To Frank B. Garsed Eq. 

     Bullitt & Fairthorne

     32 So. 3rd St. 

     Philadelphia                                                                      Camp near Harrisons Landing                             

                                                                                                (Sunday) July 13th 1862

My dear brother,

          This is the first day that has seemed to me like Sunday for a long time. Not a shot has been fired and the fatigue parties were only kept at the earth works for a short time. This morning things have gone precisely as they did in the good old times at Camp graham & Camp on Clarks’ Farm. We have had all the calls beaten including reveille, breakfast, sick call, inspection, guard mounting, church and dinner call.

         The band played for the first time last night since the siege of Richmond was commenced. I am “officer of the day” and this morning at guard mounting I once more wore polished boots and a dress coat; the band was in full blast, the guard was marched past me in review by the adjutant. It was the first time that I have been officer of the day. 

        You make a mistake when you tell them at home that I have been made Captain. I am merely Lieut. Coms.

        Ever since we have been here we have been building fortifications. I have had working parties on them several times. The work is continued all night. I have learnt how to construct drains, rifle pits, abuttis, ordinary earth works, strong braces, platforms for heavy guns when in battery etc. The last battle we were in was called the battle of “Malvern Hills.”

       The rebels say it was the bloodiest battle of the whole seven days. I send you their account of it. You will see that they say we were in the edge of a weeds and have heavy breast works – and about 50 cannon. That we had 50 cannon is true enough & in fact we had more than that, but we had not a single breast work, nor even a log or rifle pit, nor were we in the woods. We fought them out in large open fields, and I can only account for their lying in this manner on the           that they were so infernally drunk that they mistook our men for trees and forts.

       Many of them were frenzied with liquor & many of their canteens have two compartments one for whiskey & the other for water. Their dead turn black almost immediately while ours retain their ghastly color for some time. I do not speak this from hearsay. I have seen the dead of both sides, close together and the Southerner was always black and not only that but their wounded suffer from exhaustion more than ours. They also say we left our wounded on the field, that is another falsehood. If their success depended on the lies they tell us ours would be a hopeless cause.

       Give my love to all at home.

                                                               Yours affectionately,

                                                                        Joshua S. Garsed

       P. S. At your earliest convenience send me a few postage stamps.     

