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Alsc available to a few friends, and the pos-
sessor of the negatives from the last
Sagra's Parturition Day Party.

The character on the cover of this issuve is "Dixie® La
Pin. (Pronounced Lah-Pan.) Unlike some characters
I've introduced in State of the Art before, this one
is going to be 8 story, and hopefilly soon.  She has
somsthing of a story already, which has cowme out in
dribs and drabs i previous issues.’ For the sakes
of those whithout a disk-file for a memory, who can't
call up the information with & few deft commands to
their grey matter, I'1l go over it again. It started
with a drawing of a rabbit-girl as a confederate army
private that I did for no particular reason, Schirs
saw it, and his radioactive imagination (he was bitten
by a rubber joke spider I think) saw possibilities.
He came up with a complete story about a zaftig young
rabbit who followed her lover inmto the army, and won
the first Battle of the Bulgs when her shirt buttons
popped and she destroyed the Union srmy's will to
resist with the gloripus sight. There was wmore, much
more, vhich Schirm genorously told me over the phone
for two hours one night, at $3.45 2 winute. - In

- gratitude I stols the basic ides and completely ve-
wrote the story... After 8ll, the original drawing

at least was mine. In time we compared notes. I
urged Schirm to do the story as well, his way, while

I did it mine., It'd be interesting to see the two side B

by side in Brazzle. Well, it probably won‘'t happen.

To begin with, Schirm hasn‘t produced. For that
‘matter, neither have I. At 76 panels, the story would
probably need 12 or 13 pages to tell, and that's wmore
pages than I can afford to print or post. Perhaps if .
the art was shot down it might be possible, but firse

I have to draw the thing, and that's going to take a.
while, (It's already taken more than a year, and I
haven't even started.) Then I'm going to try to sell
it. For money. Something I've never had very much of,
and sven the miserly rates that alternate zomics pay

would give me more for a 13 page story than I've ever
" had. In fact, mnearly twice as much money as I've ever
had. (Assuming $100 a psge.) As it happens, there
- are two things I'm reluctant to do for Brazzle. Sell
Kjola pelts is ong, and miss an opportunity to get out
to California for another summer visit with the money
I might make is the other.

At first 1 was calling the choracter Charlotte, but it -
cecurred to me that "Heart of Dixie! was a better

title than “"Charlotte's Diary®, so I changed her name..
Dixis isn't a proper name, though, so perhaps it can

be a secret among us that her full name is Charlotte
“"Dixie" La Pin.

In this story Dixie leaves home, and... well, read the

,-script to find out. But I've been thinking that a

contimiing character snd adventures are highly commer-
ecial. Although it's not my nature to work the same
vein, I might be able to compromise enough to do two
or three more stories with Dixie. The 19th. century
West is one of the many times and places that fascinate
me, and I'd have no trouble finding other interesting
situatione for Dixle to wander into. I'd iike to see -
her live among the Cheyenne or Sioux in the 1870's,

for instance, and psn for gold in the Xlondike. That
would be 1896, by which time Dixie'd be about 50,
Matever else shefd done between 1865 and then, the
gold rush would have to be her last adventure. Perhaps
she'd settle down somewhsre in the Canadian Yukon, or .
in San Francisco, but I think she'd be vather a lonely

.0ld gal by then, and might just wander off inte the

sunset to never be seen again. I'm getting ahead of.
myself, though, Like everbody else, 1'1l just have
to see what happens. :

MAILING COMMENTS ON BRAZZLE 7

Wow, this is even worse
: that the nc-contents
Contents Page -- the Insccurate Contents Page! I

Schirm (as OE)

_think what happened is that the collation was sloppy.

I'm missing both Rusty Mills® Bunny Strip, and The
Queen's Shilling by Jeremy Morales. I did, however, -
get two copies of Blues in the Night, and several odds
and ends not listed in the contents at ail. I'm unable
te say if I'm mlssing sume of Foxtails or whether
Margaret Schnepf continued the page numbering from
before, Can vou helw? i : )




Brazzle-has remainsd
fairly, sclectic, in ]
spite of my fears to the contrary. But sctually, I
didn't feel that your Kengaroo Kaper was typlcal of
Brazzle becsuse it was & fumy-animal story of a
particular kind. I was thinking more of the sub-
text, the desire to be & fumy-animal, or whatever,
which sets most Brazzlers off from other cartoonists,
1 still don't mean it &3 a criticism.

