e

"

£

THE SOLDIERS’ JOURNAL. 99

From the Washington National Republican,
A Big Dog Story.

EXPLOITS AND SERVICES OF THE DOG *‘ SAILOR.”

Just before the battle of Bull Run, a lady of
Georgetown met a boy inthe street, leading a dog
by a string, and the boy was crying bitterly.—
She asked him the cause of his crying, He said
his mother had told him to take off the dog and
have him killed, as she would have no dog about
the house. He did not want to kill him, he was
such a good dog; but he supposed he should
have to do so; and thought that he should tie a
rope around a stone, and throw him into the Po-
tomac, He said he would sell him for five cents;
the lady told him she would give him a quarter.
He accepted the offer at once, as this would give
him spending money for a week. The dog ap-
peared to be a cross of several breeds, but had
long, shaggy ears, that hung down under his
neck. The lady led him home, He was very
intelligent, and soon became a great favorite of
the family. They named him ‘ Sailor.”

A Rhode Island Battery was near there, and
the ladies used to carry supplies to the sick sol-
diers. Sailor would go with them, and a gunner
by the name of John Barry took quite a liking
to the dog, and when he went on an errand to
Georgetown, Sailor would frequently follow him
back to camp; and finally he concluded a mili-
tary life was the best suited to him, and he left
the family altogether, and took up his abode with
John Barry and the battery.

Often when the battery was out practising,
when the dense smoke would roll out from the
bottom of the gun, Sailor had been seen to jump
into the smoke and catch amouthfull and shake
it, as though he had something real in his mouth.

But the battery was ordered to the front, and
participated in the second battle of Bull Run.—
Let me digress a moment just to say thatour
wounded and dead had to be removed or buried
under a flag of truce; this was humiliating, but
nevertheless true. That field was some five miles
long, and perhaps three broad, covered thick
with wounded and dead. A friend of mine left
my house under the auspices of the Christian
Commission early on Saturday morning for the
battle field, and arrived there that evening, and
worked night and day until the next Thursday
evening, carrying off our wounded from this
battle field. There is no doubt many of our poor
soldiers starved to death; others suffered awful-
ly from thirst, Thursday evening, just at dark,
they came to an apple tree, under which five of
our soldiers had dragged themselves, to protect
them some from the sun by day, and the dews
by night. They had only one ambulance, and
this would ecarry only four. They must leave
one of these men under this tree, alone on this
vast field—and which one should they leave?—
One of them had been wounded in the head by a
piece of shell—it was a bad wound; his head was
fly-blown, and maggots could be seen plainly,
and as they thought he could not live long, they
teft him there alone under that tree, He was
sensible and could talk, and did not like to be
left alone there to die, I have thought if I had
been there I would have brought him off on my
back, if Ihad done it by short stages. But they
could not bring him off, and a rebel officer rode
up to our pickets the next morning and told
them he was alive then, and could talk. This is
all we know of him,

John Barry was on the same battle field. One
of his legs broken, and no one to give him help,
He suffered all butdeath; no one came to his
aid, Sailor staid by him, and occcsionally did

all he could to attract attention to Barry, but no
one came, He finally came to the conclusion to
send him off to Georgetown, over forty miles, as
a bearer of despatches. He felt his pocket over,
and found an old yellow envelope, and a piece of
pencil. He wrote on it, “I am wounded and on
the battle-field,” and signed his name to it, fold-
ed it up about as large as a quarter dollar, put it
in one of Sailor’s ears, and tied his ears under
his neck, and told him to go.

Sailor started right off, and the grass did not
grow under his feet, and he did not salute any
dog by the way—but in an incredible short time
made his appearance at Georgetown. The fami-
ly were all glad to see him, and, from his jaded
appearance, concluded he needed something to
eat. But Sailor would not eat anything; he was
a bearer of despatches, and must deliver them
first.

He did everything but talk, to Jet them know
it. He would stand on his hind feet, and put his
paws on his ears and howl; but they could not
understand him, I think it was the second day,
the girl in the kitchen said Sailor must be killed,
he acted so strange. He would rub his head
against her, and howl, and he was mad. A con-

.sultation was held to talk the matter over; and

at this time Sailor rose on his hind feet and put
his fore foot on the shoulder of the daughter, and
she told her mother Sailor's ears were tied down,
She soon cutthe string, and found the note from
John Barry in one of his ears. They were as-
tonished. They said if he brought a message he
will probably take one back.

