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    A Note on the Text




     




    I have had to shorten many of the selections for brevity and to remove superfluous material, as well as racist references. For ease of reading, I have refrained from indicating where these cuts were made, except where I felt it would be helpful. I have also rearranged and slightly modified some selections in order to improve them. Occasionally I have also added some information for clarification. In a few cases where there are a number of different versions of a particular selection, I compiled the best parts from these versions to create the one I’ve presented here.




    Unlike some of my books, where I try to maintain scholarly accuracy—the primary intent here is to entertain. After all, this is a book of humor.




     




     




    This book is dedicated to




    Marty Goeller
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      The War Between the


      Butternuts and Doodles




       




      by




      John Richard Stephens


    




     




    Nicknames




    I could just as well titled this “the War Between the Johnnies and Mudsills.” Or “the War of the Feds and Confeds.” Or perhaps “the Bluebellies versus the Graybacks.”




    It’s not surprising that the Union and Confederate soldiers came up with many euphemistic names for each other. Some of it was just for variety, some of it was a form of propaganda to denigrate the enemy, while some was just for fun.




    The Northerners commonly referred to Confederates as Southrons, Secessionists, Sesech, Sech, and Chivalry. Calling Southerners “Chivalry” is a mocking reference to the Southern ideal of a chivalrous elite taken from the romantic fiction that was popular at the time. In fact, Mark Twain ended up placing much of the blame for the war at the feet of Sir Walter Scott for promoting the ideal of chivalry. The Northerners also referred to their enemy as Rebs, Rebels and Traitors, which were very negative terms in the North. Being a traitor to one’s country was punishable by hanging. For the most part, the Southerners didn’t like these terms since they saw themselves as being loyal to their home states and their new national government, which the U.S. government never recognized as legitimate and refused to even communicate with. But to some extent the South came to embrace the names Reb and Rebel, seeing themselves as similar to the Founding Fathers who rebelled against England during the Revolutionary War. The term Reb soon evolved into Johnny Reb and Johnnies. Perhaps less negative was the name Butternut, referring to the yellow-brown color of Confederate uniforms, which were dyed with copperas and butternut (white walnut) hulls, when they ran short of gray cloth. The Confederacy itself was often referred to as Secessia, and occasionally as the Corn-fed-racy. Thus a Confed sometimes became a Corn-Fed.




    The Confederates, on the other hand, referred to the Northerners as Federals, Feds, Abolitionists, Unionists, and Onions. They also broadened the name Yankee to refer to all Northerners, not just New Englanders—so during the war you have Confederates calling Union soldiers from Tennessee and Kentucky, Yankees. This evolved into Yanks, Billy Yank, Yankee Doodles, and Doodles. Confederates also called them Lincolnites, Little Coots, Vandals, Yankee sons-of-bitches and a number of much less pleasant terms. Another very common nickname was “mudsills”—a mudsill being the lowest sill of a building, either on or in the ground. The term was racist slang for the lowest class of hired laborers and slaves who were generally viewed with disgust. Southerners were astonished when Unionists made the term their own and began calling themselves mudsills. The North, in general, was called Yankeedom.




    During the Civil War, most of what was written was designed to inspire patriotism and support for whichever side of the conflict they were on. Both the North and South were flooded with patriotic books, articles, poems, and songs. Patriotic literature was everywhere. Much of it descended into propaganda—glorifying the military and the government, while inspiring hatred for the enemy. Each side did its best to denigrate the other—to build itself up and create confidence in its forces, while making the enemy seem weak and foolish. Actually, for the most part, the two opposing forces were pretty evenly matched. Each side’s weaknesses were counterbalanced by its strengths, which is why the war dragged on for so long. Both sides had their share of defeats and victories. Both sides pummeled each other as hard as they could, leaving fields littered with thousands of corpses in their wakes.




     




    A Desire for Humor in the Darkness




    The tremendous brutality of the war created a huge demand for humor and wit to counterbalance the often bleak war news. As the war wore on, newspapers began mixing humorous stories and satire with the battle news on their front pages. Perhaps it helped people cope with the anxiety and stress caused by the horrible things that were happening, the deaths of their loved ones, and the uncertainty of the outcome.




    The soldiers were in the thick of it, surrounded by death, gore and the grievously wounded. There was the very real threat that they, too, could suddenly have their arm, leg, or the side of their head blown off, or be instantly turned into mincemeat. This is what they actually saw happening to fellow soldiers right in front of them. Even more than the general population, they desperately needed humor and diversions to relieve their minds of the horrors they were experiencing. As they adjusted to their situations, their sense of humor became much darker. They began making fun of serious and deadly injuries and telling jokes about the dead, making light of the dangers. They even found humor in stories where large numbers of people were killed. Perhaps when facing Death, it’s easier to laugh in his face. Such stories aren’t included here, as most people would not find them funny.




    Although I hate to do it, I feel like I should provide you with one example so you’ll understand what I’m talking about.




     




    Two Marines agreed reciprocally to take care of each other, in case of either being wounded in running the gauntlet at Vicksburg. It was not long before one’s leg was shot off by a cannon ball; and, on his calling to Joe to carry him to the surgeon, according to their agreement, the other very readily complied; but he had scarcely got his wounded comrade on his back when a second ball struck off the poor fellow’s head. Joe, who, through the noise and confusion common in such engagements, had not perceived his friend’s last misfortune, continued to make the best of his way to the surgeon. An officer observing him with a headless trunk upon his shoulders, asked where he was going.




    “To the doctor,” said Joe.




    “The doctor?” said the officer; “why, you blockhead, the man has lost his head.”




    On hearing this he flung the body from his shoulders, and, looking at it very attentively exclaimed:




    “By my soul, he has certainly lost his sences, for he told me it was his leg.”




     




    This joke was popular during the war. I’ve seen it in different forms and in different places. Some claim even President Abraham Lincoln told a few jokes similar to this, although I don’t believe it. Those sources aren’t reliable. But trust me, I haven’t included any more of this type of humor in this book.




    On the other hand, some very good humor came out of this dark period of our nation’s history. Admitedly, America's sense of humor was a bit different in the mid-1800s. The country then was a mixture of the uneducated and self-educated—like Lincoln—and the educated, but education was also quite different back then. A general education at that time included learning Greek and Roman mythology, Shakespeare, to speak and read Latin, and a strong appreciation of poetry, so their humor often includes references to these things, which were common knowledge to many people of the period, but tend to go over the heads of many modern readers. And when a humorist made an oblique reference to “the Tomb of the Cappyletts”, most of his readers would have immediately known he was referring to Romeo and Juliette.




    The following ingenious stories, parodies, wit, jokes, jibes, anecdotes, burlesques, shenanigans, and monkeyshines are humorous or amusing or both. They demonstrate that even in the worst situations and amidst tremendous suffering, people can still find something to laugh at.




    As was often said back then, “Those were times that tried men’s soles.”
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    A Union soldier pretends to light a Confederate Quaker gun that was captured at Centreville, Virginia, in March of 1862. The Confederates used these fake cannons to make the Union think they had more artillery than they actually had. These were called Quaker guns because the Quakers were a pacifist religious group who refused to fight.




     




    Various Jokes and Anecdotes




     




    A Confederate Wedding




     




    Old Parson Patton was an old-fashioned preacher who lived in Central Missouri at the time the war broke out. He was a stanch Union man and the right to secede was the subject of frequent and animated discussion between the Parson and old Colonel B——, one of his flock. The Colonel maintained and dogmatically decided that the right of secession was implied if not expressed in the Constitution, and, if not so nominated in the bond, it should be.




    The Parson was called to officiate when Mary, the Colonel’s daughter, proposed to become Mrs. Epperson. All parties were ready on the floor.




    The Parson (deviating from the text) asked, “Do you, Mr. Epperson, take this woman to be your lawful and wedded wife, to love and cherish, etc., as long as it suits your convenience?”




    “Hold on, Parson!” exclaimed the Colonel. “What is that?”




    “Nothing, Brother B——,” said the Parson; “I am only putting in the secession clause!”




     




     




    

      War Frazes




       




      by




      Josh Billings


    




     




    Rustic humorist Josh Billings, whose real name was Henry Wheeler Shaw, provided the following definitions to a few war phrases. His name gave rise to the phrase, “I’m just joshing you.”




    Writing in an assumed rural dialect was very popular at that time. It’s a bit difficult to understand at first, but it becomes a lot easier the more of it you read.




     




    “On tu Richmond,” – that is tu sa, if the kussed rebels will allow it.




    “An Armstise,” – giving the enema tu chances tu git licked instead ov one.




    “Rekrutin Ofisers,” – individuals who are cent into the rural destriks, on a furlong, to rekrute—themselfs.




    “Militara necessita,” – ten ofisers and a galon of whiska to every three privates.




    “Militara Stratergee,” – trying to reduse a swamp by ketching the bilyus fever out ov it.




    “Lite Hoss Calvary,” – picked men who ride the hosses tu drink, when tha git thin.




    “Armee Rashuns,” – back pay, and preserved beef!




    “War of exterminashun,” – this fraze belongs holey tu the Kommissara Department.




    “Reserv’d Korps,” – this i take it means our ofisers; who die at the tavern stands, and are stuffed, and cent home tu berry.




