Wagner

Tucholsky

Scott

Zola

Fonatne

Wallace

Turgenev

Fechner

Weiße Rose

Fichte

Maximilian I. von Habsburg

Feuerbach

Stevenson

Dach

Reuter

Bismarck

Vigny

Storm

Casanova

Aristoteles
Barlach

Gengenbach

Chamberlain

Gilm

Luther

Heym

Roth

Hofmannsthal

Musset

Navarra Aurel

Marie de France

Nietzsche

Horaz

von Ossietzky

May

Kraft

Kirchhoff
Ipsen

Laotse

Nansen
Marx

Kind

Lamprecht

Lassalle

Gorki

vom Stein

Klett

Platon

Sachs

Vulpius

Gleim

Goedicke

Musil

Kraus

Moltke

Hugo

Liebknecht
Ringelnatz
Leibniz

Lawrence

Petalozzi

Tschechow

Kleist
Mörike

Homer

Kierkegaard

Sokrates

Gibbon

Morgenstern

Hölty

Puschkin

Iffland

Wilde

La Roche

Machiavelli
Nestroy

Klee

Heyse Klopstock

Luxemburg

Georgy

Gryphius

Kralik

Gogol

Proust

Herodot

Grillparzer

Lafontaine

Raabe

Irving
Knigge

Pückler

Poe

de Sade Praetorius

Michelangelo
Liebermann
Mistral

Zetkin

Herder

George

Federer

Langbein

Hoffmann

Kussmaul

Rilke
Bebel

Voltaire
Heine

Gerstäcker

Hesse

Hegel

Grimm Jerome

Schilling

Gautier

Baudelaire

Schopenhauer

Brentano
Claudius
Schiller
Strachwitz
Bellamy
Katharina II. von Rußland
Löns

Humboldt

Hauptmann

Tersteegen

Lessing

Droste-Hülshoff

Hebbel

Melville

Horváth

Gjellerup

Hauff

Dickens

Darwin

Doyle

Hanrieder

Hagen

Descartes

Wolfram von Eschenbach

Campe

Lenz

Defoe

Damaschke

Ganghofer

Dostojewski

Hägele

Rousseau

Garschin

Bronner

London

Hambruch

von Arnim

Verne

Karrillon

Vergil

Rathenau

Tolstoi

Thoma

Ebner Eschenbach

Zweig

Eliot

Shakespeare
Lichtenberg

Trackl
Mommsen

Fock

Elisabeth von Österreich

Balzac

Dumas

Tacitus

Eliasberg

Ewald

Goethe
Mendelssohn

Eichendorff

Flaubert

Frommel

Richthofen

Hölderlin

Fielding

Faber

Frey

Ernst

Kant

von Fallersleben

Engels

Fehrs

Friedrich II. von Preußen

Freiligrath

Weber

Schlegel

Freud

Fouqué

Walther von der Vogelweide

Twain

Sydow

Kock

Kafka

Korolenko

The publishing house tredition has created the series TREDITION CLASSICS. It
contains classical literature works from over two thousand years. Most of these
titles have been out of print and off the bookstore shelves for decades.
The book series is intended to preserve the cultural legacy and to promote the
timeless works of classical literature. As a reader of a TREDITION CLASSICS
book, the reader supports the mission to save many of the amazing works of
world literature from oblivion.
The symbol of TREDITION CLASSICS is Johannes Gutenberg (1400 – 1468), the
inventor of movable type printing.
With the series, tredition intends to make thousands of international literature
classics available in printed format again – worldwide.
All books are available at book retailers worldwide in paperback and in hardcover. For more information please visit: www.tredition.com

tredition was established in 2006 by Sandra Latusseck and Soenke Schulz.
Based in Hamburg, Germany, tredition offers publishing solutions to authors
and publishing houses, combined with worldwide distribution of printed and
digital book content. tredition is uniquely positioned to enable authors and
publishing houses to create books on their own terms and without conventional
manufacturing risks.
For more information please visit: www.tredition.com

Co. Aytch Maury Grays, First
Tennessee Regiment or, A Side
Show of the Big Show

Sam R. Watkins

Imprint

This book is part of the TREDITION CLASSICS series.

