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My heroine's name is Fanny. Fanny was a
horse; or, to bo strictly accurate, Fanny was a
marc It was a case of love at first sight at
least on Miy park It was at Harper's Ferry,
that historic spat consecrated forever by John
Brown, whose puny bnt heroic revolt in be-

half of four millions of human beings began
and ended here, and who calmly met his fate
within cannon shot of the little " fort," now a
pis-sty- e, from which, for a brief space, ho de-

fied the power of a great Nation it was in this
little town, nestling by the Shenandoah and
clinging along the verge of the ragged hillsides,
overbad owed by the lordly heights of Loudoun
and Maryland, and nightly lulled to sleep by
the music of the wators of the Potomac ad
Shenandoah, which here commingle and go
rolling dewn to make broader the broad bosom
of the ChesaiKiake, that in the memorable lall
of 1884 1 first met Fanny. The Harper s Ferry
of ISSi was not the Harper's Ferry of 1SS3 by
a large mnjwity. The clatter uf horses' hoofe,
the Jinglhig of spurs and clinking of sabres, the
gleam of cvid steel, the rumbling of army
wagons, the braying of mules, the neighing of
steeds, the glitter of uniforms, the incoming
and outgoing of rois, tho thunder of railroad
trains, and the sounds of war-lik- e music gave
an air of animation to the little nook in 1SC4,
which, it is uanertMssary to say, it docs not now
exhibit. I had been 'there two years before
--Kites McGolIan's battered army had forded
the Potomac after measuring strength with
Xie's gallant army at Antietani, and stretched
Iteeif out to rest along the Heights of Bolivar,
It was but a few days after the timo made
memorable by Friend Whifter, when Lee

" marched down.
Horse and foot, into Fretlerjclctown."

I ws with the boys, was one of them in fact,
when,R the 26th ofOctober, 2562, the glorious
old Aay of ie Potomac crossed the Shenan-
doah aad wm4 up the mountain road which
loadfi to LHdoH Heights and the peaceful
hills a4 dales of Loudoun county, one of the
garde spots of the world. I hare a vivid recol-loctim- ti

of the inarch up the mountain, for
two reasons. I have done some pretty good
iBarokiag in my time, but this march aleng- -

the xtecniam sde that October afternoon was
one of the tangliest I ever made, and a jolly
pot-beK- G.-ria- au commissary named Dingle-Eta- dt

w responsible for it On the moving
of our drHK-tmen- t be gave the " boys" at the
hejosrtera : brigade and, by the way,
thoJfciftk Maryl&ad regiment, commanded b,.-th- e

.gallant Colonel Wa. Loais Schley, of this
city, on wKoec staff 1 had the honor of serving,
formed a portion of ic a kind of impromptu
reoejf&on, or send. ff, as it were. The unwrit-
ten list f fluids included absinthe, lager beer,
and cowaiiKary whisky. Tho officers of the
staff were all young men who had a pretty fair
knowied&e of the effects of the two latter bev-cragos,- ad

had frequently wrestled with Them,
wita varyisg resalts, but wore as ignorant as
JLaork in regard to the peculiar properties of
the first-nam- ed abomination, and treated it
with the same contempt they did the " com-
missary." It is needless to say that the inter-
mingling of beer, whisky, and absinthe pro-
duced a state of mental and physical wretched-
ness painful to remember, even after the lapse
of twenty years. Hence, the march np Lou-
doun Heights was exceedingly toilsome, as well
as memorable. I have had my opinion of Com-
missary Dinglestadt ever since. Another rea-
son why L remember this march wasthegayety
and devil-may-ca- re demeanor of the soldiery,
as they trudged np tho mountain side, waking
the echoes vith their songs. "John Brown's
Body;" I remember, was the favorite air, and
the refrain was varied to snit the fancy of the
leading singers. For instance, once it would
be sung as follows:

Wfi hang Jeff Davis on a sour appte tree,
AWH lnuyr --1fl Iavis on a sour apple tree,
w ell hang Jeff Davis on a sour apple tree,

As we ;o marehing along.
The next version was likely to run:
We'll kn John Brown on a sour apple tree,"V8 Wu John Brown on a sour apple tree,

.jJj&Jlhttnjr John Brown on a sour apple tree,
As we j?o HiKrehinjy along.

"The third time it would be varied as follows:
"We hang Horace Greeley on a sour apple tree,
"U'teH fomg; Horuee Gnt4ey on a sour apple tree,
"We'll hsatg; Hore.ec Jtek;y oa a sour apple tree.As we i? lnarchmjr along.
Bat if I don't have a care 111 follow the

rraai aid army dwn through the Loudoun
Valley In Warrenton. where tJie soldiers took a
tearful &swall of "Liale Mac," their beloved
cotumwuktt. Having got the army - over the
mountain wall," I will rotsxn to the Ferry.

Fanny was a Alambrino. I don't know much
about Matabrinos. In fact, my ideas concern-
ing 43fe poetiea&tr breed of horses were prob-uWqr4itr- ad

fera dose and restated studies of
Hamhne kw$ as ipeeatd on posters nn-ct- sr

emnaUrr hvrs aade. If the inafreasion
evohaeft vas correct, Fanny was a Mambrino.
She hai Uw wid, tesutifafly-carv- d neckoow-- U thmi. strain, was dark chestuei fn
color, ".-h- i ittet hasdshish, if as inch, was
graceful y pcifraened in fact, was a kind of
equine Lfiy LHty. Fattnv was eseariaHva war hmrae. She had trotted, ga-lope- and.
emWed np m& dwwn the Shiaadoah Valley
for trwra yeara, and knew every briHe-pat- a

ni, ifcae that, gie kaw a gray-coate- d

xeW ke MMuuat she clapped her eyes on him,
nnd, ja kr w hoae u, was sure io
give her rider warning. She bad smeit powder
maay a tioe aad R, and with the sonnd of a
zijtfkag taiaie Ml r berstiug shell she was
Dix ?ttireiy nafeiailiar.

Did y f my readers ever go gunning for
Indians in the tear Wst? Ko? Well, it's a
fact well knows to army men that a horse will
detect the near proximity ot a redskin sooner
tha hit ridr, the erect ears, the d Hated eyes,
and tfc-- ntpidly espanding sad closiag nestrihr
hetcafria t&e same terror which he exhibits in
th jwvjeaee of wild beasts. The senses of
EmeU imi Mjt, of coarse, .account for this.