    “Corte Marshall,” – where tha tri the misdemeners out ov an ofiser, so that he’ll du to promoat.




    “Forage Partee,” – Them who goes out to kech a hastack, and gits lost in a forage ov treeze and haint been herd from sinse.




    “Pickets,” – these are surplus chaps who are cent out tu borry turbacker of the enema, and tu see if the kussed rebels has got a pass.




    “Advanse Gard,” – this is a gard tha hav tu hav in our arma tu keep our fellers from pitchin’ into the enema fruntwards.




    “Rere Gard,” – this is a gard tha hav tu hav to keep our fellers, when tha are surrounded, from pitchin’ intu the enema backwards.




     




     




    The Fearless Bungtown Rifles




     




    It was said that a militia company was organized just before the war at Bungtown, Ohio. It was called the Bungtown riflemen, and the by-laws consisted of two sections – namely:




    Article First – This company shall be known as the Bungtown Rifles.




    Article Second – In case of war this company shall be immediately disbanded.




     




     




    

      Which Party?




       




      by




      A Georgian


    




     




    A good-natured Georgian writes: At our election to send Delegates to the State Convention the issue was Union or Disunion. Both parties were very industrious, and, as is usual, used all honorable means to elect their candidates. Among other things they brought the livery-stables into requisition, by employing horses and buggies to bring in those who could not otherwise get to the polls. A few days after the election one of our livery-stable keepers brought in his bill to one of the Committee:




    

      “Youn Youn party




      “dr to T. Nones,” etc.


    




    It cost the Committee some time and patience to make the Union party out of Youn Youn.




     




     




    

      The Secession of Wingert’s Corners




       




      by




      Petroleum V. Nasby


    




     




    Wingert’s Corners, Ohio, March the 21st, 1861.




     




    South Carliny and sevral other uv the trooly Dimikratic States hevin secesht—gone orf, I may say, onto a journey after ther rites—Wingert’s Corners, ez trooly Dimecratic ez any uv em, hez follered soot.




    A meetin wuz held last nite, uv wich I wuz chairman, to take the matter uv our grievances into consideration, and it wuz finally resolved that nothin short uv seceshn wood remedy our woes. Therefore the follerin address, wich I rit, wuz adopted and ordered to be publisht:




     




    To The World!




    In takin a step wich may, possibly, involve the state uv wich we hev bin heretofore a part into blood and convulshuns, a decent respeck for the opinion uv the world requires us to give our reasons for takin that step.




    Wingert’s Corners hez too long submitted to the imperious dictates uv a tyranikle goverment. Our whole histry hez bin wun uv aggreshn on the part uv the State, and uv meek and pashent endoorence on ours.




    It refoosed to locate the State Capitol at the Corners, to the great detriment uv our patriotic owners uv reel estate.




    It refoosed to gravel the streets uv the Corners, or even relay the plank-road.




    It refoosed to locate the Penitentiary at the Corners, not-withstandin we do more towards fillin it than any town in the State.




    It refoosed to locate the State Fair at the Corners, blastin the hopes uv our patriotic groserys.




    It located the canal one hundred miles from the Corners.




    We hev never hed a Guvner, notwithstandin the President tiv this meetin hez lived here for yeers, a waitin to be urgd to accept it.




    It hez compelled us, yeer after veer, to pay our share uv the taxes.




    It hez never appinted any citizen uv the place to any offis wher theft wuz possible, thus wilfully keepin capital away from us.




    It refoosed to either pay our rale-rode subscripshun or slack-water our river.




    Therefore, not bein in humor to longer endoor sich outrajes, we declare ourselves free and independent uv the State, and will maintain our position with arms, if need be.




     




    There wuz a lively time next day. A company uv minit men wuz raised, and wun uv two-minit men. The seceshn flag, muskrat rampant, weasel couchant, on a field d’egg-shell, waves from both groserys. Our merchant feels hopeful. Cut orf from the State, direct trade with the Black Swamp follers: releest from his indebtedness to Cinsinati, he will agin lift his head. Our representative hez agreed to resine—when his term expires.




    We are in earnest. Armed with justice and shot-guns, we bid the tyrants defiance.




     




    P.S.—The feelin is intense—the childern hev imbibed it. A lad jest past, displayin the seceshn flag. It waved from behind. Disdainin concealment, the noble, lion-hearted boy wore a roundabout. We are firm.




    N.B.—We are still firm.




    

      N. B., 2d.—We are firm, unyeeldin, calm, and resoloot.




      Petroleum V. Nasby.


    




     




     




    

      Hornby Secedes from Maine




       




      by




      Ethan Spike


    




     




    “Ethan Spike” writes, that Hornby has “seceded,” and that he consequently resigns his seat in the Maine Legislature. The following resolutions were passed at a public meeting of the new “sovereignty”:




    Resolved, That we are opposed to koertion, except when exercised by ourselves.




    Resolved, That the okepation of the Baldwin lightus, by a State keeper, is a irritatin’ circumstance, an’ onless he is withdrawn, aour army be instructed to take possession of the same in the name of the taoun.




    Resolved, That ef aour reasonable demands is not complied to, that we will take possession of, and hold for aour own use, the State’s prison, and the insane assylum.




    Resolved, That the haybius korpus act, taxes, an’ the Main law be an’ is suspended. Also an ordnance relating to weights and measures as used in the likker trade. Be it enacted, That henceforth and for ever, in this ere realm, every quart pot shall hold a gallon.




    Ordered, that the forgoin’ articles shall be the constitution of this suvrinty.




     




     




    Hurrah for Jeff Davis!




     




    During the war of the rebellion it is known that a strong secessionist spirit was prevalent in Baltimore, in which many of the news-boys sympathized. One of these small itinerant peddlers, with a bundle of newspapers under his arm, entered a car at the Baltimore & Ohio depot in that city, a few minutes before the train started for Washington, and while passing through shouted, “Hurrah for Jeff Davis!”




    “Hurrah for the Devil!” replied a United States soldier, who, in his blue uniform, occupied a near seat.




    “That’s right!” said the youngster. “You hurrah for your side, and I’ll hurrah for mine!”




     




     




    Yankee Doodle




     




    General Ulysses S. Grant, who was tone deaf, famously said, “I know only two tunes: one of them is ‘Yankee Doodle’, and the other isn’t.”




    Some believe that “Yankee Doodle” originated as a harvest song in 15th-century Holland which began with the words “Yanker didee dudel down”, but it may be much older than that. In England it was used in the mid-1600s to make fun of Puritan church leader Oliver Cromwell, also known as Lord Protector of England, during England’s civil war, by singing:




     




    Nankee Doodle came to town




    Upon a little pony




    With a feather in his hat




    Upon a macaroni.




     




    The song was brought to America by the British Army and sung with altered lyrics during the French and Indian War (1754-1763 to poke fun at the rough colonial “Yankees” that served with them. It’s thought that “yankee doodle dandy” essentially meant “colonial bumpkin fashion plate”; the idea being that the unsophisticated colonial fools would stick a feather in their hats and think it was the height of fashion—macaroni being the British name for a fancy style of Italian clothing that was popular in the early 1700s.




     




    Yankee Doodle went to town,




    Riding on a pony;




    He stuck a feather in his hat,




    And called it macaroni.




     




    Yankee Doodle keep it up,




    Yankee Doodle dandy,




    Mind the music and the step,




    And with the girls be handy.




     




    They were making fun of colonial-style dancing, while that last line implied that colonial women had loose morals.




    Dozens of stanzas were written and it became popular with the title “A New England Noodle”. One version went:




     




    Brother Ephraim sold his Cow




    And bought him a Commission;




    And then he went to Canada




    To fight for the Nation;




     




    But when Ephraim he came home




    He prov’d an arrant Coward,




    He wou’dn’t fight the Frenchmen there




    For fear of being devour’d.




     




    But by 1775 the colonists were making up their own patriotic lyrics, at which point the song became extremely popular. Then during the Civil War the lyrics were updated once again by the Unionists, keeping it as a patriotic anthem.




     




    I harkened to the thundering noise,




    And wondered what ’twas for. Sir!




    But when I heard ’em tell our boys,




    I started up and swore, sir!




     




    Yankee boys will fight it out!




    Yankees brave and handy!




    Freedom be our battle shout!




    Yankee doodle dandy!




     




    Of course the South also came up with their own satirical lyrics.




     




    Yankee Doodle had a mind




    To whip the Southern traitors,




    Because they did not choose to live




    On codfish and potatoes.




     




    Yankee Doodle, fa, so la,




    Yankee Doodle dandy,




    And so to keep his courage up,




    He took a drink of brandy.




     




    After the Union retreat at the First Battle of Manassas (First Bull Run), the British wit and humor magazine Punch published “The Run from Manassas Junction”, which contained these lyrics:




     




    Yankee doodle went to war,




    On his little pony;




    What did he go fighting for?




    Everlasting goney!




    Yankee Doodle was a chap




    Who bragged and swore tarnation,




    He stuck a feather in his cap,




    And called it Federation.




    Yankee Doodle, etc.




