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PREFACE TO HOSPITAT, SKETCHES.

Tursk sketches, taken from letters hastily written
in the few leisure moments of a very busy life, make
no pretension to literary merit, but are simply a brief
record of one person’s hospital experience. As such,
they are republishedy with their many faults but par-
tially amended, lest in retouching they should lose
whatever force or freshness the inspiration of the time
may have given them.

To those who have objected to a « tone of levity ” in
some portions of the sketches; I desire to say that the
“wish to make the best of every thing, and send home
cheerful 1ep01ts even from that saddest of scenes, an
army hospital, probably produced the impression of
levity upon those who have never known the sharp
contrasts of the tragic and comie in‘such a life:

That Nurse Periwinkle gave no account of her
religious services, thereby showing a “sad want iof
Christian experience,” can only be explained by the
fact, that it would have as soon occurred to her to
print the letters written for the men, their penitent
confidences, or their dying messages, as to mention

\ @)
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the prayers she prayed, the hymns she sung, the
sacred' words she read; while the «Christian experi-
ence” she was receiving then and thor'e' was. far too
deep and earnest to be recorded in a newspaper.

The unexpected favor with which the lttle book
was greeted, and the desire for a new cdition, inerease
the author’s regret that it is not more worthy such a
kind reception. = . L. M. A.

CoNCORD, Mareh, 1869.

THOSPITAL SKRICHES,

|
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CHAPTER 1.
OBTAINING SUPPLIES.

T waNT somebhmo- to do.”
T]us remark being addresst,d to the world in general no
one in particalar felt it their duty to reply ; so I repeated it

“to the smaller world about me, received the following sugges-.

tions, and sottled the matter by answering my own inquiry, as
people are apt to do when vory much in earnest. _
““ Write a book,” quoth the author of my being.”
¢ Don’t I%now enough, siv.  First live, then write.”
© «Tyry teaching again,”’ suggested my mother.
« No thank you, ma’am, ten years of that is enough.
“ Tyke a husband like my Darby, and fulfill your mission,”
said sister Joan, home on a visit.
¢ Can't afford expensive luxurier 000b1ddy |
¢ MTurn actress, and immortal’ - ar name,” said sxster
Vashti, striking an attltude : '
-« T won’s.””
«Go nurso the soldiers,” mdmy young neighbor, Tom,p'mtr
, ing for « the tented field.” :

«“ T will 1”

b ]
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So far, very good. Here was the will, and “plenty of it;
now for the way. - At first sight not a foot of it appeared; but
that didn’t matter, for the Periwinkles are a hopeful race.
Their erest is an anchor, with three cock-a-doodles crowing
atop.  They all wear rose- olored speetacles, and arve lineal do

scendants of the inventor of aerial architecture. An how’s.

conversation on the subjeet set the whole family in a blaze of
enthustasm. A model hospital was creeted, and cach mom-
ber had accepted an honorable post therein. The paternal 1.

was chaplain, the maternal P, was matron, and all the youth-

ful P.’s filled the pod of futurity with achievements whose

brilliancy eclipsed the glories of the present and the past.
Arriving at this satisfactory conclusion, the meeting ad--

journed ; and the fact that Miss Tribulation was available as
army nurse went abroad on the wings of the wind.
In a few days a townswoman heard of my desire, approved

- of it, and brought about an interview with one of the sister-

hood which I wished to join, who was at home on n furlough,
and able and 'Willing to satisfy all inquiries. A morning chat

-with Miss General 8.—we hear no end of Mrs. Gonerals, why

not a Miss ?—produced three vesulis: I felt that T eould do
the work, was offered a place, and accepted it promising not

* to desext, but stand ready to march on Washmgton at an

hour’s notice.

A few days were necessary for:the lettm containing my ro-
quest and recommendation to reach headquarters, and another,

containing my commission, to return ; therefore no time was

to be lost; and heartily thanking my pair of friends, I tore

home through the December stush as if the rebels were after

-me, and like many another recruit, burst in upon my family
‘with the announcement—.

“I’ve enlisted ! >’

d
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An impressive gilence followed. 'Tom, the irrepressible,
broke it with a slap on the shoulder and the graceful com-
pliment— ' -

“ Old Trib, you're a tramp !

“Thank you; then U'll take somethmo* :”’ which I did, in

TJT

the shape of dinner, recling off my nows at the rate of three

dozen words to a mouthful ; and as cvery one else talked

equally fast, and all together, the scene was most inspiring.
As boys going ‘to sea immediately become nautical in speech,

walk ag if they already had theiv *“ sea legs >’ on, and shiver

their timbers on all possible occasions, so I twrned military at

onee, called my dinner my rations, saluted all new comers,
and ordercd a dress parade that very afternoon. Iaving re-

viewed every rag I possessed, I detailed some for picket duty

while airing over the fence ; some to the sanitary influences of
the wash-tub ; others to mount guard in the trunk ; while the

“weak and wounded went to the W01 k-bagket IIospltal to be

made ready for active serviee again. To this sqmd I devoted
myself for a wock ; but all was done, and I had time to getb
powdrf’ully,impatient before the letter came. It did arive
however, and brought a disappointment along with its good
will and friendliness, for it told me that the place in the Ar-
mory Hospital that I supposed I was to take, was already

filled, and a much less desivable one at Hwly-burly House

was offered instead. | )

«That's just your luck, Trib. I'll take your trunk up
garret for you again ; for of course you won’t go,” Tom re-
marked, with the disdainful pity which small boys affect when
they get into their teens. I was wavering in my seeret soul,
but that settled the mattor, and 1 crushed him on the spob

. with martial brewty-—-—

“Tt is now onc ; 1 shall march at six.”

el
i
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I have a confused recollection of spending the afternoon in

~ pervading the house like an exccutive whirlwind, with my
family swarming after me, all working, talking, prophesying
and lamenting, while T packed my * go-abroady » possessions,

tumbled the rest into two big boxes, danced on the lids till

they shut, and gave them.in charge, with the direction,—
“If I never come back, make a bonfire of them.”
Then I choked down a eup of tea, generously salted instead

of sugared, by some agitated relative, shouldered my knap- |

sack—it was only a traveling bag, but do let me preserve the
unitics—hugged my family three times all round without a

vestige of unmanly emotion, till a certain dear old lady broke

down.upon my neck, with a despairing sort of waile—
¢ Ob, my dear, my dear, how can T let you go?”
“ Pl stay if you say so, mother.”
. But T don’t ; go, and the Lord will take caro of you.”
" Much of the Roman matron’s coarage had pone into the
Yankee matron’s composition, and, in spite of her tears, she

would have sent ten sons to the war, had she possessed them,

~ as freely-as she sent one daughter, smiling and flapping on the
door-step till I vanished, though the eyes that followed me
were very dim, and the handkerchief she waved was vory
wet. - ‘ .
My transit from The Gables to the village depot was a funny
mixture of good wishes and good byes, mud-puddles and shop-
ping. A December twilight is not the most cheering time to
enter upon a somewhat perilous enterprise, and, but for the
presence of Vashti and neighbor Tom, I fear that I might
have added a drop of the briny to the native moisture of—
' - g8 Thé to.wn I left behind me ;7

though I’d no thought of giving out: oh, bless you, no!l

When the engine gereeched “ Hlere we are,” I clutched my

IIOSPI'L‘AL SKLTCHES. 7

escort in a fervent embrace, and skipped into the car with as
blithe a farewell as if going ou a bridal tour—though T be-
lieve brides don’t usually wear cavernous black bonnets and
fuzzy brown coats, with a hair-brosh, a pair of rabbers, two
books, and a bag of ginger-bread distorting the pockets of the
same. I T thought that any one would believe it, I’d boldly

~ state that I slept from C. to B., which would simplify matters

immensely ; but as T know they wouldn’t, Il confass that
the head under the funereal coal-hod fermented with all man-
ner of high thoughts and heroie purposes *“ to do or die,” —
perhaps both ; and the heatt undor the fuzzy brown. coat felt
very tender with the memory of the dear old lady, probably
sobbing over her army socks and the loss of her topsy-turvy
Trib. At this juncture I took the veil, and what I did be-
hind it is nobody’s business ; but I maintain that the soldier
who cries when his mother says ¢ Good bye,”” is the boy to

fight best, and die bravest, when the time comes, or go back

to her better than he went. |

"1l nine o’clock I trotted about the:city streets, doing those
last errands which no woman would even go to heaven with.
out attempting, if she could. -Then I went to my usual ref-
uge, and, fully intending to keep awake, as a sort of vigil

appropriate to the vecasion, fell fast asleep and dreamed pro-

pitious dreams till my rosy-faced cousin waked me with a kiss.
A bright day smiled upon my enterprise, and at ten I re-
ported myself to iy General, received last instructions and

‘no end of the sympathetic cncouragement which women give,

in look, touch, and tone more effectually than in words. The
next step was to geta free pass to Washington, for I'd mno

desire to waste my substance on railroad companies when

“ the boys *” needed even a spinster’s mite. A friend of mine

had proeured such a pass, and T was bent on doing likewise,

e e e s P
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though I had to face the president of the railroad to aeeomphsh ‘

- I’'m a bashful individual, though I can’t get any one to
beheve it; so it cost me a great offort to poke about the

Womestel_ depot till the right door appeared, then walk into a 7

room containing several gentlemen, and blunder out my re-
quest in a high state of stammer and blush.
have beeil more courteous than this dreaded President, but it

was evident that I had mado as absurd a demand as if I had

asked for the.nose off his respectable face. ~ e referred mo
to the Governor at the State House, and I backed out, leaving
him no doubt to regret that such mild- maniacs - were left at
large. Here was a Seylla and Charybdis business: as if a

President wasn’t trying enougl, without the Governor of Mas- -

sachusetts and the Hub of the Hub on top of that.
B ! never can do it,” thought I.  ¢“'Tom will hoot at you if
youdon't,” whispered the inconvenient little voice that is always

goading people to the performance of disagreeable duties, and

always appeals to the most effective agent to produce the prop-
er result: The dea of allowing any boy that: ever wore a

felt basin and a shoddy jacket with a microscopic tail, to crow.

“over me, was preposterous, so giving myself a mental slap for

such faint-heartedness, I streamed away across the Common, -

wondering if T ought to say ¢ your Honor,” or simply * Sir,”
and decided” upon the latter, fortifying myself with recolloe-
tions of an evening in'a charming green librar v, where I be-
held the Governor placidly consuming oysters, and laughmg
as if Massachusetts was a myth, and he had no heavmr burden
on his shoulders than his host’s handsome Hands.

Like an energetic fly in a very large cobweb, I struggled
 through the State House, getting into all the wrong rooms and
none of the right, till T turned desperate, and went into one,
resolving not to come out till I’d mado somebody hear and

Nothing could, -
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answer me. I suspect that of all the wrong places I had
* blundered into, this was the most so. But I didn’t care ; and,
though the apartment was full of soldiers, surgeons, stavers,
and spittoons, I cornered a perfeetly incapable person, and
pmceeded to pump for information with the following re-
sult : , :
“ Was the Governor anywhere about
No, he wasn’t.
“ Could he tell me where to look ?”
No, ho couldn’t.
““ Did he know anything about free passes i
No, he didn’t.
“ Was thero any ono there of whom I could inquire ?”?
Not a perso
“Did he know of any place whele information could be
obtained 7"’ '
Not s place.
““ Could he throw the smallest gleam of light upon the mat-
ter, in any way 1"’ |
- Not a ray.
. T am naturally iraszible, and if I could have shaken this
negative gentloman vigorously, the relief would have been
, immense. The prejudices of society forbidding this mode of
v redress, I merely glowered at him ; and, b(,fme my wrath -
| found vent in words, my General appeared, having secn me

.

Ty from an opposite window, and come to know what I was about.

At her command the languid - gentleman woke up, and troub-
led himself to remember that Major or Sergeant or something. -
Me K. knew all about the tickets, and his office wag in Milk
Strect. I perked up instanter, and then, as if thid exertion.
was too much for lnm, what did this animated wet blanket do
“but add— Sy
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T think Me X. may. have left Milk Street, now, and I
don’t know where he has gone.”

- * Never mind ; the new comers will know where ho has
moved to, my dear, so don’t be discouraged ; and if you don’t
sueceed, come to me, and we will see what' to do next,” said
my General.

I blessed her in a fer\vent manner and a cool hall, fluttered
round the corner, and bore down upon Milk street, bent on
discovering- Mc K if such a being was to be found. He
wasn’t, and the i 1gnorance of the neighborhood was really piti-
able. Nobody knew anything, and after tumbling over bun-
dles of leather, bumping against big boxes, being nearly anni-
hilated by descending bales, and sworn at by aggravated
truckmen, I finally elicited the advice to Jook for Me K. in
Haymarket Square. Who my informant was I've really for-
gotten ; f"o:',‘having hailed several busy gentlemen, some one of
them fabrieated this delusive quictus for the perturbed spirit,
who instantly departed to the sequestered locality he named.
If I had been in search of the Koh-i-noor diamond I should
have been as likely to find it there as any vestige of Me K.
I stared at signs, inquired in shops, invaded an cating house,
visited the recruiting tent in the middle of the Square, mado
myself a nuisance generally, and accumulated fine samples of
mud from every gutter I fell into. All in vain; and I
mournfully turned my face toward the General’s, foeling that
I should be forced to enrich the railvoad company after all,
when, suddenly, T heheld that admirable young man, brother-
in-law Darby Coobiddy, Hsq. I arrested him with a burst
of news, and wants, and woes, which caused lllb manly coun-
tenance kv loso its usual Iepose.

“ Ob, my dear boy, I'm going to Washington at five, and

I can’t find the free ticket man, and there won’t be time toseo

IIOSPI']‘AL SKETOHES. 11

“Joan, and I’m go tired and cross L don’t know what to do;

and will you help me, like a cherub as you are 7’
““ O, yes, of conrse. I know a fellow who will set us

right,”” responded Darby, mildly excited, and darting into

some kind of an office, held counsel with an invisible angel,

- who-sent him out radiant. ‘¢ All serene. I've got him. I’ll"

sce you through the business, and then get Joan from the
Dove Cote in time to sce you off.”

I'm a woman’s rights woman, and if any man had offercd
help in the morning, I should have condcscendmgly refused. -
it, sure that I could do everything as well, if not better, my-
self. My strong-mindedness had rather abated since then,
and I was now quite ready to be a * timid trembler,”” if neces-
sary. Dear me ! how easily Darby did it all : he just asked
one.question, received an answer, tucked me under his arm,
and in ten minutes I stood in the presence of Mc K., t
Desired.

“ Now my troubles are over,” thought I, and as usual Was
dircfully mistaken,

“Yon will have to got a pass from Dr. II., in Temple.

~ Place, before I can give you a pass, madam,” answered Me

K., as blandly as if be wasn’t carrying desolation to my soul.
Oh, indeed ! why didn’t he send me to Dorchester Heights,
India Wharf, or Bunker Hill Monument, and done with it ?
Iere T was, after a morning’s tramp, down in some place about
Dock Square, and was told to step to Temple Place. Nor
was that all ; he might as well have asked me to cateh a hum-
mmw-—bnd toast o salamandu or call or: the man in the moon,

as hnd a Dostor at home at the busiest hour of the day. Tt
way a blow ; but weariness had CXtHWUIShLd enthusiasm, and .
resignation clnthcd me.ag a garment. I sent Darby for Joan,

| and d% edly paddleﬂ off, ieo}mg that mud was my native ele-
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* ment, and quite sure that the evening papers would announce

 the- appearance of the Wandering dJew, in femmme habili-
ments, ,

«Is Dr. H. in 7’ |

“ No, mum, he aint.” - :

Of coupse he wasn’t ; I knew that before I asked: and,
cobsidering it all in the llght. of a hollow mockery, added:

" ¢ When will he probably return 7’

It the damsel had said, * ten to-night,” I should have felt
grim satisfaction, in the fulfillment of my own dark propheey ;
but she said, ** At two, mum ;”’ and Ifelt it a personal insult.

« "1l call, then. Tell him my businoss is important :” with
~ which mysteriously delivered message I departed; hoping that
L left her consumed with curiosity ; for mud rendered me an
object of interest.

By way of resting myself, I crossed the Common, for the

third time, bespoke the carriage, got some lunch, pr acked my

purchases, smoothed my plumage, and was back again, ag the
clock struck two.
morally certain that he would not, till, having waited till the
last minute, I was driven to buy a ticket, and, five minutes
after the irrevocable deed was done, he would bo at my serv-
ico, 'with all manner of helpful documents and directions.
Everything goes by contraries with me; so, having made up
my mind to be disappointed, of course L wasn’t; for, present-
ly, in walked Dr. H., and no sooncr had he heard my errand,

and glanced at my credentials, than he said, with the most en-

gaging readiness :
“I Wlll .give you the order, with pleasure, madam.”
~ Words connot express how sootbing and delightful it was to
find, at last, somebody who could do what I wanted, without
sending me from Dan to Beersheba, for a dozen other bodics

The Doctor hadu’t come yet ; and L was
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to do something else ﬁlét Peaco doscended, like -oil, upon
the ruffled waters of my being, as I sat listening to the busy
seratch of hispen ; and, when he twrned about, giving me not
only the order, but a paper of directions wherewith to smooth
away all difficulties between Boston and Washington, I felt as
did poor Christian when the Evangelist gave him the seroll,

~on the safe side of the Slough of Despond. I've no doubt
‘many dismal nursos have inflicted themselves upon the worthy

gentleman since then ; but I am sure none have been more
kindly helped, or ave more grateful, than T. P. ; for that short
interview added anuther to the many pleasant associations that
already surround his name.

Fecling myself no longer a' ** Martha Struggles ” but a
comfortable young woman, with plain sailing before her, and -
the worst of the voyage well over, I once more presented my-
self to the valuable Me I{. The order was read, and certain
vrinted papers, neeessary to be filled out, were given a young

- gentleman—no, I prefer to say Boy, with a scornful emphasis

upon the word, as the only means of revenge now left me.
'Bhis Bov, instead of doing his duty with tho diligence 50
charming in the young, loitered and lounged, in a manner
which proved his education to have been sadly neglected in -
the— '

‘“ How doth the littlo busy bee,”

direction. He stared at me, gaped out of the window, ate
peanuts, and gossiped with his neighbors—Boys, like himself,
and all penned in a vow, like colts at a Cattle Show. I don’t
imagine he knew the anguish he was inflicting ; for it wis
nearly three, the train left at five, and I had my ticket to get
my dinner to eat, my blessed sister to see, and the depot to
reach, if I didu’t die of apoplexy. Meanwhile Patience
certainly had hel perfeet work ‘that day, and I hope she en-
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joyed the job more than I did. Having waited some twenty
minutes, it pleased thi§ reprebensible Boy to make various,
marks and blots on my documents, toss them to a veperable
creature of sixteen, who delivered them to me with such pa-
ternal directions, that it only necded a pat on the head and an
encouraging—* Now run home to your Ma, little girl, and
mind the crossings, my dear,”’ to make the illusion quito per-
fect. - : : '

“Why I was sent to a steamboat offico for car tickets, is not

for me to say, though I went as meeklyas T should have gone

to the Probate Court, if sent. A fat, easy gentleman gave

me several bits of paper, with coupons attached, with a warn-
ing not to separate them, which instantly inspired me with a -

yearning to pluck them apart, and see what came of it. ‘:E%ut,
remembering through what fear and tribulation I had obtained
them, I curbed Satan’s promptings, and, clutching my prize, as
if it were my pass to the Llysian Fields, I hurried home.
Dinner was rapidly consumed ; Joan enhghtened comforted,
and kissed ; the dearest of apple—faced cousins hugged ; the
Lkindest of apple-faced cousing’ fathers subjected to the same
process; and I mounted the ambulance, baggage-wagon, or
anything you please but hack, and drove away, too tued to
feel excited, sorry, or glad.

e
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CHAPTER II.

A FORWARD MOVEMENT.

As travelers like to give their own 1mpreq&uons of a journey,
though every inch of the road may have been described a
half a dozen times before, I add some of the notes made by
the way, hoping that they will amuse the reader, and con-
vince tho skeptical that such a being as Nurse Periwinkle
does. cxist, that she really did go to Waqhmrrton and that
these Sketches are not romance, '

New York Train—Seven P. M.—Spinning along ‘to take
the boat at New London.  Very comfortable ; munch ginger-
bread, and Mrs. C.’s fine pear, which deserves honorable men-
tion, becanse my fivst loneliness was comforted by it, and pleas-
ant recolleetions of both kindly sender and bearer. ILook
much at Dr. TL.’s paper of directions——put my tickets in ev-
ery coneeivable place, that they may be get—atiablo, and finish
by losing them entirely. Suffer agonies till a compassionate
neighbor pokes them out of a erack with his pen-kmfe Put
them in the inmost corngr of my purse, that in the deepest
recesses of my pocket pile a collection of miscellancous arti-
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cles atop, and pin up the whole.  Just get composed, feeling
that T’ve donoe my best to keep them safely, when the Con-
ductor appears, and I’'m forced to rout them all out again, ox-
posing my precautions, and getting into a flutter at keeping
the man waiting.  Finally, fasten them on the seat before me,
and keep ono eye steadily upon tho yellow torments, till I for-
et all about them, in chat with the gentleman who shares my

zeat. Having heard complaints of the absurd way -in which

American women become images of petrified propricty; if ad-
dressed by strangefs, ‘when traveling alone, the inborn per-
‘versity of my nature causcs me to assume an entirely oppo-
site style of deportment ; and, finding my cowpanion hails
from Little Athens, is acquainted with several of my three
- hundred and sixty-five cousins, and in every way a respecta-
ble and respeetful'l?i’ember of society, I put my bashfulness in

my pocket, and plunge into a long conversation on the war,

the weather, music, Carlyle, skating, genius, hoops, and the
immortality of the soul. '

Ten, P. M.—Very slecpy. Nothing to be seen outside,
but darkness made visible ; nothing inside but every. variety
of bunch into which the human form can be twisted, rolled,
or ““ massed,”’ as Miss Prescott says of her jewels. Ivery
man’s legs sprawl drowsily, every woman’s head (but ine,)
nods, till it finally settles on somebody’s shoulder, a new proof
of the truth of the everlasting oak and vine simile ; children
fret ; lovers whisper; old follks snore, and somebody privately
]mblbes brandy, when the lamps go out. The penetrating
perfume rouses the multitude, eausing somge to start up, like
war horses at the smell of powder. When the lamps are re-
lighted, every one laughs, sniffs, and looks inquiringly at his
neighbor—every one but a stout gentleman, who, with well-
gloved hands folded upon his broad-cloth rotunuity, sleeps on
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impressively. Had he been innocent, he would have waked
up ; for, to slamber in that babe-like manner, with a car fall
of glfmlmrr staring, sniffing humanity, was simply preposter-
ous. . Public suspicion was down upon him at once. I doubt
it the appearance of a flat black bottle with a label would
have settled the matter more effectually than did the over dig-
nified and profound repose of this short-sighted being. His
moral neck-cloth, virtuous boots, and pious attitude availed

~Jin nothing, and it was well he kept his eyes shut, for

“ Humbug ! twinkled at him from overy window-pane, brass

~ nail and human eye around him.

Lileven, . M.—In the boat “.Ci.ty of Boston,” escorted

~ thither by my car acquaintance, and deposited in the cabin.

Trying to look as if the greater portion of my life had been
passed on board boats, but painfully conscious that I don’t
know the first thing ; so sit bolt upright, and stare about me
till T hear one ladv say to another—* We must secure our
berths at once ;”” whereupon I dart at one, and, while leisurely |
taking off my cloak wait to discover what the second move

may be. Several Iadies draw the curtaing that hang in a
semi-circle before each nest—instantly I whisk mine- smartly
together, and then peep out to see what next. Gradually, on
lyooks above the blue and yellow drapery, appear the coats
and bonnets of my neighbors, while their boots and shoes, in
overy imaginable attitude, assert themselves belew, as if their
owners had committed ‘suicide in a body. A violent ecreak-
ing, scrambling, and fussing, causes the fact that people are
going regularly to bed to dawn upon my mind. Of course -
they are ; and so am I—but pause at the seventh pin, remem-
bering that as I was born to be drowned, an clmlble onportu-
nity now presents itself ; and, having twice escaped 4 watery
grave, the third immersion will certainly extinguish my vital
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spark. - The boat is new, but if it ever intends to blow up,
spring a leak, cateh afire, or bo run into, it will do the deed
to-night, because I’'m here to fulfill my destiny. = With tragie
~ calmness I resign myself, replace my pins, lash my purse and
papers together, with my handkerchief, examine the saving
circumference of my hoop, and look about me for any means
of deliverance when the moist moment shall arrive ; for I'vo
no intention of folding my hands and bubbling to death with-
out an energetic splashing first. Barrels, hen:coops, portable
settees, and life-preservers do not adorn the cabin, as they
~should ; and, roving wildly to and fro, my cye sces no ray of
hope till it falls upon a plamp old lady, devoutly reading in
the cabin Bible, and a voluminous night-cap. T remember
that, at the swimming school, fat girls always floated best, and
in an instant my plan|is laid. At the first alarm I firmly
attach myself to the plunp lady, and eling to her through

fire aud water ; for I feel that my old enemy, the eramp, will:

seize me by the foot, if I attempt to swim ; and, thourﬂ) I ean
hardly expect to reach Jersey 01ty with myself and my bag-
gage in ag good condition as T hoped, [ might manage to get
picked up by holding to my fat friend ; if not it will b(, 1!
comfort to feel that I’ve made an cffort and shall die in good

society. Poor dear woman! how little she dreamed, as she

read and rocked, with her capin a high state of starch, and her
feet comfortably cooking at the register, what fell designs

were hovering about: heF, and how intently a small but de-.

termined eye watched her, till it suddenly closed.

- Sleep got the better of fear to such an extent that my boots
appeared to gape, and my bonnet nodded on its peg, before 1
gave in. Having piled my cloak, bag, rubbers, books and
umbrella on tho lower shelf, 1 drowsily swarmed on to the

upper one, tumbling down a few times, and excoriating the
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'kﬁobby portions of my frame in the act. A very brief nap

on the upper roost was enough to set me gasping as if a dozen
feather beds and the whole boat were laid over me. Out I
turned ; and, after a series of convulsions, which caused my
neighbor to ask if T wanted the stewardess, I managed to get
my luggage up and myself down. Dut even in the lower
berth, my rest was not unbroken, for various articles kept
dropping off the little shelf at the bottom of the bed, and every
time I flew up, thinking my hour had come, I bumped
m_‘/ head severely against the little shelf at the top, evidently
put theis for that express purpose. At last, after listening to
the swash of the waves outside, wondering if the machinery
usually ereaked in that way, and watching a knot-hole in the
side of my berth, sure that death [would creep in there as
soon as I took my eye from it, I dlopped asleep, and dreamed
of muffins. )

Five, A. M.~~On dcck trying to wake up and GBJOY an
‘east wind and a morning fog, and a twilight sort of view of
something on the shore. Ra.pldly achieve my purpose, and -
do enjoy every moment, as we go rushing through the Sound,
with steamboats passing up and down, lights dancing on the
shore, mist wreaths slowly furling off, and a pale pink sky
above us, as the sun comes up.

Seven, A. M.—In the cars, at Jersey City. Much fuss
with tickets, which one man seribbles over, another snips, and
a third * makes note on.”” . Partake of refreshment, in the
ploom of a very large and dixty depot. Think that my sand-
wiches would be more relishing without so strong a flavor of
napkin, and my gingerbread more easy of consumption if it
had not been palverized by being sat upen. People act as if
ealy traveling didn’t agree with them. Childven seream and
scamper ; men smoke and gowl ; women shiver and fret ; por-

¢
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- tevs swear ; greattruck horses pace up and down with loads of
baggage ; and every one scems to get into the wrone car, and
554EE 3 y 2 &

come tumbling out again, One man, with three children, a-

dog, a bird-cage, and several bundles, puts himself and his
possessions into every possible plaoe whero a man, throe chil-
dren, dog, bird-cage and bundles could be got, and is satisfied
- with none of them. T follow their movements, with an in-
terest that is really exhausting, and, as they vauish, hope for
rest, but don’t get it. A strong-minded woman, with a tum-
bler in her band, and no ecloak or shawl on, comes rushing
through the car, talking londly to a small porter, who lugs a
folding bed after her, and looks as if life were a bulden to
him. :

“ You promised to have it ready. It is not 1e.1dy It must

be a car with a wator jar, the windows must be shut, the fire

must be kept up, the blinds must. be down,. No, this won’t |

do. I shall go through the whole train, and suit myself, for
yon prormsed to have it ready. Tt is not ready,” &e., all
through again, like a hand-organ. She haunted the cars, the
depot, the oflice and baggage«room, with her bed, her tumbler,
and her tongue, till the train started ; and a sense of fervent
gratitude filled my soal, when T found that sho and ber un-
known invalid were not to share our car.

Philadelphia.— An old place, full of Dutch women, in

““ bellus top ” bonnets, sclling vegetables, in long, open mar-

‘kets.  Fvery one seems to be serubbing their white steps.
All the houses look like tidy jails, with their outside shutters.
Several have erape on the deor-handles, and many have flags

flying from Toof or baleony.  Few men appear, and Lhe
women seem to do the business, which, perhaps, accounts for
its being so well done.  Pass fine buildings, but don’t know
what they are, Would like to stop and see my native city;

U S . . . . R—
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for, having left it at the tendel age of two, my reco]lectmns_

are not v1v1d

Laltimore—A. big, dirty, shlppy, shiftless place, full of
goats, geese, colored people; and coal, at least the part of it I
sce.. - Pass near the spot where tho riot took place, and feel ag
it I should enjoy throwing a stone at somebody, hard.  Find
a guard at the ferry, the depot, and hero and there, along the
mad A camp whitens one hillside, and a cavalry training

school, or whatever it should be ealled, is a very 1ntelestmg

sight, with quantities of horses and riders galloping, march-
ing, leaping, and skirmishing, over all manner of break-neck

- places. A party of English people get in——the men, with

sandy hair and red whiskers, all trimmed alike, to a hair ;
rough grey coats, very rosy, clean faces, and a fine, full way
of speaking, which is particularly agrecable, after our slip-
shod American gabble. The two ladies wear funny velvet

- fur-trimmed hoods ; are done up, like compact bundles, in tar

tan shawls ; and look as if bent on secing everything thorough-
ly. 'The devotion of one clderly John Bull to his red-nosed
spouse was really beautiful to behold.  She was plain and
cross, and fussy and stupid, but J. B., Hsq., read no papers
when she was awake, turned no cold shoulder when she wished
to sleep, and cheerfully said, * Yes, moe dear,” to every wish
or want the wife of his bosom expressed. T quite warmed to

the excellent man, and asked a question or two, as the only-

means of expressing my good will. Tle answered very eiv-
illy, but cvidently hadn’t been used to being addressed by

= strange women in public conveyances ; and MIS B. fixed her
' green eyos upon me, as if she thought me a forward huzzy, or
3

whatever is good English for a presuming young woman. The
pair Ieft their fiiends hefore we reached Washington ; and the

last T saw of them was a vision of a lav ge plaid lady, btallunnf .

[
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- grimly away, on the arm of a rosy, stout gentlemam, loadud‘

with rugs, bags, and books, but still devoted, still smiling, and
waving a hearty < Fare ye well ! We’ll meot yo at Willard’s
-on Chusday.” :

Soon after their departure we had an-accident ; for no long
journey in America would be complete without one. A coup-
ling iron brole ; and, after leaving the last car behind us, we
waited for it to come up, which it did, with a crash that
knocked every one forward on their faces, and eaused several
old ladies to sereech dismally. . Hats flew off, bonnets were
flattencd, the stove skipicd, the lamps fell down, the wator
jar turned a somersaunlt, and the wheel just over which T sat
roceived some damage. Of course, it became mnecessary for

all the men to get out, and stand about in everybody’s way,

while repairs were made ; and for the women to wrestle their
heads out of the windows, asking ninety-nine foolish questions
to one &onsﬂ;lc one. A few wise fomales seized this favorable
moment o better their soats, well knowing that few men can
face the wooden stare with which they regard the former pos-
sessors of the places they have invaded.

The country through which we passed did not seem so very
unlike that which I had left, except that it was more level and
less wintry, In summer time the wide fields would have
~ shown mo new sights, and the way-side hedges blossomed with

-new flowers ; now, everything was sere and sodden, and a gen-
crdl air of shiftlessness prevailed, which would have caused a
New England fm*me_r\. much disgust, and « strong desire to
“buckle to, > and ** right up *’ things. Dreary little houses,
- with chimneys built outside, with clay and rough sticks piled
crosswise, as wo used to build cob towers, stood in barren
looking fields, with cow, pig, or mule lounging about the door.
 We often passed colored people;_looking as if they had come
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out of a picture ook, or off the stage, but not at all the sorb
of people I'd been accustomed to see at the North.

Way-side encampments made the fields and lanes gay with
blue coats and the glitter of buttons., Military washes flapped
and fluttered on the fences; pots were steaming in tho open
air ; all sorts of tableaux seen through the openings of ten's,
‘m(l e'@elywlwre the boys threw up thur caps and cub capers as.
we passed.

Washington. -«-—-It was dark when we arrived ; and but for
the presence of another friendly gentleman, I should have
yiclded myself a helpless prey to the first overpowering haclk-
man, who insisted that T wanted to go just where I didn’t.  Put-
ting me into the conveyanee T belonged in, my cseort added
to the obligation by pointing out the objects of iuterest which
we passed in our long drive.  Though I’d often been told that
’W:whingtmi was a spacious place, its visible magnitude quite
took my breath away, and of course I quuted Randolph’s

expression, ““a city of magnificent distances,’” as T suppose
cevery one does when they see it The Capitol was so like the
pictures that hang opposite the staring Father of his Countly,
in boarding- housos and hotels, that it did net impress me,
except to recall the time when T was sure that Cinderella went
to housekeoping in just such a place, after she had married the

“inflammable Prince ; thougly, even at that early period, T had

my douthts as to the W1sd0m of a match whose foundation was
of glass. .
The White HHouse was lighted up, and earriages were roll-
ing in and out of the great gate.  Listaved hard at the famous
]hasi, Room, and would have liked a peep through the erack of
the door. My eld gentleman was indefatigable i his atten-
biong, and L said ¢ Spkudul I to everything he ‘pointed ont,

‘though T suspect I often® admired the wrong place, and
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missed the right. Pennsylvania Avenue, with its bustle,
lights, music, and military, made me feel as if T’d erossed the
water and landed somewhere in Carnival time. (Jmnmn* to
less noticeable parts of the city, my companion fell silent, dlld
I meditated upon the perfection which Axt had attained in

America—Dhaving just passed a brouze statue of some hero,

who looked like a black Methodist minister, in a cocked hat,
above the waist, and a tipsy squire below ; while his horse stood
like an opera dancer, on one leg, in a high, but somewhat re-
markable wind, which blew his mane one way and his massive
* tail the other. o - '

“ Hurly-burly House, ma’am I’ called a voice, startling mo

{from iy reverie, as we stopped before a great pile of build-.

‘ings, with a flag flying before it, sentinels at -the door, and a
very trying quantity of men lounging abont. My heart beat
rather faster than usual, and it suddenly struck me that T was

very far from home ; but [ descended with dignity, wondering

whether T should be stopped for want of a countersign, and
forced to pass the night in the street.  Marching boldly up the
steps, I found that no form was necessary, for the men fell
back, the guard touched their eaps, a boy opened the door,
and, as it elosed behind mo, I felt that I was fairly started,
and Nurse Periwinkle’s Mission was begun.

HOSPITAL BKETCILES,

CHAPTER TIL.

A DAY,

“Tury’vi come ! they’'ve come' hurry up, ladies—you’re

wanted.”

* Who have como? the rebels?”

This sudden summons in the gray dawn was somewhat
startling to a three days’ nurse like myself, and, as the thun-
dering knock came at our door, T sprang up in my bed, pre-
pared | | |

“Po gird my woman’s form,
And on the ramparts die,”
if necessary ; but my room-mate took it more coolly, and, as
she began a rapid toilet, answered my bewildered question,—
¢ Bless you, no child ; it’s the wounded from Fredericks-
burg ; forty ambulances are at tbe door, dnd we shall have
our hands full in fiftcen minates.’

¢« What shall we have to do?”’ .

““ Wash, dress, féed, warm and nurse them for the next
three months, I dare say. Xighty beds are ready, and we
were getting impatient for the\men to come. Now you will
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begin to see hospital life in earnest, for you woun’t probally
"fmd time to sit down all day, and may thmk yourself fortunate
if you get to bed by midnight. Come to me in the ball-room
when you are ready; the worst cases are always carried thcle,
and I shall need your help.” '

So saying, the encrgetic little woman twirled her hair into a
button at the back of her head, in a ¢ cleared for action ¥ sort
of style, and vanished, wrestling her way into a f(,mmmo kind
of pea-jacket as she went.

I am free to confess that T had a realizing sense of the fact
that my hospital bed was,not a bed of ‘roses just then, or the
prospect before me one of unmingled rapture. My three
days’ experiences had begun with a death, and, owing to the
defalcation of another nurse, a somewhat abrupt plunge into
the superintendence of a ward eontaining forty beds, where I
spent my shining hours. washing faces, serving rations, giving
medicine, and sitting in a very hard chair, with pneamonia on
one side, dlpthcrm. on the other, two typhoids opposito,
and & dozen dilapidated patriots, hopping, lying, and lounging
about, all staring more or less at the new ** nuss,”” who suffor-
ed untold agounies, but concealed them under as matronly an
aspect as a spinster could jassume, and blundered through her
trying labors with a Spartan firmness, which I hope thcy ap-
preciated, but am afraid they didn’t.  Maving a taste for
““ ghastliness,”” I had rather longed for the wounded to 4irrive,
for rheumatism wasn’t heroie, neither was liver comphmt or

measles ; even fever had lost its charms since bathing burn. -

ing brows”’ had been used up in romances, real and ideal.
But when I peeped into the dusky street lined with what I at
- first bad innocently called market carts, now unloading their
sad freight at our door, I recalled sundry reminiscences T had
heard from nurses of longer standing, my ardor experienced a
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sudden chill,l and T indulged in a most unpatriotic wish that T

wag safe at home again, with a quiet day before me, and no
neeessity for being hustled up, as if I were a hen and' had
only to hop off my roost, give my plumage a peck, and be

- ready for action. A second bang at the door sent this recreant

desire to the ught about, as a little woolly head popped in,

and Joey, (a six yems old contraband,) announced—-

“ Miss Blank is jes’ wild fer ye, and says fly round right
away. They’s comin’ in, I tell yer, heaps on ’em-—one was
took out dead, and I see him,—hi! warn’t he a goner ! ”’

With which cheerful intelligence the imp scuttled away,
singing like a blackbird, and I followed, feeling that Richard
was not himself again, and wouldn’t be for a long time to
come.

The first thing I met was a regiment of the vilest odors
that ever assaulted the human nose, and took it by storm.
Cologne, with its seven and seventy evil savors, was a posy-
bed to it ; and the WOl‘St of this affliction was, cvery one had
assured me that it was a chronic weakness of all hospitals,

“and I must bear it. I did, armed with lavender water, with

which I so besprinkled myself and premises, that I was
soon known among my patients as ‘“the nurse with the
bottle.”  Having been run over by three excited surgeons,
baumped against by migratory eoalhods, water-pails, and
small boys, nearly sealded by an avalanche of newly-filled
tea-pots, and hopelessly entangled in a knot of colored

~ sisters coming to wash, I progressed by slow stages up stairg

and down, till the main hall was reached, and I paused to

take breath and a survey. There they Were' ““our brave

hoys,”” as the papers justly call them, for cowards could hard-

ly have been so riddled with shot and shell, so torn .and shat-

tered, nor have borne suﬁ‘ering for which we have no name,
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with an uncomplaining fortitude, which made one glad to
cherich each like abrother.  In they came, some on stretehers,
“some in men’s arms, some feebly staggering along propped on
rude crutches, and one lay stark and still with covered fuce,
as a comrade gave his name to be recorded before they earried
him away to the dead house. All was hurry and confusion ;
the hall was full of these wrecks of humanity, for the most
exhausted econld not reach a bed till duly ticketed and regis-
~ tered ; the walls were lined with rows' of sueh as could sit,
" tho floor eovercd with the more disabled, the steps and door-
ways filled with helpers and - lookers on ; the sound of many
feet and voices made that usually quict hour as noisy asnoon ;
and, in the midst of it all, the matron’s motherly face brought
more comfort. to many a poor soul, than the cordial draughts
she administered, or the cheery words that weleomed all, mak-
ing of the hospital a home. ' '

The sight of scveral stretchers, each with its legless, arm-
less, or desperately wounded oceupant, entering my ward,

admonished me that I was there to work, not to wonder or -

weep ; 5o I corked up my feelings, and returned to the path
of duty, which was rather ¢ & hard road to travel”” just then.
The house had been a hotel before hospitals were needed, and
many of the doors still hore their old names; some not so
inappropriate as might be imagined, for that ward was in truth
a ball-room, if gun-shot wounds could christenit.  Forty beds
" were prepared, many already tenanted by tired men who fell
down anywhere, and flrowsed till the smell of food roused
them. Round the great stove was gathered the dreariest

group I ever saw—ragged, gaunt and pale, mud to the knees,

with bloody bandages untouched since put on days before ;
- many bundled up in blankets, coats being lost or useless ; and
all wearing that disheartened look which proclaimed defeat,

~ment’s notice, was really—really

i ‘ -}
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moro plainly than any telegram of the Burnsi&é' bl.unrl'er.‘ 1
pitied them so much, I dared not speak to them, though, re-
membering all they had been through since the fight ‘at Fred.

ericksburg, T yearned to serve the dreariest of them

all.  Presently, Miss Blank tore mo from my refuge behind
piles of one<leeved shirts, odd socks, bandages and lint ; put
basin, sponge, towels, and a block of brown soap into my
hands, with these appalling directions :

« (Jome, my dear, begin to wash as fast as you can. Tell
them to take off socks, coats and shirts, scrub them well, put
on clean shirts, and the attendants will finish thelm off, and
lay them.in bed.” _

If she had requested me to shave them all, or dance a
hornpipe on the stove funnel, I should have been less stag- -
‘gered ; but to serub some dozen lords of creation at & mo-
—,  Howecver, there was
no time for nonsense. and, }mving'il‘esolved when I came to do.
everything T was bid, I drowned my scruples in my wash-
bowl, clutchéd my soap manfully, and, assuming a business-
like air, made a dab at the first dirty specimen I saw, bent on
performing my task v¢ ef armis if neeessary. T chaneed to
light on a withered old Trislhhan, wounded in the head, which
caused that portion of his frame to be tastefully laid out like a-
garden, the bandages being the walks, his hair the shrubbery.
He was so overpowered by the honor of having a lady wash
him, as he expressed it, that he did nothing but roll up his
eyes, and bless me, in an irvesistible style which was too much
for my sense of the ludicrous; so we laughed together, and
when T knelt down to take off his shoes, he * flopped " also,
and wouldn’t hear of. my touching ¢ them divty craters. . May

B your bed above be aisy darlin’, for the day’s work ye are doon !
- —-Whoosh ! there ye are, ggnd. bedad, it’s hard tellin’ which is
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the dirtiest, the fut or the shoe.” It was; and if he hadn’t
" been to the fore, I should have gone on pulling, under the
impression that the ¢ fut’” was a boot, for trousers, socks,
shoes and legs were a mass of mud. This comical tablean
produced a general grin, at which propitious beginning I took
heart and scrubbed away like any tidy parent on a Saturday -
night. Some of them took the performance lilke - sleepy chil-
dren, leaning their tired heads against me as T worked, othors

looked grxmly scandalized, and Sevclal of the roughest colored

like bashful givls. Onc worc a soiled little bag about his
neck, and, as T moved it, to bathe his wounded breast, I said,
““ Your talisman didn’t save you, did it? "

« 'Well, T reckon it did, marm, for that shot would a gono

acohple' a inches deeper but for my old mammy’s camphor
bag,” answered the cheerful philosopher. :
Another, with a pun-shot wound through the check, asked
for a looking-glass, and when I brought one, regarded” his
~ swollen face with a dolorous expression, as he muttered—
T vow to gosh, that’s too bad! I warn’t a bad looking
* chap before, and now I'm done for ; won’t thero be a thun-
derin’ scar ? and what on earth will Joqephme Skinner say 1
‘He looked up at me with his one cye so appealingly, that 1
controlied my risibles, and assured him that if Joscphine was

.a girl of sense, she would admire the honorable scar, as a
lasting proof that he had faced the encmy, for all women .

thourrht a wound .the best doeoration a brave soldlel could

wear. I hope Miss Skinner verified the good oplmon I 50

rashly expressed of her, but I shall never know.
The next serubbee was a nice-looking lad, with a evrly
- brown mane, honest blue eyes, and a merry mouth. He
lay on a bed, with one leg gone, and the right arm so
shattered that it must evidently follow: yet the little ser-
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geant was a3 merry as if his afllictions were not worth
lamenting over; and when a drop or two of salt water
mingled with my suds at the sicht of this str ong young body,
so marred and waimed, the boy looked up, with a brave'

mell(, though there was a little quiver of the lips, as he

said,

“ Now don’t jou fret yourself about me, miss; I'm first
rate here, for it’s nuts to lic still on this led, after knocking
about in those confounded ambulances, that shake what there
is left of a fellow to jelly. T never was in one of these places
before, and think this eleaning up » jolly thing for us, though
D' aftaid it isn’t for you ladies.”

““ Is this your first battle, Scrgeant 2

““No, miss ; ['ve been in six serimmages, and never got a

-seratel i)l this last one; but it’s done the business protty

thoroughly for me, I should say. Lord! what a Sclamble'
there’ll be for arms and legs, when we old boys come out of
our graves, on the Judgment Day : wonder if wo shall get
our own again ¢ If we do, my leg will have to tramp from
]JlCdOIICkaulﬂ" my arm from here, I suppose, and meet my
body, thruver it may bo.”

The fancy seemed to tickle him mwhtﬂy, f01 he Ia,ughed_
blithely, and so did I'; whiceh, no doubt, caused the new nurse-
to be regarded as a light_-minded sinner by the Chaplain, who
roamed vaguely about, with his hands in his pockets, preach-
ing- vesignation to cold, hungry, wounded men, and evidently :
fecling himself, what he celtamly wag, the wrong man in the
wrong place

“] say, Mrs. 17" called a voice behmd me ; and, turnmg, 1

- SaW & rough Mldugandm with an arm b]own off at the shoul-

der, and Lwo or three bullets still in him-—as he afterwards
\ .
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mentioned, as carelessly as if gentlemen were in the habit of
carrying such trifles about with them. T went to him, and,
while administering a dose of soap and water, he whispered,
irefully :
¢ That rod-headed devil, over yonder, is a reb, hang him !
He’s got shet of a foot, or he’d a cut like the rest of the lot,
~Don’t you wash him, nor feed him, but jest let him holler till
“he’s tived,  I1t’s a blasted shame to fetch them fellers in Lere,
along side of us; and so I'll tell the chap tint boscseb tlm
concern ; cuss me if I don’t. J
- T regret to say that T did not deliver a moral sermon upon
the daty of forgiving our enemies, and the sin, of profanity,
then and there; but, being a red-hot Abolitionist, starcd
fixedly at the tall rebel, who was a copperhead, in every sense
of the word, and privately resolved to put soap in his cyes,
rub his nose the wrong way, and exsoriate his cuticle gener-
ally, if I had the washing of him. _
My amiable intentions, however, were frustrated ; for, when
I approached, with as Christian an expression as my prineiples
'Wou_ld allow, and " asked the question—**Shall I try to make
you more comfortable, sir > all I got for my paing was a
groff — : |
“ No; I'll do it myself.”
¢“ Here’s your Southern chivalfy‘, with a witness,”’ thought
I, dumping the basiu down ‘before him, therchy quenching a
-strong desire to give him a summary baptism, in return for his

ungraciousness ; for my angry passions rose, at this rebuff, in-

a way that would have scandalized good Dr. Watts. Ile was
“a disappointment in all respeets, (the rebel, not the Llessed

Doctor) for he was neither fiendish, romantie, pathetie, or

anything intoresting; but a long, fat man, with a head like a

_ , o
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burning bush, and a perfectly expressionless face : so I could
diglike bim without the slightest drawback, and ignored his

_ existence from that day forth, One redeeming trait he certainly

did possess, as the floor speedily testified ; for his ablutions
were 5o vwomusly porfox med, that his bed soon stood like an
isolated island, in a sea of soap-suds, and he resembled a
dripping merman, su{fumg from the loss of a fin. I clean-
liness is a near nelwhbor to godliness, then was the big rebel
the godliest man in my ward that day:

Having done up our human wash, and laid it out to dry, the
second syllable of our version of the word War-fare was enacted
with much success. Great trays of bread, meat, soup and
coffoc appeared ; and both nurses and attendants turned
waiters, serving bountiful rations to all who could eat. I can

eall my pinaforo to testify.to my good will in the work, for in
ten minutes it was reduced to a pu‘ambulatmo bill of fare, pre-

benf;mg-samples of all the refreshments going or gone. It was
a lively ‘scene ; the long room lined with rows of beds, each
filled by an occupant, whom water, shears, and clean raiment,
had transformed from a dismal ragamuffin into a recumbent

~ hero, with a eropped head. To and fro rushed matrons, maids,

and convalescent ** boys,”” skirmishing with knives and forks ;
retreating with empty plates; marching and counter-marching,
with wanvaried success, whila the cl‘lsh of busy spoons made

most inspiring musie for the charge of our Light Brlgade :

“Beits to the front of them,
Beds to the rivht of thcm,
Beds ‘o the left of them,

Nobody blundered.
Beamed at by hungry souls,
Screamed at with bummm"’ bowls, - .
Steamed at by army rolls,

. Buttered and sundered.
‘With coffee not eannon plied,
Each must he satisfied,
Whether they lived ox d led

All the men wondc:ed »
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Very welcome scemed the genelous meal, aftel a week of

suffering, exposure, and short commons; soon the brown faces

began to smile, as food, warmth, and rest did their pleasant
~work ; and the grateful “ Thankee’s”” wero followed by more
graphle accounts of the battle and retreat, than any paid
- reporter could have given us. Curious contrasts of tho tragic
and comic met one everywhere ; and some touching ag well as
ludicrous episodes, might have been recorded that day, A

s#ix foot New Hampbhwc man, with a leg broken and perforated

by a piece of shell, so large that, had I not scen the wound, I
should haveregarded the story as a Munchausenism, beekoned
“me to come and help him, as he could not sit up, and both his
bed and beard were gotting plentifully anointed with soup.
As I fed my big nestling with eorresponding mouthfuls, I

asked him how he felt duunw the battle.

““ Well, "twas my fust, you sce, so I aint ashamed to s say I
was a trifle flustered in the beginnin’, thero was such an allfired
racket; for ef there’s anything I do spleen agin, it’s noise.

‘But when my mate, Eph Sylvester, fell, with a bullet through
his head, I got mad, and pitched in, licketty cut. Our part

of the fight didn’t last long3 so a lot of. us larked round -

I‘lederlcksbmg, and gwei some of them houses a plctty con-
sid’able of a rummage, till we was ordered out of the moss.
Bome of our fellows cut like time ; bub I warn’t a-goin to run
for nobody ; and, fust thing I knew a shell busb rieht in
front of us, and T keeled over, feelin® as if I was biowed
higher’n a kite. - I sung out, and the boys come back for e,

~double quick ; but the way they chucked mo over then fonces .

was a caution, [ tell you. | Next day I was most as black as
that dalkey yonder, lickin’ plates on the sly. This is bully

- coffoe, am 6167 Give us anotber pull at it, and I’11 be obleewud
to you ‘
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T did; and, as the last gulp subsided, he said, with a rab
of his old handkerehief. over eyes as well as month :
“« Look a here; I’ve got a paira carbobs and a handlkercher

' pm T’'m a wom to give you, if you’ll have them ; for you’re

the very moral o’ Lizy Sylvester, poor Kph’s Wlfe : that’s why
I signalled you to come over here. '_lhey aint much, I guess,
but they’ll do to memorize the rebs by.”’

Burrowing under his plllow, he pwduccd a little bundle of

~what he called * truck,” and gallantly presented me with a°

pair of carrings, cach representing a cluster of corpulent

~grapes, and the pin a basket of astonishing fruit, the whole

large and coppery enough for a small warming-pan. Teeling
delicate aboat depriving him of such valuable relies, I accepted
the carrings alene, and was obliged to de part, somewhat
abruptly, when my friend stuck the warming-pan in the bosom
of his night-gown, viewing it with muach complacency, and,
perhaps, some tender memory, in that rough heart of his, for
the comrade he had lost.

Observing that the man next him had left his meal untouched,
I offered the same service I had performed for his neighbor,
but he shook his head. |

“Thank you, ma'am ; I don’t think I'll ever eat again, for
I’'m shot in the stomach. But I'd like a drink of water, if
you aint too busy.’ -

I rushed away, but the water-pails wore gone to be refilled,

- and it was some time before they reappeared. I did not for-

get my patient patient, meanwhile, and, with the first mugful,

“hurried back to bim. e seemed asleep ; but something in

the tived white face caused me to listen at hislips for a breath.

' None came. I touched his forchead ; it was eold : and then I

knew that, while he waited, a better nurse than T had given
him & cooler draught, and healed him with a touch. I laid
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“the sheet over the -qﬁiet sleeper, whom no noise could now
~ disturb ; and, half an hour later, the hed was empty. It
seemed a poor reguital for all he had sacrificed and suffered,
—that hospital bed, lonely even in a crowd ; for there was no
familiar face for him to look his last upon; no friendly voice
to say, Good bye ; 1o hand to lead him gently down into the

Valley of the Shadow ; and he vanished, like a drop ‘in that

red sea upon whose shores so many women stand lamenting.

- Tor a moment I felt bitterly indignant at this seeming care-
lessness of the value of life, the sanctity of death ; then con-

soled myself with the thought that, when the great muster
roll was called, these namelegs mon might be promoted above
many whose tall menuments vecord the barren honors they
-have won,

All having mten drank, and 1estcd the surgeons began .

their rounds ; and I took my first lesson in the art of dressing
wounds. It wasn’t a festive sceme, by any means ; for Dr,
P.. whose Aid I constituted myself, fell to work with a vigor
which soon convinced me that I was a weaker vessel, though
nothing would have induced me to confess it then. e had
served in the Crimea, and secmed to regard a dilapidated body
- very much as I shoulds have regarded a damaged garment ;
and, turning up his enffs, whipped out a very unpleasant look-
‘ing housewife, cutting, sawing, patching and piecing, with the
: enthus1asm of an accomphshed surgical seamstress; explaining
‘the process, in scientific terms, to the patient, meantime ;

which, of course, was. immensely cheering and comfortable. _

There was an uncanny sort of faseination in watching him, as
he peered and probed into the mechanism of those wonderful
bodies, whose mysteries he understood go well. The more
intricate the wound, the better he liked it. A poor private,
‘with both legs off, and shot through the lungs, possessed moro
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‘attractions for him than a dozen generals, slighﬂy seratched in

some ¢ masterly retreat ;*’ and had any one appeared in small
pieces, requesting to bo puat together again, he would have
considered it 2 special dispensation.

~The amputatxons were reserved till the morrow, and the _'
mereiful magic of ether was not thought necessary that day, so -
the poor souls had to bear their paius as best they might. Tt
is all very well to talk of the patience of woman ; and far be
it from we to pluek that feather from her cap, for, heaven
knows, she isn’t allowed to wear many; but the patient .
endurance of these men, under trials of the flesh, was truly
wonderful. Their fortitude seemed contagious, and scarcely a
cry escaped them, though I often longed to groan for them,

- when pride kept their white lips shut, while great drops stood

upon their forcheads, and the bed shook with the irrepressible

- tremor of their torturcd bodies. One or two Irishmen anath-

ematized the doctors with the frankness of their nation, and
ordered the Virgin to stand by them, as if sho had been the

- wedded Biddy to whom they could administer the poker, if-

she didn’t; but, as a general thing, the work went on in
silenee, broken only by some quict request for roller, instru-
ments, or plaster, a sigh from the patient, or a.sympathlz.mg
murmur from the nurse.

Tt was long past noon before these repairs were even par-

 tially made ;and, having got the bodiegof my boys into some=

thing like ordel the next task was to minister to their minds,
by writing letters to the anxious souls at home ; answering
questions, reading papers, taking possession of mouey and
valuables ; for the emhth commandmnnt was reduced to a
vory fragmentary condltlon both by the blacks and whites,
who ornamented our hospital with their presence. Pocket

books, purses, miniatures,’ and watches, were sealed up,

1
‘,
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~ labelled, and handed over to the matron, till suoh tires as the
owners thewof were ready to depart homeward or campward
'again. The lotters dictated to me, and revised by me, that
afternoon, would have made an exccllent clm'ptor for some
future history of the war; for, like that which Thackeray’s
¢ Ensign Spoonecy *” wrote his mother just before Waterloo,
they were ** full of affection, pluck, and bad spelling ;' nearly
~all giving lively accounts of the battle, and ending with a

somewhat sudden plunge from patriotism to provender, desir-

ing * Marm;” ¢ Mary Ann,” or ** Aunt Peters,” to send
along sume pies, pickles,'swcet stuff, and apples, *“ to yourn in
haste,” Joe, Sam, or Ned, as the case might be.

My little Sergeant insisted on trying to seribble something
with his left hand, and patiently accomplished some half dozen

lines of hieroglyphics, which he gave me to fold and dircet,

“with 2 boyish blush, that rendered a glimpse of My Dearest
- Jane,”” unnecessary, to assure me that the heroie lad had been
more successful in the service of Commander-in-Chief Cupid
than that of Gen. Mars ; and a charming little romance . blos-
somed iostanter in Nurse Periwinkle’s romantic¢ fancy, though
no further confidences were made that day, for Sergeant fell

" asleep, and, judging from his tranquil face, visited his absent .

sweetheart in the ploae(mt Iand of drcamsg.

At five o’clock a great bell rang, and the attendants flew,

not to arms, but to their trays, to bring up supper, when a
second uproar announced that it was ready. The new comers
woke at the sound ; and [ presently discovered that it took a
. very bad wound to incapacitate the defenders of the faith for

‘the - consumption of their rations; the amount that some of |

them sequestered was amazing ; but when I sugpested the
probability of a famine hereafter, to the matron, that motherly
lady cried out ; ¢ Bless their hearts, why shouldn’t they eat ?
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Tt's their only amusement; so fill every one, and, if there’s
not enough ready to-night, Tl lend y share to the Lord by
giving it to the boys.”  And, whipping up her coffee-pet and
plate of toast, she gladdencd the eyes and stonrachs of two or
three dissatisfied heroes, by serving them with a liberal hand ;
and I haven’t the slightest doubt that, having cast her brmd
upon the waters, it came back buttered ag another- large-
hearted old lady was wont to sy .

Then eame the doctor’s evening visit ; the adininistiation of
medicines ; washing feverish faces; smoothing tumbled beds ;
wetting wounds ; singing lullubics ; and preparations for the
night. By twelve, the last labor of love was done ; the last
“ good night ”” spoken § and, if avy nceded a reward for that

~day’s work, they surely received it, in the silent cloquence of
 those long lines of faces, showing pale and peaccful in the

shaded rooms, as we quitted them, followed by grateful glances
that lighted us to bed, where rest, the sweetest, made our pil-
lows soft, while N]ght and Nature took our places, filling that

‘great house of pain with thc hoalmg miracles of Sleep, and

his diviner brother, Death.
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CHAPTER IV,
A NIGIT. |

Being fond of the night side of nature, I was soon promoted
to the post of night nurse, with ever y facility for indulging in
my favorite pastime of * owling.”” My colleague, a black-
cyed widow, relieved me at dawn, we two takmg care - of
the ward between us, like regular nurses, turn and turn
about, I usually found my boys in the jolliest state of
mind their condition allowed; for it was a known fact that
Nuise Periwinkle objected to blue devils, and entertained a

belief- that he who laughed most was surest of recovery. At

the begintiing of my reign, dumps and dismals prevailed ; the

nurses looked anxious and tired, the men gloomy or sad ; anda’
general ** Hark !-from-the-tombs-a-doleful-sound ” style of con- -

versation seemed to bo the fashion : a state of things which
~caused one coming from a merry, social New England town, to
“feel asif she had got into an cxhausted receiver; and the
“instinet- of self-preservation, to say nothing of a philan*thmpic
‘desire to serve the race, caused a speedy change in W'ard

No. 1.
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More flattering than the most gracefully turned compliment,
more grateful than the most admiring glance, was the sight of

- those rows of faces, all strange to me a little while ago, now

lighting up, with smiles of welcome, as I came among them,
enjoying that moment heartily, with a womanly pride in- their
regard, a motherly affection for them all. The evenings were
spent in reading aloud, writing letters, waiting on and amusing
the men, going the rounds with Dr. P., as he made his second
daily survey, dressing my dozen wounds afresh, giving last

~ doses, and making them cozy for the long hours to come, till
‘the nine o’clock bell rang, the gas was turned down, the day

nurses went off duty, the mght watch came on, and my noc-
turnal adventures began.

My ward was now divided into three rooms; and, under
favor of the matron, I had managed to sort out the patients in
such a way that I- had what I called, ** my duty room,” my
“ pleasuro. room,” and my * pathetic room,” and worked for
cach in a diffcrent way. One, I visited, armed with a dressing
tray, full of rollers, plasters, and pins ; another, with books,
flowers, games, and gossip 3 a third, with teapots, Tullabies,
consolation, and, sometimces, a shroud. .

Wllcrever the sickest or most helpless man chanced to be,.
there I held my watch, often visiting the other rooms, to see
that the general watchman of the ward did his ddty by the
fires and the wounds, the latter needing constant wetting.
Not only on this account did I meander, but also to get fresh-
er air than the close xwoms afforded ; for, owing to the stupid- .
ity of that mysterious “ somebody > who does all the damage

‘in the world, the windows had been carefully nailed down’

above, and the lower sashes could only be raised in the mildest
weather, for the men lay just below. I had suggested a sum-
mary smashing of a few pz\\pes here and there, when frequent
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‘ appcals to hoadqmrters had proved unavailing, and daily

orders to lazy attendants bad come to nothing. No one see- -

onded the motion, however, and the nails were far beyond my
reach ; for, thongh belonging to the sisterhood of * ministering
~angels,” T had no wings, and might as well have asked for
- a suspension bridge, as a pair of steps, in that charitable
chaos.

Oue of the harmless ghosts who bme me company during
‘the haunted hours, was Dan, the watchman, whom I mgudud
with a certain’ awe ; for, though so much together, I never
fanrly saw his face, and, but for his legs, should never have
recognized him, as we seldom met by day. These legs were
remarkable, as was his whole figure, for his body was short,
rotund, and done up in a big jacket, and muffier; his beard
~ hid the lower part of his face, his bat-brim the upper; and all
I ever discovered was a pair of sleepy cyes, and a very mild
“voice. But the legs ! — very long, very thin, very crooked
and feeble, looking like gray sausages in their tight covergy,
and finished off with a pair of cxpansive, groen cloth shoes,
very like Chinese jumks with the sails down. This figure,
gliding noiselessly about the dimly-lighted rooms, was
strongly suggestive of the spirit of a beer-barrel mounted
', on cork-screws, haunting the old hotel in search of its lost

mates, emptied and staved in long ago. '

Another goblin who frequently appeared to me, was the

~ attendant of ¢ the pathetic room,”’ ‘who, boing a faithful soul,
was often up to tend two or three men, weak and wandering as
babies, after the fover had gone. The amiable creature beguiled
the watches of the night by brewing jorums of a fearful bev-

erage, which he called coffee, and insisted on sharing with
me ; coming in with a great bowl of something like mud
soup, scalding hot, guiltless of cream, rich in an all-pervading
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~ flavor of molagses, scorch and tin pot. Such an amount of

good will and neighborly kindness- also went into the mess, .
that I never could find the heart to refuse, but always received
it with thanks, sipped it with hypocritical relish while he
remained, and whipped it into the slop-jar the instant he

~departed , thereby gratifying him, scouring one rousing laugh
+ in the doziest hour of the night, and no one was the worse for

the transaction but the pigs. Whether they were *“ cut off
mt‘mcly in their sins,”’ or not, I carefully abstained from
inguiring.

It was a strange life —aslecp half the day, exploring
Washington the other half, and all night hovering, like a
massive cherubim, in a red rigolette, over the slumbering sons
uf man. I liked it, and found many things to amuse, instruct,
and interest me. The snores alone were quite a study, varying
from the mild sniff to the st(,ntonan snort, which startled the
echoes and hoisted -the performer ercet to accuse his neighbor
of the deed, magnanimously forgive him, and, wrapping the

~drapery of his couch about him, lic down to vocal slumber.

Adfter listening for a week to this band of wind instruments, I

‘indulged in the belief that T could recognize each by the snore

alone, and was tempted to join the chorus by breaking out
with John Brown’s favorite hymn :
& B ow yo the trampet, blow!”

I would have given much to have possessed the art of
sketehing, for many of the faces beeame wonderfully interest-
ing when unconscious. Some grew stern and grim, the men
evidently dreaming of war, as they gave orders, groaned over
their wounds, or damned the rebels vigorously ; some grew sad
and infinitely pathetie, as if the pain borne sxlently all day, re.
venged itsel{ by now betraying what the man’s pride had con-

- cealed 80 Well ‘Often the roughest grew young and pleasant
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when sleep smoothed the hard lines away, letting the real natare

assert itself ; many almost seemed to speak, and I learned to
know these men better by night than through any intercourse
by day. Sometimes they disappointed me, for faces that Jooked

merry and good in the light, grew bad and sly when the shad-

ows came ; and though they made no confidences in words, I
read their lives, leaving them to wonder at the change of man-
ner this midnight magic wrought in their nurse. A fow talked
busily ; one drummer boy seng sweetly, though no persuasions

could win a note from him by day ; and several dopended on

being told what they had talked of in the morning. Even my
constitutionals in the chilly halls, possessed a certain charm,
for the house was never still.  Sentinels tramped round it all
night long, their muskets glittering in the wintry moonlight ais
they walked, or stood before the doors, straight and silent, as
figures of stone, causing one to conjure up romantic visions of
guarded forts, sudden surprises, and daring deeds; for in
these war times the hum drum life of Yankeedom has vanished,
and the most prosaic feel some thrill of that oxcitoment which
stirs the nation’s heart, and makes its capital a camp of hospit-
als. Wahdering up and down these lower halls, I often heard
cries from above, steps hwrrying to and. fro, saw surgeons
_passing up, or men coming down carrying a stretcher, where
lay a long white figure, whose face was shrouded and whose
fight was done. Sometimes I stopped to wateh tho passers in
the street, the moonlight shining on the spire opposite, or the
gleam of some vessel floating, like a white-winged sea-gull,
down the broad Potomae, whose fullest flow ean never wash
- away the red stain of the land. ‘

The night whose events I have a fancy to rocord opened

with a little comedy, and closed with a great tragedy ; for a
virtuous and useful life untimely ended is always tragieal to
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those who see not gsl God sees. My headquarters were beside
the bed of a New Jersey boy, crazed by the horrors of that

"::'E_ dreadful Saturday. A slight wound in the knee brought him

there ; but his mind had suffored more than his body ; some
string of that delicate machine was over strained, and, for

‘days, he had been re-living in imagination, the scenes he could
_ not forget, till his distress broke out in incoherent ravingg,

pitiful to hear. As I sat by him, endeavoring to soothe his
poor distracted brain by the constant touch of wet hands over
his hot forehead, he lay cheering his comrades ‘on, hurrying
them back, then counting them as they fell around him, often
clutching my arm, to drag me from the vicinity of a bursting
shell, or covering up his head to screen himself from a shower

- of shot; his face brilliant with fover ; his eyes restless; his.

head ne\rer-still; every musclo str’a_incd and rigid; while an
incessant stream of defiant shouts, whispered warnings, and.
broken laments, poured from his lips with that forceful bewil- -
derment which makes such wanderings so hard to overbear.

It was past cleven, and my patient was slowly wearying

‘himself into fitful intervals of quictude, when, in one of these

pauses, a curious sound arrested my attention. Looking over

my shoulder, I saw a one-legged phantom hLopping mmbly

down the room ; and, going to meet it, rccognized a certain
Pennsylvania gentleman, whose wound-fever had taken a turn
for the worse, and, depriving him of the. few wits a drunken
eampaign kad left him, set bim literally tripping on the light,
fantastic toe * toward home,” as he blandly informed me,

 touching the military eap which formed a striking contrast to

the severe simplicity of the rest of his wndress: uniform.

