THE DEATH OF HOOD.*

The maimed and troken warrior lay
By hig last foeman brought to bay.

No sounds of baitiefleld were there—
The drum’s deep bass, the trumpet’s blare.
No lines of swart bat:alions broke
Infuriate, thro’ the suiphurous smoke,
But «ilencs held the tainted room—
An ominous huish, an awiful gloom,—
£ave when, with feyerish moan, he stirred,
And dropped some faint, half-muttered word,
Or outlined in vague, shadowy phtase,
The ehangeful scenes of perished daysl
what thoughts on his bewildered brain,
Must then bave flashed their blinding pain!
The Past and Future, blent in ong—
Wild chaos round iife’s setting sun.
But most his spirit’s yearninz gazs
Was fain to pierce the Future’s haze,
And haply view what fate should Gnd
The tender Loyes he left behind.
0 Goa! outworn, despondant, POOT,
I tarry at Death’s opening door,
‘Whils subtlest ties of sacred birth
Still bind me to the lives of earth.
How can [ in calm courage die,
Thrilied by the anguish of a ery
I know from orphaned lipg shall staré
Above a father’s pulseless henrt?”’
Hiseyes, by lincering langours kizsed,
Shine ke sad glars thro’ autumn mist;
And all his being fe't the strass
Of belpless passion’s bitterness,
‘When, from the fever-haunted room,
'The prescient lmsh, the dreary gloom,
A blissful hoze divinely eto's
O’er the vexed waters of his soul,
That sank 8 sank that rtormy sea,
Subdued by Christ in Gaiiles,

It whispered low, with smiling mouta—

—“MBhe 1§ 1ot dead—ihy queenly xouto,
And slnce for her each liberal vein
Lavighed thy life, ike vintage rain,
Whenround the burstinz wine-press meet
The Ionian harvesters’ crimsoned featy
And sinee for her no galling eurb
Could b:nd thy patriof will superb.

« Yeal! since for her thine all wag gpen?,
Unmeasured, with & grand conient,—
Soldier, thine orphaned ones shall rest,

4 Serene, on ber imperial breast.
$~— Her falthful arms shali be thelr fold,
| In summer's heat, in winter's cold;
And her proud beauty meli above
Their weakness in majestic lovel”
Ab! theu the expiring hero’s face,
Like Stephen’s, glowed with rapturous grace.
Mad missiles of a morkid mood,
Hurled at bis head in solitude,
Yo longer wounding, round it'fell.
Yoace sweeteaed his supreme farewell!
Fer eure the harmonicug hope was true—
O, South! he leaned his faith on you!
< And in ¢lear vision, ere he died,

{  Baw ita pure promise justitied.
| & ~—[Paul Hamilton Hayne, in the. * = =Ladm

i

\l._#During the terrible yolow-Tever geason of18i8,
L Geny bioediond iz yat d 4t very nearly the same
tinae, v lelt & large famlly of children unpro-
vided for, undser circumstances which - aroused the
sympathy of the pablie, North and fouth. At the
| South, a considerable fund was subsequently raised
‘for their support; while Northern philanthropists,
~ we understand, adopted two of the children.

\, It may not elesirify the eniive couniry woen i
! male the announcement that Mistress Peet bas left
New York ity and taken up ber permanent abode in

Chicago. It is, nevertbeless, more graysa maiter
than many might subpose, for Mistress Peet has for fif-
teen yeais bad the sole making of the hazais, that

for some time been famous as the homs of ibe lan-
reate haggis poet, Mr. J. G. Horne, Allan Pinkerton's
venerabio accountant, who, in 1875, wrotethe follow=
ing, which, &8 it has never appearsd 1n print, and is
deserving of wide publieity, Igive in full for the

readers:
HAGGIS.
Noo {lka mon with cheek to chaw
Phe hale contents within this maw,
Aroun’ the board just let him draw
His humkers, whiie Ttell you a'
Tt dpes n.a hauda hoodie craw;
1ts naething but a bagais!

And ev’ry sen of Scottand kens
- That baggis is'not made by beas,
An’ does na graw aboot the fons,
Bul i3 a dish to gie your fren’s
Yha like gude food 1n Scottish glens,
An’ tak it in their haggs.