     




    Yankee Doodle, he went forth




    To conquer the seceders,




    All the journals of the North,




    In most ferocious leaders,




    Breathing slaughter, fire, and smoke,




    Especially the latter.




    His rage and fury to provoke.




    And vanity to flatter.




    Yankee Doodle, etc.




     




    * * *




     




    Yankee Doodle, near Bull Run




    Met his adversary,




    First he thought the fight he’d won,




    Fact proved quite contrary.




    Panic-struck he fled, with speed




    Of lightning glib with unction.




    Of slippery grease, in full stampede,




    From famed Manassas Junction.




    Yankee Doodle, etc.




     




    * * *




     




    Yankee Doodle, be content,




    You’ve had a lenient whipping;




    Court not further punishment




    By enterprise of stripping




    Those neighbours, whom if you assail,




    They’ll surely whip you hollow;




    Moreover, when you’ve turned your tail,




    Won’t hesitate to follow.




    Yankee Doodle, etc.




     




    In 1862, Margaret Weir published “Dixie Doodle” with these lyrics:




     




    Dixie whipped old Yankee Doodle




    Early in the morning,




    So Yankeedom had best look out,




    And take a timely warning.




     




    

      Chorus




      Hurrah! for our Dixie Land!


    




    Hurrah! for our borders!




    Southern boys to arms will stand,




    And whip the dark marauders!




     




    And then there was “General Butler”.




     




    Butler and I went out from camp,




    At Bethel to make battle,




    And then the Southrons whipt us back,




    Just like a drove of cattle.




     




    Come, throw your swords and muskets down,




    You do not find them handy,




    Although the Yankees cannot fight,




    At running they’re the dandy.




     




    And, finally, here’s a stanza from “The Cotton States’ Farewell to Yankee Doodle”:




     




    Yankee Doodle, fare you well,




    Rice and cotton float you;




    Once we liked you very well,




    But now we’ll do without you.




     




     




    Dixie




     




    “Dixie” was the unofficial national anthem of Confederate States of America. Originally the song was performed in blackface minstrel shows and it became popular in the 1850s. The lyrics are of an escaped slave who wishes he was back on the plantation in the South. The first authorized version was published in New York in 1860 with the title “I Wish I was in Dixie’s Land”. This is its first stanza:




     




    I wish I was in de land ob cotton,




    Old times dar am not forgotten;




    Look away! Look away! Look away! Dixie Land.




    In Dixie Land whar I was born in,




    Early on one frosty mornin’,




    Look away! Look away! Look away! Dixie Land.




     




    During the Civil War, the lyrics were changed to be more patriotic. The most popular version during the war was written by General Albert Pike and was called “Everybody’s Dixie”. Its first stanza went:




     




    Southrons, hear your country call you,




    Up, lest worse than death befall you!




    To arms! To arms! To arms, in Dixie!




    Lo! all the beacon-fires are lighted,




    Let all hearts be now united!




    To arms! To arms! To arms, in Dixie!




     




    There are many different versions of the song, and of course it was often parodied in the North. One of the Union’s most popular versions began with this stanza:




     




    Away down South in the land of traitors,




    Rattlesnakes and alligators,




    Right away, come away, right away, come away.




    Where cotton’s king and men are chattels,




    Union boys will win the battles,




    Right away, come away, right away, come away.




     




     




    

      Benefits of Joining the Army




       




      by




      A Confederate soldier


    




     




    A member of the 40th Alabama, writing to the Mississippian an account of a trip up the Alabama river, says:




    The boys aboard extracted a great deal of fun from a raw recruit on his way to join Seldon’s artillery. After we had taken several “grins,” one of them informed him that his transportation entitled him to whisky free and a seat at the ladies’ table.




    “Well,” said Greeny, “damned if I didn’t think so all the time,” and with a lordly air he marched to the bar, threw down his transportation from Col. Echols, and said: “Now, God, Mr. Barkeeper, I’ll take a drink on that ere document!”




    Barkeeper, who was posted and paid, gave him a drink and several more, with an endorsement on the transportation each time to this effect: “By order of Col. Echols—one hell of a drink!”




    Greeney, when the gong sounded, made a desperate raid on the ladies’ table, and desolated the country for an arm’s length on either flank. But his triumph was short-lived. He soon learned that before he could go into the battery, he would have to be examined in naturalibis, by the Provost Marshal and seven assistants, all of whom were aged females!




    The last I saw of him he was anxiously inquiring of Captain Cox if they would not “let him off from the examination if he told them thar women how close kin he was to Vice President Stephens?”


  




  

     




    

      Lincoln, the South


      and Artemus Ward




       




      by




      Artemus Ward


    




     




    Artemus Ward was the creation of Charles Farrar Browne, a reporter for the Cleveland Plain Dealer. Brown began writing a regular satiric column as Artemus Ward before the war and quickly became famous. Although he was nothing like the character he created, Artemus Ward became his pseudonym and he continued writing as Ward until his death from tuberculosis in 1867 at the age of thirty-two.




    The character of Artemus Ward was a traveling showman who toured the world giving lectures and exhibiting wax figures of famous people—like Shakespeare and Socrates, along with “Genl. Washington, Capt. Kidd, Genl. Taylor, Dr. Webster, and other celebrated piruts and murderers.” He also exhibited a variety of caged animals, including three bears, a lion and a kangaroo. His show was something like a scaled-down carnival. Ward was a semi-literate, homespun sage with an exorbitant opinion of himself. Writing in dialects was a very popular form of satire at that time. Ward once commented about one great writer, “Some kind person has sent me Chawcer’s poems. Mr. C. had talent, but he couldn’t spel. It is a pity that Chawcer, who had geneyus, was so unedicated.”




    Abraham Lincoln loved reading Artemus Ward’s columns. When he gathered his Cabinet to present the Emancipation Proclamation, he began the meeting by reading out loud Artemus Ward’s “Outrage in Utiky”, which was later reprinted as “High-Handed Outrage at Utica”. After enjoying a good laugh, Lincoln then got down to business by reading the proclamation. Lincoln generally tried to lighten the mood with humor before moving on to more serious affairs. Artemus Ward’s columns were among his favorites.




     




     




    Interview with President Lincoln




     




    I hav no politics. Nary a one. I’m not in the bizniss. If I was I spose I should holler versiffrusly in the streets at nite, and go home to Betsy Jane (N.B.—Betsy Jane is my wife’s Sir naime.) smellen of coal ile and gin in the mornin.




    I should go to the Poles arly. I should stay there all day. I should see to it that my nabers was thar. I should git carriges to take the kripples, the infirm, and the indignant thar. I should be on guard agin frauds and sich. I should be on the look out for the infamus lise of the enemy, got up jest be4 elecshun for perlitical effeck.




    When all was over, and my candydate was elected, I should move heving & arth—so to speak—until I got orfice, which if I didn’t git a orfice I should turn round and abooze the Administration with all my mite and maine.




    But I’m not in the bizniss. I’m in a far more respectful bizniss nor what pollertics is. I wouldn’t giv two cents to be a Congresser. The wus insult I ever received was when sertin citizens of Baldinsville axed me to run fur the Legislater.




    Sez I, “My frends, dostest think I’d stoop to that there?”




    They turned as white as a sheet. I spoke in my most orfullest tones, & they knowd I wasn’t to be trifled with. They slunked out of site to onct.




    There4, havin no politics, I made bold to visit Old Abe at his humstid in Springfield. I found the old feller in his parlor, surrounded by a perfeck swarm of orfice seekers. Knowin he had been capting of a flat boat on the roarin Mississippy I thought I’d address him in sailor lingo, so sez I, “Old Abe, ahoy! Let out yer main-suls, reef hum the forecastle & throw yer jib-poop over-board! Shiver my timbers, my harty!” (N.B.—This is ginuine mariner langwidge. I know, becawz I’ve seen sailor plays acted out by them New York theater fellers.)




    Old Abe lookt up quite cross & sez, “Send in yer petition by & by. I can’t possibly look at it now. Indeed I can’t. It’s onpossible, sir!”




    “Mr. Linkin, who do you spect I air?” sed I.




    “A orfice-seeker, to be sure!” sed he.




    “Wall, sir,” sed I, “you’s never more mistaken in your life. You hain’t gut a orfiss I’d take under no circumstances. I’m A. Ward. Wax figgers is my perfeshun. I’m the father of Twins, and they look like me—both of them. I cum to pay a frendly visit to the President eleck of the United States. If so be you wants to see me, say so—if not, say so, & I’m orf like a jug handle.”




    “Mr. Ward, sit down. I am glad to see you, sir.”




    “Repose in Abraham’s Buzzum!” sed one of the orfice seekers, his idee bein to git orf a goak [joke] at my expense.




    “Wall,” sez I, “ef all you fellers repose in that there Buzzum thare’ll be mity poor nussin for sum of you!” whereupon Old Abe buttoned his weskit clear up and blusht like a maidin of sweet 16.




    Jest at this pint of the conversation another swarm of orfice-seekers arrove & cum pilin into the parler. Sum wanted post-orfices, sum wanted collectorships, sum wantid furrin missions, and all wanted sumthin. I thought Old Abe would go crazy. He hadn’t more than had time to shake hands with ’em, before another tremenjis crowd cum porein onto his premises. His house and dooryard was now perfeckly overflowed with orfice-seekers, all clameruss for a immejit interview with Old Abe.