The Valit-- in the fall of 1&64 was a verita-
ble dark adlilody groaad. It was a game of
hattldbre and shuttlecock. It was first np
the Vilky and then down aain, bet fortu-
nately lar the Union arrj the Confederates un-
der Jfral Jubal A. Er!y dida't hav'e Grm-er- al

KunJw nt Qonetal Sigel to deal with, but
that peeirUsfcs soWwr who is soon to have su-
preme OMRmaad of the armies of the United
States morl Philip H. Sheridan. Sheridan
had heard of the little trick the Confeds had
of flanking the Union foiees by way of Front
Uoyal, and then, while the blue coats were
scurrying down the Valley towards Harper's
Ferry, of cutting them in two and gobbling
them np at leisure, and never got caught in thetrap once. Later on, when lie ssnt liirl-o-whirlin-

np the Valley with Custer's troopers
tbunderring at his heels, the country becamefully gxttsficd that General Grant knew hisman when he sunt him to take command of the
Union forces in t'se Shrnandoah Valley.It is useless at this Lute date to revamp the
question ivho began it, Custer or 3Isbv, butearly in the fall of 'Si the horrors of regular
iiud honorable warfare were enhanced by retal-iatory measures which involved the deliberate
butchery of prisuers of war in inanv cases.
Custer was young, Vrave and nrv, and everv
outrage rrailtt by the bushwhackers of
Zlosfeywas promptly avenged. -- I will give
yeu a sategaard, as you request," the writoroace heard the young Ceueral say to a farmerresiding near JSorryviUe, who doubtless re-gained at tho house dnrin; the day chewin"-Jiiggtrheadan-

cnasiBg theyaiikeos,and bnsh
whaekt-- d Union soldiers o' sisrhte, "bat if heis disturbs or harmed by iloAj to-ni"- ht Iwill burn your house down ?., hau" vou.""Bat, my di-a- r sir," bjn tbe farmer, " Iraay
net b able to protect him, and n " yoa havemy terms, sfr," was the General's sliarp reulv.'and yon can bae a sufagaani on no otherThe farmer got the safeguard, and in the morn-
ing the flames leaping fiem his dwelling and
bams told t h whole story. Cu 4er was always
quite as gwd as his word. Tbe hanging of
Ecveil Union prisoners by JLosby along the pub-
lic road nw lierryrille was one of the many
aarflOwwK wd dhffacefal acte of retaliation
jirneseea as. wt vaae o wlucH I wrte. I re--
"vert to th-s- t- facts to lium thit i .--,. : inevaaer wakfur fisa haiur x' ,.i.... .i u
St wa doeidwllj' neasat for any Union sol-
dier 4 Ml into the bloody hands of bush-wl'ack- et

Mor.
Itfi-aqai- y happened that when the army

was at l&iHcbcstttr or Cedar C!reek osr rear
liuae .rn lo Harper's Foj ry vrcro wholly un-guar- '1

' ."larid-tntl.efr- rt fIofntloFerv
rVasaal. . ungly hazardous undertakLug. It

was, therefore, essential that tho person mak-
ing tho journey should at least have a horse so
nimble with his legs that in case of accident ho
could maintain a safe distauco between his
rider and Jlosby's irregulars.

As I have said, Fanny know a reb on sight.
She had had several little adventures of an ex-
citing character, and her experience bad taught
that every timo a body of graycoats hovo in
sight thero was going to bo arow. Tou had
only to whisper "Eeb I" to her to cause her
shapely ears to incline upward and forward and
her eyes to sweep both sides of the road, and if
you were ever placed under circumstances
whero a hasty departure was imperative tou
had only to say " Goi" and from a quick trot
to a gallop and from a gallop to a run Fanny
was soon out of Tiflo range. If perchance a
bullet whizzed by it simply accelerated her
speed. Did sho know tho spiteful "zip" of a
rifle ball? Just as well as her rider. Sho ought
to have known, for sho boro several honorable
scars, and carried at least one rebel bullet in
her shining flank.

. But excuse the garrulity of an old soldier. I
laid out to tell a little adventure in which
Fanny bore an honorable and gallant part.

The army was lying along Cedar Creek, in the
vicinity of Middletown, tbe terminal point of
that famous ride embalmed in verse when gal-
lant little Phil Sheridan was twenty miles
away, and the devil was to pay generally up at
the front. A party of four war correspondents,
among whom was the writer, were quartered
at the house of a 3Ir. Sperry, a miller, half a
mile west of Middletown, when one night,
about U o'clock, word camo that the army had
been ordered to fall back on Winchester. Early
was at his old game of trying to gain our rear
by way of the road leading through the moun-
tains at our left, and thence- - across the Shenan-
doah. Several thousand did cross, only to find
Custer in their front, who hurled them back,
capturing four or five hundred prisoners. All
night long the march continued. Our party
reached Winchester in advance of the head of
our column, aud wo prepared to make ourselves
comfortable and await developments. Among
us was an estimable young fellow named Ham-
mond, who was one of tho correspondents of
the New York Tribune. Hammond's mind was
turned in the direction of the ministry, and he
was at the timo a student of theology. I be-
lieve he is at present engaged in thumping the
dust out of a pulpit cushion somewhere in Xew
York. Ho. was poor, and not? at all averse to
turning an honest penny. He had a broker in
Xow York, as many other army men had, and
kept him posted as to the movements of Sheri-
dan's army, or at least of such movements as
would tend to affect tho price of gold. Well,
here was tho army falling back on Harper's
Forry. Thero was no disguising the fact It
was a retreat, and as such would scud the
price of gold up a notch or two. There was no
telegraph line from Winchester to Harper's
Ferry, and Hammond was exceedingly anxious
to post his 2ew York broker as to the retro-
grade movement. Tho nearest telegraph office
was at Harper's Ferry, about thirty miles down
the valley. Ashazardousaswas tho experiment,
he determined to go to Harper's Ferry. But
there was one obstacle in the way. His horse
had galled his foot under the fetlock with a
picket-rop- e, and had gone xery lame. It was
plain to see that he could not make the trip
with such a nag. He appealed to me to loan
him Fanny. He argued : " You will probably
remain hero some time, and will have bnt little
use for a horse. I will bo back or
next day at furthest. If I get through I can
make some money. Don't refuse me, for God's
sake." It went against the grain to part with
my bcantifnl pat, even for a" day, but I said' YcsJ' Before doing so, however, I pointed
out tho perils of his undertaking. I told him
he was going on a lonely ride of forty miles;
that the raid was evidently unguarded, by
Union troops, and thatihe country over which
he proposed to travel was infested with rebel
guerrillas. I further said to him : " You know
the bloody work that has been coing on in the
Valley for weeks, and that if you are captured
you are a dead man. Your connection with
the Xew York. TrUmnc will be enough to hang
you j so take a fool's advice and stay where
you are." liemonstrance was useless. He
said he had jusJ learned that Lieutenant
Meigs, a son of 3Iajor-Gener- al M. C. 3reigs, U.
S. A had gone out bound for the Ferrv. with
an escort of ten or a dozen men an hour before,
and he thought by rapid riding he might over-
take the party. It was fortunate for him that
he didn't. I gave him explicit directions as
to the management of Fanny, and told him if
he got in a hole, so to speak, to give her the
rein and let her run. I fnrrher told him that
if he could dodge the bnllefs she would take
him out of harm's way, and that I felt sure
there wasn't a horse in bushwhacker Crosby's
command that could overtake her.

Fiiteen minutes later Hammond, looking a
trifie pale about the gills, galloped out of
Winchester over the turnpike leading to Berry-vill- e.

I haven't seen him since.
As before stated, he hoped to overtake Lieu-

tenant Meigs party by dint of hard riding.
How it was I don't know, but the sequel shows
that when near Charlestoivn he was twenty
minutes or half an hour ahead of Lieutenant
Meigs. The latter may have been halting at
Berryville when Hammond passed through the
western end of the town on his wav to the
Ferry. But tbafs a matter of no special mo-
ment.

Hammond's ride until he reached a piece of
woods near Charicstown was uneventful. He
saw nothing more formidable than women and
children, and was doubtless wrestKng mentally
with some ahsmxse theological question, when
at the point named three mounted men, clad in
Confederate grey, dashed out of the woods and,
with carbines on a cock, quietly said : "Halt,
or you are a dead man!" Under the circum-
stances, and they were somewhat trying, the
young man forgot my instructions about the
mare. But, as he afterwards wrote me, "with
the muzzles. of three carbines within ten feet
of my heart, I wasn't taking any chances."
The mare, as I can readily understand, was
quit as much frightened as hor rider at this
unexpected turn in affairs, and sprang forward.
Hammond reined her in with difficulty.
"What's the matter, gentlemen?" ho inquired
of the three cut-throa- ts, who sat in their sad-
dles with their gttns at a ready. "Come with
us," was the reply.

