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"PREFACE.

Tre “Macpherson Letters”

were published in the .
New Orleans Era during the past year. Their unex-
pected, and, perhaps, undeserved popularity in the
Southwest, and a very general desire on the part of the
author’s friends to see them in a book, are his reasons
for publishing them. His .obslérvation's in New Or-
leans led him to believe that ridicule was the most po-
tent weapon that conld be employed against the absurd
‘opinions and prejudices of that portion of the people of
the Southwest who sympathised with the rebellion.
He had, at least, the gratification of knowing that they
were very generally read, not oily in the army and
navy, but by the people, many. of whom believed, for
somo time, that ¢ Macpherson” was an actunal citizen of
Madizonville, and a genuine correspondent of the Exra.
The blind prejudices, the, prbfbund political -ignq-
rance, the strong pa.ssion.; and boundless credulity of

the rebels in New Orleans, must appear incredible to

those who have always lived in a free community,
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where {tocdom of speech Is tolerated, and where uni-
versal education renders every one more or less familiar
with passing evénts and the topies of the times, - But
those who Lave freely mingled with that class of Loui-
sianfans who still cling to the faith of Jeff. Davig, will
not be surprised to learn that Macepherson’s philosophy

was g0 wmuch in accordance with theirvs, and that his

exareerated style of speech was so faithful a copy of |

secession bombuast, that the ¢ great Confederate Philos-
opher” was, for some weeks, quite a favorite with the
hot-lieaded rebels of the Crescent City.

Many of the incidents which the aunthor attempted
to ridicule in ’thesn “ Letters,” were too loeal in their

character to be understood by a reader not familiar

with the facts. So far as practieable, these parts have
been omitted n this publication, and sueh explanatory
notes have been prefixed to each chapter, as scomed ne-
cessary to give the general reader an understanding of
its fmport.

The author will state that when he commenced the
publication of thesc letters, he had no expectation of
writing but one; and to that he signed the first name
that occurred to I, without reflection. He was not
then aware that an officer named James B. McPherson

held a commission in the United States Army,—an ig-

novance due, probably, to the fact that for many .

PREFACE. T

months the author was in service where newspapers
seldom reached him. But the officer in question, by
his gallant condunet on many hardfought felds, has
made a national reputation for skilful and daring gen-
eralship, and his name is as familiar as houselld
words to all who bave read the story of Vicksbuig,
and of the varions movements of the noble army of
{zeneral Grant.

A. G H

NEw ORLEANS, La., Junuar . 1864,
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THE LETTERS

oF

JAMES B. MACPIERSON.

CHAPTER L.

Frer TraDpeE wirn THE RREBELS,

Note—Madigonville is a town situated on the Tchefuncta river,
near Lake Pontehartrain, and wag within the rebel lines at the time
these lotters were written, as it 34, In-fact, at the present time, The
people were known to be destitute of many of the necessaries of life,
and the gecessionists of New Orleans made a strong effort to induee
the authoritics in permit free trade across the lake, on the ground
that humanity required it, and that the people were non-combatants.
The Daily Picayune advocated this theory, and a writer, signing
himgelf * Observer,” published a eommunication in that paper urging
its ndoption by the anthoritiess The notion appeared too absurd to-
be treated seriously, and the author attempted to exhibit it in this
light in the following lefter, which appeared in Tum Era, Felrunary

1%7th, 1868,
MADISL}NVILi‘E, La,
mundw Evening, February 15.
S1ir —1I have a wife a welve children, all of them
sons except the wife. Nine of them are in the Con-

federate service, and so am I, The other three are not
in the service, because one of them is only three yeors
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old, but he will probably be old enough to join the
army before the United States ave erushed.  Amnother
one has lost a leg in the war, so that he ean’t march ;
and the other one is idiotic. 1 am home on a furlough,
and find my wife and three sons bad cnough off.  They
are destitute of many of the necessaries of life, and for
my part I don’t know what they will do.

think the United States ought to supply them with
food.  They are non-combatants, and there is 1o chanee
twt any of themn will ever fight except the youngest;
aad stipulation might be made that he should not :Tt
any of the food seut over, if that should be decmed nie-
ComsTY,

solong as Tand the nine able bodied boys stay in

the Confederate army, it will be nceessary to have the,

vest of the family receive supplies from New Orleans
id humanity end philanthropy demand that trade
should be allowed,

Lwas pleased to read in this moming’s Picayune, a
communication from My, Observer, on this point, He
proposes to send salt and other indispensable articles,
and says he would go into the business himself, if he
had the means, and could get the necessary authority.
[hope he will go into it at once, as we need the salt
mucl, and the indispensable articles would also come
handy. Iie can make a good thing of it, as we are
willing to pay a large price for salt, flour, quinine,
clothing, cotton-cards, ete., all of which will bring a
larger price here than Cbserver will have to give for
them in New Orleans. I would pay a large price for
what my family needs, as I could ficht a great deal
better it I knew the folks were comfortable at home.

3

FURE TRADE WITH THE RERELS. 15

By all means let some one lend My, Observer the capi-
tal if lie hasn’t got it, for there is no reason why non-
combatants shouldn’t be fed. '
’ Yours, sincerely, _
Jaurs B, Macrarrson.

P. 5.—While you are about it, tell Observer to bring
me an Inglish rifle, with a cartridge-box, and a hun-
dred rounds of ammunition.,

J. B. M.




THE MACPHERSON LETTERS,

CIHAPTER 1L

Me.. Macruersoy uarn Hores vor mIs Inrorio Bor—Hzg
DECLARETH HIMSELF T0O BE A Good UNioy Max.—Con-
RESPONDENCE, AND THE WAy 10 senD m—Tne Trun
Prax or Covcmaariox, wre.

NOTE.—Co%l;'edemte prisoners who were to leave New Orleans on

Jarele, were diseovered to have contraband letters sewed into their
clothing. '

MaprsoNvILLE, LA,
) February 21st, 1863.
Str:—I find that Tor Era published my letter, in

which T showed that the United States ought to sup-
port my family as long as I am in the Confederate ser-
vice, and that the destitute people on this side of the
lake should be permitted to trade with New Orleans,
When | saw that Ieiter in Ton Ega, I experienced all
the pleasure of a man who, for the first ﬂme,-sees his
name in print. I looked at it two or three hours, and
then handed it over to my Idiotic Boy.

I eould not restrain my tears, when I thought of the
unhappy fate of that youth, doomed never to write g
ctter for the newspapers, nor to realize the Dblissfyl
feelings which swelled in his father’s heart, at gazing
upon his own name in small-cap letters. t

“ Cheer up, 1wy dear,” said my wife. «J ames, to be
sure, is an idiot, but idiots does sometimes write for
newspapers,”

Imuiediately she handed me % Ohserver’s” letter in
9 AR N

csunday’s Piloayune, and 1 became ealm. Whenever I

look at that letter T believe fully my wife’s remark,

RIGIITS OF A NON-COMBATANT. 17

As T told you before, I am home on a furlongh, and

g0 long as I remain away from my regiment, at Port

Tiudson, T consider myself a non-combatant, and I de-
mand from the United States government ali the rights
of a neairal, I wish, while my furlough continues, to
take o hand in trade across the lake, and as Observer
promises t¢ go into it if anybody will farnish funds, I
now definitely offer him my assistance, and promise to.
invest my last three monthe’ pay as a private, which I
have just drawn from the paymaster in Confederate

- treasury notes and Madisonville butchers’ tickets, and

three dollars of which m'ee cents in coin,
What I want now, 1§, to make arrangements for got-
ting all the newspapers across the lake, and to gain in-
formation in regard'to the Union soldiers in General
Banks’s Department. 8o long as L am a neutral, I have
a perfect right to know what is going on, and the in-
formation thus obtained I could sell to my General for
a high price, which would do much towards feeding my
destitute family, and helping on owr speculations. You
will therefore please forward to me immediately a full

‘statement of the number of troops in the Department

of the Gulf, where the camps are located, the quality of
arms, the number of gung, the amount of ammumition,
the number, strength, and position of the gunboats, the
maps and plans of future operations by land and water,
and any other small matters which wounld be of interest
and use to me, and which can do no harm so long as I
am 2 non-combatant. If, however, the military author-
ities should differ from the Pécayune and me in these

- matters, please sew all necessary letters into the collars

and cuffs of the coats of (Jonfederate soldiers, bound
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only by a parole of honor, and stutf all the newspapers
you can find into the legs of their breeches.

) But there can be no possible ohjection to permitting
free correspondence with wme. I am, in fact, a goo?l
Union man, and boldly proclaim my Union sentiments

among my comrades. My doctrine is, that the United

States ought to lay down their arms at once, and then
naels e et oo apado o
ask for an ar mistice, preparatory to a recognition of the
Southern Confederacy.  Such a step would place the
Confeder: : tore igati !
¢ Junfcdcz e States under great obligations to the United
wtates, and would engender a sentiment of friendship.
It Wo:lld, to be sure, result in the complete success of
‘{]{e (;orﬁ'uﬂ.:ﬂ'z te causc; but it would heal all feelings
of wounded pride on our part, and perhaps ultimately
PR N T @ v
restore the Union. 1 for one, would then go for a re-
citubilslment of the MUnion, on condition that all the

orthern me L ho donot agree with me should be hung
or expelled from the country. T theé United States
would conzent to this, and purge itself effectually of all
men of opposite polities, I think we might be reunited
?nd live together in peace. But so long as any oue

orable to ¢ tad Sata :
.Eﬂ‘k:l fziflf to the T:Tlllte(l wtates government is tolerated
in the North, I, for one, am opposed to the Union, and
'\‘:ii p B 1 y L O - oh
; 1 urge the‘ (';011iedel ate army to fight, and make all

cau out of it. Lot the United States government
pursue a conciliatory policy and hang all its friends

- T 3 g - » ?
however, and I Dbelieve then a happy peace will dawn
upon this land, and the advocates of war will skulk
away in terror and disgrace,
Yours, truly,
Jamrs B. MacrHERSON, -

SHECERSION DEMONSTRATION,

CHAPTER IIT.

Tus Grrar Secrssioy Demoxstrarion 18 New OnLzans,
as Dascriseo 57 Lovs T, Wierart Macraegson,

Notm—On the 20th February, 1863, a large number of rebel pris-
oners lefs New Orlcans to be exchanged. They were to have been
talen on the steamer Empire Parish; but that vessel met with some

HIRLR

secident befove she got off. The departure of these prisoncrs was
e the oceasion of & grand demonstration on the part of the seces-
gion women of the eity, who thronged the loves by thousands, to ex-
presa their sympathy for the cause of treazon. 'The prisoners alt
went away with new suits of clothes, furnished by rebel women in
he eity, and would have earricd other suits had the authoritics per-
mitied 16 The assenbly became so noify and insolent, that o regi-
ment of soldiers finally cleared the levee.
MADIRONVILLE, LA,
Tebruary 28th, 1863,
Str :—T now forward a copy of the letter of my son
Louis 'T. Wigfall, of the Confoderate Army ; and here
I deem it proper to state that I am a <descendant of
revolutionary sires, and consequently that I named my
sons after the greatest lights of American history.
They are: Ceorge Washington, Louis T. Wigfall,
Thomas Jefferson, Roger A, Pryor, Ben. Wood, John
(1. Breckinridge, Andrew Jackson, Toussaint I'Ouver-
ture, and Horatio Seymour. Those are the names of
my nine boys in the army. The idiot T have named
James Buchanan Floyd, the cripple Braxton Dragg,
and the infant Mason Slidell. Having premised thus
mueh, I will proceed with the letter: ‘
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Lowis T. Wigfall Macpherson’s Adventures in New
Orleans.

Lonis T. Wigfall Macpherson writes:

“DPve had the biggest kind of a time sense you hurd
from Me last. I was took prisoner by the Yanks, I
had sworn never to surrender alive, and I never would
have done it, only My back happened to be turned at
the minit, and so they got Me and sent Me to New
Orleans with the rest. They locked me up for a while,
but ‘then they let Me out on payrell in the streets, zmd
I had the fredum of the sitty.

“Well, as T went saunchering along the streets T met

a lady whose dress and proud bearing told, me at once

she Delonged to the alight, and so it proved. She
stopped and looked at me mquunwlv, and finally bend-
ing her proud head towards me, she says: ¢ Pardon
Me sir, but isn’t you a 0011fedelate, soljur ?  Says I«
‘Yes, miss, Lis”  Says she to Me: ‘I thought so by
your proud and hauty bearing, and by your dilapidated
gray garments, which is dearer in my eyes than the
estments of a monarch, or the costly robes of the
rince de Joinville”  Then I bent my hanty head to-
wards Ler and said: ‘I thank you, miss; you do Me
proud.”  Then says she: ¢ Come and see us; and says
L: “Where do you live;” Then she told me, and T
went to see ‘em that very night.

“ I found that the family belonged to the alight, and
was all of the wright stripe. The lady had ate dau-
ters, seven of them grown up, and all of them lovely
and charming as rose-blossoms, and all as secesh as
Lovell ar Vallandigham. The old lady lLad a stick

I
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about two feet long, which she had saved from the
rebel flagstafl at I‘01t Jackson ever since our victory
there over Farrigut. It was beautiful to sce her wave
this stick over the heads of her obediunt dauters and
hurrah for the Confederacy. \ _
“Says all of them to Me: ‘ Make this your home as
long as you are in New Orleans” Says I: ‘,T%mu'k
you, kind ladies, I will do sos” and T did. I staid in
that honse nntil I was exchanged, and it was beautiful
and romantic to see the devotion of them lovely dauters
of the South, I was as ragged as Lazarus, and hadn'c

~a red, and so the old lady sent for a Confoderate taylor

and had him make Me a sute of close—a nice gray uni-
form ; and then they took Me up to the PhOtOU'I aphic
gallery and had My likencss took, But this wouldnt
do, and each of the ate dauters bad a sute made, and.
each one of them presented me with a Confederate uni-
form. complete.

“ Purty soon the time cum to he exehanged on the
Empire Parich, and then I put on my whole nine .S'utes
at o time, I felt grand and looked like the Irysh jiunt,
only not as tall. Says they all: ‘We are sorry fo .lose
your society, but the Confederacy needs your services,
and we must let you go.” Then they all cryed.

“Tt was now time to go down to the boat, and these
lovely ladies wag determined to show their devotion to
our hoely cawse. So the old lady took her stick, and
she with the ate dauters, all wearing seceshun flags
around their wastes, formed a holler square around Me,
and I marched in the senter with them as a egcort of
onur. As we was going to the levee we met a Yank
soljur, who shouted out: ¢ Gro it, grayback I—you need
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an escort of women.” The old lady said : *T’ll take no
insnlt from a Yank !’ and then she knocked him down
with the peace of the flagstaff allewded to; and I ap-
plawded her and the dauters laft, It was a beautifyl
site to behold that woman bend her proud and hzmt;:,'
head and raise her delicate white snowy arm in the
cawse of her country, and to see those lovely dauters,
g0 alight, smiling sweetly upon her.

“There was & glorions time a4 the Levee. Holler
rquares kept coming in, and all truc to the cawse; and
in order to show em I was not afrade to fite, T knocked
a big nigger off’ the wharf into the river. Just as T
was going a board, the old lady slapped Me on the
shoulder; bat T diduw’t el it, her hand was so delicate
and I had so many sutes of gray clogse on,  But says
she: < There’s one thing I've forgot.”  Then she ripped
open my cuils and eollers, and sode in a catalogue of
Larragut’s ships and General Banks's troops, saying:
“That’s for Jeff. Davis” Says I: ‘Bliss, 'm on iny
payroll of onur not to do so.”  Says she : ¢ A Confeder-
afi payroll is not wuth a red,” or words to that effect
and so after they had put a newspaper and a plug of
tobacker in each pocket, they all kissed Me, and the oid
lady said: “Brave son of the Confederacy I—the alight
of the city has come to see you off and to shour on. your
heads the blessings of patryotic matruns and spotless
mades, and to fill your pockets with letters and to-
backer.  Axeept these toakuns of our patryotic devo-
shun, and think of us when you are far above Baton
Rouge!” Says I: ‘Thanks, miss, to you and your ate
alight danters for your patryotic wishes, for the tobacker
you have bestowed on my unworthy head, and for

NIEGRO ROLDIERS. 23

teaching me the value of a Confederate payroll of
onur. o

“Then I went aboard, and the old lady she swung
her stick and we all give three cheers for Jeff. Davis;
and then I fell off of the paddle-box into the river, over-
cam with the manly emotions which swelled in my
bosom. A Yank pulled me out, for I bad so many
cloge on I couldn’t stur. If I ever meet him in battle
Tl ring his neck for him. 3 '

“1 was so heavy with wet close and things that it
toek the whole ship’s crew to pull me out. They set
me on the paddle-box, and I was so heavy that the
whole coneern broke down, and they had to put us on
another ship. ‘ ] ‘

“ As soon as we got up to Port Hudson, I sold all my
close for $800 a sute, bringing me a total of $7,200,
and now I'm perfectly destitute—haven’t got a decent
sute to put on. Send my order to the United States
for a new uniform, and invest my money in salt and
ship it up to Port ITudson on a flag-oftruce-boat im-
mediately, and oblige

“Your destitute son,
\ “ Lovis T. Wierarr, Macrurgrsow,

“Co. I, 18th La. Vols.”
Mr. Macpherson’s Views on Negro Soldiers.

I now wish to make a few remarks on the subject of
negro soldiers. 1 am opposed to negroes in the abstract,
and am dead set against having them enlisted ag soldiers -
in the service of the United States; and I regard such
enlistments as inhuman, wicked, barbarous, and damna-
ble beyond description. The English Dictionary docs
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not contain adjectives strong enough to paint the hor-
rors of making Union goldiers of negroes; but when
vou come to make them Confederate soldiers, I, for

one, am in favor of it; and if nine regiments are

raised, I mean that each of my sons shall be a Colonel.
I+will then get my furlough cancelled, and take the field
in person, as a Drigadier-General, in command of the
Macpherson Brigade. As soon as the war is over I will
buy a plantation and set them at work on it, and T mean

to be the largest slaveholder and autocrat in the Con-

federacy.
’ Yours respectfully,

Jamms B, MACPHEREON.

OATH OF ALLEGIANCE,

CHAPTER IV.

Macriunrsoy TAKES THE Oard oF ALpreglaNcE—A Lerriw
rroM JEFF. Davisc—A Goop Cosrrperate Lapy wivn
Yavkee Boanpirs.~——A Gross Ixsurr to mue Coxrepen-
ACY, BTC., BIC,

‘Nore.—Many secessionists in New Orleans took the oath of alle-
giunce to the United States, merely to save their property from con-
fiscation.. 1t was not uncomimon for them to boast that such was
their enly motive; and that they did not regard the cath as binding
upon their consciences. This was true of some who gained their
daily bread by boarding Federal officers. It was not an unusnal
spectacle to see ladies cross the street rather than pass under a flag
of the United Btates; this wag ove way in which they exhibited
their hatred of the Union, and their sympathy for the rebel cause. |

‘MaDISONVILEY, LA,
‘ March Tth, 18068,
8 :—You should know that my letters in Tun Era
have been regularly forwarded to Jeff. Davis, at Rich-
mond. With the one in last Sunday’s paper, 1 sent a
request that my furlough might be extended ; and in
reply I received, by telegraph, the following :

Letter from Jeff. Danis.
“RicIMoND, VA, March 3.
“My Drear Macemerson:—I have received from
time to time the copies of Tur Era Fontaining your
wise and patriotic letters, which T have read with ever-
inereasing pleasure. The sufferings of your family and
the destitution which prevails among my subjects have
touched my paternal heart; snd I now recommend

that you go at onee to New Orleans and take the oath
2
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of allegiance. Of comse you will understand that no
oath is binding upon the conscience of a Uonfederate,
anless taken before a Confederate magistrate. Iaving
eaten enough to last you until your next vigit, and
made such observations as will be useful to the cause,
you will return on the first flag-of-truce-boat, and im-
mediately communicate to me all information you can
obtain. Also, bring your satchel full of edibles for
your family.

«T have directed my Adjutant-general, S, Cooper, to
make out a new furlough for you, excusing you from

all duty with your regiment, so long as you continue to -
<

write for Taxr Era.

7 also forward herewith a commission for your son,
John C. Breckinridge Macpherson, as Colonel of the
8th Georgia Negro Confederate Liberty Guards.

“] am, my dear Mac,

“Yours in Confederate bonds,
“ Jerr. Davis.”

T was proud enough, the Lord knows, when I first
saw my name printed in TrE Era; but what shall 1
say of my feelings when I received the above letter?
«Ts it possible,” I cried aloud, clasping my hands and
raising my eyes impressively, in a manner which would
do credit to Vining Bowers; “is it possible that the
President of the new nation, the anchor of Southern
independence, the flag-staff’ of our proud stars and bars,
the chiefest demigod of Confederate mythology, hag
condescended to write to me in terms of fraternal en-
dearment? I clasped my Idiotic Boy to my bosom,
waved my letter aloft to heaven, seized my satchel,

SIRUGGLE WITH CONECIENCE. 7

and, with emotions only equalled by those of Floyd
?Vhen he first espied the United States treasury build-
ing, started hurriedly for New Orleans.

Macpherson’s manly Struggle with kis Conscience.

The first encounter I had was with my own con-
science. Baid conscience to me: “Macpherson, re-
member that thou art the descendant of revolutio;mr
sires, the proud representative of anh_ohorable hbuse
and name, the great light and mirror of Madisonville
chivalry, and, more than all, the confidential agent of
Jetl. Davis, the oreatest man that ever trod in 8011f0d—
erate shoes, worth $300 a pair.  Then how canst thon
O Maepherson, lover of honor and hater of Yankees’
raise thy hand to heaven and swear allegiance to si
flag which, to thine illuminated mind, is tlfe symbol of
ungodly power and basest tyranny? and how canst
thou consent to eat the bread of Yankees, gotten under
the fulse pretense that thou art faithful to their flag?
O Macpherson! pause and go home I” Lg.

But I told my conscience to dryup.  Did not Danicl
eat the bread of the pagan king, and was not Daniél
bold 8 a lion? “I will take the oath,” said L “but
there is mot Spaulding’s glne enough among living

-men to stick me to it 1”

Hacpherson takes the Oath of Allegiance.

Well, I went and took the oath. It was a matter of
ncon'lpulsion, because it was the only way I could get
inside the lines without bécoming a prisoner ; and Wl?en
4 man tgkes an oath under compulsion, he 1isJ allowed to
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break it the first chance. But when I went up to take
the oath of allegiance, I asked the Yankee officer if he
would have the goodness to let me look at the Bible
before I swore. He kindly assented, and looking at
the imprint I found it had been published in Boston,
and was a regular abolition concern; and then con-
science gave way, and said I could swear to any thing
I chose on a Bible printed north of Mason and Dixon’s
line. I swore to a lot of stuffl—more than I like to
think of now ; but one of the points was that I would
never bear arms against the United States. But to
this T mentally added the words, “so long as my far-
lough lasts,” and my conscience went to sleep as sound-

ly as though it had Dbeen soothed by twenty whisky-

skins at Marble IHall.

Macpherson finds a good Confederate Lady.

As T expected to remain in town most of the week,
1 resolved to find a boarding-house with some good
Confederate who had taken the oath of allegiance. I
soon discovered such a place—a house kept by a Con-
federate lady, whose husband and three sons are in our
army, boldly fighting for Sontherm independence, and
who has taken the oath of allegiance to save the prop-
erty from confiscation. I found this good lady to be
true blue. ¢ Macpherson,” sald she, when I applied
for board, “have you taken the oath of allegiance to
the Abolitionists #7 I blushed all over, from the erown
of my Confederate head to the soles of my Confederate
shoes, as T replied, “Yes.” “Well) then,” said this
brave lady, “if you have done that git out of this
Louse! Them as leaves the army when they ought to

" THE CONFEDERATE LADY, 29

be bearing the burden and heat of the Confederate day,

mugn’t come sneaking around this house for shelter.
If I was a man, do you think I would be here? No
sir-ee, I would have a Jefl, Davis musket on my shoul-
der, and would be sending death and blood abroad
among the Yankees as a besom of destruction. Whaere
is my sons and hugband ?. Isn’t they doing their duty
to the Confederacy on the bloody field, and one of them
in the commissary department! Oh! I hate cowards
and traitors, and a man as leaves the Confederacy and
comes over to live on Yankee bread is all three com-
bined in one mean hateful critter, who can’t find no
encouragement nor shelter under this roof! Git out of
here, James B. Macpherson l—or 1’11 have my nigger
kick you into the gutter ”

As she gave utterance to these noble and patriotic
sentiments, her tall form wag erect, her eyes flashed
with Confederate fire like the bolts of Olympian Jove;
her fists were clenched in the very ecstasy of anger,
and cowering before her for mercy, I could but feel
that T was in the presence of a goddess.

“Minerva of Louisiana!” I exclaimed, kneeling be-
fore her~— Pallag Athené of the Confederacy! let me
explain to you the manner and meaning of my visit,
Allow me to—"

J ust at th.is stage of my address, the goed lady’s nig-
ger, in obedience to a wave of her hand, came stealthi-
Iy behind me, opened the door, and seizing me by the
f:ollar, kicked me out of the house, landiﬁg me sqﬁare
m the gutter. '

I sat there a considerable time, when suddenly o
Yankee officer approached, and he agked me into his
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room. To my astonishment, he walked into the very

house from which I had just been so summarily ejected.
I sat down and wrote an explanation of my position,
and sent it to the good lady. In five minutes she sent

for me, said she was delighted to see me, proud to have

me under her roof, and that I needn’t pay a picayune
for board as long as I staid there. She then had the
nigger whipped for kicking me out, and from that mo-
ment we were fast friends. _

I found that her house was full of Yankee offieers,
except two beautiful young ladies who boarded there,
and were true as steel to the Confederacy.

“«How comes it, madam,” I inquired, “ that a woman
of your proud and patriotic spirit ever consented to
take the oath of allegiance, or to have your establish-
ment supported by Yankee officers ¥

“ DBecause,” replied the good lady, “necessity is the
mother of invention, and being a mother myself 1 ean
appreciate it. As to taking the oath of allegiance, that
don’t amount to nothing. The oath never went
through my teeth ; it was necessary to save my proper-
~ty, and I say it boldly, T have no more respect for that
oath than 1 have for the President of Iayti. As to
the Yankee boarders, the times has been when there

wasn’t Confederate treasury notes enough in Jacob

Barker’s safe to hire me to feed a Yankee oflicer ; but
times has changed, and finding that I could live on
Yankees and hate ’em at the same time, I yiclded to
the mother of invention.”

If Mrs. Macpherson could have looked into my heart,

ag the good lady gave utterance to the above honomble
and patriotic sentiments, I fear she might have been

INSULTED BY THE FLAG. 31

-jealous of the lively admiration with which the good
lady inspired me. But whatever emotions were rising
in my hLeart were suddenly overwhelmed by a grea,t
event,

The two young hdles referred to previously, came
into the room, trembling with excitement and pale with
ghastly anger.

“as it come to this!” cried the beautiful maiden.
“ Are we to be insulted at our very doors!”

My chivalric Madisonville blood was aroused by the
sight of suffering beauty. “Haste me to know it!” I
‘cried, springing to my feet, ¢ that I, with wings as swift

‘g5 meditation or the thoughts of love, may have the

vile roffian whipped. Where is the big nigger that
kicked me out of doors? Madam, bring him hither,
that we may avenge the injuries of your house ”

“Such insolence 1” eried the beautiful maiden, “and "
at our very door! I never!”.and she stamped her deli-
cate fvot upon the carpet, as though she would crush
the United States beneath it,

“What’s the matter?” demanded the good I%dy, in
tones of angelic thunder.

But the beautiful maiden could not answer. She be-
came speechless with patriotic rage, and fell to the
earth, pointing to the door and gasping with her faint-

‘1110" breath—

« The flag I—the flag 1

Hastenmo' to the door, we beheld a loathsome spec-
tacle, The man. living near our door, a citizen of New
Orleans, had dlsplayed a United States flag from his
dwelling. " A more gross insult to the Confl ulm acy and to
the good people who have taken the oath of = allegiance to
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save their property, could not be imagined. As tho
good lady gazed upon that detestable emblem of tyranuny
and bloody despotism, to which she had taken the oath
of allegiance, she ground her teeth together, so that
you could hear them around the corner. Then we shut
the door, and all fainted. ‘

As soon as we recovered, we held a family consulta-
tion, and it was discussed whether to leave for the Con-
federacy or to commit suicide. The beautiful maiden
argued in favor of the latter course, as a sentimental
way of serving the Confederacy. “Ilow romantic!”
she exclaimed ; “what a splendid subject for a Confed-
erate Sylvanus Cobb !—what a touching picture for the
artist of Larper’s Weekly or Frank Leslic's Illus-
trated —Oh! let us commit suieide, and be first in the
book of Confederate martyrs, as a lovely matron and
maid, who died rather than live under the flag to which
they had taken the cath of allegiance, to save their
property ! I wish,” she added with a sigh, which moved

me to tears, “that the whole Southern Confederacy

would commit suicide {”

This noble and patriotic sentiment would have pre-
vailed, only we wished to preserve the property and
make some more money out of the Yankees; and so
we decided that every time we went out of the house,
we would go belt across the strect and walk on the
other side until we had passed the hateful flag, and then
recross the street, thus omitting to walk under it. And
the ladies went and took down the name and number

of the man who had committed this outrage against the

Confederacy, and I immediately sent the memorandum
on to Jeff. Davis, asking his protection.

TELEGRAM TO JEFF. DAVIS. a3

Just before leaving New Orleans, I got very drunk.
In that state I went to the telegraph office and got
Bulkley to send the following dispatch to Jeff. Davis:

“ Duar Javis :—Honor report drunkenness alarming
extent. DBanks’s army thoronghly demented—18 divi-
sions actual mutiny manifestations increasing ladies
true great want of Madisonville bread and whisky.
Full partienlars in full letters by next dispateh. Block-
ade broken and Federal fleet sunk. Mac.

I fear the head of the new pation can’t comprehend
the above, but it is less obgeure than the Southern Con-
federacy, and he professes to nnderstand that.

Y ours untiringly,
Jamus B, -Macpurrsox,

P. 8.—My Idiotic Boy is preparing an attack on the
Know Nothings and Pilgrim Fathers, which will be

sent to the Zrue .Delta for publication.

J. B. M.
Q%
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CHAPTER V.

Macrrarsox, Jourxeving To MADSONVILLE, SEES THE GREAT
CoxrFrperatE Cross 18y 18 HUravexs—HE 1s seizep BY
Anizoxtax GUERILLAS, AND TAKEN 10 Tu® PLACE oF Hx-
vourion.—His Bscarr rrom Drata, mre.

Nore.—The New Orleans Pleayune, of March Tth, contained the
following extracrdinary anmouncement of a great phemomenon in
the heavens:

A Cross I8 1w Huavens,—A well<iefined crogg was seen in the
sicy over Kingston, N. C,, some two wecks since. A correspondent,
writing from that point 1;0 the Wilmington (N. C.) Journal, gives the
following description of the phenomenon :

“MThe moon rose cloudless. At a little before seven o’diock, two
Dbright spots, some twelve degrees (Qu. in extent ?) were vigible; one
North and the other South, and immediately thereafter a cross was
seen in the heavens, the moon joining the four arms of the cross.
About half-past eight oclock the Northern light went out, but the
crosg and the spot to the Bouth remained undi! past ten, when I re-
tired., Can any one tell when the cross appeaved before since the
days of Consgtantine, when the letters of L H. 8. accompanied the
sign 77

Bibley, it Is known, commanded a body of Arizonian cavalry; and
a detachment of these wild and irregular troops one day “ gobbled”
a correspondent of THE ErA.  He was made to follow thém nineteen
hours, when he was released in eonsideration of his gold watch and
{ifty dollars. The Memphis Appeal wag in high favor with the seces-
sionists of New Orleans, and its reports of rebel successes were aboub

ag truthful as the account contained in Macpherson’s letter. The

gueritlas were much gwen to destroying the telegraph within our
lines.

MapigonviLLE, LA,
February 14th, 1863,
S :—I approach my subject with awe and supersti-
tion.
T am the illuminated Confederate who saw the Great
Cross in the Heavens, described by the Wilmington

NARROW ESCAPE FROM DEATH. 35

Journal, and reverently believed by the New Orleans
Picayune.”

It will be remembered that, on the occasion of my
recent vigit to New Orleans, where I took the oath of
allegiance to the Umted States in order to get some-
thing to eat, I left that city in a state of Dbeastly intox-
ication. Tn one pocket of my breeches I had a bottle |
of whisky, and in the other a copy of the Picoyune,
of the 7th inst. ‘

As T crossed the line and set foot npon the sacred
soil of my beloved Confederacy, I cried aloud :  Hail,

sweet Confederacy —land of my ancestors!~land for

“which George Washington was shot at by an Indian

seventeen times, in a single battle —for which Jackson
fought at New Orleans—for which Burgoyne sur-
rendered at Saratoga Springs, as thousands have done
since l—~welcome thy faithful Macpherson once more to
thy Confederate bosom! What graphic recollections
of hunger and thirst crowd upon my patriotic mind, as
I tread again thy consecrated soil with a newtpair of
shoes! For thy sake, I see Ethan Allen demanding
the surrender of Ticonderoga, Columbus prowling
around in gearch of the New World, and the Pilgrim
Fathers building huts in the wilds of New England!”

Narrow Escape Jrom Death.

Just at this stage of my apostrophe, I was startled

by a loud crash, and a flashing line of fire from the

thicket in my rear, followed by a voice which cried:
“Die, base Yankee dog!” The Confederate picket
had been deceived by my allusion to the Pilgrim
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5

Fathers and New England, and, supposing I was a
Yankee, had fired upon me a whole volley of Confed-
erate musketry. Overcome by a strong emotion of
fear, I fell prostrate wpon the soil, and was left for dead.
But gathering myself’ up, I soon discovered that I was
as alive as ever, and that the only result of the volley
had been to deprive me of o considerable portion of my
pantaloons, _
Grateful for my deliverance from premature and vn-

natural homicide, 1 fell into a train of scrious reflection; |

and consclence, with a heavy hand, chastised me for

approaching my native land in a state of beastly in- .

toxication. T therefore fell wpon my knees, and took
the pledge of perpetual temperance. I vowed in the
most solemn manner that never again, while life should
last or the Confederacy endure, would I, under any cir-
cumstances, taste, touch, or handle one drop of spirituous
or malt liquors, wine, Louisiana rum, or ¢ider. I then
danced a double-shuflle, and chanted the Bonnie Blue
Flag,with asnatch of Stonewall Jackson's Grand March.

