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LOVE SONG.

By General W. H. Lytle.
Killed at the Battle of Chicamauga.)

Nay, frown not, fairest, chide no more,
Nor blame the blushing wine,

Its fiery kiss is innocent,
When thrills thy pui&c with mine.

Then leave the goblet in my hand,
And veil thy glances bright,

Lest wine and beauty mingling,
Should wreck my soul to-nig-

Then, sweetest, to the ancient rim,
In sculptured beauty rare,

Bow down thy red-arch- ed lips and quaff
The wine, that conquers care.

Or breathe upon the shining cup
Till that its perfume be

Sweet as the hcent of orange caves
Upon some tropic sea.

And while thy fingers idly stray
In dalliance o'er thy lyre,

Sing to me, love, some rare old song,
That gushed from hearts of fire

Songs such as Grecian phalanx hymned
When freedom's field was won

And Persia's glory with the light
Faded at Marathon.

Sing till the shouts of armed men
Ring bravely out once more ;

Sing till again the ghost-whit- e tents
Shine by the moon-li- t shore.

Bid from their melancholy graves
The buried hopes to start

I knew ere many a storm had swept
The dew-dro- ps from my heart.

Sing the deep memories of the past.
My soul shall follow thee,

Its boundless deptlis
Thy glorious minstrelsy ;

And as the wild vibrations hang
Unfettered by the air,

I'll drink, thy white arm round me, love,
In wine that conquers care.

MALYERK

THE END OF THE SEVEN DAYS.

BY J. S. SLATER.

Some time ago the writer of this sketch con-

tributed an article upon the same subject to the
Philaddpltia Times, and, subsequently, one tothe
National Republican, each containing different in-

cidents. In compliance with the request of many
friends he now presents the two in a consolidated
form.

July 1, 1862, has its place in history, and the
survivors of the Army of the Potomac will long
remember (as will their old enemies who wore
the gray) the battle of Malvern Hill. For a week
previous the Union soldiery had been meeting
the impetuous attacks of their foe. The assault
made upon their right wing at Mechanicsville on
the 2Sth of June had pressed them steadily back-

ward until further retreat without utter over-

threw seemed impossible. Between Mechanics-

ville and Malvern lay the fresh-foug- ht battle-
fields of Gaines's Mills, Chickahominy, Savage's
Station, Golding's Farm, Peach Orchard. White
Oak Swamp, and Glendale all severe engage-

ments and upon each field the Potomac Army
had left many of its bravest and best men, yet
when brought to bay upon the bank of the James
it met the shock of the victorious Confederates
with steady courage and the invincible determina-
tion of men who felt the destinies of a nation
depending upon their achievements. Like a
wounded animal they turned upon the pursuer,
and the six days of bloodshed that had gone
before culminated at Malvern.

While the battle of Glendale was being fought,
on the 30th of -- June, 1862, the Fifth Corps, under
General Porter, was lying at Turkey Bend, near
Malvern, at which point the material of the
.army wagons, heavy guns, cattle, and stores of
every description had been accumulated. The
immense trains were packed near the southern
edge of a high plateau overlooking, and but a
short distance from, the James River. Late in
the afternoon, about five o'clock, the enemy ad-

vanced in large force against Porter's left flank,
and quite a sharp engagement ensued, continuing
about an hour, at the end of which time the
rebels were driven back by Warren's brigade of
Sykes's division, two or three regiments belong-
ing to the division of Morrell, and the concen-

trated fire of about thirty pieces of cannon
planted upon the commanding ground between
the wagon park and the timber to the northwest,
from whence the attacking column made its ap-

pearance. Two of the enemy's guns fell into the
hands of the Union troops during the conflict.
Between dark on the night of the 30th of June
and nine o'clock on the morning of July 1 Gen-

eral Porter occupied Malvern Hill, where the
battle of the last-mention- ed date was fought. No
position could have been better selected; and
when at an early hour General McClellan, ac-

companied by Generals Barnard, Humphreys, and
others, came upon the field he approved the ar-

rangements already made by the commander of
the Fifth Corps, making only some slight changes
in the location of troops: after whicli he departed
to perfect the line at other points.