" When sane, the least movement produced a roar of pain or

a volley of oathe; but the departure of reason seemed to
have wrought an ag reeablo eh'm\ge both in the man® and his
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~ manners ; for, balancing himself on cne leg, like a meditative -

stork, he plunged into an animated diseussion of the war, the
Prosident, lager beer, and linficld rifles, regardless of any
suggestions of mino as to the propriety of returning to bed,
lest he be court-martialed for desertion.

Any thing more supremely ridiculous ean hardly be im-
agined than this figure, all draped in white, its one foot
covered with a big blue sock, a dipgy eap set rakingly askew
on its shaven head, and placid satisfaction beaming in its
broad red face, as it {lourished a mug in one hand, an old
boot in the other, calling them cantcen and knapsack, while it
skipped and fluttercd in the most uncarthly fashion.  What to
do with the ereature I didn’t know ; Dan was abseht, and if I

" went to find him, the pemmbulato‘r wight festoon himself out

of the window, set his toga on fire, or do come of his neighbors
a mischief.  The attendant of the room was sleeping like a
near relative of the celcbrated Seven, and nothing short of

pins would rouse him ; for he had been out that day, and whis-

key asserted its supremacy in balmy whiffs.  Still deelaiming,
in a fine flow of eloquence, the demented gentleman hopped
on, blind and deaf to my graspings and cntreaties; and I

~was about to slam the door in his face, and run for help,
when a second and saner phantom came to the reveue,

in the likeness of a big Prussian, who spoke no Knglish,

~ but divined the erisis, and put an end to it, by bundling the
- lively monoped into his bed, lile a baby, with an authoritative

command to “stay put,” which reccived added weight from
being delivered in an odd conglomeration of French and Gier-
maj1, accompanicd by warning wags of a head decorated with
a yellow cotton night cap, rendered most imposing by a tassel
like abell—pull." Rather exhausted by his excursion, the mem-
ber from Pennsylvania subsided ; and, after an irrepressiblo
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Jaugh together, my Prussian ally and myself were returning
to our places, when the echo of a sob caused us to glance along
the beds. It came from one in the corner — such a little bed !
— and such a tearfal little face looked up at us, as we stopped
beside i1 The twelve years old drummer boy was not sing-
ing now, but sobbing, with a manly effort all the while to stifle
the distressful sounds that would break out.

“ What is it, Billy?” I asked, as he rubbed the tears
away, and checked himself in the middle of a great sob to
answer plaintively : ' '

“ I've got a chill, ma’am, but I aint eryin’ for that, ’canse
TP'm used to it. T dreamed Kit was here, and when I waked

- up he wasn’t, and I couldn’t help it, then.”’

The boy eame in with' the rest, and the man who was taken
dead from the ambulance was the Kit he mourncd.  Well he
might ; for, when the wounded were brought from Fredericks-
burg, the child lay in one of the camps thereabout, and
this good friend, though sorely hurt himsclf, would not leave

~ him to the cxposuve and negleet of such a' time and place ;
_but, -wrapping him in his own blanket, carried him in his arms

to the transport, tended him during the passage, and only

" yiclded up his charge when Death met him.at the door of
the hospital which promised care and comfort for the boy. -

For ten days, Billy had burned . or shivered with fover and
ague, pining the while for Kit, and refusing to be comforted,
because he had not been able to thank him for the generous

~ protection, which, perbaps, had cost the giver’s life.. The

vivid dream had wrung the childish heart with a fresh pang,

- and wlicn T tried the solaco fitted for his years, the remoxseful

fear that haunted him found vené in a fresh. burst of tears, as

 he Tooked at the wasted hands T was endeavoring to warm ¢

© Ob!if I’d only been as thin when Kit carried me as I am
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- now, maybe he wouldn’t have died; but I way heavy, he was

hurt worser than we knew, and so it killed him ; and I didn’t
see him, to say good bye.”
This thought had troubled him in secret ; and my assur-

. -ances that his friend would probably havo (11(3(1 at all events,

hardly assuaged the bitterness of his regretful grief.
- At this juncture, the delirious man began to shout ; the one-
" legged rose up in his bed, as if preparing for another dart,

'Billy bewailed himself more pitcously than before: and if -

ever a woman was at her wit’s end, that distracted female was
Nurse Periwinklo, during the space of two or three minutes,
a3 she vibrated between the three beds, like an agitated pen-
dulum. Like a most opportune réinforcement, Dan, the bandy,
appeared, and devoted himself to the lively party, leaving me

free to retumﬂto my post; for the Prussian, with 2 nod and a

. smile, took the lad away to his own bed, and- lulled him to
- sleep with a soothing murmur, like a mammoth humble bee.
- I liked that in Fritz, and if he ever wondered afterward at the
dainties which sometimes found their way into his rations, or
_the extra comforts of his bed, he might have found a solution
of the mystery in sundry persons’ knowledge of the fdth(.l]y
action of that night.

Hardly was I settled agam, when tho inevitablo bowl
appeared; and its Bearer delivered a message I had cxpected
~yet dreaded to receive :

“d ohn is gomg, ma’am, and wants to sce you, if you can
come.””

“ The moment this boy is asleep ; “tell him so, and et me
know if T am in danger of being too late.””

My, Ganymede departed, and while I quieted poor Shaw, I
. thought of John. Ie came in a day or two after the others ;
and,_one evening, when I entered my *¢ pathetic room,” I

LIOSPITAL SKETCHES. 49

found a lately emptied bed occupied by a large, fair man,
with a fine face, and the serenest eyes I ever met. One of

the carlier eomers had often spoken of a friend, who had

remaincd behind, that those apparently worse wounded than
himself might rcach a shelter first. Tt seemed a David and
Jonathan sort of friendship. The man fretted for his mate,

-+ and was never tired of praising John—his courage, sobricty,

- self-denial, and unfailing kindliness of heart ; always winding

. up with: “Ile’s an out an’ out fine feller, ma’am ; ; you see
if he aint.” ~

I had some curiosity to bohold this piece of' excellonce, and

- when he eame, watched him for a night or two, before T made

friends with him ; for, to tell the truth, I was a little afraid of
the stately looking man, whose bed had to be lengthened to

- accommodate his commanding stature ; who seldom spoke,
“-uttered no complaint, asked no sympathy, but tranguilly
- observed what went on about him ; and, as he lay high upon
" his pillows, no picture of dying statesman or warrior was ever
* fuller of real dignity than this Virginia blacksmith. A mos

attractive face he had, framed in brown hair and beard, comely

* . featared and full of vigor, as yet unsubdued by pain ; thought-
.~ ful and often beautifully mild while watching the afflictions of
- others, as if entirely forgetful of his own. IHHis mouth was

grave and firm, with plenty of will and courage in its lines,

~ but 2 smile could make it as sweet as any woman’s ; and his
- eyes were child’s eyes, looking one faisly in the face, with a

clear, straightforward glance, which promised well for such as

- placed thelr faith in him, Tle scomed to cling to life, as if it
~were rich in duties and delmhts, and he had leflrned the seeret
- of content. The only time I saw his composure disturbed,
- wag when my sargeon brought another to examine John, who
1. scrotinized their faces with an\ anxious look, askirig of the

4
T
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elder: * Do you think I shall pull through, «ir?”- ¢ T hope
© 80, my man.”
followed them, with an intentness which would have won a
truer answer from them, had they seen it. A momentary
shadow flitted over his face ; then came the usual serenity, as

if, in that brief eclipse, ho- had acknowledged the existenco of

some hard possxbxlxty, and, asking nothmo- yet hoping all
things, left the issuo in God’s hands, Wlth that submission
whlch 1s true picty. ‘

The next night, as I went my rounds with Dr. P., I
‘happened. to ask which man in the roem probably suffered
most; and, to-my great sur prise, he glanced at John :

- Every breath he draws is like a stab; for the ball piereed
the left tung, broke a b, and did no cnd of damage herc and

-+ there ; so the poor lad can find neither fmgotfulnebs nor ease,

becaiyse he must lie on his wounded back or suffocate. Tt
will be a hard strugele, and a long one, for ho possesses great
vitality ; but even his temperate hfe can’t save him ; 1 wish it
could.”

“ You don’t mean he must dio, Doctor 7

“ Bless you, there’s not the slightest hope for him ; dnd
yow'd better tell him so before long; women have a way of
doing such things comfortably, so I leave it to you. Ilo
won’t last more than a day or two, at furthest.”’

I could have sat down on the spot and cried heartilg, if T

had not learned the wisdom of bottling up one’s tears for
1018111‘8 moments.  Such an end seemed very-hard for such a

"'man, when half a dozen worn out, worthless bodies round him,

were gathering up the remnants of wasted lives, to linger on |

for years perhaps, burdens to ohhers, daily reproaches to
themselves. - The army needed men like John, carnest, brave,
and faithful ; fighting for liberty and justice with both heart

And, as the two passed on, John’s eye still -
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and hand, true soldiers jof the Lord. I could not give him
up 5o soon, or think with any patience of so excellent a nature

. robbed of its fulfiment, and blundered into cternity by the

rashness or stupidity of those at whose hands so many lives
may be required. It was an easy thing for Dr. P. to say:
¢ Tell him he must die,” but a cru(,lly hard thing to do, and

- by no means as ‘‘ comfortable ” as he politely sugwcstcd I

had not the heart to do it then, and privately indulged the
hope that some change for the better might take place, in spite

4 of gloomy prophesies ; so, rendering my task unnecessary.

A few minutes later, as I eame in again, with fresh rollers,
T saw John sitting ercet, with no one to support him; while
the surgeon dressed his back. T had never hitherto seen it
done ; for, having simpler wounds to attend to, and knowing
the fidelity of the attendant, T had left John to him, thinking
it might be more agreeable and safe ; for both strength and

~ experience were needed in his case. I had forgotten that the
-~ strong man might long for the gentle tendance of a woman’s

lands, the sympathetic magnetism of a woman’s presence, ag

~ well as the fecbler sculs about him. The Doctor’s words
 caused me to’ réproach myself with neglect, not of any real
. duty perhaps, but of those little cares and kindnesses that
- solace homesick s pirits, and make the heavy hours pass easier.

John looked lonely and forsaken just then, as he sat with bent
head, hands folded on his knee, and no outward sign of suffering,

o till, locking nearer, I saw great tears;roll doi:_m and drop
* upon the floor. It was a now sight there ; for, though I had

seen many suffer, some swore, some groaned, most endured
silently, but none wopt. Yot it did not seem weak, only very

.~ touching, and straightway my fear vanished, my heart opened
~ wide and took him in, as, gathering the bent head in my arms,

\
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as freely as if he had been a httle chlld I gaid, ¢ Let me
help you bear it, John.” ' o
Never on any human countenance, have I seen so swift
and beautiful a look of gratitude, surprise and comfort, as that
which answered me more c'loqu‘cntly than the whiqpou;dm— .
“Thank you, ma’am, this is right good‘ ﬂllb is what I
wanted !”’
* Then why not ask for it before 2

«« T didn’t like to be a trouble; you seemcd 50 buby, and I |

" could manage to get on alone.”
“ You shall not want it any more, John.”

‘Nor did he; for now I understood the wistful look that
sometimes followed me, as I went out, after a brief pauso’

~ beside his bed, or merely a passing nod, while busicd with
" those who scemed to need me more than he, beeause more
urgent in their demands. Now Iknew that to him, as to so
many, I was the poor substitute for mother, wife, or sister,
and in his eyes no stranger, but a friend who hitherto had
geemed "neglectful for, in his modesty, he had nover guessed
the truth.  This was changed now ; and, through the tedious
‘operation of probing, bathing, and dl_e‘-bmg hls wounds, he

leaned against me, holding my band fast, and, if pain wrung

further tears from him, no one saw them fall but me. When
he was laid down again, I bovered about him, in a remorseful
state of mind that would not let me rest, till T had bathed his
face, brushed his bonny brown hair, sot all things smooth
about him, and laid a knot of heath and hehotmpe on his
_elean pillow. While doing this, he watehed me with the sat-
isfied expression 1 so liked to sec; and when I offered the
* little nosegay, held it carefully in his great hand, smoothed a
ruffled leaf or two, surveyed and smelt it with an air of
genuing delight, and lay contentedly regarding the glimmer of
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the sunshine on the green. - Although the manliest man among:
my forty, he said, *“ Yes, ma’am,” like a little boy ; received
suggestions for his eomfort with the quick smile that brightencd
bis wholé face; and now and then, as I stood tidying the
table by his bed, I felt him goftly touch my gown, as if to
assure himself that I was there. Anything more natural and
frank I never saw, and found this brave John as bashful as
brave, yet full of excecllencies and fine aspirations, which,

- having no power to express themselves in words, seemed to
have bloomed into his character and made him what he was.

After that night, an hour of each evening that remained .to
him was devoted to his ease or pleasure. He could not talk
much, for breath was preeious, and he spoke in, .whispers ; butl

from occasional conversations, I gleaned scraps of private

history which only added to the affection and respeet T felt for

“him.  Once he asked me to write a letter, and as I settled pen

and paper, I said, with an irrepressible glimmer of feminine

~ curiosity, *“ Shall it be addressed to wife, or mother, John 2

‘¢ Neither, ma’am ; I’ve got no wife, and will write to
mother myself when I get better. Did you think I was
married because of this "’ ho asked, touching a plain ring he
wore, and often turned thoughtfully on his finger when he ]ay
alone.

‘“ Partly that, but more from a settled sort of look you

~ have ; alook which young men seldom get until they many v

“Idu}[n t know that ; but 'm not so very young, ma'am,

thirty in May, and ha‘ve been what you might call settled this

ten years, Mother’s a widow, I'm the oldest child she has,

S and it wouldn’t do for me to marry until Lizzy has a home of

her own, and Jack’s learned his trade ; for we're not rich,

and I must be father to the children and husband to the dear
. old woman, if I can. |
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« No doubt but you are both, Jolin ; yet how came you to
go to war, if you fclt s0? Wasn't enlisting as bad as mar
rying 1’

«« No, ma’am, not as I see it, for one is helping my uelghhor,
the other pleasing myself. I went because I couldn’t help it.
I didn’t want the glovy or the pay ; I wanted the right thing
done, and people kept saying the men who were in carnest

“ought to fizht. I was in ecarnest, the Liord knows! but I held
off as long as 1 could, not knowing which was wy duty.
Mother saw the case, gave me her ring to keep me steady, and
said ¢ Go 2’ so I went.”

A short story and a simple one, but the man and the mother

were portrayed better than pages of fine writing could have

done it.

** Do you ever 1001et that you came, whm you lic here
suffering so much ¥ [

““ Never, ma’am ; I haven’t helped a great deal, Dbut T've
shown I was w1111nfr to give my life, and perhaps I'vo got to;
but I don’t blame anybody, and if it was to do over again, I'd
doit. I'm a little sorry I wasn't wounded in front ; it looks
cowardly to be hit in the back, but I oboyed mdexs, and it
don’t matter in the end, I know.”

Poor John ! ‘it did not matter now, except that a shot in
- front might have spared the long agony in store for him. lle

seemed to read the thought that trouliled me, as he spoke so

' kopefully when there was no hope, for he suddenly added :

“This is sy first battle; do they think it’s gomg to be my. "

last 27

*I'm afraid they do, John.”

I was the hardest question I had ever been called upon to
answer ; doubly hard with those clear cyes fixed on ‘mine,
- foreing a truthful answer by their own truth. He seemed a
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little startled at first, pondered over the fateful fact a moment,
then shook his head, with a plance at the broad chest and
museular limbs stretched out before him : |

“I’'m not afraid, but it’s difficult to believe all at once. I’m
so strong it don’t scem possible for such a little wound to kill
me.” : . '
Merry Mereutio’s dying words glanced through my memory
as he spoke s *“*Tig not so deep as a well, nor so wide as a
church door, but ’tis enough.”  And John would have said
the same could he have seen the. ominous black holes between
his shoulders ; he never had, but, secing the ghastly sights
about him, could not believe his own wound more fatal than
these, for all the suffering it caused him. _

“8hall T write to your mother, now ” I asked, thinking
that these sudden tidings might ehange all plansand puposes.
But they did not ; for the man reecived the order of the Divine
Commander to march with the same unquestioning obedience
with which the soldier had received that of the human one;

o doubtless romembering that the first led bim to life, and the.

last to death. :

“No, ma’am; to Jack just tho same; he’ll break it to
her best, and T'Il add a ling. to her mysolf when you get
done.”’

So I wroto the letter which he dictated, finding it better
than any I had seat ; for, thongh here and there a little ungram-
matical or mclegant each sentence came to me briefly w01ded
but most expressive; full of excellent counsel to the boy,
tenderly bequeathing *“ mother and Lizzie ”” to his care, and
bidding him good bye in words the sadder for their simplicity.
He adde a few lincs, with steady hand, and, as I sealed it,

. said, with a patient sort of sigh, “ T hope the answer will
-+ come in time for me to see it ;* then, turning away his face,
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" laid the flowers against his lips, as if to hide some guiver of

emotion at the thouﬂ‘ht of such a sudden sundering of all the

“dear home ties. :

These things had h‘)ppuned two days before ; now John
was dying, and the letter had not come. I had been sum-
moned to many death beds in ny life, but to none that made
my heart ache as it did then, sinco my mother called me to
watch the departure of a spirit akin to this in its gentleness
and patrent. strength. = As I went in, John stretched out both
hands:

I knew you'd come ! I guess I’'m moving on, ma’am.”

He was; and so rapidly that, even while he spoke, over his
face T saw the grey veil falling that no human hand can lift.
I sat down by him, wiped the drops from his forchead, stirred
the air about him with the slow wave of a fan, and waited to
help him die. e stood in.sore need of help—and I eould
“do so little ; for, as the doctor had foretold, the strong body
rebelled aguinst death, and fought every inch of the way,

forcing him to.draw cach breath with a spasm, and elench his -

" hands with an imploring look, as if he asked, < Xlow long
must I endure - this, and be still!”  For hours he suffered
dumbly, without a moment’s respite, or a moment’s murmuring ;

his limbs grew cold, his face damp, his lips white, and, again

and again, he tore the covering off his breast, as if the hghtuat

weight added to his agony; yet through it all, his cyes never

lost their perfect sercnity, and the man’s soul seemed to sit
therein, undaunted by the ills that vexed his flesh,

One by one, the men woke, and round the room appeared
a circle of pale faces and watchful eyes, full of awe and pity ;
~ for, though a stranger, John was beloved by all.  Each man
‘there had wondered at his patience, respected his piety, admired
his fortitude, and now lamented his bard death; for the
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influence of an upright nature had made itself deeply felt,
even in one little week. Presently, the Jonathan who so
loved this comely David, eame ecrceping from his bed for a
last Jook and word. The kind soul was full of trouble, as the
choke in his voice, the grasp of his hand, betrayed ; but thero

* were no tears, and the faréwell of the friends was the more

touching for its brevity.
*“ Old boy, how are you?” faltered the one. :
~*“Most through, thank heaven !’ whispered the other.
“ Can I say or do anything for you anywheres 7’

“ Take my things home, and tell them that I did mj best.””
“Iwill! Twilll”

“Good bye, Ned.”

¢ Good bye, John, good bye!”’

‘They kissed each other, tenderly as women, and so parted
for poor Ned could not stay to see his comrade die. TFor a
little wlnle, there was no sound in the room but the drip of
water, from a stump or two, and John’s ﬂ:stressful gasps, as
he slowly breathed his life away. I thought him nearly gone,
and had just laid down the fan, believing its help to be no
longer needed, when suddenly he roseup in his bed, and eried

- out with a bitter ery that broke the ilence, sharply startling
~every one with its agonized appeal :

“ Hor God’s sake, gwe me air !”’
1t was the only ery pain or death had wrung from hlm the |

- only boon he had asked ; and none of us could grant it, for
- all the airs that blew were uscless now. Dan flung up the
_ f'_ . window. 'Thefirst red streak of dawn was warming the grey
_:._-j._-'e‘lst a herald of the coming sun ; John saw it, and with the
' love of llghb which lingers in us to the end, seemed to read in
e it a sign of hope of help, for, over his whole face- there broke
“ that mysterious expression, brighter than any smile, which




h8 - HOSPITAL SKETCIES.

often comes. to eyes that look their last. He laid himsclf
gently down ; and, stretching out his strong right arm, as if to

grasp and ‘bring- the blessed air to his lips in a fuller flow,

lapsed into a merciful unconsciousness, which assared us that.
~ for him suffering was forever past. Ho died then ; for, though
the heavy breaths still tore their way up for a little longer,
they were but the waves of an cbbing tide that beat unfelt
against the wreck, which an immortal voyager had deserted
with a smile. - He'nover spolie again, but to the end held my
hand elose, o elose that when he was asleep at last, T eould
not draw it away.  Dan hclped me, warning me as he did so

that it was nnsafe for dead and living flesh to lic so long

together ; but though my hand was strangely cold and stiff,
and four white marks remained across its ~baek, even when
warmth and color had returned clsewhere, I could not but be

glad that, through its touch, the presence of human sympathy,

perhaps, bad lightened that hard hour.
“When they bad made him, ready for the grave, John lay in
state for half an hour, a thing which scldowm happened in that
“busy place ;" but a universal sentiment of roverence and

 affoction seomed to fill the hearts of all who had known or

heard of him; and when tho rumor of his death went through

the house, always astir, many came to sce him, and I felt a

tender sort of pride in my lost patient ; for he looked a most
- heroie figure, lying there stately and still as the statuo of some
young knight asleep upon his tomb. The lovely expression
which so often beautiffes dead faces, soon replaced the marks
of pain, and I longed for those who loved him best to sce him

wheri half an hour’s acquaintance with Death had made them

friends.. As we stood looking at him, the ward master handed

me a letter, saying it had been forgotten the night before. It

~ was John’s letter, come just an hour too late o gladden the

‘
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cyes that had Tonged and looked for it so eagerly! but he had
it ; for, aftclj I had eut some brown locks for his mother, and
taken off the ring to send her, telling how well the talisman
had done its work, I kissed this good son for her sake, and
laid the letter in his hand, still folded as when I drew my
own away, feeling that its place was there, and making myself
happy with the thought, that, even in his solitary grave in the
* Governent Lot,” he would not be without some token of
the love which makes life beautiful and outlives death. Then

. Lleft him, glad to have known so genuine a man, and carrying
. . - . - o
. with me an enduring memory of the brave Virginia blacksmith,

as he lay screncly waiting for the dawn of that long day |

- which knows no night.
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' CHIAPTER V.

OTF DUTY.

« My dear girl, we shall have you sick in your bed, unless
you keep yourself warm and guict for a few days. Widow
Wadman can take care of the ward alone, now the men are so
comfortable, and have her vacation when you arc about again.
Now do be prudent in time, and don’t let me have to add a
Pemwmklc to my bouquet of patlents :

Thls advice was delivered, in a paternal manner, by the
youngest surgeon in the hospital, a kind-hearted littlo gentle-
man, who seemed to consider me & frail young blossom, that
- needed much cherishing, instead of a stout spinster, who
had been knocking about tho world for thirty years. At the
time I write of, he discovered me sitting on the stairs, with =
fine cloud of unwholesome steam rising from the washroom ;
a party of January breezes disporting themselves in the halls ;
and perfames, by no means from ¢ Araby tho blest,” keeping
them - company ;- while I enjoyed a fit ‘of coughing, which
caused my head to spin in a way that made the application of
a cool banister both necessary and agree able, as I waited for

. was waiting for me round the corner.
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" the frolicsome wind to restore the breath I’d Iost cheering

mysclf, meantime, with a secret conviction that pneumonia
This piece of advice
© had been offered by several persons for a week, and refased
by me with the obstinacy with which my sex is so richly gifted.
Bus the last few hours had developed several surprising internal

~-and external phenomena, which impressed upon me the fact -

© that if T.didn’t make a masterly retreat “very soon, I should
tumblo down somewhere, and have to be borne ignominiously
+ from the field. My head felt like a cannon ball ; my feet had

a tendency, th cleave to tho floor : ; the walls at tlmes undulated
- in a most disagrecable manner ;

‘people Jooked unnaturally
b]g ; and  the ‘very bottles on the mantle picee appeared to

~ dance derisively before my oyes. Takmg these things into

‘_ __T consideration, while blinking stupidly at Dr. Z., I resolved to
- rotive gracefully, if T must ; so, with a valedictory to my boys,
- & private lecture to Mrs. Wadman, and a forvent wish that- I
.+ could take off my body and work in my soul, I mournfully

. “y

ascended to my '1p.utmont and Nurse P was reported off
~ duty.
For tho henefit of any ald(,‘ﬂt damsel whose patriotic f'.mcy
may have surrounded hospital life with a halo of charms, I
WI]]. briefly describe the bower to which I retired,in a somewhat.
tuinous condition. It was well ventilated, for five panes of
gjlaw, had suffered compound fractures, which all the surgeons

“and nurses had failed to hes al ; the two windows were drapcd“_" __
with sheets, the church hoslutal opposite being a brick and
';f mortar Argus, and the female mind cherishing a prejudice in

- favor of retiracy during the night- eappui periods of existence.
A bare floor supported two narrow iron beds, sproad with thin

‘mattrasses like plasters, furnished with pillows in the last
 stages of consumptlon

In a ﬁmplaec guiltless of shovel :




62 IIOSPITAL SKETCIIES.

tongs, andirons, or grate, burned a log, inch by inely, being too
long to go on all at once ; so, whilo the fire blazed away at one
end, I'did the same at the other, as I tripped over it a dozen
times a day, and flew up to pokeit a dozen times at night. A
mirror (let us be elegant ) of the dimensions of a muflin,
“and about as reflective, hung over a tin basin, blue pitcher,
and a brace of yellow mugs. Two invalid talles, ditto chairs,
wandered liere and there, and the closet contained a varied
~ collestion of bonnéts, bottles, bags, boots, bread and butter,
boxes ‘and bugs. The closet was a mgulm Blue Beard
cupboard to me ; I always opened it with fear and trembling,
owing to rats, and sbut it in -anguish of spirit; for time and
space were not to be had, and chaos 1cigued aleng with the

rals. Our chimney-picee was- decorated with a {lat-iron, a

Bible, a candle minus stick, a lavender bottle, a new tin pan,
g0 brilliant that it served nicely for a pler-glass, and such of
the portly black 'bugs ag preferred a warmer climate than thc_
‘rubbish hole afforded. 'Two arks, common]y ealled trunks,
Tutked behind the door, containing the worldly goods of the
twain who laughed and eried, slept and scrambled, in this

refuge ; while from the white-washed walls above cither bed,
looked down the pictured faces of those whose memory could

make for us —

~*“ One little room an everywhere.”

- For a day or two I mapaged to appear at meals ; for the
human grab must eat till the butterfly is ready to break loose,
and no one had time to come up two flights while it was
~ possible for me to come down. Tar be it from me to add
another affliction or reproach to that enduring man, the stew-
ard ; for, compared with his predecessor, he was a horn of
plenty; but—T put it to any candid mind —is not the
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follo'wing, bill of fare susceptible of improvement, without

. ‘plunging the nation madly into debt? The three meals were:

« pretty much of a muchness,” and consisted of beef, ev1denb1y
put down for the men of 76 ; pork, just in from the street ;

army bread, composed of saw- dust and caleratus ; butter, salt
as if churned Ly Lot’s wife; stewed blackberries, so much -
like preserved cockroaches, that only those devoid of imagina-
tion- could partake thercof with relish; coffee, mild and

- wuddy; tea, three dried huckleberry leaves to a quart of |

. ‘ﬂ.a_.vored with Jitne — also animated and unconscious of

- any approacli to clearness.  Varicty being the spice of life, a
- small pinch of the article.would have been appreciated by the |

hungry,' hard-working sisterhood, one of whom, though accus-
tomed to plain fare, soon found herself reduced to bread and

water ; having an inhorn repugnance to the fat of the land,
and the salt of the carth.

Another peculiarity of these hoqpltal meals was the rapldlty o

with which the c¢dibles vanished, and the impossibility of getting -

. a drop or crawb after the usual time. At the first ring of the
~bell, a general sizmpede took place ; some twenty hungry

souls ruslied to the dining-room, swept over the table like a

- swarm of locusts, and ]efﬁ no fragment for any tardy 01eature

who arived fifteen minutes late. Thinking it of more import-

. ance that the patients should be well and comfortably fed, I
. took my time about my own meals for the first day or two

- after I came, but was speedily enlightened by Isaae, the black
waiter, who bore with me a few times, and then 1nformed me,
- looking as stern as f"lte :

“I say, mam, ef you comes so late you can’t have no

- vittles, — "cause I'm bleeged fer ter git things ready fer de
i doctors "mazin’ spry arter you nusses and folks is done. - De
= gen’lemen don’t kere for ter W\mt no more does I; so you
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jes’ please ter come at de time, and dere won V't be no frettin’
nowheres.”’ '
Tt was a new sensatmn to stand looking at a full table,
painfully conscious of one of the vacuums which Naturo
abhors, and receive orders to right about face, witheut
partaking of the nourishment which your inner woman clam.
orously demanded. 'The doetors always fared better than we;
and for a moment a desperate impulse prompted me to give
- them a hint, by w_alking off with the mutton, or confiscating
~ the pie.
spoken, I walked meekly away ; went dinnerless that day,
~and that evening went to market, laying in a small stock of
erackers, cheese and apples, that my boys might not be
neglucted nor mysclf obliged to bolt solid and liquid dyspep-

sias, or starve. This plan would have suceecded admirably

had not the evil star under which T was born, been in the -

ascendant during that month, and cast its walign influences
even into my * ’umble ” larder ; for the rats had their dessert
off my cheese, the bugs set up housckeeping in my eracker-
bag, and the apples like all worldly riches, took to themselves

wings and flew away; whither no man could tell, though

certain black imps might have thrown light upon the matter,
~ had not the plaintiff in the ease been loth to add another to
the many trials of long-suffering Afriea. After this failure I
resigned myself to fate, and, remembering that bread was ealled
the staff of life, leancd pretty exclusively upon it ; but it

- proved a broken reed, and I came to the ground afte a few

weeks of prison fare, varied by an oceasional potato or surrep-
titious sip ef milk.

Very soon after leaving the care > of my ward, I discovered -

that I bad no appetite, and cut the bread and butter interests
-almost entirely, trying the exercise and sun ecure instead.

But Tke’s eye was on me, and, to my shame be it
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Flattering myself that T had plenty of time, and eould see all

that was to be seen, so far as a lone lorn female could venture
in a city, onc-half of whose male population seemed to be
taking the other half to tke guard-house, — every morning I

" took a brisk run in one direction or another ; for the J: anuvary

days were as mild as Spring. A rolllckmg north wind and

“oceasional snow storm would have been more to my taste, for

the one would have braced and refreshed tired hody and soul,
the other bave purified the air, and spread a clean coverlid
over the bed, whercin the eaplml of these United States
appeared to be dozing pretty soundly just then. _

One of these trigs was to the Avmory Iospital, the neatness,
cornfort, and convenience of which makes it an honor to its -
presiding genius, and arouses all the covetous p:openmtws of'
buch nurses as came from other hospitals to visit it.

The long, clean, warm, and airy wards, bmlthan‘ack-fashlon'
with the nurse’s room at the end, were fully appreciated by
Nurse Periwinkle, whose ward and private bhower were cold, .

dirty, inconvenient, up stairs and down stairs, and in cvery-
body's chambenr.

post near the stove; matting under her feet ; a draft of fresh
air flowing in above her head ; a table full of trays, glasses,

and such matters, on one side, a Ialge well-stocked medicine
“chest on the other; and all her duty seemed to be going about |

now and then to give doses, issue orders, which well-trained

attendants executed, and pet, advise, or comfort Tom, Dick,

or Iarry, as she found best. As I watched the pr oceedmgs,
Trecalled my own tribulations, and eontrasted the two hospitals
in'a way that would have caused my summary dismissal, could
it have been roported at headquarters.  Here, order, method,

common sense and hbemhty keemeod to rule in a style

At the Armory, in ward K, T found a
“cheery, bright-cyed, white-aproned little lady, reading at 'I1er

¢
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that did one’s heart good to see ; at the I-Iui‘ly-burly Hotel,
disorder, discomfort, bad management, and no. visible bhead,
reduced things to a condition which I despair of describing.

The circumlocution fashion prevailed, forms and fusses tor-
mented our souls, and unnecessary strictoess in ono place was

counterbalanced by unpardonable laxity in another. Here is
asample : I am dressing Sam Dammer’s shoulder ; and, having
cleansed the wound, look about for some strips of adhesive
plaster to hold on the little square of wet linen which is to
cover the gunshot wound ; the case is not in the tray; Trank,
the sleepy, half-sick attendant, knows nothing of it; we

rummage. high and low; Sam is tired, and fumes; Frank

dawdles and yawns ; the men advise and laugh at the flurry ;
I feel liké a boiling tea-kettle, with. the lid ready to.fly off and
damage somebody.

** Gro and borrow some from the next ward, and spend the
rest of the day in finding ours,” I finally command. A pause;
then Frank scuffles b‘l(‘k with the message : < Miss Peppeteorn
~ ain’t got none, and says you ain’t no business to lose your own
“duds and go borrowin’ other folkses.” * I say nothing, for fear
“of saying too much, butfly to the surgery. Mr. Toddypestle

informs me that I can’t have anything without an order from

the surgeon of my ward. Glreat heavens! where is he ? and
away I rush, up and down, here and there, till at last I find

him, ina state of bliss over a complicated amputation, in the

fourth story. ‘I make my demand; he answers: **In five

~ minutes,” and works away, with his head upsido down, as he -
~ ties an artery, saws a bone, or does a little needle-work, with-
a visible relish and very sanguinary pair of hands. The five

minutes grow te fifteen, and Frank appears, with the remark
" that, ** Dammer wants to- know what in thunder you are
keoping him there with his finger on a wet rag for ?”  Dr. P.
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toars himsclf away long enough to seribble the order, with |

whieh T plunge downward to the Surgery again, find the door

locked, and, while hammering away on it, am told that two
friends are waiting to seemo in the hall. Tho matron being
away, her parlor is locked, and there is no where o see my
pucsts ‘but in my own room, and no time to enjoy them till
the plaster is found. I settle this matter, and circulate through
the house to find Toddypestle, who has no right te leave the
surgery till night.  He is discovered in the dead house, smoking
a clgar, and very much the worse for his researches among the
spirituous preparations that fill the surgery shelves. He is

inclined to be gallant, and puts the finishing blow to the fire

of my wrath ; for the teakettle lid flies off, and driving him
before me to bis post, I fling down the order, take what I
chooso ; and, leaving the abswd incapable kissing his hand to
me, depart, feeling as Grandma Riglesty is reported to have
done, when she vainly sought for chips, in Bimleck JFackwood’s
““ ghifless paster.” :

I find Dammer a well acted charade of his own name, and

just as T get him dono, struggling the while with a burning

desire to clap an adhesive strip across his mouth, full of

heavon-defying oaths, I'rank takes up his boot to put it on,

and exclaims :

“I'm blest of here ain’t lhat case now ! I recollect seémg '
it fall in this mornin’, but forgot all about it, till my heel
went smash inter it.  Here, ma’am, keteh hold on it, and give

the boys a sheet on’s all round, ’gainst it tumbles mter t’other
“boot next time yer want it.”’

If a look could anuihilate, Francis Sauechox would have
ceased to exist; but it couldn’t; therefore, he yet: lives, to
aggravate some unhappy woman’s soul, and wax fat in some
oqually congenial situation. \
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Now, while I'm freemcr my mind, T should like to entcr my
protest against employmg convilescents as attendants, instead
of strong, properly trained, and cheerful men. - How it may
be in other placés I cannot say; but here it was a source of

constant trouble and confusion, these feeble, ignorant men

trying to sweep, scrab, lift, and wait upon their sicker comrades.
One, with a diseased heart, was expectéd to run up and down
stairs, earry heavy trays, and-move helpless men ; he tried it,
and grew rapidly worse than when he first came: and, when
he was ordered out to march away to the convalescent hospital,
fell, in a sort of fit, before he turned the corner, and was
brought back to die.  Another, hurt by a fall from his horse,
endeavored to do his duty, but failed entirely, and the wrath

~ of the ‘Wai'd master fell upon the nurse, who must either serub
. the rooms hexrself, or take the lecture ; for the boy looked stout - .

and well, and the master néver happened to see him turn
whiie with pain, or hear him groan in his sleep when an invol
untary motion strained his poor back. . Constant complaints
were being made of incompetent attendants, and some dozen _
women dld double duty, and then were blamed for br eakmg
down. If any hospital director fancies this a good and

“economical arrangement, allow one used up nurse to tell him

it isn’t,-and beg him to spars the sisterhood, who sometimes,
in their sympathy, forget that they are mortal, and run the
risk of being made immortal, sooner than is agxceablo to their
partial friends. ‘

Another of my few rambles took me to the Senate Chamber,
hoping to hear and sce if this largo machine was run any
' better than some small ones I knew of. I was too late, and
found the SBpeaker’s chair occupled by a colored gentleman of
ten; while two others were on their legs, having a  hot

dobatc on the comball ques&@on, as thoy gathered the waste

\
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paper strewn about the floor into bags; and several white
members played leap-frog over the desks, 2 much wholesomer
relaxation than some of the older Senators indulge in, I fancy.
Finding the coast clear, I likewise gambolled up and down,
from gallety to gallery ; sat in Sumuer’s chair, and cudgelled
an imaginary Brooks within’ an inch of his life ; examined
Wilson’s books in the coolest possible manner; warmed my
foot at one of the national registers ; read people’s names on
seattered ‘envelopes, and pocketed a eastaway autograph or
two; watched the somewhat unparliamentary proceedings
goiﬁg on about me, and wondered who in the world all the
sedate gentlemon were, who kept popping out of odd doors

here and there, like respectable Jacks-in-the-box. Then I
‘wandered over the palatial residence of Mrs. Columbia,

and cxamined its many beauties; though I can’t say I thought

‘her a tidy housekecper, and didn’t admire her taste in pictures,
~ for the cye of this Lumble individual soon wearied of expiring

patriots, who all appeared to be quitting their earthly taberna-
cles in convulsious, ruffied shirts, and a whirl of torn banners,
bomb shells, and buff and blue arms and legs.

The statuary also was massive and concrete, but rather
wearying to examine; for the. eolossal ladies and gentle-
men carried mo cards of introduction in face or figure;
so whether the meditative party in a kilt, with well-de-

“veloped  legs, shoes like army slippers, and a ponderous

nose, was Columbus, Cato, or Cockelorum Tibby the tra-
sedian, was more than I could tell. Several robust ladies
attracted me; but which was America and which Poca-
hontas was a mystery; for all affected much looseness
of cogtume, dishevelment of hair, swords, arrows, lances,
seales, and other ornaments quite passé with damsels of
oux élay, whose effigies should \go down to posterity armed
¥ , .

1
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with fans, erochet needles, ridling whips, and parasols, with
bere and there one holding pen or peneil, rolling-pin ‘or broom,
The statue of Liberty I recognized at onee, for it had no
pedestal as yet, but stood flat in the mud, with Young America
most symbellically making dirt pies, and éhip forts, in its
shadow. But high above the squabbling little throng and
their petty plaus, the sun shone full on Liberty’s broad
forchead, and, in her hand, some summer bird had built its
nest. I accepted the good omen then, and, on' the first of
- January, the Emancipation Aet gave the ‘st,;xtue a nobler and
more enduring pedestal than any marble or granite ever carved
and quarried. by human hands. :

One trip to Georgetown Ieights, where cedars 51nhed over-
head, dead leaves rustled undelfoot, pleasant paths lul up and
down, and a brook wound like a silver gnake by the blackened

ruins of some Irench Minister’s house, through the poor
- gardens of the black washerwomen who congregated there,

and, passing the cemetery with a murmurous lullaby, rolled

away to pay its little tribute to the river. This breezy run
" was the last T took ; for, on the morrow, came rain and wind :

and confinement soon ‘proved a powertul reinforcement to the
encmy, who was quietly preparing to spring a mine, and blow

me fivo hundred miles from the position I had taken in what L
called my (Jlnckahommy Swamp. |

Shut up in my room, with no voice, ‘spirits, or ‘books, that
week was not a hahday, by any means. TPinding meals a
bumbug, I stopped away altogether, trusting that if this sparrow
was of any worth, the Liord would not let it fall to the ground.
Like a flock of friendly ravens, my sister nurses fed me, riob
only with food for the body, but kind words for the mind ;

and soon, from being half starved, Tfound myself so betcaed o

and betoasted, petted ‘and ser Ve(l that I was nearly killed
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with kindness, in spite of cough, headache, a painful conscious-
ness of my pluna and a realizing sense of bones in the human

' frame. From the pleasant huube on the hill, the home in the

heart of Washington, and the Willard caravansary, -came

friends new and old, with bottlcs, baskets, carriages and invita- '

tions for the invalid; and daily our ¥lorence Nightingale
elinbied the steop stairs, stealing a moment from her busy life,
to watch over the stranger, of whom she was as thoughtfully
tender as any mother.  Long may she wave ! Whntevor‘ot,hers
may think or suy, N nrse Periwinkle is forever grateful ; and
among her relics of that Washington defeat, none is more

" yalued -than the little book which appesred on her pillow, one

dreary day; for the D. D. written in it means to her far more
than Doctor of Divinity.

Being forbidden to meddle w1th fleshly arms and legs, T
solaced myself by mending cotton oncs, and, as I sat sewing
at my window, watched the moving panorama that passed:
below ; amusing myself with taking: notes of the most striking
fignres in it. Long trains of army wagons kept up a perpetual
ramble from morning till night ; ambulanees rattled to and fro

- with busy surgeons, nursos taking an airing, or convalescents

going in parties to be fitted to artificial imbs. Strings of sorry
looking horses passed, saying as plainly as dumb ereatures
could, “ Why, in a city full of them, is there no lorsepital -

forus?” Often a cart caroe by, with several rough eoffins in

it, and no mourners following ; barouches, with invalid officers,
rolled round the corner, and carriage loads of pretty children,
with black coachmen, footmen, and maids. The womén who
took their walks abroad, were so extinguished in three story
bonnets,  with Ovel'llanging baleonies of flowers, that their
chars were obseured ; and all T can say of thew is, that they
dressed in the worst possible taste, and walked like ducks.
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The men did the pxetm‘esquc and did it so well that Wash-
ington looked. like a mammoth masquerade.  Spanish hats,
scallet lined riding cloaks, swords and sashes, high boots and
bright spurs, beards and mustaches, which made plain faces
comely, and comely faces hersic ; these vanities of the flesh
transformed our butehers, bakers, and candlestick makers into
gallant riders of gaily eaparisoned horses, much handsomer
than themselves ; and dozens of such figures were constantly
~ praneing by, with private priekings of spurs, for the bencfit
of the perambulating flower-bed.  Some of these pentlemen

aﬁ'(,cted painfully tight uniforms, and little caps, kept on by |

some new law of gravitation, ag they covered enly the bridge
of the nose, yot never fell off; the men looked like stuffed
fowls, and rode as if the safety of the nation depended on
their speed alone. 'The fattest, greyest officers dressed most,
and ambled statelily along, with orderlics bebind, trying to
look as if they didn’t'know the stout party in front, and domg
much caracoling on their own account.

“The mules were my especial delight; and an n howr’s study
of a constantj: succession of them introduced me to many of

. their characteristics ; for six of these odd little beasts drew

cach army wagon, and went hopping like frogs through the
stecam - of mud that gen’rly rolled along the- strect.  The

coquettlbh arule had small fect, a nicely tummed tassel of a

- tail, perked up ears, and seemed much given to little tosses of
the liead, affected skips and prances ; and, if he wore the

bells, or wero bedizzened with a bit of finery, put on as many .
airs as any belle. The moral mule was a stout, hard-working

creature, always tugging with all his might; often pulimfr
away after the rest had stopped, laboring under the eonscien-
tious delusion that food for the entire army depended upon his

private exertions. I respected this style of rmle ; and, had
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T possessed a juiey eabbage, would have pressed it upon him,

with thanks for his excellent example. The historical mule
was a melo-dramatic quadruped, prone to startling humanity
by erratic. leaps, and wild plunges, much shaking of his
stubborn head, and lashing out of his vieious heels ; now and

then fulling flat, and apparently dying @ la Forrest : a gasp—

a squirm — a flop, and so on, till the strect was well blocked
up, the drivers all swearing like demons in bad hats, and the

“chief -actor’s circulation decidedly quickened by every variety

of kick, cuff, jork and haul. When the last breath secemed to
have left his body, and “ Doctors were in vain,” a sudden

resarrection ‘took place ; and if ever a mule laughed with

scornful triumph, that was the beast, as he leisurely rose, gave
a comfortable shake ; and, ealmly regarding the excited crowd
sceomed to say — “ A hit! a decided hit! for the stupidest
of animals has bamboozled a dozen men. Now, then! ~what
are yow stopping the way for?”” The pathetic mule was,
perhaps, the most interosting of all ; for, though he always
scemed to Le the smallest, thinnest, weakest of the six, the

postillion, with big boots, long-tailed coat, and heavy whip, .
was sure to be&tude this one, who strugeled feebly along, head

down, coat muddy and rough, eye spiritless and sad, his very
tail a mortified stump, and the whole beast a picture of meek
misery, fit to touch a heart of stone. The jovial mule was a
roly poly, happy-go-lucky little piece of horse-flesh, taking
evarything easily, from cudgeling.to caressing ; strolling along

- with a roguish twinkle of the eye, and, if. the thing were
possible, would have had his hands in his pockets, and whistled -

as be went. If there ever chanced to be an apple core, a
stray turnip, or wisp of hay, in the guttel thig Mark Tapley
was sure to find it, and none of his mates seemed to begrudge
him his bite. I'suspectcd this fellow was the peacemaker,
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“confidant and friend of all the others, for he had a sort of
** Cheer-up,-old-boy,-I’ll-pull-you-through > look, which was
excecdingly engaging. o |

- Pigs also possessed attractions for me, never having had
~ an opportunity of observing their graces of mind and manner,
till 1 came to Washington, whose porcine eitizens appeared to
enjoy a larger liberty than many of its human oncs, Stout,
- sedate looking pigs, burried by each morning to their places
of business, with a_preoccupied air, and sonorous greeting to
their friends. Genteel pigs, with an extra curl to their tails,
promenaded in pairs, lunching here and there, like gentlemen

~ of leisure. Rowdy pigs pushed the passers by off the side

walk ; tipsy pigs hiccoughed_their version of *“ We wont go
home till morning,” from the gutter; and delicate young pigs

tripped daintily through the mud, as if they plumed them-

selves upon their ankles, and kept themselves particularly
neat in point of stoekings. Maternal pigs, with. their inter-
esting families, strolled by in' the sun; and often the pink,
bahy-like sqacalers lay down for a nap, with a trust in Provi-
dence worthy of human imitation. : '

But more interesting than oflicers, ladies, mules, or pigs,
were my colored brothers and sisters, because so unlike the
respectable members of society I'd known in moral Boston.

Here was the genuine article— no, not the genuine article

at all, we must go to Africa for thit— but the sort of ereatures

~ generations of slavery have made them : obsequious, trickish,

lazy and i'gnorant, yet kind-hearted, merry-tempered, quick to

~ feel and accept the least tolien of the brotherly love which is
slowly teaching the white hand to grasp the black, in this
great struggle for the liberty of both the races.

Having been warned not to be too rampant on- the: subject
of slavery, as secesh principles flourished even under the
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shadow of Faﬂmf Abraham, T had endeavored to walk .dis—.

~ereetly, and eurb my unruly  member; looking about me

with all my eyes the while, and saving up the result of my
observations for future use. I had not been there a weck
before the neglected, devil-may caro expression in many of
the faces about me, seemed an urgent appeal to leave nursing

- white bodies, and take some care for these black souls. Much
as the lazy boys and saucy girls tormented me, I liked them,

and found that any show of interest or friendliness hrought

“out the better traits which live in the most degraded and -
forsaken of us all. T liked their cheerfulness, for the dreariest
“old hag, who scrubbed all day in that pestilential steam,

gossipped,and grinned all the way out, when night set her free

from drudgery. The girls romped with their dusky sweet-

hearts, or tossed their babies, with the tender pride that makes
mother-love a beautifier to the homeliest face. The men and

boys sang and whistled all day long ; and often. as T held my -

watch, the silence of the night was sweetly broken by some
chorus from the street, fall of real melody, whether the song

was of heaven, or of hoc-cakes ; and, as I listened, I felt that
~we never should doubt nor despair concerning a race which,

through such griefs and wrongs, still clings to this good gift,
and seems to solace with it the patient hearts that wait and

~watch and hope until the end.

I expezted to have to defend myself from accusations of a

prejudice against color ; but was surprised to find things' just . |

the other way, and daily shocked some neighbor by treating
the blacks as I did the whites. The men would swear at the
“darkies,”” would put two gs into negro, and scoff at the idea
of any good coming from such trash. The nurses were willing
to be served by the colored people, but seldom thanked them,

never praised, and scarcely recognizéd them in the street;

e e
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“whereat the blood of two generations of abolitionists waxed
Lot in my veins, and, at the first opportunity, proclaimed itself,
and asserted the right of free speech as doggedly as the irve-
pressible Folsom herself. | _

Happening to catch up a funny little black baby, who was
toddling about the nurses’ kitchen, one day, when I went
down to make a mess for some of my men, a Virginia woman
standing by elevated her most prominent feature, with a sniff
of disapprobation, exclaiming : ‘ _

¢ Gracious, Miss P.! how can you? DI’ve been here six
months, and never so. much as touched the little toad with a
poker.” 4

“ More shame for you, ma’am,” responded Miss P. ; and,

with the natural perversity of a Yankee, followed up the blow
by kissing ¢ the toad,”” with ardor. His face was providen.
tially as clean and shiny as if his mamma had just polished it
up with a corner of her apron and a drop from' thio tea-kettlo
spout, like old Aunt Cbloe. This rash act, and the anti-
slavery lecture that followed, while oné hand stirred gruel for
sick Awmeriea, and the other hugged baby Afriea, did not
~ produce the cheering result which I fondly expected ; for my
comrade henceforth regarded me as a dangerous fanatic, and
my protegé nearly came to his death by insisting on swarming

up stairs to my room, on all occasions, and being walked on

like a little black spider. | }
I waited for New Year’s day with more cagerness than I
_bad ever known before ; and, though it bronght me no gift, 1

felt rich in the act of justice so tardily performed towaxd some e

of those about me. As the bells rung midnight, I electrified
my room-mate by dancing out of bed, throwing wup the
window, and flapping my handkerchicf, with a fecble cheer,
in answer to the shout of a group of colored nsen in the street

19 . T . Voo, ) -
One hand stiveed groel. for swlc_mﬁm‘wa, and the other hugged baby
Africa” —Paar T6.
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below. Al night they tooted and tramped, fired crackers,
sung ** Glory, Hallelujah,”” and took comfort, poor gouls I in
their own way. The sky was clear, the moon shone benignly,
a mild wind blew across the river, and all good omens seemed
to ushor in the dawn of the day whose noontide eanunot now
bo long in coming. If the eolored people had taken hands
and danced around the White House, with a few cheers for
the much abused gentleman who has immortalized himself by
one just act, no President could have had a finer levee, or one
‘to be prouder of. -

While these sights and sounds were going on without,
curious seenes were passing within, and I was learning that
“ouc of the best methods of fitting onesclf to be a nurse in a
“hospital, i3 to be a patient there, Forthen only can one wholly
realize what the men suffer and sigh for ; how acts of kindness
touch and win ; how mmuch or little we are to those about us;
and for the first time really see that in coming there we have

~tuken our lives in our hands, and way have to pay dearly for _
4 a brief experienee.  Iivery one was very kind ; the attendants
of my ward often came up to report progress, to fill my wood-
box, or bring messages and presents from my boys. The
nurses took many steps with thoso tived feet of theirs, and
several eame cach evening, to chat over my fire and make
things .cosy for the night. The doctors puid daily visits,
tapped at my lungs to see if pneumonia was within, loft doses
- without names; and went away, leaving me as ignorant, and
.- wuch more ‘uncomfortable than when they came.. Hours
- began to got confused ; people looked odd ; queer faces haunted
= the rdom, and the nights were one long fight with ‘weariness

-and pain. Tetters from home grew anxious; the doctors -
lifted their eyebrows, and nedded owinously ; friends said

“Don’t stay,” and an internal rebehiohéecdndod the advice ; .-

|
|
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but thq_ threce months were not out, and the idea of giving - which T consolo HIAL SKETOMES 79
up s0 soon was proclaiming a defeat before I was fairly vouted; |- p erfwinlzle Chy m
so to all ¢ Don’t stays” L opposed ** I wills,” till, one fine | |
morning, a gray-headed gentleman rose like a welcome ghost i : Oh, lay her in a little pi,

on my hearth ; and, at the sight of him, my resolution melted ' With a marble stone to covep § it;
away, my heart turned traitor to my boys, and, when he said, " » And carve thercon a gryel spoon,
“Come home,” I answered, ** Yes, father;” and so ended To show a *“nuss” hog died too soon.
My career as an army nurse.

I never shall régres the going, though a sharp tussle with

| typhoid, ten dollars, and a wig, are all the visible results of

the experiment ; for one may live and learn much in a month,

A good fit of illness proves the value of liealth ; real danger’

tiics ong’s mettle ; and sclf-saerifice swectens character. Lot

no one who sincerely desires to help the work on in this way, .

delay going through any fear; for the worth of life lies in the

experiences that fill it, and tlns is one which cannot be forgotten,
~ All that is best and bravest in the hearts of ticn and wonen,

comes out in scenes like these ;. and, though a hospital is a

rough school, its lessons are both stern and salutmy ; and the

humbhﬁst‘, of pupils there, .in propm'twn to his faithfulness,

learns a decper faith in God and in himself. I, for one,

would return tomorrow, on the ‘“up-again, -and-take-another’

principle, if I coutd ; for the amount of pleasure and pmﬁt H

got out of that mont‘n compensates for lall after pangs; and,

though & sadly womanish feeling, I take some satisfaction in

the thought that, if T could not lay my head on the altar of

my country, I have my hair; and that is more than handsome

Helen did for her dead husband, when she sacrificed only the

ends of ber ringlets on his urn. Therefore, I close this little

chapter of hospital experionces, with the regret that they wero

no better worth recording; and add the poetical gem with

yself foi'_ the ‘untimely demigo of “ .Nurse
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CHAPTER VL.

A POSTRCRIPT. -

My Dear S.:— As inquiries like your own have come to

‘me from various friendly readers of the Sketches, I will
answer them en masse, and in printed form, as a sorif_ of
postseript to what has gone before. Qne of these questions
was, * Ate there no services by hospital death-beds, or on
Sundays 7 , - ; -
Tn most Hospitals I hope there ave ; in ours, the, men died,
and were carried away, with as little ecremony as on a battle-
field. . The first cvent of this kind which 1 witnessed was £o

very brief, and: bare of anything like reverence, sorvow, or ¢
pleus consolation, that I heartily agreed with the blunty ¢

expressed opinjon” of a Maine man lying next his comrade,

who died with no vigible help near bim, Lut a compassionate |

woman and a tender-hearted Irishman, who dropped npon his

' kneés and told his beads, with Catholic fervor, for the good ;
) - ) ) .

of his Protestant brother’s parting soul : .
-« Tf, after gottin’ all the hard knocks, we are left to die

A e e
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this way, with nothing but a Paddy’s prayers to help us, I

.- guess Clristians are rather scarce round Washington,”

I thought so too; but though Miss Blank, onc of my
mates, anxious that souls should lo ministered to, as well ag
hodiesy spoke mnore than once to the Chaplain, nothing “ever

came of i,  Unlike another Shepherd, whose carnest piety

weekly purified the Senate Chamber, this man did not feed as -
well as fold bis floek, nor make himself a uman symbol of the
Divine Samaritan, who never passes by on the other sida. _

I have siuee learned that our non-commital Chaplain had
been a Professor in some Southern College ; and, though he
maintained that he bad no secesh proclivities, I can testify
that he seceded from his ministerial’ duties, I may say, ske-
daddled ; for, being one of his own words, it is as appropriate
as inelegant. * Ho read Tmerson, quoted Carlyle, and tried to
be a Chaplain ; but, judging from his suceess, I am afraid he

“ still bankered after the hominy pots of Rebeldom.

- Occasionally, on a Sunday afternoon, such of the nurses,

. oflicers, attendants, and patients as could avail themselves of

it, were gathered in the Ball Room, for an hour’s service, of
which the singing was the botter part. To me it scemed that
if ever strong, wise, and loving words were ﬁeeded, it was
then ; if ever mortal man had living texts before his eyes to
illgstrate and illaminate his thought, it was there ; and if ever
hearts were promptéd to devoutest self-abnegation, it was in
the work which brought us to anything but a Chapel of Lase..

Bub some spiritual paralysis secmed to have befallen our

pastor ; f01',’t110ug11 many faces turned toward him, full of the

dumb hunger that often comes to men when suffering or danger

: brings them nearer to the heart of things, they were oﬂ'ere_d

tho chaff’ of divinity, and its wheat was left for less needy

. gleaners, who knew where to look. \Liven the fine old Bible
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stories, which ‘mayf bo made as lifeliké ag any history of our
day, by a vivid faney and pictorial dietion, wore robbed of all
their charms by dry explanations and literal applieations,
instead of being useful and pleasanfa lessons to those men,
whom weakness had rendered as docile as children in a father’s
hands. . . " |
I watched the listless countenances
‘we listened to a dull sermon, delivered with a monotonous
tone, a business-like manner, and a very visible desire to
get the uninteresting job done as expeditiously as possible ;
which demonstrations were most suceessful in making the
- Sunday services a duty, not a pleasare. Listless they were
at the beginning, and listless at the end ; but the instant
some stirring old hymn was given out, sleepy cyes bright-
ened, lounging fignres sat ercct, and many a poor lad
rose up in his bed, or stretched an cager hand for the
book, while all broke out with a heartiness that proveiij
that somewhere at the core of even the most abandoned,:
there still glowed some remnant of the native picty thas
flows in music from the heart of every litle echild. liven
the big rebel joined, and boomed away in a thunderous bass,
singing — ‘ |
 Salvation! let the echoes fly,”

as energetically as if he felt the nced of a speedy execution
of the command. : L

That was-the pleasantest moment of the hour, for then it
seemed a homelike and happy spot; the groups of men looking :
over one another’s shoulders as they sang; the few silent
figures in the heds; here and there a woman noiselessly per-
forming some n{ecessary duty, and singing as she worked ;

I
|

all about me, while |

i
1
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while in the-arm chair standing in the widst, I place&, for my
. own satisfaction, the imaginary likeness of a certain faithful
pastor, who took all outcasts by the hand, smote the devil in

whatever guise he came, and eomforted the indigent in spirit -

with the best wisdom of ‘a great and tender leart, which still
speaks to us from its Italian grave. With that addition, my
picture was complete ; and I often longed to take a veritable
- sketch of a' Hospital Sunday, for, despite its drawbacks
consisting of continued labor, the want of proper hooks th(;
barren preaching that bore no fruit, this day was nover lke
the other six.
True to their home training, our New England boyls did
their best to make it what it should be. With many, there

. sh roaadi H '
was much reading of Testaments, ‘bumming over of favorite

h).rmns, and looking at such books as I could eull from a
| miscellancous l}brary. ‘Some lay idle, slept, or gossiped ; yet,
when | came ‘to them for a quiet’ evening chat or reading,

- they often talked freely’ and well’ of themselves; would

blunder out some. timid hope that their troubles might
‘f do’ ’em good, and keep ’em stiddy;” would chok(;3 a
little, as they said good night, and turned their faces to
t.he wal\llﬁ to think of mother, wife, or home, thesé Luman
bes sceming to be the most vital religion which they yet
knew. I observed that some of them did not wear their
' caps on this day, though at othor times they clung to them
liko Quchrs; wearing them in bed, putting them on to
read the paper, eat an apple, or write a letter, as if, like. a
new sort of Samson, their strength lay, not in their hair, but in
‘It‘neir hats. Mauy read no novels, swore less, were more silent
order'ly,-‘and cheerful, ag if the Lord were an invisible Wzil'd:
master, who went his rounds but onece a week, and must find
all things at their best. I liked all this in the poor, rough

[

boys, and conld have fonnd it in wy heart to put down sponga - -
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_ .a'nd tea-pot, and preach a little sermon then z}nd there, while -
‘homesickness and pain had made these natur(?s soft, that s?m.e
good seed might be cast therein, to blossom: and bear fruit
here or hereafter.

Regarding the admission of friends to nurse their sick, I

can only say, it was not allowed at Hurlyburly Touse ; thoug'h‘
one indomitable parent took my ward by storm, m?;l_ h-elfl her
position, in spite of doctors, matron, and Nurse I cjr.lwmk%e.
Though it was against the rules, though the culprit wu;s an‘
* acid, frost-bitten female, though the young man would myu_
done quite as well without her anxious fussiness, ur@ the :wholg
“room-full been much more comfortable, there was something so
irresistible in this pérsistent devotion, that no oue ha{i thg
heart to oust her from her post.  She slept on the floor, Wlﬂlout
uttering a complaint ; bore jokes gomewhat of the rudest;

fared scantily, though her basket was daily ﬁlled W%th Juxuries +
for her boy ; and tended that petulant personage with a never=

failing patience beautiful to see. ‘ ' : -

I feel a glow of moral rectitude in saying this of her ; fmi
though a perfect pelican to her young, she pceke;d and (?ackl_tfc
(T don’t know that pelicans usually express their .omotlons in
that manner,) most obstreperously, when othcrs,mvgded h(),l,
~ premises ; and led me a weary life, with ** G*c,(:rgo 8 t‘(iz‘f’-rusks,h
“* George’s foot-bath,”” George’a measles,”” and (}eorgfs s
mother ;7 till, after a sharp passige of arms‘_qnd tongues with
the matron; she wrathfully packed up her rusk-s, her son, and
herself, and departed, in an ambulancc,-scoldmgl to the very

last. ‘ :

This is the comic side of the matter. The serious one is.

harder to describe ; for the presence, howcve;' brief, of frelz}-
tions and friends by the bedsides of the dead or dying, is
always a tiial to the bystanders. They are not necar en_oqgh
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to know how best to comfort, yet too near to turn their backs
upon the sorvow that finds its only solace in listening to
recitals of last words, breathed into nurse’s ears, or receiving
the tender legacies of love and longing bequeathed through
_ them. ‘ o = '
To me, the saddest sight I saw in that sad place, was thé
spectacle of a grey-haired father, sitting hour after hour by
his son, dying from the poison of his wound. The old father,
hale and hearty ; the young son, past all help, though one’
could scarcely believe it; for the subtle fever, burning his
strength away, flushed his checks with color, filled his eyes
with lustre, and lent a wournful mockery of health to face and -
figure, making the poor lad comelier in death than in life.
His bed was not in my ward ; but I was often in and out,

and, for a day or two, the pair were much together, saying
Little, but looking much.. The old man tried to busy himself
with book or pen, that his presenee might not be a burden ;
and once, when he sat writing, to the anxicus mother at home,
doubtless, [ saw the son’s eyes fixed upon his face, with a look
of mingled resignation and regret, as if endeavoring to teach
himself to say cheerfully the long good bye. And aga%,
when the son slept, the father watched him, as he had himsslf

 been watched ; and though no feature of his grave counte-

nance changed, the rough hand, smoothing the lock of hair
upon the pillow, the bowed attitude of the groy head, were
more pathetic thun the loudest lamentations. = The son’'died ;
and the father took home the pale relie of the life he' gave,
offering a little money to the nurso, as the only visible return
it wag in his power to make her; for, though very grateful,

be was poor.  Of course, she did not take it, but found a

ricker compensation in. the old man’s earnest declara-
tion ;. ' '
: , : g




&6 ‘ ~TIO8PITAL SKEICHES.

“My boy conldn’t have been better eared for if he’d been at
“home ; and God will reward you for it, though I can’t.””

My owu experiences of this sort began when my first man
died. Ho had searcely been removed, when his wife came in.
Her eye went straight to the well-known bed ; it was empty ;
" and feeling, yet not believing the hard truth, she eried out,
witk a look I never shall forget :

** Why, where’s Emanuel 27

T had never seen her before, did not know her relationship
to the man whom I had enly nwised for a day, and was about
to ‘tell her he was gone, when McGree, the tender-hearted
Trishman before mentioned, brushed by me with a cheerful —
¢ Tt's shifted to a better bed he i, Mrs. Connel.  Come out,

dear, till T show ye;” and, taking her gently by th‘e‘arm, he

led her to the matron, who broke the heavy tidings to the
wife, and comforted the widow.

‘Another day, running up-to my room for a breath of fresh

air and a five mintes’ rest after a disagrecable task, I found
a stout young woman sitting on my bed, wearing the miscra-
ble look which I had learned to know by that time. Sceing
her, reminded me that T had heard of some one’s dying in the
night, and bis sister’s arriving in the morning.  This wust be
she, I thought. T pitied her with all my heart. . What conld
T say or do?  Words always scem impertinent at such times ;
I did not know the man ; the woman was neither interesting
in herself nor graceful in her grief; yet, baving known a
sister’s sorrow myself; I could not leave her alone with her
trouble in that strange place, without a word. So, feeling
heart-sick, home-sick, and not knowing what- else to do, T jost
. pat my.arms about her, and ‘began to ery in a very lie]pless
but hearty way; for, as I scldom indulge in this moist luxury,
[ like to enjoy it with all my might, when I do.

1OBPITAL SKETCHES.

It so happened T 'could not have done a better thing ; for,
though not a word was spoken, each felf the other’s symn:tthy ;
and, in the silence, our handkerchiofs were mdre el;quen-{’;
than words.  8he soon sobbed herself quict ; and, leaving her
on my bed, 1 went back to work, feeling mueh refreshed by
the shower, though 1'd forgotten to rest, and had washed my
fuco instead of my hands. I mention this successful experi-
ment as a veceipt proved and approved, for the use of anj
nurse who may find hersclf ealled upon to minister to theso

~wounds of the heart. They will find i more efficacious than
cups of tea, smelling-bottles, psalms, or scrmons ; for a friendly
touch and a companionable cry, unite the consolations of all
the rest for womankind ; ‘and, if genuine, will be found a
sovereign cure for the first sharp pang so many suffer in these -
heavy times. ' -

I am gratified to find that my little Sergeant has found
favor in several quarters, and gladly respond to sundry ealls
for news of him, though my personal knowledge ended five
months ago.. Next to my good Johu-— I hope the grass is
green above him, far away there in Virginia | —1 placed the
Sergeant on my list of worthy boys s and many a jovial chag

“have I enjoyed with the merry-hearted lad, who had a fancy

for fun, when his poor arm was dressed. While Dr. P. poked
and strapped, I brushed the remains of the Sergeant’s brown
mane — shorn sorcly against his will — and gbssiped with 4l
my wmight, the boy muking odd faces, exclamations, aﬁd
appeals, ‘when nerves. got the better of nonsense, as they
sometimes did : '
~*I’d rather Jaugh than ery, when I must sing out anjhow
80 just say that bit from Dickens again, please, and TlI stanti

;

it like 2 man.”” Ie did; for “Mrs.  Cluppins,” *“ Chad«

band,” and *Sam Weller,” aliyays helped him through ;
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thereby causmg me to lay another offering of love and adml-

tending the wounds I tended, brushi v
ration on the shrine of the god of my ldolatl y, though he does & rushing the curly jungle T

brushed, loving the excellent little youth I loved, and eventu-

ally walking altarward, with the Sergeant stumping gallantly -

at her side. If she doesn’t do all this, and no end more, I'll
never forgive her ; and sincerely pray to the guardian saint
of lovers, that ¢ Baby 1. may prosper in hiS Woomg, and
his name be Iong in the land.

One of the lively episodes  of hospital life, is the frequent -
marching away of such as are well cnough to rejoin their
regiments, or betake themselves to-some . convalescent camp.

