To Frank B. Garsed 

Bullitt & Fairthorne 

32 So. 3rd St. 

Philadelphia 

Camp Graham 

Jan 29th 1862

Dear Brother, 

I am going to write you a good sized letter but you must recollect that it is intended just as much for the family as for yourself. In this way you see I can kill half a dozen birds 

with one stone. Since your visit I succeeded in getting a servant for Lieut. C. and myself. He was a darkey of about 15 or 16 yrs. of age and a very active little fellow, but I am sorry to say he turned out to be a great rascal. One Sunday morning a week or two ago he was missing, no fire was made, no wood chopped, or boots or swords cleaned. Thinking that he had gone out to forage after fence rails I gave myself no further trouble until suddenly I missed my pocket book with about $20 in it. Search was immediately commenced for the youngster and one of 

our men discovered him in one of the servants tents up the line. He was immediately arrested and brought before me. In the mean- time Capt Mendel's cook came to me and handed me two bank notes which Charley (the darkey) had given him to keep for him. I re- cognized them immediately and charged the boy with the theft, adding that if he did not hand me the money I would put him in the penitentiary and have him flogged besides. He would not confess and so I had him tied to a post in our street so that he could not move, and told him I would keep him there till he did tell. It was of no use, he lied through thick and thin for two hours and said he had found the two notes under some trees; as 

it was rainy and wet and the notes were dry this was a falsehood. Finally one of the men loaded a piece before his eyes and told him he was to be shot. The entire company was about him now. 

When the bandage was put over his eyes he cried and said he would tell where the money was. I found everything complete with the exception of a few receipts. The pocket book had been hid in the roof of the Company quartermaster's big house. It was ruined 

with the wet; I was sorry because it was one that I had bought 

when I first entered B & F's office. Will Dorr & myself went together to purchase it and my name was put on it. After his confession I had him again tied to the post and ordered his head to be shaved which was done. The men came to me and wanted me to let them drum him out of camp but this I would not listen to. 

In the evening I Let him go and told him if he was ever seen 

I in camp again by me he should go to prison. He was in camp next 

 morning and was booted past the guard by some of the men of 

Camp any A! 

I saw a sad instance of the effects of drunkenness this morning. A first Lieut. of one of our company's got what is 

called here the "rams". He was kept in his tent and the matter kept secret as possible. It has not got to headquarters yet. I was not aware that he drank.

Our tent has had two bunks put in the back of it, and we have now a good sized cast iron stove, which keeps us comfortable. 

An officers mess has been started here. A meeting was held and I was elected treasurer much against my will. We bought a 

huge tent for $60 which had cost our sutler $145. He was leaving our regiment and so it was purchased. The object of messing together is to become acquainted with each other, and to save expense. We have two cooks. Poor Ned Lawrence, formerly Orderly Sergt of our company, has gone to destruction; he is a wreck. Capt Hillebrand had him transferred to our company after his re- duction to the ranks from the post of Orderly Sergeant Major & Sergeant Major. Capt. H. made him promise that he would not touch liquor for six months. He promised and broke it in a 

week afterward. Such a hold has this passion for liquor on him that he goes round amongst his companions and begs for liquor or essence of ginger. Learning that I was looking for him to 

send him to the guard house yesterday he succeeded i1making his escape. He used to be at one time a promising young man. I 

well recollect when he used to come to a & F's office with the drafts of the Druggists Shaffer & Co. I think.

The men of our company have just built a theatre about half 

as large again as the office you are in. William Hahn & Eckstein are the principal performers. Capt H, Lieut C, and myself encouraged them in this scheme as much as possible as it occupies 

their minds during the rainy weather. It has been rainy for 

three weeks past here.

We are still attending military school here. The lessons are twenty pages long. The works studied are the Regulations, U. S. Infantry tactics, Evolutions of the Line, & McClellans 

bayonet exercises. I know many parts of Hardee by heart. A few 

of the officers study the authorized work on artillery also. 

The hours for reciting are from 7 to 9 in the evening. Captains on Mondays & Thursdays, 1st Lieuts on Tuesdays and Fridays, 2nd Lieuts on Wednesdays & Saturdays. The staff Col. B(irney} included to recite also but they study Evolutions of the Line and 

such works. General Graham is the school master & when he cannot hear all the lesson at night he makes them come over early next morning. I have had a good deal of valuable practice lately being thrown in command of the company on battalion drills, and 

last week I had a division ,or two companies. During the firing the field officers complimented my division on the fine rhythm 

of the firing. (That is the guns all going off at precisely the same moment). This gratified me much because my division consisted of Cos. P & B, both of which I had drilled for weeks together. 

We have been practicing at target firing a great deal lately, two balls per day allowed each man. The distances were 100, 150, 200, 250, 300, & 400 yds. At 300 yd. we sent minie balls through an iron target 1/8 of an inch thick. The balls went through it knocking holes in 2 inches wide and tearing it out in strips.  The base of the ball is this size: (drawing of size); the ball itself is conical:  (drawing of ball); and hollow.  Col. L did the best firing. It is composed of men entirely from the Rocky mountains, old deer hunters. Their Captain is named Butler Dilley. 

You have doubtless heard by this time of the silly manner in which Sergt. Wilson tho left general guide of the regiment 

threw away his appointment of 2nd Lieut in Co. I. He went to 

Washington, kicked over all the ash barrels in his way, threw 

away his pass, got drunk, went into a "whiskey mill," pitched into half a dozen of the 5th infantry & 1st chasseurs, wounded one 

or two with his pistol and got into the guard house. That evening his appointment was revoked. I sent home his likeness some time 

ago. He is not in the habit of touching liquor and has hitherto been an example of neatness in dress and attention to duties. 

I suppose you recollect Bury (?) in our company. He has 

been feigning sickness for some time past to escape duty. I succeeded in getting a hold on him yesterday; he missed two or three calls in succession. I sent him to the guard house and he will be court martialled. He is a worthless fellow & I hope he gets severely punished. 

There is considerable talk about Col. Birney being made a general but what it amounts to I cannot say. We are knee deep here in mud. Army wagons sink up to their hubs in mire. What foolishness it is then for the papers in Philadelphia to cry out for an advance of the army of the Potomac. I wish some of the editors were here to take a march over some of the roads here or on the other side of the river. The fools would bring on another Bull Run affair if they had their own way, but I doubt very much whether the N. Y. papers & those of Philadelphia together will alter the plans of the War department much. 

Give my respects to all at the office and love to all at home. 

I remain

Your affectionate brother

Joshua S. Garsed 

P. S. Recollect to tell Harry to send me down a good stout port- 

monnaie in my trunk. The one I have now was ruined by the nigger. I would prefer one made of buckskins. Did Mr. Fairthorne get the last two letters I wrote him?