One of the bushwhackers led the way into
the woods, Hammond following, with the other
two men in the rear.

"Here's a go," soliloquized Hammond; "I
wish I had taliea good advice and remained in
Winchester. If I ever get out of this scraps
alive, 111 never go back to the army again."

He was taken perhaps a quarter of a mile
back in the woods, where ha was ushorcd into
the presence of twenty-tw- o of Mosby's men, most
of whom wore sitting in their saddles.

" Who havo we here? " queried the leader, a
lieutenant.

" I don't know' replied one of Hammond's
captors. "He evidently belongs with the
Yanks, and I thought 1 would bring him. up
here."

"Who are you?" inquired the lieutenant of
Hammond.

" My namo is Hammond, and I am a corre-
spondent of the New York Tribune"

"Yon travel with Sheridan's arm v, then?"
"I do."
"How large is Sheridan's army?"
" I don't know exactly, and if I did I could

not honorably give you the information," re-
plied Hammond.

"I don't want any of your nonsense," replied
the lieutenant, who was evidently as ignorant
as he was brutaL " Pass over that watch and
chain."

Hammond quietly handed him his gold
watch and chain, worth at that time at least

" Give me all the money you've got," was
the next demand, and Hammond passed over
his pocketbook, containing about $50 in green-
backs.

"Jerry," said tho lieutenant," go through
him," which "Jerry" proceeded to do, taking
every tbing of value he possessed. Ths lieuten-
ant then directed Hammond to take off his
coat and givo it to a bushwhacker whom he
designated. He alio donated Hammond's hat
to one of his command.

By this time the oincer was going through
Hammond's haversack, which contained,
among other tilings, a package of envelopes,
on which was printed in large letters the words
"The Tribune, New York." Thu sight of the
name "Tribune" seemed to enrage the lieu-
tenant, who inquired, without looking up

"So, yon camo dowi here to write abolition
lies for Horace Greeley, did yoaV"

Hammond meekly replied: "1 came down
here to write the truth as near as I know how.
1 am not a soldier, but a civilian, and do not
iwe why I should be longer detained.''

Suddenly the liuuits-van- t struck several pages
of startusuii!' notes. Here was a jjoser fur him.
He had evidently nevsr seen stenographic

and hadn't ihu uimiSrsst nociou of
thetr u." S'it is this?" said lib, hakims up a page
ofBie notes.
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" Those aro shorthand notes," replied Ham-
mond.

"And what tho hell and damnation are short-
hand notes?" roared tho brute.

Hammond quietly explained but it didat
seom to satisfy him.

Meanwhile, ono of tho men who had been
fumbling at a picket-rop- o attached to his saddle,
inquired: "What aro you going to do with
him. lieutenant?"

"Hang him, G d d nhim," was the reply.
The glad fingers of the cutthroat swiftly un-

loosed tho rope from behind his saddle and
placed it across the pommel.

I leave the reader to imagine the feelings of
tho young war correspondent and the student
of divinity. "There is no hope of mercy from,
these murderoua scoundrels," ho thought; " I
will watch my chance and make a break for
liberty, if I get shot for it. I would rather bo
shot than strangled like a dog, anyway."

Fortunately for Hammond, ho did not at-
tempt at that timo to carry his design into
execution. To havo attempted to carry it onfr
would ssdoubtedly have resulted in his instant
death.

Tho lieutenantwas still oxaminingthe steno-
graphic notes when a scout rode np from tho
turnpike and reported that a squad of mounted
Union men was coming down the road.

Tho lieutenant threw down tho papers and
inquired quickly t "How many aro in the
squad?"

"Not over six or eight," was tho reply.
The lieutenant nave orders for a charge, and

calling to two of his gang said: "Give that
d d Yank a sabro and take him into the
charge with you. I will hold you responsible
for him. If he escapes yon die do you mind
that?"

Hammond mechanically took the sabre,
about whose use ho knew probably quito as
much as a cow does of the Darwinian theory,
and rode with the band down to the edge of tho
woods. Lieutenant Meigs' little group for it
was Lieutenant Meigs' party on their way to
Harper's Ferry rapidly approached, uncon-
scious of the terrible fate in store for them.

Suddenly the cry of " Charge 1" rang out
from tho dark woods, followed by the rebel yell
from twenty-tw- o throats, and tho bushwhack-
ers precipitated themselves upon Lieutenant
Meigs' doomed bund. There was no demand for
surrender It was kill, and no quarter. This
is the bushwhacking- - style of warfare. Sur-
prised aud outnumbered, death and captivity
was the fato of the Union roty- - The brave
young life of Lieutenant Moigs went out in the
combat, and several others were killed.

But to return to Fanny and her luckless ri--
uer. vvnen tu order to cnargo was given,
Hammond grasped his sabre aud rode between
his two captors into the thickest of the fray.
In the very midst of it, and while the attention
of his guards wis diverted, he dropped his sa-

bre, wheeled about, shouted "Go I" and away
ho went, followed by a couple of bullets from
the carbines of his .guards, who were in close
pursuit, firing as rapidly as they could load.
Knowing that Fanny could take a fence as
gracefully as a stag-houn- d, and thinking his
chances of escape would be increased by leav-
ing the highway, he rode at a fence over which
Fanny vaulted lightly.

In his wild flight for liberty, Hammond took
no note of the conformation of the ground over
which ho was flying, and a few seconds after
leaving the fenco found himself astride of a
floundering horse. He had unconsciously rid-
den over an almost perpendicular declivity
eight or ton feet high, and Fanny had fallen.
He was a good rider aud stuck to the saddle
like a little man. Fortunately, the maro bad
hot seriously injured herself, and sooner than
it takes to write it, she was on her feet and off
again like the wind. His taking the fenco
saved his life. When his pursuers came to it
their sorry nags refused to take it, but seeing
his horse fall, they made certain of his recapture
and yelled as they upraised their carbines:"
"Surrender, you d d Yankee !"

"Go to h 1," shouted Hammond, forgetting
for the moment his theology, as his steed re-
gained her feet and dashed away. But his pur-
suers were not to be so easily balked. Their
horses refusing lo take the fence, they had to
make a considerable detour to find a gap in it
by which they could enter tho field, and by
that time the young war correspondent was a
good quarter of a mile awav and rapidly in
creasing the distance between himself and his
pursuers. The chase was continued, however,
down tho Valley several miles this-sid- e of
Charicstown, when the bushwhackers gave it
up, evidently fearing that if they continued
much further towards Harper's Ferry they
might run into a detachment of blue coats.

Exactly how Hammond got into Harper's
Ferry as tho shades of night were closing over
the mountain tops he didn't know himself.
He got there, however, hatless and coatless, but
with a whole skin, and the next train for New
York numbered liim among- - its passengers. I
heard from him in a few days. Portions of his
letter I remember. After detailing his miracu-
lous escape, he said:.