~ The ward master comes to the door of cach room that is to be
thinned, reads off a list of names, bids their owners look
sharp and be ready when called for; and, as he vanishes, the
rooms fall into an indeseribable state of topsy-turvyness, as
the boys begin to black their boots, brighten spurs, brush
clothes, ovellmul knapsacks, make presents; are fitbed out

with needfuls, and—well, why not ? — kissed someti
saw, and constantly found mysclf indulging him, like the most they say, good by; for in ally human pmbablhtryn v:rzle:hz?l?'

weak-minded parent, mercly for the pleasure of sceing his never meet again, and a woman’s heart yearns over anything
blue eyes twinkle, his merry mouth break intoa smile, aud that has clung to her for help and comfort. I never liked
his onc hand c¢xecute a jaunty little salute that was entirely 1 theso breakings-up of my little houschold; though my short
captivating. I am afraid that Nurse . dzxmagcd her dignity, ~ & stay showed me but three. T was 1mmense]y gratified by the
frolicking with this persuasive young gentleman, though done hand shakes I got, for their somewhat painful 001d1a]1ty assured
for his well-being.  But ““ boys will be loys,” is perfectly 1% me that T had not tried in vain, The bie Prussian rambled
applicable to the case; for, in spite of years, sex, and the out his unintelligible adieuz, with a Zlatcful face and a
- prunes-and-prisms ” doctrine laid down for our use, I have - ‘premonitory smooth of his yellow moustacle, but got no -
a follow feclmg for lads, and always owed Fate a grudge _ farther, for some ene else stepped up, with a large bmwﬁ hand
because I wasn’t a-lord of creation instead of a lady - extended, and this recommendation of our very faulty estab-
Since T left, I have heard, from a rcliable source, that my  lishment: :
Sergeant has gone home ; therefore, the small romance that | “We're oﬂ" ma’am, and I m powuf’ul sorry, for I’ d no Idea..

budded the first day I saw him, has blossomed into its second ‘ a "orspittle was such a jolly placo. Hope I'll git another ball
chapter ; and I now imagine ‘“ dearest Jane ” filling my place, 1B \ _ o

wear too much jewelry and talk slang,
The Sergeant also originated, I believe, the ﬂLshlon of calling
- his neighbors by their afflictions instead of their names ; and I
was rather taken aback by hearing them bandy remarks of
this sort, with perfeet good humor and mueh enjoyment of the
New game,
*“ Hallo, old Fits is off again I “‘ ITow arc you, Rheumas
tiz?”  “Will you trade apples, Ribs 7" ¢ I say, Miss 1.,
may I give Typus a drink of this ?” *“Look here, No Toes,
Jlend us a stamp, there’s a good feller,” ete.  Ile himself was
christened * Baby B.,” because he tended his arm on & little
- pillow, and ealled it his infant.
Very fussy about his food was Selncant B., and much
trotting of atteudants was neeessary when he partook of nour-
ishment.  Anything more irresistibly wheedlesome I never
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- somewheres easy, 50 Tl come back, and be took care on

again, Mean, ain’t it 2

T didn’t think so, but the doctrine of inglorious -ease was
not the the right one to pmagh up, so I tried to Jook shocked,
failed signally, and consoled mysclf by giving him the fat
pincushion he - had admired as the * cutest little machine
agoin.””  Then they fell into line in front of the Louse, looking
rather wan and feeble, some of them, but trying to step out
smartly and march in good order, though half the knapsacks
were carried by the guard,.and several 1oan(,d on sticks instcad
of shouldering guns. All looked up and . smiled, or waved

: helr hands and touched their caps, as they passed under our

windows down the long street, and so away, some to their
homes in this Wo_lld, and some to that in the next; and, for
the rest of the day, I felt like Rachel mourning for her
children, when I saw the empty beds and missed the f‘mnlmr

" faces,

You ask if nurses are obliged to witness amputations and
such matters, ag a part of their duty ? I think not, unless
they wish'; for the patient is under the cffects of ether, and
needs no eare but such as the surgeons can best give. Our
work bepins afterward, when the poor soul comes to himself,

sick, faint, and wandering ; full of strange pains and confused
* visions, of disagreeable sensations and sights. Then we must

sooth and sustain, tend and watch ; preaching and practicing

‘patience, till sloep and tlme have 1est0red courage and sclf-

~ control.

T witnessed several operations ; for the hemht of my ambition
was to go to the front after a battle, and feeling that the sooner
T inured myself' to trying sights, the more useful L should be.
Several of my mates shrunk from such thmgq for thouwh the
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spjrit wasg wholly willing, the flesh was inconvenientlv; weak.
One funereal lady came to try her powers as a nurse ; bur, a

brief eonversation cliciting the facts that she fainted at the -

sight of blood, was afraid to watch alone, couldn’t possibly
take care of delirious persons, was nervous ahout infeetions,
-and wnable to bear much fatigue, she was mildly dismissed.
I hope she found her sphere, but fancy a comfortable bandbox
on a high shelf would best meet the requirements of her case.

‘Dr. Z. sugeested that I should witness a disseetion ; but T

never aceepted his invitations, thinking that my nerves belonged
to the living, not to the dead, and I had better finish my educa-

tion ag a nurse before I began that of a surgeon. But I -

never met the little man skipping through the hall, with oddly
shaped cascs in his hand, and an absorbed expression of coun:
tenance, without being sure that a scleet party of sargeons
were at work in the dead hbuse, which idea was a rather trying
one, when I knew the sulject was some person whom T had
nursed and cared for. :
But this must not lead any onc lo suppose that the surgeons
were willlfully bard or cruel, though one of them 1em0rbefu]]y

- confided to me that he feared h:s profession blunted his sensi-

bilities, and, perhaps, rendered him mdlﬁ'uent to the sight of
pain. :
I aw inelined to think thatin some cascs it does ; for, thourvh
a capital surgeon and a kindly man, Dr. P., thlough lrmO'

acquaintance with many of “the ills flesh is heir to, had acquncd |
a somewhat trying habit of regarding a man and his wound as

scparate institutions, and -sccmed rather annoyed - that the
former should express any opinion upon the latter, or elaim
any right in it, while under his care. He had a way of
twitchipg off a bandage, and giving a limb a comprehensive
gort of cluteh, which, though no d\oubt entlrely scientifie, was
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rather startling than soothing, and highly objectionable as a
means of preparing nerves for any fresh trial. Fle also
expeeted the patient to assist in small operations, as he consid-
ered them, and to restrain all demonstrations during the
© process.

‘ Here, my man, just hold it thm way, while T lools into it
ablt * ho said one day to Witz G, putting a wounded arm
" into the keeping of a sound one, and procecding to poke
about among bits' of bone and visible museles, in a red and
black chasm made by some infernal machine of the shot or
shell description.  Poor itz held on like grim Death, ashamed
“to show fear before a woman, till it grew more than he could
bear in silence ; ; and, after a few smothered groans, he looked

at me imploringly, as if he said, “I wouldn’t, ma’am, if I

could help it,”” aud fainted quictly away.
| Dr. P. looked up, gave a compassionate sort of cluck and
- poked away more busily than ever, with a nod at me and a

brief— ““ Never mind; be so good as to hold this till I finish.” N

I obeyed, cherishing the while a strong desire to insinuate a
few of bis own disagreeable knives and seissors into him, and
see how he liked it. A very dlﬁrespoctful and ridiculous
faney, of course ; for ho was doing all that could be done,

and the arm prospered finely in his hands. But the human -

mind is prone to prejudice ; and, though a personable man,
speaking Ifrench like a born ** Parley voo,” and whipping off
legs liko an animated guillotine, I must confess to a sense of
relicf when-he was ordered clsewhere; and suspeet that several
of the men would have faced a rebel battu y with less trepnla-

‘ tlon than they did Dr. P., when he came  hris Lly in on his

morning round. |
As if to give us the pleasures of contrast, Dr. Z. sueceeded
hit, who, I think, suffered more in giving pain than did bis
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patients in enduring it ; for he often paused to ask: “Do I
hart you ¢ and, seeing hig solicitude, the boys invariably
answeied : *“ Not much ; go ahead, Doctor,” though the lips
that uttered this amiable fib might be white with pain as they
spoko.  Over the dressing of somo of the wounds, we ‘used
to oarry on conversatwns upon subjects fou,l‘gn to the work in
hand, that tho patient might forget himsclf in the charms of
our discourse. Christmas eve was spent in this'way; the
Doctor strapping the little Sergeant’s arm, I holding the lamp,
while all three laughed and talked, as if anywhere but in a
hospital ward ; except when the chat was broken by a long-

-drawn ““ Oh!” from “ Baby B.,” an abrupt request from the
“Docter to ““Iold the lamp a little higher, please,” or an

encouraging, *“ Most through, Sergeant,” from Nurse P.
The chief Surgeon, Dr. O., I was told, refused the bhigher
salary, greater honor, and less labor, of an appeintment to
the Officer’s ospital, round the corner, that he might servo
the poor fellows at Hurlyburly House, or go to the front,
working there day and night, among the horrors that succced
the glories of a battle. T liked that so much, that the quiet,
brown-eyed Doctor was my especial admiration ; and when my
own turn came, had more fiith in him than in all the rest
put together, although he did advise me to go home, and
authorize the econsumption of blue pills.
Speaking of the surgeons reminds me that, having found all

‘manner of fault, it becomes me to celebrate the redeeming

feature of Hurlyburly House. Ihad been prepared by the
accounts of others, to expeet much humiliation of spirit from
the surgeons, and to be treated by them like a door-mat, a

“worm, or any other méek and lowly article, whose mission it -

is to bo put down and walked upon ; nurses being considered

‘a8 mere servants, recowmg the low\est pay, and, it’s my pnvate
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‘.

- “opinion, Iddin‘g the hardest work of any part of .the army],:
éxcept the mules. Grqat, therefare, was }ny SHTPI‘ISO,'WhOU
found myself treated with the ubmost courtesy anfl 'kmdne:;s.
Very soon my earcfully prepared meekness was laid wpon the
shelf ; and, going from one extrcme to the O.th(l‘l', I more than
once expressed a differenge ‘.of opinion regarding sund}'y messes
it was my painful duty to administer. ‘
As cight of us nurses chanced to be off dq.ty at once, we
‘had an excellent opportunity of trying the virtues of bhes.c
Agentlemen ; and T am bound to say they stood the test adm’l-
rably, as far as my personal ‘observat.lon went. D ().ls
stethescope was unremitting in it attentions ; Dr. S. l.n-oug 13
his buttons into my room twice a day, with the f'egulanty -0{' a
medical clock ; while Dr. %. filled my table with neat little

bottles, which I never emptied, preseribed Browning, bedewed |

me with Cologne, and kept my fire goin‘g,.as if, hl.;e the
candles in St. Peter’s, it must never be pel'm}tte(l to die oui;.

- Waking one cold night, with the ccrtainty that‘m'y last S})m: g
had espired, and consequently hours of ‘coughapg wero in
store for me, I was much amazed to sce a rl{dd y light dancing
on the wall, a jolly blaze roaring up th'e chlmn.ey, and, dcm{n
upon his koees before it, Dr. Z., whittling shavings. I oug W
to have risen up and thanked him on the spot; but, knowing
that he was one of those who like .to‘ do good by. stealth‘, I
only pecped at him as if he wero a friendly ghost ; till, havn; §
made things as cozy as the most motherly of nurses cou1
have done, he crept away, leaving me to fee.l, as somebot' z
says, *“ as if angels were a watching of me in my sleed[la,.

though that species of wild fowl do nf)t usually descen ;I:
broadeloth and glasses. I afterwards dlscovlerefi that he spli
the wood ' himself on that cool January midnight, and weat

about making or mending fires for the poor old ladies ir.x‘ tl:t.gir _
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dismal dens ; thus causing himself to bo regarded as a bright
and shining light in more ways than one. T never thanked him
us T ought ; therefore, I publicly make a note of it, and further |
aggravate that modest M. D. by saying that if this was not
being the best of doctors and the gentlest of gentlemen, I shall
be happy to see any improvement upon i,

To such as wish to know where these scenes took place, T ~

- must respectfully. decline to anbwer ; for Hurly-burly House

has ceased to exist as a hospital ; so let it rest, wich all its
sing uwpon its head, — perhaps I should say chimney top.
When the nurses felt ill, the doctors departed, and the patients
got well, I believe the concern gently faded from existence, or
was merged into some other and better establishment, where I
hope the washing of three hundred sick people is done out of

- the house, the food is eatable, and mortal women are not

expected to possess an angelic exemption from all wants, and
the endurance of truck horses. R ‘ '
Since the appearance of these hasty Sketches; I have heard
from several of my comrades at the Hospital; and their
approval assures mo that I have not let sympathy and faticy

Tun away with me, as that lively team is apt to do when .

harnessed to a pen. As no two persons see the same thing -
with the samo eyes, my view of hospital life must be taken _
through my glass, and held for what it is worth. Certainly,
nothing was set down in malice, ard to the serious-minded
party who objected to a tone of. levity in some portions of the
Sketches, I can only say that it is a part of my religion to

" look well after the cheerfulnesses of life, and let the dismals

shift for themselves ; believing, with good Sir Thomas More,

that it is wise to “ be merrie in God.” | |
The next hospital 1 enter will, I hope, be one for the

colored regiments, as they seem to be proving their right to

4
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the admiration and kind offices of their white relations, who
owe them so large a debt, a little part of which I shall be
proud to pay. i S
Yours, o J
With a firm faith J
In the good time coming,

- TrisuraTioNn PRRIWINKLE.
fONCORD, Apuil, 1863. :
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THE KING OF CLUBS
AND |

THE QUEEN OF HEARTS.

A STORY FOR YOUNG AMERICA.

- TMVE-and-twenty ladies, all in a row, sat on one side

of the hall, looking very much as.if they felt like the
little old woman who fell asleep on the king’s highway -
and awoke with abbreviated drapery, for they were all
-artayed 'in gray tunics and Turkish continuations, pro-
fusely adorned with many-colored trimmings. Five-and- -
‘twenty gentlemen, all in a row, sat on the opposite side
of the hall, looking somewhat subdued, as men are apt to
do when they faney they are in danger of making - fools
of themselves. They, also, were en costume, for all the
dark ones had grown piraﬂtical‘in red shirts, the light ones
~ naatical in blue; and a fow boldly appeared in white,
making up lin starch and studs what they lost in-color,
while all were more or less Byronic as to collar.

On the platform appeared a pile of dumb-bells, a
regiment of clubs, and a pyramid of bean-bags, and
stirring nervously among them a foreign-looking gen-
tleman, the new leader of a class lately formed by
Dr. Thor Turner, whose 'missioﬁ\ it was to strengthen
‘the world’s spine, and convert it to a belief in air and

| (99):
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exercise, by setting it to balancing its polés and sphming
merrily, while enjoying the ¢ Sun-cure” on a large scale.
His advent. formed an epoch in the history of the town;;

for it was a quict old village; guiltless of bustle, fashion,

or parade, where cach man stood for what he was; and,
being a sagacious set, every onc’s true value was preity

accurately known. It was a ncighborly town, with.

gossip enough to stir the social atmosphere Wwith 51.11:111
gusts of interest or wonder, yet do no harm.: A sensible,
frec-and-casy town, for the wisest man in it wore the
worst boots; and no one thought the less of his under-
Stzindlnb; the belle of the village went shnpp.ing with
a big sun-bonmet and tin pail, and no onc found her
beauty lessened ; odditics of all ‘sorts ambled peacefully
about on their various hobbies, and no one bugggsi(,d
the ' expediency of a trip on the wooden horse upon
which the chivalrous South is always eager to mount
an irrepressible abolitionist. Restless people were soothed
'by the lullaby the river sang in its slow journey to the
sea, old people found here' a pleasant place to make
ready to die in, young people to swrvey the world from,
before taking their first. flight, and strangers looked back

“upon it, as a quiet npok full of  ancient legends and

modern lights, which would keep its memory green
when many a gayer spot was quite forgotten, Anything
based upon common sense found favor with the inhabit-
ants, and Dr. Turner’s theories, being eminently so,
were accepted at once, and energetically carried out. A
sort of heathen revival took place, for even the ministers
and deacons turncd Mussclmen ; old ladics tossed bean-
bags till their caps were awry, and winter-roses blos-

somod on their cheeks ; school-children proved the worth
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of the old provcr “ An ounce of prevcntmn is worth a
pound of cure,” by getting their backs ready before the
burdens came ; pale girls grew blithe and strong swing-
ing their dumb namesakes ; and jolly lads marched to and
fro embracing clubs as if longevity were corked up in
those wooden bottles, and they all took “ modest quench-
ers” by the way. '

August Bopp, the new leader of the class, was a Ger-
man possessing but a small stock of English, though a
fine gynmmast ; and being also a bashful man, the appointed
moment had no sooner arvived than he found ‘his care-
fally prepared sentences slipping away from his memory
as the ice appears to do from under unhappy souls first
mounted upon skates.  An awful silence reigned: Mr,
Bopp glanced nervously over his shoulder at the staring
rows, more appalling in their stillness than if they had
risen up and hooted at him ; then piling up the bags for
the scventh time, he gave hlmsel{' a mental shake, and,
with a crimson. visage, was about to launch his first
““ Ladees und gentlemen,” when the door opened, and a
small, merry-faced figure appeared, looking quite at ease
in the novel dress, as, with -a comprehensive nod, it
marched straight across the hall to its place among the
weaker vesscls,

A general glance of approbation followed from the gen-
tlemen’s side, a welcoming murmur ran along the ladies’,
and the fifty pairs of eyes changed their focus for a mo-
ment.  Taking advantage of. which, Mr. Bopp 1‘1ghted'

‘himself, and burst out with a decided, —

“ Tadees und gentlemen ; the time have arrived that
we shall begin,  Will the gentlei\ncn serve the ladees to a
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wand, each 6ne, then spreaﬂ theirselves about the' hall,
and follow the motions I will make as I shall count.”

Five minutes of chaos, then all fell into order, and .

nothing was heard but the leader’s voico and the stir of
- many bodies movings imultaneously. An uninitiated ob-
server would have thought himself in Bedlam ; for, as the
evening wore on, the laws of society seemed given to the
winds, and huma,mty gone mad “Bags flew in all diree-,
tions, clubs hurtled tlirough thic air; and dumb-bells played
a castinet accompaniment to peals of laughter that made
better music than any band. Old and young gave them-
selves up to the universal merriment, and, setting dignity
aside, played like -happy-hearted children for an hour.
- Stout Dr, Quackenboss gasped twice round the halli on

one toe ; stately Mrs. Primmins ran like a girl of fifteen

to get her pins home before her competitor; Tommy
Inches, four feet three, trotted away with Deacon Stone
on his shoulder, while Mr. Steepleton and Miss Maypole
hopped together like a pair of lively young ostriches, and
" Neod Amandine, the village beau, blew arrows through a
pop-gun, like a modern Cupid in pentops instead of
pinions.
The sl)rlo"htly young lady whose entrance had beon 80
opportunc scemed a universal favorite, and was over-
whelmed with invitations to ¢ bag,” ¢ hop,” and ¢ blow ”
from the gentlemen who hovered about her, checrfully
distorting themselves to the verge of diglocation in order
to win a glance of approbatlon from the merry black
eyes which. wefe the tapers where all these muscular
moths singed their wings. Mr. Bopp had never seen such
a little piece of earnestness before, and began to think
the young lady must be training for a boat-race or the
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ping. Her dumb-hells ﬂew about till a pair of whlte
arms looked like the sails of a windmill; she hit out
from the shoulder with a vigor that would have done
exocution had there been a,nythmrr but empty air to
“ punish ¥ ; and the * one, two, three ! ” of the Zouave
movement went off with a snap; while the color deep-

- ened from pink to scarlet in her cheeks, the black braids

tumbled down upon her shoulders, and’ the clasp of her
belt flew asunder; but.ler eye seldom left the leader’s
face, and she followed every motlon with an aglhty and
precision quite ingpiring. M. Bopps courage rose as
he watched her, and a burning desire to excel took pos-
session of him, till he felt as if his muscles were made

~of indiasrubber, and his nerves of iron. Ie went into

his work heart and soul, shaking a . brown mane out. of
his cyocs, issuing commands like a general at the head of
his troops, and keeping both interest and fun in full blast

till people laughed who had not laughed heartily for years ;

lungs got their fill for once, unsuspected muscles were
suddenly developed, and when the clock struck ten, all
were bubbling over with that innoeént jollity which
makes youth worth possessing, and its memory the sun- !
shine of old age. |

The last exercise was drawing to a close, and a large
ring of respectable members of socielty were violently
sitting down and rising up in a manner which wounld have

. scandalized Miss Wilhelmina Carolina Amelia Skeggs to

the last degree, when Mr. Bopp was scen to grow very
pale, and drop in a manner which it was ev1dent his
pupils were not expected to follow, - ' j
At this unexpected perf01man§e, the gentlemen took
advantage of their newly-acquired agility to fly over all
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| obst-aclés and swarm on to the platforin, while the ladies
successfully lessened their unusual bloom by staring wildly
at one another and suggesting awful impossibilitics. ‘T'he |
bustle subsided as suddenly as it arose; and Mr. Bopp,
" rather damp about the head and dizzy about the cye, but‘
quite composed, appeared, saying, with the broken .Eng-
lish and appealing manner which caused all the ladies to
pronounce him * a dear ” on the spot, — |

¢ T hope you will excoose me for making this lesson to

be more short than it sho'uld; but I have exercise nine

hours this day, and being ijust got well from a illness, 1
have not recover the strength I have lost. Next week I
shall be able to take time by the hair, so-that I will not
have so much eﬁfvafremeﬂts in one day. I thank you for
your kindness, and say good-cf(,mnﬂ' :
After a round of applausc, as 'a last vent for thelr
spirits, the class dispersed, and Mr. Bopp was Wrestlfng
with a vicious pin as he put on his collar (‘¢ a sure sign
he has no ma to see to his buttons, poor lamb ! ” thought
Mrs. Fairbairn, watching him from afar); when the

sprightly young lady, acecompanied by a lad the masculine -

image of herself, appeared upon the platform, saymg,
with an aspect as cordial as her words, ~—-

¢ Good-evening, sir. Allow me fo introduce my

brother and myself, Dick and Dolly Ward, and ask you,

in my mother’s name, to- come home with us; for the
" tavern is not a cosy placo, and after all this exertion you

should be made comfortable. Tlcase come, for Dr. Tur-
ner always stayed with us, and we promised to do the
honors of the town to any gentleman he might send to

supply his place.”
¢ Of course we (11(1 and mother is probably freezing
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her blessed nose off'watching for us’; so don’t dlsappomt
~her, Bopp.  1t’s all settled ;- the sleigh’s at the door, and
here’s your coat ; so, come on ] ”

Dick was a fine sample of young America in its best

aspect, and would have said ¢ Iow are you? ” to Louis
Napolcon if he had been at hand and have done it so
heartily that the great Fréncliman would have found it
hard to resist giving as frank an answer. Therefore, no
wonder that Mr, Bopp surrendered at once; for the
young gentleman took possession of him bodily, and shook
him into his coat with an amiable .impetuosity which
developed a sudden rent in the well-worn sleeve thercof,
and caused an expression of dismay to dawn upon the
owner’s countenance.

" “Beg pardon never minds mother’ll sew you up in
two seconds, and - your overcoat will hide the damage.
- Where is it ? | get it, and then we’ll be off,”

Mr. Bopp colored distressfully, looked up, locked down,
and then straight into the lad’s face, saying simply, —

“Thank you; I haf no coat but one.”

Dick opened his eyes, and was about opening his mouth
also, for the exit of some blunderingly good-natured
reply, when a warning poke from his sister restrained
him ; while Dolly, with the innocent hypocrisy which is as
natur al to some women ag the art of tying. bows, sald as
she led the way out,

“You see the worth of gymnastlcs, Dick, in this
delightful indifference to cold., I sincerely hope we may

- reach a like enviable state of health and look upon great-

coats as effeminate, and mufflers a weakness of the flesh,
Do you think we shall, My, Bopp?’
He shook his head with a perceptible shiver as the keen .
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north wind smote him in the face, but answered, with a
look half merry, half sad, —- ' -

Tt is not choice, but what you call necessitee, with
me; and 1 truly hope you may never haf' to exercise to
keep life in you when yowhaf sold your coat to pay your
doctor’s bill, or teach the art of laughing while your
heart is heavy as one stone,  You would not like that, I
think, yet it is good, too; for small things make much

happiness for me, and a kind word is often better than a

rix-dollar.” " . _ .

There was _somothing' in the young’ man’s tone and
‘manner which touched and won his hearvers at once.
Dolly sceretly resolved to put an extra blanket on his bed,
and shower kind words upon him, while Dick tucked him
up in buffalo robes, where he sat hdple.ssly beaming down
upon the red hood at his side. = '

A roaring fire shone out hospitably as they came, and
glorified the pleasant room, dancing on ancient furniture
and pictured walls till the jolly-old portraits seemed to
wink a visible welcome. A cheery-faced little woman,
like an eclder Dolly, in a widow’s cap, stood on the
threskold, with a friendly grecting for the stranger, which

- warmed him as no fire conld have done.

If August Bopp had been an Englishman, e would
have felt much, but said less on that account ; if he had
‘been an American, he would have tried to conceal his
‘poverty, and impress the family with his past grandeur,
present importance, or future prospects ; being a German,
he showed exactly what he was, with the childlike frank-
ness of his race. Having had no dinner, he ate heartily
of what was offered him; being cold, he basked in the

© generous warmth ; b(,mg homesick and solitary, he en-

.
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joyed the genial influences that surrounded him, and

told his story, sure of sympathy; for cven in prosaic
Yankcedom he had found it, as travellers find Alplne-
flowers among the snow.

It was a_ simple story of a laborious boyhood being
carly left an orphan, with a little sister dependent on him,
till an opening in America t_unpted him to leave her, and
come to try and earn a home for her and for himself.
Sickness, misfortune, and disappointment had been his
companions for a year; but he still worked, still hoped,

‘and waited for the happy hour when little Ulla should

come to him across the sca., This was all; yet as he
told it, with the maowal accompaniments of gesture,

look, and tonc, it scemed full of pathos and romance to

his listeners, whose faces proved their interest more flat-

teringly than their words.

Mrs. Ward mended the torn coat with motherly zeal,
and gave it niany of those timely stitches which thrifty

“women love to sew. The young folks devoted themselves

to their guest, each in a characteristic manner. Dick. as
g ’ 3

host, offered every article of - refreshment the house

afforded, goaded the fire to a perpetual roar, and discussed
gymnastics, with bursts of boyish admiration for the
grace and skill of his new leader, whom he christened
King of Clubs on the spot. *Dolly made the stranger one |
of them at once by talking bad German, as an offset to
his bad Xnglish, and unconsciously symbolized his future
bondage by giving him a tangled skein to hold for the
furtherance of her mother’s somewhat lengthened job.
The Cupid of the present day was undoubtedly ¢ raised”
in Connecticut ;, for the ingenuity\and shrewdness of that .
small personage could have sprung from no other soil. In




108_ CAMP AND FIRESIDE STORILS,

.

former times his stratagems were of the romantic order.

Colin bleated forth his passion in rhyme, and cast sheep’s

eyes from among his flock, while Phylis coquetted with

her erook and stuck posies in his hat; royal Ilerdinand
and Miranda played at chess ; Ivanhoe upset his fellow-
men like nine-ping for love of lackadaisical Rowena ; and
¢ sweet Moll ” turned the pages while her lover, Miltou,
sang. DBut in our day, the jolly little god, though still
heathen in the severe simplicity of his attire, has become
_ modernized in his arts, and invented huskings, apple-bees,
sleigh-rides, ¢ dropins,” gymnastics, and, among his finer
snares, the putting on of skates, drawing of patterns, and
holding skeins, — the last-named having superior advan-
‘tages over the others, as all will testify who have enjoyed
~one of those hand-to-hand skirmishes, |
August Bopp wag threc-and-twenty, imaginative, grate-
ful and heart-whole ; therefore, when he found himself
sitting opposite a blooming little’ damsel, with a head
bound by a pretty red snood bent down before him, and
very close to his own a pair of distracting hands, every
finger of which had a hit to make; and made it, it is not
to be denied that he felt himself entering upon a new fnd

very agreeable experience, Where could he look but in
the face opposite, sometimes so girlishly merry and some-

~times so beautifully shy? 1t was-a winning face, full of
smooth curves, fresh colors, and sunshiny twinkles, — a
~ face every one liked, for it was as changeful as an April
day, and always pleasant, whether ‘mischicvous, mourn-
ful or demure.. '
*Like one watching a new picture, Mr. Bopp mspected
every feature of the countenance so near his own; and
as his admiration ¢ grew by what it fed on,” he fell into
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a chronic state of stammer and blush ; for the frank cyes
were very kind, the smootlt cheeks reflecied a pretty
shade of his own ecrimson, and the smiling lips scemed
constantly suggesting, -with mute cloquence, that they
were made for kissing, while the expressive hands picked -
at-the knots till Augnst felt like a very resigned fly in
the web of a most ent teing youuny spider,

if the King of Clubs saw a comely face, the Queen of
Hearts saw what observing girls call o “ good face”
and with a womanly respect for strength, the manliest
attribute of man, she admired the broad shoulders and
six feet one of her new master. This face was not hand-
some, for, true to lis fatherland, Bopp had an eminent
nose, a blonde beard, and 2 crop of ¢ bonuie brown_ha/iﬁ.f.’
long enough to have been gathered into a- ribbon, as in
the days of Sehiller and Jean Paul; but Dolly liked it,
for its strength was tempered with gentleness ; patience
and courage gave it dignity, and the gla,nco that met her
own was both keen and kind,

The silk was wound at last,~the coat repaired. Dick
with difficalty concealed the growing stiffness of bhis
shoulders, while Dolly 1_.111?110([ up the lamp, which bluntly
hinted bedtime, and Myvs., Ward suceessfully devoured
six gapeg behind her hand, but was detected in the
seventh by Mr. Bopp, who glanced . at the clock, stopped
i the middle of a sentenee, and, with a hnrried ¢ goot-
night,” made for the door without the Teast idea whither
he was going.  Piloted by Dick, he was installed in the
“best ¢ l:(unbu, where his waking dreams were enliv-
ened by a groat fire, and his sleeping. ones by an endless
suceession of kkeins, cach rapturously concluded in the
- stylo of Sam Weﬂer when folding carpets with the pretty
maid.
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¢« I rELL you, Dolly, it won’t do, and I'm not going to
“have it.” | 3 .

- ¢ Qh, indeed ; and' how will you .-he]p ity you absurd
boy?” . N o :

“ Why, if you don’t stop it, Ull just say lto :F;OPP.’ —
¢ Look herc, my dear fellow; this sister of mine is a
capital girl, but she will flirt, and P . :

¢« Add it’s a family failing, Dick,” cut in Dolly.

Not a bit of it. I shall say, ¢Take care of your
.hedrt, Bopp, for she has' a bad babit of playing })attl{?-
“dore and shuttlecock with these articles; and, though it
may be very good fun for a time, it‘ma‘ko-s them a‘che,x’\:hen
they get a last knoek and are left to lic in o corner.’”

¢« What eloquence! But you'd never dare to try it on
Mr. Bopp; and I shouldn’t like to predict what would
happen to you if you did.” .

«“If you say ¢dare, I'll do it the first mmute’ I seﬁ
him. As for conscquences, I don’t eare that for ’em ;
and Dick snapped his fingers with an aspect of much
disdain. But something in his sister’s face -suggest(:fl the
wisdom of moderation, and moved him to say, lgss‘ like o
lord of creation, and more like a brother who prwately
adored his sister, but of course was not going to acknowl-
edge such a weakness, — ,

« Well, but soberly, now, I wish you .wouldn t‘ plague
Bopp ; for it’s evident to me that he is hit; and from tho

~way yoi've gone on these two months, Whi.lt c.lsc was to
be expected? Now, as the head q'f the 2({1,1111!}7,———-}700_
needn’t Jaugh, for I am, — I think 1 ought to ‘1nt<.3rfere ;
and so I put it to you,—do you like him, and will you
have him? or are you merely amusing yourself, as you

1
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have done ever sinee you were out of pinafores? If you

like ‘him, all serene. 1’ rather have him for a brother
than miy one I know, for he’s a regular trump, though he
is poor ; but if you don’t, I won’t have the dear old fol-
low floored just because you like to see it done.” o

It may here be remarked that Dolly quite glowed to hear
her brother praise Mr. Bopp, and that she endorsed every
word with mental additions of double warmth ; but Dick
had begun all wrong, and, manlike, demanded her .con-

fidence before she had made up her mind to own she had .
any to bestow ; therefore nothing came of it but vexa.

tion of spirit; for it is a well-known fact that, on some
subjects, i’ boys will tease girls will fib, and both main-
tain that it is right. So Dolly whetted her feminine
weapon, and assumed a lofty silpcriority.

“Dear me! what a sudden spasm of virtue ; and why,

if it is such a sin, has not the ¢ head of the house’ taken
- his sister to task beford;'instead of indulging in a.like

degeneracy, and causing several interesting persons to

tear their hair, and bewail his forgetfulness, when they
~ought to have blessed their stars he was out of the way ?”.

~ Dick snow-balled a dozing crow and looked nettled ; for
he had attained that age when ¢ Tom Brown at Oxford
was the book of books, the twelfth chapter being the

favorite, and five young ladies having alveady been .
-endowed with the significant heliotrope flower, — all of

which facts Dolly had skilfully brouglit to mind, as a

return-shot for his somewhat personal remarks,

“DBah! they were only girls, and it don’t amount to

-anything among  us young folks ; but Bopp is a grown

man, and you ought to respect him too mich to play

~such pranks with him. Besides, he’s a German, and

N
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more tender-hearted than we rough Yankees, as any one
‘can see by the way he acts when you snub him. Ile is
proud, too, for all his meekness, and waits till he’s sure
you like him before he says anything ; and he’ll need the
patience of a family of Jobs at the rate you're going on,
_— a honey-pot one day and a pickle-jar the neéxt. Do
make up your mind, and say yes or no, right off, Dolly.”

“ Would you have me meet him at the door with a-

meek courtesy, and say, ¢ Oh, if you please, I'm veady to
say, Yes, thank you, if you'll be good enough to say,
Will you’?”

“Dor’t be a goose, child ; you know I mean nothing -

© of the kind; only you 531115 never will do anything
straight ahead if you can dodﬂe and fuss and make a
mess of it. Just tell me one thing: Do you, or don’t
you, like old Bopp?” :

¢ What an clegant way to. put 1LT Of course 1 like
g ¥ P

him well enough as a leader; he is clever, and sort of
_cunning, and I enjoy his funny ways; but what in the
world should I do with a great yellow-haired laddie who
could put me in his pocket, and yet is so meck that I
should never find the heart to hen-peck him?  You are

welcome to him ; and since you love him so much, there’s

no need of my troubling myself on his account ; for with
you'f_or_ a friend, he can have no carthly wish ungratified.”
“Don’t try to be cutting, Dolly, becanse you look
homely when you do, and it’s a woman’s business to be
“pretty always.  All Tve got to say is, you will be
in a nice state of mind if you damage Bopp; for: every
one likes him, and will be down upon you for a heartless
little wreteh ;- and I shan’t blame them, I promise you.”
“I wish the town wouldn’t put its fingers in other
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people’s pies, and yon may tell it so, with my compli-

- ments; and all Zlave to say is, that you men have more

liberty than you know what to do with, aud we women
haven’t cnough ; so it’s perfeetly fair that we should show
you the worth of the thing by taking it away now and
then. I shall do exactly as I please: dance, walk, ride’
and flirt, whenever and with whomever I see fit ; and the

~whole town, with Mr. Dick Ward at their head, ean’t

stop me . if I choose to go on. Now then, what next?”
After which declaration of independence Dolly folded
her arms and wheeled about and faced her brother, a spir-
ited statuctte of Sell-Will, in a red hood and mittens,
"Dick sternly asked, —
¢ Is that your firm decision, ma’am?”’
“Yes.” ' ‘
“ And you will not give up your nonsense?”
“No.’
“You are quite sure you don’t care for Bopp?”
““ I could slap him with all my heart.”
“Very good. I shall sce that you don’t get a ehance.”
“J wouldn’t try a 51\11 mish, for you’ll get beaten,
Dick.” _
“ We'll prove that, ma’am.”
¢ We will, gir,” _ :
“And the belligerents lofiily paced up the lawn, with
their purpose so well expressed by outward signs that

- Mrs, Ward knew, by the cock of Dick’s hat and the

decided tap of Dolly’s heels, that a stmm wag brewing,
before they entered the door.

This fraternal conversation . took place some two
months from the cvening of Mr. Bopp’s advent, as the
young folks were strolling iome from school, which school

g |
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must be briefly alluded to.in order to explain the fore-
gb.ing remarks. Tt was an excellent institution in all
_respeets ; for its presiding eenius stood high in the towns
folks’ esteem, and might have served as an example to
Dr. Watts® ¢ busy bee,”? in the zeal with which he im-
proﬁed'his “ ghining howrs,” and laid up honey against
the winter, which many hoped would be long in coming.

All manner of aids were provided for sprouting souls and -

bodies, diversions innumerable, and the best socicty. Dut,
sad to relate, in spite of all these bh,ssumb, the students.
who resorted to this ac demy possessed an Adam-and-
Eve-like prochvuy for extgctly what they hadn’t got and
‘didn’t need ; and, not contented with.-the pleasures pro-
vided, mubt needs play truant With tha.t young scainp
IErog, and turn the ancient town topsy-turvy with modern
- innovations, till seandalized spinsters predicted that the
very babies would cateh the fever, refuse. thé;iir panada in
~“jealous gloom, send billets-doux in their rattles, elope in
wicker-carriages, and set up Lousckeeping in dolls’ houses,
after the latest fashion. |
Certain inflammable Southerners lntroduc(,d the new
game, and left such romantic legends of their loves behind
them that their successors' were fircd with an ambition to
do the like, and exccl in all thmn 2s, from cmckct to
-captivation,
This state of things is not to be wondered at; for
America, being renowned as a ** fast” nation, has become
~ a sort of hot-bed, and seems to force humanity into early
bloom. Therefore, past generations must not groan over

the sprightly present, but sit in the chimney-corner and
see boys and givls play the game which is too apt to end

~ in a checkmate for one of the players. To many of the
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Jookers-on, the new order of things was as good as a
puppet-show 5 for, with the enthusiasm of youth, the
actors performed their parts heartily, forgetting the audi-
ence in their own carnestness. DBless us! what revolu-
tions went on under the round jackets, and what
love-tokens lay in the pockets thereof.  What plots and
counterplots oceupicd the heads that wore the innocent-

“looking snoods, and what captives were taken in the

many-colored nets that would come off and have to be
taken care of. What romances blossomed like dandelions
along the road to school, and what tales the river might
have told if any one could have learned its musical
speech,  Ilow certain gates were gloriﬁcd by daily lin-
gerings thereat, and what tender memories liung about.
dingy desks, old pens, and books illustrated with all man-
ner of symbolical designs. .
Let those laugh who will ; blder and wiser men and -
women might have taken lessons of these budding heroes
and heroines ; for here all was honest, siveere, and fresh ;
the old world had not taught them falsehood, self-interest,
or mean ambitions. ‘When they lost or won, they frankly
grieved or rejoiced, and wore no masks except . in. prLy, |
and then got them off as soon as possible. If blue-eyed .
Lizzie frowned, or went home with Joe, Ned, with a wis-
dom older lovers would do well to ‘imitate, went in for
another game of foot-ball, gave the rejected apple to httle‘
Sally, and- whistled “ Glory Iallelujah* instéad of
¢ Annie Lauric,” which was better than blowing a rival’s
braing out, or glowering at womankind forever after.

Or, when Tom put on Clara’s skates three successive

days, and danced with her three successive ewmno's,
Iemmg Kitty to freeze her feet in the one instance and .
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~ fold her hands in the other, she just had a ¢ good er
gave her mother an ex(ra kiss, and waited ill the recret mt
Tom returned to his alleﬂ'{hnco [mdmu his hlllu friend a

“sweetheart in nature as in nwne.

' Dick and Dolly_wuc foremost in the ranks, and expert

in all the new amusements. Dick worshipped at many

shrines, but most faithfully at that of & meck divinity,
who returned charming answers to the ardent cpistles
which he left in her father’s garden wall, where, Pyramus
and Thisbe-like, they often chatted through a chink ; and
Doily was seldom seen without a staff of aids who would
have ¢ fought, bled, and died” for her as cheerfully as
the Little Corporal’s Old Guard, though she paid them
only in words ; for her Waterloo had not yet ¢ome.
, _

Wi the charming perversity of her sex in such
matters, no sooner had Dolly declared that she didn’t
like Mr. Bopp, than she began to discover that she did;
and so far from desiring ““to slap him,” a tendency to
regard him with peculiar ¢ frood will and tenderness. devel-
oped itself, much to her own surprise; for with all her
“coquetry and  sceming  coldness, Dolly had. a right
‘womanly heart of her own, though she had never
- acknowledged the fact till August Bopp looked at her
with s0 much love and longing in his honest cyes.
Then she found a little fear mingling with her regard,
felt a strong desire to be respected by him, discoyered a
certain something which she called conscience; restraining
a reckless use of her power, and, soon after her lofty
denial to Dick, was forced to own that Mr. Bopp had
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become her master in the finer species of gymnastics
that came in with Adam und Iive, and have kept all

creation turning somersets ever since. Of course these

discoverics were unconfessed, even to that best bosom
friend which any of us can have; yet her mother sus-

=pected them, and, with much anxiety, saw all, yet -held

her peace, knowing that her little daughter would, sooner
or later, give her a fuller confidence than could be de-

“manded ; and remembering the happiest moments of her

own happy past, when an older Dick wooed another
Dolly, she left that flower, which never can be forced, to .
open at its own sweet will, : ‘
Mcanwhile, Mr. Bopp, though carrying his heart upon
Lis sleeve, bchevud his seeret buried in the decpest gloom,
and enjoyed all the delightful miseries lovers insist upon
making for themselves.. When Dolly was quict or absent,

“he beeame pensive, the lesson dragged, and people fan-

cied they were getting tived of the humbug ; when Dolly
was blithe and bland, he grew radiant, excrcis'ed within

- an ineh of his life as a vent for his emotions, and people

went home declaring gymnastics to be thc crowning tri-
umph of the age; and when Dolly was capricious, Mr.
Bopp became a bewildered weathercock, changing as the
wind changed, and dire was the confusion occasioned
thereby. | S
Like the sage fowl in the story, Dick said nothing, but
“kept up a terrible thinking,” and, not Laving had expe-
rience enough to know that when a woman says No she
is very apt to inean Yes, he took Dolly at her word,
Believing it to be his duty to warn “ Old Bopp,” he
rosolved to do it like a Roman brother, regardless of his

own feelings or his sister’s wrath, quite unconscious that
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‘the motive-power in the affair was a boyish love of ruling

the young person who ruled every one clse. |
Matters stood thus, when the town was  clectrified by

a general invitation to the ammual Jubilee at Jollyboys

Hall, which this spring flowered into a masquerade, and

filled the souls of old and yonng with visions of splendor,
frolic and fun. Being an amiable old town, it gave
itself wp, like a kind grandma, to the wishes of its ¢hil-
dren, let them put its lmittinw away, disturh its naps, keep

its hands busy with vanities of the flesh, and its mind in o .

statc of chaos for three mortal weeks. Young ladies were
obscured by tarlatan fogs, behind which they concoeted
angels” wings, newspaper gowns, Minnchaha’s wampum,
and Cinderella’s slippers. Inspired but ineapable boys
undertook designs that would have daanted a costumer
of the first water, fell into sloughs of despond, and,

emerging, settled down from peers and palarlmq mio -

jovial t‘u's, friar thorproofs, and officors in misecllanc-
ous uniforms. Fathers laughed or grumbled af the whole
thing, and advanced pecuniary loans with good or ill
- grace, as the case micht be; but the mothers, whose
interest in their children’s pleasare is a sort of cvergreen
that no snows of time can kill, sewed Sp‘mfrlcs by the
bushel, made wildernesses of tissuc-paper blossom as the
rose, kept tempers sweet, stomachs full, and domestie
machinery working smoothly through it all, by that ma-

ternal magic which, maLes them the humfm providences

of this naughty world.
- ¢ What shall I go'as?” was the universal ery. Garrets
were taken by storm, cherished relics were teased out of

old ladies’ lavendercd chests (happy she who saw them
1 again 1), hats were made into boots, gowns inte doublets,
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“cloaks into hose, Sunday bonnets despoiled of their

plamage, silken cauliflowers sown broadeast over the

Jand, and cocked-up caps erected in every style of archi-
*teeture, while  Tag, Rag, and Bobtail” drove a smash-

ing Dbusiness, gnd - everybody knew what everybody else
was going to be, and solemnly vowed they didn’t, —
which transparent :mlsehood was the best joke of  the
whole.

‘Dolly allowed her a_tes to believe she was to be the

-Queen of Iearts, but privately laid hold of certain

brocades worn by a trim grandmother half a century
ago, and one evening burst upon her brother in & charm-
ing “ Little Bo-P’ecp” costume, which, for the benefit of
future distressed damsels, may be deseribed as a whits
silk skirt, scarlet overdress, “ neatly bundled up behind,”
as ancient ladics expressed it, blue hose with red clocks,
high-hecled shoes with silver buckles, a nosegay in the
tucker, and a fly-way hat porched on the top of black
curls, which gave additional archness to Dolly’s face as
she entered, singing that famous ditty.

Dick surveyed her with approval, turning her about

like a lay figure, and expressing his fraternal opmlon

that she was ¢ the sauciest little turnout he ever saw,”’

~and then wet-blanketed the remark by adding, “Of

course you don’t call it a disguise, do you? and don’t
flatter yourself that you won’t be known; for Dolly
Ward is as plainly written  in every curl, bow, and
gimerack, as if -you wore a label on your back.”

“Theu.T shan’t wear it ; and off went the hat at one
fell Llow, as Dolly threw ]1(,1' crook in one corner, her
posy in another, and sat down an image of despair.

* Now don’t be a goose, and rip everything to bits ;
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- just wear a domino over all, as Fan is going to, and
then, when you’ve had fun enough, take it off' and do the
pretty. It will make two rigs, you sce, and bother the
boys to your heart’s content.”

« Dick, I insist upon kissiug you for that bullumt sug=

gestion ; and then you may run and get me eight yards

of cambric, just the color of Faw's; but if you tell any -

one, I'll keep her from dancing with you the whole
evening ;” with which bribe and threat Dolly cmbraced
her brother, and shut the door in his face, while le,
putting himgelf in good humor by imagining she was
“somebody clse, departed on his muddy mission.

If the ghosts of the first settlers had taken their walks
abroad on the eventful Friday night, they would have
held up their éhadowy hands at the scenes going on under
their venerable noses ; for strange figures flitted through
the quiet streets, and, instead of decorous slumber, there
was decidedly —

“A sound of revelry by night.”

Spurs clanked and swords rattled over the frosty
ground, as if the British were about to make another
flying call; hooded monks and nuns paced along, on
carnal thouglits mtent ancient ladies and bewigged
. gentlemen seemed hurl'ymg to enjoy a gocial cup of tea,
and groan over the tax; barrels staggered and stuck
through narrow ways, as if temperance were still among
the lost arts, while beats, apes, imps and elves pattered
or sparkled by, as if a second Walpurgis Night had
~ come, and all were bound for Blocksberg. |

“Hooray for the rooster 17 shouted Young Ireland,

encamped on the sidewalk to see the show, as Meophis-

L
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topheles” red coel’s feather sklmmcd up the stairs, and
“he lefi a pink domino at the ladies’ dressing-room door,
with the brief war nmg, ““ Now cut your own capers and
leave me to mine,” adding, as he paused a moment at

the g,!;reat door, ~—

“By Jove! isn’t it a jolly. sight, though ?

And so it was; for a mammoth boot stood sentinel at
the enirance ; a Bedouin Arab leaned on his spear in one
corner, lookmw ag if ready 10 say, —

“ 1y to the descrt, fly with me,” . -

to the pretty Jewess on his arm; a stately Hamlet, with
irreproachable leﬂs, settled his plumage in another, still
undecided to which Oplelia he would first address —

“The honey of his music vows.”

Bluff King Ial’s reprosentative was Waltamtr in a way |
that would have filled that stout potentats with respectful
admiration, while Queen Katherine flivted with a Fire
Zouaye. Alcibiades whisked Mother Goose about the
room| till the old lady’s conical hat tottered on her head,
and the Union held fast to a very little Mac. Flocks of

~ Iriars, black, white and -gray, pervaded the hall, with
~flockd of Dallet-girls, intended to. represent peasants, bug

failing for lack of drapery ; morning and evening stars
rose jor sct, as partners willed; lively red demons
harassed” meck nuns, and Lnlo‘hts of the Leopard, the

-Lion, or (;mﬂm flashed by, looking heroica ally uncom-

fortable in their 5311(10(1 cages s court ladies ‘promenaded
with Jack-tars, and dukes danced with dairy-maids, while
Bgother Jonathan whittled, Aunt Dinah Jabbered Ingo-




i T AT T PR AT 1, i N

v w-_w-AE'.Y_-_,:-k_-

T
i

122 CAMP AND FIRESIDE STORIES.

mar floutished his club, and every one felt warmly enthu-
siastic and vigorously jolly.

““ Ach himmel! Das ist wunder schon 1 ” murmured a

tall, gray monk, looking  in, ‘md quite unconscious that
he spoke aloud. ‘

- “ Hullo, Bopp! I thought you weren’t coming,” eried

Mephistopheles in an emphatic whisper,

“ Ah, I guess you! yes, you are well done. T should

like to be a Faust for you, but I haf no time, no purse

for a dress, so I throw this on, and run up for a hour

or two. - Where is, — who is all these people? Do you
know them?” - ‘ ' o

* ¢ The one with the Pope, Fra Diavolo, the telegraph,
and two knights asking her to dance, is Dolly, if that’s
what you want to know. Go in and keep it up, Bopp,
while you can; I am off for Fan;” and Mephistopheles
departed over the banisters with a weird agility that de-

‘lighted the beholders j¢while the gray friar stole into a

corner and watched the pink domine for Lialf an hour, at
the end of which time his regards were somewhat con-
fused by discovering that there were two pink damsels so
like that he could not-tell which was the one pointed out
by Dick, and which the new-comer.

¢ She thinks. I will not know her, but I shall ‘go now

and find out for myselfs” and, starting into sudden ac-

tivity, the gray brother strode up to the mearcst pink
lady, howed, and offered his arm. ~With a haughty little
gesture of denial to several others, she accepted it, and
they joined the civele of many-colored promenaders that
eddied round the hall As they went, Mr. Bopp scruti-
nized his compamon, but saw only a slender figure
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stirouded fmm head to foot, and the tip of a whltc glove
resting on his arm.

«T will speak; then her voice will betray her,” he
thought, forgetting that his own was undisguisable,

“ Madame, permlt me that I fan you, it is so greatly

W&l]l’l.
A fan was surrendered w1th a bow, and the mmskcd

face turned fully towards his own, while the hood trem-

bled as if its wearer laughed silently. _

¢« Al, it is you,~—I know the eyes, the step, the
laugh. Miss Dolly, did you think you could hide from
me?”

- ¢ T did not wish to,” was the wluspered answer.

“ Did you think I would come?”

“T hoped so.” B

“Then you are not displease with me?”

“No; I am very glad ; I wanted youn.”

The pink head drooped .a little nearer, and another
white glove went to meet its mate upon his arm with a
pretty, confiding gesture. Mr. Bopp instantly fell into a
state of Dbligs, — the lights, music, gay surroundings,

“and, more than all, this unwonted demonstration, put the

crowning glory to the moment ; and, fired with the hopeful
omen, he allowed his love to silence his prudence, and
lead him to do, then and there, the very thing he had
often resolved never to do at all.

¢ Ah, Miss Dolly, if’ you knew how much, how very
much yon haf enlarged my happiness, and made this
efening shine for me, you would more ofien be a little

friendly, for this winter has been all summer to me,

since I knew you and your kind home, and now I haf no
sorrow but that after the next lesson I come no more
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unless you gif me leaf. See now T must say this cven
here, when so much people are about us, beeause I can-
not stop it; and you will forgif me that I cannot wait
any longer,” AN |

“ Mr. Bopp, pletwe don’t, please siop”’ began the

pink domino in a hurried whisper. But Mr. Bopp was

not to be stopped. - He had dammed up the stream ¢o
long, that now it rushed on fast, full aid uncontrollable ;
for, leading -her into one of the curlained recesses near
by, he sat down beside her, and, still plymn the fan,
went on impetuously, —

«“1 feel to say that I lofe you, and tho’ I try to kill i,
my lofe will not die, because it is more strong than my
will, more dear than my pride, for I haf much, and 1 do
~mot ask you to be meine Frau till T can gd‘ you move
than my heart and my poor name. - But hear now: I
will work, and save, and wait a many years il at the end
you will take all T haf and say, ¢ Angust, I lofe you.’
Do not Jaugh at me beeaunse I say this in such poot
words; you are my heart’s dearest, and 1 must tell it or
never come again. Speak to me one kind yes, and T will
thank Gott for so much joy.” ‘

The pink domino had listencd to this rapid speech
with averted head, and, when it ended, siarted up, saying

cagerly; ¢ You are mistaken, sir, I am not Dolly;” but

as she spoke her words were Dbelied, for the hasty move-
ment partially dlSpldCLd her mask, and Mr. Bopp saw
Dolly’s eyes, a lock of dark hair, and a paiv of burning
cheeks, before the scroen was ro: adjusted.” With  re-
- doubled carnestness he held her back, whisperi mg,—

Do not go. mltout the little word, Yes, or No; it is
not much to say
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v VVell then, No! 17 |

¢ Yon mean it? Dolly' truly mean it? "

« Yes, let me go at once, sir.” o

Mr. Bopp stood up, saying, slowly, — ¢ Yes, go now;
they told me you had no heart; I beliefe it, and thank
you for that No;” then bowed, and walked straight out

* of the hall, while the pink domino broke into a fit of

laughter, saying to herself, —
« I've done it ! T've done it! but what a piece of work

' thele 1 be to-morrow.”

A chk who was that ‘tall creature Fan was parading
with lagt night? No one knew, and he vanished before
the masks were taken offy” asked Dolly, as she and her
brother lounged in opposite corners of the: sofa. the
morning after the masquerade,  talking it over.’

« That was old Bopp, Mrs. Peep.”

¢ Gracious me ! why, he said he wasn’t comlng

¢ People sometimes say what they don’t mean, as you
mfmbr have discovered.”

“But why dldn t he come and speak to a body,
Dick?” ‘

¢ Better employed, 1 suppose.”
«“ Now don’t be- cross, dear, but tell me all about it,

for I don’t unde1 stand how you allowed him to mMOonopo-
lize Fan so) '

¢ Oh, don’t bother I'm sleepy.”
“No yowre not; you look wicked; I know yow've

been in mischicf, and I insist upon hearmg all about it,
50 come and. tell this instant.” '
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Dolly proceéded to enforce her command by pulling
_away his pillow and dragging her brother into a sitbing

posture, in spite of his laughing resistance and cvident

desire to exhaust her patience ; for Dick enccllcd in teas-
ing, and kept his sister in a fidget from morning till
night, with occasional fits of penitence and petting which
lasted till next time. Therefore, though dying to tell, he
was undecided as to-the best method of exceuting that

task in the manner most aggravating to his listener and

most agreeable to himself, and sat regarding her with
~ twinkling eyes, and his. curly pate in a high state of
- rumple, tlymo' to appe‘u innocently meek, but failing

signally.-
“ Now, then, bemn, commanded Dolly

“ Well, if you won't take my head off till. ’'m done,

T'll tell you the best joke of the season. Are you suve
~ the pink domino W;tli.Bopp wasn’t yourself, — for she
looked and acted very like you?” |

4 Of course T am. I didn’t even know he was there,
“and think it very rude and ungentlemanly in him not io
come _and speak to me. You know it was Fan, so do go

On-” .

¢ But it wasn’t, for she changed her mind and wore a
black domino ; I saw her put it on myself.  Her Cousin

Jack came unexpectedly, and she thought if she altered .

her dress and went with him, you wouldn’t know her.”
- “Who could it have been, Dick?”
" ¢ That’s the mystery, for, do you know, Bopp pr opose(%

to her.”
“He didn't!” and: Dolly flow up w1th a startled look

‘that, to adopt a phrage from his own Vooabul(wy, was
“nmuts” to her brother, ' :
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¢ Yes he did; I heard him.”

“ When, where, dand how?” :

¢«Tn one of thosc flirtation boxes; they dropped the
curtain, but I heard him do it, on my honor I did.”

“ Persons of honor don’t listen at curtains and key—

holes. What did they say?”

“Qh, if it wasn’t honorable to lsten, it isn’t to hear;
so T won’t tell, though T could not help knowmg it.”

¢ Merey ! don’t stop now, or I shall die with curiosity.
T dare say I should have done the same; no one minds
at such a place, you know. But I don’t sce the joke -
yet,” said Dolly dismally, '

“I do,” and Dick went off into a shout.

“You idiotic boy, take that pillow out of your mouth,
and tell me the whole thing, — what he said, what she
said, and what they both did. It was all fun, of course,
but I'd like to hear about it.” :

“ It may have been fun on her part, but it was solemn
carnest on his, for he went it strong I assure you. I'd
no idea the old fellow was so sly, for he appeared
smashed with you, you know, and there he was finishing
up with this unknown lady. I wish you could have
heard him go on, with tears in his eyes ”?

“ How do you know, if you didn’t see him?”’

4 Oh, well, that’s only a figure of speech; I thought
80 ﬁom his voice. IIe was ever so tender, and took to

. Duteh when English was too cool for him, It was

really touching, for I never heard a fellow do it before,
and, upon my word, I should think it was rather a touo'h
job to say that sort of thing to a pretty Woman, mask or
no mask.” ' ‘:
“What did she sa,y?’_’ asked Dolly, with her hands
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pressed tight togethe1 and ) cumous 11ttle quiver of the
lips. : [

“She said No, as short as pic-crust; and when he
rushed out with his heart broken all to bits, apparently,
she just burst out laughing, and went and polked at a
two-forty pace for half an hour,” o |

Dora unclasped her hands, tock a long Fleath, and
cried out, — ‘

¢ She was a wicked, heartless hussy ! an if I know
her, I’ll never speak to her again; for if he was really
in carnest, she ought to be killed for laughing| at him.”

“Sp_ought you, then, for making fin of poor Fisher |

when he went down on his knees behind the berry bushes
last summer. He was earnest enough, for he looked as
blue as his berries when he got home. Your theory.is
all right, ma’am, but your practice is all bosh.”

“ Hold, your tongue about that silly thmg Boys in
college think they know everything, can do everything,
have everything, and only need beckon, and all woman-

kind will come and adore. It made a man of him, and

. he’ll thank me for taking the sentimental nonsense and

"conceit out of him. You will need just such a lesson 'atl :

the rate you'go on, and I hope Fan will give it to you.”
“When the lecture is over, PIl go on with the Joke, 1f
you want to know it.”
¢ Jsn’t this all?” . _
“Qh, bless.you, no! the cream of it is to come.
What would you give to know who the lady was?”.
- “TFive dollars, down, this minute.” |
“ Very good, hand ’em over, and T'll tell you.
¢ Truly, Dick?”
“Yes, and prove it.”

J‘I
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Dolly produced her purse, and, bill in hand, sat wait-

" ing for the disclosure. . Dick rose with a melo-dramatic

bow, —
“ Lo, it was I.”
- “That’s a gle‘tt fib, f01 I saw you ﬂymg about the
whole evening.” :
“You saw my dress, but T was not in it.” .
“ Oh! oh! who did I keep going to, then? and what
did T do to make a fool of myself, I wonder?”
- Purse and bill dropped out of Dolly’s hand, and she

“looked at her brother with a distracted expression of

counten-mce Dick rubbed his hands and chuckled.
““Here’s a jolly state of things! Now Il tell you the

whole story. I never thought of doing it till I saw Bopp

and told him who you were; but on my way for ¥an I

~ wondered if he’d get puzzled between you two ; and then

a grand idea popped into my head to puzzle him myself,

- for I can take you off to the life. Fan didn’t want me
-to, but I made her, so she lent me hoops, and gown, and
~the pink dommo, and if ever I thanked my stars T wasn’t
tall, I did then, for the things fitted capitally as to length,

though I kept splitting something down the back, and scat~ -
tering hooks and eyes in all directions. I wish you -
could have heard Jack roar while they ngged me. He
had no dress, so I lent him- mine, till just before the
masks were taken off, when we cut home and changed.

‘Mo told me how you kept running to him to tie up your
glippers, find your fan, and tell him funny things, think-

ing it was me. I never enjoyed anythmg so much in my-
life.”

“Gro on,” said Dolly, in a breathless sort of voice, and
the deluded boy obeyed. : )

9
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¢T knew Bopp, and hovered near till he came to find
out who I was. I took you off in style, and it deccived

him, for I'm only an inch or two taller than you, and
~kept my head down in the lackadaisical way you girls

do; I whispered, so my voice dide’t betray me; and
was very clinging, and sweet, and flutfery, and that

blessed old goose was sure it was you. I thought it was -

all over once, for when he came the heavy in the recess

I got a bit flustered, he was so sgerious about it, my -

- mask slipped, but I' caught it, so he only saw my cyes
and forehead, which are just like yours, and that finished
him, for I've no doubt I looked .as red and silly as you
would have done in a like fix.”
“ Why did you say No?” and Dolly looked as stern
as fate. -~ |
“*“What else should I say?  You told me you wouldn’t

have him, and I thought it would save you the bother of

saying it, and him the pain of asking twice. I told him
some time ago that you'were a born flitt; he said he
' _knew it; so I was surprised to hear him go on at such a
~ rate, but supposed that I was too afnmble, and that

" misled him. Poor old Bopp, I kept thinking of him all

night, as he looked when he said, “ They told me you had
no heart, now I believe it, and I thank you for that No.’

Tt was rather a hard joke for him, but it’s over now, and
~ he won't have to do it again. You said I wouldi’t dare
tell him about you ; didn’t I? and haven’t I won the - 7
. The rest of the sentence went spinning dizzily through
Dick’s head, as a sudden tingling sensation pervaded his
left ear, followed by a similar smart in the right; and,
for & moment, chaos seemed to have come again., ~ What-
ever Dolly did was thoroughly done : when she danced,
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the solos of her shoes attested the fact ; when she flirted,
it was warm work. while ‘it lasted; and when she was
angry, it thundered, lightencd, and blew great :guns till -
the shower came, and the whole affair ended in a rain-
bow. Therefore, being outwitted, disappointed, mor-

tified and hurt, her first impulse: was to find a vent for

these conflicting emotions ; and possessing skilful hands,
she left them to avenge the wrong done her heart, which
they did so faithfully, that if ever a young gentleman’s
cars were vigorously and complétely boxed, Dick was
that young individual. As the thunder-clap ceased, the
gale began, and blew steadily for several minutes. - -

“ You think it a JOkO, do you'r’ I tell you it's a
wicked, cruel thing; you've told a lie; yow've broken
August’s heart, and made me. so angry that I'll never
forgive you as long as I live. What do you know about
my feelings? and how dare you take it upon yourself to
answer for me? You think because we are nearly the
same age that T am no older than you, but you're mis-
taken, for a boy of eighteen ds a boy, a girl of seventeen

15 often a woman, with a woman’s hopes and plans; you -

don’t understand this any more than you do August’s love
for me, which you listened to and laughed at. I said I

‘dide’t like him, and I dido’t find out till afterward that T

did ; then I was aﬁdid' to tell you, lest yow'd twit me

-with it. But now I care for no one, and I say I do like

lnm,--—yes, I love him with all my heart, and soul, and
might, and I’d die this minnte if I could undo the harm
you've done, and see him happy! I know I've been-
selfish, vain, and thouglitless, but I am not now ; I hoped

. he'd love me, hoped he'd see I cared for him, that I'd

done trifling, and didn’t mind if he was poor, for I'd
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enough for both ; that T _Idnged to make his life pleasant
after all his troubles ; that I’d send for the little sister he

loves so well, and never let him suffer any more; for ho

is so good, so patient, so gencrous, and dear to me, I
cannot do enough for him. Now it’s all spoilt; now I

can never tell him this, never comfort him in any way,

never be happy again all my life, #nd you have done it !”

As Dolly stood before her brother, pouring out her
“words with glitfering eyes, impetuous voice, and . face
pale with passionate emotion, he was scared ; for, as his

scattered wits returned to him, he felt that he had been .
pla,ymrr with edge-tools, and had cut and slashed in rather

a promiseuous manner. Dazed and dizzy, he sat staring
at the excited figure before him, forgetting the indiguity
he had received, the mistake he had made, the damage
he had done, in simple wonder at the revolutions | going
on under his astonished eyes. When Dolly stopped for
‘breath, he muttemd with a contrite. look, —

“I'm very son‘y, —— it was only fun; and I thought it
would help you both, for how the d'euce should I know
you liked the man when you said you hated him?”

“ Y never said that, and if T'd wanted dadvice I should
have gone to mother. You men go blundering off with
half an idea in your heads, and never see your stupidity
till you have made a mess that can’t be mended; we
women don’t work so, but save people s feclings, and are
called hypocrites for our pains. I never meant to tell
“you, but I will now, to show you how I’ve been serving
you, while you’ve been harming me: cvery one of those
notes from Fan which you admire so much, answer so
carefully, and wear out in your pocket, though copied by
her, were written by me.” '
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« The dicking they were!” Up flow Dick, and clap-
ping his hand on the left-breast pocket, out came a dozen
pink notes tied up with a blue ribbon, and much the
worse for wear. Ile hastily turned them over as Dolly

went on. .
“ch I did it, for she dido’t know how to answer

_ your notes, and came to me., I didn’t laugh at them, or

make fun of her, but helped her silly little wits, and made
you.a happy boy for three months, though you teased me
day and night, for I loved you, and hadn’t the healt to

gpoil your pleasure.”

“Youwve done it now with a vengeance, and youre a
pair of deccitful minxes. Tve paid youw off, T give
Fan one more note that will keep her cyes red for a
month ; and I'll never love or trust a girl again as long
as I live, —never ! never!” -

Red with wrath, Dick threw the treasured packet into -

‘the fire, punched it well down among the coals, flang

away the poker, and turned about with a look and ges-
ture which would have been very comical if they had not
been decidedly pathetic, for, in spite of his years, a very.

‘tender heart beat under the blue jacket, and it was griev-

ously wounded at the perfidy of the gentle little divinity
whom he worshipped with daily increasing ardor. His

‘eyes filled, but he winked resolutely ; his lips trembled,

but he bit them hard ; his hands doubled themselves up,
but he remembered his adversary was a woman ; and, as
a last effort to preserve lus masculine dwmty, he begdn

_ to whistle,

As if the inconsistencies of womankind were to be ‘

- shown him as rapidly as possible, at this moment the
shower came on ; for, taking him tenderly about the neck,
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Ddlly fell to weeping so infectiously, that, after standing
rigidly erect till a great tear dropped off the end of his

nose, Dick gave in, and laying his head on Dolly’s:

shoulder, the brother and sister quenched their anger,

washed away their malice, and soothed their sorrow by .

‘one of those natural processes so kindly provided for
poor humanity, and so often despised as a weakness when
it might prove a better Stl ength than any pride.

]

Dicx cleared up f‘ust W1th no sign of the tempest but
a slight- mist through which his native sunslunc glim-
mercd pensively.

¢ Don’t, dear, don’t cry so ;' it will make you sick, and

won’t do any good, for thmrrs will come right, or Il
make em, and we'll be comfortable all round.”

L« No, we never can be as we were, and it’s all my
f‘mlt I've betrayed ¥an’s confidence, I've spoiled your
little romance, I've been a thoughtless, wicked girl, I've

lost August; and, oh, dear me, I wish I was dead!” .

with which funereal climax Dolly eried despairingly.
"« Oh, come now, don’t bo dismal, and blame yourself
for every trouble under the sun. Sit down and talk it
over, and see what can be done.: Poor old girl, I forgive
you. the notes, and say I was wrong to meddle with Bopp.
I got you into the scrape, and L'l get you out if the sky

don’t fall,or Bopp blow hlS brains out, hke a second -

'Werther, before to-morrow,” :
Dick drew the animated fountain to thc wide chair,

‘where they had sat together since they were born, wiped -

her eyes, and patted her back, with an idea that it was
soothing to babies, and why not to girls? -

|

i
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¢ wish mother was at home,” sighed Dolly, longing

- for that port which was always a haven of refuge in

domestie squalls like this.

¢« Write, and tell her not to stay till Saturday.”

¢ Noj it would spoil her visit, and you know she
deferred it to help us through this dreadful masquerade.

- But ¥ don’t know what to do.”

