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GEN. PHIL KEARNY’S BUGLER

STORY OF GUS SCHURMAN'S EVOLUTION FROM BOOT-
BLACK TO PRESIDENT’S SON'S COMPANION

BY A SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT

The pride of the First Divigion, Third Army Corps, was a

drummer boy, named Gus Schurman. He is believed to be the
youngest enlisted soldier of the Union Army alive to-day. Wherever
veterans of the famous Red Diamond Patch foregather this boy-—
now a thoughtful, gray-haired man of fifty—is met with a wondrous
cheering and accorded the seat of honor.
- The story of Gus Schurman’s evolution from a New York boot-
black to companion of Pregident Lincoln’s son Tad in the White
House is a bewitching gem of war narrative—the more interest-
ing becauge of its historic accuraey. It is vouched for hy docu-
ments in Mr. Schurman’s possession, by the testimony of the
surviving members of the Fortieth New York Regiment and by that
of well-known veterans such as Gen. Daniel . Sickles, who visited
the White House at the period in question and was instrumental
in having the drummer boy sent there. Mr. Schurman is now
employed at the Custom House in New York, and is prominent in
Grand Army Affairs,

In the early part of °61 Gus Schurman was drumming recruits
in Chatham Sguare, to which honor he had arrived after vigorous
iraining for two years at the Turnverein Hall in Orchard Street.
His family being poor, Gus had left school and began to earn his
living by working in a saw mill on Center Street, the boss there
being Mr. Block, now proprietor of the Congressional Hotel at
Washington. When work was slack Gus fook his station at City
Hall Park with box and brush and competed with the hootblack
brigade at three cenis a shine. In the Turnverein Hall he learned to
drum so well that when war broke out he was faken into the Fory-
second New York (Tammany Regiment). Being ill-treated there,
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he applied to the Fortieth, of which his father was a member, and
over which Mr. Gilder, father of Richard Watson Gilder, was chap-
lain.

“Couldn’t think of it,” said Col. Riley. “You're too young!”
Schurman was only eleven then, When the colonel said “no,” he
relates, “I began to cry and turned away from the tent, but my
father went and spoke to Col. Riley, when he called me back and
made me take a drum. All the men began to langh because the
drum was nearly as big as myself, but nevertheless the colonel said
I would do, and T guess in all the world at that moment there
was no one as happy as L.”

The TFortieth, known as Mozart, left Yonkers for Washington on
July 4. Though they did not get to Bull Run, they witnessed the
retreat, and through the battles at Seven Pines, Malvern Hill and all
the skirmishes of that disastrous peningular campaign, the Fortieth
braves bore an important part until finally the Northerners’ retreat
turned into mad flight.

Fighting Phil’s Boy Otderly.

Schurman’s chance to distinguish himself came sooner than he
expected, however, and in a most unusual way. It was at Harrison’s
Landing and Gen. McClellan had set a day to review the army.
Gen. Phil Kearny, commanding the First Division, called for a
drummer boy to act as his orderly for the occasion, and Corp.
Brown, staff clerk, picked out Gus. This in itself was an honor, for
Fighting Phil Kearny was the idol of the army. Mounted on his
powerful gray charger Moscow, seated firm as a Centaur, holding
the reing in the stump of his right arm (a memento of the
Mexican War), this true type of chivalric hero carried everything
before him in a charge, and Inspired his troops with irresistible
enthusiasm. He was one of whom it was truly said: “He would
rather fight than eat,” and the Union Army knew no such other one
of reckless valor and indomitable aggression. So strong that at
Florence, Italy, he danced through a masque ball clad in eighty
pounds of chain armor, he knew no pity for himself physically, and
had little sympathy for signs of weakness in others.

Thig was the man to whom the twelve-year-old drummer boy
presented himself and received in turn a kindly word, silver bugle
and an immense white horse called Babe, over whose back the lad
could scarcely sfretch his legs. His previous riding practice had
been derived from taking the sutler’s horse to water.



Stories of Gen. Kearny.

