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The pride of the F i r s t D i v i s i o n , T h i r d A r m y Corps, was a 
drummer boy, named Gus Schurman. H e is believed to be the 
youngest enlisted soldier of the U n i o n A r m y alive to-day. Wherever 
veterans of the famous B e d D i a m o n d P a t c h foregather this boy— 
now a thoughtful^ gray-haired m a n of f i f t y — i s met w i t h a wondrous 
cheering and accorded the seat of honor. 

The story of Gus Schurman's evolution from a N e w Y o r k boot
black to companion of Pres ident L in c o ln ' s son T a d i n the W h i t e 
House is a bewi t ch ing gem of w a r n a r r a t i v e — t h e more interest
i n g because of i ts h is tor i c accuracy. I t is vouched, for by docu
ments i n M r . Sc l iurman's possession, by the testimony of the 
s u r v i v i n g members of the F o r t i e t h N e w Y o r k Reg iment and by that 
of wel l -known veterans such as G e n . D a n i e l E . Sickles, who v i s i ted 
the W h i t e House at the per iod i n question and was ins t rumenta l 
i n h a v i n g the drummer boy sent there. M r . Schurman is now 
employed at the Custom House i n N e w Y o r k , and is prominent i n 
G r a n d A r m y Af fa irs . 

I n the early part of '61 G us Schurman was d r u m m i n g recruits 
i n Chatham Square, to which honor he had arr ived after vigorous 
t r a i n i n g for two years at the T u r n v e r e i n H a l l i n Orchard Street. 
H i s f a m i l y being poor, Gus had left school and began to earn his 
l i v i n g by work ing i n a saw m i l l on. Center Street, the boss there 
being M r . B l o c k / now proprietor of the Congressional H o t e l at 
Washington. W h e n work was slack Gus took his station at C i t y 
H a l l P a r k w i t h box and brush and competed w i t h the bootblack 
brigade at three cents a shine. I n the Turnvere in H a l l he learned to 
d r u m so wel l that when war broke out he was taken into the F o r t y -
second N e w Y o r k ( T a m m a n y Reg iment ) , B e i n g i l l - treated there, 
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he applied to the For t i e th , of which his father was a member, and 
over which M r . Gi lder , father of E i e h a r d Watson Gi lder , was chap
l a i n . 

" C o u l d n ' t th ink of i t / ' said Co l . E i l e y . " Y o u ' r e too y o u n g ! " 
Schurman was only eleven then, W h e n the colonel said " n o / ' he 
relates, " I began to cry and turned away f rom the tent, but my 
father* went and spoke to Co l . E i l e y , when he called me back and 
made me take a drum. A l l the men began to laugh because the 
d r u m was nearly as b ig as myself, but nevertheless the colonel said 
I would do, and I guess i n a l l the wor ld at that moment there 
was no one as happy as I . " 

The F o r t i e t h , known as Mozart , left Yonkers for Washington on 
J u l y 4. Though they d id not get to B u l l E u n , they witnessed the 
retreat, and through, the battles at Seven Pines , M a l v e r n H i l l and a l l 
the skirmishes of that disastrous peninsular campaign, the For t i e th 
braves bore an important part u n t i l f inal ly the Northerners ' retreat 
turned into m a d fl ight. 

Fighting Phil's Boy Orderly* 

Schurman's chance to d ist inguish himsel f came sooner than he 
expected, however, and i n a most unusual way. I t was at Harr i son ' s 
L a n d i n g and Gen. M c C l e l l a n had set a day to review the army. 
Gen. P h i l K e a r n y , commanding the F i r s t D i v i s i o n , called for a 
drummer boy to act as his orderly for the occasion, and Corp. 
B r o w n , staff clerk, picked out Gus. T h i s i n itself was an honor, for 
F i g h t i n g P h i l K e a r n y was the idol of the army. Mounted on his 
powerful gray charger Moscow, seated f i rm as a Centaur, ho ld ing 
the reins i n the stump of his r i g h t arm (a memento of the 
Mex i can W a r ) , this true type of chivalr ic hero carried everything 
before h i m i n a charge, and inspired his troops w i t h irresistible 
enthusiasm. H e was one of whom i t was t r u l y s a i d : " H e would 
rather fight than eat," and the U n i o n A r m y knew no such, other one 
of reckless valor and indomitable aggression. So strong that at 
Florence, I ta ly , he danced through a masque ba l l clad i n eighty 
pounds of chain, armor, he knew no p i ty for himself physical ly , and 
had l i t t le sympathy for signs of weakness i n others. 

T h i s was the m a n to whom the twelve-year-old drummer boy 
presented himself and received i n t u r n a k i n d l y word, silver bugle 
and an immense white horse called Babe, over whose back the lad 
could scarcely stretch his legs. H i s previous r i d i n g practice had 
been derived f rom t a k i n g the sut lers horse to water. 