¢« Why, bless your heart, it’s simple enough. Tl tell
Bopp, beg his pardon, say ¢ Dolly’s willing,” and there
you are all taut and ship-shape again.” _

“ I wouldn’t for the world, Dick. It would be very
hard for you, very awkward for me, and do no good in

the end ;5. for August is so proud he’d never forgive you

for such a trick, would never belicve that I ¢had a heart’
after all you've said and I've done; and I should only
hear with my own cars that he thanked me for that No.
Oh, why can’t people know when they are in-love, and
not go heels over head before they are ready !” ,
“Woll, if that don’t suit; I'll let it alone, for that is all’

- I'ean suggest ; and if you like your woman’s way better,

f=t o]

try it, only yowll have to fly round, bétause to-morrow is

“the last night, you know.”

“1I shan’t go, Dick.”
“Why not? we are going to glve him the rosewood
set of things, have speeches, cheers for the King of-

Clubs, and no end of fun.”

“T can’t help ity there would be no fun for me, and I
couldn’t look him in the faco after all this.” _
- ““Ob, pooh ! yes you could, or it will be the first time
you dared not do daman‘e with those wicked eyes of

_yours.”

“1t is the ﬁ1st time I ever loved any one.” Dolly’s
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voice was so low, and her head drooped so much, that

this Lrief confession was apparently put away in Diek’s

pocket; and, being an execedingly novel one, filled
tlm,t ar dent youth with a desire to deposit o umll‘w
onc in the other pocket, which, being emptmd of
_accustomed contents, left a somewhat aching youl in lLb(ﬂF
and the heart underneath. After a moment’s silence, he
~said, — 7 ' '
- ¢ Well, if you won % go, you can scttle it when he
 comes here, though I think we should all do better to
~ confess coming home in the dark.”
¢ He won’t come here again, Dick.”
- % Won’t he ! that shows you don’t know Bopp as well as
I. He'll come to say good-by, to thank mother for her
kindness, and you and me for the little things we’ve done
for him (I wish I’d left the last undone!), and go away
like a gentleman, as he is, — see if he don’t.” '
“ Do you think s0? Then I must sce him.”
¢ T'm sure he will, for we men don’t bear malice and
sulk and bawl when we come fo grief this way, but stand
up and take it without winking, like the young Spartan
brick when the fox was digging into him, you know.”
¢ Then of course yow'll forgive Fan.”
«T°1l be hanged if T do,” growled Dick.
¢ Ah ha'! your theory is very good, sir, but your prac-
tice is bosh,” quoted Dolly, with a gleam of the old mis-
chief ‘in her face.
Dick took a sudden turn through the room, bm'st out
“langhing, and came back, saying heartily, —
“T’ll own up ; it is mean to feel so, and I'll think about

forgiving you both ; but she may stop up the hole in the

~wall, for she won’t get any more letters just yet ; and you
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“may devote your epistolary powers to A, Bopp in future.

Well, what is it? free your mind, and have done with-it;
but don’t make your nose red, or take the starch out of
my collar with any more salt water, if you please.” |

¢ No, I won’t; and I only want to say that, as you
owe the explanation to us both, perhaps it would be best.
for you to tell Angust your part of thé thing as you come
home to-morrow, and then leave the rest to fate. I can’t
let him 'go away thinking me such a heartless creature,
and once gone it will be too late to mend the matter.
Can you do this without getting me into another scrape,
do you think? ”

« Y hayen't a doubt of it, and T call that sensible. Tl
fix it capitally, — go down on my knees in the mud, if it
is nceessary ; treat you like eggs for fear of another
smash-up ; and bring him home in such a tip-top state,
yo'll only have to nod and find yourself Mrs. B. any "
day you like. Now let’s kiss and be friends, and then '
go pitch into that pie for luncheon.”

So they did; and an hour afterward were rioting in
the garret under pretence of putting grandma’s’ things
away ; for at eighteen, in spite of love and mischief, boyé
and girls have a spell to exorcise blue devils, and a happy

\_ faculty of forgetting that ¢ the world is hollow, and their
dolls stuffed with sq,wdust ?

Dick was right, for on the following ovenmg, after the
lesson, Mr. Bopp did go home Wlth him, ‘“to say. good—by,
like a gentleman as he was.” Deolly got over the first
greeting in the dusky hall, and as Ler guest passed on to
the pa,1101, she popped her head out to ask’ anxwusly,

“ Did you say anythmg, Dick?” '

“I couldn’t; somothmg has happened to h1m ‘he’ll
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tell you about it. - I'm going to see to the horse, so take |

your time, and do what you like;’ with which vague
information Dick vanished, and Dolly wished 11erself any-
where but where she was,

Mr. Bopp sat before the fire, looking so haﬂ*gm d and

~ worn-out that the girl’s conscience pricked her sorely for .
her part in the change ; but plucking up her courage, she -

stirred briskly among the tea-cups, asking, =

“ What shall I give you, sir?” 2

¢ 'Thank you, I haf no care to eat.”

Something in his spiritless micn and sonowful voice
made Dolly’s -eyes fill; but knowing she must depend

upon herself now, and make the best of her position, she

said kindly, yet nervously, —

“You look tired: let me do something for you if I
can ; shall I smg for you a little? you once said music
rested you : :

“ You are kmd I could like that I think, Excoose
me if Tam dull, I haf', — yes, a little air if you please.”

More¢ and more disturbed by his absent, troubled man-

ner, Dolly began a Grerman song he had taught her, but

before the first line was sung he stopped her with an
imploring,

¢ For Gott sake not that ! T:cannot hear it this nwht
it was the last I sung her in the Vaterland ¥

¢ Mr. Bopp, what is it? Dick says you have a trou-

ble ; tell me, and let us help you if we .can. Are you -

~illy in want, or has any one injured you in any way?
Oh, Iet me help you!” . _
Tears had. been streaming down Mr BOpp s cheeks,

but as she spoke he checked them, and trled to answer

steadlly,
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“No, I am not ill; I haf no wants now, and no one

. has hurt me but in kindness; yet I haf so great a grlef

T could not bear it all alone, and so I came to ask a lit-

tle sympathy from your good Mutter, who has been kind
" tome as if T was a son. She is not Lere, and I thought

U T would stop back my grief; but that moosic was too

' much ; you pity me, and so I tell you. See, now ! when

- XYfind things go bright with me, and haf a hope of much

work, I take the little store I saved, I send it to my

3"-,1:_; friend Carl Ioffinan, who is coming from my home, and

say, ¢ Bring Ulla to me now, for I can make life go well
to her, and I amn hungry till I haf her in my arms again.’

I tell no one, for I am bold to think that one day I come
. here with her in my hand, to let her -thank you in her so

sweet way for all you haf done for me. Well, I watch
the wind, I count the days, I haf no rest for joy; and
when Carl comes, I fly to him. He gifs me back my

i store, he falls upon my neck and does not speak, then X

know my little girl will never come, for she has gone to
Himmel before I could make a home for her on earth.
Oh, my Ulla! it is hard to bear;” and poor Mr. Bopp
covered his face, and laid it down on his empty plate, as
if he never cared to lift it up again.

Then Dolly forgot herself in her great sympa,thy, and,
going to him, she touched the bent head with a soothing
hand; let her tears flow to comfort his; and whlspered
in hm tenderest voice, -

- Dear Mr, Bopp, I WlSh I could cure this sorrow, but
as I cannot, let me bear it with you ; let me tell you how .

- we loved the little child, and longed to see her; how we

should have rejoiced to know you had so dear a friend to
make your life happy in this strange land ; how we shall
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- grieve for your great loss, and long to prove our respect

and love for you. - I cannot say this as ¥ ought, but, oh,

be comforted, for you will see the child again, and,

remembering that she waits for you, you will be glad to

go when God calls you to mect your Ulla in that other

Fatherland.” : _ _
“ Ah, T will go now! T haf no wish_*to stay, for all

my life is black to me. If I had found that other little

friend to fill her place, I should not grieve so much,

‘because she is weller there above than I could make her-

here ; but no: I'wait for that other one; I save all, my
heart for her; I'send it, but it comes back to me ; then
I know my hope is dead, and I am all alone in the
strange land.” o

There was neither bitterness nor veproach in these

broken wor ds, only a patient sorrow, a regretful pain, as-

- if ‘he saw the two lost loves before him, and uttered over
them an irrepressible lament. Tt was too much for
Dolly, aud with sudden resolution she spoke out fast and
low, — ' _
¢ Mr. Bopp, that was a mistake. Tt was not me you
saw at the masque; it was Dick. He played a cruel
~trick ; he insulted you and wronged me by that deceit,
and I find it very hard to pardon him.”

% What! what is that ?” and Mr. Bopp looked up with |

tears still shining in his beard, and mtense smpnse n
“every feature of his face.
~ Dolly turned scarlet, and. her lieart beat fast as she
repeated with an unsteady voice, —
““ It was Dick, not me.” L

A cloud swept over Mr. Bopp’s face, and he knit his

brows a moment ag if .Dolly had not been far from rlght

. when she said *“ he never would forgive the joke.
- ently, he spoke in a tone she had never heard before, —
" cold and quiet,~—and in his cyc she thought she read
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Pres-

contempt for her br other and 11(.1%1{
“I see now, and, I say no more but this ; ; it was not.
kind when I so tr usted you. Yet it is well, for you and

‘Richart are so one, I haf no doubt he spoke your wish.”

+ Here was a desperate state of things. Dolly had done
her best, yet he did not, or would not, understand, and

o before she could restrain them, the words slipped over

her tongue, —
~ “No! Dick and X never agree.’

Mzr. Bopp started, swept three spoons and a tea-cup oﬁ"
the table as he turned, for something in the hasty whisper
reassured him. The color sprang up to his cheek, the
old warmth to his cye, thc}old erectness to his figure, and
the eager aceent to his voice. IIe rose, drow Dolly
nearer, took her face between his hands, and bending,
fixed on hera look tender, yot commanding, as he said,
with an earnestness that stirred her as words had never
done before, — '

““ Dollce, /e said No! do you say Yes?”

- She could not speak, but her heart stood up in. her
eyes, and answered him so cloquently that he was satisfied.

““Thank the Lord, it’s all right!” thought Dick, as,
‘peeping in at the window ten minutes later, he saw Dolly

.~ enthroned upon Me. Bopp’s knee, both” her hands in, his,
~and an expression in her April countenance which proved
- that she found it natural aud pleasant to be sitting there,
- with Ler head on the kind heart that loved her; to hear
herself called ¢ mene letbchen ” ; to know that she alone
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couid comfort him for little Ulla’s ‘lossl, imd fill her empty

place.

B They make a very pretty landscape, but too much

_honey isn’t good for ’em, so Il go in, and we'll cat
drink, and be merry, in honor of the night.”

He rattled the latch and tramped on the mat, to warn
them of his approach, and appeared just as Dolly was
sklmmlnn' into a chair, and Mr. Bopp pmkmﬂ' up the

spoons, which he dropped again to meet Dick, and Kiss- -
_ing him on both cheeks, after the fashion of his country,

as he said, pointing to Dolly,—

“ See, it is all fine again. ¥ forgil you, and leave all
blame to that bad spn it, Mephistopheles, who has much
pranks like that, but never pays one for their pain, as
you haf. me. Heart’s dearest, come and say a friendly

word to Richart, then we will haf a little health: Long

life and happiness to the Xing of Clubs and the Queen
of Hearts.,” - | ' :

« Yes, August, and as he's to be a farmer, we’ll add
another : ¢ Wiser wits and bettcr manness to the mee

__‘of' Spades.’

' MRS. PODGERS TEAPOT.

11, dear me, dear me, I’'m a deal too comfortable!”
Judging from appearances, Mrs, Podgers certainly had

some cause for that unusual cxclamation. To begin

with, the room was comfortable. It was tidy, bright,
and warm ; full of cosy corners and capital contrivanées '
for quiet enjoyment, The chairs seemed to extend their
plump arms invitingly ; the old-fashioned sofa was so
hospitable, that whoever sat down upon it was slow to get
up ; the pictures, though portraits, did not starc one out
of countenance, but surveyed the scene with an air of
tranquil enjoyment; and the unshuttered windows al-

~ “lowed tho cheery light to shine out into the snowy street
- through blooming screens of Christmas roses and white

chrysanthemums.

'Lhe fire was comfortable ;- for it was neither hidden in
a stove notr imprisoned behind bars, but went rollicking
up-the wide chimney ‘with a jovial roar. - It flickered
over the supper-table as if curious to discover what

i savory viands were concealed under the shining covers, -
. Tt touched up the old portraits till they seemed to wink ;-
. it.covered the walls with comical shadows, as if the portly
chairs had set their arms akimbo and were dancing a

jig; it flashed out into the street with a voiceless greet-
ing to cvery pquer—by; it kindled mimic fires in the

(143)
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brass andirons and tlie teapot simmering on the hob,
and, best of all, it shone its brightest on Mrs. Podgers,
as if ¢onscious that it couldn’t do a better thing.

Mrs. Podgers was comfortable as she sat there, buxom,
“ blooming, and brisk, in spite of her forty years and her
widow’s cap. Her black gown was illuminated to such
an extent that it couldn’t look sombre; her cap had
given up trying to be prim long ago, and cherry ribbons
wouldn’t have madc it more becoming as it set off her
crisp black hair, and met in a coquettish bow under her
plump chin; her white apron encircled her trim waist,

as if conscious of its advantages; and the mourning-pin -

upoﬁ her bosom aétulely gseemed to twinkle with satisfac-
' -tlon at the enviable post it occupied. -
~ The sleck cat, purring on the hearth, was comfor table,
so was the agreeable fragrance of mufling that pervaded
the air, so was the drowsy. tl(‘k of the clock in the eorncr
and if anything was needed to give a finishing touch to
the general comfort of the scene, the figure pausing in
the doorway supplied the want most successfully.

Heroes arc always expected to be young and comely,
also fierce,- melancholy, or at least what novel-readers

call < intel'cst'infr”' but I am forced to own that my -

" presént hero Was nonc of these. Ilalf the real beauty,
virtue, and romance of the world gets put into humble
souls, hidden in plain bodies. Mr. Jerusalem Turner

was an example of this; and, at the risk of shocking
my sentimental rcaders, I must frankly state that he was

fifty, stout, and bald, also that he used bad grammar,
" had a double chin, and was only the Co. in a prosperous
~ grocery store. A hale and hearty old genileman, with
. cheerful brown eyes, ‘a ruddy countenance, and curly gmy
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hair sticking up all round his head, with an air of energy
and independence that was pleasant to behold There
he stood, beaming upon the unconscions Mrs. Podgers,
goftly rubbing his hands, and smiling to himself with the
air of & man enjoying the chief sttlsfactlon of his life,

[

as ho was. - _ |
¢« Ah, dear me, dear me, T’m a deal too comfortable !”

sighed Mrs: Podgers, addressing the teapot. |
«Not a bit, mum, not a bit.” ,
In walked the gentleman, and up rose the lady, saying,

with a start and an aspeet of relief, —

¢ Bless me, I didn’t hear you! T began to think you
were never coming to your tea, Mr. "Rusalem.”

Everybody called him Mr. *Rusalem, and many people
were ignorant that he had any other name. IHe liked it,
for it began with the children, and the little voices had
endeared it to him, not to mention the sound of it from
Mrs Podgers’ lips for ten years.

¢ T know Pm late, mum, but I really couldn’t help it.
To-night’s a busy time, and the lads are just good for
nothing with their jokes and spirits, so I stayed to steady
’em, and do a little job that turned up unexpected.”

¢« §it right down and have your tea while you can,

“then.  T've kept it warm for you, and the muﬁins are

done lovely.” .
Mrs. Podgers bustled about with an ala,crlty that

seemed to give an added relish to the supper ; and when

Ler companion was served, she sat smiling at him with
Ler hand on the teapot, ready to replenish his cup before
he could ask for it.

‘“Have things been fretting of - you, mum? - You
looked down-hearted as I came in, and that ain’t ac-
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cordin’ to the time of year, which is men 'y, said Mr.

’Rusalem, stirring his tea with a sense of solid satisfaction

that would have swectened a far less palatable draught.

“It’s ‘the teapot; I don’t know what’s got into it
to-night ; but, as I was. waiting for you, it sct me
thinking of one thing and another, till I declare I felt as
if it had up and spoke to me, showing me how I wasn’t
grateful enough for 'my blessings, but a deal more com-
fortable than I deserved.” L o

While speaking, Mrs. Podgers’ eyes rested on an

- inseription which encircled the cor pulent little silver tea-

pot: “To our Benefactor~—They who give to the poor lend

to the Lord.” Now one wouldn’t think there was any-

thing in the speech or the inseription to disturb Mr.
‘Rusalem; but there scemed to be, for he hdgeted in his
chair, dropped his fork, and glanced at the teapot with a
very odd expreSSion_. It was a capital little teapot, solid,
bright as hands could make it, and ornamented with a

“ robust young clierub ‘perched upon the lid, regardless of
“the warmth of hlS seat. . With her eyes still fixed upon
it, Mrs. Podgers continued meditatively, — &

"« You know how fond I am of the teapot for poor

Podgers’ sake. I really feel quite superstitious about
it; and When thoughts come to me, as I sit watching it,
I have faith in them, because they always rcmmd me of
the past ? -

IIere, ‘after. vain efforts to restrain himself, Mr. "Rusa-

lem broke into ‘a-sudden laugh, so” hearty and infectious

that Mrs. Podgers couldn’t help smlhng, even while she
shook her head at him. :
X beg pardon, mum, it’s hysterical ; I’ll never do it
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again,” panted M. ’Rusalem, as he got his breath and

“went sobcrly on with Lis supper.

It was' a singular fact that whenever the teapot was

- - particularly alluded to he always behaved in this incom-

prehensible manner, —laughed, begged parden, said it
was hysterical,-and promised never to do it again. Tt
used to trouble Mrs. Podgers very much, but she had
grown used to it; and having been obliged to overlook
many odditics in the departed Podgers, she easily forgave
‘Rusalem his only onc. After the langh there was a
pause, durincr*whic‘h Mrs. Podgers sat absently polishing

‘up the silver cherub, with the memory of the little son

who died two Christmases ago lying heavy at her heart,

and Mr, "Rusalem seemed to be turning something over
in his mind as he watched a bit of butter sink luxuri-
ously into the warm bosom of a muffin. Once or twice
he paused as if listening, several times he stole a look at
Mrs. Podgers, and presently said, in a somewhat anxious
tone, — ﬂ o .

“You was saying just now that you was a deal too
comfortable, mum ; would you wish to be made uncom-
fortable in order to realize your blessings?”

“Yes, I should. I'm getting layy, selfish, and forfret-
ful of other folks. You leave me nothing to do, and
make cverything so casy for me that I'm growing young
and giddy again. Now that isn’t as it  should be,
‘Rusalem.” ' ' -

¢ It meots my views exactly, mum. Youw've had your
hard - times, your worryments a,nd cares, and now it’s
right to take your rest.” _

“Then why don’t you take yoms‘? T'm sure. you ve
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~ earned it drudging thirty years in the store, with more.

extra work than holidays for your share.”

“Oh well, mum, it’s different with me, you know,
Business is amusing; and I'm so used to it I shouldn’t

know myself if I was out of the store for good.” ‘
“Well, I hope you arc saving up something against
the time when ‘busihes_s“won’t be amusing. You are so
generous, I'm afraid you forget you can’t work for other
people all your days.” o _
“ Yes, mum, Pve put by a little sum in a safe bank
that pays good intercst, and when P'm past work Pl fall
back and enjoy it.” |
To judge from the cheerful content of the old gentle-
man’s face he was enjoying it alveady, as he looked about
him with the air of a man who had made a capital

investment, and was in the reecipt of generous dividends.

Seeing Mrs. Podgers’ bright eye fixed upon him, as
if she suspected something, and would have. the truth
out of him in two minutes, he recalled the eonversation
to the point from which it had wandered;

“If you would like to try how a little misery suits
- you, mum; I ean accommodate you if you’ll step up-
stairs.” \ . -

“Good gracious, what do you mean? Who’s up there?
Why didn’t you tell me before?” cried Mus. Podgers, in-
a flatter of interest, curiosity, and surprise, as he knew

" she would be. : | o
“You see, mum, I st doubtful how you'd like it. I
did it without stopping to think, and then I was afraid
you'd ¢onsider it a liberty.” |
Mr. "Rusalem spoke with some hesitation ; but Mrs.
Podgers didn’t wait to hear him, for she was already at

. MRS. PODGLERS TEAPOT. I4.9l

“the door, lamp in hand, and would have been off had she

known where 10 00, ¢ up-stairs” h_ci;ig a so;newhat vague.
expression. The old gentleman lc_d. the way to the room
lie had ocecupied for thirty years, in sp.lte of Mrs. Pod-
pers’ frequent offers of a better and .brlgl'%ter one. -!He
was attached to it, small‘and dark as it was, for the Joys
and sorrows of more than half his life lz.ad come to-hn?a
in tlldt little room, and somehow when he was there it
brightened up amazmgly.. Mys. Podgers loolcéd W:all
about her, but saw nothing new, and her conductor said,
aused beside the bed, — | :
" ‘1‘1 BL(I:E ;lne tell ybu how I found it before. I show it. You
see, mum, I had to step down the strcel-; just at, dark, a,ng
passing the windows I give a glance in, as I've a .ba
habit of doing when the lamps is lig}"ited and you a set~
ting there alone. Well, mum, whlz.ht (]:ld I sce ou_t?,lde blut
a rageed little chap a flattening his mose .agiu.nst the |
glass, and staring in with all his eyes. T didr’t blame
him mueh for it, and on I goes without a word. ~When
I came back I see him a lying close to. the v.vall, a.nd
mistrusting that he was up to some game that might give
_you & scare, I speaks to him : he do?’t answer ; I
. touches him : he don’t stir; then 1 picks him up, and sec-
ing that he’s gone in a fit or a faint, I makes '_for the
store with a will. He come to rapid; and finding that
he was most froze and starved, I fed and warmed and
fixed bim a trifle, and then tucked him away here, for
lie’s got no folks to worry for him, and was too used up
1o go out again to-night. That’s the story, 'muj:a; and
now I’ll produce the little chap if I can find him.
With that Mr. "Rusalem began to grope about the bed,
Ghuékiiné", yet somewhat anxious, for net a vestige of an |
9
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occupant appeared, till a dive downward produced a sud-~
den agitation of the'clothes, a ‘'squeak, and the unexpected
appearance out at the foot of the bed of a singular figure,

that dodged into a corner, with one arm up, as if to .

ward off a blow, while a sleepy little voice exclalmed
beseechingly, ¢ I'm up, 'm up, don’t.hit me | »
~ “Lord love the child, who'd think of doing that!
Wake up, Joe, and see your friends,” said Mr. ’Rusa-
* lem, advancing cautiously. | |

At the sound of his voice down went the arm, and
Mrs. Podgers saw a ‘boy of nine or ten, arrayed in a

- . flannel garment that evidently belonged to Mr. ’Rusalem,

for though nonec too long it was immensely broad, and,
. the voluminous sleeves were pmned up, qhowmg a pair
of wasted arms, chapped with cold and mottled with.
bruises. A large blue sock still covered ono foot, the
other was bound up as if hurt. A tall cotton nighteap,

garnished with a red tassel, looked like a big extinguisher

on a small candle; and from under it a pair of dark,

hollow eyes glanced sharply with a shrewd, suspicious

look, that made the little face more pathetic than the .

- marks of suffering, neglect, and abuse, which told the
child’s story without words, As if quite reassurcd by
’Rusalem’s presence, the boy shuffled out of his corner,

saying coolly, as he prepared to climb mto his nest -

again, —

“ T thought it was the old one when you grabbed me,
Ain’t this bed a first-rater, though?* .-

Mr. *Rusalem lifted the composed young personage
into the middle of ‘the big bed, where he sat bolt upright,
surveying the prospect from under the extinguisher with
an equa.mmlty that qulte took the good lady’s breath

i

B am——
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away. But Mr. 'Rusalem fell' back and pointed to him,
saying, ‘“There he is, mum,” with as much pride and

‘satisfaction as if he had found some rare and valuable
treasurc ; for the little child was. very precious in his-

sight. ~Mrs. Podgers really didn’t know whether to

* laugh or ery, and settled the matter by plumping down
* beside the boy, saying cordially, as. she took the grimy

little hands into her own, — _ _
“ He’s heartily welcome, ’Rusalem. Now tell me all

a,ho‘ult it, my poor dear, and don’t be afraid.”
- .« Mo, I ain’t afraid a you nor he. T ain’t got nothm :

to tell, only my name’s Joe'and I'm sleepy.”

“'Who is your mother, and where do you live, deary?”
asked Mrs. Podgers, haunted with the idea that some
woman must be anxious for the child.

“ Ain’t got any, we don’t have *em where I lives. The

" old one takes care a me.”

. ¢ Who is the old one?” ‘
¢ Granny. I works for hcr a.nd she lets me stay

alonger her.”

| ¢ Bless the dear! what work can such a mite do?”
« Heaps a things, I sifs ashes, picks rags, goes beg-
gin’, runs arrants, and gometimes the big fellers lets me
call papers. That’s fun, only I gets knocked ‘round,
and it hurts, you’d better believe.”
“Did you come here begging, and, being afrald to ring,

stand outside looking in at me emoymw myself, like a
_ sclfish creeter as I am?” |

‘I forgot to ask for the cold vittles a lookin’ at warm
ones, and thinkin’ if they was mine what I'd give the httle

fellers when I has my tree.”
~“Your what, child?”

i
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“ My Chriﬂmas-treo. Look a'herc, I've got it, and
- all these to put on it to-morrer.’ :
From under his pillow thu boy producui - small

~branch of hemlock, dropped from some tree on its pas-
‘sago to a gayer festival than little Joe’s; also an old

handkerchief which contained his treasures, —only a
few odds and ends picked up in the streets: a gnarly
apple, half-a-dozen nuts, two or three dingy bonbons,

gleaned from the sweepings of some store, and a bit of

cheese, which last possession ho evidently prized highly.

“ That’s for the old onc; she likes it, and I kep it for
her, ~- cause she don’t hit so hard when I fetch her
goodies. You don’t mind, do you?” he said, looking
inquiringly at-Mr. 'Rusalem, who blew his nose like a
trumpet, and patted the big nighteap with a fatherly
‘gesture more’ sa,tlbfact()ly than words, ‘

“ What have you kept for yourself, dear? ” asked ML 3.
Podgers, with an irrepressible sniff, as she looked at the
poor little presents, and remembered that they ¢ dldnt
have mothers” where the child lived.

“Oh, I had my treat alonger ]‘mn,” said the Doy,
. noddmg toward ’Rusalem, and adding cnthusiastically,
“Wasn’t that prime! Tt was real Christmasy a scttin’
by the fire, eating lots and not bein’ hit.” .

Here Mrs. Podgers broke down; and, taking the boy

~in her arms; sobbed over him ag if she had found her .

lost Neddy in this sad shape. The little lad regarded

her demonstration with some uneasiness at firgt, but
there is a magic a.bout a genuine woman that wing its

way everywhere, and soon the outcast nestlcd to her,

f'eelmg that this wonderful night was gettmg more
Chrlbtmasy every minute.

|
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Mrs. Podgers was herself again directly ; and seemg
that the child’s cyehdg were heavy with weakness and

‘weariness, she made him comfortable among the pillows,

and began to sing the lullaby that used to- h'ush her 1ittl.e
son to sleep. . Mr. "Rusalem: took somethmg. from his
drawer, and was stealing v\g\ay, when the child opened
his eyes and star ted up, calli ng out as he nodded, 1111 the

~ tassel da,nced on this preposterous cap, —

“Tsay! good night, good night!”

Looking much gratified, Mr. *Rusalem returned, shook
the little hand extended to him, kissed the grateful face,
and went away to sit on the stairs with tear aftgr tear
dropping off the end of his nose, as he listencd-.to th.e
woice that, after two years of silence, sung the air this
simple soul thought the loveliest in the world. At first,
it was more sob than song, but soon the soothing music
fiowed on unbroken, and the wondering child, for the
first time within his 'memdry, fell asleep in the sWeet
shelter of a woman’s arms.

When Mrs. Podgers came out, she found Mr. "Rusalem
intent on stuffing another parcel into a long gray StOCkl[lﬂ"
already full to overflowing,. | _

“Tor the little chap, mum. He let fall that‘ he'd
nover done this sort of thing in his life, and as he hadn’t

“any stockings of his own, poor dear, I took the liberty

of lending him one of mine,” explained Mr, *Rusalem,
-gurveying the knobby artlcle with evident regret that it
wasn’t bigger. ‘

Mrs. Podgers said nothing, but looked from the stock=
/ing to the fatherly old gentleman who held it; and it is
my private belief, that if Mrs. Podgers had obeyed the
impulse of her heart, she would have forgotten decorum,
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~and kissed him on the spot. She didn’t, however, but

went briskly into her own room, whence she presently .

returned with red eyes, and a pile of small garments in
her hands.” Having nearly exhausted his pincushion in

trying to suspend the heavy stocking; Mr.’Rusalem liad

just succeeded as she appeared.  Ile saw what she
carried, watched her arrange the little shirt, jacket and
trouéers, the half-worn shoes and tidy socks, beside the
bed, with motherly care, and stand looking at the un-
conscious child, with an expression: which caused M.
‘Rusalem to dart down stairs, and compose himself’ by
rubbing his hair ercect, and shaking his fist in the painted
face of the late Podgers. ‘

An hour or two later the store was closed, the room

cleared, Mrs. Podgers in her arm-cliair on one side of
the hearth, with her knitting in her hand, Mr. *Rusalem
inhis arm-chair on the other side, with his newspaper omn-

his knee, both looking so cosy and comfortable -that any

one would have pronounced them g Darby and Joan. on
- the spot.  Ah, but they weren’t, you sce, and that spoilt
the illusion, to one party at least. Both wero rathoer
silent, both looked thoughtfully at the fire, and the fire
gave them both excellent counsel, as it seldom fails to do
when it findg any kindred warmth and brightness in the
hearts and souls of those who study it. Mrs. Podgers
kindled first, and broke out suddenly with a nod of: great
determination. ' o '

“’Rusalem, I'm going to keep that boy if it’s pos-

sible!” L o , _
“You shall, mum, whether it’s possible or mnot,” he

answered, nodding back at her with equal decision.

“I don’t know why I never thought of such a thing
. . . ]
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befofe. There’s a many children Suffering. for r-r_lgthelffii
and heaven knows I'm wearying for some l-ittle ‘ch}l to 11.
,chdy’s place. I wonder if you d1dn.t thl-nk of t :1’5’;
xlitl{en you took that boy in; it woullc} be just like yoult |
Mr. 'Rusalem shook his head, but Io?ke:l‘ S0 gulrli,
thﬁt Mrs. Podgers was satisfied, called ‘lum a thought-
fal dear,” within herself, and kindled still morc. ’ t
« Between you, and Joe, and the teapot, I've go,t
another idea into my stupid head, and I know you won

lauel at it.  That loving little soul has tried to get a
. ¢! ™ -

tree for some poor babics who have no one fo think ;)f'
them but him, and even remembered theo old one, w 1(1) |
must be a wreteh to hit that child, and bit ,hard., to?,; t
know by tho looks of his arms. Well, I've a grea

i im ¢ —arig od one, like
Jonging to go and give him a tree,—a right go )

those Neddy used to have; to get in the “little fellell's"
he tells of, give them a good dinner, and then a regular
Christmas {rolic. Can’t it be done?” .

¢« Nothing could be casier, mum ;7 and Mr Rusaler.r-l,
who had been taking counsel with the fire till _.he qmt((;
gldwed with warmth and emotion, noddet.l,_ s.mﬂeil,. mi |
rubbed his hands, as if Mrs. Podgers had 1nv1ted. 1111;1 0
a Lord Mayor's feast, or some equally gorgeous jollifica~
ti0::.1 supﬁose it’s the day, and t,hinking of how it came
to be, that makes me feel as if I wm.lted' to help ev:;ry;
body, and makes this Christmas so bright and happy 1a1
I never can forget it,” continued thg gOOfl woman, with
a heartiness that made her honest face quite beautiful to

X i . ‘

bc?le'(ll\.f[rs.l’odgérs had only known .wha,t was going on
under the capacious waistcoat opposite, she would have




156 CAMP AND FIRESIDE STORIES.

held her tongne; for the more charitable, carnest, and-

tender-hearted she grew, the harder it became for Mr.
’Rusalem to restrain the declaration which had been
hovering on his lips ever sinco old " Podgers died, As
the comely relict sat there talking in that genial way,
and glowing with good-will to all mankind, it was too
much for Mr. "Rusalem; and finding it -impossible to
resist the desire to know his fate, he yiclded to it, gave
a porpentous hem, and said abruptly, —

¢ Well, mum, have I done it?”

“Done what?” asked Mrs. P.; going on with her

work.

* Made you uncomfortable, according to promise.”

“Oh dear, no, yow've made me very happy, and will
have to try aﬂain,” she answered, laughing.

“ I will, mum.” :

As he spoke Mr. "Rusalem drew his chair nearer,
leaned forward, and looking straight at her, said dehbor
ately, though his voice shook a httlc,

¢ Mrs. Podgers, I love you hearty ; Would you have
any ObJGCtIOIl‘S to marrying of me?”

Not a word said Mrs. Podgers; but her knitting
dropped out of her hand, and she looked as uncomfort-
able ag she could desire. '

“ T thought that would do it,” muttered Mr. *Rusalem ;
but went on steadily, though his ruddy face got paler and

“paler, his voice huskier and huskicr, and his heart fuller
~and fuller every word he attempted.

“ You sce, mum, I have took the liberty of lovmn‘ you -
ever since you came, more than ten years ago. I was
eager to make it known long before this, but Podgers
spoke first and then it was no use. It come hard for a

*
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-tune, but I learned to give you up, thoug,h I couldn’t

learn not to love you, being as it was impossible. Since
Podgers died I've turned it over in my mind frequent,
but felt as if T was too old, and rough, and poor- every
way to ask so much. Lately, the wish has growed too
strong for me, and to-night it won't be put down. If
you want a trial, mam, I should be that I'll warrant, for
do my best, I could never be all Pm wishful of being
for your sake. Would you give it name, and if uot
(wlceablc, we'll tet it drop, mum, we'll let it (hop

If it hadn’t been for the teapot, Mrs. Podgers would:
have said Yes at once. - The word wasg on her lips, but as
she looked up the firc flashed brightly on the teapot
(which always occupied the place of honor on the
sidehoard, for Mrs. P. was intensely proud of it), and
she stopped to think, for it reminded her of something. .
In order to explain this, we must keep Mr. *Rusalemn
waiting for his answer a minute. -

Rather more than ten years ago, old Podgers happen-
ing to want a housckeeper, invited a poor relation to fill
{hat post in his bachelor establishment. IIe never would
have thought of marrying her, though the young woman
was hoth notable and handsome, if he hadn’t discovered
that his partner loved her. . Whereupon the perverse old
fellow immediately proposed, lest he should lose his
Tousckeeper, and was accepted from motives of grati-
tude. Mrs. Podgers was a dutiful wife, but not a very
happy one, for the world said that Mr. P. was a hard,
miserly man, and his wife was forced to believe the
world in the right, till the teapot changed her opinion.
There happened to be much suffering among the poor
one year, owing to the burning of the mills, and contri-
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butions were solimted for their relief. Old Podgers,
though a rich man, refused to give a penny, but it was
afterwards discovered that his private charitics exceeded
| many more ostentations oncs, and the word ¢ miserly
was changed to ¢ peeuliar.” Wlen times grew pros-
perous again, the workmen, whose familics had been so
quietly served, clubbed together, got the teapot, and left
‘it at M., Podoers door one Chr stmas Eve. DBut the
old gentleman never saw it; his dinner had been too
much for him, and apoplexy took him off that very
. afternoon. .

In the midst of her grief Mrs. Podgers was surprised,
touched and troubled by this revelation, for she had
known nothing of the affair till the teapot came. Woman-
-hke, she felt great remorse for what now secemed like
blindness and ingratitude; she fancied she owed him

some atonement, and remembering how often he had

expresscd & hope that she wouldw’t marry again after he
was gone, she resolved fo gratify him. The buxom
widow had had many opportunities of putting off her
weeds, but she had refused all offers without regret till
now. The teapot reminded her of Podgers and her vow ;-
and though her heart rebelled, she thought it her duty to
check the answer that sprang to her lips, (md slowly, but
decidedly, replied, ~

“I'm troly grateful to you, Rumlcm, but I couldn’
do it. Don’t think you'd cver be a trial, for you're the
last man to be that to any woman. It's a feeling ¥ have
that it wouldn’t be kind to Podgers. T can’t for get how
much I owe him, how much X wronged him, and how
much I can please him by staying as ‘T am, for his

% bear up, and — . .
and he sat [10W11111”‘ at the fire, bent on bearing up man-

| Hully, though it was very hard to find that Podgers dead

“strongly su
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frequont. woxd‘s wer 0, ¢ Kuep the property together, (md ‘
don’t marry, Jane.”’

« Very well, mum, then we'll let it drop, and fall back
into the old ways. Don’t fret yourself about it, I shall
? there Mr. "Rusalem’s voice gave out,

as well as Podgers living was to kecp from him the hap-
pincss he had waited for so long. His altered face and
broken voice were almost too much for Mrs. P., and she
found it neeessary to confirm her resolution by telling it.
Laying one hand on his shoulder, she pointed to the j;ea,-
pot with the other, saying gently, — |
¢« The day that came and I foundi but how good he
was, too late to beg his pardon and love him for it, I
said to myseH ¢ 1’ll be true to Podgers till 1 dic, because
that’s all T can do now to show my repentance and re-

_ ' : ’
speet. DBut for that feeling and that promise I couldn’

say No to you, *Rusalem, for you've been my best friend
all ithese years, and Fll be yourc', all my hfe, though I
ean’t be anything else, my dear.”

T'or the first time sinee its m,ln_al, the mention of the
teapot did ot produce the accustomed demonstmtioﬁn
from Mr. "Rusalem. On the contrary, he looked at it
with a momehtary expression of indignation and disgust, .
ogostive of an insane desire to cast the pre-
cious relic on the floor and. trample on it. If any such
temptation did assail him, he promptly curbed it, and
looked about the room with a forlorn air, that made
Mrs. Podgers hate herself, as he meekly answered, —

“Tm obliged to you, mum; the fecling does you
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honor. Don’t mind me, it’s l‘aﬂlt‘l a blow, but Il be
up again direetly.”

He retived behind  his paper as he Sp()kd, and. Mrs.

Podgers spoilt her knitting in respectiul silence, till M.
’Rusalem began to rvead aloud as usual, to assurce 11(,1 that
in splte of the blow he was up again, _

In the gray dawn the worthy - ;Dcntleman was roused

from his slumbers, by a strange voieo WhlSlelllé shrilly

in his ecar,
¢ I say, there’s two 0{' em. Ain’t it jolly? »?
Starting up, he beheld a comical little goblin standing
at his bedside, with a rapturous expression of counte-
‘nance, and a pair of long gray stockings in its hands.
Both were heaping full, but one was evidently meant for
- Mr. ’Rusalem, for- every wish, whim and fancy of his
had been guessed, and gratified in a way that touched
him to the heart. = If it were not indecorous to invade
the privacy of a gentleman’s apartment, I could describe
how there were two boys in the big bed that morning ;
how the old boy revelled in the treasures of his stocking.
as beartily as the young one; how they laughed and
exclaimed, pulled each others nightcaps off, and had a
regular pillow fight ; how little Joc was got into his new
clothes, and strutted like a small peacock in them ; how
Mpr. "Rusalem made himself splendid in his Sunday best,

and spent ten good minutes in tying the fine cravat

somebody had hemmed for him. But lest it should be
thought improper, X will mercly say, that nowhere in the
‘city did- the sun_ shine on happier faces than these two
showed Mrs. Podgers, as Mr. ’Rusalem came in with
Joe on his shoulder, both wishing her a merry Christ-

L3
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mag, as hecartily as if this were the first the world had

ever seen.
Mrs. Podgers was as brisk and blithe as they, though

she must have sat up one-half the night making presents

for them, and laid awake the other half making plans

for tho day. As soon as she had hugged Joe, toasted
bim red, and heaped his plate with everything on the
table, she. told them the order of performances.

¢« As soon as ever you can’t eat any more you must

order home the tree, "Rusalem, and then go with Joe to

invite the party, while I see to dinner, and dress up the
pine as well as I can in such a hurry.”

¢ Yeg, mum,” answered Mr. 'Rusalem with alacrity ;
thongh how she was going to do her part was not clear
to him. DBut he believed her- eapable of working any
miracle within the power of mortal woman ; and having
plans of his own, lie soon trudged away with Joe prane-
ing at his side, so like the lost Neddy, in the little cap
and coat, that Mrs. Podgers forgot her party to stand
watching them down the. crowded street, with eyes that
saw very dimly when they looked away again.

Never mind how she did it, the miracle was wrought,
for Mrs. Podgers and her maid Betsey fell to work with
a,'will, and when women sct their hearts on anything it

s a known fact that they seldom fail to accomplish. it.
Ly noon everything was ready, the tree waiting in tha
best parlor, the dinner smoking on the table, and Mrs.
Todgers at the window to eateh the first glimpse of her
coming guests, A lagt thought struck her as she stood -
Wmmxg. There was but one high chair in the house,-
and the bjg ones would be doubtless too low for the litile
people.  Bent on making them as comfortable as her

1 it
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motherly heart could desire, she set about mending the
matter by bringing out from Podgers’ bookease. several

fat old ledgers, and arranging them in the chairs. While

~busily dusting one of these it slipped from her hands,

and as it fell a paper fluttered from among the lcavors.'

She picked it up, looked at it dmpped her duster, and
became absorbed. Tt was a small sheet filled with figures,
and here and there short memor anda, ~—not an interest-
ing looking document in the least: but. Mrs. Podgers
stood like a statue till she had read it several tlmes then
she caught her breath, clapped her hands, .mﬂhed and
cried together, and’ put the climax to her extraordinary
- behavior by running across the room and cmb1 acing the
astonished little teapot. '
How long she would have gone on in thls wild manner
it is 1mpossﬂ)le to say, had not the the ;mfrle of bells, and
a shrill, small cheer announced that the party had arrived,
' Whmluuw the mysterious paper into ler pocket, and
" dressing her aoltqtod countonance in smiles, she hastened
to open the door before chilly fingers could find the bell.
Such a merry load as that was! Such happy faces
4 looking out from under the faded hoods and caps!  Such
a hcarty “Hurrah for Mrs. Podgers!” grected her
straight from the grateful hearts that Ioved her the
instant she appeared! "And what a perfect Santa Claus

" Mr. ’Rusalem made, with his sleigh full of bundles as
well as children, his face full of sunghine, his arms full |

of babies, whom he held up that they too might elap
their little, hands, while he hurrahed with all his might.

I really don’t think reindeers, or the immemorial white

beard and fur cap, eould have improved the picture ; and
the neighbors were of my opinion, I suspect.
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It was gbod to see Mrs. Podgers welcome them all in

a way that gave the shyest courage, made the poorest

forget patched jackets or ragged gowns, and caused them
all to feel that this indeed was merry Christmas. It
was better still 1o see Mrs. Podgers preside over the.

‘table, dealing out turkey and pudding with such a boun-

toous hand, that the small feasters often paused, in
sheer astonishment, at the abundance before them,
and then fell to again with renewed cnergy, as if they
%’earcd to wake up presently and find the whole a dream.

It was best of all to see Mrs. Podgers 'gather them

about her afterwards, hearing their little stories, learning
their many wants, and winning their young hearts by
such gentle wiles that they soon regarded ler as some
beautiful, benignant fairy, who had led them from a cold,
dark world into the land of innocent delights they had
hnagined, longed for, yet never hoped to find.,

Then came the trec, hung thick with bonbons, fruit

“and toys, gay mittens and tippets, comfortable socks and

hoods, and, lower down, morce substantial but less showy
g ifl;b ; for Mrs Podgers had nearly exhausted the Dorcas

asket that fortunately -chanced to be with her just then.
Thelo was no time for candles, but as if he understood
the matter and was bent on supplying all deficiencies, the
sun shone gloriously on the little tree, and made it doubly
splendid in the children’s eyes. :

It would have touched the hardest heart to Watch the
poor little creatures, as they trooped in and stood about
the wonderful tree. Some seemed ready to go wild with
‘delight, some folded their hands and sighed with solemn
satisfaction, others looked as if bewildered - by such
unwonted and unexpected good fortune; and when Mr."
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‘Rusalem told them how this fruitful tree had. sprung up
~from their loving playmatc’s broken bough, little Joe hid
his face in Mrs. Po‘dgers"gown, and could {ind no vent
for his great happiness but tcars. It was not a large
- tree, but it took a long while to strip it ; and cven when
the last gilded nut was gone the children still lingered
about it, as if’ they regarded it with affection as a gener-
 ous benefactor, and were loath to leave it.

© Next they had a splendid round of games. 1 don’t
know what will be thought of the worthy souls, but Mr.
Rusalem and Mrs. Podgers played with all their might.
Perhaps the reason why he gave himsclf up so frecly to
the spirit of the hour was, tlu_mt ‘his disappointment wasg
very heavy ; and, according to his simple philosophy, it
“was wiger to soothe his wounded heart and cheer his sad
spirit with the sweet society of little children, than to
curse fate and reproach  a woman. What was Mrs.
Podgers’ reason it is Tmpossﬂole to tell, but she behaved
“ag if some secret satisfaction filled her heart so full that

she was glad to let it bubble over in this harmless .

" fashion. Both tried to be children again, and both sue-
ceeded capitally, though now and thcn their hearts got

' the better of them. When My. ’Rusalem was blinded he

togsed all the little lads up to the ceiling when he caught
them, kissed all the whttle girls, and, that no one might
feel slighted, kissed Mrs. Podgers also. When they
played ¢ Open the gates,” and the fwo grown people

stood hand in hand while the mirthful troops marched

- under the tall arch, Mrs. Podgers never once looked M.
’Rusalem in the face, but blushed and kept her cyes on

the ground, as if she was a bashful girl playing gamoes

with some boyish sweetheart The children saw nothmrr
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of all this, and, bless their innocent little hearts! they
wouldn’t have understood it if they had; but it was per-
fectly cvident that the gray-headed gentleman and the -
matare matron had forgotten all about! their years, and
were in their teens again; for true love is giited with
immortal youth. : -

When' weary with romping, they gathered round the
fire, and Mr. ’Rusalem told fairy tales, as if his dull
ledgers had preserved these childish romances like flowers

. between their leaves, and kept them fresh in spite of

time. Mrs, Podgers sung to them, and made them sing
with her, till passers-by smiled and lingered as the child-
ish voices rcached them, and, looking through the screen
of roses, they eaught glimpses of the happy little group
singing in the ruddy circle of that Christmas fire.

It was a very humble festival, but with these poor
ouests came also Love and Charity, Innocence and Joy,
—the strong, sweet spirits who ‘bless and beautify the
world ; and though eclipsed by many more splendid cele-
brations, I think the day was the bettor and the blither

for Mrs, Podgers’ little party. :
When it was all over,—the grateful farewclls and

riotous cheers as the children were carried home, the
twilight raptures of Joe, and the long lullaby before he
could extinguish himself enough to go to slecp, the con~
sratulations and clearing up, — then Mr. Rusalem and
Mrs. Podgers sat down to tea. But no sooner were

~ they alone together than Mrs. P. fell into a curious flut-

ter, and did the oddest things. She gave Mr. "Rusalem
warm water instead of tea, passed the slop-bowl when
he agked for the sugar-basin, burnt her fingers, laid her

handkerchief on the tray, and tried to put her fork in her |
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pocket, and went on in such a way that Mr. "Rusalem

began to fear the day had been too much for her.

“You're tlred mum » hc mxd )msentl hearing her
b bJ

sigh.

~*Not a bit,” she answered briskly, opening the teapot
to add more water, but scemed to forget her purpose,
and sat looking into its steamy depths as if in search of
something. If it was courage, she certainly found it,
'for all of a sudden she handed the mysterious paper to

r. 'Rusalem, saying solemnly, —
“ Read that, and tcll me if it’s true.”

He took it readily, put on his glasses, and bent to

examine it, but gave a start that caused the spectacles to
fly off his nose, as he exclaimed, — '
“ Lord bless me, he said he’d burnt it !

“Then it @ true? Don’t deny it, Rusalem; it’s no

use, for P've caught you at last1” and in her excitement
Mrs. Podgers slapped down the teapot-lid as 1f\Silc had
got him inside.

“I assure you, mum, he promlsed to burn it. _I*Ie
made me write down the sums, and so on, to satisfy him
that I hadn’t took moren my share of the profits., Tt
was my own ; and though he called me a fool he let me
do as 1 liked, but I never thought it would come up again
like this, mum.” ‘ _

“Of course you didn’t, for it was left in one of the old
ledgers we had down for tlle dears to git on. I found it,
I read it, and I understood it in a minute. It was you
who helped the mill-people, and then hid behind Podgers
because you didn’t want to be thanked, When he dicd,
and the teapot came, you saw how proud I-was of it,—

how I took comfort in thinking Le did the kind things ;.
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and for my sake you never told the truth, not even last

- pight, when a word would have done se much, Oh,

"Rusalem, how could you deceive me all these years?”
If Mr. 'Rusalem had desired to answer he would have
had no chance ; for Mrs, Podgers was too much in earn-
est to let any one speak but herself, and hurried on, fear-
ing that her emotion would get the better of her before
she had had her s say.
“ It was like you, but it-wasn’t right, for you’ve robbed

“yourself of the Tove and honor that was your due ; you've -
let people praise Podgers when he didn’t deserve it;
ouw’ve seen me take pride in this because I thought he’d

earned it; and you’ve only langhed at it all as if it was

a fine joke to do generous things and never take the
. 3 e ; J . . .

eredit of ’em.. Now I know wliat bank you've laid up

. your hard earnings in, and what a blessed interest you'll

get by and by,  Truly they who give to the poor lend to
thg T.ord, — and you don’t need to have the good Words
written on ‘si'lvcr, for you keep ’em always in your
heart,” |

Ml's. Podgers Stoppcd a minute for breath, and felt
that she was going very fast; for Rusalem sat looking
at her with so muach humility, love, and longmg in his
honest face, that she knew it would be all up with her
direetly. |

“You saw how i gricved for Neddy, and gave me this
motherless boy to fill his place ; you knew I wanted some

~one to make the house scem like home again, and you.
coffered ‘me the lovingest heart that ever was. - You

found ¥ wasn’t satisficd to lead such a selfish life, and

- you showed me how beautiful Charity could make it;

you taught me to find my duty waiting for me at my own

S
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door ; and, putting by your own trouble, you've helped.

to make this day the happiest Christmas of my life.”

If it hadi’t been for the teapot Mrs. Podgers would
have given out here; but her hand was still on it, and
“something 1 n the touch gave her steadmcss for onc more
burst.

41 loved -the little teapot for Podgers’ sake; now I
love it a hundred times more for yours, because yoiw've

brought its lesson home to me in a way I never can for- "

“get, and have been my benefactor as well as theirs, who
shall soon know you as well as I do. ’Rusalem, there’s
only one way in which I can thank you for all this, and
I do it with my whole heart. Last night you asked me
for something, and T thought I couldnt give it to you.

- Now I'm sure I can, and if you still want it why ”

Mrs. Podgers never ﬁmshed that sentence; for, with

‘an impetuosity surprising in one of his age and figure,

Mr. 'Rusalem sprang out of -his chair and took herin his

arms, saying tenderly, in a voice almost inaudible,

between a conflicting choke and chuckle —
«“ My dear! my dear! God bless you' »?

MY CONTRABAND.

OCTOR FRANCK came in as 1 sat sewing up the
rents in an old shirt, that T'om might go tidily to his

‘grave. New shirts were nceded for the living, and there

was no wife or mother to ““dress him handsome when
he went to meet the Lord,” as one woman said, describ-
ing the fine funcral she had pinched herself to give

her son.

¢ Miss Dane, 'm in a quandary,” began the Doctor,
with that expressmn of countenance which says as plainly -
as words, ¢ I want to ask a favor, ‘but I wish you'd save
me the trouble.”

¢ Can I help you out of 1t'?”

“Faith ! T don’t like to propose it, but you certainly

an, if you please.”

“Then name it, 1 beg.” :

“You sce a Reb has just been brought- in crazy with

typhoid ; a ‘bad casc cvery way; a drunken, rascally
little- captain somebody took the trouble to capture, but
whom nobody wants to take the trouble to cure. The

‘wards are full, the ladies worked to death, and wxllmg fo

be for our own boys, but rather slow to risk their lives
for a Reb. Now, yow've had the fever, you like queer

- Palients, your mate will sce to your ward for a while, and

(169)
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I will find you a good attendant,
long, I fancy ; but he can’t die wit

STORILS.

The fellow won’t last
hout some sort of carc,

you know. I've put him in the fourth story of the wost

wing, away from the rest. It is
fortable there. I'm on that war(
for you in every way.  Now, the

“Of course I will, out of pery
charity ; for some of these peoplo
an’ abolitionist I am also a hcather

like to show them that, though 1

enemies, I am willing to take care
- **Very good; I thought you'd
abolition reminds me that you can
servant, if you like, It is that fi

, and will do my best

n, will you go?”

ersity, if not common
think that beeause I’m
, and I should rather

of them.”
go; and. speaking of
Lhave a contraband for

was found burying his rebel master after the ficht, and,
being badly cut over the head, dur boys brought him

along. Will you have him?”

_ : _ /
- By all means, — for Tl stand to my guns “on that

airy, quiet, and com-

cannot quite lovc my

ne mulatto fellow who

point, as on the other ;. these. black boys are far more
faithful.and handy than some of tlie white scamps given
me to serve, instead of being served by. DBui is this man
well enough?”

“Yes, for that sort of work, and I think you'll like
him, He must have been a handsome fellow before he
got his face slashed ; not much darker than mysc,l[ hiy

“magter’s son, I clare say, and the white blood makes him
rather high and haughty about some things. Ile was in
a bad way when he came ‘in, but vowed he’d die in. the
street rather than turn in with the black fellows below ;
so I put him up in the west wing, to be out of the way,
and he’s seen to the captain all the morning.  When can
you go up?”

MY CONJ.I ABAND. . I7I

« As soon as Tom is laid out, Skinner moved, Hay-
wood washed, Marble dressed, Charley rubbed, Downs
taken up, Upham laid down, and the whole forty fed.”

We both laughed, though the Doctor was on his way

to the ciea,d-house and I held a shroud on my lap., But

ina hospital one learns that cheerfulness is one’s salva-
tion; for, in an atmosphere of suffering and death, heav-
iness of heart would soon paralyze usefulness of hand, if
the blessed gift of Smiles‘hud‘been denied us,

- In an hour I took posscssion of my new charge, find-
ing a dissipated-looking boy- of nincteen or twenty raving
in the solitary little room, with no one near him but
the contraband in the room adjoining. Feeling decidedly
more interest in the black man than in the white, yet
remembering the Doctor’s hint of bis being ¢ high and
haughty,” I glanced furtively at him as I scattered

chloride of lime about thé room to purify the air, and

settled matters to suit myself, T had seen many contra-

- bands, but never one so attractive as this. All colored

men are -called ¢ boys,” even if their heads are white ;
this boy was five-and-twenty at least, strong-limbed and
manly, arid had the look of one who never had been
cowed by abuse or worn with oppressive labor, He sat
on his bed doing nothing; no book, no pipe, no pen or
paper anywhere appeared, yet anything less indolent ov
listless than his attitude and expression I never saw. Erect

- he sat, with a hand on cither knee, and- eyes fixed on the

bare wall opposiic, so rapt in some absorbing thought as
to be unconscious of my presence, though the door stood
wide opfﬁl and my movements were by no means noise-
less, ITis face was half averted,but I instantly approved
the Doctor’s taste, for the profile which T saw possessed
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all the attributes of comeliness Lelonging to his mixed
race. IHe was more quadroon than mulatto, with Saxon

fcatures, Spanish complexion darkened by exposure,

color.in lips and check, waving hair, and an eye full of
the passionate melancholy which in such men always
seems to utter a mute protest against the broken law
that doomed them at their birth. What could he be
i thinking of? The sick boy eursed and raved, I rustled
to and fro, stops passed the door, bells rang, and the
steady rumble of army-wagons came up from the strect,
still he never stirred. T had seen colored people in what
they call ¢ the black sulks,” when, for days, they neither
smiled nor spoke, and scarcely ate. But this was some-
thing more than that; for the man was not dully brood-
ing over some small grievance; he scemed to see an
all-absorbing fact or faney recorded on the wall, which
was a blank to me. I wondered if it were some doep
wrong or sorrow, kept alive by miemory and Tmpotent
regret ; if he mourned for the dead master to whom he
had been faithful to the end; orif the liberty now his
were robbed of halfits sweetness by the knowledge that
some onc near and dear to him still languished in the
hell from which he had escaped. My heart quite warmed
to him at that idea ; I wanted to know and comfort him ;
and, following the impulse of the moment, T went in and
touched him on the shoulder. o

" In an instant the man vanished and the slave appeared.
Freedom was too new a boon to have wrought its
blessed changes yet; and ‘as he started up, with his
hand at his temple, and an obsequious ¢ Yes, Missis,”
any romance that had gathered round him fled away,
“leaving the saddest of all sad facts in living guise
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bofore me. Not only did the manhood seem to die out
of him, but ‘the comeliness that first attracted me ; for,
as he turned, ¥ saw the ghastly wound that had laid open
cheek and forehead. Being partly healed, it was no

longer bandaged, but held together with strips of that

transparent plaster which I never see without a shiver, -
and swift recollections of the seenes with which it is
associated in my mind., Tart of his black hair had been

shorn away, and one eyce was nearly closed; pain so dis-

torted, and the cruel sabre-cut so marred that portion of
his face, that, when I saw it, I felt as if a fine medal
had been suddenly reversed, showing me a far more
striking type of human suffering and wrong than Michael
Angelo’s bronze prisoner. By one of those inexplicable

‘processes that often teach us how little we understand

ourselves, my purpose was suddenly changed ; and, though
1 went in to offer comfort as a friend, I merely gave an
order as a mistress. ' _

. Will you open these WindoWs? this man needs more -
air.’

ITe obeyed at once, and, as he slowly urgcd up the
unriuly sash, the ‘handsome profile was again turn_ed
toward me, and again I was possessed by my first impres-
sion so strongly that I involuntarily said, —

“Phank youn.”

Perhaps it was fancy, but T thought that in the look
of mmnled 5111'1)1130 and something like reproach which
he gave me, there was also a trace of grateful pleasule.
But he said, in that tone of SplI‘lﬂOSS humlhty these poor
souls learn go soon, —— :

“Iisn’t a white man, Missis, I'se a contraband.”
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“Yes, I know it; but a contraband is a free man,
and I heartily congratulate you.” o
 Heliked that ; his face shone, he squared his shoulder 8y
lifted his head, aﬁd looked me full in the eye with a

brisk, —
¢ Thank ye, Mﬂssis ; anything more to do fer -yer?”

« Doctor Franck thought you would help me with this
‘man, as there are many patients and few nurses or

attendants. TIave you had the fever?”

““No, Missis.” _ ‘

¢ They should have thought of that when they put
him here; wounds and fevers should not be together.
I'll try to get you moved.”

He laughed a sudden laugh: if he had been a white
man, I should have called it scomful ;a8 hie was a fow
shades darker than myself, I suppose it must be consid-
ered an insolent, or at least an unmanncrly oné.

the fever than down Wlth those niggers; and there isn’t

no other place fer me.” , _
Poor fellow ! that was true. No ward in all the hos-

~pital would take him in to lie side by side with the most

miserable white wreck there. Like the bat in ZEsop’s
fable, he belonged to neither race; and the pride of one
and the helplessness of the other, kept him hovering
~alone in the twilight a great sin has brought to over-
shadow the whole land.

“You shall stay, then ;. for X would far rather have
you than my lazy Jack. But are you well and strong
enough?”

«“T guess Il do, Missis.” _

He spoke with a passive sort of acquiescence,— as if
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it did not much maticr if he were not able, and no one

“would particularly rejoice if he were.

“Yes, I think you will. By what name shall I
call you?” |

“Bob, Missis.”

Kvery woman has hor pet whim; one of mine was -
to teach the men self-respect by tleatlnn them respect-
fully Tom, Dick, and Harry would pass, when lads
rejoiced in those familiar abbreviations ; but to address
men often old enongh to be my father in that style did

. not suit my old-fashioned ideas of propriety. This ¢ Bob?”
~ would never do; I should have found it as casy to call

the chaplain ¢ Gllb as my tragical-looking contraband
by a title so etmnoly associated with the tail of a Lite.

“What is your other name?” I asked. ¢ 1T like to
call my attendants by their last names mthcl than by

i their first.”
“ Tt don’t matter, Missis. T'd rather be up here with . = .

“I'se ﬂot no other, Missis ; we has our masters’ names,
or do without. Mm(, s dead, and T won’t hzwc anything
of his "hout me.”

“Well, Tl eall you Robert, then, and you: may fill this
pitcher for me, if you will be so kind.”

He went ; but, through all the tame obedlcnee years of
servitude had taught him, I could see that the proud
spirit his father gave him was not yet subdued, for the
look and gesture with which he repudiated his mastei’s

' :'é.‘,;.‘_ name wue a more effective declaration of mdependence
| ~ than any Fourth-of-J uly orator could have prepared.

We spent a curious weelk together. Robert seldom

_,l-:?fl";“-. left his room, except upon my errands; and I was: a
+ prisoner all day, often all night, by the bedside of the

rebel, T‘ho fever bumcd itself mpldly away, for thcle
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‘seemed little vitality to foed it in the foeble frame of this

old young man, whose lifc had been none of the most

rightcous, judging from the revelations made by his
unconscious lips ; since more than once Robert authorita-
tively silenced him, when my gentler hushings were of
no avail, and blasphemous wanderings or ribald camp-
songs made my cheeks burn and Robert’s face assume an
aspcct‘ of disgust, - -The captain was a gentleman in the
~world’s cye, but the contraband was the gentleman' in
mine;——,—.'I was a fanatic, and that accounts for such

depravity of taste, I hope. I never asked Robert of

himself, feeling that somewhere there was a spot still too
~ sore to bear the lightest touch ; but, from his meuawe,
- manner, and mtelhgence, I inferred that his color had
procured for him the few advantages within the reach of
a quick-witted, kindly-treated slave. . Silent, grave, and
thoughtful, but most serviceable, was my contraband ;
“glad of the books I brought him, faithful in the perform-
ance of the duties I ‘assigned to him, grateful for the

friendliness I could not but fecl and show toward him. .

Often I longed to ask what purpose was so visibly alter-
ing his a; pcct with such daily deepening gloom. But I

never dared, and no onc ¢lse had either time or desire to
pry into the past of this specimen of one branch of. tlu,
chivalrous “ F. F. Vs.”

On the seventh night, Dr. It anck suggcstml that it

would be well for some one, besides the general watch-
‘man of the ward, to be with the captain, as it might be

his last., .Although the greater part of the two preceding B

nights had been spent there, of course 1 offered to re-
mdm,——for there s a stra,nge fageination in these scenes,
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which renders one carcless of fatigue and unconscious
of fear until the crisis is past. '

‘¢ Give him water as long as he can drink, and if he
drops into a natural sleep, it may save -him. I'l look in -
at midnight, when some change will probably take place.
Nothing but sleep or ‘a miracle will keep him now.
Good-night.” ' '

Away went the Doctor; and, devouring a Whole
mouthful of gapes, I lowered the lamp, wet the cap-
tain’s head, and sat down on a hard stool to begin my
watch. The captain lay with hlS hot, haggard face

turned toward me, filling the air with his poisonous

breath, and fecbly muttering, with lips and tongue so
parched that the sanest speech would have been difficult
to understand. Robert was stretelied on his bed in the

inner room, the door of which stood ajar, that a fresh -

draught from his open window might carry the fever-
fumes away through mine. I could just see a long, dark
figure, with the lighter outline of a face, and, having
little clso to do just then, X fell to thinking of this curious
contraband, who evidently prized his freedom highly, yet
seemed in no haste to enjoy it.  Dr. FFranck had offered
to send him on to safer quarters, but he had said, “ No,
thank yer, sir, not yet,” and. then had gone.away to fall
into one of those black moods of his, which began te.
disturb me, because I had no power to lighten them. As

-1 sat listening to the clocks from the steeples all about

us, I amused myself with planning Robert’s future, as o

+ often did - my own, and had dealt out to him a generous

hand of trumps wherewith to play this game of life

which hitherto had .gone so cruelly against Inm, when a
“harsh choked voice called, —-

12

1
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“Lucy!”

It was the captain, and some new terror scemed to
have gifted him with momcntdry strength, |

“Yes, here’s Luey,” I answered, hoping that by fol-
lowing the fancy I might quict him, — for his fice was
‘damp with the clammy moisture, and his frame ghaken
with the nervous tremor that so often precedes death,
His dull eye fixed upon me, dilating with a bewildered
look of incredulity and wrath, till he broke out fiereely, —

“That's a lic!. she’s dead, — and so0’s Bob, damn
him ! » _ o o |

Finding speech a failure, T began to sing the quiet
tune that had often soothed delirium like this ; but hardly
had the line, — | , |

‘““Sece gentle patience smile on pain,”

Ppassed my lips, when he clutched me by the wrist, whis-
pering like one in mortal fear, — |

“Hush! she used to sing that way to Bob, but she
never would to me: I swore I'd whip the devil out of
her, and T did ; but you- know before she cut her throat
she said she’d haunt me, and there she is!”

He pointed behind me with an aspeet of such pale
| dismay, that I involuntarily glanced over my shoulder
and started as if I had seen a veritable ghost ; for, pecr-
ing from the gloom of that inner room, I saw a shadowy
face, with dark hair all about it, and a glimpse of searlet
at the throat.  An instant showed me that it was only
Robert leaning from his bed’s foot, wrapped in a gray

army-blanket, with his red shirt just visible above it,

~ and his long hair disordered by sleep. But what a

strange expression was on'his face! The unmarred side
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was toward me, fixed and motionless as yy*hen I ﬁrf}t
observed it, — less absorbed now, b1.1t more mtent: His
cye glittered, his lips were a.pm:t like (mc'who 118t¢ned.
with every sense, and his whole aspeet reminded me of a
houﬁd ‘to which some wind had brought the scent 9?
unsuspected proy. - o _ .
“Do you know him, Robert? Does he mean yout
“ Laws, no, Missis ; they all own half-a-dozen Dobs:
but hearin’ my name woke me ; that’s all.” o
ITe spoke quite naturally, and lay down again, while
I returned to my charge, thinking that this paroxysm
wag probably his last. DBut by another hou? I pel'Qelved
a hopeful change ; for the tremor had subsided, the cold
dew was gone, his breathing was more regular, a.nd
Slecp, the healer, had descended to(sa,\.ze or ta}{e .lnm
gently away. Doctor Franck looked in .at mldnlgl}t,
bade me keep all cool and quiet, and not fail to adminis-
ter a certain draught as soon as the captain woke. Very

"much relieved, I laid my head on my arms, uncomfort-

ably folded on the little table, and fancied I was about
to perform one of the feats which practice renders pos-
sible,—¢ gleeping with one cye open,” as we say: a lomlf-
and-half doze, for all senses sleep but that of hearing;
the faintest murmur, sigh, or motion will _brez_zk it, and
give one back one’s wits much brightened by the bric.ﬁ
permission to ¢ stand at ease.” On this night the experi-
ment was a failure, for previous vigils, confinement, and -
much care had rendered naps a dangerous indulgence.
Having roused 11alf-a—dozen times in an hour to ﬁnd all
quiet, I dropped my heavy head on my arms, and,ﬁ drow-
sily resolving to look up again in fifteen minutes, fell fast
asleep., ' : _
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The stmkmn of Q duup—-wmcd clock awoke me with a

start. ¢ That is one,” thought I ; but, to my dismay, twa

more strokes followed, and in remorseful haste T spr ang
up to. see what harm my long oblivion had done. A
strong hand put me back into my scat, and held me there,
It was Robert. The iinstant my eye met his my heart
heoan to bea,t, and all along my nerves tingled that doc-
tric flash which - foretells a danger that we cannot soce.
e was very pale, his mouth grim, and both ey(,s fall
of sombre fire ; for even the wounded: one was open
now, all the more sinister for the decp scar above and
below.  But his touch was steady, his voice quict, as he
- said, — . ‘
“Sit still, Missis; 1 won’t hurt yer, nor scare yer, of
I can help it, but yer waked too soon.”

