rice soups “would do 
your soul good” and bean stews relish amazingly with us.  We get pepper at the Sellers 
for 5 cents a paper, which is about $1.00 per pound, and we can get butter but don’t like 
the smell or the price either for they charge only 50 cents per pound for it. Occasionally 
we get a Hoe cake, and yesterday I found some strawberries and they went well I assure 
you.  Of course we eat some dirt, and ashes will get into our victuals in spite of us, but 
this only makes us healthier.

When I shall be home I cannot tell.  When Richmond is taken, something will be known 
definite about it, as they will probably commence discharging men then.  The De Kalb 
boys are all well.  A. Stevens is with us now.  He has been at Washington on guard duty 
till lately.  [Courtland] Cooper is still at Yorktown.  I suppose you have heard of Freeman 
Weymouth’s death.  He was shot through the body twice, at shipping point.

I should be happy to hear from some of you between now and next winter sometime, 
though of course in no particular hurry.
Yours as ever,
John
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