
§i.ii iii A J __

Volume XLIII.

PUBLISHED EVERY TUESDAY MORNING BY

Richard _d.anzy <fe Co^
SUBSCRIPTION RATES.

Advance Payments.
For 1 yr., $-3 in Currency, or equivalentin Specie.
" 6 mo., 1.85, " " " " "

" 3 mo., 1.00, " " " " "

Postponed Payments.
If not paid in advance, additions to the above

charges will be made as follows:?If payments
be delayed for three months, an addition of 12_
per cent, will be charged ; if for 6 months, 25 per
cent. ; and if for 12 months, 50 per cent.

j2_S~ The rates in currency will be changed
from time to time as the price of specie may rise
or fall.
ft*" Subscriptions will not be discontinued,

except at the option ofthe Editor, till all arrear-
ages be paid.
«r
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Advertisements will be inserted at the rate

of One Dollar per Square of Ten Lines or less,
for every insertion. Unless the number of inser-
tions be maked upon the manuscript it will be
published until forbid and charged accordingly.

Obituaries, Announcements of Candidates
for Office, Communicationscalling upon. Advoca-
ting or Opposing Candidates, and all Communi-
cations or Notices of a Personal or Private char-
acter, or intended or calculated to promote any
Private Enterprise or Interest, will be chargedfor
as advertisements.

Special Notices will bo inserted at double
the advertising rates.

Address?"Staunton Spectator," Staunton,
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Professional Directory.

DR. C. R. HARRIS,
Stauxtox, v a.,

with 18 years' experience in the practice of
MEDICINE AND SURGERY,

in the countyof Augusta.
Office?Main Street, opposite Taylor & Catlett's.

oct 9?3 m.

DR. B. >I. ATKINSON,
Office and residence, opposite

Benjamin Crawford's, Esq.,
N. E. corner Frederick and Augusta sts.,

sept 18?6 mStaunton.
T|R. J. St. P. GIBSON,

WAYNESBORO',
VIRGINIA.

june!2?ly .

AB. ARTHUR, D. D. S., (office one door
. from corner of Beverly and New streets,

Stauxtox, \a.
Artificial Teeth mounted oft Gold,

Silver, Platina, and Vulcanite.
greatest improvement yet introduced ßsHsHSSS?
into Dental Science is conceded to be
the Vulcaniteprocess; it being four times lighter
than gold, and much cheaper, embracing superi-
or cleanliness, nicer adaptation, and many other
advantages. All the various operations of Den-
tal Surgery performed with strict reference to
permanency.

__________________

JOHX_CHOLS, R. H. CATLETT,
Monroe county. Lexington.

H. M. bell, Staunton.

ECHOLS. BELL & CATLETT,
ATTORNEYS AT LAW,

Stauxtox, Virginia,
Will practice in the State and Federal Courts at
Staunton, and in the Circuit and County Courts
of Rockbridge, Rockingham and Alleghany.?
They will also attend to special business in any
part of Va. and West Virginia. [Sept 12?tf

THOS. J. MICHIE. J. W. O. SMITK.

MICHIE & SMITH,
ATTORNEYS AT LAW,

Stauxtox, Va.,
Practice in the Federal Court at Staunton ; in all
the Courts of Augusta county; in the Circuit and
County Courts ot Rockingham ; and in the Cir-
cuit Courts of Rockbridge.

Collection of claims promptly attended to.
Nov. 14?tf

BOLIVAR CHRISTIAN,
ATTORNEY AT LAW,

Stauxtox, Va.,
Attends the Courts of Augusta and adjoining

Counties.
Attention given to the interests of residents in

this country in lands in Missouri, lowa, andother
Western States. Oct 24?tf.

GEO BAYLOR. MARSHALL HAXGER.

BAYLOR* HANGER,
ATTORNEYS AT LAW,

Stauxtox, Va.,
Practice in all the Courts of Augusta county, and
attend promptly to the collection of claims in any
of the adjoining counties. Nov 7 ?tf
rSTEORGE M. COCHRAN, Jr..
XJ ATTORNEY AT LAW,

Stauxtox, Va.,
Offico in rear of Court House, adjoining David
Ful tljL. ' Aug 15?tf

It. ARTHUR has returned and will bo
glad to see his old patrons.

Staunton, Oct 24?tf

Heady Made Clothing.
/.LOT IIING EMPORIUM!

GRAND OPENING OF FALL CLOTHING,
AT

G. MANDELBAUM'S,
under the Virginia Hotel, Stauxtox, Va.

He is now receiving, daily, a largo and com-
plete stock of

READY MADE CLOTHING,
including

GENTS' FURNISHING GOODS,
also a large stock ot Boots and Shoes, which

we are selling below city prices.

jZE?. ONE CALL IS ONLY SOLICITED! _*

jS_* We have every article in the Dress Line
needed by a Gentleman.

_£?_- Our Clothing is Manufactured at our Balt-
imore House, therefore we can recommend
every garment that is sold.

j_. For Make, and Finish, our Clothing can-
not be excelled by any store in the Valley.

j2£i_ We call particular attention to our select
stock of Cloth Cassimeres and Vestings,
which we are selling by the yard cheap.

ptt' In conclusion, we return our heartfelt
thanks to our former patrons, and respect-
fully solicit a continuance of their favors.

We still abide by our motto :

FIRST IN FASHION-
CHEAPEST IN PRICE !

G. MANDELBAUM,
under the Virginia Hotel,

sep 18?3 m New street, Staunton.

Watches and Jewelry.
JEWELRY STORE, ~*^&X&

AT MEREDITHS OLD STAXD, &______%___%
Next Door to Piper $ Funkhouser, Mg.:n Street,where will be found a fine assortment of Watches,
Jewelry, Clocks, Spectacles, &c., for sale low for
cash. These goods have been selected with great
care and are warranted to be of the best quality.

i__~ Watches and Jewelry repaired in tlie bestmanner. G. C. YEAKLE.
sept 18?Gmos. Yin. copy.

NO MORE lIIC. -PRICES.? The under-signed offers for sale a fine assortment of
Watches. Clocks. Jewelry, line Gold Pens andPencils, Watch Crystals, Keys, etc., with a well
selected stock of

ENGLISH & FRENCH SPECTACLES,at entirely new prices.
N;B.?Every article warranted asrepresented.
Watches, Clocks, and Jewelry repaired andwarranted at moderate prices.