Author: Sam R. Watkins
Cover design: toepferschumann, Berlin (Germany)
Publisher: tredition GmbH, Hamburg (Germany)
ISBN: 978-3-8491-5341-0
www.tredition.com
www.tredition.de

Copyright:
The content of this book is sourced from the public domain.
The intention of the TREDITION CLASSICS series is to make world
literature in the public domain available in printed format. Literary
enthusiasts and organizations worldwide have scanned and
digitally edited the original texts. tredition has subsequently
formatted and redesigned the content into a modern reading layout.
Therefore, we cannot guarantee the exact reproduction of the
original format of a particular historic edition. Please also note that
no modifications have been made to the spelling, therefore it may
differ from the orthography used today.

PUBLISHER'S NOTICE.
Eighteen years ago, the first edition of this book, "Co. H., First
Tennessee Regiment," was published by the author, Mr. Sam. R.
Watkins, of Columbia, Tenn. A limited edition of two thousand
copies was printed and sold. For nearly twenty years this work has
been out of print and the owners of copies of it hold them so precious that it is impossible to purchase one. To meet a demand, so
strong as to be almost irresistable the Chattanooga Times has printed a second edition of 2000 copies, which to soldiers of the Army of
the Tennessee and the Army of the Cumberland, between whom
many battles were fought, it will prove of intense interest, serving to
recall many scenes and incidents of battle field and camp in which
they were the chief actors. To them and to all other readers we respectfully commend this book as being the best and most impersonal history of any army ever written.
THE CHATTANOOGA TIMES.
Chattanooga, Tenn., Oct. 1, 1900.

5

"CO. AYTCH,"
MAURY GRAYS,
FIRST TENNESSEE REGIMENT;
OR,
A SIDE SHOW OF THE BIG SHOW.

By SAM. R. WATKINS,
COLUMBIA, TENN.

"Quaeque ipse miserima vidi,
Et quorum pars magna fui."
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TO THE MEMORY OF MY DEAD COMRADES OF
THE MAURY GRAYS, AND THE FIRST TENNESSEE REGIMENT, WHO DIED IN DEFENSE OF
SOUTHERN HOMES AND LIBERTIES: ALSO TO
MY LIVING COMRADES, NEARLY ALL OF
WHOM SHED THEIR BLOOD IN DEFENSE OF
THE SAME CAUSE, THIS BOOK IS RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED BY THE AUTHOR .. . . .
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CHAPTER I
RETROSPECTIVE