On the whole, it seems that the issus af humanoid vs.
funny-animal has been run into the ground, Luckily,
the result is that it's unlikely that anyone will be
in a hurry to make a new fuss. Brarzle is better off
as the laissez Faire Aps than as The Apa That Dripped
Blood. I think most people would agree. Oddly enough,
after my defense of the exotic humanoid, I've been
publishing pretty much what the narrow intsrpretation
would expect from me. I'm not unsmensbie to suggestion,
But 1 can be stubborn as hell if my Jdunder is wp. No
_apologies necessary. C

Tim Fay

My intersst in military history and hardwsre iz essen-
tially a childhood fascinetion that I don't disguise,
Once I understood sore, I vealized that st best an

" army is @ necessary ovil, but the evil is inmsradicable.

You can't have an srmed force without a chain of comasrd,
but that's despotisa. You can't defomd a country with-
out & draft, but that's slavery. You can't fight s
battle without strategy, but that's the power of life
and death over the troops put into other men's hands.
You can't secupy enemy territory without military law,
but that weans reprisals, executions, end terrer. Anye
one who thinks any of this is right, let slone glorious,
leaves me little choice between him and Hazi's,

The only solution to my confiiet of interest betwsen
modeling end politics, is build the Spitfives and
Phantoms, and hope I never have the opportunity to
build orbitsl lazer platforms in 1/144th. scale.

Ny childish fascimation with war toys hes been given
vent, lately, in 2 zeries of drawings amd 2 Bit of
writing, Yorrowing somewhat from Jerry Coliins.
Alresdy 1 feel the urge to move on. Bt no doubt i1l
be back periodicaily.

Certainly, knowing = little sbout cizculsr mean error,
wing loading, and enfilade helped meske up my nind which

way the wind was blowing the fallout.  There've been
occasions when I!ve been arguing with some crypto-
fascist when I found out that he didn't know what he

was talking about. Like Ronald Reagan and the Secratary
of Defense hardly seem to know a cruise missile from
The Love Hoat. ' .

"I think you were a little presumptuous im your comments
to John Cawley." Perhaps, in retrospect. It seemed
like the right thing to"say at the time, when hs was
suggesting I quit Brszzle if I wasn't happy in it, but
sounded more like he wasn't happy I was in it, If I've

.offended a frisnd of yours, so bhe it, I apologize for
lowering myself to sarcasm, :

I've never seen Bambi, though ¥ will if I get the
opportunity. I have read the book, and found it
profoundly alien. My favourite Disney £ilm has got

‘to be Pninvechic. HNot only did 1 think the anima-

tion superb, but the story of Pinocchic seeking personal
transcendence is an important ons to me. (Somehow I
overlooked the more obvious line, the little boy learn-
ing to behave himself.) ‘ .

“I disagree on xdur
comments vegavding

Jim Grost

© Brarzles #4 and 85, You wanmna complain, bitch to me

.via letter or phone." You disagree with all of them?
That doesn't make & lot of sense, and whet I can't

understand I refuse to argue.

Our family owns & ferret,

Tracy Hortom
: _which is first or second

cousin to 8 wessel. It's en intelligent but comic
aniigal, that runs by hinking itself uwp iike an inca-
wore, and it includes rolling, sliding, and falling
down smong its forms of locomotion:. On the whole &
ferret is like having an affectionate furry ssussge
for a pet. It smells a bit like an old musty hay
stack teo,

¥ell, in spire of my
dislike of the movie.
Rsbbo is besed on, so far so good., (Wasn't Captain
Binghamton' old lLesdbottom on McHale's Navy?)

Scott Jeralds

Classi¢ funny-animel
. story, but contemp-
orsry and satirical too. I think I*11 give you ons
of Tim Fay‘'s awards in case he forgets...