B. MAYNE, from 225 Regent st., London,
now on Main street, Staunton, opposite Gabriel
Hirsh's Store. aug 28?Cm

THE OLD ESTABLI-HEDWAfCH
and Jeweler's Store has been removed to

tbe Virginia Hotel. A. A. CONE, successor to
J. W. Meredith, would respectfully inform his
friends and the public generally, that he has re-moved his store to the Virginia Hotel, next door
to Ladies' Entrance, where he is prepared tokeep
up its established reputation for good work.

Watches, Clocks, Jewelry, &c, repaired, and
all work guaranteed.

He respeotfully solicits a continuance of the
liberal patronage heretoforebestowed?promising
satisfaction in all cases. june26?tf

Poetry.
.%.

For the Spectator.
The Repudiator. »?\u25a0

OUR YANKEE DOODLE.

There is a man in our town
Who is a small 'pertater'?
He borrowed money of widow Brown,
Then turned repudiator.
Chorus :?Honest folks, oii*you I call,

Watch tho repudiator!
He will pick your pockets all?
He's mean as Robber Baker.

die boughtji mare of parson Jones,
A cow of Tommy Slater ;
His bread and meat of orphan Bones?
Then turned repudiator.

Clio:?Honest folks, &c.
ne bought a coat of tailor Webb,
His boots of Joe Decator;
His slouch}' hat of Richard Reb,
Then turned repudiator.

Cuo :?Honest folks, &c.
He borrowed money of friend Need,
And bought a farm of Gaiter,
And after he had got a deed,
Then turned repudiator.

Cuo :?Honest folks, &c.
Ho sent to school to teacher Tate,
His sprightly son and daughter,
He bought their books of merchant Bate,
Then turned repudiator.

Cuo:?Honest folks, &c.
Doctor Billings saved his life,
And cured his sickly waiter ?
He bought pills of him for his wife-
Then turned repudiator.

Cuo :?Honest folks, &c.
In peace he was a mountebank,In war a speculator;
He who did the service flank,
Was the repudiator.

Cuo :?Honest folks, &c.
He had a chat with old rad Thad,
That morbid Southron hater,
He told Thad he'd robbed him bad,
E'en took away his waiter.

Cho :?Honest folks, &c.
Old Thad replied unto him then
In war, I say, I robbed a traitor,
But you propose to rob your friend,
Which is a crime much greater.

Cuo :?Honest folks, &c.
"You propose to damn yourself,
"sour children and your State, sir,
To take away another's pelf?
There is no crime so great, sir."

Cho : ?Honest folks, &c.
Spring Hill, Nov. 21. VIRGINIA.

For the Spectator.
You and I.

For us who love the dizzy height.
And rocks all hoar and gray;

Who glory in the jewelled light
That heralds infant day.

There is no joy amid the throng
That pass unheeding by;

The falling stream?the woodland song
Are life for you and I.

The grand old trees whose giant arms
Stretch o'er the pleasant lawn,

Or battle with the winter storms
When of their verdure shorn;

The niurm'ring brook?the valley flow'r,
The bright hosts ofthe sky?

We love to read them hour "by hour,
Rare books for you and I.

Through Nature up to God we look;
Our mingling souls expand

While conning Nature's mystic book,
Writ by a master hand.

Yes. sweet enthusiast! ?yes,
We'll let the throng go by;

There's little in this world to bless
Such mites as you and I.

J. H. H.

[From Prison Prose and Poetry of the South. J
MY FIRST NINETY DAYS,

OR
TIIE BLUNDERS OF A CONFEDE-

RATE CAPTAIN.

BY COL. B. H. JONES.

About the middle of June, 1861, I raised a
company ofinfantry, ninety strong, in Fayette
county. Virginia, and was elected captain with-
out opposition. Whether the office was con-
ferred on me because the company owed its ex-
istence to my individual efforts, or on account
of personal popularity, or some other special
reason, I shall not assume to determine. lam
positively certain, however, that it was not ow-
ing to my familiarity with the pages of Scott,
Gilhara, or Hardee, as the sequel demonstrated,
for I

"had never set a squadron in the field,
Nor the division ofa battle knew,
More than a spinster."

In the latter part of the same month, the
company glorying in the euphoneousand signi-
ficant appellation of the "Dixie Rifles," was
regularly mustered into the service of the Con-
federate States, so-called, at the great Falls of
the Kanawha, by Brig. Gen. Henry A. Wise,
to whose "Legion" it was attached.
I had just returned from Lewisburg, and

sported a gray jacket, gotten up in anticipation
of the honor that awaited me, by a tailorofthat
place, who, by way of securing the job, had as-
sured ijie that he was perfectly anfait in all the
minutia pertaining to the decorationof military
rank. To use his own language, "it there was
any job which he was perfectly at home on, it
was a military coat.''I was quite proud ofmy up-buttoned, \u25a0 close-
fitting "jacket of gray," and felt all the impor-
tance of the commander, until I was startled
from my dream of consequentially by being ad-
dressed by an old soldier as " Corporal Jones!"
With marked irritation of manner, involving no
small amount ofwounded vanity, I promptly
replied to what I regarded as an impertinent
salutation: "Private, you are mistaken, sir!"
I am not "Corporal," but "Captain Jones,
sir!" Thereupon he reddened, touched his
cap after the most approved military style, and
apologized by saying he had formed his opinion
of my rank from the trimming on the sleeves of
my jacket! Sure enough, my Knight of the
Shears, equally ignorant with myself, had braid-
ed me a Corporal! My mortification was ex-
cessive, nor did I recover my usual composure,
until I had sought the friendly seclusion of a
neighboring paw-paw thicket, where, with ma-
ny and serious imprecations upon the head of
my tailor, I spasmodically tore off the libellous
braid and cast it disdainfully upon the ground.

In the afternoon of that day it became neces-
sary to drawrations, or, as I would then have
expressed it, "get something for the men to
eat." And as our supplies were at Gauley
Bridge, two miles above our encampment, and
no transportationat hand, I was under the ne-
cessity of marching the men up, so they might
carry down their "hardtack and bacon." Ig-
norant ofthe command necessary to form two
ranks, or even to face them in the direction I
wished to move, I took ray orderly sergeant a-
side, communicated my intention to move at
once upon the supply depot, and directed hipi
to form the company in single line, with the
men facing toward the Bridge. He thought
the suggestion a happy one, and proceeded to
execute the order, by taking each man by the
jacket collar and forcibly establishing him in
the proper position, always accompanied with
the important injunction to "'standright there."