In the conrse of the day’s mancuvers the staff galloped over a
reugh field broken by an ugly ravine. Gen. Kearny, being a superb
horseman, fook this with a mighty bound and looked around to see
if his aides were following. Dismayed at the jump, they had all
skirted about the ends, all but one. Mounted on the white horse
Babe, a stable mate to Kearny’s own horse, the mite of a drummer
boy might as well have tugged at a railroad train. On and on the
great charger came, ears back, nosirils all wide and eyes like 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, land-
ing the new orderly pale and almost senseless.

“I slid clear up on Babe’s neck,” relates Mr. Schurman, “and
holding on to one of the charger’s ears with a grip that 1 did not
loosen until Gen. Kearny looked at me and smiled grimly. I guess
Le knew that I would have given half my life fo have stopped that
brute on the other side, but he said nothing, only when the others
rode up, the hairs of his moustache stiffened like the bristles on a
cat’s tail, which was peculiar to him when angered or disgusted.

“In the evening I reported myself to him so ag fo return to my
regiment, but he said brusquely: ‘Go and bring your baggage to
my headquarters and consider yourself my orderly in the future’
The jump on Babe seemed to have made me popular with him, and
from that day to the day of his death I was ever at his side. My task
was not an easy one. In battle Gen. Kearny used my back for a
writing desk, scribbling off dispatches and cursing me roundly if I
trembled. At the second battle of Bull Run he was writing orders
on my knees, I steadying them the while. Minie balls and shells
fell all around us, and finally a piece of railroad iron, aimed directly
at the general, struck right at his feet and threw dirt in our faces.
It made me shake in my hoots, but not nearly so much as when
he turned and demanded savagely what was the matter. ‘Oh,
nothing, sir,” I replied, with a gasp, ‘only a little frightened,
that’s all’

“‘Never get frightened—never get frightened at anything,” he
growled, as the bristles in his moustache began to rise heavenward.”

The tragic death of Fighting Phil at Chantiily was felt by no
one more than “Kearny’s little bugler,” as he was now known
throughout the division, and the men made more of a pet of him
than ever. The cook of a Maine regiment, camped near by, felt it

(13




4

his religious duty to feed the lad pancakes every evening for supper
and see that his knapsack was ever bloated with crullers. “Many a
poor wounded chap,” says Mr. Schurman, “I have cheered up with
Maine crullers.”

Meeting the Lincolns.

Kearny's little bugler served in succession for Gens. Birney,
Stoneman and Sickles. He was present at Gettysbarg when
the latter lost his leg from a solid shot, and it was while with Gen..
Sickles at Bell Plains that he fell in with the Lincolns. The
President, Mrs. Lincoln and Tad, then ten years old, came down to
pay the commanding general a visit and noticed the young orderly
strolling about headquarters.

“Who is that child ?” asked Myrs. Lincoln of Gen. H. H. Tre-
maine, chief of staff. “Oh, that’s Gus, Kearny’s bugle boy,” replied
the officer, who, at Mrs. Lincoln’s request, presented the lad.

“Don’t you think it’s a shame to have such children in the army,
Mr. President?” asked Mrs. Lincoln, with some feeling, but Gen.
Sickles interposed. “Why, that boy is a great fighter,”. he langhed,
telling of an incident when the bugler had been nearly shot down
by a Union soldier, while aiding Gen. Stillman to rally a Pennsyl-
vania regiment at Antietam. “He was Phil Kearny’s boy. You
know what that means!”

At that moment Tad Lincoln ran up and the two youngsters
were soon chumming it boylike, calling each other “Gus” and “Tad.”
“As I look back now,” says Mr. Schurman, “I can see that I must
have been a subject of envy to Tad, for by that time I had become
an accomplished horseman, could blow a bugle, beat a drum and
swagger in true soldier style. The men had presented me with a
roan mustang called Pompey, that had formerly been ridden by
Gen. Mosby, the guerilla, and on this I cavorted around until Tad
could stand it no longer and persuaded a cavalryman to lend him his
mount for a ride. The horse had a sore mouth, however, and in a
few moments was galloping wildly with Tad bouncing on its back.
When on the point of being thrown I overtook the runaway and
saved Tad from a fall. When we returned he told his mother of
it, and she said to Gen. Sickles: ‘Now yvou must let him come,” and
Mr. Lincoln added, “Yes, general, we ask it as a favor.”
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