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For. the Crutch,
A New Song for the Soldiers.
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A1R:—' The Ratlle Cry of Freedom.'

Come all ye Union lovers and join in our Union song,
Ag we march to the music of the Union;
Qome fill our ranks; yow'll find that your hearts and arms grow
strong,
As we march to the musiec of the Union.
CHORUS :—The Union forever! In God, boys, we'll trust!
Pefending the Right boys our swords shall not rust:
God and Country is our war-cry, we'll never fear defeat,
As we march to the music of the Union.

Come rally round our standard and bravely we will fight!
As we march to the music of the Union:

Come rally round ouy standard—the Emblem of the Right[
As we march to the music of the Union,

CHorvUS :—The Union forever! &e.

When we meet the traitor foe, we'll not falter or retreat,
As we march to the music of the Union:
But we’ll overcome their ranks, with panic and defeat,
As we march to the music of the Union.
Crorus :—The Union forever! &e.

We'll gather to the music of the Union fife and drum!
As we march to the music of the Union:
For those whom God protects, no power can overcome :
As'we march to the music of the Union.
Cnorvus :—The Union forever! &e.

YWhile God is with us boys, we’ll defy all hostile powers,
As we march to the music of the Unjon:
And we'll never cease the conflict till the victory is oursl
As we march to the music of the Union,
Citorvus :—The Union forever! &e.

Y'es, though all the powers of earth, boys, should gather in their
might,
As we march to the music of the Union:
Well defy them one and all, trusting in God and Right,
As we march to the music of the Union,
Cuonrus :—The Union forever! &e.

Then strike with heart and will, boys, for conquer them we must!
As we march to the music of the Union:
They shall see their boasted flag torn, and trampled in the dust,
-Ag we march to tie music of the Unjon.
CHORUS :—The Union forever! &c.
Loving eyes smile on us, boys, as we leave each cherished home,
" As we march to the music of the Union ;
Loving hearts pray for the time when no more we'll have to roam,
Marching to the music of the Union.
Caonvs:-—The Usion forever! &e.
But they'll never call us home, boys, until our duty 's done;
As we march to the music of the Union;
*Till the war for peace'is o’er and the victory is won;
As we march to the music of the Union,
CHorvS :—The Union forever|  &e.

So welll mever fear thefoe, boys, but meet him hand to hand,
As we march to the music of the Union:
Until our glorious banner shall float o’er all the land ;
As we march to the music of the Union.
CHoRrUS ;—The Union Torever!  &e.

“When this cruel war is over, when all the boys come home,’

As we march to the music of the Union,

‘Won't we have a happy time, as heart and hand we roam ¢

Marching to the music of the Union,

CHORUS :—The Union forever! In God, boys, we'll trust!
Defending the Right, boys, our swords shall not rust:
¢ God and Country ? is our ory, we'll never fear defeat,
As we march to the music of the Union,

A Yeung Hero.

A great many years ago there lived a little boy in
Ireland, of the name of Volney Beckner, ‘whese heroic
conduct deserves to be commemorated, as a model for
young persons. Volney was born at Londonderry, in
1784 ; his father baving been a fisherman of that place,
and so poor that e did not possess the means of giving
‘his son a regular school education. © What young Vol-
ney lost in this respect was in some measure compen-
sated by his father’s instructions at home. These in-
structions chiefly referred to a sea~faring lifs,-in which,
gencrosity of disposition, courage in encountering diffi-
oulties, and & readiness ofiresource ot all occasions, are
the well-known characteristics,

While yet a mere baby, his father taught him to move
and guide himself in the middle of the waves, even
when they were most agitated. He used to ‘throw him
from the stern of his beat inte the sea, and encourage
him to sustain himself by swimming, and only when he
appeared to be sinking did he plunge in to his aid. In
this way young Volney Beckner, from his very cradle,
was taught to brave the dangers of the sea, in which, in
time, he moved with the greatest confidence. - At four
years of age he was able to swim a distaneg of three or
four miles after his father's vessel, which he would not
enter until completely fatigued ; bhe would then cateh &
rope which was thrown to him; and, clinging to it
mount safely to the deck.