"Horace Greeley hasn't got money enough
to induce me tojeturn to the Shenandoah Val-
ley. I left Fanny in care of Mr. , at tho
corner of Shenandoah street and the street that
goes up the hill to Bolivar Heights. I don't
know the name of the street, and, what is more,
I don't want to know it. Tho Shenandoah
Valley, as lovely as it is in a physical sense,
hedged in by a frame of cerulean mountains, is
a very devil's den. I believe lam not an ar-
rant coward. I could shoulder a musket and
march with the boys 'give and tiike,' but T
have no present intention of being bush whacked
agsin. I propose to remain here and resume
lay theological studies. I have always believed
in a hell, aud if I never had done so I would
now bo convinced that such a thing exists it
only to roast the murderous wretches in whose
unwelcome society I spent a half hour of ter-
ror. Why do you remain? You have carried
a musket and a sword, you have done some
service for your country. Why not return to
New York? Another word as to your pet,
Fanny. She bore me bravely up. To her I
owe my life, and to you I owe my heartfelt
thanks."

Let us shift thescenes. The retreat continued
to a point between Charlestown aud Harper's
Ferry. Did my readers ever see a cat tor with
a mousb? Who has not seen it? Phil Sheridan
had evidently seen it and enjoyed it. Jubal A.
Early pursued, hoping to drive Sheridan into
Harper's Ferry, one of the most indefensible
holes within the lines of either army. As be-
fore stated, Sheridau stopped short between
Charlestown and Harpers Ferry, and throw-
ing up temporary works, bade Early come on.
Early was too shrewd and skillful a soldier to
accept the challange. He felt all along our
lines, and he felt something every time.

But I am digressing again and forgetting my
heroine. I found Fanny attho Ferry. Sho knew
me when she saw me, and whinnied with de-
light, but when I took her head in my arms
and caressed it, there was a reproachful look in
her eyes which I interpreted to mean, " Why
did you loan mo to that young man?" A large
piecu of her hoof had been broken off when sho
fell with Hammond, and sho was temporarily
unfit for use.

My post was with the Army of the Potomac.
I merely went to the Shenandoah to see some
fun. I hadu'tseeu any. It is (rue, I saw trilling
skirmishes, among them tho battle of White
Post and otherlittle attacks, where four orfivo
hundred men were killed and wounded, but
that was too tame. I had been on tho gory
fields of Antietani aud Gettysburg ; had seen
human blood flow like water atFredericksburg,
in The Wilderness, at Spottsylvania, at Cold
Harbor and in front of Petersburg, where thou-
sands of brave men laid down their lives on
their country's altar; but this game of battle-
dore and shuttlecock disgusted me, and I con-
cluded to hie me down to City Point, where Ihoped for better things. I made a mistake.
Had I wait&d but a few weeks I would have
been tho spectator of scenes which have since
passed into history among the more important
events of our late family trouble. But I didn't
wait.

1 left Fanny at tho Ferry in good hands. Sho
gave me her paw when I left, and I patted her
beautiful neck as I bade her good-b-y. I never
saw her more. Her keeper wrote mo that on
going to water and feed her one morning she
was gone. Had I heard that she had been shot
and killed in battle I would not have grieved
overmuch-- ; her fato would havo been honorable.
But I fetrcd that my noble Fanny, through the
duplicity of her keeper, had been converted
inf) a plow horse sold fora song to some Mary-
land or Virginia farmer to bo pnt to ignoble
usi-s-, and whoa, superannuated to bo knocked
on the head and bec-oru-o food for crows and I
lmz7,aids. in ISGi Fanny was about six years
old. A little more th.su eighteen years havo
(lapsed, which, would make her, if living,
tweuty-fou- r at tho present writing. This is
about the average KmiL of horse life, and I
thrn fore presume that Fanny has passed on lo" the undiscovered country"' has gone to horse
hcarc.1, in facf.
J visited Harper's Ferry two years ago. It

was f a gstui tuyr when the boys come in fpim
the Valley with shot guns on their shoulders to

replenish their stock offish-hook- a and tobacco,
and to- - splice the main-brac- o at tho Mountain
View HoteL Among the arrivals during the

I afternoon was a talk lank Virginian, who bo--
strode a horse which at oncg attracted my at-
tention. Itwasawrethed-iookin- g beasbnt
something told me itwis Fanny-- I questioned
her owner closely as taliow she came into his
possession. I asked him how long he had had
her, and he replied, "Aright smart while."
Justhowlong thatwa'aThsve been unable to
find out. Thafeshehaiboenitttha "wah" ho
was-sure-

. His father bought herhe said, from
a Union army officer, and that was all he-kne-

about the matter.
I looked her over carefully and, after due

deliberation, concluded thatsho was not Fanny,
although, truth to tell, sho looked like the-wreck- -

of my former beauty.
I incline to the belief that Fanny is dead. I

visited a glue factory tho other day and it oc-

curred to me that at least a portion ofher might
ropose there; who knows? Since even

" Biperious Caesar, dead and turned to clay.
Might stop a hole to keop the wind away."

TWENTY YEARS AFTER.
now AudersonTilla Eow Looks to Travelers from

the ITorttJ.
From Ihe- CCixcinnali Journal.

Andersonville is tho name of a station on the
Southwestern .Railroad, about sixty miles from
Macon. It is nothing bnt a railroad station,
and the only thing that characterizes the spot
is tho immense Union cemetery of some twenty
acres, over which floats tho star spangled ban-
ner. The cemetery is constructed on tho spot
whoro the prisoners wero buried, and the
trenches were dug with such precision and
regularity that the soldiers wero not disturbed,
but allowed to remain as their comrades in-
terred them, working unfertile watchful eyes
and fixed bayonets of the-Georg- home guards.

The cemetery is surrounded by a stout wall
with an iron gato and is under tho supervision
of a superintendent, who lives on tho grounds.
It is a plain spot. There is not much attempt
made to ornament this city of our martyred
dead. It would take a great deal of even such
influences as plants and flowers possess to dis-
pel tho melancholy memories that haunt this
hill in tho pine woods of Southern Georgia.

Southerners shun the spot, but tho cemetery
is much visited by Northern travelers, and tho
register in the superintendent's lodge contains
many strange inscriptions baiides the names of
the visitors. Ono lady asks forgiveness of God
for tho murder of her brother, who sleeps in
tho cemetery.

Occasionally a man who was in the stockade
turns up among tno visitors. TUcse men,
whatever their natural temper, the superin-
tendent says, can almost bo distinguished by
the effect of fear, dread and vivid recollection
which comes back like a shock into their faces
as they again stand on the now quiet and sun-
lit scene of their war experience.

In the cemetery the ground is of a general
level, and the graves of the known and un-
known, properly separated, range in rows,
closely laid, as far as the eye can reach. There
aro actually buried on this elevation 13,715
mem The soldier whose identity was preserved
by his comrades is marked in his resting place
by a white marble stone rising eightcerLinches
above the ground. A square maTblo block with
tho word "Unknown" on it is repeated about
one thousand times in tho cemetery.

Part of the stockade is still standing. There
are two rows of posts ono inside tho other.
The outer row has fallen down, save a few posts
hero and there, but a large part of the inner
wall still stands. Trees have grown np around
tho old penand a thick growth of underbrush
now covers tho sight of the prison. No traces
of the famous brook tbt ran through tho stock-
ade remain, nor of tlnj wonderful well dug by
tho prisoners. It is all now a mild and peace-
ful section of the country.' Many of the sol-
diers in the cemetery have handsome head-
stones lifted to their memory by friends in tho
North, and efforts areifrequcntly made to have
certain graves "kept green" with flowers and
a shower pot.

o

lYlicro Jefferson DuTls'vras Captured.
From ihe Aiiiericxts fGa.) Republican.