    One man from Ohio, who had about seven inches of corn whisky into him, mistook me for Old Abe, and addrest me as “The Pra-hayrie Flower of the West!” Thinks I, you want a offiss putty bad.




    Another man with a gold heded cane and a red nose, told Old Abe he was “a seckind Washington & the Pride of the Boundless West.”




    Sez I, “Square*, you wouldn’t take a small post-orfis if you could git it, would you?”




    ......................................




    * [Ward’s footnote:] Squire, in New England phraseology, a magistrate, or justice of the peace; but throughout the States a very general complimentary title, varied occasionally by major, colonel, general, &c. [Note: Ward’s footnotes are from the British edition and help explain American terms and phrases to the Brits.]




    ......................................




     




    Sez he, “A patrit is abuv them things, sir!”




    “There’s a putty big crop of patrits this season, aint there, Squire?” sez I, when another crowd of offiss-seekers pored in. The house, dooryard, barn, & woodshed was now all full, and when another crowd cum I told ’em not to go away for want of room, as the hog-pen was still empty.




    One patrit from a small town in Michygan went up on top the house, got into the chimney and slid down into the parler where Old Abe was endeverin to keep the hungry pack of orfice-seekers from chawin him up alive without benefit of clergy. The minit he reached the fire-place, he jumpt up, brusht the soot out of his eyes, and yelled: “Don’t make eny pintment at the Spunkville post-offiss till you’ve read my papers. All the respectful men in our town is signers to that there dockyment!”




    “Good God!” cride Old Abe, “they cum upon me from the skize—down the chimneys, and from the bowels of the yearth!”




    He hadn’t more’n got them words out of his delikit mouth before two fat offiss-seekers from Wisconsin, in endeverin to crawl atween his legs for the purpuss of applyin for the tollgateship at Milwawky, upsot the President eleck, & he would hev gone sprawlin into the fire-place if I hadn’t caught him in these arms. But I hadn’t morn’n stood him up strate, before another man cum crashin down the chimney, his head strikin me vilently agin the inards and prostrating my voluptoous form onto the floor.




    “Mr Linkin,” shoutid the infatooated being, “my papers is signed by every clergyman in our town, and likewise the skoolmaster!”




    Sez I, “You egrejis ass,” gitting up & brushin the dust from my eyes, “I’ll sign your papers with this bunch of bones, if you don’t be a little more keerful how you make my breadbasket a depot in the futer. How do you like that air perfumery?” sez I, shuving my fist under his nose. “Them’s the kind of papers I’ll giv you! Them’s the papers you want!”




    “But I workt hard for the ticket; I toiled night and day! The patrit should be rewarded!”




    “Virtoo,” sed I, holdin the infatooated man by the coatcollar, “virtoo, sir, is its own reward. Look at me!” He did look at me, and qualed be4 my gase. “The fact is,” I continued, lookin round on the hungry crowd, “there is scacely a offiss for every ile lamp carrid round durin this campane. I wish thare was. I wish thare was furrin missions to be filled on varis lonely Islands where eppydemics rage incessantly, and if I was in Old Abe’s place I’d send every mother’s son of you to them. What air you here for?” I continnered, warmin up considerable, “can’t you giv Abe a minit’s peace? Don’t you see he’s worrid most to death? Go home, you miserable men, go home & till the sile! Go to peddlin tinware—go to choppin wood—go to bilin sope—stuff sassengers—black boots—git a clerkship on sum respectable manure cart—go round as original Swiss Bell Ringers—becum ‘origenal and only’ Campbell Minstrels—go to lecturin at 50 dollars a nite—imbark in the peanut bizniss—write for the Ledger*—saw off your legs and go round givin concerts, with techin appeals to a charitable public, printed on your handbills—anything for a honest livin, but don’t come round here drivin Old Abe crazy by your outrajis cuttings up! Go home. ‘Stand not upon the order of your goin,’ but go to onct! Ef in five minits from this time,” sez I, pullin out my new sixteen dollar huntin cased watch, and brandishin it before their eyes,—“Ef in five minits from this time a single sole of you remains on these here premises, I’ll go out to my cage near by, and let my Boy Constructor loose! & ef he gits aiming you, you’ll think old Solferino has cum again and no mistake!”




    ......................................




    * [Ward’s footnote:] A New York newspaper famous for its numerous contributors.




    ......................................




    You ought to hev seen them scamper, Mr. Fair. They run orf as though Satun hisself was after them with a red hot ten-pronged pitchfork. In five minits the premises was clear.




    “How kin I ever repay you, Mr. Ward, fur your kindness?” sed Old Abe, advancin and shakin me warmly by the hand. “How kin I ever repay you, sir?’’




    “By givin the whole country a good, sound administration. By poerin ile upon the troubled waturs, North and South. By pursooin a patriotic, firm, and just course, and then, if any State wants to secede, let ’em Sesesh!”




    “How ’bout my Cabinit, Mister Ward?” sed Abe.




    “Fill it up with Showmen, sir! Showmen is devoid of politics. They hain’t got any principles! They know how to cater for the public. They know what the public wants, North & South. Showmen, sir, is honest men. Ef you doubt their literary ability, look at their posters, and see small bills! Ef you want a Cabinit as is a Cabinit, fill it up with showmen, but don’t call on me. The moral wax figger perfeshun musn’t be permitted to go down while there’s a drop of blood in these vains! A. Linkin, I wish you well! Ef Powers or Walcutt wis to pick out a model for a beautiful man, I scacely think they’d sculp you; but ef you do the fair thing by your country, you’ll make as putty a angel as any of us! A. Linkin, use the talents which Nature has put into you judishusly and firmly, and all will be well! A. Linkin, adoo!”




    He shook me cordyully by the hand—we exchanged picters, so we could gaze upon each others’ liniments when far away from one another—he at the hellum of the ship of State, and I at the hellum of the show bizniss—admittance only 15 cents.




     




     




    The Show is Confiscated




     




    You hav perhaps wondered wharebouts I was for these many dase gone and past. Perchans you sposed I’d gone to the Tomb of the Cappyletts, tho I don’t know what those is. It’s a popler noospaper frase.




    Listen to my tail, and be silent that ye may here. I’ve been among the Seseshers, a earnin my daily peck by my legitimit perfeshun, and havn’t had no time to weeld my facile quill for “the Grate Komick paper,” if you’ll allow me to kote from your troothful advertisement.




    My success was skaly, and I likewise had a narrer scape of my life. If what I’ve bin threw is “Suthern hosspitality,” ’bout which we’ve hearn so much, then I feel bound to obsarve that they made two much of me. They was altogether too lavish with their attenshuns.




    I went amung the Seseshers with no feelins of annermosity. I went in my perfeshernal capacity. I was actooated by one of the most Loftiest desires which can swell the human Buzzum, viz.:—to giv the peple their money’s worth, by showin them Sagashus Beests, and Wax Statoots, which I venter to say air onsurpast by any other statoots anywheres. I will not call that man who sez my statoots is humbugs a lier and a hoss thief, but bring him be4 me and I’ll wither him with one of my scornful frowns.




    But to proceed with my tail. In my travels threw the Sonny South I heared a heap of talk about Seceshon and bustin up the Union, but I didn’t think it mounted to nothin. The politicians in all the villages was swearin that Old Abe (sometimes called the Prahayrie flower) shouldn’t never be noggerated. They also made fools of theirselves in varis ways, but as they was used to that I didn’t let it worry me much, and the Stars and Stripes continued for to wave over my little tent. Moor over, I was a Son of Malty and a member of several other Temperance Societies, and my wife she was a Dawter of Malty, an I sposed these fax would secoor me the infloonz and pertectiun of all the fust families.




    Alas! I was dispinted. State arter State seseshed, and it growed hotter and hotter for the undersined. Things came to a climbmacks in a small town in Alabamy, where I was premptorally ordered to haul down the Stars & Stripes. A deppytashun of red-faced men cum up to the door of my tent ware I was standin takin money (the arternoon exhibishun had commenst, an’ my Italyun organist was jerkin his sole-stirrin chimes).




    “We air cum, Sir,” said a millingtary man in a cockt hat, “upon a hi and holy mishun. The Southern Eagle is screamin threwout this sunny land—proudly and defiantly screamin, Sir!”




    “What’s the matter with him?” sez I; “don’t his vittles sit well on his stummick?”




    “That Eagle, Sir, will continner to scream all over this Brite and tremenjus land!”




    “Wall, let him scream. If your Eagle can amuse hisself by screamin, let him went!” The men annoyed me, for I was Bizzy makin change.




    “We are cum, Sir, upon a matter of dooty…”




    “You’re right, Capting. It’s every man’s dooty to visit my show,” sed I.




    “We air cum…”




    “And that’s the reason you are here!” sez I, larfin one of my silvery larfs. I thawt if he wanted to goak I’d giv him sum of my sparklin eppygrams.




    “Sir, you’re inserlent. The plain question is, will you haul down the Star-Spangled Banner, and hist the Southern flag!”




    “Nary hist!” Those was my reply.




    “Your wax works and beests is then confisticated, & you air arrested as a Spy!”