At the command, "forward? march /" given
with all the energy I could summon to the aid
of a strong pair of lungs, the "Dixie Rifles,"
Capt. Jones in the lead, moved off in the most
approved style. There was a space of about
five feet from "back to breast," so that the dis-
tance from the head to the rear of the company
was at least 175 yards. Onward we moved, the
interminable line winding with the frequent
curves and angles of the road, which, coupled
with the irregular and unrestrained swinging to
and fro, and right to left, and from left to right,

of one hundred and eighty awkward arms,
brought forcibly to mind the spiral and confused
locomotion of a mighty centiped! Ever and
anon reaching a commanding point, I would
cast backward a glance of pride and satisfaction
at the vast proportionsof my command. Cae-
sar, Alexander, and Napoleon, at some period
in their eventful lives, possibly, felt as well as.ldid then, but I will never concede that either
of them ever felt any better. There was but
one unpleasant drop in the cup of my happi-
ness. I knew that the company ought to march
in two ranks, but how to get it in that shape
was the rub!

I had warned the company, on taking up the
line of march, that "talkin' in ranks"- would
not only be highly uumilitary, but could net be
tolerated at all; so that not a sound broke the
funeral silence of that two miles march, save
once when an old soldier, who had seen service
in Mexico, ventured to speak in a subdued tone
to the mau immediately in his front. I detect-
ed this, and jealous ofmy authority, as well as
indignant at so wanton a breach ofmilitary pro-
priety, and stung, by what I suspected was a
merited criticism upon the Indian file move-
ment, and consequently a reflection upon my
military accomplishments, I sternly orderedhim
to be silent, reminding him that 1 was Captain,
and as such, not to be trifled with, aud that as
an old soldier, he shouldknow better!
: At length Aye arrived at the Bridge : the ra-
tions were issued, and the order, "shoulder ba-
con and hard tac_," was about to be given,
when, as luck would have it, up comes a four
horse wagon, drivenby a Nicholas county farm-
er. Fancying myself, by virtue of my Captain-
cy, vested with extraordinary power?in other
words, a gentleman of "high claims and terri-
fying exactions"?I proceeded, at once, to press
wagon, team, and teamster. The farmer pro-
tested, remonstrated, beseeched, alledging that
he had been long from home, and could not
reach there until late at night, even if uninter-
rupted. But all this was unavailing. He had
encountered, what was afterwardsknown as a
"military necessity," and, as a matter ofcourse,
had to succumb. With a rueful countenance,
therefore, he turned about, the rations were
pitched into his wagon, and he drove back to
the great Falls.

Now, another difficulty stared rue in the face.
My men had fallen in, facing Gauley Bridge ; I
wished to move them in the opposite direction,
I did not know the command for a counter-
march. ' ''File right, '' and ' 'file left were terms
unknown to me, or if known, utterly meaning-
less. I reflected a moment, nervously twirling
my cane, (sword I had not,) my face burning,
my heart beating audibly, the men silent and
expectant, until finally growing desperate, I
cried out in the extremity of my agony. "Men,
turn your faces the other way/" Some turned
to the right: some to the left: some made the
entire circle and stood as at first, while others,
with countenances as black as_amp-posts,_niade
no effort, whatever, to obey the order, whilemy
sharpened hearing caught a half suppressed
sound of malicious laughter in the direction of
the "old soldier!'' Finally, with the aid of my
"orderly," I got them all right, and the inter-
minable line that
"Like a wounded snake, dragged its slow length

along,"
returned to camp. Here the wagon of the
Nicholas county farmer wasspeedily unladened.
He then approached me in the most deferential,
not to say awe-struck manner, and stammered
something about "pay i" I was astounded at
his ignorance ofthe license of military author-
ity, and, indignant at his want of patriot-sin.
and rep/Red with much spirit, "pay, sir !" "pay,
indeed!" "No pay at all, sir!" "A mere
gratuity that you, as a loyal and patriotic, citi-
zen, should esteem a privilege to render your
country, sir; the Southern Confederacy, sir!"
With alarm, wonder, mortification, and disap-
pointment, all depicted in his countenance, he
shrank back, mounted his horse, cracked his
whip, and was soon out of sight. He should
have threshedme soundly on the spot, although,
at the time, I honestly believed 1 was merely
exercising an official prerogative for the benefit
of my country.

There was another company, the "FallsRifle-
men," Capt. Riggs, encamped at the same
place, and shortly after I had dismissed the
company, the Captain took me aside and mod-
estly suggested that I should march my men in
two ranks rather than one. With an air of af-
fected indifference, I replied that Iknew that
was "more military" but as that was my first
turnout, I wished to make as big a show as pos-
sible. The explanation seemed satisfactory to
the Captain, and the subject was dismissed.

A happy idea now suggested itself. I would
solve the vexedproblem of forming in two ranks,
by being present when Capt. Riggs' company
was on parade. The occasion soon arose. His
men were formed in line, facingby the leftflank.
I stood a few rods distant, humming a tune and
apparently uninterested in the movements of
the "FallsRiflemen," but my ears and eyes
were wide open. "In two ranhsform compa-
ny /" "company, right face?march!" said
(japt. Riggs. "Eureka!" I almost audibly e-
jaculated; then hurriedly dodging around the
corner of an old house standing close by, I has-
tily took my memorandumbook from a side
pocket, and eagerly recorded, in pencil, the tal-
ismanic words. By roll-call the next morning I
had memorized them, and was enabled to ac-
complish the wonderfulevolution of forming a
company in two ranks to my own entire satis-
faction. As to ' 'four ranks,'' Ihad neverheard
of such a thing, and should have been strongly
inclined to question the sanity ofthe man who
would have hinted the possibility of such a
formation. Bear in mind, I had never muster-
ed with the "melish," nor seen the inside ofany
work on military tactics. Mine was noia&n iso-
lated case ; it was the experience of nine-tenths
of the Confederateofficers. We were ' 'green,
all of us; yes, succulently green.

