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SEEKING THE BUBBLE. 

* * * * Then a soldier, 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard; 
Jealous in honor, sudden and quick in quarrel; 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon's mouth." * * * * 
As You Like It.—Act II., Scene VII.

BEDLAM IN BLUE: A NIGHTMARE.


"Is this the adjutant's office?” I asked of a slouchy sentinel got up in a pants-in-your-boots style, who, like young Lochinvar, had obviously come out of the West. No salute to my new shoulder straps. "Yep," gaped private L. curtly, without rising from the wagon bucket whereon he was seated nursing his musket and his right boot like twins.


"G'win, g' right in," he continued, seeing that I hesitated, and was about to go through the, to him, incomprehensible pantomime of knocking against the tent pole.


Lifting the curtain, this tableau discovered itself. Two hospital tents thrown into one. Both full of men in uniform. The front tent a confused group of statues of officers folding papers and waiting for something; seventeen of these. A short, square-built, lean, but not thin, muscular, but not stout, officer standing in the back-ground, almost against the pole that divides the two tents, reading a paper and biting his under lip slowly. Forehead drawn to a focus. Clear gray eyes, a little reddened as by over-strained nerves, intent upon the paper. Dark-brown hair, with a short half-curly warp, needs brushing a very, very little. Ditto the neatly fitting coat. The eighteenth statue is resting his hands alternately on the table that divides him from the last named figure, and talking monotonously while the gray eyes read. From the back tent a dozen clerks produce a scratching notice, occasionally broken by a low whisper, by the planing noise of the lively eraser furtively correcting a mistake, or by the p'too of the tobacco spitter.


Entering the tent, I too take a paper from my breast pocket and become a statue. The flap drops heavily and shuts out the day. An awful feeling creeps over me, my brain begins to revolve slowly, the tent and all in it fade out in a whirling mist, my knees sink beneath me, and seat me on a hard bench. Whether it is the shock of meeting tangible matter thus abruptly, I know not, but the figure and all the statues come upon me again like so many locomotive lights rushing through the night mist; a shiver runs up my spine, my forehead cools suddenly, and the glamor is past. How ridiculous! Why, here I am alive and sound, seated on a hard bench in the adjutant-general's office at our department head-quarters, with my detail in my hand, waiting my turn after eighteen others. And the figure? Thought everybody knew him! Why that is Colonel Cromwell, Lieutenant-Colonel Oliver Cromwell, our assistant adjutant-general as the laws call him, our adjutant-general as we call him, our adjutant as the "Lochinvars" call him. Ha, ha!


Who laughed? oh, horror! I did! The clerks stop scratching, the gray eyes look me through, the statues focus upon me such a stare as was never before stared except in Havana by beady eyes set in lemon color. Did you ever laugh out ha, ha! in a high domed church just as the great organ suddenly stopped staccato? Then you felt as I did.


Nonsense! There are no goblins to-day. This is real; of course it is. Why there's old Major Chittick talking now; the eighteenth statue, standing-up before the colonel, talking in a measured monotone, with a corn husk in his voice.


"You see, Colonel," he drones, "our ridgment when thev enlisted, our boys's told 'ts gon to be a cav'ly ridgment, and they c' min, good many of 'em to my certin knowledge, 'th that un'stannin, tho' t'wan't put down in writin. Well, fust the Guv'nor he said he'd see 'twe get our hosis, 'n we waitid fust one week 'n then 'nothcr 'n month in 'n out till 't come time 't the ridgment was full, and still we didn't seem to git our hosis somehow, though the Guv'nor alwez said they's comin, 'n then, le'ss see, 'pears to me 'twas about the fust or second week of Sep-tember; yes, twas the fust; no,'t want neither; 'ts second; what am I thinkin about? 'ts eleventh o' Sep-tember for certin, there was a young officer come down, I 'xpect you know him don't you, Colonel? he's a poot' nice look'n officer, black hair, 'n smooth face; I forget his name, Aikin, Aikin—no, Paine! no, that wan't it; well, it's all one, he belonged to the artillery, rig'lar 'till'rv, mebbe you can call his name, Matthews, Abbott, Webster, Hib— no I forget it; well as I was a sayin"


" Excuse me, major," says the gray eyed, with a look and tone keen and polished as Dr. Peacack's favorite steel instruments, "but has this young officer applied for leave?"


"Well, no," says the major, not at all jostled from his self-composed monotone, I think he's on 'cruitin service now, you'd know his name in a minute if I could remember it, Polhemus, Pol— Andrews, no I can't get it, 'ta on the tip of my tongue now, how provokin, 'tis 'stonishin' how a little thing like that will work through a man's head. Colonel, suppose you call over a few of the names of the reg'lar ar-tillery officers, you know 'em poot' much all of 'em I guess."


Is there any thing but bone in that skull? Cartilage, perhaps, or bone in a veal state! Surely that flash from the gray eyes would have fired any thing in the shape of nerve tissue and set it quivering like jelly in the supper room during the galop below.


"Major," says the Colonel with a Damascus edge on every word, "my time is not my own, or I should be only too happy to hear your little story and to look over the army register with you, or the New York Directory if you like, for that important name. Let me speak, please. You want to go home on recruiting service?”


"Well, you see, our ridgment when it enlisted"—


"Your application is disapproved. There are seven officers away from your regiment now on recruiting service, including both the Colonel and Lieutenant-Colonel. Captain Rolles, write disapproved and respectfully returned on that. We'll send it back through the regular channels."


"Haow?” 


"Through the regular channels, corps, division and brigade commanders. Good morning, Major." "What is your business, sir," turning to a shabby statue in a black suit with gilt buttons turned green, cast-brass captain's shoulder straps, and a miner's black hat surrounded by a general officer's gold cord.


"Well, but Colonel," persists Major Chittick, irrcpressibly, "half a minute, please, if you'd just let me explain, you see, our ridgment"—


"Can't be granted, sir."


"Our ridgment"


"Good morning, Major."


The drone, after making a half dozen more attempts to speak, like the little revolving figures on a hand-organ, gives up the attempt to finish his autobiography then and there and disappears, slouchingly.


"Well," says Colonel Cromwell, snapping his fingers. "Your business, please? My time is not my own, remember."


The Chaplain—it is seedy Chaplain Bender, getting up some shirk or other, I'll warrant you—evidently thinks it is his, by the precious minutes he consumes in fumbling in his pockets. A good chance to get a fair look at the Colonel while there is no untransparent Chittick in the way and the Chaplain is fumbling for the greasy papers he will presently fish up.


Scrupulously neat, but requires a little brushing; would be almost finikin if he had the time. Uniform strictly according to regulations. Features large but very regular. Eyes large, deep set, but not in caves; lit up so sometimes that they seem prominent. Roman nose indicating firmness; an accurate Roman, neither too large nor too broken; rare to be seen. Set mouth, large but not too large. Chin rather less than full, but decided. Head squareish, but inclined to length, and giving you the impression of a well-crystallized mind, polarizing toward decision. Cheeks a little wasted, and that parchment complexion so familiar in the visages of American public men; discolored by the smoke of the brain-fire burning away too rapidly, flaring in the wind, fanned night and day. About five feet seven in height, but standing straight as an arrow, looks half a head taller. As he stands now his left hand resting on the table before, leaning forward a little, intent, with pen just raised, he reminds you strikingly of his namesake the Protector. The name? No, it is more than the name that makes that resemblance so startling. But there is a fineness, almost delicacy, about this man, in strong contrast with the sturdiness of the great Oliver.


Old Tickley Bender, as they irreverently call him in our regiment, has by this time extricated the inevitable greasy paper from the recesses of somewhere, and, holding it out, doubtfully, toward the Colonel, clears his throat for the exordium.


"Hem,—could I—ah—(a pause, draws back)—I see you're busy. I—ah—won't—"


"Not at all, sir," says the Colonel. "I have just time to hear you, if you will say what you want as briefly as possible, and hand me your application, without wasting time in apologies."


The Chaplain (standing on one leg). Well—ah—I ask your pardon (waves his hand). I see you're busy. I—ah—


The Colonel (quietly). Your business, if you please.


The Chaplain (standing on the other). I can wait—


The Colonel (crisply). I cannot!


The Chaplain. Well, you—ah—see our Colonel, that is Colonel Heavysterne, thought if I—I presume you are acquainted with our Colonel—but I see you're busy—perhaps—


The Colonel. Go on, sir.


The Chaplain (very softly). But, perhaps, some of these other gentlemen—if so, I will not intrude—I can wait.


The Colonel (sotto voce). Damnation!


The Chaplain. Haow?


The Colonel (wearily, decidedly). You can either go on or stop; not both. If you go on I will attend to you, if you stop I'll attend to some one else; but I must insist on your coming to the point, without any more rigmarole.


The Chaplain (meekly). I beg pardon, sir. I'm sure I really intended no offence. I know how very busy you gentlemen are. I remember saying to our Adjutant, the other day, "Adjutant," says I, "you have very hard work. It must require pe-cu-liar gifts,"—those were my very words, Colonel, I assure you, as our Adjutant could tell you, and, doubtless, would be pleased to do were he here, as, unfortunately, he is not, being confined to his tent by a severe attack of chronic – 


The Colonel (left fist, knuckles down on the table sharply; left arm rigid as iron, as in the pictures of the Protector). One word, sir, what is your business? 


Chaplain. I was just about to state, sir; but I see you are busy (making as if to withdraw), I can call again – 


Colonel (quickly). No, you can't! Once for all, your business.


Chaplain. I see you are—


Colonel. Yes, yes. Your business!


Chaplain reluctantly hands greasy paper to Colonel Cromwell, who runs his keen eyes over it, stroking his tawny cavalry moustache the while.


"Can't be done," he says, presently.


"Haow?"


"Disapproved by brigade commander. Not forwarded through corps and division commanders. Necessarily disapproved. Besides, a chaplain's not a proper person to arrest deserters."


"We are not in any corps, I understand."


"You are in the 26th Corps."


"I was not aware of the fact. Could I make a few remarks? I see you're busy, but perhaps a few words."


"I shall be happy to hear from you in writing. Respectfully returned, disapproved, Mr. Rolles,—Captain Rolles will send it back through the proper channels, sir."


"Do I understand you? I think you said"


"Corps, division, and brigade commanders."


"My wife is very ill, not expected to live, at last accounts," sighed the chaplain. "It's a very hard case, Colonel. But I see you are busy. I will not interrupt you further. When we left home, you see, gentlemen, we expected the war would be over in three months at the very outside, and I started off, as we all did, leaving the affairs of my flock in a very unsettled—Well, I see you're busy, I will call again. Goodm"


But Colonel Cromwell does not hear him. He has turned to a short, thick-set man, with fishy eyes and oily countenance, in a slop-shop uniform, turned greenish, who is sputtering away a terrible mixture of bad German and worse English, with a general effect quite as soothing to the attuned ear as the rumble of a Broadway stage. His accents grow more Teutonic and his gesticulations more fierce and erratic as he proceeds. The Colonel is vainly and very softly endeavoring to persuade him that the Prussian Army Regulations, though admirable in themselves, are usually expected to yield to those published at Washington, where there is any conflict between the two. Dutchy palpably thinks the service done for, if that's the case. Presently it turns out that he wants the United States to pay for his uniform. Some General Blenker has promised him that it shall be so. On the smiling announcement, by Colonel Cromwell, that officers are expected to buy their own uniforms, five other statues, all of a size and pattern with the first Teuton, jump forward, and dash headlong into the conversation. Conversation?  Babel. Every man talks at once, gesticulating with his whole body, a terribly guttural mixture. Who is talking German, and who broken English? Presently there is a lull on the German ocean of gabble, and the Colonel tells the first officer to put his application in writing. Some minutes more of din arise before this novel idea soaks in; but it does so finally, and acts as a gentle anodyne, for the Teutons give the spasm-salute of their kind, bow simultaneously with great respect, and withdraw, jabbering peacefully, every man for himself, in his native tongue.


Seven statues gone. No, only six, for here is Chaplain Bender again!


"Ad-ju-tant," he drawls, sleepily, smilingly, " could I speak a word with you? I think I could explain—"


Colonel Cromwell gazes at him curiously, but speaks no word; such a glance as the Gorgons might have cast in their sternest moments. Unexpectedly up rises a brawny, long-armed officer, the same who has been twice addressed as Captain Rolles, and, without removing his cigar, jets out in a deep bass, a monosyllable—"Leave." 


His long forefinger punctuates the remark, "Played out. Leave!"


Mr. Bender reddens to brickness, and takes the hint. The big youth laughs a quiet laugh, his eyes undergo a temporary eclipse, and he subsides into tranquillity at his side-table.


"Captain, you shouldn't have done that," begins Colonel Cromwell, sternly, ending by resting his hand, affectionately, on the big youth's head, who looks up at him, with his great blue eyes, the look of a worshipper.


"Do you intend to keep me waiting all the morning?" says, in a loud tone of voice, the eighth statue, who has already made several attempts on the Colonel's attention.


"No, sir," replies Colonel Cromwell, simply.


"Because if you do, sir," continues the loud man, irascibly, "I want you to know, sir, that I come direct from the people, and that you are the servants of the people, not their masters, and that even by you, men dressed in a little brief authority, sir, we expect, sir, to be treated with civility, sir; yes, sir, I repeat it, with civility." 


"And so," remarks the Colonel, placidly, "you always treat others with the same civility you expect, eh?"


"There is some mistake, sir," roars the loud man; "you evidently don't know who I am, sir. There is my card, sir;" producing a dirty bit of pasteboard, whereon was printed in common newspaper type, "Hon. Isaac Slushmyer, M. C, XXXVI. Dist., N. Y., Shurk's 4 Corners, Wyoga Co., N. Y."


"Weren't you in the service onc?" and the gray eyes look him through, opaque though he seems.


"Yes, sir. I was, sir.  While this war was prosecuted for a constitutional object, sir, I had the honor of commanding a brigade, under the beloved and chosen leader of our armies of citizen soldiers; but I cannot lend my sword, or my name to an infamous crusade for the subjugation of a noble race, and the extinction of the old constitutional landmarks."'


"Tigar!" cries Captain Rolles unexpectedly, simulating that postscript to " three cheers."


"Rolles! be silent," says Colonel Cromwell; this time very sternly, but the big youth looking very sad, he smiles in spite of himself in a favorable moment.


The loud man glares venom at the big youth, who pulls back sweet innocence in return.


"I remember," says the Colonel, in a curious, deliberate, tone. "I saw your name in a General Order, I think." As if suddenly recollecting, "ah, yes! I remember perfectly."


In more than one General Order had he seen it; the quondam Brigadier-General having been thrice dismissed for swindling, drunkenness, cowardice, or some such trifles, and twice reinstated, on the ground that he was "earnest," or had "raised a brigade," or what not.


The de-starred does not seem to relish this last pointed allusion, and proceeds more moderately, "Then you are aware, sir, of the relentless persecution by which I was hunted down in consequence of my views and of the triumphant manner in which the free people of old Wyoga have vindicated my course in opposition to the imbecility, the extravagance, the crimes, of an imbecile and corrupt administration, trampling under foot"


"I beg pardon, sir, but have you any business with me?"


"Ah, of course an office-holder must not listen to the truth about his master. I apologize. I understand your pitiful condition, sir."


Captain Rolles gets up suddenly, in a state of fist, but apparently thinks better of it, for he puts on his cap and stalks out to cool, merely glaring at the Congressman, in passing.


Cromwell's left arm is down on the table again, rigid. "Sir," he says, with a corner on every word, "if you have any business with me, mention it. If you say a single word that does not pertain to your business, I will put you out of the office. If you choose to insult me, you may do so with impunity; my hide is too thick to be hurt by your slime. But if you say a word disrespectful to my superiors or the Government, I shall put you in the guard-house and have you tied up by the thumbs till you learn that even a member of Congress can be made to behave like a decent human being."


The Congressman livid. The Colonel doesn't move a muscle or turn a hair. The ball in his cheek works a little, perhaps: that is all. Great powers! Can the man be used to such scenes and yet alive and not insane?


Presently the Congressman, cooling down to the normal temperature of the shyster, and cocking his hat defiantly on one side, after the manner of the disciples of Faro," I want to know where the Ammerrrikin Gahrds's camped?"


"What regiment?” asks the Colonel, as politely as any dancing-master, in tones of silver, strangely contrasting with the clear steel accent a moment ago.


"The Ammerrrikin Gahrds," but no combination of letters whereof I am master can do justice to the Fulton Market pronunciation and inflection.


"What is the number of that regiment?"


"Sixth Regiment, Cahsmapahlitan Brigade."


"State number?"


"We don't recognize any State numbers. I raised the regiment myself in the Sixth Ward, and the Governor has nothing to do with it?"


"Know the Colonel's name?"


"Terence O'Flaherty."


"Ah, yes. Second Brigade, Third Division, Twenty-sixth Corps. Orderly!" ringing a sharp spring bell, "Orderly, show this gentleman"—no emphasis on that word—" the way to the Twenty-sixth Corps."


The Congressman bows and retires up, following the Orderly. Presently a heavy fall against the tent ropes, a stolid "beg pardon," and an unmistakable volley of Five Points, excites the Colonel's bell and a sharp inquiry as to the cause of this unseemly row. Enter Captain Kolles to explain, his big lips twitching curiously, shading his eyes from the gray ones by looking at me or any one rather than at his Chief. Says the Congressman ran in to him and got spilled in the mud ; not his, the big youth's, fault; apologized for it; can't be helped. Colonel Cromwell evidently suspects something wrong, but takes pattern from the Irishman s parrot and remains silent, although evidently keeping up a devil of a thinking.


One of the clerks comes in with what seems to me a couple of reams of paper, which he says are "orders to be signed;" all on half sheets, too.


"Can I see General Bulger ?" says the next statue.


"He's engaged," replies the Colonel, beginning to sign rapidly, but talking at the same time. "What is your business?" 


"My name is Chickweed, Colonel Chickweed, of Chickweed's Light Horse, 68th Pennsylvania Cavalry."


"What is your business, Colonel?” 


"Private.''


"Ah, very well. Then suppose you see the General's private Secretary. Orderly! show this officer to Mr. Swelman."


"No, sir!" barks the Colonel of Light Horse angrily. "I will not see any of your understrappers. I will see the General or nobody, sir, by G—!"


"Or nobody? Then see me. I'm nobody!"


"Dash your impudence, sir, what the dash and dashnation do you mean ?" he roars, filling the dashes after the style usual among the armies in Flanders and elsewhere.


"You'll find swearing room outside," says Colonel Cromwell quietly, signing away like a good fellow.


"I shall stay, sir, until 1 see General Bulger. You can't shove me to the wall, sir, with any of your West Point insolence!"


"No, your Five Point manners save you! Hadn't you better let me make you up a bed in the back office? Or perhaps you'd better send for your mess kit and a change of linen. Make yourself at home ! (a pause, during which the signing continues and the Chickweed glares redly). Seriously, sir. You can't see General Bulger, because he is very much engaged and refuses to be seen except by the Corps Commanders. But I shall be very happy to attend to your business, if you will only tell me what it is."


A pause, during which several clerks enter and whisper several questions which Colonel Cromwell answers off-hand, never ceasing the work of signing, "O. Cromwell," "O. Cromwell," as fast as can be. The Chickweed smooths his feathers a little, and consents to ask, gulping his wrath,


"What has been done with my resignation?” 


"Hasn't come."


Then ensues another spat, Chickweed hotly insisting that his resignation came in weeks ago and has been lost; Cromwell mildly, monotonously, asserting that it never came. Enter an orderly with a huge pile of yellow envelopes. Huge? It melts away rapidly enough under Colonel Cromwell's eyes. See him read the letters and assort them into half a dozen smaller piles, as fast as big Captain Rolles, with his fingers and thumbs, can open them. Yes, and during the process, see how he skilfully picks out three or four of the statues and sends them off rejoicing; the sutler who wants a pass to bring in a couple of dozen pipes of whiskey for an officer's mess, as he says; Chaplain Bledsoe who wants to go on the next flag of truce or some one of the many errands of comfort that his brother Chaplain Bender is pleased to shirk; the two privates, cripples at that, whom a stupid Provost-Marshal somewhere has sent fifteen hundred miles out of their way, because their regiments were in this army months ago, and he cannot bother himself to keep the run of changes; many such statues he singles out, calls up by a look of the gray eyes, brings to the point at once, and satisfies with a word. No hesitation, no doubt, not a hitch; and all the time he goes on reading and sorting the letters as exactly and regularly as a steam engine.


"Look at that," he says quietly, tossing one of the letters to Colonel Chickweed; "that's the paper you insisted came in weeks ago and was lost here."


"Well, I declare—"


"What's the date? Twelfth. Yesterday. Now, Colonel, let me ask you, as a favor, to remember this. You've been often in my office, have always made trouble in the same way, and it has always turned out the same way. If you will return to your camp, your resignation will be accepted, and the order sent to you this evening, or early to-morrow morning, through the proper channels."


"How?"


Then the same story over again. Nobody cares to remember what the proper channels are. Every one thinks himself an exception to the regulations. A gorgeous orderly, obviously of Teutonic extraction, interrupts the present explanation, by entering grandly, saluting majestically, and exclaiming in a wonderful dialect: "De Dchjeneral sendiss gomblmends, and vish to see de Atchidant-Dchjeneral." Another majestic salute, right about face, and exit.


More statues come in with more papers, and confront him importunately as he moves rapidly off, disregarding them and the old statues too, who put up mad appeals for just a second. But he can't spare a second. General Bulger has sent for him.


And I am left alone with a tent full of clerks and personal applicants. Heavens! If they should know I am detailed to assist Colonel Cromwell, and forthwith set upon me! Can they read my detail through the yellow envelope? Have they heard it? Do they guess it? I perspire. What shall I do? Take a place as night editor on a New York daily paper? Apprentice myself in a rolling-mill,—a whirring, clanking, pounding, thundering, red-hot rolling-mill? File saws? Listen to a concert of hand-organs? Enlist in a German regiment? Run for Congress? Walk slowly down Broadway? Go to sea in a Vanderbilt steamer? Any thing rather than this horrible office! "Where there is opening letters and signing papers, correcting clerks' mistakes, answering questions, being browbeaten, being insulted, being sent for by generals, and harassed by a thousand demons, who jump on your chest and twist crochet needles into your finest nerves—never, never, never coming to the point; from morning till night, "a chivying and a chivying" endlessly. Horror! I am found out! They rush at me! Help, help! Wildly I dart out into the cold air; unheeding my detail; "unheeding the sentinel; unheeding Major Chittick talking amicably to the sentinel about "our ridgment;" unheeding any thing save escape from my pursuers. Flying before them like the wind, I stumble over a pile of papers and fall down, down, down, down, down a precipice of special orders into a lake of ink below, bristling with steel pens and peopled,—merciful Heaven!—peopled with finny personal applicants—eels, eels. They are round my neck. I'm choking! Help! Help! Gog, gog, gl – 


What's the matter?


"Time to take your beef-tea, dear." And there is my own sweet little wife standing by the bedside with a cup of that essence of life ready for my lips, daintily adding the teaspoonful of sherry the doctor likes to prescribe. I stretch forth my right arm to take it. I forgot—I haven't any. How funny not to have any right arm.


"His fever is broken," says the dear old doctor, creaking up softly from behind the bed.


So it was all the fever, after all. All a nightmare. Thank Heaven!
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SEEKING THE BUBBLE. 

II.

*  *  Then a soldier, 
Full of strange oaths and bearded like the pard; 
Jealous in honor, sudden and quick in quarrel; 
Seeking the bubble reputation, 
Even in the cannon's mouth *  *  *  * 


As You Like It.—Act II., Scene VII.

 
IN NEW CLOTHES. 


"What is an Adjutant?" she asked.


"An Adjutant? Why, an Adjutant is a-a-sort of an—don't you know what an Adjutant is? I thought everybody knew that?"


Please to remember, incredulous sir or madam, that this was in the first year—ay, in the first six months—of this present war, when you, too, probably, were as ignorant as Mary and I, and knew, perhaps, no more of the relative importance of officers than we did. For I, who had just been appointed adjutant of our regiment, though I hardly knew what my title meant, felt, I am sure, of vastly more consequence than does the worthy commander-in-chief in this year of grace, 1865.


"The Adjutant," I continued, "is,—err-a-a sort of assistant to the Colonel, you know,—on the staff,—that sort of thing. Don't you know?"


"Oh, yes! How nice! Like General Thomas."


How could I explain that the very new Lieutenant William Jenkins, Adjutant of the Third District of Columbia Volunteers, was very little like the grizzled Adjutant-General of the Army whom she had mentioned? Women won't understand those things, you see.


While I was enjoying the luxuries of my first fever in the hospital, "our boys," as we used to call the regiment, had, for the most part, re-enlisted for three years, or during the war. The battle of Bull Run had just been fizzled—you can hardly say fought, of a battle into which a mob of green men bulge promiscuously under green commanders, and out of which, almost before they recover from the first terror of discharging their own muskets, they rush, jabbering and scared, away from an only less frightened enemy. The North had uprisen again. The last of the Southern sympathizers, now convinced that we could not subdue the South, resigned from the Army and Navy.  General Blankhed had nearly stopped giving passes for ladies and children, and Jews and sutlers, and spies and Baltimoreans, to go through the lines to Richmond. Mrs. Greenhow was still in Washington, studying for the part of lioness by playing jackal, and wheedling facile senators with her best light-comedy attractions. The country still believed in Sigel. Strategy was beginning to be born. Washington was beginning to run to sheds. In short, it was the August of 1861, just after the first crisis of the national measles.