Mike xszsiah

Tarsl Wayne fitz into
, The Four Seasons of
Rowrbrazzie under the heading of Ycrud"., Sometimes
you can diffuse satize by poking a bit of fun at
yourself at the same time, so I did a drswing of
Seara {and one of Jerry's Bambioids) as crud, doing
it with sy laft hanid instead of my »ight. If the
Pour Sessoms were a bit mean, at least they were
fair, I'd like to think,

Jin Korkis

Brett Koth I liked Stanley the Por-
cupine, and the shorty
fou character among the 200 animsls you sketched.

Somme of the others, though, look too much like Bagheers,
Bzioo, and other characters fros Disney's Jungle Book,
Hus anyons slse thought so, or am [ amiszs?

/.

The danger of satire is’
that it's never merely
the sirror to reslity that it’s meent to be. It implles
& valus judgemant as well. In sctuality I don't have
_anything agsinst cheescake or beefcske ss such., It's a
mecter of how well it®s done. . The worst sort pictures
poonle as nothing more than & convehnient frame to hang
their sexusl organs on, who heve no persunslity. The
best are those that create & pevsonaiity and context
thst you can relats to as if it were a real man or
woman. The Art of srotic art, after all, is showing

Ean Sample

. the hueanity of sex, not it's andmality., (A cheap

Kodsk does that perfectly well.) I think vou can tell
somothing about a person by what sort of pornography
thay respond to.

Heving said all that, I wouldn't dare evaluate any
Brqzzler’s art in those terms. I can assure you,
though, that I wasn't sspecially thinking of yours
when I satirized the “sex kitten" in The Pour
Seasons of Rowrbrazzle. And satire is z license
to axaggerate, .

Louis Scarborocugh I's sarry, but your
contribution to the last

Brazzle has me baffled. Xara and Purdy I thought I

had down pat, but who are Fellictiy and the bat person?

Why does Kars appesr te be. talking about herself before

the class on page four? Am I just being dense today?

I must be, if I'm handing out straight-lines like that.

Schire (as hinself) It's sbout time you had
’ something in your own
apa, loafer! Of course, after Semantics you might
Just have to put up with an unending stream of Brazzle
mozbers visiting you and burying you upside-down in &
hole. You can't evade responsibility for that joke by
putting the words in someone else's mouth.

Mouse Into Lion is pretity good too, and the bsst part
is that the artist won't have to spit dirt out of his




A

mouth whenever & Visitor deperts. As mach as I dislike )

advising the master of comedy, though, I wonder if
Mouse Into Lion wouldn't benefit by tighteming it wp
somehow. After all, its only the begimning of &
longer story snd it's long enough already for a

stoxy itself.

. The rumour mill is grinding out some chaff that
you and somebody else have sold a comic strip.

If so, this may revolutionize comic strips, or at
1east Stately Schirm Manor. .

A Bit on the obvious
side, don't you think?
And in another semse, does it make the point you want?
Brazzle isn't run the way Penguir Island is. Our "Tim"
and "John" aren't beefy goons, whatever their views..
And the justice in throwing up on thes seems short ‘of

. poetic. On the whole I liked the story as & story,

- but as a satire of Brazzle I think you missed hitting
the nail on the head, and I'm afraid some members may
think you bashed your thumb instead.

" But vhat the hell, Archie, what ths hell. Toujour gai.

Al Sirois

Methinks thou art verily

. a fan of Hockabilly.
What you need to do is drop in on Desn Motter {in his
office with Bill ¥arks) and kmrock him on the head,
then do the next Nylons cover yourself. Or is the
comection a non-sequitur? (They sung Duke, Duke,
Duke of Earl, Earl, Barl after sll.} )

Ron Sutton

Where are the pretentious
. folios of early issues of
_Brush Dances/State of the Art? Hot in this issue
either, I see., Illos, msps, and diagrams are all well
and good. in their-placs, like funny-animals, but the
casual menber of Brazzle might well get the impression
that you're trying to fill the vacuum of the irreplace-
able Jerry Collins. We both know this isn't so, but
it's time to get back on track of your own mad vision
of furred aliens with fatishes for chocolate baths,
metal underwear, and Matchbox toys.