Overcome by patriotic emotions, I determined to
modify my temperance pledge so far as to take one big
swig of whisky. And as I had now come within sight
of Madisonville, I sat down by the fence, and taking
the bottle from my pocket, eried aloud: ¢ O Bacchus!
son of Jupiter and Semelé, thou the victim of Juno’s
unrelenting hatred, who didst cause the women of

Thebes to run wildly through the woods like Confed- -

erate Gorillas, to thee I dedicate my last parting drink !”

I then took the biggest swig of whisky I ever took in
my life, and the eficet was so pleasing, that I kept
drinking until the bottle wag empty.

MACPHERSON’S VISION.

The Vision.

In this frame of mind, and while still seated by the
highway, under the fence, I imagined myself at home

in my own room. [ trust I shall be exeused for allud-

ing to the subject, but the truth of history requires me
to state, that under this strange impression I undressed
‘mysell’ and went to bed, hanging the remnants of my
pantaloons on a fence post, believing it to be a chair.
Little did I imagine that my bed was Confederate soil,
and my shelter the brave o’erhanging firmament, the
majestical roof fretted with golden fire. Yet, so it was,
and there, upon’ the all-nourishing bosom of the' Con.-
federacy, there on the highway, in the sight of the
spires of Madisonville, I Iay down under the fence and
slept the sleep of intoxicated innocence, dreaming of
Jefl, Davis, the Confederate States of America, Con-
stantine, Temperance, Bacchus, and Macpherson,

Now it was that a wonderful vision broke upon my
bewildered gaze, which I fear the English language is
too feeble to deseribe. Nevertheless, T will try.

Now erat. The moon arose cloudless. At's little
before seven o’clock two bright spots, about twelve
degrees, were visible, one north and the other south,
and’ immediately a cross was geen in the heavens, the
moon joining the four arms of the eross. About
half-past eight o’clock the northern light went out,
but the eross and the spot to the south remained
until past ten, when I became too drunk to look at

it longer, and retired again to the soil of the Confed-
eracy. _
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The vision, according to the best of my recollection, -
which, I admit, is somewhat obscure, presented the fol-
lowing appearance : '

N:

EN TOU- () TO NIKA*

A

As T have already stated, the northern light went
out at half:past eight o’clock, and by casting his eyes
at the ahove diagram of the vision, the reader will per-
ceive that the northern light was Jefl. Davis.

Having gone to sleep at half-past ten, T turned un-
easily on the soil and partially awoke, exclaiming:
« Heaven sends miraculous signs whereby it maketh
known its approval of the Confederacy. I will imbrue
my hands in Yenkee blood, and do such sanguinary
deeds as will make the name of Macpherson synony-
mons with human gore. My new shoes shall become
slippery with homicidal clarct.” '

# « With this you will conquer,” The words seen by Constantine
on the cross in the sky.

THE ARIZONIAN GORILLA. : 39

Advent of the Arizonian Gorilie.

Just at this stage of my patriotic address, I was in-
terljupted by a voice like that of Mars, when be roared
iﬂnd_ the ra]lks. of the‘ contend-ing Greeks and Trojans,
iar on the ringing plains of windy Troy. It said:

“ Death to the ¢ American fanatic and the blind and
vindictive Unionist!’” '

“That remark,” I replied, arousing myself, “ig a-
quotation from the True Delia’s editorial of the 12th
inst. Allow me to inquire to whom you refer in that
noble and patriotic expression ¥’

“To you, vile abolition renegade '—you, ¢ American
fanatic and blind and vindictive Unionist P~—you, impu-
dent. hireling of Abraham Lincoln, a bloodier despot
than Nero—a man whose shameless and sémquina,ry
deeds, compared with those of Caligula or Helioga
balus, stand black as a Congo Afijcan beside a spotlzss
maiden ! “

“ Allow me to inquire,” I responded, “to whom I am
indebted for the expression of these noble and patriotic

- sentiments, at this lonely hour, while the celestial vision

whispers peace to my Confederate bosom 7

“I am the Arizonian,” he shouted; while the woods
trembled with the roar of his beautiful voice; “I am
the Chief Gorilla, whose will is Confederate law. I
am the bloody avenger of my country’s wrongs—the
gobbler-up of Yankee emissaries and Era correspond-
ents, whose purpose to tear out thy vile heart is as
relentless as destiny. I am Don Antonio Maria de
Santiago Sibley 1”7 And then he smote his breast and

‘howled.
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“ Pardon me,” I replied, “for interrupting you ; but

allow me to inquire if you have the latest news through
" Southern gources ¥’

He then drew from his pocket the latest Memphis
Appeat, and read as follows:

“ We have to record a great Confederate victory over
the Hessians, at Madisonville, but the lateness of the
hour and the scarcity of rum will not permit us to give
full details. Suffice it to say that Gen. Bragg passed
throngh Madisonville on the 12th inst. with a foree of
four hundred thousand volunteers, and after marching
forty-five miles encountered the Yankees with greatly
snperior numbers, The fight lasted elo*htebn ]10111'::, and
the Yankees were totally routed.

“ On the first discharge of our musketry, fifteen thou—
sand Ohio troops fell dmd. At the close of the en-
gagement we buried two hundred and cighty-seven
thousand of the enemy’s slain. Not aman was hurt on
our side, notwithstanding we were exposed to a terrible
and destructive fire from the enemy’s batteries for a day
and a half.

“ Nine hundred batterles two hundred thousand
prisoners, a million stand of arms, nineteen major-gen-
crals, and thirty thousand commissioned officers are
among the spoils of our victory. The commissioned
officers will be turned over to Goov. Moore for execution,
and the privates will be offered double pay and com-
missions to join the Confederate service.

“ Gen. Brage will reach New Orleans on the 18th
inst., at daylight.

“Btonewall Jackson is at Madisonville with eighty-
four thousand prisoners.

CONFEDERATE WAR BULLETINS.

Laitcr,

“Not one of the enemy survived. Those who were

not killed were mortally wounded.

“ England has recognized the Southern Confederacy,
and a French fleet has blockaded New York and Phil-
adelphia. Lincoln is a prisoner.

Stll Zater.

“We regret to learn that Gen. Bragg’s victory was
not so decisive as at first supposed. e has fallen back

apon Madisonville, and thinks he will be able to hold

his posmon
Lar}est.

“The enemy is in full possession of the field, and has
advanced two miles. It is believed that Gen. Bragg’s
loss is but little more than that of the enemy Tell
I)nLI'f;lCU.laIS 1, our next (,dltl()ll

As the Gorilla read the above reliable intelligence, T
had an opportunity to survey the extraordinary person
before me. Ilis brow was dark almost to blackness;
his shoulders were as broad as those of Ilercules; his
breast was covered with a shagey Conifederate blanket,
and his breeches were made of leather. Ilis beard and
hair nearly swept the ground, while his head was sur-
mounted by a hat with a broad and dilapidated brim.
Ile carried a lasso in his hand, and hwrling it with
Arizonian agility, he caught me round the neck and
drew me to his horse’s feet with the strength of Dr,

- Windship. Ile then ordered me to prepare to march

mmmediately to the place of execution.




THE MACPHERSON LETTERSH,

The Vision Huploined.

As T took my unmentionables from the fence, I found,
much to my astonishment, that the two arms of the
cross disappeared, and I discovered that the fence stake
on which they had been hanging, formed the upright
‘part of the great celestial vision, and that the moon,
shining throngh the large hole in the above-mentioned
garment, had given it the appearance of joining the
four arms of the cross, while the Greek inscription and
the cabalistic letters were easily accounted for by the
vividness of my imagination, and the presence of the
Licayune in one of my pockets. . ,

“Idiot!” shouted the Gorilla, “mount a steed and
make haste, for to-morrow thou shalt die.”
and we started off, the squadron all singing a song of
which I remember only the following :

“T am the bold Gorilla;
I wears a ragoed shirt;
My fuce is like Attila,
All covered o'er with dirt.
“Upon the Mississippi,
I walk along so #ly,

A-watching for to whip a
Chinboat a-sailing by.

“ We've stolen many chickens,
We've emptied many a cup;
We've given the Yankees lickings ;
We are the Gobblers-up 17

This beautiful and patriotic song was intermpted by
the sight of a telegraph pole, which immediately in-
spired the Gorilla and his followers with uncontrollable

I obeyed, -

MACPHERSON RANSOMR HIMSELF. 43

rage. “Cut the connection !” was the shout, and dash-
ing boldly forward in line, they demolished the tele-
graph pole, and cut the wire in thirty-five pieces with
their sabres; after which we resumed onr march, over
rough and dangerous roads, impenetrable swamps, and
impassable Dbayous, occasionally stopping to turn a
family out of the house, or to xob a hen-roost. *

In nineteen hours we axrived at the place of execu-
tion—a beautiful and romantic spot, surrounded by
mud and overhung with eypresstrees. “Now,” said
the Arizonian, “ prepare for instant death !” ,

“Ts there nothing,” I asked, * that will change thy
relentless purpose

“ Nary,” he replied. “Tam a patriot, and no base
considerations move me. I despise the Yankees for
their speculations—itheir mean tricks of traffic; I hate
them, becanse they may be approached with bribes,
and will sell out for gold or greenbacks. DBut, ag for
me,” he continued, haughtily smiting his bosom, “I
am swayed only by chivalric devotion to my country.
I was educated at West Point, at the expense of the
United States, and think I got the best of the Yankees
when I turned against them, notwithstanding their
shrewdness. So did Beauregard. DBut to what didst
thou allude, Macpherson, when thou didst agk if any
thing might not change my purpose #” \

“I alluded,” was my answer, “to the condition of
the exchequer. I know that such patriots must live,
and that Confederate hen-roosts are much exhausted,
and on condition that you spare my valuable life,
will contribute to your financial resources.”

“ Hast a gold watch#” asked the unselfish patriot.

-
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“I have,”

“ Hast greenbacks #°

“I have.”

“Greenbacks,” quoth the Gorilla, % are not ag good
as New Or]ecms shinplasters and car-tickets, I prefer
ragged three-dollar bills cut in two in the middle, for

‘they remind me of charity concerts, the proceeds of

which are used to clothe Confederate prisoners.”
“ Thy wish shall be gratified, most noble of patriots!”

T answered; “1I will give thee uy gold watch, and $50

in cut bills, in exchange for my valuable life.”

“I consider I have got the best of the bargain,” said
the Gorilla, as he smilingly appropriated the money
and watch. * Macpherson, thou hast paid more than

thy life is worth,”
T then returned to Madigonville, thinking of the
noble patriotism of those men, actuated only by the
love of the new nation, and longing in my heart to
kill a Yankee or destroy a telervmph pole.
Yours, perseveringly,
Janes B, Macpuessox.

THY MACPHERSON FESTIVAL.

. CHAPTER VL

A FuiLl Accouny oF 7aE GREAT MAcruERsonw FESTIVAL AT
Tk House oF tue NosLE Womax, in New OrLEANS.

NoTeE.~Previous to the departure of the British war-vessel Rinal-
do from the port of New Orleans, in the spring of 1863, a party was
given to the officers of that ship at the house of a scccssionist, in

_great secrecy. The officers: had, on every occasion, exhibited their

sympathy for the rebel cause, and the party was composed only of

- faithful secessionists. The toasts, songs, and all proceedings were

of the worst rebel description. A flag of the United States was
thrown under the table, where all present trampled upon it, and the
rebel eolors were displayed and honored.——The tickets of the New
Orieans City Railroad Cowpany are used for small change, their
value being a pieayunc—five cents. At the time this lettcr was
written, the seccssionists confidently expected Stonewall” Jackson
to eapture the eity. Indeed, the race of those who expect to sce the
rcbel power re-establighed in New Orleans, is not yet extinet ; but as
the armies of the “ Confederacy” are driven back and defeated by
our forees, the rumors of large rebel armics, just ready to dash in
upon the city, become more vague and less frequent,
Mapisonvirre, La., |
" March 21st, 1863.

Bz i1 arrived in Now Orleans on Saturday, ac--

‘companied by my Idiotic Boy, and had scarcely regis-

tered my name at the St. Charles, when 1 was imme-
diately surrounded by a great crowd of admiring
friends, who thanked me for jny able defense of the
Oonfedemcy, and for my brilliant assaults upon the
United States. I replied, that the Confederacy alone
was worthy of our devotions, and that T received their
kind remarks, not as a compliment to me, but to the
Confederacy I represented; and they admitted that
such was the fact. 1 had long believed that I was a
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descendant of German ancestors, and in order to settle
the question definitely, I measured heads with a Dutch-
man, and as our heads were exactly of the same size, 1
considered my Gothic descent fully established.

But the principal object of my visit to the eity was
to accept the.-invitation of a Noble Woman—a widow,
whose husband has lost his life in the cause of the Con-
foderacy. This lady, charmed both by my patriotism
and my literary abilities, had begged that I would visit
her, in company with my Idiotic Boy, and promised to
give me a grand dinner and festival if 1 should accept;
and T will now give you a full account of

The Great Macpherson Festivad.

T found, on entering the house, that the most elabo-

rate preparations had been made for my reception, and

neither time, car-tickets, nor labor had spared to
make the occasion worthy of the great puipo
A mammoth hoop-skirt had been manufactured ex

pressly for the banquet, so large that it filled the whole

room. This was spread over the table and surmounted
by a Confederate flag o hundred and sixty feet long,
the whole forming a beautiful and spacious canopy.
The Noble Woman and her daughters had a Confed-

erate flag in each breadth of ekirt, while a miniature .

flag-staff’ had been fixed into the back of their hpads,
from which gracefully streamed the emblem of the new
nation, and sancy rebel rosettes covered their craniums,
beautifully mingling and contrasting the Confederate
colors with the darkness of their shining raven locks.
The concave of the spacious canopy was decorated
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‘with appropriate mottoes and inseriptions, painted in

beautiful red ink, which would make a column of the

"Era; but I shall give only a few of the most striking,
- to-wit :

* Oh, welcome, great Macpherson |

Uur hearts no nrore are light ;
We breathe a bitter eurse on
CGur Yankee foes to-night.”

“Tor Covreprracy: It must and shall be pre-
served.”—Andrew Jackson Davis.

“Dim, Base Yasker Doc!"—James B. Macpher-
SO7.

“I am OprrosEp To Numeroms I Tur ABSTRACT. —
1bid.

As T entered the house, followed by my Idiotic Boy,
the Noble Woman advanced, and bowing in a stately -

~and inviting manner, said : ©“ Weleome, great Confeder-

ate l—Literary Light of Madisonville and New Orleans!
—vyou who have defended us when our rights were in
peril, and stood up to the scratch when Lovell sold the
city to Farragut!—we wish to pay a tribute to your
great abilities, which is only equalled by your devotion -
to the Confederacy,” To which I replied, that I did
not regard this as a compliment to me personally, but
to the Confederacy I represented. A nigger fiddler,
who had been hired for the performance, now struck
up Beowregard’s March, and we all danced a jig around
the table. _

A retired and secluded residence had been selected,
and the door was locked, double-bolted, and chained,
while the windows were barricaded with empty barrels
and cotton bales, to hide the light and prevent the
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noise being heard outside, These precautions are
necessary,” said the Noble Woman, “because the peo-
ple of New Orleans live in a condition of abject bond-
age. We are not permitted to arm ourselves against
the United States, nor to keep leavy ordnance in our
Louses preparatory to a Confederate insurrection, nor
can we have Confederate processions unless we attend
funerals, nor boldly hurrah for Jeff. Davis.”

« Unhappy people!” I exclaimed, my heart wrung
with the deepest pity ; © you remind me of Promethens,
the son of Iapetus, and the instructor of mortals, who
i said to have surpassed all men in sagaeity. For
having brought fire from heaven to earth in a hollow
cane, he was chained to a rock with an eagle to prey
upon his liver. Iiven so, enslaved ones, are you bound
to an unhappy destiny, with bands of iron and hooks

of steel, and the American eagle is gnawing out your

vitals. But let not your hearts be filled with despair,
forin thirty thousand years Ilercules, the son of Jupiter,
hastencd to his relief, snapped asunder his bonds, and
he, Promethens still, arose clothed with all the dignity
of Southern independence. And as promptly as Her-
cules hastened to the relief of Prometheus, shall Stone-
wall Jackson come to snap the Yankee bonds which
chain this enslaved people to an unhappy destiny, and
you shall arise and shine in the light of the Confed-
eracy ! Tle may he expected Anno Domini 31,863, if
nothing happens, meantime, to prevent. Were it not
for the scarcity of provisions existing at Madisonville,
1 would invite the enslaved populace to visit that classi-
eal town, and extend to all the freedom of the city in
a box. Dut at present that is impracticable.”

e e e A Sl e A MG P
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A great many guests had been invited, male and
female, and all of them first-class Confederates, and
neatral citizens and foreign subjects. No smalifiry were
present, I assure you. '

I was introduced to each one, and they all compli-
mented me until I blushed ; but I told them T did not
consider it a compliment to me personally, but to the
Confederacy which I represented. '

At last the time came for dinner, and we formed a
procession in the parlor and marched in under the
magnificent canopy. = As I entered the room, the nigger
struck up, “ Hail to the Chief!” when the whole assem-
bly gave three cheers for Macpherson and Jeff. Davis,
L .replied : “Ithank you for these manifestations of your
kindness, but I do not consider it a compliment $o me
personally, but to the Confederacy which I represent.”
Whereupon we all sat down.

Two niggers then entered the room with a United
States flag in a miniature coffin, It was taken out and
spread under the table, and we all tramped on it. Then
the nigger played the Mansfield Lovell Quickstep up
the Jc?ckson Railroad, when the Noble Woman said :
“ Ladies and gentlemen—we have assembled this night
tohonor the great light of Confederate literature, James

B.‘ Macpherson, [Deafening sensation.] Ihave erected
this hoopskirt canopy as an appropriate emblem of the
courage, valor, and daring deeds of the Confederates
who still reside in New Orleans. For, to the disgrace
of thfa United States be it said, such is the uninterrupted
and infamous tyranny under which we groan, that the
brave sons of the Confederacy who now inhabit this
unhappy city, and even French subjects and British

€
(3]
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sailovs, are compelled to seek profection and safety
amid the skirts of our beauntiful women ; and here alone
it is, in secluded places, with double-bolted doors and
‘barricaded windows, with hushed voices and throbbing

- 1% 3 2413
hearts, stimulated by champagne and nigger-fiddling,

and overshadowed and concealed by a mammoth skirt,
that we are permitted to trample upon the flag of the
United States, that detestable emblem of despotism,
whose stripes are painted with innocent Confederate
blood, and whose stars are more malignant than Sirius 1”7

As the Noble Woman uttered the elosing sentence of
her eloquent invective, an electric shock of patriotic
rage ran around the table, similar to that which one
would experience holding on to a galvanic battery or
arabbing the electric eel, and rising to our fect we swore
cternal and undying devotion to the Confederacy. The
Noble Woman then said that as I had not had any thing
io eat for several days, I had better proceed uninter-
ruptedly with my dinner, and speak afterward. To
which T replied that I did not regard it as a compli-
ment to me personally, but to the Confederacy which I
represented.  Iaving eaten, the cloth was removed, and
then it was that the fun commenced. The first regular
toast was given by the Noble Woman. It was:

“ Macpnnrson.”

The whole assembly arose, and I was drunk standing,
wlen the audience called out: “Speech!” To which
I replied : “I thank you, enslaved citizens of New Or-
leans, lovely women with shining locks, and eyes radian

with beauty, countenances rivalling those which come

to ns in onr dreams of fairy-land—abrave and stalwart
nien, devoted to the Confederacy, but pradently wait-
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ing for ‘t‘he coming of Stonewall Jackson before you
risk your lives in the glorious cause-—French subjects
and English mariners, justly abusive towards the United
States, and enjoying its protection—I thank you all for
this spontaneous and undeserved manifestation of your
good-will, but I do not regard it as a compliment to
me personally, but to the Confedeqacy I vepresent.”
The second regular toast was then announced :
“Drara 10 THE YANKDES”?
Drunk standing, and music by the nigger.
Tlird regular toast: “ Coxrusion 1o FARRAGUL.”
At the mention of this name the whole assembly
furned pale, except the nigger, who instantly struck 1113
the Ram Hollirns Pollw. Unable to restrain my rage
I emptied two bottles without stopping, T
Lowrth regular toast : “Jrrr, Davis anp me Sourm-
ErNy ConyeDERACY—may they float over the North
American continent, so long as a loyal Confederate is

- hunting for the last ditch.”

Alr: Bragg's Murfreesbore’ Lament, \
Lfth vegular toast: “Tur Press or NEw ORLEANS,”
Response by my Idiotic Boy, James Buchanan Mac-
pherson, Jr., whose noble and patriotic address was re-
ceived with shouts of applanse; and the moment my
Idiotie Boy sat down, he was surrounded by the great- .
et secessioniste of the ecity, and by foreign subjects,
who shook him by the hand, and told him he talked
much like their greatest sages, that he ouglit no long..
0 be called an idiot. i
But a chap who hadn’t said much previously, but had
;1’5 reading the newspapers, approached me and said:
“ Mr. Macpherson—for yowr genius and’ patriotism I
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have the greatest respect ; but as for your boy, he is a
humbug, The speech which he palmed .oﬁ' o the
audience is not original, but was stolen bodﬂ).r from t-he
Pieayund’s editorials of the 17th and 19th inst., with
a few alterations for the better; and for my part, I con-
sider the young man’s idiocy fully established.” e
then handed me copies of the papers referred to, and,
upon examining them, I found that my poor jboy had
copied his speech, word for word, from.them, with some
trifling alterations, and 1 ordered him to_ lea,v.e the
Louse. “The name of Macpherson,” 1 sa,lc.l, “3g the
synonym of honor, and the undying antagonist of pla-
giarism, and T do this to show you that the man whom
you this night feed, will sacrifce paternal endearment
to the prineiples of integrity.” N
Volunteer toasts were now called for, and arlrsmg
with my most fascinating bow, 1 proposed, “Tum
Tapmes.” To which the Noble Woman responded:
¢« The ladies of this City, that is, them that deserves to
be called ladies, is true to the Confederacy; for the
moment that a female is decently civil to a Yankee, she
Shoﬁld, and in my estimation does, forfeit.the name of
lady. I hope the time will come when, like the ro?ral
Saxons, from whom we have descended, we may drink
champagne from the skulls of our enemies; and when
the freedom of speech and of the press shall be restored,
so that those who whisper Union may be hung to a
»
hmzps Pﬁi' Noble Woman uttered these sublime efnd
patriotic sentiments, I was animated with overpowering

admiration, and springing to my feet, I cried: ‘O
Hebe! step-daughter of cloud-compelling Jove, and
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-spotse of serpent-strangling Hercules, now indeed do I
believe that Jupiter dismissed thee from the skies, and
sent thee to New Orleans! Such elevated sentiments
as the beautiful being before me has expressed, eould
not have emanated from lips wholly mortal, and verily -
do I believe that the sweet orator who just took her
geat is the Hebe of the South, erowned with immortal
youth !” ‘
Champagne now flowed down the table in torrents,
and the scene became one of unalloyed enjoyment,
Youth, beauty, genius, there mingled together in songs
of sweet accord to the Confederacy, until one by .one
the guests disappeared, leaving me alone beneath the
spacious canopy, with an unfinished hottle before me. -
I tried to think of a subject for my next letter, but all
was dim, uncertain, and confused. As clonds driven by
the winds chase each other fitfully across the pale
moon’s faee, even so flitted the thoughts and visions of
the undersigned ; and as the hollow sea at last engulfy

the wrecked mariners struggling vainly for life, oven so

were the thoughts of Macpherson, vainly struggling
for shape, form, and consistency, lost in the wide ocean
of nconscionsness, '

And in conclusion, let me warn young men never to
drink any thing intoxicating ; for now it was that the
name of Macpherson was first brought into disgrace,
[ fell under the table in a condition of drunken insen-
sibility, from which T was partially aroused the next
morning by a seream from the Noble Woman and her
daughters, |

They, in fact, entered the dining-room the next
morning after the great festival, and theie discovered
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me stretehed upon the floor, with the detested flag
which we had so eagerly trodden under foot wrapped
about my person, as I had mistaken it for a Confederate

blanket. Incensed at an insult so gross, the Noble

Woman and her danghters, witbout giving me time to

arouse and explain, fell upon me with broomsticks and

pokers, driving me into the street. I was still too
drunk to sealize what had happened, and actually
walked the whole length of Canalstrect wrapped in
the folds of that detested flag, exciting the adudration
of all Yankees, the indignation of Confederate‘s, the
grin of darkics, and the loud yells of a procession (?f
boys who followed me to mylodgings. There my I'le{]lG
Boy tore the hated emblem from the person of h}.s ven-
crated father, and we put back to Madisonville, without
stopping once to drink.
Yours in disgrace,
Janms B, Maceorrson.

AN

MACPHERBON AS A PHILOSOPHER,

CHAPTER VII,

Macruenrson sETTING UP AS A CoNFEDERATE PUILOSOPHER
EXPLAINS THE IISTINCTION OoF Races tTo mis Iprorre Bov,
~—Apvexr, History, AND ADVENTURES oF to® UNHAPPY
Cuss,—MACPIERSON CAPTURED DY DURYEA'S ZOUAVES.—
INterview witn 1ne “SouruEky Sourer,” ®mrc,, Bre.

Nore.—It is well known that “the<hivalry” were accustomed, be-
fore the war, to claim for themselves superiority of blood, culture,
and refinement.~——The reader will need no instraction to recognize
in the “ Unhappy Cuss,” a representative of that class of Northerners
who usoed to come to the South, and change their principles with the

- ¢limate ; and who weré prepared to change them as often as their
I g

pecuniary inserests required, Contraband trade across Lake Pont-
charirain was carried on to a considerable extent, and ad great rigk ;
the cargoes frequently falling into tho hands of the military, But
when the rascals suceecded in eluding the military and getting their
cargoes into the market, they realized rich returns,——About the
time this letter wus writton, Pontehatoula, a village in Eastern
Louisiana, was captured by an cxpedition under Colonel Clark, con-
sisting of the Sixth Michigan regiment and the Second Duryea’s
Zowaves (165th New York)——“News through Southern Rources,”
wag the title under which the seecssion press of New Orloans was ac-
customed to publish the mild sensation reports of rebel victorics
that woere sent from Jackson and Mobile, to contfort the faithtul seces-
wionists of the Crescent City. These reports were frequently without
the slightest foundation in truth, and the “ Southern Source” bhecamno
the synonym of unblushing mondacity.

MADHSONVILLE, LA.,
March 28th, 1863.

8= :—Tt was a cloudless and lovely afternoon, and a
refreshing breeze brought to my nostrils all the com-
mingled odors of Madisonville, as Isat in the open door

-of my Hospitable Abode, half asleep. My mind wandered

back to Plato, the greatest philosopher of the Grecks, and
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I therefore determinced to set up as a Confederate Philos-
opher. It was not long before an opportunity of enter-
ing upon this new and honorable carcer presented itself;
for my Idiotic Boy approached and asked me what a
Yankee is. I replied: “An abolitionist.”

“What i3 an abolitionist#” inquired the imbecile
youth.,

“A Iessian,” I answered.

“What is a Hessian ¥’ persisted the youth.

“ Sweet Idiot” I said, “the human family is divided
into two great classes—Scutherners and Yankees. The
Southerners are a superior race, and inevitable gentle-
men. On the other hand, all who are not born inside
the Confederate lines are Yankees, Abolitionists, and
Hessians, which, in the Confederate lexicon, are synony-
mous terms, The Yankees are an inferior race by
birth, and arve forever unfit to associate on terms of
soclal equality with Southerners. My advice to all
future generations is, Be born in the Confederacy.

Otherwise, they will lack that chivalric and indeseri-

bable grace which belongs to every white man born in
the Confederacy—that charm which elings to your re-
vered father, and which, thank heaven, I can visibly
trace in thee, my poor, Idiotic Boy.”

Advent-of the Unkappy Cuss.

The Idiot wept for joy, and clasping him to my bosom
in a glow of paternal pride and fondness, we mingled
our Confederate tears together, when the touching and
beautiful scene was interrupted by fhe approaching
footsteps of a stranger, whose grief-stricken countenance
unmistakably indicated that he was the Unhappy Cuss.
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“ Who art thou ? whence comest, and whither goest #”
1 inquired. |

“I am,” he answered “a victim of the greatest mis-
fortune that can fall to the lot of articulate-speaking
men !’

“ Alas! wretched one,” I answered, “make known
the cause of thiz calamity, and ¥ pledge my assistance.”

¢ Thanks, generous and sublime Macpherson 1” quoth

. the stranger, “great and admired Confederate philoso-

pher, for thy proffered help; but, alas! my malady is
beyond mortal aid ”

“Unhappy Cuss!” I exclaimed, in a tone of meck
pity; “Despair is the twin-brother of Death, and the
system of philosophy I am about to bring to light, em- -
braces this great prin‘ciple that when a man won't
stand by hlmself no one is longer obligated to stand by
him.”

“Wisest of all Confederates!” responded the Un-
happy Cuss, “preatest of living teachers! thy maxims
of philosophy may place thy name on reecord as the
Confederate Plato, but they cannot leal a bleeding
#pirit, nor bind up a wounded heart., My malady is of
the Dblood; I inherited it at birth; I inhaled it with
the air I breathed, and no medicine in the world can
do me good.” :

«“ leplam,” T said, “this Ieprous distilment which
hath blighted thy young hopes. Speak, Unbappy
Cuss |” ¢

“I will unfold to thee the great secret of my life,”
quoth he; “but let me wh1spe1 it, for I have not the
courage to pollute the air with these fearful ‘words.
He then rolled over three times in the dirt, and placing

o
-
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Liis lips elose to my ear, while a look of ghastly despair
titted weross his protruding underjaw, whispered these

fearful words :
« [ have Yankee Dlood in my veins 17

As the Unhappy Cuss said the above words, he was
scized with spasms, and fell rolling in the dust af my
feet. The Tdiotic Boy, who had been a silent but tear-
ful spectator of the scene, immediately threw a barrel
of rain water upon his prostrate form, and Irubbed his
head with an inkstand until conscionsness onee more

returned.

istory of the Unhappy Cuss.

e then proceeded to mmfold his wofal tale. I
an,” be said, “a native of Connecticut. My ancestors
came from England in the Mayflower. They were, in
fact, adherents of those detestable Puritans and Round-
heads, who had the ingolence to overthrow a King, and
et his head off to boot. T was taught to helieve in
those Dloody wretches for saints, and I also thought
that the American Union was the greatest monument
of wisdom and liberty ever erected by the hands of
mortal men, Lvery 4th of July I was drunk for a
week in honor of George Washington and the United
States, and ¢ Yankee Doodle’ was my favorite air.

“ Fortune at last decrced that I should leave my
native land and come to New Orleans, As I stood on
the deck of the vessel, and saw the hills of New Eng-
tand sink in the distant horizon, my cyes were filled
with tears, and I vowed that never, while life should
last, would I prove recreant in thought or deed, to
those great principles of national unity which were so
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impressed upen my affections. But the moment the
warm breezes of the South touched me, I began to real-
ize a change. It seemed to me that the Roundheads

~ought to have been whipped by the Cavaliers, and that

virtue triumphed with the restoration of Stuart’s cavalry.

“The instant I set foot on the levee at New Orleans,
the scales fell from my eyes, and I was seized with
shame for iy Yankee blood. I swore that I hated
Vankees, and this patriotic sentiment grew day by day
until it goaded me on to deeds of bloodshed and thefi.
I carefully studied the habits of Southern society, and
carried a revolver in each breeches pocket, and a bowie-
knife and corn-cutter in my belt. I knocked down a

- nigger and eursed the ¥ankees at every public gather-

ing ; and when secession got under way, I hung three
Union men to a lamp-post with my own hands, stole
five thousand dollars in cash, and out-confederated the
Confederates in njy devotion to Southern independence.”

As the Unhappy Cuss closed his narrative, a glow of
Confederate pride overspread his features, and my class-
ical mind arose to the full height of the sublime occa-
sion.  “Benignant stranger I’ I exclaimed, “gsuch is
the glory of the Confederacy that its light strikes dumb
every Yankee who sets foot upon its sacred goil, and he
cannot wag his tongue except in praise of the Confed-
craey, I hail thee, Unhappy Cuss, as a Confederate
Yankee. Dut you will excuse me if I decline to in-
troduce you to Dbirs, Macpherson ; for while T admit
the great worth of a man who is. ready to fight and
steal for the Confederacy, I cannot welcome him on
terms of social cquality, if he has Yankee blood in his

- veins.”
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Mrs. Macpherson now entered the house and turned
up her nose at the Yankee Cuss, and remarked that the
person could sit down at the second table.

The next day was Jeff. Davig’s fast and humiliation,
and the Cuss and I went to church. The parson
preached from the words: “Zold fast” It was very
convenient, for we had nothing in the houge to eat, and
I could starve the guest without a violation of the laws
of hospitality. We both got drunk, however, as a Con-
federate humiliation, and the Cuss opened to me a
great plan of speculation.

“T have,” he said, “a scheme of wealth, which will
make ug both richer than Judah P. Benjamin. Phi-
losophy is good in its way, but let me tell you, Mac-
pherson, that philosophy don’t pay. Hast thou Con-
federate treasury notes?”

“1 have only 05,000 by me at pr 0%(,111; I replied.

“That iz just the amount I want,” answered the
Cuss. “I have run the blockade with a satchel of
quinine and salt, which cost me §150 in New Orleans,
and which I have already disposed of for $150,000, I
want 305,000 more, which will enable me to buy a
schooner and load her with cotton, and with this T will
run the blockade and sell it in New Orleans, and will
divide the profits, which will be perfectly enormous.”

“ (zive me thine honest hand ! T cried aloud.

“Give me thy treasury notes!” responded the Un-
happy Cuss.

I gave him all the money I had in the world, and we

nnmediately started for Pontchatoula, We hid in a

swamp, and waded in the water above our knees for
twenty-four hours, in order to escape observation, until
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~ we found a man who was ready to deal with us, and it

was not long before a schooner was filled with cotton
ready for shipment. Yumoticed that the Cuss made the

‘purchase entirely in his own name, and did not recog-

nize me at all, except to make me run of crrands.
When I required an explanation of this, he replied in
the following noble and patriotic words :

“You, Macphelson,” he said, “are too great a man .

0 mix yourself up with the affairs of material wealth.

That occupation belongs wholly to the Yankee mind.
You, who are a great philogopher, and in whose veins
courses only Confederate blood, should not bend the
gigantic intellectual energies of your mammoth brain to
any such groveling object. NO nol—Ileave that to me,
and I’ll fix the thing for you.”

As he was paying this just tribute to my intellectual
worth, the earth suddenly trembled beneath our feet,
as if suffering in the throes of mortal agony; while a
howl of terror and frenzied panic rolled through the
swamp in which we were situated. A whizzing noise
penetrated the branches of the trees, and pale with
abject fear, we saw the Gorillas dashing wildly through
the woods in confusion, crying out in tones like those
of Stenfor ’the Girecian warrior whose voice wasg, louder
than the eombmed voice of fifty men :

“The Yanks! the Yanks are upon ung!”

