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Direct 
    John P Sheehan
   Camp Buford DC  Oct  /63
              Care of Lt Ford
           Provost Marshall

             My Dear Father
                         Now that I
have a few moments to spare
I will write you a letter
in answer to the one I
received last night  I
was very glad to get your
letter for I had not heard
from home for over a
fortnight I had a letter
from you but the Sargeant
that takes the letters lost
it. I am in the very best 
of health and in pretty good
spirits tho I do not think
as I have for a long
time that the war will



will end this winter I
wish that this winter might
end it but do not think that
it will  I am well pleased
with my new camp and
like the business much better
than I thought I should
I am in hopes that I can
stay here all winter and
I think that I can for
I don’t like to be at the
front theses cold days
and nights. I am Corporal
of the guard and have got
to stop up all night  I
only have to do this about 
once a fortnight and nearly
all the rest of the time I 
loaf and read I think that
I shall buy some books
and study as I have plenty
of time. we have a
cook and that makes



it easy for us all I never
like to cook I dreaded that 
moreso than I ever did Rebs
tho they are savage as the
devil. I have been at the
front for over a year and
now I am alive and well
to God and him alone do
I owe all for he in the
hour of danger has been
with to protect and guide
me in the hour of battle
oh what sights I have seen
upon the field of battle men
rolling in their own blood
some shot one place some
another and yet I have
been preserved from death
tho’ I have been in the
hardest of the fight at
Gettysburg our dead lay in
the road and the Rebels in 
their hast to leave dragged



both their baggage wagons
and artillery over them and
there they lay mangled and torn
to peices so that even freinds
could not tell them you can 
form no idea of a battle field
when the fight has ended
no pen can describe it, no
tongue can tell its horror
I hope none of my younger 
brothers will ever have to
go into the fight. I sincerely
hope that you may succeed
in getting me a 2d Lt commission
I feel confident that I could
make a good one, that’s what
I think of course I don’t 
know,
       Your affectionate
                Son
                      John P Sheehan