““Let me go, Robert, — the uptfun is stirring, -1
must give him something.” '

“ No, Missis, yer can’t stir an 111011. L.ook here!”

~ Holding me with onie hand, with the other he took up
the glass in which I had left the draught, and showed ne
it was empty. )

“Has he taken it?” I asked, more and more bewil-
dered.

] flung it out o’ winder, Missis; he’ll have. to do
‘without.”

“ But why, Robert? why did you do iy

‘’Kase I hate him!”? _

Imposmble to doubt the truth of that ; his whole face
showed it, as he spoke through his set tecth, and launched

a fiery glanee at the unconscious captain. T could only

. hold my breath and stare blankly at him, wondering
what mad act was coming next. I suppose I shook and
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turned white, as women have a foolish habit of doing
when sudden danger daunts them; for Robert released
my arm, sat down upon the bedside just in front of me, |
and gaid, with the ominous quxetude that made me cold

to sce and hear, — .
“Don’t yer be frightencd, Missis; don’t try to ran

“away, fer the door’s locked and the key in my pockot
- dow’t yor ery out, fer yer ’d have to seream a long while,

with my hand on yer mouth, ’efore yer was heard. Be
still, an” 'l tell yor what T'm gwine to do.”

«Tord help us! he has taken the fover in some sud-
den, violent way, and is out of his head. T must lmmor
him till some one comes” ; in pursuance of which swift
determination, I tried to say, quite composcdly, —~

«“Y will be still and hear you; but open the window.,
Why did you shut it?”

“Tm sorry I can’t do it, MISSIS ; but yer’d jump out,
or call, if I did, an’ 'm not yeady yet. I shut it to make
yer sleep, an” heat would do it qulcker n anything else I
could: do.”

'The captain moved, and feebly muttered * Water!”
Instinetively I rose to give it to him, but the heavy hand
came down upon my shoulder, and in the same decided
tone Robert said,— '

“The water went with the physic; let him call.”

““Do let me go to him! he’ll die without care!”

T mean he shall ; — don’t yer meddlt,, if yer please,
Missis.” :

In spite of his quiet tone and respectful manner, I saw
marder in his eycs,‘_zmd turned faint with fear ; yet the
fear excited me, and, hardly knowing what I did, I seized .
the hands that had seized me, crying, —
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“No, no; you shall not kill him ! It is base to hurt a
helpless man. Why do you hate him? He is not your
master.”

¢“Ie’s my brother.”

I felt that answer from hea,d to foot, and secmed to-

fathom what was coming, with a prescienee vague, but
unmistakable.  One appeal was left to me, and I
made it, - -

¢ Robert, tell me what 1t means? Do not commit a
crime and make me ~accessory to it. There is a better
way of righting wrong than by violence ; —let me help

~ you find it.” , _
My voice trembled as I spoke, and I heard tho fright.

ened flutter of my heart; so did he, and if any little act
of mine had ever won affection or respect from him, the
memory of it served me then. He looked down, and
seemed to put some question to himself; whatever it was,
the answer was in my favor, for when his eyes rose
again, they were gloomy, but not desperate,

“I will tell yer, Missis; but mind, this makes no

 difference ; the boy is mine. Il give the Lord a chance
. to take him fust : if He don’t, I shall.”

“ Oh, no! remember he i is your brother,” .
An unwise speech ; I felt'it as it passed my lips, for

'black frown gathered on Robert’s face, and his strong

hahds closed with an ugly sorf of grip. But he did not

l | 1touch the poor soul gasping there behind him, and seemed
~ content to let the slow suffocation of that stifling room

end his frail life.

“T'm mnot like to forgit dat, Missis, when I've been
thinkin’ of it all this week. T knew him when they fetched
him in, an’ would ’a’ done it long *fore this, but T wanted

| .
| .
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to ask where Lucy was; he knows, —he told fo-night,
——an’ now he’s done for.”

¢« Who is Lucy?” T asked hurl iedly, intent on keepmn'
his mind busy with any thought Dut mmdor.‘

With one of the swift transitions of a mixed temper-
ament like this, at my question Robert’s deep eyes filled,
the clenched hands were spread b«,fme hig ﬂLce, and all I
heard were the broken words, ——

“ My wife, — he took her

In that instant every thought of fear was swallowed

up in burning indignation for. the wrong, and a perfect -
passion of pity for the desperate’ man so tempted to

»

“avenge an injury for which there seemed no redress but

this. Ile was no longer slave or contraband, no drop of
black blood marred him in my sight, but an infinite com-
passion yearned to save, to help, to comfort him. W01fds
seemed so powerless I offercd none, only put my hand on.,
his poor head, wounded, homeless, bowed down with
grief for which I.had no cure, and softly smoothed the

o long, neglected hair, pitifully wondering the while where

was the wife who must have loved this tcndcr—heartcd ‘

man so well.
The captain moaned again, and faintly whispered,

¢ Airl” but I never stirred. God forgive me! just then
I hated him as onlﬁ a woman. thinking of a sister -

‘woman’s W1on"g could hate. Robert looked up ; his eyes
Wme dry afra,m, his mouth grim. I'saw that, said, "Tell
me more,” and he did ;' for sympathy is a gift the poorest
may give, the proudest stoop to receive.

“ Yer see, Missig, his father, —1I Illl“'ht say ours, ef
I warn't ashamed of both of ’em, - his father died two
years ago, an’ left us all to Marster Ned, — that’s him
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here, eighteen then, - He always hated me; I looked so
like old Marster : he don’t, — only the light skin an’ hair.
Old Marster was kind to all of us, me ’specially, an’
bought Luey off the next planiation down there in South
Car’lina, when he found I liked her. T married her, all
I could ; it warn’t much, but we was true to one another
till Marster Ned come home a year after an’ made hiell
fer both of us. He sent my old mother to be used ap in
his rice-swamp in Georgy ; he found me with ny pretty
Lucy, an’ though young Miss cried, an’ I prayed to him
on my knees, an’ Lucy run away, he wouldn’t have no
mercy ; he brought her back, an’ — took her.’

“Oh, what did you do?” I Ll.lQ(l, Lot with helpless

pain and passion. .

How the man’s outraged heart sent the blood {laming
~up into his face and deepened the tones of his impetuous
~voice, ag he stretched lis arm across the bed, saying,
with a terribly expressive gesture, —

&¢I half murdered him, an’ to-night I’ll finish.”

“Yes, yes, —but go on now ; what came next?”

He gave me a look that showed no white man coutd
have felt a deeper degradation in remembering and con-
fessing these last acts of brotherly oppression. |
~ “They whipped me till I couldn’t stand, an’ then they
‘sold me further South.  Yer thought T was a white man
once, — look here !” | | o

With a sudden wrench he tore the shirt from neck to
waist, and on his strong, brown shoulders showed me fur-
- yows deeply ploughed, wounds which, though healed,
were ghastlier to me than any in that house. I could
not speak to him, and, with the pathetic dignity a great

r
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gru,f' lends the humblest suﬁ'erer he ended his brlef
tragedy by simply saying, —
« That's .all, Missis. I’se never seen her since, an’
now I never shall in this world, — maybe not in t'other.”
« But, Robert, why think her dead? The captain was

wandering when he said those sad things; perhaps he

will retract them when he is sane.  Don’t dcspair; don’t
give up yet. »

¢ No, Missis, I ’speet he'’s right ; she wag too proud to
bear that long. It’s like her to kill herself. 1 told her
to, if’ there was no other way ; an’ she always minded
me, Lucy did.. My poor ‘girl! Ob, it warn’t right! No,
by God, it warn’ 't

As the memory of this bitter wrong, this double
bercavement, burned in his sore heart, the devil that
Jurks in every strong man’s blood leaped up; he put his
hand upon his brother’s throat, and, watching the white
face before him, muttered low between his teeth, —

T lettin’ him go too casy ; there’s no pain in this;
we 2’0’t oven yeh, I wish he knew me. Marster Ned !

it’s Bob; where’s Lucy?”

Trom the captain’s lips there came @ long faint sigh,
and nothing but a flutter of the eyclids showed that he
still lived. A strange stillnesg filled the room as the
clder brother held the younger’s life suspended in his
hand, while wavering between a dim hope and a deadly
hate. . In the whirl of thoughts that went on in my brain,
only one was clear cnough to ast upon. I must prevent
murder, if I could,—but how? What could I do up
there alone, 10élged in with a dylngj man and a ldanatic?
- for any mind yielded utterly to any unrighteous im-
palse is raad while the impulse rules it. Strength I had
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not, nor much courage, necither time nor wit for strata-
gem, and chance only could bring me help before it wag
~ too Lmte. But one weapon I possessed, — a tongue, —
often a Woma.ns bost defence ; and sympatly, suolwo
than fear, gave me power to use it.  What I said Heaven
only knows, but surcly Heaven helped me ; words burned
on my lips, tears streamed from my eyes, and some good
angel prompted me to use the one name that had powor
to arrest my Learer’s hand and toach his heart. o
that moment I heartily belicved that Lucy lived, and ths
earnest faith roused in him a like belict, _

He listened with the lowering look of one in whom
brute instinét was sovercien for tho time, — a look that
makes the noblest countenance base. Ile was but a
mai, — a. poor, untaught, outcast, outraged man. Lifo
had few joys for him; the world offered him no honors,
no success, no home, no love. What future would this
crime mar? and why should he d(,ny himself that swect,
yet bitter morsel called revenge? Ilow many white
men, with all New England’s freedom, culture, Chris-
tianity, would not have felt as he felt then? Should I
have reproached him for a human anguish, a hunmn
longing for redress, all now left him from the ruin of Lis
few poor hopes?  Who had taught him that sclf~control,
sell-sacrifice, are attributes that make men masters of
the carth, and‘lif\; them nearer heaven? Should I have
urged the beauty of forgiveness, the duty of devout sub-
mission? He lad no religion, for he was no saintly
“Uncle Tom,” and Slavery’s black shadow seemed to
darken all the World to him, and shut out God. Should
I have warned him' of penalties, of Judgments, and the "
potency of law? What did he know of justice, or the

T LQ
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mercy that should temper that stern virtue, when every
law, human and dwme, Thad been broken on his hearth-
&.tone? Should 1 Thave tried to touch him by appeals to
filial duty, to brotherly love? Ilow had his appeals bgen
énswered? What memories had father and brother
stored up in his leart to plead for either now? No,—
all these influences, these as_sociations, Wpuld have proved
worse than useless, had I been calm enough to try them.
I was not 3 but instinet, subtler than rcason, showed me
the one safe clue by which to lead this troubled soul .
from the’ labyrinth in which it groped and nearly _'fell.
When I paused, breathless, Robert turned to me, askmg,
as if human assurances c'ould strengthen his faith in
Divine Omnipotence,

“ Do you believe, if I let Marster Ned hve, the Lord
will give me back my Luey?”

“ As surcly as there is a' Lord, you will find her here
or in the beautiful hereafter, where there is no black or
white, no master and no slave.” ‘

He took hLis hand from his brother’s throat, lifted his

eyes from my face to the wintry sky beyond, as if

searching for that blc%bed country, happier even than the

“happy North, = Alas, it was the darkest hour before the

dawn ! — there was no star above, no light below but,
the pale glimmer of the lamp that showed the brother
who had made him desolate. Like a blind man who
believes there is a sun, yot cannot see it, lic shook his
hiead, let his arms drop ﬁcrvele‘ssly upon his knees, and:
sat there dumbly asking that question which many a soul
whose faith is firmer fixed than his has asked in hours
less dark than this,— ¢ Where is God?” I saw the
tide had turned, and strenuously tried to keep this rud-
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derless 11fe~b0at from shppmo‘ back into the Whl]'lpool
wherein it had been so nearly lost.

“*“ I have listened to you, Robert; now hear me, and

heed what 1 say, because my heart is full of pity for

'you, full of hope for your future, and a desire to help

ycpu now. I wantyou to go away from here, from the
temptation of this place, and the sad thoughts that haunt
it. You have conquered yourself once, and I honor you
for it, because, the harder the battle, the more glorious
the victory; but it is safer to put a greater distanco
between you and this man. I will write you letters,
give you money, and send you to good old Massachusctts

to.begin your new life a freeman, —ycs, and a happy

*‘man ; for when the captain is himself again, I will leam

where Lucy is, and move heaven and carth to find and .

give her back to you. Will you do this, Robert?” _
Slowly, very slowly, the answer camc; for the pur-

- pose of a.week, perhaps a year, was hard to relinquish.

in an hour.

« ch, Missis, T will.”
“Good! Now you are the man I thought you, and

Ill work for you with all my heart. You need slecp,

my poor.fellow; go, and try to forget. The captain is

alive, and as yet yoy are sparcd that sin. No, don’t look

there; Tl care for him. Comc, Robert by for Lu(,yb
sake.” _

Thank Heaven for the imniortality. of love! for when
all other means of salvation failed, a spark of this vital
fire softened the man’y iron will, until a woman’s hand
could bend it. He let me take from him the key, let
‘me draw him gently away, and lead him to the solitude
‘which now was the most healing balm I could bestow.
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Once in hig little room, he fell down on his bed and lay.
there, ag if spent with the sharpest conflict of hig life.
I sllpped the bolt across his door, and unlockcd my own,
flang up the. window, steadied myself with a breath of
air, then rushed to Doctor Franck. He came; and till
dawn we worked together, saving one brother’s life, and
taking earncst thought how best to secure the other’s
liberty. When the sun came up as blithely as if it shone

‘onlysupon happy . homes, the Doctor went to Robert.

For an hour ¥ heard the murmur of their voices; once
I caught the sound of heavy sobs, and for a time a

reverent hush, as if in the silence that good man were

ministering to soul as well as body. When he departed
he took Robert with him, pausing to tell me he should
get him off as soon as possible, but not before we met
again, ' ' |
Nothing more,was sccn of them all day; another

- surgeon came to sce the captain, and another attendant

came to fill the empty place. I tried to rest, but could
not, with the thought of poor Lucy tugging at my heart,
and was soon back at my post again, anxiously hopi'hg
that my contraband had not been too hastily spirited
away, Just as night fell there came a tap, and, opening,
L saw Robert literally ¢ clothed, and in his right mind.”
The Doctor had replaced the ragged suit with tidy gar
ments, and n_oitmc& of that tempestuous night remained -
but deeper lines upon the forehcad, and the docile look
of a repentant child. - He did not cross the. threshold,
did not offer me his hand,—only took off his ecap,
saying,_with_ a traitorous falter in his voice, —

“ God bless yer, Missis! I'm gwine.”

I put out both my hands, and held his fast.
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‘ Good-by, Robert! Keep up good heart, and when
I come home to Massachusctts we’ll mect in a happicr
place than this. Avre you quite ready, (1llltb comfortable

for ‘your journey?”

“Yes, Missis, yes ; the Doctor’s fixed evcrythuw; I’se
gwine with a friend of his; my papers.are all right, an’

I m as happy as I can be till I find” -
|  He stopped th(,ro ; then went 011, w1th a glance into
the room, —

“I'm glad I dldn’t do it, an’ I thank yer, Mlbhlb, fer
' hmdenn me,————thank yex, hearty ; but Pm afraid 1 h‘Ltb
hlm jost the same.”

Of course he did; and so did I ;. for these faulty hearts
of ours cannot turn perfect in a.night, but need frost and
fire, wind and rain, to ripen and make them ready for the
great harvest-home. Wishing to divert his mind, I put niy

poor mite into his hand, and, remembering the magic of

a certain little book, I gave him mine, on whose dark
cover whitely shone the Virgin Mother and the Child,

the grand history of whose life the book contained. The
money went into Robert’s pocket with a grateful murmur,

the book into hIS ‘bosom, with a long look and a trem-
ulous —

“ L never saw my baby, Missis.”

I broke down then ; and though my eyes were too dim
to see, I'felt the ‘toucsh of lips upon my hands, heard the
sound of departing feet, and knew my contraband was
gome. . g ' ‘

‘When one feels an intense. diglike, the less one says

about the subject of it the better; thercfore I shall

merely record that the captain lived,— in time was
exchanged ; and that, whoever the other party was, I
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~am convinced the Government got the best of the bar-

gain.  DBut long before this ocenwrred, T had fulfilled my
promise to Robert; for as soon as my patient recovered
qtmnwth of memory enough to make his answer trust-
worthy, I asked, without any circumlocution, — |

¢ Captam IPairfax, where is Lucy? 7

And too fecble to be angry, .smprised or insincere, he
straightway answered, —

¢ Dead, Miss Dane.”

“ And she killed herself when you sold Bob?”

“How the devil did you know that?” he muttered,
with an expression half-remorseful, half-amazed ; but I
was satisfied, and said no more. } ‘

OFf course this went to Robert, waiting far away.there.
in 4 loncly home, — waiting, working, hoping for his
Lucy. It almost broke wmy heart to do it; but delay

-~ was weak, deceit was wicked; so I sent the heavy

tidings, and very soon the answer came,—only three

- lines; but I felt that the sustaining power of the man’s

life was gone,
¢ Ttort I’d never see her any more ; I°m glad to know

she’s out of tldllblb. T thank yer, Missis ; an’ if they let
us, P'Il fight fer yer till 'm k!llcd ~which I hope will be
"fore long.”

'Six months later he had his wish, and kept his word.,

Lvery one knows the story of the attack on Tort
Wagner; but we should not tire yet of recalling how

our Pifty-Fourth, spent with three sleepless nights; a
day’s fast, and a mavch under the July sun, stormed the
- fort as night fell, facing death in many shapes, following

their brave leaders through a fiery rain of shot and shell,
ﬁght:ing,valiunl;ly for “ God and Governor Andrew,” —
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how the regiment that went into action” seven hundred -

strong, came out having had nearly half its muwmber
captured, killed, or wounded, leaving their young com-
mander to be buried, like a chief of carlier times, with
his body-guard around him, faithful to the death.. Surely,

the insult turns to honor, and the wide grave needs no

monument but the heroism that conscerates it in our
sight yi-surcly, the he: arts that held him nearest; sce
through their tears a noble victory in the sceming sad
defeat; and surely, God’s benediction was bestowed,
when this loyal soul answered, as Death called the roll,
“ Lord, here am I, with the brothers Thou ]mst given
me ! »

The future must show how well that fight was fought ;
for though Fort Wagner once defied us, public prejudice.
is down ; and through the cannon-smoke of that black
night, the manhood of the colored race shines before
many eyes that would not see, rings in many.cars that
would not hear, wing many hearts that would not hith-
erto believe. o o

When the news came that we were necded, there was
none so glad as I to leave teaching contrabands, the new
work I had taken up, and go to nurse “our boys,” as
my dusky. flock so proudly called the wounded of the
- Fifty-Fouith, Teeling more satisfaction, as I assumed
my big apron and turned up my cuffs, than if dressing

for the President’s levee, I fell to work in Hospital No. 10-

at Beaufort. The scene was most familiar; and yet
strange ; for only dark faces looked up at me from the
~pallets so thickly laid along the floor, and I missed the
sharp accent of rhy Yankee boys in the slower, softer

voices calling cheerily to one another, or answering my -
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queétions with a stout, ¢ We'll never give it up, Missis,
till the last Reb’s dead,” or, “If our people’s free, we
can afford to die.”

~ Passing from bed to bed, intent on makmfr one pair of
hands do the work of three, at least, I gradually washed,
fed, and bandaged my way down the long line of sable
heroes, and coming to the very last, found that he was
ny contraband.  So old, so worn, so deathly weak and
wan, I never should have known him but for the deep
scar on his check., That side-lay uppermost, and caught
my eye at once; but even then I doubted, such an awful
change had come upon him, when, turniﬁg to the ticket

just above his head, I saw the name, « Robert Dane.”
That both assured and touched me, for, remunberlng
that he had no npame, I knew that he had taken mine.
I longed for him to speak to me, to tell how he had fared
sinee I lost sight of him, and let me perform some little
service for him in return for many he had done for me;
but he scemed asleep; and as I stood re-living that

strange night again, a bright lad, who. lay next him

softly waving an old fan across both beds, looked up and
said, — -
“ I guess. yotl know him, Missis?”
“You are right. Do your” . “
“ As much as any one was able to, Missis.,”
“ Why do you say was, as if the man were dead
and gone? ”’ ' ‘
“1 ¢'pose because I know he'll have to go. He's got

“a bad jab in the breast, an’ is bleedin’ inside, the Doctor

says. He don’t suffer any, only gets weaker 'n’ weaker
every minute.  I've been funnin’ him this long while,
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‘an’ he’s talked a little ; but he don’t know me now, so
he’s most gone, 1 guess,”

There was so much sorrow and affection in the boy’s
face, that I remcinbered somcthing, and asked, witly
redoubled interest, — ' :

“ Are you the one that brouﬂvht Ium off? T was told
~about a boy who ne'u'ly lost his  life in saving tha,t of his
mate,” ‘

I dare say the young follow blushcd as any modcst
lad might have done ; I could not sce it, but I heard the
chuckle of satisfaction that escaped lim, as he glaneed
from his shattered arm and band(wcd side to the pale
figure opposite.

- “Lord, Missis, that’s nothin’; we boys always stan’

by one another, an’ I warn’t goin’ to leave him to be
tormented any more by them cussed Rebs, He’s been a
slave onee, though he don’t look half so much like it as
me; an” I was born in Loston.” |

He did not; for the speaker was as black as the ace
of spades, — being a sturdy specimen, the knave of clubs
would perhaps be a fitter representative,— but the dark
freeman looked at the white slave with the pitiful, yet
puzzled expressmn I have so often seen on the faces of

our wisest men, when this tanglcd question of blavery !

prescnted itself, ‘asking to be cut or paticntly undone,
“Tell me what you know of this man; for, oven if
le were awake, he is too weak to talk.”

“I never saw him till I joined the regiment, an’ no.

one ’peared to have got much out of him. Iec was a

shut-up sort of feller, an’ didn’t seem to. care for anything

but gettin® at the Rebs. Some say he was the fust man
of us that enlisted; I know he fretted till we were off,
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an’ when we pitched: into old Wa.gne'r\,‘he fought like‘ the

devil.” :
“ Were you with him when he was Woundu;l'J IIOW

was it?” | 5
“Yos, Missis, There was somethin’ queer about it ;

for he ’peared to know the chap that killed him, an’ the
chap knew him. I don’t- dare to ask, but I rather guess
one owned the other some time ; for, when they clinched,
the chap sung out, * Bob !’ an’ Dane, ¢ Marster Ned ! —
then thoy went at it.” |

I sat down suddenly, for the old anger and compassion

~struggled in my heart, and'I both longed and feared to.

hear what was to follow. ‘
“You sce, when the Colonel,— Lord keep an’ send

him back to ws 1—it a’n’t certain yet, you know, Missis,
though it’s two days ago we lost him, — well, when the

Colonel shouted, ¢ Rush on, boys, rush on!’ Dane tore
away as if he was goin’ to take the fort alone; I was
next him, an’ kept close as we went through the ditch an’
upthe wall. 11i! warn’t that a rusher!” and the boy
flung up his well arm with a whoop, as if the mere mem-
ory of that stirring moment came over him in a gust of
irrepressible excitement. | .

““Were you afraid?” I said, asking the question women
often put, ‘and receiving the answer they seldom fail to
gef, - ' jl -
“No, Missis!” — emphasis on the ¢ Missis” —“1I
never thought of anytlnnﬂ“ but the damn’ Rebs, that scalp,
slash, an’ eut our ears off, when they git us. I was .
bound to let daylight into one of ’em at least, an’ X did.

Hope he liked it !™”
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“Tt is evident that you did:: Now go on about Robert,

for I should be at work.” _
¢ e was one of the fust up; I was just bohmd, an’

though the whole thing happen(,(l in a minute, I remem-
ber how it was, for all I was yellin’ an’ knockin’ round
like mad. Just where we were, some sort of an officer
was wavin’ his sword. an’ cheerin’ on his men; Dane

suw him by a big' flash that come by; he flung away his -

gun, give a leap, an’ went at that foller as if he was Jeff,
Beauregard, an’ Lee, all in one, I scrabbled after as
quick as I could, but was only up in time to see him git
. the sword straight thrbugh_ him an’ drop into the ditel.

You needn’t ask what I did next, Missis, for T don’t

quite know myself; all I'm. clear about is, that I man-
aged somehow to pitch that Reb into the fort as dead as
Moses, git hold of Dane, an’ bring him off. Poor old

feller! we said we went in to live or dlc, he said he.

went in to die, an’ he’s done it.”

I had been intently watching the excited ~speaker; but
as he regretfully added those last words I turned again,
and Robert’s eyes met mine, — those melancholy eyes,
so full of an intelligence that proved he had leard,
remembered, and reflected with that preternatural power
which often outlives all other facultics. He knew me,
yet gaveé no greeting; was glad to see a woman’s face,
yet had no smile w'hércwith to welcome it 3 felt tl_mtl he
was dying, yet uttered no farewell. Ile was too far

across the river to return or linger mow; departing

thought, strength, breath, were spent in one grateful
look, one murmur of submission to the last pang he
could ever feel. His lips moved, and, bending to them,
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a whisper clulled my cheek, as it shaped the broken

words, —
“rd ’ done it, —but it’s better,_ so,‘---I’m sat-

isfied.” : '
Ah! well he might be,mfor, as he turned hlS face

from the shadow of the life that was, the sunshine of’ the

life to be touched 1t with a bcautlful content, and in the
drawing of a breath my  contraband found wife and

home, eternal liberty and Grod.




LOVE AND LOYALTY.

O you mean it, Rose?”
“Yes”

““ You set a high price on your love; I canmot pay it.”

“I think you will.” . '
She came a little nearer, this beautiful Woman, whom
the young man loved with all the ardor of a first, affec-
- tion, she laid her hand upon his arm, and Iooked up in
his face, her own wearing its most persuasive aspect ; for
tenderness scemed to have conquered pride, and will was

concealed under a winning softness which made her .

doubly dangerous, as she said, in the slow, sweet voice
that betmyed her Southern birth, —

‘ Remember what you ask,—vhat Toffer ; then tell me
which demands the highest price for love. : You would
have me give up friends, fortune, home, all the opinions,
prejudices, and beliefs of birth and education, all the
hopes and purposes of years, for your sake. I agk noth-
ing of you but the relinquishment of a mistaken duty ;
L offer you all I possess : a life of luxur y and power, and,
—-—myself ”.

She paused there, with a gesture of proud lmmlhty, as
1f she would ignore the fact, yet could mnot quite conceal
the consciousness, that she had much to bestow upon the
lover who had far less to offer. _

¢ Oh, Rose, you tempt me tc,rmbly,” he said; ¢ not

(198) e ‘
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with your possessions'Qr a life of luxury, but with your-
self, beeause I love you more than a thousand fortgnes or
a century of ease and power. Yet, dc.:a,r as you are to
me, and barren as the world will be without you, I dare

T » . R ,’
“not turn traitor even for your sake.

“Yet you would have me do it for yom's.”

“No: treachery to the wrong is allegiance to the
right, and I only ask you to love your country_better than
yourself, as I try to do.” .

“ Who shall say which is right and which wrong? = I
am tired of the words. I want to forget the ills T cannot -
cure, and enjoy life while I may. Youth was made for
happiness ; why waste it in a quarrel which time alone can
end? Robert, I do not ask you to turn {raitor. I do
not care what yoﬁ believe. I only ask you to stay with
me, now that I have owned how much you are to me.”

“God knows T wish I could, Rose; but idleness is
{reason in times like these. What right have T to think.
of my own happiness when my country needs me? It is
like deserting my old mother in extremest peril to stand
idle now ; and when you tempt me to forget this, I must
deny your prayer, because it is the only one I cannot
grant.” : '

“ But, Robert, you are little to the rost of the worid,
and everything 10 me.  Your country does not need you
half 5o much as I, —*¢a stranger in a strange land’ ; for,

' " ”
i g great struggle like this, what can one man do?

“ TTis duty, Rose.””

She -p]eaded cloquently with voice, and eyes, and
hands ; but something in the sad gravity of the young
man’s face was o keener réproach than his words. She
felt that she could not win him so, and, with a swift and
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* subtle change of countenance fmd manner, she put hiin

from her, saying repr oa,chfully, :
“Then do yours, and make some reparation for the
peace of mind you have destroyed. I have a right to ask
this. - T came here as to a refuge, hoping to live unknown
till the storm was over., \Vhy did you find me out, pro-
tect me by your influcnee, lighten my exile by your soei-
oty, and, under the guise of fr 1endshlp teach me to
love you?”
' Robert Stirling Watchod her Wlth lover’s eyes, listened

- with lover’s ears, and answered like a Iover, finding her

‘the fairer and dearer for the growing fear that a hard
test was in store for him. : _

“I found you out, becanse your beauty would not he
concealed ; I protected you, because you were 4 woman,
and alone, I gave you friendship, because I wished to
prove that we of the North hold sacred the faith our
enemies place in us by sending to our kecping the treasure

they most value ; and, Rose, I loved you beeause 1 cquld _

not help it.” |
* She snnlcd thén, and the color decpened beautifully in
the half-averted face, but she did not speak, and Robert
' took heart from the sign. |
‘I never meant to tell you this, fear ing what has now
]nppened, and I resolved to go away. Bai, coming heie
to say good-by, your grief' melted my resolve, and I told
you what I could no longer hide. Ilave I heécn ungen-

crous and unjust?  If you believe so, tell mo what repas |

ration I can make, and, if it is anythmfr an lionest man
may do, I will do it.”

~She knew that, was glad to know it ; yot with the
exacting aﬂ'cctmn of a sdﬁqh woman, she felt a jealous
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fezm‘l that she loved more than she was beloved, and
must assure herself’ by. some trial that she was all in .
all to her young lover. . llc waited for her answer with
sich keen anxiety, such wistful tenderness, that she felt-
confident of success; and, yielding to the love of power
so strong within her, she could not resist the dpsu'e of
exercising it over this new subject, Ainding her excuse in
the fond yet wayward wish to keep from dmwer thaﬁ

“which was now so dear to her.

¢« T have lost enough by this costly war : I will-lose no
more,” sho said. ¢ It is easier to part at once than later,
when time has more endeared us to each other. Choose
between the country which you love and the woman who
Joves you, and by that choice we will both abide.”

“ Rose, this is cruel, this is hard! Let me ehoose both,
dnd be the better man for that double scrvice.” _

“Jt is impossible.. No onc can serve two mlstresses.
I will have all or nothing.”

As she spoke she gently, but decldedly, freed herself
from his detaining hold, and stood away from lim, as if
to prove both her strength and her smcerlty The act
changed the words of scparation trembling on Robert’s
lips to words of entreaty ; for, though his upright nature
owned the hard duty, his Theart clung to its idol, feeling
that it must be wrenched away. :

¢« Wait a little, Rose. - Give me time to think. Let
me prove that I am no ,coward; then I will serve you,
aud you alone.”

“ No, Robert; if you truly loved me, you would be
eager and glad to make any sacrifice for me. I would
willingly make many for you; bus this onc I cannot,
because it robs me of you in a double sense. If you
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fall, T lose you .; if you come back alivé, I lose you no

less, for how can I accept a hand reddened with the
blood of those T love?”

He had no answer, and stood silent. She saw that this
moment of keen suffering and conflicting passions was

the tirning-point in the young man’s life, yot, nothing

doubting her power, she hardened herself to his pain that

she might gain her point now and repay his submission

by greater affection hereafter. ITer voice broke the brief
silence, steady, sweet, and sad : _ |

“I see that you Lave chosen; I submit. But go at
once, while I'can part as I should; and remember, we
must never meet again,” =~ ' '

He had dropped his face into his hands, strugeling
dumbly with honest conscience and rebellious heart,
Standing so, he felt a light touch on his bent head, hedrd
the sound of a departing step, and looked up to sce Rose
passing from his sight, perhaps forover. An exclamation
of love and longing broke from lys lips ; at the sound she

paused, and, turning, let him sce that her face was bathed

in tears. At that sight duty scemed doubly stern and
cruel, the sacrifice of integrity grew an casy thing, and
- separation an impossibility. "The tender eycs were on
him, the imploring hands outstretehed to him, and the
beloved voice cried, brokenly, ~— | '

“ Oh, Robert, stay!”

T willl” .

He spoke out defiantly, ‘as if to silence the inward
monitor that would not yield consent ; he offered his hand
to seal the promise, and took one step toward the fair
temptation, — no more; for, at the instant, up from
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below rose a voice, clear and mellow as a silver horn?

singing, —

¢ e has sounded forth the trumpet
That shall never call retreat;
He is sifting out the hearts of men
Before his judgment-scat;
Oh, be swift, my soul, to answer him;
Be jubilant, my feet!
“Tor God is marching on.”

The song broke the troubled silenc'e with a martial
ring that, to one listener, sounded hkg! a bugle-call,
banishing with its magic brea,th the weakness that had
nearly made a recreant of himj for the' opl?01't11110 011#-
break of the familiar voice, the memories 1t Wok?,, f;he :
nobler spirit 1t recalled, all made that sweet and ‘smrz:mg
strain the young man’s salvation. Both stood mo@onh-
less, and so still that every word . came clefxrl;?r tl}1'01?g
the sunny hush that filled the room. Rose’s face grew
anxious, a flash of anger dricd the tears, and the ex-
pression which had been so tender changed. t? one of
petulant annoyance. But Robert did not sec it; he no
longer watched her; he had turned Fo_wards tl}p open
window, and was looking far away into the distance,
‘where scered to lie the future this moment was to make
or mar, while his whole aspect grew calm and steady,
as if with the sense of self-control came. the power of
sel-sacrifice. _ | - ok

As the song ended, he turned, gave one parting ‘00! |
at the woman whom he loved, said, I have chogen!
Rose, good-by,” and was gone. : .

O(i;tginto ﬂ):; beautifal ZPring_ world he went., b_l_md to
(its beauty, ‘dca',f to its music, unconscious: of its peace.
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Before him: went the blithe singer,— a young man, with
uncovered head, brown hair, blowing in the wind, thought-
ful eyes bent on the groun&, and lips still softly singing,
as he walked. This brother, always just and gentle,
always ready with sympathy and counsel, now- scemed
_doubly dear to the sore heart of Robert, as, hurrying (o
him, he grasped his arm as & drowning man might clateh

at sudden help; for, though the victory seemed won, he

dared not trust himself alone, with that great longing

3

._tubgmg at his heart.

“ Why, Rob !~ what is it? ” asked his brothcr pmusmg'

- to wonder at the change which had bemlh,n him since
they parted but a little while ago. '

“ Ask'no questions, Richard; but sing on, sing o,
and, if you love me, keep me fast till we get home,”
answered Robert, excitedly.

Somethmg in his manner, and the glance he cast over

his shoulder, scemed to enlighten his brother, Richard’s
face darkened onﬁnousl_y;_ for a moment, then softened
with sincerest pity as he drew the hand cloger through
his arm, and answered, with an almost womanly com-

passion, —
“ Poor lad, 1 knew it Woul(] be so ! ! but I had no {ear

that you would become a slave to that beautiful tyrant.

The bitter dranght is often more wholesome- than the
sweet, and you are wise to let her go before it is too late.
Tell me your trouble, Rob, and let me help you bear it.”
¢ Not now! not herc! Sing, Rick, il you would . not
have me break away and go back to her again.”
. His brother obeyed him, not with the war-song, but
with the simpler air their mother’s voice had made a
lullaby, beloved by them as babies, boys, and men.
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Now, as of old, it soothed and comforted; and, though
poor Robert turned his face away and let his brother
lead him where he would, the first sharpness of his pain
was eased by a recollection born of the song ; for he
remembered that though one woman had failed him,
there still remained another Whose faithful love would
know no shadow of a change. ™ |

As they came into the familiar room, where overy
object spoke of the dear household league lasting un-
broken for so many years, a softer mood replaced the
pain and passion that had struggled in the lover’s heart ;
and, throwing himself into the ancient chair where so
many boyish griefs had been consoled, he laid his head
upo'n his arms, and forgot his manhood for a little while.
Richard stood beside him, with a kind hand on his
shoulder, to assure him of a sympathy too deep and wise
for words, till the fitting moment should appear, It
soon came; and when the younger brother had made:
known his trouble, and the clder given what cheer he’
could, he tried to lead Robert’s thoughts to other things,
that he might forget disappointment in action,

¢ Nothing need detain you now, Rob,” he said; ¢ for
the loss of onc hope opens the way to the attainment of
another.  You shall enlist at once, and march away to
fight the'good fight.” ‘ :

“ And you, Rick? We- have both longed to go, but
could not decide whieh it should be. Why should not
you march away, and let me stay with mother till my

turn comes?

“ Need I tell yoo why? We did delay at first, because
we could not choose which should stay with the dear old

'Ltdy who' has only us left now., But lately you hfwe
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lingered because of Rose, and I because 1 would not

leave you till I knew how you fared. That is all over

now ; and surely it is best for you to put States between
you, and let absence teach you to forget.”

“You are right, and I am a weak fool to dream of
staying., I ought to go; but the spirit that once would
" have made the duty easy has deserted me. Richard, I
have lost faith in myself, and am afraid to go alone.
Come with me, to comfort and. k(,op me steady, as you
have done all my life.”

1 wish T could. Never doubt nor despond, no ; but

remember fhat we trust you, we expeet great things of
you, and are sure you never will diggrace the name {ather
gave into our keeping.” | :
4TIl do my best, Rick; but I shall need you more
than ever: and if mother only knew how it is with me,
1 think she would say, ¢ Go.”” |
“ Mother does say it, heartily !
‘Both started, and turned to sec their mother watching
them with an untroubled face, A right nable old woman,
carrying her sixty years gracefully and well, — for her

1 35. .

tall figure was unbent; below the gray hair shone cyes

clear ag any girl’s, and her voice had & cheery ring to it
that roused energy and hope in those who heard it ; while
the benignant power of her glance, the motherly compas-
sion of her touch, brought confirmation to the wavering
resolve and comfort to the wounded heart. -

With the filial instinet which oﬂutlives childhood, Robert

leaned against her as she drow his head to the bosom that

could always give it rest, and told hig sorrow in one

broken exclamation, —
« Qh, mother, I loved her so!”

/
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. I know it, dear: I saw it, and I warned you‘f‘. But
you thought me unjust. 1 désired to be proved so, and
it has ended heré.  You have loved like a man, have
withstood temptation like a man ; now begr your loss like
one, and do not mar your sacrifice to principle by any
vain rvegrets.”

“ Al, mothier, all thc courwe, energy, dnd strenrrth
seem to ha,ve gone out of me, and I am tired of my life.”

“ Not yet, Rob; wait a little, and you will find that
life ‘has gained a new significance. This trouble will
change the boy into a man, braver and better for the
past, because, if I know my son, he will never let his life
be thwarted by a selfish woman’s folly or caprice.” |

She spoke proudly, and Robert lifted his head with an
alr as proud.

“You are right. I will not. Bui yon must let me go!
I cannot answer for myself if I stay here.”

“ You shall go, and Rick with you.”

“ But, mother, can we,— ought we,—to leave you
alone?” began Richard, longing, yet loath, to go.

““ No, my “boys, you neither can nor will; for I go
with you.” - '

“ With us?” cried both brothers, in a breath.

“Ay, lads, that T willl” she answered, heartily.

“There is work for the old hands as well as for the

young ; and while wmy boys fight for me, I will both nurse
and pray for them.”

“ But, mother, the distance and danger, the hardships
and horl ors of such a life, will be too much for you. Lot
one of us stay, and keep you safely here at home.”

‘“ Not while you are needed elsewhere. Other mothers
give their boys; why should not I give mine? Other
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s |
“women endme the hardships and horrors of camps and
hospltals ; can I not do as much?
lives ; surely I may offer the remaing of mine. Say no
more : I must enlist with my boys. I could never sit
with folded hands at home, tormenting myseclf with fears
_for you, although God knows X send you willingly.”
~ “You should have been a Roman matron, mother,
with many sons to give for your country and few tears
for yourself,” said Richard, watching the fire of her
glance, and listening to the steady voice that talkcd 80
cheerfully of danger and of death.

¢“ Ah, Rob, the ancient legends p1esclved the brave

words of the Roman matrons, but they left no record of
the Roman mothery’ tears, because they kept themn for

the bitter hours that came when the sacrifices had been -

made.” And, as she spoke, two great dr ops rolled down
to glitter upon Robert’s hair.

For a moment no one stirred, as the three looked theu\'
k‘new future in the face, and, seeing all its perils, owned

. its wisdom, accepted its dutles, and ‘stood 1ed,dy to fulfil

‘them to the last.

Myrs, Stlrlmg spoke first :

‘¢ My sons, these are times to try the metal of all souls;
and if we would have ours ring clear, we must follow
with devout obedience the strong convictions that prompt
and lead us to the right. Go, lads, and do your best,
“remembering that mother follows you, to rejoice if you

win, to comfort you if you fail, to nurse you if you need

it, and if you fall to lay you tenderly into your graves,

with the proud thought, « They did their duty : God will

remember that, and comfort me.””

The faces of the brothers kindled as she spoke'; -their -

You offer your young
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hearts answered her with a nobler fervor than the chiv-
alrous enthusiasm of young blood, and both made a silent
vow of loyalty, to last inviolate through all their lives,
as, laying a hand on either head, that brave old mother

dedicated sons and self to the service o{ the liberties

she lov ed

I,

- Tune Army of the Potomac was on its march north-
ward; to defeat Lec’s daring raid and make a little Penn-.

sylvania village forever memorable, The heights above
the town were already darkened by opposing troops ; the
quiet valley was already tumultuous with the tramp of
gathering thousands, and the fruitful fields already re-
ploughed for the awful human harvest soon to be gath-
ered in. Lvery road swarmed with blue coats, every
hill-side was a camp, every grove a bivouac, every way-
gide stream a fountain of refreshment to hundreds of

weary men spent with the privations and fatigues of those.
~forced marches through midsummer heats. '

" By one of these little brooks a dusty regiment was
halted for brief repose. "At the welcome order, many of

the exhausted men droppedl down where they stood, to.

snatch an hour’s sleep; some sought the grateful shade

~of an orchard already robbed of its early fruit, and ate

their scanty fare with a'cheerful content that made it
sweet ; others stretched themselves along the trampled
borders of the brook, bathing their swollen feet, or drink-
ing long draughts of the turbid water, which, to their
parched lips, was a better cordial than the costliest wine,
Apart from all these groups, two comrades lay side by
side in the shadow of the orchard-wall, Both were

T4

&
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young and comely men, stalwmrt keen-eyed, and alve: Ldy
bronzed by a Southcl‘n bllll, although this was their. first
'campmgn. - Both were - sﬂcnt-, yet ncither slept, and in
“their silence there was a marked difference, — one lay
Jooking straight up through the waving boughs at the
clear bluc overhead, with an expression as screne; the
other half leaned on his folded -arm, moodily plucking at
the turf which was his pillow, with now and then an
impatient sigh, a restless gesturc. One of these dem-
onstrations of discontent plﬁS@ﬂtly roused his comrads
from a waking dream. Ie sat up,laid a cool hand on the
other’s hot forehead, and said, with brotherly solicitude,—

“ Not asleep yet, Rob? I hope you've not had a sun-
stroke, like poor Blakej for, if yon arc left behind, wo
shall. both lose our share of the fight.” -

“ As well die that way as with a rebel bullet thrmwh

your head ; though, if I had my choice, I'd try the last,

as being the quickest,” replied the other, gloomily.
g q ’ P g J

“That doesn’t sound like you, Rob, — yowll think

better of it to-morrow, when you've had o night’s sound
sleep This has been a hard march for a young soldicr’s
~ first.” ‘
~ «How much older arc you than I, cither as man or
soldier, Rick?” asked Robert, lLalf petulantlyl, half
proudly, R R

“Three hours older as a man, ten minutes as a sol-
dier : you know I enlisted first. Yet Pm much the elder
in many things, as you often tell me,” said Richard, with
the snule that always soothed his brother’s more fiery
spirit.  ““ One of the pr1v1lege__s of my seniority is the
- care of you; so tell me what harasses you and scares
rest away?” - |
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“Tho old pain, Rick. All these weeks of absence

liave not lessened it; and the thought of going into a

batle out of which I may never come alive, without see-
ing her once more, makes me almost resolve to desert,
and satisfy myseclf at any cost. You cannot understand
this, for you dor't know what it is to love — to have a |
woman’s face haunting you day and night, to hear a

~ woman’s voice always sounding in your cars with a dis-

tinctness that will not let you rest.”

“I know it all, Rob!”

The words seemed to slip involuntarily from the young.
maw’s. lips, for he checked himself sharply, and cast
an anxious Jook at his bLrother. But Robert was too
absorbed in' his own emotions to read those of another
and only answered, in a cheerier tone, —

“You mean mother Grod bless her, wherever she is,
and send us safely home to her!”

An almost pathetic patience replaced the momentary
agitation Richard’s face betrayed, and his eyes turned
wistfully towards the green hills that.lay between the
mother and her boyb, as he answered, with a sml]e of
sorrowful significance, —

“ Every man is better and braver for a woman’s love ;-

80, a8 I have no younger sweethcart, I shall take the

dear old lady for my mistress, and try to serve her like a
loyal kni ght.” .
“Rick!” exclaimed his brother, earnestly, ¢if the

coming battle proves my last as well as my first, promlse

that for my sake youw’ll befriend poor Rose,— that ‘you
will forglve her, love her, cave for her, as if in trath she
were my widow,”

Richard grasped the hand outstretched to him, and
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answered, with a forvor’ that fully satisfied his brother,
“J promise, Rob!” then added quickly, ¢ But there
will be no need of that; for, if morial man can do it, I
will keep you, to eare for Rose yourself.”
Through the momentary pause that iollowul came the

pleaqant sound of falling water,

. “THark, Rob! do you hear it? Give me your can-
teen, and I'll bring you a cool’ draught that s Uhall 1ommd
you of the old well at home.”

Rising as he spoke, Richard went to the low wall that

rose behind them, swuang himself over, .zmd, plunging
down a ferny slope, found a hidden” spring dripping mu-
sically from mossy erevices among the rocks into a little
pool below.  Pausing a moment to. let the shadowy soli-
tude of the green nook bathe his Wczuy spirit in its
peace, he turned to eatch the coolost drops that fell ; but,

~as he bent, the canteen slipped from. his hd,nd and

‘splashed unheeded into the pool, for, Just  opposite,
through thickly-growing brakes, he caught the glitter of
a pair of human eyes fixed full upon his face. An
instant he stood motionless, conscious of that subtle
thrill through blood and nerves which sudden danger or
Surprisé can bring to the stoutest heart. Before he could
move or speak,ithe brakes were parted, and the weird,
withered face of an old woman was lifted to the light.
One of the degpised race, clothed in rags, covered with
~dust, spent. with weariness and pain, she lay there, such a
wild and woful object that the lonely spot scemed choscn

not as a resting-place, but as a grave. Leaning on onc

arm, she strotched the other trembling hand towards the
young man, whispering, with an assuring nod, —
“Don’t be skeered, honey ; I'se only a pore ole conty-
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bar’, gwine up ter de lan’ ob freedum, ef I doesn’t drap
down by de way.”

« Are you sick, or hurt, or only tired, my poor soul?” |
asked Richard, with such visible compassion in his face
that the woman’s brightened as she answel-ed with a

- cheerfulness which made her utter destitution more pa-

thetic, — :
" «Tsge all dem, and starved inter de bargain ; but, bress
yer, chile, I’se done got used ter dat, and don’t mind em
much ef I kin jes git on a piece ter-day. DI’se ben porely
fer a spell, and layin’ by ; but I'se mendin’ fag’, and de
sight ob de blue coats and de kine face is mos’ as rchshm
ag vittles.”

¢ You shall have all three, as far as I can give them

o you,” said Richard, offering the last of his day’s ra-

tion, and sn:tmn down opposite the. poor old creature,
who, muttcrmﬂ hasty thanks, seized and devoured the
food with an almost animal voracity, which proved how
great her need had been.  As the last morsel vanished,
she drew a lonw'{ ath, uttered a sigh of satisfaction,
and, sitting more creet, said, with a deprecatmg gosture
and a grateful glance, — |

¢ Massa, I couldn’t help forgittin’ mammners, kase I’se
ben widout & mouffle sence ylsterday, seept two green
apples and de mint growin’ ober dar.”

““ Hlave you been lying here all nln*ht'? Where do you
come from, and where are you gomo ? Tell me, without
fear, and let me help you if I can.” '

“De Lord lub yer kine heatt, chile, and keep yer for
yer mudder. My boys is all gone now; but I knows de

. g " ’
feelin’, and P11 trus’ yer, fer’s I dares. Yer see, Pse

come from Souf Carliny, and Tse gwine to de bressed




e

RS

T R AR

°

. CAMP AND "IPIRESIDE. STORILES,

Norf to fine my ole man, what missis tuk wid her when
she lef” us bery suddin.” '
& What part of the North do you want to find?” asked

" Richard, cager to offer the desolate being such help as

lay in his power. She saw the friendly impulse, and
thanked him for it with a look ; but the distrust born of

many wrongs was stronger than the desire for sympathy,

and cautiously, yet humbly, she said, —

¢ Massa mus’ please ter *scusc me ef ‘I doesn’t tell jes’
whar I'sc gwine. My pore old man is all dey’s lef me;
and ef missis knowed any. Ways dat I was lookin’ fer
him, she’d tote him some place whar T couldn’t come. It’s

~ way off bery fur; but d¢ name of de town is wrote
down in my heart, and, ef T lives, T'll fine it, shore.”

“ Where are your boys?” asked Richard, intcrested

“in spite of the woman’s uninviting aspect.
« Pse had seven chil’en, honey, but dey’s ben sent'

eberywhich way, and I doesn’t know whar dey is now,
scept de dead ones. My darters was sole off years ago;

one ob my boys was whipped to def, and one tore so wid

de houn’s it was a- merey de dear Lord tuk him.” Two
was put to {rvork on de fortycations down dar; and the
las’ one, mj? little Mose, starved in my arms as we was
wadin’ fru de big swamps; where we runned when word

come dat de Yanks was comin’ and we'd be free ef wo'
got to um. It was bery hard to leave de pore chile dar,
“but dere was two or free more little grabes to keep him
_'comp’ny'; so I come on alone, and, Glory Halleluyer!

here Iis,” ,

« Now, how can I help you, ma’am?” said Richard,
involuntarily adding respect to pity, as he heard the
short, sad story of the losses now past help. "
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“ Ef yer has a bit of money dat yer could spar, chile,
dat would ’sigst me a heap: I kin hide it handy, and git
vittles or.a lif” when de roads is bery bad.. TI’se mog
wore out, {or I’'se ben weeks a comin’, kase T dunno de
way, and can’t trus’ folks much. Now the Yanks is
gwine my road, I wants to foller fas’ ag I kin, fer I'se
shore dey’s right.” '

“While she rambled on, Richard had taken out his
pm‘se, and halving the small store it contained, offered

saying, kindly, —

“There old friend; I'd {vlrtdly -do more for you if l
could. I may be going where I shall never need money
any more ; and, you know, they whe give to the poor
lend to the Lord : so this much will be saved up for me.”

The woman rosc to her knees, and, taking the
generous hand in both 'her dusky ones, kissed it with
trembling lips, wet it with grateful tears, as she cried,
brokenly, — | |

« Bress yor, chile! bress yor! I'se no words white
nuff to tank yer in, but Tl ‘member yer all my days,
and pray de Lord to hold yer safe in de holler .ob His
han’.” | . B
“ Thank you, ma’am. What else can I do for you

before T go?”

“ Jog’ tell me yer name, honey, so I kin 'mind de Lord
ob yer tickerlally ; for dere’s such a heap ob prayers
gwine: up to Ilim dese Dbitter times, He mightn’t mine
scch pore ones as ole June’s ef de good name warn’t in
um.”

‘ Richard Stirling,” answered the young man, smiling
at the poor soul’s cagermess. Grood—by, old mother.

. Keep up a stout heart, and trust the blue—coats ‘when-
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- you sce them, tilt you find your husband and the happy
- North.” :

While he refilled the canteen, the contraband, with
‘the fine sentiment so often found in the least promising
of this affectionate race, hastily gathered a delicate fern
or two, and, adding the one.wlld rosc that blossomed in

that shady spot, offered her little nosegay, with a hu-

mility as touching as her carnestness.

“It’s a pore give, chile; but T'se nuflin® else sceptin’
de wish dat yer’ll hab all yer want in dis world and de
nex’.” '

'As Richard took it, through his mind flashed the
~ memory of old romantic legends, wherein weird women
foretold happy fortunes to young knights pausing at 50110

wayside well, — fortunes to be won only by unshaken
loyalty to vn‘tuc, love, and honor. Looking down upon
the flower, ‘whose name lent it a double charm to him,
he said low, to himself, with quickened breath. and

H

kindling eyes, — _
¢ A propitious w1sh' May it be fulfilled, if T deserve
it!1” :
Then, ag the first drum-beat sounded, he pressed the
hard hand that gave the gift, and sprang up the bank,
little dreaming liow well the grateful heart he left behind
him Would onc day remember and repay his charity.

Three days later, the brothers stood side by side in the

ranks at Gettysburg, impatiently awaiting their turn to
attack a rebel battery that must be silenced. - From
height to height thimdered the cannon; up and down
the long slopes surged a sca of struggling humanity ; all
the air was darkened by wavering clouds of smoke and
dust, which llfted only when iron messengers 0{' d.bﬂ.th
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tore their w way through with deafening reports and sheets
of flame; while, in the brief pauses that sometimes fell,
ithe. bands crashed ouf with dance-musie, as if the wild
cxcitement of the hour had made them fitting minstrels
for an awful ¢ dance of death.” .

“ Remember, Rob, where that goes, we follow while

we can,” whispered Richard, glancing up at the torn flag
stréaming overhead.
- ¢ Pin res Ldy, Rick,” returned his brother, with flashing
eyes, set teeth, and in every lineament such VlSlblG re-
solve to do and dare, that one hour seemed to have made
the boy a hero and a man. |

As the words left his lips, down the long line rang the
welecome order, ¢ Forward ! charge!” and, with a shout
that rose sharp and shrill above the din of arms, the
brave —th dashed into the rain of shot and shell.
Stirred by one impulse, the brothers followed wherever
through the smoke they caught the flutter of the flag, as
it was borne before them up the hill. More than once
it dropped from a dead hand, to be caught up by a living
one before it touched' the ground.  Robert Stirling’s was
onc of these; and, as he scized the staff, the battle-
madness scemed to {all upon him, for, waving the banner,

with a ringing shout he sprang upon the wall, behind

which rebel riflemen were lying. The sharp sting of ‘a
Dall in the right arm reminded him that he was mortal,

and at the same instant his brother’s hand clutched him,

Liis brother’s voice ealled through the din, — '

S You're wounded, Rob! For God’s sake fall back.”
But, with a grim smile, Robert passed the banner into
th_e keeping of his other hand, saying, a8 his arm dropped
uscless at his side, ~—- { |
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“Not yet. Olecu‘ the way for me, Rlck, and let the
old flag be the first up.”

A loyal cheer from behind dfowned the rebel yell that |

rose in front, as a blue wave rolled up and broke over

 the wall, carrying the brothers with it. Above the deadly

conflict that went on below, the Stars and Stripes tossed -

Wlldly to and fro ; but steadily the color-bearer strun"qlud
higher, and stefmdlly his body~guard of one went on befor

" him, forcing a passage through the press, till, in a sn'_lgle ‘

instant, there came a hurtling sound, a deafening craslh,
a' flery rain of death-dealing fragments, and, with an
awful vision of dismembered bodies, wrathful flww panic-
stricken in the drawing of a breath, and a wide gap in
the swaying mass before him, Robert Stlrhng was flung,
stunned and bleeding, against the wall so-lately left.

Cries of mortal anguish roused him from a moment’s mer-
ciful oblivion, and showed him that, for his brother and
himself, the battle was already done. Not far away, half
hidden unher a pile of mingled blue and gray, Richard
lay quict (H)n,the bloody grass, and, as Robert’s dizzy
eyes wandered up and down his own bruised body to dis-
cover whence came. the sharp agony that wrung his
nerves, he saw that but one arm now hung shattered at
his side; the left was gone, and a single glance at the
ghastly wound sent such a pang of horror through him
that he closed his cyes, muttering, with white Tips, —

< Poor mother ! it will be hard to lose us both.”

Something silken-goft swept across his face, and, look-
~ ing up, he saw that the flag had fallen with lim, and lay
_half upright against the wall, still fluttering bravely
where many eyes could see it, many willing hearts press
on to defend it. TFaithful to the last, he-leaned across
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the staff, and, making a shield of his maimed body,
How.
the battle went he no longer knew ; he scarcely cared ;
for now to him the victories and defeats of life scemed

over, and Death standing ready to bestow the -pale Cross |

of the legion of honor, laid on so. many qmet breasts as
the loyal souls depart to their reward.
With strange distinctness came the roar of cannon, the

- sharp, shrill ringing of the minie-balls, the crash of

bursting shells, the shouts, the groans, even the slow drip
of his blood, as it plashéd down upon the stones; yet
neither hope nor fear disturbed -him now, as all the past
flashed through his mind and faded, leaving three mem-
ories, — his love for Rose, his brother’s death, his
mother’s degolation, —- to embitter the memorable moment
when, with a deathly coldness creeping to his heart, he
leanced therc biceding his young life away. o

To him it scemed hours, yet but a few short mlnutes :
passed before he became conscious of a friendly atmo- .
sphere about him, and, through the trance of suffering
fast reaching its chmax, heard a commandmg voice
cxclaim, —

“ Tt is Stirling

I shall remember this. Take him to

the rear, and scc that he.is cared for.”

Robert knew his Colonells voice, and, gathering up

‘both failing strength and sense, he trled o stand erect,
- tried to salute with his one arm, and, fallm

, said, With
a piteous look at either Wound — '
‘I have done my best, gir)’
“My brave fellow,. you have !
do for the old flag?”
Something in the glance, the tone, the Words Of the
|

‘What more could you
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commander whom he so loved and honored, seomed to

send new life through the fainting man. IHis dim eye

kindled, his voice grew strong and steady, as, forgetful

of the maimed Dbody it inhabited, the unconquerable

B splrlt answered, fervently, —

¢ T could die for it.”

Then, as if in truth he had done his best, had died for
it, Robert Stll‘llnﬂ‘ foll forward in the .shadow of the
flag, hig head upon the same. green pillow where his
brothers lay. -

111.

v

Hush, there, and let’s hear what's up ! ”
An instant sﬂcnce rcigned through the crowded ward
as the chief attendant entered with the morning sheet

‘that daily went the rounds. The convalescents gathered
-about him ; the least disabled propped thumselves upon
‘their arms to listen; even the weakest turned wistful

eyes that way, and ceased their moaning, that they might
hear, as Fisher slowly read out the brief despatches, and
then the mOurnﬁﬂ lists of wounded, dead, and missing.
Among the many faces in the room, one female one
appearcd ; a strong, calm face, with steadfast cyes, and

lips grown infinitely tender with the daily gospel of pa- .

tience, hope, and consolation which they preached in
words of motherly compassion. Still bathing and bind-
ing up a shattered limb, she listened to the reading,
though her heart stood still to hear, and her face flushed
and paled with the rapid alternations of hope and fear.

 Presently the one audible voice paused suddenly, and a

little stir ran through the group as the reader stole an

¢ HERe’s the paper, and Fisher to read it for us, boys. .
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anxions glance at the woman, -She saw it, divined its
meaning, and in an instant secemed to have nerved herself
for anything.. Sponge and bandage dropped from her
hands, a quick breath escaped her, and. an expression of
sharp anguish for a moment marred the composure of her
countenance ; but she ﬁxed a tearless eye on Fisher,
asking, steadily, —

¢ Are my boys’ names there?”

“Only one, ma’am, ~— only one, T do agsure you; and
le’s merely lost an arm. That’s better luck than half
of ’em have ; and now it's got to be a kind of an honor
to wear an empty sleeve, you know,” replied the old man,
with a half-encouraging, halfremorseful look, as he con-
siderately omitted to add the words; “and seriously
wounded in the right,” to the line, *“R. Stu‘lmg, left
(llln. gOHO.

A long sigh of thanksgiving left the mother’s lips;
then, with one of the natural impulses of a strong char-
acler, which found relief in aetion, she took up the roller
and resumed ler work more tenderly than ever, — for in
her sight that _,.slmttcrixl arm was her boy’s arm now, —
ouly saying, with a face of pale expectancy, —

“Read on, Fisher: I have another son to keep or lose.”

So swilt, so bubllc, is the magnetism of human sym-
pathy, that not a man in all that room but instantly for-

‘got ‘himself, his own anxiecties, hopes, fears, and waited
* breathlessly for the utterance of that other name. Several
~ sat upright in their beds to cateh the good or evil tidings

in the reader’s face; one dying man sighed sofily, from
the depths of a homesick heart, * Lord, keep him for his
mother !” and the standing group drew closer about
Fisher, peermg over his shoulder, that younger, keener

T




222 CAMP AND FIRESIDE STORIES.

~ eyes might read the words, and warn lim lest they left
his lips too: suddenly for one listencr’s car.

- Slowly name after name was read, and the long list
drew near its end. - A look of relief already settled upon
some countenances, and one friendly fellow had turned to
nod reassuringly at the mother, when a hand clutched

Fisher’s shoulder, and with a start he stopped short in

the middle of a word. Mus. Stirling rose up to receive

the coming blow, and stood there mute and motionless, a
figure so full of pathetic dignity that many cyes grew
very dim, A gosture signified her wish, and, with choked
voice and trembling lips, poor Fisher softly read the br ief
record that one word made so terrible, —
“R. Stirling, dead.”
« GHve me the paper.” |
- A dozen hands were outstretched to serve her 3 and, ag
she took it, trying to teach herself that the heavy tidings
were not false, several caps were silently swept off, —an
involuntary tribute of respect to that great grief from
“rough yet tender-hearted men who had no wor ds to offer.
The hurried entrance of a surgeon broke the heavy
silence ; and his brisk voice _]m'red on every car, as he

exclaimed, —

@ Good-by., boys'! TPm off to the front. God bless

me ! what's the matter?” o |
« Bad news for Mrs. Stirling, sir. Do speak to-her:
I can’t,” whispered Fisher, with two great tears running

down his waistcoat.
~ There was no time to speak ; three words had roused

her from the first stupor of her sorrow, and down the
Jong room she went, steady and strong again, strmght to
the surgeon, saying, briefly, —
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“To the front? When do you go?”

“Iu half an hour. VVhat can I do for you?”

“Take me with you.” |

¢ Mrs, Stirling, it is impossible,” began the astonished
gentleman, ' ‘

¢ Nothing is Impossible to me. I must find my boys,
- ono living and one dead. TFor God’s sake don’t deny
me this ! _ '

- She stretehed her hands to him imploringly ; she mzide_
as though she would kneel down before him; and her
stricken face pleo,ded for her more eloqucntly tlnn her
broken words, ‘

Dr. Hyde was an army surgeon: but a man’s heart
beat warm behind his bright buttons, unhardened by all
the scenes of suffering, want, and woe through which he
had been passing for threec memorable years. Now it
yearned over this poor mother with an almost filial pity
and affection, as he took the trembling hands into his
own and answered, earnestly, —

“ Heaven knows I would not deny you 1f' it were safe
and wise to grant your wish. My dear lady, you have -
no conception of the horrors of a battle-field, or the awful
scenes. you must witness in going to the front. These
hasty lists are not to be relied upon. Wait a little, and
leét me look for your sons. On my soul, I promise to do
it as faithfully as a brother,”

“I Lannot wait.. Another week of such squense would
kill me.  You never saw my bqu. I do not even know
which is living and which is dead. Then how can you
look for them A8 well as 17 You would, not know the
poor dead facc among a hundred ; you would not recog-
nize the familiar voice even in the ravings of pcun or the

§
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din and darkness of those dreadful transports. I can
Lesr anything, do  anything, go anywhere, to find my
boys. O, sir, by the love you bear your mother, I im-
plore you to let me go!” | o :

The look, the tone, the agony of supplication, made
her appeal irresistible. ‘

¢ You shall,” replied the doctor, dccidcdly., puttmp;‘a;ll .
objections, obstacles and dangers out of sight, ¢TIl
delay onc hour for you, Mrs. Stixling.” o

Up she sprang, as if endowed with the spirit and ac-
tivity of a girl; lope, courage, eratitude, shone in her
eyes, flushed warm across her lace, and sounded in her
eager voice, as she said, hurrying from the room, —

« Not an instant for me, Go as you first proposed. I
shall be ready long before the time.”

She was: for all her thought, her cue, was for her
boys, not for herself; and, when Dr. Iyde went to seek
her in the matron’s room, that busy woman looked up
from the case of stores she was unpacking, and ans swered,
with a sob, —

« Poor soul! she’s waiting for you in thc hall.”

News of her loss and her departure had flown through
“ the house ; for no nurse there was so beloved and honored
as ¢ Madam Stirling,” as the stately old lady was called
among the boys; -and when the doctor led her to the
ambulance, it was through a crowd of wan and crippled
creatures gathered there to see her off.  Many cyes fol-

lowed her, many lips blessed her, many hands were out--
stretched for a farewell grasp; and, as the ambulance

“went claitering away, old Fisher gave exprcssmn to the

geﬁeral feelmg, when he said, with an air of solemn con--

L
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viction in almost ludicrous contrast to the emotional con-
tortions of his brown countenance, ——

“She’ll find ’em ! It’s borne in upon me uncommon
strong that the Lord wow’t rob such a woman of her
sons, — bless her stout heart! so give her a cheer, boys,
and then clear the way 17

They did give lier a cheer, o rwht hearty one, — though
the voices were none of the strongest, and nearly as many
crutches as caps were waved in answer to the smile she
sent them as she passed from sight,

It was not a long journey that lay before her, yet to
Mrs. Stirling it seemed interminable ; for a heavy heart
went with her, and, through all the hopeful or despond-
ent thoughts that haunted her, one unanswerable question
continually sounded, like a sorrowful refrain, —— ¢ One
killed, one wounded. Which is living? which is dead?”

All along the road th(,y went two sireams of life con-
tumally flowed, in opposite directions : one, a sad proces—-'
sion of suffering humanity passing hospital, or home-.
ward, to live or die, as Heaven willed ; the other, an
almost equally sad procession of pilgrims journeying to
the. battle~field, to find their wounded or to weep their
dead, — men and women, old and young, rich and poor,
all animated by a spirit which made them as one great
family, through the same costly sacrifice, the same sore

- affliction, It was well for Mrs. Stirling that the weary
~Way was a litile shortened, the heavy hours a little light-

ened, for her, by the companionship of others bent on' a
like errand. In this atmosphere of general anxiety and
excitement, fmcustomcd formalities and reserves were for-
gotten or set aside ; strangers spoke freely to each other ;
women confidingly asked and gratefully received the
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chivalrous proteotmn of men, and men ycarning for sym-
pathy always found it rcady in the hearts and cyes of
women as they told their sorrows and were comforted.
Many brief tragedies were poured into Muys. Stirling’s
ear; more than one weaker nature leaned upon her
~strength ; more fhan one troubled soul felt itself calmed
by the plOllS patienec which touched that worn and ven-
‘erable ¢ountenance with an expression which made it an
unconseious comfort to many cyes; and in secing, sol-
aéing the woes of others, she found fresh courage to sus-
tain her own. '

They came at last with much - difficulty and many do-
lays, to the little town in and along which lay nine thou-
sand dead, and nearly twenty thousand wounded men.
Although a week had not yet passed since the thunder of

the cannon ceased, the place alrcady looked like the vast |

cemetery which it was soon to become; fory in groves

and fields, by the roadside and along the slopes, wherever”
they fell, lay Ioyal asid rebel soldiers in the shallow graves

‘that now are green. ~The long labor of interment was

but just begun ; for the living appealed more urgently to
both friend and stranﬂ*cr, and no heart was closed, no -

hand grew weary, while strength and power to aid re-
‘mained. All day supply wagons and cars came full and

departed cmpty ; all day ambulances rolled to and fro,

bringing the wounded from remoter parts of the wide
battle-ficld to the railroad for removal to fixed hospitals
elsewhere ; all day the relief-stations, bearing the blessed

Slgn « 7. S. San. Com.,” received hundreds of sufferers

into the shelter of their tents, who must else have laid
waiting their turn for tmnsportamon in the burning July
~sun; all day, and far into the night, red-handed surgeons
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stood at the rude tables, heart-sick and weary with their
hard yet mereiful labors, as shattered body after body
was laid before them, while many more patiently, even
cheerfully, awaited their turn; and all day mothers,
wives, and widows, f’ath(,r.s friends, and lovers, roamed
the hills and valleys, or haunted the ﬁeld -hospitals, search-

~ing for the loved and lost,

Dr. Ilyde was under orders; but for many hours he
negleeted everything but Mrs. Stirling, going with lier
from houses, tents, and churches, to barns, streets, and
erowded yards ; for Lverywhero the wounded lay thick as
autumn leaves, — some’ on bloody blankets, some on scat-
tered straw, a fow in cleanly beds, many on the bare
ground ; and if anything could have added to the bitter
pain of hope deferred, it would have been the wistful
glances turned on the new-comers from eyes that, secing
no familiar face, closed again with a pathetie patience that
wrung the heart. All day they searched ; but nowhere
did the mother find her boys, nor any tidings of them ;
and, as night fell, heér companion besought her to rest
from the vain scarch, and accept the lospitality of a
triendly citizen. :

¢ Dear Mrs. Stirling, wailt here till morning,” the doc-
tor said. “I must go to my work, but will not till I
know that you axe safe; for you can never wander here
alone. T will send a faithful messenger far and wide, to
make inquiries through the night, and hope to greet you

-in the morning with the happiest news.”