On they flew, like the winds, while the Unhappy
Cuss and myself, were tmnsﬁxed to the earth, with
amazement and fright. Soon the woods zuound us
flashed with the ﬁre of musketry, and the highivay
swarmed with the red-breeches, which, in my terror, I
believed to be devils, like those in the opera, wlo cariy
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off Don Giovanni, as he is taking a drink of champagne,.
The next thing in the strange chapter of my adven-
tures, I was suwrrounded by a squad of the red-brecches,
with fierce looks and flashing bayonets, who demanded
an immediate and unconditional surrender to Duryea’s

Zouaves. I replied that the proud chivalrie blood of

Macpherson, was at any time prepared to be shed for

the Confederacy, but that while I had aleg to stand on,

or an arm to smite with, I would never surrender to a

Yankee.
Macpherson a Captive.

“ Fiddlesticks !” replied the Zouave, rapping me on

the head with the butt of his musket. My hands were
then tied behind me and I was carried to the command-
ing officer, a prisoner of war. DBut let it be known to
all men forever, that 1 did not make any formal sup-

render.

1 then looked aronnd me to learn the destiny of the
Unhappy Cuss, and expeeted to see him hanging to a
Iimb. I knew that the Yankees prosecute this war on

a plan of such bloody and barbarous ferocity, that

neither of us had the slightest chance of life. Imagine

my amazement, therefore, when I saw the Unhappy

Cuss seated on a log, side by side with a Yankee officer,

taking a drink, and converbmg in the most fnendly ‘

manner,

“I am glad to see you here,” T heard him say to the
vile Yankee. “T have aload of cotton here ready to
be shipped to New Orleans, and I have been waiting
my opportanity for several weeks to slip off with it, and
now I shall be able to do go. T hail you as a deliverer
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. from the cruel oppressions of the traitors; there is not

an impulse in my heart which is not true to the flag of
the Union, Let’s take a drink!”

“Liar! Base dog!” I exclaimed, “the cotton is mine,
and you are a Confederate according to your own con-
fessions.”

“Who is that?” asked the Yankee officer, pomtmg
to me.

#A crazy man whom I hired by the day to watch
my cofton,” replied the Cuss, “but I dlb(,h‘uged him.
for evident insanity.” ,

Reader! are you human? Has your compassion
been eviscerated? Think of such an insult to me, the
great light of Confederate literatuwre, and the Plato of .
Madisonville, and weep with pity for the depravity of
man. My hands were untied, and I was told to go
home, for the Yankee commander said he pitied an in-
gane man ; to which the Unhappy Cuss responded that
for this reason he pitied the whole Confederacy.

“Good by, Macpherson,” he paid. “I am grateful
for your hosplmhty, and I admit the mferlorlty of the
Yankee race.’

“ Liar !—swindler |—thief '—traitor I—villain 1” T re-
plied, and started for home.

Interview with the Southern Source.

As T was going along, I saw a chap dodge from be-
hind a tree in the swamp, and wave his hand to me. I
approached, when in a mysterious tone he Whlspered

“I am a Southern Source!” ’

“What’s new, my honest friend ?” I asked bim.
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“Much,” he said, at the same time waving a news-
paper before my eyes. ‘I reached out to look at it,
when he suddenly slipped off and put the paper in his
pocket. ¢ Seven hundred and ninety dollars,” said he.
“The brokers in New Orleans will give me $800, but
I will take $790 here.”

“T must first know whether the news is worth the
money,” I answered. |

“ Did evlr a Southern Source deceive the public?”
he inquired. *“Is not my name and reputation for
veracity a shield against such base imputations? DBut
I will give you one little item fo show that the paper
is worth it. It contains an account of Jeff. Davis in
New York.”

“Jeff. Davis in New York !” T exclaimed, raising
my hands in gratitude; “then is Pontchatoula aveng-
ed!” I borrowed the money, and the Southern Source
disappeared, legging it through the woods when last
geen. ‘ ,

I proceeded to examine the paper, when I discovered
that it was of the 29th Oectober, 1358, and contained
an aceount of Jefl. Davis’s speech at a demoeratic

- meeting in Palace Garden, New York. Let me tell -

you that the man who sold that paper upon false pre-
‘tenses, i3 a disgrace to Southern Sources; for the char-
acter of these Sources is above reproach or the sus-
picion of falschood; and whatever you read in a Con-
federate newspaper you can safely accept as the unadul-
terated gospel of truth.

I must draw my letter to a close. T have once more
reached my hospitable abode at Madisonville, and, as T
write these closing sentences, I look back upon the ex-
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perience of the past week with a philosophic eye.
I have been shamefully swindled by the Unhappy Cuss
and the Southern Source, but my faith in the Confed-
eracy is not dimmed. The light of victory shall flash
upon our banners;;and I pledge my word that if the
base Yankee foe ever takes possession of Madisonville,

“he will first walk over the prostrate and mangled body

of

Yours, philosophically, |
Jamus B. Macraersox.
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CHAPTER VIIL

Tur Grear Cuarity Fam,

Nowe—Mr, N. 0. J. Tisdale, formerly President of the New Or-
leans City Gas Company, and & well-known registered enemy of the
United Sta.es, who finally left the city and went into the “ Confode-
racy,” held o fair at Lis residence, professedly for the benefit of the
Protestant Orphan Asylom, bmt really, it was generally believed, for
the purpose of raising funds with which to clothe the rebel prisoners
then in New Orleans, In the name of chayity, tickets were sold to

all who would purchase, and many Union men and women purchased,

not suspecting the true chfuactt,r of the entertainment. The fair was
a fullblooded secession demonstration ; the rebel colors were dig-
played, rebeld airs were played on the pmno and certain rebel poerms,
printed seeretly, were sold at twenty-five cents apicce.  These poems
were entitled respectively, *“ The Battle of the Handkerchiefs,” and
“The Battle of the Fair.” The anthorship is attributed here to Aac-
pherson’s Idiotie Boy ; but they were really written Ly a young lady
of New Orleans, who has composed several ingenions seeession pocms,
and who sometimes signs hersell Tmily M. Washington. Mr, Tis.
dale was arrested, and ]ng trial, which continued geveral days, at-
tracled great attention in New Orleans, and was the subjcet of com-

ment in the Northera papers.  While witnesseg were brought by the
prosecution who swore positively that “ T7e Donnge Blve Flay” was
perfm med, and other secession demongtrations madc, Mr. Tisdale
bronght. witnesses in large numbers, who swore that they neither
lieard that air, nor witnessed any thing indicating sympathy for the
rebel cange.  The court, in its decision, acquitted Mr. Tisdale, on the
ground that these nogative witnesses for the defense were present all
the evening, and thet it was a moral }nlpDS.siblhty that they should
not have heard the air had it actually been performed. The ar
Test and punishiment of the Idictic Boy for hurrahing for Jeii. Davig,

was intended to exhibit the folly of the light punishment of sueh ol-
fenses, whieh at one timo consisted of a small fine, It was currently

reported and believed that every fine imposed {for such offenses was

promptly paid by the secessionists, and a little purse given to the
martyr” as a bounty on impudent treasom. It is-said that this
bounty was sometimes as high as fifty dollars; so that one who
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ghould hurrah for Jeff. Davis could do so without expense to himself,
and make & handsome liftle sum out of it hesides.——The author
cannot cloge this note without expressing his admiration for the bold
and able manner in which the prosecution in the Tisdale case Was
conducted by the City Attorney, Mr, L. Madison Day.

MADIRONVILLE, LA.,
April 4th, 1863.

Str: Tf was mldmght and the pale beams of the
heaven-traversing moon shone down upon the pellueid
bosom of Lake Pontchartram, and streamed through
the crevices of my Dilapidated, Hospitable Abode, and
silence and slumbers prevailed among living men. DBut
I, moved with pity for the wrongs of the Confederacy,
and, like much-planning Ulysses, revolving many
thonghts in my mind, was no more able to sleep than
was Calypso, tnconsolable at the departure of her Gre-
cian hero. Therefore, I arose from my lofty couch,

cand in gloomy meditation, walked to the banks of the

Techefuncta, whose beautiful, muddy water, scemed to
be a reflex of my own sombre and philosephic thoughts.
Seating myself upon the allnourishing earth, I thus

- poured out my soul to the noble river:

“Q Tchefuncta! thou, whose beautiful mud is as

clear as the hopes of the Confederacy, listen to the

moans of thy philosophic son! Tell me, ye lonely
depths of dirt! whether in a time of national ealamity,
with the stars and stripes floating over the blood-stained
Leights of Pontchatoula, a philosophic mind may devote
itself to the pursuit of occult truth, or whethey it be not
the duty of every Confederate, even though like me, he
be gifted with a mammoth brain, to bare his arm in the
cause of his country ?- I pause for a reply.” o
Having delivered this eloguént apostrophe to the

1
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noble river, I fell partially asleep, when I heard a mys-
terions voice, crying from the depths: '
“Bare the arm! bare the arm 1”

“I willl” I responded; “for in that voice I recog-

nize a Confederate sign and miracle, surpassing in won-
der the dreams of the Picayune ; and I shall forthwith
proceed with my long-cherished design of forming a
Congo Body Guard.”

I then went to sleep, when I was suddenly aroused
by a kick in the back, which sent me headforemost into
the muddy depths of the sluggish Tcliefuncta,

“Spirit!” I exclaimed, ¢ who but recently spake to
me from these waters, unless, indeed, my eyes were

bent on vacaney, and I with incorporeal air did hold
discourse, receive thy son, and assist him to reach dry

land!” T then waded back, comparing myself to
Venus, who rose from the sea, while the moist-blowing
west wind wafted her in soft foam along the waves,
and the goldfilleted Seasons received her on the shores
of Cyprus, clothed her in immortal garments, placed a
golden wreath upon her head, and led her to the dssem-
bly of the gods. And as I wallowed in the mud of the
noble river, I exclaimed: “I am the Venus of Madi-
sonville, arising from the Tchefuncta, and waiting for
immortal honors {”

I then stepped upon the bank, when a wild mule
kicked at me and brayed, and I found that I had mis-
taken the mule’s familiar voice for a Confederate mir-
acle, and that the heels of the said animal had given
me midnight-baptism. Nevertheless, I accepted the
advent of the mule as a celestial sign, and immediately
mounting the same, I started for New Orleans,

!

THE SOLITAREY HORSEMAN,

The Solitary Horseman.

I had proceeded seventy-five rods on my journey,
when iy attention was attracted by the clatter of a
horge’s hoofs, and soon the Solitary Horseman, whose
appearance and history have been fully described by
the late Mr. James, burst upon my vision. Immedi-
ately I apostrophized him as the Confederacy, for the
seal of the New Nation is to be a Cavalier, and I found
the Solitary IHorseman to be the beaw ¢deal of a Confed-
erate gentleman.

No sooner had I spoken, than he dlsmounted his foam-
ing steed, and embracing my knees, exclaimed :

“ At last I behold thee, Oonfederate Plato, Venus of .

. Madisonville, and chiefest light of Confederate letters!

T am the delegate of three thousand citizens of New Or-
leans, who have charged me to express to you the pro-
found respect which they entertain for your august
, person, and invite you to attend a Grand Charity Falr
" to-morrow evening, at the residence of a gentleman
whose heart iz as true to the Confederacy as is Jacob
DBarker’s to his safe. Charity,” continued the Cavalier,
“like the dews of heaven, falls upon the lowly and the
poor; and when I think of the hard lot of the unhappy
orphan, cast upon the heartlesgs world without a guiding
and protecting hand, my heart is torn with a thousand
pangs of agony, and the hot blood goes rushing Wlldly
through my swollen veins. O M acphersonT let us
weep for the unhappy lot of tlie poor and debased

. orphan !”

The Solitary Horseman burst out in a fit of inconso-
lable tears as he uttered this sublimely charitablc sen-

i
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timent, and T was about to press his gentle hand in
mine, when the Wild Mule gave an awful kick which
frustrated my affectionate design. The brave Cavalier
then mounted and we dashed furiously along the high-
way.

“Ts this Fair political #7 T asked.

‘Tt ig charitable, charitable, Macpherson,” hereplied
—4 g Fair in behalf of the Protestant Uniform Asy-
lwn, an institution for the manufacture of graybacks,
where the weary Confederate may find vest, and the
naked Contederate may beeome clothed.”

“ Who hath contributed thereunto ¥ 1 inquired.

Mueh to my astonishment, the tender-hearted Cava-
lier burst out in & fit of nneontrollable laughter, which
arose far above the elatter of his horse’s hoofs.  “That’s
the joke!” he shouted, as his beausiful laugh rolled
through the lonely swamp; “that’s the joke!—the
Yaukees have contributed!  Tickets were sold for ten
cents apicee, and in the blessed name of Charity, sweet
mother of the helpless, we soid many tickets to Union
men and women, and Yankee oflicers !” '

Reining in my Wild Mule, 1 cried aloud : “ Then
indeed do I wash my hands of this matter ; for I will
take no part in a I'air, even for Charity, it base Yankee
oold is mingled with the spotless currency of the Con-
federacy 17

The Cavalicr whistled, as he drew from his pocket a
LRichmond Eraminer, and read the price of gold, $5.25,
and an advanee of two Lhundred per cent. in a week.
“ e not too hasty, Confederate Plato,” he observed.
“You are aware that the end justifies the means; and
in the present instance the great end to be achieved is
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to clothe the Confederacy. 'To rob a Yankee or to
deceive a Yankee is the highest virtue of the Confed-
eracy. And since the grinding tyranny of the United
States will not permit us to operate openly, we invoke
the broad mantle of Charity, which we will cut up and
make into Confederate uniforms!”

“(Give me thine honest hand, sweet messenger of be-
nevolence1” 1 exclaimed. ¢ Charity, indeed, shall
cover a multitude of sins; and the mantle of Charity
is gray in the Confederacy.” ' )

It was night before we reached the city, and as the
mud of the Tehefuneta still adhered conspicuonsly to
my person, I determined to go-to the St, Charles and
take a bath Lefore attending the Fair.  But as we were

riding towards that massive structure, the Solitary

Horseman suddenly reined in his ‘steed, and pointing
to a palatial abode, said: *This is the place—listen I”

A confused din of lovely voices, strains of angelic
musie, and trippings of the light fantastie toe came to
my ears, grateful as the odor of Louisiana Rum to a
thirsty Confederate; for I knew that cvery lovely
voice was a Confederate voice, every strain a Confed-
erate strain, and every light fantastic toe a Confeder-
ate toe. '

BMacpherson’s Extraordinary Advent at the Fair,

I was about to hasten to the baths, when my Wild
Mule kicked with extraordinary violence, lifting me
clean from his back, tossing me over the fence and
through the open door of the palatial abode, and land-
ing me in the hall on my face, with a force which
caused the blood to ooze frecly from my nostrils, and
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mingle its crimeon hues with the mud of the Tche-
functa, which still adhered conspicuously to my person.

The hall was crowded with beantiful Confederate
girls; and as T arose from my recumbent posture,
with my classeial mind slightly confused by the vio-
lence of the concussion, I imagined myself in a Vestal
temple. I therefore cried aloud : “ O lovely Coufeder-
ate Vestals, who attend the sacred flame, fear not me,
for I am the Venus of Madisonville; and my only re-
gret is that, placing her hand upon the head of Jupiter,
your goddess swore perpetual celibacy,” The Vestals
then joined hands and danced around me, to the en-
livening strains of the Pontchatoula Quickstep, and the
Great Hest approaching, bade me welcome to the
abode of Charity.

« Atlow me to inquire,” I said, “ whether you have
obtained permission to hold this Fair?”

«1 did not deem it necessary,” he replied, “for I
consulted a gentleman who has held a similar concern
at his house, and he assured me that permission was
not necessary. I trust the time will soon come when
we can worship the Confederacy according to the die-
tates of our own consciences, with none to molest or
make us afraid, and when the ladies can spit in the
face of Yankees in the streets with impunity.”

« Amen?’ I responded to this noble and patriotic
prayer. '

The Great Host lovingly took my arm, and, conduct-
ing me to an obscure corner, pointed in a mysterious
manner to a pile of publications. “To you,” he said,
“the great light of Confederate letters, I need not ex-
patiate npon the beanties and blessinge of literature; L

é ‘
CONFEPERATE TRACTATES.

need not tell you of the power of the press, which en-
ables us to poison the public mind, and inundate the
land with Confederate prineiples.” e then handed

- ute two beautiful Confederate tracts, one them entitled

a + £ 3
‘ The Bultle of the Handkerchicfs” and the other
¢ ! |
{”fw Batile of the Fair,” and informed me that the
Eru{e was two bits each, which sun'l gladly paid as
e informed me the proceeds of those two beautiful
and patriotic publications would go towards clothing
the Confederacy. }
18 .
1 Perhaps,” he remarked, “you would like to see
the author of those great i
: works of gening ¢ i~
otism.” ¢ e pat
¢ ; 10
; ShO}ﬂ(l rejoice to know him,” I replied; * for
Lierein I fl.nd the evidences of that peculiar genius and
)\r} ryaY r s ST8) o 3 )
gjl e “l-uch bc1I011gb, - a greater or less degree, to
every thing Confederate.” ‘
113 P 1y 41 -
| ?Zou shall be gratified,” he answered ; and he im-
111_(:‘dlately led me face to face with my Idiotic Boy!
| There he is!” said the Great Host; “look up;'m
the author of those beautiful i :
. productions of tl :
ho autho 1 human

k‘i )? dou. c 8 [ 18 5" [

| the imbecile youth was quietly sleeping in his mother’s
arms ; but to find Lim there, surrounded By a galaf\'y

of youth and beaunty, and to lcarn that he was a full
fledged Confederate author, overpowered me‘ Wit}-
anm!:f?ment and gratitude. “ Happy father of such;
b T e o

‘ otes rergies of his idiotic
brain to the true path of rectitnde, and contributes the

efforts of his intellect to the great and heaven-ordained
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behests of Charity, by furnishing mental pabulum to
the followers of the naked Confederacy !”

Just then the Idiot dodged behind me, and pointing
to a lady across the room, said: “Shield me, for the
love of heaven!” :

What is the row, sweet Idiot?” I inquired.

“Jt is my misfortune to know that lady,” he replied.
“T have eaten at the samme table, drank wine from the
same bottle, played whist and enchre with the same
cards. But she is a Union woman, and it will be a
disgrace to recognize her here.” .

“Well said, dear Idiot,” I responded.” “But show
yourself worthy of your revered father and of the Con-
federacy you represent.”

“I will!” he exclaimed, tearing his hair with vehe-
ment determination, and then walking coldly by the
Yankee woman, without recognizing her.  Afterwards

he watched his opportunity and winked at her, in order,
E y 3 y

if possible, to save her good opinion without compro-
mising himself. :

“Sir!” I said with a frown of Confederate displeas-
ure upon my features, and addressing myself to the
Great Host: “You are a registered enemy of the
United States, and I was not prepared for the affront
put upon me by the presence of a Yankee woman.”

“Gas!” responded the Great Host, his eyes gleam-
ing like two burners, “you are over zealous. It is pos-
sible that the vile tyranny under which we groan, will
summon me to answer for this night’s business, and
the presence of a few Yankees is a shield against sus-
picion.

I now proceeded to examine the SP&LlOﬂS apartments; .

A
P i
- ;i

[
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and af every step I found somethmg to gladden my
Confederate heart. Ilearned that beautiful maidens
of tender years had worked with the mothers of the
eity, day after day, and night after night, in manufac-
turing miniature Confederate flags, which they brought
here fmd sold at high prices, the proceeds all going
into the Uonfederate treasury. 1 saw, also, Oonfedex—
ate doll- -babies, Confederate roosters and hens, Confed-
erate pigs made of sugar, Confederate dogs, and Con-
federate alligators, all manuf'u;tmed by fair hands in
obedience to the dietates of charity., But the prinei-
pal feature of ‘the evening was a Confederate doukey,
gayly caparisoned, on which sat my Idiotic Boy, wav-

ing the preud banner of the New.Nation, and winking
at the girls. '

The Great Confederate Seal.

“That Donkey and thfg boy,” remarked a bystander,
““are the proper and fitting emblems of the Confed-
eracy. I sce that our Congress is diseussing the pro-
pricty of adopting a Cavalier as the seal of the New
Nation ; and I for one recommend Macpherson’s Idiotic
Boy mounted on a Donkey as the most expressive and
appropriate Boy and Beast that can be found to ropre-
sent the Confederacy.” R

It was snggested that 1 myself, mounted on my
Wild Mule, would do better ; but the opinion of the
audience was in favor of the Idmt and so I yielded my
claims gracefnlly, soothing my disappointed ambition
with thc gushing stream of paternal pride.

During all this time the piano was sending forth its-

angelic strains, the keys thereof being thumbed by
| N
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snowy delicate fingers, whose gentle touch upon the
temples might soothe a tiger’s rage, or thaw the cold
heart of a conquevor. Zhe Bonnie Blue Flag was
played, as the most popular air ; but whenever that air
was struck, I observed that twelve persons immediately
left the room, and put cotton in their ears. I demand-
ed of the Great Host the cause of this extraordinary
proceeding, which appeared to me to be an insult to
the Confederacy, |

The Great Host applied his forefinger to the side of
his nose, giving the end a twist and winking as he re-
plied :

“ Witnesses

“ What witnesses [” I inquired. :

“You see, Macpherson,” he replied, “that my case
may come up in court, and it is possible that some who
are here may have the baseness to testify that The
Bonnie Blue Ilag was performed on that piano.

In such a ease it will become necessary for me to prove.

that it was ~sor played. So I have arranged to have
twelve witnesses be present through the whole perform-

ance and not hear it.  If the tune was actnally played’

it is morally certain that these twelve persons must
have heardit; and these witnesses live in a Christian
community, and are, as yon will perceive, persons of
the highest respectability, Cotton will do it, Mac-
pherson—cotton will do it !”

“Cotton is king,” I answered; “and your case is
sure to suceced. When I was justice of the peace in
Madisonville, a2 case came up- precisely like yours.
Citizen Jenkins accused my neplhew, Peter Macpherson,
of stealing apig, and brought three creditable witnesses,

MACPHERSON ON MEMORY. i

who swove positively that they saw Peter steal him.
But Pete brought fowr men of the highest respectability,
over from New Orleans, who swore quite as positively
that they did nof see him steal the swinish animal; andg,
on this testimony I was bound to acquit him. Negative
testimony is sure to win in courts that take a proper
view of events, particularly if the magistrate is an
uncle of the aceused, as in the case roferred to.”

The night wore away, and our delightful Confederate
communion strengthened our weary souls. At a late
hour I was called on for a speech, and wishing to ap-
pear in my true character, as a Confederate philosopher,
I proceeded to deliver an original phrenological dis-
course, on one of the most important bumps which the
human head contains, |

Macpherson on Memory.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” I said; “proud children of
our great Confederate parent, ‘and you of the rising
generation ; as mile-boards are set up on the highway
to indicate the direction in which the roads run, so
hath nature built bumps on the human cranium, to in-
dicate the bent of character, and the destiny of man.

“The most important of these bumps indicates the
organ of Memory ; and in leoking around on this audi-
ence I see by a glance at that bump that you are all
Confederates, The Confederate bump of Memory is
peculiar in this, that it has the gift of remembering
every thing to its own credit and interest, with the
most wonderful distinetness, Indeed, it remembers
more than the facts will justify. At the same time it
is wholly incapable of remembering any thing confrary
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to the plans, wishes, principles, and interests of the
Confederacy. IFor instance, it remembers that George.
Washington was a Virginian, and a slaveholder; but

eit forgets stubbornly and hopelessly that he was a

strong Union man, and freed his slaves on his death-

bed. It remembers that gold arose in New York to -

173, but it forgets that it tumbled down faster than it
rose. It remembers that the Mississippi was sunk af
Port Hudson, but it forgets that the Hartford and Al-
batross went by. It remembers that Beauregard won
the battle of Manassas, but it forgets that the Yankeces
whipped the devil out of us at Ifort Donelson.  Such,
ladies, gentlemen, end rising generation, are the char-
acteristics of the Confederate hump of Memory—char-
acteristics of which I am proud, and which I see per-
vade every head in this great eharity fair, Were you
called on to swear to-morrow before a Yankee court,
whether o Confederate flag was displayed heve to-night,
could you remember seeing it? No! Were you asked
whether the Bonnie Blue Flag was played on that
piano, could you remember that you heard it? Nof
Were you asked whether any disloyal sentiment has
been expressed here to-night, could you remember hear-
ing it? No —for you are all loyal to the great princi-

ples of the new nation, and may God bless you, and |

the Confederate bump of Memory forever ”

Arrest of the 1diotic Boy.

This speech wag received with loud applause, and
we were about to separate, when a clamor arose in the
street.  “ A Confederate rising —to arms —to arms1”

g g
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I shouted ; ¢ the day of deliverance has come I—Stone-
wall Jackson has arrived with nineteen hundred thou-

. sand patriots!” With this exclamation I rushed into

the street, the excited assemblage following at my beels,

‘when I found that my Idiotic Boy had been arrested

for hurrahing for Jefl. Davis publicly, and basely im-
prisoned in a Yankee jail. “Martyr of freedom!” I
cried; “I am proud that the spirit of the Macphersons
has not been crushed, and I resign thee to a 0'10r1ous
death and a crown of martyrdom i”

1 found, however, that the penalty for the offense
was $2.50, and soon a purse of $200 was made up, the
fine paid, and the boy released, with the balance § jing-
ling in his pocket. As he left the court-room he sef; up
another tremendous roar for Jeff. Davis, when he wasg
immediately arrested again, and fined £2.50 more, “I
appeal to the Confederates,” I said, “to assist my son
to get his release from the vile Yanl;ee tyrants.” Im-
mediately another contribution of $200 was made up,
the fine paid, and the boy released, with a clear balance
of $395 in his pocket; and with this we fmmediately
returned to Madisonville.

I must now conclude my eighth epistle to Tar Era.
What is writ is writ. Would it were worthier. The
winding up reminds me that I am mortal; and as that
is a subject I do not like to reflect upon, I turn my
philosophic eye to the unfading glory of the Confeder-
acy, and there I behold unending power and immortal
honor. The stars shall fade but the Confederacy shall

endure forever.
Yours, weekly,

‘James B. MACPHERSON.
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1

P. S.—Since writing the above, I have received the
following letter from my son Louis T. Wigfall:

Port Hupson, April 2.

“ Dap:—Give My love to the Great Hoast, and to the
bewtiful ladies which attended the Charity Fare. I
have received the uniform they sent Me, and it’s the
onlv rag of close I've had sense I sold the nine sutes
which was given Me by the ladies as I left New Or-
leans on the Empire Parish.

“While a heart beats in My Dosom, it will vibrate

with the Gratitude of
Your patriotic Sun,
Tours T. Wiarart MACPEERSON.
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CHAPTER IX.

Tur CoNFEDERATE ARITHMETIC.
MaprsoNvinrg, LA,
April 11th, 1883,
B :—On Tuesday last I sat on the bottom of an in-

verted- brass kettle in my door-yard, training up my
Idiotic Boy i in the way he should go, and rejoicing to

find his de jented brain so capable of absorbing the

ideas which nderlie the Confederacy. “T am,” I said
to him, “the Confederate Avchimedes. Never, since
this great planetary system was called into existence,
has there been a nation whose glory and power could
compare with the Confederacy which I represent.
Wherever the glorious flag of the new nation floats,
freedom of specch and of the press prevails to an alarm-
ing extent. ﬁ

“The resources of the Confederacy are inexhaustible,
Hver sinee the formation of the Union, the South has

supported the North; and therefore it was, that as soon,

as the South withdrew from the coneern, the North
was reduced to poverty and famine. Grass now grows
in Broadway, and in the Central Park of New York.
A reliable gentleman who has just returned from that
place, assures me that he pastured Lig horse in front of
the Astor Iouse, during his sojourn in that deserted
and ruined city.

“But the Confederacy can never become impover-
ished; and I will now explain to you the principles of

A
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the Uonfederate Avithmetic—principles of the greatest
simplicity, yet productive of astounding results.

“The Confederate Arithmetic has two rules, Multi-
plication and Subtraction. Multiplication is only em-
ployed in the affairs of the Confederacy, and Subtrac-
tion in the affairs of the Federals. ‘

The Confederate Multiplication-table.

“The Confederate multiplication-table, my Sweet
Idiot,” I eontinuned, “employs two numbers—0 and 50,
0 multiplied by 50 equals 50. 0 represents the basis of
Confederate currency, and by multiplying it by 50 you
get $50 in eash. Multiply this Dy 50 again, and you
have $2,500; and this once more multiplied by 50,
gives you $125,000; and this again multiplied, gives
you $6,250,000; and so on, until the Confederate Treas-
ury groans beneath its enormous and insupportable
burden of cash.

“The rule here laid down also applies to military
operations, A Colonel sends out a Captain on a scout-
ing expedition, and O represents the number of Yankee

prisoners actually captured. This the Captain multi--

plies by 50, and reports to the Colonel that he has
bagged 50 Yankees. The Colonel then multiplies by
50 in his report to the Brigadier General ; the Brigadier
General multiplies by 50 in his report to the Division
Greneral; the Division General multiplies by 50 in his
report to the Commander of the Department; the
Commander of the Department multiplies by 50 in lis
report to the Secretary of War; the Secretary of War
multiplies by 50, and sends it to the Jackson Appeal ;
the editor of that sheet multiplies by 50 and prints it,
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and the Southern Source then multiplies by 50 and
starts for New Orleans, and by the tinie the report gets
to the St. Charles Hotel, we have captured thirty-five
trillion gixty-two billion and five hundred million
(35,062,500,000,000) Yankee prisoners, as any one will
see who will work out the sum according to the prinei-
ples of the Confederate Arithmetic,

“Every thing in the Confederacy is multiplied by 50,
But when we speak of the affairs of the United States,
we apply the sccond great rule of the Confederate

- Arithmetie, which is as follows:

Confederate Rule of Subtraction.

“ Deduct from every Federal number twice its actual
amouht. Thus: a TFederal scouting party captures
100 Confederates. From this 100 you must deduct
200, which leaves a balance of 100 in our favor; and
instead of the Yankees getting 100 Confederates, the
Confederates get 100 Yankees. It was by this rule
that Gen. Brage defeated Rosecrans.

“Thus, Sweet Idiot,” I said, “I have explained to
you those great fundamental laws of mathematics
which underlie the Confederacy; and.T am the Confed-
erate Archimedes, he who was equally skilled in as-
tronomy, geometry, mechanics, hydrostatics, and opties,
in all of which he excelled, and produced many ex-
traordinary inventions; but, in my opinion, notwith-
standing his miraculous skill as displayed in the defonge
of Syracuse, he never conceived an idea so grand as the
Confederate Arithmetic.”

Yours, mathematically,
James B. MacpHERSON.
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CHAPTER X.
HYMN OF SALVATION.

BY JAMEZ B, MACPHERSON,

Poet Luaureste of Madisonville.

BMrTE and slay the savage Yankee!
Break and pulverise hig bones!

It is done ; and I will thank thee,
Great Confederate Paul Jones!®

Lo! E. Pluribus and Unum
Now are rolling in the dirt!

Brave Confederate, who hast hewn ’em,
Rise and put on a clean shirt!

Now the Pelican is flopping
Hig broad wings in feather high;
On, Confederacy ! no stopping—
Every Tunkee Dog shall die!

Never more an Extra ErA

Shall announce a blown-aup Queen ;¥
Oh, P. Joncs, you ave my deary,

And the biggest brick T've scenl

Tight is breaking from the heaven!
Yeu, it streams athwart the sky!
I niyscll can sluy ecleven—
Every TYankee Dog shall diel

New Orleans has been delivered !
Do you ask the reason why?

Fate's designg shall be uncivered—
Every Yankee Dog ghall die!

“Queen of the West,” a vessel captured by the rvebels, after
having run the Vicksburg batteries, and destroyed during the cam-
paign of General Banks up the Teche, in the spring of 1863. She
wag commanded by Fuller, who aspired to the title of the Confed-
erate Pawl Jones!

A SUBLIME FAITH.

CHAPTER XL

MACPUERSON DEDICATES HIMSELF. TO WAR AND L ARCENY.—
He mycounters tae Hovesr Jew.

Loursiana LowLANDS Low,

i : April 25th, 1863.

Sie:—For some time rumors of the most painful
nature reached my ears, while, in my dilapidated hos-
pitable abode at Madisonville, I was preparing my
mind to offer my life in the sacred cause of the Con-
federacy. T read in Tus Era that Gen. Banks had
advanced from Brashear City with a large force of Hes-
sians, and that the blessed sons of the Confederacy had
been whipped, their gunboats destroyed, and their
transports captured or suuk, while they were running
before the vile Yankee foe or falling into the hands of
Ibid. But I did not believe it. I swore it could not
be true ; for with that sublime faith in the Confederacy
which leads our people to receive Confederate currency
and to set facts at defiance, I scorned these statements
as Yankee inventions and falschoods. I knew that I
wag the only contributor for Tur Era who dared to
speal the truth, and blow the Confederate trumpet,

~and so long as the Zrue Delta and the Picayune had

not a word to say on-the subject, which they hadn’t
for many days, T possessed my sublime soul in Con-
federate patience, and clothed and fortified my serene
mind with stoical Confederate dishelief in every word
uttered by a Yankee. |
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But on Wednesday last T was aroused from my dream
of security and Confederate bliss, when the Picayune,
a paper in which I have full faith, broke the long and
pleasing silence that had sealed its ‘lips, and made
kuown to me that there was at least somne foundation
for the diabolical reports in Tue Era which had ap-
peared from time to time a week or ten days before.

Then it was that, resting my teeth upon the leg of a
chair, T gave myself up to momentons meditations.
Petore my inind arose the ineredible vision of Confed-
erates flying before Yankees, and 1 eried aloud:  “ Ig-
noble, debased villain that T am !'— why sit I here while
my countrymen starve and run leaving their bones
Lehind them to bleach upon the bloody field of car-
nage, and while one of the children of my loins lan-
cuizhes inoa loathsome dungeon in Baronne street !
Arise. Maepherson ! abandon the seductive paths of
philogopliy and poetry, buckle on a G, 8. plate, shonlder
a double-barrelled shot-gun, and plunge headlong into
thie deep-flowing tide of Yankee honicide and larceny 1™

I then arose in my terrible might, while my dilapi-
dated hospitable abode trembled to the top of the
stove-pipe beneath the massive heel of my new boots,
with which T sinote the quaking ground; and I swore
by the mud image of Jeff. Davis, which had just been
sct up by my Idiotie Boy, that I never would wash my
face or taste a drop of water until I had exterminated
every Yankee, man, woman, and child, in the States of
Louisiana, Mississippi, Arkansas, and the Iirst Cou-
gressional District of Texas!