THE BATTLE-FIEL- D

'of Malvern has been so often described that a
short statement will suffice to give a fair under-
standing of its general features. Let the reader
imagine an elevated plateau of some mile and a
lialf by three-fourt- hs of a mile in extent, over-
looking the James River, from whicli it is separ-
ated by a narrow strip of low, swampy ground
on the south, and bordered on the west and north-
west at a distance of six or eight hundred yards
by a heavy wood. The high ground is well
cleared of timber and intersected by several
roads. Toward the north and east it slopes
gradually until it reaches a belt of timber per-

haps a mile or more away, through which, run-
ning north, passes the Quaker road, leading to
White Oak Swamp, and which is intersected by
the road from Richmond to Charles City. From
the northwest, cutting through the timber, conies
in the New Market road from Richmond, one
branch of which runs along the southern edge of
the plateau, while another branch further north
unites witli the Quaker road a little south of
Glendale, where the battle of the 30th of June
was fought. The enemy were expected to ap-

proach along the New Market, Charles City, and
Quaker roads, and the dispostion of troops was
made accordingly.
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THE FIFTH CORPS HELD THE LEFT

of the line, one brigade upon the low ground, to

cover the road from Richmond passing in that
vicinity. General Couch's division joined Porter
on the right, then came Kearney, Hooker, Sedge-wic- k,

Richardson, Smith, and Slocum, in the order

named, and finally Keyes, with so much of his
detached to other points.corps as had not been

The latter rested his left nearly upon the river in

the vicinity of Haxall's, a short distance below
Malvern. The line, taken as a whole, formed an
elbow at about the point where Couch's and Kear-

ney's divisions joined each other, the angle point-in- "-

northeasterly, the two arms extending back-

ward south and southeasterly to the James, as
already indicated. The troops of Porter and Couch
occupied a sort of ridge ; and having conformed to
its contour, presented a slightly semi-circl- e front,
curving inward. The artillery, some sixty pieces,
was posted so that its fire could be concentrated
at any point along the line, its chief support lying
in front of the guns, the face of the country being
favorable to such an arrangement. When the line
was first formed General Porter found himself
somewhat in advance of General Couch, and sug-

gested that the latter advance his line, which he
subsequently did. To the right of Couch, and
especially beyond Kearnej', where the troops were
more deployed, the roads were barricaded, the
timber slashed, and every possible obstacle inter-
posed to strengthen the position. The Pennsyl-
vania Reserves were stationed

BEHIND PORTER AND COUCH,

to be used wherever the necessities of the case
might demand. In rear of Porter's position a
dozen or so siege-gun- s had also been put in bat-
tery to assist in strengthening his line. The
enemy first appeared between nine and ten o'clock
in the morning, and began the conflict by open-

ing upon Porter, Couch, and Kearney. At two
o'clock a movement was made in front of Heintzel-man'- s

corps, but did not result in an attack.
At three o'clock a heavy artillery fire was opened
upon Kearney's left and upon Couch, and was
speedily followed by an advance of infantry upon
the latter. The rebels moved on in gallant style
to within two or three hundred yards, when
Couch's men, who had been lying down, arose
and poured in such deadly volleys that the foe
soon broke and retreated, followed by the Boys
in Blue for some considerable distance, and who,
having gained a more advantageous position, and
one which brought them into better alignment
with the Fifth Corps, held it during the day.
Just about this time quite an amusing incident
occurred whicli served to somewhat relieve the
monotony of the situation of a portion of the
First Brigade, First Division of the Fifth Corps
lying under the muzzles of the Federal cannon
awaiting the onset.