General McClellan, who had just fought some skirmishes in Western Virginia, and administered the oath of allegiance to the captives pursuant to instructions from the omniscient City of Washington, not having been defeated, was called to the command of the Army of the Potomac; and presently, as he showed himself, mounted on a handsome charger and followed by, I may say, a rather seedy staff—we thought them grand enough, however, and so, indeed, they soon became!—we all magnified him into a second Napoleon. All but Smallweed, our melancholy man, now promoted to be quartermaster. He and Colonel Heavysterne used to have high words on the subject. "Ah," the honest old Colonel would say, a genuine admiration beaming in his eye, " that's your sort!  That's the man for me!  We'll just go anywhere he says. Look at him, gentlemen! See how he rides!"


The Sceptic. Hur. Very pretty. Hoop-la! What's he ever done?


The Enthusiast. Why, he's licked the enemy, sir. That's what he's done, sir. His genius is equal to Napoleon's, sir.  He's the man for my money!


The Chorus. Yes, sir!  There's no discount on that! That's so! &c., &c.


The Sceptic. Going to make a Napoleon out of a man because he ain't been licked! Well, I'm d-d! Colonel, I thought you had more sense than that. There's the chaplain there; he's never been licked, either. Why don't you call him a second Duke of Wellington, and make a pair of 'em? No, sir. Show me a man that's done something, I say, and don't be clapping on all sail before the wind blows, in this sort of way.


The Enthusiast. What a man! Why, gentlemen, I b'lieve if th' Angel Gab'l was to come on earth, this Smallweed 'd say he was no great shakes, after all! 


The Chorus. Ah! Ha!  D-n such a man, anyhow! &c., &c. 


The Sceptic. (Puff. Puff.) Well! I don't run round after every oysterman that blows a tin horn, anyhow!


It was in this free way that we used to discuss our new general, and thus that we used to think of him. How far this spirit of unreasoning enthusiasm, that made us almost deify the young commander who hadn't been whipped, has since contributed to the downfall of this and other officers who have certainly had some merit, if not what we so hastily ascribed to them, and who might have been useful square pegs if we bad not zealously shoved them into the round holes, let some recently-cradled Macaulay recite for our amusement and instruction when, deaf and toothless, we chump over the memories of these bloody years for the edification of our grandchildren, or somebody else's. I only recall facts.


The grand, the immortal Army of the Potomac was then a puling infant. Indeed, as it was found by its new leader, 'twas little more than a few scattered regiments cowering upon the banks of the Potomac, in hourly fear of the advance of the then invincible Beauregard, and busied principally in comparing notes as to who had behaved least badly at Bull Run. There were many shameless enough to use those two terrible epithets as a joke. The men who have since thought it funny to say "How are you?  then thought it exceedingly funny to jeer out " Bull Run!" or often, with even more exquisite wit, "Bully Run!" It was a merry jest . Being apropos of nothing, these funny dogs made it apropos of every thing. There had been nothing like it since "Or any other man" swept over this once happy land; but I think—yes, I think " How are you?" beat it.


Our regiment was rapidly recruited. Colonel Heavysterne was personally very popular, the number of three months' men from the district had been very large, and the scrofula of secession had about run its course among the men. One day, while fumbling among some blank passes, probably, it occurred to old General Blankhed that he might as well order us across the river. So as we had been quietly forgotten for a couple of weeks when there was hurry, and as there was now none, an aide dashed into our camp about one o'clock that night, with orders to the Colonel to break camp, and move over to Arlington Heights at daylight. As soon as the dear old fellow got the sleep partly out of his eyes, he ventured to ask the excited young aide where he was to get wagons. He didn't know. What was up? He didn't know. Was there any news? He didn't know. To whom were we to report when we got to Arlington Heights? He didn't know that either, but feebly  suggested "commanding officer." "So the order says," said the Colonel; but who is he? Where shall I find him?" The The A. D. C. knew not. "Hur," said Smallweed, sadly,

"A light blue eye, a soldier mean, 
A feather of the blue, 

A doublet of the Lincoln green, 
No more than this you knew, old chap;"— 


Etcetry.—Scott; and, when found, make a note on. Say, look here," addressing the retreating figure of the A. D. C, stumbling over the tent-cords in the vain attempt to find his horse, "they don't let you go about much alone; do they?"


Then there was a grand discussion as to wagons, Smallweed insisting that twenty-two wagons would do, and the Colonel, supported by Dr. Peacack, who had been awakened by the A. D. C. stumbling over his tent-cords, and afterwards backing his horse into his tent, contending for thirty as absolutely necessary.


Did you ever see a raw regiment move? We had reveille at three, and an excited breakfast. Then there was a scramble for wagons in the dark, and cries of teamsters, and cursing of men who had jammed their fingers between hard corners, and whinnying of mules, and the crackling of fires lighted by the men out of irresistible wantonness, and hurrying to and fro of officers and sergeants, and the barking of the wagon-master's dog, and a confusion of tongues, advising, ordering, imploring, cursing, and everything done in a hurry and a scuffle, and as wrong as could be. Just about raw daylight, when everybody is standing about fagged and worried, remembering the last forgotten odds and ends, up dashes another aide with a long yellow envelope. The privates crowd round, peering over the Colonel's shoulder—remember, this is 1861, and a green regiment. "This is not addressed to any of you, gentlemen, I think," hints the Colonel, politely; whereupon all, save the more brassy, edge away, trying their best to look as if they hadn't been doing any thing wrong, and wouldn't at any price. The brassy brazen it out, and audibly suggest that some people give themselves airs all of a sudden. One of them is impudent enough to sing out an anxious inquiry respecting the price of cheese, in allusion to the honest Colonel's former business. The yellow envelope contains a countermand. We loaf around in the raw dawn, and in the early, feverish morning, awaiting further orders, ready to march at an instant's notice. Such are our new orders. Some of the men go to sleep; others become furtively and mysteriously intoxicated; others play cards; others, still, sing songs, in and out of tune. Those who cannot sing, sing the most, as usual. The mules kick and roll over, and make a terrible row generally. The teamsters straggle off, and come back drunk and insolent. No further orders come. The excitement of being ready to march at a moment's notice is wearing off. Only nine o'clock? It seems like five in the afternoon, we have been up and waiting so long. We begin to ache with waiting. Ten, eleven, twelve—all the hours up to six—pass, and no order. Most of the drunken men are sober, and some of them drunk again. Every nerve and muscle in the body of the poor adjutant quivers with fatigue. So, doubtless, with every one else. Smallweed volunteers to ride up to head quarters, and see what's the matter. The Colonel hesitates, but finally consents. While he is gone, we dine on hard tack—that is, those of us who have not been making a steady lunch on hard tack ever since breakfast-time. It is dark when Smallweed trots back—I think no earthly consideration would induce him to ride at a canter, which he says is a pace only fit for doctors and chaplains—trots back with the news that old General Blankhed had forgotten all about us! Now, however, we are to march at once. So the regiment falls in; the train starts; off we march, down the dusty roads, by courtesy called streets; through the wilderness of dust they call "the avenue;" over the Long Bridge, to Arlington Heights. All Washington seems to turn out to look at us as we pass. Sutlers' wagons follow in our wake, selling pies to the stragglers. It is ten o'clock and pitch dark before we arrive at our destination. No one knows where we are to encamp. We arrive in a great camp of soldiers. We are to report "to the commanding officer," says our order. Who is he? Nobody knows. The colonels don't know; one thinks it's General Scott; a New York colonel, in full Zouave costume, thinks it is General Sandford. A wagon-master guides us to the tent of some second lieutenant, and points him out as the commanding officer. "Who do you report to?" our Colonel asks, scratching his head, perplexedly, of a venerable-looking Lieutenant-Colonel, who seems to have served in the revolutionary war. "Nobody," is the answer, gravely enough, and a staggerer it is. "But I think," says Grandfather Whitehead, kindly, "I think, if I were you, Colonel, I would just go into camp anywhere, and wait till they ordered me away! That's what I did, and I've been here nigh on to ten days!"


Well, we scramble into camp, somehow, and there, sure enough, we remain for three long days, unable to find "the Commanding Officer." No human ingenuity suffices to unravel the mystery. Presently, the Commanding Officer stumbles across us, in the shape of a middle-aged gentleman, in very undress uniform, and a singularly dirty shirt, who has come all the way from Arizona, where he commanded a company of at least twenty regulars, to command a division of volunteers in the grand Army of the Potomac. His mind is nicely arranged for a one-company post. He raps everybody over the knuckles because they don t know as much as he does, finds fault with everything, moves our camp to a place where there is wood and water, instructs the colonel in tactics, shows the men how to pitch tents, teaches the adjutant how to solve that mystery of mysteries, a "consolidated morning report," corrects the quartermaster's papers for him, inducts the commissary into the art of drawing rations, damns the surgeon for an old fool, insults the chaplain, and walks off, heartily cursing all volunteers, and intimating his decided belief that the army has gone to the dogs or worse. He leaves behind him every one astonished, many disgusted, but all, somehow, instructed in something. Smallweed took to him instantly, and stoutly defended him against the attacks of the many. Brave old Pike! The division learned to know and respect and follow you in spite of your roughness, and many an eye was damp when you were laid in your soldier's grave at Fair Oaks, to curse us no more. Brigadier-General Richard Pike, whilom a captain in the seventh cavalry, one of the "low down" graduates of West Point, was a true soldier, one of a type I nave often met, who have done their work and passed from the scene; some, like him, into their grave, others crowded out and into quiet corners by the rising generation, better educated, with quicker brains, fitted for the occasion. They did their work, I say, and did it well. They taught us green volunteers everything we know of the thousand indispensable details of service; how to cook, how to eat, how to sleep, how to be soldiers. They worked hard and zealously. That they could not, ordinarily, rise superior to pipe-clay, came naturally of their education in the narrow sphere of a one-company post. The company fund and the orderly sergeant were greater in their eyes than all the strategy Jomini ever dreamed. Over them and through them, fed by their instruction and inspired by their example, those of us volunteers who are worth anything have become what we are. Let us own it, thankfully.


First, we were in Pike's Brigade; then, as the troops came pouring into Washington, the General got a division, with our brigade as a part of it, and Brigadier-General Isaac Slushmeyer, an enterprising New York young lawyer, from the vicinity of the Tombs, to command it. What a change! Mars turned shyster! Here is his first order from life:—








"Head-quarters, Slushmeyer's Brigade






"Pike's Division, Arlington Heights, Va., Sept. 30, 1861. 

"General Orders No. 1.


"I. In accordance with the requirements of Special Orders No. 28, of the 29th instant, from the head-quarters of said division, and of the unsought commission so flatteringly bestowed upon him by the worthy chief magistrate, the undersigned hereby assumes command of the above-named brigade.


"II. His staff will be as follows:—


"Captain Israel Salomans, Assistant Adjutant-General.


"Lieutenant A. J. Pidgeon, Aide-de-Camp.


"Lieutenant C. Muggins, Aide-de-Camp.


"Captain J. Sheppard Filch, Commissary of Subsistence.


"Captain Richard Terpin, Assistant Quarter-master.


"Surgeon G. Buster, Brigade Surgeon.


"III. Soldiers! In thus assuming control of one of the finest bodies of citizen-soldiery ever assembled for the vindication, disenthralment and maintenance of the best government ever framed by man—the government of Washington, of Kosciusko, of Lafayette, and of Buchanan—against the fratricidal assaults of tho most wicked and unnatural rebellion ever inaugurated by foul treason, a decent respect for the opinions of mankind requires that your general should declare to you' his fixed and unalterable purpose of leading you under the folds of our starry flag, emblem of the oppressed without regard to nationality, wherever the battle rages thickest, until the backbone of the rebellion being broken, there shall be no longer a rebel in arms opposed to us, and trembling Europe shall again witness the sublime spectacle of Columbia emerging from her fiery ordeal purified in the furnace of civil war, with one Constitution, one Flag, one People, one Destiny, again assuming our proud place among the tyrants of tho earth, holding them, in the world-famed language of the Monroe doctrine, 'as we hold the rest of mankind, enemies in war, in peace friends!'


"Soldiers!  Your General is a man, not of words, but of deeds. I am here, not to write, but to fight. Follow me, and victory is ours. Very truly, gentlemen, your friend and servant,


"By command of 






"Brigadier-general SLUSHMEYER! 

"Israel Salomans, A. A. Gen."


"Hur," says Smallweed, reading it over the Adjutant's shoulder; "subject to the approval of a regular Democratic Convention."


"Well, now that's what I call poot nice," remarks the chaplain. "Le'ss hear 't again, 'gents.'


The men looked blank when they heard it rattled off, in a stentorian voice, by the Adjutant, and in broken sentences, without regard to punctuation, after the most approved style which I had by this time managed to pick up. After parade, they tittered and joked about it in little knots. I heard the words "Gammon, and "Hail C'lumby," more than once as I passed the knots. Some people have an idea that common men like trashy writing. Well, I admit they like dime novels, if you please; but let me assure you that no one sees through the rigmarole and bluster of a political general quite so soon as the common soldier.


General Pike had drilled and drilled, and instructed and scolded us daily, with indefatigable zeal. Mounted upon a shaggy, square-headed, angular beast, innocent of the currycomb and brush, branded with a scabby "U. S." on the shoulder, he would jolt along the picket-line with his arms and legs keeping loose time to the disjointed motions of Rosinante, looting, himself, for all the world, the very picture of a shabby orderly. I see him now, half unshaven; his tawny hair straggling into his eyes and ears; the vizor of his old-fashioned forage cap turned up in the manner adopted by our cavalry in Texas; his worn and faded flannel sack, held together by tarnished buttons in worn button-holes, over a dirty flannel shirt, just exposing a dirtier paper collar, secured about a brick-red neck, ornamented with stray, stubby hairs, by means of an old black kerchief tied in a hard knot; his sword-belt concealed by his coat; a rusty dragoon sabre of the heaviest pattern flying about his heels; his common dragoon trowsers unequally tucked into a pair of dirty dragoon boots, several sizes too large, and ornamented by one common very brass spur, originally valued at some thirteen cents, including the strap and buckle. I said he looked the very picture of a shabby orderly: surely, never was orderly, even from a western regiment, so shabby! And thus he would jolt along the picket-line, stirring up a sentinel here, reprimanding an officer there, praising one, and jeering at another; or would jog across the wet and slippery parade ground, laboring to teach us, laboring harder to teach our commanding officers, the mysteries of the brigade drill; working, indeed, like a horse, and swearing always like the trooper he was. For the six weeks he commanded our brigade, I think he was never out of the camp. He was always at work, trying to straighten things out, as he said. Officers and men came to see the sterling stuff whereof he was made, and to admire his honest worth, while they could not resist laughing at his eccentricities, and at his shabbiness. Our new general changed all that. We heard of him occasionally in flatulent orders;—Smallweed used to declare they should have been dated, "Head-quarters on the Stump." We saw him once at a review, swelling in a brand new uniform, in the midst of a gorgeous staff, looking for all the world like so many faro-dealers at a masquerade. Those of us who frequented Willard's, and enjoyed the squalid pleasures of 'Washington, met him oftener; the chaplain oftenest of all, I think. We heard of him, also, very often, through the veracious correspondents of the New York papers, as performing prodigies of labor and valor. Fast young officers, returning sickish and seedy from overstayed leaves, would sometimes bring extended passes, written in shaky characters by our new Brigadier, and would wink feebly when asked how and where they were obtained. Our melancholy quartermaster used to call these sprees of the youngsters seeing stars, and would laugh inwardly, as though that were the best of jokes; meaning to hint, I fear, that at least one wearer of these ornaments might have been a partaker in the rowse. Ah, well! Our first general was a soldier; this one proved a shyster, as many another since. How he was dismissed for drunkenness on duty—it was at the review just mentioned, almost the only occasion whereon he ever did any duty to be drunk on,—how he was reinstated, and presently dismissed again for corresponding with the enemy; how he was again reinstated, and again dismissed for cowardice and drunkenness (his horse being struck by a shell in some little skirmish into which General Pike forced him bodily, he suddenly disappeared, and was nowhere seen until some of our men, straggling for whiskey, on the return march, found him beastly drunk in a sutler's shop, miles in the rear, whereupon they half stripped him, and handsomely tattooing his body with the blackened tips of their ramrods, tied his coat round an empty whiskey barrel, and rolled him into the ditch to sober); how he went to New York, and became a prominent politician, fearless in his opposition to what he was pleased to term the present imbecile and corrupt administration; how he was finally elected to Congress, and dragged through the mire of immediate capitulation with a view to an ultimate surrender and a corruption of all the States, at the skirts of Benjamin and Fernando: what need to enlarge upon the oft-told tale? The days when we thought the Five Points would fight, and that shysters could command, went out with Fire Zouaves and their kind, with Slushmeyer and his kind. May they rot in peace!


All that long winter of 1861-'2, we lay in our tents on the south bank of the Potomac, drilling, reviewing, discharging, recruiting, getting sick, getting well, burying those who never got well, killing each other by accidental discharges of pistols or muskets, fattening the sutlers, feeding the hospitals, gambling, drinking, swearing, shirking, working, studying, or what not, according to our kind, but always expecting the great forward movement, and always getting disappointed. Examining Boards played havoc with officers who couldn't tell what five principal rivers flow into the Caspian sea, or how long a day's rations for y men would last z men, or the meaning of atramentarious or geoponic at first sight. Courts-Martial decimated the devotees of Willard's. One second lieutenant, aged fifty-seven, the father of our major, resigned for fear of the dreaded Examining Board. Young bloods resigned for fear of courts-martial. Old Surgeon Peacack was kept busy sending men to the hospitals, whence they seldom returned, and discharging others on certificate of disability. Dysentery and typhoid fever made their appearance; nostalgia raged fearfully. Do you know the disease better as homesickness than by that doctor's Greek? Some went home on leave; others, favorites, rushed off on recruiting service, which in those days was better, because you could stay longer, had nothing to do, got your expenses paid, and could go on leave afterward! Every form of old-soldiering broke out sporadically, and had in turn to be learned, diagnosed, prognosed, and treated by that physician of the moral military diseases—the Adjutant. I had first to learn the Dying Mother fever: symptoms, laziness for some weeks, with occasional attacks of whiskey or cards—Willard's often makes its appearance. About the eighth day thereafter I usually observe a letter from sister Jane or cousin John, casually announcing, among other things, that "mother is very sick;"—shortly may be expected a telegram saying, "Come home immediately: mother is dying Lucy” —or John, perhaps. The treatment varies, according to the case. Caustic is sometimes employed with success. Then there came the Ruined Business fever, in which the patient fancies he is to lose fabulous sums unless he starts for home within a quarter of an hour. Where these fevers are aborted by successful treatment, the Sick-Family-Dead-Parents-and-Absconding-Partner cholic frequently succeeds, and is often known to rage with great fury. Letters and telegrams may be expected in great numbers, but to the practised eye these symptoms need cause little alarm. If the treatment has been skilfully selected and firmly adhered to, the patient may be confidently expected, within a very few days, to show symptoms of convalescence, or else to enter upon the third stage of the fever, that of apyrexia, or resignation: he may now be discharged. Curious are the ways of the shirks!


We were beginning to show ourselves. Those officers who meant to make something were beginning to recover from the first bitter mortification of having their ignorance exposed by General Pike, and were studying with a will, tactics, regulations, books of instruction, military history, military biography, and a mort of weak translations from the French, beside. The backs of these began to straighten, even unto occasional stiffness, and the chests to widen. Their clothes fitted them better, and were more neatly brushed and cleaned than formerly. The regimental staff laid aside one morning the dark-blue shoulder straps and gold cord, which their tailors had persuaded them were the appropriate ornaments for officers of their exalted rank. Card-playing with the men began to disappear, and the captains to occupy tents separate and distinct from those of the orderly sergeants. One day the non-commissioned staff left the Colonel's mess, and set up on their own account. "The boys" began to be "the men." "How are you, Pete," passed into "H' y' cap.," and presently becoming "Good morning, captain," disappeared finally in a respectful military salute, awkwardly enough, but well meant, and rapidly improving with practice. These officers began to stay in camp, and look after their men, while the gay faction ranged off to town to drag the dissipations of Washington, fancying all the while they were men of spirit. One by one these fellows dropped off during the winter, through one of the approved channels by which effete officers are excreted.


To those of us who diligently tried to learn, it was truly astonishing then, though it is less so now, how much we had to learn. One thing seemed to open the way to a thousand others, before undreamed of. But you should have heard the talk at our mess-table about this time. All the regimental staff messed together. The old doctor, Surgeon Peacack, and Chaplain Bender, used to do the heavy talking, while Smallweed made it a point to controvert everything advanced by either, the rest of us edging in a word or a sentence here and there, and the honest old Colonel Heavysterne listening intently, but never by any chance taking part, except now and then to keep peace in the family, when the dispute ran high, as it often did, over Waterloo and Fontenoy, Wellington and Napoleon, Hannibal and Washington, Sickles, Beauregard, cavalry and infantry, masked batteries, Bull Run, the regulations, and the relative merits of German and Irish soldiers. What plans were developed by the assistant surgeon for breaking the backbone of the rebellion by a new process; what grand schemes were ventilated by our scape-grace of a chaplain, of calling out a million cavalry to ride down the rebellion, or two million infantry to starve it out; how we decided what was to be done with Jeff Davis when we caught him, as we thought we should do in the course of a few weeks; how we concluded it would be wrong to hang any one below the grade of colonel; how our artillery was so immensely superior, that we must whip the rebels in three months; how the Confederacy was starving already and barefoot, and had no light to read by at night; how we were tired of "the nigger,"— though I doubt whether any of us knew what we meant by that ingenious phrase, fresh from the dictionary of secession; how General McClellan was greater than Napoleon, and equal to several Fredericks and no end of Wellingtons; how he wouldn't move till he got ready, but when he did, would sweep everything before him like an avalanche; how young Captain Petlam had been mittened by one secesh beauty near Alexandria, and Fippany was surely engaged to another; how Johnny Todd, now elevated to a lieutenancy, was giving a snake exhibition in his boots, and was like to die; how the caterer was a humbug, and didn't know his business; how the quartermaster was stingy; how the commissary was vile; how half the sickness in camp came from not drinking enough whiskey in the morning as an anti-fogmatic, and bow the other half arose from the "doctor's stuff." Why enlarge upon what must have been the mess-table experience, during that memorable winter, of every one of us whose shoulder-straps were new?


Why, except that this is all the history of all that muddy winter of preparation.


Of preparation for the Peninsula!


Whereof, more anon, if it please you.

SEEKING THE BUBBLE. 
III. 

* * * Then a soldier, 
Full of strange oaths and bearded like the pard; 
Jealous in honor, sudden and quick in quarrel; 
Seeking the bubble reputation, 
Even in the cannon's mouth * * * 



As You Like It.—Act H., Scene VII.

UNDER CANVAS.


The rain dripped down the back of our necks. When I have said that, I have described the most disagreeable of the little miseries that render life intolerable.


I have missed express trains; I have caught accommodation trains; I have visited insane asylums; I have dined in the country, green in my imagination with fresh fruits and vegetables, upon salt pork and beans and geoponic pies; I have got into a Broadway stage and found my pocket-book left in my other trousers; I have been sea-sick! I have ridden to Harlem in the Third Avenue cars; I have waited "just a minute" while a friend played six or seven games of billiards; I have waited dinner, hungry nigh unto starvation, while my wife finished dressing; I have had my pocket picked; my trunk-has been sent to Montreal when I had stopped at Saratoga; I have been in Washington during a dust-storm, and slipped up in Broadway during the muddy season; tall parties have sat in front of me at the theatre, and dexterously wriggled about so as to shut off all the funny parts from my anxious gaze; once I ate a green persimmon; often have my teeth sunk into a w__y chestnut.  But what is any one of these things, what all combined, compared with the drip, drip, drip, of a cold rain macerating the back of your neck! Ugh! At most miseries you can grin, and bear them; but if that man lives who can grin with the back of his neck cold and wet but pshaw! The pachyderm is impossible!


Drizzly over head, soggy all about you, slushy under foot; with wet knees and saturated boots, dampening a damp saddle, you flounder on a steaming horse, shiny and trickling, slop, keslip, keslip keslop, slip slop, slop slop, slip keslop, slop slop slop; and hoosh, serlush, che-wallop, che-bonk, ker-slussssh, gallops up behind you in mad haste one of those aides-de-camp that flourish at head-quarters and sends bucketfuls of the nasty mess of mud into your face and eyes and ears. "Damned Dutchman!" you think, perhaps shriek, according to your rank or irascibility, for all bulgers are Dutchmen to the army mind. You have scarcely time to scoop the mud out of your blinded eyes and smear the surplus alluvion from your mustache, before another great floundering in the sea of mud heralds the approach of the General himself, mounted on a clay horse which cleaves the mud right and left at a swinging trot, followed by an enormous staff coated with mud, tearing along at a full gallop, with a couple of score of mad orderlies racing after these last like mad demons, head down and hand on cap, their poor jaded, soaked beasts, ploughing like so many low-pressure engines. Out of the way, you infantry, up the hillside, behind the trees, into the ditch, into the swamp, for your lives! Clear the track, you artillery, while horses plunge and kick and twist your trace-chains! 'Way to the right, you cavalry! Hoi! hoi! everybody; get out of the way, and curse!


