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Continued from page 13 - "Christmas"

Continued on page 15

Santa Claus 
with 

Union Soldiers

A Silk 
Christmas Card

Well, I wish he were here in my place, running to keep warm, pounding 
his arms and breast to make the chilled blood circulate. So this is war, 
tramping up and down this river my fifty yards with wet feet, empty 
stomach, swollen nose.”

Alas, when lying under the trees in the college campus last June, war 
meant to me martial music, gorgeous brigadiers in blue and gold, tall 
young men in line, shining in brass. War meant ot me tumultuous 
memories of Bunker Hill, Caesar’s Tenth Legion, the Charge of the Six 
Hundred, – anything but this. Pshaw, I wish I were home. Let me see. 
Home? God’s country. A tear? Yes, it is a tear. What are they doing at 
home? This is Christmas Day. Home? Well, stockings on the wall, 
candy, turkey, fun, merry Christmas, and the face of the girl I left 
behind. Another tear? Yes, I couldn’t help it. I was only eighteen, and 

there was such a contrast between Christmas, 1862, on the Rappahannock and other 
Christmases. Yes, there was a girl, too, – such sweet eyes, such long lashes, such a 
low tender voice.

“Come, move quicker. Who goes there?” Shift the rifle from one aching shoulder to 
the other.

“Hello, Johnny, what are you up to?” The river was narrow, but deep and swift. It was 
a wet cold, not a freezing cold. There was no ice, too swift for that.

“Yank, with no overcoat, shoes full of holes, nothing to eat but parched corn and 
tabacco, and with this derned Yankee snow a foot deep, there’s nothin’ left, nothin’ 
but to get up a cough by way of protestin’ against this infernal ill treatment of the 
body. We uns, Yank, all have a cough over here, and there’s no sayin’ which will run 
us to hole first, the cough or your bullets.”

The snow still fell, the keen wind, raw and fierce, cut to the bone. It was God’s worst 
weather, in God’s forlornest, bleakest spot of ground, that Christmas Day of ’62 on 
the Rappahannock, a half-mile below the town of Fredericksburg. But come, pick up 
your prostrate pluck, you shivering private. Surely there is enough dampness around 
without your adding to it your tears.

                “Let’s laugh, boys.”

                “Hello, Johnny.”

                “Hello, yourself, Yank.”

                “Merry Christmas, Johnny.”

                “Same to you, Yank.”

                “Say, Johnny, got anything to trade?”

                “Say, Johnny, got anything to trade?”

                “Parched corn and tabacco, – the size of our Christmas, Yank.”

                “All right; you shall have some of our coffee and sugar and pork. Boys, 
	     find the boats.”

Such boats! I see the children sailing them on small lakes in our Central park. Some 
Yankee, desperately hungry for tobacco, invented them for trading with the Johnnies. 
They were hid away under the backs of the river for successive relays of pickets.

We got out the boats. An old handkerchief answered for a sail. We loaded them with 
coffee, sugar, pork, and set the sail and watched them slowly creep to the other 
shore. And the Johnnies? To see them crowd the bank and push and scramble to be 
the first to seize the boats, going into the water and stretching out their long arms. 
Then, when they pulled the boats ashore, and stood in a group over the cargo, and 
to hear their exclamations, “Hurrah for hog.” “Say, that’s not roasted rye, but genuine 
coffee. Smell it, you’uns.” “And sugar, too!”

Then they divided the consignment. They laughed and shouted, “Reckon you’uns 
been good to we’uns this Christmas Day, Yanks.” Then they put parched corn, 
tobacco, ripe persimmons, into the boats and sent them back to us. And we chewed 
the parched corn, smoked real Virginia leaf, ate persimmons, which if they weren’t 
very filling at least contracted our stomachs to the size of our Christmas dinner. And 
so the day passed. We shouted, “Merry Christmas, Johnny.” They shouted, “Same to 
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Thomas Nast

Thomas Nast (/næst/; German: [nast]; September 27, 1840 – 
December 7, 1902) was a German-born American caricaturist and editorial 
cartoonist often considered to be the "Father of the American Cartoon". He 
was a critic of Democratic Representative "Boss" Tweed and the Tammany 
Hall Democratic party political machine. Among his notable works were 
the creation of the modern version of Santa Claus (based on the traditional 
German figures of Sankt Nikolaus and Weihnachtsmann) and the political 
symbol of the elephant for the Republican Party (GOP). Contrary to 
popular belief, Nast did not create Uncle Sam (the male personification of 
the United States Federal Government), Columbia (the female 
personification of American values), or the Democratic donkey, although he 
did popularize those symbols through his artwork. Nast was associated with 
the magazine Harper's Weekly from 1859 to 1860 and from 1862 until 1886.