The enlisted men drew rations regularly ; but
when I applied for mine, I was politely inform-
ed, much to my mortification, astonishment,
and alarm, that "rations" were not issued to
commissioned officers. "How am I to live,
sir," I anxiously enquired. "Indeed, Captain,
I am not able to answer your question, though
I shouldbe most happy to do so ; for it is one
in "which you are certainly much .interested"?
replied the commissary, who was as ignorant of
his duties as I was of mine, though not in half
so much danger ofstarvation.

The truth is, for several weeks I actually suf-
fered the gnawings of hunger, frequently get-
ting but one meal per day, and that through
ray own ingenious hypocricy, and the sympa-
thies of my men. Standing carelessly near some
mess enjoying a meal, I was sure to be invited
and pressed by the kind-hearted fellows to "eat
something," I would affect to be not at all hun-
gry; but, if the invitations were repeated, as
was sure tp be the'case, I invariably yielded.?
The poor follows appearedto think it quite a
condescension on the part of "tho Captain,"
and felt highly honored by his presence at their
frugal board. For my part, I did not care to
dissipate so pleasant and convenient an illusion.
Having existed in this precarious manner some
two weeks, I was so fortunateas to obtainboard-
ing in a private family, close by.

I had not been long at Gauley Bridge before
it came my turn to act as "officer ofthe day."
I felt both complimented and alarmed. I was
wholly ignorant of the duties of ray position,
but as to its responsibilities, I was satisfied they
were fearful in the extreme ! I only knew that
I must appear decorated with sash and sword.
I had neither, but I succeeded in negotiating a'
loan with a brother officer. As already intima-
ted, I imagined that the responsibilities attach-
ing to my new relation were overwhelming, and
that the chances ofmy being regularly and form-
ally executed the next day, in the presence of
the troops, were decidedly favorable to such a
catastrophe.

Maj. Bradfute Warwick, who subsequently,
as a Colonel, fell covered with glory at Cold
Harbor, was commandant of the post. He was
an eastern man, and unacquainted with the
geography of thatpart ofVirginia, and the dis-
position ofthe inhabitants, fancied we were in
constant danger ofa surprise. In this he was

most energetically seconded and. sustained by
Capt. Buckholtz, an officer of much gallantry in
command ofthe artillery.
I was instructed by Maj. Warwick to visit

the pickets twice during the day and three times
at night. There were seven posts?one on New
river, two on Gauley, one on Scrabble Creek,
one near the summitofthe precipitous moun-
tain overlooking the Bridge, one in the direc-
tion of the Falls, and one on a small Island in
the river opposite the guard house and artillery
camp.

The distanceto be travelled in making our
round was about six miles. Tho roughness of
the route, and the labor and peril to beencoun-
tered, cannot be conceivedby any one who has
not experienced them. In additionto the reg-
ular pickets, men were stationed about seventy
yards apart, connecting each post with the main
camps. These sen tinels beingperfectly ''green
fancied a live Yankee under every bush'and
were ready to fire at the lea.it noise.
I was to start on my first night round at pre-

cisely nine o'clock. So supposing the guard-
house was the {.roper place for the officer ofthe
day, when not going his rounds, I gathered my
blauket and repaired thither. It had rained
almost incessantly lor "40 days and nights,"
consequently the rude floor of the guard-house
bore a strong resemblance to that of a pig stye.
I scraped away the looser particles of mud,
however, and spreading my blanket, laid down
among guards, Union prisoners, &c. Truth
compels me to say that the "and so farths"
were numerous, energetic, and evinced a fami-
liarity and partiality decidedly annoying to a
stranger. I consoled myself, however, in my
novel and uncomfortableposition by the reflec-
tion that I was "serving my country," and that
our forefathers had trod the same rugged path-
way to glory and independence. Indeed, my
patriotism so far triumphedover my discomforts
as to enable me to discovernew beauties in the
sentiment, "Dulce et decorum est pro patna
mori!" 4 '

At the designated hour I was aroused by the
officer of the guard, and began the toil of the
night. Varied and startling were the recep-
tions aud experiences of my dreary round.?
Some times it was a sharp "Halt?who comes
there?" Again, it was a hesitating and ner-
vous "who's that. and not unfrequently it
was the startling ofa lock, that made
"each particular hair stand on end," as the a-
roused sentinel made ready to fire ! I was un-
der the necessity of specially instructing each
sentry. When I got back to the guard-house,
I found it was just midnight, the hour for
"Grand Rounds;" so, accompanied by a ser-
geant and three privates, I started again. My
experience was about the same as on the pre-
ceding round, with one or two ludicrous varia-
tions. "Whocfthiesthere?" "Grandßounds!"
was thereply. "Come on. Grand Rounds!"
Another, "Whoarc you F* ' 'Grand Rounds!''"Oh, pshaw! I thought it was them fellers
comin' to relieve me!"

Grand Rounds completed, I found myself at
the starting point at 3 a. in., wet, muddy, and
fatigued. 1 had only made two rounds. My
instructions were to make three, and to fail was,
in my opinion, death?ignominious death ! I
thought of my family, left in such unsettled and
troublous times without a provideror protector,
and remembering, also, how illy fitted I was for
death, I nerved myself for the third and last
round. Away I trudged, all alone, and finished
the third round about sunrire ; the third round

finished me about the same hour. I had trav-
elled eighteen miles, stubbing my feet against
stoUe?, falling over logs, jamyiing against
stumps, plashing into mud holes, and wading a
sluice of water no less than three times, thirty
yards wide and three feet deep !

As there were but three captains at the post,
this task devolved ou me every third day. No
wonder, then, that my countenance grew hag-
gard and wan, aud ray body weak and trembly,
so that my own wife recognized me with diffi-
culty. An iron man could not have endured
such hardships unaffected. YetI bore all cheer-
fully, and with martyr-likeresignation, from a
sense of duty, and because I thought, at the
time, the authority ofa commanding officer was
unrestricted, and that as a subordinate, I was
bound to obey ail orders, whether reasonable or
unreasonable.
I thought it incumbent on all commissioned

officers, to be in line at roll-call, and answer to
their names along with the privates and non-
commissionedofficers. To fail to do so, was to
subject oneself to a court martial, which would
sentence him either to be cashiered or shot.?
So you may imagine I was careful to be, at all
times, within hearing, or to bring myself so by
fast running. At last, however, I ventured a
little too far from camp, and was "crossed."?
The orderly sergeant was as much concerned as
myself, and asked, in sympathetic tones,_ what
he should do with me ? I replied that it was
certainly a very serious affair; but as it concern-
ed myself altogether, I did not feel at liberty to
advise him. Having studied over the matter
for a few moments, he proposed to say nothing
about it, provided I would promise not to do so
again. Of course I gladly made the promise,
and kept it faithfully untilI discoveredthat on-
ly enlisted men were required to answer at roll-
call.