“ Not drink any water, James !” exclaimed my wife,
in a tone of astonishment; *what will you drink ¢”

e
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“Rum!” I answered, with a voice like bellowing
thunder; “rum, my love! and rum alone!”

Therefore I dedicated myself to the god of war:
“O Mars!” I exclaimed, “ the fatherless son of Juno,
whose delight wag in contest and strife, and who wast
a warrior of severe countenance, with a cuirass and an
Argive shield upon thine arm ! —thee I invoke, and to
thee I dedicate my vast and comprehensive intellect,
and the death-compassing stroke of my unapproach-
able arm!” I then went forth on my mission of de-

struction, breathing revenge and blood from my nos-
trils at every step.

The Honest Jew.

Just after crossing the Yankee lines; I encountered
an individual who informed me that he was an Honest
Jew. “Right glad am I to mect you, my noble
friend,” T said: “for honest men are searce in these
unwholesome days. I trust you are an Israclite in
whom there is no guile.” ' _
 “1ish dat,” responded the Honest Jew; “and vat T
say, dat pe trute.””

“Then,” I answered, “you are a good Confederate ;
for Confederates alone are capable of speaking the

truth.”

“You vait van little pit,” returned the guileless Ts-

raelite, “an’ I show you I make seventeen hunder

tollar in fifteen minutes !”

“ How ?° I asked.

“I shut up Yankee'’s eye.” 7

The Honest Jew then beckoned me to follow him.
Approaching the Yankee sentinel, he said:
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«] hahe tree hunder tollar goods back yonder, T
fake e across that bayou 1 get two tousan’, Now
vou must shut your eye vile I goes py, an’ I gives you
fifty tollar”

“ A1l right,” veplied the Yauvkee sentinel, “ give me
the %30 and I'll shut my eye while yon pass.”

The IHonest Jew paid the Yankee the swin specified,
and the Jew went back after his goods.  But T noticed
that the sentinel ealled the corporal of the guard and
had some private conversation with him, after which
the corporal disappeared. '

Soon the Jew came up with his goods, and the
YVankee sentinel didn’t see him at all when he passed ;
but he hadn’t got fifty yards before the corporal and
four men dodged out from behind a tree and arrested
him. His goods were seized and confiscated, and he
wag told that if lie ever tried such a dodge again, he
would be sent to Fort Jackson with a ball and ehain
to his leg. k

«Var's mine fifty tollar? said the Honest Jew,
shaking his fist at the Yankee sentinel.

«J have it,” replied the base Yankee dog; *you
gave it to me to shut my eyes while you passed, and I
{ulfilled my part of the bargain.”*

T then resmmned my journey to New Orleans, accom-
panicd by the Israclite in whom there was no guile,
and whose decp-heaving sighs and groans .of agony
over his loss, touched me with pity, and filled my wind

with tenfold anger against the foul despotism of the
United States. :

* A true incident. go.

e R A AN

\

THE HONEST JEW.% ]9

“My gnileless and honest friend,” I said to hi-m,-

“you are a vietim of unmitigated villany and iron op-
pression, You would do good by supplying the Con-
federacy and getting rich at the same time ; but the

- damnable and debased despotism of the United States

steps in your way |7

11 .
Oh, I pe very boor—very boor, indeed ! ” groaned
the Israclite in whom there was no guile.

13 v ] 1 i 1 ’
My boor friend !” I exclaimed, clasping him to my

bosom, “T will avenge thy manifold wrongs. I have
dedicated myself to Mars, the death-seattering hero of
bloody wars; and now I also dedicate myself to
Hermes, the god of thieves, and the son of J upiter
and Maia ; Le whose first act was to steal the cattle of
Apollo. Heneeforth, [ am the champion of larceny
and I swear by the soul of the Confederacy, that fE

will not rest from toil and labor until I have stolen a

horse!”
“ * . :
- Youn gives him to me, eh ?” asked the J. ew, his eyes
lighting up with ecager five. ‘
“Yes,” I replied, «“ I'll'give him to thec, my wronged
and outraged friend.”
48 a N
But tree horses only make me cood for mine

coods.”

“Then three shalt thou have” T exclaimed. « Yes,
I swear it by the honor of a Confederate Warrior, that
1 will steal three horses for this outraged Jew, and one
for myself, before I consent to a cessation of hostilities,
or return to the pursuits of philosophy in Madison-
ville”

The Honest Jew pressed me to his hosom as we
Parted in New Orleans, and promised to wait at the

¢
¢
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Opelousas Depot, in Algiers, until I should send him
the three horses.

Successful Scheme of Finance.

It was about this time that I put into practical op-
eration a great scheme of finance that I had studied
out in my secluded and meditative hours, in my dilap-
idated hospitable abode at Madisonville, and I found
that it worked to perfection. The principle is as
follows: Never invite a man to drink, but always
drink when you are asked. By the application of: this
simple rule, you get for your own use all the liquor
you pay for, and also get a good deal which doesn’t
cost you any thing,

T crossed the river on the Canal-street ferry-boat,
with the firm determination not to pay a cent for food,
lodging, or transportation, during my travels. Sin?.e
then I have passed through many scenes, which it will
require a long letter to describe, and I hereby give
notice to the publie that my Twelfth Epistle will be
devoted to a full and authentic account of my travels
in the Louisiana Lowlands Low, and to a description
of the many strange adventures I have encountered.

Yours unremittingly,
James 1B, MACPHERSON.

BANKS'S TECHE UAMIPAIGN.

g!

CHAPTER XII.

Tae Grear CoNFEDERATE TRAVELLER DESCRIBES HIS JOURNEY
THRCOUGH TIHE LOUISIANA LOWLANDS LOV\T.

Note~—Algiers is the name of a small town opposite New Orleans.
It containg the depot of the Opelousas railroad, Ferry accommoda-

. tions are miserable. At the time this letter was written, General

Banks’s brilliant campaign through the Teche country was in prog-
ross, and had already resulted in the destruction of the rebel army of
Western Louiglana. T'wo thousand prisoners had been captured,
and a congiderable number of them had been confined in the Belle-
ville Iron Works in Algiers, which led Mr, Macpherson to suppose
that the building was in possession of the Confederates. The
rebel army which was so effpctually dispersed or destroyed by the
movement of General Banks, was in command of Gen. Riehard Tay-
lor, & son of “ Old Zack,” the hiero and patriot, whose devotion to his
country hag rendered his name dear to every true Ameriean. As
Gen. Banks’s campaign through the Teche country secms not to
have been generally understood at the time, the author will briefly
give what he supposes to have been the theory of the movement.
“ Why,” it was asked, “should the United States forces mazch
through a country, take posscssion of it, and forthwith abandon it,
leaving the inhabitanis who, expecting protection, had shown a love
for the Union, to suffer the penalty of rebel vengoange ?  This would
Te a pertinent inguiry under ordinary circmnstances, but the author
believes a brief statement of facts will explain this matter to the sat-
isfaction of every impartial reader,

The great object which General Banks must have had in view,
wag the capture of Port Hudson and the opening of the Mississippi
river. But Port Hudson was a hundred and fifty miles above New
Orleans, and in order to invest it suceessfully, the General required
every soldier in the department., Indced,with every soldier, his force
was seemingly inadequate to the undertaking. The rebel garrison
of Port Hudson, at the time of its investment, in May, 1868, number-
ed seven thousand effective men, and at no time daring the siege did
Gen. Banks command more than ten thousand, effective men., His
lines were necessarily much longer than those.of the enemy, and the
advantages were all with the garrison, except in the matter of sup-




T MR s e ]

—

92 THE MACPHERSON LETTERS,

»
plies. In order to besiege Port Hudson, then, with any prospect of
success, it was necessary that he should take every available man
that could be spared. But Taylor, Monton, and Sibley were in
Western Louisiana with a large foree of rebels, and if he moved his
entire army to Port Hudson, he left his rear and New Orleans itself

" exposed to the enemy. As he had not a sufficient force to watch the

cnemy in Western Louisiana and to invest Port Hudson at the same
time, it was necessary to destroy the rebel army of Western Louisiana
before Port Hudson could be invested. And this work was most
successtully accomplished. The Army of the Gulf accomplished a
mareh of three hundred miles in twenty days, fighting four battles
and winning as many victories. The first battle was at Camp Bis
land, eliristened after o planter by that name, whose plantation, now
o picture of ruin and desolation, is situated on the Teche, between
Berwick City and the village of Franklin. The rebel army of West
ern Lounisiana was completely broken up and desiroyed by the cam-
paign : and having accomplished this indispensable preliminary
step, Gen, Banks at once moved his whole force against Port Hudson.
Buch, the author believes, was the theory of the Teche campaign—a
campuign which, in rapidity of movement, in general management
and important results, lias not been surpassed in the history of this
war, if we take into account the number of men engaged.

Brashear City (why will people call such insignificant places cities D
is situated on Berwick Bay, near the confluence of the Tecle and
Aichal!‘;ﬂuyu rivers, It was the base of supplics in the Teche cam
puicn, and e more recent movement by which the rebel army was
dravn out of Texas, opening the way for the snceess of the expedi
{ien 10 toe Rio Grande,  The place was recapturcd by the rebels in
June, 1563, almost without resistanee by vur forces ; and large quanp
titier of stores, annnunition, and a congiderable number of priscners,
fell into the hands of the encmy, After the fall of Port Tudson, how
ever, the rebels hastily evacuated $he place, and just in time to escape
cupture. It iz about nincty miles {rom New Orleans to the west
wird, amd {ln: Opelousas Railroad has its present termind af Algiers
vud Brashcar City,  The country hetween the two places is very low,
and wide forests are scen on either hand.  There are plenty of alliga.
tors to be scen sunning themselves, and some are of enormous size;
atthougl it requires the Confederate arithietic to make them five
hundred fect long, as kas been done by Mr. Macpherson——The an-
thor made the journcy deseribed in the following letter (i. ¢ as far ag
Braghear City), in the Iatter port of April, for the first time; and his
experience at the Brashear City Hotel can only be appreeiated by
those who have visited “ the Great Temple of Wisdom.” He has
conneeled (he philosophy of Macpherson with the ancient mythology,
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because the creduhty, mendacity, pa.ssiom and habits of the gsecession-
isis more properly belong to tho religion of a pagan country than to
a land and an age of eivilisation. Gov. Moore, the last Chief l\Iao*]sn'
trate elected by the peopie of Louisiuna, and his itinerant L(omla-
tore still claiming to expreise exceutlve and legislative iuncmr)ns

woere frightened by thie “ Yankee” army, or the expectation of its ap-
proach, and “ skedaddled” to some indefinite peint, in or beyond the
cxtreme western portion of Louisiana., Moore still claims to be gov-
ernor of Louisiana. His power is about equal io that of Sancho
Panza, who, like Moore, algo gloried in the title of “ Governor.”

Mavisowvizne, La.,

May 9, 1863.
St :—As Ulysses, the much Planning warrior of the

Greeks, wandered the vietim of erucl Fate, searching
vainly for his home, whenee he sighed to return vie-
torious from the siege of Troy, even 80 was T driven

- from the paths of philosophy, and from my dilapidated

Lospitable abode, by the articulate-speaking voice of
Fate, which sent me forth the great Oonfedurate Trav-
eller in the Louisiana Lowlands Low.

Taking passage on oneof those maguificent steamenrs
belonging to the Canal street Ferry, that are fitted up
on a seale of magnificence surpassing the dreams of
Fairy Land, or the splendor and 0’101'y which surround

the Prwldunt of the Confederacy in his stately and
oriental palace at Richmond, I stood upon the lofty
deck and thus poured out wy soul to the people of New
Orleans: “Farewell,” I cried in tearful tones, *fair
Crescent City, ‘gazing upon the great old Father of |
Waters ! thee I leave behind. But when I return, I
shall come with banner, brand, and bow, leading the
victorious and unconquerable legions of Gen. R. Taylor,
and exterminating the vile Yankee foe, whose iron foot
rests upon the bosom of the Confederacy, with terrible
weight, as the great Polyphemus, the one-eyed Giant,
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thirsting for human life, had plucked a woody moun-
tain from its base and placed it on my head !” 1 then
shouted three times, and committed assault and battery
on a newshoy who offered me Tur Era,

Ariving at Alglers, a magnificent ecity opposite
New Orleans, I discovered that the Belleville Iron
Works had fallen into the possession of the Confederacy,
and that it contained a strong garrison of Graybacks,
numbering several hundred. © Blessed be Jupiter,”
exclaimed, “the Father of gods and men, and the
overshadowing ruler of cloudy Olympus!—for now I
perceive that the invader of the Lowlands Low has
been driven back with terrific staughter!” I thew sent
a dispateh to the President of the Confederacy in
Richmond, announcing that General Banks had been de-
feated and completely wiped out; that General R. Taylor
had eaptured eighteen hundred thonsand Yankee pris-
oners, and that the hiead of his invineible column was
then in the Belleville Tron Works of Algiers, protected
and watched over by a strong line of Y ankee sentinels.

I then went to the Yankee Railroad Depot, and de-
manded a free pass to Brashear City.

“ By what authority,” inquired the Yankee, ©“ do you
make that demand #’

“ By the authority of the Southern Confederacy,” I
replied, ¥ and in virtuc of my vow to Mars, the death-
scattering hero of bloody wars, that I will neither wash
my face nor drink water until I have exterminated
every damned Yaukee in Louisiana, Mississippi, and
the First Congressional District of Texas!”

“ You must be Macpherson,” replied the Yankee.

“ Well and traly hast thou spoken,” I answered him;
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“l am Macpherson, the great Confederate traveller,
whose Massive Intellect will produce a volume of
Travels more entertaining, though less truthful, than
the tales of the Arabian Nights.”

“If that won’t pass you over this road,” answered
the Yankee, 1 don’t know what will.” He then gave
me a dead-head ticket and introduced me to another

~chap, who at once made me drink a bottle of cham-

pagne, after which I started off on my journey.

“ Now, indeed,” I exelaimed, “is the will of Jupiter
made manifest, and heaven sends auspicious omens :
for I ride at the expense of the United States, and amn
drunk to start with, without cost—the indispensable
condition of a Confederate Traveller and Warrior.”

& Whv is it,” asked a chap in the cars, “that you
still adhere to the religion of the Greeks and Romans,
believe in omens, and offer orisons to the divinities of
Olympus, whose worship has been overthrown by the
light of Christianity 27

“ Untaught Ignoramus!” I answered; *benighted
heathen of Yankee darkness! if thy dull brain is ca-
pable of comprehending the Confederate principles, I
will explain them to you. The Confederate religion is
a copglomeration of the faith of Moses and the intel-
lectual fables of Olympus, which have been handed
down to us by the greatest poets of the earth., As the
Jews believe they are the chosen people, and a cussed
sight better than anybody else, so do the Confederates
believe that they are the salt of the earth—a position
fully sustained by the large saline deposits near New
Iberia. So far, then, our faith is founded on Moses
and the Israelites generally ; but the rest of it corre-
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sponds pretty faithfully with the pagan religion, except
that ours surpasses the pagan in the magnificent splen-

dor of its fables. Let me illustrate this point to your

ignorance-besotted mind. Ancient Troy was a village
about lialf the size of Algiers, and the siege of the
place was a series of fist-encounters between Ajax,
Heenan, Priam, and other prize-fighters, But Homer
has converted his pugilists into demigods, and has in-
troduced nearly all the gods of hieaven, earth, and hell
as interested speetators, or active co-operationists. For
all this there was a slight foundation in truth ; and the
Confederate Religion difiers from and surpasses the
ancient, in the fact that its biggest stories and achieve-
ments have no foundation in fact whatever!” I then
presented him with a copy of Maepherson’s Confed-
crate Arithmetic, and told him that if his muaddy and
debased brain could comprehend it, he was smarter
than I was. : '

The people along the road turned out by millions to
see mie, as the train passed on through the Lowlands
Low, all giving a hundred and fifty cheers and fifty
tigors, in honor of the Plato of the Confederacy and
the Venus of Madisonville, whose Mammoth Drain
first Lrought together in a condensed and intelligible

form the famous religion and philosophy of the New

Nation, which are destined to sweep every other from
the earth, from Greenland’s Icy Mountains to India’s
Coral Strand.

The car in which T was seated was soon filled with
bouquets, hurled at me through the window, formed
of red, white, and red, indicative of the Confederate
flag, and in imitation of those which the Confederates
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of New Orleans have been aceustomed to throw at the
players, since the damnable despotisﬁ of U. S, will
not permit them to wurow out-and-out secession flags.
At Tast, the accumulated weight of bouquets and of
my Ponderous Intellect proved too much for the labor-
%ng Engine, and it gave out, when we were kept wait-
ing for three Lhours, surrounded by impenetrable woods
and dirty water, moceasin snakes and deep lagoons
OVOI’hlll.lg by weeping cypress-trees, and echoin?; f'or-,
;;:;r;mth the ‘melodlpl‘ls notes of bull-frogs and alli-
Then it was that T walked into the gloomy forest
and recalled to my mind the adventure of Balboa th:
d%scov:lared th‘e Pacifie Occan, and wading into it ,up to
}H‘S WalSt,. stretched forth his sword and took possession
ro1f thaﬁt jmportant stream in the name of his king.
Therefore I waded into a mud-hole up to the top of my
breeches, and stretching forth my brawny arm, tock

possession of it in the name of the Southern Confed-
eracy ! ' o

Muophersow’s Interview with an Alligator five hundred
Jeet long.

As I was wallowing back, I met an alligator five
%mndred feet long by Confederate measurement, which
1s. equal to ten feet in Yankee mathematies, I,imme-
diately drew my Jeff. Davis revolver, a terrible brass-
mounted weapon, presented to me by the ladies of
Doctor Palmer’s congregation, and shot the animal, ex-

. p‘ec.ting to see him die at my feet. He paid no attention
~ to it, but rolled over in the dirt and yawned, as though

nothing had happened. Then it was that my mind
| 5 T
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was filled with admiration and love for the noble ani-
mal, to whom I delivered the following able address:
“ Majestic Confederate mudsilll—aboriginal inhab-
itant of the Louisiana Lowlands Low !—thou art im-
pregnable as the defenses of Camp Bisland, and
impervious to water and mud alike. Would to heaven
that, deployed as skirmishers in R. Taylor’s army, you
might wadz in Yankee blood, even as now you wallow
in mud, the natural ally of the Southern Confederacy 1”

Arrival at Tigerville.

The engine having been repaired, it gave a Confed-
erate snort, and with lightning in its eye and steel in
its sinews, drew us to Tigerville, just as the sombre
mantle of all-enshrouding night settled over the earth,
The conductor shouted “Tigerville,” and I looked out,
expecting to see a city equal to Madisonville, but
could discover nothing but a wide and lonely forest, in

which the deep-laid shadows scemed to coneeal a thou-

sand phantom forms. Dut as the train moved on
again, I got a sight at Tigerville, which apparently
consisted of a grocery store and a brass kettle; and I
found that by a miraculous junction of nature and art,
while the engine was in the centre of the city, the rear
car, in which I was seated, was in the midst of prime-
val forests, stretching away for miles G;Ei;ﬁei_'ther hand.
At last we reached Drashear City, dxtown larger

than New Orleans, if you include the woods.: A pe-

culiarity of this city is, that it has no streets.
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The great Temple of Wisdom at Brashear City.

Immediately T procceded to the Drashear City
flotel, which I soon discovered was a vast temple of
wisdom and economy. It so strongly resembles my
dilapidated hospitable ‘abode in Madisonville, that I
burst into tears as the sweet image of that home arose
before me with the Idiotic Boy, now the exponent of
Confoderate Philosophy, and of my spouse, who sighs
for the return of her roving protector, even as Penelope
sighed for the return of Ulysses; but I hope she has
fewer suitors than the excellent Greek lady alluded to.

Calling for supper, I was told that none could be
had; as it was past the usual hour, and the chief cook
had gone to bed. Then was [ filled with admiration
at the Arcadian simplicity of life in those remote re-
gions, where the repose of a cook begins at nine o’clock
in the evening, and is guarded by the changeless law
of custom. Gladly, therefore, did I go fo my room,
supperless. . .

The apartment in which I was placed, and from
which a Yankee was expelled to make. room for me,
filled me with love and admiration beyond the power
of language to describe. There was such an absence
of all luxuries, or even necessaries of life, that I at once
saw that the architect and proprictor of the establish-
ment was a philosopher and a political ceconomist.
The rade walls were constructed of rough Confederate

‘boards, undefiled by the carpenter’s plaue, the luxu-

rious covering of the paper manufactory, or the un-
necessary embellishment of the white-washer’s brush.
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“Thanks to Jupiter!” T exclaimed, “the wall-paper
which might otherwise have been wasted upon these
wallg, can now be used for publishing secession jour-
nals,” I then got into bed, and pulled down the mus-
quito-net. I discovercd that the mattress was made
of cane-stalks, the products of my native Louisiana,
with an immense one in the centre, very convenient to
hang upon to keep one’s self in bed. The only unne-
cessary luxury I observed consisted of two table-cloths
on the bed in place of sheets; and I got up early in
the morning, thinking they might be nceded for use
on the table. I had not been in bed a great while be-
fore the musquitoes, that were buzzing by millions
around the net, commenced pouring through in close
culumn by battalions ; while an immense force was held
back as a reserve to fill up the ranks shattered Ly the
deatheseattering blows of my mauly arm.  Now it was
that a great physical rencounter commenced, surpassing
in bloody destruction the battle of Forts Jackson and
St Philip. T slanghtered them without merey; but L
found that the wide forests surrounding the city were
filled with dauntless legions; and however many
millions I might destroy, it was probable that I should
be compelled at last to surrender to overpowering
numbers.  Theretore, I thought Iwould try to stop up
some of the holes in the musquito-net. I stuck my

hat into one of them, my boots into two others, my

Lreeches into another, my Confederate coat and vest
into another, and finally, the washstand and pitcher
into the biggest one. DBut these precautions scarcely
checked the overpowering advance of the hostile
armies, and I went to tying up the holes in knots,
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unti! I had tied twenty-five hundred by the Confeder-
ate arithmetic, which is fifty in Yankee mathematics;
but all to no avail. I at last collected the carcasses of
the slain, and piled them up around me ; after which I
was enabled to enjoy a night of strength-nourishing
repose. - '

Arising in the morning, I discovered that there was
uo s0ap in the room, which I regarded as a high per-
sonal compliment to my cleanliness; it was as much
as an admission on the part of the landlord, that I was
clean enough already. Neither was there any looking-
glasg; and I knew at once that the landlord did not
mean to encourage the sentiments of worldly pride,
engendered in men and women when they survey their
persons in a glass.

1 immediately took passage for Opelousas, whence I
walked to Shreveport to find Governor Moore and the
Legislature, the custodians of the civil rights of Louisi-
ana, and the guardians of the State treasury.

Lnterview with Governor Moore.

I inguired diligently for them, but the inhabitants
reported that they had left some time previous, at
double-quick, carrying the treasury and archives in a -
one-horse cart. I followed on and reached the Red
River; and there T discovered Governor Moore weeping

on a stump, in the depths of a dismal forest, surround-

ed by insects and wild beasts. Seeing me, he fell upon
my neck and cried like a child. % Guardian of law
and order!” I exclaimed ; “protector of States’ rights

~and the treasury, dauntless commander-in-chief of the
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State militia ! thee do [ embrace in fraternal and un-

dying Confedernte affeetion.  Tell e, I pray thee, the

cause of thinc overwhelming grief.”

“ Macpherson !” he said, in tearful fones; *look
here on this picture, and then on this. When I took
charge of the Legislature, it sat in the fine State-house
at Baton Rouge, and T was the proud potentate of the
great sugar-planting State, while the treasury was
overflowing with funds, But where am 1 now ¢’

“In a swamp, on a stump ! I replied.

“ Where iz the treasury #7 he continued.

“That’s what P after,” Tanswered.

“ Well, thou shalt sce it,” he replied ; whercupon he
led me to the borders of a mud-hole, and drawing aside
the thick overhanging foliage, displayed to my vision
a onc-horse eart attached to a2 mule, and both stuek in
the mud, “To this complexion hath it come at last!”
Le groaned; “for you see before you the archives and
th(, treasury of the State !”

I immediately overhanled the contents, and discov-
ered the Act of Secession, of January 26, 1861 ; a copy”

of Maepherson’s Confederate Arithmetie, by which he
had tried to multiply ¢ by 50, and so fill the treasury;
. and an order conscripting all able-bodied niggers into
the Confederate ranks as soldicrs, ¢ Those,” said the
Itinerant Moore, ¥ ave the State archives. Look now
at the treasury.” I looked, and discovered a five-cent
shinplaster on the bank of West Daton Rouge, a blue

car-ticket, *and o receipt for two barrels of whisky.
¢« That,” said the weeping Moore, “is what remains of
the wealth of Louisiana, after passing through the fiery
ordeal of civil war, and the more trying ordeal of my
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policy. The mule represents the motive power of the
Confederacy, and the whole concern is now stuck in -
the mud.” _

« Put the glory of the New Nation still remains,” I.
answered him. “Jeff. Davis still sits enthroned in
oriental magnificence in Richmond, and the Idiotic
Bu.y is monarch of Confederate Philosophy. Let us
arise and exterminate the Yankee racel!” ,
We arose, and taking me to the recesses of an im-

‘mense hollow tree, I discovered the Legislature in ses-
. gion. It consisted of . three members, all dead drunk.

“Join us,” said the governor; and I joined. We
soon became happy in the consciousness that we might

‘soon recover the whole territory of the United States.
1 was acecordingly elected a member of the Legislature,

and we forthwith passed an act declaring the power of
the Yankees at an end, and seizing the whole conti-
nent of America, in the name of the Southern Con-
federacy, the said act to take effect im:nediately.
“ Thanks to Jupiter!” I exclaimed ; “the -or is now
at an end ; the North is subdued, and the flag of the
New Nation floats in triumph over every inch of ground
on the vast continent.” We then got blind drunk,
from which I was aroused by the recollection that a
week before I had made a vow of larceny, and had
promised to steal three horses for the Honest Jew, who
had promised to wait in Algiers until 1 should send
him the specified number of animals. I accordingly
started off at double-quick, and returned to the Yankee

* headquarters at Opclousas,
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The Vow of Lareeny fulfilled.

I 'was there advised that the late battle-field of Camp
Bisland afforded great facilities for stealing horses, and
thither I went.  Looking around, 1 discovered not less
than sixty animals, and I immediately telegraphed to
the Honest Jew, that if he would come up there, T
would give him thirty horses instead of three. He
went and met me with a glowing face on that field of
bloedy eucounter, in which R. Taylor’s forces drove
the Yankees thirtecen hundred mniles in thirteen hours,
averaging a hundred miles to the hour, He immedi-
ately embraced me.

“You pe vun shentlemans,” said hej “I bays your
pills at the hotel.”

“All right,” T answered him; “there arc sixty
horses up therej you shall have thirty; take your
pick.”

Ile started off on the run, but soon returned with
fire and indignation in his cyes.

“You pe vun tam fillain I he exclaimed.

“ What’s the matter, sweet one!” I asked, in a tone
of tenderness. ' :

“You tam fillain! the horses pe every vun tead!”

“Dead ” T exclaimed, “and so young—the oldest
not being quite twenty! But weep not, my IHonest
Jew; they died in the sacred cause of the Southern
Confederacy.  Dulee el decorum est pro patrid, mori.
You never tried it, poor Jew, and you never will,
But, T tell thee, I did not promise that the Lorses
should be alive; and now, O ITermes! god of thieves,
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I have fulfilled my vow of blood and larceny!” I
then kissed the Honest Jew and returned to New Or-
leans, having been invited to preach in ‘a secession
church on Sunday, April 26th, in consequence of my
able exposition of the Confederate Religion to the
Yankee Ignoramus, and in view of the fact that the
proclamation of that bloody despot, Abraham Lincoln,
had been ordered to be read in the churches on that
day. The prevailing belief among the Confederates
was, that I was the only Confederate parson smart
enough to do the thing up properly, and outwit the
dull Yankee brain. Therefore did I haste, with wings
as swift as meditation or the thoughts of love, to as-
sume the robes of divinity. In my next letter, I shall =
appear as the Great Confederate Parson, reading the
Proclamation, and will reproduce the sermon I deliver-
od on that oceasion.

My task for this week is done. I travelled through
the Lonisiana Lowlands Low, with a rapidity that
would do eredit to an engine on the Opclousas road.
I am the greatest traveller in the Confederacy, and my
only wonder ig that my heart does not swell with pride
and egofism when 1 think of my accomplishinents.
But with all my Massive Intellect and power in the
Confederacy, I am not egotistic in any degree bheyond
what is warranted in the Confederate Code of Egotizm.

Yours, modestly,
~James B, Macroerson.

a3
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CHAPTER XIII,

MaorrERSON APPRARS AS A CLERGYMAN, AND EXPOUNDE THRE
CoxrEpERAt: Gosrrr.—Ilg EXCOUNTERS THE WEEPING
ORPIrAN, AND UNEXPECTEDLY ©INDS A Laree Faviny owm
mis maxps.—HE rreacnes vroMm TiE Text: “Biow yr!l”
BTC., BTG,

NOTE ~President Lincoln issued a proclamation, sctéing apart the
30th day of Apeil, 1863, ng a day of nationn] lunoniliation, fasting, and
praver. Generad Jomes Bowen, Provost Marshal General of Lonisiana,
frstied a cirerdar, inowhich e “requested” (that was the sord used)
all the dlerevinen ofliciating in the churches of New Orleans, Jeffor-
rony, Carralton, and Algiers, to vead the proelamation of the President
to their eongregations, oh Sunday, the 26th of April—the Sunday pre-
ceding the day designated by the President.  Some of the clergymen
paid no attention to this reguest,  Others rend i, and the reading
wius made the oceasion for very noisy and disgracefal demonstrations
o thie part ol the sceessionists in the eongregation. The women

sy the lead in the saeritegions proceedings.  The moment the read-
ing commneitced, they Ielt the ehurches in & very noisy and offensive
manner, shuflling thelr feer, upsetting stooly, and otherwise disturb-
ing the peace und zood order of the sanctuary. Some of the clergy-
men, anxions o eoofhe the nerves of their secession hearers, an-
notnced that they would read the Proclamation becanse they had

assertion as false as it was cowardly,
sinces ns has been stuted already, they were only requested to read it.
One of the clergy who negleeted to read 1t af all was Father Joubert,
of 3t Augustineg’s eliawveh, who, the anthor has been told, refused to
eoaninister the saernment to eolored men who had enlisted in the
srmy ;) thus making it anooffense panishable with eternal damnation
for a negro to fight for the Union! Father Lemaitre, of the St. Rose
dc Lima, read the proclumation, and preached an out-nnd-out Union
germen to an immense eongregation. He was soon after excommu-
nicated by Archbishop Gdin; but the anthor is pleased to learn that
e peid no attention to his sentence, refused to be damned in all his
pavls for the sin of being o Union man, and still continucs to exor-
cise his ecclesiastical oflice. One elergymwan, whose congregotion un-
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derstood only the French languago, read the proclama.tion in English
which would seem to warrant Macpherson in reading it in the
Ahthiopie.

“ MADIsONVILLE, LA,
May 9, 1863.

Str:—I am greater than IIelcules the son of Jupi-

ter, for ke performed but twelve labors of immortal

distinction ; but 1, having performed twelve, now enter
upon my thirteenth with my Mammoth Brain un-
dimmed, and the fires of genius glowing more brightly
than when I began.

Returuing from my immortal travels through the
Louisiana Lowlands Low, I had scarcely set foot upon
the Levee at New Orleans, when a courier, mounted
on a Confederate mule, came riding up with the rapid-
ity of lightning. T am,” he said, * the bearer of im-
portant dispatches from your Idiotic Boy, the Great
exponent of Confederate Philosophy in Madisonville,. -
since your departure from your dilapidated hospitable -
abode.”

1 opened the dlspa.tches with a trembling ha.nd and
was startled at the vast importance of the matter
therein contained, Jefl. Davis, whose mud image
stands upon my shelf in Madisonville, and which I
always approach with uncovered head, had telegraphed
to the Idiotic Boy as follows:

Jeff. Dawis’s Dispatch.

The Proclamation of Abraham Lincoln appointing
a day of national humiliation and prayer, must not be
read in the churches of New Orleans; or, if read, it .
must De received with hisses, howls, and Confederate

|

.
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snorts. Your father, James B3. Macpherson, is charged
with the execution of this order.
I am, my dear Idiot,
Your faithfal imitator,
Jrrr. Davrs,
President of the
American Continent.

“Thanks to Jupiter!” I exclaimed, “the son and
congueror of Saturn, whose thunders resound from
Olympus like the roar of a Confederate shot-gun ; it is
my pleazant duty and province to stay the tide of
Yankce sacrilege, and save from defilement the great
Confederate Temple of loliness!” 1 then looked at
the town-clock fo see what time it was, and fonnd
that it was precizely six ro M.

As I was gazing upon the clock, whose massive
hands mark the rapid departure of the fleet-footed
hours, I was tapped upon the shoulder by a man of
giant frame. Ilis form towered on high more lofty
than that of the bloody despot Abraham Lincoln,
whose throne at Washington is built of human skulls,
and whose daily food is a fricasseed Southerner. Iis
large and glowing face was red ag a Confederate army
shoe, and his threadbare gray garments showed me
plainty that e belonged to the glorious New Nation.
He gazed npon me with a look of melting tenderness
with those fiery cyes, beaming in their sunken sockets
like the orbs of night, or the all-warming sun in his
meridian glory, and falling at my knees, he burst into
a flood of tears.

“I am a Weeping Orphan!” he said: 1 am six
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feet and five inches hwh, and for ty~1nne years of age.
Weight, two huudred and eighty pounds.”

“ Unhappy youth!” Iexclaimed: ¢ thine enormous
height entitles thee to the sympathy of a Confederate
philosopher, even if thon, tender bud and sweet honey-

suckle of affliction, hadst not been cast upon the cold

charities of the world at a tender age.” '

“ How do you make that out?” asked a Yankee, in
a grufl voice, interrupting my train of sublime medita-
tion; “up North we- eall a man of forty nine years
well advanced in life!’

“Andsoheis,” I answered,’ “in thoge nmhappy realms
of Yankeedom ; but in the celestial Confederacy a man
does not arrive at the years of diserction until he is
fifty-one.” I then fell upon the breast of the Weeping
Orphan, and told him that I would share with him my

- 1ast crost, and invited him to my quarters at the St.

Louis Hotel, which invitation he accepted with flow-
ing tears of gratitude.

Macpﬁerson Jinds hamself with a large family on his
hands.

