Chapter Four
In November of 1862, having completed their training, the 95th
Illinois Infantry was ordered to Cairo, Illinois, where they embarked on a river steamer bound for Columbus, Kentucky.
From Columbus, the regiment was shipped by rail to Jackson,
Mississippi, where they reported to General Stephen A. Hurlbut.
After a short stay at Jackson for additional intensive training
and outfitting, the 95th was moved out again, this time to
Grand Junction, Tennessee, to become part of the Union army
under the command of Civil War hero General Ulysses S.
Grant. It was welcome news to the men of the Illinois Volunteers. Even Private Cashier, normally a shy and peaceful lad,
was heard to say, “Begorra, is it the end of bein’ barracks boys
for us? We’re gonna fight at last!” The diminutive young Irish
immigrant was finally headed into the thick of battle where he
was to distinguish himself as a willing, skillful, and brave fighting man. An unknown Union sergeant said of Cashier, “He was
a right feisty little bastard. Sooner fight than eat!”
One cannot help but wonder what might have been the
result had Private Cashier’s comrades discovered that the “feisty
little bastard” was in reality a young Irish lass who had run
away from home just months before!
During his time with the 95th Illinois Volunteer Infantry,
Cashier took part in more than forty separate battles and skirmish engagements, including the Red River Campaign. He
fought in battles at Fort de Russy, Pleasant Hill Landing,
Cloutiersville, Natchitoches, Alexandria, Boyces Plantation,
Well’s Plantation, Twelve-Mile Bayou, and Bayou Boef. Other
action in which Cashier took part included battles at Guntown,
Columbia, Fort Pulaski, and Lawrenceburg. Never injured, he
seemed to lead a charmed life. Comrades sought to fight at his
side because he was thought to bring good luck. In all, the 95th
regiment lost seven officers and 77 enlisted men to the fighting
and one officer and 204 men to disease. And yet, the worst
Albert ever suffered was a bout of diarrhea.
Many years later, Mr. C.W. Ives, the Company G first
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sergeant at the time, when telling of his own war experiences
said of Albert: “I remember one time when our company was
almost surrounded. We wuz kinda hunkered down behind
some piled-up logs. The Rebs wuz all outta sight so we couldn’t
shoot. Little Al, he jumped up on top of them logs shaking his
musket at the Johnny Rebs. He wuz yellin’, ‘You dirty Rebs,
why don’t you be jumpin’ up to where we can be seein’ you?’ I
reached up to take a hold of his foot and dragged him back
down under cover and I said, ‘Dern it , Al, you wantin’ to get
yourself kilt?’ And he said, ‘How else can I be shootin’ at them?’
There warn’t nothin’ scared about that boy!”
Cashier was frequently called upon to lead raids on enemy
positions, to set ambushes, to take charge of foraging parties to
find food and ammunition, and to act as a scout far in advance
of the main
body of
troops. On one
such skirmishing patrol
during the
Battle of
Vicksburg,
Virginia, his
squad was set
upon by a
large Confederate force,
and Albert was
captured. Not
one to resign
himself to
being sent to a
rebel prison
camp, he
immediately
began to plan
his escape.
Albert D.J. Cashier, at right, with a comrade-in-arms.
Feigning
Photo courtesy of the Illinois State Historical Society.
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exhaustion and an inability to resist, he bided his time waiting
for his captor’s attention to be drawn elsewhere. When the
opportunity presented itself, Private Cashier snatched his
guard’s musket and struck him a heavy blow to the head with
the steel-shod butt. Taking advantage of the confusion of the
battle and his own skills as a scout, he made his way back to
his own lines. Albert was greeted by the noisy approval of his
comrades. Later, his sergeant said, “Hell, what in tarnation is
all the fuss about? It’s no more than we’d ’spect of Albert. He
might be the littlest Yankee in the Company, but by golly, he
darn sure carries his share of the fight!”
That proved to be an understatement. Cashier carried his
share and more, frequently putting himself in danger because
he thought it “the thing to do.” One such incident took place
when the company came under enemy artillery fire, and their
flagstaff was shattered, allowing the Union flag to fall to the
ground. Albert put aside his musket and discounted the rebel
fire. He dashed out, picked up the colors from the dust, and
scampered up a nearby tree where he streamed them in the
breeze. When his captain criticized him for taking the risk, his
only comment was, “Those colors should be flying free!”
On April 9, 1865, the War of the Rebellion came to a close
with the surrender of Confederate General Robert E. Lee to
Union General Ulysses S. Grant at Appomattox, Virginia. Soon
after, the 95th Illinois Volunteer Infantry Regiment was called
home to Belvidere, Illinois, where the troops received a tumultuous and heroic welcome. Having served over three years, the
regiment had traveled more than 10,000 miles in their continual fight to preserve the Union. The unit had taken part in
more than forty battles. As a soldier in the 95th, Private Albert
D.J. Cashier had served his adopted country well. On August
17th, 1865, the Irish immigrant, now a returning war hero, was
mustered out of the army with an Honorable Discharge.
