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PREFACE:

AND

PLAN OF THE WORK.

It is safe to assume that no family—no intelligent man, or woman, indeed,—in the
sisterhood of States composing our common country, will be willing to forego the
possession of some portraiture of the more lively or personal sayings and doings
which crowded themselves witffsuch rapidity into each succeeding day of the Great
Four Years' War: and, to supply that want, in the most fit and attractive form, this
volume has been prepared, and is now offered,—in confident assurance of its value and
popular reception,—to the American People.

Not only would it be a difficult task to find that man or woman whose mind has
not been thus enlisted to the most intense degree of interest in the great procession
of events during the period named, but the attempt would be almost equally futile to
discover the family circle or individual upon whom those events have not fallen, either
directly or indirectly, with a shock which memory will never efface nor time obliviate.
And whilst, of these latter, it may be said the number is well nigh past enumeration,
who have spilled their blood, sundered the nearest and dearest ties, endured weari-
some and relentless persecution, and been brought to irretrievable penury and desola-
tion; on the other hand, multitudes there are, who now find reason to rejoice, as
surviving participants in the grand and triumphant, though bloody and appalling train
of events, which, under an overruling Providence, have doomed forever this and all
future similar attempts to destroy a Government founded in the blood and prayers of
earths wisest and best, and upon which the hopes of the world are centred.

Great Company of Heroic Martyrs! The Nation’s acclaim of gratitude hails
and blesses you, and the Song of Jubilee which you have put iito the hearts of the
people—yea, of thrice ten millions —shall be taken up by coming generations, and
in far distant lands now ".waking to political consciousness, until every voice shall sing
responsive to the Universal Anthem of Manheod Vindicated, Justice Regenerated, and
Liberty Enthroned.

To exhibit and commemorate the course of events thus inaugurated in crimeful
ambition and sectional heresy, and culminating in a New Birth, and in a larger, stronger,
and more enduring Life to the Nation thus sought to be destroyed, the historian has
gathered together and woven into thoughtful chapters the documentary materials and
official details of the Struggle ; the poet's genius lias lent its inspiration to the charm
of glowing and melodious rhyme; and the pen of romance has indited its most touch-
ing story of mingled pathos and horror, of principle tested, and suffering crowned
with victory!

All these have their appropriate place,—their peculiar usefulness and adaptation.
Future generations, scarcely less than the present, will read with absorbing avidity
the historian’s volume; the poet’s ringing verse will not cease to be the keynote to
warm the sympathies and rouse the heart to greater love of patriotism, freedom and
justice ; and the more gushing sensibilities will find iood in the well-wrought tale of
heart-trials not simply “founded ” ou fact, but the delineation of gaunt fact itself, in
its relation to individual cases innumerable.
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The character of the present work,—The Book op Anecdotes and Incidents
of Tne War of the Rebellion—is distinctive alike from that of the sober History,
the connected Narrative, and the impassioned Story. Whilst embracing all that is
striking and marvellous, touching, witty and pathetic, in the scenes from which the
latter have been produced, its object is not to weave together any individual theory,
philosophy, or methodical detail of affairs, but to present, in attractive form and classifi-
cation, a volume of the most thrilling, racy and wonderful incidents in the Nation’s
four years’ experience of War, culminating in the assassination of LincoIn, the Beloved
Chief Magistrate, and in the ignominious doom of the Arch-Conspirators !

It may be remarked, in a word, that, equally to the Army, the Navy, and to the
Civilian,—one and the same in their glorious consecration to the great cause of
National Existence,—are the pages of this work devoted.

* Nor is this collection confined to any particular State, Section, Corps, or Depart-
ment, but embraces them all. The States loyal, and those in rebellion, are here por-
trayed, in the scenes, incidents and episodes, which transpired in them respectively.
The Army of the Potomac, of the Cumberland, of Virginia, of the Southwest, of the
James, and every other, of whatever name, is alike and copiously represented. Gen-
erals Grant, Sherman, Sheridan, McClellan, Burnside, Hooker, Thomas, Butler, Fre-
mont,—Admirals Farragut, Foote, Porter, Rodgers, Dahlgren, Dupont, and the rest
of the great host of Chief Commanders on the Lan(k and on the Sea,—their grand
armies, corps, divisions, brigades, fleets, squadrons, etc., and the brave men under their
lead,—are here duly commemorated.

The stirring deeds of the Annies and Fleets en masse, and of their officers and
men individually,—those momentous days and hours, those transcendent acts and move-
ments, the memory of which will live in letters of blood before the eyes anil burn like
fire in the hearts of those who participated in them; these, sifted like gold, are here
spread out in all their varied attractiveness. Thus it is, that the rank andfie, as well
as the superior officers, are made illustrious in these pages, by the valor, skill or
achievement, which distinguished them,—and such instances may be said, without any
strain of truth, to have characterized every regiment anil crew, without exception, in
the Grand Army and Navy of the Union!

A glance at the General Contents of this work will furthermore show that they
comprise Anecdotes of Scenes and Events relating to several hundred battles, skir-
mishes and collisions, on land and sea, including every engagement of note during the
prolonged Conflict; that the vessels from whose mast-head the gallant ensign waved
memorably in the nation’s service, have here their annals of fame and honor; and
that not a single general officer, of historic fame, in either arm of the country’s
defence, has been lift sight of, in giving completeness to the volume as a repository
of whatever is piquant, racy, marvellous, pathetic, or grand, in the different depart-
ments and fields of military operation. "

The most famous sayings and doings in political circles, bearing upon Secession in
its public and private aspects; camp, picket, spy, scout and battle-field adventures ;
the brilliant tactics, ruses, strategy, etc., which have made this war so remarkable even
in the eyes of European military governments ; thrilling feats of bravery among the
tarpaulins and blue-jackets ; “ hard-tack ” and nude beef legends ; recruiting, con-
scripting and substituting oddities ; female soldiers; the harrowing sights and experi-
ences of the hospital and prison; and all the inner-life happenings, humors and
drolleries of an army,—these cover the broad pages of this richly filled volume, and, it
is believed, render it, above all other works which the war has called forth, the one
in especial which, for the spare hours of home reading, every soldier, seaman, citizen
and family, will desire to possess.

But, in addition to the above brief summary of contents, it may be claimed for this
work that it is, almost exclusively, the one specially planned for a choice and discrimi-
nating exhibition of Woman’s Career in the Scenes and Events of the War! Per-
haps no other fact could give such peculiar value to these pages, or secure for them
such ready acceptance on the part of the reading public.
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The separate volume, originally contemplated by the editor, to be devoted entirely
to that deeply interesting record, has been merged with this, into one, thus adding to
its departments a most attractive feature—rich, unique, and surpassing romance in its
resume of startling facts and strange developments of the Perils, Valor, Amours and
Devotedness specially pertaining to that sex, the wheat being carefully sifted from the
chaff. The wonderful character of Woman’s Career, North and South, during a four
years’ fratricidal war which reached all classes and penetrated every element and
interest of society, and in which she herself was summoned to bear such variety and
burden of experience, has no counterpart whatsoever in the history of mankind; a
fact which, indeed, could not have been otherwise, when it is considered that never
before, in the ages of the world, was such a contest waged, and that at no previous
period was woman'’s social and intellectual equality with the other sex so generally
admitted, or her influence so powerful and wide-spread,—thus necessarily bringing her,
by a coincidence truly memorable, in active identity with public affairs, in the greatest
of human crises!

The part which the sex enacted, under these unparalleled circumstances, is here
most amply illustrated,—excluding, of course, much that was of inferior interest, and
the record will at least be adjudged a Brilliant, Romantic and Inviting one, on glanc-
ing at the Index of subjects comprised in this volume, those relating to WWoman being
there printed in Italics.

Not only in respect to the specialty just remarked upon, but equally with reference
to all the other topical divisions of the volume, it may be asserted that no trouble,
labor, travel, nor consideration of time or cost, has been allowed to stand in the way
of their most complete preparation. Familiar intercourse with officials and privates,
attendance at the Departments in Washington, personal observation and correspond-
ence, all the official documents, the teeming issues of the newspaper press, in their
vast and prolific range,—of all these, the editor has painstakingly and freely availed
himself, during the last five years, in order to produce a work, if not absolutely perfect,
yet certainly not excelled, in the quality of readableness, by any Book of the War.
Of the many thousand anecdotes which have passed under his inspection, in the immense
accumulation of materials named,—common to all and special to none,—the contents
of this volume comprise those which were found to have called forth the greatest
interest and admiration on the part of the public, and which were thought to most
aptly exhibit the lights and shades of the war. This was the aim and object kept in
view.

A conscientious care was justly called for, and duly exercised, in excluding those
productions concerning the war, to which the pens that gave them birth affixed a
retaining claim ; and a faithful comparison, in that respect, of what is here brought
together, with the contents of other collections, is freely invited. It was nevertheless
found inherently impossible, in a vast number of instances, (out of more than seven
thousand memorabilia in hand,) owing to the rapid and wide-spread publication in so
many issues of the press, interchangeably, of the same anecdotes or performances, to
trace out and authenticate their paternity or Yirst source ;—a difficulty still further
increased by the citation, in frequent cases, of different authorities or sources for the
same narration, incident, poem, etc., etc. This lack and confusion of identity, so com-
mon, and perhaps unavoidable, in the mpking up of anecdotical columns, selections of
miscellany, poetry,and extracts from current books, for the press, did not, however, inter-
pose any barrier to their use in av ork like this. Butif, arising from this circumstance,
anything has thus unconsciously been appropriated for these pages which encroaches
upon any exclusive and verified proprietorship, or upon any repository of avowed and
genuine originality, such matter will as readily and cheerfully be eliminated from the
text as it was there given a place.

With reference to those passages which involve the heated language of personal
colloquy or combat, it seemed not ahvays possible, however much to be desired, to
divest them of all their excited, anfT even irreverent expletives, and at the same time
preserve the animus of the occurrence as it. actually transpired. Nor, indeed, is it a
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question in ethics, readily to be answered in the affirmative, whether the recital of
those ghastly scenes of blood and death, which necessarily constitute the substance of
every war and of all war literature, and which are read of with such avidity, can be
considered any more congenial to a correct taste and moral sensibility, than the merely
verbal attestations, however imprecatory, by which they were accompanied.

As showing the extent and variety of matter contained in this volume, the simple
statement will suffice, that the accompanying list of Battles, Engagements, Collisions,
etc., etc., consulted in the preparation of these anecdotes, numbers several thousand;
—of Generals and Naval Commanders, and of Public Vessels, many hundred;—each
list reflecting a multitude of pleasing, spicy, unique, and startling events. Besides
these, there is presented a classified outline of the topical contents or special subjects
pertaining to each of the Eight Parts, and a most copious Index to the leading anec-
dotes is placed at the close.

Of the mechanical appearance of this book, the names, enterprise and liberality,
of the eminent Publishers, will at once be accepted as vouchers that nothing in the
typographical and illustrative art has been omitted by them, to gratify the eye, and to
render the publication one in every way deserving universal patronage.

The numerous I11ustrative Engravings, executed in the highest style of beauty
and without regard to cost, by the most skillful artists in the country, which are here
presented, constitute a feature of embellishment in no other instance attempted in
books of this kind. They are of themselves alone worth the full price of the volume.
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ANECDOTES OF T1[b~Metelihnlb™ATRIOTIC, POLITICAL,
CIVIL, JUDICIAL/ADffiSISTKATIX'E, ETC.

Memorable Annals and Reminiscences 0O Men and Measures identified with the Giieat

Struggle ; Heroic Devotion to the Star-Spangled Banner—Valorous Defence of and
Dying Blessings upon it; Dark and Troublous Experiences of Unionists and Conspira-
tors; Tests and Trials of Loyalty, North and South;.Famous Legal and Judicial Inci-
dents; Peculiar Instances of Administering and Taking the Oath; Allegiance under

Stress of Circumstances; Disposal of Knotty Cases; Logic and Lessons for Secessionists;

Amusing Colloquies ;

Flashes of Rhetoric;

Official Gravities, Jokes, Raillery, Per-

plexities, Blunders, Retorts ; Burlesques, Witticisms, &c., &c.

““Once to every man and nation, comes the moment to decide
In the strife of Truth with Falsehood, for the good or evil side.”
““ Keep step with the music of Onion,
The music our ancestors sung,
When states, like a jubilant chorus,
To beautiful sisterhood sprung.”

Can either of you to-day name one single act of wrong, deliberately and purposely done by the government at

Washington, of which the South has a right to complain?
the Georgia Secessionists! Convention. i

Andrew Jackson’s Famous Union Toast.
50 i the 13th of April,
1830, there was a
remarkable  dinner
party in the national
metropolis. It was
the birthday of
x Thomas  Jefferson,
and those who at-
tended the party did
so avowedly for the
purpose of honoring the memory of the
author of the Declaration of Inde-
Such was the tenor of the
invitation. Andrew Jackson, the Presi-
dent of the United States, was there. So
was John C. Calhoun, the Vice President.
Three of the cabinet ministers, namely,
Van Buren, Eaton, and Branch were
there ; and members of Congress and citi-
zens not a few.

pendence.

2

I challenge an answer.—Alexander U. Stephens, before

L, u T

\

It soon became manifest to the more
sagacious ones that this dinner party and
the day were to be made the occasion for
inaugurating the new doctrine of nullifica-
tion, and to fix the paternity of it on Mr.
Jefferson, the great Apostle of Democracy
in America. Many gentlemen present,
perceiving the drift of the whole perform-
ance, withdrew in disgust before sum-
moned to the table; hut the sturdy old
President, perfectly informed, remained.

When the dinner was over and the
cloth removed, a call was made for the
regular toasts. These were twenty-four
in number, eighteen of which, it is alleged,
were written by Mr. Calhoun. These, in
multifarious forms, shadowed forth, now
dimly, now clearly, the new doctrine.
They were all received and honored in
various degrees, when volunteer toasts
were announced as in order.

The President was of course first called
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upon for a sentiment. Ilis tall form rose
majestically, and with that sternness ap-
propriate to the peculiar occasion, lie cast
that appalling bomb-shell of words into the
camp of conspirators, which will forever be
a theme for the commendation of the pat-
riot and the historian—"“ The Federal
Union: it must be preserved!” He
was followed by the Vice President, who

J. C. Calhoun-

gave as his sentiment—*“The Union: next
to our Liberty the most dear: may we all
remember that it can only be preserved by
respecting the rights of the States, and dis-
tributing equally the benefit and burden of
the Union !”  Those who before doubted
the intentions of Calhoun and his South
Carolina friends, and were at a loss to
understand the exact meaning of the dinner
party to which they were bidden, were no
longer embarrassed by ignorance. In that
toast was presented the issue—liberty
before Union—supreme State sovereignty
—false complaints of inequality of benefits
and burdens—our rights as we choose to
define them, or disunion.

From that hour the vigilant old Presi-
dent watched the South Carolina conspira-
tor, his lieutenant, with the searching eyes
of unslumbering suspicion. The con-
tents OP THIS BOOK FORM THE SEQUEL
TO THAT TOAST.

Some Mistake in the Card.
A ball was to be given in Toronto, C. W.,
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in honor of Lord Money, and a secessionist
from Windsor visited a member of the Cab-
inet hoping thereby to obtain an invitation
to the ball.  He presented his card—* Mr.
, Southern Confederacy.” The gen-
tleman took it, examined it curiously, and
remarked dryly, “ Air.------ , of the S-o-u-
t-h-e-r-n C-o-n-f-e-d-e-r-a-c-y, eh! Well,
Sir, our Government is not aware of the
existence of such an ‘institution.” There
must be some mistake, Sir,” and the seces-
sionist was courteously bowed out. It
would have done honor to that Cabinet hail
the example of rebuff thus set in the early
stage of the rebellion, towards its abettors,
been carried out consistently to the end.
But, if there were others similarly bowed
out, there were certainly a much larger
number who were bowed in, and to whom
the doors of provincial favor opened on
golden hinges.

Not ““Jeff,” but *“ Geoffrey ” Davis.

Among the “gentlemen” furnished with
lodgings for the night, at the Union street
station house in , was an lIrishman.
He had a large amount of masonry in his
hat—in other words he was unmistakably
tipsy. When such persons are brought to
the- station house the first process ie to
search them. This process is intended
entirely for the benefit of the prisoner,
and prevents him from being robbed by
other gentlemen or ladies who may be
placed in the same cell.

The prisoner is next asked concerning
his name, occupation and nativity. These
points are recorded, and reported to the
mayor next morning. If the prisoner is
too drunk to answer questions, the expla-
nation is made when he pays his fine, or
goes to jail. The Irishman in question
proved to be a character in his way. as
the following will show :

“What's your name?” asked the turn-
key, as he was brought in.

“My name’s Davis, an’ it's as good a
one as yours any day in the year.”

“ Very well; What's your first name?”
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The Milesian told it; and the turnkey
recorded it on his slate, <“Jeff Davis.”

Though decidedly drunk, the Irishman
was anything but an ignoramus. lie
looked at the turnkey’s memorandum, and
saw the name ““Jeff Davis.”

“What the divil's that?” he sharply
asked, with forefinger pointing to the slate.

“ Why, it's the name you told me was
yours.”

“ 1 took! you so?”

“ Of course you did. Didn't you say
your name was Jeff Davis ?”

The Irishman looked at liitn in silence
for a moment. Then clenching his fist he
brandished it menacingly over the turn-
key’s hat, saying—

“Av: it warrant for yer gray hairs or
yer ignorance, one or the other, I'd mash
the nose ov ye till ye couldn’t tell it from
a turnip.”

“And for wliat?” asked the turnkey,
looking up in surprise.

* For writin’ down me name like the
name of the black hearted Judas ov a
Jefferson Davis.”

“ Didn’t you say that was your name ?”

“ | did not. Overhaul your dictionary
ye ouhl omadhoun. It's ignorance, that's
all that ails ye. Hub ont that Jefferson.
Instead of a J put a G, and then spell out
inc. name Geoffrey Davis. Bedad, if me
name was Jefferson I'd change it to Peter,
so | would!”

With this remark the speaker disap-
peared into the cell, whose door the officer
was holding open for him. Two minutes
afterwards his snoring resounded through
the whole building. lie didn't mind the
degradation of the lock-up, but hadn’t
quite descended to the level of the patri-
cide whose name he was supposed to
wear.

President Lincoln Treating' the Richmond
Commissionersto a Little Story.
After the formal interview between
President Lincoln and the three Confed-
erate Commissioners was over—in Febru-
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ary, 18C5—there was a lengthy general
conversation held. It seems that it was
during this informal talk that the Confed-
erate embassadors first heard of the pas-
sage of the constitutional amendment by
the House of Representatives, prohibiting
slavery. One of the number remarked
that this action might complicate affaire a
little with the South, the heavy planters
insisting upon maintaining that institution
and defending it,—and President Lincoln
was asked if he thought he could get
around that fact. Old Abe, true as steel
to his forte, was ready for them with one
of his parables or stories, and said—

There was an old farmer out in Illinois
wrho had made his arrangements to raise
a large herd of hogs; he informed his
neighbors that he had found a way to
raise cheap pork. This excited the curi-
osity of his neighbors, and they asked him
how he was going to do it. The old
farmer replied that he should plant a
large field of potatoes, and when they had
got their growth would turn the hogs in
and let them dig and eat, thus saving the
expense of digging the potatoes and feed-
ing them.

“ But,” said his neighbors, “the frost
will come before they are fattened, and in
all probability the ground will be frozen a
foot deep. How do you propose to get
around that ?”

“Oh,” replied the farmer, “they will root
somewhere anyway, and may as well root
away there, even if it is hard work.”

Reception of the Rebel Commissioners in
bondon by Mr. Bates.

While the Commissioners from the
Rebel States were in England, they were
formally introduced to Mr. Bates, the head
of the house of Baring Brothers, the great
financier, who told them to proceed.
They commenced with a most elaborate
and glowing description of the resources

and wealth of the Rebel States. After a
pause—
Mr. Bates. Have you finished ?



25

Commissioners. Not quite. (Then a
speech from Commissioner No. 2, and a
pause.)

Bates. Have you finished ?

Commissioners.  Almost.  (Then a
speech from Commissioner No. 8, and a

pause.)
JTr. Bates. Are you through?
Commissioners. Yes, sir; you have
our case.
[O/r. Bates. What States did you say

composed your Confederacy?

Commissioners. Mississippi, South Car-
olina, Alabama, Georgia, Florida, Texas,
and Louisiana.

J/r. Bates. And Mr. Jefferson Davis

is your President? * f

Commissioners. He is.
of him.

Mr. Bates. AVe know Mr. Davis well
by reputation. He is the same gentleman
who stumped his State for two years iu
favor of repudiation, and justified the con-
duct of Mississippi in the United States
Senate. AVe know the gentleman; and
although we have no reason to be proud
of him or his antecedents, I think I may
safely say, that if yon have brought with
you to London the necessary funds to pay
off; principal and interest, the repudiated
millions owing to our people by your
«States of Alabama, Mississippi, and Flor-
ida, there is a reasonable prospect of your
raising a small amount in this market!
Our Mr. Sturgis will be happy to dine you
at 8 o'clock to-morrow evening !

Exeunt omnes.

AVe are proud

Afraid of the Girl's Eye.

The house of the celebrated, bold-
hearted and out-spoken Parson Brownlow,
was, at one time, the only one in Knox-
ville over which the Stars and Stripes
were floating.  According to arrangement,
two armed secessionists went at six o'clock
one morning to summarily haul down said
stars and stripes. Miss Brownlow, a
brilliant young lady of twenty-three, saw

THE BOOK OF ANECDOTES OF THE REBELLION.

them on the piazza, <md stepped out and
demanded their business. They replied :

“AVe have come to take down them
Stars and Stripes.”

She instantly drew a revolver from her
side, and presenting it, said—

“Go on! I'm good for one of you, and
| think for both !”

““By the look of that girTs eye she'll
shoot,” one remarked: “I think we'd bet-

ter not try it; we’ll go back and get more
men,” said the other.

“Go and get more men,” said the noble
lady; “getmore menand come and take it
down, if you darel”

They returned with a company of ninety
armed men, and demanded that the flag
should be hauled down. But on discover-
ing that the house was filled with gallant
men, armed to their teeth, who would
rather die as dearly as possible than see
their country’s flag dishonored, the seces-
sionists retired, much after the fashion of
cur-dogs sideling along with their tails
between their hind-legs.

Dramatic Scene in Mr. Buchanan’s Cabinet.

The manner in which John B. Floyd
was forced to resign his place as Secretaiy
of Arar under President Buchanan, which
he had used to further the ends of treason,
forms a memorable incident in the political
history of the rebellion.
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In February, 1861, Major Anderson,
commanding at Fort Moultrie, Charleston
harbor, finding his position endangered,
passed his garrison, by a prompt and bril-
liant movement, over to the stronger for-
tress of Sumter. Immediately on the re-
ception of this intelligence, Mr. Floyd,
Secretary of War, much excited, called
upon the President to say that Major
Anderson had violated express orders,
and thereby seriously compromised him
(Floyd), and that unless the Major was
at once remanded to Fort Moultrie, he
should resign the War Office.

The Cabinet was assembled directly.
Mr. Buchanan, explaining the embarrass-
ment of the Secretary of War, remarked
that the act of Major Anderson would oc-
casion exasperation in the South; he had
told Mi\ Floyd that, as the Government
was strong, forbearance toward erring
brethren might win them back to their al-
legiance, and that that officer might be or-
dered back. After an ominous silence,
die President inquired how the suggestion
struck the Cabinet?

Mr. Stanton, subsequently called to the
War Department, but then Attorney Gen-
eral, answered:

‘mThat course, Mr. President, ought
certainly 10 be regarded as most liberal
towards ‘erring brethren;’ but while one
member of your Cabinet has fraudulent
acceptances for millions of dollars afloat,
and while the confidential clerk of an-
other—himself in California teaching re-
bellion—lias just stolen nine hundred
thousand dollars from the Indian Trust
Fund, the experiment of ordering Major
Anderson back to Fort Moultrie would be
dangerous. But if you do intend to try it,
before it is done, | beg that you will ac-
cept my resignation.”

‘And mine,” added the Secretary of
State, Mr. Black—

“And mine, also,” said the Post-Master
General, Mr. Holt-—

“Anti mine, too,” followed the Secretary
oi the Treasury, General Dix.
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This, of course, opened the bleared eyes
of the President, and the meeting resulted
in the acceptance of Mr. Floyd s resigna-
tion.

Treating Them According to their Sympa-
thies.

During one of the raids of John Mor-
gan, an interesting incident occurred at
Salem, Indiana. Some of his men pro-
ceeded out west of the town to burn the.
bridges and water-tank on the railroad.
On the way out they captured a couple of
persons living in the country, one of whom
was a Quaker. The Quaker strongly ob-
jected to being made a prisoner. Secesh
wanted to know’ if he was not strongly
opposed to the South? ““Thee is right,”
said the Quaker, “I am.” ““Well, did you
vote for Lincoln?” ““Thee isright; 1 did
vote fox' Abraham,” was the calm reply.

According to their Sympathies.

“Well, what are you?”

“Thee may naturally suppose that I
am a Union man. Cannot thee let me go
to my home?”

“Yes, yes; go and take care of the old
woman,” was the welcome answer.

The other prisoner was trotted along
with them, but not relishing the summary
maimer in which the Quaker was disposed
of, he said:

“What do you let him go for? He is
a black abolitionist. Now, look here; |
voted for Breckinridge, and have always
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been opposed to the war. | am opposed
to fighting the South, decidedly.”

“You are,” said Secesh; “you are what
they call around here a Copperhead, au’t
you?

“Yes, yes,” said the Butternut, pro-
pitiatingly; ““that’'s what all my neighbors
call me, and they know 1 ain’t with them.”

““Come here Dave!” hallooed Secesh.
“Here’s a Butternut. Just come and look
at him. Look here, old man, where do
you live? We want what horses you
have got to spare, and if you have got any
greenbacks, just shell 'em out!” and they
took all he had.

Calumnious Charge of Loyalty against John
Hawkins.

Holt's drinking saloon was one of the
mast fashionable in New Orleans. The
proprietor, a son of the famous New York
hotel keeper of that name, kept fast horses,
a fashionable private residence, and re-
ecived his income by the hundred dollars
a day. In an evil hour secession seized
upon the land, and Holt was induced to
issue shinplastcrs.  His reputation for
wealth and business profits made them
popular, and inducements were held out
for immense issues. Gradually, however,
business fell off, and Holt, when General
Butler ordered that personal paper money
should be redeemed by bank-notes, found
it impossible to comply with the procla-
mation, and this inability was increased
by the fact that he had taken the oath of
allegiance, and his regular customers re-
fused, therefore, to be comforted at his
house. The finale was that Holt was sold
out, and his establishment, repainted and
restocked, opened under the auspices of
one John Hawkins. To give the place
the due amount of eclat, Captain Clark,
of the Delta, knowing that it was against
the law for any one to sell liquor in the
city, unless by a person who had taken
the oath of allegiance and obtained a li-
cense, caused it to be published that at
last the citizens were blessed with a * Union
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drinking saloon,” and at the same time in-
vited all persons who loved the Stars and
Stripes to patronize the new establish-
ment.

This flattering notice fell upon John
Hawkins as a thunderbolt; he frantically
j-ushed over to the newspaper office and
protested that he was a rebel, and that he
relied upon his secession friends for pat-
ronage—he declared that he was a ruined
man unless something was done to im-
mediately purge his fair fame of any taint
of loyalty to his native land. Captain
Clark, who fully appreciated the unfortu-
nate publican’s feelings, and with the
spirit and liberality of a chivalrous editor,
offered his columns for an explanation,
which offer resulted in the publication of
a card by Mr. Hawkins, in which he pro-
nounced the editorial statement that he
had taken the oath of allegiance, “a fabri-
cation.”

Secession was delighted.  John’s friends
crowded his precincts all day, and drank to
John’s health, and at John's expense. The
dawn of the following morning promised a
brilliant future; but, alas! Deputy Pro-
vost-Marshal, Colonel Stafford, whose bus-
iness it was to see that public drinking-
house keepers had taken said oath of alle-
giance, sent after Mr. Hawkins, and asked
him what right he had to keep a shop open
without license, and farther inquired if
John did not know that he could not get
a license unless he took oath to be a good
citizen under the national government.
That he was permitted to carry on his
business without taking the oath will be
believed by all who do not know the man
with whom he had to deal at head-quarters.

Voting! for a Candidate on Principle.

“Gentlemen,” said a Virginia planter,
trembling with passion, in a conversation
between halfa dozen persons in the parlor
ofa New York insurance office, before the
Republican nomination had been made,
“gentlemen, if you elect Mr. Seward
President, we shall break up this Union.”



PATRIOTIC, POLITICAL,

“l think not, Sir,” calmly replied the
man to whom he seemed more particularly
to address himself.

“You'll see, Sir,—you'll see; we will
surely do it.”

“Then, Sir,” said the other, as quietly
as before, but looking him steadily in the
face, “we shall nominate Mr. Seward.
Mr. Seward is not my man, for I am a
free trader and an old Democrat. But if
Virginia, or any other state or states shall
declare that, upon the constitutional elec-
tion of any citizen of the United States
to any office, the Union shall be broken
up, then I nominate that man and vote for
him on principle.”

And all present, with a single excep-
tion, uttered a hearty “Ay!”

Scene in the President’s Eoom the Evening-
preceding- the First Proclamation for Troops.

Mon. George Aslimun, a distinguished
politician of Massachusetts, has given an
interesting account of an interview which
took place between himself and Senator
Douglas, and subsequently between the
two and President Lincoln, on the night
preceding the issue of the first call for
troops to put down the rebellion. Mr.
Ashmun had gone to Mr. Douglas’s house
to induce him—he being looked upon as
the senatorial leader of the opposition to
Mr. Lincoln—to take a public stand in sup-
port of the Administration in entering upon
the war. Mr. Douglas was at first disin-
clined to such a step, but yielded to the rep-
resentations made to him,—his wife, who
came into the room during the interview,
giving the whole weight of her influence
towards the result which was reached.
The discussion continued for some time,
and resulted in his emphatic declaration
that he would go with Mr. Ashmun to the
President and offer a cordial and'earnest
support. Mr. Ashmun’s carriage was wait-
ing at the door, and it was almost dark
when they started for the President’s house.
They fortunately found Mr. Lincoln at
home and alone, and upon Mr. Ashmun
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stating the errand on which they had come,
the President was most cordial in his wel-
come, and immediately prepared the way
for the conversation which followed, by
taking from his drawer and reading to them
the draft of the proclamation which he had
decided to issue, and which was given to
the country the next morning. As soon
as the reading was ended, Mr. Douglas
rose from his chair and said—

“Mr. President, | cordially concur in
every word of that document, except, that
instead of a call for 75,000 men, | would
make it 200,000. You do not know the
dishonest purposes of those men (the
rebels) so well as I do.”

Mr. Douglas then asked them to look
with him at the map which hung at the
end of the President’s room, where in
much detail he pointed out the principal
strategic points which should be at once
strengthened. Among the most prominent
were Fortress Monroe, Washington, Har-
per’s Ferry and Cairo. lie enlarged at
length, and with his accustomed power of
demonstration, upon the firm, warlike foot-
ing which ought to be pursued, and found
in Mr. Lincoln an earnest and gratified
listener; indeed, no two men in the Uni-
ted States parted that night with a more
cordial feeling of a united, friendly and
patriotic purpose than these two irrecon-
cilable jxilitical opponents during the past,
Mr. Lincoln and Mr. Douglas.

After leaving, and while on their way
Jiomeward, Mr. Ashmun said to Mr.
Douglas—

“You have done justice to your own
reputation and to the President, and the
country must know it. The proclamation
will go by telegraph all over the country
in the morning, and the account of this
interview must go with it. 1 shall send
it, either in my own language or yonrs.
I prefer that you should give your own
version.”

“Drive to your room at Willard’s,” said
Mr. Douglas at once, “and I will give it
shape.”
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This they did, and Mr. Douglas wrote
the following, an exact copy of which was
given to the agent of the associated press,
and on the next morning it was read all
over the North, in company with the
President’s proclamation, to the great
gratification of his friends and the friends
of the government.  The original draft, in
Mr. Douglas’'s handwriting, is still pre-
served as cherished evidence that, who-
ever else may have fallen by the wayside,
in the hour of the nation’s peril from ‘false
brethren,” Mr. Douglas was not of them.
Below is a copy of the memorable dispatch
to the press, Sunday evening, April 14,
1861

“Mr. Douglas called on the President
this evening mid had an interesting con-
versation on the present condition of the
country. The substance of the conversa-
tion was that while Mr. D. was unalterably
opposed to the administration on all its
political issues, he was prepared to sustain
the President in the exercise of all his con-
stitutional functions to preserve the Union
and maintain the government and defend
the federal capital. A firm policy and
prompt action was necessary. The capi-
tal of our country was in danger, and must
be defended at all hazards, and at any ex-
pense of men or money. He spoke of the
present and future without reference to
the past.”

G-allant Vindication of the Flag' Abroad.

Captain C. Lee Moses, of Saco, Maine,
formerly United States astronomer, etc.,
was a party to a singular and not unro-
mantic affair of honor, which was fought
on the Seine, near Paris, in August, 1861,
the particulars of this affair being as fol-
lows:

Captain Moses, although a South Car-
olinian by birth, remained a strong and
devoted adherent to the cause of the Union,
and during his journey through France
made no hesitation in expressing his sym-
pathies and feelings for the United States
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Government, and his abhorrence of the
southern traitors and rebels w’ho were en-
gaged in destroying the most enlightened,
best administered and most prosperous
Government on the face of the globe.

Vindication of the Flag Abroad.

lion. F. G. Farquar, of Virginia, meet-
ing the Captain at a hotel in Paris, and
knowing his parentage, reproached him in
opprobious terms as a renegade fi-om his
native State. lie charged him with being
a traitor to the South, and a man of no
honor because he abandoned her when she
needed the services of all her sons, partic-
ularly her seamen and navigators. He
took occasion also in his vituperation, to
cast imputations upon the character of
Northern ladies, which, as the Captain
had married a New England wife, was re-
sented on the spot by a tremendous blow,
entirely doubling up the diivalric Virgin-
ian, and laying him in ordinary for the
balance of the evening.

Farquar was taken charge of by his
friends, and wdien he had gathered his
scattered faculties, he sent a challenge to
the Captain by the hands of his friend,
Mons. Stepliani. The challenge received
a prompt response, and not twenty-four
hours from the first meeting of the com-



PATRIOTIC, POLITICAL, CIVIL, JUDICIAL, ETC.

batnnts, they stood on the banks of the
Seine, prepared to take eaeli other’s lives.
The weapons selected were Derringer
pistols, the distance ten paces, the com-
batants being ordered to wheel and fire at
the given signal. Farquar was boastful
and coarse in his remarks and manners.
Tiie Captain was calm, though determined.

All being ready, Captain Moses handed
two letters to his second, one addressed to
the American consul at Liverpool, and the
other to liis wife at Saco, Me., to be deliv-
ered in ease he felll. He then removed
his coat, bandaged back the hair from his
eyes, and took his position. The word
was then given, and with a simultaneous
report of both pistols the combatants fell
to the ground. Both were shot through
the head. Farquar received a mortal
wound, with which he lingered several
days, finally dying at a hamlet a few miles
from Paris, where he had been removed
to avoid the noise of the city. Before
dying, he solicited an interview with Cap-
tain Moses, made an acknowledgment of
his base conduct, and solicited the latter’s
forgiveness, which was freely granted.
The Captain, escaping from the French
police, took refuge at Liverpool, where he
was concealed by the American shippers
of that city and sent on to New York,
where he arrived in a very critical condi-
tion, the ball of his adversary having
passed just under the ear, causing a severe
concussion of the brain.

Solemn Scene at Midnight.

The following from a Knoxville (Tenn.)
rebel journal, describing a secret meeting
of thirty or forty Unionists, called together
by a well known patriot, David Fry, ad-
mirably illustrates the ‘idolatrous love for
the Starsand Stripes,'—according to seces-
sion phraseology—and suggests a subject
worthy the highest inspiration of the his-
torical painter:

Fry drew forth a United States flag,
and spreading it upon a table in the centre
of the rmin, called upon his followers to
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"surround that emblem of the Union, and

take with him the oath of allegiance.
This was late in the night; and after the
whole plot had been fully understood, the
loyalists surrounded the table in groups,
and, by direction of the leader, placed
their left hands upon the folds of the flag,
raising aloft their right hands, and swear-
ing to support the Constitution of the Uni-
ted States, to sustain the flag there spread
before them, and to do that night what-
ever might be impressed upon them bv
their chief. The oath was taken by all
except two or three, in solemn earnest-
ness and in silence—the darkness relieved
alone by the dim and flickering light of a
solitary candle.

The scene was impressive—the occasion
was full of moment—and everything con-
spired to fill the hearts of the loyalists
with a fixed determination. That deter-
mination they abundantly fulfilled by their
deeds.

More Brains, Lord!”

Bev. Dr. Sunderland, on accepting the
pastorship of an American church in Paris,
offered his farewell prayer as Chaplain of
the United States Senate, a short time
after. On this occasion he made some
peculiar home-thrusts at the honorable
gentlemen lor whom, during four months
previous, he had been daily interceding at
the Throne of Grace. He uttered the fol-
lowing supplication very audibly:

“We pray Thee, O Lord! to gite to
the councillors and statesmen of Americft
more brains! More brains, Lord! More
brains !”

On hearing this very well-timed en-
treaty, but rather harsh criticism, Mr.
Sumner dropped his head upon his breast
quite feelingly, Jim Lane rolled his eyes
piously, Garrett Davis evinced signs of
emotion, and a gentleman in the reporters’
gallery uttered an emphatic “Amen!” by
way of response.

Many of the honorable secretaries
dropped their heads upon their desks to
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conceal a smile at the Chaplain’s supplica-
tion, which smile extended to the dimen-
sions of a broad grin, as the ““Amen” was
heard to proceed from the reporters’ gal-
lery. The worthy Sergeant-at-Arins, who
was standing in his usual deeply reveren-
tial attitude, (with solemn countenance on
religious thoughts intent,) turned the white
of one of his official eyes in the direction
of the self-constituted clerk in the gallery,
but he evidently could not discover a coun-
tenance which did not exhibit the utmost
decorum of expression.

lateral Interpretation of Northern “ Sym-
pathy” hy a Rebel General.

When the rebel force appeared in front
of Hagerstown, on its Northern raid and
invasion, one of the principal citizens of
that town undertook a measure to which
he looked for the preservation of his pro-
perty. lie farmed about two hundred
acres of land. Ilis barns were full of
grain, his pastures were dotted with sheep
and cattle, and forty well-fed swine were
gathered in the rear of hiscorn cribs. He
was emphatically a man of plenty and sub-
stance. AVben the rebels came lie walked
out to their lines, with a damask linen
napkin—(white llag) affixed to his walking
cane. The first rebel soldier he encoun-
tered he requested to show him to the com-
manding officer, lie was passed under
guard to the object of his search.

“ General,” said he, “ | amawarm sym-
pathizer with the South. 1 heartily wish
success to this invasion and your forces.
My object in seeking you out is to ask that
you and as many of your staff as will accept
the invitation will make my house your
bead-quarters during your stay here. My
house is yonder upon that hill”—pointingto
a fine old-fashioned mansion, with modern
additions, and with a long row of hay-ricks
in the background.

“You sympathize with the South, did
you say ?” queried the General blandly.

Yery earnestly, sir, and always have
done so.”
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The rebel General beckoned to a ser-
geant who stood near him.  “Bring a mus-
ket tor this man,” said he, ““and take him
into the ranks.”

The “‘sympathizer’ opened wide his eyes,
but stood mute with horror. He‘couldn't
see it' in that light. He stammered out at
last, ““Oh, 1 didn’t mean that, General. |
don’t want to fight. 1 want to entertain
you and your staff while you remain here,
and to show you that I am your friend.”

The rebel General contemptuously in-
formed him that they interpreted sympathy
only in its literal sense. He had claimed
to sympathize with them, and they intended
to avail themselves of his good will. A
string of wagons was at once trotted out,
driven to the sympathizer's premises, and
in the same afternoon he was stripped of
everything. The rebels carried off all his
cattle, sheep, hogs, and smaller live stock,
removed all his hay and wheat crop, leav-
ing his barns utterly empty. The cavalry
horses were turned into his growing oats,
and his corn was cut and made excellent
fodder for the stock while on the march.
The ‘sympathizer was detained until all
was done, and was then released with
thanks for the sympathy he had so promptly
and kindly manifested.

Ben Butler in Council with the Secession
Conspirators-

In December, 18G0, after the election
of Mr. Lincoln, General Butler, who had
supported Breckinridge for President., in
preference to either Douglas, Bell, or Lin-
coln, went to AA'asliington, where he had
many and serious conversations with his
Southern brethren. According to the in-
teresting account of these inter! iews given
by Parton, those Southern brethren were
determined on secession, and asked Butler
to go with them. There was room in the
South, they said, for such as he. lie told
them the North would fight against seces-
sion, and they laughed at him. He told
them, “if the South fights, there is an en’
ofslavery,” and they laughed again. Tl .j



PATRIOTIC, POLITICAL,

asked liim ““if he would fight in such a
cause,” and he replied, “Most certainly.”

When the South Carolina ‘ambassadors’
came to Washington, Butler proposed to
tile Attorney-General to try them for trea-
son.  ““You say,” said he to the Attorney,
“that the Government cannot use its army
and navy to coerce South Carolina. Very
well. 1 do not agree with you; but let
the proposition be granted. Now, seces-
sion is either a right, or it is treason. If
it is a right, the sooner we know it the
better. If it is treason, then the present-
ing of the ordinance of secession is an overt
act of treason. These men are coming to
the White House to present the ordinance
to the President. Admitthem. Letthem
present the ordinance. Let the President
say to them—*Gentlemen, you go hence in
the custody of a Marshal of the United
States, as prisoners of state, charged with
treason against your country.” Summon
a grand jury here in Washington. Indict
the commissioners.  Ifany of your officers
are backward in acting, you have the ap-
pointing power—replace them with men
who feel as men should at a time like this.
Try the commissioners before the Supreme
Court, with all the imposing forms and
stately ceremonials which marked the trial
of Aaron Burr. | have some reputation
at home as a criminal lawyer, and 1 will
stay here to help the District Attorney
through the trial without fee or reward.
If they are acquitted, you will have done
something toward leaving a clear path for
the incoming administration. Time will
have been gained; but the great advantage
will be, that both sides will pause to watch
this high and dignified proceeding; the
passions of men will cool; the great point
at issue will become clear to all parties;
the mind of the country will be active,
while passion and prejudice are allayed.
Meanwhile, if you cannot use our army
and navy in Charleston harbor, you can
certainly employ them in keeping order
' «

nlra
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This advice was not heeded. The ‘com-
missioners’ or “‘ambassadors’ heard of it.

“Why, you would not hang us?” said
Mr. Orr, one of them, to Butler.

“Oh, no,” was the reply, “not unless you
were found guilty.”

He had one last, long interview with the
Southern leaders, at which the whole sub-
ject was gone over. For three hours he
reasoned with them, demonstrating the
folly of their course, and warning them of
final and disastrous failure. The conver-
sation was friendly, though warm and
earnest on both sides. Again he was in-
vited to join them, and was offered a share
in their enterprise, and a place in that
‘sound and homogeneous government’
which they meant to establish. He left
no room to doubt that he took sides with
his country, and that all he had and all he
was should be freely risked in that coun-
try’s cause. Late at night they separated,
to know one another no more except as
mortal foes.

Advice from the “Disbanded Volunteer.”

President"Lincoln, in the perplexities
surrounding him, sent to “ A Disbanded
Volunteer” for counsel and sympathy.
“D. V.” describes this interview as fol-
lows :—

He (the President) was standiu on the
front door steps when 1 arrove at the
White House, pullin on his left whiser as
his wont when his will is disregarded, and
conducted me at wonst to his sanktum.
He said he was worried amazingly by the
dogged obstaney of the War Department,
upon which I axed if he wanted a piece
of an honest man’s mind.

“Spit it out, Old Fidelity,” ses he, his
fetters lighten up with a hole-soled smile.

“Wal,” ses I, “wat I liev to say in the
fust place is this. It's not so easy to lick
anyboddy as it is to lick noboddy,is it?”

He remained for a few minits absorbed
in deep tliort and then shook his hed.

“But,” | continued, “ It's easier to lick
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a considabul than to lick the same boddy
when it's twiste as considabul, isn't it ?”

After a brief interval for reflexin he
concurd.

“And,” ses | resoondn agin, ““it’s easier
—isn’t it—to smash liorseteal boddies wen
we air able, than it is when they air able
to raze Cain with us ?”

“D. V.,” he rejoined, smildin compleas-
antly, ““you borrord that silly gism from a
remark of mine hi the Missidge, and | am
proud to say the logic is correck.”

“Efso,” ses I, “why in thunder don't
you tell Burnside to go in and win, afore
the rebils sets ther artliworkt, and rifle pits
and mast batteries a twixt him and Rich-
mond, thicker'n mink traps in a Western
Swonip ?”

“My noble and esteemabul friend,” he
responded, wipin his nose with visabul
emosliin, ““your sentimens does honor to
your lied and hart; but I've gin the
Seckatry of War discresennary powers.”

“I'me right glad to larn it,” 1 remarkt
sneeringly, ““for it's the gineral opinyun
that he hesn’t enny of his own.”

You should have seen the llonabul Abe
lay back and shake his honest sides. It
dun me good to look at him.

Hurrahs for Jeff. Davis in the Wrong Place.

One morning, as a returned soldier
named Thompson, residing in Washington,
was engaged hi conversation with some
parties at a public house in Peoria, Illinois,
an individual entered, «and as he passed
the soldier, shouted, “ Hurrah for Jeff.
Davis!” In an instant the soldier turned
and asked, “ Did you shout for Jeff. Davis?”
The individual surveyed Thompson for a
moment, and, seeing that he meant mis-
chief, replied that it was not he. “ Well,”
said the soldier, ““I believe that you did,
and if | was sure of it I would give you
cause to remember it.” He again declared
that he had not done so, when at this
juncture one of the men Thompson had
been conversing with, and who had always
acted with the Democratic party, stepped
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up, saying to the soldier, “ 1 am a Demo-
crat, but | can’t stand that; he did hurrah
for Jeff. Davis, and now pitch into him.”
The veteran hesitated not a moment, and,
though by far the smaller of the two, he
went at the Jeff. Davis sympatliizer and
administered a spirited and most thorough
drubbing, concluding the performance by
compelling him to shout twice, as loud as
he was able, for Abe Lincoln. Then,
allowing the fellow to get on his feet, he
cautioned him never to repeat that opera-
tion again hi his presence, saying—

“1 have fought rebels three years, and
had a brother killed by just such men as
you are, and whenever a traitor shouts for
Jeff. Davis in my hearing I will whip him
or kill him.”

Stanton’s First Meeting with Cabinet
Traitors.

When General Cass—grieved and in-
dignant—Ieft Mr. Buchanan’s Cabinet, Mr.
Attorney-General Black was transferred
to the portfolio of State, and Mr. Stanton,
then absent from Washington, was fixed

Stanton

upon as Attorney-General. The same
night he arrived ata late hour, and learned
from his family of his appointment. Know-
ing the character of the bold, bad men, then
in the ascendency in the Cabinet, he deter-
mined at once to decline; but when, the
next day, he announced his resolution at
the White House, the entreaties of the dis-
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tressed and helpless President, and the
arguments of Mr. Black, moved him to
accept. .

At the first meeting of the Cabinet which
he attended, the condition of the seceded
States and the course to be pursued with
the garrison at Fort Sumter, were dis-
cussed, Floyd and Thompson dwelling upon
“the irritation of the Southern heart,” and
the folly of “continuing a useless garrison
to increase the irritation.” No one for-
mally proposed any course of action, but
the designs of the conspirators were plain
to the new Attorney-General. He went
home troubled. He had intended, coming
in at so late a day, to remain a quiet mem-
ber of this discordant council. But it was
not in his nature to sit quiet longer under
such utterances.

The next meeting was a long and stormy
one, Mr. Holt, feebly seconded by the
President, urging the immediate reinforce-
ment of Sumter, while Thompson, Floyd
and Thomas contended that a quasi-treaty
had been made by the officers of the Gov-
ernment with the leaders of the rebellion,
to offer no resistance to their violations of
law and seizures of Government property!
Floyd, especially, blazed with indignation
at what he termed the “violation of honor.”
At last, Mr. Thompson formally moved
that an imperative order be issued to
Major Anderson to retire from Sumter to
Fort Moultrie—abandoning Sumter to the
enemy, and proceeding to a post where he
must at once surrender. Stanton could
sit still no longer, and rising, he said with
all the earnestness that could be expressed
in his bold and resolute features:

“Mr. President, it is my duty A3 your
legal adviser to say that you have no right
to give up the property of the Govern-
ment, or abandon the soldiers of the United
States to its enemies; and the course pro-
posed by the Secretary of the Interior, if
followed, is treason, and will involve you
and all concerned in treason !”

Such language had never before been
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heard in Buchanan’s Cabinet, and the men
who had so long ruled and bullied the
President were surprised and enraged to
be thus rebuked. Floyd and Thompson
sprang to their feet with fierce, menacing
gestures, seeming about to assault Stanton.
Mr. Holt took a step forward to the side

llolt.

of the Attorney-General. The President
implored them piteously to take their seats.
After a few more bitter words the meeting
broke up. That -was the last Cabinet
meeting on that exciting question in which
Floyd participated. Before another was
called all Washington was startled with
the rumor of those gigantic frauds which
soon made his name so infamous. At first
he tried to brazen it out with liis customary
blustering manner, but the next day the
Cabinet waited long for his appearance.
At last he came; the door opened—his
resignation was thrust into the room, and
Floyd disappeared from Washington, with
a brand of infamy upon him, which only
ceased to increase in blackness till the
time when he was «died to his final ac-
count.

Such was the end of Floyd and the begin-
ning of Stanton.  Stanton and Holt were
noble co-laborers in that dark period of the
country’s political travail, and nobly did
they sustain themselves through the four
years' conflict.
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Trilling the Flag—Female Artifice.

The Federal commander at Camp Her-
ron, Missouri, having learned that a certain
very fine secession flag that waved defiantly
from a flagstaff in the village of Manches-
ter, twenty miles distant from the camp,
(until the successes of the Union forces
caused its supporters to conclude that, for
the present, ““discretion would be the better
part of valor,”) was still being very care-
fully preserved, its possessors boasting that
they would soon be enabled to re-hoist it;
determined upon its summary capture.

Onthe loth of November, 1861, First
Lieutenant Bull, of Company C, Ninth
lowa regiment, was directed to take charge
of this little expedition, and to detail fif-
teen good men for the purpose, which detail
the Lieutenant made from Company C.

They left camp by the cars at half-past
five o'clock in the afternoon, landing at
Merrimac, three miles from Manchester,
proceeding from thence to Manchester on
foot, and surrounded the house of Squire
B., who had been foremost in the seces-
sion movement of that strong secession
town, and was reported to be in possession
of the flag in question.

But the 'Squire protested against the
imputation, declaring that the flag was not
in his possession, and that he knew not of
its whereabouts. Ilis lady acknowledged
that she had for a time kept it secreted in
a box in the garden, blit as it was likely
to become injured, she took it out, dried
it in the sun, when it was taken away by
some ladies who lived a long distance
in the country, whose names she refused
to give. Finally, after a thorough but
fruitless search of the house, after the
Lieutenant had put her husband under
arrest, and he was being started off to
head-quarters, the lady, probably hoping it
would save her husband, acknowledged
that it was taken by a Mrs. S., who re-
sided a mile and a half in the country,—
not such a terribly long distance, after all.
Her husband was then sent to Merrimac,
escorted by four soldiers, and the remain-
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der, conducted by the gallant Lieutenant,
started to visit the residence of Mrs. S,,
in search of the flag.

The distance to the lady’s residence
was soon traveled, the house surrounded,
and the flag demanded of Mrs. S., who
proved to be a very intelligent lady, and
had around her quite an interesting fam-
ily. The lady replied to the demand, that
she would like to see the person who stated
that she took the flag from Esquire B—'s:
that as to its whereabouts she had nothing
*to say; that the Lieutenant could search
her house, and if he could find any thing
that looked like a flag, he was welcome to
it. Accordingly, a thorough search was
made, in which the lady and her daughter
aided, but no flag was to be found. The
lady then thanked the officer for the gen-
tlemanly manner in which the search had
been conducted, and added that she trusted
he was satisfied. 1Ifxj'eplied that he was
quite satisfied that she had the flag, and
that it would have been far better for her
to have yielded it; but as she did not, a<
unpleasant as the task was, he should ar-
rest her and take her to head-quarters at
Pacific City.

Two men were then dispatched for a
carriage with which to convey the lady to
Merrimac, and from thence the lady was
informed that she would be sent by rail-
road. She accordingly made preparation
to go, but after an hour had elapsed in
waiting for the carriage, the lady again
demanded the name of the informants.*
and when told that it was Mrs. B., and
that Esquire B. was already in custody,
she then asked whether any indignity
would Rave been offered to her had the
flag been found in her possession. To
this the courteous Lieutenant replied:

“ Certainly not, Madam; our object
with Esquire B. was his arrest and the
capture of the flag; but with you, our
object was the flag.”

“ Will you pledge your honor,” said she.
“that if I surrender the flag 1 shall not
be arrested, nor my family disturbed.
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“You will not be arrested, nor your
family disturbed.”

“ 1 wish you to understand, Sir, that no
fear of arrest or trouble would ever have
made me surrender that flag; but’Squire
B.’s family induced me to take that flag to
save them from trouble, saying that it
should be a sacred trust, known only to
ourselves, and | consequently surrender
it” 1

She then went to a bed that had been
fruitlessly searched, took from it a quilt,
and with the aid of her daughters, pro-
ceeded to open the edges of the quilt, and
cut the stitches through the body of i,
and pulled off the top, when, behold! there
lay the mammoth flag next to the cotton,
being carefully stitched twice and nearly
a halfacross the quilt. When taken out
and spread, it proved to be a magnificent
flag, over twenty-one feet in length, and
nearly nine feet in width, with fifteen
stars to represent the prospective South-
ern Confederacy.

“ Recollect,” said the lady to Lieuten-
ant Bull,” that you did not find it your-
self, and when you wish detectives you
had better employ ladies.”

She also add-J#that she gave up the
flag unwillingly. The daughter remarked
that she had slept under it, and that she
loced it, and that fifteen stars were not so
terribly disunion—in her estimation—af-
ter all.

An Alabama Planter and the Anti-Slavery
Leaders Tog-ether.

About the time of the breaking out of
the rebellion, John G. Whittier, the Mas-
sachusetts anti-slavery Quaker and poet,
met with an Alabama planter in Boston,
who expressed a desire to converse with
him, and an interview took place, during
which there was a free interchange of
views and opinions concerning the events
of the day. The planter frankly acknowl-
edged that there was in the South a strong
feeling of hate toward the North and
Northern men, and they were determined

ol

to fight. He explained how this feeling
was fos"tered by the politicians of the
South, and how the feelings of the North
were represented there, and stated that
almost his sole object in coming to Boston
was to ascertain for himself whether the
facts were as they had been represented.
He was evidently surprised to find the
anti-slavery poet “so mild a mannered
man,” and confessed that, generally, he
did not perceive that the feeling of th<
North toward the South was so bitter anil
unfriendly as he had been led to expect
He had received nothing but civility and
courtesy, and admitted that Southerners
generally received the same treatment.

Finally, Whittier, after attending him
to some of the places of resort interesting
to a stranger, told him that, as he was now
here, he might as well see the worst of the
anti-slavery phase of Northern fanaticism
—as the fashionable phrase was,—and
proposed to visit Garrison. The planter
consented, and so they turned their steps
to the Liberator office, where they found
Garrison, Wendell Phillips, and Fred-
Douglass, and there they enjoyed a “ pre-
cious season of conversation.” Would it
not have been a sight worth seeing—that
conclave in the Liberator office, with Gar-
rison, Whittier, Phillips, Douglass, and the
Alabama planter, in the foreground ? The
planter went to his home a wiser, and per-
haps a sadder man, than he came, for, al-
ter hearing all that was said, he protested
that all he could do, while mourning for
the condition of the country, was to pray
over it.

Hoisting- the American Flag on Independ-
ence Hall by President Lincoln.

On the twenty-second of February,
18(51,—the anniversary of Washington's
birthday,— the interesting ceremony of
raising the glorious flag of the American
Union was performed in Philadelphia, op-
posite Independence Hall, by President
Lincoln, then on his way to be inaugurated
at Washington.
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Just in front of the main entrance to
the State House, and but a few feet from
the sacred hall of liberty, a large platform
had been erected for the President-elect
to stand upon before the people, while he
raised the starry banner of the republic.
The elevation, nearly six feet, enabled a
vast multitude to observe everything en-
acted thereon. The front and sides of the
stage were wrapped around with an Amer-
ican flag, while lesser flags floated from
the stanchions.

Before the flag was raised prayer was
offered, and in reply to words of welcome
addressed to Mr. Lincoln on behalf of the
city, through its chosen orator, the Presi-
dent spoke as follows:

Lincoln.

““Fellow Citizens,—I am invited and
called before you to participate in raising
aliove Independence Hall the flag of our
country, with an additional star upon it.
| propose now, in advance of performing
this very pleasant and complimentary duty,
to say a few words. | propose to say that
when that flag was originally raised here,
it had but thirteen stars. | wish to call
your attention to the fact that, under the
blessing, of God, each additional star ad-
ded to that flag has given additional pros-
perity and happiness to this country, until
it has advanced to its present condition;
and its welfare in the future, as well as in
the past, is in your hands. Cultivating

the spirit that animated our fathers, who' peal.
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gave renown and celebrity to this Hall,
cherishing that fraternal feeling which has
so long characterized us as a nation, ex-
cluding passion, ill-temper, and precipitate
action on all occasions, 1 think we may
promise ourselves that not only the new
star placed upon that flag shall be permit-
ted to remain there to our permanent pros-
perity for years to come, but additional
ones shall from time to time be placed
there, until -we shall number, as was anti-
cipated by the great historian, five hun-
dred millions of happy and prosperous
people. With these remarks, | proceed
to the very agreeable duty assigned me.”

The excitement was of a fearful char-
acter when the President-elect seized the
rope to hoist the flag of the country to the
crest of the staff over the State House.
The souls of all seemed starting from
their eyes, and every throat was wide.
The shouts of the people were like the
roar of waves which do not cease to break-
For full three minutes the cheers contin-
ued. The expression of the President-
elect was that of silent solemnity. llis
long arms were extended. Each hand
alternately pulled at the halyards, and a
bundle of bunting, tri-*ftored, which had
never been kissed by the wind before,
slowly rose and luifurled itself gracefully
aloft. If the shouting had been fearful
and tumultuous before, it became abso-
lutely maniacal now. From the smallest
urchin to the tall form which-rivaled the
President’s in compass of chest and length
of limb, there rose a wild cry,—remind-
ing one of some of the storied shouts
which rang among the Scottish hills in the
days of clans and clansmen. Suddenly,
when the broad bunting had reached the
summit of the mast, it unrolled at once in
all its amplitude, and blazed magnificently
in the sunlight which then spread so
brightly upon its gorgeous folds. At the
same moment the band struck up the
‘ Star Spangled Banner,” and a cannon
ranged in the square sent up peal after
Mr. Lincoln was then escorted to
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his hotel, and in a short time the crowd
had melted away.

Homage to the Flag- by an Eagle.

While they were hoisting the Stars and
Stripes over the officers'’ headquarters at
Camp Curtin, near Harrisburgh, Penn., in
the spring of 18C1, and just as the men
had seized the halyards, a large eagle,
that came from no one knew where, hov-
ered over the flag, and sailed majestically
over the encampment, while the flag was
run up. Thousands of eyes were up-

Homage to the Flag by an Eagle.

turned in a moment, and as the noble bird
looked down, the cheers of three thousand
men rent the air! Never was such ova-
tion paid the “Imperial Bird of Jove.”
It lingered for a few moments, apparently
not a particle frightened at the terrific
noise, then, cleaving the air with its pin-
ions, disappeared in the horizon.

Strange Blotch on Calhoun’'s Eight Hand.

Notwithstanding the long period—some
thirty years—which has elapsed since the
following political narrative was given to
the world, it has still a fresh interest, and
all the more striking in view of events
which have come upon the American na-
tion in these later years. The ‘unob-
serv ' spectator’ whose pen made record
of scene here described, was a verita-

ble -witness of the same:
3
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The other morning, at the breakfast
table, when 1, an unobserved spectator,
happened to be present, Calhoun was ob-
served to gaze frequently at his right hand,
and brush it with his left, in a hurried
and nervous maimer. He did this so
often that it excited attention. At length
one of the persons composing the break-
fast party—his name 1 think is Toombs,
and he is a member of Congress from
Georgia—took upon himself to ask the
occasion of Mr. Calhoun’s disquietude.
“ Does your hand pain you?” he asked of
Mr. Calhoun. To this Mr. Calhoun re-
plied, in rather a hurried maimer.