On the waters of the Allapaha, in Irwin
county, and near Irwin villej is the historic and
memorable camping gronnd of tho escaping
President of the Confederate States. The apple
tree under which General 'lioe surrendered was
cut up into chunks and scattered as mementoes
over tho globe. The three trees pine trees
under which the historhW Jefferson Davis snr-Tcnder- ed

in Irwin countjl. were stricken by one
bolt of lightning last year, aud shivered" into
smithers. If the owner of those dismantled and
prostrate pines will gather up tho debris and
bring them to Americus, he can sell out at a
handsome profit.

o

SONGS OF THE CAMP.
Gallant WW.

Oh, tho stormy times we knew.
And the daiujets we pnsscil through,

When you and I were soldier bnj--3 together. Will ;
lire they lnid you in the-soil-,

"Where a jjlory crowned your toil.
As the fcprinar time crowns the gloomy wintry

weather, Will.
Cliomrs.

Oh, pallawfc. pallmit VTill,
Your noble heart is still !

Where the river waves-rul- l in the sun,
You nevermore wilt thrill
At the wild bugle's frill,

Or wake at the ro:ir of the gun.
Or march to the war drums rolling,
Or march to the war drums rolling,
Or march tohe war drtmrs rolling,
Or shout when the buttle is won !

Oh, the trials that wo knew
In our suits of army hlue.

When you and 1 were soldier boy3 in battle, Will;
Our hearts the Mronjf ar grew
For the dangers we pn&sed through,

'Mid cannons'' criwh and rifles' deadly rattle, "Will.
Oh, gallant, gallant Will, &c.

Though my fighting timo is past,
Like a storm upon the bktal,

And I walk no more among the dead and dying.
Will;

. T recall the days with pride,
"When we battled fedj by side.

And tho dear old ling above our heads was flying,
Will.

Oh, gullnnt, gallant "Will, &c.

And I still remember you.
Of the many tried and tree,

Who slumber now 'neath Southern glen and val-
ley, Will;

Aiidsomtunes in a drc.ua,
Will tha old Hag o'er me stream,

"While the brave and truo beneath its folda will
rally, Will.

Oh, gallant, gallant Will, &c.

''Vet
"Y c t, Yet. Wlxat docs it mean

Upon yon soldier's faded coat?
IIL hand is hard and rough and brown,

I too a scar along his throat;
His eyes seem looking far off still :

Ilia closo-bh- nt mouth id tlrin and grim.
Mother, what means that little word,

Upon a sleeve so worn and dim ? "

It means, my child, that rugged hand
Has wielded musket lonc and well ;

lias Jcnt tbcirou thunderhome.
And timed the sang oCstreecliiufr shell.

It mcntu that, stetvly, staunch :md truo,
He fairly won that-- ragged scar,

While you and I sat son at. homo,
And read the newS about th war.

r :i
What wonder if thetniotith la grim,

That said so many swiflt "good byes?"
Life's common words uieidle breath

32eide those earnest battle cried.
What wonder if Ihelgaza i dim.

And yonder strangulytlmgers yet?
The eye that has looked straight at Death

His image may not soon forgot.

And this is what it means, to earn .

The title "veteran" on,H coat;
To march through flood and field, or Ho

Where rebel rUIea.swwp the moat ;
To serve the guns fh' rifle-pit-s;

To flcep beneath thss-eneu- t sky ;
To tlwam of home and vake lo war;

To see a coniradc'Uron'uhd die :

To hear and heed tlm fiiarnil song.
Winch wbiatiing Jhiidb'UuiJcU sing;

To faint .tnd fall, and loifgiug iio
For one ol draut'ht fr7m rocky spring.

And this, my child, f what it says,
That little word oMetttfrs three :

Go, ciasp his hand, and give him thanks
l''or battles fought for you and me.

Advice to Consumptives.

On of tho first symntoms as
general debility, loss of appetite, pallor, chillv
ssnsations, followed by night - sweats and
coughprompt measures for relief should bo
taken. Consumption is scrofulous disease of
ih& lungs-- : there thro usa tbe great anti-scsufu- hi,

or blood-purifi- er and stvcngfch-rvistore- r,

Br. Pierce's
.

"Golden Medicalr.superior to won nver 011 as a nutritive, and
uiiKurpas-c- d as a pectoral. For weak lung?,
spitting ot blood, and kindred affectious, it has
no- - equal, bold by druggists tho world over.
For Dr. Pierce's pamphlet on Consumption,
sesd two stamps to Wont,r's JDismjnsaky
Medical Association, Buflalo, 2T. Y.

GOOD-B- YE TO DIXIE,

An Ohio Soldier's Story of His Escapo

From Danville.

By John J51 Hittt Co. Kx SOlh O. V. L

It wis mj privilege to be a member of the
Eighty-nint- h regiment, Ohio volunteer infan-
try, with no rank save that of subaltern of
company K. The regiment was organized in
August, 186 at Camp Dennison, Ohio, and
numbered at the time it was mustered into the
United States service nearly 1,100 men rank
and file. Tho regiment was ordered into activo
service within & month after its organization.
While en route for the field it was met in Cin-
cinnati by tho governor of Ohio, and on account
of the unusual size and splendid proportions of
the men he named them after himself the
"Todd Tigers." The first year's campaigning
was done in West Virginia, Kentucky and Ten-
nessee, and at the end of that time tho strength
of the-- regiment had been, reduced to only 330
men. With this number, embracing the very
best muscle of the regiment, and commanded
by Colonel C. H. Carlton, a West Point graduate,
we wero called to tako part in. that memorable
battle of Chickamauga.

As Chickamauga was the initial point of
many a sad, sad story, so it was with myself
and my regiment. On tho last day of tho fight
my regiment was detached from its proper
brigado and assigned to General Steed-man- 's

division in General Granger's Reserve
Corps. Every old soldier who took any part in
that sanguinary struggle will distinctly re-
member that after Generals Cook and Crif
tendon's corps the extrome right and loft
had given away, and when the day to tho
Union army was supposed to havo been lost,
that the weight and responsibility of saving
what little was left to save was thrown upon
tho corps of Granger and Thomas.

The position that my regiment, including
that of two other regiments, occupied the last
day of tho fight September 20, lStiS was at a
point between two ridges,, where the veteran,
troops of Longstreet were attempting to force a
passage. We held our point until after dark,
although we wero driven back several times ;
still again our men would rally, charge the
enemy, and regain our old placo once more.
Every time wo moved either forward or hack-war- d

some of our best men would fall, until
nearly one-lial- f were either killed or wounded.
Lieutenant Jackson, of companv G. was killed.
Lieutenant Mallow and another officer, whose
name I have forgotten, were wounded. We saw
wo were wedged up in a pass and could not
move either lorward or backward. The last
communication we had with the main army
was near sundown, when General Steedman
and a partof iiis stall" rode up,.ahd 1 heard him.
tell our colonel that would be
sent soon to help us get out. We still continued
to hold our position. Near dark we noticed
that the enemy in front had ceased to press us,
and we were in no condition now to press them.
Our ammunition was all gone, and the men
ceased to keep themselves in lino as battalions
or companies either. We were huddled up to-

gether in a mass like sheep in a pen. Some
wero standing, others sitting, and all talking-abou- t

what was to be done next. It began to
grow darker, and. at last, at a distance of per-
haps a hundred yards in our rear, we heard
troops moving, aud from the noise they
made knew they were coming towards us.
When they got nearer our colonel rode out
to meet them, and hailed them, asking
who they wero. Thoy replied "Friends."
But in a moment more we saw who they
were; for they were rebels coming right on
us with fixed bayonets, and yelling like de-
mons. Their commander demanded with an
oath, "Do you never intend. to surrender?1 To
which Colonel Carlton replied, " Is there a pos-
sibility of an escape ?" And the rebel com-
mander's answer was : "None, for we have our
lines entirely thrown around you."