Scarcely had we taken four drinks, before the Or-
phan burst into a flood of such violent tears that I
feared the effect upon his tender constitution. - “ OQh!”
he eried, “what will become of those sweet buds of
affection, my wailing infants, who groan for bread;
and my tender spouse, whose grief surpasses my own ¥’

“Bring them hither,” T exclaimed ; “I will protect
them from the cold Dlasts of the WOI]d and fill their
mouths with bread and jerked beef.”
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“Generous stranger!” exelaimed the Orphan; 1
accept the proffered hospitalities of your house.” He
then brought in Lis fwmily, whieh consisted of a wife
and thirtcen echildren, and all about the same size.
“These are the eause of wmy anxicty,” he exclaimed,
“and for these T weep almost as much as for my own
bereaved lot, cast as T am, ab a tender age, upon my
own resources.”

“I will keep this charge!” T answered, “and thou
shalt know that none ever in vain appealed to the
charity of the Plato off the Confederacy.” 1 then
ordered supper for the crowd, and fonnd that it would
cost me §35 per day to feed my unhappy guests.

Sunday niorning, April 26, 1863, dawned upon the
world with resplendent glory.  The all-beholding sun
shone from a cloudless sky, and the birds sang sweetly
around the lofty chimneys of the St. Louis Hotel,
where T might have been scen arm-in-arm with the
Weeping Orphan, followed by bis wife and thirteen
infants, wending our way towards the Great Confed-
erate Temple of Holiness in Camp-street. The people,
attracted by the understanding that I was to expound
the Confederate religion, and read Abraham Lincoln’s
Proclamation in a Confederate manner, turned out in
overpowering numbers. At least three hundred thou-
sand registered cnemies were present, and as many
more went away, unable to gain adinittance,

Not having a pastoral robe ¥ pulled off my coat,
and mounted the pulpit in my shirt sleeves, where I
was reeeived with loud applause. The women waved
their handkerchicfs and eried, “ God bless you!” I
was always popular with the women of New Orleans,
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and the reason of it is that I so 'Profusely and ably
represent their thoughts, feelings, and wishes. I am J
endowed with the extraordinary gift of nature, which
enables me to read the innermost emotions and thoughts

of the human mind. I comprelend to its fullest extent

that deep, and intense; and passionate, and divine super-
human hatred, which the true ladies of New Orleans
cherish in their glowing bosoms for the whole Yankee
race—a hatred as deep as the twelfth circle of Dante’s!
Inferno, and as high as the flag-staff’ of the 5t. Charles
Totel before it was ent down. Hate the Yankees?
Yes! Lhate thirst, when there is no Confederate rum
within a hundred miles of me! I had rather be a door-
keeper in a Confederate hog-pen than to play a piano
in the parlor of a Yankee. Therefore it is that I am
popular with the true ladies of New Orleans; and theve-
fore it is, that the moment I stepped into the pulpit I
was loaded down with Louquets and sympathy.

The audience began to cry out, * Macpherson ! Mac-
pherson!” I was about to respond, when, much to ’
my astonishment and indignation, the Weeping Orphan
dodged in. ahead of me, and with streaming eyes in-
formed the people of his unhappy lot in life.- It
oceurred to me that something might be made out of
the affair: I proposed that a collection should be
taken up for the weeping object of sympathy before

“me. Three thousand dollars were collected, which I

put in my own pocket, and then proceeded with the
exereises. ) o

“ Confederate saints,” I said, “and believers in the
only true faith, we shall begin this performance by
singing a beautiful lLiymn, composed by myself, and
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touchingly appropriate to the mournful occasion on
which we meet.”

YANKEES.

Hymnin T. M., by Rev. James BB, Macenuzsow, of Madisonville, Poct
Laureate, Author, Philosopher, Warrior, and Traveller.

1.

Yankees have horns and hoofs and tails,
The s0il is blighted where they tréad,
And be they women, be they males,
I wish the Yankee race was dead.

2.

Confederate vengeance, like a blow
From the avenging hand of Fate,
Bhall 1ay all the damned Yankees low

In our brave Louisiana State,

I requested the choir to omit the first and second
stanzas of the above beantifnl hymn, which they did.
The singing concluded, I proceeded to deliver my great
discourse.

Macpherson’s Sermon.

“ Confederate saints and ladies,” I said, “my text
this morning may be found somewhere, if any of you
will take the trouble to look for it; but a Confederate
philosophier is necessarily so much engaged in ramma-
ging over the Classical Dictionaries and hunting up

Olympian fables with which to maintain the cause of the
Confederacy, that I have not had time to ascertain the

exact place where it may be found. The words are
these:
“¢Brow Yl

“In the text, as it stands in the Book, I think there
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is something said about a trumpet; but it is a beauti-
ful and sublime feature of the Confederate religion,
that you can strike out any part that don’t please you,
and add any thing yow’d like to see there. I have
accordingly struck out from thes text the words, ¢ the
trompet,” and this gives us a splendid expression of the
basis of the whole Confederate establishment, and reads
simply : ‘Blow Ye!” Icannot imdgine how two words
could possibly be found which more fittingly express
the duty of every Confederate. I have searched the
annals of by-gone ages ; I have explored every tongue,
living and dead ; I have sought in the hieroglyphics of
Egypt, the enphonious language of the Greeks, the
sublime specch of the Romans, and the fiery words of -
the Gauls; but nowhere have I found two words so
worthy of the obedience of cvery one in the Confed-

‘eracy, as those I have sclected for my text on this

occasion ; and therefore I cry with a loud voice:
Blow Ye! .

“I have endeavored to live up to this great funda-
mental principle of the Confederacy, and in my life to
give a touching and noisy example of the faith. Iam
the great Confederate Blower, and the reason of my
fame among men is, that I blow in a more faithful
manner than the general run of Confederates, although
the average of the Confederate race is but very little
behind me. To the Confederatesiof New Orleans I |
give tlic deserved and proud distinetion of Blowing in a
manner perfectly satisfactory to our King, Jeff. Davis,
President of the American Continent. To you, fair
ladies, whose Deanty is unsurpassed by-ITehd herself, T
award the meed of supreme merit next to myself, in




114 THE MACPHERSON LETTERS.

living up to this great fundamental principle of Con-
federate faith. T defy any man with a spark of cow-
.mon humanity in his breast, or the faintost gleam of comi-
mon sense in his muddy and idiotic brain, to mingle
with the Confederates of New Orleans, whether in
publie or social life, and say that they do not faithfully
follow the divine commandment of this text. Yes,
brother saints of both sexes, the Blowing which has
been done in your city, vindicates you forever against
the foul suspicion that you meant what you said when
you took the oath of allegiance to the United States.
Continne in this grand ecarcer, and you shall win im-
mortal honor.  As for myself, whether in sickness or
in health, in victory or death, in earnage and slaughter,
o in peace and innocence, I will Blow and Blow for-
evermore.  Yea, from the table of my 1110n10i"y Il
wipe away all trivial fond records, all saws and books,
all forms, all pressures past, that youth and observation
copied there; and this commandment all alone shall
live within the book and volume of my brain, unmixed
with baser matter I” I then placed my hands inge-
niously over my mouth, and blew so fiereely that it
frightened the thirteen infants of the Weeping Orphan,
and they cried in concert with e, making a most
beautiful illustration of Confederate theology.

At this stage of the proceedings, a delegation entered
from Algiers, leading a small live alligator by a red
string, which Lic presented to me in behalf of the
Yuankee Railroad men at the Algiers Depot.  The head
man. informed me that this beautiful animal was cap-
tured in the Louisiana Lowlands Low, and that the
captors presented Lim to me as a token of regard for
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the noble animal ; and algo that they wished to know
his dimensions by Confederate measurement. 1 found
that according fo the rules of Confederate Aritlnmj,tic,
he was seventy-five feet long, which is equal to eigh-
teen inches by Yankee measurement. And here allow
me to say, that the Confederate Arithmetic is pel.'fectly
simple, and if the public will pay proper attention to
its rules, they can learn to cipher as well as 1 can, and
T shall not then be bothered by people coming to have
me do their sums for therm. Multiply every Yankee
figure by fifty, and you get the Confederate total.  Tlie
delegation then departed, and I resumed my discourse,
having sent the animal under an escort of Stuart’s
cavalry, to my dilapidated hospitable abode.

“ Confederate Saints!” 1 gaid, 1 have now a most
loathgome and unholy duty to perform. T have been
ordered by the Provost Marshal General, under the
penalty of death, to read in your hearing a loathsome
and nnholy proclamation by that most foul and un-
natural despot, Abraham Lincoln, a tyrant more base
than Caligula or the princes of Central Africa. The
proclamation fixes next Thursday as a day of national
humiliation, fasting, and prayer, and I had rather give
a thousand dollars than to read it in my temple of
Confederate Holiness, provided I was allowed to take «
up another collection. Dut my life is of great value
to the Conf’edcracy, and the fundamental faith of the
New Nation is, that every man shall look out for his
own neck. Rather than have my able brain separated
from the gigantic framne on which it now stands, I will
read this most hateful proclamation, and I hope the
arrangements will prove effective !”

-
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I then commenced reading the proclamation in the
Aithiopian tongue, and, simultaneously with the pro-
nunciation of the first word, the whole audience gave
the Confederate snort, while a nigger fiddler struck up
the £, Toylor Gallopade, and forty others danced a
grand hoe-down in the gallery. The Weeping Orphan
pmched his thirteen children until they screamed at
thie top of their voice, and the ladies went to upsetting
gtools and drumming on the pews with their fan-
handles.  Ag soon as the reading was completed, the
audience knelt and received my benediction.

Thus did T outwit the dull Yankee brain; thus did
I obey the order and trample it in the dust at the same
time; thus did I save the great temple of Confederate
Holiness from defilement and sacrilege.

Returning from church, I indulged in liberal pota-
tions, and made the proposition to the Weeping Or-

phan of taking five hundred drinks in succession, and

we went at it, Irecollect swallowing the thirtieth, and
then my Massive Brain lost a consciousness of mundane
events. But when I awoke, I found that the Weeping
Orphan had stolen $3,000 out of my pocket, and ske-
daddled, leaving his wife and thirteen children on my
hands to support. Thus, in a moment, was I reduced
from luxury to abjeet penury and degrading poverty ;
and my scanty earnings barvcly sustain the life of the

Lielpless ones that fortune has so unexpeetedly thrown

under the protecting egis of my Benevolence.

But such is the fate of all sublunary greatness. The
light that streams down from the morning sun is, cre
long, Didden in the shadows of all-enshrouding night.
The smile that lights up the face of innocence and
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beauty is soon dissipated and lost in the haggald lines
of grief. The step of youth must some day totter with
age; the glory of life ig transient as the meteor's flash ;
and until I have an opportunity to take up another
collection, or to steal a thousand dollars, I must grapple,
single-handed and alone, with the ill fortunes of life,
and remain gaunt with famine and thirst.
Yours, theologically,
James B, MACPHERSON.




THE MACPHERSON LELTERS.

CIIAPTER XIV.

Macenrrzox as 4 Mmrany CHiErrain—I[E IS ArroINtan
A Mason Gexpran or Coxreperars VOLUNTRERS.—ITn
ISSUEs A !l\{)U A\I-\HO\ RAIRES AN AR\}.Y AND WINS
1wo DBATiLEs 1% A SINuin Day, wre., wre,

~Norie—The rebel forees at Pontchatoula, the capture of which

place has already been noted, were composed, in pars, of Choctaw

Indians.  8ome of these were captured and brought to New Orleans
as prisoners of war.

MADISONVILLE, LA.,
May 1Gth, 1803.

Siz-—Plunged suddenly into the depths of military
glory and renown, it hecomes my pleasant duty to ac-
quaint the admiring millions who read my able pro-
ductions, that Jeff. Davis, the great Confederate Jupiter,
has appointed and commissioned me a Major General
of Confederate Volunteers, with my Idiotic Boy as
Chicf of Staff, and has erccted this part of the Con-
federacy into a military district, to be known as the
Departinent of Madisonville.

My fivst oflicial act was to get blind drunk on Con-
federate whisky, after which I divected my Idiotie
Doy to Issuc my Proclamation, as follows:

Macpherson's Proclamation.

Meav Qus. Deear’t MansoNviLLg,
Madisonville, La., May 10th, 1868,
Goeneral Ovder No, 1.
b accordanes with the wparalleled glory and digaity which
uow strround me, 1 hereby assume comwand of the army and
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" navy of the lDepm:tment of Madisonville. I shall demand and

enforce the fullest obedience to the Confederate Articles of War;

and all male persons between the ages of ten and one hundred

are hereby notified to report to me at once, armed and oquipped

for wilitary service. - Any citizen or resident of this Department,

wale or female, who shall hereafter pronounce the word “ Yan-

kee” without placing before it the Confederate adjective “ damned,”
shiall be hung witheut trial.

Soldiers and females of M&dlsonvﬂlei arise in your might and
glory, and hwl the terrific thunderbolts of meveiless vengeance
against the United States! In me you have a leader worthy of
your highest contidence and admiration, who will lead you to im-
mediate vietory and undying renown, . With my own hand I will
plant the vietorions Stars and Bars on the Cuostom House of New
Orleans, end on the 5t. Charles and Oity hotels; and sweeping
with my legions like a besom of desth-seattering destruetion, X
will not pause in my onward carcer of homicide and shmgltu
until my unconquerable army shall enter the Arctic regious, and
plant the aluighty and overpowering flag of the Confederacy
upen the North Pole, there to float as long as the all-nourisling
garth shall revolve in the boundless and unfathomable realms of
celestial space,

By order of Mas. Gex. James B, Macrunnson.

Tne Iploric Bov, Chief of Staff,

The first extraordinary result of my promotion was
an absorbing profanity, which eompelled me to swear
every time I opened my mouth; and I believe that
my experience in this respect is similar to that of most
wilitary menl Whereas, but a few days before Istood in
the pulpit and expounded the Confederate religion to
& benighted world, and presented myself as a model of
the Christian virtnes and graces, and a strict temper-
ance man, I found, the moment I put on a uniform, I
was bound to swear like a Sccond Dragoon, and drink
like the Tenth Infantry.

« Whu’c is your army ¥’ asked the Tdiotic Boy.
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“ Damn the army ™ I replied. “It is a peculiarity
of Confederate warfare, that a Major General requires
no army. Proclamations, sir, proclamations are the
things with which to crush the Yankee foe. How did
Beauregard raise the blockade of Charleston 2 With a
Proclamation! How did Magrnder do the same thing
at Galveston ? With a Proclamation! Ilow did Gov-
ernor Moore conscript the niggers in the Trans-Missis-
sippi Department? With a Proclamation! Are they

- greater Generals than I1? No, sir! You damned

Idiot! talk to me about an army! TII show yon
that 'm Major General and Commander of the Depart-
ment. Pen, ink, paper, and gas are the only imple-
wmenis necessary to seeure a Confederate victory at
every step 7 I then wrung the Idiot’s nose and swore
to be revenged.

Subsequently I determined to raise an army, and
opened a Recrniting Office in Madigonville, and swore
that I wonld fill the ranks at all bazards. I raised a
Confederate flag two hundred feet long by Confederate
measurement, which is four feet in Yankee mathemat-
ics, and sent a nigger through the streets pounding on
a tin pan to drum up recruits. The first one that came
in was seventy-four years of age, blind in one eye,
walking on two erutcheg, and armed with a buzz-saw.

“Welcome!” I exclaimed, “young and ardent sol-
dier of your country, to the headquarters of Confeder-
ate glory., You are the nucleus of the army of this
department, and I will lead you to endless conquest [”
He then whirled his buzz-saw and took his place in
line-of-battle. I conscripted two niggers to hold him
up on his cratches while he should fight.
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Tinding that this patrictic youth was the only per-
son who would voluntarily enlist, or voluntarily obey
my orders; I resolved to enforee.mny authority at the
point of the sword, ‘mid scenes of broil and battle. 1
therefore mounted the Confederate Mule, the same an-
imal that carried me to New Orleans when I attended
the great Charity Fair, and drawing my shining blade
with a Confederatc flourish, placed myself at the liead

- of the eolumn, determined to lead in person, according

to Macpherson’s Confederate Tactics, a profound worlk
on military science, which I had compiled the night
before. I marched off in the following order: 1st.
The General Commanding, viz., mysclf. 2d. Music,
viz., the nigger with a tin pan. 3d. The column in
order of battle, consisting of the patrivtic youth, sup-
ported on either flank by an African.

I determined to make my first demonstration on the
abode of a Choctaw Indian, who had some time been
seen about Madisonville dressed in the peculiar and
fantastic style of his race. Halting in front, I gave
the order to deploy column in the back yard, for the .
ptrpose of cutting off retreat, while 1 should attack in
front, with the musician supporting me as a reserve.
These dispositions having been made on scientific
prineiples, I gave the Confederate snort, the great sig-
nal of attack. The Indian, started from his morning
slumbers, without waiting to dress, jumped out of a
side window and cut for the woods. “Sweet Choe-
taw 1” I exclaimed,. “ for the moment thy speed gives
thee success ; but this is no fault of my tactics, and
thou owest thy safety to the fact that I have not an

adequate force to support my flanks. If thou thinkest
‘ 6
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me deficient in the art of war, try and make thine es-
cape through the back yard, over my invinecible col-
umn!” I then put spurs to my mule, and started in
pursuit. After a race of two miles, I overtook him
and beld him, while, in obedience to my orders, the
column came up, and the Choctaw was conscripted,
and took his place in line of battle, a willing and obe-
dient scldier of the Confederacy. “The Great Spirit,”
I said to him, “will not send any Clioctaw to the
happy Hunting Grounds, unless he fights for the Con-
“federacy.” The column then marched back to Madi-
sonville. ’

My Chief of Staff reported a case of gross and dam-’

nable insubordination, which I resolved to punish in
Confederate style, with the fullest extremity of military
vengeance. A young and able-bodied man, only sixty
years of age, living in the suburbs of the city of Madi-
sonville, had disregarded the order to enlist, and had
concealed himself in the woods, armed with a shot-gun,
determined to die rather than take up arms against the
United States. I immediately ordered my forces,
white and Choctaw, to advance, and halted at the res-
idence of the accursed Yankee. Dismounting, I en-
tered the house, where I found a woman and five chil-
dren. “Where,” I demanded in tones of thunder,
flourishing my sword, and stamping my foot, ¢ where,
woman, is thy Yankee husband #”

¢ Oh, sir !”” said she, falling at my feet, and looking
imploringly in my face, ¢ for the love of Heaven, spare
him! He is old and feeble, and we shall starve with-
out him. We are poor and hungry, and he is our only
hope. Look upon my children, and pity us.”
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% 'What are children to me, or I to children?’ I

"~ asked. I am a Confederate General, sworn to win

innumerable battlef¥with this shining sword, and to
exterminate the whole vile race of detested Yankees.
Your husband shall die! He is a Yankee!”

“He is not 2 Yankee,” §aid the woman ; “he was
born and raised in Louisiana.” .

“ What do I care where he was born 2”7 I answered.
“ Every man who does not fall down and worship Jeff.
Davis and the Southern Confederacy, and is not will-

'ing to leave wife,and children behind Lhim to starve to

death, for the sake of' Southern independence, the same
is a Yankee, and shall suffer death ¥ 1 then ordered
the Choctaw Division to advance, with two blood-
hounds thrown out in front, as skirmishers and detect-
ives, and gave orders to bring the villain, alive if pos-

‘gible, but dead, if necessary. The Division gave the

Choctaw warwhoop and advanced at the double-quick,
and the bloodhounds soon got on the scent. In a few
hours the accursed villain was brought to my head-
quarters, bleeding from wounds inflicted by my skir-
mishers. :

“I am.old and feeble,” he began to say, “and
wholly unable to bear arms.” ,

“Bilence!” I exclaimed. ¢ Perhaps your benighted
and besotted mind does not understand the great fun-
damental prineiples of Confederate Justice, so beauti-
fully illustrated in the official career of General Hind-
man, who reprieved two men after they had been shot.
1t is a peeuliarity in our system of jurisprudence, that
we understand a case without asking any questions,
and convict and punish a man without investigating
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his case. I have Confederate brains in my head, and

it is as clear to me as the light which beams from the

all-beholding sun, that you are a Yankee Abolitionist.
You will, therefore, prepare for instant death.”

A gallows was erected in front of his house, and he
was hung by the Choctaw Division, under my order.
As an act of mercy, I permitted his wife and children
to witness the execution. _ _

Thus, in a single day, did I raise and equip a Con-

federate army, discipline them, put them on a war

footing, and win two battles. I retired for the night,
thankful for the success of my patriotic efforts, and
panting for glory fipon the field of carnage.
Yours undeviatingly,
Jasms B, MacpPHERSON,

A MIDNIGHT ASSASSIN,

CHAPTER XV.

MaopurrsoN ExcounteErs AxD swmoors A Mipwicut Assas-
siv.—HE coxscriprs NEGROES, AND ADDRESSES THEM IN
A MANNER CALCULATED 10 AROUSE THEIR ZEAL IN THE CoON-
rEpERATE CAvusE.—IE Avpoinrs His Sra¥r, Ere., ETC.

Notr.—In the following letter the author attempted to exhibit the
Southern method of treating negroes, and the inducements which the
Richmond Government might offor them to serve in their cause.
“The Inconsolable Thug,” who receives o staff appointment, is a gentle-
man whose higtory has been omitted in thiz volume, He had o phys
ical fight with Macpherson, in which the Confederate Philogopher
wasg 80 badly worsted that he had to wear his head bandaged with
“a material poultice™ for some wecks.

Mapisonvinir, LA,
May 23, 1863.
S1r :—Arousing from a dream, I looked up and saw
a Midnight Assassin stealing into my room with fierce
looks, and with a dagger in his hand, which he pur-
posed to plunge into my vitals. This sight it was that
harrowed up my soul, froze my young blood, made my
two cyes, like stars, start {from their spheres, my knot-
ted and eombined locks to part, and cach particular
hair to stand on end like quills upon the fretful poreu-
pine! “Is this a dagger which I sec before me?” 1
exclaimed : “or art thon but a dagger of the mind; a
false creation, proceeding from the rum-oppressed
brain? Avaunt! and quit my sight! Let the earth
hide thee!” '
-But the earth declined to do it, and the stealthy
Midnight Assassin, with murder in his heart and the
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instrument of death in his hand, stood over me, ready
to perpetrate his erime of blood. “8uch,” T thought,
“is the unhappy lot of greatness; to be exposed to the
shafts of malignant envy, to be watched, hunted, fol-
lowed, assassinated! Oh that I were but an ordmm "y
man! Oh that nature had withholden from me the
prolific gifts of Genius, and the masterly gualities of a
military eommander! Then I might have lived in
quiet seclusion and peace; but now I must die the vie-
tim of envied greatness!” It then ocenrred to me
that as a great Confederate General, it might be proper
to show fight, and die in heroic combat, falling with
my face to the foc. “What man dares, I dare!” I
exclaimed. “Approach thou like the rugged Russian
Bear, the armed Rhinoceros, or the Hyrean Tiger,
and my firm nerves shall never tremble!”  As I said
this, the cold perspiration stood upon my forehead. f
then drew my Jeff. Davis revolver from under my
head, and shot the villain dead on the spot!

The moment I had committed this deed of homieide,
my conscience reproved me, and trembling with fear,
I wrapped my head up tight in the Confederate Blan-
ket which always covers my martial conch, “T am,”
I said, “a foul and unnatural murderer ; and if ‘]ubtu,(.
dwells in Madisonville, I shall be hung by the neck
until I am dead!” '

Aurora at last mounted her golden chariot, and the
light of morning shed its celestial lustre over the man-
inhabiting earth. But I, overcome by a consciousness
of guilty homicide, dared not look up for two hours.
Then I was moved by a conviction of duty, and wish-
ing to drill my army in Confederate tactics, I resolved
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to leap boldly from my couch, gaze indifferently upon
the mangled remains of my victim, and deny all knowl-
edge of the transaction. Therefore, hurling the per-

spiration-besmeared blanket from my august person, I
leaped from the bed and opened my eyes, to fix them
on the dead corse of my red-handed homicide. Dut I
discovered that nobody was hurt. There was, how-
ever, a distinct bullet-hole in my Gray Confederate
breeches, that were hanging on a chair at the foot of

the bed; and these I had mistaken and shot for a Mid-

night Assassm.

The Madisonville C’énga Guards.

Therefore, I determined to conseript all niggers
between the ages of nine and one hundred, within five
miles of Madisonville, and issued orders to that effect.
But the vile darkies did not heed my commands, and
I therefore deployed the buzz-saw Division as skir-
mishers, with orders to fetch in every nigger that
‘eould be found. Ten of them were captured and
brought to my headqual ters; whereupon I proceeded
to address them in a very able and patriotic manner,
both upon the destiny of articulate-speaking men, and
the duty of Confederate soldiers in the field, with the
hope of instilling into their besotted intellects some
gleamings of the lofty and humane philosophy of tho |
Confederacy.

“You damned niggers!” I said; “ you are about to
be enrolled as Confederate soldiers, under the laws of
Louisiana, and in aceordance with the proclamation of
Governor Moore. This is the highest honor that could




m mrerrte 3 e e o

i
i
i
i

e ey =

128 THE MACPHERSON LETTERS.

be bestowed even upon a white man, and for you to
receive it is a blessing so vast and incomprehensible
that none but a Mammoth Brain can understand the
full and imperishable felicity that has descended into
your black souls.  But you will please understand that
this is not a compliment to youn personally, but to the
Coufederacy which you represent; and you will also
comprehend distinetly that you are not human beings
at all, and that the design of the Infinite was that you
shonld be slaves and wild beasts forever. The Con-
federacy is based upon ihis divine law of nature, which
made the Confederacy to boss and abuse niggers and
kecp them on a perfeet equality with Confederate
mules. Yon are the connecting link between man
and the monkey, and differ from the Orang-Outang
only in the gift of specch.  This was given you by the
Almighty, in order that you might better serve your
mnasters 3 for everybody must admit that a dumb nig-
ger will not bring as Ligh a price in the market as
those that can utter speech. Viee President Stephens
has nobly said that nigeers are the corner-stone of the
Confederacy, and this 1 wish to impress upon your
debased and idiotic minds.  Your heels are long and
your shins tender, and that proves the truth of Judge
Taney's declaration, that you haven’t any rights that
white men ought to respect. The Lord cursed Ilam,
and the ham was smoked. Therefore you are black,
damn you! and must be enslaved by the Confederates
for evermore. I can prove it by the Confederate
Siblej for the theology of the Confederacy, as T
showed in my celebrated sermon from the words,
‘Blow ye,” permits true believers to strike out any pas-
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sage of Scripture they don’t like, and to put in any
thing they’d like to have there.

“Therefore it is that the Confederate Theology is
superior to every other. You can prove any thing
you want to by it, or.you can confound every theory
ever started or adopted by mortal man., The Confed-
erate Bible is on a par with the Confederate Arithme-
tie, and I am the author of both. Therefore, let no
nigger dispute my words, for I can prove every thing
Isay. You are niggers, and niggers are not men, and
it is now your glorious privilege to fight for these di-
vine principles of the Southern Confederacy—princi-
ples founded upon the great and everlasting law of
Confederate veracity.” . , |

The effect of this splendid oration upon those to
whom it was addressed, was, indeed, like magic. The
bold declarations of truth smote upon their heathenish
and bestial intellects, and inspired them with overpow-
ering and matehless zeal for Southern Independence.
They gave five hundred cheers for the Confederacy,
and six hundred for me, and threw their hats a thou-
sand feet in the air by Confederate measurement, while
the biggest nigger, grinning from ear to ear, struck up
the Old John Brown song, the whole Congo Division
joining in the chorus: “Glory, glory, hallelujal!”
lIinmediately the spirit of prophecy and of poesy de-
scended upon me, and I composed a Confederate war-
song, to be sung on all oceasions, as follows:
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SONG OFF THE CONGO GUARDS.
By Jawos B Macrniesox, Anthor of the (Confederate Arithietic and the
Hymm of Sulvagion.
1. _
Oh the niggers they are monkeys and were born for slavery,
The niggers they are monkeys and wore born for slavery,
The niggers they are monkeys and woere born for slavery,
As we go fighting along.
Glory, glory, hallelujoh!
lory, glory, hallehagjah |
(tlory, glory, hallelujaht
As we go fighting along,

]

2.
Oh the abolition Yankees they are a set of thieves,
The abolition Yankees, &ec., &e. )

I should have proceceded further with this beautiful
production, but I have adopted the rule that I will
never write a poem of more than two stanzas. I then
proceeded to arm the Congo Divigsion with sheep-
shears, and issued the following General Order:

1IEADQUARTERS,
Derarmaexr or Mavisonvinie,
Madisonville, La., May 20th, 1863,
General Order No. 2,

The General Commanding hereby gives notice that the follow-
ing high-toned gentleman and officers will constitate his staff,
and will be obeyed and vespected accordingly until further
arders

Tre Intovte Doy, Chiel of Staff.

Tor Hoxest Jew, Chicf Quartermaster.

Tue Uxnavey Cres, Chief Connnissary,

Toe Borraey Horaisas, Chiet of Cavalry, .

Tur Nosrnr Wosax, Saperintendent of the Great Confederate
Clothing Emporinm in New Orleans.

Tur Incovsoranre Tuua, Chicf of Avtillery.

Tuz Weering Ovroay, Judge Advocate.

Tur Sovrueey Sovees, Chief of Signal Corps.
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The officers above named will report immediately at the Great
Confederate Clothing Emporium, in Canal streef, and the ladies
of New Orleans are hereby directed to furnish a uniform for
each, out of the great Charity Fund.

By order of Masor Gescrar James B, MaorrErsox,

Tuk Ipiorio Boy, Chief of Staff,

It will be seen that in the above order I have fol-
lowed the Confederate law of promotion, and given a.
posish to each of my friends. I shall make each of

my nine sons a Brigadier General as soon as I can re-
eruit nine men.

Yours, boldly, .
Janrs B. MAcPHERRON.

&
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CHAPTER XVI.

Tue Reciorerep Excunes cr tue Usmep Srames LEave
THE Derawiment or tok Guoe—(ENErAL MaoroeRgoN
SUPERINTENDE THEIR DECARIGRE,—IIE “ GOBBLES? TIHEM AS
BOON As 1oLy AwavE 1Y s Dovinioxs,—IIe vwuxrnor-
epLy mests Tur Iownesy Jew, mro, sro.

NoTE.—On the 80th of April, 1863, an order was published hy Major
General Banks, requiring all registered enemies of the United States
to leave the Department of the Gulf, on or before the filteenth day
of the next month, As no one eould sail lor uny port in the United
States ora forcign conntry without taking the oath of allegiance to the
United States, the vegistered enemics were compelled to go over to the
* Confederacy,” for which they had professed sueh a profound rever-
ence and love. 8o Tong as they were forbidden to go, they were loud
in their complaints that the cruel and despotie government should
prevent them from joining their friends; but when they were or-
dered to go, all their zeal disappeared, and they were equally loud in
their complaints that the eruel and despotic government should com-
pel them to go. When the time of thelr departure actually arrived,
they presented o melancholy speetacle ; a move dejeeted set of wretches
was never seen. To add to their grief, as soon as they arrived in
Mobile, the able-bodicd men were foreed to join the rebel army,  The
order sending them out of the Department was reeeived with great
cxultation by tlie Union citizens of New Orleans; for some of these
registered enemies hiad Leeome very insolent, under the lenity that
permitted them to remain in the city. Many of them had registercd
their names ag enemies of the United States, i order to make them.
selves popular with the scecssionists, and without auy expeetation
that they would ever be eonipelled to Jeave the Department.  And
when they found that the fact of being registered enewmics in-
volved the necessity of going away, and, as was the case with many,
of leaving houie, fumily, and kindred belind them, perhaps forever,
the romwance all melted into thin aiv, and they discoverad that a sen-
timental attachment for the land of Jeff, Davis, which could be chicr-
ished in sceurity at u distance, was quite a different maticr when it
oxiled them from the comnforts and pleasures of civilised life. -

REGISTERED ENEMIES,

MADISONVILLE, La,
May 30th, 1863.

Sm :—A Macedonian ery came to me as in my dilap-
idated hospitable abode I meditated schemes of blood-
shed and revenge. It came from New Orleans, from a
Registered Enemy, and said :  What shall Ido? Come
over and help me!”

Arriving in New Orleang, I immediately called upon
the Meucedonian, and with him forthwith went down to
Lakeport to witness the departure of the first regular
load of Registered Enemies. “Now,” I said, “there
will be a grand secession demonstration, exceeding that
on the levee, when the women turned out en masse to
kiss the departing Confederate prisoners. I will sum-
mon the people to arms, raise a revolt, capture New
Orleans, and add it to the Department of Madisonville I”

But when I arrived at the point of embarkation my
soul and face became swollen with Confederate indig-
nation. For.instead of a grand secesh demonstration

I only found a small erowd of weeping women and

wailing children, who said they wished their husbands
and fathers. had taken the oath of allegiance to.the
United States, instead of running off to the Confederacy
and leaving them to starve alone. -

“ Stop such treasonable talk as that!” I shouted in
tones of Confederate - thunder.  Every person. who
utters a sentiment favorable to the Union, will have his
name written down, and he shall he hung when the
Confederates come here !’

“What has the United States done so bad?”’ asked a
woman who was weeping in a base and cowardly man-
ner at' the departure of her husband. “Did we not
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live together in peace and plenty before the South
seceded?  'What wickedness did the United States
commit 7’ ‘

“ It robbed us of eternal rights,” I answered.

“Is it not the eternal right of a wife to be protected
by her husband, and to have her children fed and cared
for by their father?’ asked she, in a violent flood of
tears.

“ Base, cowardly woman !I” I exclaimed ; “the great
light of Confederate Science has never pierced your
wenk and debased intellect. Women and children,
food and raiment, are nothing beside Southern Inde-
pendence.  Were it not for the rebellion, would I ever
have been a dajor General? No! Would Jeif. Davis
have been a President? No! Would My Idiotic Boy
have been Chief of Staff) or the Honest Jew a Quarter-
master? No! Such, madame, are the happy fruits of
rebellion.  What to me are weeping women and starv-
ing children %—vhat desolate firesides and blasted fields ?
—what trenches of huried soldiers and plantations gone
to waste? Nothing! These are the price of Confed-
erate shoulder-straps and civic crowns. What though
they are stained in innocent blood and bathed in wom-
an’s tears? They glitter all the same, and glory still
summons the Confederate Warrior to the field! Starve,
for ought I care! The more that starve, the less there
will be to feed on the next crop !”

“You are an unfeeling brute!” sobbed the woman.

“ Madame,” I replied, drawing myself up to my full
height, and smiting my breast with great dignity ;
“madame, if my position does not protect me from in-
sult, my sex at least should be respected 1”

|
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I then turned away with an air of justly offended
pride, and turned my eyes upon the black ship, about
to depart for the lovely shores of my native land. I
expected to see countenances gleaming with joy and
patriotic pride.  These true and devoted friends of
the Confederacy,” I said, “have filled the earth with
their moans, to be allowed to come to us, when they
knew they couldn’t; and now that they are at last al-
lowed to come to our sweet land of cotton and inde-
pendence, their faces will glow with unspeakable de-
light ¥ Imagine my burning wrath, when instead of
this, I saw a pack of the most dejected devils that my
eyes ever rested upon. One was looking at his wife
and children with streaming eyes, and asking in a low
moan if it was too late to take the Oath of Allegiance.’