“ Pshaw! it is nothing hut a dream I
had last night, and which makes me see
perpetually a large black spot, like an ink
blotch, upon the hack of my right hand;
an optical illusion, I suppose.”

Of course these words excited the curi-
osity of the company, but no one ventured
to beg the details of this singular dream,
until Toombs asked quietly:

“What was your dream like? 1 am
not very superstitious about dreams; but
sometimes they have a great deal of truth
in them.”

“ But this was such a peculiarly absurd
dream,” said Mr. Calhoun,—again brush-
ing the hack of 1lis right hand; “ howev-
er, if it does not intrude too much on the
time of our friends, | will relate it to
you.”

Of course the company were profuse in
their expressions of anxiety to know all
about the dream, and Mr. Calhoun related
it:

“At a late hour last night, as | was sit-
ting in my room, engaged in writing, |
was astonished by the entrance of a vis-
itor who, without a word, took a seat op-
posite me at my table. Tins surprised me,
as | had given particular orders to the ser-
vant that | should on no account be dis-
turbed. The manner in which the intru-
der entered, so perfectly self-possessed,
taking his seat opposite me without aword,
as though my room and all within it be-
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longed to him, excited in me as much sur-
prise as indignation.  As I raised ray head
to look into his features, over the top of
my shaded lamp, I discovered that he was
wrapped in a thin cloak, which effectually
concealed his face and features from my
view; and as | raised my head, he spoke,
‘What are you writing, senator from South
Carolina?’ 1 did not think of his imper-
tinence at first, hut answered him volun-
tarily, ‘1 am writing a plan for the disso-
lution of the American Union.” (You
know, gentlemen, that 1 am expected to
produce a plan of dissolution in the event
of certain contingencies.) To this the in-
truder replied in the coolest manner possi-
ble, ‘ Senator from South Carolina, will
you allow me to look at your hand, your
right hand?’ He rose, the cloak fell, and
I beheld liis face. Gentlemen, the sight
of that face struck me like a thunder clap.
It was the face of a dead man, whom ex-
»traordinary events had called back to life.
The features were those of General
George Washington. He was dressed
in the Eevolutionary costume, such as you
see in the Patent office.”

Here Mr. Calhoun paused, apparently
agitated. His agitation, I need not tell
you, was shared by the company* Toombs
at length broke the embarrassing pause—

“Well what was the issue of tliis
scene ?”

Mr. Calhoun resumed:

“The intruder, as | have said, rose and
asked to look at my right hand, as though
I had not the power to refuse. 1 extend-
ed it. The truthis, I felt a strange thrill
pervade me at his touch ; he grasped it
and held it near the light, thus affording
full time to examine every feature. It
wets the face of Washington! After
holding my hand for a moment, he. looked
at me steadily, and said in a quiet way,
‘And with this right hand, senator from
South Carolina, you would sign your name
to a paper declaring the Union dissolved ?’
I answered in the affirmative. “Yes,”1
said, “if a certain contingency arises, |
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will sign my name to the Declaration of
Dissolution.” But at that moment a black
blotch appeared on the back of my hand,
which I seem to see now. ‘ What is that?’
said I, alarmed, I know not why, at the
blotch on my hand. ‘That,’ said he,
dropping my hand, ‘is the mark by which
Benedict Arnold is known in the next
world.” He said no more, gentlemen, but
drew from beneath his cloak an object
which he laid upon the table—Iaid upon
the very paper on which | was writing.
This object, gentlemen, was a skeleton.
‘ There,” said he, ‘there are the bones of
Isaac Hayne before you—he was a South
Carolinian, and so are you. But there
was no blotch on his right hand.” With
these words the intruder left the room. |
started back from the contact with the
dead man’s bones and—awoke. Over-
come by labor, 1 had fallen asleep, and
had been dreaming. Was it not a singu-
lar dream ?”

All the company answered in the affirm-
ative, and .Toombs muttered, * Singular,
very singular,” and at the same time look-
ed curiously at the back of his right hand,
while Mr. Calhoun placed his head be-
tween his hands and seemed buried in
thought.

Firm Devotion of a Loyal Southern Woman
to the Colors.

A finely independent and successful
stand was taken by a woman in New
Orleans, on behalf of the Union, in the
dawning days of rebellion. She and her
husband, a Mississippi steamboat captain,
occupied the middle front room of the
lowest range of sleeping apartments in
the St. Charles Hotel, at the time when
the city was to be illuminated in honor
of secession. She refused to allow th«
illuminating candles to be fixed in the
windows of her room, and the proprietors
remonstrated in vain—she finally ordering
them to leave the room, of which she
claimed, while its occupant, to have the
entire control.
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The secessionists, however, determined
not to he outdone in a matter of such
grave importance, proceeded to find and
appeal to the captain,—who was not in
the room at the time of the above pro-
ceedings. He heard their case; said his
wife had reported him correctly on the
Union question, nevertheless he would go
with them to the room, and see if the
matter could be amicably arranged.

But the captain’s disposition to yield
was not seconded, amicably nor otherwise,
by his better half. The proprietors there-
upon next proposed to vacate the best
chamber in her favor, in some other part
of the house, if that would be satisfac-
tory ; but the lady’s “No!” was still as
peremptory as ever. Her point was
gained, and the St. Charles was doomed
to have a dark front chamber. Pleased
with this triumph, Mrs.------ devised the
following manoeuvre to make the most of
her victory. Summoning a servant, she
sent him out to procure for her an Ameri-
can flag, which, at dusk, she suspended
from her window. When evening came,
the streets, animated by a merry throng,
were illuminated, but, alas! the St. Charles
was disfigured by its sombre chamber—
when, suddenly, a succession of lamps,
suspended on both sides of the flag, reveal-
ing the Stars and Stripes, were lit up, and
the ensign of the Union waved from the
centre of a hotel illuminated in honor of
its overthrow! The effect was, to give
the impression that the whoje house was
thus paying homage to the American flag;
and, what was a more significant fact still,
the old flag was greeted by the passing
crowd with vociferous applause. So
much for the firmness of a loyal-hearted,
true American woman.

Provisional Government of Kentucky on an
Excursion.

The notorious George N. Sanders found
himself one day, dilapidated and hungry,
under the hospitable roof of Colonel Wm.
H. Polk, of Tennessee,—George being
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well known, even in his own partizan cir-
cle, as a sort of political black sheep.
After having partaken liberally of the
viands set before him by his old friend,
George signified by numerous signs, and
finally by words, that he wished the serv-
ants to leave the room. He then 3aid;

“Polk, I knew you were a man with a
heart in your bosom; I told 'em so. |
said that no better man than Bill Polk
could be found. 1 told 'em so.

“Told who so ?’" asked Mr. Polk, rather
surprised at the sudden and mysterious
language, accompanied by the removal of
the servants.

“Mr. Polk,” said George,“l want your
horses and carriage for a time.”

“ Certainly, Mr. Sanders, if you wish
them.”

“Mr. Polk,” said Sanders, ““I do not
appear before you in any ordinary charac-
ter to-day; I am clothed with higher au-
thority ; 1 am an emissary.”

The tone and manner indicated Some-
thing serious—perhaps to arrest his host.

“l am an“emissary,” repeated Mr. San-
ders, speaking in very large capitals, “from
the State of Kentucky, and hope to
be received as such. The factis,” con-
tinued he, coming down to the level of
familiar conversation, ““I left the Provi-
sional Government of Kentucky a mile or
so hack, on foot, finding its way south-
wardly, and 1 demand your horses and
carnage in the name of that noble State.”

Of course the carriages and horses were
harnessed up at once, and Mr. Sanders
proceeded to bring the Provisional Govern-
ment to Mr. Polk’s house.

How shall this scene be described ?
Hon. George W. Johnson, as much a Clay
man as the sacred soil of Tennessee could
afford, but still preserving his light and
active step ; McKee, late of the Courier,
following; Walter N. Haldeman, with all
his industry and perseverance, trying to
keep up with his associates; and Willis
B. Machen, vigorous, active, slightly sul-
len, but in earnest, with every boot he
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drew out of the snowy, muddy soil, giving
a groan of fatigue. Imagine this peripa-
tetic “ Government” safely ensconced at
Mr. Polk’s, on their road south !

“Mr. Sanders,” said the ‘Governor,
with dignified suavity, after the walnuts
and wine, “claimed to be an acquaintance
of yours, and we were very glad to send
him forward.”

The Hon. Governor maintained through-
out, that easy, self-possessed manner, which
characterizes the gentleman.

The emissary shortly after suggested to
the Provisional Government that he was
“broke,” and wished to represent the
Seventh Congressional District of Ken-
tucky—that is, the Louisville District;
“for,” said he, in his persuasive, confiden-
tial tones, “ that is the only way 1| know
of for a man without money to get to
Eichmond.”

A session was at once held of the “ State
Council,” the result of its deliberations
being that Mr. Sanders was authorized to
proceed to Eichmond and there represent
the interests of Louisville in the rebel
Congress, vice I11. W. Bruce.

Presidential Prospects.

One of the visitors at the White House
took it upon himself to congratulate the
President on the almost certain purpose
on the part of the people to re-elect “ Old
Abe” for another term of four vyears.
Mr. Lincoln replied that he had been, told
this frequently before of late, and that
when it was first mentioned to him he was
reminded of a farmer in Illinois who de-
termined to try his own hand at blasting.
After successfully boring and filling in
with powder, he failed in the effort to
make the powder go off, and after discuss-
ing with a looker-on the cause for this,
and failing to detect anything wrong in
the powder, the farmer suddenly came to
the conclusion that it would not go off be-
cause it had been shot before.
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Minister Cameron and his German Afri-
canus.

General Cameron, the American Minis-
ter, for a time, at the court of St. Peters-
burg, traveled extensively in the various
countries of Europe, that he might ac-
quaint himself with their manners and
customs. One incident which he relates,
as occurring during this tour, is, to say
the least, not very complimentary to “the
great American Eepublic as it was.”

Arriving at a small German town on
the evening of Whitsuntide—which is a
famous and favorite holiday with the Lu-
therans—the General was struck with
the decent and comfortable appearance of
the people who crowded the streets; but
what just at that time interested him most,
Was a tall, stout, and impressive negro, far
blacker than Othello, even before he was
represented as a highly colored gentleman.
Supposing him to be an American negro,
Mr. Cameron went up to him and said:
“How are you, my friend ?”—using the
Pennsylvania German, in which the Gen-
eral was an adept—when, to his infinite
horror, the colored gentleman thus ad-
dressed turned upon him and said, in good
guttural Dutch, “ 1 am no American, | do
not want to talk to you. | won't talk to
any man who comes from a country pro-
fessing to be free, but in which human
beings are held as slaves.” And this was
said by the honest fellow with a magiste-
rial and indignant air that would have
been irresistibly severe, if it had not been
irresistibly comic.

Minister Cameron made his escape with
the best possible grace from his stalwart
and sable antagonist, and supposed he
had got rid of him; but on passing into
an adjoining saloon with his secretary,
Bayard Taylor, to take a glass of lager
beer, he was again confronted by his Ger-
man Africanus, who re-opened his vials
of wrath, and concluded by turning to the
General and asking him in broad German,
“Sa(/h, bin ich recht, or bin ich wnrecht
which means:
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“ Say, am I right, or am | wrong? An-
swer mel”

Minister Cameron made inquiry, as to
the negro, and ascertained that one of the
nobility in the neighborhood, who had
spent some years in Africa in a scientific
and hunting tour, brought back with him
to Germany a very handsome native, who,
in course of time, developed into the indi-
vidual that sought the opportunity to ad-
minister a rebuke to an American who
lived in a country professing to be free,
but in which human beings are held as
slaves.

Old Abe Hard-up for a Joke for Once.

During a conversation which took place
in the summer of 1864, between President
Lincoln and a distinguished Western Sen-
ator, the various legislative nominations
for the Presidency then being made were
incidently referred to. “ Yes,” said Mr.
Lincoln, moving his leg with evident grati-
fication—'*yes, Senator, the current seems
to be setting all one way!” ““It does,
really, seem to Ire setting all one way,”
was the answer of the Senator, “ but, Mr.
Lincoln, as you have told me several good
stories since 1 have been here, permit me,
if you please, to tell you one—

“ It has always been observed that the
Atlantic Ocean at the Straits of Gibraltar,
constantly pours into the Mediterrranean,
with a tremendous volume. The Bospho-
rus empties into it, at its other end, and
rivers are seen contributing to its waters
all along the coast. It was for many years
the constant puzzle of geographers, why
the Mediterranean, under all these acces-
sions, never got full and overran its banks.
After a while, however, a curious fellow
took the notion of dropping a plummet in
the centre of the Straits, when, lo! he
discovered that, though the tremendous
body of water on the surface was rushing
inward from the ocean, a still more power-
ful body was passing outward, in a counter
current, at some twenty feet below!”

“ Oh, ah!” said Old Abe, seriously, and
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evidently nonplussed for the first time in
his life ; “that does not lremind’ me of
any story I ever heard before!”

Front-Door Confabulations in Arkansas.

A Union man who was visiting Little
Rock, Arkansas, under the protecting folds
of the Stars and Stripes, which had then
taken the place of the Confederate ensign,
sat down one evening at the front door of
a secession friend, and engaged in a hearty
talk about the war, the latter claiming,
of course, that the South couldn’t he whip-
ped,.and the former arguing that that
thing was a good deal more than half done
already. While thus conversing, a mid-
dle aged negro came along, leading a horse

Front Boor Confabulations in Arkansas.

that did not seem able to stand without
artificial support. Upon nearing them he
politely bowed, and said to the secession
gentleman,

“ Good ebenin’ massa.”

“Good evening, Joe,” was the kind
response; and Joe began moving off.  Just
at this moment ““Massa’’appeared to think
of something else to say, and he remarked,

“Joe, did you hear that Roberts had
gone to Texas ?”

““Yes, massa. | knewde day he lef.”

“He took all his “boys,” I believe.”
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“Yes, massa, lie took 'em all: what he
go to Texas for?”

“1 suppose he went to keep out of the
way of the Yankees."

These words had no sooner left “mas-
sa’s ” mouth than a singular change seemed
to come over Joe. Before their utterance
he was altogether undemonstrative in his
manner; but when he caught their full
meaning, his countenance evinced pleasure
and surprise in about equal proportions.
In a moment he began to laugh, but
checked himself suddenly, and said:

“Could’'nt help laughin’, massa. My
missus tole me de Yankees could’'nt git
Memphis ; hit dey're dere now. Den she
said dere was'nt enough of 'em lef to
come furder down dc riber; hit dey went
all de way down. Den missus say dey
can’t come up de White, no how; hit
dey did come—and dey went to de Bock
(Little Rock), an’ dey stayed dar; an’ |
jes’ b’lieve dey mean to stay eberywhar,;
an’ before massa Roberts sees anodcr buf-
falo gnat dey’ll be all ober Texas, an’ he
won’t liab enough niggas lef’ to drive de
cow home.”

The italicised part of Joe’s brief oration
was spoken with deep emphasis, and the
effect of the words was greatly increased
by the appropriate gestures which accom-
panied them. He did not wait for any
mark of approval or censure, but made
his adieus rather hurriedly.

“That's a pretty sharp darkie, 1 should
say,” remarked Union.

“He is that,” was the reply; “he’s got
any quantity of hard sense; and lie’s a
right good fellow, too—I never heard any-
thing bad of him.”

“In case the war were brought to a
close on condition that the rebellious States
should send Senators and Representatives
to Congress, and the Emancipation Pro-
clamation were withdrawn, would it be a
possible thing to keep the slaves under
the same subjection as before the begin-
ning of the war?”

“ Certainly not  The slaves understand
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that they are, or soon will be, free. But
let them be made to believe that the
United States government intends to break
the solemn promise which it made to them
on the first of last January—Iet them once
understand that their anticipations of free-
dom are not to be realized in the manner
which they expected—and they will make
a second San Domingo of every Southern
State.”

“Your ideas agree pretty well with
those of the Abolitionists of New Eng-
land.”

“1 can't help that,” said the secession-
ist; “ | hate mi Abolitionist worse than |
ever hated a snake, but I believe just
what 1 say, and if the ---—-- Abolition-
ists where you came from agree with me,
I am not to blame.”

Discussion Between Major Downing’ and Mr
Dinkin.

In a letter from the Federal capital, by
Major Jack Downing, to the Editors of the
Cawecashin, the Major thus delivers him-
self in regard to the great question growing
out of the war. The Major says, and
even those who venture to differ from his
weighty opinions, rarely fail to be interested
in his expression of them:

Surs —I've been kinder sick sence |
writ you last. The truth is, this clymate
in the spring is raely very weaknin to the
constitushin.  Linkin, too, has been terri-
bully anxus about war noose, and the nigh
approach of hot weather. But the great
subjeck which the Kernel and I have been
considerin, is the “contrybands.” What
is to be done with’'em? That’s the quest-
shin, and Linkin ses he would like to see
the feller that can tell him. One night
Linkin got a big map, an he sot down, and
“Now,” ses he, “ Major, let's take a look
at all creashin, an see ef ther aint sum
place whar we kin send these pesky kinky
beds, and get rid of 'em.” *“ Wal,” ses I,
“Kernel, I'm agreed.” So we went at
it. First Linkin put his finger on Haty.
“Now,” ses he, “ther’s an ilaud that jest
suits the nigger constitushin.  Suppose
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they go ther?” “But,” ses I, ““Kernel,
they won't go, an ef they did, they wouldn’t
do nothin.” “Wal,” ses he, “no matter,
ef they won’t trouble us here eiuiy longer.”
“But,” ses I, “ther's one more resin.
The Hand aint large enuff to hold all the
niggers—four millions or thereabouts.”
““Wal,” ses he, ““ther’s Centril Aineriky—
what do you think of that spot ?”  “Wal,”
ses I, “ Kernel, that’s a fine country, nater-
ally. The Creator fixed it up on a grand
scale, but you can’t make a treaty with it,
enny more than you can count the spots
on a little pig, when he keeps runin about
the hull time. The truth is, you can't tell
who'’ll be President of it from one mornin
to the next, and the niggers you send ther
might all get their throats cut jest as soon
as they landed.” “Wal,” ses Linkin,
“that’s a slight objectshin. But let’s turn
over to Afriky. Ther's Libery; how
would that do, Major?” ““Wal,” ses I,
“ Kernel, that country is about the biggest
humbug of the hull lot. Fust off, sum
raely good peopul thought after it was goin
to amount to siuntliin, but arter forty years
of spendin money on it, ther aint enny
more chanst of civilizin Afriky in that way
than ther is of makin a rifled cannon out
of a bass wood log. A few dominys, who
can't get enny boddy willin to hear ’em
preach, hev got hold of it, an are makin a
good thing out of it. As for sendin our
niggers ther, why, it would take all the
shippin of the world, and more money than
Chase could print by steam in a year.”
“Wal,” ses Linkin, “wliar on artli kin we
send 'em?”

“Now,” ses 1. “ Kernel, I've got an idee
of my own about that matter. 1 think
they are best off whar they arc an jest as
they are, but ef you must get rid of 'em, |
would send 'em all to Massa-chews-its!
Peopul who are so anxus to hev other
folks overrun with free niggers, ought to
be willin to share sum of the blessins them-
selves. So let all that are here in Wash-
ington be sent rite offto Boston.” “ Yes,
that might do,” says Linkin. *“But,” ses

CIVIL, JUDICIAL, ETC. 45

I, “sum States won’t have 'em at all, and
they can’t go ther. Sowhat’s to be done ?”
“Wal,” ses Linkin, “1 tell you what it is,
Major, this is an almighty tuff subjeck. |
know sumthin about splittin rails, and
what hard work is ginerally, but this nigger
questshin has puzzled me more than enny
thing I ever got hold of before.” *“Wal,”
ses I, “ Kernel, I can explain the reason
why.” “Wal,” ses I, “ Kernel, whar do
you kerry your pocket book?” Ses he,
“What on arth has that to do with the
subjeck ?”  Ses I, “Hold on, you'll see.”
“Wal,” ses he, “ 1 always kerry it right
ther, in my left hand trowsers pocket.”
Ses I, ““Didn’t you ever hev a hole in
that pocket for a day or two, an hev to
put your pocket book in sum other?”  Ses
he, “Major, | hev.” Ses I, “What did
you do with itthen?” *“Wal,” ses he, “1
put it in my right hand pocket, but it
kinder chafed my leg ther cause it wam't
used to it, an it also felt mity onhandy.
So | put it in my side coat pocket, but
every tune | stooped over it would drop
out. Then I put it in my coat tail pocket,
but 1 was kept all the time on the qui
vivers, afeerd sum pickpocket would steal
it. At last, in order to make it safe an
sure, | put itin the top of my hat, under
sum papers, but the hat was top heavy, an
over it went spillin everything. 1 tell you
I was glad when my pocket was fixed, an
I got it back in the old spot.”

“Now,” ses I, “ Kernel, that's jest the
case with the niggers. The minit you.get
’em out of ther place, you don’t know what
on arth to do with 'em. Now, we've been
here all the evenin sarcliin over the map
to see ef we can’t find sum place to put
‘em. But it is all no manner of use.
You've got to do with ’em jest as you did
with your pocket book. Put ’em whar
they belong, an then you won’t have enny
more trubbil.”

Linkin didn't see eggzactly how I was
gwin to apply the story, an wen he did, he
looked kinder struck up. Wen | saw that
I had made a hit on him, I ibllered it up.
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Ses I. “ Kernel, this government ain't out
of order, as Seward and Chase kontend.
They are only tryin to run it the rong way
—that's what makes all the trubbil. 1
once had a thrashin machine, an | sold it
to old Jim Dumbutter, an arter he got it
he sed it wam't good for nothin—that it
wouldn't run, &c. So | went over to see
it, an 1 vow ef he didn't liev the machine
all rong eend foremist. I went to work
at it, an, arter a little wile, it went off like
grease, jest as slick as a whistle. You
see, old Dumbutter didn’'t understand the
machine, an, tliarfore, he couldn’t make it go.
Now,” ses I, “ Kernel, our Constitushin is
a Dimmycratic machine, and its got to be
run as a Dimmycratic machine, or it won't
runatall! Now, you see, Seward is tryin
torun it on his “higher law’ principle, but it
warn’'t made for that, an the consekence is,
the thing is pretty nigh smashed up.”
“Wal,” ses Linkin, “things do look
kinder dark. I don't know whar we will
cum out, but 1 guess I'll issoo a proclama-
sliin for the ministers to pray for us.
Perhaps they will do sum good.” Ses
I, “ Kernel, that reminds me of old Elder
Doolittle, who cum along the road one
day rite whar old Sol Hopkins, a very
wicked old sinner, was lioein com. The
season was late, and the corn was mity
slim. Ses the Elder: ‘Mister Hopkins,
your com is not very forrard this year.’
‘No, its monstrous poor,” ses Hopkins,
‘an 1 guess | shan’t have half a crop.’
‘Wal,’ses the Elder, ‘ Mister Hopkins,you
ought to pray to the Lord for good crops,
perhaps he will hear you.” ‘Wal, perhaps
he will, and perhaps he won't,’ ses old Sol,
‘but I'll be darned ef 1 don’t believe that
this com needs manure a tarnel sight more
than it does prayin for’ Now,” ses 1,
“ Linkin, | think this country is something
like old Hopkinses corn. It needs states-
manship good deal more than prayin for.”
Linkin didn’t seem to like that observation
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Bad for the Cow.

In the following little story, which is
certainly unique in its way, it will not
require a great stretch of imagination to
consider the Federal Government as rep-
resenting the locomotive, and the seceding
States the cew:

When George Stephenson, the cele-
brated Scotch engineer, had completed Ins
model of a locomotive, he presented him-
self before the British parliament, and
asked the attention and support of that
body. The grave M. P.’s, looking sneer-
ingly at the great mechanic’'s invention,
asked,—

“ So you have made a carriage to run
only by steam, have you?”

“Yes, my lords.”

“ And you expect your carnage to run
on parallel rails, so that it can’t go off, do
you?”

“Yes, my lords.”

“ AVell now, Mr. Stephenson, let us show
you how absurd your claim is. Suppose
when your carriage is running upon these
mils at the rate of twenty or thirty miles
per hour, ifyou're extravagant enough to
even suppose such a thing is possible, a
cow should get in its way. You can't
turn out for her—what then ?”

“Then ’twill be bad for the cow, my
lords!”

Advised to Stick to his Business.

If, through a multitude of counsellors
there is safety, President Lincoln may be
said never to have run any great risk of
not carrying the ship of state securely
through all its perils. Their number in
his case was always legion. Among these,
in the early part of the war, was a West-
ern farmer, who sought the President day
after day, until at last he procured the
much desired special audience. Like many
other visitors at the executive mansion, he,

of mine much, for he turned the subjeck, |too, had a plan for the successful prosecu-

an he ain't axed me what it was best to do
with the nigger sence.

‘tion of the war, to which Mr. Lincoln lis-

tined as patiently as he could. When he
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was through, he asked the opinion of the
President upon his plan.

““Well,” said Mr. Lincoln, “I'll answer
by telling you a story. You have heard
of Mr. Blank, of Chicago? lie was an
immense loafer in his way—in fact, never
did anything in liis life. One day he got
crazy over a great rise in the price of
wheat, upon which many speculators gained
large fortunes. Blank started off one
morning to one of the most successful of
the speculators, and with much enthusiasm
laid before him a plan by which he, the
said Blank, was certain of becoming inde-
pendently rich. When he had finished, he
asked the opinion of his hearer upon his
plan of operations. The reply came as
follows: ‘My advice is that you stick to
your business ! ‘But,” asked Blank, ‘what
is my business?” ‘I don’'t know what it
is,” said the merchant, ‘but, whatever it is,
I advise you to stick to it” And now,”
said Mr. Lincoln, “ 1 mean nothing offen-
sive, for I know you mean well, but I
think you had better stick to your business,
and leave the war to those who have the
responsibility of managing it.”

Burlesque on Peace Propositions.

Concerning a certain peace proposition
then on the tapis at Washington, Mr. Kerr
—liis prenomen Orpheus C.—thus clis-
courseth :—

The Confederacy hastily put on-a pair
of white cotton gloves, and says lie:

“Am | addressing the Democratic Or-
ganization ?”

“You address the large Kentucky
branch,” says the Conservative chap, pull-
ing out his ruffles.

“Then,” says the Confederacy, “1 am
prepared to make an indirect proposition
for peace. My name is Mr. Lamb, by
which title the democratic organization has
always known the injured Confederacy,and
I propose the following terms: Hostilities
shall at once cease, and the two armies be
consolidated under the title of the Confed-
erate State forces. The war debts of the
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North and South shall be so united that
the North may be able to pay them with-
out confusion,

“An election for a new President shall
at once be held, everybody voting save
those who have shown animosity to the
sunny South. France shall be driven out
of Mexico by the consolidated armies, the
expense being so managed that the North
may pay it without further trouble. Upon
these terms the Confederacy will become
a peaceful fellow man.”

Fernando Wood.

“Hem!” says the Kentucky chap.
“What you ask is perfectly reasonable,
I will consider the matter after the man-
ner of a dispassionate democrat, and return
you my answer in a fewr days.”

Here | hastily stepped up, and says I,
“But are you not going to considt the
President at all about it, my Jupiter
Tonans ?”

““The President? the President?” says
the Conservative Kentucky chap, with a
vague look—" Hem!” says he, “1 really
forgot all about the President.”

“The democratic organization,” (adds
Kerr, with said prenomen,) “my boy, in
its zeal to benefit its distracted country, is
occasionally like that eminent fire company
in the Sixth Wal'd, winch nobly usurped
with its hose the terrible business of put-
ting out a large conflagration, and never
remembered until its beautiful machine
was all in position, that another company
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of fellow firemen liad exclusive possession
of all the water* works.”

The same sparkling and trenchant pen
would find some other peace propositions,
emanating from organizations not exactly
Democratic or Conservative, first rate ma-
terial for his side-shaking irony and wit;
or, should he lack the necessary material,
Mr. Fernando Wood, the ““Apostle of
Peace,” might be able to supply the de-
ficiency.

Ohio Toll-gate Keeper's Talk with Vallan-
digham.

As Messrs. Vallandigham and Pendle-
ton, the Pro-Southern or Anti-War mem-
bers of Congress, from Ohio, were going
in a carriage, in the spring of 18G3, from
Batavia, to fill an appointment at some
place in Brown County, they drew up at
a toll-gate.

Vallandigham.

Mr. Pendleton, with that amiable famil-
iarity characterizing his intercourse with
the poor and lowly voters, asked the ven-
erable gate-keeper how he stood on politics,
and was answered: “l am a Democrat;
have voted the ticket all my life, and ex-
pect to as long as I live.”

“That’s right, my good man! 1 am glad
to find you all right on politics; now, as
an old Democrat, what do you think of the
lion. Mr. Vallandigham for our next Gov-
ernor?—Vallandigham for our next Gov-
ernor, eh?”
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“VaHandigham is the traitor
north of Mason and Dixon’s line, and |
wouldn’t help elect him dog pelter!”

“But stop, man, this gentleman with
me is Mr. V.”

“l don’t care who he is; | am a Jack-
son Democrat, not a Vallaudighamcra.t.”

The worthy pair now drove on, not par-
ticularly elated or refreshed in their polit-
ical feelings by the conversation they
themselves had provoked.

Gov. Andy Johnson's Supplement to one of
Lorenzo Dow’s Stories.

Governor Andy Johnson—now our
President,—at one of the Loyal League
meetings hi New York, hit the secession
sympathizers with the following story.
Great complaint, (said the Governor) has
been made about the suspension of the
writ of habeas corpus. Is there any man
who has no treason lurking in his bosom
that is apprehensive of an arrest? Why
are certain persons so nervous in this re-
gard? Because treason is lurkingin their
bosoms!

Lorenzo Dow, when he was on his way,
upon one occasion, to attend an appoint-
ment, met a man who complained that his
axe had been stolen.

“1 will settle that matter for you,” said
Dow.

Before reaching the meeting bouse lie
picked up a large stone, weighing about a
pound and a half After lie had concluded
his sermon in his peculiar way, looking
over the audience, turning the stone over
in liis hand, he said:

“1 have been informed by one of your
neighbors that be had bis axe stolen last
night, and I intend with this stone to knock
the man domi who did it.”

Poising the stone in his hand, as if about
to throw it, there was-one man who im-
mediately dodged behind his seat, and
Dow pointed him out to the audience as
the thief. And so | say (continued Gov.
Johnson,) if you want to find out traitors,
just look around and shake the snspended
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writ of habeas corpus at them, and you
will see them dodge, shrink and complain.

Napoleon on French Youngsters in the Fed-
eral Army.

Archbishop Hughes, on his way to Rome,
had an interview with the Emperor Napo-
leon. After a few commonplaces on the
horrors of civil war, pronounced in the
slow and monotonous tone of voice pe-
culiar to him, Louis Napoleon abruptly
altered his maimer. Ilis glassy counte-
nance lit up, his voice rose, and he pro-
ceeded with marked accentuation: ““But
who then advised your President, Mr.
Lincoln. What induced him to receive
those two youngsters (ces deuzjeunes hom-
ines—king Louis Philippe’s sons,) into his
army? He might have perceived that it
is not to his credit to encourage preten-
sions like theirs by giving them an oppor-
tunity of getting themselves talked of.
The cause of the Orleans is not a cause
which can be avowed. 1 found the throne

vacant. | took it. But they! they stole
the crown of their relative!”

That Card from Willard's Hotel.

An anecdote was told at an out door
political meeting, in Washington, one night,
by the Hon. Mr. Chittenden, of Vermont,
the well known Register of the United
States Treasury. It shows what was go-
ing on among certain high political char-
acters, to prevent the will of the people
from being executed in the inauguration
of Mr. Lincoln and to overthrow and usurp
the constitutional Government.

Mr. Chittenden remarked that he would
state one fact in connection with his expe-
rience in Washington, which he believed
had never yet been made public: His
first visit to the national capital was per-
haps an unfortunate one. He was a del-
egate from the State of Vermont to tiie
peace convention, or conference, which
met in that city, hi the month of Febru-
ary, 1861, upon the invitation of the Gov-
ernor of Virginia. In that convention he
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happened to form the acquaintance of
James B. Clay, of Kentucky, William A.
Seddon, of Virginia (afterwards the Con-
federate Secretary of War), Governor
Morehead, of Kentucky, (who became a
fugitive from the flag that had always pro-
tected him,) and others of a similar polit-
ical stripe. His seat was near those gen-
tlemen. One day, while sitting with them,
a servant from Willard's Hotel entered
and handed a card to Mr. Seddon, who sat
near Mr. Chittenden. He did not know
what was on the card, but it was passed
around from one-to the other in such a
maimer tliat he could not help but see
what was written upon it. On the card
was written these words: ‘Lincoln is in
Washington!” He never saw such con-
fusion made by a small piece of card be-
fore. They looked at each other with
amazement. At last, AValdo P. Johnson,
afterwards a Senator from Missouri, who
could control himselfno longer, exclaimed
with vehemence and chagrin, ““How the
devil did he get through Baltimore?”

It was a part of the secession plot that
the bludgeon-mongers of Baltimore should
see to it that Mr. Lincoln did not pass
through that city alive, on his way to as-
sume the charge of the Government—a
graphic account of which will be found on
another page of this volume.

Secret of the Unanimous Vote in the Senate.

The passage of a bill by Congress en-
larging die power of the President of the
United States in order for him to more
effectually meet the necessities, civil and
military, of the country, was in the highest
degree expedient. But how the bill ever
passed the Senate by an unanimous vote,
while it received so bitter an opposition in
the House, was a point which partook
largely of the mysterious, in the view of
outsiders. A Democratic Senator, how-
ever,—one of those who took their novi-
tiate for senatorial honors in the cells of
Fort Lafayette—(Wall, of New Jersey,)—
gave a solution of the mystery, one day, and
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so terse and true as to deserve repetition. companied by a friend. They took their
“Four of our men”—and lie named them, seats in the circle about eight o'clock, but
but of course one couldn't be guilty of the President was called away shortly
such disrespect to American Senators as after the manifestations commenced, and

to print them—* four of our ruen were so
drunk they couldn't leave their rooms;
and the others, not knowing how dnuik
these men were, had gone off to Count
Mercier's party.” That is the whole story,
—and a similar tale might be told in con-
nection with many other Congressional
bills and measiu'es. It is hardly neces-
sary to add, that more than one section
was represented in the drunken quartette
in question.

Price of Chivalry in Hard Cash.

When the Federal troops occupied Win-
chester, Virginia, a young lady was seen
ripping up a Union flag, to turn into a
“Secesh streamer.” An officer made her
give itup. Itwas repaired and raised over
the sidewalk of the surgeon’s house, where
it was a great trouble to the Winchester
ladies, who crossed the street rather than
walk underit. One day the Maine Tenth
seeing one of them coming down the pave-
ment, placed a bright silver Union “quar-
ter” directly under the flag. Miss Secesh
came up and stepped off the curb as usual
to go round the “dirty rag,” but on seeing
the piece of money she retraced her steps,
and while she was stooping to pick it up
she was greeted by a tremendous shout of
laughter. So the price of chivalry was
found to be not more than twenty-five
cents—certain!

““Spiritual” Revelations on the Conduct of
the War.

President Lincoln was induced by some
of his friends to hold a ““spiritual soiree,”
one evening, in the crimson room in the
White House, to test the alleged wonderful
supernatural powers of Mr. Charles E.
Shockle.
ident, Mrs. Lincoln, Secretaries Welles
and Stanton, Mr. D. of New York, Mr.
F. of Philadelphia, and Mr. Shockle, ac-

The party consisted of the Pres-'

the spirits which had apparently assembled
to convince him of their power, gave vis-
ible tokens of their displeasure at the
President’s absence, by pinching Mr. Stan-
ton’s ears and twitching Mr. Welles’s
beard. He soon returned, but it was some
time before harmony was restored, for the
mishaps to the secretaries caused such
bursts of laughter that the influence was
very impropitious. For some half-hour
the demonstrations were ofa physical char-
acter—tables were moved, and the picture
of Henry Clay, which hangs on the wall,
was swayed more than a foot, and two
caiulelebras, presented by the Dey of Al-
giers to President Adams, were twice
raised nearly to the ceiling.

It was nearly nine o’clock before Shoc-
kle was fully under spiritual influence, and
so powerful were the subsequent manifest-
ations, that twice during the evening re-
storatives were applied, for he was much
weakened. The following account ofwhat
took place is believed to be as correct as
possible.

Loud rappings, about nine o’clock, were
heard directly beneath the President’s feet,
and Mr. Shockle stated that an Indian de-
sired to communicate.

“Well, Sir,” said the President, ““I
should be happy to hear what his Lidian
majesty has to say. We have recently
had a visitation from our red brethren, and
it was the only delegation, black, white, or
blue, which did not volunteer some advice
about the conduct of the war.”

The medium then called for pencil and
paper, and they were laid upon the table
in sight of all. A handkerchief was then
taken from Mr. Stanton, and the materials
were carefully concealed from sight. In
a short time, knocks were heard and the
paper was uncovered. To the surprise of
all present it read as follows:

“Haste makes waste, but delays cause



PATRIOTIC, POLITICAL,

vexations.  Give vitality by energy. Use
every means to subdue. Proclamat'ons
are useless; make a bold front and fight
the enemy; leave traitors at home to the
care of loyal men. Less note of prepara-
tion, less parade and policy talk, and more
action. Henry Knox.”

“That is not Indian talk, Mr. Shockle,”
said the President; who is “Henry Knox?'

It was suggested to the medium to ask
who General Knox was, and before the
words were fully uttered, the medium
spoke in a strange voice, “The first Secre-
tary of War.”

“Oh! yes, General Knox,” said the
President; who, turning to the Secretary,
said: “Stanton, that message is for you;
it is from your predecessor.”

Mr. Stanton made no reply.

““I should like to ask General Knox,”
said the President, “if it is within the
scope of his ability, to tell us when this
rebellion will be put down.”

Li the same manner as before, this mes-
sage was received:

“Washington, Lafayette, Franklin, Wil-
berforce, Napoleon, and myselfhave held
frequent consultation on this point. There
is something which our spiritual eyes can-
not detect which appears well formed
Evil has come at times by removal ofmen
from high positions, and there are those in
retirement whose abilities should be made
useful to hasten the end. Napoleon says,
concentrate your forces upon one point:
Lafayette thinks that the rebellion will die
of exhaustion; Franklin sees the end ap-v
preaching, as the South must give up for

want of mechanical ability to compete -

against Northern mechanics. Wilberforce
sees hope only in a negro army.—Knox.”

“Well,” exclaimed the President, ““opin-
ions differ among the saints as well as
among the sinners. They don’t seem to
understand running the machines among
the celestials much better than we do.
Their talk and advice sound very much
like the talk of my cabinet—don’'t you
think so, Mr. Welles?”
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“Well, I don’t know—I will think the
matter over, and see what conclusion to
arrive at.”

Heavy raps were heard, and the alpha-
bet was called for, when ““That’s what’s
the matter,” was spelt out.

There was a shout of laughter, and Mr.
Welles stroked his beard.

““That means, Mr. Welles,” said the
President, “that you are apt to be long-
winded, and think the nearest way lionle
is the longest -way round.  Short cuts in
war times. | wish the spirits would tell
us how to catch the Alabama.”

The lights, which had been partially
lowered, almost instantaneously became so
dim as to make it difficult to distinguish
the features of any one in the room, and
on the large mirror over the mantel-piece
there appeared the most beautiful though
supernatural picture ever beheld. It
represented a sea view, the Alabama with
all steam up flying from the pursuit of an-
other large steamer. Two merchantmen
in the distance were seen, partially de-
stroyed by fire.  Theipicture changed,
and the Alabama was seen at anchor un-
der the shadow of an English fort—from
which an English flag was waving. The
Alabama was floating idly, not a soul on
board, and no signs of life visible about her.
The picture vanished, and in letters of
purple appeared: ““The English people
demand this of England’s aristocracy.”

“ So England is to seize the Alabama
finally?” said Mr. Lincoln: “ It may be
possible; but, Mr. Welles, don't let one
gunboat or monitor less be built.”

The spirits called for the alphabet, and
again “That's what's the matter,” was
spelt out.

“1 see, 1 see,” said the President:
“ Mother England thinks that what’s sauce
for the goose may be sauce for the gander.
It may be tit, tat, too, hereafter. But it
is not very complimentary to our navy,
anyhow.”

“We've done our best, Mr. President,”
said Mr. Welles ; “I'm maturing a plan
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which, when perfected, 1 think, if it works
well, will be a perfect trap for the Ala-
bama.”

“Well, Mr. Shockle,” remarked the
President, “ I have seen strange things and
heard rather odd remarks ; but nothing
which convinces me, except the pictures,
that there is anything very heavenly about
all this. I should like, if possible, to hear
what Judge Douglas says about tliis war.”

“I'll try to get his spirit,” said Mr.
Shockle ; “but it sometimes happens, as it
did to-night in the case of the Indian, that
though first impressed by one spirit, 1 yield
to another more powerful. If perfect
silence is maintained, | will see if we can-
not induce General Knox to send for Mr.
Douglas.”

Three raps were given, signifying assent
to the proposition. Perfect silence was
maintained, and after an interval of per-
haps three minutes, Mr. Shockle rose quick-
ly from liis chair and stood up behind it,
resting his left arm on the back, his right
thrust into liis bosom. In a voice such as
no one could mistake who had ever heard
Mr. Douglas, he spoke. The language
was eloquent and choice. lie urged the
President to throw aside all advisers who
hesitate about the policy to be pursued,
and to listen to the wishes of the people,
who would sustain him at all points if liis
aim was, as he believed it was, to restore
the Union. He said that there were
Burrs and Blennerliassetts living, but that
they would wither before the popular ap-
proval which would follow one or two vic-
tories, such as he thought must take place
ere long. The turning-point in this war will
be the proper use of these victories. If
wicked men in the first hours of success
think it time to devote their attention to
party, the war will be prolonged ; but if
victory is followed up by energetic action,
all will be well.

““l believe that,” said the President,
“whether it comes from spirit or human.”

Here closed the interview, at Mrs. Lin-
coln’s request, Mr. Shockle being much
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prostrated. The account here given is
from one who was present; and, though
evidently by no one unfriendly to the me-
dium, there has been no denial of the gen-
eral correctness of the proceedings.

Putting- 'Em Through a Course of Sprouts.

One lively spring day, four young men
of the city of Frederick, Maryland, went
to the good old town of Liberty, and whilst
passing the Stars and Stripes which floated
from a pole at the west end of the town,
took the idea into their empty heads to
curse that time-honored emblem with con-
siderable liberality and positiveness, and
to even say something about taking it
down. Hearing, however, that they would
be called to account for such rebellious
acts, they loaded their pistols before leav-
ing the hotel, and roisterly declared what
they would do if attacked. The “fun”
came at last. About five o'clock, a car-
riage was seen coming up the hill, and
when nearly opposite the flag, two citizens
walked out into the middle of the street
and gave the command, “ Halt," which was
promptly obeyed. The next command
was—" Salute that flag!” After an ex-
cuse or two about a ‘ bad cold,” and ‘ how
salute it?’ they gave a weak cheer. The
answer to this was, “ That won't do; a
little louder!” The second time their
voices raised considerable; but “ louder
yet!” was commanded, and the third time
they gave mighty good proof of pulmona-
ry health. They were then ordered to
“Curse secession,” and they did so. After
having thus gassed successfully their ex-
ercise on the various points of the political
decalogue, they were allowed to move on
—wiser and better posted men.

Carolinian Unionist Showing the Track.

Captain Grant, of the Nineteenth Wis-
consin regiment, had the good fortune to
escape from the Confederate prison at
Columbia, South Carolina, to the Union
lines. When he had been twenty days
out, and had just crossed the line between
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North and South Carolina, he was startled
about the middle of the night by hearing
voices in the middle of the rood and ap-
proaching. Stepping aside and listening
closely, lie was reassured by the discovery
that one of the voices was that of a negro,
and supposed, of course, the other was a
negro also. He called them, and enquired
the road to a town not far distant, which
was in the direction he wished to go. To
this interrogatory, a white man’s voice re-
plied —

Carolina Unionist.

“ Men of your stamp don’t want to go
to that town—you must flank it.”

“What do you mean by men of my
stamp? ” was the reponse.

“Why,” said the Carolinian, “1 mean
that you don’t want to go there, that’s all;
but you must flank it.”

“But what do you suspect me of be-
ing?” Captain Grant enquired.

“You are a Yankee,” replied the Caro-
linian; “if you go there you will be made
a prisoner.”

“And if 1 am a Yankee,” said the Cap-
tain, “ and wanted to flank the town, is
there anybody about here who could
show me how to do it?—is there such a
man ?”

“That | be,” was the reply, and the
Carolinian parted from his negro compan-
ion, who turned out to be a woman, and
took Captain Grant to his house, and call-
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ed up his wife and had her get supper for
the stranger. Here Captain Grant got
his first insight of the faithfulness, earn-
estness and hopefulness of the real Union
party of North Carolina. His host told
him where and how to find Union men,
and marked out the most favorable roads
for him to take, giving many directions, all
of which were proven to have been given
in good faith.

Sentiments of a Dying Soldier.

At a public meeting in Boston, Mr.
Gough said: “ Not long ago | was in a
hospital, and saw a young man, twenty-six
years of age, pale and emaciated, with liis
shattered arm resting upon an oil-silk pil-
low, and there he had been many long and
weary weeks, waiting for sufficient strength
for an amputation. I knelt by liis side
and said, “ Will you answer me one ques-
tion?” “ Yes sir,” was his reply. “ Sup-
pose then you were well, at home, in good
health, and knew all this would come to
you, if you enlisted, would you enlist?”
“Yes, Sir,” he answered in a whisper;
“1 would in a minute! What is my arm
or my life compared with the safety of
the country ?”

That was patriotism of the genuine
brand.

Banks's Morning Call at Marshal Kane’s
Door.

General Hanks, on assuming command
in Maryland, took his first step in the work
of throttling treason by arresting George
P. Kane, marshal of the police of Balti-
more, who had publicly declared that that
city was “red with blood,” and boastingly
adding, with reference to the Northern
troops, ““We will fight them, and whip
them, or die.” Banks accordingly deter-
mined to arrest the marshal. Eighteen
hundred men marched from Fort McHen-
ry into Baltimore with loaded muskets and
fixed bayonets, just before daybreak, for it
was well known that the marshal had arms
secreted at the head-quarters and the sta-
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tions of the police, and it seemed that he
was only waiting a favorable opportunity
to rise with his whole force and begin an
insurrection to wrest Baltimore from Fed-
eral authority.

The men wore their cartridge boxes, in
which were a few rounds, but no knap-
sacks. They had marched a square, when
a policeman, in his cool summer uniform,
and swinging his long baton, was observed
crossing the street ahead. Instantly the
head of the column opened, the body
swept on, and the policeman, riveted to the
ground in astonishment at this manoeuvre,
unknown to the tactics of either Matsell
or Vidocq, found himself swallowed up and
borne along in the resistless advance.
Two squares ahead another policeman was
discovered—again the column opened and
he was engulfed. By the time the column
reached the residence of the marshal, not
less than fifty-seven of the vigilant guard-
ians of the night had been thus swallowed
up ; but when they found that their cap-
tors had halted at the door of the mar-
shal’s house, they began to smell a rat of
the largest possible dimensions. An offi-
cer now rang the bell.  After some delay,
a night-capped head popped out of the
window, and the well-known voice of
Marshal Kane inquired, in a rather gruff
tone,—

“What is wanted ?”

The officer blandly replied that he him-
self was the article just then in demand.

“Hum, hum,” said the marshal, never
at a loss for a joke, “ I'll supply that de-
mand.”

Did the vision of escape cross the mar-
shal’s mind ? Possibly. It is certain that
he skipped with agility to a back window,
raised the curtain and looked out. Alas!
Ilie moonbeams played upon five hundred
glittering bayonets in the yard below.
The game was up, and the marshal knew
he must submit, to his inevitable fate. He
descended the stairs and opened the front
door.

“ Good God!” he exclaimed to the offi-
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cer in command, “ Why did you not bring
five or six more regiments and some artil-
lery? If you had sent me a note and a
carriage, |1 would have come without all
this fuss.”

It was even then day-break ; the column
moved briskly forward, and the marshal
enjoyed the rare sight of sunrise from the
ramparts of Fort McHenry.

Prospective Value of the War.

An officer from Louisville led one of
Kosecrans’ regiments into battle, his supe-
rior having been called to other duty. In
the advance this man’s son fell by a rebel
bullet. The father saw him fall, but could
not stop to care for him. Narrating the
circumstances, the bereaved father said,
with the tears fast falling from his eyes:

“My boy, you know', is gone. | was in
temporary command of the regiment, and
as we were pressing on I saw my boy
fall. 1 could not turn back to him, so I
said to a soldier, ‘ Look to Johnny,” and
went on, and we did the work we went to
do.”

“ Do you still hold to the idea you ex-
pressed when you and 1 talked over the
questions of this war before? Do you
feel now as yon did then ?

“ Certainly; 1 feel we are doing this
work for ourselves and children, and for
those who are to come after us. Of
course, I am very sad, but the cause is
just the same as before—only more sacred
than ever”

Comedy of Cabinet Errors.

The following jaunty account is told of
an interview with the Cabinet chiefs, just
after the Baltimore Republican Nomina-
ting Convention:

Immediately upon the adjournment of
the Convention, a prominent Republican
gentleman paid his respects to Mr. Rew-
ard ; found him in a pleasant state of mind,
with one thumb in vest pocket, and twirl-
ing his spectacles with the other hand.

“Ha! ha! Mr. ——said the secretary
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to his visitor, “ I see that poor Blair and
Chase have been invited to leave the Cab-
inet by the Baltimore Convention!”

The gentleman was astonished, as he
had supposed that this resolution referred
to Mr. Seward as much, at least, as to any
other member of the Cabinet, and after a
few common-place remarks, retired. Im-
mediately after, he paid his respects to Mr.
Welles, whom he found awake, and who
immediately notified his visitor that he
had heard or dreamt that some people,
who had recently assembled in Baltimore,
had invited Mr. Seward to leave the Cab-
inet. The next Secretary visited was Mr.
Blair, and he was found to be laboring
under the delusion that the resolution of
the Convention was meant for Mr. Chase,
his particular ‘ friend.” And finally it was
discovered, in this amusing Comedy of
Cabinet Errors, that evefy individual mem-
ber of Old Abe’s confidential advisers
supposed that he was exempted, while all
the others were censured for their part in
the conduct of the war.

Political Courtesies atthe White House.

One of the most significant of the many
political groupings atone of President Lin-
coln’s “receptions’ during the war, was
that in which the President, Mrs. Lincoln,
General and Mrs. McClellan, and General
and Mrs. Fremont, were parties. The two
latter were waiting in the reception room
until their carriage should arrive, when
the President came up and asked General
Fremont if he would be presented to Gen-
eral McClellan. “ With pleasure,” replied
he, “but we are about leaving.” “Never
mind that,” said the President, ““I’'ve
got him in a corner in the other room,
and he’s waiting for you.” Of course
General Fremont did not refuse, so, fol-
lowed by Senator Sumner and Mrs. Fre-
mont, he walked with Mr. Lincoln the en-
tire length of the East Room, the observed
of all the guests, who cheerfully ‘ gave
place.”  The introduction was, of course,
the ordinary simple ceremony, and after a
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few moments conversation with General
and Mrs. McClellan, the parties retired as
they had advanced. Such an occurrence
of ceremonial courtesy between two op-
posed military and political chieftains did
not fail to impress the hundreds of look-
ers on.

Forgetting his Usual Courtesy.

The instances are rare in which Presi-
dent Lincoln’s temper is known to have
given way, under the annoyance' of per-
sons boring him with their “ views” of se-
cession, war, emancipation, &c. One such
instance is thus narrated:

A good lady of Ward Beecher’s church,
doubtless inspired by her pastor’s free ex-
hortations about politics, thought she had
discovered a sure means of aiding the
cause, and became so engrossed with it
that, —woman-like—:she persuaded her
husband to take her to Washington that
she might be the first to whisper it in the
ear of the President, and so become the
honored instrument of the nation’s salva-
tion. The patriotic couple called at the
White House, and were told that the
President was engaged on important busi-
ness and could not be seen. But the lady
thought her mission of too much import-
ance to be postponed for a single day, and
sent word back to the President that her
business was of the greatest consequence.

Unwilling to send away a lady, and sup-
posing that she had come to ask a per-
sonal favor, perhaps in reference to some
relative in the army, the President left liis
conference on State matters, and went
down to listen to his lady visitor. He sat
patiently while she opened her plan of mil-
itary and moral strategy for the suppress-
ion of the rebellion, and then rising to his
full bight, which was some, said, with ab-
ruptness and impatience—

“Madam, all this has been thought of a
hundred times before! ”

Saying which, he hastened out of the
room, forgetting his usual courtesy to the
other sex.



Political Rendering of Hamlet.

Hon. John Cochrane is ‘some’ at sen-
sation making, He got off something in
this line, in one of his speeches during the
war, which—at one point at least—seemed
to ‘bring down the house,” friends and op-
ponents alike included. With character-
istic vivaciousness of manner and expres-
sion, Mr. C. said:

Upon yonder lines, at Windsor Pass,
Vallandigham and his friend Horatio—I
see the friend of Horatio grasping his
cloak about him to screen him from the
northern blast; and | also behold Marcel-
lus Wood. It is the peace platform on
the Canadian line. They tread the stage
and remind me of that scene conceived in
the mind of nature’s poet, composed un-
doubtedly with reference to events now
transpiring. It was the melancholy Ham-
let—Vallandigham—his friend Horatio,
and the officer Marcellus Wood, that occu-
pied, upon a dreary night, a brief hour
upon the peace platform at Elsinore.
[Hisses and applause.]

Hamlet—(Vallandigham)—the air bites
shrewdly; it is very cold.

Horatio—it is indeed, an unhappy and
an eager air.

Hamlet—What hour now ?

Horatio—Methinks it lacks of twelve.

Marcellus Wood—No, it has struck.

Horatio—Indeed ! | heard it not.

Heard it not, Horatio? Heard you not
Rhode Island, one? two, Vermont? three,
Massachusetts? four, New Hampshire?
five, Maine? six, California? seven, Wis-
consin? eight, Illinois? nine, Pennsylva-
nia? ten, Ohio? eleven, Maryland? and
New York, twelve? [Uproarous ap-
plause, which lasted for some time, the
audience rising to their feet and cheering
en masse.] And there struck the last syl-
lable of recorded time. If, Horatio, your
auricular nerve was dead to that, it must
be the dull, cold ear of death with which
you are struck. The dead heard it, looked
up and wondered at the miracle. The liv-
ing heard it and rejoiced, and as our army
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stood shoulder to shoulder in the front, the
people were standing shoulder to shoulder
in the rear.

Cheers instead of a Speech.

A very cheerful little speech was given
by President Lincoln, one afternoon, while
a very large concourse of people was as-
sembled on the grounds of the presidential
mansion, listening to the charming music
of the Marine Band.

The President, in the midst of the mu-
sical entertainment, made his appearance
on the balcony of the White House, and
after conversing with a few friends, stood
up and looked very much like a man who
was going to make a speech. The people
took the cue from Abraham'’s countenance,
and instantly 'here was a general rush to
the spot where he stood. Mr. Lincoln
smiled on the crowd gathered around him,
and understanding very well what they
wanted, made a low bow and proceeded:

“ Ladies and gentlemen, | suppose you
want a speech, don't you?”

“Yes, yes!” was the response on all
sides.

“Well,” said the President, ““I propose
in lieu of it to give three cheers for Gen-
eral Grant and the army under him.”

The cheers were given with a right
good will, after which the crowd dispersed,
thinking that old Abe had played a joke
in pretending that he was going to make
a speech. The little episode put every-
body into the best of humor. The Presi-
dent knew well how to lead off with *““three
and a tiger.”

Stirring Scene at the Foils.

At a town meeting held in Newton,
Massachusetts, a very black freedman who
came from Virginia to the former State
about a year and a half previously, and
who, for fourteen months, had been in the
employ of a gentleman in West Newton,
appeared at the polls for the purpose of
voting. He had been assessed, his tax
was paid, and he was all right on the rec-
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ord, but he held a War ticket, and the
presiding member of the board of select-
men at the time, who entertained opposite
political views, refused permission for him
to vote.

“ Upon what grounds ? ” asked a gentle-
man present. “ Because,” said the officer,
“he is an escaped slave, and under the
fugitive slave law he ought to be sent
back.” “But,” said the gentleman, “we
don't live under that dispensation now;
the President's Proclamation has settled
all that, and the man has a right to vote
and should be allowed to do so.”

“The President had no right to make
such a Proclamation; it is unconstitu-
tional,” said due selectman.

The gentleman replied: “ It is for the
Board to determine the man’s right to
vote, and | appeal to them;” and with
the exception above stated all concurred
that the freedman had the right to vote,
and he accordingly deposited his first bal-
lot with a grin of delight which was pleas-
ant to witness.

As he was doing this, however, a little
Irishman entered his protest, on the ground
that he could not read and write. “1 beg
pardon,” said the gentleman who acted the
part of friend to the voter, “he can read
and write. Since he came here he has
been prepared for the duties of a free
man, and he can read and write as well
as a white man.” “Well,” said the little
Irishman, “ I don’t care for that; niggers
have no right to vote, any way,” and so
the matter ended.

General Stewart and Senator Douglas on the
“ Situation.”

A most remarkable prediction was made
by Senator Douglas, in January, 1861.
Mi-. Douglas was asked by General C- B.
Stewart, of New York, who was making a
New Year’s call on the great Illinoisian,—

u What will he the results of the efforts
of Jefferson Davis and his associates to
divide the Union?”

““The cotton States,” Douglas replied,
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““are making an effort to draw in the
border States to their schemes of secessk

and | am too fearful they will succe*

If they do succeed, there will be the me

terrible civil war the world has ever see |,
lasting for years. Virginia will become a
charnel house; but the end will be the
triumph of the Union cause. One of their
first efforts will be to take possession of
this capital, to give them prestige abroad,
but they will never succeed in taking it;

Douglaa.

the North will rise en masse to defend it;
but it will become a city of hospitals; the
churches will be used for the sick and
wounded, and even the Minnesota block
(whieh afterward did become the Douglas
hospital) may be devoted to that purpose
before the end of the war.”

“What justification is there for all this?”
inquired General Stewart.

“There is,” said Douglas, “ no justifica-
tion, nor any pretense of any. If they
will remain in the Union, I will go as far
as the Constitution will permit to maintain
their just rights, and 1 do not doubt hut a
majority of Congress will do the same.
But,”—and this he said rising on his feet
and extending his arm, “if the Southern
States attempt to secede from tills Union
without further cause, I am in favor of their
having just so many slaves, and just so
much slave territory, as they can hold at
the point of the bayonet—and no more I”
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‘ilkinson’s Veteran Minnesota Regriment.

One of the richest scenes afforded by
I i United States Senate, during the war,

is that in which Pitt Fessenden, of

aine, and Wilkinson, of Minnesota, were
ne principal actors. Wilkinson—a very

3yer Senator—had been indulging in a
little abuse of “ the East.” The East got
everything, lie said, and the West nothing,
lie alluded particularly to a veteran regi-
ment from Minnesota, which from some
informality had not yet received its pay,
and an appeal was taken to Congress,
which was not successful.  From one thing
to another, the discussion rambled, till at
last the Senator (Wilkinson) began to
ridicule the army ofthe Potomac in “ Dunn
Browne's” best style. He pictured that
army swinging to and fro between Wash-
ington and Culpepper, and made eastern
armies and eastern generals appear in a
ridiculous aspect. Pitt Fessenden rose to
defend the East.

““How is it,” asked Fessenden, ““about
the veteran' Minnesota regiment, which
our friend has complimented so highly
here? To what army did it belong?”

“To the army of the Potomac,” replied
Wilkinson.

“Indeed,” quoth the Maine senator, “is
it possible ? Has this Minnesota regiment
been swinging to and fro between the Po-
tomac and the Rapidan ?”

Wilkinson then explained that he did
not allude to the soldiers of the army of
the Potomac, but to its leaders. Mr. Fes-
senden took him up on that point.

““Who is the General-in-Chief?” asked
Mr. Fessenden ; “ It is General Halleck, a
western man.  Who is the Commander-in-
Chief, the man responsible for the leader-
ship of all the armies? Is he not a western
man?”