A CONFEDERATE UATTERY

succeeded in getting in a position which enabled
it to rake the whole length of the Thirteenth
New York Volunteers as the men lay in line. In
the regiment was one man Connolly, of "B"
company an odd sort of genius, with a dash of
the " Green Isle " in his nature, who, though a
capital soldier, was yet inclined to be just a trifle
too indulgent to himself in one respect: he never
would bear a burden, not even a weapon, when
he could find any way to get rid of it. A short
time previous, while on the march, he had suc-

ceeded in getting his Remington rifle rendered
unserviceable by carelessly fastening it to a
wagon, from which it fell under the wheels, and
the value of it was charged to him upon the pay-

rolls. Just prior to the battle he received his
new weapon. When the artillery opened he was
lying flat upon the ground, his gun underneath
him, the muzzle projecting a foot or so beyond
his head, which was slightly elevated, "taking
observations." The shells came in thick and fast
for a few moments, and most of the "boys " hugged
their mother earth pretty closely ; but not so Con-

nolly. He still kept on the lookout, cracking
jokes as missile after missile flew by without do-

ing any harm. Presently a shell struck a slight
elevation in front of the writer, ricochetted, struck
again with a dull, heavy thud, and then glancing
over the heads of the men on the left, exploded.
When the shell struck for the second time, Con-

nolly got up. In fact, he was obliged to do so,
for the 12-poun- struck the muzzle of his rifle,
ploughed a furrow underneath him the whole
length of his body and gave him

A MOST DECIDED LIFT IN LIFE.

As he afterward said, "he felt as if he had swal-

lowed a barrel of powder and a friction primer."
Of course, the concussion knocked the breath out
of him, tore his clothing, bruised and lacerated
his person, at the same time reducing his Rem-

ington to a complete wreck. Every one expected
to see him fall dead, but for several moments he
danced about, first upon one foot, then upon the
other, meantime rubbing his stomach and gasp-

ing like a drowning person. " Lie down ! Lie
down, you d d fool, you ! " (the situation de-

manded strong language) was shouted from every
side, but Connolly paid no heed. Presently he
stooped over, keeping his stomach well in hand,
picked up his dismantled weapon, which looked
like Rip Van Winkle's after the twenty years '

slumber, and continuing to caress his antonished
front, hobbled up to his commanding officer and
drawled out: "I say, Cap, will I have to pay for

this d d old gun ? " The effect was irresistible;
and high above the boom of cannon and hissing
and screaming of shot and shell, went up "three
cheers for Connolly" from half a thousand throats.
In response to the inquiry he was ordered to the
rear to repair damages, and reluctantly obeyed;
but it was many a weary day before he fully re-

covered from what he called his ' attempt to ride
a 12-pou- nd shell bare-back- ."

About four o'clock the firing suddenly ceased
along the entire line, and for nearly two hours,
but for the cannon on the crest, the ranks of Blue,
the waving flags, the glittering steel, one would
scarcely conceive that a fearful battle was impend-
ing that one had already been partly fought.
Those two hours (none but soldiers may under-
stand how long they seemed) dragged their slow
lengths along over the thousands who slept or
joked, and waited for the shock that each man
felt was coming, and, during the interval, those
who had curiosity so to do had ample opportu-
nity to survey the field.

And what a panorama lay spread out before us
who waited there!

Between our brigade and the timber from
whence the foe were expected, stretched a field of

WHEAT READY FOR THE HARVEST.
Some of it nearest us had been already cut.
Gazing out over the sea of waving grain rip-

pling beneath the touch of each passing breeze
up to the very breast of the high forest wall,
whose dark green foliage formed a fitting back-
ground to the picture, one could not help being
entranced. The sky, so high above, and so blue,
was flecked with light, fleecy, silvery-whit- e clouds,
which cast soft shadows upon the scene below,
and the hum of insect life impelled to drowsiness
and called up cherished visions of home of the
old farm house, the meadow, the orchard where
some of us had been wont to while away the hot,
sultry "nooning" time the fertile fields, the
silent woods, filling each heart with tender
thoughts and longings for the dear ones far way.