When Volney was about mine years of age, he was

appears to have sometimes sailed, and in this situation
he rendered hinmelf exceedingly useful. In tempestuons
weather, when the wind blew with violence, tore the
sails, and made the timbers creak, and while the rain
fell in torrents, he was not the last in maneuvering.—
The squirrel does not climb with more agility over the
loftiest trees, than did Volney alopg the stays and sail-
yards. When hewas at the top of the highest masts,
even in the fiercest storm, he appeared as little agitated
as a passenger streiched on a hammock, The little fel-
low, also, was regardless of oEdinnry toils and priva-
tions. To be fed with biscnit broken with a hatchet,
sparingly moistened with muddy water, full of worms,
to be half-covered with a garment of coarse cloth, to
take some hours of repose stretched on a plank, and to
be suddenly awakened at the moment when his sleep
was the soundest, such was the life of Volney; and jet
he enjoyed a robust consiitution. Henever canght cold,
he neyer knew fear, nor any of the diseases springing
from pampered appetites or idleness.

Such was the cleverness, the good temper, and the
trustworthiness of Volney Beckner, that, at his twelfth

|and he aspired, by his conduct, to win the esteem and

placed apprentice in a merchant sbip, in which his father |

-year, he was judged worthy of promotion in the vessel,
and of receiving “double his former pay. ‘The eaptain of
the ship on board which he served cited him as a model
to the other boys. He did not even fear to say once,'in
the presence of his whole crew, *If thislittle man con-
tinues to eonduct himself with so wmuch valor and pru-
dence, I have no doubt of his attaining a place much
above that which-1 oceupy.’
‘Little"Volney-was very sensible to the praises that he
so well deserved. Although deprived of theadvantages
of a liberal education, the general instructions he had
received, and his own experience, had-opened his mind,

affection of those about him. He was always ready-and
willing 10 assist his fellow-sailors, and, by his extraor-
dinary ‘activity,'saved them in many dangerous emer-
gencies. An occasion at length arrived in“which the
young sailor had an opportunity of performing one of
the most gallant actions on record.

The vessel to which Volney belonged was bound to
Port-au-Prince, ‘in"France, and this voyage his father
was on board. Among the passengers was a little girl,
dangliter of & rich American merchant ; she had slipped
away from her nurse, wwho was ill and taking some re-
pose in thu cabin, and ran upda-deck. There, while
she gazed on the wild world of waters around, a sudden
heaving of the ship caused her o become dizzy, and she
fell over the side of the vessel into the sea. The father
of Voluey pereciving the accident, darted after her, and
in five or six strokes be caught her by the frock.—
Whilst he swam with one hand to regain the vessel, and
with the other held the child to his breagt, Beckner per-
ceived, at a distance, a shark advancing directly to-
wards him. He called out for assistance. The danger
was pressing. Every one ran on-deck; bat no one dared
to go further. They contented themselves with firing
off several muskets, with little effect; and the animal,
lashing the sea with his tail, and opening his frightful
jaws, was about to seize his prey.

In this terrible extremity, what-strong men-would
not venture to attempt, filial piety excited a child to ex-
ecute. Little Volney armed himself with a broad and
pointed saber; he threw himself into the sea; then,
diving with the activity of a fish, he slipped under the
animal, and stabbed his sword into his body up to the
hilt. Thus suddenly assailed, and deeply wounded, the
shark guitted the track of his prey, and turned against
his assailant, who attacked him with repeated lunges of
his weapon.

1t was & heart-rending spettafiz! On one side, the
agonized father trembling for his little girl, who seemed
devoted to destruction ; on the other, a generous marin-
ér exposing his life for a ¢hild not his own; and here,
the whole crew full of breathless anxiety as to the result
of an encounter in which their young shipmate exposed
himself to an almost inevitable death, to divert it from
his father !

The combat was too unequal, and ne refuge remained
but in aspeedy retreat. A number of ropes were quickly
thrown out to the father and the son, and they each
succeeded in seizing one. They were hastily drawn up.
Already they were several feet above the surface of the
water ; already cries of joy were heard.

¢ Here they are; here they are! They are saved!'—