But here’s 2 Yankee come to “guess”

What we hae cookit in & 1mess,

An’ ca’s it **hasb!” He'd speer the less

1f he had left this wiiderness

An’ lived whair. folk ken Loo to dress
In goredicuts for a baggis.

1t wad na dae to feli this chiel

A hoggils wame does here conceal

Twal puns of suet an’ aitmeal,

Wath leeks chapt fine, for fear the de’tl

Our puddin’ with the pat wad steal,
An’ patent-right our baggisl

So lef us-dra’ up cheek for chow,

An’ for our hazis keeps our moun’,

¥or when it's dune we'll wat it throuzh

*Wi sometning like our mountain dew,

Or else we’ll sup the barley brew

To seotland an’ to hiaggis!

Whew!—""twal puns cf suet and aftmeal,” **leeks
chapt tine,”” “mountain dew’’ and “car ey hrew!”
Don't they make ous’s mouth wat:r, thought?

- DCPORER NINTH

1

1

|

o ‘monarch of tho pudd:n'race,’ for 8. Andrew'sSociey |
| in that city, so that Chicago can notonly now boast |
of the ehampion haggis-maker of America, but has 1

benafit 0of the COURIER-JOURNAL'S many Scotch |

FOUR MILES AHEAD.
¥ * [New York Sun.l
With hopes and fears we sent them. forth,
And they wintered there in the forzen north;
Two winters they gpent in the arctic zone,
Where slowly they perished, and‘ane by one;
But surely we ought to ba well content,
As toward the pole our explorers went,
‘And they marked the exploration line
Four miles abead,
Oh! but the record is wondrous fine,
With nineteen dead.

How many is that to the mile? Hold on!

| he record ig made and the work isdone.

"Phough most of them perished along the track,

| ‘We ought to be thankiul that six came back.

Of course we must count upon toil and pain;
But think of the record, and think of the gain!
We have passed beyond the British mark,

Four miles ahead!
And here and yonder are, cold and stark,
Our nineteen dead. R

Where is the man who made the mark?

| Turn over the leaf—that page is dark.

He made it—that’s glory enough for him;
Though cold is his flesh and his eyes are dim,

| Some lives must be offered for such a gain;

And think on:our right to be proud and vain.
He hag planted our flag on the northward track
Four miles ahead!
Well, let us be thankful that six came back,
And God help the dead.

THE GRAVE OF BONAPARTE.

On a lone, barren isle, where the wild roaring
billows,
Asgail the stern rock, and the loud tempests

£ rave, :
The hero lies still, while the dew-dropping wil-

lovrs,
Like fond weeping mourners, lean over the

grave.
The hgh‘t[:lling may flash and the loud fhunders
attle;
He heeds not, hears not; he’s free from all

pain;
He sleeps his'last sleep; he has fought his last
_ battle.
No sound can awake him to glory again.
Oh, shade of the mighty, wliere now are the
legions
That rushed but to conquer when thou led’st
them on? ¥
Alas! they have perished in far chilly regions.
' And all save the fame of their triumph is ggne.
The trutrgpat may sound, and the loud eannon:
rattle;
They heed not, they hear not; they’re free.
from all pain;
They sleep thelr last sleep; they have fought
_ their last baftle.
No sound can awake them to glory again,

Xef, api_rir, imr_norml, the tomb can not bind thee;
For, like thine own eagle that soared to the

sun,
Thou s};:ringest from bondage, and leavest behind
ee -
A nzie, which befors thes, no mortal had

won.
Thoughtn‘at(ons may combat and war’s thunder
raftie
No mlcm ‘on thy stecd wilt thou sweep o'er the
~oplaing :
Thou sleep’st thy last sleep; thou hast fought
_thy last battle, :
No sound can awake thee to glory again. !

/i

“UHCLE IKE’S DOLLAR.”

The following verses and one dollar came
to the COURIER-JOURNAL a few days since.
The dollar has been handed to the Hood
Committee, and-the verses are presented to
the readers of the COURIER-JOURNAL:

I aip’t nuffin’ but a darky, an’ ’tain’t often dat I
cries,

But when I hear "bout dat ’ar def’, de tears ris to
my eyes.