When commissioned officei . were so verdant,
whatcould have been expected of the private
soldier ? Passing from my quarters to the
creek, one morning after sunrise, to indulge in
my usual ablution, I was suddenly halted by a
sentinel, some fifty yards to my right:

"Who comes there?" he fiercely demanded.
"Captain Jones."
"Give the countersign, Capt. Jones !"
"The countersign is not required at this

hour. ' '
"Yes, it is. Give me the countersign," he

screamed, cocking his long mountain rifle, and
bringing her to bear directly between my eyes,
so that I fancied 1 could almost see the bullet
that was to finish my mortafcareer! It would
have been imprudent to have shouted the coun-
tersign, surrounded, as I was, by laurel, where
an enemy might have been concealed, so I es-
sayed to draw a little closer.

"Halt! Give the countersign, I tell you, or
I'll fire."

"I must get closer. I might be overheard."
"Don't care a darn ! That's what that feller

said, that coined round last night, and I ain't
a gwyin' to fool with you much longer, neither,
Captain. So jes sing her out."

Seeing that farther parley or expostulation
was not only useless, but positively perilous, I
bawled out," "Jeff. Davis. '

"That's the truck, Cap'n. Hurrah for.i__l.
Davis. You can go now;" and he resumed his
beat..

So apprehensiveof a surprise were the supe-
rior officers, (all eastern men,) that finally I got
badly scared myself. I invariably slept in my
boots, andkept out a strong quarter guard at
night. Our guns were always loaded, and I
never ventured to lie downat night jntil I had
first warned my men of our perilous'condition;
although my cooler judgment assured me there
was not an armed enemy within seyenty-five
miles.
I was called up one night, by Sergeant Major

Pierce, and informed that the enemy was actu-
ally crossing New river, just above the mouth of
Gauley, in great force?using three flat boats
for that purpose. Several hundred had already
crossed. I was orderedto awaken ray men, and
get them under arras. I was cautioned to be
calm, and not alarm the men by a betrayal of
excitement. I tried to be cool and self-pos-
sessed, although 1 have reason to believe it was
a very partial success.

Tbe "boys" sprang eagerly to their guns, all
but one poor fellow, who was, unfortunately, at
that very moment, attacked with violent pains
in the region of the stomach. I was assigned, a
position in an -oat field. Captain Buckholtz la-
bored with great energy to get his artillery in
position; wheels creaking, whips cracking, dri-
vers swearing. There we stood in the oat field,
shivering in the (lark morning fog, with guns
cocked, heads inclined eagerly forward, and
eye? strained, vainly endeavoring to peer into
the surrounding darkness; but no enemy came.
Finally, day dawned, and explained the mys-
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tery. The three flat boats dwindled into one
small skiff, in which were three fellows sky-
larking ; and the men alreadylandedand drawn
up in battle's magnificently stern array, turned
out to be the line of an Old Virginia wormfence, staked and ridered!

On another occasion, the camp was aroused
at midnight. Capt. Buckholtz had observed
signal lights on the top of the high mountain
overlooking the camp. Ofcourse our danger
was immediate and extreme. As my men wet-
all backwoodsmen, and, as citizens of the coun-
ty presumed to be familiar with the locality, I
was detached, with fifty of the most daring, to
scout the mpuntain. There was no moon, the
heavens were clouded, and a heavy fog spread
its gloomy pall upon the hills ; and it was so
extremely dark that I could not discern my own
hand, held within an inch ofmy nose. I triedthe experiment, and know that I speak truly.
I thought it a very unfavorable time for scout-
ing, if the object was to ascertain the position,
strength, and intentions of the enemy; for he
had only to stand still, with his guns at a charge
bayonets, and peiiaiit us to impale ourselves
thereon; but, of course, I made no suggestions
to my superior officers. So we toiled up the
procipitous mountain, falling over logs, reeling
along the edges of cliffs, scratching our faces
with briars, tripping up among the grape vines,
and expecting every minute to be assailed by
copperheads andrattlesnakes, until at last we
reached the summit. Here we found a small
open space; and, exhorting my men to keep
their own counsel, I threw out pickets, and
then we laid downand slept soundly until morn-
ing. We then finished the scout, returned to
camp, and reported an encounter with a flock
of sheep?no casualties on our side, none on the
other; which latter circumstance we verymuch
regretted, as we were growing tired offat mid-
dling, and beginning to be sheepishly inclined.

The mysterious lights that had created so
much anxiety and alarm in camp, and sent us
on such a fruitless scout were either meteors or
fire flies, or, as mountain men call them, light-
ning bugs!''

In the latter part of July we began the fa-
mous retreat?or, as Gen. Wise persisted in
calling it, the "retrograde" movement?from
the Kanawha Valley. Cox had been whipped
at ' 'Scary ;'' but another army, acting in con-
cert with his movement, was seeking, by way
of Sutton, Summersville, and the Wilderness
road, to gain our rear, and thus, not only cut
us off from our base, but capture our whole
force.

Such confusion and demoralization as then
ensued, have been seldom witnessed. One en-
tire company, perhaps two, deliberately filed off
and went home. Another scatteredlike fright-
ened sheep; but the captain marched boldly on
alone, until becoming thoroughly disgusted, he
broke his sword, and wore the bars no more ! ?
Huge sides ofbacon were pitched into the mud
and trampled under foot. The heads of whis-
key and molasses barrels were knocked in, and
every man helped himself. Gauley bridge, that
had cost $30,000, was burned, although the
river was fordable for infantry and cavalry one
hundred yards above. It was .raid, though ~i.
never credited the report, that the famous
"Hawk's Nest" was examinedwith an eye to
its destruction, but was declared non-com busti-
ble, and thus saved for the admirationoffuture
tourists and sight seers. Every one went it on
his "own hook." For the first twelve hours,
despite the efforts of the General, order and
system were lostsight of. Quartermasterswere
oblivious to their obligations to furnish trans-
portation.