At six o'clock the profound stillness was rudely
broken. The enemy opened with all his available
artillery upon the Fifth Corps and Couch's divis-

ion, which latter had been reinforced by Cald-

well's brigade of Richardson's division, ordered
to report to General Porter, and by him sent to
the right.

At about this time an accident occured which
sent a chill of horror through the veins of all who
witnessed it. Weeden's Rhode Island battery,
Lieutenant Waterman in command, was posted
upon a commanding position across a ravine, and
some seventy-fiv-e or a hundred yards to the left
of the Thirteenth New York. When the heavy
siege-gun- s opened fire from the rear, owing to
either bad range or defective fuses, the first two
or three shells burst directly over the Union line.
One huge mass of metal struck in the very midst
of the battery mentioned, and exploded with ter-

rible effect. Two men were killed outright, six
severely wounded, and several others slightly in-

jured, and the horses of Lieutenants Waterman
and Hunt disabled. The effect was more depress-

ing upon the spectators than would have been the
slaughter of half a regiment in open fight with
the enemy.

About half past six o'clock the battle began in
dead earnest. The enemy had determined upon

ATTEMPTING TO CARRY THE HEIGHTS
held by Porter and Couch by storm. Pouring out
of the heavy belt of timber to the westward, under
the covering fire of their artillery, marching en

masse, brigade after brigade pushed over the in-

tervening open space in front of our batteries.
Shot and shell greeted them with deadly effect ;

grape and canister and fearful volleys of mus-

ketry swept their ranks as they dashed on like
the waves of the sea. Great rents were opened
by the flying missiles hurled at them, and whole
companies seemed to be blotted out of existence
in an instant of time by the huge shells from the
Galena and the Jacob Bell, lying in the James
below the bluff; but with a courage worthy of a
better cause they held their way, in some instances
up to wrthin less than fifty yards of the death-dealin- g

enginery of war. There appeared to be
no end to their numbers. Fresh troops were con-

tinually being sent forward, and about seven
o'clock General Porter, finding himself hard
pressed, especially upon his extreme left, sent
Smead's and two other batteries below the main
road from Richmond running on the southern
edge of the hill, with instructions to prevent the
enemy from passing the point at which they were
posted, even though the Union soldiers, compelled
to fall back, were subj ected to their fire. This was
a wise precaution, for had the left been turned
nothing could have saved the Army of the Poto-
mac from utter rout. Porter at the same time
dispatched an aide to General Sumner, a short
distance on the right, requesting the loan of two
brigades to strengthen the

RAPIDLY WEAKENING LINES
of Couch and himself. The messenger found the
commander of the Second Corps, with several
other generals, in rear of their troops. When he
delivered Porter's request, Sumner read it aloud,
and seemed inclined at first to refuse, evidently
doubting the wisdom of so far weakening his own
front, even though the situation upon the left
demanded immediate reinforcements. General
Heintzelman, who was lying upon the grass, when
he caught the drift of things, sprang to his feet,
exclaiming, "By G d! If Porter asks for help he
wants it, and I'll send him a brigade;" and he did
send that of Sickles, which just before dark was
moved into action on Couch's right. Sumner
sent the Irish brigade under Meagher, which was
utilized upon the extreme left. General Porter
placed himself at the head of one of Meagher's
regiments and led it forward. Suddenly a body
of the enemy appeared not two hundred yards
distant. The general and several members of his
staff were between the two lines. The Irishmen
halted, delivered two well-direct- ed volleys into
the rebels, who fled and were pursued into the
timber from whence they had issued. As by a
miracle, the officers remained unharmed.

The grand charge of the Confederates at Mal-

vern is worthy of more than a passing notice ; it
is worthy, as an exhibition of manly daring, of
immortality. We have said that in front of the
Union guns, between them and the woods, for a
portion of the distance from right to left, extended
a field of growing wheat, and which, beneath the
rays of the declining sun, undulated and shone
like a sea of liquid gold.