"WE ARE ONE AND UNDIVIDED"
About twenty years ago, I think it was—I won't be certain,
though— a man whose name, if I remember correctly, was Wm. L.
Yancy—I write only from memory, and this was a long time ago—
took a strange and peculiar notion that the sun rose in the east and
set in the west, and that the compass pointed north and south. Now,
everybody knew at the time that it was but the idiosyncrasy of an
unbalanced mind, and that the United States of America had no
north, no south, no east, no west. Well, he began to preach the
strange doctrine of there being such a thing. He began to have followers. As you know, it matters not how absurd, ridiculous and
preposterous doctrines may be preached, there will be some followers. Well, one man by the name of (I think it was) Rhett, said it out
loud. He was told to "s-h-e-e." Then another fellow by the name (I
remember this one because it sounded like a graveyard) Toombs
said so, and he was told to "sh-sh-ee-ee." Then after a while whole
heaps of people began to say that they thought that there was a
north and a south; and after a while hundreds and thousands and
millions said that there was a south. But they were the persons who
lived in the direction that the water courses run. Now, the people
who lived where the water courses started from came down to see
about it, and they said, "Gents, you are very much mistaken. We
came over in the Mayflower, and we used to burn witches for saying that the sun rose in the east and set in the west, because the sun
neither rises nor sets, the earth simply turns on its axis, and we
know, because we are Pure(i)tans." The spokesman of the party was
named (I think I remember his name because it always gave me the
blues when I heard it) Horrors Greeley; and another person by the
name of Charles Sumner, said there ain't any north or south, east or
west, and you shan't say so, either. Now, the other people who lived
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in the direction that the water courses run, just raised their bristles
and continued saying that there is a north and there is a south.
When those at the head of the water courses come out furiously
mad, to coerce those in the direction that water courses run, and to
make them take it back. Well, they went to gouging and biting, to
pulling and scratching at a furious rate. One side elected a captain
by the name of Jeff Davis, and known as one-eyed Jeff, and a first
lieutenant by the name of Aleck Stephens, commonly styled Smart
Aleck. The other side selected as captain a son of Nancy Hanks, of
Bowling Green, and a son of old Bob Lincoln, the rail-splitter, and
whose name was Abe. Well, after he was elected captain, they elected as first lieutenant an individual of doubtful blood by the name of
Hannibal Hamlin, being a descendant of the generation of Ham, the
bad son of old Noah, who meant to curse him blue, but overdid the
thing, and cursed him black.
Well, as I said before, they went to fighting, but old Abe's side got
the best of the argument. But in getting the best of the argument
they called in all the people and wise men of other nations of the
earth, and they, too, said that America had no cardinal points, and
that the sun did not rise in the east and set in the west, and that the
compass did not point either north or south.
Well, then, Captain Jeff Davis' side gave it up and quit, and they,
too, went to saying that there is no north, no south, no east, no west.
Well, "us boys" all took a small part in the fracas, and Shep, the
prophet, remarked that the day would come when those who once
believed that the American continent had cardinal points would be
ashamed to own it. That day has arrived. America has no north, no
south, no east, no west; the sun rises over the hills and sets over the
mountains, the compass just points up and down, and we can laugh
now at the absurd notion of there being a north and a south.
Well, reader, let me whisper in your ear. I was in the row, and the
following pages will tell what part I took in the little unpleasant
misconception of there being such a thing as a north and south.
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THE BLOODY CHASM
In these memoirs, after the lapse of twenty years, we propose to
fight our "battles o'er again."
To do this is but a pastime and pleasure, as there is nothing that
so much delights the old soldier as to revisit the scenes and battlefields with which he was once so familiar, and to recall the incidents, though trifling they may have been at the time.
The histories of the Lost Cause are all written out by "big bugs,"
generals and renowned historians, and like the fellow who called a
turtle a "cooter," being told that no such word as cooter was in Webster's dictionary, remarked that he had as much right to make a
dictionary as Mr. Webster or any other man; so have I to write a
history.
But in these pages I do not pretend to write the history of the war.
I only give a few sketches and incidents that came under the observation of a "high private" in the rear ranks of the rebel army. Of
course, the histories are all correct. They tell of great achievements
of great men, who wear the laurels of victory; have grand presents
given them; high positions in civil life; presidents of corporations;
governors of states; official positions, etc., and when they die, long
obituaries are published, telling their many virtues, their distinguished victories, etc., and when they are buried, the whole country
goes in mourning and is called upon to buy an elegant monument
to erect over the remains of so distinguished and brave a general,
etc. But in the following pages I propose to tell of the fellows who
did the shooting and killing, the fortifying and ditching, the sweeping of the streets, the drilling, the standing guard, picket and videt,
and who drew (or were to draw) eleven dollars per month and rations, and also drew the ramrod and tore the cartridge. Pardon me
should I use the personal pronoun "I" too frequently, as I do not
wish to be called egotistical, for I only write of what I saw as an
humble private in the rear rank in an infantry regiment, commonly
called "webfoot." Neither do I propose to make this a connected
journal, for I write entirely from memory, and you must remember,
kind reader, that these things happened twenty years ago, and
twenty years is a long time in the life of any individual.
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I was twenty-one years old then, and at that time I was not married. Now I have a house full of young "rebels," clustering around
my knees and bumping against my elbow, while I write these reminiscences of the war of secession, rebellion, state rights, slavery, or
our rights in the territories, or by whatever other name it may be
called. These are all with the past now, and the North and South
have long ago "shaken hands across the bloody chasm." The flag of
the Southern cause has been furled never to be again unfurled; gone
like a dream of yesterday, and lives only in the memory of those
who lived through those bloody days and times.