My company baggage had been carriedacross
the ill-fated Bridge by the men. I awaited
transportation until near night-fall, and the
bridge was already in flames lighting the heav-
ens from horizon to zenith with their luridglare.
The army had gone, its retreating footsteps
echoing amid the gorges of Gauley mountain,
still no transportation, nor would the last lin-
gering Quartermaster answer satisfactorily my
inquiries. So I moved off, leaving all behind.

Dark soon came on, and the raiu descended
only as it did rain in the summer and autumn
of ISO 1 in the mountains ofWest Virginia.

We had gone a mile when we met a wagon
with a four mule team and a negro driver. I
pressed wagon, mules and driver, sent them
back and got my baggage. It was now so dark
we could with difficulty keep the road. I halted
the com pan}', told the boys to take care of them
selves, and they scattered in every direction,
seeking shelter under rocks and trees from the
pitiless storm. I crept down the hill-side care-
fully feeling ray way, and found a dry spot un-
der a huge rock. I called to one ofmy lieuten-
ants, who soon joined me, and I told him to go
in first; he did so, and so completely occupied
the whole space that I was compelled to lie all
night in the rain. While sleep to me was im-
possible, I could hear the lieutenant snoring
boisterously all the while. I had never before
regretted having been generous; I did that
night, and I think you will concede I had rea-
son. When morning came, I was wet to the
bone, and chilled to the marrow. We started
again at daylight. Gen. Wise was standing at
the top of Gauley mountain. When we came
up, he told me to halt ray company. I did so,
and he furloughed every man who wished to go
by his home. Who ever saw a soldier who
didn't wish to go by his home, if he had one?
The result was, I entered Lewisburg with ten
men out of ninety. I wat. so emaciated and
care-worn that my most intimate friends recog-
nized me Avith difficulty.

Having recruited and reorganized his com-
mand, Gen. Wise again advanced toward Gau-
ley, while Gen. Floyd, taking the Sunday road,
moved toward Summersvilie. Wise encoun-
tered Cox at Big creek, a few miles beyond £heHawk's Nest, and, after a brisk skirmish, kept
up until evening, owing to the failure of a part
of his programme, fell back four miles, to
Woodvillei and went into camp. Floyd, hav-
ing crossed Gauley at Carnifix's ferry, and en-
trenched himself on the cliffs, awaited Rosen-
crauz who, advancing from Cheat mountain,at-
tacked him with great impetuosity. The Con-
federates, though cutirauibeted at least six to
one, resisted successfully every attempt to carry
their position until nhtfaD, when they with-
drew with so mreli secrecy that the federal
Commanderreceived the information of their
retreat about sunrise the next morning when
his troops stormed and carried the undefended
entrenchments. Floyd did not lose a single
man in this battle?two were slightly wounded,
one of them the General himself Rosecranz
must have suffered severely as his men repeat-
edly assailed the works with great and perse-
vering gallantry. Having recrossed Gauley,
Floyd fell back to Dogwood gap, at the junction
of the Sunday road with the James river and
Kanawha turnpike.. Here he was rejoined by
Wise; and Cox Sect Rosencranz, continuing to
advance with a force.of at least 15,000 men,
while that of the Confederates did not exceed
3,500, the latter fell back, slowly to the top of
big Sewell mountain. Halting here a day or
so, Floyd began to fortify, but suddenly chang-
ing his mind, he began to fall back toward
Meadow river in Greenbrier county, and or-
dered Wise to follow, which he positively and
indignantly refused to do, avowing hjs deter-
mination to oppose his 1,500 men 'against Ro-
sencranz' 15,000, and thus makea The.monyla.
of Sewell mountain. He accordingly named
his position "Cam]) "Defiance," and coolly
awaited tfie advance _f the enemy, jIt is not necessary to recount how," m a few
days, Rosencranz came up and went into camp
in an equally favorable position about a _nile
west of "Camp Defiance;" how Gen. Lee came
down from the Cheat mountain region, bringing
reinforcements; how he examined Wise posi-
tion, approvedhis course, and ordered Floyd to
return ; how for three or four weeks the rival
hosts survej _d each other from their respective
mountain strongholds without coming to an en-
gagement ; how, confident of the issue, we,
from day to day, prayedfor the advance of the
Federals, and how, finally, one bright Sunday
morning, when Gen. Lee, as we were assured,
had made up his mind to execute on the follow-
ing Tuesday a grand strategic movement that
promised to result in the complete discomfiture
of the foe, we got up aud found he had struck

«

his tents and precipitatelyretreated. I merely
wish, in this connection, to relate one other of
my adventuresas a Confederate Captain.
I was officer of the day. We were expectingRosencranz to attack us. I wished to see the

old officer of the guard. I did not know who
had acted in that capacity the day before, and
had not been enabled to find out by enquiry.?
I went to the guard tent and mentioned that I
wished to see the old officer of the guard. A
drummer suggested that ifhe were to sound hisdrum, perhaps the individual wanted would
come to the guard tent. I cannot understand
why I thought the beating of the drum would
produce such a result or why the drummer
thought so. Iknow, however, I caught at the
suggestion, and when the drummer asked me
if he should sound the long roll, I answered af-firmatively, adding that I supposed that woulddo as well as anything else. The fact was Ihad
not heard of the long roll before, and did not
know that any special significance attached to
it. Well, he commenced heating the long roll.
There happened to be one or two officers in
camp who knew that the long roll was a call to

: arms to repel an attack or something of that
nature. In other words it was an alarm. They
seized their swords, sprang out and called ontheir men to fall in, instantly; other officers
caught the infection and followed the example.
In a moment the entire camp was in an uproar,
rivalling that of Babel itself From every tent
officers Duckling on their swords, and privates
with cartridge box in one hand, and a musketin the other streamed forth like angry bees from
so many hives, white above all other sounds,
were heard the excited commands of officers,
"fall in, men?fall in!" Back on the left !?
Out a little in the center. There, steady, front!
"Right dress!" &c, &c.

