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GrANT AND THE POLITICIAN. — A certain
western Colonel in Major-General Grant’s army,
took advantage of a sick-furlough to canvass for
a nomination to Congress. On application for an
extension of his furlough, Gen. Grant wrote on
back of it, as follows:

«If Col. —— is able to travel over his dis-
trict to electioneer for Congress, he is able to be
with his regiment, and he is hereby ordered to
join it immediately, or be dismissed from the ser-
vice.”

ABraEAM LiNcoLN’s FIRsT SPEECH.—
President Lincoln made his maiden speech in
Sangamon county, at Pappysville (or Richland)
in the year 1832. He was then a Whig, and was
a candidate for the legislature of this State. The
speech was sharp and sensible. To understand
why it was so short, the following facts will show:
First, Mr. Lincoln was a young man, say twen-
ty-two years of age, and timid. Secondly, his
friends and opponents, in the joint discussion had
rolled the sun nearly down. Mr. Lincoln saw
that it was not a proper time to discuss the ques-
tions fully, and hence he cut his remarks short.
Probably the other candidate had wholly exhaust-
ed the subjects under discussion. The time, ac-
cording to W. H. Herndon’s informant — who
has kindly furnished this valuable reminiscence
for us— was 1832, it may have been 1834, The
President lived at that time with James A. Hern-
don, at Salem, Sangamon county, who heard the
speech, talked about it, and knows the report to
be correct. The speech which was characteristic
of the man, was as follows:

“ GENTLEMEYN, FELLOW-CITIZENS: I pre-
sume you all know who I am. I am humble
Abraham Lincoln. I have been solicited by
many friends to become a candidate for the legis-
lature. My politics are short and sweet, like an
old woman’s dance. I am infavor of a National
Bank. I am in favor of the internal improve-
ment system, and a high protective tariff. These
are my sentiments and political principles. If
elected, I shall be thankful; if not, it will be all
the same.”

Tae BATTLE-FIELD OF GETTYSBURG.—I
have just returned from a visit to Gettysburg
and if you choose to accompany me in a long
ramble over the field and hear what a partic-
ipant in the battle has to say, well and good.
n the main, “ I tell the story as ’twas told to
me ; ” but it is hard to say anything new upon a
theme already hackneyed. You newspaper peo-
ple have, I know, what most people have, a hor-
ror of — long articles ; therefore, *for fear your
readers should grow skittish,” you have my full
permission to abbreviate, expunge, or omit, at
your pleasure. Assuming this article, then, to
have escaped the fate of your waste-paper basket,
start with me on this fine November morning, out
on the Emmettsburgroad. For our companion and
guide we have Captain. A. F. Cavada, a gallant
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and accomplished young officer, who served all
through, from Yorktown to Petersburg, and for
nearly two years on the staff of Major General
Humphreys.

About a mile out we halt. The Captain lo-
quitur. “ Now I begin to feel at home. Let me
take an observation, as these fences were not
here then. All right. T've got it now. Do you
see that big walnut on the ridge over there?
That was Gen. Humphrey’s headquarters on the
morning of Thursday, July 2d. Almost worn out
with hard marching, I wasaroused from my weary
bivouac at daylight, and ordered to post Col.
Tilghman’s regiment — the Twenty-sixth Penn-
sylvania— on picket along here. Later in the
the day, right of our division, Carr’s brigade, held
this brick house. Further down was posted
Turnbull’s battery. There, below that barn,
stood Lieut. Seeley’s and still further toward our
left the batteries of Birney’s division, under Liv-
ingston, Smith, Randolph, Clark, and Winslow.
I mention them all, for never ‘were guns handled
more beautifully. All suffered fearfully — See-
ley’s especially. He had hardly a man or horse
left standing, and was himself severely wounded.
He was a gallant officer, and had risen from
the ranks. Now go with me into that orchard.
1 want to find a certain apple-tree which served
as. a rendezvous during the day for us staff
officers and our orderlies. At one period, stand-
ing under it, with Captains Humphreys and
McClellan, a shell exploded in the tree, killing
three of our poor orderlies, besides striking my
horse.” We found the tree—its limbs were
shattered, and the top entirely gone.

