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Change.

Some writer has truthfully said, that ‘there is noth-
ing so permanent as change. Looking back on the
years woven of the light and the dark, on the great na-
tional events that have trangpired, on the fact that the
beautiful and the repulsive are constantly changing
places, it would seem that energy, purpose, and etfeet,
are the real causes of that change writtén on all things,
which we so often deplore.

Ou the great rolling sea of life, we sometimes seem to
be but the toy of an hour; we sink or swim; we love,
hate, will, strongly in the morning, and at even-tide
find our resolutions feeble, our plans broken. The story
of to-duy has its sequel to-morrow, and another i3 com-
menced. Yet every soul has its Loundless, fathomless
Tife of thought, its gim, its polar-star of faith, however
dim, or insignificant it may be. To every heart there
is meeted out some glimpse of sunshine, towards which
e possessor Ieuns with eagerness; it may Le a child, a
flower, or a lone ship, bearing ils treasure across the
gen ; it may create musie in the soul, or sad voices that
whisper of that change, that will drive hope back into
1he heart like a shaft; we have no security against
ﬂmﬁge, and we need none; we are only to possessour
souls in patience, and let it come.

It is @ common weakness, to let the times perplex, and
the weather ruflle us. We rebel against a sudden frecze
or a thaw, with their disagreeable secompaniments,
leaky walls, slippery pavements, loose doors and win-
dows, and lexiy boots, We frowr on December, when
the gruff old fellow insists on crowding May, but we are
giving ourselves useless anxiety$ he will take himself off
without any foreign intervention, and may leave in his
train & prieeless gift, in the wandering snow-flake, for the
thirsty earth-spirits, working ont their plans for a sum-
mer campaign. Let us Jearn then, not to dread change,
nor receive it monrul'uiﬁ' or reluctantly, but look upon
it ns a beneficent, dizgpensation, through which the ener-
gics and activities of the soul ave renewed and increased,
and life is made not only tolerable, but rimful of worthy
aims, rich meanings, and replete with associations that
Xeep sunny places in the heart, though the skies hang full
of storms, and the winter brings death in its blast.

BF The following extract frgm a letter received by an inmate of
whis Hospital, will intere:t many readers,
Savassan, Ga., Dee. 22d, 1864.
Dear Sisrer :—Before this reaches you, you will know
that yestcr 'a; wasanother gloriousday lor the white Stars.
Thenight before, the enemy gave us the most furious shell-
ing we had ever been under. Lt. C—— and A. C—
of company A, lost each an arm; the Major was again
wonnded in the leg, and 1 ¢scaped only by one of those
miracles which is to me, fresh proof that T am in the
hands of Him who can guide the bullets ‘of the enemy,
as well as ‘temper the wind 1o the shorn Jamb,” # #
Before we got the wounded properly cared for it was
quite late, and T went into my den, as we called it, and
was sleeping soundly ; but it did not seem as though'I
1 bad been there over five minutes, when I was awaken-
ed by a staff officer; who in the most feverish excitement,
ordered me to get the Regiment under arms immediate-
"y, saying: ‘Savannah is.ours!” We were soon on our
way, though we expected a fight before entering the city ;
but pushed on, almost on the run, uniil we got within
sbout a mile of the city limits, when word was pass-
ed along the column that ‘it had surrendered !' Such
cheers, as none Lut Yankees can give, now burst upon
the morning air, and rushed like a torrent far to the
rear, growing wilder and higher as regiment after regi-
ment shouted the welcome tidings! The third Brigade
rushed on, determined to be first, or show the vanity of
human lega! The sixtieth was in the rear of the Bri-
gade, and was left as a guard, to keep out other troops,
unti] a Provost guard was cstablished to protect persons
ul.q property. Here we frst saw the Mayor in his car-

\artillery.