They went in the parlor; Sailor followed, and
sat down and watched their proceedings with
eager eyes. They wrote a note on white paper,
telling Barry they would send him aid as soon
as possible ; folded itup and put it in Sailor's
ear, and tied his ears down and told him to go.—
But he lay down on the floor, the picture of des-
pair., What was the matter? Was it the color
of the paper? They would try him. They cut
the string, took out the note, and wrote one on a
yellow envelope, folded it up neatly, and put it
in his ear, tied his ears down again, and told him
to go. He did not wait to be told the second
time, but started off instantly. He was off over
forty miles again, and in a short time was on the
great battle field, looking for John Barry. He
had been delayed so long in Georgetown that
Barry had been taken from the field, and his leg
amputated.

But Sailor was not discouraged at all. He
started with the greatest energy to find Barry.—
This was a difficult matter, and he was kicked
and abused while on his search. But he kept
on patiently, and at last he found him and de-
livered the letter, and staid by him until he was
removed to this city. He is now at a teamster’'s
camp near this city, and they would not take his
weight in gold for him, as high as the premium
is now.

If all those standing on two feet, who have
been engaged .in puatting down this rebellion,
were as brave and faithful as ““Sailor,”” the rebel-
lion would have ended long ago! 4 B, K,
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ADJUTANT GENERAL ScHOULER of Massa-
chusetts, reports that that State has furnished
69,893 three years’ velunteers, 17,744 nine month’s
men, and 3742 three months men, since the
beginning of the war. Total 91,379,
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LEeEpYARD LANRLAEN of Cazenovia, a gentle-
man distinguished among the scholars and lov-
ers of science in the State of New York, is dead,
He was a brother-in-law of Gov, Seymour,

Philanthrophy During the War,

The New York Evening Post says that a gen-
tleman in that city has completed a book ex-
hibiting the philanthropiec exertions of fthe Ameri-
car people since the commencementof the war,

“We learn from it that the total contributions
from States, counties, and towns, for the aid and
relief of soldiers and their families, has amount-
ed to over one hundred and eighty-seven mil-
lions of dollars, ($187,209,608,62;) that the con-
tributions for the care and comfort of soldiers, by
associations and individuals, has amounted to
over twenty-feur millions, (24,044,865,96; that
the contributions at the same time for sufferers
abroad has been $380,140,74; and that the contri-
butions for freedmen, sufferers by the riot of
July, and white refugees have been $639,644,13 ;
making a grand total, exclusive of the expendi-
tures of the Government, of more than two hun-
dred millions of dollars, (212,274,259,49,

‘It is no exaggeration to say that this is un-
paralleled in the history of nations; indeed our
limited reading of military annals does not allow
us torecall any instances in which the same
thing has been so much as attempted, in Eng-
land, during the Crimean war, and in Germany,
during the struggle against Napoleon, both men
and women did a great deal in contributing to
to the comfort and relief of their armies, Itisin
fact impossible that warshould rage in any na-
tion without exciting the sympathies of the peo-
ple to a greater or less extent, But nowhere, we
believe, have such spontaneous and systematic
exertions been made or such grand results ac-
complished as in the United States.

“But the real significance of these large contri-
butions lies in the deep and universal devotion
which they manifested, on the part of the people
in the cause of the war. All classes have taken
part in them-—the poor widow with hermite, the
rich merchant with his thousands, the child of
the Sunday school, the settler of the backwoods.
the American roaming in distant lands,”
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AMIDST all the horrors of war, many incidents
ocecur amusing in themselves, and which some-
times, under the most trying circumstances, are
provoking to mirth, and form subjects for camp
stories months after. I have seen soldiers chase
hares and pick blackberries when a shower of
the leaden messengersof death were falling thick
and fast around them, and do many other cool
and foolish things, But the following, which ac-
tually took place at Mine Ru n, surpasses any-
thing I remember to have seen or heard: On
one of those biting cold mornings, whilethe arm-
ies of Mead and Lee were staring at each other
across the little rivulet known as Mine Run,
when moments appeared to be hours and hours
days, so near at hand seemed the deadly strife, a
solitary sheep leisurely walked along the run on
the rebel side. A rebel vidette fired and killed
the sheep, and, dropping his gun, advanced to
remove the prize, Inan instant he was covered
by a gun in the hands of a Union vidette, who
said, “ Divideis the word or you are a dead John-
ny.”” This proposition was assented to, and
there, between the two skirmish lines, Mr. Reb-
el skinned the sheep, took one-hLalf and moved
back with it to his post, when his challenger, in
turn dropping his gun, crossed the run, got the
other half of the sheep and again resumed the
duties of his post amidst the cheers of his com-
rades who expected to help him eat it, Of the
hundreds of hostilo men arrayed against each
other on either bank of that run, not one dared
to violate the truce intuitively agreed upon by
the two soldiers,