« About 2 o’clock the whole Third Corps moved
out in line-of-battle over the open ground, and a
more magnificent spectacle of ¢ living valor roll-
ing on the foe, I never witnessed. Away over
on that bare spot of rising ground the rebels had
planted two batteries, with which they enfiladed
our whole line, fairly sweeping it from left to
right. Lord! how they pitched it into wus!

.| Longstreet’s infantry debouched from those woods,

and in a short time all around where we are
standing — to the right, left and in front — along
this road, through that peach orchard, away down
toward Round Top, for hours the battle raged.
General Sickles was wounded near that large
barn. How well I remember this spot of ground.
It was here, behind that stone-fence, that I had
been ordered to post Colonel Burling’s brigade.
On my way back, I passed the One Hundred and
Fourteenth Pennsylvania Regiment, then com-
manded by my brother, Lieut. Col. F. F. Cava-
da. It had just been ordered to an advanced
position beyond the road. I rode up and shook
hands with him. ¢Good-by, Fred, look out for
yourself; you are going into a hot place, and are
sure to catch it” Soit turned out. The One
Hundred and fourteenth, in connection with the
Sixty-eighth Pennsylvania, Col. Trippin, had a
bloody fight of it, and lost heavily. My brother
and his brigade commander, Gen. Graham, were

both taken prisoners, the latter severely wounded.
I never saw the rebels fight with such diabolical
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fury. The most murderous fire — canister,
shrapnel, and musketry — was poured into their
faces as it were, but nothing stopped them. The
Third Corps, those heroes of Chancellorsville,
and other bloody fields, led by Birney, Hum-
phreys, De Trobriand, Ward, Graham and Carr
— never fought more heroically.”

A word of criticism here. At one period of
the battle, Birney, being hard pressed called up-
on Gen. Sykes, in command of the Fifth Corps,
for assistance. Sykes had been ordered to sup-
port the Third if called upon, but he returned for
answer that he ¢ would be up in time — that his
men were tired and were making coffee!”
They did come up in about an kour, and, says
Gen. Warren, in his testimony, * the troops un-
der General Sykes arrived barely in time to
save Round Top, and they had a very desperate
fight to hold it.” And again of the operations
next day. ¢ When the repulse took place, Gen.
Meade intended to move forward and assault
the enemy in turn. e ordered an advance of
the Fifth Corps, but it was carried on so slowly that
it did not amount to much, if anything.” Gen.
George Sykes is a brave man, but entirely “too
slow,” so at least Gen. Grant seemed to think,
for in the subsequent reorganization of the Army
of the Potomac, the services of « Tardy George,”
No. 2, were dispensed with. The Fifth, asa corps,
has a glorious record, and never failed to fight
bravely when properly handled. '

To resume the captain’s narrative. ¢ As the
afternoon wore on the pressure became great-
er and greater, until at last our whole corps,
with the exception of Carr’s brigade and a few
other regiments, was hurled down the slope,
broken and discomfited, the rebels following in
hot pursuit. Our losses were frightful. In our
division, of 5,000 men, our loss was nearly 2,000.”
“Well, Captain, you saw most of the heavy
fighting done by this army, tell me, were you
ever in a hoiter place than this?” ¢ Never but
once —and that reminds me of a little story.
In the attack upon the enemy’s position at the
first Fredericksburg, our division was ordered to
storm the heights.  As we were preparing to
move, Gen. Humphreys — always a very polite
man — turned round to his staff, and in his
blandest manner remarked, ¢Young gentle-
men, I intend to lead this assault, and shall be
happy to have the pleasure of your company.’
Of course, the invitation was too polite to be de-
clined. 7That was the roughest place I ever was
in, and I can’t conceive, even to this day, how
any of us ever got back alive. Our division
lost nearly 1,100 men in about fifteen minutes.
In this clump of bushes my horse received a sec-
ond wound, and fell dead under me. I managed
to scramble over the ridge, where our men were
being rallied, and soon after the sun went down
and the rebels were beaten back beyond the road.