It was a most amusing colloquial debate,
Fessenden coming out in his best style, and
Wilkinson doing extremely well, too, but
choosing to be in a weak position, he was
compelled to throw up the sponge.
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Availing himeelf of a Joke.

A representative of one of the five Great
Powers met Mr. Seward one day, just as
he was coming out of his room, on Ins way
to dinner. Of course the diplomat was
invited to walk in. He declined, saying:

“Qh, no, I only called to tell you a good
joke. One of our Captains has just ar-
rived, and says that, when he reached

Seward

Charleston and went to my consul’s office,
and inquired for the consul, he was told that
he was drilling his company. What com-
pany? inquired the captain of the ship.
Why, one of the companies selected to
march against Washington. The captain
was greatly surprised, and mentioned the
fact as evidence of the universal feeling of
hostility which pervades Charleston.”

J/r. Seward. What is the name of your
consul at Charleston ?
Diplomat. ---------

Mr. Seward, (opening the door opposite
where they were standing.) Mr. Assistant
Secretary, draw up an order recalling the
exequatur issued in favor of------ , consul

at Charleston. There. That business is
disposed of.
Diplomat. My ------ Seward*!  You

are not in earnest.
as a good joke.
Mr. Seward. And I, Mr. -——-—-- 1 avail
myself of this ““joke,” to give you practical
evidence of the manner in which we intend

I only told you the story
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to deal with every Foreign Power and their
representatives, whenever they interfere,
directly or indirectly, between us and the
traitors in rebellion against our Govern-
ment. The exequatur of your consul is
recalled ; and I sincerely hope that no im-
prudence on the other side of the Atlantic,
will compel me as summarily to terminate
the very pleasant relations now existing
with all the members of the Diplomatic
Corps.

“And the brother shall deliver up the brother
to death.”

A man named C—e, lived in Missouri,
about fifty miles from the Kansas border.
Ilis family, originally from the South, had
settled in southwestern Missouri. When
the war broke out his two brothers avowed
their disloyalty to the Government, joined

““ And the brother shall deliver up the brother to death.”

the secession army,—and they urged him to
dosotoo. Buthe was true to his allegiance
to the Union and its starry ensign. Hesi-
tating, and with the ties of kindred to dis-
tract him, he remained a passive witness
of events until all the man that was in him
at length induced him to take his place in
the great struggle. A few days after a
younger brother rode up to his house. At
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the time he was out of his wagon, and had
been practising with his rifle at a mark,
and had just loaded. The younger brother
said:  ““I'm glad you're thinking about
your gun. You'd better join a company.”
“1 have done so,” was the calm reply.
“Whose?” “Captain------ ’s,” naming the
Captain of a company of Home Guards
that had been raised in that county. “Ah!
that's what you are at, is it?” cried the
younger brother—and, drawing a Colt's
navy, he continued, “ I've got something
for you,” and fired. The ball lodged in the
breast of the elder brother, who staggered
and fell with the violence or suddenness of
the shock. Recovering himself, however,
for a moment, with superhuman energy, he
got upon his knees, and seizing his rifle,
pointed it at liis murderous brother, who
turned and fled, but the rifle-ball in his
spine arrested the course of the rebel for-
ever. The family of the Union man gath-
ered a few of their effects hurriedly, and
fled with him in a wagon—at last reaching
Kansas, where, though severely wounded,
he slowly recovered.

Female Traitors making Ashes of the Glo-
rious Flag.

In the earlier stage of the rebellion, four
young gentlemen stopping in Alexandria,
engaged apartments there of a highly re-
spectable lady living in Prince street, with
her daughters, the latter aged respectively
sixteen and eighteen. Although the lady
and her daughters were avowed secession-
ists, the former having two sons in the
rebel army, the new-comers were never-
theless not quite prepared to hear them
speak so contemptuously and bitterly of the
Union. The young gentlemen, it appears,
took it into their heads to hoist the Slurs
and Stripes on the top of their dwelling,
one day. The lady and daughters, when
they discovered it, raised such a storm of
indignation that the gentlemen were afraid
to approach them. One ofthe j oung ladies
clambered to the roof of the house, at the
risk of life and limb, and, with the spirit
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of atigress, tore down the flag, trampled
it beneath her feet, and finally threw the
fragments into the stove. Not contentw ith
this disrespect to the glorious emblem of
the country which had protected herself
and family from their birth, this youngtrait-
ress took the ashes of the burnt flag and
pitched them contemptuously into the
street.

Merited Rebuke of a Secessionist by General
Dumont.

A good anecdote is told of how aviolent
secessionist at the Tennessee capital got a
merited rebuke from General Dumont A
famous physician’s female household de-
ported themselves so rudely to our soldiers,
once or twice actually spitting in their
faces, that the General ordered the house
to be put under guard, with orders to let
no one pass in or out. The Doctor, who
was in the country at the time, was greatly
incensed on finding his access to his own
house debarred by a guard of soldiery on
his return, and forthwith went to head-
quarters, boiling over with rage. On hear
ing the Doctor’s representation, the General
calmly replied that he was not aware of
giving any order to put the complainant’s
house under guard. The latter insisted,
however, that the fact was so, and pointed
to his residence, which was in sight and
near at hand, as evidence, for the guard
could be plainly seen.

“Is that your residence ?” inquired the
General, blandly.

“To be sure itis.”

“Why, I took it for granted, from the
conduct of its female occupants, that it was
an abode of shameless courtezans, and |
ordered a guard to be placed around it to
prevent the visitation of our soldiery.”

Confession of a Rebel Officer to General
Grant.

One of the majors in the rebel army at
Vicksburg had formerly served in the same
regiment of the United States army with
General Grant, but was then the latter’s
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prisoner of -war. Grant treated him kindly,
invited him to his private apartment, and
extended to him the courtesies of personal
friendship. After he left, the General
gave a little sketch of the rebel’s former
life to the members of his staff. He also
said, that when the rebel major was in his
room and he was talking to him about
being in the Confederate service, the ma-
jor replied:

“Grant, | tell you I ain’t much of a
rebel, after all, and when 1 am paroled, 1
will let the d------ service go to the mis-
chief.”

Dr. Cottman in Butler's Hands.

There is a story of General Butler’s ad-
ministration in New Orleans which does
not appear in his excellent biography. By
direction of the President, an election for
Congressmen was held in the First and
Second districts. Dr. Cottman engaged
to be a candidate, and was thereupon sent
for by General Butler.

The General, after inquiring whether it
was really true that the Doctor was a can-
didate with his own consent, and receiving
an affirmative answer, read the oath which
he -would be required to take before enter-
ingupon his Congressional duties—a pret-
ty stringent covenant by the way, declaring
that the deponent had never given aid or
comfort to the internal or external enemies
of the Republic never held or sought
office under the pretended government of
the Confederate States or in any way
countenanced the great rebellion. Having
thus called the attention of the Doctor to
the terrible ordeal which awaited him,
the General drew forth a large fac-simile
of the Ordinance of Secession, and pointed
to the signature, Thos. E. Il. Cottman,
which appeared thereon in a fair, round,
schoolmaster-like hand.

“Now,” asked the General, “how can
you take that oath after having signed that
treasonable document?”

“But I did not assent to it.
separate secession all through.”

I opposed
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“But you signed the ordinance—and
the signature looks as though you thought

it was something to be proud of.”

“ | signed it merely as a witness to the
record!”

“ Signed as witness ! Bosh! What non-
sense !  Suppose, Doctor, you really were
a Member of Congress, and old Jake Bar-
ker, as the representative of Benjamin
Franklin, should present a claim for wit-
ness fees, on the ground that his ancestor
signed the Declaration of Independence
only in that capacity—would you vote foi
it?”

The Doctor appeared to be afflicted with
a bronchial disorder, which prevented his
making immediate answer.

“Now,” says the General, “ 1 tell you 1|
think it an insult to loyal men that a signer
of that ordinance should offer to take the
oath I have read. You know very well
that the signing of that document was
made a test of the devotion of members
of the Convention to the cause of Seces-
sion. You know very well that it was
made a test in the case of Mr. Rosier, and
you know that he did not meet it as you
did by surrendering to treason.”

“Very well, Sir, I will announce in the
newspapers that 1 am ordrred by the mili-
tary commander to withdraw my name
from the canvass.”

“ No you wont—nothing of the sort. |
have given you no orders; I shall give
you none. | have only to say that I think
it grossly scandalous that you, after having
signed an ordinance of secession, should
ask the people of this District to put you
in a position to take this oath; and even
if you can bring your conscience to allow
you to take that oath, certain it is that no
House of Representatives would allow you
to take it in its presence ! ”

So the Doctor went his way, and an-
nounced in the newspapers that unforeseen
circumstances commanded his withdrawal
from the canvass.
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Accidents Will Happen.

General Garfield had a bad egg thrown
at him by some treason sympathizer while
speaking at Chestertown—the same place
where, he said, a few weeks since he was
face to face with the companions of the
miscreant on the field of battle. *They
carried more dangerous weapons,” said the
General, “but as | did not run there, it is
not probable that I shall run now ; and as
I fought then, if necessary, I can fight
now!” The mob were intensely gratified
by this plucky speech, and proceeded to
inflict summary justice upon the egg-
thrower, which they did, unfortunately, by
administering a tremendous beating to the
wrong man! If atrue patriot, however,
he doubtless forgave the accident, and was
willing thus to suffer vicariously in so good
a cause.

Disturbing an Orator.

When the Union lines advanced towards
Corinth, in the summer of 1862, a battery
was planted on an eminence commanding
a considerable portion of the country, but
completely shrouded from view, by a dense
thicket. Scouts were sent out to discover
the exact position of the rebels, and when
they were but a short distance in advance,
to give a signal as to the direction to fire;
if any were discovered.

One of the rebel commanders, unaware
of such presence, called around him a
brigade, and commenced addressmg.them
in something like the following strain:
““Sons of the South! We are here to
defend our homes, our wives and daugh-
ters, against the horde of Vandals who
have come here to possess the firstand
violate the last Here, upon this sacred
soil, we have assembled to drive back the
northern invaders—drive them into the
Tennessee. Will you followme? I we
caimot hold this place, we can defend no
spot of our cherished Confederacy. Shall
we drive the invaders back, and strike to
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death the men who would desecrate our
homes? Is there a man so base among
those who hear me as to retreat from the
contemptible foe before us? I will never
blanch before their fire, nor—"

At this interesting period the signal was
given, and six shells fell in the vicinity of
the chivalrous officer and his men, who
suddenly forgot their red-hot resolves, and
fled in confusion to their breastworks.

One of the Things to he Done.

A very gentlemanly, intelligent Union
soldier was one day standing by the side
of a 32-pounder, at Annapolis, Maryland,
oter which, under the military rule of
General Butler, there proudly floated the
Stars and Stripes. In the course of a con-
versation with some disunionists who sur-
rounded him, one of them said :

“1 would just like to know nony, m-hat
you all expect to do?”

With the gun for his seat, the flag for
his protection, and slaveholders for his au-
dience, he replied:

“We expect to enforce the laws of the
United States, in all the States. We in-
tend, that persons living in Charleston,
South Carolina, who desire to subscribe
for any Northern paper, may, with perfect
safety, take such paper from its nntapper,
and read it with impunity in the public
rooms of your hotels. And nnben vessels
with colored sailors, having regular papers
from the United States custom houses, go
to Southern ports, nye intend that those
sailors shall not be molested, in any man-
ner whatever.”

“Why, you are an abolitionist! ”

“No, Sir, not a bit of it. But 1 am an
American citizen, having certain rights,
which have not, heretofore, been protected;
but which hereafter, thanks to your folly,
will forever be secured. Why, only a
year ago, when 1 m-as at Wilmington, a
colored man, who had bought himself and
a small schooner, was engaged in the coast-
ing trade hereabouts, and happened to find
himself in trouble, not far from this very
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point. His n-essel ran aground, and he
was obliged to stay several days in this
place. He nya3 put in jail, had no funds
to pay some infernal fine with, and would
have been sold by the State into slavery,
had not several of us, who happened to
hear it, raised $800, and secured his lib-
erty.”

“Why, you surprise me ; 1 never heard
of that.”

“No, and you never would have heard
of it under your state of things. But nony
you will find that papers will print differ-
ent matter from what they used to. And
that, my friend, is one of the things that
nye expect to do.”

Friendly Advice to a Doubtful Unionist.

Colonel Maishall, an old army officer,
distinguished by his explorations on the
Plains, regarded the valley of the Pamun-
key as almost a paradise. The green
fields of waving grain nyere so luxuriant
that he nya3 induced to inquire how long
the ground tyas run without change, and
nya3 astonished to find that once in six
years was the reply. The houses are built
of brick, and the barns are of the most
substantial character. Upon one occasion
he encamped in a clover field, and, as was
very natural under the circumstances, the
horses, being in clover, lost no time in tak-
ing advantage of it. The gentlemanly
proprietor of the clover field, having made
serious remonstrances without effect, at
last demanded payment therefor, when the
following brief and conclusive colloquy
ensued:

Proprietor.
lieve ?

Col. M.  You believe right, Sir.

Proprietor. Well, Colonel, you have
trampled down my clover field and com-

Colonel Marshall, 1 be-

pletely destroyed it. Do you intend pay-
ing for it ?
Col, M. Well, Sir, are you loyal ?

Proprietor. Yes§, Sir.
Col. M. Areyou willing to take the
oath of allegiance to the United States ?
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Proprietor. No, Sir.

Col. M. Then get Jeff. Davis to pay
you, and get out of my tent, you infernal
traitor.

Rousseau’s First Step toward making Loyal
Men of Rebels.

On General Rousseau’s succeeding
General Mitchel in his command in Ala-
bama, he was visited by a gentleman re-
questing permission to go beyond our lines
and visit his wife. He had never taken
up arms against the Union, but he had
aided and abetted those who had, and ad-
mitted that he was still a Secessionist.

“You can't go,” said the General.

“It seems very hard,” replied Secesh,
“that I can't go to see my wife.”

“No harder for you than it is for me,”
returned the General; “ | want to see my
wife. You have compelled me to leave
her, by your infernal treason. You surely
don't expect me to grant you a favor which
your rebellious conduct prevents me from
enjoying.”

“Well, but General,------ ”

“Itis useless to talk, Sir. If you will
go to work and assist me to return to my
wife, | will do all I can to enable you to

return to yours.”
“What do you wish me to do, General?”

“ 1 wish you to return to your allegiance,
and, as far as lies in your power, to dis-
countenance rebellion and treason.”

“But, General, my conscience will not
allow me to do that.”

“ Neither, then,” replied the Kentucky
patriot, “will my conscience allow me to
grant you favors which are due only to
loyal men.”

Of course there was nothing further to
be urged; the baffled rebel took up his hat
and left. The General turned toward
those who were sitting in his tent, and
quietly remarked,

“When you have rendered these rebels
fully sensible of how much they have lost
by their rebellion, you have taken the fiist
step toward making them loyal men.”
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Dr. ------- 's Loyalty rather Coppery.

Down in old Eastern Massachusetts
(town not mentioned), resides a certain
Dr. , Whose loyalty was commonly
reputed as rather “ coppery,” but who is
wonderful in his success in transplanting
trees and making them thrive—in fact has
raised a paradise around his fine old man-
sion. A clerical guest once making the
rounds, said, “ Doctor, the United States
Marshal ought to have an eye to your
proceedings.” “ How so,” asked the Doc-
tor, a trifle startled, and wondering whether
he had spoken out a little too plainly any
time. “Because you have such a happy
way of encouraging trees-on.” The Doc-
tor laughed, and “owed him one.”

Raising’ the Flag.

A great city for Union people, Union
speeches, Union flag-raising, etc., is------ ,
The boys are even more vociferous in
cheering for the Union than are their pa-
rents, and when the ‘ Stars and Stripes’
are to be unfurled to the breeze, specimens
of Young America may always be seen
honoring the occasion with their presence.
At one of these gatherings, where, with
the above described concourse, were as-
sembled the stanch Union men of the city,
one among the latter class was chosen to
address the assembly. Accordingly, he
arose upon the platform, and amidst the
deep silence of the expectant audience
began, ‘slowly but surely,” as follows :

“ Countrymen !'—friends!—fellow-citi-
zens —why are we here assembled this
evening ?”

Scarcely had this question been thus put
to the listening crowd when an impatient
juvenile patriot, indignant at the very
thought that the man selected to address
the people should be ignorant of the rea-
son why they had there assembled, an-
swered in a drawling, whining, but per-
fectly audible voice:

“To raise that flag, ye big fool ye I”

This information was applauded by
a general laugh—the orator asking no
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more such patent questions during that
address.

Judge G-----'a lIdea of the Eehellion.

Judge G. was a Justice of the Supreme
Court in the western part of the State of
New York a short time before the rebel-
lion broke out, but while the distant mut-
terings of its thunders could be heard.
The Judge was as renowned for his solid
learning and patriotism as he was for a
certain quaintness of expression, that oft-
times produced a laugh in court, to the
great surprise of the Judge. One day a
feigned issue in a -divorce suit, involving
abandonment and desertion on the part
of the guilty party, was on trial at the
Circuit, and the counsel for the plaintiff,
who sometimes indulged in ““spread ea-
gles,” was in the very climax of his rhap-
sody, when, turning a moment from the
jury, whom he was addressing, to the
Court, he said, “ What would your Honor
do, I would like to know, if a portion of
the States of this glorious Union should
‘shoot madly from their spheres,” and at-
tempt the destruction of the nation?”
“What would | dew ?” asked the Judge;
“why, I'd try and shvle them back again.”
It may be added that the Judge, who is
still upon the bench, adhered unfalteringly
to his opinion.

Devotion to the Stars and Stripes.

- . a man about six feet
four in liis stockings, and of proportions
worthy a grenadier, and whose heart is as
stout as his frame, a thorough Union man,
and in for the war until all treason was
thoroughly crushed out, was conducting a
religious conference meeting, when a
brother arose to speak, who, after alluding
to his hopes and fears in a religious point
of view, branched out in reference to the
state of the country, saying that so great
was his devotion to the Stars and Stripes
that he had enlisted; and after a few
further patriotic remarks, begged an inter-
est in the prayers of the church, that he
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might be protected by Divine Providence,
on the battle field, and that should he fall
avictim to the bullets of the enemy he
might be prepared for the change.

Such a speech at any time would thrill
with patriotic fervor the brave heart of
that worthy minister, and he consequently
spoke a few words of encouragement to the
hero.  After this, the wife of the enlisting
brother volunteered her experience, hi the
course of which, alluding to her husband’s
enlistment, she expressed a willingness to
give him up, even unto death, in the ser-
vice of his country.

In a few moments after, the meeting
came to an end, when the minister, all
anxiety for the welfare of the patriot
volunteer, proceeded to make some inqui-
ries in reference to his regiment, commenc-
ing with the very natural question as to
its name and number, when he received
the startling reply, ,

< ““I'vejined the Home Guard

Arrest of “Joe Guild” by Colonel Myers.

Colonel Myers, of California, received
the appointment of Union. Sheriff of Nash-
ville and its vicinity, and in the discharge
of his duties was ordered to arrest certain
offensive characters—among others a cer-
tain Col. Joe Guild. This person was
elected Judge of the Chancery District,
which embraces Sumner county, after Ten-
nessee was forced into rebellion. He was
a lawyer of some ability, and a bilious
Breckinridge politician. In the work of
treason, no one commenced earlier or
ran faster..

When Colonel Myers went hi search
of “Old Bally,” he took a walk around
Gallatin in his usual quiet way, and asked
some one he met where Colonel Guild
lived. ““Judge Guild? yonder he goes
now,” said the citizen, ““on that pony.”
Quickening his pace, the Sheriff soon
caught up, and approaching him, inquired
if that was Colonel Guild.

“ Guild is my name, sir; what will you
have?”
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“1 have visited Gallatin for the purpose
of arresting you.”

¥ Arrest me!” said Guild, with well
feigned astonishment; I have done nothing
worse than thousands have done in this
county.”

““That may all be very true, Colonel
Guild ; but we are determined that those
who took front seats in this little show shall
keep them throughout.”

Colonel Guild desired to see his resi-
dence before setting out for Nashville, but
our Sheriff was in a hurry. ““But the
Court is in session,” said Guild, “surely
you will allow me to sign the records?”
“Yes, you can sign them. Send for them
and sign them at the Provost Marshal’s
office.”

The Judge sent for the records and for
his family. When these came, a number
of citizens came as a committee of condo-
lence. Judge Guild's female relatives were
demonstrative. Mrs. G. wished she just
had the power; she would drive the Yan-
kee Hessians out of the country very
quick.

“Yes,” said the officer, “but we have
the power, and intend to drive the enemies
of the country in.”

“Very well,” replied madam, “ you need
not think you can force our people into the
Union.”

“We intend to force the soil in, any-
how,” said Colonel Myers, ““and if the
people cannot afford to come in, they would
better get off.”

Pro-Southern Domine Delineated.

Some one was discussing the character
of a pro-Southem clergyman-—a time-
serving Washington domine—in the pres-
ence of Mr. Lincoln. Says Mr. Lincoln
to his visitor, I think you are rather hard
upon Mr. Blank. He reminds me of a
man in Illinois who was tried for passing
a counterfeit bill. It was in evidence that
before passing it he had taken it to the
cashier of a bank and asked his opinion
of the bill, and he received a very prompt
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reply that the bill was a counterfeit. His
lawyer, who had heard of the evidence to
be brought against his client, asked him
just before going into court, “ Did you take
the bill to the cashier of the bank and ask
him if it was good?” *““I did,” was the
reply. “Well, what was the answer of
the cashier ?”  The rascal was in a corner,
but he got out of it in this fashion; “ He
said it was a pretty, tole rable, respectable
sort of a bill.””  Mr. Lincoln thought the
clergyman was “a pretty, tolerable, respect-
able sort of a clergyman.” The President
said: ““We have a good many of that class
in Washington, 1 fear, though, if anybody
is going to make me prove this I'll back
down at once, for in these times it is hard
to prove anything.”

Hard-Shell Brethren Dealing- with a Contu-
macious Member.

Nobody took a higher reputation for
daring and efficiency in the guerrilla war
in Missouri than Major Clark Wright.
He and liis rangers became a terror to
rebels in that region. When the roar of
secession first went up from South Caro-
lina, he heard it in common with others,
but, while avowing his Union sentiments,

Hard Shell Brethren.

attended simply to his business, and avoided
giving any offence on account of his views.
In course of time, however, at a Baptist
meeting near his residence, a few of the
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*brethren,” after refreshing their spiritual
appetites with the crumbs of his sanctu-
ary, took his case into consideration, and
unanimously determined that he should
be made to leave the country, appointing
a committee to inform him of their de-
cision.

One of the party, although an ardent
secessionist, happened to be a personal
friend of Wright, and forewarned him.
W ght, knowing that he had done nothing
to warrant such proceedings, determined
to fight it out, and in this he was backed
by his wife. He provided himself with
two revolvers, and his wife took one, and
awaited further developments.

Monday afternoon, three men rode up
and inquired for Mr. Wright. He walked
out, with the butt of a revolver sticking
warily from his coat pocket, and inquired
their wishes. The revolver seemed to
upset their ideas. They answered that it
was nothing in particular, and proceeded
to converse upon every thing in general,
but never alluded to their errand. Finally,
after a half hour had passed, and the men
still talked on without coming to their
mission, Wright grew impatient, and asked
if they had any special business—if not,
he had a pressing engagement, and would
like to be excused. Well, they had a lit-
tle business, said one, with considerable
hesitation, as he glanced at the revolver
butt.

“ Stop! ” said Wright, “ before you tell
it 1 wish to say a word. 1 know your
business, and | just promised my wife on
my honor as a man, that | would blow
— out of yie man who told me of it, and
by the Eternal God, I'll do it! Now tell
me your errand? ”

Saying this, he pulled out his revolver
and cocked it. The fellow glanced a mo-
ment at the deadly looking pistol, and took
in the stalwart form of Wright, who was
glaring at him with retribution iu his eye,
and concluded to postpone the announce-
ment.
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their reception to their principals. The
next Sunday, after another refreshing sea-
son, the ““brethren” again met and took
action upon the contumacy of Mr. Wright.
The Captain of a company of secession-
ists was present, and after due delibera-
tion, it was determined that upon the next
Thursday he should take his command,
proceed to Wright’s, and summarily eject
him from the sacred soil of Missouri.
Wright's friend was again present, and he
soon communicated to Wright the state of
affairs, and begged him to save bloodshed
by leaving.

Wright lived in a portion of the coun-
try remote from the church, and the resi-
dence of those who were endeavoring to
drive him out, and he determined, if pos-
sible, to prepare a surprise for the worthy
captain and his gallant forces. To this
end he bought a barrel of whiskey, an-
other of crackers, a few cheeses, and some
other provisions, and then mounting a
black boy upon a swift horse, sent him
around the country, inviting his friends to
come and see him, and bring their arms.
By Wednesday night he had gathered a
force of about three hundred men, to whom
he told the state of things, and asked their
aid. They promised to back him to the
death. The next day they concealed
themselves in a cornfield, back of the
house, and waited the development of
events. So, a little after noon, the captain
and some eighty men rode up to the place
and inquired for Mr. Wright. That gen-
tleman immediately made his appearance,
when the Captain informed him that, being
satisfied of his abolitionism, they had come
to eject him from the State.

“Won't you give me two days to settle
up my affairs?” asked Wright.

“Two days be —! I'll give you just
five minutes to pack up your traps and
leave!”

“But I can’t get ready in five minutes.
I have a fine property here, a happy home,

The three rode away, and reported and if you drive me off you make me a
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beggar. | have done nothing. If I go,
my wife and children must starve.”

“To hell with your beggars!
must travel! ”

“ Give me two hours ?”

“1'll give you just five minutes, not a
second longer. If you ai’'nt out by that
thne (here the gallant soldier swore a most
fearful oath,) I'll blow out your cursed
abolition heart! ”

“Well, if I must, I must!” and Wright
turned toward the house, as if in deep
despair, gave a preconcerted whistle, and
almost instantly after the concealed forces
rushed out and surrounded the astounded
Captain and his braves.

“Ah, Captain!” said Wright, as he
turned imploringly towards him, “won’t
you grant me two days—two hours, at
least, my brave friend, only two hours in
which to prepare myself and family for
beggary and starvation—now do, won't
you?”

The Captain could give no reply, but
sat upon his horse as if ague-smitten. He
at length found voice to say—

“Don't kill me!”

“Kill you! No, you black-livered
coward, I won't dirty my hands with any
such filthy work. If I kill you, I'll have
one of my niggers do it. Get down from
that horse! ”

The gallant Captain obeyed, imploring
only for life. The result of the matter
was that the whole company dismounted,
laid down their arms, and then as they
filed out were sworn to preserve their alle-
giance inviolate to the United States. An
hour after, Mr. Wright had organized a
force of two hundred and forty men for
the war, and by acclamation was elected
Captain. The next Sunday he started
with his command to join the National
troops under Lyon, stopping long enough
on his way to surround the Hard-shell
church, at which his miseries had all been
so augmented. After the service was
over, he administered the oath of allegi-
ance to every one present, including the

You
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Reverend Pecksniff, who officiated, and
then left them to plot Treason and wor-
ship God in their own peculiar and pious
maimer.

He soon, became Major Wright, doing
brave and valuable service for his country.

Noble Greeting by a Loyal Southerner to a
Green Mountain Boy.

A tall, splendid-looking man, dressed in
the uniform of the Allen Greys, Vermont,
stood one day conversing with a friend on
Broadway, New York city. He was en-
tirely unconscious that his superior height
was attracting universal attention on that
crowded thoroughfare, until a splendid ba-
rouche drove up to the sidewalk, and a
young man sprang from it and grasped the
soldier’s hand, saying,

“You are the most splendid specimen
of humanity | ever saw. | am a South-
erner, but my heart is with the Union; if
it were not, such noble-looking fellows as
yourself would enlist me in the cause.”

The subject of this salutation, although
surprised, was perfectly self-possessed, and
answered the cordial greeting of the young
Southerner with warm enthusiasm. He
was of superb stature—several inches
above six feet, and his noble, open coun-
tenance, beamed with the ancient patriot-
ism of the Green Mountain Boys, of which
he was so fine a specimen. He had walked
fifteen miles from the village of Chitten-
den to enlist, and was the only representa-
tive of that village; but he was a host in
himself.

Parson Brownlow expressing his Senti-
ments in Jail.

Parson Brownlow’s sufferings while in
jail for his fidelity to his country are well
known, as well as his unflinching endur-
ance of them. General Carroll, of the
Confederate army, who was at one time
a great friend of his, visited the parson in
jail, and said to him,

“ Brownlow, you ought not to be here.”

“So | think,” responded the Parson;
“but here I am.”
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“The Confederate Courtis sitting nyitli-
in a hundred yards of the jail, and if you
will take the oath of allegiance you shall
be immediately liberated.”

““Sir,” said the Parson, looking him
steadily in the eye, “before 1 will take the
oath of allegiance to your bogus Govern-
ment | will rot in jail, or die here of old
age. 1 don’'t acknowledge you have a
Court. I don't acknowledge you have a
Government. It has never been acknowl-
edged by any power on earth, and never
will be. Before I would take the oath |
would see the whole Southern Confedera-
cy in the infernal regions, and you on top
of it.”

“Thatis — plain talk,” said the Gen-
eral, indignantly leaving the jail.
“ Yes, Sir-ee,” said the Parson; “ 1 am

a plain man, and them’s my sentiments.”

Confederate Notes in Maryland.

The rebel officers treated the citizens of
Frederick with a great deal of courtesy,
but generally forced upon them their
worthless Confederate notes and scrip, in
exchange for provisions, or any thing else
they desired. The merchants and others
who had articles to sell, upon the rebel
forces entering the town, closed their places
of business and refused to sell. Stuart
threatened to use force unless the stores
were opened, and then the merchants con-
cealed the bulk of their stocks, and opened
their doors. At one store Colonel Gordon
called, and insisted upon paying for goods
he wanted in Confederate notes. The
. merchant happened to be a man wrho did
not hesitate to utter his Union sentiments
freely, and he told the gallant rebel that
Confederate notes were not worth the pa-
per they were printed on. The Colonel,
in reply to this, asked,

“And pray what may be your political
sentiments ?”

“1 am a Union man, Sir, and always
intend to remain one.”

““Indeed! are there many people like
you here?”
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““Yes, Sir. We have voted on seces-
sion, and this district gave three thousand
majority for the Union.”

“Yes, at the point of the bayonet.”

“No, Sir. There were neither bayo-
nets nor muskets to intimidate us. Every
man was free to vote as he pleased.”

“Then we have been most damnably
deceived.”

““Sail Columbia.,” and the ““Star Spang-led
Banner,” at Fort Sumter.

It is familiar to all, that, on leaving Fort
Moultrie, Major Anderson brought away
with him the flag which he had been in the
habit of hoisting over that fort. He en-
tered Sumter on the night of 26-27th
December, 1860, and determined to hoist
the flag at noon on 27th.

A short time before noon Major Ander-
son assembled the whole of his little force,
with the workmen employed on the fort,
around the foot of the flag-staff. ~The
national ensign was attached to the cord,
and Major Anderson, holding the ends of
the lines in his hands, knelt reverently
down. The officers, soldiers, and men
clustered around, many of them on their
knees, and all deeply impressed with the
solemnity of the scene. The chaplain
made an earnest prayer—such an appeal
for support, encouragement and mercy, as
one would make who felt that ‘ Man’s ex-
tremity is God's opportunity.” As the
earnest, solemn words of the speaker
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ceased, and the men responded “Amen”
with a fervency that perhaps they had
never before experienced. Major Ander-
son drew the ‘ Star Spangled Banner’ up
to the top of the staff, the band broke out
with the national air of ‘ Hail Columbia,’
and loud and exultant cheers, repeated
again and again, were given by the offi-
cers, soldiers, and workmen.

Cities built and in Embryo: Schaffer and

Ould at a Joke.

Colonel Schaffer, chief of staff to Gen-
eral Butler, and General Ould, the rebel
Commissioner of exchange, were the best
of friends, personally, and, in their official
interviews, always very pleasant and agree-
able to each other. On one of these occa-
sions, when chatting at City Point on mat-
ters and things in general, Colonel Schaf-
fer picked up a map of Virginia, and
glancing at it casually, it occurred to him
that there was a good site for a city in the
neighborhood of City Point, and expressed
his astonishment that it had been over-
looked so long. Said he, with great seri-
ousness, “ If I had the capital, 1 would
invest it right here. It’s bound to be a
great city some day or other.” Ould kept
his eyes for awhile on the map, and then
looking at the Colonel, remarked, hardly
able to suppress a smile that was trying to
force its way out, “ It seems to me, Col-
onel, that instead of building a new city,
you had better take one already built"
“Sam,” said the Union Colonel to the
servant, “ get that black bottle out of my
basket; ” and the rebel joke was washed
down with old rye.

Blondin’s Art Serving a good Figure.

Some gentlemenfrom the West obtained
an interview with President Lincoln, at
the executive mansion, when things looked
dark for the national cause, and gave vent,
in an excited and troubled manner, to
their feelings as to the commissions and
omissions of the administration. The
President, as usual, heard patiently all
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that was said, and then replied: “ Sup-
pose, gentlemen, all the property you were
worth was in gold, and you had put it in
the hands of Blondin to carry across the
Niagara river on a rope, would you shake
the cable, and keep shouting to him,
‘Blondin, stand up a little straighter—
Blondin, stoop a little more—go a little
faster—Ilean a little more to the North—
lean a little more to the South!’ No,
you would hold your breath, as well as
your tongue, and keep your hands off till
he was safe over. The Government is
carrying an immense weight.  Untold
treasures are in their hands. They are
doing the best they can. Don’t badger
them. Keep silence, and we'll carry you
safe across.”  Tliis simple but wonderfully
graphic idea answered the complaints of
half an hour, and not only silenced but
charmed the auditors.

Cabinet Pictures Before and After the Elec-
tion.

President Lincoln took it into his head
to call one day at the studio of the artist
who at that time was engaged in painting
the Cabinet group. Mr. Lincoln inquired
how he was getting along with the happy
family. The artist informed him that he
was progressing finely, and would soon
have it completed. Mr. Lincoln, after
scanning closely the arrangement of the
group, expressed his admiration of the
work. ““Yes,” said the artist, ““it will he
a fine painting, and as soon as I get it com-
pleted, 1 intend to travel through the
country and exhibit it” “What!” says
the President, “ exhibit that all over the
country? It will ruin my chances for
re-election.  Everybody expects me to
change my Cabinet.”

Dang-er of Kreedmen Voting*.

Some southern gentlemen were dis-
cussing the question of the possibility and
propriety of giving votes to the freedmen
of the South; a measure in the expedi-
ency of which the Southern Unionists—
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more particularly those from the far South
—appear to be tolerably unanimous. One
of the gentlemen present—a loyal Texan
—announced himself inflexibly opposed to
any such a grant of votes to the blacks,
“because,” said he, “in six months after
you give the right to negroes to vote, half
the politicians in the country will go about
swearing that they have negro blood in
their veins.”

Didn’t like Vallandig-ham’s Defeat.

The news of Vallandigliam’s guberna-
torial defeat, when announced to the Ohio
troops, caused a good deal of lusty cheer-
ing,—such as would have been heard after
the reading of an official dispatch on dress
parade, proclaiming a signal victory for
our troops. The noise attracted the atten-
tion of the rebel pickets in front, and many
of them inquired what it all meant." The
following conversation on the subject took
place in front of Fort Wood:

Rebel—Say, Yank, what's all that noise
about?

Union—The boys are cheering for
Brough’s election.  Vallandigham is whip-
ped.

Reb.—How do you know Vallandigham
ain’'t elected? your telegraph’s out, ain’t
it?

Union—I don’t know about that. Ro-
sey says Brough’s elected.
Reb.—Rosey’s a d—n liar, 1 guess.

But is Brough elected, honest?

Union—Yes, he is, honest.

Reb. (vociferously)—Officer ofthe guard,
No. 6!

The officer of the guard made his ap-
pearance very shortly, and asked what
was wanted. The rebel picket replied—

“Brough’s elected and Vallandigliam’s
whipped like h—1.  You had better send
word to General Bragg.”

The pickets were told to find out how
the election went, if they could, and send
word to head-quarters.
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Vanity of Patriotism and Honor.

A humorous colloquy took place upon
the hurricane deck of one of the Cumber-
land river craft, between a newspaper cor-
respondent and an elderly darkey. The
latter possessed a philosophical and retro-
spective cast of countenance, was squatted
upon his bundle, toasting himself against
the chimney, and apparently plunged in
a profound state of meditation. Fmding
upon inquiry that he belonged to the
Ninth Illinois, one of the most gallantly
behaved and heavy-losing regiments at the
Fort Donelson battle, and part of which
was aboard, the correspondent interrogated
him somewhat on the subject. That the
Etbiop’s philosophy was much in the Fal-
staffian vein, the following will show:

“Were you in the fight?”

“ Had a little taste of it, sa.”

“ Stood your ground, did you ?”

“No, sa, | runs.”

“Run at the first fire, did you?”

“Yes, sa; and would have run soona,
had 1 known it war cornin’.”

“Why, that was not very creditable to
your courage! ”

“Dat isn’'t in my line, sa—cookin's iny
perfeshun.”

“ Well, but have you no regard for your
reputation?”

“ Reputation’s nuffin to me by de side
ob life.”

“ Do you consider your life worth more
than other people’s?”

“It's worth more to me, sa.”

“Then you must value it very highly.”

“Yes, sa, | does—more dan all dis
wuld—more dan a million of dollars, sa;
for what would even dat be worth to a
man wid de bref out of him? Self-pres-
erbashun am de just law wid me.”

“ Then patriotism and honor are nothing
to you?”

““Nuffin, whatever, sa; | regard dein as
among de vanities.”

It is safe to say that the dusky corpse
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of that African will never darken the field
of carnage.

““Mustered In.”

The boys of the One Hundred and Sev-
enteenth New York tell a good joke in re-
gard to the “mustering in” of a darkey
attached to that regiment, who became
fearful he would be deprived of his pay
unless he was joined to the service. A
huge mustard plaster was applied to his
back, about a foot below where the rear
buttons of his coat were placed, and, un-
der the belief that all soldiers were served
in the same manner, as a sort of military
institution, he wore it until the pain be-
came unendurable, at which time he was
formerly declared “mustered in,” accord-
ing to the law in such cases made and pro-
vided. If that darkey didn't get his wages,
it was not because he failed to suffer for
his country as a patriot duly put through
by the One Hundred and Seventeenth.

“Benefit of Clergry.”

The ““Volunteer” was the title of a
‘broadside’ published by the boys of the
lowa Tenth, then stationed at the little se-
cesh town of Charleston, about twenty-five
miles west of Cairo. The following story
tells the way in which, the day after the
Tenth took possession of the village, the
people thereof went to church: On his ar-
rival, on Sunday, General Payne found the
churches vacant, and no evidences of that
devotion on the Sabbath so necessary to
all well-regulated communities; he accord-
ingly summoned the inhabitants of the
place and its surroundings to meet him at
the Court-house, at half-past one in the
afternoon, where he proposed to expound
to them the weightier matters of the law.
The house was filled (the General occa-
sionally sending after a prominent ab-
sentee), and after giving them some good
advice, he called on a reverend divine to
conduct the services, quietly informing the
audience that his services were required
elsewhere, and that it would be necessary
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for them to remain until six o’clock. On
turning to the door they were surprised to
find that the house was closely guarded,
aud that for the balance of the day they
were prisoners. By this ruse the General
not only succeeded in preventing informa-
tion of his movements being carried to the
rebels, but brought many an old sinner to
the altar who had not seen it for years.

Prompt Aftministratinn of the Law.

After General Schenck’s arrival in Cum-
berland, one of his first decisions was very
characteristic. A secesh Colonel had sold
his negro to the Confederate government,
taking pay, of course, in scrip. The negro,
employed in fortifications, managed to es-
cape to Cumberland, where he spread him-
self considerably. A constable, knowing
the circumstances, and wishing to turn a
penny, had the negro thrown into prison
as an escaped slave. General Schenck,
hearing the facts, sent for the parties.
“ By what right,” he asked of the constable,
““do you hold this man in prison?”

“As a fugitive from service.”

“Don’t you know that he escaped from
the service of the rebels?”

“Yes, but we have a law' in Maryland
that covers the case, General.”

“And | have a law upon which it can
be decided. Colonel Porter, set that ne-
gro at large and put this constable in his
place.”

The astonished snapper up of trifles was
marched off to the cell lately occupied by
his proposed victim.  After being detained
there precisely the same number of days
he had imprisoned the poor darkey, he was
set at large, fully impressed with the belief
that the grim-visaged General had never
learnt to be trifled with.

Command of the Virginia Forces tendered
to General Scott.

Judge Douglas stated, soon after the
breaking out of the rebellion, that one day
while walking down the streets of Wash-
ington, he met a distinguished gentleman,
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a member of the Virginia Disunion Con-
vention, whom he knew personally, and
had a few minutes conversation with him.
““He told me,” said Judge D., “that he had
just had an interview with General Scott;
that he was chairman ot the committee ap-

Gcneral Scott

pointed by the Virginia Convention, to
wait upon General Scott, and tender him
the command of the Virginia forces in
this struggle. General Scott received him
kindly, listened to him patiently, and said
to him:

“l have served my country, under the
flag of the Union, for more than fifty years;
and as long as God permits me to live, |
will defend that flag with iny sword, even
if my own nai ive State assails it.”

Minute Men of Massachusetts.
1775 and 1861.

As one of the Massachusetts regiments
was passing through New York on its way
to Washington, under the President’s first
call for seventy-five thousand men, a gen-
tleman of the first-named city met one of
its members on the street.

“Is there anything 1 can do foryou?”
said the New Yorker, whose heart warmed
toward the brave representative of the
brave Massachusetts militia who had been
so prompt to shoulder the musket

The soldier hesitated a moment, and
finally, raising one of his feet, exhibited a

boot with a hole in the toe, and, in other
respects, decidedly the -worse for wear.

“ How came you here with such boots
as those, my friend ?” asked the patriotic
citizen.

“When the order came for me to join
my company, sir,” replied the soldier, “ I
was plowing in the same field at Concord,

Minute Men of Massachusetts—1775 and 1861.

where my grandfather was plowing when
the British fired on the Massachusetts men
at Lexington. He did not wait a minute;
and 1 did not, sir.”

That noble soldier was furnished at once
with every tiling that could meet a soldier’s
wants.

Patriotism of the Rarest Kind.

Messrs. Nathaniel Davis, Robert Davis,
and William Robertson, co-partners in
business in Montreal, Canada, abandoned
their establishment immediately on receipt
of the President’s proclamation calling for
troops, and issued the following card:

“The business of Nathaniel Davis &
Co., 1058 McGill street, will cease on
Thursday of this week, as the proprietors
leave for the scene of war on Friday.
Our landlord, Mr. Flynn, kindly releases
us from our agreement to occupy his store
for another year. The President of the
United States has issued his call for vol-
unteers. As Americans we respond at
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once. Every drop of blood in our veins
belongs to our country. We are thankful
to Divine Providence that we are alive and
in good health to do duty to our govern-
ment. The name of Washington will re-
ceive new lustre from the glorious deeds
about to transpire in the trial of the cause
of freedom and a republican government.”

They Had Heard of Him.

When the steamer Maryland reached
Locust Point, Baltimore, carrying Captain
Sherman’s Light Artillery, and a regiment
of Pennsylvania volunteers, the troops
were met by the noted Mr. Kane, Marshal
of the city, when the following colloquy
took place:

“Major, can | be of any assistance ?”

“Who are you, Sir?”

“1 am Marshal of the Police of Balti-
more, and would render any assistance.”

“Oh, yes! we have heard of you in the
region from whence we came. We have
no need ofyou. We can take care of our-
selves.”

The secession-hearted Marshal retired,
and the disembarkation of the troops took
place immediately, the Harriet Lane pre-
senting her broadside to the point where
the cars waited to convey the passengers
to the Relay House.

Betort Courteous from an American in Paris
to M. Thouvenel.

A distinguished American, conversing
in the city of Paris, with M. Thouvenel,
the French Minister of Stwc, was asked
rather impatiently by that distinguished
French official,

“But, Sir, how much time do you -want
to take Richmond? How long must we
wait?”

“1 think, Monsieur, with great respect,”
was the courteous reply of our country-
man, “that we shall be satisfied if we are
granted as much time as the allies took to
reduce Sebastopol.”

M. Thouvenel changed the subject.
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Compromising' the Capitol Flag.

Under the administration of Mr. Bu-
chanan, a man named Duddmgton was
captain of the Capitol police at Washing-
ton. Though he held an important and
responsible office connected with the safety
of the Capitol, he was a secessionist—a
decided but not an obtrusive one; he made
little display of his Southern patriotism,
and his politics were practically of that
mild type which was not inconsistent with
a willingness to retain office after the acces-
sion of Lincoln. In fact, he was not indis-
posed to mediation and compromise, and
was inclined to bring back our misguided
and rather impetuous Southern brethren
by gentle and conciliatory means. So he
visited Senator King, during the special
executive session of the Senate called to
consider the nominations of the new Pres-
ident, and suggested as a measure of rea-
sonable compromise that the American
flag, which always floats over each house
of Congress, when it is in session, should
not be raided. ““Not raise the American
flag! Why not?” asked the sturdy Re-
publican Senator. *“ Because,” said the
official, “ it irritates the Southern people.”
The careful compromiser soon after—about
as soon as a note could reach the Secretary
of the Interior from Mr. King—fell a vic-
tim to “this proscriptive Administration,”
and the places that had known him in
Washington knew him no more. He was
next, and very soon afterwards, heard of in
command of a rebel baitery, one of those
which so long blockaded the Potomac, and
were unfortunately left so long without
being “ irritated ” by our arms.

Under the Star-Spangled Banner.

Over the large gate at the Provost
Marshal’s splendid head-quarters in Nash-
ville—Elliott's female school—waved a
Union flag. A very ardent secesh lady,
who wished to see Colonel Matthews, was
about to pass through the gateway, when,
looking up, she beheld the proud flag flap-
ping like an eagle’s wring over his eyrie.
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Starting back horror-struck, she held up
her hands and exclaimed to the guard :

“Dearme! I can't go under that dread-
ful Lincoln flag. Is there no other way for
me to enter?”

““Yes, madam,” promptly replied the
soldier, and turning to his comrade he
said—

“ Here, orderly, bring out that rebel flag
and lay it on the ground at the little gate,
and let this lady walk over it!”

The lady looked bewildered, and after
hesitating a moment, concluded to bow her
head to the invincible Goddess of Free-
dom, whose immaculate shrine is the folds
of the Star Spangled Banner.

Description of South Carolina by Mr. Pet-
tigru.

The late Judge Pettigru, of Charleston,
South Carolina, stood, solitary and alone,
among his peers in that treasonable city,
for liis undisguised and persistent anti-
seeessionism, facing with an unblenching

Col. Rhett.

eye the social and political tide of antago-
nism which rolled against him in his ven-
erable years and whitened locks. A person
meeting him in the street one day, accosted
him, and said:

“Will you be so kind as to direct me to
the lunatic asylum ?”

“ Certainly,” answered Mr. Pettigru:
“There it is,” pointing to the east; “and
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there,” turning mid pointing to the south ;
“and there,” pointing to the west; “and
there again,” pointing to the north:  “ You
cannot possibly go amiss.”

When asked an explanation of this sin-
gular direction, he said, not having the fear
of Rhett, Pickens, Magratli & Co., before
his eyes:

“The whole State is a lunatic asylum,
and the people are all lunatics.”

When prayers were offered in the
Charleston churches for “ President Da-
vis,” Judge Pettigru took liis hat and left
the place of worship where such jargon
sounds fell upon his ear. It seems almost
impossible that such a noble-minded man
could have been a fellow townsman and
walked the same streets with that “archi-
tectof ruin,” Colonel Rhett, who so boldly
boasted of having ““fired the Southern
heart.”

National Oath of Allegiance according to
Southern Honor.

There is no doubt that much false swear-
ing was “done ” under the feint of loyalty,
in order to serve ulterior ends, by citizens
of the States in rebellion, and many like-
wise took the oath under avowed compul-
sion. The following will serve as an illus-
tration of the circumstances under which
many in Louisiana attested their “ loyalty.”
A young man, well known in New Orleans,
was anxious to send down some goods on
a boat from Memphis. He applied to the
Provost Marshal there for a permit, and
the following form was gone through with
as preliminary* “Are you a loyal citizen ?”
“No, sir.” “You must take the oath of
allegiance.” “ Very well, Sir.” (Takes
itwithoutsugar.) “There, you have taken
the oatli. Do you know what that means?”
“ Perfectly. It means a padlock on my
mouth, and a bayonet in my rear.”

Shaky Abutments.
President Lincoln’s repeated reference
to the irreconcilable antagonism between
the demands of the south and the spirit
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of the Constitution is well known. On a
certain occasion he illustrated this antago-
nism by an anecdote not less apt than
amusing. “1 once knew,” said Mr. Lin-
coln, “a good sound churchman, whom we
will call Brown, who was on a committee
to erect a bridge over a very rapid and
dangerous river. Architect after architect
failed, and, at last, Brown said he had a
friend named Jones, who had built several
bridges, and coidd build this. ‘Let us
have him in,’ said the committee. In came
Jones. ‘ Can you build this bridge, Sir?’
‘Yes,' replied Jones, ‘I could build a bridge
to the infernal regions, if necessary.” The
sober committee were horrified. But when
Jones retired, Brown thought it but fair to
defend his friend. ‘1 know Jones so well,’
said he, ‘and he is so honest a man, and
so good an architect, that if he states, so-
berly and positively, that he can build a
bridge to Hades, why, I believe it. Butl
have my doubts about the abutment on the
infernal side.” And so it is with me.
When politicians said they could harmonize
the northern and southern wings of the
democracy, why, I believed them. But I
had my doubt about the abutment on the
southern side.”

Dr. Rucker—his Capture and Escape.

The arrival at Fayettville, West Vir-
ginia, of Dr. Rucker, the Union refugee,
was an exciting event in the history of
that remarkable man—renowned as he
had. become for his persevering loyalty
under circumstances that would ordinarily
cause the stoutest heart to quail. He
came up from Kanawha county, making
his appearance in company with Colonel
Duval, of the Ninth West Virginia regi-
ment of infantry.

Dr. Rucker resided in Covington, Vir-
ginia, and was regarded as a radical
Union man. He was several times form-
ally requested by the authorities to take
the oath of allegiance to the Southern
Confederacy, but this he unyieldingly re-
fused to do. At last a squad of men,
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headed by a desperate leader, were sent
to take him by force. He still refused to
heed their demands, when the leader of
the party struck him a blow upon the head
with a cane, producing an ugly wound,
from which the blood flowed freely. The
doctor deliberately drew a knife, telling liis
assailant he intended to kill him, and pro-
ceeded to execute his threat by cutting the
fellow until he died. Dr. R. soon found
himself with twelve Confederate indict-
ments pending againA him, for murder,
horse stealing, treason, and almost all the
crimes known to the law.

His escape from the jail at Pittsylvania,
in the southern part of Virginia, was
made partly by means of a key obtained
from a two year old child and partly
through the assistance of an unknown lady
who procured a carriage and drove him to
Lynchburg, where he remained some days
and until the excitement growing out of
his escape had subsided. From the time
he was arrested until the time of his es-
cape he was confined in twelve different
jails, and was threatened with mob violence
every time he was removed from one
prison to another. In all these jails he
communicated with unknown friends—
Union men,—who made him proffers of
assistance. While in Pittsylvania jail he
received from different persons yam and
aquafortis, and other means of sawing or
cutting his way out. He was also pre-
sented with a pair of shoes, in the soles of
which he found watch springs which had
been converted into saws. No more heroic
instance of making political loyalty a point
of life or death can be found than this of
Dr. Rucker.

Where is Your Heart?

The case of Rev. William J. lloge, D.
D., forms a sad page in the incidents'and
outgrowths of the rebellion. He was bom
in Athens, Ohio, in 182G, and was for some
years a clergyman in that State, removing
thence to Richmond, Virginia, where he
taught for several years. In 1858-9 he
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was called to be colleague to the Rev. Dr.
Spring, of the Brick Church, New York
city, which he accepted and was settled.
In the midst of the”e labois, the rebellion
burst upon the country. Dr. Hoge was
not at once decided as to his course of ac-
tion. His sympathies were with the South,
but he hesitated as to the line of ministe-
rial duty. On the 17th of July, 18C1, he
went to the study of Rev. Dr. Prime,
at whose invitation Dr. Il. originally came
to New York, and solicited Dr. P’s advice
as to his duty—should he go to the South,
or should he remain in New York? Dr.
Prime had often argued the political ques-
tion with him before, and vainly endeav-
ored to convince him that secession was a
crime, and would be the ruin of the South.
Dr. P. therefore said to him,

“Where is your heart?”

“ It is with the South.”

“Then, go there; and, if my heart was
there, 1 would go with you.”

“When shall 1 go?”

“ Go this w*eek; to-day, if possible.”

The result of this conversation was his
immediate resignation of his pastoral
charge. He preached his farewell sermon
on the Sabbath following, while the disas-
trous battle of Bull Run was in progress,
lie left for the South, and was soon heard
of as settled at Charlottsville. He threw
himself into the cause of the rebellion with
his accustomed zeal, but died in a short
time, in the midst of his years and of the
gigantic conspiracy against a nation’s life.

Questions and Replies: ““Nothing’ agin the
Old Flag.”

Unionist to a Virginian prisoner.—Are
you not ashamed to fight against the
Union, and the Government which has
done so much for you?

Virginian.—I never fought agin the
Union, and | never will.

Unionist—What were you doing at
Fort Donelson?

Virginian.—I hugged the ground closer
nor ever | did before in my life.
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Unionist—Were you forced into the
army ?

Virginian.—Wall, no, not exactly forc-
ed; I knew I would be, so I jined. |1
thought I'd feel better to go myself!

Unionist—What do you expect to gain
by the rebellion?

Virginian.—We find our leaders have
lied to us. Our big men, like Tyler, Wise,
Letcher, and others, wanted to getrich and
get into high office, and so they have got
us into this mess by their lies. We have
nothing agin the old flag. All we want is

John Tyler.

our constitutional rights, according to the
instrument under which our forefathers
lived. They told us that the election of Lin-
coln would deprive us of these, and we
believed them. But we now know that
they were lies.”

Poor Tyler, in the midst of his. efforts
to destroy the nation over which he once
presided, in the chair of state consecrated
by the immortal Washington, died an out-
law and fills a traitor’s grave.

Slave Insurrections Foiled by Union
Generals.

One day (says “ Edmund Kirke,” in his
racy volume, “ Dotvn in Tennessee,”) as
I was sitting alone with Rosecrans, an aide
handed him a letter. He opened it, ceased
doing half a dozen other things, and be-
came at once absorbed in its contents. He
re-read it, and then, handing it to me, said :
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« Read that. Tell me what you think of
it.” | read it. Its outside indicated it
had come from “over Jordan,” and had
““a hard road to travel,” but its inside
startled me. It was written in a round,
unpracticed hand, and though badly spell-
ed, showed its author familiar with good
Southern English. Its date was May
18th, 1863, and it began thus :

“ General —A plan has been adopted
for a simultaneous movement or rising to
sever the rebel communications through-
out the whole South, which is now dis-
closed to some General in each military
department in the Secesh States, in order
that they may act in concert, and thus in-
sure us Success.

The plan is for the blacks to make a
concerted and simultaneous rising, on the
night of the first of August next, over! the
whole States in rebellion. To arm them-
selves with any and every kind of weapon
that may come to hand, and commence
operations by burning all railroad and
county bridges, tearing up all railroad
tracks, and cutting and destroying tele-
graph wires,—and when this is done take
to the woods, the swamps, or the moun-
tains, whence they may emerge, as occa-
sions may offer, for provisions or for further
depredations. No blood is to be shed ex-
cept in self defence.

The com will be in roasting ear about
the first of August, and upon this, and by
foraging on the farms at night, we can sub-
sist. Concerted movement at the time
named would be successful, and the rebel-
lion be brought suddenly to an end.”

The letter went on with some details
which | cannot repeat, and ended thus:

““The plan will be simultaneous over
the whole South, and yet few of all en-
gaged will know its whole extent.  Please
write * 1’ and “ approved” and send by the
bearer, that we may know you are with us.

Be assured, General, that a copy of this
letter has been sent to every military de-
partment in the rebel States, that the time
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of the movement may thus be general over
the entire South.”

I was re-reading the letter when the
General again said: “ What do you think
of it?”

“It would end the rebellion. It taps
the great negro organization, of which |
speak in * Among the Pines,” and co-oper-
ated with by our forces would certainly
succeed, but—the South would run with
blood.”

“Innocent blood !
ren!”

“Yes, women and children. 1f you let
the blacks loose, they will rush into car-
nage like horses into a burning bam.  St.
Domingo will be multiplied by a million.”

“ But he says no blood is to be shed ex-
cept in self-defence.”

“ He says so, and the leaders may mean
so, but they cannot restrain the rabble.
Every slave has some real or fancied
wrong, and he would take such a time to
avenge it.”

“Well, I must talk with Garfield. Come,
go with me.”

AVe crossed the street to Garfield’s lodg-
ings, and found him bolstered up in bed,
quite sick with a fever. The General sat
down at the foot of his bed, and handed
him the letter. Garfield read it over care-
fully, and then laying it down, said:

“It will never do, General. JFe don’t
want to whip by such means. If the
slaves, of their own accord, rise and assert
their original right to themselves, that will
be their own affair; but we can have no
complicity with them without outraging
the moral sense of the civilized world.”

“1 knew you'd say so ; but he speaks of
other department commanders—may they
not come into it?”

“Yes, they may, and that should be
looked to. Send this letter to------ , and
let him head off ‘the movement.””

It was not thought prudent to intrust
the letter to the mails ; nor with the rail-
way, infested with guerillas, was it a safe

Women and child-
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document to carry about the person.

A | great act about to be consummated.
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The

short shrift and a long rope might havel whole assembly at once arose to its feet,

been the consequence of its being found
on a traveler. So, ripping open the top
of my boot, | stowed it snugly away in
the lining, and took it North. On the 4th
of June foliowing, Garfield wrote me that
he had just heard from the writer of the
letter; that five out of our nine depart-
ment commanders had come into the pro-
ject, and, subsequently, that another gen-
eral had also promised it his support.

1 But I can say no more. All the world
knows that the insurrection did not take
place. The outbreaks in September,
among the blacks of Georgia and Ala-
bama, were only parts of the plan, the
work of subordinate leaders, who, mad-
dened at the miscarriage of the grand
scheme, determined to carry out their own
share of the programme at all hazards. It
was a gigantic project, and the trains were
all laid, the matches all lighted.

Ratifying: the Ordinance: Startling: Scene.

On the ratification of the South Caro-
lina Ordinance of Secession, Bev. Dr.
Bachman was selected by the Secession
Convention to offer a prayer before them,
in religious observance of the act. Dr.
Bachman’s name had become quite dis-
tinguished in scientific circles, he being an
eminent naturalist; but he had also be-
come even more conspicuous by his strong
political leanings to the side of Disunion.
The scene was one that partook alike of
the startling and the impressive. Most of
the men thereassembled tocommitthe high-
est and gravestact against their country,
were those upon whose heads the snow of
sixty winters liad been shed—patriarchs in
age—the dignitaries of the land—the high
priests of the Church—reverend states-
men—and the judges of the law. In the
midst of deep silence an old man, with
bowed fonn and hair as white as snow, the
Rev. Dr. Bachman, advanced forward,
with upraised hands, in prayer to Almighty
God for his blessings and favor on the

and, with hats off, listened to the prayer.
At the close of this performance, the Pres-
ident advanced with the consecrated parch-
ment upon which was inscribed the decis-
ion of the State, with the great seal at-
tached. Slowly and solemnly it was read
until the last word—' dissolved”; when men
could contain themselves no longer, and a
shout that shook the very building, rever-
berating long continued, rose up, and
ceased only with the loss of breath,
Such was the scene, in the midst of which

P. S. Brooks

no portrait could have been suspended
with more appropriateness, than that of
Preston S. Brooks, South Carolina’s arch-
assassin of liberty of speech on the floor
of the United States Senate.

Non-Combatant—but a Tough One.