Tantaran-tra-ra-ra, sounds the bugle as a signal to the dirty, tired, wet column, to halt in the mud. Toot-tetootee-toot-tetootee-toot-tetootee-toot, it blows, for "column forward," and on we splash again. The halt and forward sound alternately through the long day as the long wagon-train strings out or closes up, until we think the bugle possessed of a devil. Night falls upon the column still in march, and darkness sits atop our other woes innumerable, the chief whereof is universal wetness. The head-quarters fires blaze up joyously as we toil wearily past the big camp, and the head-quarters bugles snore out a comfortable tattoo, driving us nervous ones to desperation. For what know we now of the night-long labor, the incessant toil, the sleepless responsibility, that fret away the brains of officers, behind those glowing guard-fires, despite that snoring tattoo? Later we found out many other things than luxurious ease under the head-quarters canvas, but to-night felt only tired, miserable, and wet, and indisposed to justice, or indeed any thing but getting into camp and to sleep. At length the column files right and halts in a ploughed stubble-field, with a plentiful garnish of stumps; the brigade forms into line; the regiments break into column by division; arms are stacked; ranks broken; the company officers and the men pitch their shelter-tents; the mounted officers hold their dripping horses till their sleepy, moist contrabands stumble up and relieve them, when they, too, seek shelter in the staff tents, there to flop themselves down on their rubber blankets, and wait, achingly, for supper. Finally, after much hacking and pulling and tearing down of wet fence-rails and picking up of stray logs, the fires blaze merrily,flaring up saucily, full in the face of the sulky Night, and setting even its sullenness aglow, in spite of itself; the inevitable frying-pan sizzles away, very much in earnest, suggestive enough of fried bacon and, after, dyspepsia, if we thought of afterward; and mingling with the savory odor of the fry puffs up the welcome aroma of the soldier's boon companion, coffee. "Supper ready, sah," grins the shiny contraband, leaning his unctuous cheek against the tent-pole, whereat a gleam of joy shoots through the damp and penetrates five human hearts beating under that canvas. Such is the general satisfaction, that even the melancholy Smallweed relaxes so far as only to vent a "Why the devil don't you bring it in, then?" at the head of the smiling African, punctuated by a slice of wet sole just torn from an unfortunate boot. The wool-topped disappears suddenly, in a streak of chuckles, but presently returns, grinning more than ever, bearing a greasy board, part of some abominable patent mess-chest, laden with a steaming freight. We are gastric enough by this time to gulp down in silence, or between spluttering sentences spoken with full mouths, unutterable quantities of coffee, fried grease (bacon, by brevet), soaked hard-tack, hard hard-tack, all except the latter boiling hot, and to our ravenous emptiness exceeding in savor all the delicacies of Delmonico. And from this luxurious repast it is an easy task for all except the poor Adjutant to turn away and roll over into a sound sleep and loud snoring. As for the Adjutant, he tries the same familiar dodge, vainly hoping that no orders will come, or that the Colonel will forget him. Vainly indeed; for he has hardly slept an hour by his big silver watch—the time seems to his sleepy mind less than a dozen seconds—when he is jerked out of his nap by the Colonel's orderly. The orders have come. "What time is it?" "Half past eleven?" "Why can't they wait till morning?" But they can't, and so, rumpling his dishevelled hair with his hands, and buckling his sword-belt, which has lain beside him, unloosed in the interest of digestion, he rolls stiffly between a yawn and groan, into the raw, dark midnight. Such a night! You cannot see your hand before you. Slush, muck, slosh, slop, slip—"Ouch! D—n that tent-cord!" He kicks at it, in spite, half laughing at himself, half inclined to cry with the pain of a rope-barked shin, and the misery of finding himself off in some undiscovered part of the camp. This is the brigade wagon-master's tent; where's the Colonel's? Take care! a horse! And another—horses all round. No, here is a wagon, as he discovers from tripping over the pole backwards, in the vain attempt to get out of the way of the horses. The pole-chains rattle dismally, the singletrees clank, several horses kick out promiscuously; a mule, excited by the unwonted commotion, sets up his mellow whinny, and ockee, ockee, ockee, ock, ock, ockee-e-e-e-e-e, a score, ay, a myriad of his long-eared half-brothers swell a direful chorus. Whereat the irate teamster, against whose wagon the Adjutant's unlucky legs have carried him, emerges from his hooded home of dirt and barrels, and, swearing horribly all the while, commences to lay about him with a double-tree, a proceeding which, strange to say, seems not to exercise a quieting effect upon the world of mules, who, from merely yelling, take to kicking, plunging, and turning such somersaults as only mules can turn and live. From this din and confusion the Adjutant is glad enough to escape by asking questions of the infuriated teamster, who, of course, leads him astray and through many unnecessary ditches, against many impenetrable guard-lines, until finally, blinded by the glaring camp-fires, dazed by repeated blunders, and shaken by his unhappy tumbles, he comes home again by accident, to discover that ne has been walking round and round his own camp a good half-hour, during which time the Colonel has been cursing him sturdily, and sending poor bedevilled orderlies on a mad game of hide-and-seek all over the camp. But army oaths are never more than chin-deep, and old Colonel Heavysterne is too fat and good-natured to bear too heavily on the unlucky Jenkins, or to dissect too mercilessly what he evidently considers a sorry excuse.


Finally, long after midnight, every thing gets done somehow; the last quibbles of the company commanders are settled, the last impossibility of the quartermaster is disposed of, and I, Jenkins, stumble off to sleep in wet blankets on the wet ground, with my back divided by an incorrigible root. And oh! with such a headache!


Now of all merely temporary peskinesses, a headache is the peskiest.


Did you ever have a headache?


I do not mean a pain in the head simply, but a headache. If you ever had one, you will recognize tne distinction at once. All the blood in your body collects in your skull, and scrouges your brain until it throbs again. Your feet are icy cold, your fingers are blue and shrivelled into goose-flesh; there is a creepiness along your spine, and an ugly, rubbing noise in the back of vour neck. Pump, pump, pump, go your carotid arteries; throb, throb, throb, beats your brain; every pump a stab, every throb a splitting ache. Things take curious shapes, and strange fancies tread upon each other's heels as they chase each other through your head. You think of wild jokes that make you chuckle, until a flush of pain checks the grin, and makes you hold your head for misery. Wonderful black specks and blotches—like nothing so much as the blotches we used to make at school- by dropping a penful of ink on a bit of paper, and neatly folding it—appear suddenly before your sight, and wilfully float away into space, luring your eyes to strain themselves in compelled pursuit till, turning again to the right or left, only to meet a new blot and follow it also, they become red, and hot, and tired, and you realize your optic nerve as a darning-needle, skewered through a restless ball and scratching ceaselessly against the tender lining of your brain. You fight the demon to the last, although you know he is sure to win; as finally he does, and you go to bed to sink into helpless wretchedness. You only want to be alone. Nothing does you any good. You try to sleep. Pump, pump, pump, go those arteries in your neck as before; throb, throb, throb, goes your brain always, until you half fancy you can feel the seams of your poor skull gaping and again grating their sides together with every throb. How mercilessly the sun shines in through the cracks you closed so carefully! Hear that canary sing until his shrill pipe bores through your sore nerves like a gimlet; and now the pet mocking-bird in the next room hops to and fro, accompanying each skip with a noise like the sound made by scratching a varnished surface with a nail. Tink-ee, tum-tee, too-tee, tar-tee; that's your little sister banging her favorite exercise on the piano. The house shakes and rumbles as the stages and carts and carriages go by; now an unintelligible dialogue is shrieked between the cook in the basement and the maid in the attic; do they always run up and down stairs like this, and does little Tommy never stop bouncing his ball on the floor overhead? You thought he went to school! And now fretted out, you sink into a kind of lethargy, in which nothing is present to your half-dormant mind but one stupendous ache, crossed by wild dreams of black and shapeless monsters, from which you cannot escape, perpetually rushing at you, through dark tunnels, and by nightmares of falling from immense heights or being pursued by strange animals, or bobbing about helplessly in the sea with an old man sticking to yon like a wet sheet and pulling you under, or of fire! At this alarm you start up, broad awake, with a pang and glare at your little wife, who has stolen gently to your bedside to ask if you will have a cup of your beloved tea. Yes, blessings on the flowery kingdom that grew it,—you will! 


Why, this is the very poetry of pain. Ache with me, my dear (sir or madam), this raw night, stretched in a roll of coarse blankets upon the damp ground, with my clothes still on and only loosened for half comfort, my racked head pillowed upon a hard, wet saddle, with only a thin saddle-cloth between the aching ball and the hard seat, and a dirty silk handkerchief laid across to keep the fuz off; four other officers snoring dismally under the same canvas; mules screaming, teamsters talking; a horse getting loose, rampaging about the camp for an hour or more, and stumbling over your tent-cords with a pertinacity worthy of a better cause—your horse, as you presently discover, when your servant comes to report him gone! And Eo with your other torments mingles a horrible fantasy of the scene that you feel in your aching bones will take place in the morning, when you find your noble charger, freshly branded and bobbed in the tail, in the nearest battery!


Reveille! Why, you have been asleep! How the canvas bulges and flaps, and the loose tent-cords crack under the roystering nor'wester! Such a change from last night. Pitch dark still. "There was a sound of reveille by night," you chatter out, shivering into your overcoat and gathering in the slack of your garments, as you hurry out to the morning parade under arms, which old Colonel Heavysterne persists in having, rain or shine (especially rain), just after daybreak, as he says, but just before, as you feel convinced. A dash into the basin of floating icicles, furious scraping with a rough towel, a tug at your hair with Smallweed's pocket comb—yours was "gobbled" long ago—a swallow of scalding coffee, on with your sword, and away you scud against the driving gale, across the frozen camp-ground, tumbling over frozen ridges, slipping across sleety furrows, to form the parade, as is your duty. Early as yon think yourself, the old Colonel is there before you, his iron-gray beard fringed with a frosty rime, his fat cheeks in a ruddy glow, smiling vigorously as if he liked it! Smallweed insists that the Colonel uses his authority over the bugler in such wise, that reveille is never sounded until he, the Colonel, having shaved his upper lip to a smooth purple, gives the signal for it. The parade is over, and it will be a gastric hour to breakfast. We crowd around the cook-fires, greatly to the muttered indignation of our trusty African, Cyrus.


Presently comes an order from brigade head quarters. We are to march at nine o'clock, instead of seven; a great improvement, we all think, except our melancholy quartermaster, who is of the opinion that whatever is, is wrong, if we may judge by his words, as I often think we should not. Smallweed doesn't believe we will move at all, wonders why "they"—not stating whom—couldn't say so at once; "they" were always countermanding orders; issued them just on purpose to have the pleasure of countermanding them, he believed. He would bet five hundred thousand dollars, that we would be here a month. The enemy were not going to run away, and we were not going to attack them. He was d__d tired of this shillyshally way of carrying on a war; and much more to the same purpose, until breakfast was announced, and we all squatted down around the fire, upon logs, or saddles, or rubber blankets, or what not, to eat it. Oh! what a heavenly thing is breakfast in camp! To the empty and worthless soldier, half collapsed with hunger, his gastric juice fiercely gnawing at his vitals, it comes hot and steaming, like a blessing from above; the first swallow of hot coffee courses down your throat, leaving pleasant memories in its wake, and leaping along your quickened veins, trices up your nerves, and warms into gladness the very cockles of your heart. "Ah!" you exclaim, with rapture. "That goes to the right spot," says young Fippany; and "That's so," echoes everybody, even Smallweed, who, however, cannot quite refrain from asking Lieutenant Fippany why he makes such a fuss about it, as if he had never breakfasted before. "I feel," says little Fip., "as if I never had!" Whereat the mess shakes its cold sides with merriment, even Smallweed grinning, in spite of himself, and the young swell colors scarlet even to the roots of his hair and the curled tips of his English whiskers, having never before, or, indeed, since, perpetrated a remark possessing so much pretension to be considered witty.  And so the tongues, until now tied fast by the raw morning hunger—who can talk before breakfast?—are unloosed, and begin to wag merrily enough. Now that their bellies are fast being filled with the warm food, those of the mess who, when empty, had preserved a grim silence under Smallweed's skepticism, launch forth into the most sanguine predictions of the future career of this army. The rebels will make no stand at Yorktown, that is very evident; and if not at Yorktown, where can they resist our advance, this side of Richmond? Richmond! why, they are already preparing to evacuate it. The Confederacy is evidently played out. The young doctor, Assistant-Surgeon Launcelot Cutts, who has come to breakfast with us (liking our fare, probably, better than the fried hard-tack, brine-salted herring, and stiff gin-cocktail, which constitute the matutinal repast of his chief, Dr. Peacack), invents wonderful combinations of strategy, and the grandest of grand tactics, remarkable rather for brilliancy than for their likelihood of adoption by our commanding generals. "Say, Deputy Sawbones, what corps do you expect to command?" asks the incorrigible Smallweed; "stick to your jills, old fellow; stick to your pills and your green sash, and eave fighting to your betters." Which the finnikin little doctor swallows as it were so much aloes, trying to look all the while as if he enjoyed the joke hugely.


The regiment gets under arms at nine, and the rest of the brigade falls in also, as far as we can see, for the woods that skirt our little clearing. A weary hour in the cold wind, and then comes word to remain under arms till further orders. About noon, the sky clouds up again, and the raw easterly storm of yesterday presently settles down to its work once more; its work of wetting us through, and making us thoroughly wretched. And so we yawn, and gape, and shuffle through the livelong day, tediously enough, waiting in the drenching, driving rain, and the thick, adhesive mud, for those orders to move, which never come. For, about dark, up dashes one of the brigade staff, with orders to go into camp, and await further instructions, ready to move at a moment's notice. "What was the firing?" the Colonel asks, alluding to a dull sound, like the distant slamming of big doors, that has been beating upon our eardrums, at intervals, during the day. "Reconnoissance on the right," the A. D. C. explains briefly, knowing, probably, no more about the subject, and gallops off again, as well as he can, through the sticky soil. And so, in uncertainty, begins the siege of Yorktown.


Siege? That word was never mentioned among us for ten days after we stopped still in our triumphant advance, and took up the spade, except, indeed, by the melancholy Smallweed, who persisted, from the verv start, that the General-in-Chief had made up his mind that this was just the place for a siege, and was determined to have one, or perish miserably in the attempt. General Washington had had a siege here; why should not we? With much more bile to the same purport.


It would not have been so bad, we all thought, and many of us still think, if "they" (meaning the indefinite superiors who are supposed to do things) had only told us frankly that we were in for a siege, instead of keeping up the sickening pretence of "forward movements," "assaults," "surprises," "coups de main," "night attacks," "flankings," "waiting for re-enforcements," "waiting for the roads to dry," "waiting for supplies," and who knows how much more rubbish of the same nature! Ah! well. Perhaps "they" couldn't help it, after all. Who is it that invents all the formulas we use every day, to half conceal things we cannot hide; those formulas that nobody ever thinks of believing, that we know nobody ever thinks of believing, and that everybody knows we know they never think of believing? "Nolo Ejaiacopari" says the newly-appointed bishop, trying on his episcopal robes and practising his episcopal signature. "Mrs. Brown ain't at home,” says Biddy to Jones, who has just seen her whisk away from the parlor window. "I don't want any office," smirks the professional office-seeker, licking his daily boot in the antechamber, in company with a dozen brother-adventurers, each of whom sees through the others, and knows he is seen through. "Forward!" cry the flaming General Orders, and the army incontinently—marks time! Now, a lie may be a very good thing in itself; far be it from me to underrate the value of so useful a member of society; but a lie, for the sake of lying, a lie unbelieved, and the inventor knowing as much Go to! No, my dear General, A or B, or 0, Canute's facile aides-de-camp might as well have tried to fawn back the North Sea, as you to attempt to deceive your soldiers by an address.


One morning we come back from building a corduroy road to find the crest of the hill beyond our camp adorned by a jagged line of fresh dirt. The men salute the discovery with many a half-laughing, half-derisive cry of "How are you, gravediggers?" "Spades is trumps," "More ditches," and the like. And so for a month we divide our time pretty evenly between digging trenches, making corduroy, standing picket, and idling away the off-days, with the usual amount of getting under arms in the middle of the night to repel imaginary sorties, of getting ready to assault at daylight, ot "stampedes," and mud and rain. I sometimes wonder which is the worst—to build a corduroy road, or to travel over it. Such a tramping through mud, knee-deep, with the detestably-cooked rations, under a guide who don't know the way, to a place where some young engineer officer was to have met you, and therefore has not; such a standing around, soaking into the mire until the young engineer finally arrives, several hours late, cursing the "d__d volunteers" for not being at some other place they have never heard of, at a time not mentioned in their orders; such a jabbering and confusion of orders, in regard to the work and the manner of doing it; such a sulking of rejected suggestions! Finally, towards noon, when everybody is worn out with sheer waiting, we at last begin: such a hacking down of trees much too large to move; such a lopping off of saplings much too small to be used; such a felling, and chopping, and lifting, and pulling, and hauling of big logs; such a splashing into the loose mire, making believe to dig ditches; such a gathering of pine-brush; such a piling on of heavy dirt; and all the while such a cursing, and shouting, and grumbling, and getting in one another's way, and stumbling out again; such a fault-finding by the young engineer at the paltry result of the day's work; such a going home wet, and fagged, and muddy, to stretch out supperless and try to sleep! all this, with how much more I cannot tell, rises before my eyes at the very mention of the word corduroy. And so I say it is hard to decide whether it is pleasanter work to build or to travel on one, lurching to and fro, forward and back, hardly two miles an hour, at the risk of your horse's knees and your own neck, scrambling from log to log, getting your poor brute's legs jammed between them, slipping and floundering wearily to your journey's end; with all the while such a smell—nay, such a diabolish stench !—chiefly compounded of dead horse, decayed leaves, and water-rotting roots, as serves to make your misery complete and spherical.


We are still speculating, in our mess, whether we are engaged in a siege or not, when there comes a little cocked hat from brigade head-quarters, which upon being opened is found to contain the following pithy words:—









"Head-quarters Army Of The Potomac, 









"Camp Winfield Scott, Before Yorktown, 












"April 11, 1862.) 

"Orders. 
"Detail for To-morrow "
General Of The Trenches, "Colonel Johnson Heavysterne, 3d D. C. Vols.








"By command of Major-general McClellan: 

(Signed) 





S. Williams, Assistant Adjutant-General. 

"official Copy.








"By order of Acting Brigadier-General Furse: 







"Veruel Hick, Capt and A. A.G." 

And in a few days followed another cocked hat, from division head-quarters, to this effect:—










"Head-quarters Second Division, 










"Twenty-sixth Army Corps,
 









"Before Yorktown, April 19, 1862. 

"Orders. 
"Detail for To-night 
"Guards Of Trenches, 

"3d Regt . Dist. Col. Vols.—Col. J. Heaveystearne. 

"Report at 7 p.m. to Brigadier-General Sturgeon, Gen. of Trenches.







"By order Brigadier-General Pike, Com. Division. 







"Washington Smith, Assistant Adjutant-General. 

"Official Copy. 








"By order Act. Brigadier-General Furse: 

"Veruel Hick, Capt and A. A.-G." 


I print as they wrote, remember.


Guards of the trenches! welcome detail! welcome any thing for a change. The muttered growls change to a hum of cheerful chattering; men slough off their moody sullenness, and begin to look alive once more. Officers pass the customary banters, and the inevitable "How are you?" resounds throughout the camp. The night comes at last. Full of joy and supper, we march out with a lively step, we mount the hill, descend its farther slope, cross the pontoon-bridge—then a new plaything with us, though now stale enough!—and so to the old mill where we are to report to the engineer officer, who again, as a matter of course, is not to be found there, having somehow gathered an impression that he is to look for us somewhere else. As Smallweed philosophizes, "some pork will bile so," though indeed it strikes us as a little hard that after squatting for an hour in the mud and darkness, and exhausting all possible means of discovering the juvenile lieutenant, fresh from the shell (Fassin, I believe his name is), he should suddenly make his diminutive appearance from nowhere in particular, on a gigantic horse, and incontinently begin double-dashing the Colonel and the "dashed volunteers," after the authentic fashion for the case made and provided. I suppose some pork will bile so, also; and now we are off for the trenches at last. Here we are. "File right," and we pass along the reverse of a big ditch in which a number of other soldiers are working with that slow and steady dig that soldiers use, and presently we halt and, sitting or lying on the ground, begin our important functions as guards of the trenches, while the old guards, with many an expression of mock sympathy, and many a "Good-by, boys," after the courteous manner of the time, trudge rather gladly rearward by the way we have just come. How quiet it seems! A death-like silence prevails, broken only by men speaking in a half-whisper, by the crack of the sharpshooter's rifle as he sends his occasional greeting to his vis-a-vis, or by the metallic click of the pick as it strikes some stray stone that has found its way into this vast bed of sand by mistake. Those of us who are conscious of possessing the faculty of being able to sleep without detection under adverse circumstances, take naps; the others "gas," or think in silence of home and distant scenes, and bygone days that seem, oh! so far away! Suddenly, the dark silence is rent by a shriek and a roar, and more shrieks and more roars, and the thunder of many guns; the enemy are shelling the working parties! On the instant the sleepers wake up, and the most of us drop flat on the ground, by an irresistible impulse, but presently sit up once more and peer round half-laughing, half-ashamed, each pleased to think he has done no worse than his neighbors. From a score of guns the horrid belching goes on for a half hour, and the shells shriek harmlessly over our heads, or, bursting in tae air, make the scene ghastly with their glare for one instant, and the next hurtle their fragments with a kum-m-m-m among us. All quiet again. Anybody hurt! Nobody hurt! Good! Young Fippany jumps to his feet at my side, whirls his cap over his head, and pretends to give three cheers. Just as he gets to the inevitable "tiger," I am blinded by a streak of light, deafened by a terrible noise, and stunned by what seems an earthquake. When I come to myself my face is full of sand, and somebody is trying to make me drink out of a canteen which tastes weakly of bad whiskey. What has happened? Shell. Any one hurt? Am I? No, I'm all right, I find. What have they done with my blanket? Ah, well! They have taken it to carry off poor Fippany to the surgeon; a needless task, for Harry is already far beyond the leech's skill, having had the top of his skull blown off by the explosion. The first man killed in our regiment.


For five minutes, it may be, or perhaps not so long, everybody is solemn, and then every thing goes on as before. A ripple, and the surface is smooth again!


As for Lieutenant William Jenkins, his nerves are so completely unstrung by the shock, that young Dr. Cutts thinks it necessary to muddle him with brandy, so that he knows nothing more till daylight.

SEEKING THE BUBBLE. 

IV.

*  * * * "Then a soldier, 
Full of strange oaths and bearded like the pard; 
Jealous in honor, sudden and quick in quarrel; 
Seeking the bubble reputation,

Even in the cannon's mouth." * * *






As You Like It.—Act H., Scene VII.

UNDER FIRE.


If the grave-digger in Hamlet will communicate, in person or by post, with First Lieutenant William Jenkins, Adjutant, 3d Regiment District of Columbia Volunteers, he will hear of something very much to his advantage. I can teach him a thing or two. Shakspeare knew all about digging, as well as every thing else. I found this out at Yorktown.


Now, this operation of digging seems a very simple one, but it is really most complex. Spitting on the hands, hefting the spade, the thrust, the jam, the pry, the lift, the heave, and finally, patting the clod of fresh earth with the back of the spade before beginning anew, is really quite a mystery, you see. ***** Nonsense? Well, perhaps. But this is one of the many wild, undigested fancies which my memory hiccoughs forth whenever I think of the night of May 4th, 1862. Such thoughts waltzed through my tired brain all night, as our regiment dug away on the boyau of the second parallel. It was an exciting night, what with the cracking of rifles from the enemy's advanced posts, scarce fifty yards distant, the incessant roar of the enemy's big guns, and the bursting of shells over our heads. Never before had I heard such a cannonade. We had become so used to these sights and sounds, that the extra firing only seemed to serve as a nervous stimulant, making the pick and spade more nimble, and bringing out the playful wit of the officers and men in stage whispers. It was dismal enough, though, to be so thundered at, and to hear no answer from behind us. It was rumored by the sanguine men, that our batteries were to open early in the morning, all along the line, hundred and two hundred pounder Parrotts, thirteen inch mortars, little guns and all, when we should see things smashed generally. Some of the incredulous were pleased to inquire whether the back-bone of the rebellion was to be broken, or the anaconda was to tighten its last coil, and so on, bandying about the hollow comforts that our newspaper friends used to keep standing on their galleys. Why was old Magruder treating us to such a diabolish salute, keeping the pickets out of their natural rest? "Short of transportation," our melancholy Quartermaster suggested, and was unanimously snubbed for his pains.


The first thing we saw when the sun rose, at last (as it will rise even upon working parties in the trenches), was that arch humbug, the balloon, going up on what it used to call a reconnoissance. Well, it came down again presently, and, as I afterwards learned, reported every thing as usual in Yorktown; and sure enough, the very last files of the rear-guard were leaving the place at that very moment, and the works had been already taken possession of by one of the Flop Telegraph men (as we used to call the signal-officers), and claimed for the United States, by right of discovery, as one might say. He was even then flopping his news with his red and white rag to another red and white rag near the corps' head-quarters, where there was a grim rubbing of sleepy eyelids, I dare say, and a weak pretence of having expected the news, and being delighted to hear it. Soon the long-forbidden bands pealed forth their most stirring strains, and waked up the overgrown camp at army head-quarters, whence there presently issued orders for one of those vigorous pursuits for which the Army of the Potomac used to be famous.