¢« Capt. Chester, of our military family, was
seen to go down in the melée and after night-fall
a party started out in search of him. We found
him near that large flat rock, alive, but grievous-
ly wounded. His horse and faithful orderly both

lay dead beside him, and across his legs a
rebel soldier, whom he had killed with his revolv-
er, while in the act of plundering him of his
watch. He was taken up tenderly, and convey-
ed to the hospital on Rock Creek where he died
next day.

« With heavy hearts we now set about the task
of burying such of our poor fellows as were
within reach. Always the saddest of a soldier’s
duties, it was peculiarly so upon this occasion, for
all felt that the rising sun would bring with it a
repetition of this day’s horrors, and that, perhaps,
at this hour to-morrow, some comrade might be
performing this same sad office for us.

¢« ¢Tew and short were the prayers we said,
And we spoke not a word of sorrow,
As we steadfastly gazed on the face of the dead,
And bitterly thought on the morrow.’ ”’

In the course of the day we paid a visit to Mr.
Sherfey’s house, where we were most hospitably
received. This house stands about the centre of
the tield and is riddled from garret to basement.
Traces of the conflict are to be seen on every
side, including the last resting-place of many poor
Southerners.  Mr. Sherfey’s barn was burnt dur-
ing the fight, and some of the wounded who
sought refuge there perished in the flames.
“These,” said Mrs. Sherfey, producing some tin
cans, “ contain peaches that were growing in our
orchard over there at the time of the battle. These
are my trophies.” In the front garden grows the
beautiful shrub known as the * burning bush,”
luxuriant with its crop of bright red berries, ty-
pical of the blood shed at its roots. ¢ Take some
of the berries with you and plant them,” said the
kind old lady; ¢ they will grow anywhere, and
will be pleasant mementos of Gettysburg.”

‘We next made our way to Little Round Top,
where we had the pleasure of meeting Colonel
Batchelder. This gentleman is engaged in col-
lecting the details of the battle, and will, no
doubt, produce a book of equal interest with his
great map. I was sorry to hear him say that he
mtends designating this as “ Weed’s Hill,” in
honor of the general who fell on its top. Ionor
the memory of the brave man in some other way,
Colonel, but don’t seek to change this name. As
« Little Round Top,” it has already passed into
history, and so it will be known forever. There
are few finer views of the whole field than from
this point, and here took place the closest and
most sanguinary fighting of Thursday. In front
and to the right the Iifth Corps had a heavy
thing of it. On the height fought two of the
noblest soldiers of the army, Vincent and Rice.
The former laid down his life here, the latter at
Spottsylvania the year after. All the little stone
walls thrown up between the huge boulders are
still here. In fact, nothing is changed. Would
that this could be said of other parts of the field.
Inscriptions upon the rocks mark the spots where
Vincent and Hazlett fell. Iere, too, at the
early age of twenty-five, fell that accomplished