She scarcely seemed to hear him, so intent was her
mind upon the one hope that absorbed it.

“ (o to your work, kind friend,” she said; ¢ the poor
souls need you more than I. Ilave no fears for me. ‘I
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want neither rest nor food; I'only want my boys ; and I
must look for them both day and night, lest one hour of
idleness should make my comiug one hour too late. I

shall go back to the station. A -constant stream of

wounded men ig passing there; and, while I help and
comfort them, I can sce that my boys are not hurried
away while I am waiting for thcm here.”

He let her have her will, well knowing that for such
as she there was no rest till hope came, or exhausted
nature forced her to pause. Back to the rclief-station
they went, and, while Dr., Hyde dressed wounds, issued
orders, and made diligent inquiry. among the throngs that
came and went, Mrs. Stirling, with other anxious yet
hopeful, helpful women, moved about the tents, preparing

nourishment for the men, who came in faster than they .

could be served. Through the whole. night ;she worked,
lifting water to lips too parched to syllable the word,
wetting wounds unbandaged' for days, feeding famished
creatures who had lain suffering in solitary ‘places till
some minister of merey found and succored them, whis-
pering words of good cheer, and, by the cordial comfort
of her presence, sending many a poor soul on his way
rejoicing. DBut, while shp worked so tirelessly for others,
she still hungered for her children, and would not be

-comforted. No ambulance eame rumbling from the field.

that she did not hurry out to scan the new-comeis with

an eye that neither darkness nor disguise could deceive ; -

not a stretcher with its helpless burden was brought in
that she did not bend over it with the blessed cup of water
~in her hand, and her poor heart flutiering in her breast;
and often, among the groups of sleepers that lay every-

where, there went a shadowy figure through the night,

"
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turning the lantern’s glimmen on cach pallid face; but
nowhere did Rick oi Rob look back at her with the glad
cry, ¢ Mother!” : R
At dawn, Dr. IIyde came to her. With difficulty did
he prevail upon her to eat a morsel and rest a little,FWhile
he told her of his night’s attempts, and spoke cheerfully
of the many mishaps, the unavoidable dlswppomtments
and delay, of such a quest at such a time and place.
“ We have searched the town ; and Blake and Snow, .
will see that no Stirling leaves by any of the trains
to-day. But the hospitals on the outskirts still remain
for us,— besides the heights and hollows; for, on a

* battle-field like this, many men might lie unfound for

days while search was going on about them. I have a
wagon here, — a rough affair, but the best I can get; .
and, if you will not rest, let us go together, and look
again for these lost gons of yours.,” ‘ .

They went ; and for another long, hot, summer day
looked on sights that haunted their memories for years,

listened to sounds that pierced their souls, and with each

hour felt the weight of impotent compassion weigh heavier
and heavier upon their hearts. Various and conflicting
rumors, conjectures, and rvelations from the comrades of
the brothers perplexed the seckers, and augmented the
difficulties of their task. One man affirmed that he saw
both Stirlings fall ; a second, that both were taken pris-
oners ; a third, that he had seen both march safely away ;

~and a fourth, that Richard was mortally wounded and

Robert missing. But all agreed in their admiration for -
the virtue and the valor of the brothers, heartily wishing
their mother success, and unconsciously applying, by their
commendations, the Ollljlf balm that could mitigate her
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‘pain.  Up.and down, from dawn till dusk, wens the heavy-
hearted pair; but evening came again, and still no sure
intelligence, no confirmed fear or happy mecting, hight-

~ened the terrible uncertainty that tortured them.

“ Dear 1nadam, we have done all that human patmnce

and perseverance can do. Now, leave your boys in

God’s hand, and let me care for you as if' you were my
mother,” said the compassionate doctor, as  they paused,
dusty, jaded, and (1eJeoLed a,t the good citizen’s hospitable
door. ‘

Mrs. Stirling did not answer him. She sat there, an
image of maternal desolation, her hands locked together
on her knee, her eyes fixed and unsecing, and in her face
a still, white anguish piteous to sec. With gentlest
constraint, her friend led her in, laid the gray head down
upon a woman’s breast, and left hor to the tender care
of one who had known a grief like hers.

For hours she lay where kind hands placed her, phys-
ically spent, yet mentally alert as ever. No passing
fa,(_:e escaped her; no sound fell unheeded on her ear, no

-movement of those about her was unobserved : yet she

neither spoke, nor. stirred, nor slept, till midnight gath- -

ered cool and dark above a weary world. Then a brief

lapse into unconsciousness partially repaired . the ravages

- those two hard days had wrought. But even when the
exhausted body rested, the unwearied sotil continued its
sad quest, and in her dreams the mother found her boys.
So vivid was the vision, that she suddenly awoke to find
herself thrilled with a strange: _]oy, frembling  with a

strange expectancy. She rose up in her bed, she put
away her fallen hair, fast Wh1ten1no‘ with sorrow’ g frost,
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and held her breath to listen; for a ery, urgent, implor-
ing, distant, yet near, seemed 1'i11gi11g through the room,

From without came the ceascless rumble of ambu-
lances and the tread of hurrying feet; from wi,thi,n, the -
sound of women weeping for their dead, and the low
moaning of a brave. officer fast breathing his life away
upon his young wife’s bosom. No voice spoke, that
human car could hear; yet through the mysterious hush
that fell upon her in that hour, her splnt heard an
exceeding bitter ery, ——

¢ Mother ! mother ] come to me !

Like one posses,sed by an impulse past conirol, she
left her bed, flung on her garments, seized the little store
of comforts untouehed till now, and, without sign or

10

sound, glided like a shadow from the house.

The solemn peace of night could not so soon descend
upon those hills again; naturc’s tranquillity had been
rudely broken; and, like the suffering humanity that
cumbered her wounded breast, she seemed to moan in
her troubled sleep.  Lights flashed from hill and hollow,
some fixed, some wandering, — all beacons of hope to
the living or funeral torches for the dead. Many feet
went to a‘?xd fro along the nowly-trodden paths; dusky
fignres: flitted everywhere, and sounds of suffering filled
the mght—wmd with a sad lament. DBut, upheld by a

power beyond herself, led by an instinet in which she

placed blind faith, and unconscious of doubt, ot weari-
ness, or fear, the solitary woman walked undaunted and
unscathed through that Valley of the Shadow of Death,
Out from the erowded town she went, turning neither
to the right nor left, up a steep path her feet had trodden
once that day, straight to the ruined breastworks formed
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of loose fragments of stone, piled there by 1 many hands

whose earthly labor was already done. There, gathered-

from among the thickly-strewn dead, and sheltered by
an awning till they could be taken lower, lay a score of
men, blue coats and gray, side by side on the bare carth,
equals now in courage, suffering, and patience. The
one fhithful attendant who kept his watch alone was
gone for water, that first, greatest nced and comfort in
hours like those, and the dim light of a single Jantern
flickered through the gloom. Utter silence filled the
dreary place, till from the- remotest corner came a faint,
imploring cry, the more plaintive and pitcous for being a
man’s voice grown childlike in its weak Wa,ndcrmg T

“ Mother ! mother come to me ! "

“ Who spoke [ el

A woman’s voice, breathless and broken, put the
question ; a woman’s ﬁgure stood at the entrance of the
rude shelter; and when a wakeful safferer answered,
eagerly, ‘ RRobert Stlrhng, Just brought in dying. Tor
God’s sake help him if you can,”—a woman’s face,
transfigured with a sudden joy, flashed swiftly, silently
before hls stariled cyes, to bend over one low bed,
whenee ‘came the sound of tender speech, prayorful
- thanksgiving, and the strong sobblnfr of a man who in
“his hour of extremest need found sola,ce and alvahon in
the dear refuge of his mother’s arms.

IV

Tary were alone together, the mother and her one son,
after weeks of suffering and a long, slow journey, safely
at home at last. Poor Rob was a piteous sight now, for-
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both arms were gone, one at the shioulder, the other at
the clbow ; yot sadder than the maimed body was the
altered face, for, though wan and wasted by much suffer-

ing, a strong soul seemed- to look out at the despairing
“eyes, as if the eaptivity of helplessncss were more than
“he could bear. A still deeper grief cast 1ts shadow over

him, making the young man old before his tlme, for day
and night his heart ericd out for his brother, as if the tie
between ' the twin-born could not be divided even by
death. This longing, which the consolations of nei‘pller
tenderncss nor time could appease, was now the only

" barvier to hig recovery. Vainly his mother assured him

that Richard’s death had Dbeen confirmed by more than
one account; vainly she tried to comfort him by hopofol
reminders of a glad reunion hereafter, and cndeavored to
rousc him by appeals to his filial love, telling him that he
was her all now, and imploring him to live for his old
mother’s sake. Ie listened, promised, and tried to be
resigned, but still cherished an unconquomblo belief 'tllot
Richard lived, in spite of all reports, appearances, or seem- .
ing certainties. - Asleep, he dreamed of him ; awake, he
talked of him; and the hope of seeing him again in this
world seemed the only thing that gave Rob patience and |
courage to sustain the burden which life had now become
to him, - .

‘“ Mother, when shall I be freed from this dreddful
bed?” he broke out, suddenly, as she laid down the book
she had been reading to deaf ears, and brushed away a
lock of hair the wind had blown across his forehead, for
her watehful eye and tireless hand spared him the pain
ol asking any service that recalled his loss. -

“ Weeks yet, dear. It takes nature long to repair
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duch rents in her fine handiwork; but the wounds are
healing mpldly, thanks to your temperate life and hardy
frame.”

“ Aud your devoted care, most faithful of nurses,
added Robert, turning his lips to the hand that had
strayed caressingly from forchead to check. ¢ Do your
best for me, mother, ~— and you can do more than any
“other in the world; get me on my feet again as soon as
may be, and then,. God willing, Il find Rick if he's
above the sod.” _

‘Mrs. Stirling opened her lips to remonstrate agaiust
the vain purpose, buf, secing the sudden color that lent
the wan face a semblance of healthy hearing the tone of

“energy that strengthened the fecble voice, and remem-
bering how deép a root the hope had taken in the broth-
er’s heart, she silently resolved to let it sustain him if it
could, undisturbed by 1 look or word of unbelief.

“ We will go together, Rob. My first scarch was suc-

cessful ; Heaven grant my sccond may be so likewise, T

will do my best ; and when T sce you your old self again
I shall be ready to follow anywhere.”

“ My old self again ! I never can be that, and why I
~was spared to be a burden to ‘you while Rick was taken
—10, ot taken — PIl neither say nor think that. If he
were dead I should either follow him or find comfort in
the thought that he was at peace; but he is alive, for
day and night his spirit calls to mine, and I must answer
it as you answercd me when I eried to you in what I
thought to be my dying hour.. Remember, mother, how
many of our men were found after they were believed to

to have been killed or taken. John King’s grave was
pointed out to his wife, you know; and, when she had
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almost broken her poor heart over it, she went home, to
find him waiting for her there. Why should not some
such happy chance befall us? Let us believe and hope
till we can do so no longer, and then I will learn sub-
migsion.” :

His ‘mother only answcred with a gentler touch upon

.hlb head, for in her heart she bchevul that her son was

dead. - Perhaps the great fear of losing both had made
the loss seem less when ome was spared, or perhaps she
thought that.if either must go Richard was fittest for the
change, and the nearness she still felt to him made the
absence of his visible presence less keenly felt than that
of Robert would have been ; for, though as dear, he was
not so sl)iritﬁally akin to her as that stronger, gentler
s0n.,

““ Is Rose in town, mothcr"’ ¥ was the abrupt questlon
that broke a momentary silence,

“Yes, she is still here.”

“ Does she know we have come?”

¢« She cannot help knowing, when half the town has
been trooping by with welcomes, messages, and gifts for
you.”

¢ Do you think she will come to welcome us?”

t Not yet, dear.” |

¢ Ah! her pride will keep her away, you think ?”

“ Fler pity, rather. TRose has generous impulses, and,
but for her mistaken education, would have been a right
noble woman. She may be yet, if love proves strong
enough to teach her the hard, though happy lesson that
shall give her back to you again.” ‘

“ That can never.be, mother, What woman could
love such a wreck; and what right have I to expect or
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hope it, least of all from Rose? No, I am done wiil

love ; my dream has had a stern awakening ; do not talk

of the impossible to me.”

His mother smiled the wise smile of one who under-
stood the workings of a woman’s he art, and, knowing
both its weakness and its strength, beh(,ved that all things
are possible to love., "Perhaps some village gossip had
breathed a hint into her car which confirmed her hope;

r, judging another by herself, she ventured to comfort
her son by prophesying the return of the dream which he
believed forever ended.

¢ I will leave that-theme for a younger, more persuasive
woman to discourse upon, when the hour comes in which
you find that hearts do not always change with changing
fortunes, that affliction often deepens affection, and when

"one asks a little pity one sometimes recéives much love.”

T shall never ask either of Rose.”

“Tf she truly loves you there will be no need of ask-

ing, Rob.”

His face brightened beautifully as he listened ; Lis ¢yes
shone, and he moved impetuously, as if the more thought
had power to lift and set him on his feet, a hale and
bappy man again. But weakness and helplessness held
him down ; and, with a. slurper pang than that of the
half- hea,led wounds, he lay back, excl‘ummg with a bitter
gigh, — -
¢ No hope of such a fate for me! I must be content
“with the falfilment of my other longing, and think of poor

Rick all the more because I must not think of Rose.
Oh! if my worst encmy should bring the dear lad home
'~ to me, I'd Joyfully forgive, love, honor him for that one
act.” -
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As Robert spoke with almost passionate earnestness, a
shadow that had lain across the sunny threshold of the
door vanished as noisclessly ag it had come ; and unseen,
unheard, Rose glided back into the green covert of the
lane, saying within herself, as she hurried on, agitated
by the mingled pain, pride and passion of the new-born
purpose at her heart, —

- ¢ Yes, Mrs. Stirling, love shall prove strong enough to
make me what I should be, and Robert shall yet forgive
and honor me; for, if human power can do it, I will
bring his brother home to him.”

Completely absorbed by the design that had taken pos-
session-of her, she hastened back, thinking intently as
she went ; and, when she ealled her one faithful servant
to her, all her plans were laid, her resolution fixed, and
every moment scemed wasted till the first step was taken,
for now her impetuous ‘spirit could not brook delay.

“Jupiter, I am going to Washington in the morning,
and shall take you with me—s eady,” was the
apid order issucd to the astonished old man, who had no
answer to make, but the usual obedient — ¢ Yes, missis.”

¢“ I am going to look. for Mrs. Stirling’s son, the one
who is supposed to be dead.” | |

* Lors, missis, he is dead, shore, — ain’t he ?”

“Iintend to satisfy myself on that point, if I search
the prisons, camps, hospitals, and graveyards, from Get-
tysburg to Richmond. I have strength, cours age, money,
and some power, and what better use can I make of them
than to look for this good ncighbor, and case the hearts
of those who love him best. Go, Jupe, tell no one of
my purpose, make ready in all haste, and be sare I will
reward you well if you serve me faithfully now.”
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“ Yes, missis, — you may *pend on me.”

“At dawn they were away, the young mistress and
her old slave. No one knew why they had gone, nor:
‘whither; and village rumor said Miss Rose had left
so suddenly because young Stirling ‘and  his mother
had come home. ~When Mrs. Stirling heard of tlie
“departure, her old eyes kindled with indignation, while

her voice trembled with grief, as she said to her -

son, —

“I am Dbitterly dlsappomted in her 5 think of her no
more, RRob.” _ L

But Robert turned his face to the wall, and neither
spoke nor stirred for many hours.

In ancient times, young knights went out to defend
distressed dames and free imprisoned damsels; but, in
our day, the errantry is reversed, and many a strong-
hearted woman goes _}ourncymo‘ up and down the land,
bent on delivering some beloved hero from a ("Lpthlfy
more terrible than any the old legends tell. Rose was
now one of these ; and, though neither a Emcck: Una nor
a dauntless Britoxpart, she resolutely began the long quest
which was to teach her a memorable lesson, and make a
loyal woman of the rebel beauty.

At first she haunted hospitals; and, while her heart
~was wrung by the sight of every form of suffering, she
marked many things that suok deep into her memory,

~and forced it to bear testimony to the 4ruth. She saw
Confederate soldiers lying side by side with Union men,
as kindly treated, almost as willingly served, and twice
conquered by those who could smite hard like valiant
soldiers, and then lift up their fallen enemy like Christian
gentlemen. This swht caused her to recall other seenes
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in other hospitals, where loyal prisoners lay perishing for

help, while rebels close by were cherished with every
demonsiration of indulgent care by men and women,
who not only hardened their hearts against the sadder
safferers, but found a cruel pleasiure in tormenting them
by every deprivation and indignity their hatred could
devise,  She had seen o woman, beautiful and young, go

-through a ward leaving fruit, flowers, delicate food and

kind words behind her, for every Southern man that lay
there ; then offer a cup of water to a Northern soldier,
and as the parched lips opened oagerly to reccive the
blessed dr a,un"ht, she flung 1t on the ground and went her

way with a seornful taunt., This picture was in Rose’s
mind as she stood in a Washington hospital, by the
death-bed of a former neighbor of her own, hearing the
fervent thanks uttered with the last breath he drew,
watching the sweet-faced nurse close the weary cyes,

fold the pale hands, and then forgetting everything but

the one fact, that some woman loved and mourned the
lost. rebel, she “ kissed him for his mother,” while Rose
turned away with full heart and oyes, never again to
speak contemptuously of Northern men and women.

She visited many battle-ficlds and graveyards, where
the low mounds rose thickly everywlhere, and an army
of brave sleepers lay awaiting the call to God’s great
review. Here, too, degpite the dreary task before her,
and the daily disappointment that befell her, she could not
but contrast the decent burial given to dead enemies
with the sacrilegious brutality with which her friends
often tried to rob death of its sanctity: by mutilation,
burning, butcher v, and the denial of a fow feet of carth
to cover some poor body whiel a brave soal had ennobled
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by its martyrdom. Seecing these things, she could not

but blush for those whom she once had blindly honored;
could not but heartily respect those whom she onee had
~as blindly distrusted and despised.

“She searched many prisons ; for, when neither eloquence
nor beauty could win its way, money proved a golden key,
and let her in.  Here, as clsewhere, the same strong con-
trast was foreed upon her ; for, while one side fed, clothed,
and treated their conquered with courtcous fbrbeamncc,
often. sending them back the richer and Dbetter for their
sojourn, the other side robbcd starved, tormented, and
often wantonly murdered the helpless victims of the
chances of war, or returned them worn out with priva-
tion and neglect to dic at home, or to endure the longer
capt1V1ty of strong souls pent in ruined bodics. And
Rose felt her heart swell with indignant gricf and shamo,
as she came out into the free world again, finding the
shadow of prison-bars across its sunshine, hearing the
sighs of long-suffering men in every summer wind, and
fully_seeing'; at last how black a Dblight slavery and
_ treason-had'brought upon the land she loved.
 She went, to Hospital Directories, those kindly insti-
tuted mtelhé?ence offices for anxious hearts, and there
~she saw such sorrowful scencs, yet heard such cheerful,
courageous words, that sympathy and admiration con-
tended for the mastery in the Southern woman’s breast.
~ She Leard an old mother say proudly, as she applicd for
a pass, “I have had seven sons in the army ; three are
dead, and two are wounded, but I'm' glad my boys went.”
~ She saw a young wife come to meet lier husband, and
learn that he was waiting for her in his coffin; but
though her heart was broken, there was no murmuring
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at the heavy loss, no bitter denunciation of those who
had made her life so desolate, only a sweet submission,
and sustaining consolation in the knowledge that the
great sacrifice had been freely made, and the legacy of
an honorable name had been bequeathed to the baby at

her breast, Lads came asking for fathers, and whether

they found them dead or wounded, the spirit of patriot-
fsm burned undiminished in their enthusiastic hearts,
and ecach was cager to fill the cmpty place, undavnted -
by pain and peril of the life. Old men mingled, with
their tearless lamentations for lost sons, their own re-
grots that they too could not shoulder guns, and fight the
good fight to th(, end. '

All these loyal demonstrations sunk deeply into Rose’s
softened heart, and in good time bore fruit; for now she

Dbegan to think within herself, *¢ Surely, a war which

does so much for a people, making women glad to give
their best and dearest, men cager to lay down their Lives,
strengthening, purifying, and sustaining all, must be a
holy war, approved by God, and sure of victory in the
end.” The last touch needed to complete the work of
regencration - was V}et to ecomo; but slowly, surely this
long discipline made her ready to receive it. '
Her scarch, meanwhile, had not proved'ﬁ-uitless, for
after many disappointments one fact was established
Leyond doubt : Richard Stirling was not killed at Gettys-
burg. DBy the merest chancu she met, in one of the
Union hospitals which she visited, a rebel lieutenant who
told her that the same shell wounded both Stirling and
himself, and when the first attack was ropulsed, ‘that
Richard was taken prisoner, and sent’ to the rear with
others of his regiment. An hour later, the licutenant

16
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himself was taken by our -men when they returned to
the charge ; but Wheihor Stivling lived or died he could
not tell: probably the latter, being severely wounded in
head and chest '

The smile, the thanks Rose gave in return for these
good tidings, and . the comforts she g atefully provided,
would have made captivity dmlfrclously alluring to tho

young licutenant had she remained. But armed with

this intelligence she went on her way rejoicing, eager to
trace and follow the army of prisoners that had gone
southward, Weeks had been consumed in hor scarch,
and already rumors of the horrors of the Libby Pl‘l&()l).—-
“house and Belle Island had disturbed and s shocked the
North.  Haunted with woful recollections of all the
varied suﬂ"ermn‘s she had scen, her imagination pictured
“Richard weak and wounded, shivering and starving,
~ while she waited with full hands and eager heart to save,

and heal, and lead him home. Intent on reaching Rich-

mond, she besw%d officials in high placés as well as low,

money flowed like water, and every faculty was given to -

~the work. It seemed as if she had undertaken an Impossis
bilty ; for though all pitied, tried o help, and heartily
admired’ the beautiful brave woman, no one could serve

her as she would be served; and she began to exorcise
her fertile wit in devising some way in which she could
attain her object by stratarrem, if all other means should
fail.

- Waiting in her carriage, one day, at the door of a
helpful friend’s office, while Jupe carried up a message,
she was startled from an anxious reverie by the sudden
‘appearance of -an® ‘agitated black countenance at the win-
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‘dow, and the sound of an incoherent voice, exclaiming,

between langhter and tears, —
¢« O, bress de Lord, and sing hallyluyer! I'se foun’
her! Tse foun’ her! Doesn’t yer know me, Missy Rose?
I’se old June, and Tse 1un away ; but I doesn’t kere
nuffin what comes ob me ef missy’ll jes” lem me see my
poro ole man ouee more.”
Lo Juno’s 111ﬁmte surprise, no frown uppcdred upon

' thc face of her young mistress, and no haughty repri-
~ mand followed the recognition of the half-ludicrous, half-

pathetic tatterdemalion who addressed her, but a white
hand was put forth to draw the new-comer in, and -the
familiar voice answered with a fmendhness never heard
before, _ _
“Jupc 1s safe, and you shali SC6 hlm soon. Cqme in, .
you poor old soul, come in.” '

In bundled the delighted creature, and began to tell

Ther story, but stopped in the middle to dart out again,

and fall upon the neck of the bewildered Jupiter, as he
came soberly up to deliver his message. Fortunately it
was a qulct street, clse that tumultuous meeting mlght
have b(,qm productive of discomfort to all parties; for the

- old couple wept, laughed, and sung,~~went down upon

their knees to thank Heaven, — got up to embrace, and
dance, and weep again, in a perfect abandonment of
gratitude, affection and delight., When Rose could
make herself heard, she bade them both enter the car-
riage ;. then drawing down the curtains, and ordering the
coachman to drive slowly round the square, she let thq
reunited husband and wife give free vent to their emo-
tions, till from sheer weariness they grew calm again.
“We hopes missis will ’seuse us actin® so wild, but

! £
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’ . a . - - . -
pears like we couldn’t help it, comin’ so bery sudden an® -

undispected,” apologized Jupe, wiping away the last of
his own and Juno’s tears with the same .lmndkuohicf
which, very properly, was a miniature star- -spangled
baxner, o

But Rose’s own eyes were wet; and in her sight there
was nothing unlovely or unmannerly in that natural out-
b!'e‘l.k of affection, for she had learned to feel for otl\mm
now; and the same stern diseipline which made Ler both
‘strong and humble, taught her to see much that was true
and touching in the spectacle of the gray heads bent
towards each other ; the wrinkled faces shining with joy ;
the hard hands locked together, as the childless, friend-
less old pair found freedomn, happmogs,- and rest for a
moment in cach other’s arms. Like a true wonan, Juno
calmed hergelf first, that she might ialk; and, embold-
cned by the gracious change in her once imperious
mistress, she told the story of her wanderines at Iength,
not forgetting the chief incident of her long and lonely
flight, the me(,ting with Robert. Stirling. At the sound
of his name, both Rose and Jupe exclainied, and Juno
- was rapldly made aequainted with the mission which
had brought them there. | Deeply impressed with the
mrcumstance, and a sense of her own importance, the
good soul entered heartily into the matter, saying, with
the pious simplicity of her race, —

“Do ways. ob de Lord is 'mazing ’sterious! but we’s
bour’ to b'lieve dat He'll take special kere ob dat dear
chile, elseways we shouldn’t hab hen brung togedder so
.cur us. I tole de blessed gen’I'man I'd’member him, and
Thas; I praye,d ter be spared ter sec his kine face agin,
an’ I was.”

with interest and impatience.
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“Where? when? Oh, Juno, you were surely sent to
me in my last cxtremity,” cricd Rose, now trembhng

“Jt was dis way, missy. When dat dear genlman
Ief me I erceped on a picce, but was tuk sick, an’ a kind
fam’ly kep’ me o long time. Den I cpme on agin bery
slow, an’ onc day as I was gwine fru a town, — I'se log’
de name, but it don’t matter, —as I was gwine fru dat
town, dere: come a lot ob prismers frum (;rettysbur R
or some place like dat, a gwine to Richmun. Dear heart,
honey, dey was an orfle sight, all lame, an’ rags, an’ hungry,
an’ de folks run om into de street wid bread ter feed um.
De gaard was bery ugly, and wouldn’t let de folks come -
nigh ter do it, so dey jes’ fell back and frowed de vittles

“ober. de headﬁ iof dem rebs, and de pore souls cotched it

as of it was de manny dey tells of in de Bible. I helped
um; yes, missy, I couldn’t stay still noways, so I runned |
into a bake-shop wid some more women, and we stood in
de winders and hev de bread down to de starvin’ erceters
in de strect. michty hearty, yow'm be shore ob dat. I
had a big loaf in my han’, and was lookin’ roun’ for de
starvinest man dar, when I saw de bery face dat looked
so kine inter mine yonder by de spring. I tank de Lord
I’'d kep de namo handy, for I screeched right out, ¢ Oh,

“Massa Stirlin’ ! Massa Stivlin’ ! -dis yere’s for you wid

my lub. e looked up, he *membered mes he larfed all
over his pore thin face, jes’ as he done de day I gib him
de rose. Oh, missy ! he was hurted bad; dey had tuk
away his hat, and coat, and shoes, and I saw his. head
was tied up, and dere was a great red stain on de bosom
ob his shirt, and he looked so weak and wore down dat
I jes bus out cryin’, and forgot all ’bout de bread till I
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was gwite to wipe my cyes wid it. Den I got my wits
togedder and gib de loaf such a great chuck dat I mog
fell out a winder, but he got it ; I sawed him break it in
bits and gib em roun’ to de pore boys side ob him, some
wid no arms to grab wid, some too hur ted to fight and
~run for it like de res. Den I'se fraid he won’t had nuf
for his self go I gets morve and fros it far, and he larfs
out hearty like a boy, and calls to me, ¢TI tank yer, ma’am.
God bless yer!” "Dat set me cryin’ agin, like a ole fool
as I 1s, and when I come to dey was movin’ on agin, and
de las I see ob dat dear sonl he was marchin® b rave, wid
de sun beatin’ down on his pore head, de Lot sand burnin’
his pore feet, and a sick boy hangin’ on his arm. But
fer all dat he kep lookin’ back, noddin’ and smilin’ till
dey was clean gone, and dere was nuffin left but prayers
and sobbin’ all dat day fer me.”

“Itis certain then that he has gone to Richmond ; I
must follow. ~Jupe, what message did Mr. Norton send
me?” asked Rose, remembering her unanswered i inquiry
“at last. ‘

«“ He bery. busy, MlelS, elsevmys he come down and
see yer; but he says dere’s no gittin’ any passes, and de
only *vice he can gib, is dat you goes to "Napolis and
looks dere, kase dere’s ben some prisners fotched dere
frum Belle Island, and dere’s _}(,s one chance dat Massa
Stirlin’ mought be ‘mong em.’

“rn go! Jupe, ovder the man back to the hotel.
There’s not a moment to be lost,” said Rose.

¢¢Oh, missy, lem me go wid you !” implored Juno. I

knows I don’t look bery spectable, but 1l follow on hind
-yer some ways: I’se good at nussin’, I can pry roun’ in
places whar a lady couldn’t, and ef dat brgssed g genw’I'man
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- ain’t dar, r'll jes go back and try to fetch him out ob de

lan’ ob bondage like 1 did myself.”

“ You shall go, Juno, for without you 1 should qtﬂl be
groping in the dark. bnrely Heaven he]ps mc, and I
feel that I shall find him now.” .

She did {find him, but how? - She went to Annapolis,

where a- hundred and eighty exchanged prisoners had

just arrived, and entering the hospital, stood aghast at
the sight before her.  Men who for weeks had been cone
fined on that desert waste, Belle Island, without shelter
or clothing, almost without food, and no help, sick or
well, lay there dead or dying from starvation and neglect.
Nurses, inured to many forms of mﬁf’el‘ihg,_%c@rﬂ(ad dis~
mayed at the awful spectacle of living skeletons famish-

- ing for food, yet too weak to taste when eager hands tried

to minister to them. ,'Some were raving in the last stage
of their long agony ; some were hopelessly insane ; many
had died unconseious that they were among friends; and
others. wete too far gone to speak, yet dumbly gmteful 3
for the help that came too late. : _

Heart-wrung and horror-stricken, Rose eould only pray
that she might not find Richard among these victims of a
barbarous revenge which made her disown and denounce
the caunse she had clung to until then, and -oppressed her
with a bitter sense of remorse for ever giving it her alle-
giance. As she stood struggling with a flood of thoughts
and feelings too strong for utterance, old Juno, who had
pressed on’ before her, beckoned with an eager hand.

Going to her, Rose found her bending over the mournful
Lo’ N 7 =] .

‘ghost of a man who lay there like one dead, with hollow
cyes fast shut, the pinched mouth breathless, the wasted
limbs stiff and cold, and no trace of Richard Stirling vis-
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ible, for the frightful emaciation, the long, neglected hair
and beard, so changed him that his own mother might
have passed by without a glance of recognition,

¢“It is not he, Juno. Poor soul, poor soul! cover his
’ y PC

face, and let him rest,” sighed Rose, with tremulous Lips,
bending to lay her delicate handkerchief over the pitcous
face, one glance at which had made her cyes too dim for
seeing, and seemed to utter a mute reproach, as if the
losy;of this life lay at her door. ‘

“It 7s de dear boy, missy; I'sc shore ob it, for sce
what I foun’ in dis faded little bag dat lay on his heart,
when I feeled to see if dere was any beat lef.  Iere’s a
bit ob gray har'in a pﬁper- wid somefin wrote on it, an’
here’s de flower I gib him. I knows it by de red string

I pulled out ob my old shawl to tic de posy wid. Ah,

“honey, I specks he smiled so when he tuk de rose, an’
kep it, kase he tort ob.you, and lubbed you bery dear.”

The little case and the dead flower fell from Rose’s
hand, as she read these words upon the worn paper that
held ‘the gray curl: ‘¢ For Rick from mother, May 10,
1863”7 ; and she laid her warm check down beside that
chilly one, erying through tht, healtmst happiest tears
she ever shed.

“Oh, Richard, have T come too late?”

Something in the touch of tender lips, the magnetism 4

of a living, loving . heart, scemed to arrest the weary.

. 8pirit in its ﬂlght ‘and call it back to Lifc by the power of

~ that passion which outlives death.

B De heart’s a beatin’, and de bref’s a comin’, shore.
Lif up his head, honey! Jupe, fan him bery kereful,
- while I gets a drop ob brandy down his frote, an’ rubs
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desc pore hans dat is all bones. Dear boy, we’s got yer,
Def may go 'way now 1

Juno both worked and spoke as if the young man were
her son ;. for she forgot all differences of rank, color, and
condition, in her glad gratitude to nurse him like a

-mother.  Rose lald the unconscious head upon her

bosopn, and, brushing back the tangled hair, watched the
faint flutter of the cyelids, as life came ereeping back,
and hope dawned again for both of them ; for she felt that
Richard’s restoration would win Robert’s pardon, and be
Ler best atonement for the past.

It was long before he was himself again, but Juno
never left him, day or night; Jupe was a sleepless, tire-
less guard, and Rose ministered to him with heart as

‘well as hand, seeming to hold death at bay by the sheer

foree of an indomitable will. He knew the forms about
him, at last; and the happiest moment of Rose’s life was
that in which he looked up.in her face with .eyes that

‘blessed her for her care, and whispered feebly, —

“T thought I had suffered muck, but this atones for
all1?” e
After that, every hour brought fresh strenrrth, and

‘1'enewul assurances that the danger had gone by. At

this point Juno discovered that her soul was stronger,
than her body, for the latter gave out, and Rose com-
1h1n(1c(1 her to rest. _

‘I need you no longer, for my work is nem‘Iy done,”
she said, < Jupe, T told you that if you served me well
you should be rewarded, and I will keep my word. This

~ paper assures your freedom, and your wife’s, forever ; this

purse contains a littles fortune, to keep you above want
while you live. Take the late gift, my good old friends,
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and -forgi_ve me for the wrong I have done you all these
“years.”

Rose’s subdued yet earnest manner, and the magnitude
of the gift, 1'estra1ned‘thc rapture of the old pair, which
found vent onlyin a demonstration that touched - Rose
more than a stream of thanks and blessings. IHolding
fast the precious paper that gave them freedom only at
life’s close, they put back the money, feeling too rich:in
that other gift to fear want, and, taking one of the white
hands in their black ones, they kissed them, wet them

with grateful tears, and clung to them, imploring to be

allowed to stay with her, to serve hcr love her, and be
- her faithful followers to the end.

Much moved, she gave the promise ; and happier than
any fabled king and queen of Olympus were the old!

freedman and his wife, when they went away to nurse

each other for a little while, at their mistress’s desire,
leaving her to tend the ¢ General,” as Jupe insisted upon
calling Richard, laboring ander a delusion that, De-
cause he had suffered much, he must have reeeived honor
and promotion.

Very quiet, useful hours wore those that followed, and -

these proved the sincerity of her amendment, by the zeal
with which she performed many a distasteful duty for
Richard and his companions in misfortune, the patience
with which she bore many discomforts, the energy with
ivhich_ she met and conquered all obstacles to the fulfil-

ment of her purpose. Tneonsciously Richard did more

for her than she for him: beeause, thongh ungeen, his.
work was both more difficult and more enduri ing t]mn her
own. She nursed and nourished an' cxhausted body;
e, by the influence of character, soo‘thed and sustained
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an anxious soul, helped Rose to find her better sclf, and,
through the force of a fair cxample, inspired her with
noble emulation. They talked much, at first : Rose was
the speaker, and an eloquent one ; for Richard was very
like his brother, ag she had last seen him, and she felt the
charm of that resemblance. Then, as Richard gained

“strength, he loved to lie conversing upon many themes,

too happy inher presence to remember the sad past, or to
cherish a fear for the unkuown futare. ITaving lived a
deep and carnest life of late, Rose found herself fitted to
comprehend the deep and earncst thoughts that found
expression in those confidential hours; for if ever men
and women are their simplest, sincerest selves, it is when
suffering softens the one, and sympathy strengthens the
other.

Often Rose C‘ul!Tht a wistful look ﬂ\ed on her face, as
she read or worked beside her patient, in the little room
now set apart for him, and she could not but interpret it
ariglit, since the story of the rose had given her a key to -
that locked hieart.  Poor Richard loved her still, and was
beginning to hope that J uno’s wish might be fulfilled, for
Rose seldom spoke of Rob, had shivered and turned
pale when she -told his great misfortune, and, man-like,
Richard belicved that her love had changed to pity, and
might, in time, be given to Robert’s unmarred counter-
part. TIlec was very slow to receive this hope, very re-
morseful when he thought of Rob, and very careful not
to betray the troubled joy that was doing more toward
his recovery than any cordial that passed his lips. But,
when the thne -eame for them to think of turning home-
ward, he felt that he could nat meot his brother with any
seerct hidden in his heart; and, with the courage that
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was as natural to him as his paticnce, he ended his sus-
pense, and manfully, went to meet his fate.

Rose had been reading him to sleep one night, and.

faneying, from his stillness, that she had succceded, she
closed her book, and sat W(Ltehmw the thin face that looked
so pale and peaceful in the shaded light that filled the
room. Not long did she study it, for suddenly the clear
eyes opened, and, asif some persistent thought found
utterance, almost against his will, he asked, —

¢ Rose, why did you come to find me?”

She divined the true meaning of the look, the words,
with a woman’s instinct, and answered both with the
perfect truth which they deserved.

¢ Becausge your brother wanted you.

“ Tor his sake you came for me?”

“ Yes, Richard.” '

¢ Then, Rose, you— you love him still? ”

“ How can I help it, when he needs mwc more than
ever?” '

For a moment Rlchaud’s face changed terribly ; then
something scemed to gush warra across his heart, send-
ing a generous glow to check and forchead, banishing

the despair from his eyes, and lending to his voice a

heartiness unheard before. |
“ Forgive me, Rose; you are a nobler woman than I
thought you. He does need you more than ever; give

him your whole heart, (md help me to make his hard life

happy.”
“T will—God bless ny . blothcr Rl(,k"’ and, bend-

ing, Rose kissed him softly on the forehead, the only
token that ever betrayed her knowledge of his love, the
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only atonement she had it in her power to make hlm for
his loss. :

Richard held the beautiful, beloved face close to his
own -an insiant, then turned his head away, and Rose .

“heard one strong, deep sob, but never any word of lam-

entation or reproach. Too much moved to speak, yot
too full of sympathy to leave him, she leaned her head
upon the arm of the cushioned chair in which she sat,
and soon forgot the lapse of time in thoughts both sweet
and bitter. A light rustle and a faint perfume recalled =
her to the present ; and looking, without moving, she saw
Richard’s almost transparent hiand hold the dead rose in
the. flame of the lamp until its ashes fluttered to the
ground ; she saw him watch the last spark fade, and
shiver as he glanced drearily about the room, as if all the

‘warmth and beauty had died out of his life, leaving it

very 'élesolate and dark; she saw him turn toward her
while his face grew clear and calm again, and, believing
himself unseen, he lifted a little fold of her dress to his
lips, as if he bade the woman whom he loved a long fare-
well ; then he lay down like one spent with some sore
struggle, which, though hardly fought, had been wholly
worn, :
At that sight Rose’s tears fell fast and, long after
Richard slept the sleep of utter weariness, she still sat

“there, with her head pillowed on her arms, keeping a

vigil in which she consecrated her whole life to the ser-

“vice of that cause which, throngh many trials, lmd taught

her a truer loyalty, a purer love.

In the ruddy -glo_w of an October sunset, Rose led
Richard across the threshold of the dear old home, and
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gave him to his mother’s arms, At ﬁ_rst, a joyful tumult

reigned ; then, as the wonder, gratitude, and joy sub-
‘sided, all turned to Rose.. She stood apart, silently re-
~ceiving her reward ; and, though worn and weary with
“her long labor, never had she seemed so beautiful as
then; for the onee proud eyes were gi'own sweetly
humble, the serenity of a great content shone in her face,
and a fine blending of gentleness and strength gave the
crowning gmce to one who was now, in truth, a ¢ right
noble woman.”

The mother and her sons regar ded her in %llonce for a
fo

moment, and sﬂently she looked back at them with
glance, a gesture that said more cloquently than any
words : ¢ Forgive me, love me, and forget the past.” Murs,
Stirling opened her arms, and Rose clung to that moth-
erly bosom, feeling that no daughter could be dearer
than she was now, that all her pain and penitence was
known, and her reward sceure at last,

“ Rose, I have but one thing precious enough to glvu
you in return for the great service you have so beautifully

conferred upon me. If I read your heart aright, this is

the prize for which you have striven and suffered ; and,
loving you the dearer for your constancy, I ﬁeoly oiye
one-half’ my treasure to your keeping, sure that you will
find life richer, happier; and better for your dcvobti'on to
the man you love.”

Rose understood her, ~—ﬁ,1t that the mother chhed to
prove the woman’s. pride, the lover’s truth,-—and well
she stood the test; for going straight to Robert, who had

scarcely spolen, but whose eye had never left her since
she came, she said, clearly and steadily, —too earnest

ik
&
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for maiden shame, too liumble for false pride, too hope-
ful for any feay, — | ' | "

¢ Robert, you once said you would never ask either
pity or love of me.  Will you accept both when I offer
theny humbly, heartily, and tell you that all my happiness,
my hopes, my peace, are now bound up in you?”

Poor Rob! he had no arms in which to receive her,
no words wherewith to welcome her, for speech failed.
him when those tender eyes looked up into his own, and
she so gencrously gave him the desire of his life, He
only bowed his head before her, deliciously oppres;sed
with the happiness this double gift conferred. Rose read

‘his hieart, and with a loving woman’s skill robbed the mo-

ment of all its bitterncss and left only its sweetness ; for,
putting both arms about his neck, she wh]spercd like a
pleading. child, — '

“ Dear, lot me stay 3 I am so happy here !”

There was but one answer to that appeal; and as it
wag given, Mra. Stirling turned to beckon Richard from
the room, glad to have him all her own again, ITe had
alrcady stolen out, and standing in the autumn sunshine,
looked across the quict river with a countenance as cheer-
ful as the sunshine, as tranquil as the stream. His
mother scanned his face with a searchmb yet sorrowful
cye, that dimmed with sudden dew as, reading its signfi-
cance, her son met it with a glance that sot her anxiety
at rest. ] "

“ave no fears for me, mother; I have fou ght my
double fight, and am freed from my double captivity.
The lost love is not dead, but sleeping, never to waken

- in this world, and its grave is growing green.”

“ Ah, my good son, the world will see Rob’s sacrifice,
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and honor him for it, but yours is the greater one, for
- through many temptations you have been loyal, both to
your country and yourself, God and your mother love
and honor you for that, although to other eyes you seem
to stand forgotten and alone.”

But Richard drew the gray head tenderly, revelcm]y
" down upon his breast, and answered, with the cheerful
smile unchanged, —

¢ Never alone while T have you, mother.”

MODERN CINDERELLA;

OR, THE LITTLE OLD SHOE.

HOW IT WAS LOST.

} MONG green New—]]nghnd hills stood an ancient
-\- house, many-gabled, mossy-roofed, and quaintly
built, but picturesque and pleasant to the eye; for a

“brook ran babbling through the orchard that encompassed

it about, a garden-plot stretched wpward to the whisper-

“ing birches on the slope, and patriarchal elms stood sen-

tinel upon the lawn, as they had stood almost @ century
ago, when the Revolution rolled that way and found
them young.

One summer morning, whcn the air was fall of coun-
try sounds, — of mowers in the meadow, blackbirds by
the brook, and the low of cattle on the hill-side, the old
house wore its cheericst aspect, and a certain humble
history began.

“Nan!”

“Yes, Di.”

And a head, brown-locked, blue-eyed, soft-featured,
looked in at the open door in answer to the call.

“ Just bring me the third volume of ¢ Wilhelm Meis-
ter, there’s a dear. It’s hardly worth while to rouse such
w restless ghost as I, when l’m once fairly laid.”

(2 37)
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As she spoke, Di pushed up her black braids, thumped
the pillow of the couch where she was lying, and with

eager eyes went down thc last page 0[ her book.

“ Nd,n 12 ) . .

“Yey, Laura,” replied the 01rl coming back with the
third volume for the literary cormorant, who took it with
a nod, still too intent upon the ‘ Confessions of a Ifair
Saint ” to remember the failings of a certain plain sinner.

“ Don’t forget the Italian cream for dinner. I depend
" upon it j for it’s the only thing fit for me this hot weather,”

And Laura, the cool blonde, disposed the folds of her
white gown more gracefully about her, and touched up
the eyebrow of the Minerva she was d1 awing.

¢ Little da,ughter 1 : :

“Yes, father.” _

¢ Let me have plenty of clean collars in my bag, for L
must go at three ; and some of you bring me a glass of
cider in about an hour, — I shall be in the lower garden.”

The old man went away into his imaginary pamdme,
and Nan into that domestic purgatory on a summer day,
—the kitchen. There were vines about the windows,
sunshine on the floor, and order everywhere ; but it was
haunted by a cookmw-»stove, that family altar whence such
varied incense rises to appease the appetite 0{' household

- gods, before which such dire incantations are pronounced
to eage the wrath and woe of the priestess of the fire,
“and about 'whi_ch-oft-en‘ linger saddest memories of wasted
temper, time, and toil. - -

Nan was tired, having risen with the birds, hurried,
having many cares those happy little housewives never
know, and disappointed in a hope that hourly ¢ dwindled,
peaked; and pined.” She was too young to make tho
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anxious lines upon her forchead seem at home there, too
patient to be burdened with the labor others should have
shared, too light of heart to be pent up when earth and
sky were keeping a Dlithe holiday. DBut she was one of

that meek sisterhood who, thinking humbly of themselves,

believe they are honored by being spent in the service of
less consciéntious souls, whose careless thanks seem.
quite reward enough.

To and fro she went, silent and dlllgent giving the
grace of willingness to every humble or distasteful task
the day had brought her; but some malignant sprite
scemed to have taken possession of her kingdom, for
rebellion broke out everywhere. The kettles would boil
over most obstreperously, — the mutton refused to cook
with the meck alacrity to be expected from the nature of
a sheep, — the stove, with unnecessary warmth of tem-

- per, would glow like a fiery furnace, — the irons would

scorch, — the linens would dry, — and spirits would fail,

though patience never.

Nan tugged on, growing hotter and wearier, more
hurried and more hopeless, till at last the crisis came : ; for
in one fell moment she tore her gown, burnt her hand,
and smutched the collar she was preparing to finish in
the most unexceptionable style, Then, if she had been
a nervous woman, she would have scolded; being a
gentle girl, she only “lifted up her voice and wept.”

¢ Behold, she watercth her linen with salt tears, and
bewaileth lierself because of much tribulation. But, lo !
help cometh from afar: a strong man bringeth lettuce
wherewith to stay her, plucketh berries to comfort her
wﬂhal and clasheth eymbals that she may dance for j Joy.”

The®voice came from the porch, and, with her hope




260 CAMP AND FIRESIDE STORIES.

fulfilled, Nan looked up to greet John Lord, the house-
friend, who stood there with o basket on his arm ; and as
she saw his honest eyes, kind lips, and helpful hands, the
girl thought this plain young man the comeliest, most
- welcome sight she had beheld that day.

“Iow good of you, to come through all this heat, and
not to laugh at my despair!” she said, lookmrr up like ¢
grateful child, as she led him in. -

“I only obeyed orders, Nan; for a certain dear old
lady had a motherly presentiment that you had got into

a domestic whirlpool, and sent me as a sort of life pre-
server, _So T took the basket of consolation, and came
to fold my feet upon the carpet of contentment in the
tent of friendship.”

As he spoke, John gave his own gift in his mothet’s
name, and bestgwed himself in the wide window-seat,

where morning-glories nodded at him, and the old butter-

nut sent pleasant shadows dancing to and fro.

His advent, like that of Orpheus in Hades, scemed to
soothe all unpropitious powers with a sudden spell.  The
fire began to slacken, the kettles began to lull, the meat
~ began to cook, the irons began to cool, the clothes began
to behave, the spirits began to rise, and the collar was
finished off with most triumphant success. John watched

the change, and, though a lord of creation, abased him-

self to take compassion on the weaker vessel, and was

seized with a great desive to lighten the homely tasks

that tried her strength of body and soul, e took a com-
prehensive glance about the room; then, extracting a
dish from the closet, proceeded to 1mbrue his hands in
- the strawberries’ blood.

¢ Oh, John, you needn’t do that; 1 shall havé time
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when T've turned the meat, made the puddmg, and done
these things. See, Pm getting on finely now,—you re a
judge of such matters ; isn’t that nice?” .

As she spoke, Nan offered the polished absurdity for
inspection with innocent pride.

¢« Oh that I were a collar, to sit upon that hand!”
siched John; adding, argumentatively, ¢ As to the
berry question, I will merely say, that, as a matter of
public safety, you'd better leave me alone; for such is
the destructiveness of my nature, that I shall certainly
cat something hurtful, break something valuable, or sit
upon something erushable, unless you let me concentrate
my encrgics by knocking off these young fellows’ hats,
and preparing them for their doom.”

Lookjng at the matter in a charitable light, Nan con-
sented, and went cheerfully on with her ywork, wondering
how she could have thought ,ir()ning-'an infliction, and
been so ungrateful for the blessings of her lot.

¢« Where's Sally?” asked John, looking vainly for the
encrgetie functionary who usually pervaded that region like
a domestic police-woman, a terror to cats, dogs, and men.

“ She lias gone to her cousin’s funeral, and won’t be -
back till Monday. There secems to be a great fatality
among her rclations, for one dies, or comes to grief in

~ some way, about once a month. But I don’t blame poor

Sally for wanting to got away from this place now'\and

~then, I think I could find it in my heart to murder an

imaginary friend or two, if I had to stay here long.”
And- Nan launghed so blithely, it was a pleasure to

* hear her.

“ Where’s Di?” asked John, scized with a most un-
masculine curiosily all at once.
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¢ She is in GLI‘ many, with ‘Wllhelm M(nster bv
though ‘lost to sight, to memory dear’; for I was just
thinking, as I did her things, how clever she is to like all

- kinds of books that I don’t understand at all, and to write
things that make me cry with pride and delight. Yes,

she’s a talented dear, though she hardly knows a needle
from a crow-bar, and will make hersclf one great. blot
some of these days, when the ‘dwme afflatus > descends
upon her, I'm afraid.”

And Nan rubbed away with sisterly zeal at Dl g forlor
hose and inky. pocket-handkerchiefs.

“ Where'is Laura?” proceeded the inquisitor.

“ Well, T might say that she was in Italy; for she is
copying some fine thing of TRaphael’s, or Michael Angelo’s,
or some great creature’s or other; and she looks so pic-
turesque in her pretty gown, sitting: before her casel, that

it’s really a sight to behold, .md I've pecped two or three

times'to see how she gets on.’

And Nan bestirred herself to prepare the dish where-
with her picturesque sister desired to prolmw her artistic
existence, .

“ Where is your father?” John asked again, checking
off each answer with a nod and a little: frown.

- ““He is-down in the garden, deep in some plan about
melons, the beg ginning of which seems to consist. in stamp-
ing the first proposition in Kuelid all over the bed, and
then poking a few sceds into the middle of cach. Why,
bless the dear man! I forgot it was time for the cider.
Wouldn’t you like to take it to him, Jolin? IIc¢’d love
to consult you; and the lane is so cool it does one’s
heart good to look at it.”

John glanced from the stcamy kitchen to the s]mdowy
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path, and answered, with a sudden assumption of immense
industry, - .

¢« T couldn’t posslbly go, Nan, I’'ve so much on my
hands.  Youwll have to do it yourgelf, ¢ Mr. Robert of
Lincoln” hag somcthing for your private ear; and the
lane.is so eool, it will do one’s heart -good to sce you in
it. Give my regards to your father, and, in the words
of ¢ Little Mabel’s” mother, with slight variations, —

‘Tell the dear old body
This day I cannot run,

Tor the pots are boiling over
And the mutton isn’t done.’”

]
« T will; but please, John, go in to the girls and be
comfortable ; for I don’t like to leave you here,” said Nan.
“You insinuate that I should pick at the pudding or
skim the cream, do you? Ungrateful girl, leave-me!”
And, with melodramatic sternness, John extinguished

_her in lis broad-brimmed hat, and offered the glass like

a poisoned goblet.

Nan took  it, and went smllmo away. DBut the lane
might have been the Desert of Sahara, for all she knew
of it; and she would have passed her father ag uncon-
cernedly as . 1f' he had been an applc tree, had he nof

ealled out, — '

“ Stand and deliver, llttle woman !

She wbeyed the vencrable highwayman, and followed
him to and fro, listening to his plans and directions with
a mute attention that quite won his heart.

“That hop-pole is really an ornament now, Nan; this

sage-bed ncods weeding, —that’s good Work for you girls ;

'”
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and, now I think of it, youw’d better Water the lettuce in
the cool of the evening, after I'm gone.” |

To all of which remarks Nan gave her assent ; though
the hop-pole took the likencss of a tall figure she had seen

in the porch, the sage-bed, curiously cnough, suggested
a strawberry ditto, the lettuce vividly reminded her of
“certain vegetable productions a basket had brought, and
the bobolink only sung in his cheeriest voice, * Go
home, go home! he is there!”
 She found John, —having made a Treemason of lim-
self, by assuming her little apron, — meditating over the
‘partially spread table, lost in amaze at its desolate appear-
ance ; one-half its proper paraphernalia having been for-
gotten, and the other half put on awry. Nan laughed
till the tears ran over her cheeks, and John was gratified
at the efficacy of his treatment ; for her face had brouglt
a whole harvest of sunshine from the garden, and all her
cares scemed to have been lost in the windings of the lane.

“ Nan, are you in hysterics ?” eried Di, appearing, book
‘in hand.  “John, you absurd man, what are you deing ?”
- “Pm helpin’ the maid-of-all-work, please marm.”
And John dropped a courtesy with his limited apron.

Di looked ruflled, for the merry words were a covert
“reproach; and with her usual cnergy of manner and
{recdom of speech she tossed ¢ Wilhelm” out of the
'wmdow, exclaiming, irefully, — ' '

“ That’s always the way; I'm never where I 0110°llt to
be, and never think of anything till it’s too late ; but it’s
all Goethe’s fault. 'What does he write books full of
smart ¢ Phillinas” and interesting ¢ Meisters” for? How

can I be expected to remember that Sally’s away, and

people must. eat, when I'm hearing the ¢ ITarper’ and lit-
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tle ¢ Mignon’? John, how dare you come here and do

‘my work, instead of shaking me and telling me to do it

myself?  Take that toasted child away, and fan her like
a Chinese mandarin, while I dish up this dreadful dinner,”
John and Nan fled like chaff before the wind, while
Di, full of remorseful zeal, charged at the kettles, and
wrenched off the potatoes’ jackets, as if she were re-
vengefully pulling her own hair. Laura had a vague
intention of going to assist; but, getting lost among the
lights and shadows of Minerva’s helmet, forgot to appear
till dinner had been evoked from chaos, and peace was
restored. ' | | |
At'three o’elock, Di performed the coronation eeremony
with lier father’s best hat ; Laura retied hisg old-fashioned.
neck-cloth, and arranged his white locks with an eye to
saintly effect; Nan appeared with a beautifully written
sermon, and suspicious ink-stains on the fingers. that
slipped it into his pocket; John attached himself to the

bag; and the patriarch was escorted to the door of his

’
tent with the triumphal procession which usnally attended

his outgoings and incomings. - Having kissed the {female
portion of his tribe, he ascended the venerable chariot,

which reccived him with audible lamentation, as its

rheumatic joints swayed to and fro.

¢ Good-by, my dears! X'shall be back carly on Mon-
day morning ; so take care of yourselves, and be sure
you all go and hear Mr. Emerboy preach to-morrow. My

regards to your mother, Jolm. . Come, Solon!”

- But Solon merely cocked one ear, and remained a fixed
fact 3 for long experience had induced the philosophic
beast to take for his motto the Yankee maxim, ¢ Be sure
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yow're vight, then go ahead!” ITe knew things were
‘not right ; therefore hie did not go ahead. |
~ «“QOhy by the way, girls, don’t forget to pay Tommy
Mullein for bringing up the cow ; he expects it to-night.
‘And, Di, don’t sit up till daylight, nor let Laura stay out
in the dew.  Now, I believe, I'm off.  Come, Solon!”
But Solon only cocked the other car, gently agitated
his mortified tail, as premonitory symptoms of ¢ departure,
and never stir 1'0(1 a loof, being well aware that it ah rays
took three ¢ comes” to make a “go.” |
«Bless me! Tve forgotten my_ spcctacles. Tlley are
probably shut up in that volume of Herbert on my table..
Very awkward to find myself without them ten miles
away. Thank you, John, Don’t neglect to water the
lettuce, Nan, and don’t overwork yoursclf, my little
¢ Martha. Come ” | |
At this juncture Solon. suddenly went off at a trot,
and the benign old pastor dl&dpped,i(}d hummmrr “ He-
bron” to the creaking accompaniment of th(, bulgy
chaisc. | o _ ,
Laura retired to take her siesta; Nan made a small
carbonaro of herself by sharpening her sister’s crayons,

and Di, as a sort of penance for past siuns, tried her

‘patience over a piece of knitting, in which she soon
-originated a somewhat remarkable pattern, by dropping
every third stitch, and seaming ad lbitum. If John had
been a gentlemanly creature, with refined tastes, he
would have clevated his feet, and made a numm('e of

himself by indulging in a ‘“weed”; but bemg only an

uncultivated youth, with a rustic rogard for pure air and.

womankind in general, he kept his ]10&(:1 uppermost, and
talked like a man, instead of smoking like a chimmney.
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“It will probably be six months before I sit here
again, tangling your threads and malircating your
needles, Nan, Iow glad you must feel to -hear it!”
Lie said, looking up from a thoughtful examination of the
hard-working little citizens of the Industrial Community
settled in Nan’s work-basket.

“No, 'm very sorry; for I'like to see you coming

and going as you used to, years ago, and I miss you
very much when you are gone, John,” answered truthful

Nin, whittling away in a sadly wasteful manner, as her

thoughts flew back to the happy times when a Lttle lad
rode o little lass in the big wheelbarrow, and never spilt

‘his load, — when two brown heads bobbed daily side by
side to school, and the favorite play was ¢ Babes in the
- Wood,” with Di for a somewhat peckish robin to cover -

the small martyrs with any vegetable substance that lay
at hand. Nan sighed as she thought of these things,
and John regarded the battered thimble on his finger-tip

- with inereased benignity of aspect as he heard the sound.

“ When are you going to make your fortune, John,
and get out ‘of that disagreeable hardware concern?”
demanded Di, pausing after an exciting * round,” and
looking almost as much exhausted as if it had been a,
veritable pll“lllbtlc encounter,

“I intend to make it by plunging still deeper into
‘that disagreeable hardware concern’; for, next year,
if the world keeps volling, and John TLord is alive, he
will become a partner, and then — and then »?

The color sprang up into the young man’s check, his

~eyes looked out with a sudden light, and his hand

secmed mvoluntamly to close, as if he saw and selzed

- some invisible ddlﬂht

L
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“ What Wlll lmppen then, John"’ ” asked Nan, with ¢
wondering glance.

“ ']l tell you in a year, Nan, — wait till then.” = And
John’s strong hand unclosed, as if the desu‘cd good wore
not to be his yet. |

Di looked at him, with a knitting-needle stuek into her
hair, saying, like a sarcastic unicorn, —

¢« T yeally thought you had a soul above pots and
~kettles, but I see you haven’t; and I beg your pardon
for the injustice I have done you.”

Not a whit disturbed, John smiled, as 1f' at some
mighty pleasant fancy of his own, as he replied, —

“ Thank you, Di; and as a further proof of the utter

depr avity of my nature, let me tell you that I have the
greatest possible respect for those articles of ironmon-
“gery. Some of the happiest hours of my life have been.
spent in their society; some of my pleasantest associa-
tions are connected with them ; some of my best lessons
have come to me from among them; and when my

fortune is made, I intend to show my gratltude Dby takmo

three flat-irons rampant for my coat-of-arms.”

Nan laughed merrily, as she looked at the burns on

her hand; but Di elevated the most prominent. feature
of her brown countenance, and sighed despondingly, —

¢ Dear, dear, what a disappointing world this is! 1
no sooner build a nice castle in Spain, and settle a smart
young knight therein, than down it comes about my
ears ; and the ungrateful youth, who might fight dragous
if he chose, insists on quenching his energics in a sauce-
pan, and wasting his life on a serics of gridivons. A,
it L were a man, I would do something _bctter than that,
and prove that heroes are not all dead yet. But, instead
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of that, I'm only a woman, and must sit rasping my
temper with ‘Lbsurdlucs like this.” And Di wrestled

Cwith her knitting as it it were Fate, and she were paying

off the grudge she owed it. _

John leancd toward her, saying, with a look that made
his plain face handsome, — |

“ i, my father began the world as 1 begin it, and
lett it the richer for the useful years he spent here, —
as I hope I may leave it some half-century hence. His
memory makés that dingy shop a pl(,as;ant place to me ;
for there he made .an honest name, led an honest life,
and bequeathed to me his reverence for honest work,
That is a sort of hardware, Di, that no rust can corrupt,
and which will always prove a better fortune than any
your knights can win with sword and shield. I think |
I'-am not quite a c¢lod, or quite without some aspirations

~above money-getting ; for I have a great ambition to

become as good a man, and leave as green a memory
behind me, as old John Lord.”
- Dl winked violeutly, and scamed five times in perfect
silence 5 but quict Nan had the gift of knowing when to
speak, and by.a timely word saved her sister from g
thunder-shower and her stocking from destruction.

‘“ John, have you seen Philip since you wrote about

your last meceting with him?”

The question was for John, but the soothing tone was
for Di, who gratefully aoccptgd it, and perked ap ag: 1in
with speed. '

“Yes; and I meant to have told you about it,” an-
swered Joln, plunging into the subject at once. 1 saw

him a fow days betore I came home, and found him more
dlS(‘OIl.‘:.OLLtb 1hzm aver, — ¢ just ready to go to the deuce,’

i
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‘as he forcibly expresséd himself, I consoled the poor lad
as well as I could, telling him his wisest plan was to defer
his proposed expedition, and go on as steadily as he had
begun,— thereby proving the injustice of your father’s

prediction concerning his want of perscverance, and the

sincerity of his affection. I told him the, change in
Laura’s health and spirits was silently working in his
favor, and that a few more months of persistent endeavor

-would conquer your father’s prejudice against him, and

make him a stronger man for the trial and the pain. I
read him bits about Laura from your own and Di’s let-
ters, and he went away, at last, as patient as Jacob, ready
- to serve another * seven years’ for his beloved Rachel.”

“ God bless you for it, John!” cried a fervent. voice ;
.and, looking up, they saw the cold, listless Laura trans-
formed into a tender girl, all aglow with love and long-

ing, as she dropped her mask; and showed a living

. conntenance eloquent with the first passmn and softened
" by the first grief of her life.

John rose involuntarily in the presence of an mnoccnt

nature whose sorrow needed no interpreter to him. The
girl read éympmthy in his brotherly regard, and found
comfort in the friendly voice that. asked, half phyfully,
half seriously, —

¢ Shall T tell him that he is not forgotten, even for an
Apollo? that Laura the artist has not conquered. Laura
the woman? and predict that the good: daughter will yet
prove the happy wife?” :

With a gesture full of energy, Laura tore her Minerva
from top to. bottom, while two great tears rolled down
the cheeks grown pale With}xopg deferred.
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. Tell him I believe all things, hope ali thmgs, and that -

I'mever can forget,”

Nan went to her and held her close, leaving the prints
of two loving, but grimy hands upon ' her shoulders ; Di
looked on .approvingly, for, though rather stony-hearted

“regarding the cause, she fully appreciated the effect 5 afid

John, turning to the window, received the commenda-
tions of a robin swaying on an clm-bough, with sunshme

on its ruddy breast.

The clock struck five, and J. ohn declared that he must
go; for, being an old-fashioned soul, he fancied that his
mother had a better right to his last hour than any
younger woman in the land, — always 1omember1ng that
““she was a widow, and he her only son.’

Nan ran away to wash her hands, and came back with
the appearance of one who had washed her face also, —
and so she had, but there was a difference in the water.

“Play I'm your father, girls, and ‘remember it will be
six months before ¢ that John’ will trouble you again.”

With which preface the young man’ kissed his former

playfetlows as heartily as the boy had been wont to do,

when stern parents banished him to distant schools, and

-three liftle maids bemoaned his fate. But times' were -
changed now, for Di grew alarmlnwly rigid during the

(‘eremony, Laura rececived the Salute like a grateﬁll‘
queen; and Nan returned it with heart and eyes and
tender lips, making such an improvement on the childish
fashion of the thing, that John was moved to support his
paternal character by softly echoing her father’s words,
— “ Take care of yoursolf, my little * Martha.’ ™" '
Then they all streamed after him along the garden-
path, with the endless messagos and warnings girls are

\
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so prone to give; and the young man, with a great soft-
ness at his Leart, went away, as many another John has
gone, fecling better for the companionship of innocent
maidenhood, and stronger to wrestle with temptatlon, to
wait, and hope, and work.

¢ Let’s throw a shoc after him for luck, as dear old

¢ Mrs. Gummidge’ did after ¢David” and the willin®
Barkis |’ Quick, Nan! you always have old shoes on;
toss one, and shout ¢ Good Tuck !” ” eried ‘Di, with one
of her eccentric inspirations.

Nan tore off her shoe, and threw it far along the dusty
‘road, with a sudden longing to become that auspicious
“article of apparel, that the omen might not fail. |

" Looking. backward from the hill-top, John answered

the meek shout choouly, and took in the group with a

lingering glance: Laura in the shadow of the chns, Di
~perched on the fence, and Nan leaning far over the gate,

with lier hand above her eyes and the sunshine touching

her brown hair with gold. He waved his hat and turned
away ; but the music seemed to dic out of the blackbird’s
song, and in all the summer landseape his eyc saw nothing
but the little figure at the gate.
¢« Bless and save ns! here’s a flock of people coming !
My hair is in & toss, and Nan’s without her ahoc., 1'1,m'1
ly, girls! or the Philistines will be upon us ! 7 eried Di,
tumbling off her perch in sudden alarm. _
“Three agitated young ladies, with flying draperies and
countenances of mingled mirth and dismay, might have
been scen precipitating themsclves into a - rcqpectdble
mansion with unbecoming haste ; but the squirrels were

the only witnesses of this ¢ vision of sudden flight,” and,.

being used to ground-and-lofty tumbling, didn’t mind it.
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When the pedesirians passed, the door was de(iorously

- elosed, and no one visible but a young man, who snatched
something out of the road, and :mmb(,h(,d away again,

whistling with more vigor of tone than aceuracy of tune,
--011ly that, and nothing more.

-IIOW IT \VAS FOUND.

Sumer ripened lnto autumn, and something fairer
than . o
“Bweet-peas and m’ignonette
 In Annic’s garden grew.’