Early Life and Education
Nast was born in military barracks in Landau, Germany (now in 
Rhineland-Palatinate), as his father was a trombonist in the Bavarian 9th 
regiment band. Nast was the last child of Appolonia (née Abriss) and  
Joseph Thomas Nast. He had an older sister Andie; two other siblings had 
died before he was born. His father held political convictions that put him at 
odds with the Bavarian government, so in 1846, Joseph Nast left Landau, 
enlisting first on a French man-of-war and subsequently on an American 

ship. He sent his wife and children to New York City, and at the end of his enlistment 
in 1850, he joined them there.
 
Nast attended school in New York City from the age of six to 14. He did poorly at 
his lessons, but his passion for drawing was apparent from an early age. In 1854, at 
the age of 14, he was enrolled for about a year of study with Alfred Fredericks and 
Theodore Kaufmann, and then at the school of the National Academy of Design. In 
1856, he started working as a draftsman for Frank Leslie's Illustrated Newspaper. His 
drawings appeared for the first time in Harper's Weekly on March 19, 1859, when he 
illustrated a report exposing police corruption; Nast was 18 years old at that point.
 
Career
In February 1860, he went to England for the New York Illustrated News to depict one 
of the major sporting events of the era, the prize fight between the American John 
C. Heenan and the English Thomas Sayers sponsored by George Wilkes, publisher 
of  Wilkes' Spirit of the Times. A few months later, as artist for The Illustrated London 
News, he joined Garibaldi in Italy. Nast's cartoons and articles about the Garibaldi 
military campaign to unify Italy captured the popular imagination in the U.S. In 
February 1861, he arrived back in New York. In September of that year, he married 
Sarah Edwards, whom he had met two years earlier.

He left the New York Illustrated News to work again, briefly, for Frank Leslie's 
Illustrated News.[12] In 1862, he became a staff illustrator for Harper's Weekly. In 
his first years with Harper's, Nast became known especially for compositions that 
appealed to the sentiment of the viewer. An example is "Christmas Eve" (1862), in 
which a wreath frames a scene of a soldier's praying wife and sleeping children at 
home; a second wreath frames the soldier seated by a campfire, gazing longingly at 
small pictures of his loved ones. One of his most celebrated cartoons was 
"Compromise with the South" (1864), directed against those in the North who 

Thomas Nast

you, Yank.” And we forgot the biting wind, the chilling cold; we forgot those men over 
there were our enemies, whom it might be our duty to shoot before evening.

We had bridged the river, spanned the bloody chasm. We were brothers, not goes, 
waving salutations of good-will in the name of the Babe of Bethlehem, on Christmas 
Day in ’62. At the very front of the opposing armies, the Christ Child struck a truce 
of us, broke down the wall of partition, became our peace. We exchanged gifts. We 
shouted greetings back and forth. We kept Christmas and our hears were lighter of it, 
and our shivering bodes were not quite so cold.

                –Christmas Number, Harper’s Weekly, 1886.

Christmas in the American 
Civil War (1861–1865) was 
celebrated in the 
Confederate States of 
America but frowned upon 
and actually fined in 
Massachusetts. It was seen 
as an unnecessary expense 
and should be a day of 
fasting by the Puritans and 
Lutherans. The day did not 
become an official holiday 
until five years after the 
war ended. 