Pursuit! Our regiment waded through a sea of mud, kneedeep, till we got to a dense pine-wood, from beyond which came rattling sounds as of distant packs of fire-crackers let off in barrels, and the door-slamming noises which I have already described; and in the morning we heard that that was the battle of Williamsburg! A battle wherein one general ordered to command by the General-in-Chief, without special instructions for the contingency, was superseded in the dead of night by another general detailed by the Chief of Staff, with no particular orders for the emergency; fought, for this reason, without a tactical plan, and in violation of the strategical plans of the Commander-in-Chief; and resulting in the retreat of the enemy's rear-guard, after great loss on both sides, especially on ours. Followed up by going into camp near the battle-field on the next day, and there quietly remaining to await the news of the failure of the operations of another column. Meanwhile, the rebels quietly retired to the Chickahominy, and prepared to defend its crossing. And we trudged slowly after, nursing the idea that this procession was the very "driving to the wall” our General had promised us. We were in sight of Richmond— so the rumor ran round the mess-tables—and, indeed, the New York Herald soon brought us, under the very largest headings, the news sent by its faithful correspondent "Scorpio," that a party of our generals (accompanied, we may suppose, by "our reporter," and the inevitable "brilliant staffs, among which we noticed," etc., etc.) had Been, from the top of a tall tree on the extreme front, the very spires of the Doomed City. 


But in spite of large headings and the bill-poster literature of our "own correspondents;" in spite of the disgusting anaconda, and the broken back-bone, and the starving out, the flunking, the driving to the wall, the crushing, the telling blows in preparation by General A., as explained by his reporter; the plans for the "speedy suppression of the most wicked and unnatural rebellion ever waged against the best government ever framed by man," always being matured in the brain of General B., as narrated by his reporter; the preternatural vigilance of General C., as described by his reporter; the great things that Generals D., E., and F., might, could, would, or should have done, as recounted by their reporters; in spite of the glowing predictions of the intelligent contraband; the important revelations of the rebel surgeon who had just come into our lines; the valuable information obtained from the rebel major just captured by our pickets in front of such a division; in spite of Jeff. Davis's coachman, and even of the reliable gentleman of Louisville; yea, in spite of general orders to the contrary, the Doomed City obstinately declined to accept the doom prepared for it. And so, as Mr. Murdoch used to say, in the "Inconstant," with his very best comedy manner, after describing the splendid way in which we fellows of the guards, you know, "danced" up to the breach at Badajos or Corunna, or some of those places—("Yes, yes; what did you do then?" interrupts the gruff military uncle, with the big stick), "and so—we danced back again."


Pray do not suppose, my dear Major, that your friend William Jenkins intends to put his head into the lion's mouth this bright spring morning, by launching forth into a description of that memorable campaign. No, no. Do you remember, Major, the thing that used so to disgust F. M. the Duke of Wellington with his soldiers on his Peninsula? Stealing bee-hives. You don't catch me at that trick, I promise you.


And so, leaving the strategy and grand tactics, and all the big moves to the Committee on the Conduct of the War, and the editors, and the ward politicians, and the village tavern-keeper, the barber who cuts your hair too short, and the Reverend who cuts your sermon too long, let me tell you what we little pawns did and felt while the Queens, and Castles, and Knights, and Bishops, were working out the game after their mighty fashion, and having their wicked will of us, and the poor Kings were getting in check and getting out again as best they could, to the discomfiture of the other pieces, their friends. Did not Miss Chloe ask you, almost the first thing, Captain Strephon, that time when you went home on a furlough and two crutches: "Were you ever in a battle? How many fights have you been in? How does it feel? How were you wounded? Oh, I should be so frightened!" And then, when you tried to describe to her, bumptiously, and looking as terribly military as you could, how this division, came up and that didn't; how the other division moved by the flank, and a fourth—yours, of course—charged splendidly, and drove the enemy through the woods at the point of the bayonet, did she not interrupt you, oh! so innocently, with that enormous question, "How does a battle look?" If she did not, she is not the Chloe I take her for, and you, sir, might as well have saved your postage-stamps and worn your old uniform on furlough, for all the interest she takes in you. Those are the questions I mean to answer here for the benefit of whom it may concern; and you, Captain Strephon, are at liberty to ridicule the replies at the mess, and use them for your own behoof, if it should so suit your pleasure, when next you see her; she never sees the Service Magazine, you may be certain.


We were loafing quietly in camp, smoking, whittling, studying tactics, playing cards, mixing cocktails, writing letters, or what not, when suddenly there broke upon our ears the dull booming with which we had become so familiar as the sound of distant cannonade. Presently followed, in rolls and spirts, the rattling noise of musketry, again reminding us of our Fourth-of-July experiences with fire-crackers under a barrel. How heavy and ominous, and yet how clearly it sounded through the saturated air! Listen! what a roar that was, fellows! We never heard any thing like this before, surely. Now the bugle sounds from brigade head-quarters, and we fall in, under arms, all in a glow of excitement, wondering what is to come next. We have not long to wait, for already the rest of the division is in the muddy road, and soon our regiment files out also and takes its place in the column. The incessant roar of cannon and musketry grates horribly upon our untutored nerves. Where is the tight? Who is engaged? Are we whipping them? Or are we whipped again, as the growlers will have it? I don't half like this galloping past of young A.-D.-C's., and spattering orderlies, in such a hurry that they have never a word of news for us. 


And so the croakers make the most of it, and wet down our souls with their forebodings, until they are as heavy as our boots with the soggy mud. How it rains! It does not pour; the sky fairly leaks. Is this the Chickahominy? I thought it was a river. Others thought it was a swamp. It turns out to be a deluged bottom half a mile wide or more, and we are expected to cross it on that thing there they call a bridge. "Sumner's Upper Bridge," indeed! What must the lower one be like—the comic men ask—if this raft of big, floating logs, which has almost to be held down as we tumbled over it, is the upper bridge? We are hardly across, when the rising freshet sweeps away a raft of the biggest logs, and breaks up the only mode of communication we know of with the other shore. About a mile or so farther on, through the quicksands and the pine-woods, we come to an opening, and, not far to our left, can see the smoke curling up over the trees, and the occasional flash of a gun from the battery just within the opening. Here we halt and commence that sickening delay which takes the starch out of your enthusiasm, and makes the poetry of war a dreadful prose. It is not all profanity when the men say, "This waiting is hell!" It is; and twice as terrible, too, as the allegorical cauldrons of brimstone. For my part, I think any amount of sizzling preferable to an hour of this horrible suspense. How long it has lasted I hardly know, when suddenly the roar begins to spread our way, the line of smoke from the opposite woods creeps along until it breaks into a sharp, rattling fare on us. The men jump to their feet hardly an instant too soon, and in great confusion. Some start to run one way, some another, even officers give way to the alarm of the moment; others commence firing wildly into the air. But a good deal of shouting and cursing, and some rough handling, and tho example of a few energetic officers, and many cool hands in the ranks, and especially the great practical fact that only one or two of us are hit, in a very few seconds brings a wavy line of file-firing out of the confusion; the men cheer, the roar of their own muskets drowns the rattle of the enemy's; suddenly from somewhere, off on our right, joins in the banging of a friendly battery, with that screech of its rifled shells so peculiarly grateful when they are travelling the other way; the firing from tho opposite woods patters out like the last of an April shower; the command is given for our regiment to cease firing, and we become aware, from the general silence, broken only by the bursting of a casual shell, that the fight is over: and so ends, for us, the battle of Fair Oaks. Why, or how it began, what has happened except what I have just told you, we officers, non-commissioned officers, musicians, and privates of the 3d District of Columbia Volunteers, know no more than that ignorant myth, the Man in the Moon. And now begins the bragging and chattering. Molony's hit . "Where is Ferguson? Where is Jessup? Here,—yon fellows! Fight's over; come back! Musician Tappitt, with his great red bosom, wanders back sheepishly, trying to look as unlike as possible the straggler he has been. The skedaddlers return, some three or four score of them, feebly pretending they have been carrying the two killed and thirteen wounded men to the rear. It is remarkable, the penchant those big fellows have for running away, while your little runts stick to their work like wax. In his nimbleness of heel, Jack Falstaff is the type of the breed. "Say, Puffy," the funny men will cry, "how about that tree I saw you holdin' up?" "How are you, legs?" And the like. And night falling in the mean time, we fall to work cooking supper and trying to rest in the rain and mud as best we may, after our hard and exciting day. Our tents and knapsacks, you remember, are safe on the other side of the Chickahominy.


This is not very romantic, I know, and not at all like the battles our nimble-penned friends the novelists fight; as witness Victor Hugo's Waterloo, in Les Miserables. My only excuse is, that it is true. And if we didn't fight a grand, heroic battle, with gallant charges and immense slaughter and wild enthusiasm, wherein Jenkins cut down the enemy's color-bearer, and, trampling the hated standard under foot, unfurled our own glorious banner to the breeze as alone he scaled the steep parapet, and shouting to our brave boys to follow him, fell bleeding at every pore, and wrapped in his country's flag, and remained unconscious until he awoke in Chapter XXVIII. to drink the lemonade kindly prepared for him by the dark-eyed Southern belle, etc., etc., etc.: if, I say, all this didn't happen, how can I, a faithful historian, with no more imagination than the younger Mr. Willett, be expected to narrate the particulars attractively?


Three weeks or more we stand in bivouac on the spot where wo had our little battle, for little enough it had been in our case; although sufficiently terrible off on the left, where, as we presently learned, the fight had raged with a murderous fury all day. Had we suffered a great disaster, or won a great victory? Both. Certain it is, the two corps of our army which had crossed the Chickahominy, most narrowly escaped destruction that morning. Was their rescue the glorious victory that our Generals and the enemy's deserters (backed, of course, by that illustrious trio, the intelligent contraband, the reliable gentleman, and the rebel surgeon) told us? We pawns thanked Heaven for our great deliverance, and incontinently wrote off, in the rain, between burials and trench-digging, such bragging accounts of the affair and our several parts in it, individually and regimentally, as my pen even now blushes to think of; and oh! the sights and smells of that week. A camp-ground trodden hard, and then soaked with the blood of men and horses till it was stained to a dull red, in clots; the bodies of thousands of men half buried; other bodies in the neutral space beyond our lines, not buried at,all, but rotting in the damp heat; torn clothing, old knapsacks, abandoned litter of all kinds, the carcasses of horses half buried in huge piles, and then half covered with the soggy earth; and such a stench! 'Twas enough to vomit a vulture! And yet, in this stinking hell our soldiers lived, ate, slept, and dug, for weeks. Pah! The very whiff of recollection chokes me.


Here the yellow demon of malaria joined our bivouac. What with the smell, and the rotting bodies of men and horses, and the decaying mass of leaves and camp-rubbish, and the general decomposition in the damp heat of every thing decomposable, and the poison absorbed by the pools of nasty, filthy water we were compelled to drink and use for cooking,—men's eyes turned gamboge, and their skins became livid, and their flesh shrank as if from contact with such an atmosphere, and their bones ached, and by tens and twenties, and hundreds, and thousands, the strongest of us gave way, fairly broken down by this demon. He is a demon of many nicknames. Some call him Cholera, others Yellow Fever; in the East he trades as the Plague, in the West as the Shakes; to us, he came under the innocent names of Diarrhoea, and Camp Fever, Jaundice, and Typhoid. And he had his hands full. What though we drank commissary whiskey till we were half drunk, or swallowed quinine till our heads buzzed again—what could "antifogmatics” do while we absorbed the terrible poison with every respiration? The living rotted faster than the dead. The dead multiplied like white mice.


Men's minds, too, festered with their bodies. Stragglers loafed to the rear and encamped in pairs or squads on 'their own hook; officers saw them, but took no note, or only cursed feebly, or pretended to do something. The once jolly mess-tables, that used to ring with jests and laughter, and shine with wit and good-humor, now heard only the continuation of the low, peevish growl that resounded through that camp. A poisoned army lying still in camp has about as much morale as you may find in a sheep-fold.


At the battle of Fair Oaks, our regiment numbered twenty-four officers and seven hundred and three men present, of whom twenty-two officers and six hundred and eighty-seven men were fit for duty. At the end of three weeks thereafter we reported seventeen commissioned officers and five hundred and eight men present, of whom nine officers and two hundred and fifteen men were fit for duty, the remainder being "sick in quarters" (i. e„ rotting where they were, under the broiling sun), or sick in regimental hospital (i. e., dying a few yards off, in "the piney woods"). Save that the well men looked a reddish sallow, and the sick ones a greenish sallow, I hardly know which were the sallowest.


It was more surprising to me in-those days, than amusing, to note the different effects of this state of things on the minds of my mess-mates. To see how the sanguine men degenerated into atrabiliousness, and the quiet ones lighted up with a calm fortitude superior to every terror, and the croakers croaked on! Chaplain Bender, very much to the joy of the whole mess—except Colonel Heavysterne, who thinks it necessary to make allowances for everybody, and that all men are exactly alike— stayed behind when we crossed the Chickahominy, and was not heard of for a week afterward, when we received an order from Head-Quarters, Army of the Potomac, through Corps, Division and Brigade Head-Quarters, detailing him to go North on some loafing billet or other, to take home the lneirs pay or accompany the wounded, or I know not what invention of clerico-military genius.

"Bless him, let him go-o-o-o-o ! 
And joy go with him, too !" 


We shouted in chorus as I announced the order at tea-time;— we always had tea in our mess, for the benefit of Smallweed and myself, whom the others called old maids in consequence, not that they drank less than we, but that we confessed our weakness first, and the legends of the world must be satisfied. Old Doctor Peacack kept his countenance of an oily ruddiness by means of copious libations of quinine and whiskey—occasionally, I fear, forgetting the quinine; and in this respect it must be confessed that " Old Pills," as he was irreverently called, even to his red face, practised what he preached, for l never met a more steadfast upholder of the alcoholic creed. He believed in the whiskey-cure for every thing and that all the evils currently attributed to that mode of practice sprang from dilution. "Don t drink that water," he would say. "Good God! young man, you'll ruin your stomach!" Naturally enough, the doctor thought every thing was going to the "demnition bow-wows," as Mr. Mantalini says, very fast, but gave himself very little care on this or any other subject. Indeed, I think the gigantic quantities of whiskey he swilled held his ideas on most subjects in constant solution; and I wish I could say as much of his assistant surgeon, young Doctor Launcelot Cutts, who would insist on entertaining us with his opinions upon every subject at prodigious length and without an instant's hesitation. Just now he did the dismal strategy for us, decimated us by fearful and complicated diseases at breakfast, routed us and cut us to pieces for dinner, and drove us in confusion into the James River for tea. The mess used to poke fun at him awfully. "Can I get a copy of those closing remarks of yours?" Smallweed would ask; or "would you favor us with an abbreviated statement of your plan for the reconstruction of the solar system, under the supervision of the medical director?" Even Colonel Heavysterne one day stopped eating—which was his chief occupation at the table, next to laughing at the young men's jokes—to ask him if he had got his orders yet; and on his asking innocently, not suspecting the old gentleman of a joke, "What orders?" answered, "Assigning you to the command of the Army of the Potomac." Whereupon there was a roar, followed by a shout of "How are you, Deputy Sawbones ?" from the pit, as we used to call the fellows who thought such slang funny. Lieutenant Peck, formerly our commissary sergeant, who was promoted to be commissary on the death of poor Tiffany, astonished us all by ventilating the most hopeful views of things when every one else desponded, and by desponding when every one else was rejoicing. He seems to have fancied himself a kind of escapement to regulate the flow of our animal spirits; for I am sure he saw things too clearly, and was entirely too steady and cool-headed, to be carried away by either extreme. As for Smallweed, he continued melancholy to the last, and took no comfort save in the general blackness of things; though I am bound to say, to his credit, that his growl was always good-humored and amusing, and more likely to provoke a smile or a laugh than to spread his own melancholy. Indeed, I often think the latter is but skin-deep—a veil assumed to hide a large but too sensitive heart; to screen a generous nature from the vulgar stare. His rind was bitter enough, but the core was surpassingly sweet and mellow. He spied out meanness by intuition, and hated it most energetically. Not Dr. Johnson himself could have been a better hater, and I never knew a better friend. In those gloomy days, it was his quaint, humorous growling that kept me up far more than the froth of the boasters. Indeed, my common sense curdled all such milk-and-water views, and made them sit uneasily on my stomach.


One evening, toward the end of that hot June, after an insufferable day, we were dining languidly under the brush arbor behind the colonel's tent, almost worried to death by the incessant but futile effort to draw a distinction between blow-flies and beefsteak. The complaints had been more than usually loud, the curses at our condition more than ordinarily deep, and Smallweed's growling over his "good, practicable grievances," as he called them, more than commonly funny. The absurdity of another man's grievance will sometimes make you forget your own important sore; and so the mess had become half good-natured again, when an orderly came up and handed the colonel a paper.


The melancholy Smallweed groaned. "'Detail for picket duty, the 3d D. C. Volunteers; working party for the trenches, the 3d D. C. Volunteers,'" he affected to read from his empty plate.


The colonel's honest old phiz lighted up as he gave the orderly a receipt for the dispatch. "Boys," he cried, in a broad grin, "here s news! We're off for Fort Monroe in the morning!"


"For Fort Monroe!" chimed the mess.


"What for?" I ventured to ask.


"Expedition. Don't say where. Whole corps going. Old Bulger's going, too, I suppose. Nice man to command an expedition! D__d glad to get out of this mud, boys, and that's a fact."

"Where do you suppose we are going?" every one asked everybody else. Wilmington, Charleston, Savannah, Mobile, and a dozen other places, were canvassed excitedly, and their merits as the possible objective points of a large expedition eagerly discussed by their respective partisans. The "deputy sawbones," as we used to call Dr. Cutts, leaned back so as to crack his camp-stool and nearly upset himself and the rickety table, and stretching his arms, yawned out complacently, "Gentlemen, you are all wrong."


Cries of "Hear, hear!" "Let's have it, Deputy Sawbones," "Go it, Young Pills," and the like.


"Well, gentlemen," the youth continues,, unabashed, "I heard all about it a week ago, from a friend of mine in Washington."


Smallweed walked round the table with his cap over his eyes, and fell into an attitude, after the manner of Dan Bryant in a break-down.


The mess roared, and requested the doctor to "spit it out."


"We are going to Texas."

SEEKING THE BUBBLE. 
V. 

* * * "Then, a soldier; 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard; 
Jealous in honor, sudden and quick in quarrel; 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon's mouth * * *" 

—As You Like It. Act II, Scene VII

A SNIFF OF SALT WATER.


The roystering sea-breeze came rollicking up from the bay, and we fell to giggling like school-girls. The heavy, sandy road suddenly pushed aside the dense wood through which we had been toiling for many a mile, and the glistening sands of Old Point Comfort stretched out before us, dazzling in the full light of that June morning with the wavering sheen of the bay, making the horizon uncertain—and so I say we giggled for joy. No more malaria now, boys! Ah! how deliciously cool this breeze feels against our fevered foreheads! Why, even the poor jaded mules cheer faintly after their peculiar style, and half-eagerly stretch their trace-chains towards the sea. The men begin to chaff and joke, and "step out lively." Somebody—one of those irrepressible comic men—starts up John Brown's hymn, an extemporized edition, wherein the regiment joins laughingly, shouting out with right good-will:—

"Old Abe's pet lambs are strapped upon his back, 
But his soul keeps marching on!" 


By night we were in bivouac near the sand-beach at Newport News, and those of us who knew the value of clean skins, had washed off the slime of the Chickahominy in the flood-tide rolling in from the Chesapeake Bay. We had not long to rest here. The next day the entire corps was reorganized (or re-disorganized as some of us thought) by orders from corps head-quarters. Two new regiments were put in our brigade— the 12th Delaware, Colonel Fashman, and 268th Pennsylvania, Colonel Schwartzwaelder—and Colonel Furse, of the 9th Maryland, who had commanded us since the battle of Fair Oaks, was made a Brigadier-General and permanently assigned. Brigadier-General Shote took the division in place of General Slump, of the Third Brigade, who had recently resigned in disgust, and Bulger was made a full Major-General and permanently assigned to the command of the corps. The first news as to our fate, why we had been brought here and whither we were going, was told by this order :—









"Head-quarters Expeditionary Corps,  









"Twenty-sixth Army Corps,  








"Newport News, Va., June 21, 1865.[sic] 

[General Orders, No. 29.] 
"I. The staff of the corps, as reorganized, is announced as follows: 


Brigadier-General J. B. Gunter, Chief of Staff and Chief Engineer.


Captain Charles Petlam, Third D. C. V., A. A. A.G.


Lieutenant Frederick Brummel, A. D. C.


Lieutenant Horace Prettyman, A. D. C.


Lieutenant Adolph Vauxrien, A. A. D. C.


Colonel Peter Close, Chief Quartermaster.


Colonel H. D. Tack, Chief Commissary.


Surgeon G. Buster, Medical Director.


Lieutenant P. F. Flopson, Signal Officer.


Captain John Ketcham, 17th Vermont, Provost-Marshal. 

"II. The troops of the corps will be prepared to embark at daylight to-morrow morning, with fifteen days' rations and one hundred rounds of ammunition per man. [Here comes a long description of the process of embarkation, carving out the exact work to be done by each regiment and detachment.]

'III. The transports will sail in the order above named, in three columns: the First Division having the left or off-shore column, the Second the centre, and the Third the left or in-shore column. The left column will follow the motions of tho gunboat Wataselitis, Captain Graves; tho centre those of the gunboat Pughagmaquidneck, Commander Waters; the right those of the gunboat Owenoshegososlo, Lieutenant Commander Blewitt

"The order to get under way will be three double blasts from the steam-whistle of the flag-ship Phineas W. Boggs. 


"By order of Major-General Julius Bulger:








"Charles Petlam, 









"A. A. A.-General." 


Our regiment was assigned to the Occidental, which the men, without a moment's hesitation, incontinently rechristened the Accidental. As there were about four hundred of us all told and a dozen horses destined to go on a long sea-voyage, we were crowded on board a small river steamer capable of accommodating without special discomfort some three hundred and twenty-five men and no horses. But we all huddled together somehow. Embarking at Old Point, we found meant a good deal of standing about in the hot sand under the scorching sun, and a very little going aboard. It took the Corps two days to embark. Our regiment spent the greater part of the first day in wishing we were aboard, and all the next in wishing we were ashore. Then we had to wait till the tide served.


Then we found several of the steamers were aground, and some of the men must be taken off. Then the Occidental sprung a leak, and we could not keep the water out until some sailors came from the Pughagmaquidneck (or Peg McClintock, as they called her, for so does Jack mangle Mr. G. Welles's pet names) and repaired us. "Then one steamer was short of water and another out of coal. Then General Hardman swore by all that was blue no troops of his should go to sea in the Crutchfield or the M. Maury. Then the Chief Quartermaster went round in his little tugboat, the Colonel Close (contractors will call tugboats after Chief Quartermasters), and said every thing was all right, and he and General Hardman had a very pretty quarrel, wherein the General insisted that no quartermaster would trust his precious life on "either of them coffins." But we finally got off, coffins and all. The Phineas W. Boggs blew six whistles; all the other transports shrieked in reply; the steamers that were not going shrieked madly; the gunboats that were not going manned their yards, and fired salutes; our gunboats fired salutes; Fort Monroe thundered a salute; our men cheered; the men on the shore cheered; the bay widened; the land wandered off into the distance till it became a shiny line, and presently a clear horizon; the evening grew cold and damp; and we were at sea.


Now those who go down to the sea in ships see the wonders of the deep, but they who go down to the sea in transports * * * * * well!


Hoot-toot from the Pughagmaquidneck. The fleet stopped, after much trouble. The engines of the Wataselitis had broken down, and we must wait for her. We spent the night in trying not to run into each other, and in the morning the Wataselitis started back for Hampton Roads under sail, leaving us to pursue our course. Now, I suppose you know that the rate of sailing of a fleet is exactly that of the slowest ship in it. Well, the Owenoshegososlo could just manage, by superhuman exertions and an enormous consumption of coal, to get up, under favorable circumstances, the frantic speed of five and a half miles an hour. So when at the end of the second day General Bulger discovered that we were not quite two hundred miles from Hampton Roads, he politely informed Lieutenant-Commander Blewitt that he might consult his own convenience and go where he pleased and take his own time about it, for we were going ahead. Then Lieutenant-Commander Blewitt wrote a long protest, which was duly communicated to the public by his correspondent, and General Bulger wrote a long reply, which was duly communicated to the public by his correspondent. After that the fleet crowded on all speed, and we soon found we were bowling along at the rate of eight miles an hour. The fast ships were continually slowing or stopping for the slow ships, and the slow ships were always straining themselves to keep up with the fast ships. The small steamers could have made better time by hugging the shore and the large ones by standing out to sea, but the Alabama was afloat somewhere, and so we had to keep under the protection of the Pughagmaquidneck and set our prows against the current of the Gulf Stream. By-the-way, our regiment does not think much of the Gulf Stream.


Having said that we were four hundred soldiers on board the Occidental, I need hardly mention the trivial circumstances that we were three hundred and ninety-odd sea-sick ones, that the wretched half dozen who were not sea-sick smoked incessantly, and were universally hated in consequence. What right has a man not to be sick at sea? Besides, we don't believe it. They must be sick: it stands to reason. They are sick privately. The men who hoped there would be a storm have gone below long since, and don't hope any thing, although the Captain persists in declaring the sea is as smooth as. a mill-pond. He shouldn't be surprised, however, if we had a little blow before morning. About eleven o'clock the little blow commenced. The moon had only shown itself for a few moments, and had disappeared behind a bank of inky clouds. The sky grew darker and darker, and the water began to look wrinkled and to lick the sides of the steamer playfully. How bright the lights look on the other ships, and how plainly you can hear the men singing "Marching Along!"