Taral Wayne

The comments I made
- about Al were in SotA
4, which wes meant to appear in the S5th mailing, not
in the 6th as it did. I gather that my zine arrived
a triffle too late to sppear where it was meant, and
Schirm held it over tc the next Brazzle.
Do I see the differance between. ssy, Ken Ssmpie's art
and White Kane? Sure. One is erotic, the other was
humour. I can also sce the difference between humour
and something that sdvocates “sadistic bundage/forcesble
. fellation", which I didn't rvead White Xane to do. Hud
it, 1 wouldn't change my attitude about the member's
right to run it through the apa, tut I would have much
. the sase opinion as you did about the ugliness of that
sort of sex. In-effact, it would be appropriate, but
_just not to my taste. As humour, ¥hite Kane may or may
" hot have been fumny, depending on whether you find such
forms as “sick humour”, “underground comics", or "blsck
humour" funpy. And then, within that context, it may
or msy not have failed to bs funny. But ave we being
~ critical about White Kane, or are we reacting to the
fors? I took you to mesn the later, judging by the
tone of your comments. If you mean only that it wasn't
funny for shat it was, we might have some ground for
agreement, ' o

Since I don't object to sexusl innuendo (or even blatant
sexuality), I don't see how I'm contradicting nyself
with erotic drawings the way I think you do. Ove of
" the reasens I did both "Fumny Stuff" and "The Four
Sessons of Rowrbrazzle® was that I felt that msny
Brazilers were rather inarticulats, and would gst my

Mark Wallace

&. -

© point imstinctively if I put it in the furs of pictures

But I see that plctures can be aisunderstood tou, snd
ny malling comments have caused offense, But my
intention was never to use my mailing comments to hold
you up to the world as s hypocrite. .1 wished merely
to point out that you'd fallen afoul of & double ,
standard. The drawing you did lest wailing of Mistress
Magnolia was sc explicit that now I don't have any
idea at sll what you were objecting to in white Kane.
That sexual organs should be erotic is all I can amske
out. . .

POETRY , : _

t found this is an issue of Time, of all places,
while sitting in s doctor's office. It seesod
not only appropriste to Brezzle, but also
sppropriate to this particular jssue of Soth,
and “Heart of Dixie".

" He found a formula
for drawing
comic rabbits:

“This formuis for
drawing comic .
rebbits puid.

S0 in the end he
conld not '
change the
tragic hatbits
This forsuls for
deawing comic
rabbits made. <- Hobert Graves

£ fh J A. )
e

The Heart of Dixie is & rough wscrip“r., subject

to revision. The names of the principal
charscters sre fictional,.and vebbity in one
wey or snother. (Except General Johnstonm,
who for historical sccurscy is a real person.}

_ Al} the places and battles are resl, including

the tactics of the 2nd. Battle of Mannassas,
(2nd. Battle of Bull Run to you Yanks.} Only
Dixis's part in the Confederate victory is
made-ug, Since there's nothing in the history
books to account for the Federals' failure to
crack Johnston's lines, except maybe gunfire,
shot, and shell, so perhaps the intervention
of sose anonymous Dixie isan't so unlikely at
that, Mixing dysentary, death, snd fumny-
animals maybe more than thé geare can hamdle.
Yet I thimk it can be done, snd nothing less
will satisfy me, Ths “dialect” is another
gamble, It isn't Southers, ‘but closer to
Missouri. Dixiets dialect is thicker than her

. writing style, you may notice. And each of

_ the characters has his (or her) own way of
speaking. 1 doubt I'd satisfy & linguist,
tut at least I can depict the drawls, idioas,
snd ideosyncracies of spesch of Dixie and
the others consistently.

At start, Dixie will tell her story ss if
writing in her diary, but later more of the
story will be told in flash-backs with dislog.

Whanaver I had s good picture of the action

in nind, I added a brief description in
persntheses. Where ''stage dirsctions were
necessary, I added them in parentheses as well,
The mumbering ipdicotu panels,
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© Dec, 26th, 1863 Calamity!