    Sez I, “My fragrant roses of the Southern clime and Bloomin daffodils, what’s the price of whisky in this town, and how many cubic feet of that seductive flooid can you individooally hold?”




    They made no reply to that, but said my wax figgers was confisticated. I axed them if that was ginerally the stile among thieves in that country, to which they also made no reply, but sed I was arrested as a Spy, and must go to Montgomry in iuns.




    They was by this time jined by a large crowd of other Southern patrits, who commenst hollerin, “Hang the bald-headed aberlitionist, and bust up his immoral exhibition!”




    I was ceased and tied to a stump, and the crowd went for my tent—that water-proof pavilion, wherein instruction and amoosment had been so muchly combined, at 15 cents per head—and tore it all to pieces. Meanwhile dirty faced boys was throwin stuns and empty beer bottles at my massive brow, and takin other improper liberties with my person. Resistance was useless, for a variety of reasons, as I readily obsarved.




    The Seseshers confisticated my statoots by smashin them to attums. They then went to my money box and confisticated all the loose change therein contaned. They then went and bust in my cages, lettin all the animils loose, a small but helthy tiger among the rest. This tiger has a excentric way of tearin dogs to peaces, and I allers sposed from his gineral conduck that he’d hav no hesitashun in servin human beins in the same way if he could git at them.




    Excuse me if I was crooil, but I larfed boysterrusly when I see that tiger spring in among the people. “Go it, my sweet cuss!” I inardly exclaimed; “I forgive you for bitin off my left thum with all my heart! Hip ’em up like a bully tiger whose Lare has bin inwaded by Seseshers!”




    I can’t say for certain that the tiger serisly injured any of them, but as he was seen a few days after, sum miles distant, with a large and well selected assortment of seats of trowsis in his mouth, and as he lookt as tho he’d bin havin sum vilent exercise, I rayther guess he did. You will therefore perceive that they didn’t confisticate him much.




    I was carrid to Montgomry in iuns and placed in durans vial. The jail was a ornery edifiss, but the table was librally surplied with Bakin an Cabbidge. This was a good variety, for when I didn’t hanker after Bakin I could help myself to the cabbige.




    I had nobody to talk to nor nothing to talk about, howsever, and I was very lonely, specially on the first day; so when the jailer parst my lonely sell I put the few stray hairs on the back part of my hed (I’m bald now, but thare was a time when I wore sweet auburn ringlets) into as dish-hevild a state as possible, & rollin my eyes like a manyyuck, I cride: “Stay, jaler, stay! I am not mad, but soon shall be if you don’t bring me suthing to Talk!” He brung me sum noospapers, for which I thanked him kindly.




    At larst I got a interview with Jefferson Davis, the President of the Southern Conthieveracy. He was quite perlite, and axed me to sit down and state my case. I did it, when he larfed and said his gallunt men had been a little 2 enthoosiastie in confisticatin my show.




    “Yes,” sez I, “they confisticated me too muchly. I had sum hosses confisticated in the same way onct, but the confisticaters air now poundin stun in the States Prison in Injinnapylus.”




    “Wall, wall, Mister Ward, you air at liberty to depart; you air frendly to the South, I know. Even now we hav many frens in the North, who sympathise with us, and won’t mingle with this fight.”




    “J. Davis, there’s your grate mistaik. Many of us was your sincere frends, and thought certin parties aiming us was fussin about you and meddlin with your consarns intirely too much. But J. Davis, the minit you fire a gun at the piece of dry-goods called the Star-Spangled Banner, the North gits up and rises en massy, in defence of that banner. Not agin you as individooals,—not agin the South even—but to save the flag. We should indeed be weak in the knees, unsound in the heart, milk-white in the liver, and soft in the hed, if we stood quietly by and saw this glorus Govyment smashed to pieces, either by a furrin or a intestine foe. The gentle-harted mother hates to take her naughty child across her knee, but she knows it is her dooty to do it. So we shall hate to whip the naughty South, but we must do it if you don’t make back tracks at onct, and we shall wallup you out of your boots! J. Davis, it is my decided opinion that the Sonny South is makin a egrejus mutton-hed of herself!”




    “Go on, sir, you’re safe enuff. You’re too small powder for me!” sed the President of the Southern Conthieveracy.




    “Wait till I go home and start out the Baldinsvill Mounted Hoss Cavalry! I’m Capting of that Corpse, I am, and J. Davis, beware! Jefferson D., I now leave you! Farewell, my gay Saler Boy! Good bye, my bold buccaneer! Pirut of the deep blue sea, adoo! adoo!”




    My tower threw the Southern Conthieveracy on my way home was thrillin enuff for yeller covers. It will form the subjeck of my next. Betsy Jane and the progeny air well.—




    

      Yours respectively,




      A. Ward.


    




     




     




    Thrilling Scenes in Dixie




     




    I had a narrer scape from the sonny South. “The swings and arrers of outrajus fortin,” alluded to by Hamlick, warn’t nothin in comparison to my trubles. I come pesky* near swearin sum profane oaths more’n onct, but I hope I didn’t do it, fur I’ve promist she whose name shall be nameless (except that her initials is Betsy J.) that I’ll jine the Meetin House at Baldinsville, jest as soon as I can scrape money enuff together so I can ’ford to be piuss in good stile, like my welthy nabers. But if I’m confisticated agin I’m fraid I shall continner on in my present benited state for sum time.




    ......................................




    * [Ward’s footnote:] Confoundedly, excessively; a New England expression, the origin of which lexicographer have not been able to determine.




    ......................................




    I figgered conspicyusly in many thrillin scenes in my tower from Montgomry to my humsted, and on sevril occasions I thought “the grate komick paper” wouldn’t be inriched no more with my lubrications. After biddin adoo to Jefferson D. I started for the depot.




    The train of cars in which I was to trust my wallerable life was the scaliest, rickytiest lookin lot of consarns that I ever saw on wheels afore. “What time does this string of secondhand coffins leave?” I inquired of the depot master. He sed direckly, and I went in & sot down. I hadn’t more ’n fairly squatted afore a dark lookin man with a swinister expression onto his countenance entered the cars, and lookin very sharp at me, he axed what was my principles?




    “Secesh!” I ansered. “I’m a Dissoluter. I’m in favor of Jeff Davis, Bowregard, Pickens, Capt. Kidd, Bloobeard, Munro Edards, the devil, Mrs. Cunningham, and all the rest of ’em.”




    “You’re in favor of the war?”




    “Certingly. By all means. I’m in favor of this war and also of the next war. I’ve been in favor of the next war for over sixteen years!”




    “War to the knive!” sed the man.




    “Blud, Eargo, blud!” sed I, tho them words isn’t origgernal with me. Them words was rit by Shakspeare, who is ded. He mantle fell onto the author of The Seven Sisters, who’s goin to hav a Spring overcoat made out of it.




    We got under way at larst, an’ proceeded on our jerney at about the rate of speed which is ginrally obsarved by properly conducted funeral processions. A hansum yung gal, with a red musketer bar* on the back side of her hed, and a sassy little black hat tipt over her forrerd, sot in the seat with me. She wore a little Sesesh flag pin’d onto her hat, and she was a goin for to see her troo love, who had jined the Southern army, all so bold and gay. So she told me. She was chilly, and I offered her my blanket.




    ......................................




    * [Ward’s footnote:] The piece of gauze or muslin worn around the bed in summer as a protection from the mosquitos, not unlike, according to Mr. Ward’s ideas, a lady’s long veil.




    ......................................




     “Father livin?” I axed.




    “Yes, sir.”




    “Got any Uncles?”




    “A heap. Uncle Thomas is ded, tho.”




    “Peace to Uncle Thomas’s ashes, and success to him! I will be your Uncle Thomas! Lean on me, my pretty Secesher, and linger in Blissful repose!”




    She slept as secoorly as in her own housen, and didn’t disturb the sollum stillness of the night with ’ary snore!




    At the first station a troop of Sojers entered the cars and inquired if “Old Wax Works” was on bored. That was the disrespectiv stile in which they referred to me. “Becawz if Old Wax Works is on bored,” sez a man with a face like a double-brested lobster, “we’re going to hang Old Wax Works!”




    “My illustrious and patriotic Bummers!” sez I, a gittin up and takin orf my Shappo, “if you allude to A. Ward, it’s my pleasin dooty to inform you that he’s ded. He saw the error of his ways at 15 minits parst 2 yesterday, and stabbed hisself with a stuffed sled-stake, dying in five beautiful tabloos to slow moosic! His larst words was: ‘My perfeshernal career is over! I jerk no more!’ ”




    “And who be you?”




    “I’m a stoodent in Senator Benjamin’s law offiss. I’m going up North to steal some spoons and things for the Southern Army.”




    This was satisfactry, and the intossicated troopers went orf. At the next station the pretty little Secesher awoke and sod she must git out there. I bid her a kind adoo and giv her sum perrisions.




    “Accept my blessin and this hunk of gingerbread!” I sed.




    She thankt me muchly and tript galy away. There’s considerable human nater in a man, and I’m fraid I shall allers giv aid and comfort to the enemy if he cuius to me in the shape of a nice young gal.