Had I been capable, at that moment, of re-
membering anything at all, that I had ever
read, it would certainly have been Byron's Wa-
terloo :

"Ah! then and there was hurrying to and fro,
And thero was mounting in hot haste; the steed,
The mustering squadron, and the clattering ear,
VVrent pouring forward with impetuous speed,
And swiftly forming in the ranks of war;
And the deep thunder peal on peal afar;And near the beat of the alarming drum,
Roused up the soldier e'er the morning star;
While thronged the citizens with terror dumb,
Or whispering, with while lips: "Tho foe! They

come, they come!' "

But cries ofthe long roll!" "the long roll!"
arising on all sides, assured me that I was theauthor of the mischief, and in the extremity of
my mortification, I was senseless and dumb;
and when Col. Spauldiug came rushing fromhis quarters, calling for his horse, and demand-
ing, in an excited manner, "what all that
meant!" if ever man desired

"a lodge in some vast wilderness ?

Some boundless contiguity of shade,"
deep, dark, impenetrableshade, at that?one of
the Bengal jungle variety?l was certainly that
man.

In reply to his question. I succeeded, by a
desperate effort, in stammering out that there
was nothing serious the matter; that I had toldthe drummer to beat for the old the
guard, and he had with my sanction, beat the
"long roll" ?I being ignorant of the peculiar
import and probable cfi_?t thereof.

For a moment, anger and a keen sense of th£
ridiculous appeared tostruggle for the mastery";
but the latter triumphed, and, directing his or-
derly to tell the captains to dismiss their men,
with an emphatic smile on his countenance, he
invited me to his tent, and there good-humor-
cdly explained to me the mysteries ofthe "long
roll!" Brave, accomplished, generous Spauld-
ing! Two weeks later his body, a bloody
corpse, was borne, in a blanket, to camp, by
four ofhis men. He had approached tooclose-
ly the pickets of the enemy, aud received two
balls through his breast.

A few days after the retreat of the Federals
from Sewell, General Lee sent out two famous
scouts ?one of them, afterwards Capt, WilliamHeffner, who was killed at the battle of Lewis-
burg, in May, 18G2. They were ordered to
leave their guns in camp, as the object was in-
formation as to the location of the enemy.?
They*found the enemy encamped in a field be-
longing to Colonel George Alderson. Under
cover of thc_ brush, the scouts crept up to the
fence enclosing the field, and while lying there,
Generals Rosecranz and Cox rode up within
thirty yards, halted, and sat on their horses en-
gaged in conversation for some time. Capt.
Heffner told me he could have counted the but-
tons on their coats. Had the scouts carried
their gnus, the career ofthe two Federal com-
manders would have ended that bright October
morning?for Heffner and his comrade were
dead shots, with their long mountain rifles, at
two hundred paces.

But I fear I grow tedious. Suffice it to say,
that I afterwards saw much service, and en-
dured much suffering, for I wa3 in the field
from the beginning to the close ofthe war, ex-
cepting from the sth of June, 1864, to 19th
June, 1865, during which time I was aprisoner
of war at Johnson's Island. I was with Lee,
in the swamps ofSouth Carolina ; on the sand
hills ofWilmington; in front of McDowell, at
Fredericksburg; in the "SevenDays' Battles,"
on the Chickahaminy. With Jackson, at Ce-
dar Mountain; with Loring, in the Kanawha
Valley ; with Ransom, in the Southwest; with
"Tiger John!" McCauseland, at Piney, Prince-
ton, and the Narrows; with Jenkins, atCloyd's
Farm, and William E. Jones, at fatal Pied-
mont; but during those first "Ninety Days"
with Wise, in the Kanawha Valley and on Sew-
ell mountain, I underwent more real suffering
and hardship, than in all my after military life.

And the ''Dixie Rifles!'' where are they now ?

Alas! some are sleeping beneath the Magnolias
of the South; some on the hills of Fredericks-
burg ; some at Mechanicsville, Cold Harbor,
and Frazier's Farm ; some at Piney, Princeton,
and the Narrows; someat Cloyd's Farm ; some
at Piedmont, Winchester, Kernstown, Cedar
Creek, Fisher's Hill, and on the banks of the
Oquequon ;"some at the White Sulphur, Rich-
mond, and Lynchbure; some at Camps Morton
and Chase ; some at Point Lookout and Elmi-
ra; some have gone home with broken consti-
tutions ; some maimed and almost helpless for
life. With their gallant comrades of the glo-
rious "old 60th," they everywhere bore their
full share of suffering, and danger, and death;
and when, at the close of the war, they, with
streaming eyes and aching hearts, turned away
from the "Conquered Banner," which,

"though gory,
I'et is wreathed around with glory,
And will live in song and story,

Though its folds are in the dust;
For its fame on brightest pages,
Penned by poets and by sages,
Shall go sounding down through ages,

Purl its folds though now we must;"
in that sad hour, not more than a dozen of the
original Dixie Rifles answered at roll-call.

"On Faroe's eternal camping ground,
?' Their silent tents are spread ;
While Glory guards, with solemn round,

The bivouac ofthe dead I"

Flowers.?Flowers are the silent yet elo-
quent teachers of innocence, and their preach-
ing has workedgood in many places. Woven
into poetry, into religion, and into art, illustra-
ting the most attractive morality of the Bible,
and being in themselves most beautiful, they
are likely to be the cause of moralbeauty where
their influence is permitted. Of ali things we
would urge an exhibition similar to that which
we believe was got up last year?a showfor the
humble plants growiifcy poor peopJft Migno-
nettes and geraniums are to be found even in
White-chapel, and the more to be found there
the better. A child's nature is not only the
worse, but positively imperfect, If not brought
into contact with flowers, and poor childrenshßuld get a chance of seeing them. Flowers
are, perhaps, to a working man, more a relief
than books.

One of our exchanges, in noticing the pre-
sentation of a silver cup to a contemporary,
says: "He needs no cup. He can drink from
any vessel that contains liquor, whether the
neck ofa bottle, the mouth ofa demijohn, the
spile ofa keg, or the bung ofa barrel."

Number XXIV.
Moral and Religious.

For the Spectator.
The Blessedness of Trial.

How little should we know of Christ,
Did not our trials prove,

How soothing is his sympathy,
How tender is his lovo.

What condescension in Ids ways?
What sweetness in his grace?

What beauty in his flowing tears ?