HEART OF DIXIE

Aug. 30th, 1864 Yesterday, I won a great
battle, or so they say.
General Johnston himself decorated me for the
oxample of courage I set, and for turning the
tide of Yankee victory. But this were what
really happened -- =

{Page ripped off short, as 1£ going back to
earlier pages.)

Dec. 4th, 1863 Oh, how will I live! Johnie's
going to war! I got told the

other day, when my Johnie turn sixteen, that

he'd have to join up, but I never did think he'd

really go. Not so socon! Today he marches off

all splendid in his new uniform, going to meet

with Col. Pelz and the Znd. Tennessee Volunteers, -

up above Knoxville somewheres,

{Pan of column marching away from the Great
Smokeys, Dixle crying in foreground.}

- Dec., 23rd, 1863 I can't stand it here on the farm

nomore and my love gone away, If
I tis back my hair snd borrow some men’s clothes
from next door, I cen join up too! Same time
tomorrow I'11 be on my way to be by Johnie's side,
to die togsther if need be, but never be apart

no more.

Been in Knoxville for

three days now, bist Johnle’s gone
up to Murfreesboro to fight a battle. Pvt. La Pin,
that's me, has been put in the 22nd. Rifles, and |
we're going to join with General Johnston over in
Shenandoah country. There's nothing I can do! Oh
Johnie, what will happen to us?

Jeni. 19th, 1864 After a long locomotive ride to -

‘the rail head-at Stanton, we
narched up to the lime. There's a regular big army
camp here, with thousands of thousands of soldiers.
What a - excuse my. langusge -- pestilential hell

‘hole it seemed the day I got in.

{Begin regular strip/narrative.}

It were rainimg... (It is. Dixie & others
are standing near box-cars, Dixie shoulders
her pack but it's cleariy too heavy for her, §
she's wet and coid.}

Y'er not s'pposed t'get
What ‘cher

*Y'look wored out soljer.
the® fever b'fer yeh've had th' food,
name? Mine's Lepus.':

(Dixi“o shoulders her pack again § answers.)
“Dix.., Di... Dickie. I kin handle it, Lepus,

maybe even the food, but when's 1t gonna stop
this infarnal rain?" :

(A shouted order.} ‘'Move out!™

"It should be snowin' by ail rights." (Says Lepus.}
YSn. .. snow? (Dixie says in a small voice as they

‘move out,)

farching through muck and rain, they arrive at camp

There are tents, a fire § coffee pot.)

(This is 2 two panel montage of a line of soldiers
in the distance in first panel, close up in next
panel, sesming to move forward as you read.}

"Yeah, snow. " {Lepus}
91t don't snow much in Hutch Coum:y." {Dixie)

{(Order from the 3gt. ) "Ten’hut!"

"Now you men listen here! I's Sgt. C'Hara.
the devil gits it, yer ass b'longs t7 me."

'Till
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“Ii yeh ru what I tell yeh, 1711 have g long use
of yeh, but if yeh don't... The devil is waitin®
t! take yeh off my hands. How -- the first -thing
T wants you men t° do is get the load off yer feet
Chow down 'n git some sleep. T'morra we go up t!
the line. ‘N watch the coffee -~ there's dysentry
here,*

"Have s'm coffee fellahs." (Says a private to the
newcomers, }

VBetter a rumble in yer guts than lead " (Says
another 3

"Have yer damn coffes then,' (says Sgt. O'Hara),
"but den't yveh 'take any blarny from Jack 'n
. Oswald. Yeh'll fight whether or no yer pants pass
ingpection." :

(Lepus says) "Wal, elither way, I'1l take a >cnp.
Name's Lepus,"

"Bickie.”

“How do, I'm Jack Coney. This here with th' book
is Oswald, Pull up & cartridge box 'n sit yerseif
#6“." ‘ . .

(& :soldier holts for the bushes.,) 'Don't mind him
he's had teo much coffee.” (Jack)

Jan. 20th, 1864 That aight went congenial encugh,

apart from the rzin, and the mud,
and the cold, snd the fleas, and the beans, and...
Next morning we marched up to the lins. (Sound
effects of guns.) .

{At bottom of paga‘) I'm going to fight!