Mr. Mark R. Coekrill, was an old man
of great wealth living near Nashville,
Tennessee ; he was reputed to be worth
two million dollars, and owned twelve
miles of land lyingon the Cumberland river.
It was reported to the Fedei'al Chief of
Army Police, that this Mr. Cockrill had
induced guerrillas to lie in wait near his
place for the purpose of seizing upon and
destroying Union forage trains, &c., and
that he was a very bitter rebel. Having
been ordered to appear at the office of the
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Chief of Police, he made the subjoined
statement—

“1 am upwards of seventy-four years
of age, and have six children,—three of
them being, sons, and one of them is iu
the Confederate army. | was horn near
this city. 1 had about ninety-eight slaves,
butmostall have left me. My son hasbeen
in the Confederate service since the war
began ; is twenty-two .years old; was cap-
tain in that service; think he is now in
the commissary department. 1 voted for
separation every time; was not a member
of any public committee; have had noth-
ing to do with getting up companies or
any thing else connected with the army.
Have talked a good deal; was opposed to
guerrillaism; have ordered them away
from my house. 1 have lost twenty thou-
sand bushels of corn, thirty-six head of
horses and mules; sixty head of Durham
Cattle, two hundred aud twenty sheep,—
very line ones, valued at one hundred dol-
lars each,—two hundred tons of hay.
The Federals have taken all this. | have
two thousand sheep left, and | have a few
milch cows and five or six heifers. 1 was
worth about two million dollars before the
war commenced. The Confederates have
taken three horses from me only. | have
loaned the Confederates twenty-five thou-
sand dollars in gold. They have pressed
from me no other property. | have their
bonds at eight per cent interest, payable
semi-annually in gold, for this twenty-five
thousand dollars. I thought when I loaned
the money that the South would succeed,
aud I think so now. 1 do not think that
the two sections can ever be brought to-
gether. The Federals also took two thou-
sand pounds of bacon from me ; also two
thousand bushels of oats. Some twenty-
five or thirty of my men negroes ran
away,—six of them, however, being press-
ed. I have about five thousand six hun-
dred acres of land. My son, James R,
is with the South; lives on a place belong-
ing to me; but he has never taken any
active part. The Federals have taken
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over three thousand dollars worth of wood
from me. | have never received any
pay for anything taken from me. | came
in yesterday to get a negro blacksmith of
mine to go out with me, he consented to go
if 1 could get a pass for him; have not
been in town before for four months. |
paid one thousand dollars as an assessment
by General Negley, about four months
since, to the United States government, as
aloan. 1 have been very much aggra-
vated by the taking of my property, and
have been very harsh in my expressions
towards those who have visited my place
for such purposes. | will not give bond
for loyal conduct, or that 1 will not aid or
abet by word or deed the Southern cause.
The loan to the South was made volunta-
rily, and supposing it to be a good invest-
ment.  While I was loaning to individuals
the loan was made to the Southern gov-
ernment just as | would have loaned to any
other party.”

When brought into the police office, Mr.
Cockrill was almost beside himselfwith pas-
sion. The language he used with respect
to the Federal troops was, ““Kill 'em!
Plant ’em out! Manure the soil with
'em!” &c. He utterly
refused to give the non-combatant’'s oath
and bond; and when assured by General
Rosecrans that he must do so or he would
be sent out of the State, and perhaps to a
Northern prison, he struck his hands
against his breast, and exclaimed,—

“Take my heart out,—liill me if you
will; 1 will not give any bond by which
enemies here can swear falsely and I be
prosecuted for its forfeiture.”

The General assured him that he had
but a choice of two evils—to give the
bond or be sent away. He preferred the
former.

Interesting Historical Episode, Civil and

Military.

It is a fact of some interest, that Gen-
eral Robert E. Lee, of the Confederate
army, commanded in person the small
body of marines sent to Harper's Ferry
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from Washington, on the occasion of John
Brown’s attack upon that place, and that
it was to Colonel Lee that the old man
surrendered. The Virginia militiamen hav-
ing driven Brown and his gang into the
engine house, awaited anxiously the arrival
of government troops, known to be on
their way from Washington, the greatest
excitement in the mean time prevailing at
Harper's Ferry, as several citizens who
had shown themselves near the engine
house had been shot by the invaders.

By three o'clock the following morning,
sixty marines, under the immediate com-
mand of Lieut. Green, but directed by Col.
Robert E. Lee, reached the Ferry by cars
from the capital. Colonel Lee ordered his
detail to stand under arms in the public
streets until sunrise, when he conducted
the men, leading them himself to the front
of the building fortified and occupied by
Brown. The lookers-on viewed this sol-
dierly movement with astonishment and
awe, expecting to see Colonel Lee shot
down as other leaders had been. But not
a shot was fired. Lieutenant Green was
ordered to demand a surrender. He
knocked at the door of the engine house.
John Brown asked—

“ Who goes there?”

“ Lieutenant Green, United States Ma-
rines, who, by authority of Colonel Lee,
demands an immediate surrender.”

“1 refuse itsaid Brown, “unless I,
with my men, are allowed to cross the
bridge again into Maryland, unmolested,
after which you can take us prisoners if
you can.”

Lee refused to allow this, and ordered
Lieutenant Green to renew his demand
for an immediate and unconditional sur-
render. John Brown refused those terms,
and four of the marines, who had got tre-
mendous sledge-hammers from the works,
began battering at the door of the engine
house. The engine had been moved
against the door, and it would not yield.

“ Ten of you,” said Lee, “take that lad-
der and break down the door.”
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Five on each side, the soldiers drove
the ladder against the door, and at the
third stroke it yielded and fell back. Col-
onel Lee and tlie marines jumped in—one
man John Brown shot through “he heart—
and then was overpowered and surren-
dered. Colonel Washington, with other
citizens, in Brown’s hands, was released,
and John Brown was handed over to the
civil authorities, after which, Colonel Lee
took the train to Washington again.

Who knows how much this episode, in
its civil and military bearings, may have
influenced Robert E. Lee to forsake the
flag of the United States and become a
chieftain in the rebel cause!

The Boy Bather to the Man.

When General Grant was a boy, he at-
tended the same school with his cousin
John, a Canadian, who had come to the
States to be educated. The two youths
mingled as relatives; and, whenever the
Canadian restrained his inherited preju-
dices, their intercourse was pleasant.
Ulysses felt all the true impulse of patii-

The Boy Father to the Man

otism when a student at school. It was
his conviction, born and nourished in his
boy’s heart, that his country was the equal
of any other, and that his countrymen
were the equals of the best of mankind.

“ Speaking of Washington,” said his
Canadian cousin, one dav, “ it seems to me,
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Ulysses, you appear to think a great deal
of him.”

“ And why shouldn’t 1?” quickly replied
the tanner boy*; “he is the father of my
country, and was raised up by the Al-
mighty to lead it to independence.”

“All very fine,” retorted John; “but he
was a traitor to his king!”

“A what?” asked Ulysses, raismg his
voice.

“Washington was a traitor, a rebel!”
continued the Canadian.

“ Cousin John,” calmly replied Ulysses,
“would you like to have your sovereign
called hard names?”

“Why, no; I can't say I should.”

“Well, then, let me tell you plainly,
that 1 will not allow you or any one to
insult the memory of Washington ! ”

“ What are you going to do about it?”
queried John wdth a sneer.

“ 1 shall resent it as | have a right to
do. You may take advantage of me; for
you are older than I am. My mother has
told me not to quarrel wdth my school-
mates ; and 1 mean to mind her, and shall
not attack them on my own account. But
when Washington is assailed, and espe-
cially by an English boy, I shall defend
the father of my country. Cousin or no
cousin, I am ready to fight for Washing-
ton.”

So saying, Ulysses laid off his jacket,
and soon convinced the Canadian reviler
that he was in earnest. Blow quickly
foliowed blow, until young Grant wras the
victor. The false assertion of the elder
boy was corrected, and he compelled to
admit that he had done wrong. As he
would have defended his own chief ruler,
so he was forced to acknowledge that
Ulysses had done right in not submitting
to hear Washington insulted.

Ohio Battle Flag: in the Hands of a Bishop.

The autumnal session of the Pittsburg
Annual Conference of the Methodist
Church, 1864, was characterized by an
incident of patriotic and thrilling interest.
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Bishop Simpson followed the introductory
exercises with a speech, an hour and a
half long, without manuscript, in wdiich he
held his vast audience of cultivated Chris-
tian gentlemen spell bound, under his dis-
cussion of the four questions—* Shall our
government be destroyed and swept from
the earth ? Can we be divided into two or
more governments?  Shall we have a new
form of government? Is not the nation
to rise out of its present troubles better,
firmer and more powerful ?” During the
whole of this magnificent address, the as-
sembly, in deep silence, hung upon his
lips save when applause was struck out of
them as wdth blows of magnetism. But a
scene ensued, in the delivery of his pero-
ration, that w'as well nigh sublime.

Laying his hands on the tom and ball-
riddled colors of the Seventy-third Ohio
regiment, the impassioned orator spoke of
the battle-fields where they had been bap-
tised in blood, and described their beauty
as some small patch of azure, filled with
stars, that an angel had snatched from the
heavenly canopy to set the stripes in blood.
With this description began a scene that
Demosthenes might have envied. All over
the vast assembly handkerchiefs and hats
were waved, and before the speaker sat
down the whole throng arose, as by a magic
influence, and screamed and shouted, and
saluted, and stamped, and clapped, and
wept, and laughed in wild excitement.
Colonel Moody sprang to the top of a
bench and called for the “ Star Spangled
Banner,” tvhieh was sung, or rather shout-
ed, until the audience dispersed.

Northern Instructors of Southern Teachers.

As touching the subject of loyalty, one
of the most unique and characteristic let-
ters of General Butler will be found in
the following correspondence between him
and a southern woman whose patriotism
had failed her:

Locustville, Accomac Co., Va.,
March 10.—General B. F. Butler, Sir:
My school has been closed since Christ-
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mas, because as | understood the oath re-
quired of us, I could not conscientiously
take it. Having heard since then that one
of your officers explains the oatli as mean-
ing simply that vve consent to the acts of
the United States government, and pledge
passive obedience to the same, | take the
liberty of addressing this to you to ascer-
tain if you so construe the oath. 1 cannot
understand how a woman can “‘support,
protect and defend the Union,” except by
speaking or writing in favor of the present
war, which I could never do, because my
sympathies are with the south.

Ifby those words you understand merely
passive submission, I am ready to take the
oath, and abide by it sacredly.

Very respectfully,
Mary R. Graves.

General Butler’s reply to the foregoing
certainly leaves Miss Graves in no doubt
as to what an oath to support the govern-
ment of her country implies. t

Fortress Monroe, March 14.—My
Dear Madam: | am truly sorry that any
Union officer of mine has attempted to
fritter away the effect of the oath of alle-
giance to the government of the United
States, and to inform you that it means
nothing more than passive obedience to the
same. That officer is surely mistaken.
The oath of allegiance means fealty, pledge
of faith to love, affection and reverence for
the government, all comprised in the word
patriotism, in its highest and truest sense,
which every true American feels for his
or her government.

You say, “lI cannot understand how a
woman can ‘support, protect and defend
the Union,’ except by speaking or writing
in favor of the present war, which I could
never do, because my sympathies are with
the south.” That hist phrase, madam,
shows why you cannot understand “how a
woman can support, protect and defend the
Union.”

Were you loyal at heart, you would at
once understand. The southern women
who are rebels understand well “how to
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support, protect and defend” the Con-
federacy ““without speaking or writing.”
Some of them act as spies, some smuggle
quinine in their under-clothes, some smug
gle information through the lines in their
dresses, some tend sick soldiers for the
Confederacy, and some get up subscriptions
fer rebel gunboats.

Perhaps it may all be comprised in the
phrase, “Where there is a will there is a
way.”

Now, then, you could ““support, protect
and defend the Union” by teaching the
scholars of your school to love and rev-
erence the government, to be proud of tlieir
country, to glory in its flag, and to be tree
to its Constitution. But, as you don’t un-
derstand that yourself, you can’t teach it
to them, and, therefore, 1 am glad to learn
from your letter that your school has been
closed since Christmas; and with my con-
sent, until you change your sentiments,
and are a loyal woman in heart, it never
shall be opened. 1 would advise you,
madam, forthwith to go where your ““sym-
pathies” are. | am only doubtful whether
it is not my duty to send you. | have the
honor to be,

Very respectfully,
your obedient servant,
B. F. Butler, Maj. Gen. Com'g
To Miss Mary R Graves,
Locustville, Accomac County, Virginia.

Loyalty of one of Jeff. Davis's Fellow Citi-
zens in Mississippi.

Andrew Jackson Donelson’s name was,
for more than a generation, prominent and
respected in the region where he lived, as
well as far beyond that, limited sphere of
political influence. In 1856 he was a can-
didate for the Vice Presidency of the Uni-
ted States, by one of the great parties
which then swayed the country. During
the rebellion, Mr. Donelson’s case was a
hard one, as appears from a conversation
which he had with a Union man, on board
a gunboat going from Memphis down the
Mississippi.  In a frank, hearty, and open
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manner, Mr. D. spoke of his ineffectual
efforts to induce his friends in Mississippi
to keep clear of the rebellion; of his many
predictions to them that the sacrifice of
their ““peculiar institution” would certainly
follow their attempt to destroy the Gov-
ernment; of the ban under which he was
placed in consequence of his loyalty; of
the many little annoyances to which he
was subjected by those whom he had pre-
viously befriended; and finally, of liis ar-
rest and transportation to Vicksburg, to
answer a charge of high treason to the
Confederate Government. On the last
topic he was very bitter, and used language
too expressive to look well in print. He
said that upon his arrival in Vicksburg, he
demanded the charges against him, and
that after considerable delay they were
furnished. There were thirteen specifica-
tions, one of which intimated that he would
not trust Jeff. Davis further than a blind
mule could kick,—or words to that effect.
He admitted that he had said so, and
offered to substantiate his opinion by evi-
dence bearing upon certain events con-
nected with that functionary’s political
dishonesty in former years; but his pro-
position was ruled out. In regard to the
other specifications, he said he was ready
to prove any statement which they charged
him with making in reference to the rebel-
lion, if time were allowed him in which to
bring his witnesses. The result of the
matter was, that he was not brought to
any trial, but was told, after several day’s
stay in Vicksburg, that he was at liberty
to return to his plantation. He was not
slow to avail himself of this permission.

Predictions of Beckerdite, the ““Southern

Prophet.”

In the year 1832, as appears from au-
thentic statements, a man named Becker-
dite, who resided at Lawnhill, Mississippi,
began to prophesy on national affairs and
the future of the southern States. He
was a man of reputable character, of grave
manners, and of profound religious feeling.
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Conscious that the ““visions” he had to re-
veal would be very unpopular if made
public, he made them known only to influ-
ential persons, and these subsequently cor-
roborated his statements.  His visions had
one burden—southern ruin.

On the 27th of March, 18Cl, he felt
impelled to communicate to Jeff. Davis,
through the Hon. J. A. Orr, of Mississippi,
the predestined taking of Richmond, and
utter defeat of the South. The rebel au-
thorities regarded Beckerdite as a danger-
ous man, whose prophetic words tended to
discourage rebel efforts, and they ordered
that he should be hung; he was however
warned, and escaped. His daughter sub-
sequently placed copies of the paper sent
to Jeff. Davis, in the hands of Captain
Jean, of the Sixty-first United States in-
fantry (colored,) and through him they
were made to see the light,—the following
quotations being samples:

“ At this writing Richmond is threatened
by the armies that will take it, after which
it may be called the city of Blood.”

““Ho memory can be.strong enough to
retain all the moans of so great a war.
Be it sufficient that | have given you the
great events to prove to you that the whole
was laid out by the Master of the Uni-
verse, before the sectional conventions of
1860. There will be an implied armistice
by the northern power, believing the re-
bellion at an end, during which, God gives
you time to consider your welfare. 1fyou
repent, humbling yourself in prayers and
supplications for His mercy and re-instate
yourselves in the Union, peace will ensue;
but the States of South Carolina, Georgia,
Alabama and Mississippi will not, and the
vision of 25th of March, 1864, will take
place and be fulfilled by three northern
armies crossing in the radius of, and east
of Mobile, and prostrating the Confed-
eracy to its ultimate destruction.

A curious trait of this southern prophet
was his attachment to the South, his dis-
like of Yankees, an indisposition to con-
demn slavery, and his belief that great
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evils would ensue to the Union people of
the country unless they provided a home
for the blacks and induced them to emi-
grate to it.

*

a .
Scouting the Doctrine that Majorities are to
Buie.

Mr. Gilmore, who visited Richmond in
the summer of 18G4, and sought by inter-
views with Jefferson Davis, to bring about
an arrangement for a cessation of hostil-
ities, was at one point in the conversation
with that official completely “ stuck "—and
no wonder. This dead-lock between the
two was occasioned by Davis's plump de-
nial that “ majorities” should rule in polit-
ical or State affairs.

Gilmore—If | understand you, the dis-
pute between your government and ours
is narrowed down to this: Union or dis-
union.

Davis—Yes; or to put it in other
words: Independence or subjugation.

Gilmore—Then the two governments
are irreconcilably apart. They have no
alternative but to fight it out. But it is
not so with the people. They are tired
of fighting and want peace; and as they
bear all the burden and suffering of the
war, is it not right they should have peace,
and have it on such terms as they like?

Davis—I don’t understand you. Be a
little more explicit.

Gilmore—Well, suppose the two gov-
ernments should agree to something like
this: To go to the people with two prep-
ositions—say, peace, with disunion and
southern independence, as your proposi-
tion ; and peace, with union, emancipation,
no confiscation, and universal amnesty, as
ours. Let the citizens of all the United
States (as they existed before the war)
vote “Yes' or ‘NO’ on these two proposi-
tions, at a special election, within sixty
days. If a majority votes disunion, our
government to be bound by it, and to let
you go in peace. If a majority votes
Union, yours to be bound by it, and to stay
in peace. The two governments can con-
tract in this wqy, and the people, though
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constitutionally unable to decide on peace
or war, can elect which of the two prop-
ositions shall govern their rulers. Let
Lee and Grant, meanwhile, agree to an
armistice. This would sheath the sword;
and if once sheathed, it would never again
be drawn by this generation.

Davis—The plan is altogether imprac-
ticable.  If the South were only one State,
it might work; but as it is, if one south-
ern State objected to emancipation, it
would nullify the whole thing; for you are
aware the people of Virginia cannot vote
slavery out of South Carolina, or the peo-
ple of South Carolina vote it out of Vir-
ginia.

Gilmore—But three-fourths of the
States can amend the Constitution. Let
it be done in that way, so that it be
done by the people. | am not a statesman
or a politician, and I do not know just how
such a plan could be earned out; but you
get the idea—that the people should de-
cide the question.

Davis—That the majority shall decide
it, you mean. We seceded to rid our-
selves of the rule of the majority, and this
would subject us to it again.

Gilmore—But the majority must rule
finally, either with bullets or ballots.

Davis—I am not so sure of that.
Neither current events nor history shows
that the majority ndes, or ever did rule.
The contrary, | think, is true. Why, Sir,
the man who should go before the South-
ern people with such a proposition, with
any proposition which implied that the
North was to have a voice in determining
the domestic relations of the South, could
not live here aday. lie would be hanged
to the first tree, without judge or jury.

Gilmore (smiling)—Allow me to doubt
that. I think it more likely he would be
hanged if he let the Southern people know
the majority couldn’t rule.

Davis (also smiling most good humor-
edly)—I have no fear ofthat. 1 give you
leave to proclaim it from every house-top
in the South.
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Crossing Fox River.

Mr. Lincoln’s story in reply to a Spring-
field (lllinois) clergyman, who asked him
what was to be his policy on the slavery
question, in connection with the war, must
certainly be regarded as sufficiently ex-
pressive:

“Well, your question is rather a cool
one, but I will answer it by telling you a
story. You know Father B., the old
Methodist preacher ? and you know Fox
river and its freshets? Well, once in the
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previously, in obedience to the revolution-
ists, but which had been securely buried
in the southern portion of the comity, that it
might escape insult and destruction.

At the time appointed for this interest-
ing patriotic ceremony, a procession of
ladies, numbering some three hundred,
and displaying their gay Union flags,
marched to the public square, where their
long banished idol was to be unfurled to
the pure breeze that played so calmly over
the beautiful town of Cleveland. It was

presence of Father B., a young Methodist | one of the most imposing spectacles of

was worrying about Fox river, and ex-
pressing fears that he should be prevented
from fulfilling some of liis appointments
by a freshet in the river. Father B.
checked him in his gravest maimer. Said
he ‘Young man, I have always made it a
rule in my life not to cross Fox river till
| get to it.” And,” said the President, “I
am not going to worry myself .over the
slavery question till I get to it.” A few
days afterwards, a Methodist minister
called on the President, and on being pre-
sented to him, said, simply: “ Mr. Presi-
dent, 1 have come, to tell you that I think
we have got to Fox River.” Mr. Lincoln
relished the point thoroughly, thanked the
clergyman, and laughed heartily.

Three Hundred Ladies with their Union
Flags.

The good people of Cleveland, East
(Tennessee, suffered much from the power
of the rebellion, and for a time the flood-
gates of secession were opened wide upon
them, with the accompanying tide of per-
secution and spoliation.  But in course of
time the “ powers that be ” were changed,
and they once more breathed the salubri-
ous atmosphere of olden times, for the law
of the Union and the Constitution was
again established among them. Colonel
Waters, of the Eighty-fourth Illinois regi-
ment, was in command, and one of his
first acts was to give notice that the
loyal citizens of Cleveland and vicinity
desired to resurrect the same identical flag
that was lowered two aud a half years

loyalty and true patriotism ever w itnessed.
Gray-haired mothers, whose eyes were
dimmed by age, were there; and there,
too, was the middle-aged matron, whose
sober gaze told the observer that a hus-
band and father was at that time imper-
iling his life upon the field or in the dreary
camp, to sustain the honor and dignity of
that banner about to flap its cherished
folds in the brpeze where it was once
scoffed and derided; aud there were those
mwho had bade farewell to brother or lover,
with a God-speed to the glorious cause.

Of these was that jubilant procession
composed, while five hundred, at least,
refugees from rebellion, and loyal East
Tennesseans, who had taken refuge
within the Federal lines, were there to
assist in unfurling ““the gorgeous en-
sign of the Republic.” The procession
halted at the Public Square, the band dis-
coursed ‘ llail Columbia,’ and amid the
swelling jubilee of cheers from the vast
multitude, that beautiful emblem of a great
people’s nationality was run up to the
staff-head. = Each star appeared more
brilliant, and each stripe more attractive,
for having been so long buried from the
hands of those who would have dishon-
ored it.

Presidential Favor at last for Everybody.
Not long after the issue of his Procla-
mation of Emancipation, the President had
a fit of illness, though happily of short du-
ration.  Notwithstanding this disability,
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however, he was greatly bored by visitors.
The Honorable Mr. Blowhard and the
Honorable Mr. Toolittle did not fail to
call on his Excellency, to congratulate him
on his message and liis proclamation;
gentlemen in the humble walks of civil
life were at the capital for the first time,
and couldn’t leave without seeing the suc-
cessor of George Washington; persons
with axes to grind insisted upon a little

Presidential Favor at last for Everybody.

aid from the great American rail-splitter;
and between them all they gave the con-
valescent Chief Magistrate very little leis-
ure or peace of mind. One individual,
whom the President knew to be a tedious
sort of customer, called at the White
House about this time, and insisted upon
an interview. Just as he had taken his
seat, Mr. Lincoln sent for his physician,
who immediately made his appearance.

“ Doctor,” said he, holding out his hand,
“ what are those marks ?”

“That’s varioloid, or mild small-pox,”
said the doctor.

“They’re all over me! It is contagious,
| believe,” said Mr. Lincoln.

“ Very contagious, indeed,” replied the
Esculapian attendant.

“Well, I can’t stop, Mr. Lincoln; I

THE BOOK OF ANECDOTES OF THE REBELLION.

just called to see how you were,” said the
visitor.

“Oh, don’t be in any hurry, Sir!” pla-
cidly remarked the Executive.

“Thank you, Sir, I'll call again,” re-
plied the visitor, executing a masterly
retreat from a fearful contagion.

“ Do, Sir,” said the President. “ Some
people said they could take very well to
my Proclamation, but now, I am happy to
say, | have something that everybody can
take.” By this time the visitor was mak-
ing a desperate break for Pennsylvania
Avenue, which he reached on the double
quick.

French Sensibility.

Amongst the gentlemen present on the
platform when Mi-. Beecher addressed the
people of Edinburgh on the American
question, were M. Gamier Pages, M.
Desmarest (a distinguished member of
the French bar), aud M. Henri Martin,
the French historian. These eminent for-
eigners had been attending the social
science meetings in Edinburgh, and they
had arranged to leave for Paris early that
evening ; but at the request of somebody
they consented to attend Mr. Beecher’s
meeting to testify their detestation of slav-
ery. Near the close of the proceedings,
the chairman stated that M. Desmarest had
intended to address the meeting, but owing
to an allusion to the Peninsular War ii*
the course of Mr. Beecher's remarks, he
thought his national sensibilities had been
offended, mid had left the room before the
reverend gentleman had concluded. The
following passage is supposed to have
wounded the Frenchman:—

In the beginning of the war we were
peculiarly English—for 1 have observed
that England goes into wars and makes
blunders in the first part—I[* hear, hear,”
cheers and hissing,]—for it is generally
found, 1 say, that England has blundered
in the beginning. [Renewed cheers and
hissing.] That is mere punctuation, I
suppose. | will make all the noise that
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is necessary. 1 have noticed that in the
Peninsular War for mouths—for a whole
year—there was a series of rude endeav-
ors—misunderstandings at home, and want
of support to the armies—money squan-
dered like water—contracts, and contract-
ors making themselves rich— [* hear,”
cheers and hissings]—but if I recollect,
at last [cheers and disturbance]—at last
Wellington drove every Frenchman out
of the Peninsula, and did not stop his
course until he had swept every French-
man out of Spain. And | say that we
have not lost so much of the English blood,
from which we are derived, and which
yet flows in Yankee veins; but that we
began by blundering and blundering—
[laughter]—but I think we are doing bet-
ter and better at every step. [Loud
cheers.]

Right kind of Government to he Established

Down South.

Colonel Hanson, of the Kentucky Sec-
ond, was one of the prisoners that fell into
Union hands at Fort Donelson. Not so
taciturn as some of his comrades he en-
tered into an animated conversation with
the Union Lieutenant who had him in
charge, on “the situation,” telling frankly
some bad truth :

Colonel—Well, you were too hefty for
us.

Lieutenant—Yes, but you were pro-
tected by these splended defences.

Col—Your troopn fought like tigers.

Lieut—Do you think now one South-
ern man can whip five Northern nftn?

Col—Not Western men. Your troops
are better than Yankee troops—fight
harder—endure more. The devil and all
hell can’t stand before such fellows. But
we drove you back.

Lieut—Why didn’t you keep us back?

Col—You had too many reinforcements.

Lieut—But we had no more troops en-
gaged in the fight than you had.

Col—Well, you whipped us, but you
liavn't conquered us. You can never con-
quer the South.
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Lieut—We don’'t wish to conquer the
South; but we'll restore the Stars and
Stripes to Tennessee, if we have to hang
ten thousand such dare-devils as you are.

Col—Never mind, Sir, you will never
get up to Nashville.

Lieut—Then Nashville will surrender
before we start.

Col—Well, well, the old United States
flag is played out—we intend to have a
right Government down here.

Lieut-—What am 1 to understand by a
‘ right Government ?’

Col—A Government based on property,
and not a damned mechanic in it.

Lieut—Do these poor fellows, who have
been fighting for you, understand then
that they have no voice in the iright Gov-
ernment’ that you seek to establish ?

Col—They don't care. They have no
property to protect.

Tracing- his Political Pedigree

A northern sympathizer with the South
was denouncing, in immeasurable terms,
the United States Government and the
war, when the company was joined by a
neighbor, a strong Union man, and after
listening for a time, he interrupted him
with the remark: ““You came honestly by
your principles—you are a tory, natural-
ly.” “What do you mean ?” said Secesh.
“T ni know,” said Union, “that during
the war with Great Britain, the British
entered the harbor and burned the town
of New London.” *“ Well, what of that,”
said S. “Why, somebody piloted them
in, and when his dirty work was done, he
came home with the British gold, and his
neighbors, hearing of his presence, pro-
vided themselves with ropes and made
him an evening call, when he made his
escape by the back door, and fled to the
island of Bermuda, and died there.”
“Well,” said S., “what has all thatto do
with it?”  “Well,” said Union, “that
pilot was your grandfather.”
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Pelicans vs. Eagles.

A little incident in connection with the
custom-house at New Orleans, would seem
to show that secession was a thing thought
of by some of the southern leaders many
years ago. This was not done merely to
assert the doctrine of State Rights, but
rather with the deliberate purpose and ex-
pectation that Louisiana would one day
become an independent nation. The cus-
tom-house in question has been in the
course of erection some sixteen years or
so, and, more than ten years ago, there
were put up the heraldic ornamentations
and devices which usually give to such an
edifice the indications of its nationality.
An examination, however, shows that there
is not on the building the slightest indica-
tion that it was erected and ownpd by the
United States. As many as ten or twelve
years ago, Beauregard and Slidell displayed
their propensity to treason by ignoring the
arms of the United States and substituting
in their stead the Pelican of Louisiana.
And there to this day is the sectional sym-
bol, occupying the place of right and honor
in the great room, where should be the
eagle and the shield.

Mistook bis TyTan.

Rev. Mr. was a priest of the
Catholic church in Missouri, liis parochial
precinct embracing several counties. A
staunch Union man from the beginning, he
hoisted the Stars and Stripes over the door
of his church at the commencement of the
war, and there he kept them flying. His life
was threatened, he was warned to flee, but
he maintained his ground. He knew the
views and sentiments of every man in his
parish, which extended from the lowa line
to Missouri river.

One day he saw a man moving about
from house to house and having business
with rebel sympathizers. He watched the
fellow’s course. He noticed also a wagon
filled with bedding, with a woman and
children, as if the family Were on the
move. It slopped at the houses of rebel
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sympathizers. He took notes and kept
his own counsel.  One night he was waited
upon by a ruffianly looking fellow, who ad-
vised him to flee, as there was to be an
uprising of the rebels, and liis life might
be in danger. Out of respect for the
Catholic religion, he had called to give
him timely warning. “ The wagon which
you may have seen filled with bedding,”
said the fellow, “ contained guns and am-
munition. Our friends (rebels) are sup-
plied with arms, and will soon be in posses-
sion of the country.”

“ Sir,” said the priest, “you have come
voluntarily' into my house and told what |
had already mistrusted. 1 give you two
hours to leave this town. Ifyou are found
here at the expiration of that time you
need not appeal to me to save your life.
Go, Sir!”

The ruffian had mistaken his man. He
disappeared, and the rebel sympathizers
did not rise. The nearest Federal officers
were at once informed of what was going
on, and the Union citizens were immedi-
ately supplied with arms.

Sprinkling Blood in the Face of the People.

Jere. Clemens, of Alabama, in a public
address given by him, related an interesting
circumstance in connection with the early
history of the Rebellion, as illustrating the
predetermination of the leaders to plunge
the country into war. He was in Mont-
gomery soon after the Ordinance of Seces-
sion was passed, and was present at an
interview between Jeff. Davis, Menunin-
ger and others. They were discussing the
propriety of firing upon Sumter. Tw'o or
three of them withdrew to the corner of the
room, and, said Mr. C., “ I heard Gilchrist
say to the Secretary of War, ‘It must be
done. Delay two months and Alabama
stays in the Union. You must sprinkle
blood in the face of the people.” The
meeting then adjourned.”

The traitor chieftains were as good as
their word. Sumter was fired upon.
Blood was sprinkled “in the face of the
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people,” and from this sprinkling the best
blood of the nation, in both sections, was
made to flow as a river. “ Sprinkle blood
in the face of the people!”—a trim and

Howell Cobb.

polished phrase which filled a continent
with woes unutterable! It was doctrine
such as this, that Howell Cobb taught in
Georgia, and, by carrying that glorious old
Siate over to secession, gave force and
prestige to the disloyal movement in its
first stages, and thus reddened the history
of the whole country with four years of
blood.

Andy Johnson and the Clerical secessionists.

The State of Tennessee had a watchful
pilot at the helm when Andrew Johnson
was its Governor. He was early called
to deal with secessionists and traitors in
this capacity. One day a pair of citizens
belonging, professionally, to “the cloth,
stood before him, and the following dia-
logue between the respective parties, “spir-
itual ' and ‘ secular,” will throw some light
on the question “Who was the truer man?'

Guv. Johnson—Well, gentlemen, what is
your desire ?

Rev. Mr. Sehon—I speak but for myself.
I do not know what the other gentlemen
wish. My request is that | may have a
few days to consider on the subject of sign-
ing this paper. | wish to gather my fam-
ily together and talk over the subject;
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for this purpose, | desire about fourteen
days.

Gov. Johnson—It seems to me there
should be but little hesitation about the
matter. All that is required of you is to
sign the oath of allegiance. If you are
loyal citizens, you can have no reason to
refuse to do so. If you are disloyal, and
working to obstruct the operations of the
Government, it is my duty, as the repre-
sentative of that Government, to see that
you are placed in a position so that the
least possible harm shall result from your
proceedings. You certainly cannot reason-
ably refuse to renew your allegiance to the
Government that is now protecting you
and your families and property.

Rev. Mr. Elliott—As a non-combatant,
Governor, | considered that under the
stipulations of the surrender of the city, |
should be no further annoyed- As a non-
combatant, | do not know that | have com-
mitted an act, since the Federals occupied
the city, that would require me to take the
oath required.

Gov. Johnson—I believe, Mr- Elliott,
you have two brothers in Ohio.

Mr. Elliott—Yes, Governor, | have two
noble brothers, there. They did notagree
with me in the course | pursued in regard
to secession. But | have lived in Ten-
nessee so many years that I have consid-
ered ilie State my home, and am willing
to follow her fortunes. Tennessee is a
good State.

Gov. Johnson—I1 know Tennessee is a
goud State: and I believe the best, way to
improve her fortunes is to remove those
from her borders who prove disloyal and
traitors to her interest, as they are traitors
to the interest of that Government which
has fostered and protected them. By your
inflammatory remarks and conversation,
and by your disloyal behavior, in weaning
the young under your charge from their
allegiance to the Government, you have
won a name that will never be placed on
the roll of patriots. A visit to the North
may be of benefit to you.
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Loyal Demonstration with a Crutch.

At one of the fashionable hotels in New
York, there boarded for a time, during the
war, a somewhat wrathful secession sym-
pathizer—one of the New England and
consequently one of the worst kind,—and
a ehivalric, spirited Major-General of the
army, minus a leg, and hobbling about on
liis crutch. Fired by natural folly and a
luxurious dinner, the former insulted the
latter, as he was passing through the halls,
with loud and coarse denunciations of the
war, and all who fought on the loyal side
ill it. The cripple turned and faced the
coward, demanding apology and retraction.
They were denied. The man of crutch
and soul then asked the name of the pol-
troon traducer of his country and her
patriots. With natural instinct, a wrong
one was given. Other words followed;
another insult was added by the traducer,;
whereupon the hero of Chancellorsville and
Gettysburg *““shouldered his crutch and
showed how fields were won,” by breaking
it over the head of said degenerate son
of Adam, who then took himself off, with
at least one new idea in his head, namely,
that the next crippled soldier of the army
he insulted had better be somebody else
than Dan Sickles.

First Oath and Testimony of a Slave in
Virginia.

A few miles from Fortress Monroe, to-
ward Buck river, there is a place called
FoX Hill, in the neighborhood of which
are or were several excellent farms, one
of these being the “ Hudgins place.” The
Hudgins family hud absconded when Gen-
eral Magruder retired from Hampton, and,
under permission from General Wool, Cap-
tain Wilder (superintendent of the colored
inhabitants) had allowed a colored man
named Anthony Bright to occupy and cul-
tivate the Hudgins farm.  Under this per-
mission Anthony had carried on the place
in 1861, and up to August, 1862, assisted
by other industrious and well-behaved ne-
groes.

THE BOOK OP ANECDOTES OP THE REBELLION.

In July or August, 1862, Mrs. Hudgins
and her two children had unexpectedly
returned to the farm, taken possession of
the mansion, and set up a claim to the
harvest of 1862. She came with her
claim to the provost judge, John A. Bolles.
On the other hand, Anthony Bright, in
behalf of himself and his black co-laborers,
presented his claims to the fruit of his
labors, and called on the judge for protec-
tion. A day and hour was appointed for
the trial.  Mrs. Hudgins was an intelligent
lady, and in all her conduct and conversa-
tion made a very pleasant impression on
those who observed them. Anthony Bright
was a tall, finely-formed, and very bright
young man of perhaps thirty years of age.
He was a slave. His master had been
many years in California, and during that
period Anthony had been left in charge
of Mr. and Mrs. Hudgins, who had allowed
him on payment of $75 a year to work for
himself and to act as though he were a
freeman.

About half an hour before the trial was
to begin, Col. Joseph Segar, the member
of Congress from that district, called upon
the provost judge in behalf of Mrs. Hud-
gins, and among other things inquired if
the judge was intending to allow Anthony
or any other slave to testify. The judge
answered yes. But the Colonel begged
him to reconsider his determination, re-
minding him of the exclusionary rule of
the Virginia law of evidence, and remark-
ing that in his own judgment the admission
of colored witnesses would, more than al-
most anything else that could happen, dis-
please the Union men among his (Segar’s)
constituency, and prejudice the cause of the
federal government. The judge, however,
was unmoved by that suggestion, and ven-
tured to express the belief that never again
in the Old Dominion would a colored man
be banished, as unworthy of belief or as
unfit to be heard, from a court of justice.
“ However, Colonel,” said he, “ I will first
examine Mrs. Hudgins, and possibly she

| may save me the necessity of shocking the
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prejudice of your constituents. If she
places the case beyond the need of further
evidence, or is herself desirous to hear
what Anthony will say, your difficulty will
be obviated.”

Accordingly Mrs. Hudgin» appeared in
court, and after being sworn, proceeded to
relate herstory. ['rom her statements and
the documents which she produced, it ap-
peared that the farm, which formerly lie-
longed to her father, had been devised by
him to her two minor children, and that
she was the executrix of the will, and
guardian of the little girls. Her husband,
then with the rebels, had no interest in the
farm. She went on to state what “Anthony
said,” and wliat “Anthony told me,” and
was interrupted by the judge, who in-
quired, “ But who is Anthony, Mrs. Hud-
gins?”  ““Anthony,” answered she, with
much surprise, ““why, judge, Anthony is
the colored man that claims the harvest.”
“Yes,” said the judge, “but isn't he a
slave, and would you think of believing
what he said, or of wishing me to hear his
story?” “‘Of course, Sir,” replied Mrs.
H., “why should not I believe him? He
was brought up in the family. I would
believe him as quickly as 1 would one of
my children.” ““And have you no objec-
tions to my examining Anthony, and at-
taching such credit as I please to what he
may say?” ““No objection in the world,
judge ; I want you to hear him.”

Here the judge exchanged glances with
Colonel Segar, and said, ““Well, Colonel, |
don't see but that I must gratify Mrs.
Hudginsand the Colonel, in a tone that
was almost amusing, responded, “ I suppose
you must.”

Anthony was accordingly called into
court, and told all that Mrs. Hudgins had
said, to which he assented as strictly true.
He was then asked if he had ever testified
under oath. “No, Sir,” said he, very re-
spectfully, “ I neverhas.” He was further
asked if he knew what an oath was, and
what would be the consequences of false
swearing. “ 1 s’pose so master,” was his
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answer; “If | ask God to hear me tell
lie, God will punish me for lying.” “Very
well, Anthony ; very truly answered,” said
the judge.

“And now, Anthony” continued Judge
Bolles, rising as he spoke, “ 1 am about to
administer to ym the oath to tell the truth,
the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.
Hold up your right hand”

It was worthy of a long journey to be-
hold Anthony in that supreme moment of
his life. As he lifted his hand and arm
aloft, he seemed to gain several inches in
height; his broad chest expanded and his
dark eye lighted up as with the inspiration
of a new manhood. He was a noble spec-
imen, physically and intellectually, of his
race, and most favorably impressed all who
saw him.

Anthony produced the permission of
Captain Wilder and of General Wool, and
then told his story clearly and intelligibly
and with a modesty as pleasing as his in-
telligence was remarkable. When he had
finished his statement, the judge asked the
lady if she wished to cross-examine An-
thony; but she said, “No, I believe he has
told the truth.” And there, so far as the
evidence was concerned, the case was
ended. The judge gave the parties a short
time to settle the matter among themselves,
and at the end of that period, as they had not
come to a settlement, appointed a commis-
sioner to divide the products of tire farm,
awarding one half of the harvest to the ex-
ecutrix and guardian, as the representative
of the land, and the other half to Anthony
and his associates, as the representatives of
the labor. This decision was satisfactory to
both the parties in interest, and even Col-
onel Segar was content -with the result,
though not entirely pleased with the pro-
cess by which it was attained.

Two Kings at the South.

Senator Hammond, of South Carolina,
will long be remembered for liis famous
““mudsill” speech in the United States
Senate, in the palmy days of Union, when
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the lion and the lamb there commingled.
In that speech, the vivacious Senator de-
clared that by means of her cotton crop
the South could “ bring the whole world
to her feet.” With a defiant air he went
on to say: “What would happen if no
cotton was furnished for three years? |
will not stop to depict what every one can
imagine, but this is certain—England would
topple headlong and carry the whole civil-
ized world with her, save the South. Ko,
you dare not make war upon cotton. Ko
power on earth dares to make war upon
it. Cottonis King!” Senator Hammond,
as well as many others, unquestionably be-
lieved this, and acted accordingly. But
there were and are a much greater num-
ber believing, with Senator Clark, of Kew
Hampshire, who, in his review" of the
astute South Carolinian’s argument, re-
marked: “ Cotton is King! Sir, there is
another King besides Cotton—Humbug is
King!”

Which Side?
Walking one day on the beach at Birattz,
Louis Napoleon happened to meet an intel-

Which Side?

ligent looking boy, about eight or nine years
old, who took off his hat as he passed.
The Emperor courteously returned the
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salute, and said, ““Are you English?”
“Ko,” answered the boy, very quickly,
and drawing himself up, “ I'm American.”
“Oh! American, are you? Well, tell me,
which are you for, Korth or South?”
“Well, father's for the North, | believe;
but I am certainly for the South. For
which of them are you, Sir?” The Em-
peror stroked his moustache, smiled, hesi-
tated a little, and then said, “ I'm for both!”
““For both, are you? Well, that's not so
easy, and it will please nobody!” His
Majesty let the conversation drop and
walked on.

Diseases of the Brain and Heart.

In one of the upper townships of Ohio
were two formers, their places being sep-
arated by a small creek. They were wrell-
to-do people, but diametrically opposed in
politics, and each noted for the zeal with
which he defended his sentiments, Mr. M.
being a straight uncompromising Union
man, and Mr. S. an anti-wrar Democrat.
Meeting a few days before the State elec-
tion, Mr. S. accosted his neighbor, say-
ing:

“How is it, friend M.,—I hear there is
avery prevalent disease on your side of the
creek!”

“Ah!” said Mr. M., “what is the dis-
ease?”

“N-i-g-g-e-r on the brain,” replied Mr.

“Well,” said Mr. M., ““that is a mere
trifle compared to the malady existing on
the other side.”

“Indeed!” exclaimed Mr. S., ““and pray
what can be ?”

“ Treason on the heart!” retorted M.

The conversation “ took a turn.”

Treason in an Unexpected Quarter.

As one of the boats containing Federal
prisoners was on its way to the point where
an exchange was to be made, the rebel
Captain essayed a conversation with one
of the passengers on board, the circum-
stances and situation furnishing the theme.
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“1 am a Northern man myself; my name
is Samuel Todd; 1 am Mrs. Lincoln’s
brother,” said the Captain. ““And what
are you doing here ?” asked the passenger.
“Yes, Sir,” he repeated, in a musing man-
ner, “ 1 am Mrs. Lincoln’s brother. | was

Mrs. Lincoln.

born and brought up in the North; but I
am into this tiling on the Southern side,
and | mean to see it through.” To this
the Captaiu received answer : “ Now, you
know very well that the cause of the
Union, for which the United States are
fighting, will be successful in the end, and
what in the world are you doing down
here, fighting against the lawful govern-
ment of the Union—fighting against your
own historic flag, which you know has
been respected and honored by the civil-
ized world?” This allusion to the Stars
and Stripes seemed to touch him; but he
answered, “1 came down here several
years ago, made some money, bought some
property, and my home and interest are
here. We consider that the Northern
people are encroaching on our rights, and
of course we feel bound to protect them,
or die in the attempt.” And yet, there
was no truer-hearted loyal woman, during
the war, than Mrs. Lincoln, whose mis-
guided brother was thus willing to ““die in
the attempt” to destroy the best and most
benign government in the world.

CIVIL, JUDICIAL, ETC. 93

Hatred of Southern Unionists to Southern
Rebels.

In one of the tents of a Union Mary-
land regiment a man was found who had
been wounded in an engagement with a
rebel Maryland regiment, iu which were
two of his cousins, “the same as brothers to
him—they had all gone to school together
and lived on the next farm to each other
all their lives, till the war broke out.”
The Unionist was asked if it would not
have been very disagreeable to him if he
had learnt that either of them had been
shot by a bullet from him. “ No,” he an-
swered savagely, “ I was on the lookout for
them all the time, so that 1 might aim at
them. | was hoping and praying all the
time that my shot might by chance reach
them. 1 would ask for nothing better
than to shoot them, or to stick them with
my bayonet—curse the traitors!” When
thrown together on picket or in hospital,
the Yankee boys from Massachusetts or
Ohio, and the Johnnies from Alabama and
Mississippi were the best of friends; but
the loyal Virginian scowled darkly on the
rebel Virginian, and the rebel Tennesseean
had only a curse for the loyal Tennesseean
—and so of the other border States.

“To the Manor Bora.”

At one of the receptions at Secretary
Seward’s, the dusky representative of
Haytien government was present as one
of the diplomatic corps. This distin-
guished colored gentleman figured con-
spicuously among the richly attired ladies
and official dignitaries in attendance ; but
at the refreshment table an awkward inci-
dent occurred in connection with him.
One of the representatives from Missouri,
upon reaching the table with a lady upon
his ann, observed a well dressed negro
helping the ladies to oysters, and suppos-
ing him to be one of the waiter’s, the Mis-
sourian, holding out his plate, directed the
supposed servant to “ put some oysters on
that plate.” The colored gentleman hes-
itated. The Missourian tlieu became more
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imperative, when the colored individual,
whom he addressed as “ waiter "—Ilooking
daggers at him—finally obeyed the order.
The incident was generally observed, and
the Missourian was soon after informed
that the colored personage whom he had
commanded as a servant and addressed as
“waiter,” was “ His Excellency ” the Hay-
tien Minister. “1 am very sorry for the
mistake,” replied the gentleman from Mis-
souri; “ Butas | own an hunched a8 good
looking negroes as he, | can not afford to
apologize for so natural a misconception
of his position.” Such an occurrence
seems in keeping with the domination at
Washington which preceded the Rebellion,
but not subsequently. It may, however,
have taken place, and at all events illus-
trate the manner of those who are “to the
manor born.”

Welcome to the Troops at Fort Royal.

Our troops at Port Royal were accom-
panied in their first reconnoissance into
the island by Dr. J. J. Craven, who re-
ported the negroes on the plantations
further inland as almost wild with delight
at the advent of our soldiers and the hasty
flight of their masters, which they described
with great gusto. Said one of them to
the Doctor:

“ 0O, Lord! massa, we're so glad to see
you. We'se prayed and prayed the good
Lord that he would send yer Yankees,
and we know'd you’se was coming.”

“How could you know that?” asked
Dr. Craven: “You can't read the paper,
how did you get the news?”

“ No, massa, we’'se can't read, but we’se
can listen. Massa and missus used to
read, and sometimes they’se would read
loud, and then we would listen so” (mak-
ing an expressive gesture indicative of
close attention at a key hole) ; “when Fse
get a chance I'se would list'n, and Jim,
him would list'n, and we put the bits
together, and we knowed the Yankees
were coming. Bress the Lord, massa.”
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Constructive Parole Rights.

A detective officer belonging to the
New York police force, named Hart, who
accompanied Mrs. Anderson On her visit
to her husband at Fort Sumter, obtained
permission to remain there on condition
that he should not fight. He faithfully
observed his parole, but when the barracks
took fire, he exclaimed, “ I didn’t promise
notto fight fire!” and devoted himself with
almost superhuman energy, to extinguish
the flames. With balls hissing and shells
bursting around him, he worked on un-
daunted, and could with the utmost diffi-
culty be forced away from the burning
buildings, even when it was death to
remain. When the flag was shot down,
the Charlestonians concentrated their fire
upon the flag staff, to prevent its being
replaced; but unmindful of the shot, which
whizzed by him every second. Hart nailed
theflag to the wall, amid cheers from the
United States troops.

That Flag Presentation in New Orleans.

General Butler had a dandy regiment
in New Orleans—one a little nicer in
uniform and personal habits than any
other; and so ably commanded, that it had
not lost a man by disease since leaving
New England. One day the Colonel of
this fine regiment came to head-quarters,
wearing the expression of a man who had
something exceedingly pleasant to commu-
nicate. It was just before the fourth of
July, and this is Mr. Parton’s apt narra-
tion of what followed:

“ General,” said he “two young ladies
have been to me—beautiful girls—who
say they have made a set of colors for the
regiment, which they wish to present on
the fourth of July.”

“But is their father willing?'”asked the
General, well knowing what it must cost
two young ladies of New Orleans, at that
early time, to range themselves so con-
spicuously on the side of the Union.

“Oh, yes,” replied the Colonel; “then-
father gave them the money, and will
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attend at the ceremony. But have you
any objections?”

“Not the least, if their father is willing.”

“Will you ride out and review the regi-
ment on the occasion ?”

“ With pleasure.”

So, hi the cool twilight of the evening
of the fourth, the General, in his best
uniform, with chapeau and feathers, worn
then for the first time in New Orleans,
reviewed the regiment amid a concourse
of spectators. One ofthe young ladies made
a pretty presentation speech, to wliich the
gallant Colonel handsomely replied. The
General made a brief address. It was a
gay and joyful scene; everything passed
off with the highest eclat, and was chroni-
cled with all the due editorial flourish in
the Delta.

Subsequently, the young ladies ad-
dressed a note to the regiment, of wliich
the following is a copy :

New Orleans, July 5,18G2.

“ Gentlemen —We congratulate and
thank you all for the manner in which you
have received our flag. We did not ex-
pect such a reception. We offered the
flag to you as a gift from our hearts, as a
reward to your noble conduct. Be assured,
gentlemen, that that day will be always
present in our minds, and that we will
never forget that we gave it to the bravest
of the brave; but if ever danger threatens
your heads, rally under that banner, call
again your courage to defend it, as you
have promised, and remember tliat those
from whom you received it will help you
by their prayers to win the palms of
victory aud triumph over your enemies.
We tender our thanks to General Butler
for lending his presence to the occasion, and
for his courtesies to us. May he continue
his noble work, and ere long may we be-
hold the Union victorious over his foes
and reunited throughout our great and
glorious country.  Very respectfully.”

A few days later, an officer of the regi-
ment came into the office of the command-
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ing General, his countenance not clad in
smiles. He looked like a man who had
seen a ghost, or one who had suddenly
heard of some entirely crushing calamity.

“ General,” he gasped, “we have been
sold. They were negroes!”

“What! Those lovely blondes, with
blue eyes and light hair? Impossible !”

“ General, it's as true as there’s a heaven
above. The whole town is laughing at us.”

“Well,” said the General, “there’s no
harm done. Say nothing about it. |1
suppose wre must keep it out of the papers,
and hush it up as well as we can.”

They did not quite succeed hi keeping
it out of the papers, for one of the ““for-
eign neutrals ” of the city sent an account
of the affair to the Courier des Etats Unis,
in New York, with the inevitable French
decorations.

Original Conspiracy to Assassinate Mr.
Lincoln.

That Mr. Lincoln, the President-elect,
was to feel the sting of Southern steel—
as proclaimed by his political enemies—
on his way to Washington, to take the
oath of office, is now historical. A detect-
ive of great experience, who had been
employed by Mr. Lincoln’s friends, dis-
covered a combination of men banded
together under a most solemn oath, to do
the deed of assassination. The leader of
the conspirators was an Italian refugee, a
barber, well known in Baltimore, who
assumed the name of Orsini, as indicative
of the part he wras to assume.

The assistants employed by the detect-
ive of this plot, who, like himself, were
strangers in Baltimore, by assuming to be
secessionists from Louisiana and other sece-
ding States, gained, the confidence of some
of the conspirators, and were thus intrusted
with their plans. It was arranged, in case
Mr. Lincoln should pass safely over the
railroad to Baltimore, that the conspira-
tors should mingle with the crowd which
might surround his carnage, and by pre-
tending to be his friends, be enabled to
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approach his person, when, upon a signal
from their leader, some of them would
shoot at Mr. Lincoln with their pistols,
and others would throw into his carriage
hand-grenades filled with detonating pow-
der, similar to those used in the attempted
assassination of the Emperor Louis Na-
poleon. It was also intended that in the
confusion which should result from this
attack, the assailants should escape to a
vessel which was waiting in the harbor to
receive them, and be carried to Mobile, in
the seceding State of Alabama.

Upon Mr. Lincoln’s arrival in Philadel-
phia, upon Thursday, February 21st, the
detective visited Philadelphia, and submit-
ted to certain friends of the President-
elect the information he had collected as
to the conspirators and their plans. An
interview was immediately arranged for
between Mr. Lincoln and the detective.
The interview took place in Mr. Lincoln’s
room, in the Continental Hotel, where he
was staying. Mr. Lincoln, having heard
the officer's statement, replied:

“ 1 have promised to raise the American
flag on Independence Hall to-morrow
morning—the morning of the anniversary
of Washington’s birthday—and have ac-
cepted the invitation of the Pennsylvania
Legislature to be publicly received by that
body in the afternoon. Both of these en-
gagements 1 will keep if it costs me my
life. If, however, after 1 shall have con-
cluded these engagements, you can take
me in safety to Washington, I will place
myself at your disposal, and authorize you
to make such arrangements as you may
deem proper for that purpose.”

On the next day he gallantly performed
the ceremony of raising the American
flag on Independence Hall; he then went
to Harrisburg, where he was formally
welcomed by the Legislature, and at six
o’clock in the evening he, in company with
Col. Lamon, quietly entered a carriage
without observation, and was driven to
the Pennsylvania railroad, where a special
Train was waiting to take him to Philadel-
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phia. On his departure, the telegraph
wires were cut, so that no communication
of his movements could be made.

The special train arrived in Philadel-
phiaata quarter to eleven at night. Here
he was met by the detective, who had a
carriage in readiness, into which the party
entered, and were driven to the depot of
the Philadelphia, Wilmington and Balti-
more railroad.

They did not reach the depot until a
quarter past eleven; but fortunately for
them, the regular train, the hour of which
for starting was eleven, had been detained.
The party then took berths in the sleeping
car, and wiihout- change of cars passed
directly through to Washington, where
they arrived at the usual hour, half-past
six o’clock, on the morning of Saturday,
the 23d. Mr. Lincoln wore no disguise
whatever, but journeyed in an ordinary
traveling dress.

Protection under the Constitution.

Among the incidents attending the op-
erations of the celebrated Mackerelville
Brigade, at or near the seat of war, is the
following, recounted by the historiogra-
pher-extraordinary qf the corps, Mr.
Kerr. It seems that just at the moment
when the Conic Section was proceeding to
make a ‘“masterly movement,” an aged
chap came dashing down from a First
Family country seat, near by, and says
he to the General of the Mackerel Brigade:

“1 demand a guard for my premises
immediately. My wife,” says he with
dignity, “ has just been making a custard
pie for the sick Confederacies in the hos-
pital, and as she has just set it out to cool
near where my little boy shot one of your
vandals this morning, she is afraid it
might be taken by your thieving mudsills
when they come after the body. I, there-
fore, demand a guard for my premises in
the name of the Constitution of our fore-
fathers.”

Here Capt. Bob Shorty stepped for-
ward, and says he:
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“Wliat does the Constitution say about
custard pie, Mr. Davis?”

The aged chap spat at him, and says
he:

“1 claim protection under that clause
which refers to the pursuits of happiness.
Custard pies,” says he reasoningly, “are
included in tlie pursuits of happiness.”

“That's very true,” says the General,
looking kindly over his fan at the venera-
ble petitioner. “ Let a guard be detailed
to protect this good old man’s premises.
We are fighting for the Constitution, not
against it.”

A guard was detailed, with orders to
make no resistance if they were fired upon
occasionally from the windows of the
house ; and then Captain Brown pushed
forward with what was left of Company
3, to engage the Confederacy on the edge
of Duck Lake, supported by the Orange
County Howitzers.

Unacquainted with Politics.

No small pains were taken by certain
partisan leaders, while General Grant was
at Vicksburg, to inveigle him into some
debate, or the expression of some definite
idea or opinion relative to the state of the
various political parties of the country,
and their professed tenets. The General,
however, was not thus to be drawn but.
He had never attached himself to any
mere partizan organization, and all the
various political issues or questions were,
to him, entirely subordinate to the great
and single object of crushing the rebellion.

While operating in the vicinity of Vicks-
burg, his professed political friends paid a
visit to his head-quarters, and after a short
time spent hi compliments, they tonclied
upon the never-ending subject of politics.
One of the party was in the midst of a
veiy flowery speech, using all his rhetor-
ical powers to induce the General, if pos-
sible, to view matters in the same light as
himself, when he was suddenly stopped
by Grant.

“There is no use of talking politics to
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me. | know nothing about them, and,
furthermore, 1 do not know of any person
among my acquaintances who does. But,”
continued he, “there is one subject with
which | am perfectly acquainted; talk of
that, and | am your man.”

“What is that, General ?” asked the
politicians, in great surprise.

“Tanning leather,” was the reply.

' The subject was immediately changed.

Secesh Taming.

War, like nearly every other sort of
human experience, has its comical side.
‘ Old Ben Butler's’ management of New
Orleans was “as good as a play,”—a spice
of humor hi it, a certain apt felicitousness
in turning the tables, calculated to make
even the victim smile while he yet winced.

It was the New Orleanaise who gave
the General his soubriquet of ‘Picayune
Butler—that being the well known ap-
pellative of the colored barber in the base-
ment of the St. Charles. The fourpence
ha’penny epithet of course implied howv
very cheap they held the commander at
Ship Island. The Yankee General fetched
up at the St. Charles. 'Twas empty and
barred. Where was the landlord? Off.
The house must be opened. Impossible.
It shall be forced. Well, here are the
keys. So the first thing was to show he
could keep a hotel.

Next he sends word to the Mayor that
he must see him at his parlor. Back
conies word that His Honor does business
at the City Hall. Straight goes a per-
emptory message by an orderly, and Mayor
Monroe and a whole bevy of dignitaries
make their appearance, hats in hand. The
hotel-keeper is induced to draw it mild,
and arranges that the civil government of
the city shall remain in their hands on the
condition that all the police and sanitary
duties shall be faithfully performed.

For a little while matters go on
smoothly. But it soon became apparent
that the streets were neglected, as if on
purpose to invite Yellow Jack to come and
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make short work of the “ Hessians.” A
sharp word goes from the St. Charles to
the City Hall to start the hoes, and, at
a jump, the hoes were started. But it
went against the grain. The aldermen
could not sleep o'nights. Yellow Jack
out of the question, they thought they
would try la belle France. So they passed
a resolution tendering the officers of the
French frigate Catinet the freedom and
hospitalities of the city. Up comes
word from the St. Charles that this sort
of thing don't answer—that “the free-
dom of a captured city by the captives
would merit letters patent for its novelty,
were there not doubts of its usefulness as
an invention, and that the tender of hospi-
talities by a government to which police
duties and sanitary regulations only are
intrusted is simply an invitation to the
calaboose or the sewer.’

The women next bridle up. They are
not content with leaving our quiet soldiers
to themselves, but must needs insult and
abuse them. The General determines
that this unfeniinine practice, so provoca-
tive of ill blood, shall stop. He proclaims
that all women guilty of it shall be treated
as disorderly women. Thereupon Mayor
Monroe steps again upon the scene, and
as ‘ chief magistrate of this city, chargea-
ble with its peace and dignity,” protests
against an order “so extraordinary and
astonishing.” The immediate reply is that
‘John T. Monroe, late Mayor of the city
of New Orleans, is relieved from all re-
sponsibility for the peace of the city, and
committed to Fort Jackson until further
orders.” Straightway the Mayor hurries
down to the St. Charles, and makes a writ-
ten retraction, to wit: “This communica-
tion having been sent under a mistake of
fact, anti being improper in language, |
desire to apologize for the same, and to
withdraw it.” The retraction is accepted,
and the Mayor retires; but on the next
day, having been taken to task by his
clique, he again presents himself, with
several backers, to get a modification of
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the ‘woman order,’ or to take back his
apology. He receives for reply, that a
modification is impossible, and with it an
argument from the good-natured General
showing its propriety and necessity. The
Mayor bows, convinced, and leaves. Two
days afterwards again he comes down with
his friends and insists upon having back
his apology. The General, being of a
yielding nature, politely hands it back, and,
at the same moment, gives an order com-
mitting the whole set to Fort Jackson, and
there they ruminated.