Stories of Gen. Kearny, 

. I n the course of the day's maneuvers the staff galloped over a 
rough field broken by an ugly ravine. Gen. K e a r n y , being a superb 
horseman, took this w i t h a mighty bound and looked around to see 
i f his aides were fol lowing. Dismayed at the j u m p , they had a l l 
skirted about the ends^ a l l but one. Mounted on the white horse 
Babe, a stable mate to Kearny ' s own horse, the mite of a drummer 
boy might as wel l have tugged at a ra i l road t r a i n . O n and on the 
great charger came, ears back, nostrils a l l wide and eyes l ike coals of 
fire, to the edge of the precipice, and there rose on her powerful 
haunches and shot into the air as though to leave earth forever, l a n d 
i n g the new orderly pale and almost senseless. 

" I s l id clear up on Babe's neck," relates M r . Schurman, " a n d 
hold ing on to one of the charger's ears w i t h a grip that I d i d not 
loosen u n t i l Gen. K e a r n y looked at me and smiled gr imly . I guess 
he knew that I would have given hal f my l i fe to have stopped that 
brute on the other side, but he said nothing , only when the others 
rode up, the hairs of his moustache stiffened l ike the bristles on a 
cat's t a i l , which was peculiar to h i m when angered or disgusted. 

" I n the evening I reported myself to h i m so as to return to my 
regiment, but he said brusquely: 'Go and b r i n g your baggage to 
my headquarters and consider yourself my orderly i n the f u t u r e / 
The jump on Babe seemed to have made me popular w i t h h i m , and 
from that day to the day of his death I was ever at his side. M y task 
was not an easy one. I n battle Gen. K e a r n y used my back for a 
w r i t i n g desk, scr ibbl ing off dispatches and cursing me roundly i f I 
trembled. A t the second battle of B u l l B u n he was w r i t i n g orders 
on my knees, I steadying them the while. M i n i e balls and shells 
fe l l a l l around us, and finally a piece of ra i l road i ron , aimed directly 
at the general, struck r ight at his feet and threw dir t i n our faces. 
I t made me shake i n my boots, but not nearly so much as when 
he turned and demanded savagely what was the matter. ' O h , 
nothing, s i r / I repl ied, w i t h a gasp, 'only a l i t t le fr ightened, 
that's a l l / 

a 'Never get frightened—never get fr ightened at a n y t h i n g / he 
growled, as the bristles i n his moustache began to rise heavenward." 

The tragic death of F i g h t i n g P h i l at C h a n t i l l y was felt by no 
one more than " K e a r n y ' s l i t t l e bugler , " as he was now known 
throughout the divis ion, and the men made more of a pet of h i m 
than ever. The cook of a M a i n e regiment, camped near by, felt i t 
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M s religious duty to feed the lad pancakes every evening for supper 
and see that his knapsack was ever bloated w i t h crullers. "Many , a 
poor wounded c h a p / ' says M r . Schurman, " I have cheered up w i t h 
M a i n e crul lers . " 

Meeting the Lincolns* 

K e a r n y ' s l i t t l e bugler served i n succession for Gens. B i r n e y , 
Stoneman and Sickles . H e was present at Get tysburg when 
the latter lost his leg f r o m a sol id shot, and i t was while w i t h Gen. . 
Sickles at B e l l P l a i n s that he f e l l i n w i t h the L inco lns . The 
President, M r s . L i n c o l n and T a d , then ten years old, came down to 
pay the commanding general a visit and noticed the young orderly 
s tro l l ing about headquarters. 

" W h o is that c h i l d ? " asked M r s . L i n c o l n of Gen. H . E . T r e -
maine, chief of staff. " O h , that's Gus, Kearny ' s bugle boy / ' replied 
the officer, who, at M r s . L inco ln ' s request, presented the lad . 

" D o n ' t you th ink it 's a shame to have such chi ldren i n the army, 
M r . President ?" asked M r s . L i n c o l n , w i t h some feeling, but Gen. 
Sickles interposed. " W h y , that boy is a great f ighter," he laughed, 
te l l ing of an incident when the bugler had been nearly shot down 
by a U n i o n soldier, while a id ing Gen. S t i l l m a n to ra l l y a P e n n s y l 
vania regiment at A n t i e t a m . " H e was P h i l Kearny ' s boy. Y o u 
know what that means !" 

A t that moment T a d L i n c o l n ran up and the two youngsters 
were soon chumming i t boylike, ca l l ing each other " G u s " and " T a d . " 
" A s I look back now," says M r . Schurman, " I can see that I must 
have been a subject of envy to T a d , for by that t ime I had become 
an accomplished horseman, could blow a bugle, beat a d r u m and 
swagger i n true soldier style. The men had presented me w i t h a 
roan mustang called Pompey, that had formerly been r idden by 
Gen. Mosby, the guer i l la , and on this I cavorted around u n t i l T a d 
could stand i t no longer and persuaded a cavalryman to lend h i m his 
mount for a ride. The horse had a sore mouth, however, and i n a 
few moments was gal loping w i l d l y w i t h T a d bouncing on its back. 
W h e n on the point of being thrown I overtook the runaway and 
saved T a d f rom a f a l l . W h e n we returned he to ld his mother of 
i t , and she said to Gen. Sickles : ' N o w you must let h i m come/ and 
M r . L i n c o l n added, 'Yes , general, we ask i t as a f a v o r / 





Fiom an old photograph. 
GU3TAV A. SCHURMANN. 




