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STONEWALL JACKSON

. - . AFTER attending to necessary Camp details T sought
Jackson, whom I had never met.

The mounted officer who had been sent on in advance
pointed out a figure perched on the topmost rail of a fence
overlooking the road and field, and said it was Jackson. Ap-
proaching, I saluted and declared my name and rank, then
waited for a response. Before this came I had time to see a
pair of cavalry boots covering feet of gigantic size, a mangy
cap with visor drawn low, a heavy, dark beard, and weary
eyes—eyes 1 afterward saw filled with intense but never
brilliant light. A low, gentle voice inquired the road and djs-
tance marked that day. “Keazletown road, six and twenty
miles.” “You seem to have no stragglers.” “Never allow
straggling.” “You must teach my people, they straggle badly.”
A bow in reply. Just then my creoles started their band and
a waltz. After a contemplative suck at a lemon, “thoughtless
fellows for serious work” came forth. I expressed a hope
that the work would not be less well done because of the gay-
ety. A return to the lemon gave me an opportunity to retire.
Where Jackson got his lemons “no fellow could find out,” but
he was rarely without one. To have lived twelve miles from
that fruit would have disturbed him as much as it did the witty
Dean.

Quite late that night General Jackson came to my camp
fire where he stayed some hours. He said we would move
at dawn, asked a few questions about the marching of my men,
which seemed to have impressed him, and then remained
silent. If silence be golden, he was a “bonanza.” He sucked
lemons, ate hard-tack and drank water, and praying and fight-
ing appeared to be his idea of the “whole duty of man.”

I have written that he was ambitious; and his ambition
was vast, all absorbing. Like the unhappy wretch from whose
shoulders sprang the foul serpent, he loathed it, perhaps feared
it; but he could not escape it—it was himself ; nor rend it—
it was his own flesh. He fought it with prayer, constant and
earnest, Apollyon and Christian in ceasless combat. What
limit to set to his ability I know not, for he was ever superior
to occasion. Under ordinary circumstances it was difficult
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to estimate him because of his peculiarities——peculiarities that
would have made a lesser man absurd, but that served to en-
hance his martial fame as those of Samuel Johnson did his
literary eminence. He once observed, in reply to an allusion
to his severe marching, that it was better to lose one man in
marching than five in fishting ; and acting on this, he invariably
surprised the enemy—Milroy at McDowell, Banks and Ire-
mont in the Valley, McClellan’s right at Cold Harbor, Pope
at Second Manassas.

Fortunate in his death, he fell at the summit of glory
before the sun of the Confederacy had set, ere defeat and suf-
fering and selfishness could turn their fangs upon him. As
one man, the South wept for him; foreign nations shared the
orief ; even Federals praised him. With Wolfe and Nelson and
Havelock, he took his place in the hearts of the English-speak-
ing peoples.

In the first years of this century, a great battle was fought
on the plains of the Danube. A determined charge on the Aus-
trian center gained the victory for France. The courage and
example of a private soldier, who there fell, contributed much
{0 the success of the charge. Ever after, at the parades of his
battalion, the name of Latour D’ Auvergne was first called,
when the oldest sergeant stepped to the front and answered,
“Died on the field of honor.” In Valhalla, beyond the grave,
where spirits of warriors 1ssemble, when on the roll of heroes
the name of Jackson is reached, it will be for the majestic
chade of Lee to pronounce the highest eulogy known to our
race, “Died on the field of duty.”
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