A rocket from the gunboat, followed by a colored firework from her masthead, first red and then white. More fireworks. Then the Captain comes up and explains to the Colonel, who is lying on a bench near me, a helpless mass of humanity muffled m blankets, that the fleet is to spread out to double distance, and take special precautions against collisions. This begins to be interesting. Will it be much of a storm? the Colonel asks anxiously. The Captain thinks nothing more than a stiff breeze, perhaps; but as there will probably be a pretty rough sea on, he thinks Ave landsmen had better turn in. It is pleasant to be at sea in a river steamer during a storm. My ideas of a storm used to be taken from Robinson Crusoe, but he had never made a cruise on a transport. I tried to go to sleep, but could not. I was too sick, and was getting sicker, and the boat creaked and shook and groaned so that the thing was not to be thought of. First, the vessel laid over on one side, till I stood nearly upright, then it rolled over on the other till I stood on my head like the hunchback in the Arabian Nights; then it pitched suddenly forward ; then it lurched heavily back, till I thought we should surely go down stern foremost; then the steamer screwed itself along through the trough of the sea and balanced itself for a moment; then it bobbed up like a cork and shook itself like a Newfoundland dog; then it plunged down again, and a heavy sea struck it fairly between the eyes and made it stagger like a drunken man; then about a ton of the same sea jumped on deck to see what the matter was, and getting no satisfaction there, came tumbling down the cabin stairs into our state-rooms, where it amused itself by floating our boots and stockings about until morning. Poor Smallweed, who had drawn lots to sleep on the floor, got up soaked and looking exquisitely miserable, but found courage, through all his wretchedness, to mutter something incoherent about never taking any thing during the night. "There's one thing," he added, presently climbing up and peering into my berth, but I was too sick to ask what that was, and turned my face away. "No danger of fire!" The crew seemed to spend their time in tramping up and down the deck overhead. Things went on in this cheerful way until about noon the next day, when finding the ship getting pretty steady again, Smallweed and I agreed to help each other in a desperate attempt to get on deck, and away from the smells and sounds of the cabin. The attempt succeeded. I am bound to say that the sight was more interesting than pleasing. Every thing on deck seemed to me to be in ruins, and what had become of the fleet? There was not a ship in sight! Our men were at work at the pumps, trying to keep the water out, which, as two of the pumps declined to work, and as the sea rushed in at every pore, was as much as they could do. The condenser had broken down during the night, and we had only a hundred gallons of water in the tanks to last us, it might be, two weeks. All the boats were stove except one, which had been carried away. Something had happened to one wheel, and we were going ahead slowly on the other. The ship was steering badly, some accident which I did not understand having happened to something with a hard name. The boilers were leaking, and the sea had wet the coal so that it burned slowly. Pleasant tidings to receive before breakfast! Cyrus and the other trusty Africans have been much too unwell to cook, but being stumbled over somewhere in the bowels of the ship, all huddled together in a knot, fast asleep, are sufficiently persuaded that the storm has abated, and duly overawed by threats of dire vengeance, to emerge from their crypt and get coffee. With our stomachs full of scalding hot coffee and a clear sky overhead and a sea gradually going down as we run out of the limits of the blow, we feel better. Towards night, the Nowanosit and Old Mortality, two old coasting steamers belonging to our division, overtake us, both leaking, but not badly as we are. The Old Mortality comes near enough to speak us, and reports that the Staten Island has gone down with all on board, and that the Phineas W. Boggs, our flagship, is behind, towing the gunboat. This, as our Captain informs us, is the result of several volleys of unintelligible roars exchanged between himself and the Captain of the Old Mortality through their speaking-trumpets. We have got to go to Port Royal for repairs, so our consorts, after giving us three cheers apiece, steam ahead again, and soon leave us far behind. In about two months, as it seemed to us, but in five days according to Captain Stedwell's reckoning, we cast anchor in Beaufort Harbor, having succeeded in reaching that port on one wheel, with leaky boilers and the sea streaming through our gaping sides, only through the most incessant pumping, aided by the special favor of Providence. The gunboat and the Phineas W. Boggs had got there before us, the former having broken her shaft. General Bulger was in a high state of ill-humor at the miscarriage, and especially at having had to tow his convoy, and it was rumored in the command that he and Commander Waters had been carrying on a volumnious and spicy correspondence, only interrupted by sea-sickness on the part of the General, ever since we left Hampton Roads. It was, indeed, asserted that this correspondence had now reached that interesting point described by Touchstone as the counter-check quarrelsome. I suppose that the readers of the New York papers in due time informed themselves of the merits and demerits of the quarrel through the medium of those display headings which save you the trouble of wading through the small type, but our regiment neither knew nor cared any thing more about it. General Bulger came on board the day we arrived, and inspected us, and made little speeches, after the Napoleonic style, to individual men picked out at random; such as, "Well, my fine fellow, how do you feel? Sick? Tired. A little rest will do you good."—" That's right. Writing home. I like to see that. Remember me to them, my man."—" Warm day, boys. That's right; keep cool," and so on. All of which are supposed by certain commanders to be highly exhilarating and encouraging to soldiers; and so they would be if the mustering officers would only enroll infants. It is an evil hour in the life of a general when he detects a likeness between himself and Napoleon.


The Boggs sailed the afternoon that we arrived. General Bulger left orders for us to follow as soon as the Occidental's repairs should be completed, and to open our sealed orders when out of sight of land. We remained at Hilton Head just two weeks, during which time we took the liberty of encamping on shore, and leaving our ship in the hands of the carpenters and mechanics. By the end of that time, we were tired enough of Hilton Head and its surroundings, of Beaufort, and the abandoned plantations and the colored people, and were glad to go to sea again, even in the Occidental. Luckily, we had perfectly smooth weather during all the remainder of the voyage, with nothing more exciting to occupy our minds than the usual absorbing topic, how long before breakfast, lunch, dinner, or tea (as the case may be) will be ready. When we got down in the Gulf, blistering under the tropical sun, most of us suffered from prickly-heat a good deal, and one day it was reported that a case of small-pox had made its appearance. That was so exciting that I confess to being a little disappointed when the doctor contradicted it, and some of the officers even preferred to doubt his authority and to shake their heads in secret.


At sea on a transport you do two things: eat and sleep. When you are not eating or sleeping you are thinking how long it will be before one or other of those events will naturally occur, and when you have just done either you are sorry it is all over. I admit that one may play cards, or smoke, or even make abortive attempts to read, or tell yarns, or listen to them, or fire pistols at the seagulls, or talk to the first mate, or drink with the purser, or make bets as to the number of miles run, or the time when you are to arrive, or the place of destination, or look over the rail into the water beaten into running suds by the wheel; but these are mere pastimes, intended to divert your mind temporarily from the two great topics of eating and sleeping, which are never absent from your thoughts.


There is nothing like a crowded transport to bring out human nature in unexpected lights. All the varnish seems to rub off, and all the little meannesses a man has in him to come to the surface. You get an insight into your neighbor that a century on shore would not have given you, and you are painfully aware that your neighbor is in his turn probing your inmost depths and discovering things that might have remained forever hidden from him, if the sea had not washed away the stone under which they grew. Smallweed came out strong, and was the life of the party. You would never have known the melancholy Quartermaster under the glow of good-humor, which, from the moment he was able to lift up his head, pervaded his usually sad countenance. He had a joke for every one, was absolutely running over with funny anecdotes, and forgot to make even the most stupid questioner smart with his satire. Our young assistant-surgeon recited more poetry than the rest of us had ever read, and always apropos of nothing. The band played three times a day till we found out all their old tunes, and the universal clamor compelled them to spare us until they should learn a new one, which they seemed to have no present intention of doing. It is a pleasing thing to discover that your boasted band, the pride and brag of the regiment, as the finest band in the army, sir, can play just seven airs. The anvil chorus is in itself a cheerful thing, but when heard three times a day at regular intervals for three weeks, with the anvils played by the quartermaster-sergeant on a celery glass, it becomes, to say the least, monotonous. I may venture to say the same of "Annie Laurie," and "Hail Columbia," and "Hail to the Chief," the "Star-Spangled Banner," "Bully for You” and the "Bould Sojer Boy," which new and popular compositions completed our repertoire. It is a consolation to remember how the bass drum was so horribly ill during the entire voyage as to be unable to produce a single tap even in the calmest weather. When the band was not playing, and we were not eating or sleeping, the men would vary the monotony by getting up a fight in the forecastle, or stealing each other's clothing, or gambling away their next month's pay, or washing clothes, or trying to set the ship on fire by smoking between decks (to the constant horror and dread of the Lieutenant-Colonel, who devoted his life to the eradication of this one practice, and was consequently unable to enjoy a moment's peace), or endeavoring to get up an excitement by almost falling overboard. The second mate, with an eye to business, got our men, who were willing enough, to work repairing his old boats, painting up here, scraping and caulking there, and doing such odd jobs whereby an honest penny might be saved.


In the evening the men used to be allowed to gather round the quarter-deck and sing songs. Some of them got up a glee club and sang quartettes beautifully, arranged by themselves on the spot. Nothing, it seemed to us, could be finer, than to sit listlessly on the deck, leaning over the rail to watch the foaming water as it ran away from us, smoking our brierwood pipes and listening to the men singing the "John Brown" song, or "Marching Along," or the glorious old "Star-Spangled Banner." In the balmy airs of the Gulf, gently kissing our heated temples, in the low murmur of the parting waves, came the mellow memories of home. * * *


"Boys," the Colonel had exclaimed, the night after we left Hilton Head; "Boys, the Doctor was right."


That young gentleman looked as if this were no uncommon occurrence, but was too much pleased to allow himself to be betrayed by speech.


"Boys, we are off to Texas! Look here, Adjutant, read this. Read it out."

And I read :—









"Head-quarters Expeditionary Corps, 










"Twenty-sixth Army Corps, 









"On board Steamer Phineas W. Boggs, 

 








"Hilton Head, S. C, July 2, 1862.J 


"Colonel :—The Commanding-General directs that as soon as your steamer is ready for sea again you proceed without delay to the Buy of Todos los Santos, Texas, and there disembark, and report to him or your Brigade Commander for orders. Very respectfully,









"Charles Petlam, 










"A. A. A.-General." 


Early on the morning of July 16th we were awakened by even a greater scuffling overhead than sailors usually make in their frantic operation of washing decks. Starting up to see what was the matter, I bumped my head against the upper berth for my pains. I laid down again to rub it. Cyrus stood, in the doorway grinning. "African," said a hollow voice from the lower berth—the voice of Smallweed—"Speak. Unloose thy tongue, slave!" Whereupon the slave buried his head in the door and grinned harder than ever. The grin expanded into an effervescence of chuckles, interrupted by a flying boot from the direction of the hollow voice. Cyrus jerked out two words, and disappeared in a volley of chuckles. "Land, Massa!"


Hastily jumping into one "pant," and trusting to luck for getting into the other en route, I rushed on deck.


There was a strip of shiny sand about a mile off, with a few tents on it. That, men said, was Texas. There were steamers all round us with American flags flying. That was the fleet. And the almost motionless water in which they were lying lazily was the Bay of Todos los Santos—the Bay of all Saints. The ancient Spanish-Mexicans had fertile imaginations. Fortunately, I am near-sighted. Perhaps all the saints were. I hope so. A long straight line of white sand is not my idea of a fine landscape.

SEEKING THE BUBBLE.

VI.

* * * * "Then a soldier, 
Full of strange oaths and bearded like the pard; 
Jealous in honor, sudden and quick in quarrel; 
Seeking the bubble reputation, 
Even in the cannon's mouth." * * * 








As You Like It.—Act II., Scene VII.

THE LAND OF SUN AND FLOWERS.


Especially Sun. There are no flowers on the shores of the Bay of Todos los Santos. As far as the eye can reach, there is nothing but white sand, salt water, and the little whitewashed town of Sacrificios, in the distance.


The water had been a little rough when I first went on deck to take a look at the promised land, and during breakfast the wind freshened, and dense clouds loomed up from the southwest, so that when we again emerged into the outer world, the sea was rolling heavily into the shallow bay, and breaking ominously near the shore. The Captain appeared uneasy, and looked aloft. The mates seemed uncomfortable, and looked below at the anchors and ground-tackle; and the engineers peered out of the engine-room, as if a storm in port were not in their department, and they would like to know what the Captain proposed to do about it. Steam was still up, and as the vessel rolled and pitched, and strained creakily at her anchors, every now and then the wheels made a few revolutions, just to keep her off shore, and head to sea. The wind began to howl dismally, and to dash the sea in thin sheets across the decks. Presently from General Bulger's head-quarters on shore, conveniently located in the only two-story house in Sacrificios, we noticed the signal-men on the roof, waving their little flag to another party on the beach, who in turn waved their flag to a third group on the flag-ship Phineas W. Boggs. Then the Boggs got up steam, and made the circuit of the fleet. As she passed us, we saw Captain Petlam, of our regiment, A. A. A.-G. to General Bulger, standing on the paddle-boxes, and waved our hats to him. He put his hands up to his mouth and shouted something unintelligible in reply, but his little treble did not reach our ears, and so big Captain Stone, who commanded the steamer, roared over in his ponderous bass: "The General directs you to land immediately." Captain Robinson looked at us, at the sea, unbuttoned his pea-jacket slowly, buttoned it with equal deliberation, thrust his great red hands in his pockets, and whistled. It was not kind of him, an old salt, thus to whistle away the courage of poor landsmen from an inland town, many of whom had never seen the sea, until now roughly introduced to it on the transport Occidental. 


"Get away with them boats, Mr. Marner," says the ponder


"Them boats!" echoes the little mate. "Get away with them boats; get away with them Boats," he repeats, in a stupefied way, looking alternately at the Captain and the sea, and then recollecting himself, bestirs himself to curse the men into activity, and carry out his orders. I do not know how the rest liked it, because none of us spoke a word for a few moments; but for my part, I felt extremely unwell. We were ordered to disembark, and land in small boats in such a raging sea, that even the old sailors were alarmed. I think we should have been more frightened if we had known the full extent of the danger.


As it was, there was no time to be lost, for the storm was increasing every moment. Leaving Cyrus to pack our things, Smallweed and I were busily engaged with the Colonel in assigning the men to the boats. We had, all told, twenty-three officers and three hundred and seventy-eight men on board, so that, omitting Lieutenant Ricketts and thirteen men, whom Doctor Cutts declared too ill to be moved, we should have three hundred and eighty-seven persons to be landed. There were four boats, capable of holding one hundred and twenty persons, including two metallic life-boats, with capacity for forty each; but Mr. Marner bluntly declared that not a soul should leave the ship in them wooden tubs, not if he knowed it; so we had only the life-boats to count on, and these would have to make five trips to and fro, without counting the baggage. One of the Colonel's horses had died on the passage, and Captain Robinson advised us to throw the other eleven animals overboard and let them swim ashore. He and his sailors would attend to that after we should have landed. First, we equalized the companies by details, until they contained thirty-eight or nine enlisted men each, and then the company commanders drew lots for precedence. H and B companies, Captain Hudson and Lieutenant Todhunter, drew the first boats, and Lieutenant-Colonel Lastoe and old Surgeon Peacack were put in to fill up. When the time came for them to get in the boats, these two companies were drawn up on opposite sides of the deck, in two ranks, with muskets, but without knapsacks, and as many of the men of other companies as could get on deck crowded around looking on. "Go ahead, Captain, said the Colonel; "get in the boats, Mr. Todhunter. Good-by, boys; take care of yourselves." But the men did not stir a foot, though the boats bobbed impatiently alongside, though the Captain and Mr. Marner exhorted us to hurry up, though Hudson pleaded, and Charley Todhunter swore. Then I saw dear old Colonel Heavysterne angry for the first time in his life, and indeed the last. "Now, then, boys," he exclaimed, in a sharp tone, that astonished the men as much as a shower-bath could have done, "what's the meaning of this? What does it mean, I say? Speak out, now! Cyrus, get me my pistol," and he stamped his foot on the deck, and looked really handsome in his heavy wrath. Then Sergeant Hrsthzyschenofl'sky, one of the very best men in the whole regiment, stepped two paces directly to the front, and bringing his piece to the shoulder, and saluting sharply, delivered himself thus: "Col-o-nel! Sir! Ze men vish allways obey ordres receive. Col-o-nel! I am old solldier. Col-o-nel I In Polish Arrmee General kill never solldier by damfool. So. In European arrmee nevare. Col-o-nel! Look at wat! Solldier go in batteau vill drown. Vill not go. So." And saluting again, old Snuffsky, as he was called in the regiment, for want of facility in his native dialect, stepped back into the ranks, and looked as if he had never said any thing, and never proposed to. The men shouted hi, hi! and rapped with the butts of their muskets. The Colonel's pistol had come. He cocked it. "Boys," he said, sternly, "I am ashamed of ye. Darned if I ain't ashamed of ye. Now look here. I've just got one thing to say to you. Get right in them boats. We are ordered to go ashore by General Bulger, and no matter how rough the sea is, no matter how many of us are drowned, we've got to go. I'm going with you in the first boat, but first I mean to see you all in. Lieutenant Jenkins, get in; Lieutenant Smallweed, you too. Now, then, Captain Hudson, get your men in, and damned if I don't shoot the first man that hangs back!" I think as he appeared just then, in his unexpected grandeur, most of the men would have rushed into the jaws of death rather than have faced him. The pistol had not half the terrors of the quiet, amiable man's angry eye. There was no more hesitation, and in a few moments we were bobbing towards the shore, Mr. Marner steering our boat, and Mr. Henningsen, the second mate, the other. Lieutenant-Colonel Lastoe and Doctor Peacack were to follow with the last boat-load.


Eight old sailors who belonged to the B Company rowed our boat, but they were out of practice, and made little progress against the heavy wind and sea, now running in an alarming way. We had to pull against the sea until we should reach a little hook that ran out into the bay, and there we could put about and make directly for the shore in tolerably smooth water. We had nearly reached the point, and had just shaken off the spray of a tremendous wave, and were smiling to think that a few more strokes would put us into a place of safety, when a huge breaker came roaring down on us. I could just see that it was grandly beautiful, with the soft light shining through its green foam-capped crest; had just time to hold on to the side with tighter grip, and to hear the mate cry, "Look out, now;" when, with a loud report, the great mass of water struck the boat, upset it as if it had been a tin cup, and dashed oars, soldiers, and all into the sea. I felt myself carried along for some distance under water before I rose to the surface, blinded and nearly suffocated. A dozen heads were bobbing on the sea near me, and about a hundred yards off, I saw the boat, keel upwards, with two or three men clinging to it. Just at that moment I saw another wave strike the other boat, and she disappeared too for an instant. There were now eighty-one of us struggling in the water, or drowned, perhaps. I could only see a score of the number. I made an effort to reach the boat, but was too weak. I felt that the sea was carrying me rapidly towards the shore, and would probably soon dash me in pieces on the beach. Something struck me a violent blow on the arm. It was an oar. I clung to it with desperation. A faint voice whispered, "All right, old boy!" and there was Smallweed on the other end of the oar! But I was getting very weak. I could not use my left arm, and the oar seemed to glide from me. I was evidently sinking. I tried to say, "Good-by, old fellow," but the water rushed into my mouth and choked me. I was floating into another world. Oh, how I wish I had lent Charley Fellows my top! If I could live, I would pay Bill Anderson the quarter I borrowed from him to buy fire-crackers with the year he went to boarding-school. What will Sophy say? Good-by, Sophy. I read the letter of the Colonel announcing my death, and the obituary notice in the Evening Star, word for word, and all the big headings in the Herald, and saw the terrible scene when Sophy should catch sight of them over the tea-urn in the morning. What a mean fellow I have been, and how few people will be sorry for this! There are dear Sophy, one, and Bill Anderson, two, and the old cook, three, and young Spatcheloe, the apothecary's boy, four, and Jip, fivepoor Jip! and .......


"Stand aside, men," I heard a strange voice say, "and let him have air. Stand aside." It was in a dream. My feet were very cold; my head was very hot; there was a choking sensation about my throat, and I felt sick at my stomach, ana generally helpless.


"Close shave," said the same voice.


I opened my eyes mechanically, and looked up feebly. A short man, with brown hair, clear blue eyes, a gentle smile, and nice white teeth, was leaning over me. Where am I? I tried to say once, twice, and fmally succeeded in getting it out: "Where am I?" "Texas this time," said the gentle voice; "might have been Hades in two minutes more—next thing to it, eh? All right—you'll do. Steward, how's the other? Sad case, sad case;" and so he left me. I lay in a dormant condition for a few moments, and became gradually aware of Smallweed. There was a warm hand on ray forehead. The hand was Smallweed's. The grave, melancholy, half-handsome face peering into mine was Smallweed's. "Are we, are we___""Drowned?" he interrupted, with his old laugh. "No, old boy—but near, d__d near it. Don't talk. Here!" and he poured the hot contents of a cup down my throat and over my mouth. "Is it good? Hey? Best Cognac, old boy. Doctor's stuff. Now go to sleep."


He was still sitting by my bedside when I again awoke. I found myself still weak, but otherwise all right, with the exception of my left arm, which was confined in splints, and was paining me dreadfully. I begged him to tell me all about it. When I relaxed my hold on the oar and swooned away, he had seized me round the waist, and kept my head as well out of water as he could. We were at the time but a very short distance from the smooth water behind the point, and the wind and the scud of the sea were drifting us in very rapidly. A boat, manned by some men of the 7th Delaware, had put out and picked up us two, just as he, Smallweed, was giving out, and had also saved five others—Captain Hudson, Sergeant Hrsthzysehenoffskv, and three privates. All the rest were lost. Poor old Colonel Heavysterne's body had floated ashore during the night, both legs and an arm bitten off by sharks! Two boat-loads from the M. Maury and Crutchfield had also tried to land. One had been stove against the ship's side, and the other had been capsized when quite near the shore, and thus thirty-one more lives had been lost. General Bulger had preferred charges against the regimental commanders for disobedience of orders, and had also intimated, confidentially, that Petlam had issued the orders without his authority. Smallweed appeared not to believe this, as I inferred from his characteristic comment: "For President, Major-General Julius Bulger." So all this had taken place yesterday! During the night the storm had abated, and the troops were now being disembarked safely and leisurely. There was no hurry now. 


One of the small bones of my left forearm was broken, I presume when the oar struck it, and this kept me for five weeks off duty, hanging about Surgeon Good's quarters; for the blue-eyed Doctor considered me as his property; laughingly called me "Jettison," by way of nickname, and claimed me as having been picked up at sea. The Doctor was one of the most entertaining men I ever knew, though as dry as a chip to any one who did not fairly strike his fancy; but he was so busily engaged in attending to the sick in his hospital that I only saw him at meals, and late at night; and our regiment was encamped several miles off, so that none of the officers came to see me often, except Smallweed, who managed to drop in for a few seconds every day on his way to the depots; consequently, I grew very lonesome and anxious for company, and was glad enough when Doctor Good abruptly said one morning, setting down his tin coffee-cup, "Clear out, youngster. Leave. Discharged cured. God bless you, boy; keep out of my hands in future, and don't forget old Doctor Good. Want a friend, know where to find him. Bye, bye." Smallweed and I held a caucus and voted the Doctor (who, by-the-way, was barely five years older than we, though he did affect antiquity) a brick.


Things were not going smoothly in the regiment. Lieutenant Bledsoe, who had been Acting Adjutant, was very glad to see me back, he said; pointed to the order-book, shrugged his shoulders, said he hoped I would like it. I hoped I should. Lieutenant-Colonel Lastoe had been issuing voluminous orders on all sorts of subjects, had been regulating, modifying, and amending every thing, and scolding everybody, it seemed to me, on reading up the orders. The acting Colonel had learned with pain and mortification that officers and soldiers of his regiment, whom he would not then name, had so far forgotten the spirit of their adopted profession, and the respect due to common superiors, as to mingle in the accounts, which they had written to their families and friends, of recent and lamented occurrences, animadversions and criticisms on the conduct of their commanding officers, out of place, uncalled for, improper, and unmilitary, and which, if repeated, would be punished with the utmost severity known to the stern code of war: so said one of these orders. It was a sample of the whole. Nobody messed with the Lieutenant-Colonel. Major Chittick only spoke to him officially. Bledsoe told me he had led the life of a dog, been made to fetch and carry, and routed out of bed at all hours of the night, to do all manner of meaningless things, such as to "tell the Chief Bugler to sound reveille punctually, at daylight; mind, sir, punctually at Daylight. Do you understand, sir? Let me hear you repeat it." The captains complained that their morning reports and provision returns were pried into by the Lieutenant-Colonel, Lastoe, and sent back with lengthy indorsements for the most trivial corrections, and that their letters to head-quarters were sometimes returned to them even for verbal errors. Upon one point there was sore dissension, and on this each party held his ground manfully. Lastoe insisted on being called "Acting Colonel," whereas the captains having laid their heads together, were unanimously resolved to style him Lieutenant-Colonel Commanding. Captain Hudson had been to see Captain Hick, the Adjutant-General of the brigade, and Captain Washington Smith, the Adjutant-General of the Division, and had been informed by each that the company commanders were right, and the Lieutenant-Colonel wrong. So the captains and lieutenants stuck to it, and even went out of their way to say "Lieutenant-Colonel" in conversation, as they would not otherwise have dreamed of doing. Besides all this, the men were aggravated almost to the pitch of mutiny by being made to drill five hours a day, and to go without coffee in the evening, and by the ferocity with which the slightest departure from perfection in polishing their gun-barrels and belt-plates was punished. In a word, the regiment was in boiling hot water. It was a great change from the straight, easy ways of good old Colonel Heavysterne. His rule had, indeed, been rather too gentle; but it had, in a rude way, done its work, and done it smoothly, so we all grieved and sorrowed over the change to the fretting discipline of the little Lieutenant-Colonel.