soldier Col. O’Rourke, of the One Hundred and
Fortieth New York. Graduating at the head of
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his class, two years before, he was at once as-
signed to duty in the field, and soon became dis-
tinguished for his reckless and impetuous courage.
He was struck while mounted upon a rock gal-
lantly animating his men. Fortunately, the ex-
treme left was held by that splendid regiment
the Twentieth Maine, then under the command
of Col. Chamberlain, afterwards oné of Sheri-
dan’s heroes of the Five Forks. TFiring away
their last cartridge, Chamberlain ordered his
regiment to charge down the hill, and succeeded
in clearing its sides with the bayonet. The re-
markable ledge of rocks known as the % Devil’s
Den,” dirvectly opposite Round Top, was oc-
cupied by the enemy’s sharpshooters, one of
whom had a safe position within the cleft and
picked off our men with fatal accuracy. The
face of the boulder behind which he lay is cov-
ered with marks of the minies sent at him. One
even “ went for him ” clean through the crevice,
but missed. e was finally dislodged by a charge
and escaped through an opening to the rear.
Seven muskets, it is said, were found in his
hiding place. There is room enough for fifty.
On the slope in front of his den Lie bleach-
ing the bones of rebel dead, washed out by the
rains. The scene of Crawford’s charge, with our
superb Pennsylvania Reserves, was to the zight
and in front of Little Round Top. Brigadier
General Zook and Colonel Jeffards — the Iatter
of the Fourth Michigan — weve killed in the
field beyond. Colonel Jeffards was_killed by'a
bayonet-thrust, while gallantly holding up with
his own hands the colors of his regiment. Mear
that ploughed field, charging at the head of his
brave ¢ Bucktails,” fell our Chester commty
neighbor, Col. Frederick Taylor. No death in
the whole army. was more sincerely mourned,

“ Many the ways that lead to death, but few
Grandly ; and one alone is glory’s gate,
Standing wherever free men dare their fate,
Determined, as thou wert, to die—or do!”

We now proceed along the line held by vs on
Friday, Colonel B. politely acting as guide. In
that little gréve, close to our lines, fell the rebel
General Barksdale on Thursday. This violent,
brawling rebel started in search of ¢ his rights,”
and this little pile of stones here marks the spot
where he is presumed to have found them. 1t is
said that he was drunk when he started cn the
charge, and this may accounst for his headlong,
reckless bravery. True or not, ¢ the story’s still
extant.” Here in the thickest of the figtht, ex-

osing himself like a common soldier, the gal-
ant Hancock received his wound. That ad-
vanced line of works was held by the Vermont
brigade. It was commanded by Gen. Stannard,
who subsequently gave an arm to the cause on
the James. A pile of knapsacks, just as they
were unslung, still lie mouldering here,—on one
1he inscription ¢ Sixteenth Vermont ” is still vis-
ible. Even now the debris of battle— hats,
shoes, cartridge-boxes, bayonet-scabbards, can-
teens, &ec.—lie scattered all over the field.
Next we come to the position held by the “ Phil-

adelphia Brigade,” composed of the Sixty-ninth
—“Paddy Owens’ regulars;” the Seventy-
second, Baxter’s Zouaves, and that splendid
fighting regiment, the Seventy-first, or California,
commanded originally by the lamented Baker,
and subsequently by our fellow-townsmen, Col-
onels-John Markoe and R. Penn Smith. This
brigade — veteran fighters, every man of them —
was led upon thisoccasion by a gallant New York-
er, Brigadier-General Webb, and nobly was the
honor of both cities sustained. Would that I
had it in my power to particularize all the or-
ganizations conspicuous flc))r courage and conduct
in this great battle, but that would be to mention
almost every regiment, battery and squadron en-
gaged. From here we have an excellent view
of Seminary Ridge, the line of woods whence
the rebels 1ssued and the beautiful level fields
over which they swept in their grand charge.
This certainly is the most magnificent battle-field
in the world. The heights of La Belle Alliance
and Mont Saint Jean in some respects resem-
ble our Cemetery and Seminary Ridges, with the
same gentle, undulating valley intervening; but
at Waterloo the principal road runs at right an-