Romantic Adventure of a Tennessee Loy-
alist.

Of a similar character for boldness and
intrepidity to Parson Brownlow, was
Hurst, the indomitable Unionist of Purdy,
Tennessee. On returning from West Ten-
nessee, to make his periodical report of
himself—being under heavy bonds to the
rebel powers to do so—and stopping at
his home, he had no sooner entered his

Romantic Adventure.

house than he was told to fly for his life,
as a new accusation of being a traitor and
a spy had been made against him by a
malicious old rebel neighbor.

He had barely time to make an appoint-
ment with a bound boy, who loved him
more than he did his own father, to bring

. a favorite horse—that somehow escaped
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the thieving confiscations of the rebels—
to the entrance of a certain alley in the
town. Scarcely had he made the arrange-
ment when a file of Confederate soldiers
was seen coming towards the house. He
slipped out at the back door, passed
through a neighboring garden, and in a
minute more was walking composedly
down the principal street of the town.
His bold and unconcerned appearance
created quite a stir in the town. Men
whispered together, and winked and wag-
ged their heads significantly, and now and
then would dart off to give information to
the rebel guard, who were searching for
him. He knew his time was short, that
in a few minutes they would come in upon
him from all sides, and his chance for life
would not be worth a straw. He quick-
ened his pace a little, and suddenly entered
an apothecary’s shop; dozens of men
were watching him, and said—

“Now he is trapped; he’ll be nabbed
as he comes out.”

Hurst walked quickly through into the
back room, and called the proprietor in
after him. The apothecary entered smil-
ingly, thinking, doubtless, of how soon he
should see Lis guest dancing upon nothing
in the air. The moment he had entered,
Hurst grasped him suddenly by the throat,
and placing a pistol at his ear, told him
that if he attempted to raise the slightest
alarm, and did not do exactly as he told
him, he would fire.

By this time a crowd had collected in
front of the shop, and as they could not
see what was passing in the back room,
they waited until the guard should come
up to arrest him. Hurst now opened the
back door, and looking up the alley, he
saw the faithful bound boy with the horse
standing partly concealed in the entrance
of the alley. He beckoned to the boy,
who quickly brought the horse to him.
He then turned to the trembling fellow,
and said—

“ Kow, sir, in the spot where you stand,
the rifles of four of my' faithful friends
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are covering you—theyl are hid in places
that you +least suspect, and if you move
within the next ten minutes they? will fire;
but ifyou remain perfectly? quiet they? will
not harm ylou.”

The apothecary had become so com-
pletely ‘ frickened,” as the Irish would say,
by the touch of cold steel at his ears, that
he did not recognize at once the improba-
bility of Hurst’s story. In an instant
more, Hurst had put spurs to his horse,
and dashed out of the alley, leaving the
terrified 'pothecary gaping after him, and
the bound boy absolutely? crying at liis
master's danger, and hi another instant
the rebel soldiers and the crowd entered
the store, rushed through the back room
and out at the back door, just in thne to
see Hurst dashing out of the alley at full
speed. Horses without number were at
once in requisition, but Hurst distanced
themall. He soonjoined the Union army,
and on its subsequent triumphant entry to
Nashville, Hurst was on hand with them,
naively remarking that he came so as to
“defend his bondsmen from any damage
they might suffer by his non-appearance,
mid “report’ himself as he had agreed!”

Them and Theirs—not Us.

One of the most interesting cases among
the rebel prisoners at Camp Denison, Ohio,
wias awounded youth, wdiose heart was evi-
dently7 busy doing poetic justice to the Yan-
kees he had been taught to hate, though he
still was anxious about Southern rights.
Parson Clayton talked to him for some time
concerning religious matters, and the young
man at last broke in by saying, “We've
talked about religion long enough, now
let's talk politics.” There was a peculiar
Southernism about his look and tone that
excited a smile all around. “Bell,” re-
plied Mr. Clayton, ““I'm not much on pol-
itics; 1'd rather not talk about them—tell
me how you feltwhen you were wounded.”
He did so:

“Thought it would be a sharp pain, Sir,
but it wasn't. 1 wias wounded in the legs,

L«FC.
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and it was just like my being knocked off
my pins by a strong blow from a log of
wood. Fell flat on my belly, and my
knees drew themselves up under my chin.
Made sure | was dead, but thought it
didn’t make much difference, for I saw our
men retreating, and knew that the Yan-
kees would get me and kill me sure; al-
ways was told, Sir, the Yankees had horns.
Well, there 1 lay; and up came a Colonel
leading his men—he was in front, Sir; he
jumped down from bis horse, and ran to
me drawing something from his belt, so |
gave up; but it wasn’t a pistol, Sir,” (and
here the boy’s eyes moistened) ““it was a
canteen! He put it to my lips, | drank.
He jumped on his horse again, and said,
‘Charge, boys, they’re fleeing!” Then
some soldiers on foot came toward me,
and | thought they're not all like that
officer, and 1 gave up again. But, Sir, they
said, ‘ Comrade, get up.” They lifted me up
and said, ‘ Put your arms uround our necks,
and we’ll lead you away from these bullets.
And these were the ‘damned Yankees!
I tell you, Sir, no man ever hugged his
sweetheart harder or more friendly than
I hugged those Yankees' necks.”

After a few more remarks the youth
showed a determination to ““talk politics,”
and asked Mr. Clayton, “What are you
fighting us for?” Mr. Clayton calmly,
and bi good humor, gave him his ideas of
the issue, and in ending asked him what
they were fighting for. ““To hold prop-
erty, Sir,” replied the youth,—* our slave

property.” ““How many slaves did you
have?” “None.” “And you?” (to the
next). “None.” Hethen wentaround to

all the thirty-four rebels, and but one was
found who had owned aslave. “Now,”
said Mr. Clayton, “where are the men
who have these slaves which they are so
afraid of losing?” Here a man named
McLellan, who soon afterwards died, raised
himself up on his cot, and stretching out
his thin hand said, in a sepulchral voice,
“They are at home enjoying themselves,
and have sent us to die for them and
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theirs.” And to this the echoes around
the room were, ““That's so!” *“That's
God’s truth!”

Vice-President Hamlin a Private in Com-
pany A.

There was at Fort McClary, in Ports-
mouth harbor, New Hampshire, during
the dark days of the war, a soldier who
performed all the duties of a private in
the ranks and a guard, and was not even
clothed with the power of a fourth cor-
poral,—but who, in the event of the death
of President Lincoln, would at once have
become the commander-in-chief of the
army and navy of the United States.
And yet, with that necessary consciousness,
he was willing to place himself in the posi-
tion of a common soldier, share with them
in their messes, bear about his own tin
dipper, and reside in their barracks. This
was the position of the Hon. Hannibal
Hamlin, Vice-President of the United
States (and formerly Governor of Maine
and United States Senator), and private
in Company A, of the State Guard of
Bangor. Such may be said to be one of
the beauties of republicanism; but it re-
quires a sound-cored man thus to display
the most beautiful features of the sim-
plicity of our institutions.

Col. Folk, and Sanders, the Refugee.

Colonel William H. Polk, of Tennessee,
the well known scholar, politician and wit,
of Tennessee, had a plantation some forty
miles from Nashville, lived comfortably,
had a joke for every one. and was, withal,
a resolute man in his opinions.

A few days before the arrival ofthe U. S.
army at Nashville, in 1862, and, indeed,
before he heard of the fall of Fort Don-
elson, in going down the road from his
farm, he descried a fat, ragged, busliy-liead-
ed, tangled-mustached, dilapidated-looking
creature, (something like an Italian organ-
grinder in distress,) so disguised in mud
as to be scarcely recognizable. What was
his surprise, on a nearer approach, to see
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that it was the redoubtable George N,
Sanders.

George had met the enemy and he was
theirs—not in person, but in feeling. His
heart was lost, liis breeches were ragged,
and his boots showed a set of fat, gouty
toes protruding from them. The better
part of him was gone, aud gone a good
distance.

“In the name of God, George, is that
you?” said the ex-Congressman.

“Me!” said the immortal George: “I
wish it wasn't; 1 wish | was anything but
me. But what is the news here—is there
any one running? They are all running
back there,” pointing over his shoulder
with his thumb.

“No,” said Mr. Polk, “not that 1 know
of. You needn’t mind pulling up the seat
of your pantaloons. I'm not noticing.
What in------ are you doing here, look-
ing like a muddy Lazarus in the painted
cloth?”

“Bill,” said George to the Tennesseean,
confidentially, and his tones would have
moved a heart of stone, “ Bill, you always
was a friend of mine. 1 know'd you a
long while ago, and honored you—cuss
me if I didn’t. | said you was a man
bound to rise. 1 told Jimmy Polk so;
me aud Jimmy was familiar friends. 1
intended to have got up a biographical
notice of you in the Democratic Review,
but that------ Corby stopped it. 1I'm glad
to see you; I'll swear I am.”

“Of course, old fellow,” said the chari-
table Teimesseean, more in pity of his
tones than even of the flattering eloquence;
“but what is the matter?”

“Matter!” said George; ““the d------ d
Lincolnites have seized Bowling Green,
Port Donelson, and have by this time ta-
ken Nashville. Why,” continued he, ina
burst of confidence, “when 1 left, hacks
was worth $100 an hour, and, Polk, (in a
whisper,) | didn’t have a cent.”

The touching pathos of this last remark
was added to by the sincere vehemence
with which it was uttered, and the mute
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eloquence with which he lifted up a ragged
flap in the rear of his person that some
envious rail or briar had tom from its
position of covering a glorious retreat

“Not a d------ d cent,” repeated he;
“and, Polk, I walked that hard-hearted
town up and down, all day, with bomb-
shells dropping on the street at every
lamp-post—I'll swear 1 did—trying to
borrow some money; and, Polk, do you
think, there wasn’t a scoundrel there would
lend anything, not even Harris, and he got
the money out of the banks, too!”

“No,” interjected Polk, who dropped in
aword occasionally, as a sort ofencourager.

“Bill,” repeated Sanders, “Bill, I said
you was a friend of mine—and a talented
one—always said so, Bill. 1 didn’t have
ared, and I've walked forty-five miles in
the last day, by the mile-stones, and 1
liavn't had anything to buy a bit to eat;
and,” he added, with impassioned elo-
quence,” what is a cussed sight worse, not
a single drop to drink.”

This is complete. It is tumecessary to
tell how the gallant and clever Tennes-
seean took the wayfarer home, gave him
numerous, if not innumerable drinks, and
filled him with fruits of the gardens and
flesh of the flocks.

Unfortunate Absence at the Siege of Fort
Sumter.

On the-news of the fall of Sumter, the
fires of patriotic enthusiasm were kindled
throughout all the loyal States. Inone of
the small towns of Western Pennsylvania
the excitement became intense—patriotic
speeches were made, companies for the war
speedily formed, etc., etc. It was at this
time, when the public excitement was at
its height, that there was a flag-raising at
a school-house two miles from A------ , the
orator of the occasion being a young col-
legiate, fresh from his Alma Mater. After
the speech had been made a sheet of fools-
cap was produced, and twelve big, noble-
looking fellows walked boldly up and en-
rolled their names among the brave de-
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fenders of their country. As each man
put his name upon the paper he was
greeted by three lusty cheers and the
rolling of the drum. Finally, when the
twelve recruits had taken their seats, and
no one seemed to manifest any inclination
of following their example of enlisting, a
young man was called upon to speak. He
was a strong, dashing, dark-eyed youth,
and evidently much excited. He seemed
determined, however, to acquit himself
with applause, and he spread out accord-
ingly.

After stating numerous, and, as he ur-
ged, strong reasons for not going to the
war himself—that ‘he couldn’t leave his
business—*‘would go if they couldn’t get
along without him—*if he found it to
be his duty,” etc.,, he waxed warm. He
glowed in his overflowing patriotism, and
having depicted in fluming colors the out-
rage practiced on our flag by the rebels,
he closed his impressive speech with, in
effect, the following:

Edmund Ruffin.

“Gentlemen! do you know what I'd
have done had I been down there when
that glorious flag was torn by these trait-
ors from its lofty height? 1 would have
snatched it from their bloody hands—I
would have mounted the flag-staff—and,
regardless of the hail of bullets that might
have stormed around me, | would have
nailed it there—ay! with my own hands
would I have nailed it there! and have—
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have—gentlemen—desired it to remain!"
The absence of this patriotic orator at the
siege of Sumter must, of course, have
been the cause of its unfortunate surren-
der. Edmund Ruffin, the hoary traitor,
who fired the first shot at Sumter, should
have had a clinch at thattonguy and soft-
pated orator. The odds would have been
of little account, which of the two went
down.

Application of the Term “*Contraband” by
General Butler.

The rebel Colonel Mallory had the mis-
fortune to lose some of his ‘servants,” who
used their legs to convey themseh es from
the custody of their master. Though a
traitor to his country, Col. M. had the
audacity to go with a flag of truce to For-
tress Monroe and demand of Ins old polit-
ical friend, Butler, the delivering up of
said escaped servants, under the Fugitive
Slave Law.

“You hold, Colonel Mallory, do you
not,” said General Butler, “that negro
slaves are property; and that Virginia is
no longer a part of the United States.”

“I do, Sir.”

“You are a lawyer, Sir,” Gen. Butler
replied, “and 1 ask you, if you claim that
the Fugitive Slave Act of the United
States is binding in a foreign nation?
And if a foreign nation uses this kind of
property to destroy the lives and property
of citizens of the United States, if that
species of property ought not to be re-
garded as conbrabaul|?”

Such was the origin of the term con-
traband, as applied to fugitive slaves, and
its acceptance became at once universal.

“ Newport News.”

The operations of the two great armies,
from time to time, at “Newport News
Point,” have given that place quite a
celebrity in military annals, and its pecu-
liar name has given rise to much curiosity
as to how it could have originated. In
reference to this, it appears that the early
colony on James river was at one time
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reduced to a straightened condition, and
some of its members started down the
James river, with the intention of pro-
ceeding to England. They reached the
bend in the river which has since become
an object of so much interest, and paused
for some days. When they were about
to set sail, they saw a ship coming up the
roads, bearing the British ensign. They
delayed till it should arrive. It proved
to be Lord Newport's ship, with his lord-
ship on board, who brought the intelli-
gence that the ship which the colony had
long before dispatched to England for sup-
plies, and which was many months over-
due, was near at hand, bringing much
needed relief. Meantime, his lordship
distributed provisions among the colonists,
who, from these circumstances, named the
place ““Newport News,” on account of the
good tidings which his lordship brought
to them.

Tigers and Treason.

Colonel Boemstein, a German com-
mander at the West, became somewhat
noted for his logical method of dealing
with traitors. While holding possession
of Jefferson City, Missouri, his patriotic
and magisterial traits wrere made conspic-
uous by not a few well-remembered cases
of summary discipline. One day he heard
of a desperado being in town, from Clark
township, who had led a company of dis-
unionists known and dreaded as the “.Ti-
gers.”

“If anybodies vill make ze affidavit,”
said Colonel B., ““I vill arrest him if he
ith a tiger. | don't believe in tigers; zey
d------ d humbugs!”

Some one inquired of the Colonel how
long he should remain in that place.
"With a French shrug of the shoulder, he
replied:

“1 don’t know—perhaps a year; so long
as the Governor chooses to stay away;
I am Governor now, you see, 'till he come
back.”

Ilis notions of freedom of speech and

7
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the press, he gave expression to as fol-
lows:

“All people zall speak vat dey tink—
write vat dey pleaze, and be free to do
anytink dey pleazhe—only dey zall speak
and write no treason!”

Gould, the Hero of Corinth.

In the heat of the conflict, the Ninth
Texas regiment bore down upon the left
centre of the Twenty-Seventh Ohio reg-
iment, with their battle flag at the head
of the column, when Orrin B. Gould, a
private of Company G. shot down the
color-bearer and rushed forward for the
rebel flag. A rebel officer shouted to his
men to ““save the colors!” and, at the same
moment, put a bullet into the breast of
Gould. But the young hero was not to
be intimidated. With his flag-staffin his
hand, and the bullet in his breast, he re-
turned to his regiment, waving the former
defiantly in the faces of the enemy. After
the battle, on visiting the hospitals, Col-
onel Fuller of the Twenty-Seventh Ohio,
(commanding first brigade, second divis-
ion) found young Gould stretched upon a
cot, apparently in great pain. Upon see-
ing him, his ‘'face became radiant, and,
pointing to liis wound, he said, “ Colonel,
I don't" care for this, since 1 got their
flagL>>~-'

John Bell’'s Tennessee Iron ""Works.

On the evening of Feb. 16th, 1862,
Commodore Foote sent the gun-boat St.
Louis on a recoimoitreing expedition to-
wards Clarksville, Tenn.  Six miles abov e
Dover, they came in sight of the Tennes-
see lron Works, an extensive establish-
ment owned by Hon. John Bell, ])Ir.
Lewis, and others. Not a person was in
sight, and to ascertain if anybody was at
home, a shell was thrown at a high eleva-
tion, and burst directly over the establish-
ment, too high to do any damage. It had
the desired effect—the workmen streamed
out of their hive like a swarm of bees.

It having been reported that the mill
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had been engaged extensively in the man-
ufacture of iron plates for rebel gunboats,
officer Johnson, of the St. Louis, was sent
ashore to find the proprietors and inquire
about it He found Mr. Lewis, who at
once presented himself as the proprietor,
and in response to the officer's inquiries,
stated that the mill had been occupied
lately in the manufacture of a good deal
of iron of various patterns; but it had
been done for contractors and other indi-
viduals, and not directly for the rebel
‘ Government.’

Mr. Lewis was asked if he did not
know from the pattern of the iron that it
was for war purposes. He said that a
good deal of it had been square iron,
which he supposed was for wagon axles,
and a considerable part had been heavy
plates which might be for gunboats. He
stated that he had been a strong and de-
cided Union man as long as he could be
with safety from mobs, which threatened
his person and property, and likewise ap-
plied the rather doubtful assertion to Mr.
Bell. He was asked why he did not de-
cline orders for making war materials, as
Mr. Hinman—proprietor of the Cumber-
land Iron Works, lower down the river—
had done; to which his reply was, that
Mr. Hinman was in Kentucky, which did
not secede, while he was in Tennessee,
and above the fortification of Donelson,
which was erected in May, thus shutting
up the Cumberland river at the Tennessee
line.

In view of the inevitable fact that the
works had been engaged in making and
furnishing materials of war to the rebels,
Commodore Foote considered it his duty
to disable them, not knowing then that the
Union lines would soon embrace them, and
the river beyond, to Clarksville. He in-
formed Mr. Lewis that this would be ne-
cessary and also that he must require him
to go on board as a prisoner. An attempt
was first made to disable the machinery
of the establishment, the desire being not
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to utterly destroy the property if it could
be avoided. But the machinery was so
heavy that no means could be found of
confining powder sufficient to blow it up.
It was, therefore, set on fire and consumed.
When Mr. Lewis beheld his property in
flames, he said—

“1 hope that my private residence will
be spared.”

““Sir,” said the noble Commodore, “we
came not to destroy any particle of your
property which has not been used in the
carrying on of this most unnatural war
against the Government.”

Other Side of the Case.

A New York journal in one of its is-
sues published the opinions of respectable
colored people, favoring the President’s
Emancipation Proclamation. In the af-
ternoon the reporter met a well-known
colored man, named Cooley, who white-
washes for a living, and is generally found
about Ann street. The reporter said:

“Well, Cooley, what do you think of
the Proclamation?”

Cooley—*“The worse thing for
the black man that ever was done.”

Reporter—*“Why ?”

Cooley—(coming close up, and in a
mysterious whisper,)—* There’s too many
niggers starving here now. By’-n-bye
these fellows will come down on us from
the South, and drive us out, for then I tell
you, then there would not be a place where
a decent colored man can put down his
foot! Mark my words!”

Another of the Uncle Toms.

During the secession conflict in Ken-
tucky, a Union gentleman on the other
side of Green River had his attention at-
tracted, one morning, to a little group com-
ing up the hill.  Firstwere two intelligent
looking contrabands, next, a little ‘go-cart,’
drawn by a mule, in which was a female
slave and about a dozen little negroes,
carefully wrapped in sundry and divers
coats. An Uncle Tom sort of a chap,
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with a Miss Dinah, brought up the rear.
“As they came by,” says the gentleman,
“l addressed Tom.’

“Well, Uncle, where did your party
come from?”

We's from de town, dar, sah.”

“And where are you going?”

“ Gwine home, sah.”

“Then you do not live in the village?”

“No; we lib right ober yonder, ‘bout a
mile: de secesh draw us from home.”

“Ah! well now stop a minute, and tell
me all about it.”

“Dat | do, sure, massa. Jim (to the
other leader of the mule-cart,) you go on
wid the wagon, an 1 kotch you fore you
gits home. Now, 1 tells you, massa, all
‘bout um. My massa am Union, an’ so
is all de niggers. Yesterday, massa war
away in de town, an de first ting we know,
‘long come two or free hundred ob dem
seceshers, on bosses, an’ lookin’ like cut-
froats. Golly, but de gals wor scared.
Jus* back ob us war de Union sogers—
God bress (reverentially,) for dey keep de
secesh from Killin’ nigger. De gals know
dat, an’ when dey see de secesh cornin’
dey pitch de little nigger in de go-cart, an’
den we all broke for de Union sogers.”

“So you are not afraid of the Union
soldiers ?”

“God bress you. massa, nebber. Nig-
ger gits ahind dem Union sojers, secesh
nebber gits um. Secesh steal nigger—
Union man nebber steal um. Dat’s a fac,
massa.”

And with a chuckling smile on his face,
the clever old darkey bade good morning,
and trotted on after the go-cart.

On the Road to Dixie.

When Mr. Vallaudigham was being con-
ducted to his Southern friends, by order
of the United States government, because
of his treasonable utterances, a halt was
made by the escort, on nearing the out
posts, for rest and refreshment. After an
hour passed in conversation there was an
effort made to obtain a little sleep, and
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Mr. Vallandigham himself had jus' fallen
into a doze, when Colonel McKibben
waked him, informing him that it was
daylight, and timfe to move. Some poet-
ical remark had been made about the
morning.  Mr. Vallandigham hereupon
raised- himself upon his elbow, and said,
dramatically,

*Night's candlea are burnt out, and jocund day
Stands tip-toe on the mountain tops.’

He had evidently forgotten the remain-
ing line of the quotation; but it seemed
so applicable to his own case, in view of
the wrathful feeling of the soldiers to-
ward him, that some one near by could
not forbear adding aloud,

‘1 must be gone and live, or stay and die.’

The extreme appositeness of this quo-
tation startled every one who heard it,
including Mr. Vallandigham himself.

Good Charlie, the Union Guide.

A Union man named Smith had resided
about six miles from Fayetteville, Arkan-
sas, the owner of a tract of six hundred
acres of land, with comfortable dwelling,
stock, etc. Obnoxious to the secessionists,
his property was plundered by their for-
aging and other parties during the winter,
his place being only about a mile from
McCulloch’s head-quarters. The family
consisted of Mr. Smith, his wife and child,
his mother-in-law, and also his brother-in-
law, James Watkins and wife, married
only about a year previously. Besides
these, Charlie, the slave of Mr. Smith.

Upon news of the approach of Curtis’s
forces to Springfield, the secessionists be-
gan pursuing all the Union men to ha ™
them, and Smith and Watkins fled, hopi
to make there way to some of the Un
camps. The women thus left behind,
ing in fear of outrage and torture on tl ir
husbands’ account—ifnot death—depar
from their home on the night of Feb. f
with Charlie as their guide and protec »r,
leaving the aged mother and child, who
were unable to move.  On foot they wend-
ed their way, sleeping what they did sleep
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in the Open air, upon such straw or litter
as Charlie could gather for them, and cov-
ered by the single blanket which he car-
ried,—subsisting on the food which he
had stowed in a pair of saddle-bags. He
woidd have been seized as marketable
property belonging to a Union man, and
the women regarded their own jeopardy
as something more than that of their
lives, if met or caught by the secessionists.
They traveled about eight miles.the firat
day—the women being feeble, and one of
them in a delicate situation,— fording
creeks, and avoiding the traveled roads.

On one occasion, crossing a creek upon
a log, one of the ladies fell in, and was
with difficulty extricated by Charlie, who,
as he said, “ cooned it on de log,” so that
his mistress got hold of him, and when
she reached the bank he pulled her out.
Thus for nearly a week, foot-sore and
with short and paiuful journeys, having no
shelter, and not seeing a fire, subsisting on
the scant provision which Charlie carried,
they slowly made their way until they first
met the advance guard of the Union forces
at Mudtown. Here the ladies were at
once cared for by the Colonel, while Char-
lie was taken some miles on horseback to
“ Mister Sigel,” w'lio examined him at
great length, as a General knows how,
comparing his stories with his own wn)y|ii
ofthe country. He was satisfied of Char-
lie’s truthfulness, and gave him a pass for
himselfand the two ladies. He was right-
ly termed ““‘good Charlie.”

B using' to Volunteer in the Rebel Army,
n the same prison with Parson Brown-
lov and other Unionists in Tennessee, was
nerable clergyman named Cate, and
hree sons. One of them, James Mad-
Catc, a most exemplary and worthy
iber of the Baptist church, was there
laving committed no other crime than
of refusing to volunteer in the rebel
y. He lay stretched at full length
| the floor, with one thickness of a
piece of carpet under him, and an old
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overcoat doubled up for a pillow,—and he
in the agonies of death. His wife came
to visit him, bringing her youngest child,
which was but a babe. They were re-
fused admittance. Parson Brownlow here
put his head out of the jail window, anti
entreated them, for God’s sake, to let the
poor woman come in, as her husband was
dying. The jailer at last consented that
she might see him for the limited time of
fifteen minutes. As she came in, and

Refusing to Volunteer

looked upon her husband’'s wan and ema-
ciated face, and saw how rapidly he was
sinking, she gave enident signs of fainting,
and would have fallen to the floor with
the babe in her arms, had not Parson B.
rushed up to her and seized the babe.
Then she sank down upon the breast of
her dying husband, unable to speak.
When the fifteen minutes had expired, the
officer came in, and in an insulting and
peremptory maimer, notified her that, the
interview was to close.

Entombment cf a Virginia Loyalist.
Mr. John A. Ford, a respectable mer-
chant of Petersburg, Va., having expressed
a wish that the Boston troops had killed
“ fourteen or fifteen hundredof the mob
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iii Baltimore, instead of “ fourteen or fif-
teen,” was soon after waited on by an ex-
cited crowd of people, who demanded to
know if he had used this language. He
replied in the affirmative, whereupon a cry
was raised of “slioot him! hang him! kill
him!” and demonstrations were made to
carry out the demand of tlie exeited mob.

Meantime, however, it had become
quite dark, of which some friends of Mr.
Ford, fellow members of a Masonic Lodge,
took advantage, in dragging Mr. Ford out
into an open store, through which he was
urged into an alley-way in the rear, while
the crowd in the street who had lost sight
of him, were clamorously in search. A
friend and Masonic brother accompanied
him rapidly through the alley, and con-
ducted him to the only place of safety
which probably could have concealed him
—a tomb in liis family burial ground!

Taking the key from the vault hastily
from his pocket he opened it, urged Mr.
Ford in among the coffins, locked the door
upon him, and quickly disappeared. That
night and the following day every place
and by-place in the town was ransacked
in the eager search of the mob for the
victim who had so terribly and so narrow-
ly escaped their clutches. They finally
concluded that he had been spirited away,
and relaxed their vigilance. Meantime
Mr. Ford remained undisturbed, with
darkness and the dead. There were sev-
eral bodies deposited there—far less feared,
however, by him than the living.

At three o’clock the following Monday
morning, the train was to leave for Bich-
lilond. At an earlier hour, Mr. Ford’s
protector and friend came to deliver his
friend from the charnel house, where, for
two nights and a day, he had fasted with
the dead. He was faint and weak from
exhaustion, but the emergency lent him
strentA. While his friend went for his
daughter, a litle girl seven years of age,
Mr. Ford wended his way cautiously and
alone to the depot. Here they met again,
and when the train rolled out of the sta-
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tion on its way north, Mr. Ford sat on
one of the car seats, with liis child
wrapped closely in his arms.  Arriving at
Richmond, he attempted to procure a
ticket, but was told that no passenger
could leave for the North, unless exhibit-
ing a pass from Governor Letcher. With
many misgivings, Mr. Ford (it was still
early in the morning,) wended his way to
the executive mansion. He represented
to the Governor that his business called
him out of the State, and desired creden-
tials which would enable him to continue
the journey. Mr. Letcher asked no ques-
tions, but promptly made out the papers
and handed them to him, by the aid of
which he in due time arrived in Wash-
ington.

Unwilling to Forfeit his Bight to Escape.

One of the prisoners at Fort Warren,
Boston, managed to escape about the time
he was sent there from Fort Lafiyette.
He then enlisted in the navy under an
assumed name, in the hopes of being
placed upon a vessel from which he could
escape, and join his friends at the South.
Finding that his chances of success in this
project were small, and not wishing to
serve against the Confederate States, he
revealed his true name, and the fact that
he had escaped from custody, whereupon
'lie was sent to Fort Warren. Col. Dim-
mick, of that institution, had an interview
with him, and told him that he might have
the same privileges as the other prisoners,
if he would give his parole of honor not
to attempt to escape again. The man
hesitated a moment, and then frankly re-
plied:

“No, Colonel, I cannot do it; if I make
the promise 1 shall feel bound by it; but
really, 1 cannot consent to give up the
right to escape if an opportunity occurs.”

The Colonel told the man that if he did
not give his parole, he should put him
where escape would be impossible, but he
remained spunky, and was placed in close
confinement.
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Left to Dine Alone.

A person from Baltimore, temporarily
aresident in the city of Boston, invited
five of his friends to dine at the house of a
female relation,—which invitation was duly
accepted. On goingto the dinner table, the
party found the rebel flag topping a piece
of ornamental pastry, in the centre of the
festive board. The insult was at once no-
ticed by the guests, before they were
seated, and, as it appeared, by all of them
nearly at the same moment. Not a word
was spoken, but every man left as by a
mutual impulse, and the Baltimore seces-
sionist had to dine alone. Next morning
he was waited upon for an explanation of
his misconduct, but his discretion had
prompted him to take the first westward
train for home.

Circumstances alter Principles.

An anecdote is told of a Union officer,
by Prentice, which is somewhat illustra-
tive of the fact that circumstances not
only alter cases but principles also. The
gentleman in question was a violent Re-
publican, and both before and after going
into the army opposed, with all the zeal
and ability of which he was capable, the
Crittenden Compromise. At the batile
of Chickamauga, when our routed wing
was falling back in great disorder, and the
mass of the enemy pushing forward with
a shower of shell, grape, canister and
musketry, this officer, who was in the
midst of the deadly torrent, and who stut-
tered somewhat in his speech, turned to a
fellow-soldier and said:

*“ G-g-g-george, if G-g"g-govemor Crit-
tenden were to r-r-r-rise up now f-f-f-from
his g-g-g-rave, and offer me the C-c-c-crit-
tenden com-com-compromise, by------ 1
would take it!”

Old Cotton Beard and his Girls.

Among those who took the oath of al-
legiance to the United States Government,
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may be named Mr. V. B. Marmillon, one
of the richest and most extensive sugar
planters in the whole valley of the Mis-
sissippi. He refused, however, to work
his plantation, unless he could have his
own negroes returned to him. He had
about fifteen hundred acres of cane under
cultivation, but his whole family of plan-
tation hands left him and went to New
Orleans, reporting themselves to the Union
officer.  Among them could be found
every species of mechanic and artisan.
They were called up and informed that
the Government had taken possession of
their old master’s crop, and that they were
needed to take it off, and would be paid
for their labor. All consented to return;
but next morning, when the time came
for their departure, not one of them would
go. One of them said: “ I will go any-
where else to work, but you may shoot
me before 1 will return to the old planta-
tion.” It was afterwards ascertained that
Marmillon, whom they called “ Old Cotton
Beard,” had boasted in the presence of
two colored girls, house servants, how he
would serve the hands when he once
more had them in his power. These girls
had walked more than thirty miles in the
night, with all the risks of personal safety
staring them in the face, to bring the in-
formation to their friends. The hands
were set to work elsewdiere.

Conciliatory Mesmerism.

General Garfield aptly illustrated, by
the following quotation from an old Eng-
lish nursery rhyme, the policy of those
extra-bleached and super-superior patriots
who sought to put down the rebellion
with conciliatory mesmerism:

““There was an old man who Baid, how
Shall | flee from this horrible cow?
I will eiton the stile

And continue to smile,
Which may soften the heart of this cow *
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Circulation of Union Proclamations in South
Carolina.

Lieutenant Magner, of General Sher-
man’s staff; accompanied by Dr. Bacon, of
the Seventh Connecticut, was detailed by
General Sherman to perform the ralher
delicate duty of conveying to the rebels,
under a flag of truce, his proclamation,
which was addressed to the loyal citizens
of South Caroling, inviting them to return
to their homes and promising them protec-
tion. The bearers were placed ashore in
the cutter, under a flag of truce, accompa-
nied by anegro, who was picked up while as-
cending the river, and who, being acquaint-
ed with the coimtry, was to act as guide.
Mules were found, and, led by the negro,
they proceeded into the country, and after
penetrating about ten miles they were met
by a Rev. Mr. Walker, a Baptist clergy-
man, formerly of Beaufort. To their in-
quiries, whethertliere were any rebel camps
in the vicinity, he informed them that the
camps they were looking after were a
number of miles on, and advised them not
to proceed further, as he did not deem it
prudent or safe. They were not quite
satisfied, however, with the information he
gave, as his conduct was somewhat suspi-
cious, and they inquired of the negro
guide as to the distance. He informed
them that it was about half a mile further
on They concluded to proceed. They
had continued about half a mile further
on, when they were met by two rebel offi-
cers, one of whom bore a white handker-
chief on an oar, which he had brought
from a small boat in a creek near by, in
which they had evidently come. They
proved to be a First Lieutenant and a
Second Lieutenant from a Charleston
company.

The object of the mission was explained
by the bearers of the flag, and they were
politely informed that there were no ““loyal
citizens” in South Carolina, and that their
mission was fruitless. The business being
completed, a luncheon was partaken of,
which was furnished by the bearer of the
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flag; the mules were fed by order of the
rebel officers. During the lunch, Lieuten-
ant Barnwell, one of the scions of the
aristocratic stock of South Carolina, made
his appearance and joined the company.
He was excessively haughty and distant
in his demeanor, and appeared to regard
himself as one of the most important per-
sonages the world had yet prodneed.
During the conversation he haughtily and
impertinently inquired:

“ Have you permission, sirs, to return?”

Naturally enough the question was re-
garded as insulting, and Dr. Bacon quietly
replied:

“l have already communicated with
your superior officer.”

This sarcastically worded reply effectu-
ally squelched the upstart, and he sub-
sided immediately thereafter.

Letting them Judge by the Tunes.

A good story is told of an old patriot
who was employed at the Kentucky Mili-
tary Institute as a fifer. The old fellow
had served in the Northwest, in the sec-
ond war with Great Britain, taking a part
in the battle of the Thames and other
fights. Duringthe secession tornado which
at first swept over Kentucky, the cadets
at the Institute, becoming affected with
the fever, talked pretty severely against
those devoted to the stars and stripes.
Our old veteran listened, but said nothing.
One evening he went into a room, and was
observed to be in something of a passion.
He paced backward and forward, saying
nothing, and refusing to answer all ques-
tions. At last he pulled out his fife, and,
sitting down, sent forth Yankee Doodle
with its shrillest strains. Then he played
Hail Columbia, and then The Star Span-
gled Banner, until the whole premises
were made alive to the jubilant sounds,—
the tears meanwhile rolling down his aged
and weather-beaten cheeks. Concluding
the last named exhilarating melody he
jumped to his feet, and exclaimed: ““Now,



‘'em, | guess they know which side
I'm on!”
Old Hickory’s Three Swords and Three
Injunctions.

Among the multiplied testimonials that
honored the glorious career, civil and mili-
tary, of Andrew Jackson, were the three
magnificent swords presented to him—one
by the State of Teimcssee, another by the
citizens of Philadelphia, and a third by
the riflemen of New Orleans. By his
will the General bequeathed the first of
these swords to his nephew and adopted
son, Andrew Jackson Donelson ; the sec-
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ond to his grandson, Andrew Jackson;
and tlie third to his grand-nephew, Andrew
Jackson Coffee. The clause relative to
the first runs thus—

“Seventh—I bequeath to my well-be-
loved nephew, Andrew J. Donelson, son
of Samuel Donelson, deceased, the elegant
sword presented to me by tlie State of
Tennessee, with this injunction, that lie
fail not to use it, when necessary, in sup-
port and protection of our glorious Union,
and for tlie protection of the constitutional
rights of our beloved country, should they
be assailed by foreign enemies or domestic
traitors."

That same Andrew J. Donelson did fail
thus to use the sword thus received from
his great kinsman, and even ranged him-
self at the side of those very
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who fought to destroy both the glorious
Union and the Constitution itself.  Again;

“l bequeath to my beloved grandson,
Andrew Jackson, son of Andrew Jackson,
Jr., and Sarah, his wife, the sword pre-
sented to me by the citizens of Philadel-
phia, with this injunction, that he will
always use it in defence of the Constitu-
tion and our glorious Union, and the per-
petuation of our Republican system.”

This same Andrew Jackson, thus hon-
ored by his patriotic grandfather, put him-
selfin the ranks of the traitors, aiding by his
influence and his money the conspirators
who sought the overthrow of that same
“Republican system.” And again:

“To my grand-nephew, Andrew Jack-
son Coffee, | bequeath the elegant sword
presented to me by the Rifle Company
of New Orleans, commanded by Captain
Beal, as a memento of my regard, and to
bring to his recollection the gallant ser-
vices of his deceased father, Gen. John
Coffee, in the late Indian and British Avars,
under my command, and his gallant con-
duct in defence of New Orleans in 1814
To, with this injunction, that he wield it in
protection of the rights secured to the
American citizen under our glorious Con-
stitution, against all invaders, whetherfor-
eign foes or intestine traitors."

Where, then, was Andrew Jackson Cof-
fee, when the Union was in its life and
death struggle? lie, too, was among the
traitors, and the sword placed in his hands
for the “ protection of the rights secured
to American citizens under our glorious
Constitution,” was pointed at the hearts
of loyal men!

Broadbrim’s Method with Secessionists.

A secession minister comes into the
store kept by a Quaker, and talks loudly
against the country, until Broadbrim tells
him he must stop or leave the store. The
clerical brawler keeps on, till the Quaker
tells him he will put him out of the store
if he does not go out. “ What,” exclaimed

traitors ” ithe minister, * 1 thought you Quakers did
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not fight” “ The sanctified do not fight,
hut 1 have not been sanctified yet; and |
will put thee out of the store inaminutel”
The minister fled from the wicked Quaker.

Badge of Treason in a New York Ball Room.

Quite a flutter in the political world
was occasioned by a little act which trans-
pired at a convivial gathering in New
York, one winter’s evening in 1863. The
Marquis of Hartington, a young gentle-
man from England, had been traveling for
some months in this country, and had rim
the lines to Richmond. In returning, liis
companion, or one of them, was taken, and
imprisoned. The Marquis was more for-
tunate, and escaped.

Before sailing for England from New
York a masquerade was given by a gen-
tleman of the city, to which the young
man was invited. While chatting with a
“domino’ (one of the characters assumed
by a lady in the masquerade,) the wearer
insisted that he, the Marquis, should wear
a rebel badge upon liis coat. lie refused,
good humoredly. She pressed. He de-
clined. At last she said, “ Well, then, at
least, while you are talking with me.” It
was the old story: “ The woman tempted
me, and | did yield.” She paraded her
triumph through the rooms until meeting
suddenly his guide, philosopher, and friend,
that gentleman said abruptly to the Mar-
quis, as his eye fell upon the badge, “ Good
God! my good fellow—you must’'nt do
that;” and exhorted him in the most strin-
gent way to remove the badge. The
young man obeyed; but not of course
until it was known throughout the rooms
that he had plainly displayed a badge
which was inexpressibly offensive to the
feelings of every loyal heart in the house.
There were several officers of various
grades present. General McClellan was
one of the guests. It was therefore not
surprising that a little later a young officer,
whose only knowledge of that badge was
that it was the symbol of the murder of
his friends and the attempted ruin of his
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country, brushed violently against the
Marquis. That gentleman, thinking prob-
ably that it was an inadvertence, took no
notice of the collision. But upon its repe-
tition, when the intention was palpable, he
turned, and said,

“Well, sir, what am | to understand by
that?”

“You know very well what it means.”
was the prompt and crisp reply.

At the same instant friends interfered,
and begged that if any difficulty were pend-
ing, its consideration should be deferred un-
til the morning.  The gentlemen assented.
Before the morning full explanations were
made, and when the two gentlemen met at
the club-house an understanding satisfac-
tory to both sides concluded the affair.
A few days aiterwards the Marquis sailed
for England.

It was a proceeding which grossly in-
sulted every loyal American in the rooms;
and it is not to be doubted that the host—
a conspicuous member of the gayer circles
of the city—took occasion to inform the
light-headed youth of the great abuse of
courtesy and hospitality of which he had
been guilty. If the host himself had been
dining a few years since at the house of
the Marquis of Hartington’s father—an
English duke—and had said or implied
(as he certainly never would have done),
intentionally or unintentionally, that he
hoped Great Britain, which was then con-
tending for India in the persons of the
children and brothers and friends of the
company at table, would not succeed; or
if he had worn at table the colors, had
there been any, of Nena Sahib—if there
had been a single gentleman present whose
son had been massacred in that war, it is
not rash to presume, despite British
phlegm, that the offender would have left
the dining-room more rapidly than he
entered.

Senator Lane and the Stag-e Driver.

A story is told of Senator Joseph Lane,
of Oregon, which will bear repetition.
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Accounts of the Senator’s pro-southern
sentiments and movements preceded his
return from the Congressional session of
1861, and, it is said, rendered him very
unpopular; particularly after the attack
on Fort Sumter. When he reached the
shores of the Pacific, he began to feel his
unpopularity in various ways ; but no re-
mark that was made to him and in his
hearing was more cutting than that of a
stage driver with whom he had entered
into conversation without disclosing his
name. In the course of his talk the Sen-
ator took occasion to remark that he con-
sidered himself the worst-abused man in
the State. “Well, 1 don't know about
that,” replied the driver; “but if you are
any worse than that rascal, Jo. Lane, God
help you.”

Loyal Breeze from Fort Hudson.

In order to enjoy a sight of the fleet
of busy steamers at Port Hudson, soon
after the capture of Vicksburg, a Union
gentleman took a station on a cliff, com-
manding a fine view of the newly-con-
quered territory and of the Union flags, as
their graceful forms waved sharp and clear
against the blue sky. While thus sta-
tioned, a rebel Captain gaily dressed, came
up to the gentleman and said, tlioughtful-
ly . .

“It is a long time, Sir, since we have
seen so many vessels lying there.”

“Yes, Sir, and 1 am glad of it, foryour
sake as well as ours."

““How so0?” asked the Captain, in a
somewhat surprised tone.

“ Because it looks-to me very much like
the beginning of the end ; and that is what
we all wish to see.”

“The end is very far off yet,” he con-
tinued, in a proud manner; “In the first
place 1 do not believe, even now, that
Vicksburg is lost to us; and you never
yet knew a rebellion of such magnitude to
fail in achieving its object.”

“Nor did you ever know a rebellion so
causeless and unnatural to succeed. 1fyou
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were like the Poles or Circassians, and we
Russians, trying to crush out your existing
nationality—if this were a war of religion
or races, 1 could imagine it lasting-dhrough
many, many years. But it is not so. In-
stead of trying to crush out your national-
ity, we are merely fighting to prevent you
from crushing out our mutual one; and
every acre, every liberty we save from
destruction, is as much yours as ours. War
for such a cause was never waged before,
and therefore cannot last. When a few
more decisive successes like the present
shall have proved beyond all doubt to the
Southern people that the cause of separa-
tion is utterly hopeless, I think we shall
all be glad to meet again as citizens of a
common country, greater for the very
ordeal through which it has passed. The
only difference will be that Slavery—the
cause of all this trouble—will have died
during the progress of the war.”

“We shall see,” said the Captain, either
unwilling or unable to maintain his posi-
tion further; “1 suppose you will allow
we defended our position here well ?”

“Too well,” was the answer; “1 think
a great many good lives, on both sides,
might have been saved by sooner surren-
dering a place which, it must have been
evident, you could not possibly retain.”

“ We should have done so,” he candidly
avowed, “only we were all the while hoping
for reinforcements.”

Familiar Chat about Generals.

President Lincoln expressed his troubles
to a gentleman who was visiting him on a
certain occasion, in the following lan-
guage :

“ The military men, it seems to me, will
keep me in trouble all the time on their
account. One day Senator Lane, of In-
diana, calls on me and asks me why | don’t
give Lew. Wallace a command. 1 tell him
that Halleck says Wallace is of no ac-
count, and ought not to have a command.
He goes at me then, and says Halleck isn’t
worth a cent, and oughtn’t to have a com-
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mand. Halleck wants to kick Wallace out,
and Lane wants me to kick Halleck out.”

“Well,” said the visitor, “ I'll tell you
how to fix it to the satisfaction of both
parties.”

“How is that ?”” inquired the President.

“ Why, kick 'em both out,” was the re-
ply-

“No,” said Mr. Lincoln, “that won’t do.
| think Halleck is a good man. He may
not be—of course; | don’t know much
about such things. | may be a judge of
good lawyers, but 1 don’t know much
about Generals. Those who ought to
know, say he is good.”

“Well,” said the visitor, ““if you don’t
know, you ought to know; and if the peo-
ple don’t know that Halleck is a fool, they
think they do, and it's all the same.”

Pen with which the Emancipation Proclama-
tion was Signed.

The identity of the pen with which the
Emancipation Proclamation was signed by
President Lincoln cannot be made good.
This appears from the statement of a gen-
tleman who happened to be in Washington
a few days after the signing of that paper,
and who, by appointment, had an interview
wdth President Lincohi, on matters of offi-
cial business. Just after he had entered
the room and taken a seat, Mr. Lincoln
opened and read aloud a letter from a
Boston gentleman applying to him for the
pen wdth which he signed the proclama-
tion, and stating, in glowing words, what
great value he should place upon it, could
he obtain the prize.

The President remarked, after he had
read the letter, that he did not think he
could comply wdth the request of the
writer, as he was not sure which of his
pens was the right one. He knew it was
one of a lot (this was the word) of a dozen
or so, and he would do the best he could.
Tn finish up the matter, Mr. Lincoln—ac-
cording to custom—told astory. He asked
the gentleman at his side if he had ever
read oi seen a book or story called Squi-
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bob, and went on to give some accoimt of
it. But the point of the story was that
Squibob was asked *,y some one for his
autograph, which was sent with the re-
mark that “ it must be genuine, for it was
written by his brother-in-law.”

When will the War EndP

This question was answered by a little
miss at one of the school examinations in
Troy, in a maimer that did credit to her
intelligence and loyalty—her head and
heart. After the exercises of the after-
noon had concluded, the Principal stated
that he should be pleased if the committee
would examine the class in reference to
matters of recent history, such as the
events of the present war,—to show that
they kept their eyes and ears open, and
were posted in matters transpiring around
them. One of the Gimmittee said to the
President of the Board of Education, who
was conducting the exercises, “Ask ’em
when the war will end. Guess that will
puzzle ’em.”

Mr. Kemp, in his blandest tones, said
to the class—

“It is asked, by a visitor, ‘ when this
war will end” Can any of you answer
the question?”

Up went a show of hands, as at least
fifteen boys and girls manifested a willing-
ness to solve the problem that statesmen,
financiers and politicians were supposed to
have puzzled over in vain.

“Toih may answer,” said President
Kemp to a bright-eyed little girl near him:
“When will the war end ?”

Rising from her seat, the little patriot,
in a clear unfaltering voice, with enthusi-
asm flashing from her eye, answered:

“JThen the rebels lay down their arms
and sue for peace ! ”

The gentleman who had suggested the
inquiry said: “ I guess we won’t have any
more questions.” ““We are all loyal in
this school,” was the comment of the Prin-
cipal, echoed by the large audience pres-
ent.



L

Swear him in, and let him gol
A characteristic story is said to have been
told by General Buffer, one day, in Wash-
ington. The General, speaking of the
farce of administering the oath to cap-
tured rebels, and then turning them loose,
related an incident that occurred at For-

Swear him, &c

tress Monroe. A scouting party bavin"
captured and brought in a live rattlesnake,
a question arose as to the disposal to be
made of the dangerous customer, when a
partially intoxicated soldier hiccoughed,
“ —  him! swear him in, and let him

go """ I

““Mudsills” on the Sacred Soil.

Mr. Orpheus Kerr, of the ““Mackerel-
ville Brigade,” relates his experience with
the soldiers of the Potomac army as fol-
lows

I never really knew what the term
“mudsill ” meant, my boy, until | saw
Capt. Bob Shorty on Tuesday. | was out
in a field, just this side of Fort Corcoran,
trimming down the ears of my gothic steed
Pegasus, that he might look less like a
Titanic rabbit, when | saw approaching
me an object resembling a brown stone
monument. As it came nearer, | discov-
ered an eruption of brass buttons at inter-
vals in front, and presently | observed the
lineaments of a Federal face.
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“ Strange being!” says I, taking down
a pistol from the natural rack on the side
of my steed, and at the same time motion-
ing towards my sword, which 1 had Ining
on one of his hip-bones, “Art thou the
shade of Metamora, or the disembodied
spirit of a sandbank ?”

“My ducky darling,” responded the
eolian voice of Capt.. Bob Shorty, ““you
behold a mudsill, just emerged from a liqui-
fied portion of the sacred soil. The mud
at present inclosing the Mackerel Brigade
is unpleasant to the personal feelings of the
corps, but the effect at a distance is unique.
As you survey that expanse of mud from”
Arlington Heights,” continued Bob Shorty,
“with the veterans of the Mackerel Brig-
ade wading about in it up to their chins,
you are forcibly reminded of a limitless
plum-pudding, well stocked with animated
raisins.”

“My friend,” says I, “the comparison
is apt, and reminds me of Shakespeare’s
happier efforts.  But tell me, my Pylades,
has the dredging for those missing regi-
ments near Alexandria proved success-
ful?”

Capt. Bob Shorty took the mire from his
ears, and then, says he:

“Two brigades were excavated this
morning, and are at present building rafts
to go down to Washington to get some soap.
Let us not utter complaints against the
mud,” continued Capt. Bob Shorty, reflec-
tively, “ for it has served to dcvelope the
genius of New England. We dug out a
Yankee regiment from Boston first, and
the moment these wooden-nutmeg chaps
got their breath, they went to work at the
mud that had almost suffocated them,
mixed up some spoiled flour with it, and
are now making their eternal fortunes by
peddling it out for patent cement!”

Davis’s Chairs in Readiness for Ulysses.
During the siege of Vicksburg, some
of the Sixth Missouri Cavalry visited the
former residence of “President” Davis,
and found the blacks all very much alarmed
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at the near approach of General Grant,
who they believed would immediately
devour them. The frightened creatures
asked numberless questions of the boys, as
to what they should do to appease him if
he should visit them. The boys told them
the General was not very frightful, and
if they would assemble in the yard and
give him three cheers, when he made his
appearance, they would be safe. They
were very much amused on returning, to
find that the darkeys had nicely swept a
place under the tree in the yard, and had
set there three of the best chairs the man-
sion afforded—presuming that “ cheers”
meant chairs,—in readiness for the great
Ulysses. The best part of this joke is not
given, viz., the reply which Grant made
when the joke-loving General was informed
of said preparations to receive him.

John Wells's ““Idee” as to Splitting- the
Union.

At one of the stations on the Georgia
Central Eailroad, Sherman’s men came
across an old man named Wells—a very
original character,—who was formerly a
depot-master on that line, lie was a
shrewd old man, and seemed to understand
the merits of the war question perfectly.

They say, (remarked the old man,) that
you are retreating, but it is the strangest
sort of retreat I ever saw. Why, dog
bite 'em, the newspapers have been lying
in this way all along. They allcrs are
whipping the Federal armies, and they
allers fall back after the battle is over. It
was that ar’ idee that first opened my
eyes. Our army was allers whipping the
Feds, and we allers fell back. |1 allers
told 'em it was a — humbug, and now
by —, 1 know it, for here you are right
on old John Wells’s place : hogs, potatoes,
corn and fences all gone. I don’t find any
fault. | expected it all.

Jeff. Davis and the rest (he continued)
talk about splitting the Union. Why, if
.South Carolina had gone out by herself,
she would have beeu split in four pieces
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by this time.  Splitting the Union! Why,

— it, the State of Georgia is being split
right through, from end to end. It is
these rich fellows who are making this
war, and keeping their precious bodies out
of harm's way. There’'s John Franklin,
went through here the other day, running
away from your army. 1 could have
played dominoes on hiscoat tails. There’s
my poor brother, sick with small-pox at
Macon, working for elev en dollars a month,
and has’nt got a cent of the — stuff for
a year. ’'Leven dollars a month and
eleven thousand bullets a minute. | don’t
believe in it, Sir.

My wife (added tiie old Georgian) came
from Canada, and I kind o’thought I would
some time go there to live, but was allers
afraid of the ice and cold; but'iMwi tell
you this country is getting too cussed hot,
for me. Look at my feuce rails a-burning
there. 1 think I can stand the cold better.
I heard as how they cut down the trees
across your road up country and burn the
bridges; why, dog bite their hides, one
of you Yankees can take up atree and
carry it off, tops and all; and there’s that
bridge you put across the river in less than
two hours—they might as well try to
stop the Ogeechee, as you Yankees. The
blasted rascals who burnt this yere bridge
thought they did a big thing; a natural
born fool cut in two had more sense in
either end than any of them.

To bring back the good old time, (he
concluded) it'll take the help of Divine
Providence, a heap of rain, and a deal of
elbow grease, to fix things up again.

Oath-Taking in St. Louis.

The St. Louis newspapers published
long lists of the persons in that city who
took the oath of allegiance to the Govern-
ment in compliance with General Halleck’s
recommendation. Some of them append-
ed remarks to their signatures. The fol-
lowing is an instance—

Truman M. Post, pastor of the First
Trinitarian Congregational church of St.
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Louis. ““As a minister of the Gospel,
and a trustee of a State charity, I recog-
nize the fitness of the call on me for my
oath of allegiance. Cordially and grate-
fully do 1 give in this my adhesion to my
country in this hour of terrible trial, re-
garding it as the scource of innumerable
blessings to myself, and the millions of
rty countrymen, and fully believing the
present attempt to destroy it to be a curse
against both God and men, against the
present and future, against ourselves and
the human race, with hardly a parallel in
the history of the world.”

That was good text and comment for
every lover of his country and his race.

Knotty Argument for Secession Ladies.

Qui . W1 entertaining dialogue occurred
one da' ’ the Governor’s office in Nash-
ville, Tennessee, between Governor John-
son and two secession ladies of that city,
who came to complain of the occupation
of a residence belonging to the Confeder-
ate husband of one of the ladies by a
United States officer. The conversation
was substantially as follows :—

Lady.—1I think it is too dreadful for a
woman in my lonesome condition to have
her property exposed to injury and destruc-
tion.

Gov.—Well, Madam, 1 will enquire into
the matter, and if any injustice has been
~mlone, will try to have it corrected. But
your husband, you admit, has gone off
with the rebels, and you abandoned your
dwelling.

Lady.—My husband went off South,
because it was his interest to do so. You
mustn’t find fault with anybody for taking
care of himself these times. You know,
Governor, that all things are justifiable in
war.

Gov.—Well, Madam, it appears to me
that this broad rule of yours will justify
taking possession of your house. Accord-
ing to your maxim, | don’t see any reason
for helping you out of your difficulty.

Lady.—Oh ! but I didn’t mean it that
way.
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Gov.—No, Madam, | suppose not |
will try to be more generous to you than
your own rule would make me. 1 do not
believe in your rule that “all things are
justifiable in time of war.” But that is
just what you rebels insist upon. It is
perfectly right and proper for you to vio-
late the laws, to destroy this Government,
but it is all -wrong for us to execute the
laws to maintain the Government

The secession ladies looked around in
various directions, and seemed to think
that they had opened a knotty argument
on a dangerous subject, with a very brist-
ling adversary. Heaving a long sigh,
they retired.

“Come from 'Ginny, Sure!”

At Point Lookout, where the Union
army encamped, the blacks were nearly all
from Virginia. Some, however, rau in
there from the State of Maryland, pre-
tending to have come from Virginia, that
thus they might not stand any chance of
being returned, in any contingency. Ona
certain occasion, a rich Marylander came
down to the Point, to look after one of his
boys; finding him, he said, “Jack, you
rascal, what are you here for? Jack
very coolly replied, “ Who be you, Massa?
I never seed you 'fore.” *“Yes you have
too, you lying scamp, I raised you and
you must go home with me.” “Yah!
yah ! Massa nebber can don fool dis nigger.
I's come from ’giuny, sure,” replied the
darkey, and utterly refused to know his
old master at all. General Marston was
asked to send the negro back, but respect-
fully declined, and “ Massa” went off one
darkey short.

Literal ““Stump” Speech of a Soldier.

One of the attendants at the great
Union meeting held in Troy, Miami coun-
ty, Ohio, during the gubernatorial canvass
between Vallandigham the anti-war can-
didate, and Brough the Union Republican
candidate, was a returned soldier who had
lost one leg at Vicksburgh. He was wel-
comed by his friends, and one of them—a
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Vallandigham democrat—entering into
conversation with the soldier, remarked,
“You were a Democrat when you enlisted,
and | suppose you have come back a Dem-
ocrat.” The soldier replied, “ Yes, 1 was
a Democrat when | left, and 1 am a Dem-
ocrat still.” " That's right! ” replied his
friend, triumphantly; “ and of course you
wdll vote for Vallandigham,”—Ilooking
around to gain the attention of the crow'd
to the answer. Itcame. “My God! how
can 1?” said the soldier, as he raised his
eyes to the crowd, and put his hand on the
unhealed stump of his leg. Was not that
an eloquent “ stump” speech ?

Bog-us Yankee Legislature in Georgia.

When the Twentieth Corps of Sher-
man’s grand army of invasion through
Georgia marched into the capital of that
State, to the music of the Union, the offi-
cers, to the number of about one hundred,
assembled at the Senate chamber, called
the roll of the House, appointed a speaker
and clerks, and opened the ‘ Legislature’
with prayer, the facetious chaplain pray-
ing for the overthrow’ of the Confederate
Government, the return of Georgia to the
old Union, fine weather and little fighting
on their march to the coast, and conclud-
ing with, “All of which is respectfully
submitted.”

A lobby member very gravely arose in
the gallery, and asked if this honorable
body would hear from the gallery.

Half an hour’s discussion followed, and
on a parliamentary division, it was decided
that the gallery should be heard.

Rising with all the dignity and polish
of a Chesterfield, he quietly put his hand
in a side pocket, drew out a flask, placed
it to his lips, replaced it in his pocket, and
resumed his seat.

The Speaker.—I must raise a point of
order. | believe it is always customary
to treat the Speaker.

Lobby Member.—I1 beg the pardon of
the honorable House for my thoughtless-

CIVIL, JUDICIAL, ETC. 117

ness. | believe it is customary to treat
the Speaker.

Here he produced the flask, and pro-
ceeded : ‘Yes, | beg to inform the House
that 1 shall treat the Speaker—respect-
fully.’

The flask dropped into his pocket and
he into his seat, amid cheers from the gal-
lery and smiles from the honorable Speak-
er’s colleagues.

After the organization of the Legisla-
ture the question of reconstructing the
State was taken up and discussed for some
time, with all the gravity conceivable, by
the Yankee ‘representatives’ from the
various counties. The result of the de-
liberations was that the State was led back
like a conquered child into the Tfaion, and
a committee appointed to kieW"j® emor
Brown and President Davis at their most
accessible points—wdnch committee retired,
and soon after returned and reported that
they were animated by a progressive
spirit, but that the articles upon which
they were to exercise their pedal extremi-
ties were non est.

The Legislature adjourned after the
style of Governor Brown’s Legislature of
the previous Friday—by taking a square
drink and a handful of “ hognuts.”