Her nature was the counterpart of' the hill-side grove,
where as a child she had read her fairy tales, and now
as & woman turned the first pages of a more wondrous
legend still.  Lifted above the many-gabled roof, yet not
cut off from the ccho of human speech, the little grove
scemed & green sanctuary, fringed about with violets,
and full of summer melody and liloom. Gentle creatures
haunted it, and there was none to make afraid; wood-
pigeons cooed and -crickets chirped their shrill roundelays,
ancmones and lady-ferns looked up from the moss that
kissed the wanderer’s feet. Warm airs were all afloat,
full of vernal odors for the grateful sense, silvery birches

shimmered like spirits of the wood, larches gave their

green tassels to the wind, and pines made airy music
sweet and solemn, as they stood looking heavenward
through veils of summer sunshine or shrouds of wintry
snow. Nan never felt alone now in this charmed wood ;
for, when she came into its precinets, once so full of sol-
itude, all things seemed to wear one shape; familiar eyes |
looked at her from the violets in the grass, familiar words
18
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sounded in the whisper of the leaves, and she grew con-

seious that an unseen influence filled the air with new

delights, and touched carth and sky with a beauty never
seen. before. Slowly these May-flowers budded in her
maiden heart, rosily they bloomed, and silently they
waited till some lover of such lowly herbs should cateh
their fresh aroma, should brush uway_thé fallen leaves,
~and lift them to the sun.

Though the eldest of the three, she had Jong been
overtopped by the more aspiring girls, But, though she
meekly yiclded the reins of govcrlirn‘ellt, whenever they
chose to drive, they were soon restored to her again; for
Di fell into literature, and Laura into love, -f]llls cn-
grossed, these two forgot many duties which even blue-
stockings and innamoratas are expected to perform, and
slowly all the homely humdrum eares that housewives
know became Nan’s daily life, and she aceepted it with-
~out a thought of discontent. Noiscless and cheerful as
the sunshine, she went to and fro, doing the tasks. that
mothers do, but without a mother’s sweet reward, hold-
ing fast the numberless slight threads that bind a house-
hold tenderly together, and making each day a beautiful
suceess. . . _

Di, being tired of runnmfr, riding, climbing, and boat-
ing, decided, at last, to let her body west, and put her
equally active mind through what classical collegians
term ¢ a course of sprouts.” Having undertaken to read
and know everything, she devoted herself to the task with
great energy, going from Sue to ‘Swedenborg with perfeet
impartiality, and having different authors as children
have sundry distempers, being fractious while they lasted,
but all the better for them when once over. Carlyle ap-
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pearcd like'scarlet-fever, and raged violently for a time;
for, béing anything but a ¢ passive bucket,” Di became
prophetic with Mahomet, belligerent with Cromwell, and
made the French Revoluiion a veritable Reign of . Terror
to her family. Goethe and Schiller alternated Jike fever
and-aguc ; Mephistopheles became her hero, Joan of Are
her model; and she turned her black eyes red over Iig-
mont and Wallenstein. A mild attack of Emerson fol-
lowed, during which she was lost in a fog; and her
sisters rejoiced inwardly when she emerged, informing
them that

“T'he Sphinx was drowsy,
IIer wings were furled,” =

Poor Di was ﬂouudermo slowly to her proper place;
but she splashed up a good deal of foam by getting out
of her depth; and rather exhausted herself by trying to
drink the ocean dry. - S

Laura, after the * midsummer night’s dream” that
often comes to girls of scveniecen, woke up to find that
youth and love were no match for age and common
sense. Philip had been flying about the world like a

“thistle-down for five-and-twenty years, generous-hearted,
frank, and kind, but with pever an idca of the serious

side -of lifo in his handsomo ‘head. Great, thereforc,
were the wrath and dismay of the enamored thistle-down,
when. the father of his love mildly objected to seeing her
benfm the world in a balloon, with a very tender but very
inexperienced aeronaut for a guide.

“ Laura is too young to ¢ play house’ yet, and you are
too unstable to assume the part of lord and master,
Philip. Go and prove that you have prudence, paticnce,
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energ ; and enterprise, and I will give you my girl, —
but not before. Imust seem eruel, that I may be tl'u]y
kind ; believe this, and let a little pain lead you to grea
happiness, or show you where you would have made a
blunder.” | .

Thc lovers listened, owned the truth of the old man’s

words, bewailed their fate, and — yielded: Laura for
love of her father, Philip for love of her. . Ile went
caway to build a firm {oundation for his castle in the air,
and Laura retired into an invisible convent, where she
cast off the world, and regarded her sympathizing sisters
~through o frmte of superior knowledge and unsharable
grief. Like a devout nuw, she worshipped * St. Philip,”
and firmly believed in his miracnlous powers. She fan-
cied that her woes set her apart | from common cares, and
slowly fell into a dreamy’ state, pr ofeb,sum no interest in
any mundane matter, but the art that first. attracted
Philip. Crayons, bread-crusts and gray paper became
- glorified in’ Ldum 8 eyes ; and her one pleasure was to:sit
before her casel, day a{teﬁ day, filling her portfolios with
the faces he had once admired. Iler sisters observed
that every Bacchus, Piping Faun, or Dying Gladiator
‘bore some likeness to a comely countenance that Leathen
god or hero never owned; and, seeing this, they pri-
vately I‘CJOICOd that she had found such solace for her
grief, ' ‘
Mrs. Lord’s keen eye had read a certain newly-written
- page in hor son’s heart, — hig' first clmptpr of that ro-
‘manece, begun in Paradlsc, whose interest never ﬂaos,
whose beauty never fades, whose cnd ¢an never come
till Love lies dead. With womanly skilb she divined the

secret, with motherly discrotion she counselled patience,
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and her sm}l accepted - her advice, feeling that, like mdny
o healthful hiexh, its worth lay in its bitterness.
.« TLove like a man, John, not like a boy, and. learn to

know yourself before you take a woman’s happiness into

your keeping.  You and Nan have known cach other all

your lives; yet, till this last visit, you never thought you

loved her more than any other childish friend. It is too

“woon to say the words so often spoken hastily — so hard

to be recalled.  Go back to your work, dear, for another

year; think of Nan in the light of this new hope ;- com-

pare her with comelier, gayer girls; and by absence

é prove the trnth of your belief. ’l\l;en, if' distance only

malkes her dearer, if time only strengthens your affeetion,
and no doubt of your own worthiness disturbs you, come
back and offer her what any woman should be glad to
take —~—-my boy’s true heart.”

John smiled at the 11101,1101'1y pride of her wordg, but
angwered, with a wistful look, -—

Tt scems very long to wait, mother. Tf T could just
ask her for a word of hope, I could be very patient

then,”

“Ah, my dear, betier bear one year of impatience
now than a lifetime of regret hercafter.. Nan is happy;
why disturb her by a word which will bring the tender
cares and troubles that come soon cnough to such con-

- scientious creatures as hersolf? If she loves you, time

will prove it ; therefore, let the new affection spring and
ripen as your early friendship has done, and it will be all
the stronger for a summer’s growth. - Philip was- rash,
and has to bear his trial now, and Laura shares it with
him. Be more generous, John ; make your trial, bear

“your doubts alone, and give Nan the happiness without




CAMP AND FIRESIDE STORIES.

the pain. Promlse me tlns, dear, — promise me to hope
and wait,”
The young man’s eye kindled, and in his bheart there
rose a better chivalry, a truer valor, than any Di’s
knights had ever known. - |
“ Il tty, mothcl, was all e said; but she was sat-
isfied, for John seldom tried in vain.

¢ Oh, girls, how'splcndid you arc ! It docs ﬂly heart

good to sce my handsome sisters in their best array,”
cried Nan, one mild October night, as she put the last
touches to certain airy raiment fashioned by her own
skilful hands; and then fell back to survey the grand effect.

Di and Laura were preparing to assist ab an * event
of the season,” and Nan, with her own locks fallen on
her shoulders for want of sundry combs promoted to her

sisters’ heads, and her dress in unwonted disorder for lack |

of the many pins cxtracted in exciting erises of the toilet,
hovered like an affectionate bee about two very fuil-blown
flowers. ' ‘

¢ Laura looks like a cool Undine, with the ivy-wreaths'

in her shining hair; and Di has illaminated herself to
such an extent with those scarlet leaves, that I don’t
know what great creature she resembles most,” said Nan,
beaming with sisterly admiration.

« Juno, Zenobia and Cleopatrm simmered into one,
with a touch of Xantippe, by way of spice.” But, to my
“eye, the finest woman of the three is the dishevelled
young person embracing the bed-post; for she stays at.
home herself, and glvcs her time and taste to making
homely people fine, — which is a waste of good material,
-and, an imposition on the public.”
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As Di spoke, both the_fashion-plates looked affection-
ately at the gray-gowned figure; but, ‘being works of
art, they were obliged to nip their feclings in the Dbud,
and reserve their caresses till Jthey returned to common
Jife. . |

“Put on your . bonnet, and we’ll leave you at Mrs.
Lord’s on our way. It will do you good, Nan; and per-
haps there may be news from John,” added Di, as she
bore down upon the door like a nmn—of—war under full -
sail. .

“QOr from Phlhp, sighed Lfmm, with a wistful look.

Whereupon Nan persuaded herself that her strong

“inclination to sit down was owing to want of excreise,

and the heaviness of her cyelids a freak of imagination ;
s0, speedily smoothmﬂ her ruffled plumage, she ran down
to tell her father of the new arrangement,

“Go, my dear, by all means. I shall be writing, and
you will be lonely if you stay. But T must see my girls ;
for T caught glimpses of certain surprising phantoms flit-
ting by the door,”

Nan led the way, and the two pyramlds revolved
before him with the rigidity of lay-figures, much to the
good man’s edification ; for with his fatherly pleasure
there was mingled much mild wonderment at the ampli-
tude of array. :

““Yes, I sec my geese are really swans, though there
is such a cloud betwéen us that I feel a long way off, and’
hardly know them. But this little daughter is always-
available, alwayq my ¢ ericket on the hearth.” ”

As he spoke, her father drew Nan closer, kissed her
tranquil face, and smiled content. .

“Well, if cver I sce plcters, I see ’em now, and I de-
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clare to goodness it’s as interestin’ as play-actin’, ‘every
bit. Miss Di, with all them boughs in hor head, looks
like the Queen of Sheby, when she went a~visitin’ What's-
his-name §-and if Miss Laura ain’t as sweet as a lally-
barster figget, I should like to know what is.” '

" In her enthusiasm, Sally gambolled about the girls,
ﬂoui*iéhing her milk-pan as if° about to sound her timbrel
for excess of joy. | ‘

Laughing merrily, the two gn'ls bestowed themselves
in the family ark, Nan got up beside Patrick, and Solon,
roused from his slumbers, morosely trundled them away.
Bat, looking backward with a last ¢ Good-night ! ” Nan
saw her father still standing -at the door with smiling
countenance, and the moonlight falling like a benediction
on his silver hair, '

“ Betsey shall go up- the hill with you, my dear, il.l.ld&

here’s a basket of eggs for your father., Give him my
Jove, and be sure you.let me know the next time he is
poorly,” Mrs. Lord said, when her guest rose to depart,
after an hour of pleasant chat. | |

But Nan never got the gift; for, to her great dismay,

Ler hostess dropped the basket with a crash, and flew

across the room - to meet a tall figure pausing in the

shadow of the door. There was né need to ask who the

new-comer. was; for, even in his mother’s arms, John
looked over her shoulder with an eager nod to Nan, who
stood among the ruins with never a sign of weariness in
her face, nor the memory of a care at her heart, — for
they all went out when John came in,

“ Now tell us how, and why, and when you came.

Take off' your coat, my dear! And here are the old .

L

<
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slippers. . Why didn’t you let us know you were coming

" so soon? Ilow have you been? and what makes yRou 80

late to-night? Betsey, you needn’t put on your bonnet:
And—oh, my dear hoy, hawe. you been to sapper
yet? ” : :
Mrs. Lord was a quiet soul, and her flood of questions

- wag purred softly in her son’s ear; for,; being a woman,,

she sust talk, and, being a mother, must pet the one
delight of her life, and make a little festival when the -
lord of the manor came home. A whole drove of fatted
calves were “metaphorically killed, and a banquet ap-
pcared with specd John was not one of those romantic
heroes who can go through three volumes of. hair-breadth
cscapes without the faintost hint of that blessed insti-
tution, dinner ; thercfore, he partook copiously of every-
thing, while the two women beamed over each mouthfui

~ with an interest that enhanced its ‘flavor, and urged upon

him ‘cold meat and cheese, pickles and pic, as if dybpepsm,
and nightmare were among the lost arts,

Then he opened: his budget of news and fed them. .

“ I was coming next month, according to custom ; but

~ Philip fell upon and so tempted me, that 1 was driven to

sacrifice myself to the cause of f.'rlendshlp, and up we

eame to-night. Ile would not let me come here till we

had seen your father, Nan-; for the poor lad was. pining

for Laura, and hoped his good behavior for the past year

would satisfy his judge ‘and securc his recall. We had
a fine talk with your father ; and, upon my life, Plnl,
seemed to have received the gift of tongues, for he made '
a most eloquent plea, which I’ve stowed away for futare f
use, I assure you. The dear old gentleman was very -
kind, told Phil he was satisfied with the success of ‘his
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probation, that he should see- Laura when lhe liked, and,
it all went well, should receive his reward in the spring.
It must be a delightful sensation {0 kuow you have made
~a fellow-creaturo as happy- as those words made Phil
. to-night.” |

John paused, -and looked mu%nmly at the matronly
tea-pot, as if he saw a wondrous future i in its shine.

Nan twinkled off tho drops that. rose at the thought of
Laura’s joy, and said, with gmtdul warmth, —

““ You say nothing of your own share in the making
of that happiness, John; but we know it, for Philip has
told Laura in his letters all that you have been to Lim,
and I am sare there was other cloquence beside his own
* before father granted all you say he lLag. Oh, John, 1

thank you ‘very much for this!?”

Mrs. Lord beamed a whole midsummer of ~ delight
upon her son, as she saw the pleasure these words gave
him, t'llol'_lgli he answered simply, — .

“ I only tried to be a brother to him; Nan; for he has
been most kind to me. - Yes, I said iy little say to-night,
and gave my testimony in bchalf of the prisoner at the
bar, a most merciful judge pronounced his sentence, and

"he rushed straight to Mrs. Lieigh’s to tell Laura the biiss-
ful news. Just imagine the scenc when he appears, and
how Di will open her wicked cyes and enjoy the spectacte
of the ardent lover, the bride-elect’s tears, the stir,
and the romance of the 1111110" She’ll cry over 1t to-night,
and caricature it to-morrow.’ ‘ |

And J ohn led the langh at the picture he Imd con _Jured

. up, to turn the thoughts of Di’s dangerous sister from

himself, -~ - _

At ten Nan retired into the depths of her old bounet
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with a far different fuce from the one she brought out of-
it,.and John, resuming his hat, mounted guard.

“ Don’t stay late, remember, John!” And in qu
Lord’s voice there wag a warning tone that her son inter-
preted aright.

Tl not forget, mother.”

And he kept his word ; for though Philip’s happiness

floated temptingly before him, and the little figure at his

side had never scemed so dear, le ignored the bland

winds, the tender night, and set a scal upon his lips,
thinking manfully within himself, “ I sce many signs of
promise in her happy face; but I will wait and hope a
little longer for her sake.” |

“ Where is father, Sally? > asked Nan, as that fune-
tionary appeared, blinking owlishly, but atterly. repudi-
ating the idea of sleep. o

“Ile went down the garding, miss, when the gentle-

men cleared, bein® a little ﬂustered by the goin’s on.

Shall T feteh him in?” asked Sally, as irreverently as if
lier master were a bag of mcal.
¢4 No, we will go ourselves.,” And slowly the two
paced down the leaf-strewn walk. '
Fields of yellow grain were Wu,vinrr on the hill-side,
and scre corn-blades rustled in the wind ; from the orchard
ame the scent of 1'1~p(,nmfr fruit, and all the garden-plots
I:Ly ready to yield up their humble offerings to their mas-
ter’s hand. - But in the silence of the night a greater
Reaper had passed by, gathering in the harvest of a
righteous life, and leaving only tender memories for the
gleaners who had come so late,
The old man sat in the shadow of the tree his own
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hands planted ; its fruitful boughs shone ruddily, and its
leaves still whispered the low lullaby that hushed him to
. his rest. - :

“Iow fast he sleeps! Poor father! I shounld have
come before and made it pleasa.nt for him.”

As she spoke, Nan lifted up the head bent down upon
his breast, and kissed his pallid cheek. |

¢Oh, John, this is not sleep ! ”

“Yes, dear, the happiest he will ever know.” |
" For a moment the shadows flickered over three white
faces, and the silence deepened solemnly.” Then John

. reverently bore the pale shape in, and Nan dropped down B

beside it, saying, with a rain of grateful tears, —

“ He kissed me when I went, and said a last “good-

night !’ ”

For an hour steps went to and fro about her, many-

_voices whispered near her, and skilful hands touched the
beloved clay she held so fast; but one by one the busy
feet passed out, one by one ‘the voices died away, and

human skill proved vain. Then Mrs. Lord drew the

orphan to the shelter of her arms, soothing her with the
mute solace of that motherly embrace.

“Yes, we are poorer than we thought; but wlen
everything is settled, we shall get on very well, We
can let a part of this great house, and live guietly together
until spring ; then Laura will be married, and Di ean go
on their travels with them, as Philip wishes cher to do.
We shall be cared for ; so never foar for us, Johyp,”

5
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Nan said this, ag her friend parted from her a week
later, after the saddest holiday he had ever known,

‘t And what becomes of you, Nan?” he asked, watch-
ing the patient eyes that smiled when others would
have wept. : :

¥ shall stay in the dear old house for no other
place would seem like home to me. I shall find some lit-
tle child to love and care for, and be quite happy till the
girls come back and want me.”

John nodded wiscly, as he 1i tencd and went away
prophesying within himself, — 7

~““5hoe shall find something more than a child to love ;
and, Grod willing, shall be Vcry happy till thc glrls come
home a.nd——-c&nnot have her.)

Nan’s plan Was c¢arried into effect. Slowly the divided
waters closed again, and the three fell back into their old
life. DBut the touch of sortow drew them closer and,
though invisible, a ‘beloved lresence still moved among
them, a familiar voice still spoke to them in the silence

of their softened hearts. Thus the soil was made 1eady,

and in the dcpth of winter the good seed was sown, was
watered with many tears, and soon sprang up green with

. the promise of a harvest for their after years.

- Di and Laura consoled themsclves with their favorite
employments, unconscious that Nan was growing paler,”
thinner, and more silent, as the weeks went by, till one
day she dropped quletly before them, and it suddenly
became manifest that she was utterly worn out with
many cares, and the seeret suffering of a tender heart
bereft of the pdtelnal love Whlch» had been its strength
and stay, .

~“T'm only tired, dear girls, Don’t be troubled, for I

!
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shall be up. to—morrow, she sald cheerily, as she lookcd
mto the anxious faces bending over her. :

But the weariness was of many months’ frrowth and
it was wecks before that *¢ to-morrow ” came.

Laura installed hersclf as nurse, and her devotion was

-repaid fourfold; for, sitting at her sister’s bedside, she

learned a finer art-than that she had left. Ilor eye grew

clear to see the bcnuty of a self-denying life, and in the
dopths of Nan’s meek nature she found the strong,
sweet virtues that made her what she was.

Then remembering that these womanly attributes were
a bride’s best dowry, Laura gave herself to their attain-
ment, that she might become to another household the
blessing Nan had been to her own ; and turning from the
worship of the goddess Beauty, she gave her hand to
that humbler and more human teacher, Dut Ly, —=learning
her lesfons with a willing heart, for Philip’s salke.

Di corked her inkstand, locked her bookease, and went |

at housework as if it were a five-harred gate ; of course
she missed the leap, but scrambled bravely through, and
appeared much sobered by the. exercise. . Sally had
departed to sit under a vine and fig-tree of her own, so
Di had undisputed sway ; but if dish-pans and dusters
had tongues, direful would have been the history of that
erusade against frost and fire, indolence and i inexperionce,
But they were dumb, and Di scorned to complain, though
her struggles were pathetic to behold, and her sisters
went through a series of messes equal to a course of
“ Prince Bedreddin’s” peppery tarts. Reahty turned
Romance out of doors ; for, unlike her fzwoui;o hm 0Ines
in satin and tears, or holmct and shicld, Di met her. fate
in a big che(*ked apxon (md dust-cap Wondcrf'ul to sec ;
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yet she wiclded her broom as stoutly as ¢ Moll Flanders ”
shouldered her gun, and marched to her d daily martyrdom
in the kitchen with as heroic a heart as the “Md,ld of
Orleans” took to her stake. -
Mind won the vietory over matter in the end, and Di
was beter all her days for the tribulations and the tri-
umphs of that time ; for she drowned her idle fancies in

~her wash-tub, made bwmnt-offerings of sclfishness and

pride, and learned the worth _of sclf-denial, as she sang
with happy voice among the pots and kettles of her con-
quered realm.

Nan thonrrht of John, and in the stillness of  her
blwplcss nights prayed Heaven to keep him safe, and
make her v \’Ul'f}ly to receive, and strong enough to bear,

- the blessedness or pain of love.

Snow fell without, and keen Wllld% howled among the
leafless clms, but ¢ herbs of grace” were blooming bcau-
tifully in the sunshine of sincere endeavor, and ‘lhlS

“dreariest season proved the most fruitful of the year.; for

love taught L(uua, labor chastened D1, and, patience
fitted Nan for the blessing of her life. '

- Nature, that stillest yet most d1hoent of housewives,
began at last that ¢ spring-cleaning” which she makes
s0 pleasant that none find the heart to grunible as they

~do when other. matrons st their premises a<dust. Iler
handmaids, wind and rain and sun, swept, washed, and

garmished busily, green ecarpets were unrolled, apple-
boughs were hung with draperies of bloom, and daxde-
lions, pet nurslings of the year, camo out to play uppn

“the sward.

From the South returned that opcm troupe Whose mait-
ager is never in “despair, whosu tenor never sulks; whose




288 CAMP AND FIRESIDE STORIES,

~prima donna never fails, and in the orchard bona fide

matinées were held, to which buttercups and clovers

crowded in their pretiiest spring hats, and verdant young

blades twinkled their dewy lorgnettes, as théy bowed

and made way for the floral belles.

May was biddin@ June good-morrow, and the roses
were just dreaming that it was almost time to wake,
when John came again into the quict roomn which now
seemed the Xden that contained his Lve. Of course
thére was a jubilee ; but something seemed to have be-
fallen the whole group, for never had Lhcy all appeared
in such odd fr ames of mind. _

John was restless, and wore an excited look, most
unlike his usual serenity of aspect. Nan the cheerful
had fallen into a well of silence, and was unot to be ex-
tracted by any hydraulic power, though she smiled like
the June sky over her head.  Di’s peculiarities were out
in full force, and she looked as if she would go off like ¢
torpedo at a touch ; but through all her moods there was
a halfripmphant, halferemorseful expression in the
glance she fixed on John.  And Laura, once so silent,
now sang like a blackbird, as she flitted to and fro; but
“her fitful song was always, < Philip, my king.”

John fe_lt that there had come a change upon the three,
and ‘silently divined whose unconscious influence had
wrought the miracle. The embargo was off his tongue,

and he was in a fever to ask that question which brings

a flutter to the stoutest heart ; but though the “man” had
‘come, the “hour” had not. So, by way of steadying hLis
nerves, he paced the room, pausing often to take notes of
his companions, and each pause scemed to increasc his
wonder and content. '
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He ‘looked at Nan. She was in her usual place, the
shabby little chair she loved, because -it once was large
enough to hold a curly-headed playmate and herself. The
old work-basket was at her side, and the battered thimble
busily at work ; but her lips-wore a smile they had never |
worn before, the color of the unblown roses totiched her
cheek, and her downeast cyes were full of light.

e looked at Di. The inevitable book was on her
knee, but its leaves were ungut ; the strong-minded knob
of hair still asserted its supremacy alofs upon her head,
and the triangular jacket still adorned her shoulders in
defiance of all fashions, past, present, or to come; but

the cxpression of her brown eountenance had grown

softer, her tongue had found a curb, and in her hand lay
a card with ¢ Potts, Kettel & Co.” inscribed thereon,
which she regarded with never a scornful word for
the ¢ Co.” : _ '
Ile looked at Laura. She was before her easel, as of
old ; but the pale nun had given place to a blooming girl,

who sang at her work, which was no prim Pallas, but a

Clytie turning her human face to meet the sun.

“John, what are you thinking of 77

He stirred as if Di’s voice had disturbed his fancy at
some pleasant pastime, but answered with his usnal sin-
cority, —

‘I was thinking of a cert ain dear old fairy tale, called
¢ Cinderella,” ” | '

“Oh!” said Di; and her ¢ Oh” was a most impressive
monosyllable. ¢ I sec the meaning of your smile now ;
and, though the application of the story is not very com- .

~plimentary to all partics concerned, it is very just and

very true.”
19
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_ She pansed a moment, then went on with softencd
voice and earnest face, —

“You think I am a blind and sdﬁsh creature. So I
~am, but not so blind and selfish as I have been; for

many tears have cleared my eyes, and sincerc regret has

made me humbler than I was. I have found a better
book than any fathér’s library can give me, and I have
‘read it with a love and admiration that grew stronger as
T turned the leaves, Ilenecforth I take it for my guide
and - gospel, and, looking back upon the selfish and
negléctful past, can only say, Heaven bless your dear
heart, Nan!”

Laura cchoed Di’s last Wordq' for, with eyes as full
of tenderness, she looked down upon the sister she had
lately learned to know, saying, warmly, —

“'Y.es, ¢ Heaven bless your dear heart, Nan!’ 1 never
~ can forget all you have been to me; and when I am far
away with Philip, there will always be one countenance
more beautiful to me than any pictured face I may dis-
cover, there will be one place more dear to me than
Rome. The face will be. yours, Nan, — always so pa-
tient, always so screnc; and the dearer place will bo this
home of omrs, which you have made so pleasant to me

all these years by kindnesses as numberlebs and noiscless _

as the drops of dew.”
“Why, girls, what have I over done, that you should

love me s0?” cried Nan, with happy wonderment, as the.

tall heads, black and golden, bent to mect the lowly
brown one ; and her sisters” mute lips answered her.
Then Laura looked up, saying, playfully, —
¢ Here are the good and wicked sisters; where shall
we find the Pri ince?”.

A MODERN CINDERELLA. 291

“There ! eried Di, pointing to John; and then her
seeret went off like a rocket ; for, with her old impetuos-
ity, she said, —

T have found you out, John, and am ashamed to look
you in the face, remembering the past, Girls, you know, f
when father died, John sent us money, which he said

- Mr. Owen had long owed us, and had paid at last! Tt

was a kind lie, John, and a generous thing to do; for we
needed it, but never would have taken it as a gift. 1
know you meant that we should never find this out; but

“yesterday I met Mr. Owen returning from the West,

and when I thanked him for a piece of justice we had
not expected of him, he gruffly told me he had never
paid the debt, never meant fo pay it, for it was outlawed,
and we could not claim a far thmg. John, T have laughed
at you, thouwht you 'it‘llpld treated you unkmdly, but L
know you now, and never shall forget the lesson you

~have taught me. I am proud as Lucifer, but I ask you
“to forgive me, and I. seal my real repentance so — and
SO ' "

With tragic countenance, Di rushed across the room,
threw both arms about the astonished young man’s neck,
and dropped an energetic kiss upon his chieek. There
wag a momentary silence; for Di finely illustrated her
strong-minded theories by erying like the weakest of her
sex. Laura,-with “the ruling passion strong in death,”
still tried to draw, but broke her pet erayon, and en-
dowed her Clytie with a supplementary orb, owing to the
dimness of her own.  And Nan sat, with drooping eyes

- that shone upon her work, thinking, with tender pride, —

*They know him nOW, and Iovc him for his generous
he art.”
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Di spo.ke first, rallying to her . colors, though a little
daunted by her loss of sclf-control :
~ «Don’t laugh, John—1 couldn’t holp it ; and don’t
~ think Tm not sincere, for ¥ am,-—1 am! and T will
prove: it by growing good enough to be your friend.
That debt must all be paid, and I shall do it; for I'li
turn my books and pen to sepme account, and write sto-

ries full of dear old souls like you and Nan; and some |

one, I know, will like and buy them, though they are not
¢ works of Shakspeare.” TI've thought of this before,
have felt T had the power in me ; now I have the motive,
and now I'll do it.”

If Di bad proposed to translate the Koran, or build a
new Saint Pauls, there would have been many chances
of success ; for, once moved, her will, like a battering-
ram, would knock down the obstacles her wits could not
surmount. John believed in her most heartily, and
showed it_-, ‘as he answered, looking into her resolute
tace, S
“J know you Wlll and yeot make us very proud of our
Di. Let the money lie, and when you have made a for-
tune, I'll claim it with enormous ‘interest ; but, believe
me, I feel alrcady doubly repaid by the estecm so gohcr—
ously confessed, so cordially bestowed, and can only say,

as we used to years ago, — ¢ Now let’s forgive and for-

G‘et; b ,’

But proud Di would not lct him add to her obligation,
“even by returning her impetuous salute; she slipped
away; and, shaking off the last drops, answered, with a
curious mixture of old freedom and new respect, —

“ No more sentiment, please, John. We know each
other now ; and when I find a friend, I never Iét hin 20,

: i e
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We have smoked the pipe of peace; so let us go back to

our wigwams and bury the hatchet. Where were we

when I lost my head? and what were we- talklng about?”
¢ Cinderella and the Prince,” '

As Iie spoke, John’s eye kindled, .and, turnm he
looked down at Nan, who sat diligently orna.m(,ntmg
with microseopic stitches a great patch going on, the
wrong side out.

“Yeh,—.so we were; and now, taking pussy for.'the
godmother, the characters of the story are well person-
ated—all but the slipper,” said Di, laughing, as she
thought of ihe many times they had played it together
years ago. '

A sudden warmth stirred John’s heart, a sudden
purposc shone in his countenance, and a sudden change
befell his voice, as he said, producing from some hldmg-
place a little worn-out shoe, —- |

“I can supply the slipper ; — who will try it first?”

Di’s black eyes opened wide, as they fell on the

_famlhar object ; then her romance-loving nature saw the

whole plot of that drama which needs but two to act it.
A great delight ﬂushed up into hor face, as she promptly -
took her cue, saying, —

“ No need for us to try it, Laura; for it wouldn’t fit
us, if our feet were as small as Chinese dolls’;— our
parts arc played out ; therefore, ¢ Exeunt wicked sisters to
the music of the wedding-bells””  And pouncing upon
the dismayed artist, she swept her out, and closed the

“door with a trmmphdut bang.

John went to Nan, and, dropping on his knee as rev-

erenfly as the herald of the fairy tale, he asked, still

smiling, but with lips grown tremulous, —
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“ Wil Cmderclla try the httlc shoe, and, —if it fits, —
go wnh the Prince? ”

But Nan only covered up her’ fa,cc, weeping  happy
tears, while all the weary work strayed down upon the
Afloor, as if it knew her holiday had come.
 John drew the hidden face still closer ; and, while she
‘listened to his eager words, Nan heard the beating of the
strong man’s heart, and knew it spoke the truth. |

. ¢ Nan, T promised mother to be silent till 1 was sure
I loved you wholly, —sure that the knowledge would
give no pain when I should tell it, as I am trying to tell
it now. This little shoe has been my comforter {hrough
this long year, and I have kept it as other lovers keep
their fairer favors. It has been a talisman more eloquent
- to me than flower or ring; for, when 1 saw how worn it
was, I always thought of the willing fect that came and

went for others’ comfort all day long; when I saw the
- little bow you tied, I always thought of the hands so
diligent in serving’ any one who knew a want or foli a
pain; and whien I recalled the gentle creature who had
worn it last, I always saw her patient, tender, and
devout,—and tried to grow more worthy of her, that I
might one day dare to ask if she would walk beside me
all my life, and be my *angel in the house. Will you,
dear? DBelieve me, you shall never know a weariness or
grief T have the power to shield you from.”

Then Nan, as simple in her love as in her life, laid her
arms about his neck, ler happy face against his own,
“and answered softly, — ' , :

¢ Oh, John, I never can be sad or tired any more ! ”
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THE BLUE AND THE GRAY.

ON'T bring him in here; every corncr is full,” said
the nurse, eying with dismay the gaunt figure lyiﬁg
on the stretcher in the doorway.

« Where shall we put ‘him, then? ‘They can’t have
him in ecither of the other wards on this floor. - He’s
ordered up here, and here e must stay, if he’s put in the
hall, poor devil!” said the foremost beaver, looking
around the crowded room in despair.

The nurse’s eye followed his, and both saw a thm hand
heckoning from the end of the lJong ward, ,

“It’s Murry; I'll sece what he wants;” and Miss
Merey went to him with her quick, noiseless step, and
ihe smile her grave face always wore for him.

“ There’s room here, if you turn my bed round, you
see. Don’t let them leave him in the hall,” said Murr y
lifting his great eycs to hers, brilliant with the fever
burning his strength away, and pathetic with the silent
protest of life against death.

“It’s like you to think of it; he’s a rebel,” began
Miss Mercy. _

“So much more reason to take him in. I don’t mind
having him here; but it will distress me dreadfully to
know that any poor soul was turned away, from the com-
ior of this ward especmlly

X | (2953)
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The look he gave her made the words an eloquent
compliment, and his pity for a fallen enemy reproached
her for her own lack of it. Iler face softened as she
nodded, and glanced about the recess.

** You will have the light in your eyes, and only the
little table between you and a very disagrecable neigh-
“bor,” she said..

“ I can shut my eyes if the hn"ht troubles them ; T've

' nothmrr else to do now,” he ans swered, with a faint laugh.:

T was too comfortable before ; I’d more than my share
of luxuries; so bring him along, and it will be all right.”
' The order was given, and, after a brief bustle, the two

narrow beds stood side by side in the rccess under the

.organ-loft--—for the hospital had been a church. Left
alone for a moment, the two men ¢ycd each other silently,
Murry saw a tall, sallow man, with fierce black eyes,
wild hair and beard, and a thm-llpped cruel mouth, A
ragged gray uniform was visible under the blanket
thrown over him ; and in strange contrast to {the squalor

of his dress, and the neglect of his person, was the

- diamond ring that shione on his unwounded hand. .The

right arm was bound up, the right leg amputated at the .
knee ; and, though the man’s face was white and haggard .

with suffering, not a sound cscaped him as he lay with
his eyes fixed half defiantly upon his neighbor.

- John Clay, the new-comer, saw opposite him a small,
wasted figure, and a plain face ; yet both face and figure
were singularly attractive, for suffering seemed to have
refined away all the grosser clements, and left the spir-
itual very visible through that frail tenement of flesh,

Pale-brown hair streaked the hollow temples and white -

~ forehead.. A deep color burned in the thin cheeks still

| THE BLUE AND THIE GRAY. 297

tanned by the wind and weather of a long campaign.
The mouth was grave and sweet, dnd in the gray eyes
lay an infinite paticnce touched with melancholy. He
wore a dressing-gown, but across his feet lay a faded
coat of army-blue. As the other watched him, he saw a

~ shadow pass across his tranquil face, and for a moment

lie laid his wasted hand over the eyes that had been so
full of pity. Then he gently pushed a mug of fresh
water, and the last of a bunch of grapes, toward the
oxhausted rebel, saying, in a cordial tone, —

“ You look faint and thirsty 3 have ’em.” |

Clay’s lips were parched, and his hand went involun-

tarily toward the cup ; but he caught it back, and, lean~

ing forward, asked, in a shrill whisper, —
“ Where are you hurt?”
“A ghot in the side,” answered Murry, visibly sur-

prised at the man’s manner.

“What battle?”
“The Wilderness.”
C“Isit bad?”
“ 'm dying of wound-fever ; there’s no hope, they say.”
‘That reply, so simple, so serenely given, would have’
touched almost any hearer; but Clay smiled grimly, and
lay down as if’ satisfied, with his one hand clenched, and

~an exulting glitter in his eyes, muttering to himself, —

“The loss of my leg comes casier after hearing that.”
Muor ry saw his lips move, but caught no sound and
asked, with friendly sohcltudc,

“ Do you want anything, neighbor p7

“Yos—to be lef alon(,, was the curt 1‘ep1y, with a

savage frowi, ‘

“That’ s-easily done. i-sha’n’t trouble you very long,
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: any way;” and, with a sigh, Murry turned his face

away, and lay silent till the surgeon came up on hig -

~morning round. [

“Ol! youre here, are you? It’s hke Mercy Carrol
to take you in,” said Dr. Fitz 1Iugh, as he surveyed the
rebel, with ‘& slight frown; for, in spite of his benevo-
lence and skill, he was a stanch Joyalist, and hated the
South just.then. - |

¢ Don’t praise me ; he never would have been here but

for Murry,” answered Miss Merey, as she approached,
with her dressing-tray in her hand.

“ Bless the lad! he'll give up his bed next, and fecl
offended if he’s thanked for it. Iow are you, my good
fellow?” and the doctor turned to press the hot hand,
with a friendly face. - | o
: «“Much easier and stronger, thank you, doctm, was
the cheerful answer.

“ Less fever, pulse better, breath frecr — good symp-
toms. Keep on so for twenty-four hours, and, by my
soul, I believe you'll have a chance for your life, Murry,”
~cried the doctor, as his c*{pcrlenced eye took note of a
“hopeful change. :

¢ In splte of the opinion of three ﬂ*ood surgeons to the
eontrary?” asked Murry, with a wistful smile.

¢ Hang everybody’s opinion! We are but morfal men,
and the best of us make mistakes in spite of scicnee and
experience, There’s Parker; we all gave him up, and
the rascal is larking round Washington ‘as well as ever
to-day. While there’s life there’s hope; so cheer up

oy lad, and do your best for the little girl at home.”

“Do you really think I may. hope?” cried Mm-ry,\
whlte with the Joy-of thlb unehpectcd repricve. ‘
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“ Hope is a capital medicine, and 1 preseribe it for a

“day at least. Don’t build on this change too much, but

if you arc as well to-morrow as this morning, I give you
my word I think you'll pull through.” :

Murry laid his hands over his face with a broken
¢« Thank God for that!” and the doctor turned away
with" a sonorous ¢ IHem!” and an air of intense satis-
faction. '

During this conversation Miss Merey had been wateh-
ing the rebel, who looked and listened to the others so
intently that he forgot her presence. She saw an expres-
sion of rage and disappointment gather in his face as the
doctor spoke; and when Murry accepted the hope held
out to him, Clay set his teeth with an.cvil look, that would
have boded ill for his neighbor had he not been helpless.

“ Ungrateful traitor! Fll watch him, for he’ll do mis--

“chief if e can,” she thought, and reluctantly began to.

unbind his arm for the doctor’s inspection..

“Only a flesh-wound, —no bones broken,—a good
.sdyrmwmg, rubber cushion, plenty of water, and it will
soon heal. Youwll attend to that, Miss Mercy; this

~stamp is more in my line;” and Dr. Fitz Hugh turned

to the leg, leaving the arm to the nurse’s skilful care.
“ Evidently amputmted in a hurry, and neglected since.

_I{ yow're not careful, young man, you’ll change places
- with your neighbor here.”

“ Damn him!” muttered Clay in his beard, w1th an’
craphasis which caused the doctor to glance at his venge-
ful face. - _ . _

“Don’t be a brute, if you can help it. ~ But for him

- youwd have fared ill,” began the doctor.

¢ But for him I never should have been here,” muttered
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the man, in French, with a furtive glance about the
room. |
“You owe this to him?” askod the doctor, touchmrr
the wound, and speaking in the same tongue.
o Yes 5 but he paid for it— at least, I thonght he had ?

“ By the Lord! if ou are the sneaking rascal that
y , : b &

shot him as he lay wounded in the ambulﬁmu,,' I shall be
tompted to leave you to your fate!” cried the doctor,
- with a wrathful flash in his keen eyos.
- “Do it, then, for it was I,” answered the man defi-

antly ; adding, as if anxious to explain, ¢ We had a tus-

sle, and each got hurt in the thick of the skirmish. He
was put in the ambulance afterward; and I was left to
live or die, as luck would have it. I was hart the
worst ;' they should have taken me too ; it made me mad
‘to see him chosen, and I fired my last shot as he drove
“away. I dido’t know whother I hit him or not; but

when they told me I must lose my log T hoped T had,

and now I am sat1sﬁed »

He spoke rapidly, with clenched hand :uld ﬁmy cyes,
and the two listeners watched him with a sort of fascina-

~tion as he hissed out the last words, glancing at the occu-

pant of the next bed. Murry evidently did not understand
¥rench ; he lay with averted face, closed eycs, mcl a lmpe-
ful smile still on his Iips, quite unconscious of the meaning
_of the fierce words uttered close beside him. D, Fitz ITugh
had laid down his instrnments, and’ knit his black brows
irefully while he listened. But as the man paused, the
doctor looked at Miss Mercy, who was quietly going on_
with her work, though there was au expression about her.
- handsome mouth that made her womanly face look almost
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grim, Taking up his i-,ools, the doctor followed her

. example, saying slowly, -

« If I didn’t believe Murry was mending, I'd turn "you
over to Roberts, whom the patients dread as they do the

~devil. - I must do my duty, and you may thank. Mu’rry
for it.”

«“PDoes. he know you are the man who shot. hlm?”

“asked Mercy, still in French.

¢« No; I shouldw’t stay hore long if he did,” answered
Clay, with a short laugh.

« Don’t tell him, then-— at least, till after you are
moved,” she said, in a tone of command.

% Where am I going? ” demanded the man. |

¢ Anywhere out of my ward,” was the brief answer,
with a look that made the black eyes waver and fall.

In silence nurse and doctor did their work, and passed
on. In silence Murry lay hour after hour, and silently -
did Clay watch and wait, till, utterly exhausted by the
suffering he was too proud to confess, he sank info a
stupor,. oblivious alike of hatred, defeat, and pain. Find-
ing him in this pitiable condition, Merey relented, and,
womanlike, forgot her contempt in pity. He was not.
moved, but tended carcfully all that day and night; and

“when he woke from a heavy sleep, the morning sun shone

again on two pale faces in the beds, and flashed on the
buttons of two ‘u'my-coats hanging side by side on the

- vecess wall, on loyalist and rebel on the blue and the.

gray.
Dr. Fitz Hugh stood beside Murry's cot, saying cheer-
ily, “ You are doing well, my lad — better than T hoped.

 Keep calm and cool, and, if all goes right, we’ll have lit-

‘tle Mary here to pet you in a week.” .
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.o Who 8 Mary? »” WluSpered the rebel to the attcmiant
‘who was washing his face.

“ His sweetheart; he left her for the war, and she’s
waitin’ for him back — poor soul!” answered the man,
with a somewhat vicious serub across the sallow check
he was W1p1nrr.

“So he’ll get well, and go home and marry the girl
‘he left behind him, will he? ” sncered Clay, fingering a
little case that hung about his neck, and was now visible
as his rough valet unbuttoned his collar.

“ What’s that,—your swecetheart’s picter?” asked
y P

Jim, the attendant, eying the gold chain anxiously.

“ I've got none,” was the gruff answer.

“So much thc wus for you, then., Small ('h'mce of
gettin® one here ; our girls won’t look at you, and you
ain’t likely to see any of your own sort for a long spell,
- I reckon,” added Ji im, working away at the 1cbcl’s long-
neglected hair.

Clay lay looking at Merey Carrol as she went to and

fro among the men, leaving a smile behind her, and car-

rying comfort wherever she turned, — a right womanly ;

woman, lovely and lovable, strong yct tender, patient
yet decided,¥skilful, kind, and tircless in the dischar ge of
duties that would have daunted most women. It was in
“vain she wore the plain gray gown and long apron, for

neither could hide the grace of her figure. It was.

in vain.she brushed her luxuriant hair back into a net,
for the wavy locks would fall on her forchead, and stray
“curls would creep out or glisten like gold under the
" meshes meant to conceal them. Busy days and watchful
nights had not faded the beautiful bloom on her checks,

or dimmed the brightness of her hazel eyes. Always -
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' f-eady, fresh, and fair, Merey Carrol was _regarded as the

good angel of the hospital, and not a man in it, gick or
well, but was a loyal friend to her. None dared to be a
lover, for her little romance was known; and, lhouO‘h '
still & maid, she was a widow in their eyes, for she had
sent her-lover to his death, and over the brave man’s
g1 ave had said, ¢ Well done.,” -

‘Jim watched Clay as his ‘eye followed the one female
hrrme there, and, observmﬂ that he clutched the case stlll

ighter, asked again, —

© “What is that —a charm? »

4 Yes, — against pain, captivity and shame.”

“ Strikes me it a'n’t kep’ you from any one of' em,
said Jim, with a laugh.

¢ T haven’t tried it yet.”

“Ilow does it work?” Jim asked more respectfully,
being impressed by something in the rebel’s manner.,

“ You will sec when I use it. Now let me alone;”
and Clay turned impfmtiently away. |

“Youwve got plison, or some deviliry, in that thing.
If you don’t let me look, I swear FIl have it took away
from you;” and Jim put his big lmnd on the slender
chain with a resolute ajr.

Clay smiled a scornful smile, and offered the trmket
saying coolly,— '

“T only fooled you, Look as much as you like;
youw’ll find nothing dangerous.”

Jim opened the pocket, saw a lock of gray hair, and
nothing more, | |

““ Is that your mother’s?”

“ Yes ; my dead mothor’s.” )

It was strange to see the instantaneous change that
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passed over the two men as each uttered that dearest
word in all tonnrues.; Rough Jim gently reclosed and
returned the case, saying kindly, —

“ Keep it ; I wouldn’t rob you on’t for no money.”

- Clay thrust it jealously into his breast, and the first
trace of emotion he had shown softened his dark face, as
he answered, with a grateful tremor in his voice, —

¢ Thank you. I wouldn’t lose it for the world.”

“ May I say good-morning, neighbor? ” asked a fecble
voice, as Murry turned a very wan, but cheerful faco
toward him, when Jun moved on with his basin und
towel. : :

I you l1ke, returned Clay, looking at him with
those quick, suspicious eyes of his.

“Well, I do like; so I & say - it, ‘and hope you are
bettel, returned the cordial voice.

“ Are you?”

“ Yes, thank God!”

“Tg it surc? |

“ Nothing is sure,-in a case like mine, till Pm on ‘my

‘legs again ; but I'm certainly better. I don’t expeet you
to be glad, but I hope you don’t regret it very much.”

- 1 don’t.” The smile that accompanied the words
surprised Murry as much as the reply, for both scemed
- honest, and his kmd heart warmed toward his suffering
~ enemy, .

“ I hope you'll be exchanged as soon as you are able.
Till then, you can go to one of the other hospitals, where
there are many reb—1 would say, Southerners. = If
yowd like, I’ll speak to Dr. Jitz Hugh, and he’ll sce you'
moved,” said Murry, in his friendly Way

“Id rather stay here, thank you.” (‘]ay smiled agam
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as he spoke in the mild tone that smprxscd Murry as
much as it pleased him,

“ You like to be in my corner, then? ” he said, Wlth a

boyish. laugh.

< Very much — for a while,”

“ I very glad. Do you suffer much?”

“T shall suffer more by and by, if I go onj but Pll
risk it,” answered Clay, fixing his feverish eyes on
Murry’s placid face. ‘

"% You expect to have a hard time with your leg?”
said Murry, compassionately.

¢ With my soul.”

It was an odd answer, and given with such an odd
cxpression, as Clay turned his face away, that Murry
said no more, fcmcymg his brain a little touched by the
fever evidently coming on.

They spoke but seldom to each other that d‘ty, for
Clay lay apparently asleep, with a flushed check and
restless head, and Murry tranquilly dreamed waking
drcams of home and little Mary. That night, after all™

was still, Miss Merey went up into the organ-loft to get-

fresh rollers for the morrow,— the boxes of old lmen,
and such matters, being kept there. As she stood look-
ing down on the thirty pale sleepers, she remembered
that she had not played a hymn on the little organ for
Murry, as she had promised that day. Stealing softly to
the front, she pecped. over the gallery, to see if he was
asleep ; if not, she would keep her word, for he was her
favorite. iy

. A screen had been drawn before the recess where the
two beds stood, shutting their occupants from the sight-
of the other men.. Murry lay sleeping, but Clay was,
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awake, and a quick thrill tingled along the young
“woman’s nerves as she saw his face. Leaning on onc
arm, he peered about the place with an cager, watchful
air, and glanced up at the dark gallery, but did not see
the startled face behind the central pillar. - Pausing an
instant, he shook his one clenched hand at the uncon-
scions sleeper, and then threw out the locket cautiously.

Two white mugs, just alike, stood on the little table

between the beds, water in each. ~With another furtive
glance about him, Clay suddenly stretched out his long
arm, and dropped something from the locket into. Murry’s
cup. An instant he remained motionless, with a sinister
smile on his face; then, as Jim’s step sounded beyond
the screen, he threw his arm over ns face, and lay,
brea,thmnr heavily, as if asleep.

Merey’s first impulse was to cry out; her next, to fly
down and seize the cup. No time was to be. lost, for
Murry might wake and drink at any moment. What

was in the cup? Poison, doubtless ; that was the charm

*Clay carried to free himself from ¢ pain, captivity and

shame,” when all other hopes of escape vanished, This
hidden helper he gave up to destroy his enemy, who was
to.- outlive his shot, it secmed., Like a shadow, Mercy
glided down, forming her plan as she went. A dozen
mugs stood about the room, all alike in size and color;

catching up one, she partly filled it, ‘and, concealing it
under the clean sheet hanging on her arm, went toward '

the recess, saying audibly, —

¥ want some fresh water, Jim.’

Thus warned of her approach, Clay lay with carefully-
averted face as she came in, and never stirred as she

bent over him, while she dexierously changed Murry’s

THE BLUE AND THE GRAY. 307

‘mug for the one she carried. II1d1ng the pmsoned. cup,

she went away, saying aloud, — .
+¢ Never mind the water, now, Jim. Murry is asleep,
and o is Clay; they’ll not need it yet.” |
Straight to Dr. Fitz Hugh's room she went, and gave
the cup into hLis keeping, with the story of what she had
scen. . A man was dying, and there was no time to test
the water then ; but putting it carefully away, he prom-

- ised to set her fears at rest in the morning. To quiet
her impaticnce, Mercy went back to watch over Murry

till day dawned. As she sat down, she caught the glim- L
mer of a satisfied smile on Clay’s lips, and looking into

“the cup she had left, she saw that it was empty.

“Ile is satisfied, for he thinks his horrible revenge is
secure. Sleep in peace, my poor boy! you are safe
while I am here.”

As she thought this, she put her hand on' the broad,
pale forehead of the sleeper with a motherly caress, but
started to feel how damp and cold it was. Looking
nearer, she saw that a change had passed over Murry,
for dark shadows showed about his sunken eyes, his once
quiet breath was faint and fitful now, his hand deathly
cold, and a chilly da,mpncss had gathered on his face.
She looked at her watch; it was past twelve, and her
beart sunk within her, for she had so often seen that
soleran change come over men’s faces then, that the hour
was doubly weird and woful to hor. Sending a message
to Dr. Fitz Hugh, she waited anxiously, trying to believe
that she deceived herself.

The doctor came at once, and a single look convinced
him that he had left one death-bed for another.

¢ As T feared,” he said; “that sudden rally was but
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L

‘2 last offort of nature. There was just one chanece for
him, and he has missed it. Poor lad ! I can do nothing ;
Le’ll sink rapidly, and go without pain.”

“Can I do nothing?” asked Merey; with dlm cyces, |

as she held the cold hand close in both her own with
tender pressure.

* Give him stimulants as long as he can swallow, and
if he's conscious, take any messages he may have. Poor
Hall is dying hard, and I can help him; Il come again
in an hour, and say good-by.” : '

Tho kind doctor choked, touched the pale slccpcr with
. & gentle caress, and went away to help Hall die.

. Murry slept on for an hour, then woke, and knew
without words that his brief hope was gone. He looked
up wistfully, and whispered, as Merey tried to smile with.
trembling lips that refused to tell the heavy truth, -——

“ I know— I feel it ; don’t grieve yourself by trying to
tell me, dear friend. It's best so; I can bear it,—but I
did want to live.”

¢ Tave you any word for Mary, dear?” asked Mel Cy,y’
for he seemed but a boy to her since she had nursed
“him. ' ' ‘

One look of sharp anguish and dark despair passed
over his face, as he wrung his thin hands and shut his
eyes, finding death terrible. It passed in a moment, and

his pallid countenance grew beautiful with the pathetic -

patience of one who submits W1thout complaint to the
inevitable. .

~“Tell her I was ready, and the only bitterness was
leavmg her. = I shall remember, and wait until she
comes. My little Mary ! O, be kmd to her, for my
sake; when you tell her this,”
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«T will, Murry, as God hears me. I willbea sister

“to her while I live.”

As Merey spoke, with fervent voice, he laid the hand
that had ministefed to him.so faithfully against his cheek -

and lay silent, as if content. _
«What clse? let me do something more. Is there no

| othet friend to be comforted ?

«“No; she is all T have in the world. I hoped to
make her so happy, to be so much to her, for she’s a
lonely little thing ; but God says ¢ No,” and I submit.”

A long pause, as he lay breathing heavily, with eyes
that were dimming fast fixed on the gentle face besule
him.

“ Give Jim my clothes, send Mary a bit of my hair,
and —may I give you this? it’s a poor thmg, but all I
have to leave you, best and kindest of women.” :

e tried to draw off a slender ring; but the strength
had gone out of his _Wasted fingers, and she helped him,
thanking him with the first tears he had seen her shed.
He seemed satisfied, but. suddenly turned his eyes on
Clay, who lay as if asleep. . A 51gh broke from Murry,
and Mercy caught the words, —

¢« Iow could he do it, and I so helpless!” ,

Do you know him?” she whispered, carrerly, as she .
remembered Clay’s own words. '

«J knew he wag the man who shot me, when he came.
I forgive him ; but I wish he had spared me, for Mary’s
sake,” he answered sorrowfully, not angrily.

" “Do you really pardon him?” cried Merey, Wonder—
ing, yet touched by the words.

- T do. He will be sorry one day, pelhaps, at any
rate, he dld what he thought his duty; and war malkes
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brates of us all sometimes, I fear, T’d like to say good-
“by; but he’s asleep afier a weary day, so don’t wake
him. Tell hlm PI'm glad ke is to live, and that X forgive
him hear tily.” '

Although uttered between long pauseé, these words
secmed to have exhausted Murry, and he spoke no more

till Dr. Fitz Hugh eame. To him he feebly retuined

thanks, and whispered his farewell, then sank into a stu-
por, during which life ebbed fast. Both nurse and doctor
forgot Clay as they hung over Murry, and neither saw
the strange intentness of his face, the hall’ awe-struck,
~ half remorseful look he bent upon the dymtr man,
As the sun rose, sending its ruddy beams aeross the
silent ward, Murry looked up and smiled, for the br ight
‘ray fell athwart the two coats hanging on the wall beside
him. Some passer-by had brushed one sleeve of the blue
~coat across the gray, as if the inanimate things were
shakuw hands, ‘ : ' r
L It should be so— love our enemios : ; we should I;e
brothers,” he murmured faintly ; and, with -the last im-
pulse of a noble nature, stretched his hand toward the
~man who had murdered him.
But Clay shrunk back, and covered his face without a
“word. - When he ventured to look up, Murr 'y was no
Ionger there. A pale, peaceful figure lay on the narrow
bed and Mercy was smoothing the brown- locks as she
cut a curl for Mary and herself.  Clay could not take. his
cyes away ; as if fascinated by its serenity, he watched
the dead face with gloomy eyes, till Merey, having done
her part, stooped and kissed the cold lips tenderly as she

~ left him to his sleep. Then, as if afraid to be alone with

the dead, he bid Jim put the screcn between the beds,
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and buntr him a book ‘His order was obeyed; but he
never turned his pages, and lay, with muffled head, try-
ing to shuf out little Watts’ sobs, as the wounded drum«
.mu boy mourned for Murry.

Peath in an hospital makes no stiv, and in an hour no
trace of the departed remained but the coat upon the

_7 wall, for Jim would not take it down, though it was his
now. The empty bed stood freshly made, the clean cup
‘and worn Bible lay ready for other hands, and the eard

at the bed’s head hung blank for a new-comer’s name.
In the hurry of this event, Clay’s attempted crime was

forgotten for a time. DBut that evening Dr. itz Huogh:
told Mercy that her susplemns were correct, for the water

was poisoned.

"« ow horrible! what shall we do?” she eried, with
a gesture full of energetic indignation.

¢ Leave him to remorse | ” replied the. doctor, sternly.
« Pye thought over the matter, and believe this to be the
only thing we can do. I fancy the man won’t live a
weck ; his leg is in a bad way, and he is such a fiery
devil he gives himself no chance. Let him believe he
killed poor Murry, at least for a fow days. He thinks
s0 now, and tries to rejoice ; but if he has a human heart
‘he will repent.” -

¢ But he may not. Should we not tell of this? Can -
“he not be punished? '

"« Law won’t hang a dying man, and I'll not denounce
him. Let remorse punish him while he lives, and God
judge him when he dies. Murry pardoned him,— can
wo do less?” |

Mercy’s indignant face softened at the name, and for

Murry’s sake she yielded. Neither spoke of what they
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tried to think the act of a half-delirious man ; and soon
they could not refuse to pity him, for the doctor’s p1 oph-
ecy proved true.

Clay was a haunted man, and remorse gmnvcd like a
worm at his heart. Day and night he saw that tr anquil

face on the pillow opposite ; day and night he saw the

pale hand outstretched to him ; day and night he heard
the faint voice murmuring kindly, regretfully, I for give
“him ; but T wish he had spared me, for Mary’s sake.”

As the days passed, and his strength visibly deelined,
he began to suspect that he must soon follow Murry.
No one told him ; for, though both doctor and nurse did
their duty fa,lthfu]ly, neither lingered long at his bedside,
(md not one of the men showed any interest in him, No

“new patient occupiced the other bed, and he lay alone in
the recess with Lis own gloomy thoughts.

“It will be all. up with me in a few days, won’t it?”
he asked, abruptly, as Jim made his toilet one morning
with unusual care, and such visible pity in his rough face
that Clay could not but observe it.

“I heard the doctor say yon wouldn’t suffer much
more. Is there any onc you'd like to see, or leave a

~ message for?” answered Jim, Smoothmg the long locks
as gently as a Wwoman. - |

“Thero isn’t a soul in the world that cares Whethel 1
live or die, except the man who wants my money,” said
Clay, bitterly, as his dark face grow a shade paler at this
confirmation of his fear.

“ Can’t you head him off some way, and leave your
~ money to some one that’s been kind to you? Here’s the
~doctor —or, better still, Miss Carrol. Neither on ‘em

is rich, and both on ’em has been good frlends to you, or

e arerm e ot e
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yow'd ’a’ fared a deal wus than you have,” said Jim, not -
without the. hope that, in saying a good word for them,
he might say one for himself also. . |
Clay lay thinking for a moment as his face clouded
over, and then brightencd again :
¢ Miss Mercy wouldn’t take it, nor the doctor elther ;
but I know who will—and, by G—d, I'll do it!” he

exclaimed, with sudden energy.
His cye happened to rest on Jim as he spoke, and

. feelmw sure that he was to be the heir, Jlm retired to

send Miss Merey, that the matter might be settled before
Clay*s mood changed. Miss Carrol came, and b.egan to
cut the buttons off Murry’s coat while she waited for
Clay 1o speak. '
“ What’s that for?” he asked restlessly. ‘
¢The men want them, and Jim is willing, for the coat
is very old and ragged, you see. Murry gave his good
one away to a sicker comrade, and took this instead., It
was like him, —my poor boy ! ” .
“I'd like to speak to you, if yon have a minute to
spare,” bogan Clay, after a pause, during which he
watched her with a wistful, almost tender expression,
unseen by her. |
~ 7T have time ; what can I do for you?” Very gentle
was Mercy s voice, very pitiful her glance, as she sat
down by him, for the change in his manuer, a,nd the
thought of his approaching death, touched her heatt. |
Trying to resume his former gruffness, and cold expres-
sion, Clay said, as he picked nervously at the blanket, —
“TI've a little property that I put into the care of a

. friend going North, He’s: kept it safe; and now, as Tlt’

never want it myself' I’d like to leave it to—"". He
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paused an instant, glanced quickly at Morey’s face, and
seeing only womanly compassion thelc, added, with an
irrepressible tremble in his voice, — Lo little Mary.”

If ho had expected any reward for the act, any comfmt

for his lonely death-bed, he received both in fullest meas- -

ure when he saw Merey’s beautiful face flush with sur-
prise and pleasure, her eyes fill with sudden tears, and

* heard her cordial voice, as she pressed his hand warmly

~in her own. : _

4T wish I could toll you how glad T am for this! I
thought you were betier than you scem®d; Y was sure
you had both heart and conscience, and that you would
repent before you died.” ) _

‘ Repent of what?” he asked, with a startled Took.

“ Need I tell you?” and her cye went 11 om ihe empty
bed to his face. , -

“You mean that shot? But it was only Iau after
~ all; we killed each othcl and war is nothing but whole-

sale murder, any way.” Ile spoke easily, but his cycs
“were full of troable, and other words scemed to tremble
on his lips. E ’

Leanmg nearer, Mercy whispered in his ear, —

“T mean the other murder, which you would have
committed when you poisoned the cup of water he offered
you, his enemy.”

Every vestige of color faded out of Clay’s thin face,

and his haggard eyes scemed fascinated by some spectre
- opposite, as he muttered slowly, —

¢ How do you know?”

““I saw you;” and she told him all the truth.

A look of intense relief passed over Clay’s counte-
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nance, and the remorseful shadow lifted as he murmured,

brokenly, —— o
« Thank God I didn’t kill hlm‘ Now, dying isn’t so

hard ; now I can have a little peace.”

Neither spoke for several minutes; Mercy had no
words for such & time, and Clay forgot her presence as

" the tears dropped from between the wasted fingers spread

before his face.

Presently he looked up, saying eagerly, as if his flut-
tering breath and rapidly ﬂulmﬂ" strength warned hlm of
approachmn* death, —

“ Will you write down a few words for me, so Mary_
can have the money? She needn’t know anything about
nhe, only that I was one to whom Murry was kind, and
so I gave her all T had.”

« Pl get my pen and paper; rest, now, my poor fel-
low,” said MOI ey, Wlplnﬂ' the unhccded tears away for
him. : ,
© « How good it seems to hear you speak so to me! How
can you do it?” he whispered, with such grateful won-
der in his dim eyes that Mercy’s heart smote her for the

past,

T do it for Murrys sake, and bccause I sincerely
pity you.”

Timidly turning his lips to that kind hand, he kissed |
it, and then hid his face in his pillow. When Mercy
returned, she observed that there were but seven tarnished
buttons where she had loft eight. She guessed who had
taken it, but said nothing, and endeavored to render poor

* Clay’s last hours as happy as sympathy and care could

make them. The letter and will were prepared as'well
as they could be, and none too soon; for, as if that
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secret ‘was the bmdcn that bound Clays spirit to the
shattered body, no sooner was it lifted off' than the
- diviner part scemed ready to be gone.
“Youll stay with me; youw’ll help me die; and — oh,
if I dared to ask it, I’d beg you to kiss me once when I
am dead, as you did Murry. I think I could rest then,
~ and be fitter to meet him, if the Lord lets me,” he cried
imploringly, as the last night gathered around him, and
the coming change seemed awful to a soul that possessed
no inward peace, and no firm hope to lcan on through the
valley of the shadow.

“T will—I will! Hold fast to me, and believe in
the eternal mercy of God,” whispered Miss Carrol, with
her firm hand in his, her tender face bending over him
- as the long struggle began.

¢ Mercy,” he murmured, catching that word, and smil-
ing feebly as he repeated it lingeringly. ¢ Merey ! ves,
I believe in her; she’ll save me, if any one can. Lord,

~ bless and keep. her forever and forever.” -

'_Thgre was no morning sunshine to gladden his dim
eyes as they looked their Jast, but the pale glimmer of
the lamp shone full on the -blue and the gray coats hang-
‘ing side by side.” As if the sight recalled that otlicr
death-bed, that last act of brotherly love and pardon,

Clay rose up in his bed, and while one hand clutched the -

button hidden in his breast, the other was outstretched
toward the empty bed, as his last breath parted in a. cry
of remorseful longing, —

“Iwill Iwilll Forgive me, Murry, and let me say

1.2

good-by !

A HOSPITAL CHRISTMAS.

ERRY Christmas!” ¢ Merry Christmas!” ¢ Merry
Christmas, and lots of ’em, ma’am!” echoed from

every side, as Miss Hale entered her ward in the gray .
Decomber dawn. No wonder the greetings were hearty,
that thin faces br 1ghtt,nod, and eyes watched for the com-
ing of this small Juminary more cagerly tlum‘for the
rising of the sung for when they woke that morning,
cach man found that in the silence of the night some
friendly hand had laid a little gift beside his bed. Very
humble little gifts they were, but well chosen and thought-

fully bestowed by one who made the blithe anniversary

pleasant even in a hospital, and sweetly taught the lesson
of the hour — Peace on earth, good-will to man.

T say, ma’am, these ave just splendid. Ive dreamt
about such for a week, but I never thought I'd get 'em,”
eried one poor fellow, surveying a fine bunch of grapes
with as much satisfaction as if he had found a fortune.

¢ Thank you kindly, Miss, for the paper and the fix-
ings. I hated to keep borrowing, but I hadn’t any
money,” said another, eying his gift with happy anticipa~
tions of the home letters with which the generous pages
should be filled. | o
“They are dreadful soft and p1etty, but I don’t believe

- I'll ever wear ’em out; my legs are so wimbly there S No

(317)
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“go in’em,” whispered a fever patient, looking sorrowfully

at the swollen feet ornamented with a pair of carpet

slippers gay with roses, and evidently made for his
“especial need.

‘“ Please hang my posy basket on the gas-burner in the
middle of the room, where all the boys can sce it,  It’s
‘too pretty for one alone.” |

“ But then you can’t see it yourself, Joe, and you are
fonder of such things than the rest,” said Miss Hale,
taking both the little basket and the hand of her pet
patient, a lad of twenty, dying of rapid consumption.

“That’s the reason 1 can spare it for a while, for I
shall feel ’em in the room just the sathe, and they’ll do
the boys good. You pick out the one vou like best, for
me to keep, and hang up the rest till by-and-by, please.”