    At the next station I didn’t get orf so easy. I was dragged out of the cars and rolled in the mud for several minits, for the purpose of “takin the conseet out of me,” as a Secesher kindly stated.




    I was let up finally, when a powerful large Secesher came up and embraced me, and to show that he had no hard feelins agin me, put his nose into my mouth. I returned the compliment by placin my stummick suddenly agin his right foot, when he kindly made a spittoon of his able-bodied face. Actooated by a desire to see whether the Secesher had bin vaxinated I then fastened my teeth onto his left coat-sleeve and tore it to the shoulder. We then vilently bunted our heads together for a few minits, danced around a little, and sot down in a mud puddle. We riz to our feet agin & by a sudden and adroit movement I placed my left eye agin the Secesher’s fist. We then rushed into each other’s arms and fell under a two-hoss wagon. I was very much exhaustid and didn’t care about gittin up agin, but the man said he reckoned I’d better, and I conclooded I would. He pulled me up, but I hadn’t bin on my feet more’n two seconds afore the ground flew up and hit me in the hed. The crowd sed it was high old sport, but I couldn’t zackly see where the lafture come in. I riz and we embraced agin. We careered madly to a steep bank, when I got the upper hands of my antaggernist and threw him into the raveen. He fell about forty feet, striking a grindstone pretty hard. I understood he was injured. I haven’t heard from the grindstone.




    A man in a cockt hat cum up and sed he felt as though a apology was doo me. There was a mistake. The crowd had taken me for another man! I told him not to mention it, and axed him if his wife and little ones was so as to be about, and got on bored the train, which had stopped at that station “20 minits for refreshments.” I got all I wantid. It was the hartiest meal I ever et.




    I was rid on a rale the next day, a bunch of blazin fire crackers bein tied to my coat tales. It was a fine spectycal in a dramatic pint of view, but I didn’t enjoy it. I had other adventers of a startlin kind, but why continner? Why lasserate the Public Boozum with these here things? Suffysit to say I got across Mason & Dixie’s* line safe at last. I made tracks for my humsted, but she to whom I’m harnist for life failed to recognize, in the emashiated bein who stood before her, the gushin youth of forty-six summers who had left her only a few months afore. But I went into the pantry, and brought out a certin black bottle. Raisin it to my lips, I sed, “Here’s to you, old gal!” I did it so natral that she knowed me at once.




    ......................................




    * [Ward’s footnote:] Mason and Dixon’s line, the geographical boundary between the North and South, the Slave and the Free States.




    ......................................




     “Those form! Them voice! That natral stile of doin things! ’Tis he!” she cried, and rushed into my arms. It was too much for her & she fell into a swoon. I cum very near swoundin myself.




    No more to-day from yours for the Pepetration of the Union, and the bringin of the Goddess of Liberty out of her oresent bad fix.




     




     




    

      The Zouave Exam




       




      by




      Beau Hackett


    




     




    Beau Hackett was the creation of Jacob Bowman. Frederick Francis Cook wrote of him in Bygone Days in Chicago, saying, “There was in the early sixties one Bowman, a lank specimen of our Bohemian tribe, doing stunts under the pen name of ‘Beau Hackett,’ who not only had the traditional physiognomic prerequisite of a humorist—an abnormal proboscis—but carried some pretty good brain stuff besides. However, a fool friend got him a position as State Historian, and that finished him.”




    By modern American military standards, the Zouaves—affectionately known as zoos or zoo-zoos—were rather humorous in and of themselves. They were modeled on a French infantry unit that was originally composed of Algerians. Their colorful uniforms featured red or blue baggy pants tucked into their boots, short open-fronted jackets, and sashes. Some wore headgear that resembled soft fezzes with large tassels, others wore something that looked like a cross between a turban and an upside-down acorn, and some just wore the standard Union cap.




    These volunteers differed from other soldiers in more than appearance. In Nothing But Victory: The Army of the Tennessee, 1861-1865, Steven E. Woodworth noted that the Zouaves “utilized light infantry tactics that emphasized open-order formations, with several feet between soldiers, rather than the customary close order, with its characteristic ‘touch of elbows.’ They moved at double time, rather than marching at a stately cadence, and they lay on their backs to load their rifles rather than standing to do so. To fire they rolled prone and sometimes rose on one knee. Later the pressures of war blur the differences between Zouaves and ordinary troops. The line troops adopted what was useful from the Zouave drill, and the Zouaves abandoned practical flourishes. At the outset of the war, however, Zouave troops felt much superior.”




    The Union Army had more than seventy zoo-zoo regiments, while the Confederates had around twenty-five zoo-zoo companies. While their uniforms looked very foreign, they saw themselves as elite troops and viewed their exotic-looking uniforms as an emblem of their status. Of course this just prompted the other troops to make fun of them, while today—to people unfamiliar with the bravery and commitment of the Zouaves—their uniform would probably remind them more of that traditionally worn by an organ-grinder’s monkey.




    And, perhaps, those most joked about by regular soldiers were the home guards. These were the local militias—the Civil War equivalent of weekend warriors. Which brings us to this piece:




     




    Militia companies have always been popular, but never so much so as since the war broke out. Young men with stay-at-home-and-take-care-of-the-women proclivities, are more than ever inclined to join the Home Guards, in consequence of increased mortality in the army of the United States, as shown by the newspaper statistics.




    With a laudable ambition to support the Government, in any and every emergency, I have recently become a member of the War Department myself. I joined the Ellsworth Zouaves, a remnant of what used to be a troupe of acrobats, who distinguished themselves all the way from Chicago to Washington, by turning double somersaults, with muskets in their mouths and bayonets in their hands.




    There are no members of the Old Zouave battalion in the new one, but the new one retains the name of Ellsworth because one of the members has a brother that once saw a picture of Colonel Ellsworth’s grandfather. The names of organizations frequently have a more remote origin than this, and many of them are about as consistent and reasonable as a man claiming relationship to the President of the United States because he was born in Lincolnshire, or supposing he would be Governor if he married a governess, or trying to pass free at a circus as a representative of the press because he is a cheese-maker.




    I was put through a rigid course of examination before I could be made a Zouave, and I say it with feelings of gratification and self-esteem that I was remarkably well posted in the catechism. My father was a hero of the revolution, having been caught once in a water-wheel, and whirled around rapidly a number of times. Others of the family have also distinguished themselves as military men at different periods, but their deeds of courage are too well-known to need repetition.




    The following is a copy verbatim et literatim et wordem of most of the questions propounded to me and the answers thereto, which my intimate acquaintance with the Army Regulations and the Report of the Committee on the Conduct of the War enable me to answer readily and accurately. My interrogator was a little man in Federal blue, with gold leaves on his shoulders. They called him Major, but he looked young enough to be a minor. He led off with—




    “How old are you, and what are your qualifications?”




    “Twenty-two, and a strong stomach.”




    Then I requested him to fire his interrogations singly, which he did:




    “What is the first duty to be learned by a soldier?”




    “How to draw his rations.”




    “What is the most difficult feat for a soldier to perform?”




    “Drawing his bounty.”




    “If you were in the rear rank of a company during an action, and the man in the front rank before you should be wounded and disabled, what would you do?”




    “I would despatch myself to the rear for a surgeon immediately. Some men would step forward and take the wounded man’s place, but that is unnatural.”




    “If you were commanding skirmishers, and saw cavalry advancing in the front and infantry in the rear, which would you meet?”




    “Neither; I would mass myself for a bold movement and shove out sideways.”




    “If you were captured, what line of conduct would you pursue?”




    “I would treat my captors with the utmost civility.”




    “What are the duties of Home Guards?”




    “Their duty is to see that they have no duties.”




    “What will you take?”




    “——‘ Bourbon, straight!”




    The latter question may have been answered with too much vehemence, and may have impressed listeners with the belief that I am in the habit of jumping at conclusions. Such, however, is not the case.




    I am a Zouave; I am a Home Guard. I have been through all the manæuvres, and can right about face; I can also write about any other part of the body. I can do the hand-springs, and the tumbling, and the lay down and roll-overs, which are done with or without a musket. I have been drilled till the drill has become a bore. I have drilled in all the marches and leaps and vaults, and in the bayonet exercises, and in all the steps,—the common step, the quick step, the very quick step, and the double quick step, and the trot and the run; also in slow tune and long time, which I never learned from my landlady nor my tailor. I can shoulder arms, and bear arms, and carry arms, (if they are not too heavy,) and reverse arms, and support arms, (ordinarily my arms support me,) and I can order arms better than I can pay for them after they are ordered. I can parry and tierce, and I can throw a hand-spring with a sword-bayonet in my hand without breaking the sword-bayonet in more than three pieces, and I can bite off a cartridge without breaking my teeth out.




    Once, when an order was given to sling knap-sacks, I slung mine out of the window, and when the order was given to unsling knapsacks, I went out and slung it back again quicker than any-body else could have done it. I have got a pretty knapsack too—there are letters on it. It is just the thing to sit down on in the time of an action, and is big enough for a breastwork in case of danger from bullets or anything of that sort. It’s heavy, though, and I felt that there was an immense responsibility resting on me the first time I shouldered it. I must have felt some-thing like Atlas did the first time he shouldered the world. It was so heavy that, as a piece of masterly strategy, I fell back the first time I strapped it on; and as a piece of unmasterly strategy I came near breaking my head against the floor. The Major had promised to put saw-dust, softened with soda-water, on the floor hereafter.




