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THE BALLAD OF MEW ORLEANS.
BY GEORGE H, BOLER. ]

Just as the hour wias darkest,
Just between night and day,

From the flag-ship shone the signal, |
“Zet the squadrons under way."

ot n sonnd bat the tramp of saiiors,
. And the wheeling capstan's creak,
Aroae from the husy vessels
As the anchors enme apéak,

The mern worked on in silenoes,
With never a alrout or cliser,

il bt was whispered from baow 10 quarcter,
“fnrt forerand ! ALD i clear™

Then groan'd the ponderous engines,
Then fAounder'd the whirling screw:

And, paship joln"d ship, the comrades
Tleeir lnes of batile drew.

The maon through the fog was casting
A blur of lurid Llight,

As the captain's latest onder
W flash™d into the nkghti—

“Etonm on | and, whatever fortuno
May follow the atlask,

Blnk with your bows all northoard
o vessel must turn back,"

It waa hard, when we eard that opder,
To smather o rising shont

For it waken'd the life witlin us,
And we barn'd to give ibost.

All wrapp™d in the fogry darkness,
Brave Balley moyed alead ;
« And stem after stern hEs gantoats =
To the starboand station led.

Next Furragut's stobely flag-=lip
To port e head inclined

And midmost, amd most in danger,
Bell’s squavdron close behind

Al many nprayer wis murmue'd
For the homes we ne'er inbght see;
And the gilence and nkght geew dreadful
With the thougic of what must be.

For many & tall, atont feklow
Who stoed at his quarters then,
In the oo mod dismosl moonlight,
Mever anw the sun again.

Closa down by the vellow river,

- e~ Tothade AT tl.l.é;r ral i
- Hmuuﬂmala :
nmmwmrp«mm“n .

Bot short was our time of mosings
~ For the rebwel forts discern’d Limm
That the whole great fleet was moviog, 3

And thelr balterbes on as tara'd

Then Porter burst ot fnom his nidriaes,
In jets of fery spray,

As ifp voleano had opend
Where his lenfclad vessels lny.,

Howling, and sereeching, and whizzing,
Tha bombeshells arch'd on high,

JAnd then, ke gigantic meliocs,
Dropp'd swiftly from the sky—

Ivopp'd down on the low, doom®d fortress
A pingue of iron deatl,

Bhatiering earth and granite to atoms
With tlwir paffs of snlplareos brenth,

The whole alr quaked and shudder'd
As the great globes rose and fell,
Amd the Mazing shores look'd awhal
As the open gates of hell, -

Fort Jackson and Fort 58 Philip,
And the battery on the right,

By Lhis time were fashing and thunder]ng
Ot fnto the monrky night,

Through the hialks and thé cablos, sundor'd
By the bold Trasca's crew,

Went Bailey In silence, though round bim
‘The slvi:Ha nnd the grape-shot Hew,

Ho answer he made 1o their welcoines,
‘Fill nbemmn St Pkl bore

Then, oh ! bag sent them o gresting
In s broadsides’ steady roar!

Meanwhile, e old man o the Hariford
Had ranged 1o Fort Jacksans side ;
What nskght ! he salow d hiseongines
Tl b bapedy stemmed the thde,

Tes, ppused In that deadly tornaito
OF ease-shot and shell ansd ball.
Fota cable's tengtls from (e for!ress,
And be lay there, wood Lo well ! x

Have ¥ou any netben, you Inndsmen,
Who bvve peen o feld-Aght won,
OF canlster, grape-shiot, dnd shrapnell

Hurl'd out feom & ten-toel gan?