At first there's just & lot of waiting -- bayonets
fized 2nd mud kicking up over our heads. 'There
was nothing around but the stumps of trees that
had been cut down by rifie fire. You could rake
the ground with your fingers and come up with a
half-dozen aini-bans. {Show hand with 2 bullets
in her palm, )

" {(Bottowm of p&ge.) In our heads we hoped the order
to charge would never coms, but our stomsches
winted to get it over with.

Then -~ chafget {Shows Rebs going over parapst.)

{She runs, rifle at guard, bullets whistling by.
Full view of her body.)

(Sees Oswald drop at her side, bullet in head,
View =till her full body.)

{She stops, puts gun up to aim, but not all the
way. Closs up of hexr upper body.)

{Shs drops gun and runs away, Full body sgain.)

26,\ 27, 28, 29... (Kunning sequence.- She enters g
thicket, bullets cutting twigs sbove her while
Dixie dodges trees and pants.).

{She collides with 2 Yankee, also in the act of
escaping. He has a rifle, she doesn't,)

(Yankee) "fon't shoot!

(Dixie) "I s‘rrender!®

(Dixie} "Wait a minute, I kent capture you -- you
got the gun,"

{Yankee) “Ahhh, it sin't loaded.™

(Dixie) 'Wal, then, you're lookin' fer trouble
runnin® this way. Jest came fyom Confederate

lines. What d4' you want to go that way for if'n
you don't got a loaded gun?®
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fighting.

{Yankees) “If there’s Rebs iﬁat-a-—w&y, what’re .
gou a~coming this-a-way for?" (They look each

! other over, warily.)

(Dixie) "I'm rumnin' from Yankees. There more
Yankees the way I come, an' this way there's jest
you." (They circle around each m;hor.}

{Yankee) '"That's abdut 86."

{Dixia) "'Psars then, that we're both gene about
as far as's convenlent, under the circumstances."

To make a long story short, we struck & bargain.
We got a view of the battie and waited to see
the cutcoms. If the Yankees won, Albert -- that'
were his name, Albert -- he'd teke me prisomer
and I'd be out of the war. If we won, I'd take
his in with his own gun, and he'd be through with
¥e thought it saved a lot of fuss
sither which way it went. Cuss the luck, though.
We von. (The Rebel flag flies over the top of
the ridge.} ’ . :

(Marching Albert back to Rebel lines.) Leastways
1'd return to my lines looking like & hero instea
of a deserter. » :

"Oh shee-yit!¥ ‘Only I went the wrong way again!
{Meets Yankes troops head-oit.) :

(She runs like hell back to the woods, ducking
under fire.)

Mar. 1ith, 1864 (Map -- snow is on the ground now.)
) Me're st Mannassas Gap agsin. It's

glmost morning, and I've had a terrible 16th.

birthday. The guys give meé a Yankee pistol

they liberated for a present, but I didn't get

to keep it. I gave it awsy, for something much

more valusble. Jack's brother Buck was wissing

after & skimmish, but Jack believed he warn't

dead. So Jack and mwe, we went out to bring him

back if he could ba found.

{Jack) "He's my brother. 'l chance goin' over
the clearin' whar I last seen 'm. But he might've
crawled outer the fisld'a'fire an’ inter that

deep ravine over ther. Take a look-see that way,
will yeh?" ¢

{Dixie) "Sure Jack, sure." (Bodies scattered
aver the field, moans in the air.)

It wernit g dark night, but the bottom of that
ravine was ss black gs pitch, The only light

" were the sparkle of the moon on the stagnant

stream running a few feet away behind the trees.

.There were drifting patches of marsh gas too. But

there weren't no snow. Roots clawed the naked
ground like finger bones.

1t weren't wsrn neither. Though it wers cold
enough up above, the mist off the water was like
the chill out of & stons msuseleum, and it stank
1like the breath of a corpse. A lot of men had
died in this cut. But Lepus told me there'd
been no fighting st the gap for several months!

1 can't say there was much cause for it. I do

not say there was anything moving midst the lights
back of the tress, but my Colt pistol were wore
comfortable in my hand than holstered, somehow.