According to the terms of his certificate, his services as a soldier
were “no longer required.” It was time to go home and get on
with his life. Since coming to America, the army had been his
life. Where was he to go? He had no home.
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Jennie Hodgers, in the guise of Albert D.J. Cashier, fought with the 95th Regiment
in many battles, including the Battle of Nashville (top) and the Battle of Vicksburg
(bottom). In these battles, Jennie carried a bayonet rifle as long as she was tall. How
she managed to keep her gender a secret all those years remains a mystery.
Photos courtesy of the Library of Congress, Washington, D.C.
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Chapter Five
Full of determination, but a bit apprehensive, Albert pocketed
his discharge, packed a few belongings, and began to walk the
streets of Belvidere. Now that the war was over, with the conflict
between North and South resolved, there was no longer any call
for experienced infantrymen. He had to eke out a living as a
gardener and general handyman, the only other skills he possessed. For four long years he lived in Belvidere with few friends
and very little, if any, social life. For reasons best known to
himself, he continued to masquerade as a man.
In time, the urge to move on and find something better for
himself became strong. Once again, Albert was off across the
countryside seeking a place to finally call his own. It would have
been a simple matter to admit defeat and return to his home in
Killybush. Conditions were improving in Ireland and he knew
he would always be welcome. Yet his pride compelled him to
move onward to whatever new adventure might be in store for

Albert Cashier’s certification of service, presented at the end of his enlistment.
Image courtesy of the Illinois Veteran’s Home, Quincy.
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him rather than return to Ireland, a land with fewer opportunities and more social restrictions.
Then one day, with only a few dollars in his coat pocket, he
found himself in the small town of Saunemin, Illinois. There was
something about the community that touched him as no other
place had. He seemed to know instinctively that he was home at
last. His days as a wanderer came to a close.
He still wore his old army uniform, so it was obvious he was
a veteran of the recent conflict, and as such, he was welcomed
by most of the people in town. At first, he was taunted and
ridiculed by youngsters because of his slight stature and beardless countenance. He didn’t seem much older than his tormentors who called him names like “drummer boy” and “the
company mascot.” Cashier, who was very proud of his military
service, would lash out at them, screaming, “No, dammit! I was
a fighting infantryman. I was in the thick of it. I fought for this
country!”
Aside from his encounters with the irritating children, which
ceased after a while, Albert was accepted by the residents of
Saunemin. For a time, he lived with the Cording family, taking
his meals with them and sleeping in their hardware store, where
he did odd jobs in return for their generosity. After a few
months, he took employment with a local farmer who built a
tiny, one-room cottage for him on his property. At last, there was
a place he could call home and begin living a new life. He was
able to earn a living as a farmhand, handyman, and sheep and
cattle herder. In addition, he became the official town
lamplighter. Each day at dusk, he would walk around town
lighting the kerosene street lights. Then, around ten o’clock each
night, he would retrace his steps to carefully extinguish each
one. He did this night after night after night. It was a lonely life,
indeed, but the ex-soldier seemed content with his lot.
Always considered to be honest and dependable, Albert was
nevertheless very suspicious and mistrustful of others. There
were some who thought him a bit peculiar as he wandered
about town still wearing his old Union uniform that had begun
to get very tattered and worn. It never occurred to anyone that
he might not have better clothes but was too proud to ask for
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help. While he was always courteous and polite, he seldom
initiated a conversation, saying very little to anyone other than
“good morning” or “hello.” As the years passed, he remained
aloof, making neighbors wonder what he did with himself and
how he passed time.
The old soldier guarded his privacy very closely. Mr. Bert
Cording once recalled, “When Cashier left his home for any
reason, he would carefully secure it with three padlocks. If he
left town for any reason, he would nail the doors and windows
shut to ‘keep out the prowlers.’ In spite of his odd behavior, he
was a good citizen going out of his way not to offend anyone.
He was sure to observe the legal holidays, to march in the
parade, and to even make a point to vote on Election Day. In his
guise as a man, Albert took part in the electoral process long
before the United States gave its women the right of suffrage.
Money was always scarce for Cashier in those days. To
supplement his meager earnings, he applied several times for a
state soldier’s pension that was being paid to the veterans of the
war. Each time, his application was rejected because he would
not submit to the required physical examination. His inability to
read and write made his applications difficult to complete unless
he was accompanied and aided by a more literate friend. It was
late in life before he was finally granted a long-overdue pension.
By then, Albert was so desperate he finally, reluctantly, agreed
to reveal his true identity and the pretense under which he had
lived for so long. Even then, he relented only after being able to
swear the review board to secrecy. Having heard his story, the
board was sympathetic to the masquerade in recognition for his
service to his country. Consequently, Cashier was awarded a
monthly stipend of eight dollars a month. It seems a paltry sum,
but to someone who had nothing it was a princely amount.
Over time, the pension was raised to seventy dollars a
month. Always a frugal man by necessity, Albert laid aside a
few dollars each month for whatever the future might demand.
He was nothing if not a thrifty old soldier.
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