
Georgia Camp. York Town Va.  
Dear Sister;-  
 
  As I appear to be very lazy about writing I will try to redeem my character 

now. I am not well enough to drill today as I have not been very long got up from the 

measles. I was only down two days, but am still very weak. I was taken with them at 

Hampton and lay on the ground in an old field al night without a solitary thing number or 

over me I had the fever on me then, could hardly stand up and we were expecting an 

attack every moment. I do not know what I would have done in case of an attack, for I 

could scarcely hold myself up much less a musket. I had to march three miles next 

morning and then I got on a wagon and rode to Bethel. I tried to ride on one of the 

artillery wagons, but could not come it. We were over on the very print of getting into a 

fight but the Yankees would not come out. We were all drawn up in a line of battle, but 

all to no use. We all went down with the expectation of storming Newport – News and 

were right in for it, as for my self I did not care one way or the other. I was so tired I did 

not care for any thing. When were at Newport News and were drawn up for a fight I and 

several others broke ranks to get water and while we were gone after it, the army went to 

Hampton and left us. I had ten canteens containing two and a half gallons of water, on my 

shoulder and ran or tried to run, three miles to Hampton to catch up with my regiment. 

When I got there, I came as near fainting as ever I did in my life. I came near giving out 

once or twice, but the thoughts of the Yankees getting hold of me a trotting. It would not 

begin to do a lag behind as the Yankees would catch us. They are as frightened as people 

generally get to be. There is no more danger of their attacking us hire than we would of 

attacking Fortress Monroe. One of the Baker Fire Eaters deserted at Hampton. He was a 

Yankee by the name of [May?]. We lay under the guns of the enemy at Hampton nearly 

ten hours but they would not fire on us, at night we burned it up. You ought to see the 

battle ground at Bethel. A great many trees were out down on nearly [60?] by the canon 

shot and some trees were filled with musket balls. One house was perfectly with shot and 

shells, blood was splattered all over the floor and walls. I saw the house or the remains, at 

least, of the house those six were volunteered to burn up also the fence on which col. 

Winthrop jumped to rally his men and was killed. The Yankees shot struck the trees thirty 

or forty feet from the ground, ours struck generally in about two or three feet of the 



ground, When we were going from bethel to Hampton, we had stop and let the Calvary 

pass and I was stopped right on the place where the Yankees would turn and run when 

they would charge over batteries. They would not get in a hundred and fifty or two 

hundred yards of our battery before they would run. I enjoyed my trip down the peninsula 

very well until I got sick It is the prettiest county you ever saw, as level as land generally 

get to be Large Magnolia trees and every kind of beautiful tree grow down there. You 

believe you are coming to a creek every moment but never come to it. The ground is not 

muddy at all. Since I have got a good pen I have lost all the news. You are mistaken 

about our not getting the news, we get papers from Richmond everyday. I expect I tire 

you with my nonsense.  

 You all heard more about the war than we do, The people in Jeffersonville heard 

we had a fight and every one of the Twiggs Guards was killed but one and he was Mrs. 

Joshua Wimberly’s son, John, but he had his thigh broke by a canon shot, all of which 

was of course a mistake.  

 We are expecting marching orders to go to Manassas at any time. We were 

ordered to hold ourselves in readiness I do not know whether we will go or not. I do not 

think we will go at all, if you intend to send any thing to us, send it on, specially if it is in 

the shape of something to eat. I never craved one of your dinners as I do now. Dinners, 

that I thought were not worth sitting down to, I would now give two dollars for them. We 

have a plenty of flour, but nothing to make it up with. We make it up with water and salt, 

and sometimes we take the grease out of our meat to out in the flour. I am no cook at all 

and that is the reason why so many of us have the diarrhea and are sick. We do not know 

how to cook. I would like to have a negro boy or man knowing how, to cook for me. I do 

crave something good to eat. This trip will be worth millions to me if I live to get back.  

You will be surprised to know that I have not changed clothing in three weeks. I had on 

my clothing one week when we started to Bethel and one we stayed there one week, 

when I was taken down with the measles and the doctors would not let me pull them off 

until a week after I got up which is to day, I hail it with joy. I was a black looking object. 

When I was coming from Bethel on an ambulance I could look in the houses on the road 

about dusk and see the negroes setting the tables for supper and the lady and gentleman 

of the house sitting out in the front piazza, then I longed for my good old home far away 



in the vale of [cedars?] I will know hereafter to appreciate the privilege of going to 

Penfield. I am now quite different in my views of home and its associations that I was 

two months ago. I am bound to go back to Penfield if I get home in three or four years. I 

do love the old place so well. I despised it when I was there. How we do change 

Blessings brighten and they take their flight! Should the good lord ever see fit to let those 

blessings return, I will be more than thankful and appreciative of them. I always was a 

fool until I came here, now I have a practical view in life and its hardships. My past life 

seems like a dream to me. though a dream, it can never be effaced from my dream, I can 

scarcely realize the fact that I enjoyed such blessings once I used to be miserable but I 

will be that happiest of the happy if I get home. I will not be looking upon every little 

thing as a bore, but a pleasure to me. I expect you are tired out with this letter now, I am. 

I want you to write just as long a letter as you can when you write, do not stop under 

eight pages. I read over your letter 3 or four times before I stop, That was a splendid letter 

you wrote by Mr. Brown, only it was not long enough. Tell Mrs. R. that she would be a 

little surprised to see us with picks and spades throwing dirt on the batteries on Sunday 

while they are in church at eleven o’clock worshiping God. We hardly know sunday here. 

I have not heard a sermon since I left home I must close Give love to all. Tell Sis. Mary I 

will write before long. and the little girls too. Good bye. Henry wrote to Bro. M. 

yesterday you will know every thing in the papers about the more than I can tell you, 

Write very soon. 

   Your Bro. 

  Kit. C. A.             