EIGHTEEN HUNDRED AND SIXTY-ONE
Reader mine, did you live in that stormy period? In the year of
our Lord eighteen hundred and sixty-one, do you remember those
stirring times? Do you recollect in that year, for the first time in
your life, of hearing Dixie and the Bonnie Blue Flag? Fort Sumter
was fired upon from Charleston by troops under General Beauregard, and Major Anderson, of the Federal army, surrendered. The
die was cast; war was declared; Lincoln called for troops from Tennessee and all the Southern states, but Tennessee, loyal to her
Southern sister states, passed the ordinance of secession, and enlisted under the Stars and Bars. From that day on, every person, almost, was eager for the war, and we were all afraid it would be over
and we not be in the fight. Companies were made up, regiments
organized; left, left, left, was heard from morning till night. By the
right flank, file left, march, were familiar sounds. Everywhere could
be seen Southern cockades made by the ladies and our sweethearts.
And some who afterwards became Union men made the most fiery
secession speeches. Flags made by the ladies were presented to
companies, and to hear the young orators tell of how they would
protect that flag, and that they would come back with the flag or
come not at all, and if they fell they would fall with their backs to
the field and their feet to the foe, would fairly make our hair stand
on end with intense patriotism, and we wanted to march right off
and whip twenty Yankees. But we soon found out that the glory of
war was at home among the ladies and not upon the field of blood
and carnage of death, where our comrades were mutilated and torn
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by shot and shell. And to see the cheek blanch and to hear the fervent prayer, aye, I might say the agony of mind were very different
indeed from the patriotic times at home.

CAMP CHEATHAM
After being drilled and disciplined at Camp Cheatham, under the
administrative ability of General R. C. Foster, 3rd, for two months,
we, the First, Third and Eleventh Tennessee Regiments—Maney,
Brown and Rains— learned of the advance of McClelland's army
into Virginia, toward Harper's Ferry and Bull Run.
The Federal army was advancing all along the line. They expected
to march right into the heart of the South, set the negroes free, take
our property, and whip the rebels back into the Union. But they
soon found that secession was a bigger mouthful than they could
swallow at one gobble. They found the people of the South in earnest.
Secession may have been wrong in the abstract, and has been
tried and settled by the arbitrament of the sword and bayonet, but I
am as firm in my convictions today of the right of secession as I was
in 1861. The South is our country, the North is the country of those
who live there. We are an agricultural people; they are a manufacturing people. They are the descendants of the good old Puritan
Plymouth Rock stock, and we of the South from the proud and aristocratic stock of Cavaliers. We believe in the doctrine of State rights,
they in the doctrine of centralization.
John C. Calhoun, Patrick Henry, and Randolph, of Roanoke, saw
the venom under their wings, and warned the North of the consequences, but they laughed at them. We only fought for our State
rights, they for Union and power. The South fell battling under the
banner of State rights, but yet grand and glorious even in death.
Now, reader, please pardon the digression. It is every word that we
will say in behalf of the rights of secession in the following pages.
The question has been long ago settled and is buried forever, never
in this age or generation to be resurrected.
The vote of the regiment was taken, and we all voted to go to Virginia.
19

The Southern Confederacy had established its capital at Richmond.
A man by the name of Jackson, who kept a hotel in Maryland,
had raised the Stars and Bars, and a Federal officer by the name of
Ellsworth tore it down, and Jackson had riddled his body with
buckshot from a double- barreled shotgun. First blood for the South.
Everywhere the enemy were advancing; the red clouds of war
were booming up everywhere, but at this particular epoch, I refer
you to the history of that period.
A private soldier is but an automaton, a machine that works by
the command of a good, bad, or indifferent engineer, and is presumed to know nothing of all these great events. His business is to
load and shoot, stand picket, videt, etc., while the officers sleep, or
perhaps die on the field of battle and glory, and his obituary and
epitaph but "one" remembered among the slain, but to what company, regiment, brigade or corps he belongs, there is no account; he
is soon forgotten.
A long line of box cars was drawn up at Camp Cheatham one
morning in July, the bugle sounded to strike tents and to place everything on board the cars. We old comrades have gotten together
and laughed a hundred times at the plunder and property that we
had accumulated, compared with our subsequent scanty wardrobe.
Every soldier had enough blankets, shirts, pants and old boots to
last a year, and the empty bottles and jugs would have set up a firstclass drug store. In addition, every one of us had his gun, cartridgebox, knapsack and three days' rations, a pistol on each side and a
long Bowie knife, that had been presented to us by William Wood,
of Columbia, Tenn. We got in and on top of the box cars, the whistle
sounded, and amid the waving of hats, handkerchiefs and flags, we
bid a long farewell and forever to old Camp Cheatham.
Arriving at Nashville, the citizens turned out en masse to receive
us, and here again we were reminded of the good old times and the
"gal we left behind us." Ah, it is worth soldiering to receive such
welcomes as this.
The Rev. Mr. Elliott invited us to his college grove, where had
been prepared enough of the good things of earth to gratify the
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