We have seen some grand sights some glorious
and sublime spectacles in our day, and have ex-

perienced some thrilling moments but never
have we beheld anything to compare in sublimity
and grandeur with the scene upon which our eyes
rested as column after column marched into view.
Never have we felt the thrill that stirred our
imlses as the serried ranks of gray entered the
waving grain marched

INTO THE GOLDEN SEA.

Out of the shadowy wood, into the golden sea,
on, on they came, until the long, slanting bars of
yellow sunlight glinted upon the weapons borne
in brawny hands. On, and yet onward beneath'
the fiery arches their covering guns were build-
ing with shot and shell above their heads. On
and on, grim and silent as destiny itself, they
pressed until they had traversed nearly half the
distance between the forest and ourselves. Their
artillery grew dumb, but the gray wall kept
moving on. " Will it never stop ? " We began
to ask ourselves : "Must we be overwhelmed?"
"Why are our cannon silent ?" A little further,
fifty yards. perhaj)S. and then over our heads

hurtled and hissed and screamed the iron grape
and deadly canister from nearly an hundred
guns. Through the frightened air rushed monster
shells. Our ears were assailed by a roar as if
the artillery of the whole earth, and heavens,
too, had been let off in unison. The ground
shook as if with fear. Great wreathes of smoke,
from out of which shot tongues of flame, curled
upward, building lofty pyramids in ethereal space.
The golden sea was plowed into wide furrows, the
bosom of the earth was gashed and scarred, the
advancing wall of gray was rent and torn asunder.
Men and banners and forests of gleaming steel
went down beneath the surface of the golden sea
to rise no more. Those who continued to breast
the fearful blast dashed bravely onward. The
gaps were closed again and again, only to be re-

opened by each succeeding gust that swept above
the heads of us who watched and waited. Be-

hind us the cannoneers were handling their pieces
as if they were toys, not huge engines of suffer-

ing and death. The very guns themselves seemed
endowed with life. We could feel the fierv
breath as it came in short, sharp gasps from their
blackened muzzles. We could hear them groan
as they recoiled from each discharge. They shook
and trembled, and yet

CAME BRAVELY TO THE FRONT,
time after time. Ammunition boxes were emptied
and went rumbling to the rear for a fresh supply,
but others took their places and the fearful work
went on. Up from the gunboats on the river
came huge cylinders of iron two hundred pounds
weight of metal bursting high in air and rain-
ing death upon the advancing foemen, but their
course lay straight onward.

Fiercer and deadlier grew the storm. At last
came the supreme moment when flesh and blood
could withstand its fury no longer. Valor must
yield to the inevitable. Endurance and heroism
were unavailing. Thet living wall is shattered
by the blast; small fragments begin to fall away
and go drifting slowly to the rear, when disinte-
gration begins in earnest. Our cannon give them
one vengeful parting breath, and the flower of
Lee's army are in full retreat. We spring to our
feet we, who have waited so long and charge.
The day is ours at last. The harvest is ended.
The golden sea has vanished. It has been lammed
up by the flaming tongue of war. Corpses strew
the earth. In places bodies lie piled in heaps,
just as they fell. The ground is crimson now,
and mangled forms and shattered weapons the
wrecks of battle meet the gaze on every side,
while groans of pain and cries of agony mark
out the field that waited for the harvest and was
gathered as grain was never garnered in before.

THE BATTLE ENDED

like those which had preceded it, when darkness
intervened. The result was a glorious victory for
the Union arms, and had McClellan followed up
the advantages offered by the overwhelming de-

feat of the rebels he could doubtless have entered
their capital within the week. So thought many
of his generals. Sumner was especially unwill-
ing to obey the order to retreat to Harrison's
Landing. "Malvern Hill " was fought in reality
by Porter and Couch. Both acted according to
their own judgment and acquitted themselves
nobly, as did their men. General Couch has
never received the credit he deserves for his
part in the battle. No troops were ever better
handled; never was better military skill dis-

