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“Camp Defiance.” Friday. 10A.M. Oct 18 
1861 

Dearest Mother, 
 Your letter dated Thursday Oct 10th was handed to me a while ago by Cap’t [Captain] Taylor. It 
afforded me great pleasure as indeed do all your letters, though the size of the sheet was somewhat, 
and that justly, a cause of complaint. I recommend that hereafter in writing to me you use foolscap (!). A 
great many of our soldiers are sick, many with fever. The Major of this reg’t [regiment] is just recovering 
from the latter disease. There has been a great improvement however lately in this respect. A one time 
more than half the Legion were unfit for duty, but now the 2nd reg’t [regiment] reports over 500 fit for 
duty out of 806. This reg’t [regiment] (3rd) reports over 300 for duty out of about 850. My health has 
been excellent, except the time I had the measles, notwithstanding the heavy bread and live beef we 
have been required to eat. Occasionally, (though very seldom) boxes for different members of the 
company, which furnishes a little variety. Our bread is made by mixing the flour and water together, 
forming a dough, which is put in the skillet or oven and baked as a cake. Very often this is imperfectly 
done, though Old Mr. Taylor in whose tent I have taken up my quarters, bakes as good bread as can be 
made from the materials. Our meat is chiefly fresh beef, eaten a few hours after the beef has been 
killed. This we sometimes boil, oftener fry; several times we have stewed it and made hash, which when 
we have onions, as we did for breakfast this morning, to season it with, makes a very palatable dish. As 
for vegetables or fruit we never have any, though I suppose this winter we will have an abundance, as I 
see by the Dispatch, the Commissary in Richmond is buying large quantities. I often think of the mice 
meals we used to have, and how after the war we will enjoy the pleasures and luxuries of Home. This 
being deprived of them so long will teach us a salutary lesson, - to value more the good thing that God 
gives us. I am sometimes almost on the point of acceding to Pa’s plan, which he is continually urging 
upon me of going back home. But I could not agree to remain there inactive during the winter as he 
wishes, voluntarily. George must enjoy himself a great deal. It is better I think now that he has staid [sic, 
stayed] at home. The privations and labor of camp especially in the cavalry, are too severe. Sometimes I 
wish I could be with him a little while in the Drawing room at Rippon Lodge, with the fine blazing fire 
and a good supper awaiting us. But it is foolish to indulge such trifling thoughts. It did not occur to me 
on the 8th that it was brothers’ birthday, though that doesn’t mean that I did not think of them. I was 
very favorably impressed, myself, with Mrs. Byrd Jr. when I met her in Berryville last summer. --The 
weather during the last few days has been very cold & chilly and I have wished often for the overcoat 
that used to be Uncle George’s, now in my trunk at Staunton, but this morning is like Indian Summer, 
mild and balmy. I believe I mentioned to you that my trunk was broken open and a pair of uniform 
pants, 4 prs [pairs] yarn socks, a new pr [pair] of drawers and an undershirt which Pa brought on with 
him and which he purchased at Cowley’s, and which were knit; 5 shirts (col’d [collared]), all new; in fact 
the rogue only left me a few handk’s [handkerchiefs], towels, my fur skin gauntlets, houswife [sic, 
housewife], some letter paper & envelopes and two books on tactics. Pa lately purchased me a stout 
pair of shoes (made out of common leather, as there was no other in Lewisburg, and costing $5), a pair 
of gaiters or as I call them leggins of buskin, an oil cloth, and a jacket. I have but a very thin blanket; if I 
remain here this winter I shall have to purchase another heavy one. We are still occupying the same 
position on the top of Big Sewell. A portion of the troops have left; Floyd’s brigade composed of 5 reg’ts 



[regiments] about 2500 men, taking a southwesterly direction, and crossing New river, are proceeding 
down that stream I think. Several of Loring’s reg’ts [regiments], 4 I think, have gone towards Lewisburg.  
We have here now 5 reg’ts [regiments], 3 belonging to the Wise Legion, 2 to Loring’s com’d [command]. 
Lee & Loring are both here. It is now about settled that the Legion is going East. Sometime ago, O 
Jennings, Wise rec’d [received] a letter from his Father in Richmond saying we are going East. A day or 
two since another was rec’d [received] by Cap’t [Captain] Imboden (a cadet last session, now promoted 
to a Cap’tcy [captaincy] & only about 18) from his 1st Lieut [Lieutenant] saying that he had learned from 
Cap’t [Captain] Tabb Assistant Adj.[adjunct] Gil, that orders had been issued from the War Dep’t 
[department] to Gen’l [General] Wise to return to his Brigade and the Brigade to go to North Carolina. I 
hope it is true. An election was held for 3rd Lieut [Lieutenant] in this company on Monday. I was a 
candidate, Shields being the successful man. I mean to get an appointment as soon as Gen’l [General] 
Wise returns to a Lieutenancy. I applied for the Serg’t [Sergeant] Majorship of the 3rd reg’t [regiment]. 
Made vacant by the resignation of Sheilds, but have not learned yet whether successful or not. The Col 
[Colonel] appoints. You read I supposed of the death of our Col [Colonel] (Spaulding) on the 6th Oct 
(Sunday). Col [Colonel] Starke and Lieut Col [Lieutenant Colonel] Cauley (the former an aid-de-camp to 
Gen’l [General] Lee, the letter an old army off. [officer]) have been appointed to this reg’t [regiment] 
Acting Lieut-Col [Lieutenant-Colonel] Swank now in com’d [command] is very inefficient and I am glad 
for my country’s sake to hear of these appointments. When you write give me your opinion as to Pa’s 
plan of returning home &c [& etc.]. If I could get an Adjutancy or Captaincy in the Militia, it would be an 
inducement. I suppose you have heard of the enemy’s falling back. They are now at Dogwood Gap 
where we were before we moved here, about 19 miles below us. Col [Colonel] Lucius Davis has 
command of the Legion for the present. I speak and converse with him frequently. He is always very 
polite towards me. The horses here are suffering greatly from want of forage & from being overworked, 
and are dying daily. I intended to say that the pay of a Serg’t [Sergeant] Major is only $21 a month,  $252 
a year, whereas that of a 3rd Lieut [Lieutenant] is $80 per month, $960 per year; a difference of $708. I 
should prefer to spend 2 weeks, about Christmas at home, and I intend to get a furlough at that time. I 
am poorly off for winter clothes. I wrote to Pa to get me some drawers and shirts, also yarn socks. The 
1st opportunity I intend to get a pr [pair] pants. [writing continues on top of page 5] Kiss Meg for me and 
tell her when her Uncle comes home he will bring her something nice. I wish I had Uncle’s sword. How 
highly would I prize it! I have now nothing but an old artillery saber without scabbard. If you direct your 
letter to me I get them much sooner. [writing continues on side of page 1] Tell Meg she must have some 
socks knit for me when I come. Goodbye. Your devoted Son, 

   Eugene 