ringe decorated with white Hags, in which he had start-
ed to surrender to Sherman, but meeting Geary, tender-
ed him the honor, which he accepted with undisguised

pleasure—in fact, the old ‘tiger’ looked *tickled to

death,” while the Mayor looked as grave as a conquered

mule. * # # Thug, has ended o campaign, which,

for successful daring has no parallel in the military his-

tory of the world. We do not feel quite satisfied, that

the main body of the enemy escaped, but they left us a

rich spoil, they can never replace. It is said they left

two hundred pieces of artillery, and an immense amount |
of ordinance, and naval stores; one magagine alone,

which T found yesterday while guarding the entrance,

is two hundred and twenty feet long, and thirty wide,

and is filled ten feet bigh with ammunition, mostly for

The rail-rosd depot throws Camden Street

far into the shade. 1 have not attempted to count the

cars, but hinve seen fourteen locomotlves in perfect order,

Lesides several nufinished or slightly damaged ones, * #

We have got eight gun-boats and one ram. Our Bri-

gade on account of Leing first im, is assigned the pro-

vost duty of the city ; each regiment has its subdivis

sion ; ours is mumber three, which covers the rail-road

grounds. 1 have Williams Street with companies C,

and B, and we have plenty-of room for all the men to be
comfortable. 1 have a room to myself well furnished:

the inhabitants are nearly all negroes and lrish, who

seem delighted 1o furnish me with everything | want,

and take theiv pay in blarney, and I live like a lord,

without diminishing my stock in trade. 1 had a fine
supper last night of pudding and milk, and a present of’
a chunk of fresh pork, in the gravy of which, I shall
cause to be made corn-dodgers for Lreakfast. There is
no doubt but most of these people are glad to feel them-
selves under Yankee control. Their soldiers are get-
ting tired and so demoralized, that they are little better
than a band eof robbers, especinlly Wheeler’s Cavalry,

which seem to be the terror of the inhabitants. #* # #
OUne word for the sixtieth: the General tells me that the

nigit after we came up to the enemy’s work, the divi-

sion was massed for the purpose of storming them, and

that the sixtieth: was 1he only regiment that did not ob-

ject to go, and the only one but had some on trial for

skulking. 1 sbhall always be proud that I lead the gal-

lant old sixtieth into Savannah! We are not afraid to

say : * bully” for the sixtieth !

Nashville Correspondence of the Boston Journal.

The Dead Man by the Roadside.

Near the mile stone, four miles out from Franklin, 1
saw for the first time a rebel corpse. There wereseveral
wangons, men on horseback, and a few straegling sol-
diers resting themselves near by. Away to the left,
clouds of smoke could be seen rising from our batteries
and the rebel cannon, who were then engaged in a dead-
ly struggle near the base of the distant hills. The pike
lhere was enclosed on both sides by a fine stone wall.—
He lay with his head to the wall, stiff and stark, his feet
stretched out towards the road. A Lullet had entered
under his right ear and come out beneath the left, where
gome of his brains could be seen hanging down, The
stones Around his head were besmeared with blood.—
His last ration lay beside him—a chunk of yellow corn
cake and a very fat piece of raw porl.

A man of twenty-five, clad in the coarse gray rebel
suit, his left arm lying on the ground along his side,
his right arm resting on his breast, with light brown
hair, and short cut reddish beard and moustache; his
blue eyes, glassy and vacant, stared at the skies with a
ghastly gaze. Thus he had lain for a whole day and
night, no one pitying, no one burying him; no friend
to close his eyes. But he had been touched by some un»/|
hallowed hand, for his pockets were turned inside o
I hoped that this deed was done by no soldier of
but [ feared that it was before I laft the spot.

I had been on a battle-field before, and I had looked
on thousands of wounded men before but it/happened
that this wab the first rebel corpse I had seen, 1 got off
my horse and stood near the dead man,

I had hardly written a few notes ere a boy of ten or

came up, checked his horse, and looked down on the
vorpse,

*Ah! you thought you would eat your dinner in Nash-
ville, did you?' said he, in a mocking tone, speaking to
ihe dead man.

