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" And tlio fcelim; (-fcntlmaiuHtic iidmiration witli •/hicli bo impired

tho Holdioi-rf iinincdiiitcly imdei' his leadcrrfhij), wiini shared in a hiv;j;o

nioaHuiv hy every officer and pi'ivatc in tlie army of the Poto-

mac IIJM apjiearanco was always j^rcctcd with bursts of apphmso,

ftiid no matter how worn and w" j the cliamplons of freedom, when

tho bch)ved chieftain was seen api)rcac}un^, the air was rent with

deafeniii'j; sliouts. He was the id(»l of tho army.

" And outside the army every Up deli^lited to praise him, and

every lieart did him honor. His brilhant exploits liadw impressed

the people with a sense of his distin<fuislied abilities and traisscen-

dant worth, that they deemed it well ni^li impossible that defeat

could befall our army if Jaekson's sword was there, made resistless

by Jackson's prayers. And while every fresh success enhanced the

lustre of f'ame, the victories be Avon wore rejoiced over with a richer

gush of joy, because they were accc})ted as manifest tokens of the

gracious favor with which Heaven regarded our cause. The coiui-

try believed that the green and fragrant wreaths that encircled his

brow were })laced there by Him who knighted Jacob near the lu'ook

Jabbok, and every victory he won was received as a declaration that

as a Prince he had wrestled with God and had prevailed. These

feelings of reverence and admirati jn and love now find expression

in the tears that agony forces from the heart, as the country looks

down with troubled brow upon the face of the hero, pale and cold

in death. Every one feels as though he had sustained a personal

bereavement. The shadow of this terrible grief rests uj)on every

heart. Every home and every heart is clothed in mourning. The

country weeps. When Absalom fell, his father poured out deep

lamentations over his untimely end, and regretted that he bad not

died in the stead of his son, but there was no one beside the royal

mourner who would have been wilUng to sacrifice his life to raise the

unnatural culprit from the doom stern justice inflicted upon him.

There was not a man Avorthy to take part in this ten-ific contest

who would not have cheerfully poured out his life-blood if his death

could have been accepted in the stead of that glorious chieftain. In

the agony of this overwhelming sorrow, we exclaim, 'Would to

God I had died for thee !'
"

And now, as we turn sorrowfully away from the shrine at which


