
Chambersburg, July 5, 1864 
 

Dear John,  
 
 I would have written on Sunday but had no blank note nor have I been able to 
obtain one since.  If you don’t get one in time, write me.  Discount evening is Monday.  
Yesterday I was looking at the excitement and neglected writing.  We have another gay old 
time.  What a sad commentary on the efficiency of this administration that after 
endeavoring to conquer the South for three years, they can, whilst their capitol is 
threatened, spare force sufficient to come up and threaten ours.  The scare seems to have 
died off a little, but nearly everything that could be sent off has gone.  Horses went by the 
thousand but some returned last evening.  Mine stands quietly in the stable yet, nor have I 
hid or packed a thing.  On account of the grain crop I wish this thing could have at least 
been delayed.  I had intended going to Adams county to day but will have to wait until 
certain that all will be safe in my absence.  I paid those commutations yesterday.  On 
Sunday we had another rampant abolition Sermon from our crazy Preacher, worse than 
any preceding one and he invited everybody to come in the evening and hear him make 
the application.  He said he would preach such National Sermons if he was persecuted and 
hung for it, that he felt brave in speaking for his country, etc. but when he heard that old 
Bob Lee was sending Ewell up this way he began to shake in his boots and sent word to the 
Sexton that he could not preach in the evening, and next morning he hurried his family 
off in the cars and then took his “pet”]?] and  “phaeton” and cut stick himself.  How true it 
is that “the wicked fleeth when no man pursueth.”   He said in his Sermon he was the 
sentinel to warn them of their danger, which he did by being the first to run away.  John 
Shyock, not knowing that he had left, insisted on having him appointed Captain of a 
company of home guards.  I hope he may never return.  
 
 I have not yet collected all the rents.  Bishop was absent and such Hughenbaugh is 
yet [?], and Jim says he told him to pay out no money at all.  The Saloon man paid 
promptly.  Mrs. Wolff promised to pay Saturday but did not.  Sunday evening she told me 
that Mr. Wolff was going to send it down to you himself.  I told her and also him that I 
had orders to collect it here and pay in into Bank.  He would hardly listen to me saying as 
he walked off that he would attend to it.  Their conduct has riled me a little and I want you 
(if he has not sent it yet) to send me a special order to collect it. 
 
 I hope you were well enough to go to Lancaster yesterday and enjoy yourself.  Ellen 
is, or was last evening, much better, though still very weak. 
 
  I must close and take this to the Depot to mail. 
 
 

Yours truly, 
P.S. Deshert 
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