    I have been getting a Major General’s uniform made. There is every opportunity that could be desired for promotion, in our corps, where real merit exists, and a Major General of Home Guards is not to be sneezed at. I may have to keep my uniform a few years before I will have occasion to wear it, but a Major General’s toggery is a good thing to have in case of promotion. I trust my friends will give them-selves no uneasiness, as I feel sure of ultimate success in the enterprise I have undertaken. I mean to strike the keynote of my campaign soon, and then look out for a sensation in military circles.




    I haven’t shaved my upper lip since yesterday afternoon. To-morrow will be the third day. I mean to grow a moustache that will be an object of admiration and envy. Mustachios are indispensable to the achievement of a Major General-ship. Mustachios are absolutely necessary to the achievement of anything that is useful.




    In the event of a war between the United States and the Esquimaux [an old spelling of “Eskimo”], Chicago my residence will, in all likelihood, be one of the first cities attacked by the invading enemy, and every precaution should be taken to be fully prepared for them. Should such attack ever be made by the warlike and bloodthirsty Esquimaux, or any other of the great powers of the earth, and should it be my misfortune to be unable personally to command my forces, (for I have often observed that an invasion is productive of sickness,) I shall take care that my second officer is a man of sufficient capacity to defend the city as ably as I would do it myself. Should the worst come to the worst, I stand ready to sacrifice a substitute on the altar of my country.




     




     




    

      A Surplus of


      Jokes and Anecdotes




       




      The Fire Zouaves


    




     




    The Charleston Mercury relegated its readers with these tales of the Fire Zouaves—a regiment of New York firemen which struck more real terror to the Southern heart than any other brought into the service during the entire war.




    “The first inquiry made by the Fire Zouaves on landing at Washington, was, with grave-faced earnestness, ‘Can you tell us where Jefferson Davis is? we’re lookin’ for him.’




    “ ‘Yes,’ said another, “we’re bound to hang his scalp in the White House before we go back.’




    “Another one, whose massive underjaw and breadth of neck indicated him ‘some in a plug muss’ [tough in a fight], remarked, that they had expected to have arrived by way of Baltimore. ‘We would have come through Baltimore like a dose of salts,’ he added, with an air of disappointment.




    “One of them beckoned a citizen, confidentially, to his side, and inquired, ‘Is there any secession flags about here?’




    “He was assured that secession bunting was an article that did not prevail there. He nodded, and added, ‘I only wanted to know.’




    “On coming down the Avenue, the Franklin Fire Company reel passed them at a sharp run, on its way to a fire; and the familiar apparatus was saluted with such a yell of recognition along the entire line, as must have fairly astonished the staid old reel.




    “Somebody remarked to one of the b’hoys, that his hair was cut rayther short.




    “ ‘Oh, yes,’ was the reply, ‘we all had our heads filed before we left New York.’




    “They all look like fighting boys; but one company seems to have a special prestige that way. ‘If there’s any mischief done, lay it onto Company 68,’ seemed to be a pet phrase amongst the b’hoys,




    “Some of the Zouaves, in emerging from their quarters (Columbian Market building) this morning, disdaining the tedious, common-place mode of exit by the stairway, let themselves down to the street from the third story by a rope, like so many monkeys.”




     




     




    

      Touching Letter from a


      Democracy in the Military


    




     




    Being at Camp Wilkins (at or near Pittsburgh) last week, while watching the evolutions of a battalion drill, a captain of one of the companies attracted my attention. I turned to my friend and inquired his name.




    “Why,” said he, “that is the famous John W. Dean.”




    I said, “Why famous? I never heard of him.”




    He is famous for the form of oath he administered to his men at their enlistment; which was this: “You solemnly swear to obey, fight for, and maintain the laws of the Federal Government and Constitution, and support John Dean for Captain of this Company.”




    Upon inquiry, I learned that the reason the last clause was inserted was because he had been quite active in getting up a company before, and when they elected their officers he was left out; so this time he was determined to make it sure.




    After the company was filled they met for the purpose of electing officers. Being formed in line, Mr. Dean stated to them that the first duty of a soldier was strict obedience to the orders of the officers, and any one guilty of any act of insubordination would be dealt with in the most summary manner. Officers were to be voted for viva voce. Mr. D. immediately nominated himself for Captain, there being several “Ayes” distinctly heard. Without calling for the contrary, he immediately declared himself elected.




    Things worked smoothly, all being declared unanimous, until the vote for Orderly Sergeant, when there was a “No” heard from the rear rank.




    The Captain immediately rushed in, seized him by the collar, and gave him a thorough shaking, at the same time exclaiming, “You scoundrel, how dare you show signs of mutiny and insubordination so soon after the instructions I gave you? Take your place in the ranks, and never be guilty of such an offense again!”




    No instance of mutiny has since been known in Captain Dean’s company.




     




     




    The Yonkers Home Guard




     




    Mr. Sparrowgrass says that he belongs to the Home Guard of Yonkers, and one of the rules of the company is that it shall not leave Yonkers, except in case of invasion.




     




     




    

      Gory Member of the Home Guard




       




      by




      Artemus Ward


    




     




    Broadway, Dec. 10, ’61.




    Dear Father and Mother,—We are all getting along very well. We mess at Delmonico’s. Do not repine for your son. Some must suffer for the glorious Stars and Stripes, and, dear parents, why shouldn’t I? Tell Mrs. Skuller that we do not need the blankets she so kindly sent to us, as we bunk at the St Nicholas and Metropolitan. What our brave lads stand most in need of now is Fruit Cake and Waffles. Do not weep for me.




    Henry Adolphus.




     




     




    

      An Explanation of the Conscription Act




       




      by




      Artemus Ward


    




     




    Artemus Ward sends a circular to the Boston Post which is as luminous, if not as voluminous, as those of the immortal Fry:




     




    Circular No. 78.




    As the undersigned has been led to fear that the law regulating the draft was not wholly understood, notwithstanding the numerous explanatory circulars that have been issued from the national capital of late, he hereby issues a circular of his own; and if he shall succeed in making his favorite measures more clear to a discerning public, he will feel that he has not lived in vain:




     




    [image: bullet] A young man who is drafted and inadvertently goes to Canada, where he becomes embroiled with a robust English party, who knocks him around so as to disable him for life, the same occurring in a licensed bar room on British soil; such young man cannot receive a pension on account of said injuries from the United States Government, nor can his heirs or creditors.




     




    [image: bullet] No drafted men, in going to the appointed rendezvous, will be permitted to go round by way of Canada on account of the roads being better that way or because his “uncle William” lives there.




     




    [image: bullet] Any gentleman living in Ireland, who was never in this country, is not liable to the draft, nor are our forefathers. This latter statement is made for the benefit of those enrolling officers who have acted on the supposition that the able-bodied male population of a place included dead gentlemen in the cemeteries.




     




    [image: bullet] The term of enlistment is for three years, but any man who may have been drafted in two places has a right to go for six years, whether the war last that length of time or not, a right this department hopes he will insist on.




     




    [image: bullet] The only son of a poor widow, whose husband is in California, is not exempt, but the man who owns stock in the Vermont Central Railroad is. So, also, are incessant lunatics, habitual lecturers, persons who are born with wooden legs or false teeth. Blind men, (unless they will acknowledge that they “can see it,”) and people who deliberately voted for John Tyler.




     




    A. Ward.




     




     




    

      The Hospital Steward’s Exam




       




      by




      A Union soldier


    




     




    Our Army had been at Memphis, Tennessee, over a year, and it became absolutely necessary to in a measure reorganize the General Hospital Department. One thing thought requisite by the competent and respected Superintendent, Surgeon B. J. D. Irwin, U. S. A., was the appointment of a number of hospital stewards of the regular army (a class of men, by-the-way, who do more work and get less pay than any in the army). They must stand a strict examination before a board of surgeons.




    One young man from the Western States came before a board of which a pompous German officer was President.




    The first question by the President was, “Vel, my young man, you can make shicken soup?”




    “Yes, Sir” (with a smile).




    “Vel, now, young man, vil you pe so kint as you vil del me do first ting you tos von you make shicken soup?”




    “I would catch the chicken!” promptly replied the young man.




    The Doctor looked a moment, and then, amidst the roars of laughter which followed, broke out: “Young man’s, you’ll too. I bass you!”




    And in due time he was appointed.




     




     




    Innovative Marching Commands




     




    I suspect this account will primarily be appreciated by those who have had to learn to march. Back during my early days in the U.S. Air Force, I quickly discovered that if I accidentally gave the wrong command or gave the right command on the wrong beat, the marchers would suddenly head off in every direction completely disorganized. We called this a bomb blast. While it was quite humorous to see an impeccable formation suddenly explode, with airmen crashing into one another, it was severely frowned upon and usually meant the person responsible would have to give up his or her weekend to practice marching.




