
Yorktown Feb 11
th

 1862 

Dear Pa 

It has been nearly two weeks since I wrote you last, and since that time I have been to 

Manassas and found my box.  I could not conveniently bring it with me on account of its 

size, and therefore sent it on by express, and it arrived here safely yesterday evening.  I 

got back two days ago.  It had not been broken into, but everything was safe.  Some of 

the cake was spoiled, but the most of it was good.  The lightbread was not good, but had 

got too dry and hard.  Two of the bottles were broken, and one of them was the bottle of 

Brandy cherries, that Mrs. Richardson sent me.  Present my thanks to her for them, and 

tell her I am mighty sorry the bottle got broke.  I believe the other bottle, that was broken, 

had catsup in it.  I tell you I was glad to get my box, for I had been disappointed in 

getting it a long time. My suit fits me very well, but I would like to have my pants a little 

longer, but they do very well as they are, and I was mighty glad to get them.  Kitt’s coat 

is too small, he can not button it around him.  He has fattened up a great deal, and is 

larger now than when he came here.  I am well pleased with our flannel shirts. They are 

the very things. We found the letters and handkerchiefs in the pockets of the shirts, but I 

have not read the letters yet for I was on guard yesterday evening and last night and when 

I came to camps this morning, Kitt had them and had gone down to Headquarters.   

The books were very acceptable.  Our paper was rumpled a little, but not enough to hurt 

it much.  My leave of absence was unlimited, so when I got to Manassas and found my 

box, I concluded to go out and visit some of the Georgia Reg’ts.  I found the 4
th

, 8
th

, 9
th

, 

and 11
th

 all in the same brigade, and encamped close together.  I carried John (a boy 

belonging to Fred {Joshua}Wimberly) with me to M’s to see his master, George 

Wimberly, captain of the Houston vol’s. I saw all the Houston boys, John and Tom 

Everett and many others that I knew.  I saw the Cave Spring boys in the Miller Rifles.  

Bill Taylor and Rose Brice were there.  I thought they were at home, discharged.  Mr. 

Bell is discharged.  John Dais was very sick with Rheumatism, he could not stand up, he 

was expecting to go home as soon as he got able to walk.  I slept with Dr. Boyd one night 

in his tent.  He has a very comfortable tent with a fireplace to it. I staid with Tom and 

John Everett the next night, and with Sam Fitzgerrald (a schoolmaster of mine) the other 

night.  I staid at a miserable hotel at Manassas one night, and it beats all hotels that ever I 

saw.  The rooms are about 8 by 10 feet large, and they have six bunks to a room.  I slept 

away up on the top bunk, and had to cover with one mattress and sleep on the other, for I 

had no other covering except one mattress.  They had nothing to eat but baker’s bread, 

crackers and beef and coffee.  Manassas is the muddiest place I ever saw, it is actually 

nearly knee-deep in mud all over.  The last day I staid at Manassas I was muddy and wet 

up to about my knees, and while hauling my box from the Quarter Master department to 

the Depot in a wagon that had no body nor [carrylog] to it, I was on the wagon holding 

my box in, and the wagon ran over a rough place and I was pushed out sprawling in the 

mud, and got muddy all over. I am glad we are not stationed at Manassas just as I was 

about to leave Manassas for Richmond I saw two of the boys belonging to the Cedar 

Town Guards. I did not know they were stationed at Manassas or I would have gone to 

see them.  Their regiment is a mile and a half from M’s. I paid $9.00 to have the box sent 

by express to Yorktown.  My trip cost me nearly $30,00. We have been paid off again for 

two months service.  They owe us for three months service and for six months clothing 

now. 



Dr Boyd looks better than I ever saw him look before.  He told me to give you and Ma 

his respects when I wrote to you again.  The boys all want him to be Surgeon of the 

regiment. I saw Bob Lawson, he looks well, and has very heavy beard.  The boys all 

wanted to get transfers to Yorktown when I told them how well we were faring. They 

don’t like Manassas, and I don’t blame them, for it is the muddiest country I ever saw.  It 

won’t do to wear shoes in that country, for you bog over your shoe quarters nearly 

everywhere you go.  When I came back I met Jud at the wharf on his way home on a 

furlough of 30 days.  He was mighty glad to get his furlough.  Carried Martin home with 

him, don’t know whether he will bring him back or not. 

I see by yesterday’s paper that the Yankees have whipped our men and taken Roanoke 

Island.  I am sorry of it.  It looks like fortune has turned against us.  We have been 

whipped several times lately.  There is nothing new on the Peninsula.  We have 7 or 8 

men at home on furloughs now.  We are all well.  Fred sends love to all the family. 

Respects to the neighbors 

I will write again soon 

Your affectionate son 

Henry Bunn 

Yorktown 

Postscript 

Tell Ma she need not send me the overcoat that I wrote for yet, but keep it till I write for 

it.  Fred had two very good overcoats and gave me one.  It will last a good while. Tell Ma 

and the little girls to write me often. 

Henry Bunn 

Co “I” 6
th

 Reg. Ga Vols. 