played than by him. Every man who fought
under him that day knows this statement to be
true, and so may every one else who will but
study the plans and results of that momentous
day. General Hunt, chief of the reserve artillery,
and Captain A. P. Martin, formerly of Martin's
Massachusetts Battery, and then chief of artillery
of the Fifth Corps, contributed greatly toward
the general success by the manner in which they
posted their guns; and of the others prominent
on the field there was but one officer (the com-

mander of the first brigade, Morrell's division)
whose conduct was made the subject of unfavor-
able comment by his men, and to him let history
accord the charity of silence. The gallant Cass,
of the Ninth Massachusetts, and Woodbury, of
the Fourth Michigan, laid down their lives upon
the field while leading their regiments to victory,
and so did others whose names neither time nor
space will permit of being mentioned. The men,
too, emulated their officers and fought with a dis-

ciplined courage which was scarcely to be expected
from those who, for six long days and nights, had
been retreating before a superior foe; and yet
they were of the Army of the Potomac, which,
though often defeated, never suffered shame.

THE ORDER TO WITHDRAW
from Malvern was received by General Porter at
about ten o'clock the night of the battle, and he
distributed it to Sumner and Heintzelman as di-

rected. The army immediately began its march
to Harrison's Landing, General Averill, with
Buchanan's brigade of the Fifth Corps and proper
artillery, covering the rear, and remaining in pos-

session of the field until the next day, when he
fell back slowly, contesting the enemy's advance
from point to point. The rebels pursued, but did
no special harm. All the guns, wagons, and ma-

terial made a safe passage, and the 2d of July
found the remnants of the army gathered upon
the bank of the James in a place of safety. The
rain fell in torrents, as it had done almost every
night and at intervals during the day from the
26th of June, but the men did not mind it. They
were hungry, but hunger was nothing to them
then. They wanted repose, sleep, rest ; and when
night let down the darkness over the broad plain,
the grand army less between 15,000 and 18,000
men, who had fallen sank into silence upon the
sodden earth to dream of dangers past and con
quests yet to come. The Seven Days were ended, j

-

If you once ask the devil to dinner it will be
hard to get him out of the house again.

LES SILHOUETTES,
The sea is flecked with burs of ?ray,

The dull dead wind is out of tune,
And like a withered leaf the moon

Is blown across the stormy bay.

Etched clear upon the pallid band
The black boat lies ; a sailor boy
Clambers aboard in careless joy,

With laughing: face and gleaming hand.

And overhead the curlews cry,
Where through the dusky upland gra-ss- ,

The young brown-throate- d reapers pass,
Like silhouettes against the sky.

Oscar Wihle.

SLEEP AND HABIT.
Sleep is much modified by habit. Thus an

old artilleryman often enjoys tranquil repose
while the cannon are thundering around him; an
engineer has been known to fall asleep within a
boiler, while his fellows were beating it on the
outside with their ponderous hammers; and the
repose of a miller is nowise incommoded by the
noise of his mill. Sound ceases to be a stimulus
to such men, and what would have proved an
inexpressible annoyance to others is by them
altogether unheeded. It is common for carriers
to sleep on horseback and coachmen on their
coaches. During the battle of the Nile, some
boys were so exhausted that they fell asleep on
the deck amid the deafening thunder of that
engagement. Nay, silence itself may become a
stimulus, while sound ceases to be so. Thus, a
miller being very ill, his mill was stopped that
he might not be disturbed by its noise; but this,
so far from inducing sleep, prevented it alto-

gether; and it did not take place until the mill
was set going again. For the same reason, the
manager of some vast iron works, who slept close
to them, amid the incessant din of hammers,
forges, and furnaces, would awake if there was
any cessation of the noise during the night. To
carry the illustration still further, it has been
noticed that a person who falls asleep near a
church, the bell of which is ringing, may hear the
sound during the whole of his slumber, and be
nevertheless aroused by its sudden cessation.
Here the sleep must have been imperfect; other-
wise he would have been insensible to the sound.
The noise of the bell was no stimulus ; it was
its cessation which, by breaking the monotony,
became so, and caused the sleeper to awake.
dracnish.

