Mother :
g IZ is ;ith much pleasure that I am able to inform you of my

good health, whereabouts and I am at our old camp where we have
been for so long since the great battle of Murfreesboro. I am

well and still driving an ambulance.

It is some time since I have heard from you. But I hope

this will meet you in good health, spirits &
Here is 2 song I send that is founded upon facts And when you read
it Jjust imagine it was your son Morton that was there

I hear from Mary (Spute ?) quite often now she and Eddy are
well as usual & And I want you to write to me and tel me all
about your self Mary & Eddy also And T want you to write and tel
me how you and Mary came to break up house keeping I want you to tel
me all the particulars no keep any thing back.
And I will bring my letter to a close for I Hont think of any
thing of importance to write, and I remain your affectionate son

Morton Long
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"On Picket Guard at Stone's River"
by Morton Long

Tis midnight and the twinkling stars
Shine brightly from on high

And not a cloud is shadowing now,
The war like Southern sky,

I am stationed in a cedar grove

The picket post to stand

And listening for the stealthy tread
Of traitors close at hand

Choxrus
Now many thousands gone to rest
We know that they are free
Their bodies smouldering in the dust
Over the plains of Tennessee

I see their burning campfires now
Upon the distant hill

And hear the screech owl's dismal cry
And feel more lonely still

I hear the groans of woumhded men

That still lie on the field

And many more my eyes can see

With life forever sealed

And others far through this dismal night
These mournfull sounds arise

And many a patriot finds a grave
Beneath this Southern Sky

The light of day doth now appear
All beautiful and bright

I see the movements of cur troops
Tis to renew the fight,

Our picket is now engaged

With the rebel skirmishes

And now the order comes to us

Fall on your reserves

Oh! Yonder comes the rebel iline
They're marching on our flank

Stand fast brave brave our Gen'ral cues
We'll soon thin out their ranks.

Our battery stationed on the right,
The Chicago Board of Trade,

Now opens fire on their ranks

And with them havoc made

And now the battle rages on

In all it horrid might

And soon the traitors see they can
No father turn our right