    Fortunately for the Air Force and myself, my days of marching were short-lived and it wasn’t long before I was a squadron commander, where I was relegated to the place of honor during the Pass and Reviews. I definitely preferred saluting the troops as they went by to having to march them around myself. It’s not as easy as it looks and telling people where to go is not as fun as it sounds.




    This next anecdote is from the Mobile Register and Advertiser of September 23, 1863, which reprinted it from the Richmond Sentinel.




     




    There is a story in circulation in the army of Northern Virginia which runs as follows:




    A well-known Confederate Major-General was stopping for a while in a Georgia village, some time since; which fact coming to the knowledge of the Captain of the “Home Guard—a portion of that arm of service, as I heard a friend remark the other day, generally formed with the understanding that they are not to leave home “unless their home is invaded”—said Captain resolved to give the General an opportunity of witnessing the “revolutions” of his superb corps. In due time, Captain ——’s company, having “fell in,” were discovered by the General in front of his quarters, in the execution of the Captain’s command, “In two ranks, git,” &c.




    During the exhibition, by some dexterous double-quick movement, only known among militia officers, the Captain, much to his surprise and chagrin, found the company in a “fix,” best described, I reckon, as a “solid circle.” In stentorophonic tones he called them to “halt!”




    The General became interested, and drew near, in order to see in what way things would be righted. The Captain, in his confusion, turned his head to one side, like a duck when she sees the shadow of a hawk flit past, and seemed to be in the deepest thought.




    At last an idea seemed to strike him; a ray of intelligence mantled his face, and straightening himself up, he turned to the company, and cried out: “Company, disentangle to the front…march!”




    The company was “straightened,” and the General gave it as his opinion that it was the best command he had ever heard given.




     




     




    How to Avoid the Draft




     




    During the troubles of raising men, a rough-looking customer, determined upon evasion, called upon the Military Commission, when the following colloquy ensued, the individual in question remarking:




    “Mr. Commissioner, I am over forty-five.”




    “How old are you?”




    “I don’t know how old I am, but I am over forty-five.”




    “In what year did you make your appearance in this mundane sphere?”




    “I don’t know what you mean; but I am over forty-five.”




    “When were you born?”




    “I don’t know; but I am over forty-five.”




    “How am I to know you are over age?”




    “I don’t know and I don’t care; but I’m over forty-five.”




    “When were you forty-five?”




    “I don’t know, but I know I am over forty-five.”




    “You must give me some proof that you are over age.”




    “I’ve been in the country thirty-three years, and I am over forty-five.”




    “That does not prove that you are too old to be drafted.”




    “I don’t care; I know I am over forty-five.”




    “I shall not erase your name until you prove your age.”




    “I tell you I’ve been in this country thirty-three years, and I went sparking before I came here; I am over forty-five.”




    “Will you swear it?”




    “Yes. Damned if I ain’t over forty-five.”




    “Well, I will exempt you.”




    “I don’t care whether you do or not; I am’s foreigner—besides, I have a wooden leg;” and he went stumping into the street, swearing oaths not called for by the Commissioner.




     




     




    How Not to Escape the Draft




     




    Perhaps it’s not a good idea to ask the wife to write a recommendation that one be reprieved from military service because of the needs on one’s family. The letter may end up like this one:




     




    Deer United States Army:




    My husband ast me to rite you a reckmend that he supports his family. He kaint read, so dont tell him. Just take him, he aint no good to me. He aint done nothing but drink lemmen essence and play the fiddle sence we married eight years ago. Maybe you can get him to carry a gun. He is good on squirrels and eating.




    Take him and welcome to him.




     




     




    

      The Mule Cleaner




       




      by




      A Union soldier


    




     




    Our boys are furious for practical jokes, and are constantly on the watch for subjects. One was recently found in the person of a new teamster, who had the charge of six large shaggy mules. John was the proprietor of two bottles of old Bourbon—a contraband in camp—which a wag discovered, and resolved to possess. Being aware that the driver’s presence was an impediment to the theft, he hit upon the following plan to get rid of him:




    Approaching the driver, who was busy currying his mules, he accosted him with—“I say, old fellow, what are you doing there?”




    “Can’t you see?” replied John, gruffly.




    “Certainly,” responded wag, “but that is not your business. It is after tattoo, and there is a fellow hired here, by the general, who curries all the mules and horses brought in after tattoo.”




    The mule driver bit at once, and desired to know where the hair-dresser kept himself. Whereupon he was directed to General Nelson’s tent, with the assurance that there was where the fellow “hung out.”




    “You can’t mistake the man,” said wag; “he is a large fellow, and puts on a thundering sight of airs for a man in his business. He will probably refuse to do it, and tell you to go to the devil; but don’t mind that, he has been drinking to-day. Make him come out sure.”




    John posted off, and entering the tent where our Napoleon of the 4th division sat in deep reverie, probably considering the most expeditious method of expelling the rebel Buckner from his native State, slapped him on the back with force sufficient to annihilate a man of ordinary size. Springing to his feet, the general accosted his uninvited guest with—“Well, sir, who are you, and what the devil do you want?”




    “Old hoss, I’ve got a job for you now; six mules to be curried, and right off, too,” said the captain o’ mules, nothing daunted at the flashing eye of the general.




    “Do you know whom you are addressing, sir?” asked the indignant commander.




    “Yes,” said John, elevating his voice to a pitch which rendered the words audible a square off; “you are the fellow hired by Uncle Sam to clean mules, and I won’t have any foolishness. Clean them mules and I’ll give you a drink of busthead.”




    “You infernal villain!” exclaimed the general, now perfectly furious, “I am General Nelson, commander of this division!”




    John placed the thumb of his right hand against his nose, and extending his fingers, waved them slowly, in a manner supposed by some to be indicative of great wisdom. The general’s sword leaped from its scabbard and John from the tent just in time to save his head.




    Our boys drank the “big mule driver’s” health in the Bourbon, the story soon got out, and became the popular joke of the season.




     




     




    

      Confessions of a


      Somewhat Rotund Soldier




       




      by




      Alf Burnett


    




     




    The moment the flag was threatened, large bodies of men were called upon to rally to its defense. Being large and able-bodied, I enrolled with the home-guard. The drill was very severe in hot weather, and I wanted an attendant, a fan, and pitcher of ice-water.




    I am constantly reminded that one of the first requirements of a soldier is to throw out his chest and draw in his stomach. Having been burned out several times, while occupying an attic, I have had considerable practice in throwing out my chest; but by what system of practice could I ever hope to draw in my stomach? I can’t “dress up;” it’s no use of my trying. If my vest buttons are in a line, I am far in the rear. If I toe the mark, a fearful bulge indicates my position. Once we had a new drill-sergeant, who was near-sighted. Running his eye along the line, he exclaimed sharply:




    “What is that man doing in the ranks with a base drum?”




    He pointed at me; but I hadn’t any drum; it was the surplus stomach, that I couldn’t, for the life of me, draw in. I am the butt of numberless jokes, as you may well suppose. They have got a story in the Guards, that, when I first heard the command “order arms,” I dropped my musket, and, taking out my notebook, began drawing an order on the Governor for what arms I needed. They say I ordered a Winans steam-gun, with a pair of Dahlgren howitzers for side arms! Base fabrication! My ambition never extended beyond a rifled cannon, and they know it!




    Although, in respect to size, I belong to the “heavies,” my preference is for the light infantry service. My knapsack is marked “Light Infantry!” One evening the spectators seemed convulsed about something, and my comrades tittered by platoons, whenever my back was turned. It was a mystery to me till I laid off my knapsack. Some wretch had erased the two final letters, and I had been parading, all the evening, labeled, “Light Infant!”




    The above is one of the thousand annoyances to which I am subjected, and nothing but my consuming patriotism could ever induce me to submit to it. I overheard a spectator inquire of the drill-sergeant one day:




    “Do you drill that fat man all at once?”




    “No,” he returned, in an awful whisper; “I drill him by squads!”




    I could have drilled him, if I had had a bayonet.




    Specifications have been published in regard to my uniform, and contractors advertised for; the making will be let out to the lowest bidder. In case the Guards are ordered to take the field, a special commissary will be detailed to draw my rations.




    That reminds me of a harrowing incident. On last night’s drill an old farmer, who dropped in to see us drill, took me aside, and said he wanted to sell me a yoke of powerful oxen.




    “My ancient agriculturist,” said I, smiling at his simplicity, “I have no use for oxen.”




    “Perhaps not at present,” quoth he, “but if you go to war you will want them.”




    “For what?” said I, considerably annoyed.




    “Want ’em to draw your rations!”




    The Guards paid me a delicate compliment at their last meeting: elected me Child of the Regiment, with the rank of a First Corpulent. I was about to return thanks in a neat speech, when they told me it was no use; that a reporter, who was present, had got the whole thing in type—speech and all—and I could read it in the evening paper. I got his views, and held my own.




     




     




    Inspection




     




    by




    A Union soldier




     




    When we entered the army, our regiment, including officers, was noted for greenness. As is the custom, each company was brought out for inspection on Sunday mornings. On one occasion Captain M——, after getting his company in line—armed with revolvers, guns, and sabres—placed himself a little in front of the company. As the commanding officer approached he addressed his company thus: “Now, boys, lay down your guns and take out your sabres, for your colonel wants to see ’em!”
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