The only sounds ware the tap of the barrel of it
against the trees as I feit my wsy, How would I -
sver find Buck down in such s place as this? '

{Lights begin to take shape behind trees.)

By and by the lights were so busy it made me
tired to look at them. I droppsd behind a bush
on the other side of the path, just for a rest,
My teeth chattered so from the cold that it .

46,
47.

48.

49,

50.

51.

52.

53.

§5.

56.

57.

59

weren't very restful though.
{The lights take on almost human form.)

{They march in a column!}
(A ghost approaches where Dixie is hidden.)

Lands! 1 was too terrified to move! But it
only stopped in front of me and got to making
signs like it expected I passed time with ghosts
every day of my life. .

The more it made sign-language at me, the less

1 understood what it wanted. At last it simply
pointed its dried-up stick of an arm down the
path. When I didn't move, it cams at me and I
was washed over with a damnable cold., It nearly
froze me so that I had to blink away the ice.

I judged it warmer down the path the way the
ghost pointed, and went gamely encugh. A hundred
feet or so further along, the ghost floated in
front of me, and pointed with that stick again
off into the brush, -

In & minute it had me climbing up the bank toward
the moonlight. The blessed moonlight, and clean

snow! But then about sxm's reach from the top I

heard a blood-curdling moazn! It nearly froze me

all over again. . .

But it";were only Buék Comey, wounded, and in a
tolerable smount of pain.,

We were half way back to camp when the gunshot
came up echoing, ghost-like, from the cold black
heart of the ravine, It were only then I saw I
hadn't got my pistol in my hand, nor that it
weren't in my holster neither. The pistol were
fired a moment ago by its rightful cwner, I
realized.

Later that morning, Jack allowed as I'd made a
good trade. #&nd all night while we was cut
sesrching, the boys back in camp said they'd
heard guns, way, way off toward the Gap, but
there weren't no battle that night, and we’
never heard nothing..

Aug. 28th, 1864 We're a few miles north 'of
) Gainesviile today, near to
Catharpin Run and the small village of Sudiey

Springs. {Map of area.} )

Jack's besn looking funny-like at me. I think he
and the boys have been catching on, but no-one
has said anything vet. They been finding me easy
and sufe things to do though, tike today I got
sent down to the spring with the canteens.

By and large, the Yankees don't bother us and we
don't bother them over water when there's little,
and we have to share it. Sometimes a more general

- truce is struck between us, and we trade with the

Yanks. Our tobacc for their coffee or sugar.
The Yanks always have more than they need, and are
aiso well fed, have new uniforms, and shoes. They

" “have too much powder too.

The bluejacket across the spring was fresh from

a parsde ground. At least he was newly ocutfitted,
and 1 looked him over good, wishing I made a bettes
example of the Flowsr of Southern Manhood. Or at
jeast smeiled less. 1t were his boots I admived
mainly, but presently thie Yank seemed kind of
familisr-1ike. Then he spoke to me in & fine
Tennessee sccent!

Goddamn it if it weren't Johnie! .Johnie, I said,
what are you doing here dressed like that?
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(ohniey "pixte! Mo, yicain'i be yout?

(Dixie} "Yes it is, Jobmie. I joined up jest to
be with you, an' they sent me wrong. Now here y'
are five hunert miles from where yer s'pposed to
be, a Yankes, an' a dermed surncoat!®

{Johnie) "It's like this, Dixie. I got captured
by the Yanks at Murfreesboro, 'n they were a gonna
send me up north t* a prison cemp lessen I volun-
teered t' fight th! slccession. I didn' have no
choice!" .

{Dixie) "That don't exnlain nothin' Yank! Yeh've
been shootin' at cur boys -- maybe oven at me --
-to save your worthless hide! Yer worse'n s turn-
coat, yer nothin' hut & cowardl®

(Dizie) "I'1l give veoh ten seconds to show me yer
tail! Ten! MNinas,., ©

{Johnie) “Waic,
-engaged no wore?”

(Dixie} "Five... Four.., ¥

Dixis? Does this mean we sin't

(He runs -~ Dixie ciies and fires into the air .
“without locking to ses wint she hits,)

"Three.. Two... CNE!™ -.500M-- "B,.. bye Johnie."