Lastoe and I had never been friends, and never could have been friends without changing our natures. He offended all my senses. What right had he to be set at an angle of forty-five degrees, sloping in a series of parallel lines from the back of his head to the toe of his boot, every line of the series an assertion of unlimited and exclusive self-esteem? Why had he a harsh little falsetto voice? and why did he dwell with such precision on all final consonants? If he looked aggravating on foot, he was positively insulting on horseback, with his mathematical seat, and his machine-like grip of the bridle, and his habit of goading his poor beast to one side or the other by gouging the spurs into his flanks. Then his signature looked as if he scratched it with a rusty nail dipped in acids. Altogether, I considered him a nuisance. So did Smallweed. I was not surprised, therefore, when he sent for me one day, and on my reaching his tent, where he was seated, with sword and sash on, behind a small field-desk, opened the conversation thus:—


"Adjutant, I have concluded that it is desirable on all accounts that the officer occupying the position of chief of my staff"—


"Chief of which?" I interrupted, with more point than elegance.


"Chief of my staff," he went on, as if he had not heard me, "should be one of my personal friends, enjoying my confidence, and selected by myself." Here he paused, placed the points of his fingers accurately together, swallowed his last remark, and complacently gazed over my head at nothing. It was too good a chance.


"Thank, you, Colonel," I said; "since you are so pressing, I believe I will take a seat." This disconcerted him, and he colored. He is one of those men who blush blue. Waving me curtly to a seat on his bed, he went on, without noticing me further:—


"Now, it must be evident to you, sir, that you do not fill that relation, sir; that you do not fill that relation." Finding that he expected me to say something, I executed a fine piece of strategy, and held my tongue. 


"Well," he said, presently.


"Well," I replied, dryly.


"I believe I remarked, sir, that you do not fill that relation." 


"I know it."


"Then, sir, I trust I may not find it necessary to indicate to a young gentleman of your character the course which, in my opinion, you are bound in honor to pursue."


The upshot of it was, that I informed him that I was not Lieutenant-Colonel Lastoe's “chief-of-staff," but Adjutant of the Third Regiment of District of Columbia Volunteers; that I considered myself as holding no personal relation whatever to himself; that he was not even the Colonel of the regiment yet, and could not know that he would be; that if he wished to get another Adjutant in my place he could detail one and assign me to a company; but that I should do nothing about it. That evening, at dress parade, I had the pleasure of reading this paragraph as a part of a long-winded regimental order, scolding everybody about every thing:—"1st Lieutenant William Jenkins, Adjutant, is relieved from rank, duty, and assignment as such, and is hereby assigned to duty with Company C. 1st Lieutenant C. Lucius Garbroth is detached from Company C, and assigned to duty as Adjutant of the regiment, subject to the approval and ratification of the Honorable the Department of War of the United States." Lastoe had been a small criminal lawyer in Washington, and revelled in the extremest unction of official verbiage.


It was a relief to get out of the Lieutenant-Colonel's clutches; and though I was sorry to leave Smallweed's mess, still we were nearly as much together as ever, and I looked forward with pleasure to the many idle hours the change in my duties would give me for study. Now I should at length be able to finish that book of books, Napier's "Peninsular War." I was always a great Wellington man, and though Hugo says his contest with Napoleon was "the man of calculation" against "the man of genius," and evidently thinks that settles the question, still we know which whipped. Jenkins believes in calculation, and don't in genius. Smallweed says a genius is a man who would do great things if it were not for little things. I think so too.


I was not alone in my downfall. One hot evening, while Lieutenant Childs and I were taking our lonely dinner and supper—it is quite impossible to eat or move during the middle of the day in that climate—who should ride up but Petlam! The Acting Assistant Adjutant-General at General Bulger's head quarters come down to visit his old regiment! Petlam is a soft kind of a man, but a good enough fellow withal, and every inch a gentleman; so we were right glad to welcome him to our meal, and said so. "Cap, old boy," says Childs, "what brought you over? I thought we sh'd never see Cap again." "'Humpty dumpty on a wall,'etc.;-you know the rest. Read that, boys. But, Jenks, what are you doing here? Where's Garby?" Before we explained, Ned Childs read out:—







"Head-quarters Department And Army of The Southwest,

 






Camp Neab Sacrificios, Texas, August 29, 1862.

Special Orders, No. 2.

[extract.] 

********

"17. At his own request, Captain Charles Petlam, 3d D. C. Vols., is relieved from duty as Acting Assistant Adjutant-General at these head-quarters, and will at once rejoin his proper company and regiment.








"By command of Major-general Bulger: 








"OLIVER CROMWELL, 










Assistant Adjutant-General." 

""Who the h— is Oliver Cromwell?" exclaimed Childs. "Cromwell—Cromwell—Oliver Cromwell; seems to me I've heard that name before. Let's see—"


"One of those new Lieutenant-Colonels they've been making at Washington," says Charley. "Regular brick, pressed brick, boys, I tell you; stern, though—awful stern. You bet. Massachusetts man. Been out West, civil engineer, railroading, that sort of thing. Been at Shiloh. Wounded in the thigh. Old Bulger and he are bound to fight in less than a week. You bet. Oh, it's a big thing, I tell you." And then he explained how he had resented General Bulger's insinuation of exceeding his orders in the disembarkation matter, which insinuations being made privately to the Division Commanders and some others, had only accidentally reached his ears; how General Bulger, instead of flying into a passion, as he had expected, had remained sullen and nearly silent, refusing either to confirm or retract the charge he had secretly made against Petlam; how he, Charles Petlam, had then and there given General Bulger "a piece of his mind;" in consequence whereof, here he was. Lieutenant-Colonel Cromwell had arrived on the steamer from the North just after this scene, had simply told Charley the world was wide enough for Generals and Captains too, and had issued this order. “But I wrote him a letter," said Charley, his blue eyes beaming with excitement; "I wrote the General a letter, sir. Ought to see it! How are you?" and much more of the same nature. He had demanded in writing a formal investigation of the charges against him, and his letter had been returned indorsed, "The interests of the service will not admit of a compliance with this request at the present time. By order Major-General Bulger; H. Prettyman, Lieutenant, Aide-de-camp." "The sneak !" cried Charley, not referring to Prettyman.


I was right glad of Petlam's return; for, besides that he was one more in the mess and a good fellow, he was Captain of my company, and I was glad enough to turn over to him the official harrying of the Lieutenant-Colonel. Not a day had passed without at least one unpleasant message from headquarters. At one time there would be a trifling error in the morning report, and Lieutenant Jenkins would be informed that such carelessness on the part of an officer who had had so many opportunities for becoming familiar with his duties could not be tolerated. At another, two men of C Company having laughed while the Lieutenant-Colonel was passing, Lieutenant Jenkins was notified that in future he would be held responsible that the men of his company paid proper respect to their military superiors, and that such an instance of unbecoming levity as the Acting Colonel had noticed this morning on the part of privates Walewski and Browne, 2d, could not be repeated with impunity. Now, I was sending too many sick to the surgeon. Again, I was drawing too many beans; I ought to give the men rice in such a climate; useless to explain, that there was no rice in the depots; "rice was better for the men," was the answer. I had got sick and tired of being visited by Adjutant Garbroth, with his exasperating messages, and was glad to be rid of them. Petlam has a sunny temper, and can stand them, I thought. But I found that Colonel Lastoe still pursued me, and took every opportunity for making the late Adjutant uncomfortable.


One day he went too far. He carried his complaints up to Colonel Cromwell. That officer listened with a knitted brow and a tired air, I was told, and suddenly exclaiming, "Send him to me! I can take care of him. Rolles, take his name and detail him for duty here," turned his back on Colonel Lastoe, and buried himself in a court-martial case. The next morning came an order from Department Head-Quarters, directing 1st Lieutenant William Jenkins, 3d District of Columbia Volunteers, to report in person to the Assistant Adjutant-General at Department Head-Quarters, for orders.


"I don't know the object," remarked Colonel Lastoe. "It has not been explained to me; but whatever happens, remember it's your own fault. I warned you in time."


I bid the boys good-by, and galloped into Sacrificios with a light heart. Any thing would be better than Lastoe.


Then I found he had done me a great favor.

SEEKING THE BUBBLE.

VII

** Then a soldier, 
full of strange oaths and bearded like the pard' 
Jealous In honor, sudden and quick in quarrel; 
Seeking the bubble reputation. 

Even in the cannon's mouth. * *







As You Like It.—Act II., Scene VII

FANCY DUTY.


What is man without a handkerchief?


This formed the undertow of my thoughts as I rode, at a slow military jog-trot, directly against the salt and whistling southwest wind up the sandy beach that led from our camp to the town of Sacrificios. I had left my only clean handkerchief, a dismal brown-and-purple-silk abomination, in my tent to be packed up by Cyrus, and brought after me in a wagon at that probematical period in the future, the convenience of the Quartermaster's Department. There were no leaves handy save those of the prickly cactus. Under such painful circumstances, sniffling, however available, is but an aggravation. Let me imitate the laudable example of our dear old friend, the profane farmer, when the tail-board of his cart, you remember, dropped out half-way up a steep hill, and let the whole load of apples slowly wander, m unerring and in individual obedience to the Newtonic law, down the slope in search of a thousand different resting-places. That wise man, in the very extremity of his agony, declined to swear, upon the ground that no oaths, with which his extended experience had rendered him familiar, would enable him to render even bare justice to the subject. In such a case, I feel that silence is indeed golden; yea, compound interest notes of large denominations.


Let my weathercock of a pen veer round with the changeable currents of my mind, as it wandered with peculiar tristness over the many pleasant, and some unpleasant, memories from which I was now swinging loose, as it seemed to me, forever. There was nothing, either in the low, bleak scene of white sand, green water, and dark-blue sky, or in the mechanical thumping motion of my beast, to interrupt the reverie. The old mess came up before me as in a dream. I should never see the dear old fellows again. Smallweed would be a full major-general, with a large command, finally appreciated by the many as very, very few of us had appreciated him from the first; his clear, comprehensive, incisive mind, and warm human heart, no longer wholly concealed from the eyes of the self-blinded by the originality of his expression and the peculiarity of his manners. Nobody was on the watch now, eager to take offense at the lightest sally of his wit. Strange that no one discovered bitter satire in his merest commonplaces! Who had altered? Caviare, or the general? Of course, we know that the authors of "they say" change not, whoever does or whatever. The times change and we with them, but not "they." The silent Peck—our dapper little commissary, crammed with absolute facts, and brimming over with little receipts for doing all manner of ordinary things by extraordinary methods—he would stay where he was, or become a brigade or division commissary at the utmost. Nobody would ever think of promoting so very useful an officer, and he would never ask it. A score of messes would pass by him, and scatter, and leave him the same old Peck. Petlam would get to be major, and then would be considerate enough to have himself killed, inasmuch as he manifestly lacked the stamina requisite for a higher command. As for Lieutenant-Colonel Lastoe, my vindictive hope was that the Secretary of War would, in his infinite wisdom, see fit to appoint some very young second lieutenant of the regular army, say of engineers—say just graduated!—to be colonel of the Third D. C, and that the said young brevet omniscient would rub the lieutenant-colonel into a lever! Revenge is sweet in the anticipation, however bitter in the consummation. I hope the angel that records the deeds and misdeeds of William Jenkins will not think this black dream of vengeance too frightful, in consideration of my sore and yet fresh provocation. Bledsoe would certainly be killed. He was just that kind of fellow. First-Lieutenant and Adjutant Caius Lucius Garbroth would, in all human probability, continue his attentions to the shoe-leather of the commanding officer for the time being, until gathered to his fathers in the other and better world, where even boot-licks are at rest. And old Doctor Peacack, with his panacea, whisky? Young Doctor Cutts, with his gigantic strategy? And all the rest? Good-by, boys! I shall never see you again. I'm off for California, or Australia, or Cochin China, or Timbuctoo, or some of those places, where I'll never be heard of any more; anywhere to get out of the disgrace of this – 


"Dash, dash your soul! Where in the dash are you riding to? Why in the dash don't you salute? Get out of the way!


It was Major-General Bulger with his "brilliant staff"—as the reporters say, or rather used to say—who had ridden up behind me while I was lost in my day-dream, and who, offended at my not being disturbed by his approach, had taken this opportunity of venting his displeasure. The reader will please to understand that the dashes actually made use of by General Bulger were far more terrible than those I have written. The fact is, huge oaths do not take the ink. They require the assistance of superior rank, a gruff, hollow voice, and a big black mustache, to produce their most imposing effects.


I pulled on my cap in a great hurry, and hastily apologized for my absence of mind; but the general was furious, said he didn't believe a dashed one of my dashed excuses, and I must consider myself in arrest, and report to—to—to—(here a lucky inspiration came to his relief) to the provost-marshal. Turning to one of the officers of the staff, who were scattered for a long distance on the road when first I saw them, but who had at length succeeded in overtaking the general after a hot gallop, General Bulger said, "Major Prettyman, take away his sword. Take it away!" Prettyman, who was a sufficiently innocent-looking youth, with an open mouth and dull eyes, and who, by-the-way, wore a captain s uniform, as I noticed, obeyed the order as rapidly as the curious manoeuvres of his gigantic, bucket-faced, brown horse would let him. A neat-looking officer, with sharply-cut features and an intent expression, turned his easily-managed animal out of the crowd, and waited for us to come up. Prettyman saluted elaborately. The other officer returned the salute lightly, but with a peculiar air of grace to which I was quite a stranger.


"Captain Prettyman," he said, in a clear tone, just sufficiently sharp to be immovably decided, and not enough so to be brusque, "give me that sword, and join the general." So Prettyman was only a captain, after all: that officer would never make a mistake in a title. Somehow, before I was aware of it, the neat-looking officer had taken up my jog-trot, and we were riding along side by side, while Prettyman was madly securing along the beach, at an aide-de-camp's gallop, vainly trying to overtake the staff.


"Young gentleman," said my companion, abruptly, and apparently without looking at me, though I felt his keen gray eyes were fixed upon me all the while, "what's your name?"


"William Jenkins, sir."


"Third District of Columbia?"'


"Yes, sir." How did he know that, I wondered!


“Hm! Heard of you. Not much good, either. No matter for that. Don't believe what everybody says about anybody else. Everybody's often wrong. Sometimes lies, too. People will lie, you know. Great mistake, sir; very great mistake. Carry this sword."


I couldn't help taking it from him; but the next moment I had to explain that General Bulger had ordered me in arrest, and deprived me of my sword.


"I know it," he interrupted. "Now, he orders you to take it back again. Consider yourself released from arrest. Say nothing to anybody. It'll be all right again in a day or two.


"Well, but –  "I ventured to expostulate.


"No buts. I don't like buts. You want to know who I am, I suppose. Mr. Jenkins, Colonel Cromwell; Colonel Cromwell, Mr. Jenkins. Glad to make your acquaintance, sir. Thank you."


This amazing dialogue he carried on all by himself, without the slightest change of expression or manner, and without once looking at me except for a single instant, when he spoke his own name. I tried to stammer out a confused sentence to assure him how much I felt indebted to him for his wonderful kindness to an entire stranger, but he threw up his hand impatiently, and said, decisively—


"Gallop!"


The silence was not again broken until we had nearly reached the town, when Colonel Cromwell abruptly brought his horse to the trot, and, turning to me, asked, while my stiff old beast was still bumping through the change of gait, "Where are General Bulger's head quarters?"


"Don't you know?" I was surprised into exclaiming.


"Young gentleman," he replied, half sharply," that's not the question. I know, of course. Do you?"


"No, sir."


"Yes, you do. No man is fit to be an assistant adjutant-general who can't tell where the commanding general's headquarters are. Now, answer my question!"


Somehow I felt that much depended on this, and looked wildly around at the house-tops.


"There isn't any," said Colonel Cromwell, quickly.


"Any what?" I was startled at this style of conversation, and uttered the first words that came into my head.


"Any flag. That's what you are looking for."


What a man! How did he find that out? I began to be frightened. Suddenly, a thought struck me. My desperation made me bold, and 1 turned upon my questioner as I have heard it said some naturally timid animals do upon their pursuers under similar circumstances.


"There it is," I said, boldly, pointing to a cupola painted of a delicate pistache color, and visible, in what seemed the centre of the town, over all the other roofs.


"Sure?"


"No, sir; but I think so."


"Well, that will do for a beginner; but the next time you must be sure. Young assistant adjutant-generals must never think; we keep them to know things. How did you guess?"


I was encouraged by my success to tell the literal truth. "Because that seems to be the largest and finest house in the town."


"Good!" the colonel exclaimed. "Excellent, young gentleman! The largest and best house is the general's headquarters; the most comfortable one is the quartermaster's; in the quietest you'll find the commissary's; look for the medical director in the most unhealthy, and you can't go wrong."


As he stopped, I ventured to inquire where the adjutant-general's office was most likely to be found.


"Oh, anywhere! Any place that's convenient for everybody except the adjutant-general. No matter about him. If he don't like it, why was he a mule?"


"A what?" I exclaimed, aghast, and doubting my entire sobriety.


"A mule," he replied, in a matter-of-fact way; "but you don't know that story. Of course you don't. Tell it to you, some day.—Orderly, take these horses.—You, sir, follow me."


By this time, we had arrived in front of the house with the red cupola. Imposing as its height had seemed in the distance, it was but a poor two-story affair, after all, built of wood, in the old Spanish style, with high barred windows, and a great entrance at the side serving indifferently for the admission of man and beast. On the ground floor Colonel Cromwell had apparently established his office, and . had improved it, after a fashion half Yankee and all military, by causing some of his men to remove the bars from one of the windows so as to admit of ingress and egress to the blue crowds that thronged the room, and, with the chattering of their tongues, made its high-pitched walls echo Babel. Officers, soldiers, sutlers, negroes, two fancily-dressed women, one lady in seedy mourning, some frowsy-looking, lemon-colored Spaniards, an obvious Englishman in a gaudy cravat, and a small boy of doubtful race, were all mingled together in a confusion of which, what with the novelty of the situation and the noise, I could make nothing. Why were all these people here? What were they doing? Where did they come from? Where were they going? "An adjutant-general's office is a place where they issue orders," I thought to myself, "and this is simply a cross between a public market and a private mad-house. Who ever saw such a scene, out of an opera?"


As soon as Colonel Cromwell entered the room, and a bulky-looking youth, in a short shell jacket, carelessly thrown open so as to expose a gorgeous pink flannel shirt, had announced the fact to the worthy crowd by remarking, "There He is now— talk to Him if you want to"—the whole flock set upon him, excepting only the two women and the lady, and, poking little papers of all shapes and many hues of dirtiness mto his face, began to chatter at once. The colonel walked through them as Moses may have done through the Red Sea, and taking his stand behind the desk where the bulky youth had been installed when we entered, quietly remarked," One at a time," and held out his hand for the nearest paper. Three other papers vainly endeavored to insinuate that they were the first-comers, and should be the first served. It turned out that the first paper belonged to an exceedingly shabby soldier, of palpably Teutonic origin, judging from the corroborative evidence of at least three of my senses, which, as there is no telling when a man's friends may insist on his becoming a candidate for alderman, or President, or sheriff, or something of the kind, I decline to specify. Some relative of the Dutchman, as his compatriots are usually called in the army, not unfrequently with an obnoxious prefix, had conveniently departed this life in Hesse Darmstadt, or Hohenzollern Sigmaringen, or some of those places, and had left quite a large fortune to his great-nephew, in reward for his services in the cause of liberty. The great-nephew, clearly perceiving more lager in the fortune than in his present career, to say nothing of no work and less danger, wished incontinently to quit the service and return to the Fatherland. In about the time it usually takes my awkward fingers to pick up a pin, Colonel Cromwell had opened the paper, run his eye over the contents, turned it round, read the numerous indorsements on the back, cast an exhaustive glance at the German, and handed it to me, with the inquiry, "Write a good hand?"


"A legible one," I answered, impelled by the contagious influence of his manner to imitate his curtness.


"That means a good one. Write this: 'Disapproved, and respectfully returned. A soldier with a fortune can afford to fight for his adopted country. By command of Major-General Bulger'—I'll sign it." And before I could turn round, he had seized upon another paper, and was rapidly devouring its vitals in the same off-hand manner. Long afterward, I saw a great surgeon use the knife, but till this time I had never witnessed such bold and clean dissection.


Some officers wanted immediate leaves of absence, on the various stereotyped pretexts with which I was already familiar, but had hitherto fancied peculiar to our regiment; others wished their resignations accepted without an instant's delay; others must positively go home on recruiting-service by the steamship then waiting in the bay, with steam already up; some of the men desired furloughs; others discharges, to accept promotions; others transfers to other regiments; others details for wonderfully contrived special duties as tinkers, tailors, bakers, butchers, hospital-nurses, commissaries' and quartermasters clerks, and what not; one even had the impudence to expect to be detailed as secretary to the colonel of another regiment but that man came from Boston; a disreputable-looking corporal, wearing yellow corduroy trowsers tucked into his boots, and a dyed imperial, applied tor permission to vend pies, writing paper, cigars, and patriotic songs to his comrades. The sutlers brought for approval stupendous lists of articles imperatively needed by the officers of the unfortunate regiments whereon these leeches had fastened their prehensors; among these necessaries being sundry barrels of whisky, of wonderful range and great accuracy of fire; many thousands of cigars, bearing externally the brand of Havana, but intrinsic evidence of the leaf of the quercus alba and the manufacture of Connecticut; and no end of drugged lager-beer and simulated Rhine wines for the delectation of our Pennsylvania Germans; "eye-openers" and patented "bitters "for the Western men; and, for the New England chaps, books, curiously illuminated stationery, and direful pies, purporting to be mince and apple, but suggestive of geological researches and aggravated dyspeptic consequences. The lady in the seedy mourning was the widow of a Confederate officer, killed at Bull Run, and wanted a pass to go through the lines to get his body, having been unsuccessful in two attempts to run the lines on the Upper Potomac, and by our unexpected arrival anticipated in a subsequent endeavor, via Nassau and Havana, to elude the blockade at Sacrificios. The Englishman was a British subject, you know; had come to this country in search of commercial adventure, had brought a vessel loaded with medicines and blankets, and boots, and that sort of thing, and had been stopped and deprived of his ship in the most harbitry manner by one of those blockading fellows belonging to Mr. Farragut's fleet, you know; and he himself had been taken to New Orleans and had waited there several weeks, at great expense, in 'opes of getting some satisfaction out of General Butler, but had finally abandoned that attempt in utter despair, and, going to Havana, had run the blockade to Galveston, and thence passed round to the country on the Magdalena River, back of Sacrificios, and gone to buying cotton; had no sooner done so, than your troops came here, quite unexpectedly, and began to seize every thing they could lay their 'ands on; one man that called himself General Turtle Ton, or something of that sort, had taken away twelve hundred bales against the urgent protest of the injured Briton, and although attention was specially called to the marks—all of which was, in his opinion, a 'igh handed-outrage and a bloody shame, you know, and that sort of thing; so much so, that the complainant invoked the heathen divinity, Jupiter or Jove, to witness his wish that he had never set foot in this extraordinary and 'orrid country.


"You say the cotton is marked with your initials, sir," remarked Colonel Cromwell. "What may your name be?" 


"Chawles Stuart Haddison."


"C. S. H. Is that the mark?"


"No, sir. 'C. S. Hay,' in a diamond. I beg your pardon, but I said Haddison."


"Oh! C. S. A.! Well, I suppose General Torlilye took it for Confederate States of America."


The bulky youth burst out into such an immoderate fit of laughter, that he upset the camp-stool, upon two legs of which he had been carefully balancing himself, with ill success, for some minutes. Even Colonel Cromwell smiled, half contemptuously, however; and I should have followed the example of the young officer, and disgraced myself on the spot, if fear of my new acquaintance had not suppressed my sense of the ludicrous. The bulky youth whistled gently and remarked, in an undertone, addressed to nobody, "Cheek."


"Sir," said the colonel, "your case is substantially like that of about one million six hundred and fifty-eight thousand others that come here every day. Privately, I don't believe your name is Charles Stuart Addison, or that you are entitled to the protection of the British Government. On the contrary, I take you for a rascally speculating blockade-runner and spy, and if I were not adjutant-general of this department, it would give me intense satisfaction to furnish yon a practical illustration of a new use for one of the biggest of those boots you tried to bring here for the rebel army. That cotton belongs to Jeff. Davis, and you know it as well as I do. Officially, however, I am bound to tell you that, as you claim to be a British subject and a neutral, any application you may make in writing through the duly accredited and recognized consuls or minister of your government to the Department of State at Washington—will receive the attention it deserves! Good-by, sir. Don't stay long in this department; the climate won't suit you. If I were you, I'd get a comfortable state-room on the first boat for New York, and leave this horrid country just as fast as steam could carry me."


If I repeat all this conversation just as it occurred, please remember, my dear sir, or madam, as the case may be, that 'tis not because I approve the language or manner used by the speakers, but because they spoke and acted as they did. If I meet a man seven feet high, I may not prefer that altitude; indeed, I may regard it with actual aversion, but truth compels me to write him down, or up, just seventy-two inches, let me confess, that much of what I heard now made my nerves stand on end at the time, though I soon became accustomed to it, and learned to excuse it to some extent, by reason of new circumstances previously unfamiliar to my mind.


The lemon-colored Spaniards, impatient, and wounded in their fine sense of honor at being kept waiting so long, while the scum of creation, as they apparently considered the majority of those who had preceded them were attended to, folded their cloaks about them, and muttering many unintelligible things to each other, stalked out of the doorway, disdaining to use the window entrance employed by the Yankees.