“Too late!” replied a Yankee Demon. Then the
Registered Enemy smote his forehead with his hand,
and said he had made a damned fool of himself, to
which the Yankee Demon nodded assent. ,

“Beloved Confederates!” 1 said, addvessing them

~ from the shore; “ as the Children of Israel, represented

in Madisonville by the Honest Jew, wandered for forty
years in the Wilderness, but at last found the happy
land of Cansan, so have you, while twelve times the
Moon hath filled her horn; borne with meek patience
the unsufferable and loathsome bondage of the United
States, sighing for the happiness of the Confederacy.
But now the long night of your vassalage has been dis-
pelled by the brilliant splendor of the rising Confederate
Sun, and youn are about to plant your weary feet in
Madisonville, a land that flows with milk and honey,
where the butchery of the Yankee Demons cannot dis-
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tuwrb the quiet security of your throats, and where the
Stars and Bars will stand between you and all harm.”

Even this eloquence did not arouse their stupid souls,
and I turned away in disgust, reluctantly concluding
that the Registered Enemies were a lot of blockheads.

I immediately started for Madisonville on my Con-
federate Mule, in order to get there before the Regis-
tered Enemies reported at my headquarters.

Macplierson meets the Lonest Jew.

As T was going hurriedly home, I saw a man in the
woods tucking rolls of paper into the trunk of a hollow
tree.  Approaching him stealthily, I was astoniched to

recognize in him my integrit'}wloving friend and Con-

federate co-laborer, the Honest Jew.  Wishing to give
him a pleazant surprise, 1 (::tught him violently by the
collar and planted my right foot stoutly against his
shins, betore he was awarve of my presence,

{le jumped eight feet in the air, and struck the

ground, looking pale as a corpse, exelaiming with fero- -

clous carnestness:

“Inosteal’em! T pe berfectly innocent —berfeetly
innocent !”

“My innocent and outraged friend !” I yeplied, «of
course you are innocent. Who aceused you of stealing 7

“Grott im Himmel I shouted the Honest Jew; «T
taut you pe van tam tief and robber. Inow know you
pe mine tear Sheneral.” We then elasped cach other
n a tender, loving embrace, until our bosoms were
bathed in tears of mutual love.

“ A pleasant surprize, my dear,” I said.
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“Ok, yah, van sehr tam bleasant surbrise,” he an-
swered.

“What have you here & I asked, approaching the
tree,

“ Noting, noting at all.” he answered.

“Then there can be no harm if T look at nothing,” I
answered, and then proceeded to examine the free,
when I discovered several very large rolls of Confed-
erate treasury notes. “Sweet disciple of Moses,” I
said, “ whence and for whom this vast treasure ¢°

“ Mlne I he cried, while a look of agony passed over
his features.

“Bir1” I said, “you are a swindler and thief! I am
your superior officer, anid I swear that unless you divide
with me justly and fairly, I will hang you, and expose
to the world your infamous erimes !”

The Honest Jew then swore he always intended to
divide with me, and that he hid the bills only as a
means of security. I then asked him how he had man-
aged to accumulate such vast wealth, :

“I sells the glothing and horses,” he replied. T then
learned that, after conscripting an army, the Honest
Jew had drawn clothing and lorses from the Govern-
ment, and that he had sold the clothing to the soldiers
and the horses to the highest bidder, and that the
money in the tree was the fimit of this scheme, alike
creditable to his head and heart.

“ Nothing,” 1 remarked, “but an equal d1str1but1011
of the proceeds, could 'haJve reconciled me to this admi-

rable trick. Come once more to my bosom

“1make you very rich in five tays,” said the Honest
Jew.
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“ITow,” 1 asked.

“You vait for the Registered Enemics,” he answered,

Arriving at Headquarters, I found that groat numbers
of Rlegistered Enemies had arrived and were arriving
from New Orleans, and thercupon I immediately issued
an order on the subject, as follows:

ILEADQUARTERS,
DparTMENT 0F MADISONVILLE,
Madisonville, La., May 28th, 1868,
General Order No. 3.

Whereas, it has come to the knowledge of the Major-General
commanding this Department, that eertain and numerous persons,
prefending to be Registered Enemies of the United States have
arrived within the limits of his ecommand from New Orleans, it
i~ therefore ordered : That all the Registered Male Enernies of the

United States coming to these shores, not over one hundred years

of age, shall be immediately conseripted and enrolled as a part of
the military foree of this Department; waless they shall pay over
to the Chief Qnartermaster the sum of one thousand dollars, in
which ease tliey shall be exemnpt from the draft,
By order of Mason Gexkrar Jaxes B. Macrugrson.
Tuz Iptorio Boy, Chief of Staff,

The first Registered Enemy who reported himself at
Headquarters was the Macedonian, who came with a
smiling face, and, slapping me on the shoulder, said :
“ Ouy relations have been so pleasant heretofore, that I
shall find in your sweet society full compensation for
the sacrifice I make in leaving my native land.,” DBut
I put on alook of offended dignity, and inquired who it
was that presumed to make himsel{ so fariliar! I then
handed him a copy of the above order, and he turned
pale as a ghost when he read it.. However, he paid one
thousand dollars to the Ionest Jew. In all five hundred
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men pmd their thousand dollars, which made the hand-
some sum of five hundred thousand dollars to be equally
divided between the’gﬂonest Jew and myself. I then
issued the following :

HEADQUARTERS,
DEPARTMENT OF MADISONVILLE,
Madisonville, La., May 29th, 1863.
Gleneral Crdex No. 4. k
So mach of General Order No. 3, as relates to the Exemption
of Registored Enemies {rom the operation of the OOnseupt law
on payment of one thousand dollars, is hereby reseinded ; and all
Registered Enemies, without exception, will ‘immediately report
armed and equipped for military se1v1ce, the SAIMG 45 though the
said sum had never beén paid.

By order of Masor GrnEraL James B. MAacpinirson. .
Trr Intoric' Box, Chief of Staff,

“ By what code of justice is it,” inquired the Mace-
donian, “that, after taking our money on promise of
exemption, you compel us to enter the service?”

“By the code of Confederate justice,” I replied:
“the same principle that is in force in New Orleans,
which compels negro property-holders to pay taxes for
the support of schools, and then forbids them to send
their ehildren to school; and the same prineciple by
which John C. Breckinridge, sitting in the Senate of
the United States, and drawing his salary from the
United States treasury, plotted and toiledfor the down-
fall of the Union, and the up-building of the Southern
Confederacy.” .

Settlement with the Ionest Jew.

At midnight, in'my guarded tent, I summoned the

‘Honest Jew to my presence, and told him we had
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made a million dollars, and it was time to divide. I
therefore ordered him to settle immediately, and .to

pay over to me one-half the profits, in accordance -

with the bargain fairly agreed to by both parties.

“ Show me your receipts,” said the Jew ; “I can bay
no monish mitout receipts to show I owe 1t 17

“ Loathsome and disgusting reptile!” I exclaimed,
“1is it thus you trifle with pecuniary rights and eternal
justice? Is it thus you seek to subvert the principles
of Confederate veracity, and uproot the very founda-
tions of society ? Can you expeet to rob the Confed-
cracy and its loyal subjects with impunity, and not
divide the profits with your Commanding General! I
will show you that it cannot be done. Tor half thy
wealth, it is Macpherson’s ; the other half comes to the
general State which I represent, and so I'll take the
whole,”

“Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that;” re-
plied the Tlonest Jew, ¢ you take my house when you
do take the prop that doth sustain my house; you take
my lite when you do take the means whereby T live.”

“ Lring Lither the eash and abjure thy vile faith,

and thou shalt live and have half,” I said.

“Yah,” replied the Honest Jew, I do that mit time.
I goes now and pring you the monish.” \

Ile then started off to bring to my tent the treasure;

and T Jay congratulating myself that I had made half

a million dollars, and converted a Jew to the true faith,

sut hounr after honr passed, and the Honest Jew did
not return.  Two o'clock, three o’clock, four o’clock,

daylight, and no welecome Mosaie footstep eame to
clieer me in my waiting loneliness.
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“Oh Honest Jew!” T cried in my distress, ¢ what
evil hath befallen thee? Oh whither hast thon wan-
dered? Did thy pious youthful feet go astray in the
woods ?” I then hastened to the hollow tree, hoping
at least to find the treasure, even if I could not once
more clagp the Honest Jew to my bosom in a loving
embrace. But imagine my grief, terror, rage, when 1
discovered that the vile villain had gobbled up all the
money and skedaddled to distant and unknown places,
leaving me once more to groan and moan in honest
poverty, the victim of loathsome and disgusting ras-
cality. .

Yours eternally,
JAmEs B. MACPIERSON.




THE MACPHERSON LETTERS.

CHAPTER XVIL

Ax Accousr orF tnE Deara or James B, Macruersow,
riik Grear Conreperave Purosorasr, Warrior, Auraor,
AND Sovtnery Buowes.

Norr.-—The author determined to discontinue Macpherson’s Let-
ters, and knew of no better way than to kill him off.  Accordingly
the following obitnary notice was prepared and published in Ton
Ena of June Tth.

Huxe be the heavens with black |—yield day to night!
Comets, importing change of times and States, bran-
dish your erystal tresses in the sky, and with them
scourge the bad revolting stars, that have consented to
Macpherson’s death !

It becomes our painful duty to announce to the
world the death of James B. Macrurrsow, of Madi-
sonville, Louisiana, Major General of Confederate Vol-
unteers, invincible warrior and pugilist, Plato of the
Confederacy, Archimedes of the New Nation, Aunthor
of the celebrated Confederate Arvithmetic, Traveller
through the Louisiana Lowlands Low, Father of twelve
sons, Clergyman, and Southern Blower—the scintilla-
tions of whose Ponderous Intellect have so long illu-
minated the columns of Tur Ewra. The Mammoth
Brain of our revered correspondent no longer works ;
the Herculean Arm is no longer bared in the cause

of the Confederacy he so faithfully and zealous-

ly represented; the tongue of persuasive eloquence
has DLeen silenced in the embrace of all-devouring
Death! He expired at hig dilapitated hospitable
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abode, in Madisonville, at the solemn hour of mid-
night, last Monday, being the six hundred and sixtieth
Olympiad and the third year thereof, and the year 3 of
the Southern Confederacy.

The cause of his death is melancholy beyond de-

~seription. e did not fall in battle, as was his ardent

desive, at the head of his invincible legions, dealing
death and destruction among vile Yankee foes ; but he
fell a vietim to his own hands. In a word, he com-
mitted suicide. Calling his Idiotic Boy to his side, he
exclaimed : : :

“ Oh that this too too solid flesh would melt, thaw,
and resolve itself into a dew! or that the Everlasting
had not fixed his canon ’gainst self-slanghter! Now
indeed I fear the avenging wrath of the offended gods
of Olympus. But if I wounld reach the Elysian Fields,

~where dwells the soul of the great Achilles, I must die

at once, like Socrates, the Philosopher, by drinking
poisonous hemlock !” ;

Having announced his determination, his family and
his stafl' in vain gathered around him with tears, striv-
ing to win him from his fatal purpose. They pointed
out to him the deadly stroke the Confederacy would
suffer; the pallor with which Philosophy and Reli-
gion would hear of his death ; the inconsolable tears of
his wife and staff; the exultation of the Yankee De-
mon, and the honest grief of Ter Era. But all in
vain. “Ilove the Confederacy with intense and pas-
sionate love,” he answered, * but the will of the gods
and the Voice of Oracular Fate must be obeyed!”
He then ordered the hemlock to be brought to him in
a five-gallon demijohn, and ealmly entered upon the

;
!
1
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business of preparation for his journey across the Styx,
—or to quote from his own beautiful words, for “the
coming of that solemn hour, when neither worldly
powmp, nor martial renown, nor yet the brave love of
the Confederacy which pervades every impulse of my
soul, and every throb of my heart, can stay my foot-
steps in the last pilgrimage to the realms of Pluto.”

Macpherson’s Well.

ITe then took four drinks of the hemlock, and pro-
ceedud to male his willy with all the calinness and dig-
nity of Confederate greatness.

“To my faithful and beloved wife,” he said, “ I give
and bequeath my dilapidated hospitable abode, and
all it contains; to my Idiotic Boy, the mantle of Phi-
losophy and the management of Confederate Policy ; to
my stafl) I give my sword and uniform, and it is my
wish that after mny death they shall contend for it in
single combat, as Ulysses and Telamonian Ajax con-
tended for the armor of divine Achilles; and to the
combatants for the splendid prize, I say in the words
of man-smiting Heenan, may the best man win !

“«To the Noble Woman and the ladies. of New
Orleans, I leave the task of fanning and keeping alive
the fires of treason in the Yankec-oppressed Crescent
City.”

Having made the above disposition of his worldly
affairs, he took four drinks of the hemlock, and re-
marked that the working of the Mammoth Drain would
cocase the moment the working of the fatal hemlock
began.
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“To the Unhappy Cuss,” he said, “1 leave the ar-
rangements for the funeral. I wish to be buried with
military hionors worthy ot my rank and name. [ wish
to have my funeral modelled on that of Alexander the
Great, a warrior whose fame was only surpassed by my
own. In the third Section of the sixteenth Book of
Rollin’s History, you will find an aceount of the cer-
emonies performed at the interment of the Congueror
of the World; and I wish those performances to be
carried out to the letter, over my own remains.”

At this stage of the solemn scene, there was a loud
wail heard in the door, and looking around there was
seen the ITonest Jew, pale and haggard, and bathed
with tears. Ile fell upon the floor, rolled over, threw
himeelf upon the neck of the expiring Philosopher,
tore his hair, and asked to be forgiven. |

“To erris human—to forgive divine!” answered the
dying General. ¢ Your arrival is most opportune, for
the . treasury is empty and the preparations for my
funeral will involve an immense outlay. Promise to
defray these expenses, and I will forgive you all.”

4] bromise,” gaid the Honest Jew; and then the
two great men, happily reconciled, embraced with
touching atfection,

“Tt has been the great purpose of my life,” said the
expiring Warrior, “ to re-establish in all its glory the
worship of the Olympian gods; for the pagan religion

~alone, with such additions as I have made, is fitted to

the demands of the Confederacy. ButI am cut off by

Fate in the midst of my labors, and I desire to be

buried after the manner of the Greeks and Roﬁ]ans.’?
Midnight at last cast the shadow of deepest gloom

i
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vver the face of universal nature.  The great Macpher-
son hiad now nearly emptied the demijohn, and- all felt
conscious that the fatal hemlock must soon do its hor-
rible work. Suddenly he gave a wild groan, and, rising
in his eouch, smote his breast and spake his last words,
as follows:

Last Words of Macpherson.

“The long day has passed,” he exclaimed; “the
long night is come! O Jupiter! thou great father of
gods and men, the most high and powerful among the
immortals, whomn all others obey! avenge the wrongs
of the Confederacy, and smite the Yankees with the
bolts of thy thunder! TFarewell, brave Staff'! Carry
out the policy which I have inaugurated, imitate my
valor, and always buy your hats of Stapleton, 95
Canal-street.” ‘

A cold sweat then stood upon his intellectual brow
the eyes became fixed, the lips ceased to move, and
Jayes I3, Maceurrson, the great light of Confederate
letters, the favorite of the ladies of New Orleans, ceased
to breathe the vital air.

We have the authority of the Southern Source, a
"member of his staff, for saying that prodigies of na-
ture attended the departure of the valorous chieftain to
the realms of Pluto. He informs us that cloud-com-
pelling Jove, at the moment of dissolution, hurled a
living bolt of thunder from Mount Olympus, which
smashed the five-gallon demijohn, that had held the
impious poison, into a thousand atoms, and tore the

musquito bar worse than was torn that one which Mac-
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phersen described in the great Temple of Wisdom at
Brashear City.

Long and bitterly did his staff and his friends gaze
upon his serene countenance; not even the pallor of
death ecould erase the lineaments of thought or hide
the phrenological developments of the Mammeoth
Brain. Then the Honest Jew brought in a coffin of
baked clay, and every th‘ing was preparved for the im-
posing ceremonies of the interment, which were per-,.

- formed with great pomnp, and were an cxact copy of”

those performed in honor of Alexander the Great, ex-
cept that Macpherson’s chariot was trimmed with brass
instead of gold. 'The following inscription, compoged
by Macpherson himself, was placed over his Tomb, at
his own request:

FACORYUS B. MACPHERSON.

ILLUSTRISSIMUS,

ECRIPTOR, POLTA, MATHEMAIICUS, FADERATUS,
anmcm‘bn, MILES EXERCITATUS, JOVI, FILIUS |
TERTIUS, HERCULIS 4@ BACCHI FRATER, FIDERIS
AUSERALIS PLATQ, ET PERIGRINATOR CELEBERRI-
MUS.

IMMATORA MORTE ABRIEPIRBATUR OLYMPIADIS
SEXCENTRSIMA ET SEXCENGESIMA ANNO TERTIO,
ET FEDERIS AUSTRALIE ANNO TERIIO.

DEOS OLYMPIACOS ADORABAT, EX UT IN CAM-
PIS ELYSIIS MANES ACHILLIS CONJUNGERET, -
VITA CEDELAT. '

Our task is accomplished ; our taournful duty is done.
If the Southern Confederacy has lost its brightest or-
nament, the Editor of Tur Era has lost his most high-
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falutin contributor. In conclusion, we have to ac-
knowledge our indebtedness to the Idiotie Doy, and
other members of General Macpherson’s staff, for the
particulars of his death. The great Philosopher and
Liers who has departed, has often reminded our readers
that man is mortal, and that earthly greatness soon
-anishes, Hike the dews in the sunshine of the unclouded
Liecaver. Let each take the lesson home, remembering
that even the Mammoth Brain of Macpherson had to
succamb to the power with which earth’s greatest men
have contended in vain. There is no fountain of per-
petual youth, even in the Southern Confederacy, nor
yet in Madisonville, a place which Macpherson assured
us flows with milk and honey !

RESURBCITATION OF MACPIIEREBON.

CHAPTER XVIIL

Tuz Resvscrrarion oF Macprzrson,—Ir 18 DiscovERED THAT
HE WAS NOoT Deap, oxty Drap Drunk.—His Mernop or
Pavive Drprs——Hr Maxes Toz ACQUAINTANCE OF THE
BaiiaBLE GENTLEMAN, ¥10.,, Bro.

P2
Norm~—During the siege of Port Hudson, New Orleans was daily
filled with romors of disasters to the army of General Banks, which
wers industriously civenlated by the secessionists. Men apparently
mado it their principal business to lonnge around the St. Charles Hotel,
and to retail these unfounded roports.  Hvery statement made by the

“Reliable Gentleman” in his conversution with Macpherson, the

author himself heard at different thmes in that building, The noige

made by piling wood on the levee was, on one occasion, mistaken for

the roar of artillery by some negroes ; and from this incident arosc a

veport of a disastrous repulse of our army.—-Macpherson wag re-

suseitated in obedience to what appeared to be a very general demand
on the part of the readers of TuE ErA——The Registered Enemics
who went from New Orleans to Mobile, carried most astounding
nows, On their statements one of the Mobile papers issued an extra
announcing that New Orleans had been captured by the Confederates
under Magruder, who Iimmediately started for Forts Jackson and St.
Philip with a force of fifteen thousand men. It may be proper, in
this connection, to statc that during the siege of Port Hudsen, a for-
midable force of Texans advanced into Western Louisiana, with the
intention of taking thefort at Donaldsonville (a village about eighty
miles above New Orleans), cutting off the supplics of General Banks,
seizing all the vesszels that could be found, crossing the river and
making a descent upon New Orleans. This force was variously esti-
mated at ten thousand to eighteen thousand men. The plang of the
rebels were frustrated by two serions defeats—one at Lafourche
Crossing, and the other at Donaldsonville. The defense of the forg
at the latter place was one of the most brilliant of the war. ‘Fhe
garrison consisted of about a hundred and fifty men, under command
of Major Bullen, and many of these were eonvalescents.  The attaele-
ing force, under General Greene, congisted of an entire brigade. Tho
gunboat Princess Royal, under Commander Wolsey, ehecked the ad-
vance of tie enemy. A desperate hand-to-hand fight oceunrred, the
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encmy advancing to the parapet, A hundred and twenty rebel pris.
oners werc actually captured by the garrison, inside the works.
About a hundred of the cnemy’s dead were buried by our soldiers :
and the rebel loss in killed, wounded, and prigoners was about fou:;
_times as large as the cntire force defending the place. Our loss was
inconsiderable.  The fight at Lafourche Cressing was also a brilliant
affuir. There were, in faet, two engagements, in both of whiell the
cnemy was repulsed with severe logs.  Colonel Calill and Colonel
Stickney gained great credit in the successful defense of the place.
General Emory was ai that time in command of the defenses of New
Orleans, and no-officer could have performed his duties more vigilant.
ly or faithfully, The capturc of Brashear City, and the erection of
rehel bati}eries on the viver, threatened to sever all communication with,
General Banke's forees ot Port Mudson, and Now Crleans itself was
menaced,  The secessionists were in congtant expeetation of the ar-
rival of a rebel army, for many days; and the Union citizens, as well
a8 the offiecrs in eommand, were not certain their e}tpucm,tio;n would
not be realised. Gencral Shepley, Military Governor of the State, called
upon the people to rally for the defense of {heir homes, and formed o

brigadeforsixty days’ service,  General Emoryealled for negro volan. .

teers, and $wo regiments were promptly raised The author hasg
deemed it proper to make these explanations, in order to show the
reader what a {ruitful ficld New Orleans presentod, n‘ thpse days, for
“Reliable Gentlemen” and * Iﬂtdh%nt Contraband

MaDisoNVILLE, LA,
June 27th, 1863.

Bir:—I died in the consoling faith that I was the
Biggest Liar in the Bouthern Confederacy 3 but after
the arvival of the Registered Enemies in Alabama, I
found they were going so far ahead of me in that line,
that I should Lave to rise from my grave aud vindicate
my noble reputation by the invention of more sublime
falschoods than ever before graced my able produc-
tions. In truth, the mendacious stories those unhappy
exiles spread in the streets of Mobile actually made my
bones rattle in their cofiin ; and 1 came forth like that
wythologieal giant whose name I have forgotten 3 hut
who, smitten to the earth, always avose with renewed
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sh‘enoth s and I will now tell such astounding lies as
chall eause the Yankees to howl and the Confederacy
go mad in the ecstasies of bliss!

An account of my death and burial hias been pub-
lislied, and a Latin inseription placed on my tomb, so
ponderous and incomprehensible that all hope of resus-
citation scemed to be at an end. It was given out thab
T had committed sclf- slanghter, by dr nﬂung poisonouns
hemlock from a’five-gallon demi john. DBut the truth
is, I was not dead, but only dead drunlk, and the hem-

lock was only ordinary Louisiana Run

Alexander the Great dravk the health of his friend
Proteas in the Cup of Ilercules, a Duteh Lager Beer
arrangenient, that held six bottles. Ie pludged his
friend the second time in this enormous bumper, and
immediately fell flat and died. Socrates, the greatest
philosopher of the Greeks, as 1 am of the Confederates,
took one swig of lLiemlock, and expired. In order to
show myself superior to both 'of these, I drank the five
gallons of Louisiana Rum, convinced that it is more
fata.l than the liquid eonsumed by Alexander, or the
hemlock imbibed Ly Socrates. DBut I played dead to
see what the newspapers would sy about me, and
what action would be taken by the Confederate Gov-
ernment. x

Much to my astonishment, the Yankee Era was the
only paper in New Orleans that paid any attention
whatever to my deatl. The others had Deen profuse
in their tears over Stonewall Jackson ; they had made

_ themselves and their readers perfectly miserable over

every two-penny Confederate hiero who got killed or
drank himself o death ; but when I, who had always
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praised them—I, who had been the champion of their
creed, and lied on the samne side—I, Macpherson, the
great and shining light of the Confederacy, the Invin-
cible Warrior and the most magnificent Blower the
Confederate Sun ever shone upon in all his course—I
say, when I, greater and wiser than all, was supposed to
be dead and gone to my grave, they had not a tear to
shed for me; not a black column-rule with which to
express an emotion of grief; not even a line among the
editorial notices of anction sales and health-restoring
patent pills, to announce the destruetion of my noble
mind, and the overthrow of the greatest Intellect that
the world has ever known. Then it was I found how

sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is to have a cussed
fool for a friend.

Macpherson comes forth.

Wednesday evening, June 17th, in the third year of
Confederate Independence, was the anniversary of the
Yankee battle of Bunker Hill, where the ragged
American militia clinched boldly with the DBritish
Regulars. The pale new moon presented the faintest
possible crescent outline of beautiful silver, sinking
into the boundless expanse of Western Lounisiana, when
I arose in all the habiliments with which the Honest
Jew had clothed me, and procecded to my D. H. A.
(said initials being a classical abbreviation for my
Dilapidated Hospitable Abode),”

As T entered that renowned mansion, more famous
than the White House at Washington, or the Pewter
Mug of New York, the Idiotic Boy fell flat on the
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floor, overcome with strange une.artlﬂy fear, and crie:d
aloud : Tell me why thy canonised bones, hearsed in
death, have burst their cerements; why the sepulchr.e
wherein we saw thee quietly inurned, hath oped .h]&:
ponderous and marble jaws to cast thee up again !
What may this mean, that thou, _dl:ead corse, again in
complete steel, revisitesztj ,thus the glimpses of the moon,
i ight hideouns?

maj{%ﬁrlﬁ; 1 I replicd, at the same timf—z hitting: him
in the :3hops, and loudly demanding a drink of gin.

Macpherson poys his Debts by a General Order.

T found a vast number of bills from all {pmrtcrs, and
claimants immediately besicged my dwelling, deman}d—
ing instant payment. Tn the first place, tlllerc wast {lie
Confederate tailor, with a bill of $18,(?00 for my 01}‘5 t
as a Major General, who said his fumily was starving,
and nothing but prompt liguidation would save them
and him from famine. | .

« Prompt liquidation is wy rale” T replied, and
immediately took fonr drinks. . .

Then eame the butcher with a similar bill for six
months’ supply of sole-leather steak ; then the grc?cer,
the shoemaker, and go on to the end of ﬂ.le chaptmj.
« Something must be done for these mudsills (.){" soci-
ety,” I said. It is one of the evils of our ex1stence:

that laboring men have to cat and wear clqthes.; auq.
were I to suggest improvements in the fornmtlon‘ﬁf
the Universe, I would arrangoe it that the mudsille
who wait npon the Sonthern aristocracy, should grow

fat on air, and look with cg);l*tempt on base pecuniary
I E
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neans.  Liast af onee pay these debts; and the devil
of it is, there isn't 4 dime in the treasurvy 7
Then it was that light burst upou me from South
Curotina, the great fountain of Southern Independence.
Then it was that L remembered that on the 6th day of
June, 1861, Governor Pickens paid all the debts of the
Bouth by a proclamation, declaring it to be treason for
a Southernsr to pay up in eagh. Thervefore I deter-
mined to relieve my creditors, and pay all bills by a
General Order; and accordingly I issued the follow-
111g:

Ilranquarrnes, Derlr or MADISONVILLE,
Madisonville, La., June 18th, 1863,
General Order No. 6.

Having come to life after consuming five gallons of Louisiana
Rum, and haviag again assumed eonmand of this Department, and
having been pained at the sufferings of my descrving ereditors,
and annoyed by theiv impertinent supplieations for payment, in
order to relieve them and me by an ingenious Confederate device,
it is hereby ordered and declaved ns follows:

1. It shall be regarded as treason for the Mujor General coms
manding this Departmient, or any of his staff] to pay any tailors’
bills, butchers’ bills, grocers’ bills, promissory notes, or debts of
any deseription whatever.

2. Any person presenting a bill to the Major General command-
g this Department, or any member of his staff, or demanding
payment for avticles supplied, shall be guilty of misprision of trea-
son, and ehall be punished with death by hanging, and his estate
and perscnal eﬂlcts sliall be confiscated to the personal use and
possession of the Major General commanding this Departinent.

By order of M.wop Geviean Javas B Maornunsow,

Tur Towrio Boy, Chief of Staff.

The Beliable Gentleman.

The Unhappy Cuss and myself then started for New
Orleans, to get the latest intelligence. Arriving at the

»
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3t. Charles Hotel, we put up for the night, when a
man came up, and pulling me to one side, asked what
the news was from Madisonville. I replied that I had
not the honor of his scquaintance, and that he would
do hetier to mind his own business, and not exhibit
any of his impertinence to a Major General of Confed-
erate Volunteers.

Hereupon the fellow drew himself np with great dig-
nity, until he looked quite tall, and said:

“R. G. 8. C. L

“I am famillar with every language,” I replied,
“known to articulate-speaking men, since ‘rhe accident,
at the tower of Babel; I undu‘%aud all scienee and
philosophy : I am, in fact, an Enceyclopedia of Useful
Knowledge, revised and enlarged; but T cannot, with
all my learning, master those mystic symbols.”

“I am,” said the offended fellow, “the Reliable
Gentleman of the St. Charles Ilotel I

“ Come to my arms, sweet onel” L cvied, (,laspnw
him to my Leaving bosom in a loving embrace. “I
rogret that the Southern Source is not here to make
your acquaintance; for there is such a remarkable re-
semblance in your personal appearance, impudent man-
ners, and wnblushing mendacity, that you might be-
mistaken for twing, or for one and the same person.”

The Reliable Gentleman bowed profoundly, and re-
plied: “I am proud, General; you do me infinite
honor. I am, so to speak, the Ears of the St. Charles ;
for I hear every thing.”

“Judging from the enormous development of your
acoustic organs,” I replied, looking admiringty at his
ears, “ I am fully prepaved fo believe your statemont,”
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Agan the Reliable Gentleman bowed his pleasure,
“I am,” he continued, “ the Repository of all informa-
tion; nothing occurs without my knowledge; I am,
sir, a Boiling Caldron, wherein are thrown all scraps
of information, to be cooked up into reliable intelli-
gence; and as the witches of Macbeth threw poisoned
entrails, fillet of snake, tongue of dog, adder’s fork, and
lizard’s leg into their caldron, so does every Big Liar
hurl his reliable information to me. I button-hole
every man I see; I pump him until he tells all he
knows and all he don’t know ; and I spread the news
around town, adding such suggestions as will please the
person to whom I speak.” |

“Dear Caldron!” 1 replied, kissing him foundly,
“you are the man I have long desired to find. Come
now, sit down, and tell me all that has happened during
the last four or five weeks,”

You should have seen the dignity and pride which
thea sat enthroned upon the countenance of the Boil-
ing Caldron and Repository, as he drew himself up,

apparently believing that e was an India Rubber

Man, and could stretch himself cut ag tall as Honest
0ld Abe, if he but put himselfto it. Tjown I never saw
Wisdom until I looked upon that majestic countenance.
Retiring to the front of the Rotunda, and placing our
feet higher than our bheads, the Reliable Gentleman
proceeded to give me the following additional par-
tieulars :

“During the period you mention,” he said, impres-
sively, “the bloodiest battle ever fought on this Conti-
nent has taken place at Port lludson. Shiloh, Fort
Donaldson, Malvern HIill, were as 2 drop compared
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to the red ocean of blood which there flooded the
land.” '

“ Which whipped ¥’ 1 inquired.

“The advantage was decidedly with our arms,” he
replied; “but the victory was on the side of the
enemy.”

The Reliable Geentleman was about to proceed with
his narrative, when he suddenly espied an Intelligent -
Contraband on the opposite side of the street. Quicker
than Olympian lightning he darted ofl) seized him by

- the button-hole, and showered upon him a series of -

guestions in such rapid succession, that the Intelligent

- Contraband was almost paralysed.

“Dey’s at it, massa !” said L. C.

“ At what ?” inquired R. C.

“Fightin’ up dar!” was the veply ; “T'se hearn "em !

Immediately” the Reliable Gentleman rushed fran-
tically through the streets, grabbing every man he met,
and telling him that a bloody battle was in progress up
the river; that he had just secn a highly respectable
gentleman direct from the battle-field, and that the

“slaughter was dreadful. Tmmediately the street corners

were crowded by an excited populace, eagerly deviur-
ing the news, and repeating it with wild exaggerations.
Soon the Intelligent Contraband approached me, and
said: “Dar’s a mistake, massa. Dat ar fightin’ noise
was dem niggers on the levee, pilin’ up wood ”

The Reliable Gentleman then returned, and resumed
the history of events. “ A negro regiment went in a
thonsand strong,” he said, ¢ and seven hundred of them
fell dead on the fivat fire.  The slaughter was terrible.
One was caught and hung, and three eseaped lame for
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life. Thirty-five Fedceral Generals were killed on the spot.
The slaughter was awful. Federal loss in two hours,
seventeen thousand five hundred and two.  Meantime,
General Johngton concentrated a foree of ninety-seven
thousand in General Banks’s rear, ready and willing to
tear i inpicces.  General Banks and stafl’ were cap-
tured, and Colonel Grierson, with his whole command.
The slaughter was frightful,  General Breckinridge next
madchis appearance in General Banks’s vear, with an im-
mense foree, and Just before Lie arrived at Jackson, sent a
nivger to General Banks, to les him know that he wasin
Lisvear. On the 8d of June, General Banks raised the
siove, and, with his whole command, retreated to Baton
Ruuge, which place was subsequently captured by the
envmy.  The slavghter was appalling,  Kirby Smith
then crossed the river at Dayou Sera, moved towards
Port 1ludson, and got into General Banks’s vear, with
o inminense force, sufficient to erush him, while Sibley,
just returned from a flying visit to Texas, hung upon his
flanks with a tremendouns force. The slanghter was
unparalleled,  General Taylor, abous this time, got in
General Banks’s rear. A portion of CGreneral Banks’s
forces were then sent to Vieksburg to reinforee General
Grant.  About this time a detachment of General
Grant’s army was sent to the ald of General Banke,
from Vieksburg. The slaughter was tremendons !”
Ilere the Reliable Gentleman put on a look of sueh
awful wizdom and solemmnity that I thought I should
die. If my Idiotic Boy knew twice as much as that
man, I'd make him Grand Blow-Master of the Con-

federacy. Ile then looked around with his fingers on

his lips, indicative of profound secresy, and making suve
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that no on Y > him, n ' lw'
it : e could overhear hi , made the follo ing:
confidential communication: Every human beine in
fer}

Western Louisiana, white and black, old and young, hag

-beenput to death Hvery house, barn, shed, outhouse
3

tree, stump, shrub, cotton-bale, and combustible SUD-
stance (?f every name and sex, was burned by the toreh
}(if the incendiary ! The conntry is depopulated ; the
wman race : s . _ . .
an race in that part is extinet, and the inhabitants
are suffering all the totments of famine 1”7
- Having delivered this crushing and reliable announce.
ment, he started for the Bar-Room in great haste, and
I left instantly for Madisonville, satisfied that the ser-
. . f -
vices of the Great Confederate Blower were not re-
quired in New Orleans, :
Yours, sufficiently,
James B. Macprzrson,
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CHAPTER XIX.

