My Southern Heritage by Grant Jones
Last summer, as I was stumbling through my grandfather’s attic in search of pornographic magazine, I happened upon a cluster of letters post-marked during the Civil War. When I asked my grandfather about hem he told me that they were form Thaddeus Jones, the brother of my great-great grandfather, and a soldier in the Confederate army. I was not proud to learn that an ancestor of mine had fought on the confederate side and was even less proud to learn that Thaddeus had gained national recognition as the first case of AWOL in the Civil War. Thaddeus only lasted one week in the Army but grew very homesick during that time, writing home an average of six times a day. The following are selections from the letters he sent.

April 14th, 1861—Dearest Mother & Pa,

“…Do y’all remember when you discouraged me from enlisting? Pa, you even said that if I join an army it should be the Yankees, if only to help out the Confederacy. I remember because those words hurt. But now it appears that your son is not as slow as you thought. Sergeant Wiles has already made me a private. In fact, Sergeant says if I keep on my current track I will be heading for the frontlines. Do you hear that, the frontlines! They say that’s where all the action is!”

April 18th—Dearest Mother & Pa,

“…I am nearing the end of training camp. I continue to gain the respect of my colleagues. So much so, in fact, that many of the men regard me as strong enough to carry their backpacks as well as my own. Army food is not as good as yours mother, and I find the latrines disgraceful…”

April 23rd—Dearest Mother & Pa,

“…Last night there was an interesting discussion around the bonfire about the new Rebel flag. Some of the men said that it was a symbol of heritage. Others argued it was a symbol of racism, hate, and intolerance. But everyone was in agreement that either way was fine with us…
…When I think about it, my fighting on the side of slave holders is kind of ironic, especially when you think back to that time I got lost in the woods and three days later you had to buy my back form that black man. Also, please send more socks. I find that I can trade them for candy…”

April 25th—Dearest Mother & Pa,

“…Saw first combat today. Am beginning to think enlisting was a bad idea. I am writing from the field hospital, as my injuries are quite serious. Sergeant made me company decoy. My job is to run out into the middle of the battlefield with a big target handing around my neck and jump up and down and make a lot of noise while the troops try to sneak around and attack the Yanks from behind.

The battle was a success but I was shot thirty-eight times in the process. The doctors said they would have to amputate from the nose to the calves. I objected, because my insurance doesn’t cover cosmetic surgery.  Also, I am turning green and I’m not sure why.”
May 13th, from Felipe’s Motel and Resort in Cancun, Mexico—Dearest Mother & Pa,

“…Army life did not fit me well. I quit without notice last Wednesday. I came back the following week to get my final paycheck. Boy was I surprised when they tried to lynch me! I barely escaped from jail by hiding in the bottom of a load of dead soldiers (I found $7 in one of the soldier’s pockets!).

Anyway, I will be residing here in Cancun until at least 1920. Send my brothers the best, and wish them luck on the battlefield. They’re going to need it.

Love, Thaddeus.

p.s. Enclosed is an authentic sombrero (I had to cut it into pieces so it would fit in the envelope)…”

After reading the letters, my grandfather related the story of how Thaddeus struck it rich in Mexico after the emergence of the first film nickelodeons. Thaddeus made and distributed a very successful series of nickelodeons including “When Girls Go Wild—From Cancun, Mexico” and “Sexy Sorority Girls Bare All in Cancun.” 