les, while here, parallel with the position. Speak-
mg of the bombardment which preceded the
charge, that experienced soldier, General Han-
cock, says: ¢ It was the most terrific cannonade
I ever witnessed, and the most prolonged.” A
rebel eye-witness describing it, says: “I have
never yet heard such tremendous artillery firing.
The very earth shook beneath our feet, and the
hills and rocks seemed to reel like a drunken
man. For one hour and a half this most terrific
firing was continued, during which time the
shrieking of shells, the crash of falling timber, the
fragments of rock flying through the air, shatter-
ed from the cliffs by solid-shot; the heavy mut-
terings from the valley between the opposing
armies, the splash of bursting shrapnel, and the
neighing of wounded artillery horses, made the
same terribly grand and sublime.” After this came
the charge. Our eighty guns, planted on the
crest from Cemetery Hill to Round Top, “vol-
ley’d and thundered,” and, when the infantry
joined in the chorus, so terrible was the fire that
tore through them that the rebel columns pre-
sented the extraordinary spectacle of ten thou-
sand men playing at ¢leap-frog!” In spite of
every effort, the flower of Lee’s veterans, direct-
ed by tried leaders such as Garnett, Armstead,
Kemper, Wright, Posey and Mahone, failed in
carrying our position, although at one or two
points they charged up to, and even over it.
“ What other than Southern troops would have
made that charge?” Ay, sir, but what other
than Northern would have met and repulsed it ?
Northern endurance, upon this occasion was too
much for Southern impetuosity and dash. ¢ There
swung the pine against the palm.” In the bloody
ruck hundreds of their best officers went down.
It was the turning point of the grand drama, and
with the sun, on that third day of July, went
down the sun of « the Confederacy ” forever! Al-
though known as “ Pickett’s charge,” Gen. Gra-
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ham, whom I met here yesterday, informs me
that Pickett himself was not in it. He describes
him as a coarse, brutal fellow, and says he treat-
ed him with the greatest inhumanity after the
battle, whilst wounded, and a prisoner in his
hgmds, The rebel corps commanders either did
did not expose themselves as freely as our own,
or they had better luck, for none were hit, whilst
we lost one, Reynolds, killed; and two, Hancock
and Sickels, wounded. The story told in Black-
wood, by Col. Freemantle, of the British army,
who was present may help to explain it. He
says, that carried away by excitement, he rushed
up to Longstreet, who was sitting on a fence
¢ quietly whitterling a stick,” whilst watching the
charge, and said, “ Gen. Longstreet, isn’t this
splendid; I wouldn’t have missed it for the
world ?” « The d—1 you wouldn’t,” replied Long-
street ; “ why, don’t you see we are getting lick-
ed like h—I!” We now crossed the Balti-
more pike, calling on our way at the small
frame building, on the Taneytown road, used as
the head-quarters of Gen. Meade on Iriday.
This will always be a point of great interest.
The house is sadly shattered, and the poor
widow who owns 1t complains bitterly of her
losses. ¢ When I comes home, my house was all
over blood ; the ‘sogers’ took away all my cover-
lits and quilts, two tons of hay, they spiled my
spring, my apple-trees and every ding.” She
says a couple of hundred dollars would be a great
help to her, and thinks she should get it from some-
veres.” Sure enough, why shouldn’t the poor
woman get it ? In the garden of a cottage in the

al Gn. TFive months after, at the desperate
midnt battle of Wahatchie, in Lookout Val-
ley,is indomitable fighting officer only ad-
ded the laurels already gained at Antietam,
andttysburg. An inscription on a tree close
by t the story of a large mound in the ravine
belc % To the right lie buried forty-five rebels!”
Frohere we struck across to the scene of the
firsty’s fight. In the following communication
to Gernor Curtin, General Cutler tells us how
thettle opened : “I owe a duty to one of your
regints, the Fifty-sixth, and its brave command-
er, lonel J. W. Hofmann. It was my fortune
to n the advance on the morning of July 1st.
Thatmosphere being a little thick, I took out
myass to examine the enemy, being a few pac-
es front of Colonel H., he turned to me and
inqred, ¢ Is that the enemy ?” My reply was
¢y’ Turning to his men, he commanded,
¢ Rly —right oblique — aim —fire |” and the
bat of Gettysburg was opened. The fire was
folbed by other regiments instantly, still, that
bat on the soil of Pennsylvania was opened by
he»wn sons, and it is just that it should become
a rtter of history.” . Here is the ground fought
ov by our brave cavalrymen, under Pleasanton,
Bord, Kilpatrick, Farnsworth, Merrit, Custer
ar Gregg. Never, in any preceding campaign,
h: the cavalry of this army rendered such dis-
tiuished and invaluable service. To meet the
emy was to overthrow them, until, at last, it
vé only with the greatest difficulty that Stuart
cdd get his men to stand at all. The next
pat reached was the scene of the bloody, though

