
W A I T I N G F O R T H E BUGLE. 

WE wait for the bugle ; the night-dews are cold, 
The limbs of the soldiers feel jaded and old, 

The field of our bivouac is windy and bare, 
There is lead in our joints, there is frost in our hair. 
The future is veiled and its fortunes unknown 
As we lie with hushed breath till the bugle is blown. 

At the sound of that bugle each comrade shall spring 
Like an arrow released from the strain of the string: 
The courage, the impulse of youth shall come back 
To banish the chill of the drear bivouac. 
And sorrows and losses and cares fade away 
When that life-giving signal proclaims the new day. 

Though the bivouac of age may put ice in our veins, 
And no fiber of steel in our sinew remains; 
Though the comrades of yesterday's march are not here. 
And the sunlight seems pale and the branches are sear,— 
Though the sound of our cheering dies down to a moan. 
We shall find our lost youth when the bugle is blown. 

Thomas Wentworth Higginson. 

T H E H I G H T I D E AT GETTYSBURG. 

BY AN EX-CONFEDERATE SOLDIER. 

A C L O U D possessed the hollow field, 
The gathering battle's smoky shield. 

Athwart the gloom the lightning flashed. 
And through the cloud some horsemen dashed, 
And from the heights the thunder pealed. 

Then at the brief command of Lee 
Moved out that matchless infantry. 
With Pickett leading grandly down. 
To rush against the roaring crown 
Of those dread heights of destiny. 

Far heard above the angry guns 
A cry across the tumult runs,— 
The voice that rang through Shiloh's woods 
And Chickamauga's solitudes, 
The fierce South cheering on her sons! 

Ah, how the withering tempest blew 
Against the front of Pettigrew! 
A Kamsin wind that scorched and singed 
Like that infernal flame that fringed 
The British squares at Waterloo! 

A thousand fell where Kemper led; 
A thousand died where Garnett bled : 
In blinding flame and strangling smoke 
The remnant through the batteries broke 
And crossed the works with.Armistead. 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



THE HIGH TIDE AT GETTYSBURG. 419 

" Once more in Glory's van with me! " 
Virginia cried to Tennessee: 
" We two together, come what may, 
Shall stand upon these works to-day! " 
(The reddest day in history.) 

Brave Tennessee! In reckless way 
Virginia heard her comrade say : 
" Close round this rent and riddled r ag ! " 
What time she set her battle-flag 
Amid the guns of Doubleday. 

But who shall break the guards that wait 
Before the awful face of Fate ? 
The tattered standards of the South 
Were shriveled at the cannon's mouth, 
And all her hopes were desolate. 

In vain the Tennesseean set 
His breast against the bayonet! 
In vain Virginia charged and raged, 
A tigress in her wrath uncaged, 
Till all the hill was red and wet! 

Above the bayonets, mixed and crossed, 
Men saw a gray, gigantic ghost 
Receding through the battle-cloud, 
And heard across the tempest loud 
The death-cry of a nation lost! 

The brave went down! Without disgrace 
They leaped to Ruin's red embrace. 
They only heard Fame's thunders wake. 
And saw the dazzling sun-burst break 
In smiles on Glory's bloody face! 

They fell, who lifted up a hand 
And bade the sun in heaven to stand! 
They smote and fell, who set the bars 
Against the progress of the stars. 
And stayed the march of Motherland ! 

They stood, who saw the future come 
On through the fight's delirium ! 
They smote and stood, who held the hope 
Of nations on that slippery slope 
Amid the cheers of Christendom ! 

God lives! He forged the iron v/ill 
That clutched and held that trembling hill. 
God lives and reigns! He built and lent 
The heights for Freedom's battlement 
Where floats her flag in triumph still! 

Fold up the banners! Smelt the guns! 
Love rules. Her gentler purpose runs. 
A mighty mother turns in tears 
The pages of her battle years. 
Lamenting all her fallen sons! 

Will H. Thompson. 
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THE CAREER OF THE CONFEDERATE RAM "ALBEMARLE." 

I. HER CONSTRUCTION AND SERVICE. 

BY HER BUILDER. 

DURING the spring of 1863, 
having been previously en

gaged in unsuccessful efforts 
to construct war vessels, of 
one sort or another, for the 
Confederate Government, at 
different points in eastern 
North Carolina and Virginia, 
I undertook a contract with the 
Navy Department to build an 
iron-clad gun-boat, intended, 
if ever completed, to operate 
on the waters of Albemarle and 
Pamlico Sounds. A point on 
the Roanoke River, in Halifax 

SMOKE-STACK County, NoTth Carolina, about 
thirty miles below the town of 

Weldon, was fixed upon as the most suitable 
for the purpose. The river rises and falls, as 
is well known, and it was necessary to locate 
the yard on ground sufficiently free from over
flow to admit of uninterrupted work for at least 
twelve months. No vessel was ever constructed 
under more adverse circumstances. The ship
yard was established in a corn-field, where 
the ground had already been marked out and 
planted for the coming crop, but the owner 
of the land was in hearty sympathy with 
the enterprise, and aided me then and after
wards, in a thousand ways, to accomplish the 
end I had in view. It was next to impossible 
to obtain machinery suitable for the work in 

PART OF THE 

OF THE " ALBEMARLE. 

hand. Here and there, scattered about the sur
rounding country, a portable saw-mill, black
smith's forge, or other apparatus was found, 
however, and the citizens of the neighborhoods 
on both sides of the river were not slow to 
render me assistance, but cooperated, cordially, 
in the completion of the iron-clad, and at the 
end of about one year from the laying of the 
keel, during which innumerable difficulties 
were overcome by constant application, de
termined effort, and incessant labor, day and 
night, success crowned the efforts of those en
gaged in the undertaking. 

Seizing an opportunity offered by compara
tively high water, the boat was launched, 
though not without misgivings as to the re
sult, for the yard being on a bluff she had to 
take a jump, and as a matter of fact was 
"hogged" in the attempt, but to our great 
gratification did not thereby spring a leak. 

The plans and specifications were prepared 
by John L. Porter, Chief Constructor of the 
Confederate Navy, who availed himself of the 
advantage gained by his experience in con
verting the frigate Merrimac into the iron
clad Virginia at the Gosport Navy Yard. 

The Albemarle was 152 feet long between 
perpendiculars; her extreme width was 45 
feet; her depth from the gun-deck to the 
keel was 9 feet, and when launched she drew 
6 ^ feet of water, but after being ironed and 
completed her draught was about 8 feet. The 
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