The two fancily-dressed women in dirty little white bonnets, with alarming red and yellow flowers, and decorated with a profusion of cheap finery and paste jewels, sat immovable until everybody else had got through, when, finding that Colonel Cromwell took not the slightest notice of their presence, but seated himself to write, they flounced up to his desk, and attracted his attention with the points of their parasols.


"Well," he said, quietly, without looking up, and continuing to write with the most business-like deliberation.


The pair looked as if they would like to be saucy, but dared not. The colonel having signed his name, and carefully dried the ink on the blotting-paper, pointed with his pen to the bulky youth. "Captain Rolles, he said, "see to these women." I fancied that my quick ear caught on the last word ever so slight an emphasis, as delicate and intangible as the aroma of the onion that has been passed by dainty fingers just once round the edge of the salad-bowl.


The bulky youth addressed as Captain Rolles, having finished the lengthy operation of lighting a cigar, in which he was at the moment engaged, loitered across the room, and between two puffs, without removing the cigar from his lips, gruffly articuated, "What do you want?"


They wanted to go and see their husbands, they said, and brought letters from a Methodist minister in Chicago and the cashier of a bank in Saccarappa, Maine, introducing them to General Bulger, and commending them to his care and attention. Captam Rolles read the letters in a cloud of smoke, and then having folded them up with great pains, in an entirely different way from that in which they had come into his possession, laid them on the colonel's table, and remarked, laconically, "D. B."


"Very well. Send for their husbands to report here." "Your husbands will come here to see you," said Captain Rolles to the two females. "I'm going to send for them ;" and he sat down and scratched off a few lines, with many interlineations and elisions and one huge blot, and presently called out for an orderly. Meanwhile the women turned as white as they conveniently could under two coats of paint, and one of the pair, tossing her head, made for the door, exclaiming that she did not come here to be insulted.


"Orderly!" said Colonel Cromwell, looking up for the first time, "stop those women! Captain Rolles, send to the provost-marshal for an officer and a file of men. Madam, he continued, sternly, rising and turning to the one who had tossed her head; "do you take us for children? Do you suppose us idiots?"


The woman addressed seemed badly scared, although she managed to titter to her companion that it would be impolite for her to express her opinions before people's faces.


"Look here," said the colonel, fixing his keen gray eyes upon them, and striking the knuckles of his left hand upon the table, where he kept them firmly during the remainder of the interview; "I know you, both of you, better than you think for. There is no such officer in the Two Hundred and Forty-fifth Pennsylvania as Captain Andrew Ferguson. There is no such officer in the Thirty-ninth Maine as Major Jeremiah F. Swett. You are not Mrs. Ferguson "—to the boldest one—"your name is Allison; you are the widow of a dismissed Confederate quartermaster, and you came from Mobile, Alabama, instead of Chicago, Illinois. You"—to the other—"are named Margaret Williams. Yon are the wife of a captain on one of the Mississippi River packets whose original name was Williams, but who called himself Taliaferro after he had served out his term in the St. Louis penitentiary, where he was sent for robbing the mails. You were banished from New Orleans two months ago, on suspicion of being a spy, and I am now going to send you both to the guard-house on the certainty of being spies! You see I know you !—Rolles, see to this."


The woman whom he had called Margaret Williams had , fainted; but the other, overcome with fear, let her fall like a log at her feet, and made no effort to restore her. A red-faced orderly, exclaiming, "Look at that, now !" rushed out, and in an instant returned with a horse-bucket full of water, and dashed its contents in the face of the prostrate woman, or, for that matter, over her entire body. She revived. An old Spanish negro-wench, sitting outside asleep in the sun, being waked up and impressed into service by the red-faced orderly, Mrs. Williams was soon sufficiently restored to be taken to jail by the provost-guard.


I suppose I must have shown my blank amazement in my face, for the colonel looked at me with a pleasant smile, and remarked that I must not be astonished at any thing I might see or hear in his office.


"No, sir, I won't," I replied; at which he laughed. So did Captain Rolles.


As fast as one set of applicants thinned out, their places were supplied by another set so exactly similar in every respect, that but for an occasional exception in the way of an original specimen of humanity with a new complaint or a new petition, or an old one supported by a new pretext, you could hardly have distinguished the crowd at one hour of the day from that at other hour.


"Now, then," said Colonel Cromwell to me, availing himself of a moment, about five o'clock in the afternoon, when the rush seemed to subside, "you are to be my assistant here. I will issue the order to-day. This is Captain Rolles—Rolies, Lieutenant Jenkins—that officer of the Third District of Columbia that we were talking about—got into trouble with the colonel, you remember.—Mr. Jenkins, I want you for the present to read up in our order and letter books, post yourself with regard to the organization of the command, and so on, and in a day or two, when you have become familiar with the office, we will find some regular duty for you. Office hours, nine to three. Nobody works at night here except in unexpected emergencies. We don't have unexpected emergencies often. I hate them. No man is fit for more than six hours of his best work. All over that makes second or third quality of the whole mass. Oh! Here are a few points you must keep constantly in mind. Remember names. Write them correctly, too; no excuse for getting a man's name wrong. Never forget paragraph four-fifty-one Army Regulations, and never let any one else forget it! That's the keystone of the arch. Take nothing for granted. The thing you take for granted is sure to turn out wrong. Never suppose. We keep you to know. Never suppose, Mr. Jenkins; don't let me catch you supposing. Open your eyes and ears, and shut your mouth; and—good-by, gentlemen. I'm going home. By-the-way, dine with me. Six sharp. Good-night."


And so he disappeared from the office, and, mounting a small steel-gray stallion that had been making a terrible noise in the street for the last fifteen minutes, rode at a fast trot down towards the beach road.


I had been taught so much in so short a space of time, that I seemed to know nothing. I can only describe the sensation as a mental dyspepsia. It is not what you swallow, but what you digest, that repairs bodily waste. Nutriment (I do not refer to milk) may be too much condensed. My mind was full to repletion, but could assimilate nothing.


The sight of Captain Rolles standing opposite with his hands extending the outline of his pockets, and grinning in my face, brought my scattered thoughts to a focus. Have you never noticed how, sometimes, when your eyes have been wandering vacantly over the heavens and earth far into infinity, and resting upon nothing, they are caught and riveted by a fly-speck, or a bit of lemon-peel, or the sole of an old boot, or some such impertinent little thing?


"By-the-way, captain," I asked, though nothing could have been further out of the way, "is this the kind of thing they call Fancy Duty?”


(Puff) "The identical." (Puff. A pause.)


"What did you mean by ' D. B.' that time when the colonel handed you the lady's letter to examine?"


The bulky youth smiled broadly, and compassionately, as I thought, and replied, without interrupting his smoke, " D. B."


"Yes, I know. But what does it mean?"


“Dead Beat."


"What does that mean?"


“D. B."


"Don't it mean any thing?"


"No! But it's very expressive. It's slang."
SEEKING THE BUBBLE.

* * * "Then a soldier, 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard; 
Jealous in honor; sudden and quick in quarrel; 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon's mouth * * *" 







—As Yon Like It. Act II., Scene VII.

VIII.

AMONG OTHER THINGS, ABOUT MULES.


The next morning after my installation in Colonel Cromwell's office, as acting-assistant adjutant-general, as the order said, I set to work in blind earnest, according to the colonel's directions of the previous afternoon, to familiarize myself with my new duties; though what those duties were to be, I confess I had not the most remote conception, the dominant idea prevailing in my mind, at that moment, being that somehow I had not been dismissed, as I had confidently expected to be when Lieutenant-Colonel Lastoe gave me the order to report at Department head-quarters. Had I known what was in store for me—the untold woes symbolized, though to me concealed, by the three A's and one G which I was now authorized and required to append to my official signature—my pleasure at escaping from unmerited disgrace might have been marred by a horrible doubt. But fortunately, most fortunately; we mortals are so constructed that, barring dyspepsia and the like disturbants of our normal balance, we cannot see round the corner. What would become of us, if we could?


So, in blissful ignorance of teamsters, the young mule browsed at will among the new pastures. Curious and wonderful were many of the things that caught my attention. First and foremost were those awful consolidated morning reports, terribly familiar to every adjutant, general or special, come back to plague me, but grown into a gigantic sheet, crossed and recrossed with an interminable array of red columns and red lines, and filled with a reckless waste of red figures and black figures alarming to contemplate. Who invented consolidated morning reports? Why do they have them? What does who do with them? I asked myself; but not even echo, although currently supposed to solve all questions otherwise unanswerable, was sufficiently audacious to venture on a response. I was informed by Lieutenant Chipps, the officer on whom the weight of this nuisance had been devolved by the Adjutant-General, that General Bulger insisted upon having a full return made out every day; the consequence of which appeared to be that the. reports were now just seven weeks behindhand, and were being rapidly gained on, while the Adjutant-General of the Army at Washington was frantically demanding impossible monthly returns for remote periods in the forgotten past. Chipps might have been any age, from twenty-five to forty, being certainly either very young for his looks, or else looking very old for his age. He seemed to have gone through one of those desiccating processes that have been so successfully applied to milk and eggs and vegetables, and, like those articles, to have become thereby very much condensed in bulk and changed in color and appearance, without suffering any material loss of the essential virtues. I found him a very quiet man, charged with about two dozen fixed and finite opinions, or '"facts," as he styled them, which, from internal evidences, I should say were acquired at a very tender age, and had simply become hardened by time, without perceptible addition or subtraction. When I add that he wore amazingly high shirt-collars, chewed a great deal of leaf tobacco, apparently without spitting, read a pocket edition of Moore's poems in the intervals of consolidated morning reports, and was never known to write or receive a letter, I say all I know of him.


Rolles I found to be a very muscular young Christian, indeed; and I could not help fancying that the singular affection which evidently subsisted between him and the sharp, finely-tempered Colonel was all that kept him in the office. Certainly he was very much out of place anywhere within pistol-range of pen, ink, and paper; for, with one or two notable exceptions, I have rarely met a man with a more unhappy fatality of getting the English language into a snarl, and writing just what he did not mean. No amount of remonstrance could persuade him that the form of expression used made the slightest difference: so long as he himself understood it, that was enough. As we walked up to Colonel Cromwell's tent to dine, the big boy informed me, in answer to one section of my catechism, that his department was the "heavy standing around;" and I soon found that this uncouth phrase was sufficiently descriptive. I may as well confess that my opinion of this young gentleman underwent a material modification some weeks later, when I saw him waked up at the assault of Muddy Fort.


These two officers and myself, with eleven clerks, detailed from the different regiments in the department, constituted the effective force of Colonel Cromwell's office. That peculiar man required us to work, with the regularity of machinery and the punctuality of a chronometer, from eight o'clock in the morning until noon, and from one to three in the afternoon, every day. It was no idle theory with him, that six hours of mental labor were just enough for the man and the work. "The machine preserves its uniform efficiency, and the product is its best," he used to say; "no use of dilution; gain in extensitv is lost in intensity. He seemed on such familiar terms with all words that I scarcely noticed that these terms were not of daily use, until they were reduced to ink. Ink is to language what the photograph is to nature: it preserves the form indeed, but crucifies the expression.


After I had loafed about the office a few days, reading up the order and letter books, and puzzling over the documents that came pouring in in a steady stream, like grist to the hopper, Colonel Cromwell informed me that my special department would be the correspondence, Rolles taking charge of the issue of general- and special orders under his personal direction. This sounded to me, then, much grander than it turned out, for I presently discovered that my management of the correspondence consisted of such things as translating the colonel's phonoglyph, "A F—A G" into "Approved and respectfully forwarded to the Adjutant-General of the Army. ____, Major-General Commanding." By the way, it occurred to me that this blank would have been quite as expressive without the signature of one Julius Bulger. "No" had to be interpreted, "Sir: In reply, &c., &c., asking, &c., &c., the Commanding General directs me to inform you that the interests of the public service do not admit of a compliance with your request." The Commanding General directs: what a ton of satire is hidden under that thin phrase! It scared me terribly at first to find that the Commanding General neither directed one in a thousand of the many things done in his name, nor even knew of their being ordered; but the custom of service, the unwritten and inflexible law of armies, sanctifies the fiction. And perhaps it is as well. How else would some commanders that you and I know of, dear reader, have weathered the northeast wind that blows removals to the south? Napoleon cut square across the knot in the campaign of Italy, but "nice customs," even while they "curt'sy to great kings," change not in their substance, for see what became of the Napoleonic creation in our own war! . . . . But that is hardly a fair argument either; for we Saxons, though we rush madly into the footsteps of the Frenchman, generally manage to obliterate the delicate Parisian imprint with the heavy tread of our double-soled brogan. We copy the French names, indeed, but where are the French things? Where is the Chef d'Etat Major, whom we and our late English cousins tried to import? I suppose we all remember the "B'ys, I'm wid ye," that so grotesquely betrayed the origin of at least one enthusiastic member of the Garde Lafayette, when that regiment retired and the 62d went forward at Fair Oaks. I do not vouch for the fable, but fully subscribe to the moral.


It was at the dinner to which Colonel Cromwell had been kind enough to invite his new assistant (who has ungratefully been letting the soup cool itself to jelly, while he was indulging in one of his pet long-winded digressions), that the colonel took advantage of a favorable gap in the conversation and dishes to insert his promised story about the mule. It was originally the property, he said (meaning the story), of a splendid fellow who had served as inspector-general on the same staff with him in Grant's army at Donelson and Shiloh; the scene had been witnessed in General Halleck's muddy and cautious advance on Corinth, and had been told to Colonel Cromwell as he lay wounded in one of the hospitals at Cairo. From that moment, he said, his wound began to heal. A four-mule team had become hopelessly tangled up in the road by the refractory conduct of one of its members. The teamster, dismounted and up to his boot-tops in mud, was beating the balky animal with the butt end of his whip. To him, arrives, horror-stricken, a tract-bearing member of some commission, and attempts to reason with the teamster—reason with a teamster !—then gently to expostulate, next decidedly to rebuke: firstly for his brutality, secondly for his added and ear-offending profanity; for by this time the mule has begun to kick madly, but with excellent intention, and the ass to swear terrible mouthsful. "My friend," finally remarks the man of tracts, designing an impressive climax—-" My friend, you should not beat that poor dumb animal so. How would you like it yourself?" "Go to—," I will not say where, exclaims the infuriated teamster with many an—I will not say what —besides, and seizing a huge fence-rail, whereof there were still a few left in the State of Mississippi in those early days, begins to belabor therewith the back of the unfortunate beast. "If he-don't-like it" he shouts, breathlessly and between whacks, "Why-was He-a Mu-el ?—say!" Whereupon Rolles burst into a roar, and laughed till the tears ran down his fat cheeks, while Doctor Crippler cackled till he was purple and had brought on a violent cough, and poor Jenkins upset his camp-stool, and a whole dish of tomatoes, under the influence of the surprise, and, it is unnecessary to say, continued to giggle at the shortest notice during the remainder of the evening. The colonel looked inexpressibly pleased, but merely smiled, called to the attending contraband to bring more tomatoes, and occupied himself in tracing my name on the table-cloth with the end of a clean fork.


"That story," he said presently, when we had somewhat returned to civilized life, "is like a sword-cane in one respect: it hides its true point. Though the subject belongs to the Quartermaster's Department, the application is universal. When ever anybody beats you with a fence-rail, and you don't like it, as I fancy you won't, ask yourself, 'Why was you a mule?' and you will feel better immediately. You were made to be licked."


"And to kick," suggested Rolles.


"Yes, and skin whose legs? Iron trace chains are harder than mule bark any day."


"Go on with the Sanford and Merton, colonel; don't mind us," said the big youth with a grin, whereat the colonel, instead of being mortally offended, merely rumpled the young gentleman's hair, and told him he should be sent away from the table until he learnt better manners.


I soon found the use of that moral; and through the next few months, when I had little but hard work, and nothing but abuse for my pains from inferiors and superiors alike, always excepting my three companions in the traces; when it seemed to my overstrained nerves that every man who wanted or fancied he wanted any thing, without the shadow of a claim, came in person to head-quarters to ask for it, thirsting for the gratification of having a grievance against the humble instruments of his denial; when it appeared as if every thing we did was undone by General Bulger, and had to be done over again, and again undone, and gone through with once more; when I fancied that the general issued harsh and disagreeable orders for no other purpose than, by countermanding them promptly upon personal application to him, to create the impression that Colonel Cromwell was the enemy, and General Bulger the benefactor, of the army; when the Department at Washington threatened dismissal for non-rendition of returns which the general had carried in his coat pocket until they had become greasy with age; when the corps and division commanders said they hadn't received orders, for which we held their written receipts; when Colonel Close did the same thing, two or three times a day, and wrote private notes about it to the general, which made that just man think we were nursing a private feud; when the foreign aides-de-camp seized the stalls set apart for our horses, and their delightful servants stole our saddles, and we could get no satisfaction, because said aides wouldn't understand the American customs, and we couldn't speak, let us say, the Cossack language; when Captains Vauxrien and Prettyman were always detailed to accompany the general to the reviews, and to the gorgeous dinners given by Admiral Puffer, on the Flagship "G. V. Fox," while Captain Rolles and Lieutenant Jenkins were the ones to hunt up a stray brigade of the Twenty-seventh Corps at two A. M. of a dark and rainy night, or to go out in a small boat before daybreak with a sharp norther rising, to carry the forgotten dispatches to the steamer of the Blackeye Line for New York, anchored off the bar;—in a word, whenever one of those little troubles overcame me, such as cause the stoutest heart to contract with the thought that the world has turned against it, suddenly a bright ray would light up the darkness, and I would say to myself, "Why was I a mule?” and fall to whistling the "Year of Jube-lo," as cheerily as an artist.


`The very day after my arrival at head-quarters, an order was issued to the different commanders to have their troops in readiness for offensive operations at a moment's notice, and a circular was sent round to the different staff officers, warning them that they must he prepared to take the field with similar haste, probably on the ensuing Monday. One wall tent would be allowed to every four officers, and but twenty-five pounds of baggage, including mess-chest. I was young, then, in staff experience, and knew no better than to pack up a single change of under-clothing, a pound of tobacco, two towels, a cake of soap, one hair-brush, one tooth ditto, one whisk ditto, and a comb, strap a pair of blankets to my saddle, and remain in close proximity to the general's house from morning till night for four whole days, until all my companions got to laughing at my innocence. I may here state that, although exactly similar orders and circulars continued to be issued about every fortnight until towards Christmas, nothing came of them, and that, when we finally did move, it was quite unexpectedly to everybody, especially, as I think, to Major-General Bulger, and that that gallant and accomplished chieftain filled no less than seven wagons with the "personal baggage, including mess-chest," of himself and his five Cossack-aides, as we used to call them.


In November, our command was strengthened by the arrival from New York and Boston, on transports, of about eight thousand troops, chiefly nine-months men, with a few veterans from the Northwest, and a regiment or two from the garrisons at Washington. After much delay and a great deal of discussion between General Bulger, Colonel Cromwell, Colonel Close, and Major Hancharensis, of the Greek army (the latter of whom vehemently persisted upon the adoption of the phalanx as the unit of organization, while Colonel Close merely contended for the smallest possible number of wagons, and the detail of the highest officers as brigade quartermasters), an order was issued, designating these troops, augmented by one brigade from our own corps, as the Twenty-seventh Army Corps, and appointing Brigadier-General B. A. Tortilye to the command, subject to the approval of the President. General Tortilye was an old Shiloh friend of our adjutant-general's, who valued him for his sterling qualities, and was very much admired by General Bulger for his eccentricity. I had long venerated him from a distance, because he never came to head-quarters unless sent for. I had not met him before he was placed at the head of the new corps, but recognized him instantly when, in getting the colonel to sign a paper, I encountered in his office a sharp but bronzed-visaged veteran, clad in a faded field-officer's coat, thrown wide open, with small silver stars on the shoulders, but without other ornament of any kind, and a buff waistcoat encircled by a sword-belt of the same color, bearing a huge cavalry sabre, upon the handle of which the possessor of these curiosities was actively engaged in crushing and effectually destroying a regulation felt hat, once black, without so much as a gold cord upon it. He moved about and talked incessantly, not only then, but always afterwards, whenever I saw him, in a nervous, jerky way, changing from one subject to another, or from one attitude to another, in the most surprising manner.


"No use of nine months men—not a bit," he was saying just then, "not the first d__d bit. Might as well send so many flower-pots. Set of fools, anyhow. No idea of the war. Won't fight. Won't let us fight. D__n their proclamations. Give me the men, sir, and take your proclamations. Who reads proclamations, anyhow? Printing spoils 'em for cigarettes—might do some good, else. No place to camp in. Not fit for a dog. No water. And I'm d__d if I don't have those wagons, too, if I have to go and hitch 'em up myself. Where's the general?" During which brief sentence he had walked three times round and seven across the room, sat on all the chairs and then on the table, upset the inkstand, lit a cigar, let it go out, and threw the stump into our bucket of ice-water, all without evincing the slightest consciousness of any thing unusual or noteworthy in his proceedings. Then Lieutenant Jenkins was more glad than ever that General Tortilye had been so ceremonious in his visits to head-quarters, inasmuch as the said lieutenant would probably at some time have been provoked into a personal altercation with this gentleman. Knowing the friendship subsisting between the two I was quite prepared to hear the colonel say, "Turtle, if you walk a certain number of times up and down this room, you will have gone a mile, you know. Orderly, just filled this inkstand, please. And, Turtle, I'll thank you to be careful in selecting your spittoon another time, and keep it separate from our ice-water.' Then he signed my paper, and I had to leave the room.


A few days later, General Tortilye went out with one division of his corps on a reconnoissance, and, after his return, sent in such a queer report of it, that I was obliged to copy it, to show round if ever I should return home. It is not long, and, besides, you can skip it if you choose:—










"Hd. Qrs. 27th A. C. (Provl.)










Mud Bayou, Near Sacrificios, Tex., 











Dec. 2,1862— 

"Col. O. Cromwell, A. A. General, 

Hd. Qrs., Army Southwest— 

"Dr. Colo.—Owing probably to the stupidity of some A. D. C. or orderly up at your place, I didn't get your order to send out a division on the Deadwood road as far as its intersection with the Coast road and stir up the enemy about there, until just as I was turning in on the night of the 30. inst. However duty is duty and has to be done so I routed out some of my people and sent them to hunt up Brig. Gen. Fizzelle, Com'd 2d Div., and tell him to get his men stretched out on the road bright and early in the morning and go ahead and carry out your orders. Pretty soon however I about made up my mind that as you probably wanted to make a sure thing of it I had better go along and not trust everything to Genl. Fizzelle—who though a well meaning sort of man enough is hardly up to the mark for these kind of things—the result shows me I acted good in doing so.


"Punctually at seven A. M., in about the nastiest rainstorm I ever want to witness, I was in the saddle with my staff waiting for Gen1 Fizzelle but the aide (Smith) I sent to hurry him up found things mixed up very bad—so I had to set to to straighten them out—and at last the column did get started—but it was then eight o'clock—much to my disgust, as you may imagine. However when the men did get in the road and fairly started they used their legs good—so that by noon— sharp—the head of the column come up to those cross roads—which are no where near the place your Engineer has put them on his map but a good nine and a half mile stretch from our camp—which I allow was a good march for my green troops in such miserable weather and disgusting roads—if roads they can be called at all when the bottom seems to have dropped right out of every thing and been filled up with slush.


"I tell you Colonel it's no sort of use our running off on these sort of wild goose chases to hide the stupidity and laziness or worse of our Provost Marshal's people —for there was no sign of an enemy at the cross roads or anywhere within three miles of it and hadn't been any there these three weeks and what's more unless John Magruder is a good deal bigger fool than I think him—and that's saying a good deal—we shan't hear of any there if we wait till doomsday. I think it best be plain on such matters from the start.


"We had the usual number of false alarms from a set of sneaks who kept in the rear to rob the beehives of which the country on the Deadwood road is full—but I paid no attention to them further than to let it be understood among these fellows that our rear was seriously menaced by the enemy's cavalry—when it would have done you good to see them making time for tho front. Such rascals are no account anyway except on the provision returns and pay rolls and the sooner they get killed off or mustered out or detailed for some of those loafing billets for which you are so busy detailing my fighting men—the better it will be for all concerned. I suggest you detail a pack of them for duty in the Q. M. D. and let 'em take photographs of that Chief Quartermaster if there's nothing else for them to go at—as there are a number of us down here who have forgotten what he looks like, it's so long since we've seen his face down our way.


"I see no reason to change the opinion I have already more than once expressed to you and the Com'g Gen'l that the enemy is fortifying the strong position on Mud Bayou at the big bend where the Mud Springs road crosses it just above the head of Beeswax Creek. If we are ever going to move out of this that road surely marks the line of our advance and I or somebody ought to go out there and run off Magruder's people right off—without losing another one of the beautiful moonlight nights we have had lately—our rain being an exception. It's no affair of mine— but I suggest you give me the orders—but if the Gen'l means to have that crew of beeswax speculators on my heels the same as yesterday, we better give up—for no good comes while they are around. They are too big and healthy to be out of the army and if I had my way there they would be before sun-up to-morrow.


"No casualties, of course, as we met no enemy—though our lives were in pretty considerable danger in passing the Camps of the 26th Corps, from the silly habit of discharging pieces at random—it ought to be stopped right away.


"Very respectfully your friend and obt svt










''B. Arnold Tortilye, 











B. G. Comg. 

"Gen1 Fizzelle would make a good man for some garrison duty—being too old and fussy to suit










"Your friend,












"B. A. T.

