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RICHARD TAYLOR 5205

DICK EWELL

_ . BriguT, prominent eyes, a bomb-shaped, bald head, and
- nose like that of Francis of Valois, gave him a striking re-
semblance to a woodcock: and this was increased by a bird-

lilke habit of putting his head on one side to utter his quaint.
speeches. He fancied that he had some mysterious internal
malady, and would eat nothing but frumenty, a preparation
of wheat:; and his plaintive way of talking of his disease, as
£ he were some one else, was droll in the extreme. His ner-
vousness prevented him from taking regular sleep, and he
passed nights curled around a camp-stool in positions to dis-
locate an ordinary person’s joints and drive the “caoutchouc
man” to despair. |

Superbly mounted, he was the boldest of horsemen, invari-

ably leaving the roads to take timber and water. No fol-
lower of the “Pytchley” or “Quorn” could have lived with
him across country. With a fine tactical eye on the battle-
Geld he was never content with his own plan until he had
secured the approval of another’s judgment, and chafed under
e restraint of command, preferring to fight with the skirmish
line. On two occasions in the Valley, during the temporary
absence of Jackson from the front, Ewell summoned me to
his side and immediately rushed forward among the skirmish-
ers, where some sharp work was going on. Having refreshed
himself, he returned with the hope that “old Jackson would
not catch him at it.” He always spoke of Jackson, several
years his junior, as “old,” and told me in confidence that he
admired his genius, but was certain of his lunacy, and that
he never saw one of Jackson’s couriers approach without ex-

pecting an order to assault the North Pole,
Dear Dick Ewell! Virginia never bred a truer gentleman,

o braver soldier, nor an odder, more lovable fellow.
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