little village of Waterloo the visitor is shown the 'navailing strugele of the First and Eleventh

monument erected over the Marquis of Angle-
sea’s leg, and the poor peasant has made quite a
little fortune by exhibiting the boot cut from the
leg, and the table upon which the amputation
was performed. This hint might not be thrown
away upon a more enterprising person, but I
doubt if this poor, old, frowsy German woman
will ever profit by it. To the right of Cemetery
Hill was “stationed the battery so furiously as-
saulted by Hays brigade of Louisiana Tigers.
The lunettes and traverses remain undisturbed
and grass-grown.

_The little eminence in front was held, and
with distinguished honor, by that conscientious
and patriotic soldier, Brigadier-Gen. Wadsworth.
The works thrown up by our men on Culp’s Hill
are still to be seen, except such portion” of the
timber as is being removed by the owner of the
ground. Only think of the meanness of the man
who is pulling to pieces these monuments, and
converting the timber into fence-rails and cord-
wood! The effect of the furious fire poured upon
Lwell’s swarming columns is visible enough.
Hardly a rock or a tree in front of these works
has escaped. Many of the trees are covered and
scarred with bullets as high as fifty feet from the
ground. There was “wild,” as well as deadly
shooting here on that fearful Thursday night
and early Friday morning. Along this rough,
rocky hill fought our own Geary, and that dis-
tinguished Rhode Islander, Brigadier Gener-

orps. The marks of battle still abound, but the
iterest centres in the spot where Reynolds was
lled. The General was nearly up with the
sirmish line — no place, say military men, fora
«rps commander ; “ bu that was just like John
kynolds;” and he had just despatched several
¢ his aids, Capts. Baird, Rosengarten and Rid-
&, on some special duties, and was himself
wntching the deployment of a brigade of Wiscon-
si troops, when the fatal bullet, fired by a sharp-
shoter, struck him in the neck and he fell off his
hese dead.  Poor Reynolds!

There have been tears and breaking. hearts for
thee.”

Ve now stand in the National Cemetery, on
Cenetery Hill. 'Who can stand unmoved in this
silert city of the dead. THere repose the pre-
cious offerings laid upon the altar of the country
by the loyal States. Ordinarily the filling up of
a cemetery is slow work —the work of years.
Three days sufficed to fill this!  And what 1s the
reward of those brave men for their weeks of
weary marching, and days and nights of fearful
fiohting? ¢« Two paces of the vilest earth!”
Here they lie, “those unnamed deml—iods ” of
the rank and file. ¢ Unknown!” “unknown!”
the only epitaph of hundreds. Yes, here they
lie “massed ” with beautiful military precision,

rank upon rank, as if awaiting the order to ap-
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pear in review before the Great Commander-in-
chief of us all!

“ Up many a fortress wall
They charged — those boys in blue;
"Mid surging smoke and volleying hall
The bravest were the first to fall —
To full for me and you !

Who can ever forget those terrible days of
July, that period of agonizing suspenss ?

And when the news did come, oh how that
sad catalogue pulled upon the heirt-strings !
Reynolds, Zook, Farnsworth, Card, Weed, Jef-
fards, Taylor, Arrowsmith, O’Rourke, Lowery,
Cross, Hazlett, Vincent, Devereauz, Willard,
Adams, Miller.