"Send me some youngster—full of snap. T."


If ever the electrical eel should take to penmanship, this might be the result.


"Colonel," I asked, handing the letter back to Colonel Cromwell, and pointing to the signature, "can this be B. Arnold?"


"Yes."


"Why don't he sign it ' Benjamin A.,' or ' Bushrod,' or any thing that would not be liable to such an awkward misinterpretation?"


"Miss who?" 


"Misinterpretation." The colonel always snubbed me when I used large words for small things.


"Not at all. No mistake. His name is simply Benedict Arnold. Father was on Arnold's staff. Charles Edward Tortilye, his name was, after the young Pretender, I suppose. Family celebrated for wrougheadedness. Arnold met the old man at Saratoga—a young lieutenant of militia; took a desperate fancy to him; Tortilye reciprocated; put him on his staff; stayed there down to that West Point business. Continued to swear by Arnold to his dying day; never believed a word against him; married late in life, and called his only son after the traitor. Down on Washington; used to call him 'that miserable humbug,' 'weak old Federalist,' and such things. He and Arnold corresponded until the traitor's death, and the old major used to keep a portrait of him in his bedroom, and, when he got old and paralytic, would have himself wheeled round to look at it every night before going to bed."


"Well, but why didn't the son change his name?"


"Change it! Proud of it, sir. Proud of being one on the wrong side. Proud of the old man for sticking to the traitor. Why, sir, I believe that man hardly sleeps at night, now, with thinking he is for once on the right side!"


"Then, why isn't he in the rebel army?"


The colonel laughed and laid down his pen. He had been writing a letter all this time. "You don't know General Tortilye," he said. "Turtle was an original nullifier when he was fifteen years old, and a secessionist afterwards, until Lincoln was inaugurated. Then he became convinced that the South was going to win, and so he joined our army! He would have been an Israelite in Egypt, a heretic in the days of the Inquisition, a Puritan until the settlement of Massachusetts Bay, an abolitionist in South Carolina, a Yankee schoolmaster in the region of tar and feathers; but as he lived in Wisconsin, in a town where everybody was Republican to the backbone, he had to be a secessionist! I believe some men can't digest in peace until they have swallowed their accustomed thistle!"

SEEKING THE BUBBLE.

* * * "Then, a soldier; 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
Jealous in honor, sudden and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon's mouth." * * * 







—As You Like It, Act II., Scene VII. 

IX.

A MERRY CHRISTMAS!


I chattered, peering out of a small opening in the door of my tent, very near the ground, "A m-m-m-mcrry C-c-c-ehrist- mas, old f-f-f-fellow!"


The old fellow was dear old Smallweed, his honest brown face shining friendship at me through the driving rain, and utterly refusing to be rendered dismal by the funereal appearance of the glazed rubber suit which effectually concealed all that was mortal of him save a pair of brown eyes, a short round nose, and a single wisp of tawny hair straggling from its ranks under the cap and resting on the forehead. The merry Christmas aforesaid was—well—Did you ever experience the delights of a norther? The night before had been warm and balmy. Rolles and I had sat up late, smoking the best of sutler's cigars, enjoying the last sentimental light of the old moon. We wore our summer clothes, it was so warm, and the boy went so far as to discard flannel under-garments and propose cobblers of sherry; a proposition which his companion, this W. Jenkins, would gladly have seconded but for the unfortunate absence, unpleasantly remembered, of two of the ingredients usually deemed essential, viz., 1, ice; 2, wine. Neither is brown sugar—but that is secondary. It was so warm that the contrabands who owned our mess and ruled its roast and fortunes, played "seven-up" for the mess funds until an unseemly hour, when the sergeant of the guard, feeling sleepy, put an end to their fun and losses and kicked the losers to bed. It was so warm that even the ever-prudent Jenkins, trained upon tucked-in bedclothes, cast off his thin army-blanket, and let it slide down to his feet, and lay down to rest on his couch of barrel-staves with no more than a woollen shirt between his manly form and the festive mosquito or furtive crotalis. It might have been an hour later, but probably wasn't, when the same gentleman awoke from his first nap in one or more shivers: "But soon I woke, my sleep was broke, and Fire! they cried "—They did cry certainly, mules and contrabands (and the poor horses too sighed piteously, and scraped), but not "Fire 1 On the contrary, quite the reverse. Frosty Caucasus! how cold it was! Was ever any one so cold f The mules crept under the lee of their wagons and rolled, shrieking dismally the while. The horses rubbed against one another, and snorted with pain. The contrabands, though lying six thick in a common A tent, mixed up with grease, pots, kettles, mess-chests, buffalo robes, candlesticks, crockery, and last, not least, cards, awoke, and began a series of doleful plaints that lasted during all that long Christmas Day, and the next and the next after that, until the storm abated. By sunrise the despondent mercury had fallen thirty of Herr Fahrenheit's little degrees and at least a hundred of Nature's; for what did the pale half-fluid know or heed of the keen and hungry northern blast that sawed its chilly way into our marrow, wrinkled into goose-flesh our cuticle, and converted all our poor humanity into sentient icicles? "Only fuf-fuf-forty!" jibbered Captain Rolles, as he shivered into my tent for breakfast; "it's gug-got n-nun-no s-sense;" and he lit a match and warmed the thermometer till it jumped a full dozen degrees, as though scalded. "I dud-don't s-see that that mum-mum-makes it any w-warmer,"he shivered out, and begged Caesar "for God's sake to bring some coffee, sus-sus-screeching hot." All this at or near camp of Head-Quarters Department and Army of the Southwest, on the march, on or near the Mud Springs road, on or about the 25th day of December, 1862, in the presence of officers and enlisted men of the Twenty-sixth and Twenty-seventh Army Corps, and other sufferers.


Poor Smallweed! All this time he has been freezing and getting more and more shrivelled in the wind and rain. "C-ccome in, old fuf-fellow," I said (rather sooner than I have done here, or he would have become a very cold corpse and have disappeared from these wandering papers from this very moment); and in he came, and presently he and I and Rolles, being joined by Colonel Cromwell, who glided noiselessly in without saying a word about the abominable weather, and who looked provokingly comfortable, scalded our throats with some of the hottest coffee ever boiled over a split-pine fire, and took turns at embracing the coffee-pot with our icy fingers. It was very provoking of Colonel Cromwell to sit there in his light-blue cavalry overcoat, with the fur collar unhooked in front, trying to look as if he were not nearly chilled to death like the rest of us. How a man who made it a point to look so aggravatingly cool on hot days could find it in his heart to appear so insolently comfortable now, I cannot conceive. He merely nodded as he entered the tent, giving a special nod of inquiry to Smallweed, and then—my blood congeals as I write it—took of his hat. Shade of Sir John Franklin! A man who could take off his hat in a norther—well! words cannot do justice to the subject; I am sorry I ever began it.


We had hardly finished scalding ourselves, and Rolles had jnst gone to bed again to keep warm, when a frost-bitten orderly clanked up and burst into the tent with a dispatch for the Colonel. lie read it, and smiled, at the imminent risk, as I thought, of having his face frozen in that position. "Read that, and then take it to the General," he said, adding with almost an emphasis, "you'll find him in bed." A few weeks ago, on opening a buffalo robe I used during that norther, for the first and last time—having bought it under the impression we were going to winter on the Potomac, and discarded it on account of L. (not fleas)—I found the curious little scrap of yellow tissue paper on which this note was written. Being valuable as exhibiting a style rather different from the notions which I find generally prevalent concerning military circumlocution, let me copy it:











"Hd.-Qrs., 27th A. C. (Provl.) 









Dec. 25th, 1862, 8 A. M."Lt. Colo. Cromwell:

 "Dr. Colo.,"I don't know how the thermometer stands up your way, but mine says 34°—a fall of thirty-one in last 12 h.—and if my men have got to march just say so, and send a lot of those ambulances we hear so much about and see so little of—to follow along behind & keep picking up the loose ears, noses, &c. It's no sort of use trying to move while this norther lasts. Wait three days and we can go right along and clean out those fellows up at Muddy Fort, and the whole infernal pack—but now it's folly, and the poor boys will suffer awful bad. Still orders are orders and must be obeyed.







"Respy yr. mo. obt. st.,








"B. Arnold Toetilye, 









"B. G. C. Corps. 

"P. S.—R. S. V. P.—quick. 




B. A. T."


I put on two overcoats and a cape, wrapped over my ears the muffler that Sophy worked for me just before we left "the States," and, fortifying myself with a great gulp of "commissary," that is to say whiskey, sallied forth to breast the wire-edge of the norther. Smallweed said he must return to camp, and would ride with me.


"The rummest thing, Bill," he exclaimed, grinning, as soon as we were mounted," the rummest thing out! Guess!"


"Don't make me guess with this wind splitting my front teeth! Give it up."


"You'd never guess in the world. Old Lastoe—acting Colonel Lastoe—I beg his Ryl 'Ighness's pardon—has—oh! Bill, can't you guess?"


"What? Dismissed? Can't. Too dashed cold." [I was learning to swear in those days, too, after the manner prevalent ;3 military circles in Flanders and elsewhere: a mild attack.]


"Remember young Fasseen, that engineer cuss at Yorktown —that babe they sent out to teach us how to build corduroy— blackguarded us so? Well, he—he—he"—


Here poor Smallweed laughed till he became wholly inarticulate.


"Hurry up with your old story."


"He—oh! dear—he's been appointed Colonel! Colonel of our regiment. Came down last night in the New York steamer. Lastoe mad as hops. Talked about boys, youth and inexperience, and so on. Colonel Fasseen said if he didn't shut up he'd put him in arrest; told him he'd heard of his arbitrary and unmilitary conduct—arbitrary and unmilitary, think of that, old fellow!—and it had got to stop right off. Won't you come back to us?" And dear old Smallweed, as he chattered away, half volubility, half chill, looked at me so affectionately that I thought I could ride off with him, let the Adjutant-General's office in general and Tortilye's note in particular seek another man, and never more be officer of theirs. But with the next jolt of my horse's trot the kaleidoscope changed the picture, and in the same mirror, reflecting the same bits of broken memories, I saw all the uncomfortable hours I had spent in the regiment, all the suffering I should be called on to endure should the Lieutenant-Colonel ever resume command; saw my want of experience in company duties; the slim prospect of usefulness; the slimmer chance of promotion, with such an enemy as Lastoe ever opposed to me; saw a new field of labor and reward opening before me, with the strong arm and steady heart of Colonel Cromwell to guide and help me: all these saying "Stay," and only Smallweed "Come."


I shook my head. "Why don't you leave, yourself?" I asked. "Don't stay there to be choked out by those weeds. Get on some brigade staff, or make friends with the chief quarter"—


"Friends with Colonel Close! Excuse my smiling." And he burst into a roar of laughter, so loud it startled my old brown into a doctor's canter.


Here was the fork of the road where the best friends must part; the melancholy Smallweed to our old camp up the Beach road, the inconsequent Jenkins to head-quarters at Herr Darmstadt's plantation, just behind yonder double row of live-oaks leading from where the fence used to be to the house, there to be bullied by the major-general commanding, scolded by the important chief-of-staff, snubbed by the Cossack A. D. C.'s, and left to cool his heels in the cold, while whiskey cocktails, followed by steaming-hot breakfasts, were being disposed of on the other side of the great piazza windows, just as if there were no north wind blowing, no army under orders to march in its teeth, and no supernumerary A. A. G. waiting for an answer. Through the big windows I watched the breakfast appear and disappear, the cigars and pipes appear and in their turn and in smoke follow the example of the meats; saw the major-general commanding, ornamented with a gorgeous pair of new stars drooping from his shoulders halfway down his breast, pacing up and down the Herr Darmstadt's parlor, with his hands crammed into the pockets of his trousers, and the legs of the said garments, as a matter of course, stuffed into his boots; saw the fascinating Brigadier-General Gunter, Chief of Staff, begin a great many letters, make a great many erasures and interlineations in them, and finally tear them up; saw the Cossack aides tippling and talking, especially tippling, and fretted myself by conjuring up a familiar representation of the transatlantic inanities which made up the fustian of their dialogue. After about three-quarters of an hour of this kind of thing, during which this writer had an excellent opportunity of testing the effects of prolonged exposure to extreme cold upon the human constitution in general and the by-laws of the Northern American, commonly called Yankee, in especial, General Bulger stopped short in his ramble and looked directly out of the window, against one of the panes whereof it happened that Lieutenant William Jenkins was at that instant intently engaged in flattening the aquiline, or rather aquiloid, nose, wherewith nature has liberally endowed that humble individual, with the object of ascertaining, by more close inspection, what precise progress Brigadier-General Gunter might have made in the seventh very rough draft of what the said W. J. correctly supposed to be a reply to the communication brought by him from Colonel Cromwell. The General took one of his hands out of his trousers, and with it beckoned me to come in. I obeyed, and found the General standing on the hearth with his back to a roaring and crackling light-wood fire, dexterously rubbing his calves to prevent their becoming unduly singed by the intense heat.


"Ah! Major," exclaimed the General in his gruff, sonorous voice, "delighted to see you, by G... Sit down, sir." 


The title surprised me, the oath shocked me, and there was no place to sit except on the table; so I said, "No, thank you," and tried not to look red and confused.


"Is it cold out?" the General asked. The Chief of Staff snorted and grunted, "Cold!" as if in contempt.


"Awful cold," I replied.


General Bulger. General (to General Gunter), these young gentlemen must be very thin-skinned, sir, by ___ , eh? Where is their young blood, sir? Colonel (to Lieutenant Jenkins), when Napoleon marched his army to Moscow—(to General Gunter) What was that you were saying about the terrible weather encountered by the Emperor's legions in the victorious advance on the capital of the Czars?


General Gunter (stops writing). When the Emperor—(tells how cold it was). 


Captain Vauxrien (interrupting—shrugs shoulders, salutes). Mon General—(tells a gigantic lib, in the French language, as mellifluously spoken in the province of Alsace).


Gen. B. I don't complain of the cold, sir. Dashed if I do! General Tortilye ought to take more exercise, sir, by dash! Stir up his blood. Tell him—(a pause). Tell him, General Gunter—(another pause). Yes. Write—(another). Let me see what you have written. (Reads.) "Respectfully returned to General Tortilye. Disapproved." (To General Gunter, perplexedly.) Isn't that dashed abrupt, General?


Gen. G. Not at all! What more would you have?


Gen. B. Wouldn't you say, " The Commanding General regrets—Commanding General apprecia—yes! The Commanding General sympathizes with the sufferings of his men, but regrets that it is not in his power to prevent them by—by"—that'll do.


Gen. G. "Deferring the march." (Writes it; adds a sprawling signature, " By order Maj.-Gen. Julius Bulger, J. B. Gunter, B. G., C. of S.")


Whereupon Mr. Jenkins, becoming repossessed of his papers, with this valuable addition, emerges into the cold blast, now re-enforced by the rain, pelting down in great drops of ice-water of such size and force as are never seen to the northward of the shadowy line invented by Messrs. Mason and Dixon. Striking the cheek of a man, not utterly pachydermatous, one of these drops stings like the crack of a whip. Driving into your eye, blindness is superadded to the pain. Beating against the back of your neck, it finds its way down your spine, and wears out all patience.


In such a storm, on this merry Christmas Day, in the year of our Lord the eighteen hundred and sixty-second, did our great commander boldly march his army against the Muddy Fort. It is easy to despise sufferings which do not reach you, and so I suppose the General, seated in his comfortable quarters at Squire Darmstadt's, smoking his pipe, reading the papers brought from New York by the steamers which arrived the night before, tippling; hot whiskey-punch incessantly prepared for him by Captain Prettyman, and absorbing the flattery of those Cossacks, could afford to forget that fifteen thousand officers and men of the 26th and 27th Army Corps, and all the officers of his staff beyond the effective point-blank range of mutual admiration, were shivering and crouching within their skins, like so many chilled monkeys, and drenched through and through with the icy rain were making the best of their way toward the swampy river-bottom selected by the chief of staff for their encampment, because it formed, on the map, a broken line similar to one that had recently caught his eye in some wretched German book on field fortifications. How it was that part of the staff got mixed up in that dismal procession, I hardly know. Colonel Cromwell simply remarked, as soon as the 27th Corps had filed past us on the road, " Extract: 'General headquarters to follow the right wing, and remain habitually near its head-quarters during the day!' Come, gentlemen, we will obey orders, if no one else does." And so he sent an orderly to apprise the General of our movement. We marched with General Tortilye and his staff, and, becoming mixed up with that eccentric company, heard much hard swearing and free speech, suchas a strict disciplinarian might easily have mistaken for what the Judges-Advocate are wont to term "language highly disrespectful to his commanding officer." When General Tortilye and Colonel Cromwell met, they interchanged a single curious glance. The General frowned till his brow was like the surface of a waffle-iron. The Colonel smiled a clear and bittet smile. Presently the General spoke a single word, the Colonel replied, and then they jogged on in silence for an hour. Would you like to hear the dialogue of these two men? I confess it is not quite up to the mark of historical greatness, either as to elegance or clearness, but nevertheless here is what they said; "only this, and nothing more:"


"Damnation!"


"Ditto!"


And here pray note, dear reader, or dearer critic, I do not claim that this is what these gallant officers ought to have said: I only assert it is what they did say. It is not young Mr. Jenkins who speaks, but General Tortilye and Colonel Cromwell; and, as those delightful Tactics observe, "this remark is general for all the deployments.”


Terrible work our poor beasts had following General Tortilye's great limestone-boned Kentucky thorough-bred through the deep sandy mire, right in the eye of the bitter storm. The road wound along the broad bottom of Mud Bayou, occasionally bidding that aptly named ditchlet an abrupt farewell and striking off at right angles on a cut-off, as the guide called it; and, after riding straight ahead for a mile or two, again coming back to it as abruptly as we had left it. On each of these occasions the guide would turn short round, throwing one knee over the saddle-bow, and, resting one hand on the spinal extremity of his runt of a pony, would exclaim in the highest state of excitement: "Scheneral! dis iss de gommenzement off de seeben-milce goot-off!" or, "Scheneral! de ent off de fife-milce goot-off." Whether it was the intense cold, or our Northern insensibility to this startling peculiarity of Southern geography, I know not; but certain it is that the impression made upon onr party must greatly have disappointed the guide's enthusiastic expectations. The scenery may have been "schplendteet—makneeficent!" as the Teuton repeatedly and glowingly proclaimed it, but, with our heads bowed to the north, in a vain endeavor to keep the rain from finding its way into our eyes and under our chins, we saw but little even of what was visible of the landscape through the watery atmosphere, and that little seemed to one of us "weary, flat, stale, and unprofitable" enough to furnish material for a round half-dozen of those wonderful pre-Raphaelite paintings, as I believe they are called.


But the austral air breeds enthusiasm even from the phlegm of Hesse. Once I had a friend whose father was a planter in the lowlands of the Alabama, and whose life was a dream, a lazy dream, undisturbed by pennies or vulgarity. The war drove him, I had almost said suddenly, from a continent where the dread necessity for doing something that might induce perspiration lowered darkly upon him, and leisurely he sauntered, as it were, over Europe, until one day his feet rested upon the highest point attainable, without absolutely walking, of—let us say—the Rhigi, and his eyes upon one of the grandest and most beautiful scenes in all Switzerland, or, indeed, in the world, out of America. "Isn't it lovely?" half whispered his little wife, one of those dreadfully cold Yankee girls, from Philadelphia or Lowell or New York, some such place, whom he had met at Saratoga; and her deep-blue eyes—as a woman's will, incomprehensibly—filled with moisture, until in each there shone the tiniest of miniature copies of the scene. He assented languidly, but added with exquisite, though unsuspected wit: "You ought to see the view from my uncle's plantation!"

[Confidential.—This is the view from the said plantation of said uncle:
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A. is the levee, beyond which you could see the river, if the levee were not there—only, in that case, where would the plantation be? B is the road which runs parallel with the levee and just under it, affording a fine view of the side elevation thereof and also of C, C, sugar fields, exhibiting three stages of ecstatic beauty and no others—1, ploughed; 2, overflowed; 3, in cane, which, please note, is very like unto Indian corn in its general appearance. D, private road leading from levee road, through a double row of live-oak or cypress, hung with the dismal Spanish moss, through another double and mellifluous row of what used to be slave cabins, up to the piazza of nunky's plantation, whereon you and I and our energetic friend Monsieur Laisseraller may be supposed to be seated in very easy chairs, lazily drinking in mint-juleps and the raptures of the leveescape... Ugh ! but it is hard, after that inexcusable digression, to come back to midwinter in a norther; but it must be done. The truth is, I have an old and bitter grudge against that flat scenery or, rather, spoon-shaped and the rubbish that is talked about it, and it came up just then, and would no more be kept under or got rid of than the head of Charles the First in the compositions of Mr. Dick.]


Presently, we were all tumbling up against each other and trying to avoid running over and being run over, kicking on the part of our own animals and being kicked by those of others. General Tortilye had abruptly stopped his horse in the midst of his long trot, and was addressing some remarks, of no very agreeable character, to somebody in citizen's dress.


"What in the dash are you doing here, dash you ?—Get down off that horse—Show your pass— Orderly, make him show his pass—Dash dash him, sabre him, if he resists!" All this in one hot breath. The citizen, a sufficiently meek-looking object, had evidently no intention of resisting, even if he had possessed the means of doing so, but, tumbling off his horse, proceeded to comply with General Tortilye's gentle request, by extracting from the depths of his saturated clothing a fat wallet, containing about half a peck cf greasy papers, and fumbling among them for the right one. In his confusion he got the wrong one.


"'Invoice of seventeen barrels of mess pork.' Dash your soul, you impudent scoundrel—this'll pass you to hell—not through my lines—Your pass—don't be all day—take your pork bill."


This time the man got the right document. The General read it aloud, with that publicity which I found it was his habit to give to every thing, and making his comments as he read.


"'Head-Quarters Department and Army of the Southwest.' (See the Department—don't see the Army.) Pass bearer, S. Meyer Isaacs (some dashed Jew, I suppose), within lines of this army at all times, with permission to trade in cotton and plantation supplies (dashed scamp), without detriment to the public interest (bosh). By order of Major-General Bulger: J. B. Gunter, Brigadier-General and Chief of Staff.' Here, you fellow, are you a Jew?"


The man averred that he was not.


"Then what the dash are you, any way?"


He said, with a grin, that he was a d___d Yankee.


"Where the dash did yon get your dash dashed name, then?"  


From his grandfather, he said. The General seemed disappointed.


"Well I'm sorry you're not—dashed poor specimen of a Christian—kind of fellow goes round disgracing humanity— mean Yankee's the meanest sort. You, sir, go to the rear, go to General Gunter—find him in a snug corner at head-quarters. I expect—tell him our lines haven't got out this far yet, and won t, as long as I'm here. And lo you! remember when you see me—Tortilye's my name—peculiar name—can't forget it— peculiar person—can't forget me—dashed if you do in a hurry— eh, Cromwell?—remember the lines of this army are always way back in the rear—and do you skedadle that way as fast as that dashed little pony'll carry your carcass. You hear me? Travel!" And the grim General looked pleased for a full hour after that explosion.


By that time it was nearly noon, and we had come up with the head of the main column of the Twenty-seventh Corps, leading the advance and halted at the entrance to an open grove of live-oaks, just where our friend the Mud Bayou met us once more in its yellow course and concluded to keep straight for a while, by way of variety. General Tortilye stopped his horse abruptly, as seemed to be his habit, and, naturally enough, we all oame tumbling against him and each other. He took off his hat to us, in mock courtesy.


"That's right, young gentlemen! Run over me!—It's nobody but old Turtle, dash him—run over his old corpse—by the way, Cromwell, where's General Bulger?"


The Colonel laughed his quiet laugh. "Is this the first time you've thought of him, General."


"I think dashed little of him—you know that—where's he?"


"At head-quarters."


"Where's that—not where John Pope's were—in the saddle —hay? Dash him—not Pope—no offence to you—none at all? —all right—where's that?"


"Darmstadt's ranch."


The General repeated the same naughty exclamation to which the Colonel had cried "Ditto." "Then I command this concern. Colonel Cromwell, order the Twenty-seventh Corps to camp in the woods on the left of the road, in column, by brigades— Twenty-sixth Corps, same order, first good place they come to— tell the generals not to let the men drink this dashed bayou water —Mr. Thomas," turning to one of his aides, "no, no—that won't do—here you, Lieutenant—what's your dashed name—Jenkins? —no matter—well Lieutenant Jenkins—beg pardon, sir, no offence, only my way—ride back—tell General Bulger, with my compliments, the army is halted right here—and say! tell him I want his orders for the march to-morrow—stop! give him my respects and compliments of the season—yes, that's it—compliments of the season!" And at this resplendent witticism this eccentric commander nearly laughed.


Back alone—(for what is an orderly clattering at your heels, for company?)—through the storm beating behind me this time —to find the cheerful alumni, guarded by a picked division, playing poker, drinking egg-nog, or resting from some unwonted toil by sleep before the roaring fire—in the midst of them little General Gunter, studying German fortifications, probably as rejected by the Germans. Then, toward night (for the Cossacks write not rapidly, neither fluently, but toilsomely and with pain), to horse again, and once more wearily through the storm, again in my face, to the front, with a vacuous dispatch, signifying nothing. Whereat the irascible commander of the Twentv-seventh Corps grew irate and said that naughty word for the third time, adding, as if it were part of the same idea: "Here, drink this—it'll do you good—drink it—here's to you." It was something hot, not to say strong, as prescribed by old Dr. Peacack. And so ends that Merry Christmas Day.

