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3 BAMUEL DUNLAP.

«When the war-dram throha ne longer
. And the battle- wre fuiled,
d In the parl ot of man,
W The federation of the worid "
: Genial, bearty, honest, whdle sculed, Sam
y Dunlapl Why, every man, wowauw acd
1g | child, from the “Great Smoky " to the Gulf,
n.{and the Tombigbee to the Atlastic, will
z smile back » recognition to the pleasant
u | countenance we picture.
it,!| PBorn in Connecticut, while yet a young
::’ man, in 1854, he came South, and located in
i:'. this State, first at Fort Valley, and removing
lu | from there shortly afterward to Americus,

he | where he first developed his capacity for a
':" commercial life. After some years residence
7 | here he associated himself in business wity
of | P. H: Oliver, at Albaoy, buildiog a large
all | gtore At Albany he was unfortuvate
84| onough to lose his wife, by = stroke of light.

his | love, Americus, where the outbreak of civil
;:"’ war found him. He enlisted, serving first
‘he | i1 the company of his relntive, Capt LR

at
be. | Branham, of Co. B, of the
wve MACCN VOLUNTEERS,

1ds | and afterward in the cavairy under Major
P | B G. Lockett.
nd The Macon Volunteers! Why the very
her | nam¢ briogs back to our ears the sounds of
rer |'g], A quotation from an eminent Suuthera

tue | sound of drums. Twice on such a day, ofice
dar | the day before, thrice the next day, till by
nd | gnd by it was the common thing. Digh

aan | handles at shoulder, was not fated, ms in the

88 | tho corner, its high hopes mocked by &
the | ¥ag00 of empty harrels rumbliog over the
ait- | stones. No; it was the Washington Artil
the | lery, the Cresceni Lifies, or (he Orleans
sut- Battalion, or best of sll, the blue-jacketed,
heir | White-leggived, red ! reeched and -ed fezzed

| et s
’Amd&-.-tdmhhg
{ With s Reperter—Days that Live and
Lights i Every QOue's Heart—

ning and shortly sfter returned to his first

author comes unbidden: “There came s

stepping childhood, with laths and broom

ineipid days of peace, to find, on running to
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ing | Zousves; or better than the best, it wse all
ood | of them together, their captains stepping

backward, sword in both hands, calling

red, | Telt! left!" ‘Guide right! ‘Carry arms!
ern | and facing round again, hrowing theie
im | ynining blades stifily to belt and epaulette,

and glaocing asksuce from under their

heir | abundant plumes to the crowded balconice
» of | above.

"; “What pamp! What giddy rounde !
;le' Pennons, cock-feathers, clatiering
post | steeds, pesaling salvos, banoers

isto- | columns, ladies’ favors, balls, concerts,

I- | toasts—don't you recollect ? and this uni-

form and that uniform,



| name brings back to ou: ears the sounds of | rhe

'61. A quotation from an em:‘nent Southern

wagon of empty barrels rumbling over the
stones. No; it was the Washington Artuil

columns, ladies’ favors, balls, concerls

form and that uniform,
' BROTHER A CAPTAIN,

company, & flag to that battaliog, farewel

Miss sad to Mademoiselle.

tury ago.
Avd yet do you not hear them wow, com
ing down the broad, mooa lit street, the ligh
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toasts—don’t you recollectt and this uni- of
-

It is now more than a quarter of a cen |of

for
e

author comes unbidden: “There came &} o)
sound of drums. Twice on ruchgi cay, once | tire

the day before, thrice the next day, till by | bua
and by it was the common thing. igh :n:

stepping childhood, with laths and broom-| 4
handles at ehoulder, was not fated; as in the | aro
insipid days of peace, to find, ca runping to | frie
the corner, its high hopes mocked by &

tha

by

’lery, the Crescent Rifies, or the Otleans | fro
Battalion, or best of all, the blue-jacketed, [ & ¢
white-leggined, red breeched and red fezzed
7 -uaves; or better then the best, iL was al | for
of them together, their captains stepping | wa
backward, sword in both hands calling |0t
‘Loft! left! ‘Guide right!" ‘Carry erms!
and facing round again, throwing their | 1hg
shiniog blades stifily to belt and epauletie, | kn
and glancing askan‘e from uoder their
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sbundant plemes to the'crewded baiconies jf!
abore i trs

“What p! What giddy rounds!|rel
Peanons, cock-feathers, ciattering | o1
steeds, pesliog ealvos, bancers :l:

do
by

father a colonel, uncie a najor, the little | ap
réctor & chaplain; and = eupper to this

(| fiy
rh

sermon to the artillery, tears and & kiss *o & |,
spurred and sashed lover, hurried weddings
—no end of them—a sword to such ¢ cue, (™
addresses by such and such, secenade to

Sc

t)ar
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m | the dancing; the songe! “Dixie!” “The Bon
of | nie Blue Flag!” Later, the maidens at home

5y “Blesping on grassy couches;
m Pillowed on dillocks damp;
ry Of martial fame how little we ku.w

h-| By and by they began to depart. How
be | \pany they weri! How many, mauny! We

“‘: and others marched on bleeding feef, in

or | vuice steady and sing on through the cho-

0s. | rus of tue Jittle song:

nd “Brave boys are they!

ne. tsone at their coautry’s call,

als | Azd yet, nad yet, we cannap forget g
he That macy brave boys must 1al).”

|it] ® e ® o Farewell, Byronic ycuth!

that was made for lovers’ glancing on bayo | re
net and swords, soon 1o be red wih brother's | &
blood, their brave young hearts saiready
lifted up with e triumph of baitles to
come, and the trumpets waking the mid-
night stillness with tueir gay notes !

“Agnin, in the pealing drym,

0 ) \n}‘hom, they come they conie,

And loity de-ds and «aring uigh
Blend with the.r notes of vi.tory "

Ab! the laughter; the music; the brevado;

learned to uibg a little eong—it s among
the missing now. A par. of it ran:

Tiilbrothers are in the camp '

had too lightly let them go. . . .
They were many still, while far away, but
SOME MARCHED NO. MOKB, - .

rags; ond it was very, very hard to hold the

You are not of so frail a stu gs you have

of | #eemed. You shall thirst by day and hun- l
ges | ger by night. - You shall keep vigil oa the

8

lpgBiGERRREay e EREFESEEEE

- | aands of the Gulf and the banks of the Po.
tomse. You shall grow broan, but prettier
You shall shiver in loathsome tatter, yet |
keep your grace, your courtesy, your joy'
gusnese. You ahali ditch and iie down in
ditches, and shall sing . your enacy songs of
deflance in the face of the foe, so blackened
with powder and dust and emoke that-your
mother in heaven would not know the face
of her child. And you shall borrow to your
heart’s content chickens, hogs, rails, milk,
buttermilk, sweet potatoes, what not; and
by the camp fire of the Shennandoah Valley"
sing “the years creep slowly by, Lorena”
to messmates with shaded ecyes, and “Her
bright Smile haunts me still” Ah, boy!
there’s sn old woman still living—your
bright smile baunts her atill. And there
shall be blood on your sword, and blood—
twide—thrice—on’ your brow. Your cap-
tain shall die in your arms, and you shall
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