What mildness in his face.
What safety 'neath his sheltering wings,

When some deep grief we feel,
And how we lean upon his truth,

As at his feet we kneel.
Yes?sorrow brings us near to God,

To Jesus and his love,
Wean, our affections from this earth,And centres them above.
Then let us bless that faithful hand

That leads us day by day,
That will not let us grovel here,

Nor lose the heavenly way.
His way is best?it leads us home ;

Though sorrows seem to frown,
They'll surely add "exceeding weight"

To our immortal crown.
Rosemont, Nov., 18Gd. _IETA.

How to Spend the Sabbath.
Rise early. God require^ne-seventh part

ofyour time. The Sabbath is just as long as
any other day. Ifyou indulge in sleepSabbath
mornings one or two hours later than usual,
you rob God and your own soul of30 much holy
time; and ifyou begin the day by robbing God,
you cannot expect he will bless you.

Pray for your .Minister; he will then preach
better, and you will be betterprepared to profit
by his preaching. Heneeds your prayers. Hetasked his energies to prepare good sermons to
interest and instruct you. Exhausted by the
labors of the week, and trembling under his
awful responsibility, he will be cheered and en-
couraged if he beleives he is remembered in ~

-

your prayers.
Pray that the preaching may be blest to your

soul. He is a foolish manwho sows his seed be-
fore he breaks up the sod. You are more fool-
ish if you expect a blessing without asking forit, or preparing your heart to receive it. If a
blessing is not worth asking for donot complain
if it is not bestowed.

Do not indulge in secular conversation. To
spend the interval between the services of the
sanctuary in talking about business, or pleasure,
or politics, is not remembering the Sabbath day
to keep it holy. Ifyou spend your intermissionin this manner, you must not wonder if in his
afternoon you feel sleepy, and the preacher
seems dull.

Banish worldly thoughts. You must not, onthe Sabbath, "think your own thoughts." If
your thoughts are allowed to wanderunrestrain-ed over the business of the past week, or theplans of the week to come, you will suffer forit. God will leaveyou in darkness; your lovewill be cold, your prayers formal, and you will
be disqualified to engage profitably in the serv-ices of the sanctuary.

Do not criticise the performances of your
minister. If he has preached a poor sermon,
make the best of it,: if a good one, be thankfuland improve it. Your praise or censure can do
no good either to him or yourself, but may do
hurt to both. You will profit far moreby pray-
ing over the sermon, and applyingit to yourself,
than by criticising it.

Spend every Sabbath as thoagh it wereyour
last. Your last Sabbath will soon come. Per-haps the next willbeyour last. Spend it. then,
as you will wish you had done when you reviewit millions ofages hence. If youknew it wouldbe your last, you would be much in prayer, youwouldbanish worldly thoughts andconversation,
you would meditate much on divine things, andexamine the foundation ofyour hopefor eterni-
ty. Do this, and your Sabbath will not be
spent in vain.

Religious Statistics of Richmond.
The Richmond Examiner of last week pub-

lished the subjoined statistics as being tha in-
crease of population of that city within the last
fifty years and the growth of the religious ele-
ment within the same time:

In 1806, when the population ofthe city was10,000, there were but four churches, and those
very small, containing in all about one hundredcommunicants. The number attending churchfrom two hundred to three hundred, or one in
forty of the population. We do not knowwhether the Rev. Dr.'Blair had thencommenc-ed his ministry in the city. His congregation
occupied the hall ofthe House of Delegates as
a place ofworship on the Sabbath tor some
years previous to 1812. The communicants ofhis city charge, we understand, were membersof the Pole Green Church in Hanover.

In 1850 the populationofthe city had increas-ed thirty thousand ; the churches to twenty-four
?most of them large; communicants or "pro-
fessing Christians,'' from four to five thousand,
and the number attending church, about seventhousand five hundred, or one in four of thepopulation.

In the period of forty-four years, the number
of Christians in the city has increased about
fifty fold. The relative numberof Quakers andJews has decreased. In 1823 an edifice was
erected for a Unitarian congregation. In 1831
an attempt was made to call a Unitarian minister.About forty persons met, and ofall that num-
ber only two arc now living. Of the progress
or history of that Church, we have no reliableinformation.

Since 1850, the number ofEvangelical Chris-
tians in o"ur city has largely increased ; but we
are not able to report their exact numerical
strength.

Our population is now between fifty and sixty
thousand, and we have five Baptist churchesfor the whites, and two for the colored popula-
tion, three Catholic churches, six Episcopal
churches for the whites, and one for the color-ed people, three Jewish synagogues, fiveMet-hodist churches, three Presbyterian and one Dis-ciples church, apd one Quaker meeting house.

A Connubial Sermon.
A connubial little sermon, from the text, "Be

happy as you are," is thus preached by a co-
temporary print:

Wife and Mother, are you tired, and out ofpatience with your husband'sandyour children'sdemands upon your time attention? Are
you tempted to speak out your feelings to thatfaithful, but perhaps sometimes heedless or ex-
acting husband ofyours? or to scold and ?___

at those sweet and beautiful ones ? Do you
groan and say, "What a fool I was to marry
and leave my father's house, where I lived in
ease and quiet?"

Are you, by reason of the care and weariness
of the body which wifehood and motherhood
must bring, forgetful of, and unmindful for,
their joys??o, wife and mother! what if astroke should smite your husband and lay him
low? W hat. if your children should be snatch-
ed from your arrasland from your bosom ? What
if there were no trtie, strong heart for you to
lean upon ? What if there were no soft,, little
innocents to nestle in your arms, and to love
you, or receive your love ? How would it bewith you then ?

Be patient and kind, dear wife ; be unweary-
ing and long suffering, dear mother, for you
know not how long you may have with you
your best and dearest treasures, you know nothow long yOu may be with them. Let th_re be
nothing for you to remember which will wring
your heart with remorse if they leaveyou alone;
let there be nothing for them toreinem'oerbut
sweetness and love unutterable, ifyou are call-edto leavethemby the way.Bepatient, be pitiful, _

be tender of them all, for death will step sooner
or later between them and you. And O ! whatwouldyou do if you should be doomed to ait
solitary and forsaken"""through years and years.

???

Ifwe are lovedby those around us we canbear the hostility of all the rest of the world ?
just as if we were before a warm fire we neednot care for all the ice in the Polar regions.
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