{Just 8 night scene of the cc\mtry. the full moon,
and the lonely figure of Dixie.)

Aug. 29th, 1864 The Yankeas attacked in force
- today. I were still thinking
of deserting snd going home when they pressed
our left flank, vhere Lepus, Jack and the others
wore. I heard the rifle fire back slong the
Run, and knew I were behind enemy lines. There
didn’t seem any help for it but to high-tail

it back, even if I got captured -- or shot. I
wouldn't be no batter bhe.n Johnie if I did

anything else,

Just as I cleared some brush there was some
Yankess befors me, pinning down some of our boys,
I took a bead and dropped the Ssrgant. and gave
nyself up for gone!

They threw wp thsir rifles end tuok aim, all right,
but...

When I opened my eyes, there they were, froze in
their tracks and staving at me like they'd never
seen a Reb before! It wers just enough to let our
boys rally. They charged up out of their vifle
pits, and took the encry from the resar.

Then 1 looked down and saw I'd lost the last button
off my shirt! No wonder they'd staréd'

Lat:er. they told me cur boys hed advanced all along
the line, throwing back the Yankee advance. Our’
right flank swung sréund towerd Bull Run the next
day, forcing the enemy to retire over the river to
Centervills, and the second Battle of Mannassas
was won. All bocause I surprised a handful of
Pope's men with an exposed front, so to speak.

The gensral hisself gave me a medal, iOnly the
general's hands and the medal are vigzible.) Then
he discharged me from the irrsgulars ‘as altogether
too irvegular for his army. He couldn't help but
notice. The bays swore terrible oaths that there
weren't an extra button in the whole canp, so my
shirt was still open...

W Today was abe hnz‘dest pert of
being 4 hero. Going home
-again, Saying wy goodbyes to Jack, Lepus,
and the others near tore my heart out, 1
liked them boys more than I ever knew -- :
so much that I didn't want to go. 7
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Bye, Lepus. Jasek.™ (Dixle)
(Lepus} "Dry them tears honey, yeh've lived in

uy tent through this whole campaign. 1 ain't
Iived all this time with a cry—bshy have I

“We'll see yeh agin after the war y*know, Dick...
‘Dixie.“ (Jack)

"Meybo sooner'n yeh think. We're all goin'
south agin, ‘cordin' t' th' sarjint." (Lepus)

A1l right boys, git a move on... " (Sgt. O'Hara)

Then I was alone on the road, night ,céniug on, and
nothing to do but make a start for home, Only
got a little way, though before 1 began to think.

-Sure I'd been discharged right and proper, but I
was leaving my comrades-in-arms. While I was safe
and washing my frills on the farm, they'd be here
facing danger still., Not to mention the dirt and
bad coffee. It didn't seem right. No, it weren't
right, unless what Johnie did was right too!

Could I be so sure that it wasn’t? 1 ran away
once too. And what makes me a hero but tha endow-
wents of nature?

So did I return to filth and fatigue and ever-

present danger, or forgive a frightened boy?
There was really only one answer to that, weren't
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WEEPING, SAD AND LONELY: OR WHEN THIS CRUEL WAR IS OVER"

Weeping, sad and lonely,
Hopes and fears, how vain.
When this cruel war is over,
Praying! that we meet again."

THE CRUEL WAR IS WAGING

Oh, Johnny dear has gone away,
Gone afar across the bay, .
Oh, my heart is sad and weary today, -
Johnny has gone for a soldier.

Shule, shule, shule aroon.

Only time can heal my woe,

Since the lad of my heart from me did 89,
Johnny has gone for a soldier :

1'11 sell my cloak, I'11 sell my reel,
1'11 sell my flax and spinning wheel,
To buy my love a sword of steel,
Johmny has gone for a soldier.

Shule, shule, shule aroon. o ‘
Only time can heal my woe, : i
Since the lad of my heart from me éid ga,

- Johnny has gone for a seldier.

111 dye my dress, I'11 dye it red,

And through the streets I'il beg my bread,
And through the streets I1'1l beg my bread,
Johnny has gone for a soldier.
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