captured.
Without further ceremony we soon found our-

selves divested of guns and cartridge-boxe- s, and
under guard of our victors the Fifty-fourt- h

"Virginia. Ourcaptors,beingoldveteransoldiers,
treated us with much civility. One, who had
made a feint of thrusting a bayonet through me
when they came up on their charge, caught me
by my hand, after I had thrown down my gun,
and yelled out: "llowdy do, Yank?" Aml,asI was bareheaded having lost my hat in tho
fight the second question he asked was, "Where
is your hat?" 1 told him it was lost on tho
field some place, and, as my head was so large,
I was afraid I could not find another to St To
this ho said nothing, but uuslung his knapsack,
and from it took a cap and gave to me to put
on. That man I have always thought was more
' Union " than " secesh." Of the 330 rank and

file that went into the fight, only 170 were alive
and able to report to the of Dixie. Tho
following is the list of oilicers then captured :
Colonel C. H. Carlton, Lieutenant-Colone- l
Glenn. Cautains D:iv. Barrett. Adams nntx-- h

and Glenn, Lieutenants Scott, Edmonson, Har-
rison, liaiid and Fairfield, and Assistant Sur-
geon Purdeem.

In threo minutes from the timo of our cap-
ture we wero formed into line, and under
guard of our captors we were hurried at double-quic- k

to tiie rebel rear. We passed over the
battle-groun- d of tho previous day. Here wo
noticed that none of the dead had been interred,
but were thrown up in piles about. Even the
wounded had not all been cared for, aud the
Avail and cry of many a poor fellow fell pite-ous- ly

upon our ears. Some had been lying
there for tho last thirty-si-x hours, suffering
from painful wounds, in a botbroilingsun, and
dying for want of water. To add to the horror
of the gloom that surrounded us, the woods, in
many places, wero on lire, and what would be
the liite of the poor helpless wounded none
could tell.

Finally we were hatted and drawn up before
an officer's headquarters, which ono of the
guards told me wjis General Enckner's. Here wo
met with several othersquadsof menbroughtin
from other parts of the battle-fiel- d as prisoners.
Alter waiting for about two Injurs, and until
fully one thousnud of our men had been col-
lected together at that point, we wero ordered
into line again, aud, having been put under a
guard of what I took to be convalescents, we
began a tramp to tho rear a tramp from which
inauy a brave man, alas ! never returned.

It ended for us only at Libby Prison, Richmond,

whither we were couveved by rail via
Atlanta, Augusta, ouuuoia, Jiaieign, and ie-tersbu-

reaching thero the first week in
October. We remaiued at Libby for more
than a month, during which time occurred,
among other notable events, tho raid on tho
sugar and salt stored in the cellar of the prison,
and were then removed to Danville, wheuco I
succeeded in making my escapo almost as soon
as 1 got thero. In order that the reader may
have an intelligent idea of tho desperate condi-
tion wo wero in at the time, however, it will be
necessary tbr mo to date my narrative back a
little. The sugar raid of which I have spoken
was the result of au exploration of the cellar
underneath the prison, undertaken with a view
to tunneling, undor the street and making our
escape, but the discovery of tho raid by the
Confederates, defeated our purpose. We did not
despair, however, aud a now council of war
was held at which, after a loin? debars, it wns
decided to make a general rush upon the guards
below, pass out through ihe main entrance door
into tho street, and then go wherever fato
might lead us. To further our plan, it was
agreed to raise the cry that the prison, was on
fire, and then go rushing down the stairway en
massif yelling " fire " at every jump. This wo
thought would demoralise tho two guards bo-lo- w,

who. to save themselves aud their prison-
ers, would throw the entrance door open, aud
go rushing forth, pell-mel- l, into tho street.

A FIASCO.
Midnight was the hour set, and everything

boing ready, the signal was given, and the cry
was raised, "Firo! lire! fire!" A few voices
tdbk up tho cry at firs,c, and wero soon joined
by others In a few minutes the whole build-
ing was in an uproar, and some who wero not
apprised of the ruse did the loudest yelling.
About a dozen or so went thundering down the
stairway crying "fire" at every jump. At tho
foot of ths st.iirs stood the two guards fronting
the stairway r:dy to receive us on tho points
of their bayonets. Unflinching they stood,
yelling with all their might "Corporal of the
guard!" "Corporal of the guard!". Just be-fo- ra

our ad vanes reached tho bottom the tneu
ehecked up ai if for a parley; and this proved
fa'nl to our success. In a seomd tho guards
rccowri'U, and while one continued.. ......to call for

tilS31j.Ul.iC thj one: tae men Lia k to iht f
htsd of 'Ju st.ur- - sojiewhat cowed. Why
th; wav cheok-t- l sv cly I never under-Kto- o

l. In ii f Uiiau:e4 m came two or tarso
it Trv ; iv " v Km wit. "? U'a wi. ll3
into line, the guards were divided into two re--

liefs, and one was placed over us with instruc-
tions to keep us standing in lino at the point of
the bayonet until further orders.

It was eight o'clock tho next morning before
we were allowed to " break ranks." It was ono
of tho severest punishments I ever experienced.
We were compelled to stand eight hours with-
out boing allowed to move an inch. I would
first rest on one leg, and then on tho other;
and then both legs would give out. I thought
it would actually kill me. My body seemed to
weigh a ton, my limbs shook, my head swam,
and I felt as if I would sink through the floor.
Many a poor man dropped down in a heap, but
he would hardly touch the floor before he
would be pricked into life again by the point
of a rebel bayonet.

The day following was one of the most miser-
able days I ever spent in prison. Sly poor
bones felt as if they had been jammed to-
gether, while tho flesh, akin and sinews were
drying up to them. I wa3 sick, physically and
mentally. The last night's failure was making
a sad impression upon me. To add misery to
misery, wo drew no rations upon that day. Isaw that a large majority of the poor prisoners
wero as despondent as myself, while- - the re-
mainder were worse and had. given up com-
pletely to despair. The men were afraid to
tell each other their troubles, lest they should
incur another punishment. Night came, but
still no food. The men went staggering and
reeling over the floor. Few sought their
usual resting place such 03 it was but took
their rest wherever they happened to be. We
tried to sleep a little, but it was not the sleep
that refreshes mind and body. Curses and
prayers floated ont on the same breath, and we
felt for tho first timo a3 if we were abandoned
by friends, by our country, and by our God.
But sometimes tho darkest hour 13 just before
the dawning of the day.