The stiff lips, the fixed eyes, the dead ears, nor moved,
nor flashed, nor heard. '

But I was shocked at this hideous speech from so
young a boy.

‘ Look here, boy '—I do not think he liked that title,
‘ the dead should be treated with vespeet. May be you
will die some day, like him. with no one teo pity you.—
If he was a rebel, he is dead now, and—'

‘He ought to be,’ said the young scamp, angrily, and
he spurred his hogse and started.

1 did not try te.go eu, for I raw that he, toe, was one
of the victims of the war,already, like the other, beyond
any help of wine, ‘

I was greatly moved with pity for the rebel; and turne
ing toa soldier on lwrsefmck Leside me, I said that I
thought some one ought to close the dead mun's eyes.,

4 Oh, he's well enough,’ was the gruff response.

T'suspected tliat the soldier wag & Tennessenn, and de-
termined to try and touch his heart,

*Well, 1 don't know,' I said, ‘I pity the Southern
soldiers; I care mighty little for their officersy they went
in when they knew betier; but the common people were
conseripted-~they had no choice. The Tenmessee boys in
our avmy were most of them forced into the rebel army,
wnd' there are not any better Union men in the whole
eountry.’ ?

Not » word, He looked away. E saw that T might
now do safely, and without arousing any suspicion of
my own loyalty, what my heart wrged me do for the
pooe pebel, Lknelt down and shut his eyes, and then
rode eff,

And as 1 thought tbat if the war went om, perhaps a
Northern boy'l knew might yet lie, starl and siff, as
this man now lay, on some Southern highway, with no
one te pity him or to close his eyes, and' that, in some:
far away log hut, a yonng widow or & loving mother'
might soon have to weep for this new made corpse that
my hand bad touched. I saw almost as little for some.
minutes e the plassy eyes of the rebel soldier liad' seen:
since the-bullet gave Lim his Iast long forlough.

ANOTRER SHAKE.—Mr, 8——, (n very clever man, too,
by the way,) who lives but a stove's throw from Camp
Curtin, was annoyed beyond measure by the depreda~
tions of the men Who destroy his femees, appropriate hig
fruit, ete. A fine Targe pear tice, bending under the
weight of vieh fruit just ripening, stands bj' # shed near
the house. Seeing some soldiers clﬁhhing the tree he
drove them off; and lest they might come agnin, e ab
once ordered a foree to strip the tree, which was done,
and not a pear left upon its brnches.

Between ¢ight and nine that eve, while sitting on the
porch, he beard the heavy tramp of soldiers approach-
ing, and as they neared the house, a strong voice gave
the command, ‘File left! Halt! Mount the shed !—
Up the teee, boys? and some twenty men were soon
clambering ameng its limbs.  ‘ Now give her a shake I'
rang out the same loud voice ; and the old tree under-
went such a shaking s it never before experienced.—
Then there was a lull, and quietly, without command,
the demoralized fovce withdrew, while our friend of the
house lustily sang out—s

¢ Give heg another shake !'

Z=~ ' Yes, ma'am, that's a crack article,” said a
storekeeper to a lady purchaser. * Oh, merey,” cried
she, ‘*if the thing is cracked, [ don't want it."!

= . Died :

i I:}this Hospital, on the evening of the 12th inst., Miss MARY A.
. Youxae

The deceased has been, since the commencement of the war, a
faithful and self-sacrvificing laborer in the Military Hospitals. A
sister of Captaim YoUNg, of the 60th New York Vols,, she has been
as truly identified with the interests’ of the soldiers as he—sharing
for some months Lis camp life, and ministering to the wants of his.
Regiment with a sister’s fidelity. Her reward shall follow her, in
the gratitude of those to whom she has often ministered: and she
also ghall be numbered among the brave on iven us o sucrifice

twelve, some offlcer’s servant, who was riding uom

i

upon the country’s altar. Faithful uoto the énd she laid down te
mt.wkhallheu% ly now till the wospe

Qmw
‘\‘_

— —