“ Period of honor as of woes,
What bright careers *twas thine to close !
Mark’d on thy roll of blood what 1ames,
To I'reedom’s memory, and to Fane’s
Laid there their last immortal clams !

So ends my story of Gettysburg.
G. J..Gross.

Fraxgrin W. Smita, a Boston contractor,
was tried by court-martial, and found guilty of
pocketing a thousand or two dollars out of a con-
tract with the Navy department for- supplies.
The report of the court-martial was sent to Pres-
ident Lincoln for his examination, who returned
it with this characteristic indorsement:

“ Whereas, Franklin W. Smith, had transac-
tions with the United States Navy Department
to a million and a quarter of dollars, and had the
chance to steal a quarter of a million ;and where-
as, he was charged with stealing only ten thou-
sand dollars, and from the final revision of the tes-
timony it is only claimed that he stile one hun-
dllied dollars, I don’t believe he stole anything at
all.

¢ Therefore, the records of the court-martial,
together with the finding and sentence, are dis-
approved, declared null and void, and the defend-
ant is fully discharged.

A. LiNncoLN.”

THE STARS AND BARS.

’T18 sixty-two ! — and sixty-one,

‘With the old Union, now is gone,
Reeking with bloody wars —

Gone with that ensign, once so prized,

The Stars and Stripes, now so despised —
Struck for the stars and bars,

The burden once of patriot’s song,
Now badge of tyranny and wrong,
For us no more it waves ;
‘We claim the stars — the stripes we yield,
We give them up on every field,
Where fight the Southern braves.

Our motto this, ““ God and our right,”
For sacred liberty we fight —
Not for the lust of power;

Comiaelled by wrongs the sword t’ unsheath,
We'll fight, be free, or cease to breathe —
We'll die before we cower.

By all the blood our fathers shed,
‘We will from tyranny be freed —
‘We will not conquered be ;
Like them, no higher power we own
But God’s — we bow to him alone —
‘We will, we will be free!

For homes and altars we contend,

Assured that God will us defend —
He makes our cause his own;

Not of our gallant patriot host,

Not of brave leaders do we boast —
‘We trust in God alone.

Sumter, and Bethel, and Bull Run

Witnessed fierce battles fought and won,
By aid of Power Divine ;

‘We met the foe, who us defied,

In all his pomp, in all his pride,
Shouting, ¢ Manasseh’s mine !

It was not thine, thou boasting foe !
‘We laid thy vandal legions low —
‘We made them bite the sod ;
At Lexington the braggart yields,
Leesburgh, Belmont, and other fields j—
Still help us, mighty God !

Thou smiledst on the patriot seven —

Thou smilest on the brave eleven
Free, independent States ;

Their number thou wilt soon increase,

Axnd bless them with a lasting peace,
‘Within their happy gates.

No more shall violence be heard,

‘Wasting, destruction no more feared
In all this Southern land ;

“Praise,” she her gates devoutly calls,

“ Salvation,” her Heaven-guarded walls —
‘What shall her power withstand ?

“ The little one,” by heavenly aid,
“ A thousand is — the strong one made,
A nation—oh ! how strong ! ”’
Jehovah, who the right befriends,
Jehovah, who our flag defends,
Is hastening it along !

INCIDENT OF THE MORGAN RAID.— When
Gen. John Morgan’s band was within four miles
of Jasper, Pike county, Ohio, they captured a
number of citizens, among them a school-teacher,
by the name of Joseph McDougal, aged forty-
seven. The captured men were marched on the
double-quick to the village of Jasper, allowed a
few moments’ rest, and then double-quicked twc
and a half miles to Piketon, and there, with others
captured, formed into line for parole.

efore the oath was administered, however,
Captain Mitchell, of one of Morgan’s companies,
ordered Mr. McDougal to step out of the ranks.
After a little parley, this Mitchell ordered two