It was hardly daylight, when in came our
commissary sergeant with orders that six men
should be sent out to bring in bread, and dis-
tribute it immediately. One hnndred mon
volunteered to go, but only six wero sent.
They were gone hardly half an hour when
they came back with some corn-brea-d in bar
rels, baked in small round loaves abont the size
of a saucer. On a count being made, it was
found that there was just one loaf to tho man.
Never were rations sooner distributed, and
never was a day's rations sooner devoured. In
ten minutes from the time tho bread was
brought into the prison not aponnd could have
been found anywhere and we were still as
hungry as ever ! We had scarcely douo eating-- ,

when in came iTajor Boss and announced to the
men of our room to be ready to leave in twenty
minutes. At this news shout upon shout went
up from the men, till I was actually afraid that
the authorities would come in and punish us
again for our boisterous conduct. I remember
locking arms with an old messmate of mine
and, promenading up and down, tho room,
singing:

Out on the ocean, all boundless, we ride,
Homeward bound, homeward bound!

But, after all, where bound, we knew not;
but we looked at the bright side; home, it
must bo homo; it could not bo anywhere eiise.

OFF WE GO.
It was Friday morning, November 13th, 1SG3,

and tho sun was up, shining in all it3 dazzling
brightness, as we bade adieu to our prison and
stepped out of doors into tho pure air of
heaven again. Thero were 700 of us, and we
were marched southward, across the James
Eiver over an old rickety bridge, until wewere
halted in front of a train of empty cattle cars,
winch bore the initials of "E. C. & C. E.B."
Those cabalistic letters did not give us much
satisfaction. Our destination was an enigma
that none could solve. The guards, even if
they knew, would not tell us. They said their
instructions were not to have any conversation
with the prisoners. A little hope still lingered
within our breasts, and some even thought that
Dick Turner would soon be around to give
them back, their greenbacks. He had relieved
us of all our money and valuables on entering
Libby.

It must have been about 10 o'clock, when we
all got aboard and the train started. I ob-
served the direction in which we were going,
and after about an hours travel Ifelt confident
wo were traveling southwest. Thi3, then,
could not be "homeward bound." We stopped
after a while at a small station for wood and
water, and some negroes gathering around the
cars, we inquired where this road went to.
The answer was, "down to Norf Carliner."
We traveled slowly all day, through a very
poor country,with no towns of any consequence
on me nne 01 ine roau. we were convinced.
now that wo were simply on our way to an-
other prison probably "out of tho frying-pa- n

into the fire" and fresh projects for escape
entered our heads. Our opportunities for con-
sultation, however, were poor. There were
about sixty of us in each car, but one door of
which was open. In it sac two very surly
guards. We were not allowed to leave the cars
under any pretense whatever, and the guards
eyed us as if they mistrusted that we were
ready to seize the first opportunity to make a
dash for freedom. Towards evening we found
out from one of the men that our destination
was, probably, Danville, Ya., 140 miles south-
west from Richmond, and nearly on the line of
North Carolina, and that it would probably be
after dark before we reached it. Three of us
got together in a far corner of the car and
there, in whispers, talked the matter over.
We agreed to wait until it got dark, then steal,
upon tho guards, who were generally sitting
with their feet hanging out of the side car-do-or,

and in an instant two of us were to grasp
tho guns of the guards and junin from the
train, bringing either the gun or the guard out
with us. The ground was generally level, and
tho cars were running at a very slow rate,
so that we did not apprehend any danger from
making the leap, and as the night would
probably bo dark, and there were only two
cars in the rear, we felt that but little danger
was to ha apprehended, from, tho guns of the
guards in the rear cars.

We were doomed again to be disappointed,
however; for, just as the sun set, an officer
came around, closed and locked all the doors
on tho outside. How we reproached ourselves
for allowing tho whole day to pas3 without
making an elTorfc to escape I

THE RECEPTION AT DANYIIXE.
It was about 9 o'clock, at night when the

train reached the depot at Danville, and from
tho bustle outside we knew wo were at tho
end of our journey. Finally the doors wera
thrown open and we were ushered out into an
open space on the right of the depot, where we
were immediately surrounded by a motley
crowd of people that had long been waiting to
get a glimpso of us. Tho throng included
young and old, black and white, male and fe-

male, soldier and civilian all had come out to
see the Yaukecs. We were the first of the spe- -

. ...: j.i i -

ties ever seen, iu tno city, ana it was not strange
that we created something of an excitement
and aroused the curiosity of the people. A
heavy homo guard was waiting to act as onr
escort to our new hotel. In conjunction with
citizens carrying torchlights of pine knots, they
formed in lines on both sides of us, and we
then took up our line of march. Tho distance
was probably a mile, and the spectacle was
doubtless the mo3t imposing that Danville had
over witnessed. I never knew before that I was
such a noted person, nor expected to meet with
such an august reception. Our hotel proved
to be another brick prison. We filed intoaback
yard, through a small wicket gate, juss largo
enough to admit an ordinary mau, aud-thenc- e

through a door into the prison proper. We
soon scattered through the different rooms and
sought resting places for tho night, being much
fatigued from the travel, excitement and anx-
iety of the day. Very little sleep camo to my
eyes that night; my mind was wandering till
night in a semi-conscio- us state. I at times was
climbing high brick walls, and when I had
nearly reached the summit, my strungth would
fail me. and I would fall to the ground agaiu.
Again I would be crawling through tunnels
that at first wore largu enough to admit iny
body, but would finally grow so small that I
could not pHk-ce- any further. Then, aain, I
would be seated around some festal board, with
a table laden with all the sweeUsst provis-
ions of the country, but I would find that I
had not tho power to reach forth and help my-
self. Thus tortured, the long hohrs of the au-
tumnal night pa3soil atju day camo again.

November It. 1SU3, found me. as soon as the
light of (lay began to penetrato our newprfcou,
uand beginning a survey of its interior. I
found thing:, about thosmncasthvy were in
liivhmoud : tha same kind of a bed a hard,
ba.o pine floor, aud the ssw;e kind of rations
nothing! Tho prison wa a brick bulUrog,
and cjrigin'ilry hud bo-.- a n.d 33 a tobacco
hui c. It wa i i 11 sue al.out &) by W lctt. 1 hre !

st-ir.- high, and just htrj;r oti-a- gh

.
to hold the I

- . a' fc . T fc. miiaunwis ; unw na.j wseji pmf m . I Jure
U.sk yard, the wi .J, of h uris. ai.fl

rucaing V:xk clxr: cy Vt. The yawS
unr;.vo.l liy .i ...neo :u,uat twxlvo tttItU'i. In this yard thre wit a wll and wiad-his- s,

fru.a whi&Ii wo ws-J- vxi..A.ti Sa et crwater. I found that there were oiijht guards

on duty around the prison six on the ontsids
and two in tho back yard. The prison stood a
thonorthern outskirts of the city, and I noticed
that the reserve post appeared to be some dis-
tance off, and toward the heart of tho city. Tha
day passed, but not a morsel of food was issued
to U3. We felt that the situation was growing
more desperate every day. It appeared as if
the weather even was in sympathy with our
feeling3 ; for it too was dark, dull and cloudy.
I felt now that we had reached such a point of
suffering, that if we ever intended to do any-
thing to better our condition, the sooner tha
blow was struck the better.