¥ tell you, thé ale s nigh solld
With the howling Iron Dight; :

And “twas such @ tem pest blew o'er s
Where the Martford lay that night,

Ferch'd alofl in the forward rlggiog,
With his vestiess eyes nglow,

Bat Farragut, shoatlng bis ovders
To the men who fought belew,

Were nﬂntm and rent in twaliy,

And the masses seomed atowly melting,
Like sngw inn toreld ralin,




Rl T Ty TR T N T T WL
Between us and the foe
A torrent of blaxing VAT
Was lenping to and fro:

While the fort, like & mighty cauldros, |
Was boillng ®ith Aame and smoke, |
And the stowe few nloft in frogments,
And the brick into pewier broke, |

8o thick fll the clouds o'er the river |
Vou could hardly ses vour hand,

Whan we heard feom the foremast vigglng
Ol Farragut's sharp conmand ¢

" Full hewd ! Steain across to S, Phitip?
Starboard batiery, mind your g !

Foreenstle, there, shift YOUE Pivods! Now
Give thim & taste of the sape ™

EL. Phitlp grow faint in replying,
IUs volos of thunder was drown'd,

“Buot, hn! whal isthis? Back the engingst
Back, back! The ship is nground =

And daown the swilt carvent CAILE SWerplng
A raft spouting sparks and TR
Fush’d on by an ironclad rebel,
Under our paort side If cane

Al oned fhe good Hartford was hlazing,
Below, aloft, fire snd wit,

" Wea are losti® * No, no; wo are moving ™
Awny whirled the crackling raft.

The fire was soon quench’d, e last brondslde |
We gave 1o the surly forl; |

For nbove us the rebwl gunloais H
Were wiveeling lige divils g SPEorE.

And Into anre vacant stagion
Hid gllded o balky foru:

"Fwas Craven's stoup Brooklyn, demandiug
Her sbare of the forlous storm,

We canld lear the shot of &, Phil i
Ring ou ber armar of chinin,

Al the crssh of ler uswering hroadsiles
Taking and giving again,

We eould henr the low growl of Craven,
And Lowey's volee, elear and ol

While they swept off the rebel ramparis
As cleat a8 your open Juilma,

Then ranging close under oup gumrier,
Ok buarst fromm the smoky fogs

The queen of the waves, the Varoga.
The ship of the bold Charley Baggs,

He waved his Bl cap as e passed s
The blood of bis glorieus rams,

OF Lawrence the hero, was burming  —— ~ ——

~ Unee more in a living fce,

Rlght and left flash'd hls heavy brondaides;
Hams, guobonis—i mstter's o g
B retel fng Aoated
Was a target for his shot.

Al harning amnd sinking -around bim
Lay five of the foe: bal he .

The victor, seem'd doomd with the vanguish'd,
When slong dash'd the gallant Les,

And ha ook up the bloody ecoantlict,
A, so well his part he bore,

That the river rmn fre bihind i,
And glimmer'd from shore fo shore,

Bot while powder wonld burn in & cannon,
“Till the water deown'd s deck,

Boggs ponnded away with his pivots
From his slowly-settling wreek.,

T think our old capiaing in hepven,
AR they look"d upon those deeds,
Wire prowd of the fower of that navy

OF which they planted Uiy sepdls,

Panl Jones, the ko Ighi-errant of ooean,
Decatar, the lord of the seas,

Hull, Lawrence, and Rainbridge, and Biddle,
And Perry, the peer of all these,

If Porter beleld his descendant
Witk some hinmpn pride on his lip,
I irust, throngh the mercy of Heaven,
His soul was forgiven that alkp.

Amd thow, living veteran, * O Transides,
The last of the splendid 1ina,

Thow link “twixt 1he old and new glory,
I know what feelings were tine,

When the snn look'd over the tree taps,

We found onrselves—Heaven knows how—
Above the griny forts; and that instant

A swoke broke from Farrgoe's bow g

And over the river came Hoating
"The sound of the morning gun,

Al the Stars wnd Siripes damesd np ihe hallards,
And glitter'd agninst the sun,

Oh! then wiat 2 shout from ihe squadrons,
As g follow's fag, 110 (e day

Was bright with tie Beaulill standard,
And wild with the viciors hugesr

But three ships wire mibssing: the oihers
Had passed thromgh Ut cureent of fHame;

And each scar on teir shattoped bulwarks
Waa touch'd by the finger of Fame,

- Below ws ihe forts of the Tebels
Lay inthe tranes of despair: =
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