Macrnersox mxcounters i Cussed ool or CARONDELET-
SIREET.—DETTING 0N VIekspunre AND Port IHubpsoxn.
Fouviin or Juny Ceksrarion av MapisonviLe, vec., Brc.

NoTE.~~The Union citizens of New Orleans will not zoon forget the
unhounded joy inspired by the news of the eapture of Vicksburg and
Port Hudson,  The rebels stonity refused to believe that either place
had fallen, and pronounced both reports © Yankee Hes.”  Fhey talked
loudly, and offered to bet spaingt odds ; but it was found that when
brought to the test, they generally “ backed out.”

MaprsoNvILLE, LA.,
July 18tl, 1863,

Sir:—As T was sitting in Jacobs’s Picture Gallery,

undergoing Photography, I chauced to cast my eyes
upon the sidewalk, and there I saw a Cussup Foor,
whom I knew at once was a good Confederate. There-
fore I rushed out, without waiting to bid my friend
good-day, or to pay my bill, and clasping him warmly
by the hand,; asked him what he was driving at.

“Betting,” he replied.

“What are you betting on?’ I acked him,

“ On Vicksburg,” replied the Cussed Fool.

“ What's the matter with Vicksburg 7 I asked,

“ Nothing,” he answered; “and that’s what’s the
matter with me. Come to my place in Carondelet-
street, and I will show you something. that will malke
vour Confederate eyes gleam with joy.”

Walking to his place I was delighted to find that he
was none of your poor white trash, but an out-and-out

VIORSBURG NOT TAKEN BY GRANT.

Southern aristocrat, "We took four drinks of wine, and
T told him it was very choice, but that for an honest,
steady drink, Louisiana Rum could not be beaten.

“Now then,” said he, “1 am going to prove to you by
the Confederate Arithmetie that Vicksburg is not taken,
and that the dispateh published by the Yankee editor of
Tur Era was a foul and infamous invention—a lie made
out of whole cloth, for a bad purpose, which, it is sup-
posed, was to affect the price of sugar and molasses, ete.”

“Proceed,” I said, “ for I am author of the Arithme-
tic of which you speak.”

“In the first place,” said he, ¢ Vickshurg is impreg-
nable. It is a Gibraltar, as T can prove to you by all
the Southern' papers that have published any thing on
the subject.” He then took down a file of Southern
papers and pointed out eight thousand places in which
Vieksburg was called ¢ Gibraltar,” and declared to be

{3 " . . ;
mmpregnable.” “ Now,” he continued, “the combined

forces of France and Spain were unable to reduce Gib-
raltar, and a place that is impregnable cannot he taken,
according to my views. But when we come to analyse
the question we find that the intrenchments of Vicks-
burg are equal to twenty thousand men by the usual
estimate, and this multiplied by fifty, according to Con-
federate mathematics, would make the works equal to
one million of men. One Confederate is equal to five
Yankees, and this would bring it up to five millions of
men. Then we will take the garrison, which amounts to
forty thousand. This sum multiplied by fifty gives us a
garrison of two millions, each of whom is equal to five
Yankees, and so, in fact, the garrison is ten millions
strong. The garrison and the intrenchments together
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thus give us fifteen million brave Southern patriots, all
armed and ready to fight with desperate valor for Con-
federate independence. That nearly equals the entire
population of the free States, and - if they cannot hold
out against Grant’s army, then L will sell out and go to
Irance.” : : 4 '

“You satisty me,” I replied, I am sure that Vicks-
burg is not taken!”

“I’ll bet ten thousand dollars on it!” passionately
cried the Cussed Fool.

Just then a Yankee came up, and said: “I'll take
that bet 1”

“ What ” eried the Cussed Fool, in amazement.

“Tll take the bet,” he repeated, and at the same time
put down ten one thousand dollar greenbacks.

A gmile of wonder passed over the face of the Cussed

Fool, as be surveyed the Yankee from hicad to foot, as .

though he had heen a curiosity in Barnum’s Museum,

Understauding his meaning, I procecded to explain:

“You Damned Yankee,” I said, “you do not under-

stand the principles of well-regulated Southern families.

Wlhen 2 man says he will bet on the Confederacy or
that Vicksburg is not taken, do you suppose he means
it? Not a bit of'it! It is an ordinance with the great
doctrine of Blowing ; a doctrine which I preached in
the Temple of Confederate Ileliness in Camp street,
and which is faithfully followed by every sccessionist in
New Orleans,”

“That’s true,” said the Cussed Fool of Carondelet-
street,  “I'll not bet a dime; put up your money !
Butt I know a man who will bet ten thousand dollars to
one thousand that Vieksbwrg is not taken.”
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“Show him to me,” said the Damned Yankee.

We then walked down to Hawkins’s, and there we :
found him. His face was red and swollen with blow-
ing, and immediately I recognized him as the Great
Southern Sriorter. e Anew it was a lie—he had seen
a paper of a later date, and Viecksburg held out and was
impregnable. He was ready to bet ten to one; up to
any amount, that the Yankee dispatch was a lie.

“Up to what amount, siv ¥ inquired the Yankee.

“Up to any amount you please!” cried he, at the
same time sending out a peculiar blowing sound from
his nostrils, i

“Say ten thousand,” replied the Yankee.

“BSay any thing you please I” eried the Great Sonthern
Snorter.

“I say, then,” replied the Yankee, < that I’ bet you
ten thousand dollars against five thousand that Vieks-
burg has been taken by Geueral Grant!”

“Yon must excuse. me,” said the great Southern
Snorter, “ I just remember that I have an imperative
engagement. I lLiave no time to talk with you, and,
Dbesides, if I should bet, most likely I wonld get ar-
rested.” The great Southern Snorter then walked of!
with a sad look, and all the Yankees laughed.

Just then a fiendish newsboy came up, and thrusting
papers in our faces, cried out: “llere’s your Extra
Era—TFall of Port Hudson 17 C

“JIts another Yankee lie!” eried the Cussed TFool ;
“ Tl bet ten thousand it is a liel I can vrove that
Port Hudson is impregnable and the Gilraltar of the
Lower Mississippi !” le then ran the sum over on the
ends of his fingers, as a devout Catholie would count the
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beads, and I was pleased to see that he had the whole
Confederate Arithmetic at his tongne’s end. “ Garrison,
10,000 by 50 is 500,000, by 5 is 2,500,000. Fortifica-
tions, ditto is ditto; total number of Confederates,
5,000,000! The whole Yankee army could not contend
with one-tenth part of that number, and I Znow that
Port Hudson is not taken!”

LIow the Bebellion saved Pwopefz‘/y.

We then walked off, arm-in-arm, the Cussed ool in
a most thoughtful abstracted mood,

“Fool,” I said, “you are one of the best Confed-
erates I have seen, and I now wish to ask what you and
the rest of the Confederates got up this rebellion for 2

“To save our property,” he replied,

Just then we observed a red auction flag in front of
a most beautiful residence, and halting at the door, we
discovered Tyrer in all his glory, selling the furniture
and every thing else at auction. “This,” said the
Cussed Tool, “is a sale by order of the Quartermaster;
the house and furniture were confiscated and sold by
the United States, beeause the former owner was in the
Contederate army.  Now see his gplendid furniture, his
mirrors framed with massive gold, his statuary of
Carrara marble, his pianos, his library, all and every

thing put up for sale by Yankees, and bid off by Yan-
kee purchasers, and the fruits thereof going into the

treasury of the United States, a government that every

Confederate despises.”
“ Where are his niggers #7 T asked.
“Niggers!” shouted the Cussed Fool, while a flagh .
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ing glow of pain overspread his fine face; “echo
answors, Where? They have skedaddled, and refuse
to return. They have enlisted or found employment
clsewhere, and the proprietor thereof may say, in the
words of the poet: ‘Never again shall I behold
thee !’”

“ And this is the way you saved his property by the
rebellion !” T remarked.

“ Macpherson,” said the Cussed Foo , & if the South-
ern Confederacy should bust wp, I'm going to France,”

“Go it,” T replied, and whistled the new Confederate
air of “L% o P@nns ylvania.”

July 4th—Magruder in New Orleans.

On the 4th of July, the people of Madisonville ag-
sembled in a vast multitude around my residence, and
demanded an oration. The Idiotic Boy read the Con-
federate Declaration of Independence, which, for want
of a table, he rested upon the head of a nigger, I
then mounted a soap-barrel, and proceeded to expatiate
on the beauties of Southcm Independence. “It ig
eighty-seven years ago to-day,” I said, “that George
‘Washington and John B. Floyd laid the foundations of.

. the Southern Confederacy, by proclaiming to the na-

tions of the civilised world the eternal and heaven-
ordained doctrine of secession. But it took Jeff, Davis

-and the Miles Legion to complete the noble work ; and

it was not until the year 1861 that Truth, robed in
light gray, and bearing a Palmetto tree in her hand,
ngpped forth from the shores of South Carolina, and

‘elasping Jeff. Davis and A. IT. Stephons in her arms,
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carried them to Richmond, there to found a dynasty
more permanent than that of Denmmk Yescy or Gov,

Dorr, of Bhode Island.”

,Dmmg the inspiring ceremonies of this great cele-
bration, the Buzz Saw Division paraded under arms,
and the ITonest Jew peddled jewelry among the erowd.
I then had the following General Order read aloud,
and the vast assembly dispersed to their respectable
abodes :

ITEADQUATTERS,
DEparTMENT oF Maprsosvitn |
Madisonville, La., July éth 1863,
General Order Noo 7.

1. The General Commanding felicitates the people 0 Lis De-
partinent on the recent brilliant Conlederate Vietories at Port
Hudson and Vicksburg, and also in Penusylvania and Tennessee,
ThLe splendid valor of our troops has demonstrated to the world
that an nupregnable Gibrallar eannot be taken, and that an ia-
vineible warrior cannot whipped.

2. General Magruder, having captured the city of New Orleans
and Torts Jackson and St. Philip, will immediately report to me
for duty at these headguarters.

3. The city of New Orleans and vieinity are hereby annexed to

the Drepartment of Madisonville,
By order of Major General Jayes B. Macrourson:
Tue Ivioric Box, Chief of Staff.

The Philosophy of Honesty.

Before leaving the Cussed Toeol, T asked him to de-
fine Honesty, and he replied that it consisted of form-
ing an opinion and sticking to it through thick and
thin, in spite of facts or arguments. *The man,” said
he, “ who lives up to his faith attthe greatest sacrifice
of comfort, money, and common sense, is the most
honest man. Tell me who you think he is.”
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1 replied as follows: “I agree with your definition,
and in my opinion Brigham Young is the most honest
and self-sacrificing man on this Continent. Ie be-
lieves in Bigamy; and lives up to his creed by main-
taining forty wives, thus depriving him of e?el'v
carthly comfort to illustrate the cm,at principle of

his ereed!”
Yours, heroically,

- James B. MAOI’IILRSON.
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CHAPTER XX.

Tue Puaxtom CoNFEDERATE; onr, THE GHosT oF Mapison-
VILLE,

(A True Story.)

MADISONVILLE, LA,
August 1, 1863,

Sir:—1It was in the full of the Moon, in the month
called Julius by the Romang, and anno tertio de la
Southern Confederacy, at the very witching hour of
night, when churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes
forth contagion to the world, that 1 might have been
seen seated on a cypress stump, in the midst of a blasted
heath, near the classical eity of Madisonville, C. 8. A.,
with a roll of plug tobacco in my hand, .(3’ present
from Gov. Lubbock, of Texas), and a Confederate can-
teen of Louisiana Rum by my side. Thus sitting did I
meditate upon that beautiful scene described by Vir-
gil, in which Aneas, with his Trojan followers,' as
ragged and dirty as a Confederate army, was Yisrted
by Venus, his good-looking mother, who came in the
form of a huntress, with a eommodious bow hanging
from her white shoulders. O Dea certe! cried the

pious Aneas; which, being translated into the Con-

federate tongne, means: O goddess for certain!

“Why,” thought I, «if goddesses for certain, gods, -

apparitions, ghosts, hobgoblins, phantoms, and spec-
tres visited the great warriors and philosophers of
ancient days, why may they not also visit me, who

THE PHANTOM CONFEDERACY. 169

surpass all mortals both in the invineible strength of
my arm, and the magnificent gifts of intellect ¢

Scarcely had this sublime thought turned itself
over in my mind, when I heard a low sound fleating
upon the air, in tones as gentle as the Aolian Halp,
and immediately I recognised it as a spiritual Con-
federate snort.

“ 0 Deus Oonfoderatus, certe!” 1 exclaimed, “be
thou a spmt of health or a Yankee damned; bring
with thee airs from heaven or blasts from Boston “be
‘thy intents wicked or charitable, thou comest in such
questionable shape that I will speak to thee! I'll call

~ thee—Macpherson, Confederate Royal Blower!”

“I am,” responded the as yet Unseen, “the Phan-
tom Confederate, or the Ghost of Madisomville, doomed
for a certain space to walk the night, and by day con- .
fined to fast on mule’s meat, until the surrender of the
garrison shall ensure us Yankee rations! List, list, Oh
list |—if ever thou didst thy dear Confederate love—?>

Macpherson— Oh heaven!”

Phantom Confederate—"Then give me thy can-

teen ; for now am I consumed by devouring thirst!”

M ac.—* Thirst ¥

P. 0.—<Ay, thirst most dry, as in the best it is ; but
this most dry, queer, and nnnatural 1”

Mac.— Haste me to know i, that I, with wings as
swift ag meditation or the thoughts of love, may swoop
to my revenge!”

I then seized the canteen in a glow of generomty,
placed the muzzle to my lips, and drank the contents
at a single gulp, after which I gave him my ecanteen
ag he had requested.  “Behold !” T said to him, “ the

8
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generosity of a true Confederate.  Thus did the Louis-
iana Secesh Convention of 1861 gobble up the Custom-
house, Mint, light-houses, argenal, and revenue cutters
of the United States, while Honest Old Abe stood
looking on, greedily begrudging the same! Approach,

dread corse! that I may gaze upon thee! Is it not
cnough that the whole Yankee race should be leagued
together against me, that spirits must be summoned
from the vasty deep, to disturb the repose of the great
Confederate warrior #”

The ghost then approached, and, turning my eyes
upon him, I beheld a being of majestic mien, dressed

in a gray uniform, with a cadaverous countenance, and

very dirty. His garments were tattered and torn in
such a manner that whenever he stepped, the legs of
his breeches released his limbs to the gaze of the mid-
night Moon.

“Wherefore,” I asked, * presumest thou, thus ragged,
to come into the presence of a Major General of Con-
federate Volunteers?”

“ Decause,” replied the ghost, “I haven’t got any
other clothes. I'am the representative phantom of the
Southern Confederacy. I was born in South Carolina,
and have relatives in eleven States, besides New York
city and Vallandigham’s district.” He then showed
me a neck-tie with eleven stars in it, emblematic of the
Bonnie Blue Flag, and wrought by the ladies of New
Orleans. As he was showing this to me, he smote his

head with pain, raised his eyes upwards and exclaimed. -

“Oh!”
“What’s the row, sweety ¢’ I enquired.
“That,” replied he, “is occasioned by a contraction
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of the Federal lines; I feel it squeezing the brains out
of their natural channels.”

“Hear not,” I answered, “you have not Dbraing
enough to suffer serious damage.”

Suddenly the Phantom began to dance with the
wildest joy, while his whole ghastly face became lighted
up with enthusiastic bliss. “Tell me,” T said, “ the
cause of this sudden revulsion of feeling, which seems

" to have lifted you from the lowest sub-basement of .

Despair to the highest attic of Delight #?

“A- great victory in Pennsylvania!” he replied.
“The field of Gettysburg fills me with unspeakable
happiness I”

As he spoke, however, T noticed that one of his eyes
had been gouged out, and ‘one side of his face compléte—
1y smashed in, while a stream of blood was coursing fo
the earth. I inquired the meaning of this, and he re-
plied it was the result of casmalties at Gettysbur,
“ No great victory,” he said, “is ever won without ap-
palling sacrifices of Iife and limb; but Lee has succeed-
ed in getting out of Pennsylvania, with a loss of only
forty-five thousand men 1” |

“Is'that all ¥ I asked.

“Every bit, sure as you live, Macpherson I” cried
the Confederate Ghost; and, jumping up, I began to
whistle the air of “Molly, put the kettle on,” and then,
seizing each other’s hands, we danced a compound
double-shuffle for thirty minutes, in Lonor of Gettys-
burg.  This magnificent exhibition was interrupted by
twinges of excruciating pain, which caused the Ghost
fo writhe and swear like a man with the gout. “ What
now T enguired. |
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“ That disease,” he answered, “is known in the Con-
federacy as ‘ Rosecrans in the Legs” Whenever a Con-
federate (leneral gets that disorder, he starts off at a
double-quick, and cannot stop until he falls, out of
wind, I’ve got the disease!” he cried, with a tone of
terror.  “I caught it in Tennessee and Pennsylvania.
Curse those malarious Yankee dens of death and per-
dition?”  And so exclaiming, the Ghost started off,
and ran so smartly that even I, fleet of liml as I am,
could secarcely keep up. Over the blasted heath,
through the silent strects of Madisonville, down the
lane, and around the dilapidated hospitable abode,

ran the fleet-footed Ghost, with Macpherson at his heels.

The Idiotic Boy jumped out of bed, and joined in the
chase, withont waiting to dress. In vain did we try to
tree him—in vain to intercept him! To run, run, run,
now and forever, secemed to be the strong passion that
possessed hig Soul, and bound hiz body obedient to the
Will,  “Tullahoma!” he cried, as he leaped a wide
ditch. ¢« Chattanooga !” he screamed, as he jumped a
fenee, and fell on the other side, exhausted and appar-
ently defunct. Raising him to his feet, I rubbed his
head with a shoe Drush until the left eye opened, his
lips quivered, and’ he faintly whispered in my ear the
word ¢ Bragg-adocio !”

A Strange Phenomenon.

Now it was that a most extraordinary phenomenon .

presented itself to my cyes. The Ghost, starting up,
suddenly leaped in the air like a bullet-piereed Indian,

and fell to the earth in two pieces. Upon examination,,
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I discovered that he had been clean spht in two length-
wise, as even and slick as though an immense TaZOor,
dropped with the accuracy of a gmllotme and the
power of Hercules, had severed him in twain. It ex- -
tended to the top of the cranium. One piece was, in
short, the right half of a human body, and the other the
left half, It now became doubtful whether conscious-
ness would ever return; but return it did, and each
separate part began to talk on its own hook, the left
part saying his name was J. Davig, and the right that
his name was Magrnder Lubbock The conversation

of the two wasg o mcoherent and econtradictory, it was
evident neither gide knew what the other was about,

and both bled so copiously that I was in constant foar
of instantaneous dissolution, I asked J. Davis to give
me the name of this extraordinary disease, and he re-

plied that it was called “ Open Mississipps River” in

the Confederacy. “When a man gets this dlbOldel‘ »

he continued, “his case is incurable ; there is no possi-

bility of ever again uniting his dls]omted parts. 1

caught it at Vl(l\ﬁbﬂl’o' and Port Tudson, and there is

1o medieine in the world that can do me good !”

V@szt fo N ew Orleans.

The 1diotic Boy and myself tore up a Confederato
blanket, and with the pieces tied together the two parts
the best we could, and all three of us started for New
Orleans in a blltChOl s cart. As if wonders would
never cease, when we arrived in front of the St. Charles
Hotel, I found that half of the Ghost had disa ppeared.
On enquiring of the remaining half what had become
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of his fellow, he replied that on drawing np before the
Iotel, the right eye had espied General Weitzel stand-
ing on the steps, and had immediately left for Texas,
procuring a new crutch at Drashear City.

Curiously did T watch the movements of the remain-
ing half of the Phantom Confederate. Ile strayed leis-
urely down to the Clay Monument, and informed the
crowd ithat foreign intervention was now a fixed fact,
and that a French fleet was about to be sent to New
Orleans, in obedience to the petition of our I'rench cit-

izens to the Emperor, through their consul here, to be

protected against a negro insurrection that broke ont
in this ¢jty on the Fourth of July, and has been raging
with terrible fury ever since. IHaving made all hig
friends in that neighborhood happy, by this announce-
ment, he then walked up to Carondclet-street and visit-
ed the Cussed TFool, who read Vallandigham’s second
letter aloud from the baleony, to an admiring andience.
At this stage of the proceedings an Lxtra Era an-

nounced the total suppression of the great Confederate

Revolution in New York city, whercupon the Phan-
tom put on a look of dismay, and disappeared through

the back door, in a sudden and unaccountable manner.

I have not seen him since.

Let no one question the literal truth of my ghost
story. I give the world the wntarnished honor of a
Confederate soldier and a chivalvic Southern gentleman,
that every word I have written is exaet, literal truth.

Yours, intermittently,
James B. MacenErsow.
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CHAPTER XXI,

MACPHERSON 18 ARRESTED FOR ASSAULT AND BATTERY,—HE
- Expounps 1aE Law or Resronsisiniey,—He visrzs Porr
Huoson axp Vickspure.—Hs resrs tar HomeorarHie
- Prixerevr, axp 1s Cuasep BY tE Duviy, mre., ro,

Norm-—The Author takes the liberty of introducing an extract
from a very complimentary introduction to the main portion of the

. following letter from the Indianapolis Journaf, a5 explanatory of its

spirit.

“The responsibility of the *Aholitionist’ for the Dbeating Mae-
pherson gave the ‘nigger,” is exactly that which the Copperheads
fasten upon the people of ‘the North for the Southern rehbllion. *If
you had only done what the South wanted,” they say, ¢ there would
have been no war. Why didn’t you get down on your knees and lick "
the dust, and take your kicking kindly, as we did, and wanted you to
do? If you had, this unnatural and unconstitutional war would
never have happened. You are responsible for it. 'The blood is all
on your skirts, you mean, cowardly whelps’ Macpherson epitomizes
the speech of Judge Perking before-the K. G, C.’%s last winter © to a

dot.” The judge, himself, could not state its main point and spirit
better.” ’

MapisonviLLs, LaA.,
August 22d, 1863,

Sk :—As I was going along Rampart street, in New
Orleans, last Wednesday, T met a nigeer on one side of
the street and an Abolitionist on the other. “ Abo,,” I
said, “ you go over and pull that nigger’s wool.”

“ What for #” asked Abo.

“ Because I tell you to,” I replied.

“ It wouldn’t be right,” replied Abo.; “the boy has
done me no harm, and I shan’t pull his wool.”

“If you don’t do it,” I'veplied, “ I'll knock him down
and pound him within an inch of his life.”
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“I shan’t do it,” said Abo.; “and T'would like to
“know what he has done to you.”

“ Nothing,” I replied, “ but he’s a nigger, and that’s
enough, If you'll pull his wool T'll let him off. But

you won’t, and if I whip him to death, you'll be re-

sponsible for it, you vile inhuran, Abolition renegade !
Where’s your humanity for the nigger? Where’s your
philanthropy ¢ Where’s your regard for human rights

and liberties? The owner and overseer are the only -

true friends of the nigger! I implore you to save him
from the awful mauling I'll give him; buat you
won’t, you infernal, hypocritical, sneaking, puritanical,
drawling, damned Massachusetts, Boston, round-head
Yankee Abolition fool!” Saying which, with a stream
of fire flashing from both eyes, I rushed upon the darkey

with the ferocity of a tiger, knocked him flat on his

back, kicked his face into a jelly, and whipped him with
a raw-hide until he wasn’t able to stand on his feet, and
a stream of blood ran from every vein in his body.

“What's you gone an’ done, massa ?’ said the un-
happy wretch, when I let up on him.

“I, you black numbskull!” I angwered; *“7 didn’t
do it: it was that sneaking Abolition nigger-thief that
did it. I am yonr best f‘uend and protector !”

A policeman came up and arrested me for assault
and battery. I was arraigned at the bar as a erimi-
nal, and made the following address to the Court:

Macpherson’s eloguent Plea in quense.'

“ May it please the Court: I do not suppose any thing
I can say will alter your predetermined decision, or
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your fixed resolution to offer me up as a sacrifice to

Abolition fanaticism. As Socrates stood up to be tried .

by a pack of heathen numbskulls, so do I stand np in
the presence of Yankee nincompoops, who no more
comprehend and understand the rules and regulations
of Confederate Courts of Justice, than Jeff. Davis com-
prehends the meaning of his own proclamations. And

as Socrates fell a prey to the lubberheadedness of the

popular Athenian tribunal, so shall I fail, with all my
learning, to prevent this besotted Court from commit-
ting Secandalum Magnatum—an offense against Con-
federate prelates and dignitaries, which, under the old
statutes of England, was no offense when committed
against common folks, but a crime when done to big

men like me. Nevertheless, if the truth can permeate

your bestial intellects, allow me to eall your aftention
to the law of this case. In the first place, I take the
ground that the authority of Governor Moore and the

Louisiana Legislature (which at last accounts was in

session behind the Rocky Monntains), is in force in this
city, and that the Black Code of Louisiana is binding
upon Yankees who come into the Department of the
Gulf. I also plead the usages and customs of the Con-
federates in justification of my conduet; and this
brings me to a logical analysis of the case. The wit-
nesses against me are two—a nigger and an Abolition-
ist. Under the Black Code of Louisiana, a slave’s
testimony cannot be taken in a Court of Justice, and
under the former precedents and usages of this great
Confederate Commonwealth, an Abolitionist should be
hung without trial. Therefore, the nigger’s evidence
is no evidence at all, and the Abolitionist has no busi-
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ness here; he had better go North and sing psalms, and
not venture into my Department, for if he does I'll

hang him higher than ITaman or John Brown., 1 there-

fore ask the Court to discharge me, send the nigger

back to Confederate slavery, and hang the Aboli- -

tionist.” ,

The Court didn’t see it, and so I continned my thrill-
ing discourse:

“In the second place, the Abolition Cuss is responsi-
ble for the pounding of the darkey; since, had he
pulled his wool as I requested Lim to do, 1 should not
have touched the black brute. But Horace Greeley is
the anthor of this war, and Wendell Phillips got up the

late riots in New York, as [ can prove to you by an

editorial in one of the New Orleans papers: and what
can you ecxpect of an Abolitionist any how? They

alone are responsible for the war and for slavery, and -

therefore I ought to be discharged.”
In spite of this irresistible logic, which should have

sccured my instant release, the Court declined to let

me off, and was about to pronounce sentence, when 1
jumped out of the second-story window, and made off
for Madisonville so fast that the whole Departient of
the Gulf conldn’t catch me.

Macpherson visits Port Hudson and Vicksburg.,

I went up to Port Hudson and Vieksburg on the

steamer Crescent, with a whole load of Yankee generals, .

coloncls, congressmen, lawyers, and editors, and shed
tears of inconsolable grief as 1 gazed upon the deserted
Confederate rat-holes behind the parapets of Port Hud-
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son, where we stopped to look at the works. Not
belicving that the place had been taken, I eénquired for
the headquarters of General Gardner, and was direct-
ed to an old house that had many holes through the
roof, and the baleony clean knocked ofl by Yankee
shells. o .

“TIs General Gardner in?” 1 enquired of a sentinel.

“Yes,” was the reply, “he is in jail.” ‘

I knew then that Port Hudson was taken, and so
telegraphed to the Cussed Fool of Carondelet street. 1
regret to add that my observations at Vicksburg were
equally unsatisfactory.

Similia Similibus Ouranitur,

Heart-sick and discouraged at the drooping condition
of the Confederate cause on the Mississippi, I retarned
to Madisonville, and. devoted myself wholly to drink-
ing. Having swallowed one demijohn of Louisiana
Rum, I became beastly drunk ; and then it was that the
great principle of Hahnemann— like cares like”—hbnrst
upon my mind. If it be true, I thought, that like
cures like, then will another demijohn of the same de-

~ structive liquid restore my mind and body to their ac-

customed activity. Accordingly I applied the remedy
in doses larger than those which had produced the
disease, and it resulted in a perfect cure. I got over
being drunk, but in doing so I got the delivium tre-
mens, which lasted me for two weeks, and confined me
to my room. That is the reason I have not written
any letters recently, "

I never suspected that the Devil was a hod-carrier
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until I was prostrated by this singular disorder ; but as
soon ag the thing was fairly on me, I saw him with a hod
of bricks on the top of his head, grinning at me hideous-
ly, and every now and then picking out a brick and
pitching it at iy head with unerring aim. I eut around
the house because the Devil was after me, but he was
too fast, and hit me at every step. IHe was dressed in
gray uniform, a good deal soiled and faded, and his
shoes had burst out so that it showed his cloven foot.
This performance continued at intervals for fourteen
days, and whenever the Old Boy chased me around the
house, he hummed the following :

DITTY, SUNG BY OLD SCRATCH AS HE CHASED MACPHER-
SON WITH BRICKS. '

Dear Jeff.’s sick they say,
But I mean he shall stay
On earth a while longer;
My cause will be stronger
‘With his plotting you see;
8o a while let him bel

Secession T like,

It was a ten-strike ;

My clerks are all busy—
‘Writing names till they're dizzy !
Yet awhile; it is planned, .
Jeff’s card-house shall stand!

I like men that lie

So much faster than I

Yver could, 1 believe,

E’en in dealing with Eve!
Yesq, the Rebs are a wonder,
They lie so like thunder!

I love New York rioters
And slung-shot proprietors,
‘Who'll burn an Asylum ;
Not yet will I “spile” 'em !

THE DEVIL'S DITTY.

T've suspended my orders
To bring ‘em into my horders!

The Copperhead faction
-Buils me just to a fraction,
They follow Fernando

And play to my hand so,
And never pull triggers

But in shooting poor niggers!

And as for that standing sham,
Mr. Vallandigham,

And New York Judgs McCann
There never was better one;
They preach habeas corpus
And blow like a porpoise!

Yet a while let ’em hobble,

But soon will I gobble

The whole, as guerillas

Seize chickens or fillios,

With greater momentum

Than grape could have sent em !

¥

‘When he finished up the performance of this ditty,
he disappeared, and I arose clothed and in my right
mind.

Yours, oceastonally,
J. Buomawax Macrurrsow.
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CHAPTER XXII

MACPHERSON 1S SEIZED WITH THE NEWSPAPER MANIA, AND DE-
TERMINES 70 BECOME AN Epiror,—H& nissoLves tHE ARMY
OF MADISONVILLE, BIC., BIC,

NotE—~—At the time this Ietier was published, a great number of
newspaper schemes were on foof in Now Orleans, No less than three
new dailies were in contemplation, begide one W]nr-h had sctually
been started.

MADmosvILLE, LA,
Oct. 9, 1863.

Stz i—Returnimng from the Convention of General
Magruder and the kicked-out Governors, recently held
in Texas, I stopped in New Orleans on my return. DBut
I soon discovered that a malignant and destructive con-

tagion had broken out in that city, which, in its devas-
tating ravages, spared neither age, sex, color, nor condi-

tion. From the high in position down to the lowest

son of a gun, it took all, sparing none in its onward and
miraculous progress. As the hot and noxious simoom
sweeps over the burning sand, while a thick sulpburous
exhalation riges from the earth, fiest in hurried gyra-

tions, and then ascends the air and covers the whole -

heavens—while hissing and crackling noises are heard,
and animal life perishes as though tcuched by Greek
fire, even o had this pestilent epidemic geized with an
unyielding grasp every one who ventured within the
cirele of its magicinfluence. The millionaire was taken
in the midst of Iuxury and splendor ; the lawyer in his
office ; the literati in garrets; fair women fell its vie-
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tims ; even a Confederate, fresh from® ort Jackson, was
stricken before he had been three days from prison,

My first impulse was to skedaddle, as unceremoni-
ously as the Reliable Gentleman of the St. Charles Hotel
did, when he heard there was a case of yellow fever in
town. DBut learning that the disease seldom proved
fatal, except to the pocket, I determined to take my
chances, especially as I had no money, and was, in fact,
a travelling object of charity. But I had not been in
the city two hours before I was seized with a violent
and uncontrollable desire to start a daily newspaper, or.
to get an interest in one already started. It came upon
me like a flash of lightning hurled by the hand of Jupi-
ter, when he darts the destructive bolts from the snmmit
of divine Olympus ; and it worked upon my mind in a
manner o violent that T soon fell sprawling on the
floor, as flat as one of Sylvanus Cobb’s novels. The
crash of my fall hastily brought a friend to my side.
“ Great Heaven !” he exclaimed ; “ Macpherson has got
the contagion! A physician, quick! for the love of
Confederate intellect I” A distinguished physician soon
appeared, felt of my bounding pulse, and began to
question me ad to the symptoms of the disorder.

“ This desire to start a newspaper,” he began—have
you ever had it before £

“Only in slight degree,” I answered him. « For
some time I have bad it in my head to put the Idiotic
Boy in editorial charge of a paper; for the manner in-
which the press in New Orleans is conducted, has con-
vinced me that he would be a bright and shining light
among his cotemporaries. But that was as nothing
compared to the desire which I now feel. A wild,
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restless fatality, #n irresistible purpose, consume me,
as if one of Gillmore’s batteries had been opened,
sweeping Greek Fire through my bones.”

“There is no doubt as to what ails yon,” said the
good Doctor, shaking his head gravely; “you have
caught the prevailing distemper, known in medical
parlance as the Newspaper Mania ! ”’

“Is there no remedy ! ” T asked.

“ Only one that I know of,” he answered.

“ And what inight that be 2”, I inquired.

“To pay the bills of some newspaper establishment
for a month,” he replied, “receiving in return the re-
ceipts of the concern, has, so far as my observation
goes, proved an effectual remedy for all complaints of
this nature.” |

“1Is the remedy severe ?” I asked.

“ Alas! yes,” lie answered; “none but millionaires
can indulge in it; and unless you have plenty of
metal, your case is hopeless,”

I therefore hurried back to Madisonville, hoping that
a change of climate and the quiet repose of my home,
might restore my mental equilibrium ; or that, con-
certing measures with the Honest Jew, I might gratify
the terrible desire that now burned to the very mar-
row of my bones,

Imagine my horror, therefore, when on reaching my
abode, I found that the very disorder from which I

had hoped to escape, was raging with tenfold fury in

Madisonville. The Idiotic Boy, first among the vic-
tims, had already started a daily, and was astonishing
the human race with the wisdom and genius of his
leaders. Three secret prospectuses were in circulation
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for rival sheets; and even the military had not escaped
the distemper. The whole Buzz-Saw Division had
turned job-printers, and every stationer and bookseller
in town was printing posters. I asked the Honest
Jew, how much the average profits of a newspaper
were ; and he answered with glowing eyeballs, that a-
daily newspaper made a hundred thousand dollars

every three days; and that it was his intention to set

two running at once, in a large building fronting on

two streets—a newspaper at each end. Both, he said, -
could be prinfed from the same form, and as the public

“would never read either, they would not discover the

base deception.