. Tableau Political.

In a letter dated from Murfreesboro",
N. C., January twenty-second, 1862, is a
description of a tableau given there for the
benefit of the soldiers. It must have its
place among the political olla podrida of
the war of the rebellion —

We should not do justice to the tableau
unless we were to describe the first scene.
A young gentleman representing King
Cotton, sat upon a throne resembling a
bale of cotton. Down on one side of the
throne sat a representative of the ebon
race, with a basket of cotton. The king
held a cotton cloth as a sceptre, and one
of his feet rested on a globe. Around
him stood young ladies dressed in white,
with scarfs of red and white looped on the
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shoulder with blue. On their heads they
wore appropriate crowns. These repre-
sented the Confederate States; Missouri
and Kentucky were guarded by armed
soldiers.

While we were gazing on this picture a
dark-haired maiden, robed in black, with
brow encircled by a cypress-wreath, and
her delicate wrists bound by clanking
chains, came on and knelt Ijefore his maj-
esty. He extended liis- sceptre, and she
arose. He waved his wand again, and an
armed soldier appeared with a scarf and
crown, like those worn by her sister
States. He unchained this gentle girl at
the bidding of liis monarch, changed her
crown of mourning for one of joy and lib-
erty, and threw the Confederate flag across
her,—rau d the flag over her and led her
forward; then Kentuckyadvanced, took her
by the hand, and led her into ihe ranks.
Need we tell you who this maiden of sable
garments was intended to represent? We
leave that to be understood. If your
readers caunot divine, it is owing to our
description, and not to the scene. The
ceremony was performed in pantomime.
The representative of Virginia had in-
scribed on her crown, ‘ Mater Herorum ;'
and North Carolina wore on her brow a
white crown, on which was the word
+Bethel.” Both of these States were
represented by their own daughters.

President Washington's summary Dealing
with Rehellion.

hen the Whisky Insurrection broke
out in the eastern counties of Pennsylva-
nia in 1791, Washington said: “If the
laws are to be so trampled upon with im-
punity, and a minority, a small one too, is
to dictate to the majority, there is an end
put at one stroke to republican govern-
ment.”

Washington issued his proclamation on
the 7th of August, 1794, declaring that, if
tranquillity were not previously restored,
on the first of September force would be
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laws. On the same day he made a requi-
sition for twelve thousand men, afterward
increased to fifteen thousand. He ap-
pointed Governor Lee, of Virginia, to the
chief command, and Lee marched with the
fifteen thousand men in two divisions.
This great military array, says the histo-
rian, extinguished at once the kindling
elements of a civil war by making resist-
ance desperate.

Every thing that Washington said and
did at that period became of singular in-
terest to those who lived in the times of
the great Southern Rebellion, just two
generations following. In writing of the
soldiers to Governor Lee he speaks of
“the enlightened and patriotic zeal for the
Constitution and the laws, which had led
them cheerfully to quit their families,
homes, and the comforts of a private life,
to undertake and thus far to perform, a
long and fatiguing march, and to encoun-
ter and endure the hardships and priva-
tions of a military life. No citizen of the
United States can ever be engaged in a
service more important to their country.
It is nothing less than to consolidate and
preserve the blessings of that revolution
which at much expense of blood and Treas-
ure, constituted us a free and independent
nation.”

When the disturbance was quelled, he
said: “It has afforded an occasion for the
people of this country to show their ab-
horrence of the attempt and their attach-
ment to the Constitution and the laws;
for I believe that five times the number
of militia that was required would have
come forward, if it had been necessary, in
support of them.”

Governor Lee, of Virginia, was thf
“Light Horse Harry” of the Revolution
—peculiarly dear to Washington, who in
youth had loved Lee's mother before her
marriage. He was also the father of
General Robert E. Lee, the great Con-
federate chieftain in arms against that
same Constitution and those laws. Could

employed to compel submission to the| General Lee doubt where Washington,
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had he been alive in 1861, would have
been found? Would he have been found
standing side by side with the Virginian
Lee, striking deadly blows at the heart
and life of his country ?

Same old Planter’s Crotchet.

To General Mitchell and his brave
troops belongs the distinguished honor of
being the first Federal commander to pen-
etrate to the great Charleston and Mem-
phis railroad, and the first to break
through the enemy’s line of defence, ex-
tending from Chattanooga to Coi*ntli. A
strong Union feeling was discovered by
the Nationals as they entered the State
of Alabama, but it was mingled with the
usual Southern political crotchet of State
sovereignty, and the duty of submission
thereto. One old Gentleman, a planter,
with an extensive estate, expressed the
views of the majority of the people of
Madison county. Said he—

“It seems like tearing out my heart,
to give up the old Union, but when Ala-
bama voted to separate, I thought it my

duty to sustain her.”
“ But,” said his Union interlocutor,

“Alabama, in attempting to break up the
nation, did what she had no right to
do.”

“Ah,” responded the old gentleman,
“passion and prejudice blinded our eyes
to that truth.”

“Are you then willing,’ he was asked,
“ to see the authority of the National Gov-
ernment restored ?”

“Yes, and to pray from this time forth
that all her people may be willing to re-
turn to their allegiance.”

This final answer of the old planter in-
dicated his resolution to abide by the ac-
tion of his State, whether the majority
of her people became loyal or remained
treasonable. It was the old planter’s blind-
ing and blundering crotchet, as it was of
the South generally, among the phmters.

8
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“0Old Zack ” and his Son-in-Law.

When the usual committee was ap-
pointed by Congress to wait upon General
Taylor, the President-elect, and announce
to him his election by the people as Chief
Magistrate, an incident occurred which the
events of 1861 served strongly to recall
in the minds of those who were knowing
to it.

It was doubtless with a courteous intent
that those who moved the springs in this
little matter induced Congress to appoint
as chairman of that committee Jefferson
Davis, — his previous domestic relations
with General Taylor suggesting him as
an acceptable medium; though, had the
public been as well informed as the pri-
vate mind, such a choice would have been
the last adopted. Tile duty in question
is, of course, only a form, to be fulfilled
with the gravity and the grace adapted to
the occasion, but calling for no display of
rhetoric, and no assumption of official dig-
nity ; it is simply a constitutional observ-
ance, whereby the representatives of the
nation testify to the result of the ballot,
and state the same to the successful can-
didate.

General Taylor's want of oratorical ac-
complishments, liis aversion to display, his
modest demeanor, and his conscientious-
ness, were known as well as his bravery
and patriotism, and would have been deli-
cately respected by a thorough gentleman
in the discharge of this simple duty, which
needed for its performance only quiet
courtesy and respectful consideration.

Instead thereof, Jefferson Davis, enter-
ing the hotel parlor, where General Tay-
lor was seated, with the aspect of a quiet,
honest old farmer, threw back his shoul-
ders, turned out his right foot, and with
precisely the air of a complacent sopho-
more, began a loud harangue about the
“highest office in the gift of a free people,”
the “ responsibility of an oath,” and other
rhetorical platitudes,—the needless pitch
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of his voice and dogmatism of his empha-
sis, the complacency and elaboration of
his manner and assumption of liis tone,
in connection with the meek attitude and
deprecatory air of his auditor, made the
tableau resemble a prosecutor and prisoner
at the bar. The difference of age and the
former relations of tlie parties, (Davis
having by a runaway match married Gen-
eral Taylor's daughter, who died a few
months after,) and the utter novelty of
the good old man’s position, made the
scene, to say the least, a flagrant violation
of good taste not less than good feeling.

It was one of those unconscious and
therefore authentic revelations of charac-
ter, which reveal a
man’s disposition and
temper better than a
biography. Though
ostensibly doing him
honor, the speaker
seemed to half defy
the gray-haired sol-
dier, whose eyes were
cast down, and whose
hands were listlessly
folded—to challenge,
as it were, with his
fluent self-confidence
the uneloquent but
intrepid man of ac-
tion, and ungracious-
ly make him feel how alien to his habits
and capacity was the arena to which pop-
ular enthusiasm had elevated him

Ito

Magic of Washington’s Name.

While the disunion Senate of Maryland
were in session in the State House at
Annapolis, in 1861, a number of soldiers
entered the ante-room and inquired if the
Senate Chamber was not the place where
General Washington once stood? An
employee of the h”use answered that it
was, and showed one of them as near as
he could the nery spot where Washington
stood when he resigned liis commission.
The young man reverently approached
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the spot, and standing for several minutes
apparently fixed to the place, hastily turned
and left the chamber, exclaiming that he
could stand it no longer, for lie ““felt his
Fourth of July rising too fast.” Would
that all whose names are familiar with the
scenes enacted in that Chamber in 1861,
had been susceptible to the spell of that
same great name.

Witnessing and Dying for the Truth in Mis-
sissippi.

About fifty miles from Natchez, Missis-
sippi, lived an unflinching Union man.
During“the war, his residence was ap-
proached by an armed gang of guerillas,

Witnessing and Dying for the Truth.

who soon succeeded in securing him as a
prisoner, and told him, that if he did not
immediately and in their presence, recant
his former sentiments, and take an oath
that he never by word or deed would
again favor the principles that he had
formerly all along adhered to, his fate
would be instant death. His reply wras:

“In the sight of God and man, I am
clear of the crime of treason to so gliomis
a nation as this was till your wicked and
selfish designs have caused it to be what it
is; and while | draw the breath of life,
| intend never to give my children cause
to brand me as a traitor.”

They then replied that they had a long
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time had him under their special notice,
and that the words he had now uttered
fixed their determination to make an ex-
ample of him, in order that liis doom might
serve as awarning to others. Whereupon
they immediately Killed him, in spite of
the entreaties, the agony and utter despair
of his grief-stricken wife, and in the pres-
ence of herself and children.

Turning to the widow, they gave her
ten days to get inside of the Yankee lines,
and if the failed to do so, she would share
the fate of her husband,—after which they
rode away, leaving her to her gloomy fore-
bodings and lonely wretchedness. The
cries and sobs of her fatherless children
fell in doleful accents upon her ear, wliicli
added, of course, still more to her wretched
state. The sense of duty that she was
now under to her children, together with
the fortitude that woman is not unfre-
quently known to exhibit in extreme cases
of peril, nerved her to the task of con-
signing her husband to his blood-wet grave.
And then, remembering the words of liis
murderers, their parting threat also to her
self, she procured an ox team, and after a
trip of a few weary days, such as may
easily be imagined, she arrived in Natchez,
where she sold her oxen, and by the assist-
ance of the Government procured trans-
portation to her kindred in Indiana.

Union Men Safe in South Carolina in Jack-
son’s Day.

What a scene it would have been,—
said Edward Everett in one of his speeches
before the citizens of Boston in the autumn
of 18G4,—to witness the flash of President
Jackson’s eye and to hear the thunder of
his voice, when he heard of the attack on
Sumter. What that scene would have
been, the following anecdote ofi Old Hick-
ory,” as related by Mr. Everett, will pretty
fairly show: When the nullification phren-
zy was at its height in South Carolina, the
Union men in Charleston sent a deputation
to Washington, to inform the President
that they were daily threatened with an
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outbreak, and did not consider their lives
safe.  Scarcely waiting to hear the words
uttered, the General sprung to his feet,
and with a voice and a look of almost

“The lives of Union men not safe, while
Andrew Jackson is President! Go back
to Charleston, and tell the nullifiers that
if a hair on the head of a Union man is
harmed, that moment | order General
Coffee to march on Carolina with fifty
thousand Tennessee volunteers, and if that
does not settle the business, tell them (he
added with an attestation that need not he
repeated) that 1 will take the field myself
with fifty thousand more.”

Purging the Prayer-Book.

The venerable Judge Pettigru, for four
score years one of South Carolina’s noblest
names, continued, to the day of his death,
to hear witness to the value of the Union
against the traitors who surrounded him.
He had no faith in the practicability of
their measures, and predicted from them
the worst results to the State and the
country.  One day, while attending church,
where, by his presence, he for so many
years showed that the character of a states-
man was most complete'when religion gave
it grace and solidity, he found that the ser-
vices were purged (by nullification) of the
usnal prayer for the President of the Uni-
ted States. The stem old patriot rose
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from liis seat and left the church, thus giv-
ing a silent but most pointed rebuke to
treason in its most rampant locality.

General Paine’s Conversation with the Wife
of a Secessionist.

General Paine, with fifteen hundred
men, occupied the town of Mansfield, Ken-
tucky, to the great delight of its loyal citi-
zens. Itis a place situated twenty-eight
miles from Paducah, containing one thou-
sand inhabitants and many fine residences
and public buildings. Soon after taking
possession, General Paine and his staff
went to make a call upon Mr. John Eaker,
an old resident of the town, and one of
the wealthiest rebels in it. They all
walked into the parlor and took seats,
when the General turning to Colonel Mc-
Chesney, said:—

*“ Colonel, you will occupy this room as
your head-quarters, allowing Mrs. Eaker
and family the privilege of remaining in
the house ten days, when she, her family
and husband, if he can be found, will re-
port to me at Paducah, and 1 will furnish
them transportation to New Orleans, and
thence to Central America, where they
will live hereafter.”

“Madam, Mr. Eaker has been our ene-
my ; he has done all that he could to de-
stroy the Government of the United States
—that Government which has raised him
in the lap of luxury, giving him slaves,
rich crops, tobacco warehouses—all that
his heart could’ desire, and did he, could
he, think that he could raise his two sons
and send them out to murder that Gov-
ernment, and yet go unpunished ? Is it
possible that he could have been so insane ?
Now, madam, 1 want you to send your
husband word to report himself to me im-
mediately, and 1 will spare his life and let
him go with you ?”

“ General, won't you write to him ?”

“No, madam, I have no correspondence
with rebels, except at the cannon’s mouth.
You put your boy on a horse and send him
to him to-day, and tell him that he is to
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pay Major Bartling, Provost-Marshal at
Paducah, the sum of ten thousand dollars,
which is the fine I have levied upon him.
This money, madam, is to go to make up
a fund that I am raising from you rebels,
from which to pay something toward the
support of the widows and orphans your
husband has made. Five thousand of it
will be paid to the widow Happy. You
know, madam, how the old man was led
out in the front yard, across the street
there, and shot dead! not for having
wronged any human being—no, not for
this,—but because, and only because, he
was unconditionally true to his Govern-
ment. Oh! madam, it makes the blood
boil to think of these things.” '

“ General, 1 have a very sick child in
the other room, and don’t think I can pos-
sibly move with it. Won't you let me
visit my friends, five miles above Paducah ?
I have a daughter living there.”

“No, madam, | cannot; think of the
four thousand widows in Illinois—think of
their little orphan children coming to me
for help and protection! You must go
with your husband.  God and nature have
ordained that woman links her fate with
her husband, for weal or woe. You have
shared his prosperity, you have sympa-
thized with him in his rebellion, and now’
you must abide with him in his exile. |
am sorry to say these things, to you, mad-
am, but the outraged law must be aveng-
ed. How can you expect to live in a
country you have robbed and murdered
as you have this? Did you think that
the hand of justice would never reach you (
Madam, you will pack your trunks, take
all your silver plate, and your linen, bed-
clothes, all your ready money, (except the
ten thousand dollars which I fine you,) but
your heavy goods, such as that elegant
bedstead, and this sofa, you cannot take ;
it would cost too much to freight them.
All your lands and tobacco will go to the
United States, and this will be the end of
John Eaker, his estate and family, in the
United States; and you will not go alone,
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madam, one hundred families from Graves
county will go with you—these rebels who
cannot live under our Government must
go out of it And, madam, for every day
your husband refuses to report to me after
to-day, I shall increase his fine five hun-
dred dollars.”

Then turning to Colonel McChesney, the
General said:

“ Colonel, I want you to act as com-
mander of this post. You must levy on
as many men, white or black (not soldiers)
as you may need, first to sink a well that
shall supply all your wants; then repair
this railroad, so that trains can run regu-
larly to Paducah; after that, you will send
your cavalry out with instructions to rebel
farmers who have been raising crops to
feed the southern army, to bring all their
hay, corn and oats, and fat cattle in here,
and send to Paducah all the grain and
provisions you collect, so that I can oper-
ate my whole district free of cost to the
Government. Tor 1 tell you, Sir, these
rebels must pay the cost of this war, pay
five hundred dollars for every widow they
make or cause to be made, support and
educate the orphan children of our soldiers,
and finally go to Central America, South
America, or the jungles of Africa, to eat
the apple of their discontent, and die de-
pised of men.”

*“ Good morning, madam.”

“ Good morning, sir.”

John Quincy Adams Foretelling the Future
to Calhoun.

One day, during the debate upon the
Missouri bill in Congress, Mr. Calhoun,
the great South Carolina leader, remarked
to John Quincy Adams that he did not
think the slave question, then pending in
the nation’s councils, would produce a dis-
solution of the Union; but if it should, the
South would, from necessity, be compelled
to form an alliance, offensive and defensive,
with Great Britain. Mr. Adams asked if
that would not be returning to the old
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colonial state.  Calhoun said, “ Yes, pretty
much ; hut it would be forced upon them.”

Mr. Adams inquired whether he thought
if, by the effect of this alliance, the popu-
lation of the North should be cut off from
its natural outlet upon the ocean, it would
fall back upon its rocks, bound hand and
foot, to starve; or whether it would retain
its power of locomotion to move South-
ward by land

Mr. Calhoun replied that in the latter
event it would be necessary for the South
to make their communities all military.

Mr. Adams pressed the conversation no
farther, but remarked, “ If the dissolution
of the Union should result from the slave
question, it is as obvious as anything that
can be foreseen of futurity tliat it must
shortly afterward be followed by a univer-
sal emancipation of the slaves. A more
remote, but perhaps not less certain con-
sequence would be the extirpation of the
African race on this continent by the grad-
ually bleaching process of intermixture,
where the white is already so predominant,
and by the destructive process of emanci-
pation, which, like all great religious
and political reformations, is terrible in its
means, though happy and glorious in its
end.”

Hard-Up for a Blacksmith.

On the 4th of March, 1864, the citizens
of Fort Smith, Arkansas, raised a palmet-
to flag in town, and one of the soldiers,
private Bates, company E, First cavalry,
went out and climbed up the tree upon
which the flag was suspended, took it down,
and brought it into the garrison. Captain
Sturgiss ordered him to take it and put it
back where he got it. He said he never
would  The Captain ordered him to the
guard house, and in going he tore the flag
in pieces. He was then ordered to be
put in irons, and was sent to the black-
smith shop for that purpose; but the smith,
a citizen, refused to put them on, and he
was discharged in consequence. D com-
pany, First cavalry, farrier, was then order-
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ed to put them on, and he refused, and
was also sent to the guard-house. E com-
pany, First cavalry, farrier, then put them
on. The soldiery gave three shouts for
Bates, and for the blacksmiths who refused
to put the irons on.

"Reading: the Amnesty Proclamation at
““Buzzard’s Roost.”

When Sherman’s men were climbing
the sides of “ Buzzard’s Boost,” in their
gallant and successful movement at that
point, the rebels attempted to resist the
advance by rolling down heavy stones
from the cliffs and rocky sides of the
mountain. The following story is told of
the occasion, on the authority of a staff
officer:

A corporal of the Sixty-fourth Illinois
halloed to the rebels, and told them if they
would stop firing stones he would read
to them the President’s Proclamation.
The offer was at first received with deri-
sive yells, but they soon became quiet,-
and the corporal then read to them the
Amnesty Proclamation. When he came
to some part they did not approve, they
would set up a fiendish yell, as if in defi-
ance, and then sent down an installment of
rocks by way of interlude. But the cor-
poral kept on in spite of such uncivil de-
monstrations, and finished the document,
when there was another outburst of yells,
mingled with laughter, and the old busi-
ness of tumbling down the rocks anti firing
was again resumed. That corporal de-
served an appointment as President Lin-
coln’s Secretary-at-large.

Official Farewell to General Scott.

An event of profound interest to the
country occurred Oct. 31st, 1861, namely,
the. resignation of Lieutenant-General
Scott, the veteran commander-in-chief. This
was owing to his advanced years and va-
rious bodily infirmities. The request, on
such grounds, could not, of course, but be
complied with, and General McClellan was
at once notified that he had been selected
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as the successor of the late Commander-
in-chief.

The President, accompanied by every
member of the cabinet, now visited Gen-
eral Scott at his own residence, and read
to him the order of retiracy, accompanied
with highly eulogistic expressions of the
national gratitude for his brilliant services
in times past, and regret at the necessity
of officially parting with him.  The aged
General stood up, and -with him rose the
President and the members of the cabinet.
Deeply affected by the occasion, the old
veteran said :

“ President, this hour overwhelms me.
It overpays all senices | have attempted
to render to my country. If I had any
claims before, they are all obliterated by
this expression of approval by the Presi-
dent, with the remaining support of his
cabinet, | know the President and his
cabinet well. 1 know that the country
has placed its interests in this trying crisis
in safe keeping. Their counsels are evise:
their labors are as untiring as they are
loyal, and their course is the right one.”

After these few words, overcome by
emotion, and tottering from the effects of
wounds and infirmities, the old hero sat
down.

The President and each member of his
cabinet now hade farewell to the General
and retired.

Preaching: the Sword—and Using- It.
The following telegraphic correspon-
dence passed between a mother in Balti-
more, and her son, the pastor of a church

in Boston:

Baltimore, April 17th.
My Dear Son: Your remarks of last
Sabbath were telegraphed to Baltimore,
and published hi an extra. Has God sent
you to preach the sword or to preach

Christ?  Your Mother.

Boston, April 22d.
My Dear Mother: “ God has sent”
me not only “to preach the sword,” but to
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use it. When tliis Government tumbles,
look amongst the ruins for your  Son.
Irish Military Imagination.

The following took place at a flag pre-
sentation in the Army of the Cumberland,
May 1, 1863. The flag was presented to
the Fifteenth Indiana Volunteers (on be-
half of the young ladies of Hascall, Indi-
ana,) by the chaplain, and received for the
regiment by General Wagner. The regi-
ment was in line, and the rest of the bri-
gade assembled to witness the ceremony.
The General, in the course of his speech,
said:

“Tell the young ladies of Hascall that
when the war is over their then sanctified
gift shall be returned to them, unless torn
to shreds by the enemy’s bullets.”

“An’ thin we’ll take 'em back the pole!”
cried an Irishman in the regiment.

The brigade, officers and men, created
a breach of discipline by laughing immod-
erately, and Pat received a pass to go to
town next day.

Brownlow Prefers the ““Direct” Route to
Hell.

Parson Brownlow, at that time editor
of the Knoxville (Tenn.,) Whig, was re-
quested by General Pillow, in the early
part of the secession movement, to act as
chaplain for that General’s brigade in the
rebel service. Tlie Parson replied in his
usual scathing and trenchant rhetoric, as
follows: “ Sir—I have just received your
message through Mr, Sale, requesting me
to serve as chaplain to yuiir brigade in
the southern army: and in the spirit of
kindness in which this request is made,
but in all candor | return for an answer,
that when 1 shall have made up my mind
to go to hell, I will cut my throat and go
direct, and not travel round by way of the
Southern Confederacy.”

Legislative Scene for a Painter.
The secret schemes of secession under-
taken by certain members of the Ken-
tucky legislature gave great impetus, at

CIVIL, JUDICIAL, ETC. 125

one time, to the rebel movements in that
State, especially as it was known that
Jolin C. Breckinridge, one of the political
idols of the Kentuckians, would, under
certain circumstances, he found on the
conspirators’ side. During the session of
that body, there appeared one day hi the
Legislative Hall, a patriarchal old farmer
from a neighboring comity,—one of that
kind for whom Kentucky has an instinct-
ive veneration,—who uncovered his snowy

John C. Breckinridge.

locks and sat down. At the first lull in
the debate, he rose slowly and said he
had a word to say, but was aware it was
out of order for him to speak before the
legislature while in session.  His dignified
and venerable appearance arrested atten-
tion, and “ Go on!” “Go on!” from sev-
eral voices, seemed to keep him on his
feet. Again expressing his diffidence
at speaking out of propriety — ““Hear!
hear!” resounded generally over the room.
The members’ curiosity as well as respect
for the appearance and manner of the
man, was up, and a silence followed the
“Hear’ hear!” when the old hero de-
livered the following eloquent but laconic
speech:

“ Gentlemen; | am delegated by my
county to inform you, that if you hold a
secret session here, as you threaten to do,
not one stone of this capital will restupon
another twenty-four hours after— good
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day,” and he left. Alas! that those words | and took possession of the depot and cars.

were derided, as they were, by that band
of misguided men, and that Breckinridge,
voluntarily falling from his high estate,
should at last find himself an outlawed fu-
gitive on a foreign shore.

George Peabody Repudiating the Rebel

Cqttd MiRsinnfir.

Mr. Dudley Maim, one of the repre-
sentatives of the rebel cause in England,
waited in behalf of that cause on our
countryman Peabody, who happens to
hold some $300,000 of repudiated Missis-
sippi Bonds, on which there is due more
than $000,000 of interest. Mr. Mann
was very magnificent and grandiloquent,
but withal, prosy; and Peabody, suffering
from 'gout and Mississippi liepudiation,
lost his temper. Shaking his clenched
fist at the rebel, he said, emphatically:
“If | were to go on 'Change and hunt up
the suffering and starved widows and or-
phans who have been ruined by your infa-
mous repudiation of honest debts, and
proclaim that you are here to borrow more
of our gold and silver to be again paid by
repudiation, (as 1 believe it is my duty to
do,) you would inevitably be mobbed, and
find it difficult to escape with your life.
Good morning, Sir.”

Stating the Exact Alternative.

The active operations of General But-
ler's army in Louisiana were confined, at
first, to sudden incursions into the enemy’s
country, either for the purpose of rescu-
ing Union men, who were threatened by
their neighbors with destruction, or of
breaking up camps and roving gangs of
guerillas. The guerillas were numerous,
enterprising, and wholly devoid of every
kind of scruple. The first dash by the
Federals into the inhabited country was
made by Colonel Kinsman, who went fifty
miles or more up the Opelousas railroad
to bring away the families of some Union
men who had fled to the city, asking pro-
tection. He crossed the river to Algiers,

He inquired of the bystanders where the
engineers were to be found. “ There goes
one,” a man replied. Colonel Kinsman
hailed him, and he approached. A con-
versation ensued, which showed some-
thing of the quality of the more demon-
strative secesh.

Stating the Exact Alternative

“Are you an engineer? ” asked Colonel
Kinsman.

“Yes.”

“ Do you run on this road ?”

“Yes.”

““How long have you been on this
road?”

“ Six years.”

“1 want you to run a train of ears for
me.”

“1 won't run a train for any d— Yan-
kee.”

“Yes you will.”

“No I won't.”

“You will, and wdthout the slightest
accident too.”

“1'll die first.”

“Precisely. You have stated the exact
alternative.  The first thing that goes
wrong, you're a dead man. So march
along with us.”

The man obeyed. Upon getting out of
hearing of his townsmen, he appeared
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more pliant, and the conversation was re-
sumed.

“ What is your name?”

“ Pierce.”

“Pierce? Why that is a Yankee name.
Where were you born?”

“In Boston.”

“Are you married ?”

“Yes.”

“ Where was your wife born?”

“At East Cambridge.”

“Illow long have you been at the
South?”

“About six years.”

“And you are the man who would'nt
rim a train for a * — Yankee. You
are, indeed, a * — Yankee." Go home,
and see that you are promptly on hand
to-morrow morning.”

He was promptly on hand in the morn-
ing, ready to run the train for his con-
demned countrymen. But as competent
engineers were found among the troops, it
was thought best not to risk the success
of the expedition by trusting the renegade,
and the objects of the party were accom-
plished without liis aid.

Senator Douglas’s Last Message to his
Sons.

For a considerable time previous to his
death, Senator Douglas was in a semi-

Mrs. 1. A. Douglas.

conscious condition; but on the morning
of that event his mind and energies rallied
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somewhat. Lying at apparent ease in his
bed, but with the marks of death upon
his pale countenance, Mrs. Douglas, who
sat, soothing him gently, by his bedside,
painfully aware that the dreadful moment
of final separation was approaching, asked
him what message he wished to send to
his sons, Robert and Stephen, who were
then students at Georgetown. He an-
swered not at first, and she tenderly re-
peated the question. He then replied
wdth a full voice, and emphatic tone—

“Tell them to obey the laws, and sup-
port the Constitution of the United
States.”

Death Preferred to the Southern Oath.

John Beman, a watchman on board one
of the Western steamers, was deliberately
hung at Mound City for his patriotic fidel-
ity to the flag of liis adopted country. He
was a native of Norw'ay, came to this
country more than fifty years ago, and
lived in Boston, wdiere his children still
reside. He was first examined by a
“committee,” was proven to have said
that he hoped Lincoln would come down
the river and take every thing; that he
would die rather than live in the South-
ern States, and much more of the same
sort. The committee proposed to forgive
him if he would take an oath to support
the Southern States. He indignantly re-
pelled the proposition, and said he would
die first. Finding that he was determined,
beyond all appeals, they threw a rope
over the limb of a tree, and, stringing the
venerable patriot up twrenty-five feet, they
left him to a halter’s doom.

Nature in Council upon the Union.

The Rev. Bishop Ames, of the Metho-
dist Episcopal Church, while preaching in
his usual fervid manner at a Western
camp-meeting, remarked that there had
been one grand Union Convention, the
proceedings of which had not been report-
ed by telegraph. Said the eloguent Bish-
op: “Itwas held amid the fastnesses of
the everlasting hills. The Rucky Moiui-
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tains presided, the mighty Mississippi
made the motion, the Alleghany Moun-
tains seconded it, and every mountain aud
hill, and river and valley, in this vast
country, sent up a unanimous voice—Re-
solved, That we are one and inseparable,
and what God hath joined together, no
man shall put asunder.”

“ Nothing" agin the Old Flag.”

After the battle of Fort Donelson, one
of the rebel prisoners was asked if he was
not ashamed to fight against the Union,
and the Government which had done so
much for them. He replied, “1 never
fought agin the Union, and I never will.”
“What then were you doing at Fort Don-
elson?”  ““l hugged the ground closer
nor ever | did before in my life.” “ Yes,”
peeped up a little shrill voice by his side,
“and you ran three miles to get out of
the way. You ran until you got tired
and then sat down and rested, and ran

again.”  “Were you forced into the
army?”  ““Wal, no, not exactly forced;
I knew I would be, so | j'ined. I thought
I'd feel better to go myself! ” “Whatdo

you expect to gain by the rebellion?”
“We find our leaders have lied to us.
Our big men wanted to get rich and get
into office, and so they have got us into
this mess by their lies. We have nothing
agin the old flag. All we want is our
constitutional rights, according to the in-
strument under which our forefathers
lived. They told us the election of Lin-
coln would deprive us of these, and we
believed them. But we now know that
they were lies.”

Calhoun’s Escape from the Gallows.

The relative position of the National
Government and South Carolina, and of
the President of the United States and
John C. Calhoun, in the winter of 1833,
placed the latter in great personal peril,
which his friends perceived and tried to
avert. Among others consulted on the
subject was Letcher, of Kentucky, Clay’s
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warm personal friend. He knew that
South Carolina must yield, on some terms,
to the authority and power of the National
Government, and he conceived the idea
of a compromise by which, in so yielding,
she might preserve her dignity. He pro-
posed it to Mr. Clay, who, sincerely desir-
ing reconciliation, entertained the idea,
and submitted it to Webster. The amaz-
ing intellectual plummet of the latter had
fathomed the turbid waters of Nullifica-
tion deeper than had even the brilliant
Kentuckian, and he instantly said :

“ No '—it will be yielding great princi-
ples to faction. The time has come to
test the strength of the Constitution and
the Government.”

He was utterly opposed to compromis-
ing and temporising measures with a rebel-
lious faction, and told Mr. Clay so; and
from that time he was not approached by
those who were willing to shield conspira-
tors from the sword of justice.

Mr. Clay drew up a compromise bill
and sent it to Mr. Calhoun, by Mr. Letcher.
Calhoun objected to parts of the bill most
decidedly, and remarked that if Clay knew
the nature of his objections he would at
least modify those portions of the bill.
Letcher then made arrangements for a
personal interview’ between these eminent
Senators, who had not been on speaking
terms for some time. The imperious Clay
demanded that it should be at his own
room. The imperilled Calhoun consented
to go there. The meeting was civil but
icy. The business was immediately en-
tered upon. The principals were unyield-
ing, and the conference ended without
results. Letcher now hastened to Presi-
dent Jackson and sounded him on the sub-
ject of compromise:

“ Compromise! ” said the stern old man,
“1 w'ill make no compromise with traitors.
I will have no negotiations. 1 will exe-
cute the law’s.  Calhoun shall be tried for
treason, and hanged if found guilty, if he
docs not instantly cease his rebellious
course.”
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Letcher now flew to JI’Duffie, Calhoun’s
ardent friend, and alarmed him with a
startling picture of the President’s wrath.
That night, after he had retired to bed,
Letcher was aroused by a Senator from
Louisiana, who informed him that Jackson
would not allow any more delay, and that
Calhoun's arrest might take place at any

hour. He begged Letcher to warn Cal-
houn of his danger. He did so. He
found the South Carolinian in bed. He

told him of the temper and intentions of
the President, aud the conspirator was
much alarmed.

Meanwhile Mr. Clay, and Senator Clay-
ton, of Delaware, had been in frequent
consultations on the subject.  Clayton had
said to Clay, while the bill was lingering
in the House, “"“These South Carolinians
act very badly, but they are good fellows,
and it is a pity to let Jackson hang them;”
and advised him to get his compromise bill
referred to a new committee, and so modify
ii as to make it acceptable to a majority.
Clay did so, and Clayton exerted all his
influence to avert the calamity which hung
over Calhoun and his friends. He assem-
bled the manufacturers who had hurried
to the capital when they heard of the
compromise bill, to see whether they
would not yield something for the sake
of conciliation and the Union. At a sacri-
fice of their interests, these loyal men did
yield, and agreed to withdraw all opposi-
tion to the bill, and let it pass the Senate,
providing all the nullifiers should vote for
certain amendments made by the Lower
House, as well as for the bill itself. The
nullifiers incommittee would notyield. The
crisis had arrived. The gallows was
placed before Calhoun. Clayton earnestly
remonstrated with him.

Finally, they concluded to vote as Mr.
Clayton demanded, but begged that gen-
tleman to spare Mr. Calhoun the mortifi-
cation of appearing on the record in favor
of a measure against which at that very
time, and at his instance, troops were being
raised in South Carolina, and because of
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which the politicians of that State were
preparing to declare their secession from
the Union. Mr. Clayton would not yield
ajot. Calhoun was the chief of sinners
in this matter, and he, of all others, must
give the world public and recorded evi-
dence of penitence, whatever his mental
reservations might be. “ Nothingwould
be secured,” Mr. Clayton said, “ unless his
vote appeared in favor of the measure.”

The Senate met; the bill was taken up;
and the nullifiers and their friends, one
after another, yielded their objections on
various pretences. At length, when all
had acted but Mr. Calhoun, he arose, pale
and haggard, for he had had a most terri-
ble struggle. He declared that he had
then to determine which way he should
vote, and at the termination of his brief
remarks he gave his voice in the affirma-
tive with the rest. It was a bitter pill for
that proud man to swallow. The alterna-
tive presented to Jiim was absolute humili-
ation or a course that would bring him to
the gallows. He chose the former. With
that act fell the great conspiracy to break
up the government of the United States
m 1832.

minister Faulkner and the Emperor Napo-
leon on Secession.

The following interesting conversation
took place on New Year’s day, 1861, be-
tween the Emperor of the French and
Mr. Faulkner, United States Minister to
the French Government. The conversa-
tion possesses a special interest in view of
the fact that Mr. Faulkner, on his return
home became himself an avowed and in-
fluential secessionist, participating ulti-
mately in the counsels of the leading con-
spirators. After the usual greetings, the
Emperor said:

“What is the latest intelligence you
have received front the United States?
Not so alarming, | trust, as the papers
represent it?”

“ Like most nations, Sire,” replied Mr.
Faulkner, ““we have our troubles, wliich
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have lost none of their coloring, as de-
scribed in the European press.”

““I hope it is not true that any of the
States have separated from the General
Confederation,” added Napoleon.

“The States still form one common
government, as heretofore. There is ex-
citement in portions of the Confederacy,
and there are indications of extreme

Ubas. J. Faulkner

measures being adopted by one or two
States. But we are familiar with the ex-
citement, as we are with the vigor, which
belong to the institutions of a free people.
We have already more than once passed
through commotions which would have
shattered into fragments any other gov-
ernment on earth; and this fact justifies
the inference that the strength of the
Union will now be found equal to the
strain upon it.”

““I sincerely hope it may be so,” re-
joined the Emperor, ““and that you may
long continue a united and prosperous
people.”

Such a Sight as Thrills the Nerves.

The vestry of Grace Church, Episcopal,
in New York, was desirous that an Ameri-
can flag should wave from the very apex
of the spire of that magnificent structure,
the height being two hundred and sixty
feet from the ground. Several persons
offered to undertake the dangerous feat,
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but on mounting by the interior staircase
to the highest window in the steeple,
thought they would scarcely have nerve
to undertake it. At last, William O’'Don-
nell and Charles McLaughlin, tw'o young
painters in the employ of Richard B. Fo>-
dick, of Fifth avenue, decided to make the
attempt. Getting out of the little dia-
mond-shaped window about half way up,
they climbed up the lightning rod on the
east side of the spire, to the top. Here
one of the men fastened the pole securely to
the cross, although quite a gale was blow-
ing at the time. The flag thus secured,
the daring young man mounted the cross,
and, taking off his hat, calmly and grace-
fully bowed to the immense crowd which
were watching his movements from Broad-
way. As the flag floated freely in the air,
they burst into loud and repeated cheers.
It was a sight to thrill the nerves of any
patriot.

Clerical Prisoners of State.

An event occurred one day during Gen-
eral Butler's career in New Orleans, which
brought that officer into such direct col-
lision with the Episcopal clergy, that New
Orleans was not considered by the Gen-
eral large enough to contain both parties
in the controversy.

On a Sunday morning, early in October,
Major Strong entered the office of the
General in plain clothes, and said:

1 ““I have'nt been able to go to church
since we came to New Orleans. This
morning | am going.”

He crossed the street and took a front
seat in the Episcopal church of Dr. Good-
rich, opposite the mansion of General
Twiggs, He joined in the exercises with
the earnestness which was natural to his
devout mind, until the clergyman reached
that part of the service where the prayer
for the President of the United States,
occurs. That prayer was omitted, and
the minister invited the congregation to
spend a few moments in silent prayer.
The young officer had not previously heard
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of this mode of evading, at once, the re-
quirements of the church and the orders
of the commanding General. He rose in
his place and said:

“ Stop, sir. It is my duty to bring these
exercises to a close. | came here for the
purpose, and the sole purpose, of worship-
ping God; but inasmuch as your minister
has seen fit to omit invoking a blessing, as
our church service requires, upon the
President of the United States, | propose
to close the services. This house trill be
shut within ten minutes.”

The clergyman, astounded, began to
remonstrate. .

“This is no time for discussion, sir,”
said the Major.

The minister was speechless and indig-
nant. The ladies flashed wrath upon the
officer, who stood motionless with folded
arms.  The men scowled at him. The
minister soon pronounced the benediction,
the congregation dispersed, and Major
Strong retired to report the circumstances
at head-quarters.

This brought, the matter to a crisis.
General Butler sent for the Episcopal
clergymen, Dr. Leacock, Dr. Goodrich,
Dr. Fulton, and others, who were all ac-
customed to omit the prayer for the Presi-
dent, and pray in silence for the triumph
of treason. The General patiently and
courteously argued the point with them at
great length, quoting Bible, rubricks and
history, with his wonted fluency. They
replied that, in omitting the prayer, they
were only obeying the orders of the Right
Reverend Major-General Polk, theireccle-
siastical superior The General denied
the authority of that military prelate to
change the liturgy, and contended that the
omission of the prayer, in the peculiar cir-
cumstances of the time and place, was an
overt act of treason.

“But, General,” said Dr. Leacock, “your
insisting upon the taking of the oath of
allegiance is causing half of my church
members to perjure themselves.”

“Well,” replied the General, ““if that
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is the result of your nine years’preaching;
if your people will commit perjury so
freely, the sooner you leave your pulpit
the better.”

After further conversation, ftr. Leacock
asked :

“Well, General, are you going to shut
up the churches?”

“No, sir, I am more likely to shut up
the ministers.”

The clergymen showing no disposition
to yield, General Butler ended the inter-
view by stating his ultimatum: *“ Read
the prayer for the President, omit the
silent act of devotion, or leave New Or-
leans prisoners of state for Fort Lafay-
ette.”

They chose the latter—Dr. Leacock,
Dr. Goodrich and Mr. Fulton—and were
duly shipped on board one of the trans-
ports.

Curiosity of Rebel Soldiers to hear President
Lincoln’s Message.

A few days after the publication of the
President’s message and Amnesty Procla-
mation, the fact of its promulgation having
been made known to the rebel pickets
of the Army of the Potomac, they man-
ifested great curiosity to hear it, and one
of the Union soldiers consenting to read it
to them, quite a considerable party collected
on the opposite bank to listen. While it
was being read the utmost silence and at-
tention were observed by the listening
rebels; and after it was finished one of
them called out, “We’ll go back to camp
and tell the boys about it.” Papers had
been frequently exchanged by the pickets,
but about this time the rebels told our men
that their officers did not like them to get
our papers, as “there was nothing encour-
aging in them.”

Slidell's Consolation.
In one of the great imperial soirees at
Biarritz, one of the courtiers of the Em,
pire, seeing the emissary Slidell alone

.crossing one of the reception parlors, ex-
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claimed: “Ah, Mr. Slidell! you may show
yourself as much as you please; you will
never be recognized.” “ 1 beg your par-
don,” said™he Southern diplomat, ““I have
been recognized long since for a patriot; a
few more Southern victories and 1 will be
called the representative of a great nation.
As to you, Sir, I acknowledge, you are too
well known to need recognition; and this
is what consoles me for not being recog-
nized!” Bah!

Handsome Retmke from an Alabamian.

A highly instructive as well as amusing
incident took place in a business house on
one of the principal streets of Nashville,
Tennessee, while a colored regiment was
marching along to the music of the national
airs. Several gentlemen were looking on
the parade, among them a wealthy planter
of Alabama, the owner of a large number
of slaves. One of the group stepped out
to the door, looking on for a few minutes,
and then indignantly turning on his heel,
addressed himself to the grave Alabamian,
to the following pui-port:

“Well, I'll be d—if that is not a burn-
ing disgrace, which no decent white man
can tolerate. Isn’'t that nigger regiment
too great an insult?”

The Alabamian jumped to his feet, and
replied, while his eyes flashed fire:

“ Sir, there is not a negro in that regi-
ment who is not a better man than a rebel
to this Government, and for whom | have
not a thousand times more respect than |
have for a traitor to his country. 1 think
that the best possible use the Government
can make of negroes is to take them and
make them fight against the rebels. No
traitor is too good to be killed by a negro,
no weapon too severe to use against the
wretches who are endeavoring to overthrow
the Government. Now, Sjir, swallow that,
whether you like it or not”

The rebel stepped off in utter amaze-
ment, without uttering a syllable in reply,
leaving the sturdy Alabamian, who cher-
ished the jew'd of patriotism as something
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rather more precious than flocks of slaves,
“alone in his glory.”

John Minor Botts between Two Fires.

While the Third Indiana cavalry were
engaged in one of the bloody skirmishes
which fell to their lot in Virginia, Major
McClure, seeing a liale-looking, oldish gen-
tleman in a doorway by the roadside, hailed
him, and inquired: *“ Which way did the
rebel cavalry, that a moment since passed
here, go?” *“ Sir,” was the reply, “ I ant
under parole to the Confederate Govern-
ment to tell nothing I see. But, Sir, my
name is John Minor Botts—as devoted a
Union man as the world can find. 1 put
no “ifs’ nor ‘huts’ in the case.”

PoUtical Dialogue in Camp.

In the rear of General Grants head-
quarters at City Point was the camp of
Head-quarters Cavalry Escort.  While
passing through said camp on a certain oc-
casion, a visitor overheard the following
dialogue-politico, coming from a group of
soldiers lounging under a shelter of pine
boughs:

Says A.—"1 tell you that a majority
don't elect the President.”
Says B.—* | know' better; it does elect,

and there ain’t nothing else can elect.”

A.—"Well, it ain’'t so in our State, any
how.”

B.—* Well, if the majority don't elect. |
should like to know who does?”

A.—“Well, I'll tell you who does elect:
it's the Pleurisy.”

B.—“ The what-i-sy ?
is that?”

A.— Well, I don’t know exactly, but |
know' it ain’t the majority.”

A. wras right He only got the pleurisy
forplurality ; that’s all.

What the------

Money Couldn't Buy his Vote.

Up in Morris County, New' Jersey, lives
old Uncle Pete, who always votes the
ticket that bids the highest. A few e\en-
iags before the presidential election of 18G4.
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some Republicans went to liis house to out-
bid some Democrats who had been there.
But Uncle Pete informed them he had
sold his vote three days before to the Dem-
ocrats for ten dollars. He was told that if
he would carry his ticket and the ten dollars
back to the one who gave them, and vote
the Republican ticket, they would give him
twenty dollars, which offer Uncle Pete im-
mediately accepted. Just as the party had
left the house they heard a couple of men
coming up whom they knew to be Dem-
ocrats Being convinced they were on
their way to Uncle Pete’s, they hid them-
selves till the second party had passed into
the house, and w'ent back to listen. The
Democrats had hardly become seated when
Uncle Pete said:

“ Gentlemen, you called upon me the
other day, and offered ten dollars if I
would vote the McLellan ticket. 1 am
poor and took your money and the ticket-
Here are both ; take them back—I never
sell my vote!”

They tried to induce him to stick to his
first promise to them, but it Was no go; for
Uncle Pete said.

“There is no use to talk, gentlemen. 1|
am a Lincoln man, and have been for over
ten years!” And getting a little warmed
up at the thought of the twenty dollars, he
continued, “ No, gentlemen, there is no use
trying to change my mind, as | always
vote unflinchingly on principle, and money
can’t buy my vote. 1 am a Lincoln man,
and have been a Lincoln man all mv
life!”

The Democrats left’in disappointment,
the Lincoln men of course feeling sure
of Uncle Pete’s vote;—unless a higher
bid came before election!

Northern Present to Jefferson Davis.
The editor of one of the newspapers
published in Norwich, Connecticut, scut
Jefferson Davis, the “ President ” ofthe then
“ Six Nations,” a pen-holder made from a
rafter of the house in which his forerun-
ner, Benedict Arnold, was born. In closing
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his letter of presentation accompanying the
gift, the editor said —* | have taken occa-
sion to present you this pen-holder, as a
relic whose associations are linked most
closely to the movement of which you are
the head. Let itlie upon your desk for use
in yotir official duties. In the ‘eternal fit-
ness of things,” let that be its appropriate
place. Itlinks 1780 with 1861. Through
it, West Point speaks to Montgomery.
And if we may believe that spirits do
ever return and haunt this mundane
sphere, we may reckon with what delight
Benedict Arnold’s immortal part wiill follow
this fragment of his paternal roof-tree to
the hands in which is being consummated
the work which he began.”

Scene at Port Warren: Exit of Mason and
Slidell.

On the receipt, at Fort Warren, Boston,
of the news that Messrs. Mason and Slidell
were to be surrendered to the British Gov-
ernment, there was general dissatisfaction
among both officers and men. and expres-
sions very much against their personal
safety were freely indulged hi; but upon
reading the very cool and logical deduction
of the Secretary of State, especially the
latter part of his reply, where the insig-
nificance of the worth of the custody of
the Commissioners in this country is as-
serted, and the fact that were it essential
to the welfare or the safety of the Govern-
ment they would be retained at all haz-
ards, a general acquiescence was as freely
manifested.

On the morning of their departure, the
battalion was called out as usual, at 8:I->,
for dress parade, and were kept upon the
parade-ground, manoeuvring slightly, till
after the rebels left. The guards were
strengthened to prevent any from going
upon the parapets, either soldiers or pris-
oners, and thus they left as quieriy as a
dog could—perhaps with not so much no-
tice as a noble specimen of the Newfound-
land ordinarily attracts. As they passed
down to the wharf, they were accompanied
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by Colonel Dnnmiek, who kindly waved all
ceremony at the guard-house, save to sim-
ply turn out the guard—as our men were
unwilling and doubtless woidd have re-
fused to salute the Colonel, for in thus do-
ing, they would have had to salute the
rebels ; but when the Colonel came back,
the thing was done to a nicety.

When taking leave of Colonel Dimmick,
Mr. Mason was somewhat affected, and
said, “ God bless you, Colonel; God bless
you !” and cordially shook hands with him.
Mr. Slidell shook hands with the Colonel,
and said: “ Under whatever circumstances
and in whatever relations in the future we
may meet, | shall always esteem you as a
dear friend.”

During the morning many rebels
thronged the rooms of Messrs. Mason and
Slidell to get their autographs, and Mr.
Mason’s hand was so unsteady as to be
noticed through the window out doors.
Some of the political prisoners said to
Mason: “We hope when you get to Eng-
land you will represent our case, impris-
oned on this island for no offence save
differing from others in political opinions.”
lie replied that if ever he arrived in
Europe he would faithfully represent their
case.

President Lincoln at the Play of Macbeth.

One c\cuing at the Washington theatre,
mwhile Macbeth was being rendered upon
the stage by Mr. Wallack and Mr. Daven-
port, President Lineobi was observed to be
present with his little ““Tad” (Thaddeus
Lincoln) with him. It being Mr. Lincoln’s
favorite play, one could not repress a cer-
tain curiosity to know—though he was
familiar with them as with stump-speaking,
doubtless—how certain passages would
strike him.  When the following passage
between Malcolm and Macduff was pro-
nounced the audience w'as suddenly silent
as the grave:

Mnl  Let ns seek out some desolate shade and there
Weep our sad bosoms empty.

Matti Let us rather

fluid fast the mortal sword aud like good men
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Bestride our down-fall'n birthdom. Each new morn
New widows howl, new orphans cry; new sorrows
Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds

As if itfelt with Scotland and yelled out

Like syllable of dolour.

Mr. Lincoln leaned back in his chair in
the shade after this passage was pronounced,
and for a long time wore. a sad, sober face,
as if suddenly his thoughts had wandered
from the playroom far away to where his
great armies were contesting with the
rebellion a vast empire.

Interceding. for her Father: Elizabeth Self
and. Jeff. Davis.

Poor llessing Self was one of the many
loyalists in Tennessee who were imprison-
ed and barbarously treated by the rebels
because of their fidelity to the Stars and
Stripes. He was told that a halter was
in preparation for him, only a few horn's
previous to the time appointed. His
daughter, who had come dowm to admin-
ister to his comfort and consolation—a
most estimable girl, about twenty-one years
of age—Elizabeth Self, a tall, spare-made

Interceding for her Father

girl, modest, handsomely attired, begged
leave to enter the jail to see her father.
They permitted her, contrary to their usual
custom and savage barbarity, to go in.
They had him in a small iron cage, a ter-
rible affair ; they opened a little door, and
the jailor admitted her. As she entered
the cage were her father was, she clasped
him around the neck, and he embraced her
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also, throwing his arms across her should-
ers. They sobbed and cried ; shed their
tears and made their moans. When they
had parted, wringing each other by the
hand, as she came out of the cage, stam-
mering and trying to utter something in-
telligible, she lisped the name of Mr.
Brownlow, who was confined within the
same walls. She knew his face, and he
could understand as much as thal she de-
sired him to write a dispatch to Jefferson
Davis, and sign her name, begging him to
pardon her father. Mr. B. worded about
this:  ““llon. Jefferson Davis—My
father, Hessing Self, is semenced to be
hanged at four o’clock to-day. | am living
at home, and my motheris dead. Bly father
is my earthly all; upon him my hopes are
centered; and, friend, I pray you to par-
don  him. Respectfully, Elizabeth
Selt.” Jefferson Davis, who then had a
better heart than some of his coadjutors,
immediately responded by commuting his
sentence to imprisonment.

Clerks of the President.

Some clever patriot, anxious that things
political should square a little more nicely
with his ideas of the necessities of the
public welfare, went to Washington, and
there sought the occupant of the White
House. He said to Mr. Lincoln, “ Sir,
you must get rid of Mr. Seward—throw
him overboard.” “ Mr. Seward,” said the
President, “is Secretary of State. He
conducts the diplomacy of the country.
Have you read his diplomatic correspon-
dence?” “‘Yes, Sir.” *“Have you any
fault to find with it ?” “No, Sir.” “Well,
Sir, he is my clerk; 1 got him for that
purpose.” “Well, but you should throw
Blair overboard.” “ Sir, Mr. Blair is
Postmaster General. Do you get your
papers and letters regularly?” ““Yes,
Sir.”  Well. Sir, he is my clerk for that
purpose; and I am President ofthe United
States.” That was pretty much the idea

entertained by President Jacksou of his
cabinet. 9
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“Ur. Lincoln Forgot 1t!”

The capture of Mason and Slidell creat-
ed intense excitement throughout Europe,
and in no country perhaps was this excite-
ment more mercurial than in Paris. Pub-
lic opinion was in painful suspense in re-
gard to the forthcoming Presidential Mes-
sage, -which it was supposed would contain
a broad and national enunciation relative
to the event which held almost the whole
world by the ears.  The anxiously awaited
document duly arrived, but no word did
it contain about the affair of the Trent.
The surprise of the volatile Parisians
knew no bounds. A speculator at the
Bourse, more spiriluelle than his col-
leagues, found an explanation of the enig-
ma: “ Mr. Lincoln forgot it!” The word
was taken up at once, and had an immense
success. Here was England about to fall
on the American coast with an armada
such as the world had never seen, all Eu-
rope was in consternation at the disasters
that were to follow such a struggle, com-

merce was already paralyzed, the funds
were fluctuating like the needle of a ba-

rometer before a storm, and—Mr. Lincoln
had forgotten even to speak of the circum-
stance! The joke was too chilling; and
people swore while they laughed. Was
there ever such a people on the face of
the earth? 77s ne se doutent de rien!
They fiddle while Rome is burning!

Examining" one of the Baltimore Uncon-
querables.

Considering the source from which the
following narration comes—the columns of
the Charleston Mercury—itmay perhaps be
regarded as ‘drawn rather mild,’ though the
veraciousness of the affair, even as thus
given, is more than doubtful. It however
gives the rebels a chance to set off the
“.unconquerable spirit of the women of
Baltimore,” and this is at least instructive
to the student of feminine benignity. But
to the “ unconquerable””—

A Mrs. W., of Ballimore, about to pay
a visit of afew days to the country, to some
relatives, was driving through the city in
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her own carriage, with her trunks strapped
behind  Suddenly the vehicle was stop-
ped by a policeman, who assured the lady
she was under arrest, and would be obliged
to repair immediately to the office of the
Provost-Marshal. Mrs. AV., somewhat
indignant at the request, refused to go,
alleging as an excuse, that such a public
place was unfit for a lady to frequent; she
said that she would go to the Commanding
General, Dix, at Fort McHenry, but if
the policeman attempted to take her to the
Provost Marshal she would shoot him.

“ As you please, madam; 1 will get into
the carriage and go to the fort with you.”

“You are mistaken,” replied Mrs. W.,
“this carriage is mine, and if you attempt
to get into it | will immediately fire upon
you.”

The policeman took a seat with hei'
coachman, in whom Mrs. AV. confided as
her protector, and they drove to Fort Mc-
Henry. On reaching the Fort, she sent
for General Dix, and seeing her he said:

“ Madam, | do not know how to address
you.”

“Itis time you did, Sir, since 1 am ar-
rested, | suppose, by your authority.”

“Madam, you look wearied; walk into
my office.”

Ordering some regulars to bring in the
trunk and search it, the General remarked
to Mrs. AV..

“ This is a military necessity, madam, |
would these things were not, but the Gov-
ernment must be supported. ‘ United we
stand,” yon know. Madam, have you any
sons in the Confederate army ?”

“| have three, Sir.”

“Did you aid and encourage them to
enlist in that service?”

“General Dix, are you a married man?”

“ 1 am, madam.”

““Then ask your wife what she would
have done under similar circumstances.”

“ Madam, you look faint and weary;
let me order you some refreshments.”

“AVliat! eat here? |, a Southern wo-
man. break bread with the Yankees?
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Never ! while they are the miserable foes
they have proved themselves. Every day
I see more clearly the necessity of an eter-
nal separation. And where the dividing
line is fixed I want a wall built so Ifigli
that a Yankee can never scale it!”

The trunk breakers having satisfied
themselves that nothing objectionable to
the Administration could be found, report-
ed the same to General Dix, who, on con-
sultation, determined to have the person
of Mrs. AV. searched. The gallant Gen-
eral remarked:

“ Madam, it is necessary now that your
person be searched; you wull not object, 1
hope?”

“Oh, no, Sir, if the person to perform
that ignoble office is a female.”

““ Oh, yes, madam, a lady, your equal.”

“ Sir, you are mistaken—not a lady,
nor my equal. AVere she either, she
w'ould not do the degrading work you as-
sign her.”

Mrs. AV. was taken to a private apart-
ment, and the search was begun. Find-
ing the woman delinquent, Mrs. AV. threat-
ened to report her, if she did not perform
her duty faithfully. *“ Pull off my shoes,”
she continued; ““look well into them;
make a thorough search, and see if you
can find a combination of red aud white,
or anything inimical to the Union-savers;
look well, or I will report yon.”

The woman finding nothing treasonable
upon Mrs. AV, returned with her to the
gallant General, telling him she would not
search another lady for five hundred dol-
lars: that such a persevering character
she had never encountered.

General Dix. shocked, no doubt, at
Mrs. AV’s agitated appearance, again pro-
posed refreshments, saying,

“ Madam, do have a glass of wine.”

“Only on the condition, Sir, that you
will drink with me to the health and suc-
cess of General Beauregard | ”

The wine, it is believed, was not taken.
Mrs. AV. then, turning to General Dix,
said:
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e Sir, | hope you are satisfied that | have
nothing traitorous to your righteous (!)
cause. You thought to find the Confeder-
ate Hag in my trunk, or on my person; in-
deed, you are not good at hide and seek.
Your soldiers are too little interested in
your righteous cause to serve you faithful-
ly. They searched my house a fortnight
since for the flag. Both you and they
have been foiled. 1 sent that flag to Vir-
ginia ten days since under a load of >vood;
it now waves over the glorious Confeder-
ates at Manassas. Sir, it seems the Yan-
kees’ peculiar pleasure is to tiy to frighten
women and children. They cannot gain
battles, so they revenge themselves in this
ignoble manner. And now, Sir, | imagine
you have done.”

“1 regret, madam, that we should have
met under these unfortunate circumstances.
1 will detain you no longer.”

“ Sir, 1 demand one thing of you, before

| depart. | have been arrested on suspi-
cion. 1 desire now an honorable dis-
charge.”

“Oh, madam, that is unnecessary ; it is
a mere form, and therefore useless.”

“1 like forms, General Dix, particu-
larly when connected with official docu-
ments.”

The General, seeing Mrs. AV. determin-
ed, ordered the Secretary to write the dis-
charge, aud, handing it to Mrs. AV,, said :

“Madam, | believe that is all.”

“No, Sir, not all yet. 1 wish your
name added. | believe that it is essential
to such a document.”

The General, more reluctant to sign his
name than to grant the discharge, was
finally brought to the point.

“ And now, General Dix,” said Mrs.
AV.,” do you know what I intend doing
with this discharge? 1 shall send it to
my sons at Manassas, and if they have
any of the spirit of their mother, they will
one day make you rue this encounter.”

After Mrs. AV. left, they say the Gener-
al nowed he would not see another woman
for three years, three months, and three,
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days, calling, no doubt, to mind, Richard
Cseur de Lion’s famous truce with Saladin

Poor Pat’'s Idea of the Thing.

There is a story told of an Irishman .
who, landing in New York harbor, was
met and welcomed by a countryman who
had been longer here.

“ AVelcome, Pat,” said the latter, “ I'm
glad to see ye; you've come just in time,
for to-morrow’s election day.”

Pat and his friend took some refresh-
ment together, and presently the newly-
arrived began to make some inquiries
about voting.

“Ye'll vote for who ye plaize,” said his
friend, “ sure it's a free counthry.”

“AVell, thin, be-gorra,” rejoined Pat,
“1go agin the government—that’s what
I always did at home.”

Juvenile Political Sentiments.

An artist from the North was sitting on
a bluff at New Orleans, making a sketch
of a river scene, when a whole bevy of
little children came round to watch him,
conversing freely upon the merits and de-
merits of the picture, with all the acute-
ness and correctness of any full-grown
critic. A conversation between the artist
and the little ones soon commenced, and
as the lighter the straw the better can be
seen the way the wind blows, these little
fellows gave the man of the pencil as good
an insight into the real state of political
feeling there as could have been obtained
from the older and more w'ily population.