Santa Claus 
by

Thomas Nast
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Following is a letter written by a Jewish Confederate soldier, Isaac J. Levy of the 46th 
Virginia Infantry, from camp in Adams Run South Carolina, describing to his sister 
how he and his brother Ezekiel ("Zeke") observed Passover during the Civil War

Adams Run
April 24th, 1864

Dear Leonora

No doubt you were much surprised on receiving a letter from me addressed to 
our dear parents dated on the 21st inst which was the first day of [Pesach]. [note 
from LMB: Orthodox Jews are prohibited from writing on Sabbath or a festival] 
We were all under the impression in camp that the first day of the festival was 
the 22nd and if my memory serves me right I think that Ma wrote me that 
Pesach was on the 22nd inst. Zeke [Isaac's brother Capt. Ezekiel J. Levy of the 
46th VA] was somewhat astonished on arriving in Charleston on Wednesday 
afternoon, to learn that that was the first [Seder] night. He purchased [Matzot] 
sufficient to last us for the week. The cost is somewhat less than in Richmond, 
being but two dollars per pound. [For point of reference, Matzah in New York 
City was then 6 cents a pound. LMB] We are observing the festival in a truly 
Orthodox style. On the first day we had a fine vegetable soup. It was made of 
a bunch of vegetables which Zeke brought from Charleston containing new on-
ions, parsley, carrots turnips and a young cauliflower also a pound and a 
half of fresh [kosher] beef, the latter article sells for four dollars per pound in 
Charleston. Zeke E. did not bring us any meat from home. He brought some of 
his own, smoked meat, which he is sharing with us, he says that he supposes 
that Pa forgot to deliver it to him.

No news in the section at present. Troops from Florida are passing over the road 
enroute for Richmond. 'Tis probable that we will remain in this department and 
were it not for the unhealthy season which is approaching, would be well 
satisfied to remain here.

We received this morning Sarah's letter of the 18th inst. [Sarah Levy, Isaac's 
sister] and are truly sorry to hear that her sight is affected and that in a few days 
she will have recovered entirely her perfect sight. [Sarah Levy recovered from her 
eye problems and after the war married her sweetheart Cpl. Edwin Kursheedt, 
of the Louisiana Washington Artillery.]

Love to all
Your affectionate Brother

Isaac J. Levy

Isaac J. Levy was killed in the trenches at Petersburg, August 21, 1864. He was 21 
years old. Isaac is buried in the Hebrew Cemetery on Shockoe Hill in Richmond, in 
the Levy family plot.

 Hanukkah - Adams Run	

Zeke E. Levy

Isaac J. Levy

From 
American Jewish Archives

opposed the prosecution of the American Civil War. He was known for drawing 
battlefields in border and southern states. These attracted great attention, and Nast 
was referred to by President Abraham Lincoln as "our best recruiting sergeant".

After the war, Nast strongly opposed the Reconstruction policy of President Andrew 
Johnson, whom he depicted in a series of trenchant cartoons that marked "Nast's 
great beginning in the field of caricature".

Thomas Nast
Self Portrait

Editor's Note

If there are any subjects/articles you would like to see in the newsletter please 
let me know and I will try and find/put them in.   cwwiles@comcast.net
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54th New York Infantry
“Hiram Barney Rifles”

Eleventh Corps - USA
First Division - First Brigade
Major Stephen Kovacs (C)

Lieutenant Ernst Both
Engaged: 189 Casualties: 102
Location: Wainwright Avenue

Dedicated: July 1890

Ferdinand Leopold Sarner was the first (and only) rabbi to serve as 
a regimental chaplain in the Civil War. At least two other Rabbis 
preceded him as part-time hospital chaplains, but Rabbi Sarner 
was the first to join the troops in the field. If I understand the facts 
correctly, with the support of President Lincoln, Congress changed 

the law in Autumn 1862 to allow ordained 
ministers of any faith to serve as 
chaplains; previously only Christian 
denominations were represented. 

Sarner was born in Lissa, Posen on February 8, 1820 - actually the Grand Duchy 
of Posen, which came into existence in 1815 at the end of the Napoleonic wars; it 
was considered part of Prussia. He was educated at the Gymnasium in Hamburg, 
the Royal Friedrich Wilhelm University in Berlin, and the University of Hesse. He 
came to the U.S. in 1859, and through contacts immediately secured a position as 
rabbi of a congregation in Rochester, New York. He reportedly left after a year due 
to differences with some influential members, and found another congregation in 
Shreveport, Lousiana, which was a good fit, except for the war clouds gathering. 
Being a Unionist at heart, he returned to the North. On 10 April 1863, Sarner was 
elected to the chaplaincy of the 54th New York Regiment, known as the "Hiram 
Barney Rifles." Raised in New York City, this regiment was mainly of German origin, 
although the Colonel and Major were Hungarians. 

