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[t was the year 1 862. ) haven't s]ept in weeks; i]cgou look at my worn out eyes you will
see nothing but sadness. Looking cleeP enough, you will see that each wrinkle on my

old worn out face has its own little story behind it.

Todag, | received a letter from my youngest, but also my onlg son [ . R. Poles. e is
Fig}w’cing in the Civil War in New Mexico a]ong with my husband and | haven't heard
from them in months. ] even think at times that magbe theg have gotten killed because ]
haven't heard a word from anyone returning from the war about them in such a long
time. Mg sonis onlg a bogl but ’c%eg handed him a gun to protect us. | don't even want
to think of all that goes on, but its reality 50 ] will read the letter that my son F.R
Bo]es has written to me. The letter read as follows:

/:‘c‘éruary 22,1862

Dearest MOf/LICIj

/ take this opporfun/tﬂ to write to you toc/aﬂ. Yet this letteris with great
sorrow that / tel] you of the deaths of so many of our friends who have
fallen in the battle we have fou‘gﬁt in this worthless Terrftorﬂ. 7 he
Batt/e of Va/verc/e which also means Grecn Va//ey /s one that was
fou‘gﬁt [zy us. Jt is situated five miles above [t Cra{g on the Kio
Carande. (On 5una’aﬂ we were to march up the Kio (Grande from twelve
miles below [t Cra(g We marched within three miles of the fort when a
/argc force of Cava/rﬂ and /'m[ant(g came to meet us. G@ncra/ / 7’ 5/[7/65
led his forces of men across the Kio (rande Kiver and up the cast side
of the river to the fort at Va/vcra/c, north of Fort Cra/g, New Mexico,
/llolofng to cut [ ederal communication between the fort and m///tary
Acaa’quarﬁcrs in Santa [e. Our troops left Fort Cra{g to prevent the
(onfederates from crossing. We on{g had a few men, | suppose about
1,000 men. 7776r6 the Confec/crate troops came to do battle with us.

T/)Cﬂ C/)argca/ on our men and fired on us.........



(As the tears filled my eyes, | had to stop reac}ing for] lost total vision. Mg heart was
beatiﬂg faster than ever before having this indescribable sick, aching Paiﬂ a]ong with it.
] knew cleeP n my heart that the words ] was about to read would affect my whole life

forever. | have to know t}woug}m s0 | will continue to read this let’ccr)

Mom, /W/s/) there was another way /COU/O/ t@//ﬂou this [)ut/must be
blunt.

I ather was hit and died at bis postnoteven a few hours after the battle
5egar7. /Cou/c/ never fogct this date. /:‘e[gruary 27,1862, the c/ay /saw
my father de.

(As the tears rolled down my face. l fell to my knees. l spokc to God and told him of all
the hurt | felt. ”Whg do you take the life of the one Jive lived for? A” | asked for was
the safe return of my husband and my son. Was that too much to ask of gou?" As

much as | didn't want to continue the lc’cterl had to. | needed answers so | read once

again.)

/\//ot/)cr, father asked me to /6tyou know that he Joves you very much
and he will wait in the heavens for you. Mom, it hurts so bad. [/V/// the
Pafn ever end? / am so confused and alone. / apo/o‘g/ze for enc///zg this
Jetter so soon but / have no more time; my candle /s g//}nmcrihg / have
not ﬂet told half of what needs to be said. 7776 battle of Va/vera/e
fasted nine hours. 777@ Confec/erate troops won the Batt/e of
\/a/vcralc. Ve will soon be moving towards G/orfcta to [{gﬁt another
battle that is located in the Santa e and San /\//{guc/ counties. [Jon't
worry mot/ller; / will soon be home once aga/n. / can’t wait to sce your

beautitul face. | PFO/H[SC to write when we arrive in ( Florieta.

)
/ [_ovc You

Your son,

K 50/@5