THE FIRST AMERICAN RAILROAD,
The first railroad constructed in America wa3

designed to carry granite from quarries at Quincy,
Mass., to the nearest tidewater. It was built in
1826, wooden rails with wrought-iro- n plates be-

ing laid on stone sleepers. It was supplied with
the first turn-tabl- e ever used and with the first
eight-wheel- ed cars ever made. The second Amer-
ican railroad was opened in May, 1327. from.
Mauch Chunk to the Lehigh river. These early
roads were operated by horses or gravity. The
first locomotive actually put into use in the
United States was imported from England in the
spring of 1820, and placed upon a track built by
the Delaware and Hudson Canal Company dur-
ing the previous year. The first railroad com-

pany empowered by charter to carry passengers
and freight was begun July 4, 1828, on the high-
way, now occupied by the Baltimore and Ohio.
At the outset the cars were drawn by niules.
The first locomotive used in America for drawinjr;
passenger cars was built in Baltimore in 1830.
An eight-wheel- ed double carriage similar to those
originally used on the Quincy granite road was,
for the first time in the United States, drawn by
a steam locomotive on the Baltimore and Ohio
railroad in 1834. These are the facts. New York
Tribune.

HOW THE OLD SALARIES WERE PAID.
Between 1777 and 1784 the Territory of Ten-

nessee (really part of North Carolina) maintained
a State government under the name of " Frank-lyn- ."

In the old records quoted once by Daniel
Webster in a Congressional speech stand the
following curious statements of the way pay-
ments were made in a time when the people had
no current money :

" Be it enacted by the General Assembly of the
State of Franklyn, and it is hereby enacted by the
authority of the same : That from the first day of
January, 1779, the salaries of the officers of this
commonwealth be as follows, i wit :

"His Excellency, the Governor, per annum.
1,000 deer skins ;

"His Honor, the Chief Justice, 500 deer skins,
or 500 raccoon skins ;

"The Treasurer of the State, 450 raccoon skins;
"Clerk of the House of Commons, 200 raccoon

skins ;

" Member of Assembly, per diem, three raccoon
skins ;

"Entered into a law the 18th day of October,
1778, under the great seal of the State."

The well-wor- n burlesque of the " leather medal "
suggests a vague reference to the times when skins
were the only money.

CAPTURED FORTY-NIN- E PRISONERS.
A brave soldier of this place worthily wears a

bronze medal on which is engraved : " The Con-

gress of the United States to Private Franklin
Johndro, Co. A, 118th N. Y. Vols." During the
war Private Johndro was out alone beyond the
Union picket lines, when he discovered a com-

pany of rebels lounging around a spring, with
their arms stacked at a little distance. Johndro
crept up between the rebels and their guns, drew
his revolver and called upon the commander to
surrender, and order his men to fall into line.
They obeyed, and for this, one of the bravest act
of the war, he received the medal of Congress.
Glen's Falls Messenger.

JUST THE THING.
Mason Young was at one time a well-know- n

character in West Aberdeenshire. He had a great
craving for drink, and, after a "bout," was so ill-natu-red

to those over whom he had authority as
to be almost unbearable. On one of these occas-

ions, working along with a newly-engage- d ap-

prentice, he told the Jboy to go back for the spirit-lev- el.

The lad knew nothing about the article in
question, and was afraid to ask any questions;
but the word "spirit" decided his course. He
went to the inn, which was not far distant, and
brought a bottle of whisky, which he handed to
his master and awaited the result. The master
sat down on the stone he was dressing, and tak-

ing a long, steady pull at the bottle, he said,
"Weel, laddie, that wasna exactly fat I wantit,
but it'll jist dae." N. Y. Weekly News.

ARMY OR NAVY ?
A man told his friend that he had joined the

army. "What regiment?" his friend asked.
"Oh, I mean the army of the Lord." "Ah, what
church?" "'The Baptist." "Why.' was the re-

ply, " that's not the army, it's the navy."

The soul of liberty is the love of law.