“The press of Madisonville is already large,” T be-
gan; “its papers, in fact, are more numerous than its
readers; and if we are to establish a new concern, or
seize an old one, we must advocate some prineciple that
nobody believed, or ever can believe; so that ours will
be the exclusive organ of that Idea, and meet with no -
competition.”
~ “Vat brinciple do you call dat?” enquired the Is-
raelite. B

“That,” Ireplied, “is yet to be evolved from the
Mammoth Brain of him now before you; it is a ques-
tion of intellect that I alone ean golve.”

“I have him !” said the Jew.
¢ What is it7 7 I asked.

“No brinciple! ” he replied, with a look of triumph.

« Brinciple be tampt! Bublish a baper mit no brin-

ciple at all.” o
But the great Idea, I saw, was Consolidution. I
would buy or seize all the newspaper establishments




186 THE MACPHERSON LETTERS.

in Madisonville; all their presses, all their types. I
would then construct a building of gigantic propor-
tions, eighteen stories high and five thousand fect
front on four streets, and into this magnificent temple
of art should be put all the materials of all the offices
in this city ; and my great mind and overshadowing
genins should be the ruling and guiding spirit of the
splendid whole.  All rival factions would then bow to
me, and all give me their patronage. The lion should
lie down with the lamb, the Confederate with the
Yankee, the tiger with the jackass, the clephant with
the baboon, and the greatest man of the age should
lead them. Filled with this Idea, even as my insides

were filled with lignid Rum, 1 arose and issued the
follow

Iy
General Order No. 9.
HEADQUARTERS,
DrPARTMENT OF MADISONVILLE,
Madisonville, La., Oct. 1st, 1863.

The General Commmanding announces that the Army of Madison-
ville is hereby dizsolved,  The men have fought bravely without
pay, and [ shondd consider it an insult to their pride and patriot-
ismn to offer them money in this late stage of their protracted de-
privations and sufferings.  They will, therefore, be immediately
mustered out of the serviee without further compensation than the

conscionzness of having done their duty, and of having served

under the greafest warrior of ancient or modern times. The
money whicl: would have been paid to the troops under different
circumstances, will be turned over to the Honest Jew, who will
dishurse the same in accordsnce with verbal instroctions from
these Headguarters,  Soldiersof the Departinent of Madisonville!
your swords shall be beaten into printing presses, and your bay-
onets into ink-rollers; no morve shall you grapple with bloody
foes, but you shall stick type and do job printing. But-, under all
circumstances, you will be checered by the grateful reflection that
your General will retain his rank and pay, whether sweating
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blood on.the field of carnage, or swaying the destinies of the hu-
man race with the editorial pen.
By command of Masor GENERAL Jamrs B. Macruersox.
Tre Ipiomro Boy, Chief of Staff.

Thus, Consolidation and the downfall of all rivalry
is the grand Idea that now possesses me. I shall ex-
change the gray gory garments of war for the editorial
robe, and shall make my paper the organ of every prin-
ciple and sentiment known to mankind. I shall take
one position in one article and follow it immediately by
another, taking a directly opposite view ; and thus will
I be able to conciliate all conflicting opinions and in-
terests. Farewell the plumed troop and the big wars
that make ambition virfue! O, farewell the braying
mule and the shrill trumpet, the ear-picreing fife, the
Confederate flag, and all the pride, pomp, and circum-
stance of glorious war—except the pay! And oh, you
mortal Confederate engines, whose rude throats the im-
mortal Jove’s dread clamors poorly counterfeit, Fare-
well —Maecpherson’s oceupation’s changed !

Yours, undeviatingly,
Jamus B. MAcPHERSON.
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CHAPTER XXIIL

Macpiersoy, p1seusteEd wirH TnE NEwsearer Busivess, ru-

SOLVES o acquire OrFricE anNp (v Revoww.—THE
Resrorarrox or Civie GovurnMeEST 18 Lovisrana.—Mac-
PHERSON I8 ELECTED (XOVERNOR OF THE STATE, ETC,, E1C,

Note.—The pro-slavery party of Louisiana, hoping to retain the
“ divine institution” in New Orlcans and other parishes where it was
not abolished by the President’s Proclamation, formed a scheme to
hold an election on the second day of November, 1868, the day fixed by
the old Constitution, for a Governor, Congressmen, State officers, and
a Legislature. Of course there could have been no legality or au-
thority in such an clection, sinee it had not been ealled by the Gov-
ernor, or countenanced in any manner by the military authorities.
The State officers who were in Louisiana previous to the outbreal
of the rebellion, had deserted their posts and joined the Confed-
eracy ; and the only government in Louisiana, since the occupation
of New Oricans by the United States forces, has been the military
government, A few Copperheads—perhaps twenty, all fold—met
sceretly in Masonic Hall, and nominated candidates for the different
officcs.  T'heir proceedings and designs were kept profoundly secret,
#s long as possible.  They determined that on the Wednesday pre-
ceding the election, they would issue a call for a massmeeting, to
be held the next Saturday evening, to ratify their nominations. In
other words, the people were fo have five doys' notice before the
election. The matter “leaked out,” however, a litéle sooner than
the conspirators intended to have it. But on the Wednesday pre-
ceding the day fized for ihe election, the Masouic Hall cligue issued
an ** Address to the People of Louisiana,’” calling upon them to con-
vene at the usual places of voting, the next Monday, and elect eivil
officers, and assuring them there was “ nothing to prevent” it; that

the military would not interfere, and that this course would meet the -

approval of the national government. “On the second of November,
then,” said the address, “ go to the polls and cast your votes as usual ;
your chogen Congressimen will take their seats on the first Monday of
December; your chosen Legislators will meet on the third Monday
of January and organise; your State officers will on the same day be
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inaugurated, and thus the wheels of civil government will be once
more Seb in motion in our State, and we trust progperousty and for
the benefit of mankind. Fail to make this little effort, and your last
opportunity for remewing Civil State Government, in accordance
with legal provisions, will frultlessly pass, with the probable de-
struction of Republican Institutions, + % #

“Let us arise, then, and go forch and perform the imperative and
gacred duty of electing the officers of a Civil Government in Louisi-

" ana, on Monday, the sccond day of November, the time appointed by
" our laws: and if we fail, it may be the last time we will have the

power of acting as freemen.”

The purpose of this movement, it was well understood, was to re-
gtore the infamous Black Code of Louisiana—a code most barbarous
in its provisions—and to re-establish slavery on its former founda-
tions. But the scheme, as soon as it was exposed, subjected itg
authors to such ridicule and contempt, that they “ backed out” of if,
and published an announcement that the election would not be held,
since it was feared that the people would not vote! But the end it
seems was not yet ; for the gentlemen who were nominated by Masonic
Hall, had the assurance to claim that they were entitled to exercise
the offices for which they were named, on the ground that had the
election been held, they would have received a majority of the votes!
Nearly all the men nominated by Masonic Iall for State officers

- were residents of New Orleans. Some of them were notoricus for

their rébel proclivities; some had signed or voted for the Ordinance
of Secession, in the Convention of 1861. \

MapigoNviray, LA, .
Qctober 30th, 1863.
S :—As the Devil, after the great secession move-
ment described by Milton, was hurled headlong flam-
ing from the ethereal sky, with hideous ruin and com-
bustion, down to bottomless perdition, there to dwell

.in adamantine chains and penal fire, 5o had I been

pitched heels over head from the lofty position I once -
‘oceupied, and was nowhere. The few days’ experience
I had in the newspaper business came near worrying
the life out of me. FEvery five minutes during the

‘night, my door-bell would ring furiously, and some

new candidate for newspaperial fame and wealth would
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present himself, with propositions to buy me out at
half price or to steal the concern outright, until finally
in disgust I told the Ionest Jew to take the whole con-
cern and go to the devil with it, or anywhere else, pro-
vided he would give me an howr’s sleep.

Having dishanded the army of Madisonville, and the
Buzz-Saw Division having all turned job printers, I
Luve felt my powers sensibly decline. I turned -my at-
tention to philosoplty, which is a good thing in its way ;
but even Socrates was as poor as a Confederate pack-
Lorse, and was abused for it by his wife, In short, phi-
losophy don’t pay bills. Therefore, having lost military
power, I determined to acquire cﬂowh civil grandeur
to malgc, up tor it; and I planned a gm,nd scheme for
inangurating civil government in Louisiana.  Secresy
was very important, since the plot was one so wise that
the lubberly-headed miasses of the people could never
comprehend or appreciate it. Therefore, T called a
1aceting of the faithful in the attic of my dilapidated
hospitable abode, to lay before them the gplendid con-
ception that had sprung from my Mammoth Brain.
The better to ensure sceresy, a grip and pass-word were
adopted. The grip consisted of a grab at the nasal or-
gan, and the pass-word was: “ Zreasury.” The fol-
lowing distinguished statesmen were present :

James Buchanan Macpherson, the Confederate Phi-

losopher and Southern Blower ; his son, and Chief of .

Staffy the Idiotic Boy; his Quartermaster, the Ionest

Joew; his Commissary, the Unhappy Cuss; his Chief®

of Cavalry, the Sclitary Horseman ; his Chief of Artil-
lery, the Inconsolable Thug ; his Chief of Signal Corps,
the Southern Source; his Judge Advocate, the Weep-
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ing Orphan; his Aids-de-Camyp, the Macedonian, the
Reliable Gentleman, and the Cussed Fool of Ga,rondelet-
streef.

It was a touching sight, and one-calculated to bring
tears to the eyes of an alligator, to look upon this as-
sembly of fallen greatness. Nvery man of them had
enjoyed a fat ofﬁce under me in the days of my martial
glory; but now they looked like a set of darned loafers,
with lank jaws and seedy breeches. They reminded
me of the congregation of registered enemies that Satan-
got around him in the infernal regions, after his repulse
by the heavenly army. I arose and addressed them
as follows : |

M aqpﬁefson’s Address,

“ Fellow-citizens of Louisiana! We address you as
loyal to the Government.” [A voice: “ Which Govern~

ment ¥ Macpherson : * None of your d—d business,

you hounds! Wait till my scheme is put into execu-
tion, and then learn what it is by the results. As loyal
citizens you have duties to perform to me and your-
selves, your State and country. We are in danger, and
immediate action is required. The fact is, you are like
me in one respect—you all want office; and the want
of eivil government in our State can, by a proper effort
on your part, soon be supplied, under laws and a Con-
stitution formed and adopted by yourselves, in a time
of profound peace. It is made your duty as well as
your right, to meet at the usual places, and east your
votes for me as Governor, and for yourselves to fill the
best offices in the State. Heretofore in our history the
direction of these clections has been had by legal
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agents ; but the legal agents now have no authority of
any sort, and, therefore, we will take charge of the

whole business ourselves. We held a State eleetion in |

1861, and nothing has since happened that amounts to
any thing, We promise you that the military will not
interfere, there being none in this part of the country ;
and we think we can assure you that your action in
this respect will meet the approval of the National Gov-
ernment.” [A voice : “ Which National Government #7]
Macphersor ¢ “ Dry up, you vagabond! We urge upon
you action in this important crisis. It will convinee
the world of owr wish and determination to manage the
offices of the State and the publie revenue in the man-
ner most satisfactory to ourselves ; it will encourage all
desirous of making a splurge in other States, and will
have a tendency to cause the soldiers to throw down
their arms, and give us our own way, overawed by the
civil grandeur that will surround us. Go to the polls
then! Your Governor will assume his constitutional
functions, and the Legislature will convene in Madi
sonville forthwith ; your Congressmen will take their
seats as soon as they can find them.” [A voice: “In
Washington or in Richmond 7]

Muacpherson: “Silence, you low-lived scoundrell
It is our intention to assume our old status, in order
that we can clear the State of Yankee office-holders,
and whip our niggers under our own vine and fig-tree,
with none to molest or to make us afraid. Let us
arise, then, and go forth and perform the imperative
and sacred duty of clecting ourselves to office; and if
we fail, it may be the last time we shall have the
power of acting as freemen—that is, thrashing the
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niggers and spending the public fund according to our
own diseretion !” .

At the conclusion of this able and patriotic address,
a burst of applause greeted me like the roar of battle.

The Southern Source then arose, and stated that he
had just had an interview with Jeff. Davis, and had
been assured of his approval and support. The Em-
peror of France had also promised a land and naval
force to co-operate with the hew governor. [Applause.]

The Idiotic Boy was loudly ealled for, but declined
to speak, as he was about-to be a candidate for the
snffrages of his fellow-citizens for one of the highest
offices in their gift. Modesty, he said, prevented him
addressing the andience; but he nevertheless went on
and spoke two columns, saying that the facts of seces-
sion and rebellion had changed nothing, except to turn
the offices over to the present company, which he be-
lieved to be a good thing. In conclusion, he expressed
the Lope that the advertising and job work necessary
to be done, wounld be given to the paper with whieh it
was well known he was connected. {Hisses by the
Honest Jew and other publishers.] T interfered, say-
ing, that the newspaper business had played out, and
had nothing to do with political questions.

The Honest Jew said : ¢ Pefore I gives mine subbort
of der measure, I vish to know if I be made Dreasurer.

- You makes me Dreasurer, 1 zteals the bublic funds

and tivides mit yon vun half the brofit!” [Applause,
and the nomination of the Honest Jew as State Treas-
urer by acclamation. ] ‘
The meeting then proceeded to nominate candidates,
when the following ticket was agreed to:
y
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STATE ELECTION,
For Governor:
Janes Bucuawany Macruensox,
Of Madisonville.
For Licutenant Governor:
Tue Ibrorrc Bov,
Of Madizonville,
For Sceretary of State:
Tae Uxuarey Coss,
Of Madisonville.
For State Treasurer :
Tne Howest Jew,
Of M ddISOIWJHO.

For Auditor:
Toe Reviasie GENTLEMAN,
Of Madisonville,
For Attorney General :
Tue WerriNe ORPHAN,
Of Madsonville.
For Saperintendent of Public Education :
T SoUvTHERY SOURCE,
Of Madisonville.
For Congress—Madisonville D]strlct

Tae Cussep Foor,
Of Madisonville,

For Congress—State at Large :
Tar Sorirary Horseman,
Of Madisonville.

It was suggested that Madisonville was not properly
represented on the ticket. We had the ballots printed
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immediately, and to each one was attached the fol-
lowing: _

Noricr,—Gentlemen wishing to become members of the Stato
Senate and Legislature, can be accornmodated by paying their
initiation fee and becoming members of the patriotie association
that manufactured the above ticket. Assoon as the party is large

enough, a candidate will be named for cach district in tho State.
J. B. M., Governor

Grand Eam:ﬁcwtéon Mecting.

It was voted unanimously that time was of great
consequence, and that the sooner we were elected the
surer we would be of our offices. Wishing, however,
to give the lubberly-headed people a fair show, we called

‘o grand Ratification Meeting, to be held at Merritt’s

Hotel, in Madisonville, the next morning at five o’clock.

The sun was not up when the assembly convened,
but that made no difference. On motion, James B,
Macpherson, of Madisonville, was ¢hosen President ; and
the Idiotic Boy, of Madisonville, was appointed Secre-
tary. A list of Viee-Presidents was then appointed ag
follows: The Unhappy Cuss, of Madisonville; the
Honest Jew, of Madisonville; the Reliable Gentleman,
of Madisonville; the Weeping Orphan, of Madisonville ;
the Southern Source, of Madisonville ; the Cussed Fool,
of Madisonville; the Solita,ry Horseman, of Madi-

sonville,

The audience consusted of the Inconsolable Thug, of
Madisonville, the bar—keeper of Merritt’s Madisonville
Hotel (drunk), and three niggers of Madlsonwlle, sleep-
ing on the sidewalk.

“ Fellow-citizens of Louisiana !’ I said, “ I am thank-




195 THE MACPHERSON LETTERS.

ful for the honor conferred nupon me, in being called to
preside over the deliberations of this great assembly.
I am happy to greet my fellow—mtlzens of Louisiana
upon this auspicious occasion. [Three cheers by the
Inconsolable Thug, who knocked down the barkeeper,
by way of a ‘tiger.”] Our principles are well known.
We go for restoring the State as it was before the Yan-
kee brates came down here and took New Orleans ; and
we believe that the offices of a State belong to the
great men of the State. If elected to the office of Gov-
ernor by the suffrages of the people, I shall perform the
duties of the office in 2 manner perfectly satisfactory
to myselt.” [Applause on the platform.]

The Idiotic Boy suggested that the ticket had been
enthusiastically endorsed by the people of Louisiana,
and that the election onght to come off at six o’clock the
same morning, We therefore adjourned to the usual
places of holding elections, and in fifteen minutes there-
after the polls closed. The vesult was proclaimed
in a loud tone of voice, and it was found that every
candidate nominated in the attie had been elected with-
out opposition.

The only disturbance at the polls was occasioned by

the Inconsolable Thug, who rolled up his coat and -

pulled off his sleeves, and fought the barkeeper and
the niggers for the drinks,

At seven o’clock a. ., of the same day, T was solemnly
inaugurated Governor of the State of Louisiana. The
ceremonies were performed at Merritt’s Hotel, Madi-
sonville, A high stool was arranged in front of the
bar, with a decanter and glass within reach; and on
this stool T took my seat, looking as wise as though I
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had had my head soaked in sage tea for four months;
while on my left was the Lieutenant-Grovernor elect and
the other State dignitaries. The oath was administered
by the barkeeper, after which I delivered the following
Inaugural Address:

“ TGHOW-CltIZGHS of Louisiana! It 1§ customary on
occasions of the solemn inauguration of the Chief
Magistrate of the State, that his predecessor should be
present. DBut in the present instance I am authorised
to say that it is not convenient for Governor Moore to
attend. T beg leave to say that I shall pursue the
same policy that he did, and I sincerely pray that my
gubernatorial eareer may be crowned with results no

'1ess'brilliant than those he realised.”

Amid the plandits of the erowd, I was then escorted
to the D, II. Abode, now become the Exocutive Man-
sion, amid salvos of artillery from a hundred-pound
wooden howitzer. I rode on a triumphal horse-car
decorated with old newspapers and drawn by eight
jackasses. The officers of State having been swornin,
1 issued the following: -

PROCLAMATION
T¢ THE PEQPLE OF LOUISIANA.

I, James Buchanan Macpherson, having been unanimously
elected Governor of the State of Louisiana, hereby issue this my
Proclamation, and decree as follows

1. That the State House at Baton Rouge having been burned
down, the seat of Government is removed to Madisonville, where
the Legislature will convene at one o'clock this afternoon.

2. The salaries of all public officers are hereby doubled, and a
year’s salary shall be drawn in advance,

3. The public debt having increased beyond the capaclty of the
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treasury, the same is hereby cancelled, and the State Treasarer
will rub out and begin anew. '
. 4. The Confederate Arithmetic is herehy designated as the offi- " ‘ | B
cial mathematical system, and the Superintendent of Education :' ‘ :
will see that none other is taught. CHAPTER XX1V
5. Civil government having now been firmly established in the ' '
whole of Louisiana, the United States army is directed to pack up
and leave by the next steamer for the North ; and every damned
Yankee found in the State after the second day of November, will
be hung to a lamp-post. o
In witness whereof, I have hereunto et the seal of the State
of Louisiana, on the twenty-cighth day of October, Anno
Domini one thousand eight hundred and sixty-three, and of
the Bouthern Confederacy, three,

Tur GOVERNOR I8 BESIEGED BY OFFICE-SEEKERS,—THE INGE-
N1ovd METHOD BY WHICH HE DIsPERsED TaHE Mos—Tar
True Sovrnery PATRIOT, AND WHY HE WOULD NOT ACCEPT
Orrior,—Tue Intoric Boy couasrsep.—~Tue GoVERNOR
MAKES A Prermace 7o RicaMonp.—THE FULL AND AU-
THENTI¢ HISTORY 0F THE CoNerEssiovan CAREER OF THE
Cussep Foorn axp tag SoLirary HorsEMAN, Erc., E1C.

By the Governor
. Exzovrive Maxsion

Tue Uxuarry Cuss, Seeretary of State. MADISONVIELE, LA
£ orey

; . . : ‘ Dee. 3lst, 1863,
I will now conclude my epistle, expressing the hope

that the life of the undersigned may be prolonged to
an unnatural extent, and that he may be re-elected at
the expiration of his present term.

; Yours, Gubernatorially,

Jamres Buonaxnan MAcGPHERSON.

S1r :—Since my elevation to the lofty position of
Governor of Louisiana, every Confederate within five
thousand miles of Madisonville has applied to me for
an office. I was delighted beyond measure to see the
amount of patriotism which these faithful sons of chiv-
alry possessed. Every one of them, I found, had first
raised the Confederate flag in .New Orleans, and had
been last to pull it down when the infernal Yankees
took possession of that impregnable city. Every one
of them had suffered tenfold persecution, and the ago-
nies of purgatorial punishment for the holy cause of
Southern rights; and there was not one who did not
declare that his soul would swell with gratitude, if 1
; would point out to him a method in which he might
jf  immediately spend the remmnants of his fortune and
i : pour out his heart’s blood for the sacred Confed-

- eracy.
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Low the Governor got vid of ’em.

“Sweet Confederate patriots!” T said, addressing
them from the roof of the house; “ you all want ofﬁci
I sympathise with your honorable ambition, and [ will
give every one of you a position [loud shouts of
:Lg»hubo on all sides] on certain terms.  [Many voices:

ive us the terms, Governor!’ & ¢ “accept.
Dow’t be in a hurry ,about a(igiapth?:d,f ‘?TG I

. g, you hounds! un-
til you hear the conditions. You are all anxious to
serve the Confederacy in the most effectual manner.
{Ories of “yes,” “that’s s0,” et cotera.] You would
willingly lay down your lives, your fortunes, and your
sacred honor on the glorions altar of Southern Inde-
pcnden_ce. [Loud eries of “yes,” and “bully for the
Gov. '] Well, sweet ones! you shall be accommo-
dated.  [Cheers and shouts for fifteen minutes.]
Every one of you shall have a posish under my admin-
istration, it you will enlist in the Confederate army for
three yecars or during the war, unless sooner dis-
charged !”

A hum of voices was heard on all sides, hke that
described by Homer, when the Greeks issued from
their black ships to pounce upon Priam. It grew
fainter and fuinter, until it fell upon the ear like strains
of distant music, and then it died out altogether. On

looking about me, I discovered that the vast assembly

of p*m lots had disappeared. Every mother’s son of
‘em had skedaddled ; not one has since asked for an
office or shown his head in Madisonville.
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1

The True Southern Patreot.

1 then made the acquaintance of the True Southern.
Patriot; the man who didn’t want office. e was a
man of meek manners, and said he only came to assure
me of lis supreme admiration of my great abilitics,
and that he was mine respectfully until death should
us part. I asked him if he would like to go to Con-
gress, whercupon he seemed stricken with horror.
« No,” Le replied, ¢ the time of my political ambition -
has passed; nothing on earth would induce me to
accept an office.”

On questioning him, I found that he already held

four offices under the Confederate Giovernment; and

to this fact I attributed hig reluctance to take a posish.

The Idiotic Boy chaslised.

I have prepared my letters to Tur Era for publica-
tlon in book form, and the manuscript has already

" gone on to the publisher in New York. It will bethe

oreatest work that cver emanated from the human in-
tellect, and as a history of Confederate Glory will
equal in truthfulness the story of Sinbad the Sailor. I
gathered all the letters together in a big pile, and
takmg up a pair of scissors, remarked to the Idiotic
Boy that T should cut from them every part not worth
printing.
“If you do that,” replied the Imbecile Youth.
“ your book will not make two pages.”
I flogged him like Satan for that speech. But when
g
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I came to look over the letters, I found he was alto-
gether too near the truth, and fo1 this I ﬂogged him
again within an inch of hrs life.

The Governor's Pilgrimage to Richmond.

As the faithful Mohammedans make a pilgrimage
to Mecea for the good of the soul, so did I start for
Richmond in the scarch of political power. It will be
remembered by the readers of my former able produc-
tion, that at the time I was cloeted Governor of Loui-
siana, a whole set of State officers was chosen, and that

the Cussed Fool and the Solitary Horseman were
elected as representatives in Congress. The election

was held in Madisonville before daylight, on the morn-

ing of October 28th, 1863, and the barkeeper of Mer-

ritt’s Iotel administered the oath of office. It may

seem strange that the Chief Magistrate of a great State

should be hard up; but such, nevextheless, was the

case : for the Treasurer, the Honest Jew, stole all the

money, and ran away. I therefore ealled a conneil of
State, and addressed them as follows:

“ Brother dignitaries of the Commonwealth of Loui- -

siana! called, as all of us were, by the unanimous suf-
frages and suff'el1n0~s of our fellow-citizens, to uphold
the dignity and power of the State, and to dispose of
the pubh(, revenue according to the dictates of our own
consciences, it becomes our duty to stand by the ship
of State in adversity as well ag in _prosperity. Ilonest
poverty has been held as a mark of honor by the wisest
sages of antiquity ; and if it be in truth an honor, then
are we entitled to the highest respect, for there 1s,11’t a
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red in the treasury, and it becomes our duty to raise the

wind. Hapypily, an honorable way is open for the ac-
complishment of this most desirable object. T have
therefore to propose that the Cussed ool and the Sol-
itary Horseman shall go to Richmond to get seats in
Congress, if possibie. But for fear they may not sue-
ceed, I will go with them, and we will collect mileage
from the Sergeant-at-arms, before their claim is passed
upon by the House. This will yield a very handsome

sum, and we will divide it equally among the various

officers of the State.”

This proposition was received Wl’ﬁh loud shouts of ap-
proval ; and accompanied by the two members of Con-
gress and the Idiotic Boy (Lieutenant Governor), we sct
out for the great Confederate capital. I journeyed over
hills and mountains and through valleys, until T ar-

~ rived in a big swamp, which, I was told, was formerly

known as the Chickahominy Bottoms, but is now called
Strategy Swamp, because a whole army got swamped
while practising strategy in those gloomy regions, I
sank to my middle every time I stepped ; and the 1di-
otic Boy informed me that it only required a siege of
the malarions fever to ruin my constitution and eom-
plete my military education.

I then debouched from the woods, and, lo and be-

"hold! the city of Jeff. Davis loomed upon my vision.

“0 great Confederate Jernsalem 1” I exclaimed, “as all-
the Honest Jews chall some day be gathered together in
Palestine, so shall all the Confederates soon swarm with-
in thy gates, when Meade, Grant, and Gilmore im-
piously erowd them up in one place. And as the foot-
print of Mohamined is preserved in a sacred temple, so
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shall the mark of my Confederate Shoes form a shrine
for future generations ¥

We then advanced to the city by the right flank, and
I immediately visited the Executive Mansion, and had

an interview with Jeff, Davis. Jeff. was glad to seo

me, but said he had been a little more nearsighted than
ustual Sil'lCO Chickamavga. T told him we came as vep-
resentatives of a great principle.

“What prineiple is that #” asked Jeff,

“Mileage,” I answered.

Ife said he hoped we would succeed, and that the

best plan would be to get the Clerk of the House -

drunk, and hire him to place the names of the two
Congressmen on the roll before any objection was
raised ; and then to apply inunediately to the Sergeant-
at-arms for mileage,

It is a meluncholy fuct that the human mind is so
constituted, in gome instances, that it is open teo the
voice of duty and justice only after it has received the
inducement of a liberal fee. And it is providential,
perhaps, that the Louisiana Delegation had no INoney ;
otherwise wo might have been tempted to try to bribe’
the Clerk. Dut we found this unnecessary, The Clerk
was anxious o e re-elected, and in order to accomplish
this he determined not to emoll the names of any but
those who would vote for him, and a promise to vote
for him wa3s all that was needed to secure a place on
the roll of members,

The great and momentons day at last arrived for V'
Congress to ascemble.  The Leuisiana Delegation
loolxed pale and hasgard, but T told them T would stand
by them until lL.C.} got Lheir mileage. We approached
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the Sergeant-at-arms, where, in accordance with in-
structions, the Cussed Fool and the Solitary Horseman
foll prostrate before that official dignitary, and in tears
and lamentations sufficient to move a house, implored
him to pay them theirmileage. The Sergeant-at-arms
replied that he didn’t see it, and I haven’t seen it yet
myself. '

The Louisiana Delegation then arose to its feet, and
wo all went into the House of Representatives together,
when the following proceedings occurred :

Mr. Stevens gaid ¢ I ask to have the credentials of
the persons claiming to be representatives from Louisi-
ana read.

CLeek Jjust drank enough to be fanny).—The Clerk
will gratify the curiosity of the gentleman. [Laughter
by the Idiotie Boy, the Louisiana Delegation, and me.]

Now came the greatest triumph of my life ; for the
Clerk proceeded to read, in a clear and distinet tone of
volee, the credentials which I had prepared by four
weeks’ labor, and a careful study of Webster’s Diction-
ary and the Black Code of Louisiana :

CREDENTIALS.

T, James Buchanan Macplerson, Governor of the State of Lou-
isiana, duly and legally elected by the voters of said State, in pur-
suance of my twé11ty~secom1 letter to the Era, and the Constitu-
tion and lows, and inaugurated by taking the oath administered
by the barkeeper of Melutt’u Hotel, do certify that at an election
begun and held in Madisonviile, before d‘lyhght on the morning of
the twenty-eighth day of October, 1863, in accordance with Masonic
Hall, for the purpose of clecting Representatives from said State
and raising the wind, the followmg named persons weve regularly
elected to 1eplesent smd State in said Congress for the tevin of
two years from the fourth day of Mar ch, 1863 namely :
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The Cussed Fool.

The Solitary Horseman.

All‘ of whom were regularly elected in accordance with the
Uonstitntion and Laws of said State of Lovisiana, as by me con-
strued and interpreted, : -

In testimony whereof, I, James Buchanan Macpherson, Author
of the Confederate Arithmetie, Traveller through the Louisiana
Lowlands Low, Clergyman, T'oet, Philosopher, Plato of the Con-
faderacy, Warrior, great Southern Blower, and Governor, elected
as aforesald, do hereby commission said persons, so elzacted a9
qt’uresaid and duly sworn, to represent said State in the said Con-
federate Congress, on condition that they shall Pay my hotel billg
as long as 1 remain jn Richmond, and divide their mileage with
me honorably and justly; and I do hereby give these credentials
in evidenfae of their fair and square election; and T do hereby af-
fix Iny private seal of oftice, my predecessor and friend, Moore
ha,vm'g carried oft’ the great seal, and having had no opportunity tc,v
send it back, in consequence of General Banks chasing him like
the devil last spring, trom which he hag never recovered: and
my said private seal { have hercunto affixed this twenticth d’ay of
November, in the third year of Jeff, Davis, and the year of our
Lord, 1863.

{:_L:} James Bronanan Macornersow,
—— Governor of the State of Louisiana.

My private seal, which I affixed to the above doeu-
ment, is the picture of a jackass grabbing at a erib be-
yond his reach.

Stevens moved to strike the name of the Cussed Fool
and the Solitary Horseman from the roll of members;
but was induced to withdraw it, and we proceeded to
the election of a speaker, The Louisiana Delegation
voted for a candidate of their own, and thus sucéjeeded
in getting their names in the Congressional proceedings,
The future historian, the unborn Herodotus, will he
struck with the appearance of those euphonious names,

and he will also be struck Dby the fact that they never
appear afterward.
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After the election of a speaker, the members. went
up to be sworn; and now there was arow with the
Louisiana Delegation. Stevens objected to the Louisi-
ana Delegation, and Brooks came forward, prompt
as ever, to vindicate the cause of innocence and justice.
e said that he hoped the House would go on in the ordi- |
nary way, and swear in cvery man, woman, and child
that applied for admission. It was hard work tostand,

_and he thought the gentlemen from Louisiana should

have geats. If, after admitting them and paying their
mileage, it should be found desirable to get rid of them,
they could be kicked out or put ont in any manner the
Houge should determine. Ile knew nothing of the
rights of the members from Louisiana, and he didn’
care a damn, so long as they were good Confederates
and would vote on his gide. The country was rich and
could afford to pay. 'These gentlemen had come along
distance for seats, and it would not be in aceordance

. with the rules of chivalry or hospitality to keep them

standing, except on one of the standing committees.
Memminger could easily print off’ a few more treasury
notes. [Applause by the Louisiana Delegation. ]
 @revevs.—These credentials are no credentials at all.
Who has ever heard of this pretended Gov. Macpherson ?
[Voice—“ Read Tum Era.”] By what right does he
claim that title # Therehas heen no election in. Louisi-
ana, and how was it possible for anybody to get elected ?
Brooks moved that Macpherson’s Twenty-second Let-
ter, containing an aceount of the State election be read
for the information of the ignoramus who had just taken
his seat. He would there find an official aceount of the
clection and its results. Dut it made no difference
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whether there had been an election or not. He put it

upon the ground of courtesy. These gentlemen had

taken a great deal of trouble, and he believed if they
were refuged admittance others would be deterred from
asking for seats in the House.

Stevens moved to refer the members from Louisiana
to the committee on credentials.

Allen moved to lay the Delegation on the table.
Lost. Stevens’s motion was then carried ; the banner of
freedom and truth trailed in the dust; the freeborn
eitizens of Louisiana were virtually expelled from the

ITouse. Trom this moment, in my opinion, dates the

visible decline of public virtue in the Confederacy.
What encouragement is there, henceforth, for patriots
ambitious to go to Congress? None! What way is
there left open by which a pennyless Governor like me

can pay Lis hotel bills, if his friends get nothmfr to
divide with him? None!

The knees of the Cussed Fool knocked together, and
it was in vain that I strove to administer consolation
and hope to his wounded and bleeding goul. I asked
him to show that the spirit of a man had some place in
him yet, and to resign himself to his fate.

“ Resign 1”7 said he, brightening up ; “ that is a good
idea. I wﬂl resign mys df ” and immediately he wrote
his resignation as membel of Congress, which I aceepted

on the spot, and notified the Speaker of the fact in

writing. But that leather-headed ignoramus said the
Cussed Iool was no member at all, and he didn’t sece
how lie conld resign a seat which he never possessed.
Therefore, he would not trouble the House with the
matter,
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The question then arose how we were to get away

“from the city without paying our bills. We finally hit

upon the expedient of having every thing charged to.
the Solitary Horseman, who still remains in Richmond
waiting at the door of the House patiently, day by day,
for the Committee on Credentials to let him in. He
hopes by his patient conduct and meek looks, to arouse
the pity of the House; H and praymo‘ that he may suc-
ceed, I remain,
~ Yours, officially,
' James B. MacpamRSON.

P. 8.—Jan. 1st, 1864.—This being leap year, scaled

proposals for matrimony will be received until the

© thirty-first day of December next.

J. B, M.,

THE END.
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