He used to come to our place—I knowed him well,
you min’'—

‘I nebber thought dat he’d go fﬁs'. and lef ole Ike

behin’.

Bouf black and white was alluys glad to see his
blessed face;

T was like a bust ob sunghine, sar, a-gleamin’ *round
de place.

Mar’s John an’ he was mighty thick: de way dey
ub’d one nudder

Was like de sayin’ dat de ‘‘frecn is closer den de
brudder.”

I feel dat bad about 1t dat I dunno what to say:

'Cept dat my po’ old beart is achin’ sore for dem dis
aay.

It don’t hurt me *bont de Gin’ral, nor his wife, be-
kage I kno' ?

De blessed Marater up above fs took ’em from de woe

An’ sorror of dis yeatbly plain, au’ said to dem
Sell done,

Thou geod an’ faithful sarvants; behold! your erown
is won.” : .

De part dat’s hurtin’ me so bad, is ’bout dem babics
lef’,

All fadderless an” mudderiess, to seuffic for dersef’.

I Know & ’scription’s bein’ raised, fru all de Bouifern
an’,

Tor dem pore little chil’ern; bat I didn’t understan’

If dey would let a darky be’ps 1t isn’t much I know;

But I'se got o dollar, gemmen, an’ I waNTs to gib
it $0.

I hopes you won'’t be: 'sulted, knse I lub’d Mar’s
Gin’ral Hood;

Don’t:min’ about my color, sar; I docgen’t think he
would.

He's gin me many a quarter, wid a pleasant smile
an’ joke;

An’ when I thinks *bout liis pore lambs, I'se farly
flt to choke.

-1 ’spec dey’ll git a heap ob hielp—I hope dey will I'ze

sho'—

Dem lebben little orpbans, sar, dey ngeds COmpas-
sion 80.

De ladies an’ de gemmon, too, Wil take de thing in
han’,

An’ sen’:de hat a-trabblin’ friv all de Soufern lan’,

I know dey’ll do de thing dat’s right; still, for de ole
time's sake,

Dat when I thinks about it, makes my heart feel fi
te break— .

An’ de kind words dat he’s glb me, sar, 80 hearty-
like an’ frue—

Now “on’t refuse me, gemmon, PLEASE to take 1ke’s
dollar, too. - M. G. McC.

¥, Dec. 12,—Here i3 the air)‘;a_bex?ml
anted by fhe “liftls sehool girh® m

Bodiys by
Cossack comn
Deallng des
S @S81Y,
For {ame, tor rortane, Aghting furious fray.
Generals ‘galist Generals grappie—gracions
How honors Heaven heroio burdibooal
Infuriate, indiscriminate milly
Kindred kiil kinsm kinsmen kindred illl
or low leve: lopuess lineg,
Men march 'mid meands, ‘mid moies, ‘mid murdese
ous minos;
Now noisy, noxious, noticed nought
Of ousward obaiac'es opposiag oughb,
Poor patriols; partly putcaased, pariy prasseds
Quite guakiog, qUickly, Guarier, quarter quests
jeagon returas ilrions riehi redounads,
SuWarrow sLog ) sanguinary sounde,
Truce te thee, Turkey tymph to thy trafnd
Unjust, unwise, unmarciful Ukrainel
Vanish vain viciory, vaaish vietory vain!
Wiy wish ye '6?  Wherefpre welcoms were
18, Xaviere?
nei yleld your yelll

And all aitcaeiing, arma sgainst acls appeal.”
JOHN T, PICKETT.
NOTE BY THE EDITOR-—A. number of corresponda
onts have also kindly sentus copies of above, fof
which we cxiend our thanks.

4., Dac, 11, 1880.—If you see fiv, poda
axquigite poem’’ (?) 50 earnesty
R. Y. of Frankiort, Ky. (Diley

$Yon kissed me, thongh Lhnew 'tvas WIohRy
For you are nsih ith nor kin,
Need ano do'f ery l08g
For such @ e gin?
“You held my b that wasn®t right—
(Why wlit me guch wicked waye?)
<~ You held it pob & twoment, gulie,
Bul in it there weze days and days”’
1 know nos wiether this Is. the” “exquislie. poem®
destied, bub think it might 09, Igend-it i
{ HARVEY JAMES. -
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