PLANS 07 ESCAP3.
Tho taBt of escape soon became the all-a- V

sorbing topic of the day. About a dozen of uj
met upon the third, floor, and in whispers dis-
cussed the question freely. Knowing that th
guard was not very strong, and the reserv
soma distance ofi we were confident the front
door the door leading out upon the streetwa,?
a large folding one by the united strength of
fifty men could be forced open, and that w
could overpower tha guard by a general rush.,
A talk was then had with our comrades in th'prison, butthey nearly all seemed down-hearte- d,

and unwilling to undertake the project. STanjr
of them said, indeed, that they would not go on
if the doors were thrown, opea wide, unleM
they could ba furnished with means to get to
the Union lines. They declared that they wers
so reduced by starvation that they had not th
strength to travel, and would undoubtedly ba
recaptured, and then would probably fare wor
than ever. Poor fellows! thsy wera dying
then, and they actually realized thQ fact.
Nearly every one of them, to-da-y fills an un-
known grave. Finally, about sixty out of th
seven hundred agreed to join, in our desperate
eflbrt for freedom. A new meeting was now
called and a survey of the premises was ordered.
Two mon were sent to make the necessary in-
spection and report forthwith. An old maa
of the United States was found, in. the hands ox
one of the soldiers, and this was consulted aa
to tho direction wa onhfc to take in case w
were successful in making oar escape. Our
present whereabouts Danville wo found was
ou the south side of Dan Biver, one of the tribu-
taries of the Roanoke Eiver, and nearly on tha
lino of Virginia and North Carolina. The best
route the one along which there would be the
lea--t danger of coming in contact with rebel
troops would take us in a northwest direction,
across the mountains of both Old and West "Vi-
rginia, and bring us to tho Union lines some-
where on the Kanawha or Ohio Biver. It waa
agreed that ifwe got away we would travel in.
fonall squads of not more than three or four
together, so as to create les3 suspicion and re-
duce the dangers of recapture. While this con-
versation was going on the inspecting party re-
turned, and reported that they had hit upon a
new idea. Their plan was as folio W3 : That aa
onr outhouse was built against the back fence
of tho yard (in fact the fence was the back wall
of the house itself) and the boards reached
down two feet into the sink, a person could go
down, into the sink and, with an old stub
of a case-knif- e, cut oif two of the boards
just above the top of the ground, and then
dig out dirt enough to make a hola un-
der the fence through which" a man's body
could easily pass. Wa found there wero no
guards outside of the fence, and we had only
the two in. the yard to contend with. As wo
had at all hours free smeess to the yard, and
there was constantly some one either coming
or going, the guards did not appear to pay-ver-

y

much attention to anyone, and very little con-
versation was indulged between them, and the
prisoners. One of the guaris stood near tha
door entering the prison and the other near tha
door entering the outhouse. This we con-
sidered the most favorable opportunity we
might ever have, and it was 'resolved to act
upon it as soon as darkness fell.

'I'HR ESCAPE.
We waited until 5 o'clock. A drizzling rain.

was falling, and favored our plans. Two men.
repaired to the outhouse; in a few minutes
others followed. It was managed so that there
was some one in the doorway all the time. We
laughed and talked nonsense, and made all tho
noise we could, so as to distract the guard's at-
tention. Meanwhile a small Michigan, boy had
got down into the sink and was cutting away
with all his might on a couple of pine boards
with tha corner of a broken case-kni-fe The
work went on steadily, and I am confident that
I went in and out myself nat less than half a
dozen times. At la3t our pioneer succeeded in
cutting off tho boards, and then, we sot about
removing the dirt. It proved, to be more, thaa
we had at first expected. In about two hours,
however, the job was pronounced finished, but
as we knew there would be a change of tha
guard at 8 o'clock, we thought it best not to
make any move until after that hour. By this
time the drizzling rain had increased to quite
a shower, and it wa3 very dark. The relief
guard soon came to the wicket gate, two new
guards came in, and the two old guards wen
out. The whole thing was done without any
ceremony; for I saw it all, as I stood in tha
doorway. One of tha new guards came down,
to within about twenty feet of the door, backed
himself up against the corner of the house and
fence, and with a blanket around him and his
musket at" support arms," tried to shelter him-
self from the storm as well as he could. The
way was open now for freedom, and it was no
matter of choice as to who should go first. In,
a few minutes a couple of men came down aud
passed out. I stood and watched them, safa
out, and then returned to my room to make
my own preparations for leaving. I had a
special friend and old messmate, and, dearer
still, an old schoolmate David Plyly,tif Frank-
fort, Ohio whom I had been trying to per-
suade to escape with me, bus he was so much,
reduced in strength that he was afraid to make
tho eifort.

There were three of us, however, members of
the same company and regiment, namely, Ser-
geant Solomon Stookey, Corporal Henry
Thompson and myself, who had formed an
alliance and agreed to travel together, and, lai "

the consequences ba what they aught, never to
separate unless death should divide us. Tha
time for my departure was at hand. Svral
squads of three and four together had gone our.
I had no "baggage" except; a black linen hav-
ersack, containing an old fork and a dilapi-
dated old tin cup, and when I had securest
we shook hands all around. A solemn parting
it was. I told my two comrades to go duwa in,
advance and that I would meet them outside.
I wished to linger one minute more. My dear,
dear old friend, whom I was to leave behind,
whp had heea with me on so many trying oc-

casions, when wa held our lives in ona hand
and onr musket in tha other now we wera
about to part, probably never to meat again.
At the head of the stairway, he leaning againss
the wall for support, poor David and 1 bade
each other a fond adieu. My heart was so full
that I did not dare to loqk back, and in a mo-me- nc

I found myself at the door. My two
comrades were awaiting me. I whispered to
them to pass out, while I kept watch in tha
doorway. Down into the sink they went and
through the hole in an, instant. I turned to
look at the guard. It was still raining hard,
and he appeared to be motionless as his. poss. I
turned upon my heeL The way was clear, and,
going down on. my hands and knees, with ona
rush, and without touching side, bottom or top,
I cleared tha hole and found myself onci mora
in heaven's free air. Johx F. Hill.

Oswego, Kas.
To be continued.

Marsh.
BySttscm Kartlsy Siccll.

The loud winds play their trumpets jay ;
The days march to their ring;

And hettt'i tha bridge aerod ihe ridge
Tbut leatta to Jsappy sprinjr.

Over they go beneath its arch,
A merry troop, for this is March.

Come, green grass, lift above Ihe drift
Your friiigua to the air;

Come, silver boot, come, rosy foot.
And teavo your gay prints there;

Comes bluubinls anU come, gUil nsw leaves.To flutter round the homestead eaves.

Tliroush meadows dump, with your brfcjhfclasap,
Ob, j ellow cowslip, aodie; tCome, south wind warui. with, ono Hxht arm
Around tho wilUtw's wais.

And (mil aud call tha viofcts doar,
"For morning's here, ami sirring in near.
Come, silver stroams. the winter's dreams

Brsak with your nKlJ5 fetit;
Wafco rivers gay, aat 8k iwy ;

Catuo, raiit. wish Mukwt wct.
Antl lwr.iitt7 tanauto feth ;
Cain, alt glad lhu. Sax thia to Starch.

fmrvtrs Tming Peojjfc.

In the Sshir--a of Itafctoa
who teeth arc mar ranttv san than.
fewiiwlv Thkt is fcseajKe or hu&as hveiva thtj seat of their aoLmbaUott ha SO0O- -
IXNT. foremast amass tattec ratifies. Tkia
suiK.iitivIv KT simI 3&lafcus prunten
ek.dk &ha rnbr deeustpasttian tt$ ih nwfch,
rt.uuvvs tatpuriUtfe which obaeusa their nafc-u- ?-;

huet sireiigtLaui than aa& makes th
Saas as ruddy and hcid aa ccr-aJ-, and com-
municates sweetness and rosinesa to tho mouth.
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