Although Jews comprised only a small minority of the regiment, Rabbi Sarner, 
being a learned and cultured German, was readily accepted. He arrived just in time 
for the Chancellorsville campaign, and was reported wounded at Gettysburg during 
the July 2 evening attack on Cemetery Hill. He was ultimately discharged on 3 
October 1864.

Tom Elmore, Civil War Talk  March 5, 2015

From 1872 until his death, served as rabbi of Congregation Beth El Emeth 
in Memphis. Died in Yellow Fever Epidemic of 1878 in Memphis.

Company C... 82nd Illinois
The Company was funded by Hebrew residents of Chicago and 

composed of Hebrews from that area.

82nd Illinois Infantry
“2nd Hecker Regiment”

Eleventh Corps - USA
Third Division - First Brigade
Colonel Edward S. Salomon 

Engaged: 318 Casualties: 112
Location: Howard Avenue West

Dedicated: September 1891

Salomon took command of the regiment when Colonel Friedrich 
Hecker was wounded at Chancellorsville. Salomon became the 
highest ranking Jewish Officer in the war. He was promoted to Brevet 
Brigadier General at the end of the War. In 1869 President Grant 
appointed him Governor of the Territory of Washington

 Jews at Gettysburg

Colonel
Edward Selig Salomon

Rabbi
Ferdinand Leopold Sarner

Private Joseph Martin Jacobs
Company D, 82nd Ohio Infantry

Private Jacobs is the only known soldier 
of the Jewish faith buried in the Union 

graves.
Location: Ohio Section

Row A, No. 4
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Schedule of Old Baldy CWRT 
Speakers and Activities 

for 2022         

January 13, 2022 – Thursday
Mike Bunn  

 “The Assault on Fort Blakeley: 
The Thunder and Lightning of Battle”

February 10, 2022 – Thursday
Chris Bagley   

 “The Horse at Gettysburg: 
Prepared for the Day of Battle”

March 10, 2022 – Thursday
Jim Remsen & Brad Upp    

 “Back From Battle: The Forgotten Story 
of Pennsylvania's Camp Discharge”

Questions to 
Dave Gilson - 856-323-6484 -  dgilson404@gmail.com.

Old Baldy Civil War Round Table of Philadelphia
Camden County College

Blackwood Campus - Connector Building
 Room 101 Forum, Civic Hall, Atrium

 oldbaldycwrt@verizon.net 
Founded January 1977

Trustees:  
	         Paul Prentiss	          

Tom Scurria     
 Dave Gilson

Editor: Don Wiles - cwwiles@comcast.net

President:  Richard Jankowski 
Vice President: Kathy Clark
Treasurer: Frank Barletta
Secretary: Sean Glisson 
Programs:  Dave Gilson

Membership: Amy and Dan Hummel  
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WEB Site:  http://oldbaldycwrt.org 
Email:  oldbaldycwrt@verizon.net

Face Book:  Old Baldy Civil War Round Table

Kevin M. Hale Award 
for 

best Historical Newsletter 

in New Jersey

2022 Western Theater Symposium Information 
The event will be held on April 29 - April 30, 2022 

The speakers, agenda and the facility (Rutgers) will be the same.  
We have assembled a terrific, enthusiastic team. 

Still need additional volunteers to ensure success of this Nationally Visible Event.
Tickets now on sale - Great Holiday Gifts.

Presented by the 
Old Baldy Civil War Round Table 
	 of Philadelphia
    For information and updates: 
    http://www.oldbaldycwrt.org
    FaceBook: Old Baldy Civil War Round Table

Symposium to be held 
  in Cooperation with 
Rutgers University Camden
Department of History

https://www.eventbrite.com/e/2022-civil-war-western-theater-symposium-tickets-188555403287

“Scan for Tickets”Follow Updates on the Website