“ AVliat are you all, youngsters—Union
or Secesh?” asked the artist.

“Union, Sir,” simultaneously exclaimed
the half-dozen tiny voices, with a decision
that was surprising.

“Oh, yes, it’s very well to tell me that,
with all those blue-coats coming up the
hill; but were you not all Secesh yester-
day?”

““No, Sir! we were always Union,”
firmly replied the leader—the same tvlio
had been reading from the note-book—
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“we ain't afraid of your soldiers, either;
when they come here we know we are
going to have something to eat.”

“ Don't you have any thing to eat, then,
when the rebels are here?”

*“ Scarcely any thing, Sir; there is'nt a
thing they see they don’t take ;” and then
the whole of them began eagerly, at once,
to give liis individual experience of cases
of extortion and oppression among poor
families.

“ But though you are for the Union, my
little friends,” continued the artist, “|1
guess your parents are all Secesh.”

“No, Sir; mine ain’'t,” cried one, “ they
took the oath.”

“So did mine,” chimed in all the oth-
ers.

“Don't you think your parents took it
because they were afraid of us? ” asked
the artist, turning to his young friend of
the note-book.

“No, Sir; father and mother were al-
ways Union. | wish you could have seen
how she took care of a sick Michigan
soldier for three months; he used to call
her mother, and the soldiers always loved
father and mother. I wish I could show
you my mother, Sir.”

The artist said he would be glad to see
her, and shortly after set out with the boy
to show him through the town, which he
did most effectually, pointing out not only
every building and thing of note, but
every well-known Union or Secesh dwell-
ing. Tiie former appeared to be in a la-
mentable minority; and others again he
said had taken the oath, but he didn't
think they were “good for much.”

Where are They?

General Butler, during the interval of
his military duties, made a visit to the
White Mountains in New Hampshire, and
while there he was compelled to make a
speech. He enumerated the various
points gained by the Union armies, and
the work which had been accomplished, in
the following strain: “The flag of the
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Union to-day floats in every State of the
Union but Texas. The rebellion came
upon us when we were possessed of an
army less than any other country keeps
for an armed police. Traitorous hands
had so disposed of it, and scattered our
navy, that neither was available to imme-
diately crush the incipient rebellion. But
in two years we have seen three-quarters
of a million of men raised.” Before this
last sentence was completed, one of the
audience asked in a sneering tone,

“ Where are they now?”

““Where are they now?” replied
General Butler, with his customary prompt-
ness, “ Some of them he sleeping beneath
the sod; and others are still fighting the
battles of their country; while you. re-
main at home aiding the cause of trai-
tors!”

Rosecrans and Vallandigham coming to an
Vnderstanding.

When Vallandigham arrived at Mur-
freesboro’, General Bosecrans went to see
him.  “1 wanted to see you.” said the
General; “1 wanted to see you, Vallan-
digham, to gee if you had a rascal's face.”
Then changing the subject rather abrupt-
ly, and bringing down the forefinger of his
right hand in that rapier-like style which
is a conspicuous feature of his gesticula-
tion when he is in terrible earnest, he
said: “Vallandigham, don’t you come
back here. 1f—you—do—Vallandigham,
I'll be------ , and may God forgive me for
the expression—I'll be if I don't
hang you! ”

People will be pleased to remember
that the General claims that he ““never
blasphemes, but sometimes swears."

John Letcher’'s Views on a Very Personal
Subject.

When the boys of the Fifteenth West
Virginia regiment went into Lexington,
Va., they paid a visit to the home of Ex-
Gov. Letcher, and among other things
found in his dwelling was a composition
read by him during his school days. As
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the composition is on a subject that might
have proved of no small personal interest
to the author, it is here given word for
word, and letter for letter. The subject
is that of Capital Punishment.

The manuscript bears the following in-
dorsement on its back, and is also signed
by its author, viz:

“John Letcher, Composition read Sept.
25th, 1830.

I have often thought if capital punish-
ments were abolished, our Constitution
would be rendered more wholesome.

To hanga man looks too much like bar-
barism among a people who call them-
selves a civilized nation, when we con-
sider the manner in which publick execu-
tions are attended. They are generally
if not always attended with riot and
drunkenness, mwhich is very prejudicial to
morality, whereas if there were no publick
executions this not be the case. A great
multitude of people from a distance at-
tend these executions whose families are
on the eve of starving.

It would have been better J. M. Jones
had been confined in the penitentiary
than to have been hung he would have
had a chance to repent and the State
would have been paid for keeping hint the
time he was confined in Lynchburg. Up-
on the whole I am inclined to think if
capital punishments were abolished our
constitution would be rendered more
wholesome. J. Letcher.

September 24th, 1830.”

Mr. Cass's Backbone.

Colonel Eastman of Chicago, having
paid a visit to General Cass, narrates his
political conversation with that venerable
statesman, in substance as follows:

Colonel Eastman—I have always ad-
mired and supported you as a Democrat,
but perhaps you will not regard me as a
Democrat now, as | have pledged my
support to the present officers of the Gov-
ernment, and to all the war measures.

General Cass—You are right.  The

CIVIL, JUDICIAL, ETC. 139

Government is right.
must sustain it.

Col. E.—But I approve of the Eman-
cipation Proclamation, and all.

Gen. C.—So do I. Whether or not the
President had the constitutional right to
declare the slaves free, the President’s
friends do not strengthen the measure by
claiming it to be constitutional. 1 do not
deny that there is that in the Constitution
to justify the act; but the circumstances
of the country clearly justify it. 1 do not
fear its effect in the South—I only hope
it will prove effectual. 1 cannot under-
stand how any old Democrat can have any
sympathy with the South; and 1 hope
that if there are any persons in the North
who wotdd eve;- consent to a separation,
they will not be permitted to have any
position or influence.

The old general and statesman showed
a good stiff backbone.

You young men

Cavender, the Martyr Preacher.

There was in Van Buren County, Ten-
nessee, an old Methodist preacher, of a
great deal of ability, named Cavender.
He was from the first, a most determined
Union man, and as his influence in the
County was great, they determined to
make an example of him and get him out
of the way. So the most rabid among
the rebels took the aged and service-worn
preacher out of his house, put a rope
around his neck, and, setting him upon a
horse, led him out into a forest. They
then told him that unless he would pub-
licly renounce his Unionism they were
ready to hang him. Poor Cavender re-
plied:

“ God gave me breath to bear witness
to His truth, and when | must turn it to
the work of lies and crime, it is well
enough to yield it up to Him who gave
it.”

They then asked him if he had any
parting request. He said “ he had no hope
that they would attend to any thing he
might ask.” They said they would. He
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then requested that they would take his
body to his daughter with a request that
she would lay it beside the remains of his
departed wife. They then said:

u It's time to go toyour prayers.”

u I’'m not one of the sort,” he replied,
“who has to wait until a rope is around
his neck to pray.”

“Come, old man; no nonsense; if you
don't swear to stand by the Southern
Confederacy you'll have to hang,” at the
same time tying the rope to a branch.

“ Hang away,” said the old man.

One of them then gave a blow with a
whip to the horse upon which poor Caven-
der sat—the horse sprang forward, and
the faithful servant of God mid his coun-
tiy passed into eternity. As already re-
corded, they said they would fulfil his last
request. Well, they cut the flesh off his
bones and threw it to the hogs; his heart
was cut out and lay in a public place till
it rotted.

Bad Atmosphere for a Patriot's Lungs.

In one of the Chelsea (Mass.) horse
cars, there one day exhibited himself an
original ‘secesh ' sympathizer—and after-
wards a groaner, of course—who com-
menced the usual doleful lament common
to that class, about the great rise in prices
in this article and that, a\ith the gold groan
as a clincher to the whole story. There
was not a word of hope or cheer for the
country ; nothing but the evils from which
civil wars are inseparable, could he see.
Presently a returned soldier spoke some-
thing in this wise—

“All you. say may be true, sir, but we
have no such sort of talk in the army.
No man would he allowed to utter such
sentiments by the troops who are fighting
the battles of their country to save it. |
have served in the field three years. My
time has expired. 1 joined the army from
patriotic motives—because | believe we
have a country worth fighting for, and the
Union is our only hope. | am sick and
tired of hearing such talk as | have just
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heard from you; and 1 am going to the

field again, partly to get away from an

atmosphere that tolerates such people.”
Secesh sympathizer dumbed.

“God's Flag:.”

As one of the brigades of the reserve
corps which came up to the rescue of Gen-
eral Thomas at Chickamauga was march-
ing through the town of Athens, a bright-
eyed girl of four summers was looking
intently at the sturdy fellows as they
tramped by. When she saw the sun
glancing through the stripes of dazzling red

““God's Flag.”

exclaimed, clapping her hands: “ Oh, pa!
pa! God made that flagl—see the stars!
—it's God's flag!” A shout, deep and
loud, went up from that column, and many
a bronzed neteran lifted his hat as he
passed the sunny-haired child of bright
and happy thoughts, resolving, if his good
right arm availed anything, God’s flag
should conquer. What a sweet and happy
oliristening the glorious ensign received
from those artless lips- God’s flag!’ and
so it is.

Taking- his Choice.
The proffering of the Union oath of alle-
giance to the people of Tennessee, in the
infected districts, proved a severe experi-
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mentum crucis to the professed patriotism
of some of the people there. As a speci-
men of the amusing scenes witnessed in
the provost-marshal’s office, the following
will illustrate the “situation:” A surly
planter presented himself, desiring to trans-
fer himself or his goods to the North.

“ Certainly, sir;” responded the mar-
shal, “ you will be obliged to take the oath
of allegiance to the United States Gov-
ernment.”

After some hesitation, and considerable
inward squirming, the applicant gruffly re-
marked—

‘sWell, I'll take it.”

The oath was propounded. As it was
read out, the applicant’s face assumed an
expression of mingled surprise and indig-
nation, almost sublime in its intensity.

“Why, sir, | can not take that oath. It
compels me to discountenance and discour-
age secession forever.”

“Yes, sir.”

“ And then it binds me to maintain the
National authority over that of iny own
State. No, sir, | can not take that oath.”

“Very well, sir, there is no compulsion
in the matter. But until you do, I shall
be obliged to refuse you permission to
leave town, or to sliip or receive goods by
the river.”

Object of the War on the Union Side.

When the train from Corinth arrived
at the Memphis and Charleston railroad
depot, having on board General Prentiss
and a portion of his brigade captured at
the battle of Shiloh, a large crowd assem-
bled to see the Yankees; but no disrespect
was shown them. On the contrary, bread,
cakes, pies, tobacco and cigars were given
them without stint.  Said a rebel Colonel
to General Prentiss:

“What are the Federals fightingforVv*

“ For tlie restoration of the Union as it
was," replied the General.

“You don’t think reconstruction is pos-
sible, do you ?” continued tthe Colonel.

“Yes,” said the General, “and the event
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is not far distant. 1T you wish to hold us
(meaning his brigade) prisoners very long,
you had better send us further South, for
before the month is out Memphis will be
in our possession, and then the Mississippi
valley will be lost to you and the back-
bone of the rebellion broken.”

Object of the War on the Rebel Side.

On the Louisville and Nashville rail-
road, when the cars were conveying the
gallant Union soldiers and the rebel pris-
oners, a Union officer coming along said
to a Confederate chap, “ Will you answer
me one question? What are you fighting
for?” “What are yous?” wlas the imme-
diate reply of ‘Alabammy,* and some

others. “ That is not answering my ques-
tion. I asked you first,” said the officer.
At this there were mutterings of ‘ liberty

bills,” “ abolitionists,’ * unconstitutional,” and
some such expressions. “ We arefighting
for the rich man's niggers” finally spoke
up an intelligent-looking Corporal, in a
clear-ringing and decided voice. There
were some “constitutional’ mutterings

R M. T. Hunter.

against this, on the Confederate side of
the house, but they were entirely too fee-
ble to neutralize the impression of truth
fulness which the first remark made upon
all the crowd, both Confederates and Un-
ionists.  ““That is all you need to say,”
observed the officer; “that short sentence.
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covers the whole ground.” In reply to
the remark that “ there would be a large
number in the South who had never been
in the habit of working before the war,
who would be found to have learned to
do so since,” Reb. said: ““Oh, yes, one
good thing about this war is that it will
teach many of the rich, lazy fellows how
to work and take care of themselves,
which they never knew how to do before.”
Had R. M. T. Hunter’s famous pronuncia-
mento to the people of Virginia been ac-
companied with those last two lines, it
would have been an antidote to his pol-
ished falsifications that would have saved
the ““old mother State” from plunging
into a four years’ war that soaked every
acre of her soil with blood—yea, would
have deprived the Confederacy ofits first,
strongest and most vital foothold. .

Investigation by General Butler into General
Phelps’s Insanity.

While in command at Fortress Monroe,
some officers told General Butler that they
had been conversing with General Phelps,
and that he (Gen. P.) was manifestly
crazy. General Butler, with his charac-
teristic promptness, went over at once and
conversed with General Phelps, and found
him as usual quite sensible. A few days
after that, some Vermont gentlemen ar-
rived, to urge the appointment of General
Phelps to some expedition. General But-
ler said, with great solemnity, “ But, gen-
tlemen, have you not heard the sad re-
ports of the insanity of General Phelps ?”
The Vermont friends of Gen. P. were
very indignant, and were denouncing the
charge as malicious, when General Butler
interrupted them by saying, “ Stop, gen-
tlemen, | have looked thoroughly into the
matter of General Phelps's insanity, and
find that it is only that he has become an
Abolitionist two months before you and 1.”

American Soldiers Then and Now.
After the capture of Brownsville, Texas,
General Banks paid an official visit to the
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American Consul at Matamoras. The
Mexicans, having previously learned of
his intention to do so, decided to give him
a public reception. A deputation was dis-
patched to invite him to the Public Hall.
The military were paraded, a salute was
fired, and all the enthusiasm of a galaday
was manifested. Speeches were made by
Srs. Argues, Cartina, and others, express-
ing their sympathy with the Federal cause
in the United States, and their belief that
the result would be favorable to the cause
represented by General Banks. General
Banks replied, hoping that Mexico would
come out of her present troubles trium-
phant, and, after a great many mutual ex-
pressions of friendship and sympathy, the
party adjourned to the office of the Ameri-
can Consul. The citizens of Matamoras
were highly pleased with the quiet, unas-
suming manner of the American General.
One poor fellow, however, seemed greatly
disappointed. He was an old Mexican
soldier, had fought at Palo Alto and Re-
sacade la Palma. He evidently expected
to see something more than human.

“Ah, Senor,” said he, “the Americans
are not what they were at Palo Alto. 1
remember them well there; their horses
were larger than elephants, and the head
of a mounted American reached the
heavens!”

Unexpected Rebuff.

Emerson Etheridge, formerly clerk of
the House of Representatives, at Wash-
ington, was introduced to Brutus J. Clay
of Kentucky, and immediately began to
denounce the government. Mr. Clay,
after hearing his tempest a few moments,
replied:

““Well, Mr. Etheridge, this is pretty
rough. Before the war, when | was a
Democrat, | used to hear of you down in
Tennessee as an Abolitionist.  You must
have lately changed your views.”

This was somewhat wilting to the retir-
ing clerk, who supposed that he had got a
man after his own heart. He plucked up
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courage, however, and went into another
tirade. Mr. Clay, thereupon, with calm-
ness mingled with manifest indignation,
rising to his full height, interrupted—

“Well, * sir, this is our first meeting.
Your language, sir, seems to me atrocious,
and all 1 have to say to you is, that when
men talk thus down in Kentucky, we re-
gard them as secessionists, and treat them
accordingly”

Mutability of Public Reputation.

The sudden changes in the popularity
of our political and military cliieftains
have been most remarkable,—so much so
as to lead to the inquiry, “ What is lasting
distinction?” There are, for instance, not
many people in Boston who will fail to
recollect the part they bore in the sponta-
neous triumph which overwhelmed Gen-
eral Banks on his return to Massachusetts
during the war. On the very day in ques-
tion, that favorite of the people was con-
gratulated by a friend on the hold which
he had ou the public favor. “ Yes, mad-
am,” said he, with his grave and expres-
sive smile, “and the first mistake | make,

Sheridan

they will forget it all,”—a prediction that
more than one General’'s experience most
amply verified during the struggle, not
excepting the General who thus so philo-
sophically expressed himself. But, what
Banks, through unavoidable obstacles,
failed to execute, of his well planned cam-
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paign in the Shenandoah, the gallant Sher-
idan abundantly retrieved by his brilliant
and successful tactics—his name and fame
encrowned with ineffaceable splendor.

Coming- Events Cast their Shadows Before.

When Marcus Morton was Governor
of Massachusetts for the first time, he one
day addressed his Council in the executive
apartment at the State House u|Xin his
intended appointments, and among other
matters he alluded to a petition from a
young man who desired to fill the situation
of messenger to the Governor and Council.
The applicant had then just commenced
his public career, having spoken at polit-
ical meetings with excellent effect. The
Governor remarked with reference to the
matter: ““I have considered his case and
I shall not appoint him, for he is too smart
a man and too good a mechanic to fill the
position.” “AVliat did you say was his
name?” asked a councillor, who had not
listened very attentively: ““His name,”
replied the Governor, ““is Nathaniel P.
Banks.” That General Banks was one
of the truest-hearted, though not always
the most successful, of patriots, in the hour
of his country’s wo, no one will deny

Length of the "War according to Floridan
Chronology.

The sublime ignorance in wdiich the
poor non-slavehelding whites of the South
are steeped is pretty fairly exemplified in
the followdng:

In the month of February, 1864, when
the United States troops penetrated to
Jacksonville, Florida, some Confederate
soldiers wrere captured. A motley crew*
they were, wdiose picturesque variety of
raggedness bore here and there some in-
dications of aim at military style, but
nothing of what could he called ““uniform.”
Two men claimed exemption from cap-
ture as being civilians. One of the two
owned to having been impressed into the
Confederate army, but alleged that he had
got his discharge and wras then a civilian.
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“How long were you a soldier?” asked
Captain Randolph.

“Three years,” replied the prisoner.

“The Confederate army has been three
years in the field—eh?” asked the Cap-
tain.

““No,” answered the “cracker,” “hut |
was in the State of Florida service part
of the time.”

Length of the War.

“How long were you a soldier for Flor-
ida?”

“Two years,” said the ex-conscript.

“And how long has the war been going
forward?” asks the Captain again.

“Well, I suppose going on fifteen years,”
replied the prisoner.

“Are you sure ofthat?” his captor in-
quired.

“Now, | hain't kept no*strict tally,” the
Floridan veteran answers, “hut this | do
know, sarten; we’ve hen bangin’ the darn-
ed Ab’lishnists a darned sight longer time
nor that; well, 'bout’s long’s I kin remem-
ber””

Interesting- Scrap of History.

While on the liights of Fredericksburg,
the attention of our men was often at-
tracted by the shaft of an imposing mon-
ument in full view, and many took occa-
sion to visit and examine it. Though its
commemorative object belonged, as is well
known, to the past, there is a strange rem-
iniscence connected with its history,—an
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act of brutality to a high official, which in
later days found its counterpart in Brooks’s
assault on Senator Sumner.

The inauguration of the monument Was
marred by a brutal and cowardly assault
on the President of the United States. In
the early part of May, 1833, the steamer
Cygnet was hearing Andrew Jackson, on
his way from the Capital to lay its corner
stone. The Cabinet and many guests were
on hoard, and the beauty of the day, and
the music of peace charmed the company.
While he sat over his newspaper smoking
in the cabin, a dismissed Lieutenant of the
Navy suddenly attacked the President,
striking the General in the face with his
gloved hand, hut was instantly seized by
the bystanders. In the melee the table
behind which the President sat was broken
down. The old hero only remarked: ““No
villain has ever escaped me before, and he
would not had it not been for the table.”
It seemed as if the sacred errand of the
President was about to he defeated, but
the boat sailed on and he accomplished his
duty, as was his wont, forgetful of himself.

Mrs. Polk Defining her Political Position.

Much has been said of the secession
proclivities of Mrs. Polk, tiie widow of the
late President. A writer in one of the
western journals gives an account of an
interview which he had with that distin-
guished lady, while he was on a visit to
Nashville, during high disunion times. He
remarked to her:

“Mi's. Polk, I Imve heard you accused,
since | have been in Nashville, of being a
hitter secessionist: how is this?”

She quickly and warmly responded in
substance as follows:

“Mr. G------ , that is a wrongful accusa-
tion. I never was a secessionist, and |
don’t think I ever will he one. | always
said there was no excuse for the course
taken by my misguided Southern friends.
| said that Mr. Lincoln was, constitution-
ally elected, and that that election should
be acquiesced in by every true patriot. |
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go, Sir, for my Government—my whole
Government.”

“In other words, Mrs. Polk, you go for
that United States of which your late hon-
ored husband was once the President.”

“Yes, Sir,” she responded, with marked
emphasis, “1 do. 1 know my name has
been placed before the public—once at
least—in a connection that may have en-
gendered in some minds doubts of my loy-
alty; but was so placed against my wishes
and remonstrances. But inasmuch as it
was done for a humane and charitable pur-
pose, | said nothing publicly about it. |1
do not deny,” she added, “that my wo-
manly sympathies are with the South, and
that I often catch myself exidling over the
success ofthe Confederate arms, but this is
only when my reason is taken prisoner and
my judgment temporarily suspended at
the bidding of my sympathies, prejudices
and affections. | was born in the South.
From infancy to old age—for my days
now, you know, ‘are in the sere and yel-
low leaf,—my surroundings have all been
Southern. My relatives, my friends, and
more than all, my late loved and honored
husband, were all of that ‘sunny clime.’
Is it, then, reasonable to suppose that, ‘in
a moment, in the twinkling of an eye,
with the frosts of many winters upon my
head, I can throw off, as I would a gar-
ment, all the affections, all the endearing
associations, all the prejudices (if you
please) of a long life? No! No! this cau-
not be. And yet, dear Sir, notwithstand-
ing all this, I long, and pray, and yearn
for a restoration of my distracted country
to its former peaceful and happy condition;
for a restoration of the * Union as it was.’”

The words italicized in the above afford
a pretty direct clue to the alleged disloyal
proclivities of the venerable lady. ¢

Armstrong, the Rebel Dominie, before Gen-
eral Butler.

One of the most interesting cases that

came before General Butler to decide, in

respect to loyalty, was that of Rev. Geo. D.
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Armstrong, of Norfolk, Virginia, the same
clergyman upon whom sentence of impris-
onment at Fort Hatteras was pronounced,
for his rebel sentiments. An aide of Gen-
eral Butler conducted the first examina-
tion, but the General himself afterwards
made a careful personal investigation,
cross-questioning  Mr.  Armstrong very
closely.

General Butler—I perceive that in your
former examination you declined answer-
ing the question: ““Do you call yourself a
loyal man in letter and spirit to day?”

Mr. Armstrong—I1 do not decline to
answer now; if I were to put my own in-
terpretation upon it, I should say I am;
but | don’t know, Sir.

General—Well, Sir, perhaps 1 can
teach you. Now, Sir, what is the name
of that gentleman who had taken the oath,
and while coming out of the Custom
House with you, made the remark that he
“would like to spit upon the Northern
Yankees?'

Mr. A.—Mr. Charles Reid. | declined
to answer on my former examination, be-
cause | had not his consent to tell, Sir;
but since that, 1 have seen him, and he
has given me his consent to mention liis
name.

General—Where is Mr. Reid?

Mr. A.—He is in Norfolk.

General—(to an aid)—Telegraph to
Colonel Weldon, provost-marshal, Nor-
folk, to arrest Mr. Charles Reid and send
him here. He lives on Main street.

General—He stated that as he came
out from taking the oath?

Mr. A.—Yes, Sir.

General—With the oath fresh on his
lips and the words hardly dry in his mouth,
he said he “wanted to spit in the face of
the Northern Yankees!”

Mr. A.—Well, General, he took it with
the same view as | did.

General—I agree to that, Sir.

Mr. A.—I meant to say—

General—Stop, Sir, | don’t like to be
insulted. T ou said, Sir, that that infernal
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secessionist wanted to spit in the faces of
loyal men of this Union, and that you took
the oath with the same view as he did, or
rather he took it with the same view that
you did—it makes no difference which. |
agree, Sir, that you did. | have treated
you, Sir, during this interview, with pro-
priety and courtesy up to this moment,
and yet you, Sir, here tell me, in order to
clear this vile wretch, who shall be pun-
ished as he deserves, that you tpok the
oath to my Government with the same
view that he did.

Mr. A.—Well, Sir, it was a mortifying
fact to confess that we were a conquered
people, and it was the irritation growing
out of ihat fact.

General—You have not helped it, Sir.
You had not better go on in that direction
any further, Sir, for your own sake. Now,
Sir, while you did preach a very virulent
sermon upon ““The Victory of Manassas,”
at the recommendation of the Confederate
Congress, have you ever since preached
in your pulpit a sermon fin orable to the
Union cause, or one that would be likely
to please the loyal, and displease the dis-
loyal?

Mr. A.—No, Sir, | never have.

After some further sharp questioning,
the examination was continued aud con-
cluded as follows:

General—You said you looked upon the
hanging of John Brown as just and right,
because he interfered with the peace of

the country.
Mr. A.—Yes, Sir.

General—Very good, Sir. Now, then,
woidd you look upon the hanging of prom-
inent rebels, Jefferson Davis, for instance,
as just and right? You know that, the
rebels have ‘interfered with the peace of
the counirv’ and have caused rivers of
blood to flow tyliere John Brown only
caused pints. What do you say to that?

Mr. A.—I would not, Sir.

General—Are your sympathies with the
Union or the Confederate cause?

Mr. A.—V ith the Confederates.
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The examination was terminated by the
following order from the General:

“ Make an order that this man be com-
mitted to the guard-house in close confine-
ment, there to remain until further orders;
and send a copy of this examination to
the officer in command there.”

A “Long” Portrait.

Some curious reminiscences attach to
the career of Alexander Long, of Ohio,
whose well-known pro-southern speech
and course iu Congress, during the war,
raised him to such bad eminence.

lie was a candidate for Congress dur-
ing the dark days of 1862, when McClel-
lan retreated from the Peninsula, when
Pope transferred his head-quarters from
the saddle to the fortifications at Wash-
ington, and when Kirby Smith was be-
sieging Cincinnati—Alexander’s home,
lie was wonderfully patriotic ; was a mem-
ber of the military committee of Hamil-
ton County, and gave liberally totvard the
payment of bounty for recruits; he made
speeches urging men to enlist in the glo-
rious cause of his country; talked war,
and declared he was prepared to act war,
if his bleeding country demanded such a
sacrifice; and, by way of earnest, induced
a young law partner to enter the army;
he went around among his religious breth-
ren—for Alexander the Long was a de-
voted member of the church—and urged
them to support him from personal con-
siderations, as he was as good a war man
as his competitor—Gurley, the then sit-
ting member.

He held tickets all day at the polls in
his own Ward—tlfo Eighth—in Cincin-
nati ; and persistently importuned all his
friends and acquaintances to vote for him,
pledging his word that he was for the su]>
pression of the Rebellion at all hazards,
and declaring that to compromise with
traitors would be dishonorable in the high-
est degree.

Gurley had many enemies among mem-
bers of his own party, and the consequence
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was that Alexander the Long overreached
his rival, and was accredited a Represent-
ative from the lid Congressional District
of Cincinnati, by a majority of a little ris-
ing one hundred votes out of a poll, of
sixteen thousand.

A few days after his election, a good
brother in Alexander's church, who had
always been a Republican, but who had
voted for him out of personal considera-
tions, upon solicitation, and a pledge that
he was a good war man, called upon him
to offer congratulations. Alexander prof-
fered his hand, and vouchsafed one of his
best smiles; but he was a little horrified
when asked something about his views
relative to the details of the war.

1 had better not talk with you," said he;
“you arefor war—1 for pe>ke ; we can't
agree, and, as brethren in the church, we
should not quarrel.”

The “brother’ left the Congressman,
feeling that he had been completely sold,
and conveyed the intelligence to others,
who. like himself, had been deceived; and
they all resolved that never again should
personal considerations induce them to
vote for a doubtful candidate. The result
was, that at the succeeding election for
Governor, Brough, the straight Republi-
can candidate, carried the District by
about seven thousand majority.

Chronicles of a Railway Trip.

The ride over the Great Western road
was amusingly diversified one day by the
mouthings and antics of a big-whiskered,
French-brogue jackanapes, who claimed to
be a Southerner, and, of course, a rebel.
He met his match, however, and a big dog
under the wagon to spare, in the person
of a plain, intelligent looking, and gentle-
manly-appearing farmer from near Pon-
tiac, Michigan.

The “lordly Southron” opened the ball
with the farmer, by leading off in a “ for-
ward two ” movement upon the subject of
the rebellion. The farmer sat directly be-
hind the Southron, and the latter being
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anxious to know what “ you Yankees think
of us rebels,” the farmer retorted by as-
suring him that “ we think you are a mis-
erable set of rascals, and we mean to clean
you out.” This of course roused the ire
of ye rebel, and he began to make a lusty
display of tongue and muscle,—brandish-
ing his arms wildly, pulling off his over-
coat, advancing and then falling back gro-
tesquely, and exhausting the rebel vocab-
ulary of tirade and insult. The Michi-
gander remained all the while as calm and
composed as Bunker Hill monument, and
although some of the occupants of the car
were for holding back the French rebel,
yel Michigan bade them let him advance
just as soon as he pleased, or in any shape
he pleased.

Finding that bluff wouldn’t win, the
Frenchman began to plead that the sym-
pathy of the car was aga’”st him, but
boastingly said:

“T1be d—d if you can crash me, any
more than Abe Lincoln and the d—d
Yankees can crash the Southern Confecle-
racy.”

The old game of injured innocence and
Northern cruelty here began to manifest
itself, but it wouldn’t work in the least.
The Michigander carried too many Colum-
biads for the chivalry, and beat him on
every tack he took—muscle, cut-and-
thrast argument, and every other way.
Frenchy insisted that he must whip some-
body, even after he had blown off two or
three times, and apparently got cooled
down to milk heat—a new degree of Fah-
renheit, indicating a milk and water state
of mental temperature. Michigan put a
poser to him by inquiring:

“1f you are so full of fight, why don't
you go back South, and help your friends
out of their troubles! ”

Frenchy said he had been in the South-
ern service for fifteen months, and became
so enfeebled that he was discharged. (He
presented a Ifeeble’ picture, he did!)
Michigan assured him that from appear-
ances he had thoroughly recuperated, and
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as he was so full of fight, he ought to go
hack again now, and re-enter the service,
where he could have all the chance he
wanted, to whip somebody. Frenehy
couldn’t stand this kind of *lip,” and so lie
culminated all the mean things that he
could think of, by venting forth the fol-
lowing against his Michigan friend:

“My opinion of you is that you are a
miserable, ranting, black-hearted
.Yankee abolitionist,”

“ My opinion of you is,” retorted Mich-
igan, “that you are a sneaking, cowardly
rebel, and a God-forsaken man-stealer, and
a thief” (accent particularly heavy on the
last noun.)

“Right!” “right!” exclaimed several
who were within the car. The sympathy
was evidently with Michigan, and Freucliy
saw it and had to wilt.

A spruaj-looking little fellow ap-
proached Frencliy after the worst of the
storm was over, and informing him that he
was on his way to join the Federal Army,
and was anxious to obtain recruits, made
a vigorous appeal to Frencliy to go with
him and join our army, promising him a
handsome bounty, and a splendid chance
tor a fight. This was the last feather up-
on the camel’s back, and it broke Frenehy
*“ clean down.”

Billy Shelton, the Martyr Patriot Boy.

The sway of tlie rebels in East Ten-
nessee was characterized by a trail of
blood which flowed from the veins of men,
women and children alike. Tlie case of
poor little Billy Shelton, the patriot mar-
tyr boy, will never cease to be remem-
bered and wept over by every true Union
heart. He was but a mere child, only
twelve years old, but with five others was
ordered to kneel and receive the assas-
sin’s fire.  He implored the men not to
shoot him in the face. “ You have killed
my father and brothers,” said he, “you
have shot my father in the face; do not
shoot me in the face!” He covered his
face with his hands. The soldiers received
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the order to fire, and five more fell. Poor
little Billy was shot in both arms. He
then ran to an officer, clasped him around
the legs, and besought him to spare his
life: “You have killed my old father
and iny three brothers; you have shot me
in both arms—I forgive you all this—I
can get well. Let me go home to my
mother and sisters.” His appeal was dis-
regarded. The little boy was dragged to
the place of execution; again the stem
word “Fire!” was given, and he fell
dead, eight balls having entered his
body.

Memorable Interview at the White House.

As a bit of political history that will
always stand connected with the great
money crisis during the rebellion, the
change in the Treasury department caused
by the resignation of Secretary Chase,
may here be noticed, especially in its per-
sonal developments, showing that‘ all mer.
are but mortal.’

The President was very low-spirited on
Thursday—the day on which he sent in
the nomination of Dave Tod. The feel-
ing, whether well-founded or not, was uni-
versal in Congress, that for such a man to
succeed Mr. Chase was ruinous to the fi-
nances. On Thursday night Gov. Tod
sent his declination by telegraph—the
same as it was received by him. Mr.
Lincoln went to bed upon it, and, as he
said, before morning he was satisfied that
Pitt Fessenden was the man. Early Fri-
day he ordered the nomination to be made
out, and Major Hay took it down to the
Senate. Only five minutes after he had
left, Senator Fessenden entered the Presi-
dential apartment and was soon discussing
the “situation.” Mr. Lincoln did not tell
him wliat he had done, but discussed Mr.
Chase’s resignation for a short time and
then said:

““Mr. Fessenden, | have made a new
nomination this morning which I trust you
will approve; | have sent your own name
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The Senator was greatly surprised and
amazed. He replied:

* You must recall it; you can overtake
Hay with a messenger now if you will.
Please send for him at once for I can not
possibly undertake it. My health will
not permit me to flunk of it for a mo-
ment.”

But the President was firm. *“You
must take it,” he said, and later in the
day he sent word as follows: “ Tell Fes-
senden to stick.” Meantime telegram(
from all parts of the country came pour-
ing in upon him, congratulating him upon
his admirable selection. At night Mr.
Lincoln was in fine spirits, and he ex-
claimed to Mr. Seward who was present:

“The Lord has never yet deserted me,
and | did not believe he would this
time!”

The strain which the Ship of State
suffered during this sudden financial com-
plication will not be forgotten.

Master and Servant meeting! in a Strange
Place.

There is a quaint old negro to be seen
every day in the City Building Park, Cin-
cinnati, who is known and called by the
name of James Morgan. He acts as a
sort of Cerberus of the gates, or kind of
Major Domo of the grounds, sprinkling
water upon the grass when needed, and
clearing away the litter that accumulates
in the paths. Well, James was originally
a slave to the father of Morgan, the rebel
chief, but some years ago he contrived to
make his escape, and found his way to
Cincinnati, where he has lived ever since.
Hearing that his young master—the noto-
rious guerilla Morgan—was in the city
prison, he made application to the Chief
of Police to see him, and was admitted.
The General treated him warmly, shook
hands with him, and congratulated him
upon his having his freedom. “ Yes,
Massa John,” broke in Jim, “you mout
liab yourn too, if you hadn’'t gwine in to
broke up de Union; but you is in a tight
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place now, Massa John; you is in a tight
place now! Good, bye, Massa John!” and
Jhn swung away at his usual limping gait.

Beauty of Nullification and of the Guillotine.

Napoleon, on one occasion, when speak-
ing of the French Revolution, called it
“natre belle revolution’ This will do to go
along with a little occurrence in 1835,
soon after the excited times of nullifica-
tion.

Mr. Calhoun, in a conversation with

Senator—then Judge—Butler, repeatedly
called nullification a ‘ beautiful remedy.'

The assertion of State sovereignty, against
an unconstitutional act of Congress, ap-
peared beautiful hi the eyes of Mr. Cal-
houn.

“Mr. Calhoun,” replied Judge Butler,
“1 am as determined a nullifer as any one,
and | am as ready to go as far in the as-
sertion of State sovereignty as you can
possibly be(Judge Butler and many
others had, indeed, preceded Mr. Calhoun
in the open avowal of nullification,) but,
to save my life, 1 cannot see the beauty
of it. Nullification is all right, but as to
its being beautiful that is another thing.
It is not unreasonable to suppose that a
man might have replied to Napoleon—

“ Sire, whatever the French revolution
may have effected, leaving aside all dis-
cussions of this sort—to save my life, your
Majesty, as to the beauty of the guillotine,
I have never been able to see that!”

Stanton and the ““Old General.”

Secretary Stanton will be recognized
by all who ever saw him when in liis
prime, by the following portrait: Stout,
thick-set, about five feet eight inches high ;
hair and beard very black, the latter worn
thick and long; head set very erect on his
shoulders—if anything a little thrown
back; face round and solid in expression,
with blunt features; address prompt and
practical—voice full, distinct and unmusi-
cal. He never studied the art of pleasing
and this left him without the gift of pay-
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ing compliments in conversation. An ex-
hibition of his thoughtlessness in this re-
gard was exhibited when the officers of
the army called to pay their respects to
him on his induction into the War De-
partment. An officer well sprinkled with
gray, but yet with quite a vigorous step
and clear eye, was presented to Mr. Stan-
ton. The latter recognized him, and shook
him warmly by the hand, saying: “ 1 re-
member you well. 1 saw you many years
ago, when you were in the prime of life,
and | was a little boy about so high,”—
and the new Secretary measured with his
hand, as he said this, an imaginary lad of
not over ten years old. The sturdy old
General turned and walked off without a
word in reply, evidently not disposed to
regard himself so ‘old’ as Mr. Stanton’s
remarks would have implied.

Quality of Secessionist Oaths.

The following conversation, which oc-
curred not far from Nashville, Tenn., will
give some idea of the estimation in which
the oath of allegiance to the United States
is held by many of the chivalry. A
wealthy secessionist, of high social posi-
tion, was summoned as a witness before a
military board:

Officer—Are you a loyal man?

Secessionist.—I have taken the oath.

Offi—Are you a friend to the Federal
Government?

Secess.—I cannot say that I am.

Offi—Well, then, are you a friend of
the Southern Confederacy?

Secess.—Yes, | am.

Offi.—And you want its armies to whip
ours?

Secess—I have always lived in the
South; all my property is here, 1 have
sons in tlie Confederate army, and it is
natural that | should have a desire for our
side to succeed.

Offi—So you want the Confederacy to
succeed ?

Secess.—Yes, | do.

offi—Well, Sir, you have a strange

THE BOOK OF ANECDOTES OF THE REBELLION. -

misconception of your oath of allegiance.
You have solemnly sworn to support the
United States, and now you avow that you
are for the Eebel Confederacy. This
is nothing but perjury. 1 sliall have to
commit you for trial.

Backing the Commander-iu-Chief.

The story seems to have become quite
a favorite one, that a well known Senator
took it into his head to have a special in-
terview with the President, in order to ask
a change in acerta in particular, relative to
military operations. The President agreed
that it was a good one, and promised that
he would make it. Some time, however,
intervened, and nothing was done, when
the Senator again visited the executive
mansion, and accosted the President with,
“Well, 1 see you have not made tlie
change.’ “No, Sir, General Halleck
would not consent.” “Well, then, why
don’t you dispose of Halleck, if lie is al-
ways in the way?” “Well,” said the
President, “ the fact is, the man who has
no friends should be taken care of.” The
Senator retired, appreciating the Presi-
dent’s dry compliment to the Commauder-
in-Chief

Big Job in Prospect.

A brisk and spirited dialogue was that
which took place between an East Tennes-
seean loyalist and a Mississippi * Butter-
nut’ who had been taken prisoner and
brought into Federal custody.

“What do you expect to do with us
Southerners ?” asked the Mississippian.

“Why, we mean to whip you, Sir; we
mean to whip you badly,” replied the loy-
alist.

“ But if you are so sure you can whip
us, why is it that you have to call in the
niggers to help you out of the scrape ?”

“Why, our white men are too valuable
to risk in battles against rebels. We
want to save 'em, Sirl But niggers are
plenty good enough to shoot traitors with.
We mean to save our white folks, and
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whip you, like the very devil, with your
own niggers. And the niggers will do the
job up brown. Before the war is over,
they will knock the liandsights off you,
and we intend to stand by and see the job
well done!”

Garrison at the Grave of Calhoun.

One of the most impressive scenes—be-
cause so eminently historical—growing
out of the war of the rebellion, was that
of William Lloyd Garrison, the life-long
Abolition Agitator, upon whose head a
price in southern gold had for more than a
quarter of a century rested, standing at
the grave of the great Apostle of Slavery
and Secession, John C. Calhoun. It was
on the very morning, too, April fifteenth,
1860, when Abraham Lincoln died. The
cemetery where the mighty senator’s re-
mains repose is a small one, opposite St.
Philip’s church, in the heart of the city
of Charleston; and the monument of the
great advocate of slavery and nullification
is built of brick and covered with a large,
plain slab of marble, inscribed with the
simple name—Caliiocn. He who sleeps
beneath was the very soul of the ““pecul-
iar institution,” when Garrison began his
intense warfare against it. The latter
had now lived to see the power of his
great antagonist pass away, and just as the
illustrious Emancipator, who gave to the
system its final blow, was breathing his
last, Garrison laid his hand upon the
monument before him, and said, impres-
sively, “ Down into a deeper grave than
this, slavery has gone, and for it there is
no resurrection.” It was a scene, take it
for all in all, that a painter might well
attempt to reproduce upon canvass.

War Dispatches in Church.
Having been requested by President
Lincoln to proceed to Fort Sumter, and
deliver an oration on the fourteenth of
April, 1865, at the unfurling of the na-
tional flag once more over that renowned
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notice of the fact from his pulpit, on
the Sabbath previous, in the following
words:

“1 am called to accompany the mem-
bers of the Government and the officers
of the army, as they go to lift again, over
the ruins of Fort Sumter, our national
ensign. At other times, when the pros-
pect of any such mission seemed to me
almost  visionary—remote, certainly—I
spoke of it with some jubilation; but as
the thmg itself draws near, it comes with
solemn shadows to me. And the sense
of the magnitude of the work that seem-
ingly, then, like a girdle, will have clasped
itself upon this nation, and buckled itself
in peace, so impresses me, that the great-
ness of the mission seems such that,
though | am unaccustomed to tremor, my
soul trembles within me. There will be
many that will go to participate in that
solemn and wonderAd event in the history
of this people; and 1 should be sorry if
there was one that went with any other
feeling than that of the most profound
Christian patriotism. And if any man
goes, supposing that he accompanies me
upon an errand of triumph and exaltation
over a fallen foe, he does not know the
first letter of my feelings. For I go as a
brother, to say to brethren misled, ‘ I ap-
peal to you from yourselves, and from the
day of your information to the better day
of your knowledge.” 1 go, not to triumph
over the South, but to Xy to them, * Breth-
ren, after four long years of blood and
darkness, we bring back to you the same
hearts of love that you smote at in the
beginning of this conflict, and are your
brethren still, if ye will.” If there be
any minded in that spirit, let them go;
and those that may not go, let them tarry
at home, praying the blessing of God to
rest, not upon the North, but upon this
whole undivided land.”

When he had closed the sermon of the
morning—the subject of which was, the
Body-man and the Soul-man, or, the Old

spot, Bev. Henry Ward Beecher gave|Man and the New Man,—and sat down,

10
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and when the singing was about to com-
mence, Mr. Beecher rose and said—

“Stop! Turn to ‘* America.” We will
sing that; and 1 will read a telegraphic
dispatch that I have just received, while
you are finding the place! ”

The reading of the dispatch—which
was from the Secretary of War to Mr.
Beecher, and which announced the trium-
phant success of the National forces under
General Grant—was greeted with pro-
longed and enthu-
siastic applause.—
When the excite-
ment, which was
very intense, had
subsided, and quiet
was restored, Mr.
Beecher said —
“The Old Man is
being conquered,
and the New Man
of Liberty is going
to rule after this.”
America was then
sung with a depth
of feeling such as
the occasion may
be supposed to have
inspired, after which the congregation was
dismissed, by the pastor, with these words:

“In the name of Almighty God, of
Justice, and of Humanity, now, men, go,
and be worthy of your country 3 ”

Accommodating Himself to Circumstances.

Immediately after the battle of Prairie
Grove, some rebel officers of rank were
sent up to Cane Hill, Arkansas, to nego-
tiate for exchange of prisoners. It was
during their visit that the amusing scene
narrated below occurred:

In a small building close on the only
street of that crooked village, three Con-
federate officers, in their best gray uniform,
were sitting on one side of a table, and
three Federal officers, in blue, on the other.
An old gray-headed and gray-bearded man
came to the door, and incontinently walked
in, with the query—
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“ Es this the Provo’s offis ?”

He was dressed in brown homespun,
and had an old white wool hat on his
head, tied on with a handkerchief, and he
leaned on a brown stick.

“Es this the Provo’s offis?
pass.”

Some one here attempted to explain to
the old gentleman that he was in the
wrong shop ; but the old fellow, who was
a little deaf, it seems, mistook this as a

I want a

Acnunmudatiug Himself to Circumstances.

hesitation to give him what he wanted.

“1'm a good I'yal citizen. I've got my
perfection papers. I've ben to get paid
for my forage. It's all right.”

There wras a slight inclination to laugh
by several present; but the old gentleman
continued to make the most earnest pro-
testations as to his “ I'yalty.”

u Look here, my friend,” said Colonel
W------ , with a smile, “you had better take
care what you say about loyalty. Look
at these gentlemen”—pointing over the
table—*“ don’t you see they are Southern
officers?”

The old man’'s band trembled as he
now adjusted a dilapidated pair of spec-
tacles to his eyes, and closely exam-
ined the gray uniforms wdth the velvet
collars and brass stars. His hands trem-
bled more violently. For the time being
be seemed to forget the place aud surround-
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ings in his fear and bewilderment. At
last, in great distress, he turned to the
gentlemen, and began to stammer out his
explanations:

“Well, gentlemen, I didn’t think. 1—
I didn't mean any thing. I've allers ben
a Southern man. I've jest got one son,
and he’s with Marmaduke. The only
other man grown that's fit for sarvice is
my darter’s husband and he’s with Rec-
tor, and—and—"

“Hold on, old fellow!” cried Colonel
W------ , “what about your being a loyal
citizen ?”

“Will you inform me,” asked Colonel
P----- , who sat next to Colonel W------ ,
““who paid you for your forage?”

The old man turned to look at t’other
side of the table. Again he adjusted his
spectacles, and looked at the blue coats,
and in an agony of distress he took off
his spectacles and his handkerchief and
hat, and while he leaned on both hands on
the table, the tears ran down the wrinkles
of his old face.

“Well, well, gentlemen,” he at last
found words to say, “you go on an’ fight
it out among yourselves. 1 can live in
any government.”

Important Witness on the Stand.

In a council held in the city of Charles-
ton, just preceding the attack on Fort
Sumter, two commissioners were appointed
to go to Washington; one on the part of
the army from Fort Sumter, and one on
the part of the Confederates. The Lieu-
tenant who was designated to go for the
Loyalists said it seemed to him that it
would he oflittle use for him to go, as his
opinion was immovably fixed in favor of
maintaining the government in whose ser-
vice he was employed. Then Governor
Pickens took him aside, detaining, for an
hour and a half, the railroad train that was
to convey them on their errand. He
opened to him the whole plan and secret
of the Southern conspiracy, and said to
him, distinctly and repeatedly—for it was
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needful, he said, to lay aside disguises,—
that the South had never been wronged,
and that all their pretences of grievance
in the matter of tariffs, or anything else,
were invalid.

“ But,” said Governor Pickens, “we
must carry the people with us; and we
allege these things, as all statesmen do
many things that they do not believe, be-
cause they are the only instruments by
which the people can he managed.”

Governor Pickens then and there de-
clared that the two sections of country
were so antagonistic in ideas and policies,
that they could not live together,—that it
was foreordained that northern and south-
ern men must keep apart on account of
differences in ideas and policies, and that
all the pretences of the South about wrongs
suffered were but pretences, as they very
well knew.

Brief but Eventful History.

The history of a Federal soldier, named
Robert Lane, who entered the service as
a private'in Loomis’s battery, has some
features which characterize it as one of
extraordinary qualities. Briefly summed
up, Lane’s chronicles, military and other-
wise, may be given as follows: After
being a member of the above-named com-
pany nearly a year, he was discharged for
physical disability. He then returned to
the city of Detroit, where, however, his
stay was limited, and the next heard of
him he was in Nashville, connected with
some sutler. Shortly after this he was
acting as chief clown in a circus—swal-
lowed the sword, and performed other
gastronomic feats of more or less wonder-
ful nature. After this, according to re-
port, he entered a Kentucky regiment of
cavalry, but soon closed his connection
with this troop, whether by discharge or
desertion isnot known. When next heard
from he was a sergeant in an Indiana regi-
ment of Infantry, from which he deserted
to enlist in another, in which greater boun-
ties were paid. Another regiment, offer-
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ing a still higher bonus, induced him to
risk the chances again. He did so, and
the next heard of him he was a prisoner
in the Indiana penitentiary, awaiting court
martial for his numerous enlistments.
The trial resulted in conviction, and he
was sentenced to be shot The extreme
penalty, however, was commuted by the
President to one year's hard labor with
chain and ball.

Rather Doubtful Allegiance.

The capture of the Confederate General
Jeff Thompson revived many anecdotes
of his eccentricities of speech and man-
ner. The General is a great talker, and
is bound to tell a good thing, no matter
whom it hits. On his arrival at Pilot
Knob, Missouri, as a prisoner, he had a
long conversation with General Fisk, the
commander at that post Jeff swore on
his honor that the Confederacy was a sure
thing, bound to succeed, and all that He
continued : “ But confound these fellows
in south-east Missouri! When 1 was
cavorting around Bird’s Point two years
ago they were all friendly enough; but as
I came through the country here as a pris-
oner, and told a few of them that I sup-
posed they were right yet, hang me if they
didn’t have to stop and think which oaih
of allegiance they took last!”

No Heart in the Cause.

A young man, about twenty years of
age, of marked intelligence and pleasing
address, made his appearance one day in
Louisville, as a refugee from the South,
and from the rebel army, into whose ser-
vice he had been drawn. He described
himself as of wealthy parentage, and, be-
fore the war, was the idolized heir of a
large plantation in the vicinity of Charles-
ton, South Carolina. He served nearly
two years in the rebel army, but, having
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no heart in the cause, he concluded to
break off, leave his native sunny dime)
and find a home beneath the colder skies
of the North. W.ith this determination,
and having but a scanty wardrobe in his
possession, he bade adieu to Charleston,
and set out on foot on liis weary journey
North. He dared not travel on the public
thoroughfares, for he knew the relentless
conscripting officers would not let him
pass. He therefore pursued his lonely
journey along unfrequented paths, often
making his bed on the ground, with only
the starry canopy for a covering. Weary
steps lengthened into weary miles, and he
finally arrived in Louisville, Kentucky,
having traveled the whole of the distance,
excepting about forty miles, on foot from
Charleston.

Wash Litchtiter, one of Morgan’s Converts.

Wash Litchtiter, of Indiana, was con-
verted from secesh into a warm Union
man. Wash had been flogged once or
twice for cheering for Jeff Davis, but he
stuck to liis principles. One day Morgan
and his band of thieves came along, and
Wash gave them a cordial welcome. He
brought out all the liquoi- he had and
treated them well; told them how he
loved the South, and hoped that the Yan-
kees would be whipped out. The banditti
then asked him for money. He begged
off, but Morgan said, “ Come, old Butter-
nut, shell out; we want all the spondulics
you've got!”

Wash had to put his nose to the grind-
stone this time, and fork over; he was
however so slow about it that they pitched
in and gave him a thrashing, and then
earned off everything he had. Wash
went in for a ‘ vigorous prosecution of the
war’ ever after, and was mighty glad
when Morgan went to the State prison,
where all such fellows belong.
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PART SECOND

ANECDOTES OF THE REBELLION—VOLUNTEERING, DRAFTING,
COMMUTING, SUBSTITUTING, DESERTING, ETC.

Noble Instances of Rallying to the Ranks, and of Enlistment among the Aged an»

Young;, Hearings, Ludicrous and Perplexing, before the Commissioners; Raw

Recruits and Eccentric Characters; Applicants for Exemption ; Ruses and Quib-

bles to Escape Duty—Strange Phenomena of Nativity, Age, and Infirmities; Be-

wildered Surgeons; Luckless Conscripts; Rare Brokerage and Bounty Dealings;

Flush Purses, Hardships and Miseries ; Side-shaking Gaieties, Jests, Puns, &c., &c.

“ Sound, bugle, Sound! aud rally round
The Star-flag of the Free! ”
““ Lock the ehop and lock the store,
Chalk this down upon the door—
* We've enlisted for the war ’

Put it through! ”

When the order came for me to joiu my company, eir, I was plowing in the sate field in Concord where my grand-

father was plowing when the British fired on the Massachusetts men at Lexington.

did not, sir.— Concord (Mass.) Volunteer.

He did not wait a minute; and |

1 can’t do anything for him, but I'll tell you what I'll do for you: In case he’s drafted aud gets killed,—I'll marry
you myselil—Gov. Ton, of Ohio, to an aged woman soliciting her husband's exemption.

Heis myall, but I freely give him to my country__ Consent ofa Maine motherfor her ‘only boy," a minor, to enlist.

How does he Grow 'Em P

old colored female
one day approached
Howard's column of
Sherman’s Georgia
army, aud entering
into conversation, ex-
pressed great sur-
prise as to where
they all came from.
A wag informed her
that old Lincoln had a very productive
field away up North, where he raised them
at the rate of a million per year. Turn-
ing up her white eyes in blank astonish-
ment, she exclaimed:—
“ For de Lord’s sake, you don't say so!
How does he grow 'em?”
*0h,” was the reply, “ that is very sim-
ple. He gathers up all the dead rebels

from the battle fields, plants them down
in Massachusetts—after a while they be-
gin to sprout, and the moment they see a
chicken they make for it, when Lincoln’s
provost guard catches them and grafts
them into the army.”

“Bless ye, say so! And are you 'uns
dead rebels?” replied the bewildered
creature, completely transfixed to the spot
where she stood.

“No, we used to be, hut we're now live
Yankees. I'm Bishop Polk, who preached
down here in Dixie.”

*“ De debil you aire!” exclaimed the now
excited wench—* and what are you doin’

here? Come after Misses Bishop and de
chilen ?”
“No  --—-- the children!” was the

profane reply; “we've come to assist in
whaling-— out of Jeff Davis.”
“You'll hab to cotch him fust,” was the
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quick response; “guess it's done gone
job.”

“Well, we'll see,” said the soldier; “it's
a race between us aud the devil, and may
be Old Nick will win the heat.”

“ How does he grow 'em ?”

“ Should’nt wonder. Dis nigger don’t
care neder,” remarked the dusky matron,
as she right-wheeled and double-quicked
it back to the house.

Old Men Turning Out when England
Pitches In.

The attention of traveler on oue of the
Western railroads was considerably at-
tracted, one day, by the appearance of a
rather oldish man among a company of
recruits for the Seventeenth (Irish) Wis-
consin regiment, who were on board the
ears, on the way to camp; he gave his
name, as follows—

“My name is Rufus Brockway, and |
am in the seventieth year of my age. |
am a. Yankee from the State of Now
Hampshire; was a volunteer in the last
war with England for nearly three years.
I have served under Gens. Izard, McNeil,
and Macomb, being transferred from one
command to another, as the circumstances
then required. | was at the battle of
Plattsburg, at the battle of French Creek
in Canada, and at the battle of Chateau-
gay, on the fourteenth day of October,
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1813, and was present at the surrender
of McDonough.

I am now a farmer, in the town of Bea-
ver Dam, Dodge county, and, with my
son, the owner of three hundred acres of
land ; my son was a volunteer in the Fed-
eral army at the battle of Bull Run, had
Ids nose badly barked and his hips broken
in and disabled for life, by a charge of the
rebel cavalry, and now | am going to see
if the rebels cau bark the old man’s nose.

| tell you (said the old man,) if Eng-
land pitches in, you'll see a great many
old men like me turning out, but the great-
est of my fears is, that | shall not be per-
mitted to take an active part iu the present
war.”

It was the opinion entertained by all
those who listened to the old man’s re-
marks, that, if he ever should be “per-
mitted” to be in an engagement with the
enemy, he would ““take an active part,"
and not be found to have received any
wound in the back,—but on the “nose ”
side, rather.

Two Desertions—A Double Trag-edy.

A striking and most sad illustration of
the effects of civil war in the domestic and
affectioual sphere is that which the follow-
ing event discloses. A lady had resided
with an only daughter for many years in
Alexandria. In the course of time, a
mutual friend introduced a young gentle-
man of his acquaintance, belonging to
Riclimond, to the family. The young peo-
ple soon became quite intimate in their
social relations, and, very naturally, fell in
love. The parents on both sides consent-
ing, the parties were betrothed, and the
marriage day fixed for the fourth of July.
In the meantime, however, the Virginians
weir called upon to decide on which side
they woidd range themselves in the great
political and military conflict then spread-
ing its dark wings over the land. The
ladies declared themselves heartily on the
side of the Government, but the gentle-
man joined the forces of his State. Such
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was the rapid and widening progress of
events, that no opportunity was afforded
for any interchange of sentiments between
the young folks, or anything settled as to
their future movements. Matters thus re-
mained till the fourth of July, when, ex-
actly within an hour of the time originally
fixed for the marriage, intelligence was
received at the residence of the ladies that
the young man had been shot by a sentry
two days before, while attempting to desert
and join his bride. His betrothed dkl not
shed a tear at this sudden and overwhelm-
ing information; but,standing erect,smiled,
and then remarking to her mother, “I am
going to desert, too,” fell to the floor, while
the blood bubbled from her lips, and she
was soon in the embrace of death.

Jenkins’'s Diode of Paroling Deserters.

Notwithstanding the sympathy excited
in behalf of the people of Hagerstown, at
the time of the rebel raid upon them, some
of the inhabitants were observed to receive
the rebels with joy, spreading before them
the best to be obtained for the morning
meal.

On Tuesday, about noon, a lieutenant
and five men, wearing the uniform of Un-
ion soldiers, crept out of some of the
houses of the town where they had been
concealed, and delivered themselves up.
When they made their appearance before
General Jenkins, the following conversa-
tion occurred:—

Jenkins.—Halloa! who are you, and
where did you come from ?

Lieutenant.—We belong to the Union
army, or did belong to it, but we don’t
wish to fight any longer against our South-
ern brethren; so when our forces left here,
we staid behind, and to-day we came out
to be paroled.

1 Jenkins.—What did you say about
““Southern brethren?” By if 1
thought J had a twenty-fifth cousin who
was as white-livered as you are, I would
kill him and set him up in my barnyard to
make sheep own their births. I'll show
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you how | parole such pukes as you are.
You are too miserable to be paroled in
military style.

So saying, he ordered a detail of six
men and a sergeant—*“ good lusty fellows,
with thick boots”—who paroled the re-
creant federals to the west border of the
town, where the paroling process ceased,
and the detail and crowd came back highly
pleased with Jenkins’s mode of paroling
cowards of that genus.  Jenkins’s military
stomach was just then in poor condition for
rabbit flesh.

Dlarian and her Brave Boy In Blue.

An affair which took place in connec-
tion with the First regiment of Michigan
engineers and mechanics, goes far to illus-
trate the old and never-questioned proverb
that “when a woman will, she will, depend
on't,” &c.

In the fall of 18G1, a young man con-
ceived the idea ofjoining the above-named
regiment. He had previously formed the
acquaintance ol”a young girl living in the
same village, whose proper name was Ma-
rian Green—and, in fact, became enamored
of her. They were engaged to be mar-
ried, and she protested against his going
into the army. He, however, had made
up his mind to go, and go he did. She
threatened to follow, but was finally pre-
vailed upon to remain at home, which,
however, she only consented to do after a
solemn promise that her “brave boy in
blue ” would ever cherish and regard her
as his affianced. The following Decem-
ber, Marian Green bade good-bye to her
lover at Ypsilanti, having gone there to
see him “off for the wars.”

Letters passed regularly, for months,
between the parties, but Marian grew tired
of being absent from her lover, and finally
resolved to join him. This time she kept
the matter a profound secret. An oppor-
tunity was soon offered, and she set her
wits to work to accomplish her long-desiied
wish. By an arrangement known only to
herself and a certain surgeon, she man-
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aged to enlist in a detachment that was
subsequently recruited for the regiment,
and in the summer of 1862, she, together
with many other new recruits, joined the
main organization, then engaged in rebuild-
ing some biidges on the Memphis and
Charleston railroad.

