Josiah Countryman
 
Hello there.  My name’s Josiah Countryman.
 
You know, when I think back on my life, I gotta say there’s a kind of theme there, if you only want to see it.
 
Take my name.  Josiah Countryman.  Now we all know what countryman means.  But you may not know that Josiah means “the lord saves.”  So if we put it all together, “the lord saves countryman.”  Saves, not destroys.  Doesn't sound like the name for a soldier, does it?  And yet the war we were in --- well the side I fought on was doing its best to save us all as a single country --- keep us together --- when we had broke.  The Lord saved my countrymen.  And this particular [gesturing to self] countryman, too.  'Cause I was a part of that war.  
 
Oh, only a small part.  But you know, the war was kind of far away from us here in California, so I figure it means something that I wanted to help in saving the Union.
 
I lived up in Napa valley where my daddy kept a hotel.  I’m thinking maybe my knowledge of that business could be why I ended up as Quartermaster Sergeant for Company C, 2nd Cavalry when I signed up in 1861 at 26 years of age.  Because, you see, a quartermaster’s job is about making sure a company’s well-provisioned.  Whether that means passing out the uniforms, ordering up some bullets, sending out a party to chop down wood for our fires, or inspecting every horse and mule in the company --- while seeing we were all properly fed --- well, that was my job.
 
Not so different from an innkeeper's.  Aside from the bullets.  Because that's what an innkeeper does, isn't it?  He makes sure his guests are provided with shelter, and food, and he takes care of the horses --- setting them up in his barn, assigning his boy to give them rub downs and feed them.  Yep, that's what being a Quartermaster is all about, too.
 

But let me tell you one other thing that's kind of interesting about coming from a family that kept an inn, growing up when the 49ers were all coming out to my hometown of San Francisco.  See, there's another job that went into being an innkeeper that needs talking about.  At least in those times.  Anybody have an idea what that was?
 

Anyone?  I'm talkin' about when Frisco was a part of the wild west, full of miners who came flush with their gold into town to drink it away.  Now do you know?
 

Well, let me tell you --- an important part of being an innkeeper in those days was to stop fights.  Those boys'd come into our establishment with nothin' more in mind than to get drunk as a skunk and they didn't call it the wild west 'cause everybody was all quiet like.  No, an innkeeper had to be on his toes --- heck, on his feet with his fists doubled up sometimes --- to keep the peace.  See we didn't want any trouble --- and we made sure that there wasn't none.
 
So getting back to my service in the war between the states.  I was stationed at Fort Crook in Humboldt County, about 200 miles north of my hometown --- no party to those grand battles we've all heard about on the other side of this glorious country.  And you might think that was light duty, but we had an important role to play out here.  The Civil War began just as the Indians Wars were ending. It was up to us to act as peacekeepers between the white and Indian populations.  Aside from the obvious benefits, peace out here made it easier to get gold to the east to help the war effort.  So we were constantly sending out parties to make sure that things went along peaceable like.  
 

Now you see how it all seems fated like?  Just as in my daddy's inn, I was part of a business that meant organizing things to bring gold into our greater family, that involved being keepers of the peace.  And keeping the peace is a way of saving your countrymen, wouldn’t you say?  Think it suited me better than killing them, the way so many of us soldiers were doing in this war of brother against brother.
 
After the war I went home to Napa, California.  I worked as a carpenter. 
 
Not the first peacekeeper to work as a carpenter, was I?
 
Anyways, I did have what you might call a little difference of opinion with religious authority at about this time.  Carpentering can take you into some dangerous places, though I never expected the Advent Church to tilt me off my scaffold and fracture my right hip.
 
Pain never really went away.  So if I seem to be favoring my left foot, afraid I can’t claim that’s a war injury --- maybe just a little sign from above that Napa wasn’t where I belonged.  In any case, after my dad died in 1886, my mother and I moved to Pomona and then Corona.
 
We had our home on 3rd and Ramona.  I built it myself, and even planted some crops --- well, barley, anyways.  Became a Justice of the Peace of Temescal Township.  
 
That’s right, a peacekeeper once again.  So yes, you see me here in this uniform today.  And proud I am of the service I did in it.  But my service to my country wasn’t as a fighter.  I served with other California men as one of the army’s peacekeepers.  
 
Seems like that’s what I was meant for.
 
You just might want to reflect on that as you move along here today.  About how our lives may be filled with purposes and patterns that may not be so obvious at first, but fill an important role.  True of us soldiers and true of yourselves, I'm bettin'.