Although Marian had informed her
parents that she was going to leave home
on a Vvisit to some friends in Illinois, she
was soon missed, and anxious inquiries
were made concerning her prolonged ab-
sence from home. No tidings of her could
be learned, and the sorrow-stricken parents
remained ignorant of her whereabouts un-
til she suddenly made her appearance in
person, having apparently enjoyed soldier
life amazingly. She, owing to her boyish
appearance, while with the regiment man-
aged to avoid the more arduous labors in-
cident to that organization, and thus was
enabled to bear up under the fatigue and
exertions of a soldier’s life.

As letters m-itten by her lover remained
unanswered, save by her jirents, he be-
came sad and lonely. Could she have
deserted him and eloped with another, after
having so frequently assured him to the
contrary? He could not, for a moment,
entertain any such idea. That she would
eventually prove true to her declarations,
he felt no doubt. Strange forebodings,
however, crept over his mind, and so
worked upon his feelings that, in the fall,
he was taken sick, aud was sent to the
hospital.

But imagine liis surprise, when, after a
day or two in his dreary quarters, a familiar
countenance there met his anxious gaze.
It was none other than the one he cher-
ished so much—that of Marian Green.
What transpired at the recognition of each
other at tliat time and place may possibly
be imagined, but would be difficult to de-
scribe.  Suffice it to say, however, that
mutual explanations followed never to re-
veal the discovery then and there made.
Months passed on, and still Marian Green
remained in the hospital, kindly nursing
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the patients. She kept her sex a secret
for atime, and would doubtless have done
so for the whole term of her enlistment,
had not the young man himself proved
recreant to his trust. He wrote a letter to
her parents, informing them of the dis-
covery, and they soon found means to
bring home their long-lost daughter. ~ She
was loth to depart for home, but obedience
to her parents rendered it necessary that
she should lose no time in doing their bid-
ding, especially since her sex had been
discovered.

In due course of time her lover returned
home, and Marian Green, learning that a
portion of the regiment had been dis-
charged, proceeded to Detroit, where she
met the idol of her heart. A justice of the
peace was soon visited, and the happy pair
were made one.  After the ceremony, they
returned home to the inland town from
whence they came, with their hearts full
of joy and their pockets lined with green-
backs.

All this was accomplished by Marian
Green’s enlistment as one of Uncle Sam's
“brave boys in blue.”

Taken In and Done For.

An entertaining affair occurred at the
Provost Marshal’s office in Springfield,
Massachusetts, illustrating the truth of the
well-known adage, “the best laid schemes
o’ mice and men,” &c. A citizen of that
place, desiring to put a representative into
the grand army, bargained for one at nine
hundred and fifty dollars with the brokers
who hung around the office, ready to ““take
in and do for” any timid wight wishing to
be patriotic by proxy. Twro or three can-
didates were examined, and rejected, and
the buyer was about to withdraw in de-
spair, when the brokers announced that for
nine hundred and seventy-five dollars they
could “stop a man”—a healthy darkey,
who was on his way North, but could be
induced to enlist in Springfield, for the sum
named. )

The money was promised, and soon the
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substitute elect was produced, bearing a
letter from his employer—a Captain in a
returned Massachusetts regiment—to the
Provost Marshal, stating that the boy, his
servant, brought from Dixie, wished to go
as a soldier, and that the money he re-
ceived was to be placed in a savings-bank
for his benefit. This philanthropy on the
Captain’s part met the approval of the
board of enrollment, the young contraband
proved to be able-bodied, and, as the sequel
shows, of sound ana disposing mind also.

While undergoing the usual sharp ques-
tioning characteristic of the Marshal’s of-
fice, it came out that two hundred dollars
was the sum total which he was to receive,
while the disinterested Captain and the
brokers were graciously to pocket the dif-
ference. Furthermore, he did not wish to
go as ““sub” for any man, but it was his
delight to march and fight as a Yankee
volunteer,—and draw the bounties incident
thereto. He was accordingly enlisted as
he wished, and when the c'tizen and brokers
came for their expected papers, they were
politely informed that the intended “sub”
was already a soldier in the service of the
United States. The citizen cursed his
luck, the brokers gave vent to their wrath
in true Flemish style, and claimed the boy
to return to the man who “ owned him.”
Property in man not being recognized in
the Marshal’s office, he was not given up,
and the brokers went their way, sadder
but wiser men, threatening never to bring
another “ sub” to that office till “ this mat-
ter was made right.” The lofty indigna-
tion of the Captain on ascertaining the
failure of his nice little project for filling
his purse, would have overwhelmed any
smaller men than those same United States
officials, and the depth of his patriotism
was sounded when he declared that he
would not have allowed his servant to en-
list had he been informed of the inten-
tion.

The new recruit was jubilant over his
unexpected good fortune, and, determined
to make the mostofhis opportunities, elected
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to go as a volunteer for one of the wards
of the city, receiving thereby the ward and
city bounties, which, with the State and
Government bounties, made him up a
purse of nearly one thousand dollars.
Could he have now found a dark-skinned
beauty, willing to have foregone the pleas-
ures of honey-moon, he would have en-
tered into partnership, sharing fame and
fortune, for the benefit of the State aid
that a married man is entitled to. The
last that was seen of the shrewd volunteer,
he was marching through Boston with his.
“ knapsack strapped upon his back,” having
given to his former master and Captain a
generous gratuity ns a “ memento nigri.”

All a Mother Can Do.

At the time of the first call for volun-
teers to strike down the rebellion, a ma-
tronly lady, accompanied by her son, a fine
youth of about nineteen years, entered a
gun-store on Broadway, New York, and
purchased a full outfit for him.  Selecting
the best weapons and other articles for a
soldier’s use, that could be found in the
store, she paid the bill, remarking, with
evident emotion, * This, my son, is all that
I can do. 1 have given you up to serve
your country, and may God go with youl
It is all a mother can do.” The scene at-
tracted considerable attention, and tearfril
eyes followed that patriotic mother and
her son, as they departed from the place.

Maiden, Wife, Volunteer and Widow—Love
and Patriotism.

An undaunted woman was Mary Owens.
This remarkable person accompanied her
husband to the army, fought by his side
until he fell by the hand of his country’s
enemy, and then returned home in full
uniform, to tell the adventurous tale of her
devotion and sufferings. She was in the
service eighteen months, took part in three
battles, and was wounded twice,—first in
the face above the right eye, and then in
her arm; this required her to be taken to
the hospital, where she was obliged to con-
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fess her true sex and the circumstances
of her being in the ranks. She had en-
listed in the town of Danville, Montour
county, Pennsylvania, under the name of
John Evans, and gave as her reason for
such a romantic and hazardous undertak-
ing, the fact that her father was uncom-
promising in liis hostility to her marriage

Love and Patriotism.

with Mr. Owens, threatening violence in
case she disobeyed his commands ; where-
upon, after having been secretly married,
she donned the United States uniform, en-
listed in the same company with her hus-
band, endured all the hardships of the
camp, and the dangers of the field, saw her
husband fall dead by her side, and return-
ed home wounded and a widow—young,
rather pretty, and, of course, the heroine
of the neighborhood. Though of Welsh
parentage, she was a genuine /Tankee in
patriotism and “ smartness.”

Got the Point Twisted Around Wrong;.

A rural conscript appeared before the
Eastern Board of Enrolment, Prov idence,
Rhode Island, and desired to be exempted
forthwith, in order that heflight return
to his country home. “What are your
claims?” demanded the Doctor, “/'m en-
tirely dependent upon my motherfor sup-
port/” was the innocent reply. Where-
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upon, thus the Doctor rejoined, while a
smile faintly illumined the face of the
Board: “1am happy to assure you, my
honest-heartfed friend, that the Govern-
ment is prepared at once to relieve your
mother of so unsuitable a burden, anti as-
sume your entire charge and expenses
during the next three years, without the
slightest recourse to the maternal fount for
support or succor.” The young draftee
appeared a little bewildered, and, referring
to the papers to ascertain what was the
matter, found that the humanitarian clause
in the Enrolment Act was not precisely
in his favor, though he had thought it to
be. He had innocently got the point
twisted round just contrary to its word
and intent, and found, greatly to liis—
‘satisfaction,” that he was just the kind
of young buck to do his country a favor.

No Fancy for Salt Pork, Hard Tack, and
Mime Pullets.

Katie Maxwell, with as loyal a spirit in
her bosom as ever an American maiden
owned, sat knitting alone in the parlor
one evening; she heard the bell ring, and
knew by the sound whose hand had pulled
thewire. Her fingers grew unsteady, aud
she began to drop stitches.  So she let the
stocking upon winch she was at work fall
into her lap. She sat very still nony, her
heart beating strongly. The heavy tread
of George Mason was in the hall. Then
the door opened, mid the young man en-
tered. She did not rise. In fact, so
strong was her inward disturbance that
she felt the necessity for remaining as ex-
ternally quiet as possible, in order to keep
from betraying her actual state of mind.

“ Good evening,” said Mason, almost
gaily, as he stepped into the room. Then
pausing suddenly, and lifting both hands
in mock surprise, he exclaimed,

““Blue yarn and soldiers’ stockings—
blue yarn and soldiers’ stockings! Oh,
Katie Maxwell!”

Katie did not move nor reply. Her
heart was fluttering when he came in, but
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in an instant it regained an even beat.
There was more in his tone even than in
his words. The clear; strong eyes were
on his face.

“Ha! ha!” he laughed, gaily, now ad-
vancing until he had come within a few
feet of the maiden. Then she rose and
moved hack a pace or two, with a strange,
cold dignity of manner that surprised her
visitor.

“What a good actress you would make!”
he said, still speaking lightly, for he did
not think her in earnest. “A Goddess of
Liberty! Here is my cane; raise your
stocking and the representation will be
perfect.”

“1 am not acting, George.”

She spoke with an air of severity that
sobered him.

“You are not?”

“No; | cautioned you this morning
about trifling with things which should
be held out of the region of trifling,” she
answered steadily; “If you are not suffi-
ciently inspired with love of country to
lift an arm in her defense, don’t, |1 pray
you, hinder, with light words even, the
feeble service that a woman’s hands may
render. | am not a man, and can not,
therefore, fight for liberty and good gov-
ernment, but what | am able to do | am
doing from a state of mind that is hurt
by levity. 1 am in earnest; if you are
not, it is time that you looked down into
your heart and made some effort to under-
stand its springs of action. You are of
man’s estate, you are in good health, you
are not trammeled by any legal or social
hindrances. Why, then, are you not in
the field, George Mason? | have asked
myself a hundred times since morning this
question, and can reach no satisfactory
answer.”

Katiq Maxwell stood before the young for life, if Ute nation will take me.

man like one inspired, her eyes flashing,
her face in a glow, her lips firmly set but
arched, her slender form drawn up to its
full height, almost imperiously.
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“ In the field!” he said in astonishment,
and not without confusion of manner.

“Yes, in the field! in arms for your
country!”

He shrugged his shoulders with an
affected indifference that was mingled with
something of contempt, saying blandly—
for he did not give himself space to re-
flect—

“I've no particular fancy for salt pork,
hard tack, and Minie bullets.”

“Nor | for cowards! ” exclaimed Katie,

borne away by her feelings; and she
pointed sternly to the door.
The young man went out. ~ As she shut

the door she sank into the chair from
which she had arisen, weak and quivering.
The blue yam stocking did not grow un-
der her hand that night; but her fingers
moved with unwearied diligence through
all the next day, and a soldier’s sock, thick,
and soft, and warm, was laid beside her
father's plate when he came to the even-
ing meal. Very sweet were the approv-
ing sentences that fell from his lips, and
they had balm in them for the pain which
had wrought at her heart for many hours.

For Life, if the Nation will Take Me.

On the Sunday afternoon after the fall
of Fort Sumter, Theodore Winthrop was
walking with a friend in the woods upon
Staten Island, near his home. No man
could have a clearer conception of the
significance of that event. An American
in the noblest sense, he felt that the time
had come in which the nation’s liberties
could be maintained only as they were
won. “ To-morrow,” said his friend, “ we
shall have a proclamation from the Presi-
dent.” “Then to-morrow,” he answered,
I shall enlist. 1 wish to enroll myself
at once in the police of the nation, and
I do
not see that I can put myself—experience
and character—to any more useful use.”
In this spirit he acted, and such was his
evident ability that in a month he was aid
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and military secretary to General Butler,
and held at his disposal a first lieutenancy
in the army. He lost his life in the expe-
dition that left Fort Monroe. June 9,1861,
at Bethel, the rebel riflemen stating that
they several times took deliberate aim at
him, as he was all the time conspicuous at
the head of the advancing Federal troops,
loudly cheering them on to the assault.
He was shot in the side.

Making- a Family Matter of It.

Before the departure of the Fourteenth
Brooklyn regiment for the seat of war, a
man who carried on a blacksmith shop in
connection with two of liis own sons, went
to head-quarters and concluded to enlist.
He said that he could leave the blacksmith
business in the hands of the boys—*‘“he
could'nt stand it any longer, and go he
must.” He was accepted. Next day
down came the oldest of the boys. The
blacksmith business “wasn’t very drivin’,
and he guessed John would take care of
it.” “Well,” said the old man, “go it.”
And the oldest son went it. But the day
following, John made his appearance. He
felt lonesome, and had shut up the shop.
The father remonstrated, but the boy
would enlist, aud enlist he did. Now the
old gentleman had two more sons, who
“worked the farm,” near Flushing. The
military fever seems to have run in the
family, for no sooner had the father and
the two older brothers enlisted, than the
younger sons came in for a like purpose.
The father was a man of few words, but
he said that he “would’ut stand that any-
how.” The blacksmithing business might
go to the d—1, but the farm must be looked
after. So the boys were sent home. Pres-
ently one of them re-appeared. They had
concluded, on the whole, that one could
manage the farm, and had tossed up to see
who should go with the Fourteenth, and
he had won the chance. This arrangement
was finally and definitely agreed to. But
lo! on the day of departure the last boy
of the family was on hand to join, and on
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foot for marching. The old man was
somewhat puzzled to know what possible
arrangement could have been made which
would allow all of the family to go, but
the explanation of the boy solved the diffi-
culty. “Father, said he, with a confi-
dential chuckle in the old man’s ear, “the
fact is, I've let the farm on shares!”
Father and four sons went with the Four-
teenth regiment.

Something to Cogitate Upon.

The movements of the Mackerel Brig-
ade have engaged to such an extent the
pen of that eminent historiographer, Mr.
Kerr, that no additional fact need be
stated in speaking of their interest and
importance with reference to tlie war, in
which the brigade played so distinguished
a part. One commemorative scene is thus
portrayed—

Knowing that the Mackerel Brigade
was making preparation to entrap the
Southern Confederacy at Molasses Junc-
tion, 1 ascended to the upper gallery of
my architectural steed, Pegasus, on Tues-
day, in order that I might not be unduly
hurried on my journey. Taking Accomac
on my way to the battle-field, —my boy,—
I called upon Colonel Wobert Waobinson,
who is superintending preparations for the
draft there, and was witness to an incident
suitable to be recorded in profane history.

The draft in Accomac, my boy, is posi-
tively to take place on the eleventh of
September; but it is believed that the
enrolment can be finished before the fif-
teenth, in which case the draft must not
take place on the twentieth. In fact, the
Judge Advocate of Accomac states posi-
tirely that the conscription will take place
on the first of October; and volunteering
is so brisk that no draft may be required.
At least, such is the report of those best
acquainted with the more decisive plans
of the War Department, which thinks of
joining the temperance society.

The exempts were filing their papers
of exemption with Colonel Wobert Wob-
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inson, my boy, and among them was one
chap with a swelled eye, a deranged neck-
tie, and a hat that looked as though it
might have been an elephant’s toot-pad.
The chap came in with a weary walk, and
says he:

“ Being a married man, war has no ter-
rors forme ; but I am obliged to e.xempt
myself from military affairs on account of
cataract in my eyes.”

Colonel Wobert Wobinson looked at
him sympathizingly, and says he:

“You might possibly do for a Major-
General, my son; itis principally business
that characterizes a majority of our pres-
ent Major-Generals in the field ; but fear-
ing that your absence from home might
cause a prostration in the liquor business,
I will accept your cataract as valid.”

The poor chap sighed until he reached
the first hiccup, and then says he :

“1 wish I could cure this here cataract,
which causes my eye to weep even in the
absence of woe.”

““Do your orbs liquidate so freely?”
says the Colonel, with the air of a family
physician.

“Yes,” said the poor chap, gloomily,
“they are like two continual mill streams.”

“ Mill streams!” said Colonel Wobinson,
meditatively ; “ mill streams! Why, then,
you had better dam your eyes.”

I think, my boy, I say I think, that tiffs
kind advice of Colonel Wobert Wobinson
must have been misunderstood in some
way, for an instant departure of severally
piously inclined recruits took place precipi-
tately, and the poor chap chuckled like a
fiend.

It is a grate misfortune of your mother
tongue, my boy, that words of widely dif-
ferent meaning have precisely the same
sound, and in using one you seem to be
abusing another.

Ira’'s Wife and his Breeches.
"Wliile Mr. Ely was addressing a patri-
otic meeting in Gosport, N. Y., a little
scene occurred which created much merri-
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ment. He had been urging the men to
come forward and sign the roll, and told
the women to hurry them up. At this, a
woman arose in the meeting and addressed
her husband substantially as follows : “Ira,
you know that you said before you came

Ira’s Wife and his Breeches.

here to-night, that you would enlist. If
you don't do it, go straight home and take
off those breeches, and let me have them,
and 1 will go myself!” This brought
down the house and brought up Ira, who
put his name down and became a volun-
teer.

Hard Work for a Drafting-Colonel in Savan-
nah.

The scene which ensued on the occasion
of the Confederate draft for four hundred
men in Savannah, Georgia, to complete a
requisition for troops, the requisite number
not having volunteered, is thus amusingly
described by an eye witness:

Fifteen hundred of the business men
and mechanics of the city were drawn up
in a hollow! square, on the parade ground,
all in a high state of excitement. The
Colonel now took his place in the centre,
and from the back of a magnificent horse,
in a few well-timed remarks, called for
volunteers. He said it was a shame that
a Georgian should submit to be drafted,
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and dishonorable to a citizen of Savannah
to be forced into the service of his coun-
try. He appealed to their patriotism, their
pluck, and their—pelf. He told them of
good clothes, good living, and fifty dollars
bounty; and on the strength of these—as
he thought—conclusive considerations, in-
vited everybody to walk three paces in
front. Nobody did it. An ugly pause
ensued, worse than a dead silence between
the ticking of a conversation.

The Colonel thought he might not have
been heard or understood, and he repeat-
ed his catalogue of persuasions. At this
point one of the sides of the square opened,
and in marched a company of about forty
stalwart Irishmen, whom their Captain, in
a loud and exultant tone, announced as the
“Mitchell Guards; we volunteer, Colonel,
in a body.” The Colonel was delighted.
He proposed “ three cheers for the Mitchell
Guards,” and the crowd indulged not inor-
dinately in the pulmonary exercise. The
requisite number did not seem to be forth-
coming, however, and the Colonel made
another little speech, winding up with an
invitation to the black drummer and fifer
to perambulate the quadrangle and play
Dixie, which they did, but they came as
they went—solitary and alone; not the
ghost of a volunteer being anywhere visi-
ble in the Ethiopian wake. The Colonel
looked as blank as if he was getting des-
perate, and a draft seemed inevitable.

As a dernier resort the Colonel directed
all who had excuses to advance to the cen-
tre, and submit them for examination.
Those who have ever seen a crowd run
away from a falling building at a fire, ot-
toward a dog-figlit, or a street show, can
form some idea of the tempestuous nature
of the wave that swept toward the little
table in the centre of the square around
which were gathered the four grave gen-
tlemen who were to examine the docu-
ments.

It was a scene which, as an uninterested
outsider, one could oidy hold his sides and
laugh at. Hats were crushed into every
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imaginable misshape, ribs punched, corns
smashed, clothes tom, and canes lest.
Every hand held its magical bit of paper,
from the begrimed digits of the individual
just from a stable or a foundry, to the
filbert-tapering and dainty-gloved extrem-
ity of the dry goods clerk, just from his
counter. Young and old, rich and poor;
neat and nasty, Americans, Englishmen,
Irishmen, Germans, Frenchmen, ltalians,
Israelites, and Gentiles, all went to make
up the motley mass. What a pretty lot
of sick and disabled individuals there were,
to be sure. Swelled arms, limping legs,
spine diseases, corns and bunions, bad eyes,
toothaches, constitutional debility in the
bread-basket, eruptive diseases, deafness,
rheumatism, not well generally—these, and
a thousand other complaints, were repre-
sented as variously and heterogeneously as
by any procession of pilgrims that ever
visited the Holy Land.

And so the day progressed, nearly ten
hours being consumed in the endeavor to
secure a draft. In the afternoon, the ab-
sentees were gathered together, and the
efforts renewed, when, strange to say, every
man who found the liability imminent of his
being forced to enlist, protested that he
was just on the point of doing so, and
“willingly ” put liis nameto the roll.  The
state of things in Savannah, in respect to
volunteering in defence of 4 outraged South-
ern rights,” was about on a par with the
feeling in other cities of the South.

Settling- an Irish VVolunteer Case.

A buxom Irish woman came one day to
the room of the Supervisors' VVolunteering
Committee, New York, with three Emerald
lads in tow, about six, eight and ten years
of age respectively. She pushed rather
brusquely up to the table where sat Mr.
Chairman Blunt, with all the qualities of
lawyer, judge and jury blended harmoni-
ously into one, and said—

“Is Misther Bloout within? Come
along up here, ye cliilders,” turning to her
trio.
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“Yes, I am the man,” says the jury,
judge and counsellor.

“Wal, I've fetched the three boys for
yees.’

“Whose boys ?”

a Your own, to be sure, Take themand
make the best ye can of them.”

Here was a nice pickle of fish. The
clerks in the vicinity and the numerous
spectators about pricked up their ears, and
looked knowingly at each other and then
at Mr. Blunt.

The latter gentleman for a moment ap-
peared a little staggered, looked about liim
generally, and ejaculated “ Ahem.”  Itwas
an interesting moment, and all waited for
the next development.

“My boys! what do you mean ?”

“Mane?” said she; “ I mane that they
are yer own, and ye must take the care
of them, for 1 won't. Didn’t ye enlist me
husband here without me consent? Put
him in the nasty army, where 1 suppose
he is shot by this time? Yes; he’s left
me and left me childers. As ye took him,
so may ye take me boys, and support them,
too He’s the father of me childers, and
he has left them and their mither, and
without a cint to feed them with, and ye—
ye—ye did it!”

“Oh! be calm, my good woman,” says
Mr. Blunt; “let us look into tliis matter.
Your husband enlisted, did he?”

“Yees, sur.”

“Well, I do not enlist any one ; 1 only
pay the bounty. Did he get his bounty
money?”

““Tees, sur; he did—three hundred dol-
lars; but niver a divil of a cint did he give
to me. Ye had no business to give him
the money. Now ye've got him, take the
childers wid ye.”

“Well, if you insist upon it, I'll take
your children and put them in excellent
quarters.”

“And what will ye did with them?”
| “Why, put them in the Orphan Asy-
um.”

“The Orfen Asylum! The divil ye
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willl  And do ye think I will have them
in the Orfen Asylum, and their fatherisn't
dead yit, and I am a living soul, their own
honest mither, standing afore ye? The
Orfen Asylum!”

The very idea seemed abhorrent to her,
and she still insisted on “ Mistlier Bloont”
taking upon himselfthe care of her “child-
ers.”

“ Have you not seen your husband since
he enlisted?”

“No, sur.”

“How do you know I paid him three
hundred dollars bounty?”

“Michael McGuire, who went with him,
told me so.”

“Now, what is your name ?” says Mr.
B.

“Me name is Margaret Phelin.”

“And your husband’s name ?”

“ Patrick Phelin; and these are the three
little Phelins—all we have.”

The Supervisor directed one ofliis clerks
to refer to the hooks for that name. It
was soon found, with the factalso that Mr.
Blunt had, at Patrick’s request, deposited
the money hi the savings bank to the credit
of his wife Margaret. Here, then, was a
discovery. Says Mr. B. to Margaret:

“ Patrick, you say, left you no money?”

“No, sur, and the more shame to liim;
for he was a good man, Patrick.”

“What would you do with the three
hundred dollars, if you had it?”

“Bless yer Honor, I'd put it in the
praist's hands or the savings hank, and
keep it safe for Pat and the boys.”

“You wouldn't spend it, nor fool it
away ?”

“In fath, | would not.”

“And you would bring up your boys
well and send them to school ?”

“Indade 1 would.”

“Well, my good woman, the money is
all safe in the bank and belongs to you.
I placed it there for you at Patrick’s re-
quest. It shows lie is agood man, and you
see to it that you make him a good wife
while he is away.”
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The woman was overwhelmed with
astonishment as well as gratitude at this
piece of unexpected good luck, and poured
out her thanks upon him whom she was a
few minutes before anathematizing, andin
such a demonstrative maimer as the native
Irish alone can evince. The tables were
fairly turned, and no father was wanted
for the “ childers.”

Girl-Recruit for the Cavalry.

A dashing young woman in male attire
visited the city of Rochester, New York,
and sought admission to the army as a vol-
unteer. She was dressed iu dark clothes
and wore a soft hat with a gilt cord around
it, and had the general air of a soldier.
She wentto the head-quarters of the Third
Cavalry, in the Arcade, aud there made
her application to Sergeant White, of Com-
pany H, to be enlisted as a soldier. She
suited to the officer that she had served
eighteen months in the infantry, and had
been wounded in one of her limbs, was
put into hospital, and then discharged.
Sergeant White thought she was rather
light for the service, but said she might
perhaps go in as bugler. She replied that
it was just what she would like, and to
show her capacity she whistled one or two
calls.

The Sergeant, not at all suspecting that
lie was dealing with a female, familiarly
put his hands upon her chest aud arms,
and remarked that she was rather queerly
made. Finally he started with her for the
office of the surgeon, to be examined, she
having signed her name as------ Jolinson,
on the roll.  Just before reaching the office
of the surgeon, the recruit said to the Ser-
geant that she could not be examined, and
if she -went in it must be without that.
The Sergeant replied that the law was im-
perative.  She then disclosed her sex as a
reason why she craved exemption from the
customary examination. This ended the
matter so far as Sergeant White was con-
cerned. lie introduced the recruit to a
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pected her sex. The Sergeant did not be-
tray the confidence reposed in him by the
girl, until she had time to get out of the
way. One ofthe lieutenants of the Third,
who conversed with this recruit, expressed
his doubts as to the young man being old
enough or tall enough for such service. A
measurement, however, showed that he
was over five feet high, and though he
claimed to be eighteen years of age, the
lieutenant protested that he could not be
over sixteen.

Fate of a Coward.

The following is one among the many
ciuious cases resulting from the draft. In
the month of July, 1863, a man in Ames-
bury, Massachusetts, was drafted, and on
the 27th of that month he presented a
claim for exemption as the only son of an
aged and dependent mother. Ou this, an
investigation took place, which proved
that the woman he called his mother was
only one who had adopted him, and the
claim was not allowed. He then suggest-

Fate of a Coward.

ed that perhaps his teeth might exempt
him ; but an examination caused that also
to he dismissed. The next day or the
day after he went to Newburyport and
had eight teeth extracted, and in four or
five days afterward he called at the office

number of officers, and none of them sus- | for exemption, and was duly exempted for
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loss of teeth. A short time after, these
facts came to the knowledge of the pro-
vost officers, the man was at once arrested,
and the allegations substantiated. The
case was now reported to the Provost-
Marshal-General, who ordered that the
man be held to service and assigned to the
artillery, without the privilege of commu-
tation or furnishing a substitute. He was
soon on his way to Gallop’s Island.

““1 likes de Job.”

A stalwart descendant of the Nubian
race, buttoned to his chin with nine brass
eagles, his Burnside hat surmounted with
a feeble plagiarism of the “ Prince’s feath-
er,” his feet encased snugly in a pair of
“broadliorn” coal boots, built of leather,
and his lips of a character not especially
commented on in the “ Song of Solomon,”
pleasantly vouchsafed to those around him
the following little military apostrophe.
Striking the most graceful attitude of Dick
Swiveller, puffing a weed fresh from the
remarkably choice stock of an army sutler,
he cocked one eye condescendingly .upon
his listeners, as he defined his position:
“Yer see,” said he, “dis life is difFent from
what | used to live—no pickin' cotton in
de field now—no sore sliins, no jeens
clothes—no oberseer—no lickins. I'se a
soger now—thirteen dollars a month, plen-
ty grub, and good clothes. 1 always
’haves myself, and gits furlough. 1 likes
de job, myself! Ha, ha, ha!”

Sad Eesult of Patriotic Courage in a Youth.
Robert------ was a conscientious, likely
young man, who was one of those persons
honored by the draft, in one of the pleas-
ant villages of New England. His state
of bodily health was such that he could
have availed himself, if he had chosen, of
one of the *humane clauses’ of the origi-
nal conscription act, but being patriotic
and honest, he felt it to be his duty to
obey the call of his government. Before
leaving his village home, he married the

girl of his choice, and then left her and
11
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his doting mother to pray for his early re-
turn to them. In the course of time it
was rumored that the young soldier was
sick in a Washington hospital.  Now,
Robert was never fit to enter the service,
and the severe marches between the Po-
tomac and the Rapidan were too heavy a
tax upon his slender frame.  Sure enough,
he fell sick, and was lucky enough to get
into a Washington hospital. One Sunday
morning, afterwards, a friend went to
Harewood hospital, to find Robert. Inre-
ply to his inquiries, he was told that the
young soldier had recovered, and had been
transferred to the invalid corps. The
friend was rejoiced at this announcement,
but as he was leaving, he met a surgeon,
and asked him more particularly respecting
the soldier in question. He replied very
quickly, “You have beeu misinformed.
Charles------ has been transferred to the
invalid corps, but Robert died last night of
typhoid fever!” This is one of ten
thousand incidents, of a similar kind,
in the heart-history of America’s great
rebellion.

Jim Morgan .and the New Eecruit.

The arrival of new recruits always was
taken advantage of by the old soldiers, as
an excellent opportunity to gratify their
love for jokes and sells, of which they did
not fail to have an abundant and varied
supply, to suit different cases and circum-
stances.

On one of these occasions of camp haz-
ing, General James Morgan, from Illinois,
and commanding a brigade in Davis’s Di-
vision, was drawn in as one of the dra-
matis personce. The General being one
of those men who would be very apt to
be mistaken for a wagon-master, on ac-
count of his plain and unassuming manner
and dress, advantage was duly taken of
this for a “lark.’” A new recruit of his
brigade lost some books, and made inquiry
of a Veteran where he would be likely to
find them. Veteran informed him that
the only thief in the brigade was Jim
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Morgan, who did the teaming, and who
occupied a tent near the blue flag. Away
ran recruit to Morgan's tent, shoved his
head in, and asked,

“ Does Jim Morgan live here?”

“Yes,” was the reply, “my name is
James Morgan.”

“Then | want you to hand over those
books you stole from me.”

“ | have none of your books, my man.”

“It's a — lie,” indignantly exclaimed
the recruit. The boys say you are the
only thief in camp ; turn out them books,
or I'll grind your infernal carcass into ap-
ple sass.”

The General relished the joke much,
but seeing the sinewy recruit peeling off
his coat, thought it time to inform him of
his relations to the brigade,—at which the
astonished recruit walked off, merely re-
marking, “Wall, — me if I'd taken you
for a Brigadier. Excuse me, General, |
don't know the ropes yet.”

-

Wanted to Draw on the Blue Clothes.

Commissioner Blunt, of New York,
while superintending the local bureau of
drafting in that city, received the following
note in “ fair and gentle lines

“0. Blunt—Sir: Pardon me for the
liberty I have taken; but | am an able-
bodied woman, and if you will enlist me
1 will put on soldier’s clothing and go.
There shall never be any one the wiser
until my time has expired, if I could se-
cure the doctor, and that is done very easy,
| suppose. | think I should make a bet-
ter soldier than a great many who draw
on the blue clothes, and are always talk-
ing but won't fight. Yours, etc.,

Miss Hattie-—-- , 55— street.”

Of course the fair Hattie was allow’ed
to dispense her charms in her accustomed
sphere instead of donning the “ blue
clothes” and to show “ fight” with her pen
instead of with the sw'ord or bayonet.
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Fannie and Nellie of the Twenty-fourth
New Jersey.

Miss Fanny Wilson was a native of
Williamsburg, Long Island, and about one
year prior to the war she went to the
West, visiting a relative who resided at
Lafayette, Indiana. While there, her
leisure moments were frequently employed
in communicating by affectionate epistles
with one to whom her heart had been
given and her hand had been promised
before leai ing her native city—a young
man from New Jersey. After a residence
of about one year with her western rela-
tive, and just as the war was beginning to
prove a reality, Fanny, in company with
a certain Miss Nellie Graves, who also
had come from the East, and there left a
lover, set out upon her return to her home
and family. While on their way thither,
the two young ladies concocted a scheme,
the romantic nature of which was doubt-
less its most attractive feature.

Fannie and Nellie.

The call fortroops having been issued, and
the several States coming quickly forward
wdth their first brave boys, it so had hap-
pened that those two youths whose hearts
had been exchanged for those of the pair
who then were on their happy way toward
them, enlisted in acertain and tlie same
regiment. Having obtained cognizance
of this fact, Fanny and lier companion
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conceived the idea of assuming the uni-
form, enlisting in the service, and follow-
ing their lovers to the field. Their plans
were soon matured and carried into effect.
A sufficient change having been made in
their personal appearance,—their hair cut
to the requisite shortness, and themselves
re-clothed to suit their purpose,—they
sought the locality of the chosen regiment,
offered their services, and were accepted
and mustered in. In just another compa-
ny from their own, of the same regiment
—the Twenty-fourth New Jersey—were
their patriotic lovers, ‘ known though all
unknowing.” On parade, in the drill,
they were together; they obeyed the same
command. In the quick evolutions of the
field they came as close as they had in
other days, even on the floor of the dan-
cing school; and yet, notwithstanding all
this, the facts of the case were not made
known.

But the Twenty-fourth, by the fate of
war, was ordered before Vicksburg, hav-
ing already served through the first cam-
paign in Western Virginia; and here, alas,
for Fanny, she was to suffer by one blow.
Here her brave lover was wounded. She
sought his cot, watched over him, and half
revealed her true sex or nature in her de-
votion and gentleness. She nursed him
faithfully and long—nbut he died.

Next after this, by the reverse of for-
tune, Fanny herself and her companion
were both thrown upon their hospital cots,
exhausted and sick. With others, both
wounded and debilitated, they were sent
to Cairo. Their attendants were more
constant and scrutinizing. Suspicion be-
gan to be excited,—the discovery of Fan-
ny’s and Nellie’s true sex was made. Of
course the next event in their romantic
history was a dismissal from the service.
But not until her health had improved
sufficiently was Fanny dismissed from the
sick ward of the hospital. This happen-
ed, however, a week or two after her sex
had become known. Nellie, who up to
this time had shared the fate of her com-
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panion, was now no longer allowed to do
so; her illness became serious, she was
defamed in the hospital, and Fanny and
she parted—their histories no longer be-
ing linked.

Having again entered society as a mem-
ber of her real sex, Fanny was next
heard of on the stage of a theatre at Cai-
ro, serving an engagement as a ballet girl.
But this was for only a few days. She
turns up in Memphis, even as a soldier
again! But she had changed her branch
of the military service, having become a
private in the Third Illinois cavalry. Only
two weeks, however, had she been enlisted
in this capacity, when, to her utter sur-
prise, she was stopped by a guard and ar-
rested for being a woman in men’s cloth-
ing. She was taken to the office of the
detective police and questioned until no
doubt remained as to her identity, not
proving herself, as was suspected, a rebel
spy, but a Federal soldier. An appropri-
ate wardrobe was procured her, and lier,
word given that she would not again at-
tempt a disguise. A brief description of
Fanny would be that of a young lady of
about nineteen years, of a fair but some-
what tanned face, rather masculine voice,
sprightly and somewhat educated mind-
being very easily able to pass herself off
for a boy of about seventeen or eighteen
years.

Table Turning at the Recruiting Office.

The idea had become pretty general
that no one was sharp enough to outwit
or cheat a broker in bounties for army re-
cruits ; but, in one instance at least, this
illusion was dispelled in the goodly village
of Gotham—sometimes known as the city
of New York,—where one of the frater-
nity was more than matched at the rooms
of the municipal committee or commission
on the draft.

The broker in question attempted to
take a man into the State of Connecticut
as a substitute, for which act he confessed
he was to receive the little sum of seven
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hundred dollars. He was on the point of
being arrested, but earnestly declared that
he did not know of any law against it,
and, promising fairly for the future, was
let off. His next effort was with a party
to whom he offered to give five hundred
dollars to go as a substitute. The parties
appeared at the rooms of the city commit-
tee; matters looked all right; the broker
deposited the three hundred and thirty-
five dollars with the committee, as usual,
(which was of course to be paid over to
the substitute when he had passed,) and
he paid to the substitute, into his own
hands, the balance, one hundred and sixty-
five dollars,—which made the five hun-
dred.

They now proceeded to the surgeon’s
apartment, for examination of the man’s
bodily condition, the substitute in the
meantime having quietly and secretly
given his one hundred and sixty-five dol-
lars ‘hand money’ to some sly friend, who
was probably hanging about for the pur-
pose. The examination progressed in the
usual manner, when the surgeon an-
nounced that the substitute would not
pa-s! Substitute probably knew this be-
fore he started. Now the broker wanted
his one hundred and sixty-five dollars
back again; but the substitute had not
got it—he had just sent it home to his
wife. The wife rvas sent for; she had
seen no money from any quarter, and had
received nothing but a black eye, which
she said her husband gave her when a lit-
tle how-come-ye-so.  Substitute was again
questioned, then stripped and thoroughly
examined, but nothing turned up but a
certificate pledging liim an extra hundred
to go to Brooklyn; “ But,” said substitute,
+ my honor was at stake, and I would not
leave the city.”

The broker was of course dumbfounded
and amazed—silent with sorrow that he
had at last found a man who could “do”
him. But he was ““done” most effectual-
ly—done out of his ‘one hundred and
sixty-five’ clean, and also out of the twro
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hundred dollars which he would have se-
cured from his principal. He withdrew'
his three hundred and thirty-five dollars,
from the hands of the committe, hade an
affectionate farewell to Supervisor Blunt,
declaring that * There w'ere two things he
never expected to see in his day, viz., any
one getting ahead of the supervisor, or
being himself cheated. The last sad
event he had experienced to-day, much to
his grief, the other might yet happen, for
it now appeared there were sharper ones
to look after than the bounty-brokers—
farewell!”

With a wave of the hand the honest
broker retired—to meditate, probably,
over the gross and open-handed corrup-
tions of the day.

Nervous Customer in the Red Tape Depart-
ment.

When Washington was being besieged
by the rebel raiders, there came into the
Adjutant-General’s office a man anxious to
serve the country. He was old and bent,
long and gray of hair, coarse and strong
offeatures, nervous and trembling of hand,
slow and shambling of step, husky and
uncertain of voice, quick and wandering
of eye. “1 Want to go into the service;
aren't wre to have a chance? Isn’t there
to be any call on the people of the city to
rise against the invaders?” “ Please step
up to the Provost-Marslial-General’s office,
Sir,” answered one of the clerks, as he
winked at his neighbor. “ But I don't
want to run around—I want to go into
service to help repel the invaders of our
homes.” “ Certainly, Sir, certainly ; but
you’ll have to go up there to be enrolled,”
replied the clerk. The old man left.
Half an hour later he was seen up stairs,
talking with Colonel McBeever. “It's a
damnable shame that the rebels have got
into Maryland,” said he ; “the invaders
must be driven out, and I want to help do
it. 1 am an old man, but I can handle a
musket yet.” “ Certainly, Sir, certainly;
just step over to the Quartermaster’s De-
partment, and you'll find them organizing
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a company for immediate service, into
which you can go at once. Shall I send
a messenger to show you over there,
Sir?”  “Oh, no—1I'll find it; I'll find it.”
He went out, muttering something about
the invaders; but showed his confidence
in official movements and directions, by
turning deliberately and going the other
mway from the Quartermaster General’s
Department.

Career of Frank Henderson.

The war produced many heroines, and
turned up from the humbler walks of life
many rough stones that proved to be the
genuine diamonds. But probably no army
ever opened so many doors for romance as
did the army of the United States during
the southern rebellion.  Accounts pre-

Career of Frank Henderson.

seated themselves almost daily to the eye,
of the valorous deeds of females fighting
in the ranks for months, without their sex
being divulged; and in most of these cases
there was connected with their history
some love experience or matter of ro-
mance that had an important bearing upon
their action. The following case of triple
enlistment shows a military penchant
quite rare and remarkable.
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While our army was at Chattanooga,
Colonel Burke, of the Tenth Ohio, went
out to Graysville, Georgia, under flag of
truce, with authority from General
Thomas to exchange twenty-seven prison-
ers in our hands for an equal number in
the hands of the rebels, the preliminaries
of which had been previously arranged.
Among the number in the hands of the
enemy was a member of the Ninetieth
Illinois, who may be called Frank Hen-
derson.

Frank’s history was briefly this: On
the breaking out of the rebellion she had
an only brother, the only relative, Ining
in Chicago, lIllinois. The brother enlisted
in the Eleventh Illinois infantry, and be-
ing left alone in the world she resolved to
enlist in the service in order to be near
her brother.  She enlisted in the Eleventh,
participated in its engagements, and on
the mustering out of the regiment for the
three months’ service she was discharged,
without her sex having been discovered.
She next enlisted in the Third Illinois
regiment, and served for several months,
during which time she managed to retain
her secret, and by her staid habits won
the universal esteem of the officers.

Wounded in one of the battles in which
she participated, she was discharged. But
Frank’s love for the service did not per-
mit her long to pursue the inert life inci-
dent to home, and the organization of the
Ninetieth Illinois regiment offered her an
opportunity to gratify her love for a mili-
tary life. She enlisted as a private in
Colonel O’'Mara’s regiment, and proved
herself an excellent soldier. She served
in all the battles of that regiment, and
was present at the capture of llolly
Springs by the rebels—denounced by her
as a disgraceful proceeding on the part of
our forces, who could have held the place.
In the latter part of the summer, while
the regiment was marching through Flor-
ence, Alabama, she asked and obtained
permission of her- Colonel to enter a house
in search of something to eat; her regi-
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incnt moved on, and while waiting for the
supper to be prepared in the house where
she was, two rebels crawled out from un-
der a bed, aud presenting themselves be-
fore her, ordered her to surrender.

Thus in their power, she was forced to
yield herself a prisoner, and was taken to
Atlanta, Georgia, and there placed in
duress. In a few weeks after her arrival,
Frank made a desperate attempt to es-
cape, and when ordered to halt by the
guard, paid not the least attention to the
demand, and was fired upon. The ball
took effect in her leg, and she continued
to suffer from the wound. Colonel Burke,
while out with the flag of truce, effected
her exchange, among others, and she be-
came an inmate of the hospital, where in
due time she happily recovered front her
wounds. From the time of her first en-
listment, which was in June, 18G1, until
some weeks after her capture, she kept
her sex a secret from everybody, nor was
there ever any suspicion excited in regard
to her not being of the sex whose attire
she wore. In personal appearance she
was prepossessing, and her whole demean-
or was such as would have done no dis-
credit to the best man in the ranks.

Fearful Ordeal for a Deserter.

One of the privates in the Nineteenth
Indiana regiment having deserted his post,
was tried by a court martial, aud found
guilty, the punishment being death for
such a crime. llis execution was deferred
for some time, and he was kept in a pain-
ful state of suspense. At last, the time
was fixed for his execution, and five regi-
ments were drawn up in line to witness
it, while a file of twelve men were in ad-
vance to execute the sentence of death by
shooting him.

The prisoner was led forward blind-
folded, and the usual words of preparation
and command were given in a lowl, meas-
ured tone, by the officer in charge of the
proceedings. During the interval between
the orders, “ Take aim,” and “ Fire,” and
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before the last was given, a horseman rode
rapidly up the road, waving in the air a
paper, which «’as understood by all pres-
ent to be a reprieve. Covered with dust
and perspiration, the officer rode hurriedly
up to the officer in command, and deliv-
ered to him what really proved to be a
reprieve.

The shout, “ Reprieve! ” fell upon the
poor soldier’s ear, which was already
strained to the utmost in anticipation of
hearing the last and final word that was
to usher his soul into the presence of his
Creator; it was too much for him, and he
fell back upon his coffin apparently dead.
The bandage was removed from his eyes,
but reason had taken its flight, and he be-
came a hopeless maniac. He was dis-
charged and sent home to his friends.
His death had really never been intended,;
but it was deemed necessary for the good
order and discipline of the army to make
an impression not only upon himself, but
the whole brigade ; for that purpose the
forms of the execution were regularly
gone through with, in presence of five
regiments, and the reprieve arrived in
good time, as it was intended. It was
sought by this means to solemnly impress
upon the whole assemblage of soldiers the
necessity of a strict observance of duty
and obedience, under the penalty of an
ignominious death. It wgs a fearful or-
deal for the deserter, but it was certainly
better than to have completed the tragedy
by sending his soul into “that world
which no mortal doth know.”

From Deck to Camp.

As some of the prisoners captured from
Grant’s Virginia Army were halting, w'hen
ou their way to the Libby Prison, a south-
erner, observing a rather good looking for-
eigner among the number—and stepping
up to him, said, ““What! are you dowm
here fighting us—you are no Yankee.”
“No, Sir,” said the soldier, hanging his
head. “Why, then, do you come to fight
us,” continued reb, ““if you have no com-
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monsympathy with the Yankees?” “Well,
Sir,” said the prisoner, ““I will tell you.
I am a foreigner. | landed in New York
not more than a month ago. 1 got drunk,
and the first thing 1 knew 1 found myself
in camp.” Tliis shrewd make-up did not
save him from entering the portals of the
rebel prison-house.

Noble Words and Acts of a Slavemaster.
Hon. Mr. MvClurg, the well known
member of the United States House of
Representatives from Missouri, showed his
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science would not allow her to use the
money, and she had come all that distance
to rtgum it to the proper authorities,
which she besought Dr. Thompson to do
for her. The Dr. took it to Colonel Rob-
erts, of the second district, -who however
declined to receive it, on the ground that
it had been paid to the recruit legally, and
if he had committed any subsequent act
that was not right, the return of his money
would not make it so. If arrested as a
deserter, he would have to suffer the con-
sequences. So the woman received back

patriotism by giving written permits to |the money she had so conscientiously

several of bis slaves to go into the army,
securing to each of them whatever com-
pensation he himself might be entitled to
as a loyal owner, and stipulating that in
case of the death of the men, their wives
and children should receive the money.
He also wrote a letter to his “yellow
man,” .Caswell, in which he said to him:
“Make your own choice. If you go into
the army, let me hear frequently from you.
Make peace with your God and you need
not fear death. Be temperate; save your
earnings. If you ever fight, fight with
desperation, aud never surrender. Enroll
your name as Caswell McClurg, and try
to give honor to it. In the army use
your idle hours in learning to read and
write.”

Strong" Case of Conscience.

A remarkable instance of honesty—re-
markable especially on account of its con-
nection with the war and Government—
happened in Cincinnati. A woman in al-
most destitute circumstances came to that
city, a stranger, from Canada, and being a
Presbyterian herself, she sought out a
minister of that denomination, Rev. Dr.
Thompson, to whom she confided the fact
that her husband had volunteered in the
United States army, obtained Government
and local bounty to the amount of three
hundred dollar's, and then deserted. He
had left the money with her and then gone
off, perhaps to enlist again. Her con-

brought with her.

Poorer Pay but Better Business.

The following remarks were made by a
non-commissioned officer of the------
York artillery, in a hotel in that city.
The officer was at home on a twenty days’
leave, given him on account of his remark-
ably good conduct and bravery. Though
he describes himself as a “loafer,” no one
will deny him the character of a true man
and patriotic soldier. The conversation
was started by the entrance into the room
of a black French poodle. He said:

“ There’s a French poodle, /know it is.
I used to be in the fancy dog business my-
self, before 1 went to soldiering. Did I
find soldiering pay better? Yes, 1 did!
I always spend all I canget. 1 can’t help
it. You see | am a loafer, I am. | get
my little seventeen dollars a month for the
little place I have in the battery, and |
spend it all and 1 fight for my country.
Here, in New York, | used to get more
money, but | spent it all and it didn’t do
me any more good than what | get now.
And then | know all the time I am doing
my country’s work. You see there are
soldiers and there are ‘sogers?” I'm a
soldier clear through. "VVe have lost two
batteries since this war began, and | have
been all through the fighting from the first.
We came out of one fight with seven mon.
and out of another with five. It seems
strange to me that while I saw men laid
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out all around me, who had wives, and
mothers and babies, | shouldn’t be hit. |
am a loafer: | haven’t got a motligf, or a
wife, or a baby, or a sister, or a brother.
But they spared me, and killed hundreds
of men who had lots of folks to mourn for
them. | wish, sometimes, that 1 could
have been laid out in the place of any of
those poor fellows. Nobody would cry
for me, but there would be some honor in
dying for my country. | am going back
in a few days, and if 1 should get an arm
or a leg shot off, 1 should have to come
back to New York and beg for my living.
I hope if they hit me they will kill me.
I am ready to die any time for my coun-
try.”

Had every man who enlisted in the war
for the Union been of the above stamp,
the conflict would have been a short one.

Sole Condition for Re-enlisting-.

While a visitor to General Butler’s
army before Richmond was threading his
way through one of the camps, a good
locking, cleanly dressed, full bearded sol-
dier attracted his attention by a gesture
which was half salute and half beckon.
Reining up, for there seemed to be a de-
sire to speak, the soldier advanced, and,
folding his arms and standing at liis full
length, began:

*“ Sir, do I look like abeggar? Look at
me and say if | appear as if I were in the
habit of begging? ”

The visitor answered in the negative,
and desiring to know whether lie had any-
thing to beg for then, got his story. Said
lie—
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he stopped short to light a segar the vis
itor had handed him, along with a more or
less of Killikinnick.) When (puff,) I get
back (puff, puff,) to Connecticut, I mean
to raise (puff, puff,) raise tobacco by the
acre, and, hang me, (puff, puff,)—bang me,
if 1 don't give it all away to poor devils
that haven't money to—(puff, puff, puff,)
—poor devils that haven't money to buy
any.”

In further conversation, he declared that
he would re-enlist if he could be sure of
obtaining tobacco regularly, and he would
not re-enlist—not he l—unless he could be
sure of it.

After the Firing- on Old Sumter.

“Well, father! the traitors have fired
onold Sumter! ” exclaimed Captain Grant,
as he entered the store in Galena, on the
morning of the 15tli of April, 1861.

“What! fired on the American flag?”

“Yes! a body of seven thousand rebels
have attacked Major Anderson in the fort,
set the barracks on fire, and driven our
brave boys out!”

“Did Anderson give up the colors?”

“No, Sir: he has carried them with
him, and brought them off in triumph.
God bless him.”

“This is startling news, my son.
shall we do to restore the flag?”

“] tell you what I shall do, Sir! 1 shall
volunteer!”

““Good. | like your pluck.
do the same, if 1 were not too old.
what will your wife say to it?”

“My family, father, are in the hands of
my God and my country. | believe that

What

I would
But

“ Do you chew or smoke ? Now | don’t|both God and coumry are calling me to

know whether you are an officer, or a
chaplain, or a sutler, or a quartermaster’s
clerk, but if you have any tobacco with
you, for God’s sake divide with me. You
see I've not been paid for five months, so
I can’t buy any, and | must have a smoke
—can’t stand it any longer, am homesick
as a school girl, be hanged if I haven't
come confounded near deserting. (Here

y than that of the father in the store.

volunteer; and | am not afraid to have
my family in such good hands.”

In a few moments more our hero was
across the threshold of his house.

“Wife, what do you say? | am going
again to war.”

There was an answering look that met
his at that moment. It was more tender
Its
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brief glance told a sweet story of home
joys. The witnessing tears that gushed
silently to the eyelashes, and trembled a
moment there ere they were dashed gently
away, spoke louder than the father’s words
had spoken. But a moment more, and
the firm consent followed. It was such a
consent as a hero’s wife loves to give a
hero. In yet another moment the mother
steps quietly forward:

General Grant.

“Go, Ulysses, go, my dear son. And
may the blessing of Jehovah of hosts go
with you!”

“l knew you would all consent,” said
the Captain, as he glanced his eye quickly
and firmly to where some portions of his
former armor were suspended; ““for, if
ever there was a just cause for fighting, it
is this in which I now volunteer.”

In a few hours more Captain Grant
was on his way to the capital and gov-
ernor of the State.

Black, the Scotch Deserter at Leesburg.

One of the Confederate soldiers in the
Virginia army was a rough Scotchman
named Black. His relatives were at the
South, and, desiring to get to them, he
had joined the Northern army, with the
intention of deserting at the first oppor-
tunity. When on picket guard at the
river, therefore, he pretended to bathe,
and being a good swimmer, dexterously
struck out for the Virginia shore. When
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midway, the rogue turned and shouted:
“Good bye, boys; I'm bound for Dixie!”
“Come back, or we'll shoot!” answered
the guard. ““Shoot and be
white livered nigger-thieves,” shouted
Black, and in the midst of a shower of
Minie balls he reached his destination.
He entered at once the Confederate ranks,
and proved an active fighter. During the
battle he performed many feats of daring,
and at night formed one of a corporal’s
guard who escorted a full company of cap-
tured Federals off the liotly-contested
ground. As Black was laughing and
joking, the Captain of the Federals re-
marked to him:

“1 ought to know tliat voice —is that
you, Black?”

“That's me!” jocosely replied the ren-
egade Scotchman. ‘I couldn’t stay with
you, you see; it wasn’'t because | feared
to fight, but I like to fight ill the right
cause always.”

Singular enough, Black was escorting
his old company, officers and all.

Hopeful Tackett—his Mark.

Hopeful Tackett sang the inspiring na-
tional anthem—
““An’ the Star-Spangler’ Banger in triumph shall wave
O'! the lan dov the free-e-e, an’ the ho mov the brave/’
as he sat on liis little bench in the little
shop of Herr Kordwaner, the village shoe-
maker. Thus he sang, not artistically, but
with much fervor and unction, keeping
time with his hammer, as he hammered
away at an immense “stoga.” And as he
sang, the prophetic words rose upon the
air, and were wafted, together with an odor
of new leather and paste-pot, out of the
window, and fell upon the ear of a ragged
urchin with an armful of hand-bills.

“Wouldyou lose a leg for it, Hope?”
he asked, bringing to bear upon Hopeful a
pair of crossed-eyes, a full complement of
white teeth, and a face spotted with its
kindred dust.

““For the Banger?” replied Hopeful:

4
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“guess I would. .Both on’em—an’ a head,
t00.”

“ Well, here’s a chance for you.”
he tossed him a hand-bill.

Hopeful laid aside his hammer and his
work, and picked up the hand-bill; and
while he is reading it, take a look at liim.
Hopeful is not a beauty, and he knows it;
and though some of the rustic wits call him
“ Beaut,” he is well aware that they intend
it for irony. liis countenance runs too
much to nose—rude, amorphous nose at
that—to be classic, and is withal rugged in

And

Hopeful Tackett.

outline and pimply in spots. liis hair is
decidedly.too dingy ared to be called, even
by the uttermost stretch of courtesy, au-
burn; dry, coarse, and pertinaciously ob-
stinate in its resistance to the civilizing
efforts of comb and brush. But there is a
great deal of big, honest bone and muscle
in him, which are of great value in a good
cause.

By the time he had spelled out the hand-
bill, and found that Lieut. was in
town and wished to enlist recruits for
Company —, — Regiment, it was nearly
sunset; and he took off his apron, washed
his hands, looked at himself in the piece
of looking-glass that stuck in the window
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—a defiant look, that said that he was not
afraid of all that nose—took his hat down
from its peg beliind the door, and in spite
of the bristling resistance of his hair,
crowded it down over his head, and started
for his supper. And as he walked he
mused aloud, as was his custom, addressing
himself in the second person, as follows:

‘ Hopeful, what do you think of it? They
want more soldiers, enh ? Guess them fights
at Donelson and Pittsburg Lannen ’bout
used up some 0 them ridgiments. By
Jing! (Hopeful had been piously brought
up, and his emphatic declarations took a
mild form.) Hopeful, 'xpect you'll have
to go an’ stan’ in some poor feller's shoes.
"Twon’t do for them there blasted Secesh-
ers to be killin' off our boys, an’ no one
there to pay them back. It's time this
here thing was busted! Hopeful, you au't
pretty, an’ you an't smart; but you used
to be a mighty nasty hand with a shot
gun. Guess you'll have to try your hand
on old Borey’'s (Beauregard’s) chaps, an’
if you ever git a bead on one, he'll enter
his land mighty shortly. What do you
say to goin’?—you wanted to go last year,
but mother was sick, an’ you couldn't; an’
now mother's gone to glory, why, show
your grit an’ go. Think about it, any
bow.’

And Hopeful did think about it—thought
till late at night of the insulted flag, of the
fierce fights and glorious victories, of the
dead and the dying lying out in the pitiless
storm, of the dastardly outrages of the
enemy—thought of all this, with his great
warm heart overflowing with love for the
dear old “ Banger,” and resolved to go.
The next.morning he notified the “boss”
of liis intention to quit his service for that
ofUncle Sam. The old fellow only opened
his eyes very wide, grunted, brought out
the stocking (a striped relic of the departed
Frau Kordwaner,) and from it counted out
and paid Hopeful every cent that was due
him.

But there was one thing that sat heavily
upon Hopeful's mind. He was in a pre-
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dicament that all are liable to fall into—
he was in love, and with Christina, Herr
Kordwaner's daughter. Christina was a
plump maiden, with a round, rosy face, an
extensive latitude of shoulders, and a gen-
eral plentitude and solidity of figure. All
these she had; but what had captivated
.Hopeful's eye was her trim ankle, as it
appeared to him one morning, encased in
a warm white yarn stocking of her own
knitting  From this small beginning, his
great heart had taken in the whole of her,
and now he was desperately inlove. Two
or three times he had essayed to tell hei-
of his proposed departure ; but everytime
that the words were coming to his lips,
something rushed up into his throat ahead
of them, and he couldn’t speak. At last,
after walking home from church with her
one Sunday evening, he held out his hand
and blurted out—

“Well, good-bye. Y.e're off to-mor-
row.”

“Off!  Where?”

“ I've enlisted.”

Christina didn't faint. She didn't take
out her delicate and daintily perfumed
mouclioir to hide the tears that were not
there. She looked at him for a moment,
while two great real teal’s rolled down her
chpeks, and then—precipitated all her
charms right into his arms.  Hopeful stood
it manfully—rather liked it, in fact. But
that is a tableau that may be left to the
imagination,—the tears aud embraces, pro-
testations of undying affection, promises
of eternal remembrance, etc.

The next morning found Hopeful with
a dozen others, in charge of the Lieuten-
ant, and on their way to join the regiment,
and as he went through the various duties
and changing experiences of soldier life,
he would say, “ Hopeful, the Banger’s took
care of you all your life, and now you're
here to take care of it. See that you do
it the best you know how.” But in his
case the path to glory was not amid the
roar of cannon and muskets, through a
storm of shot and shell, over a serried line
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of glistening bayonets—it was only a skir-
mish, a bushwacking fight for the posses-
sion of a swamp. A few companies were
deployed as skirmishers, to drive out the
enemy.

“Now, boys,” shouted the Captain,
“after 'em! Shoot to kill, not to scare
‘'em!”

“Ping! Ping!” rang the rifles.

“ Z-z-z-z-oit!” sang the bullets.

On they went, crouching among the
bushes, creeping along under the banks
of the brook, cautiously peering from be-
hind trees in search of *butternuts.”
Hopeful was in the advance; his hat was
lost, and his hair more defiantly bristling
than ever. Firmly grasping his rifle, he
pushed on, carefully watching every tree
and bush. A rebel sharpshooter started
to run from one tree to another, when,
quick as thought, Hopeful’s rifle was at his
shoulder, a puff of blue smoke rose from
its mouth, and the rebel sprang in the air
and fell back—dead. Almost at the same
instant, as Hopeful leaned forward to see
the effect of his shot, he felt a sudden
shock, a sharp burning pain, grasped at a
bush, reeled, and sank to the ground.

“Are you hurt much, Hope?” asked
one of his comrades, kneeling beside him
and staunching the blqod tliat flowed from
his wounded leg.

“Yes, | expect 1 am; but that red
wamus over youder’s redder'n ever now.
That feller won't need a pension.”

They 