~ She gave him a sprig of mignonetie, and he smiled as
he took it, for it reminded him of her in her sad-colored
gown, as quiet and unobtrusive, but as grateful to the

hearts of those about her as was the firesh scent of the flower

to the lonely lad who never had known womanly tender-
ness and care until he found them in a hospital. Joe’s
prediction’ was verified ; the flowers did do the boys good,
~ for all welcomed them with approving glances, and all
~ felt their - refining influence more or less keenly, from
.c_he'ery Ben, who paused to £ill the cup inside with fresher
water, t6 surly Sam, who stopped growling as his cye
rested on a geranium very like the one blooming in his
sweetheart’s window when they parted a long year ago.
“ Now, as this is to be a merry day, let us begin to
enjoy it at once. Fling up the windows, Ben, and Bar-
ney,.go for breakfast while I finish washing faces and
settling bed-clothes.”
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With which dirvections the little woman fell to work
with such infectious ener ay that in fifteen minutes thirty
g(,ntlemen with sp‘mdy clean faces and hands were par-
taking of refreshment with as much appetite as their
various conditions would permit. Mecantime: the sun
came up, looking bigger, brighter, jollier than tsual, as
he is apt to do on Christmas days. Not a snow-flake
chilled -the air that blew in as blandly as if winter had
relented, and wished the * boys” the compliments of the
scason in his mildest mood; while a festival smell per-

vaded the whole house, and appetizing rumors of turkey,

mince-pie, and oysters for dinner, circulated through the
wards. When breakfast was done, the wounds dressed,
directions for the day delivered, anfl as many of the dis-
agrecables as possible well over, the fun began. In any
other place that would have been considered a very quiet
morning ; ‘but to the wear Yy invalids prisoned in that

Toom, it was qultc a whirl . of excitement. None were

dangerously ill but Joe, and. all were easily amused, for
weakness, homesickness and ennusy made every trifle ¢
Jjoke or an event. P

- Incame Ben, 100kmg liko & ¢ Jack in the Green,” with
his load of hemlock and helly, Such of the men as

“could get about and had a hand to lend, lent it, and soon,

under Miss 1lale’s direction, a green bough hung at the
head of each bed, depended from the gas-burners, and
nodded over the fiveplace, while the finishing effect was
given by a cross and crown at the top and bottom of the -
room.  Great was the interest, many were the mishaps,

- and {leque[tlt was the laughter which attended this per-

formance ; L for wounded men, when convalescent, are par-
1@1111111_} jovial. When * Daddy Mills,” as one venerable
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volunteer wag irreverently christened, expatiated learn-
edly upon the difference between * sprewee, hemlock and
pine,” how they ‘all listened, cach thinking of some
familiar wood still pleasantly haunted by boyish reeol-
lections of stolen gunnings, gum-pickings, and bird-nest-

ings. When quiet Iayward amazed the company by

coming out strong in a most unexpected direction, and
télling with much effect the story of a certain ¢ fine old
gentleman ” who supped on hemlock tea and died like ¢
hero, what commendations were bestowod upon the im-
mortal heathen in language more hearty than classical,
as a twig of the historical trec was passed round like a
new style of refreshment, that inquiring partics might
 satisfy themselves regarding the flavor of the Socratic

dranght. "When Barney, the colored incapable, essayed
a grand ornament-above the door, and relying upon onec
ipsufficient nail, descended to survey his success with the

proud exclzima,tion,- ““ Look at de neatness of dat job,
gen’l’men,” —at which point the whole thing tumbled

down about his cars,— how they all shouted but Pneu-
monia Ned, who, having lost his voice, could only make
ecstatic demonstrations with his legs. When Barncy cast
himself and his hammer despairingly upon the floor, and
Miss Hale, stepping into a chair, pounded stoutly at the

traitorous nail and performed some miracle with a Dbit

of string which made all fast, what a burst of applause
arose from the beds. When gruff Dr. Bangs came in to
see what all the noise was about, and the same intrepid
~ lady not only boldly explained, but stuck a bit of holly in
his button-hole, and wished him a merry Christimag with

such a face full of smiles that the crabbed old doctor felt
himself giving in very fast, and bolted out again, calling-
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Chmstm'vs a humbun‘, (uul exultmﬂ' over the thn'ty emetics
he would have to pr eseribe on the morrow, what indig-
nant denials followed him. And when all was done,
how cverybody agreed with Joe when he said, ¢ T think
we are coming Christmas in great style; things look: 80
green and pretty, T feel as I was settin’ in a bower.”
TPausing to survey her w01k, Miss Iale saw Sam look-

ing as black as any ‘thunder-cloud. e bounced over on

his bed the moment he caught her eye, but she followed
him up, and gently covering the cold shoulder he ovi-
dently meant- to show her, peepcd over it, agking, with

- unabated gentlenecss, —

“ What can I do for you, Sam? I want to have all

“the faces in my ward bright ones to-day.”

“ My box ain’t come ; they said I should have it two,
three days ago; why don’t thcy do it, then?” growled
Ursur Major.

“Ti is & busy time, you know, but it will come if they
pmmlSed, and patience won’t delay it, I assure you.” |

“ My patience is used up, and they are a mean set of
slow coaches. I’'d get it fast cnough if I wore shoulder

straps; as I don’t, I'll bet I sha’n’t sce it till the things

ain’t fit to eat; the news is old, and I don’t care a hang
about it.”

“ I'll sec what I can do; perhaps before the hurry of
dinnmer begins some one will have time to go for it.”

“ Nobody ever does have time here but folks Who
would give all they are worth to be stirring round. You
can’t get it, I know it’s my luck, so don’t you worry,
ma’am.” : . :

Migs Hale did not * worry,” but worked, and in.time
a messenger was found, provided with the necessary

21




N
i i

322 CAMP AND FIRESIDI STORIES,

money, pass and directions, and despatched to huut up
the missing Christmas-hox. Then sho paused to sco
what came: next, not that it was necessary to*look for g
 task, but to decide which, out of maﬂy, wag most impor-
tant to do first, | |

“ Why, Turner, crying again so soon? What is it

now? the light head or the heavy feet? ”
“It’s my bones, ma’am. They ache so I ean’t lay
easy any way, and I'm so tired I just wish I could die

and he out of this misery,” sobbed the poor ghost of a -

once strong and cheery fellow, as the kind hand wiped
his tears away, and gently rubbed the weary shoulders,
¢ Don’t wish that Turner, for the worst is over now,
and all you need is to get your gfrength again, Make
an effort to sit- up a little ; it is quite time you tried; a
change of posture will help the ache wonderfully, and
~ make this ¢ dreadful bed,” as you call it, seem very com-
fortable when you corne baek to it.” | :
“I can’t, ma’am, my logs ain’t a bit of use, and T
-ain’t streng cnough even to try,” L
“You never will be if you don’t try. - Never mind
the poor legs, Ben will carry you. Tve got the matron’s
easy-chair all ready, and céan make you very cosy by the
fire. It’s Christmas-day, you know ; why not celebrate it
by ovéfcoming the despondency which retards your re-
covery, and prove that illness has not taken all tho man-
hood out of you?” .= o
¢ It has, though, I’ll never be the man I was, and may
as well lay here till spring, for I shall be no use if I do
get up.” ' | ‘ o . :
If. Sam was -a growler this man was a whiner, and
few hospital wards are without both. *But knowing that
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* .
nﬁucll-suffel-ing had soured the f‘orme'r_ and p'itifully Weali;-
ened the latter, their nurse had pat.'lencg erfh 1the1m,ha.m“
still hoped to bring them round again. _.As 1‘111. ;1(;1 W1 fli)l;
peped out his last dismal speech she :l_)_etllo}lgllt erse A g
somct.hing which, in the hurry of the ;; mlormng, a
Jipped her mind tilk now, SR
?]1{’}’]‘§ 1:}1@ way, Ive got anéthef' pr.es‘entv for -ycfu.‘ , T};g
doctor thought ['d better not give it yet, le.sL‘lt 8 10;1t
excite you too much ; but I think you nee(li exclifan:lerll ] ‘;_
make ‘you forget yourself, and that 1:when .y()l‘l in | ;V "
many blessings you have to be grqteful for, you - |
make aw cffort to enjoy them.” o

“ Blessings, ma'am? I don’t see “em. e
¢ Tpon’t you see one now?” and drawing a letter ]

o

“her pocket she held it before his eyes. - His listless face

brightened a little as he toek it, but gloomed over again
said frotfully, — . _ o
" ‘1‘1 (it?: !g'of; Wifg:,I guess. I like to get h'er.lettprs, but |
they are always full of grievir:lg:a zmd groanings ov‘er me,
s0 they don’t do mo much good.” o
~ ‘t‘hé‘{e does not grieve and groan in this one. She is t:::o_
happy to do. that, and so will you be when yo’u ‘read.‘l_t. i
T don’t sce. why, — hey ? — why you don tlm(?a,n_ —
“Yes T do!” cried the little woman, clappmg her
h#nds, and laughing so delightedly that the Knight ?f the
Rucful Countenance was betrayed into a broad st'nlle; for
the first time in many weeks, ¢ Is not a splendid hti‘;l,e,
dal_lght.er a present to rejoice over and .be gmtgf’ul for® .
“Tooray ! hLold on a bit, — it’s all right, — Tl be o‘u‘
again in a minute.” , ‘ .
After which remarkably spirited burst, Turner vamshed_
under the be(“chlotheS-, letter and all. Whether he rgad,
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lauglied or cued in the seclusjon of tlnt cobton grotto, -

was unknown ; but his nurse suspu,i(,d that he did -all

three, for when le reappeared he looked as if during

that pause he had dived into his ¢ sea of troubles,” and
ﬁshcd up his old self again,

“ What will I'name her?” was his first remark, ddlv-
ered with such vwaclty that his neighbors began to think
“he was getting delirious again.

« What is your wife’s namo?” asked Miss Hale, gladly

_ entermg into. the domesucltles which were. producing
such a salutary effect.

~ “Her name’s Ann, but neither of us like it. I’d fixed
on Gemge, for I wauted my boy called after me ; a,nd
now you see I ain’t a bit prepared for this young woman.’
Very proud of the young woman he soemed, neverthe-
less, and porfectly resigned to the loss of the cxpected
son and heir. _ o

: “Why not call her Georgiana then? That combines
both her parents names, and is not a bad onc in itself,”

“ Now that’s s just the brightest thing 1 ever heard in
my life!” cried Turner, sitting bolt upright in his excite-
ment, though half an hour before he would have consid-
ered it an utterly impossible feat. ¢ Gcmguna Butter-
field Turner, — it’s a tip-top name, ma’am, and we can
call her Greorgie just the same. Ann will like that, it’s
so genteel. Bless ’om both! dow’t I wish I was at
home.” And down heé lay again, despairing.

“You can be before long, if you choose, Gret your
strength up, and off you go.  Come, begin at once, —
drink your beof-tea, and sit up for a few minutes, just in
‘honor of the good news, you know.”

- “I willy by George!—no, by Georgimm! That’s a
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good one, ain’t it?” dll(]. the whole W?Td was (geitrlﬁed
by hearing 2 genuine giggle from the ¢ Blueing-ba iy

Pown went the detested beef-tca, and up seramble
the determined drinker with many groans, and a curious
jumble of chuckles, staggers, and fragmentary rep(;fog'-L
tions of his first, last, and only joke. But when fmrlyl gettle
in the great rocking-chair, with the gray flannel gown
comfortably on, and the new slippers getting their 1na,u(;
gural- scorch, Turner forgot his bones, and swung tolau
fro before the fire, feeling amazingly well, and looking
very like a trassed fowl being roasted in the primitive
fashion. The languid importance of the man, and tlflme
irrepressible satisfaction of the parent, were both lauglz
able and touching things. to see, for the happy soul (:0511
not keep the glad tidings to himself. A hospital ward is
often a small republic, beautifully governed by pity,
patmnce, and the mutual sympathy which Jessens mutial
suffering. Turner was no favorite ; but more than one
honest fellow folt his heart warm towards 111m as they
saw his dismal faco kindle with fatherly pride:, and heard
the querulous quaver of his voice sqf:ten -Wifh fatherly
affection, as he said, ¢ My little Greorgie, sir.

« He'll do now, ma’am ; this has given him the boost

- he needed, and in a week or two he’ll be off our hands.”

Big Ben made the remark with a beaming countenance, -
“and Big Ben deserves a word of praise, because he never.
said one for himself. An ex-patient, promoted to an
attendant’s place; which he filled so well that })1e was
regarded as a model for all the rest to copy. Patient, |
-strong, and 1endcr, he seemed to combine many of the
best traits of both man and woman'; for he appeared to |
know by instinet where the soft spot was to be found"
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in’ every hczu't, and how best to help sick body or ad__

soul. No one w_ould have guessed this to have seen lum
lonhging in the hall during one of the short rests he
allowed himself. A brawny, six-foot fcllow, in red shirt t
blue trousers tucked iuto his boots, an old cap, visor

always up, and under it o 1'0110hly-bea,rd(,d coarsely-

featured face, whose prevailing expression was one of
great gravity and kindliness, though a humorous twinkle
of the eye at times betr ayed the man, whose droll sayings
often set the boys in a roar. A good-natured, clumsy
body ” would have been the verdiet passed upon him by
a casual observer; but watch him in his. ward, and sce
how great a wrong that hasty }udnmuw would - have
done him.

Unlike his predecessor, who helped Limself generously
when the meals came up, and carelessly scrved out
rations for the rest, leaving cven the most helpless to
bungle for themsclves or wait till he was done, shut him-
self into his pantry, and there, —to borrow a hospital
_phrase, — gormed, Ben often left nothing for himself; or
took cheerfully such cold bits as remained when all the
rest were served ; so patiently feeding the weak, being
hands and feet to the maimed, and a pleasant provider
for all that, as one of the boys said, — * It gives a relish
to the vittles to have Ben fetch "em.” If one were rest-
Iess, Ben carried him in his strong arms; if one were

‘undergoing the sharp torture of the surgcon’s knife, Ben -

‘held him with a touch as firm as kind ; if one were home-
sick, Ben wrote letters for him with great hearty blots
“and dashes under all the affectionate or 1mp0rtant words.
More than one poor fellow read his fate in Ben's pitiful
eyes, and breathed his last breath away on Ben’s broad

T
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 breast, — always a quict pillow till its work was done, .
‘then it would heave with genunine grief, as his big hand

softly closed the tired eyes, and made another comrade
ready for the last roview. The war shows us many Bens,
—-for the same power of hwman pity which makes
women brave also makes men tender; and ecach is the
womanlier, the manlier, for these revelahons of unsus-
pected strength and sympathies.

At twelve o’clock dinner was the prevailing idea in
ward No. 8, and when the door opened every man sniffed,
for savory odors broke loose from the kitchens and went,
roaming about the house. Now this Christmas dinner
had been much talked of ; for celta,l_n charitable and |
patriotic persons had endeavored to provide every hospi-
tal in Washington with materials for this time-honored
feast.  Some mistake in the list sent to head-quarters,
some unpardonable neglect of orders, or some premedi-
tated robbery, eaused the long-expected dinner in the
Hospital to prove a dead failure; but to which of these
causes it was attributable was never known,for the deep-
“est nmjétery enveloped that sad transaction. The full
weight of the dire disappointment was mereifully light-
ened by premonitions of the impending blow. Barney
was often missing ; for the attendants were to dine en
masse after the patients were done, therefore a speedy
banquet for the latter pmtles was ardently desired, and
he probably devoted his energies to goading on the cooks,
From time, to time he appeared . in the doorway, flushed
and breathless, made some thrilling announcement, and

vanished, leaving ever-inereasing appctlte, nnpatlence-
and expectation, behind him. |
Dmnor was to be served at onc; at half'—past twelve
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Barney proclaimed, ¢ Dere ain’t no vegetables but squash
‘and pitaters.”” A universal groan avose; and several
indignant parties on a short allowance of ncat consigned
the defaulting cook to a warmer climate than the tr opical
one he was then cenjoying. At twcnty minutes to one,
Barncy increased the excitement by whispering, omi-
nously, ““T say, de puddins isn’t plummy ones.”

“ ¥ling a piller'at him and shut the dooer, Ben,” roared
~ one irascible being, while several others wof fond of pud-

dings received the fact with equanimity, At quarter to

one Barney piled up the agony by adding the bitter
information, ¢ Dere isn’t but two turkeys for dis ward,
and dey’s little fellers.” : ‘ '
Anxiety instantly appem ed in ever y countonance, and
intricate calculations were made as to how far the two
fowls would go when divided among thirty men ; also
friendly warnings were administered to several of the
feebler gentlemen not to indulge too freely, if at all, for
fear of relapses. Once more did the bird of cvil omen

return, for at ten minutes to one Barney croaked through

the key-hole, “ Only jes half ob de pies has come, gen’l'-
men.” That capped the climax; for the maseuline palate
has a predilection for pastry, and mince-pic was the sheet-
anchor to which all had clung when other hopes went
down. Even Ben looked dismayed ; not that he expected
anything but the perfume and pickings for his share, but
he had set his heart on having the dinner an honor to the
institution. and a memorable feast for the men, so far
away from home,'and all that usually makes the day a
festival among the poorest. e looked pathetically grave

‘as Turner began to fret, Sam began to. swear under his-

breath, Hayward to sigh, Joe to wish it was all over, and
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the rest began to vent their emotions with a freedom which
wag anything but inspiring. At that moment Miss Ilale
came in with a great basket of apples and oranges in one
hand, and several convivial-looking bottles in the other.

«Here is our dessert, boys! A kind friend remem-
bered us, and we will drink her health in her own currant
wine.” : ‘
A feeble smile circulated round the room, and in some
sanguine bosoms hope revived again. Ben briskly emp-
ticd the basket, while Miss Iale whispered to Joe, —

“T know you would be glad to get away from the
confusion of this next hour; to enjoy a breath of fresh
air, and dine quietly with Mrs. Burton round the corner,
wouldn’t you ?” o :

¢ Oh, ma’am, so much ! the noise, the smells, the fret
and flurry, make me sick just to think of! But how can
I go? that dreadful ambulance ° most killed me last t_ime,(
and I'm weaker now.”

“ My dear boy, I have no thought of trying that again

till our ambulances are made fit for the use of weak and

wounded men. * Mrs. Burton’s carriage is at the door,
with her motherly self inside, and all you have got to do
is to let- me bundle you up, and Ben carry you out.”
With a long sigh of relief Joe submited to both these
processes, and when his nurse watched his happy face as
the carriage slowly rolled away, she felt well repaid 'for

 the little sacrifice of rest and pleasure so quietly made ;

for Mrs. Burton came to carry her, not Joe, away.

‘“ Now, Ben, help me to make thls unfortunate dinner.
go off as well as we can,” she whispered. *“On many"
accounts it is & merey thdt the men are spared the temp-
tations of & more generous meal; pray don’t tell them
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‘80, but make the best of it, as you know very well how
to do.”
 #TH-try my best, Miss IIa.le, but Pm no less disap-
pointed, for some of ’em, being no better than childr en,
have been living on the thouﬂhts of it for a week, an(l it
comes hard to give it up.”
If Ben had been an old-time patriarch, and the thuiy
~boys his sons, he eould not have spoken with a more
paternal regret, or gone to work with a better will.  Put-
ting several small tables together in the middle of the
room, he left Miss Iale to make a judicious display of

plates, knives and forks, while he departed for the ban.

quet. " Presently he returned, bearing the youthful tur-
keys and the vegetables in his tray, followed by Barncy,
-looking unutterable things at a plum-pudding baked in a

milk-pan, and_six'vel'y small pies. Miss Hale played a

Jively tattoo as the procession approached, and, when the
viands were arranged, with the red and yellow frnit prot-
tily heapud up- in the mtddle, it really did look like :
dinner,

“ Here’s 1'1chncss‘ here’s the delicacies of the season
and the comforts of life !” said Ben, falling Dack to sur-
vey the table with as much apparent satisfaction as if’ it
had been a lord mayor’s foast, ‘

“ Come, hurry up, and give us our dmner what there
is of it1” grumbled Sam.

‘ Boys,” continued Ben, beginning to cut up the tur-
keys, ¢“these noble birds have been sacrificed for the

~defenders of their country; they will go as far as over
they can, and, when they can’t go any farther, wo shall
endeavor to supply their deficiencies with soup or ham,
oysters' having given out unexpectedly., Put it to vote;
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both have becn 151'0Vided on this joyful occasion, and a

“word will fetch either.”

“Ifam! ham!” 1csounded from .all sides. Soup was
an ever ~day affair, and therefore repudiated with seorn ;
hut ham, being a rarity, was accepted as & proper reward
of merit and a tacit acknowledgment of their wrongs.

The ¢ noble birds” did go as far as possible, and were
handsomely assisted by their fellow martyr. T'he puddind
was mnot as plummy as could have been desired, but a
slight exertion of fancy made the crusty knobs do duty

~for raisins. The pies wore small, yet a laugh added

flavor to the mouthful apicce, for, when Miss ITale asked
Ben to cut them up, that individual regarded her Wlbh an

inquiring aspect as he said, in his drollest tone, —

1 wouldn’t wish to appear stupid, ma’am, but, when
you mention ¢ pics,” I presume you allude to these trifles.
¢ Tarts,” or ‘patties,” would meet my views better, in
speaking of the third course of this lavish dinner. As
such 1 will do Iy duty by ’em, hoping that the a,ppemtes
is to mateh.” ‘ . |

~ Carefully dividing the six pies into twenty-nine dimin-
utive wedges, he placed each in the middle of a large.
clean plate, and handed them about with the gravity of
an undertaker. Dinner had restored good humor to
many ; this hit at the pies put the finishing touch to it,

~and from that moment an atmosphere of " jollity prevailed.

Healths were drunk in currant wine, apples and oranges -
flew about as an impromptu game of ball was got up, Miss
Hale sang a Clristmas carol, and Ren gambolled like a
sportive giant as he eleared away. Pausing in one of
his prances to and fro, he beckoned the nurse out, and,
when ghe followed ha,ndcd her a plate Teaped up with
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good things from a better table than she ever sat at

now,

“ From the matron, ma’am, Come right in here and

eat it while it’s hot ; they are most through in the dining-
room, and you'll get nothing half so nice,” said Ben,

leading the way into. his pantry and pomtmw to a sunny
" window-seaf,

 Are you sure she meant 11: for me, and not for your-

gelf, Ben?”

« Of course she did! Why, what should I do with it,
when I've just been feastin® sumptuous in this very
room?” ' :

“I don’t exactly see what you ] have been feasting on,”
said Miss Hale, glanclng round the t1dy paniry as she sat
down.

“ Havin® eat up the food and washed up the dishqs, it

naturally follows that you don’t se¢, ma’am. But if I go
off in a fit by-and-by yow’ll know what it’s owin’ to,”
answered Ben, vainly endeavoring to look llke a man
suffering from repletlon.

¢ Such kind fibs are not. set down against one, Ben, so
"I will eat your dimmer, for if I dow’t I know you will
throw it out of the window to prove that you can't
eat it.” :

“Thankee ma’am, I'm afrald I should ;. for, at the

rate he’s going on, Barney wouldn’t be equal tb it,” said

Ben, looking very much relieved, as he pohshcd his last

pewter fork and hung his towels up to dry.

A pretty general siesta followed the excitement of din- B

ner, but by three o’clock the public mind was ready for

amusement,- and the arrival of Sam’s box provided it, .

He was asleep when it was brought in and quietly depos-
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ited ap his bed’s foot, ready to surprise him on awaking.
The advent of a box was a great event, for the fortunate
receiver seldom failed to ¢ stand treat,” and next best to
getting things from one’s own homeé was the getting them -

from somo other boy’s home. This was an unusually

Jarge box, and all felt impatient to have it opened, though
Sam’s exceeding crustiness prevented the indulgence of
great expectations. Dresently he roused, and the first

thing his eye fell upon was the box, with his own name
"sprawling over it in big black letters. As if it were

merely the continuance of his dream, he stared stupidly |
at it for & moment, then rubbed his cyes and sat up, ex-
claiming, —

“« Huyllo! that’'s mine!”
“Ah! who said it wouldn’t come? who ha.dn’t the

faith of a grasshopper? and who don’t half deserve it for
being a Barker by nater as by name?” cried Ben, em-

 phasizing each question with a bang on the box, as he

waited, hammer in hand, for the arrival of the ward-
master, whose duty it was to oversee the opening of such
matters, lest contraband articles should do mischief fo
the owner or his neighbors. B ‘ |

“ Ain’t it a jolly big one? Knock it open, and don’t
wait for anybody or anything ! ”* cried Sam, tumbling off
his bed and beaﬂ;mg 1mpatlcntly on the lid with his one
hand. ‘

In came the ward-master, off came the cover, and out.
came a motley collection of apples, socks, dough-nuts,
paper, pickles, photocrraphs, pocket-handkerchiefs, gin-
gerbread, letters, jelly, newspapers, tobacco, and cologne.
“All right, glad it’s come, - don’t kill yourself,” said the

- ward-master, as he took a hasty survey and walked off
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again. Drawing the box nearer the bed, Ben delicately
followed, and Sam was left to brood over his treasures in
peace. o
At first all the others, following Ben’s example, made

elaborate pretences of going to sleep, being absorbed in-

books, or utterly uninterested in the outer world. But
very soon curiosity got the better of politeness, and one
by one they all turned round and stared. They might

have done so from the first, for Sam was perfectly uncou- -

scions of everything but his own affairs, and, having read
the letters, looked at the pictures, unfolded the bundles,

turned everything inside out and upside down, tasted all

the catables and made a spectacle of himself with jelly,
he paused to get his breath and find his way out of the

‘confusion he had created. Presently he called out, — -

¢ Miss Hale, will you come and right up my duds for

me?” adding, as her woman’s hands began to bring

matters straight, ‘I don’t know what to do with ’em all,
for some won't keep long, and it will take pretty steady
eating to get throurﬂl ’em in tlme, supposin’ appetite
holds out.” '
¢ How do the others ma,nage W1th then' things?”
- % You koow they give ’em away; but I'll be hanged

if I do, for they are always callin’ names and pokin’ fun
‘at me. Guess they won’t get anything out of me now.”

The old morose look came back as he spoke,. for it had

disappeared while reading the home letters, touching the

home gifts. Still busily folding smd arranwmg, Miss
Hale asked, —

“ You know the story of the Three Cakes; which are
you going to be — Harry, Peter, or Billy?”

Sam began to laugh at this sudden application of the

g

nursery ]efrend and, seeing her advantage, Mlss Hale

pursued it :

“We all know how much you have suffered, and all
respect you for the courage with which you have borne
your long confinement and your loss ; but don’t you think
you have given the boys some cause for making fun of

yot; as you say? You used to be a favorite, and can be
- again, if you will only put off these crusty ways, which
~ will grow upon you faster than you think. Better lose

both armsthan cheerfulness and self-control, Sam.”
Pausing to see how her little lecture was received, she

saw that Sam’s better self was waking up, and added yet

another word, hoping to help. a mental ailment as she
had done so many physical ones. Looking up at him
with her kind eyes, she said, in a lowered voice, —

~ “This day, on which the most perfect life began, is a
good day for all of us' to set about making ourselves
readicr to follow that divine example. Troubles are
helpers if we take them kindly, and the. bitterest may
sweeten us for all our lives. Believe and try this, Sam,

and when you go away from us let those who love you .

ﬁnd that two. battles have been fought, two Vlctomes
won.”

Sam made no answer, but sat thoughtfully picking at
the half-caten cookey in his hand, Presently he stole a
glance about the room, and, as if all helps were waiting
for him, his eye met Joe’s. From his solitary corner by

- the fire and the bed he would seldom leave again until he
- went into his grave, the boy smiled back at him so

heartily, so happily, that something gushed warm across
Sam’s heart as he looked down upon the faces of mother,

sister, swoetheart, scattered round him, and remembered

i

1 %L ‘
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how' poor his comrade was in all such tender ties,
‘and yet how rich in that beautiful content, which, ¢ hay-
ing nothing, yet hath all.” The man had bo words in
which to express this feeling, but it came to Lim and did
him good, as he proved in his own way. ¢ Miss [ale,”
Le said, a little awkwardly, < I wish you'd pick out what
you think cach would like, and give ’em to the boys.”.

ile got a smile in answer that drove him to his cookey

as a refuge, for his lips would tremble, and he felt half
proud, half ashamed to have earned such bright approval,

~“Let Den help you,— he knows better ithan I,  But
you must give them all yourself, it will so surprise and
pléaS’e the boys; and then to-morrow we will write &
~capital letter home, telling what a Jllbll(,c we made over
their fine box.”

At this proposal Sam half repented ; but, as Ben came

lumbering up at Miss ITale’s summons, he laid hold of
his new resolution as if it was a sort of shower-bath and
he held the string, one pull of which would finish the
baptism. Dividing his most cherished possession, which’
'(éﬂas for romance !) was the tobacco, he bundled the
larger half into a paper, whispering to Miss ITale, —

““ Ben ain’t exactly what you "d call a ministerin® angel
to look at, but he is amazin’ near onc in Ius ways, so I'm
gom to begin with Lim,” I

Up came.the ¢ ministering angel,” in 1(,(1 flannel and
cow-hide boots ; and Sam tucked the little .parc«-,l into his.
pockety saying, as he began to rummage violently in
the box, —

* Now jest hold your tongue, and lcnd & hand hcr
about these things.”

~Ben was so taken aback by tlns procecdmn‘ that he
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stared blankly, till a look from Miss Hale enlightened
him ; and, taking his cue, he played his part as well as
could be expected on so short a notice. Clapping Sam
on the shoulder,—mot the bad one, Ben was always
thoughtful of those things, — he exclaimed heartily, —
T always said you’d come round when this poor arm
of yours got a good start, and here you are jollier'n ever.
Tend a hand! so T will, a pair of ’em. What's to do?
Pack thesc traps up again?”

“Noj I want you to tell what you’d do with ’em if
they were yours. Free, you know, — as free as if’ they
really was.”

Ben held on to the box a minute as if this second. sur- ‘
prise rather took him off his legs ; but another look from
the prime mover in this resolution stéadied him, and he
fell to work as if Sam had been in the habit of being
“A{ree.” ‘ .E : ‘

« Well, let’s see. I think I’d put the clothes and sich
into this smaller box that the bottles /come in, and stan’

it under the table, handy. Here's newspapers -— pictures

in ’em, too! I should malke a cir culatin’ llb’ry of them ;
they’ll be a veal treat. Pickles — well, T guess I should
keep them on the winder here as a kind of a relish dinner-
times, or to pags along to them as longs for ’em. Cologne
— that’s a dreadful handsome bottle, ain’t it? That, now,
would be fust-rate to give away to somebody as was very
fond of it,— a kind of a delicate attention, you know,—
if you happen to meet such a person anywheres.”

‘Ben nodded towards Miss Hale, who was absorbed in
folding pocket-handkerchiefs. Sam winked expressively,
and patted the bottle as if congratulating himself that it

“was handsome, and that he did know what to do with it.

22 |
i
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The pantomime was not elegant, but as much real affec-
tion and respect went into it as if he had made a sct
speech, and presented the gift upon his knees.

‘The letters and photographs I should: pxobably keep
under my piller for a spell; the jelly I’d give to Miss
Hale, to use for the sick ones; the cake-stuff and that
pot of jam, that’s gettin’ ready to work, I’d stand treat
with for tea, as dinner wasn’t all we eould have wished,
The. apples I’d keep to cat, and fling at Joec when he was
too bashful to ask for one, and the tobaccer X would not go

lavishin’ on folks that have no business to be enjoyin’ -

luxuries when many a poor feller is dyin’ of want down
to Charlestown. 'There, sir! that’s what I’d do if any
one was so clever as to send'me a jolly box like this.”
“Sam was cnjoying the full glow of his shower-bath by
this time. As Ben designated the various articles, he set
them apart; and when the inventory ended, he marched
away with the first instalment : two of the biggest, rosiest
- apples for Joe, and all the pictorial papers. Pickles arc
not usnally regarded as tokens of regard, but ag Sam
dealt them out one at a time, — for he would let nobody

help him, and his single hand Dbeing the left, was as.

awkward as it was willing; — the boys’ faces brightened ;
for a friendly word accompanicd cach, which made the
~sour gherkins as welcome as swectmeats. With every
trip the donor’s spirits rose; for Ben circulated freely

between whilés, and, thanks to ‘him, not an allusion to |
‘the past marred the satisfaction of the present. . Jam,

soda-biscuits; and cake, were such welcome additions to

the usual bill of fare, that when supper was over a vote

of thanks was passed, and speeches were made; for,
being true Americans, the ruling passion found vent in
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the usual * Fellow-citizens | ” and allusions to the ¢ Star-
gpangled Banner.,” After which Sam subsided, feeling
himself a public benefactor, and a man of mark.

A perfectly casy, pledsam day throughout would be
almost an impossibility in any hospital, and this one was
no exception to the gencldl rule ; for, at the usnal time,
Dr., Bangs went his rounds, leaving the cnstomary amount
of discomfort, discontent and dismay behind him. A
gkilful surgeon and an’ excellent man was Dr. Bangs, but
not a sanguino or conciliatory individual; many cares
and crosses caused him to regard the world as one large

. hospital, and his fellow-beings all more or less danger-

ously wounded patients in it. He saw life through the
bluest of blue spectacles, and seemed to think that the
sooner people quitted it the happier for them. He did
hig duty by the men, but if they recovered he looked
half disappointed, and congratulated them with cheerful
prophecies that there would come a time when they
would wish they hadn’t. If one died he seemed relieved,
and surveyed him with pensive satistaction, saymg
hcartlly,

“TIe’s comfortable, now, poor soul, and well out of
this miserable world, thank God !

But for Ben the sanitary influences of the doctor’s
ward would have been small, and Dante’s doleful line
n‘iight have been written on the threshold of the door,-—

“Who enters here leaves hope behind.”

Ben and the doctor perfectly understood and liked each

~other, but never agreed, and always skirmished over the

boys as if’ manful cheerfulness and medical despair were
fighting for the soul and body of each one.
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“ Well,” began the doctor, looking at Sam’s arm, or,
rather; all that was left of that member after two ampu.
tations, ¢ we shall be re ady for another turn at this in a
day or two if it don’t mend faster. Tetanus sometimes
follows such cases, but that is soon over, and T should
not objeet to a case of it, by way of variety.,” Sam’s
hopeful face fell, and he sct his teoth as if the fatal
symptoms were already felt.

“If one kind of lockjaw was more prevailing than

tis, it wouldn’t be a bad thing for some folks I could

mention,” observed Ben, covering the well-healed stump
ag carefully as if it wore a sleeping baby ; adding, as the

doctor walked away, ““There’s a sanguinary old saw- -

bones for you ! Why, bless your buttons, Sam, you are
doing splendid, and he goes on that way because there’s
no chance of his having another cut at you! Now he’s
“squenchin’ Turner, jest as we’ve blowed a spark of stt
‘into_him.. If ever there was a born c\tmomshel is
Bangs!” - ' ﬁ
Ben rushed to the rescue, and not a minute too soon;
for Turner, who now labored under the delusion that his
recovery depended solely wpon his getting out of bed
every fifteen minutes, was sitting by the fire, looking up
at the doctor, who plcasantly observed, Whllb fe(,hng? his
pulse, ' :
“ So you are getting ready for another fever, are you?
Well, we've grown rather fond of you, and will keep you
six weeks longer if you have set your heart on it.”

Turner looked neryous, for the doctor’s jokes were

always grim ones; but Ben took the other hand in his,
~and gently rocked the chair as he rephed with gl‘()dt
pohteness,
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¢ This robust convalescent of ourn would be happy to
oblige you, sir, but he has a pressin’ engagement up to
Jorsey for next week, and couldw’t stop on no account.
You sco Miss Yurner wants a carcful nuss for little
Greorgie, and he’s a goin’ to take the place.”

Tecling himself on the brink of a laugh as Turner sim-
pered with a ludicrous mixture of _pmde in his baby and
foar for himself, Dr. Bangs said, with unusual sternness

~and a glance at Ben, —

“You take the responsibility of this step upon your-
self, do you? Very well; then X wash my hands of
Turner; only, if that bed is empty in a week, don’t lay
the blame of it at my door.”

¢ Nothing shall induce me to do 1t sir,” b1‘1sk1y re-
sponded Ben. ¢ Now then, turn in my boy, and sleep your |
prettiest, for T wouldn’t but disappoint that cheerfulest of
men for a montl’s wages ; and that’'s liberal, as I ain’t
likely to get it.”

“ How is this young man after the rash dissipations of
the day?” asked the doctor, pausing at the bed in the

~ corner, after he had made a lively progress down the

room, hotly followed by Ben.

“ P'm first-rate, siv,” panted Joe, who alWa,ys said so,
though cach day found him feebler than the last. Every
one was kind to Joe, oven the gruff doctor, whose man-
ner softened, and who was forced to frown heavily to
hide the pity in his cyes |

“ How’s the cough?”

‘ Better, sir; being weaker, I can’t fight against it as
1 used to do, so it comes rather casier.”

“ Sleep any last night ?”

“ Not much ; but it’s very pleasmnt laymg here When
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the room is siill, and no light but the fire. Ben keeps it
- bright ; and, when I fret, e talks to me, and makes the
time go telling stories till he gets so sleepy lie can hardly
speak, Dear old Ben! I hope he’ll have some one as
kind to him, when he needs it as I do now.”
“He will get what he deserves by-and-by, you may
be sure of that,” said the doctor, as severely as if Ben
merited eternal condemnation.

A great drop splashed down upon the hearth as Joe |

spoke ; -but Ben put his foot on it, and tarned. about as
if' defying any one to say he shed it,

¢ Of all the perverse and reckless women whom I have

known in the course of a forty years’ practice, this one

is the most perverse and reckless,” said the doctar,
abruptly addressing Miss Hale, who just then appeared,
bringing Joe’s ¢ posy-basket” back. ¢ You will oblige
me, ma’am, by sitting in this chair with your hands folded
for twenty minutes ; the clock will then strike nine, and
you will go straight up to your bed.”

Miss Hale demure ely sat down, and the doctor ponder-
ously departed, sighing regretfully as he went through
the room, as if disappointed that the whole thirty were
not lying at death’s door ; but on the threshold he turned
about, exclaimed ¢ Good-night, boys! God bless you!”
and vanished as pleclpltately as if a trap -door had swal-
lowed him up. _

Miss Hale was a perverse woman in some things ; for,
instead of folding her tired hands, she took a rusty-cov-
ered volume from the mantle-piece, and, sitting by Joe’s
bed, began to read aloud. . One by one all other sounds
grew still ; one by one the men eomposced themselves to
listen ; and one by one the words of the sweet old Christ-
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mas story came to them, ns the woman’s quiet voice went
reading on. If any wounded spirit needed balm, if any
hungry heart asked food, if any upright purpose, new-
born aspiration, or sincere repentance wavered for want
of human strength, all found help, hope, and consolation
in the beautiful and blessed influences of the book, the.
reader, and the hour. ‘

"The bells rung nine, the Jights gmw dim, the daysr

‘ ka was done ; but Miss Hale lingered beside Joe’s bed,

for his face wore a wistful look, a;nd he ‘see‘med loath to

have her go.
“What is it, dear? ” she said; “ what can I do for |

you before I leave you to Ben’s care?” .

He drew hei nearer, and whispered earnestly, — |

T It’s somethmrr that I know yow’ll do for me, because
I can’t do it for myself, not as 1 want it done, and you
ean. T'm going pretty fast now, ma’am; and when —

~when some one elso is laying here, T want you to tell the .

boys, ~—every one, from Ben to Barney,—how much\I’
thanked ’em, how much I loved ’em, and how glad I
was that I had known ’em, even for such a little while.”
“ Yes, Joe, I’ll tell them all. What else can I do,
my boy?” , -
“QOnly let me say to you what no one else st say for

- me, that all T want to live for is to try and do something

in my poor way to show you how I thank you, ma’am. It
isn’t what you've said to me, it isn’t what yon've done
for me alone, that makes me grateful ; it’s because you've

learned me many things without knowing it, showed me

what I ought to have been béfore,rif I’d had any one to
tell me how, and made this such a happy, home-like
place, I shall be sorry when I have to go.” |
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" Poor Joe! it must have fared hardly with him all -

.those twenty years, if a hospital seemed home-like, and
a little sympathy, a little care, could fill him with such
. earnest gratitude. He stopped a moment to lay his cheek

upon the hand he held in both of his, then ‘hurried on 'zs'

if’ he felt his breath beginning to give out :

“T dare say many boys have said this to you, ma’am,
better than X can, for I don’t say half T feel; but I know
that none of ’em ever thanked you as I thank you in my
heart, or ever loved you as Ill love you all my life.

. To-day I hadn’t anything to give you, I'm so poor; but

I wanted to itell you this, on the last Christmas I shall
ever see.” :

- It was a very humble Kkiss he gave that hand ; but the
fervor of a first- love warmed it, and the sincerity of a
great gratitude made it both a precious and pathetic gifi
to one who, half unconscmusly, had made this brlef and
barren life so rich and happy at its close. :Always

womanly and tender, Miss Hale’s face was doubly S0 as .

she leaned over him, Whlspermrr —
“I have had my present, now. Good-mght Joe.”

. AN HOUR.

3

HE clock struck eleven.
Yook again, Grabricl; is there no light coming?”
. Not a ray, mother, and the night seems fo darken

every instant, ”

“ Surely, half a.n hour is time enough to reach the ‘

main land and find Dr, Firth.”
¢ Ample time ; but Alee probably found the doctor ab-.

sent, and is waiting for him.”

“But I bade the boy leave my message, and return at

»
once. Every moment is precious ; what can we do 46

¢ Nothing but wait.” ‘

An lnnpanent sigh was the only answer vouchsafed. to
the nnpalatable advice, and silence fell again upon the
anxious watchers in the room, Still leaning in the deep
recess of the window, the young man looked out into the
murky night, listened to the flow of the great river rolling
to the sea, and let. the unquict currentof his thoughts
drift him whithersoever it would. Iis imaginative tem-

perament found a sad similitude between the night and

“his own mood, for neither his physical nor mental eye

could see what lay before him, and in his life there

L sec,med to have come an hour as full of suspense, as

plophetlc of ‘storm, as. that which now oppressed the earth
a,nd lowered in the sky.

(345)
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Every instant that brought the peace of death ncarer
to the father, also brought the cares of life nearer to the

- son, and their grim aspect daunted him. The child of a
Northern mother, bred at the North by her dying desire,
- he had been summoned home to take the old man’s place,
and recelve a slave-cursed inheritance into his keeping,
Had he stood alone, h]S tagk would have been an casy
one ; for an upright natur e, an enthusiastic spn it, would

have found more sweetness’than bitterness in a sacrifice

made for conscience sake, more pride than pain in a just
deed generously performed. But a step-mother and her
" daughters were dependent on him now, for the old man’s
sudden seizure left him no time to make provision for
them ; and the son found a double burden laid upon his
shoulders when he returned to what for years had beon a
loveless home to him. To reduce three delicately nur-
tured women to indigence seemed a cruel and Quixotic
act to others, a very hard, though, righteous one to him;
for poverty looked less terrible than affluence founded
upon human blood and tears. He had resolved to sot
aside all private ambitions and aspirations that he might
dedicate his life to his kindred ; had manfully withstood
their ridicule and reproaches, and only faltered when, in
- their hour of bereavement, they appealed to him with
tears and prayers. Then plty threatened to congquer
principle, for Gabriel’s heart was as gentle as it was gen-

erous. Three days of sorrowful suspense and inward strife
liad passed ; now death seemed about.to set its seal upon

‘ one life, and irresolution to mar another, for Gabriel still
wavered between duty and desire, erying within himself,
“ Lord, help me! T see t&ne right, but I ani not strong
enou,gh to do it ; let it be decided for me.” |

~ unconcealed dislike.

AN HOUR.

It was — suddenly, entirely, anél forever! _
The tinkle of a bell roused him from his moody reverie,
and, without quitting the shadow of the half-drawn cur--
tain, he watched the scene before him with the interest

" of one in whom both soul and sense were alert to inter-

pret and aceept the divine decree which he had asked in

© whatever guise it came.

The bell summoned a person whose entrance seemed
to bring warmth, v1mhty and light into that gloomy room,"
although she was only a servant, with the blood of a
despised race in her veins. More beautiful than either
of her young mistresses, she looked liké some brilliant

Alower of the tropics beside two pale exotics, and the

unavoidable consciousness of this showed itself in the
skill with which she made her simple dress a foil to her -
beauty, in the carriage of her graceful head and- the sad
pride of her eyes, as if, being denied all the other rights

“of womanhood, the slave: ‘clung to and cherished the one

possession which those happier women lacked. As shie

~entered, noiselessly, she gave one keen, comprehensive

glance about the room, —a glance that took in the gray
head and pallid face upon the pillow, the languid lady
sitting at tho bedside, the young sisters spent with weep-
ing and watching, half asleep in either corner of a couch,
and the man’s glove that lay beside a brace of pistols on
a distant.table. Then her eyes fell, all expression faded
from her face, and she stood before her mistress with a -
meek air, curiously at variance with the animated aspect
she had worn on entering.

“Milly, are you sure you gave Alec my message cor-
vectly ? ” asked Mrs. Butler, imperiously, with a look of

i
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g Yes, missis, I gave it word 101' word.”

The voice that answered would ha,vc rone straight to a
stranger’s heart and made it ache, for a world of hope-
less patience rendered its music pathetic, and dignified the
little speech, as if the woman’s spirit uttered a protest in
every word that passed hor lips. _ ‘

<t Ife has been gonc nearly an hoar. 1 ean wait no
longer. 'Tell Andy to go at once and see what keeps him.”

““ Andy’s down at the landing, secing to the boats
before the storm, missis.”

“ Liet Tony do that, and send Andy off at once.”

¢ Tony’s too cut up with his last w]uppmg to stir.”

“ How very tiresome ! " Where is overscer Neal?”

“ Sick, missis.” |
-« 8jck! T saw him two hours
- fectly well then.”

o “IHe was ta,ken very suddenly, but he’ll-be ot of
pain by morning.”

- As Milly spoke, with'a slight motlon of the lips that
would have becn a scornful smile had she not checked it, a

faint, far-off ery came on the wind ;. a cry of mortal fear
or pain it seemed, and so full of ominons suggestion that,
though inured to sounds of suffering, Mr.s. Butler invol-
untarily exclaimed, —

¢« What is that?”"

“ It’s only Rachel screaming for her baby ; the last
‘thing old master did was to gell it, and she’s been crazy

ago, and he was per-

- ever gince,” answered Milly, with a peculiar quickening -

of the breath and a sidelong glance.
¢ Toolish credture' but never mind hu Nnow : tdl me
who is about that I can send for Dr. Firth.” '
“There’s no one in the house but blind Sandra and me.”

k

AN HOUIR. : 3 49'

« What do you mean? Who gave the p'eople leave
to go?” LA

“«1 did.”

Hitherto the girl had 3p0kcn in the subdued tone of a
well-trained servant, though there was no trace of her
race in her speech but a word or two here and there ; for
Milly’s beauty had secured for her all the advantages
which would increase her value as a chattel. DBut in the
utterance of tho last two words her voice rose with a
sudden ring that arrested Mrs. Butler’s ilttenti,on; and’
caused her to glance sharply at the girl. Milly stood .
before her meek and motionless, and not an eyclash stirred
during: that brief scrutiny. IIer misiress could not sce
the mingled triumph and abhorrence burning in those
averted cyes, did not obscrve the close clenching of the
hand that hung at her side, nor guess what a sca of black
and bitter memories was surgmw in her comc,ly hand-
maid’s heart,

“ How dared you send the servants away without my
orders?” demanded Mrs, Butler,. in an irritated and irri-
tating voice.

“ Master Gabriel said the house must be kept very
quiet on old; master’s account ; I couldn’t makc the boys .
mind, so I sent them to the qum‘tus‘ '

‘_".lhls is not the first time you have presumed upon
my ‘son’s favor, and exceeded my orders. You have
been spoiled by indulgence, but that shall be altered soon.”

“ Yes, missis, —=it shall ;” and as the girl added the
latter words below her breath, there was a glitter as of

‘white teeth firmly set lest some 1mpetuous speech should

break loose in spite of her. Her mistress did not mark
that litile demonstration, for her mind was occupied
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with its one care, as she said, half aloud half to

hergelf, —

“'What shall T do" The night is passm , your master

needs lielp, and Alec has evidently forgottcn, or never

received, my message.’

For the first time an expression of anxiety was visible

on Milly’s face, and' there was more eagerness thaun
deference in her suggestion : ” S

“ Master Gabriel might go; it would save time and
make the matter sure, as missis doubts my word.”

‘It is impossible ; his father might rouse and ask for
him, and T will not be lef. alone. It is not his place to
carry messages, nor yours te propose it. Quick !
master’s head, and chafe his hands, God help us alll”

"A low sigh from the bed caused the sudden  change
from displeasure to distress, as Mrs. Butler bent over her
husband, forgetful of all else. What a strange smile
flashed across Milly’s face, and kindled the dark fire of

her eyes, as she looked down upon the master and mis~

tress, whose helplessness and grief touched no chord of
Only an instant did she
stand soy but in that instant the expression of her face
was fully revealed, not to the drowsy sisters, but to
Grabriel in his covert. He saw it, but. before he conld

fathom its significance if Was hidden from hlm and when

his mother locked up there was nothing to be seen but
the handsome head bending over the pale hand that Milly
was assiduously chafing. ?Somethlng in the touch of
those warm palms seemed to rouse in the old man a
momentary flicker of memory and strength, for the last
thought that that had disturbed his failing consciousness

found utterance in broken words:

1ift your
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«T promised her her liberty, — she shall have it ; wait
a little, Milly, — wait till T am better.”

¢ Yes, master, I can wait now;” and the girl’s eye
turned toward the clock with an impatient glance.

‘The old man did not hear her, for, with an incoherent
murmur, he seemed to sink into a deeper lethargy than
before. His wife believed him dying ; and cried, as she

" wrang her hands in a pmoxysm of despairing help-.

lessuess, —
¢ Look out, Milly, look out ! and if no one is coming,
run to the quarters and send off the first boy you meet.”
Milly moved dehberately toward the window, but
paused half-way to ask, with the same shade of anxiety
flitting over her face, —
% Where is Master Gabriel? shouldn’t he be called"’”
“IHe was here a moment ago, and has gone to the
landing, doubtless; you can call him as you go.”

- With sudden eagerness the girl 'glided to the window,
now t0o intent upon some purpose of her own to see the
dark outline of a figure half concealed in tlie deep folds
of the curtain; and; leaning far out, she peered into
the * gloom with an intentness that sharpened every
feature, 1 | o

“There is no:one coming, migsis;” she said, raising
her voice unnecessarily, as one listener thought, unless
the momentary stillnéss made any sound seem unusually
loud. As the words left her lips, from below there came

- a soft chirp asof some restless bird; it was twice re-

peated, then came a pause, and in it, with a rapid, noise-
less gesture, Milly drew a handkerchief from her pocket
and dropped it from the window. It fluttered whitely
for a moment, and as it disappeared an acute ear might
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‘have caught the sound of footsteps stealing stealthily
away. Milly evidently heard them, for an expression of
relief began to dawn upon her face. Suddenly it changed
to one of terror, as, in the act of withdrawing lier arm,

- a strong hand-grasped it, and Gabriel’s voice domanded,—

“ What does this mean, Milly ? ”

For a moment she struggled like some wild ereature

~caught- in a net, then steadied hersell by a desperate
effort, exclaiming, breathlessly, — -

“ Oh, Master Gabriel, how you frightened me!”

“I meant to. Now tell what all this means, at once
-and truly,” he said, in a tone mtended to be stern, but
which was only serious and troubled. -

“ All what means, sir?” she answered, {eigning inno-
cent surprise, though her eyo never met hls, and she still
trembled in his hold.

“You know; the signals, the dropping of the hand-
kerchief, the steps below there, and the ﬁoulc creeping
~ through the grass.”

- 4 Master must have qulck eyes and ears to sece aund
hear all that in such a minute. I only saw my handker-
chief drop by accident; I only heard a bird chirp, and
one of the dogs ereep round the house;” but as she
prle she cast an uncasy glance over her shoulder into
the night without, ' -
¢« Why lie to me, Milly? 1 have Wat(,hed you ever
since you came in, and you are not yoursclf to-night.
Something is wrong ; I've felt it all day, but thought it
- was anxiety for my poor father. Why are all the people
~sent off to the quarters? Why is Andy meddling with

the boats without my orders? and why do you look,

Speak, and act in this inexplicable manner?”
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¢ If master gets worried and imagines mischief when

there is none, I can’t help it,” she said, doggedly. -

‘Both while speaking and listening Gabriel had seruti--
nized her closely, and all he saw confirmed his suspicion
that something serious was amiss. In the slender wrist
he held the pulse thrilled guick and strong ; he heard the

rapid beating of her heart, the flutter of the bre‘tth upon
her lips 3 saw that her face was colorless, her eyes both
restloss and elusive. TTe was sure that no transient fear
agitated her, but felt that some unwonted excitement pos-
sessed ler, threatenening to break out in spite of the
self-control which years of  servitude had taught her.
What he had just scen and heard alarmed him ; for his
father had been a hard master, the island was governed
by fear alone, and he never trod the dykes that bounded
the long, low rice-ficlds without feeling as if he walked

~upon a crater-erust which might crack and spew fire any |

day. Many small omens of covil had occurred of
late, which now returned to his recollection with sinister
significance ; and the vague disquiet that had haunted
him all day now scemed an instinctive premonition of
impending danger. Many fears flashed through his mind,
and ong resolution was firmly fixed. His face grew stern,
hig voice commanding, and his hand tightened its hold
as he said, —

“¢Speak, Milly, or T shall be tempted to use my author-
ity ag a master, and that I never wish to do. If there
is any deviltry afloat T must know it; and if you will not
tell it me T shall search the island till T find it for myself.”

She looked at him for the first time, as he spoke, with
a eurious - blending of defiance for the master and admi-
ration for the man. ~ His last words changed it to one of

23
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fefu' and her free hand was cxtend(,d as if’ to bar his.
way, while she said, below her breath, and with another

glance into the outer gloom, —
- “You are safe here, but if you leave the house 1t will
cost. you your life.” :

| ¢ Then it rust ; for it you will not show me the peul '
T swear Tl go to mect it blindly.”

“ No, no, wait a little ; I darenot tell ! 17

“You shall tell. I am ‘the mistress 11010, and have

borne enough. - Speak, gul at once, or this proud spirit

- of yours shall be broken till you do.”

Mrs. Butler had heard all that passed had appr oached
them, and being a woman who was by turns imperious,
peevish, and pas,smnate, she yielded to f}chttcr impulse
as she spoke, and gave the girl’s shoulder an impatient
shake, as if to force the truth out of her. The touch,
the tone, were like sparks to powder; for the smoulder-

ing fire blazed up as Milly flung her off, wrenched her- -

self free from Gabriel, and turned on his mother with a
look that sent her back to her husband trembling and
dismayed. ' |

“Yes, I will speak, though it is too soon!?” cried
Milly, with a’ short, sharp laugh. ¢ They may kill me
for telling before the time ; I can’t help it; 1 must have

- one hour of freedom, if I dic the next, " There s devil-

try- afloat to-night, and it is yourselves you may blame
forit. Woe can’t bear any more, and before a new master
comes to torment us like the old one, we’ve determined
to try for liberty, though there’ll he bloody work before
we get it. The boys are not at the quarters, but fifty
are waiting at the rice-mill till midnight, and then they’ll
come up here to do as they’ve been done by, While
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they wait they’re beginning Wlth overseer Neal; whip-
ping, burning, tor{‘tuzmg him, for all I know, as other
men, and women too, have been whipped, burnt and
tortured there. That was his scream you heard. Alec
never went for the doctor; Andy’s gualdmg the boais
till we want them; big Mose is watching round the
house ; the alarm bell’s down ; I've cleared the house of
arms, and spoilt the pistols that I dared not take ; Master
Gabriel’s the only white man on the island, and there’s
no help for you unless the Lord turns against us. Who
is the mistress now? ”

The girl paused there, breathless but exultant, for the
words had poured from her lips as if the pent-up degra-
dation, wrath and wrong of nineteen years had broken
bounds at last and must overflow, even though they
wrecked her by their vehemence. Some spirit stronger
than herself scemed to possess and speak out of her,
making her look like an embodied passion, beautiful, yet,
terrible, as she glanced from face to face, secing how pale
and panic-stricken each bccame, as her rapid words made
visible the retribution that hung over them. Gabriel
stood aghast at the swift and awful answer given to his
prayer; the daughters fled to their mother’s arms for
shelter ; the wife clung to her husband for the protection
which he could no longer give, and, as if dragged back
to life by the weight of a woe, such as he had himself

“inflicted upon others, the old man rose up in his bed,

speechless, helpless, yet conscious of the ‘danggrs of the
hour, and doubly daunted by deatl’s terrors, because. so

‘powerless to succor those for whom he had periled his’

own soul. A bitter ery broke from him as his last look -
showed him the impending doom which all hig impotent
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remorse could not avert, and in that ciy the old man’s
spirit passed, to find: that, even for such as he, Inflmte
Justice was tempered by Infinite mercy.

Duunw the few moments in which the wife and daugh- -

ters forgot fear in sorrow, and the son took hurried
counsel with lnmbelf how Dlest to meet the coming

danger, Mll]y was le'nnmn* that the bitter far exceeds -

the sweet in human vengeance. The slave exulted in
the freedom so dearly purchased, but the woman felt that
in avenging them her wrongs had lost their dignity, and
though she had changed places with her mistress, she
found that power did not bring her peace. She had no
- skill to anftlyze the. feeling, no words in which to express
it, even to herself, but she was so suenrrly conseious of
it, that its mysterlous power marred the joy she thought

| ~ to feel, and forced her to confess that in the hour of
expected trmmph she was bafiled and defeated by her.

own conscience. With women doomed to a fate like
hers, the higher the order of intelligence tho deeper the
sense . of dwmdatlen, the more intense the yearning for

liberty at any price. Milly had always rebelled against -

her lot, although, compared with that of her class, it had

not been a hard one till the elder Butler bought her, that

~ his son, seeing slavery in such a lovely form, might learn

to love it. But Gabricl, in his brief visits, soon convineed

his father that no temptation could undermine his sturdy

Northern sense of ri ight and justice, and though he might

easily leau n to love the beautifal woman, he could not

- learn to oppress the slave whose utter he]plessness ap-
pealed to all that was manliest in him, '

Milly felt this deeply, and knew that the fow black

drops in her veins parted herself and Gabriel more hope-
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lessly: than the widest seas that ever rolled between two
Jovers, 'This 1nexorable fact made all the world look
dark to her; life became a burden, and. one purpose
alone sustained her, — the resolution to achieve her own.
liberty, to enjoy a brief trjumph over those who had
wronged her, then to die, and find compensation for a
hapless human love in the fatherly tenderness of a Divine
one. She had prayed, worked and waited for this hour,
with all the ardor, energy and patience of her nature.
Yet when it came she was not satisfied ; a sense of gmlt
oppressed her, and the loss seemed greater than the gain.
Gabriel had given her a look which wounded more deeply
than the sharpest reproach ; and the knowledge that she
had forfeited the confidence he had always shown her,
now made her gloomy when she would have been glad,
humble when she thought to have been proudest. ' Ga-
briel saw and understood her mood, felt that their only

B ‘hope of deliverance lay in her, and while his mother and

sisters lamented fer the dead, he bostirred himself to
save the living. : '

¢ Milly,” he began, with sad seriousness, ¢ we deserve
no mercy, and I ask none for myself; T only 1mp10re you
to spare tho women and give me time to atone for the
weak, the wicked hesitation which has brought us to this
pass. I meant to free you all as soon as you were legally
mine, as it was too late for my father to endear his mem-
ory by one just act. But it was hard to make my mother
and my sisters poor, and so I waited, hoping to be shown
some way by which T could be just an}d generous both fo
you and them.” ' ' :

““Three women were more p1ee10us than two hundred

‘helpless creatures. in the eyes 'of a Christian gentleman
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from the free North! I'm glad you told me this;” and
there was somothing like contempt in the look she gave
her master.

There was no answer to that, for it was true sond in | .

the remorseful shame that sent the blood to Cr’l.bll(ﬂ’
forehead, he confessed the. fact which he was too honest
to deny, Still looking at her, with-eyes that pleaded for
him better than his words, he said, with a humlhty that
conquered her disdain, —

41 shall expiate that sin if I die to- mwht, and I will

give myself up to be dealt with as you please, if you will
‘save my mother and my sisters, and let them free you in -
my name. Before God and my dead father I promise

this, upon my honor!”

“ There are no witnesses to that but those whom Tl
‘not trust ; honor means nothing to us who are not allowed
to keep our own,” said Milly, looking moodily upon the
ground, as if ghe feared to look up lest she should
relent, for excitement was cbbing fast, and a flood of
regretful recollections rising in her heart,

“I did not expect that reproach from you,” Gabricl
answered, taking courage from the signs he saw. “Do
you remember, when my father gave you to me, how
mdlgnantly I 1ejected the gift, and promised that in my

eyes you should be as sacred as ecither of those poor.

girls? Tave Inot kept my word, Milly ? 4
“Yes! O yes!” she said, with trembling lips, and
eyes she dared not lift, they were so full of grateful tears.
_Carefully steadying her traitorous voice, she added, carn-

estly, ¢ Master Gabriel! I do remember, and I'vo tried |

all day to save. you, but you wouldn’t go. I will trust
your Word and do my best to help the ladies, if they’ll
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promise to free us all to-morrow, and you will leave the
island at once. Mose will let you pass; for that hand-
kerchief was dropped to tell him that you were abroad,

and were to be got off against your will, if you wouldn’t
go quictly. Both he and Andy will save you for my
sake ; the others won’t, because they don’t know you as
we do. Please go, Master Gabriel, before it is too Jate.”

¢ No, I shall stay. “What would you think of me, if I
deserted these helpless women in such danger, to save ’
myself at their expense? I cannot quite trust you,
Milly, after treachery like this.”

“Who taught us to be treacherous, and lefl: us nothing
but our own cunning to help ourselves with?”

The first part of Gabriel’s speech made the last less
lard to bear ; and Milly’s question was put in a tone that
wag more apologetic than accusatory, for Gabriel cared
what she thought of him, and that speech comforted her.

“ Not I, Milly ; but let the sins of ‘the dead rest, and
tell me if you will not help my mother and Grace and

‘Clara off, instead of me? “I'he promise will be all the

sooner and the better kept, or, if it comes too laie, I
shall be the only and the fittest person to pay the
penalty.”

Milly’s face darkened, and she turned away with an-
expression of keen disappointment. Mrs. Butler and her
daughters had restrained their lamentations to listen ; but

~at the sound of Gabriel’s proposal, the sisters ran to

‘Milly, -and, clinging about her knees, implored her to
pity, forgive, and save them. Well for them that they
did so; for Milly felt as if many degradations were can-
celled by that act, and, as she saw her young mistresses
al her feet, the scnse of power soothed her sore heart,
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and added the grace of geuerosity to the duty of forgive-
ness. She did not speak, yet she did not deny their
" praycr, and stood waver ing between doubt and desire ag
the fateful moments rapidly flew by ; Gabriel remembered

that, and, taking her hand, said, in a voice whose carnest~

ness wag perilously persuasive to the poor girl’s ear, —
“ Milly, you said there was no hopo for us unless God
turned against you. I think He has, and, speaking

through that generous heart of yours, pleads for us better
than we can plead for ourselves. It is so beautiful to

pity, so magnanimous to forgive; and the greater the

wrong, the more pardon humbles the transgr 05901 and |
ennobles the bestower. Dear Milly, spare these poor |

girls as you have been spared ; prove yoursell the truer

woman, the nobler mistress; teach them a lesson whieh

they never can forget, and sweeten your liberty with the
memory of this act.” .

Milly listened still with downcast eyes and averted
face, but ever y word went straight to Ler heart, soothing,
strengthening, inspiring all that was best and bravest in
that poor heart, so passionate, and yot so warm and
womanly withal. No man had ever spoken to her hefore
of magnanimity, of proving herself superior to those
who had shown no merey to her faults, accorded no
praise to her virtues, nor lightened a hard servitude
with any touch of friendliness. No man had ever looked
into her face before with eyes in which admiration for

“her beauty was mingled with pity for her helpless woman- -

‘hood ; and, better than all, no man, old or young, had
ever untll now recognized in her a fellow-creature, born
to the same rights, gified with the same powers, and
capable of the same suﬂ‘eungs and sacrlﬁccs as himself.
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That touched and won her; that appealed to the spirit
which lives through all oppression in the lowest of God’s
childven ; and through all her frame there went a glow -
of warmth and joy, as if some strong, kind hand had
lified her from the oloom of a desokute despair into the
sunshine of a happier world.  Her eye wandered toward
the faces of dead master, conguered mistress, and dark-
cened ‘15 it looked ; passed to the pale girls still elinging
to her skirts, and softencd visibly ; was lifted to Gabriel,
and kindled with the new-born desire to prove herself
worthy of the confidence which would be her best re-
ward. A smile broke beautifully across her face, and
her lips were parted to reply, when Mrs. Butler, “Zho
sat trembling behind her, cried, in a shrill, imploring:
whisper, —

“ Remember all I've done for you, Mllly, all I still
havé it in my power to do. - I promise to free you, if you
will only save us. now. Be merciful, for your old
master’s sake, if not for mine.’

The sound of that querulous voice seemed to sting
Milly like! & lash, threatening to undo all Gabriel’s work.

- Her cye grew fiery again, her mouth hard, her face bit-

terly scornful, as she said, with a glance wluch her mis-

tress never forgot, — -
“Pm not likely to forget a.ll you ve done for me; I
would not aceept my liberty from you if you could give -

- ity and if a word of mine could save you, I'd not say

it for old master’s sake, much less for yours.”

With a warning gesture to his mother, Gabriel turned
that defiant face toward himself, and holding it firmly
yol, gcntly between Lis hands, bent on it a look that
allayed the rising storm by the magic of a power which
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‘the young man had never used: till now, though conscious
of possessing it,— for Milly’s teli-tale countenance hid

betrayed her scmet long ago. As he looked deep into-

her eyes, with a glance which was both commanding and

compassionate, they first fell with sudden shame, then, _

“as if controlled by the power of those other cyes, they
rose again and met them with a sad $incerity that made
their beauty tragical, as they filled slowly till two great

- tears rolled down. her cheeks, wetting the hands that
touched them; and when Gabriel said, softly, ¢ Ior
my sake you Wﬂl save us?” she straightway answered,
“Yes.,”
~ “God bless you, Milly! Now tell me how I 'un'= to
help you, for time is going, and llvcs hang on the
minuates.”

- He released her as he spoke; and, though she still

"looked at him as if he were the one saving power of sher
thwarted life, she answered, pleadingly, —

¢ Flush, Master Gabriel ! please don’t speak to me, for

then 1 only feel, —now I must think.”

How still the room grew as they waited! "The pres
ence of death was less solemn than that of fear, for the
dead seemed forgoiten, and the living all unconscious of
the awesome contirast between the pale expectancy of
their panic-stricken faces and the repose of that one un-
troubled countenance. ITow suddenly the night grew
" full of ominous sounds! THow intently all cyes ‘were
fixed upon the beautiful woman who stood cmin011w them
holding their lives in her hands, and how they started,

when, through the hush, came a soft chime as the half- |

hour struck! Milly heard and answered that gilvery
sound as the anxious watchers would have had her:
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“Tt can be \done,” she said, in a tone which carried
hope to every heart. ‘It can be done, but T must do it

‘alone, for I can pass Mose and get Andy across the river

without their suspeeting that I'm going for help. You
must stay here and do your best to gnard the ladies,
Master Gabricl; it won’t be safe for any of you to go

now.”

«But, Milly, the boys may not wait till twelve, or you
ma,y be delayed, and then we are lost.”

«T have thought of that; and as X go out I'll take old
Sandra with me; she’ll understand in & minute. - She'll
go down to the mill and talk to them.and keep them, if
anything can do it, for they love and foar her more than

~any one on the island. DBe quict, trust to me, and T'll

save you, Master Gabriel.”

He silently held out his hand, as if pledging his word
to obey and trust. With the warmth and grace of her
impulsive temporament, Milly bent her head, laid her
cheek against that friendly hand, wet it with. gmteful
tears, kissed it with loving lips, and went her Way, feel-
ing as if all things were possible to her for Gabriel’s
sake.

Listening breathlessly, they heard her foot-falls die
away, heard Sandra’s voice below, a short parley with
Mose, then watched the old woman and the young depart
in opposite directions, leaving them to feel the bitterness -
of dependence in a strange, stern fashion, which they had
never thought to know. ‘Man-like, Gabriel could not long
stand idle while danger menaced ¢ and women faced it for
him. Anxious to take such precautions as might hold
the etxpe_(,ted assailants at bay, even for a moment, he
bade his mother and sisters remain quiet, that no sus-

B i e A

= B AT T e A o S L O Syt v ol ot T s o

e




364 . CAMP AND FIRESIDE STORIES.

picion might be excited, and crept down to test the capa-

bilities of the house to withstand a short siege, if’ other

hopes failed. The slight, many-doored and windowed
mansion, built for a brief occupancy when the winter

‘months rendered the region habitable for whites, was:but -

ill-prepared to repel any attack; and a hasty survey
convinced Gabriel that it was both hazardous and vain

to attempt a barricade which a few strong arms could

instantly destroy. As he stood disheartencd, unarmed,
and- alone in the long hall, dimly lighted by tho lamp he
carried, a sense of utter desolation came over him,
dampening his courage, and oppressing his mind with the

dreariest forebodings. - Thinking of the many truc hearts -

and stout arms far away there at the North, which would
hayve come to his aid so readily could his need have been

known, he yearned for a single friend, a single weapon,

that he might conquer or dic like a man, And both
were given him. / | '

Pausing before a door that'opened out upon the rear
of the house, his eye caught sight of a heavy whip, whose
loaded handle had felled men before now, and' might
casily do so again, if wiclded by a strong arm.. He took
it down, saying to himsclf, ‘It is the first time I ever
" touched the accursed thing; God grant that it may be
the last.”. A low sound behind him caused the blood
to chill an instant in his veins, then to rush on with a
quicker flow, as, poising the weapon in one hand, he
lifted the lamp above his head, and searched the gloom.
Far at the other end of the long hall a dark figure crept
along, and a pair of glittermcr eyes were fixed upon his
~own. “Come on; I'm ready,” he sa,ld, steadily, and
_ _‘nas a,nswcred by the patter of rapid steps, the sight of
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a;n unexpected ally, as a great bldck hound came leaping

“wpon him in a rapture of caninc delight. Old Mort had

been the ficrcest, most eflicient blood-hound on the island ;
and still, in spite of age, was a formidable beast, ready
to track or-assault a negro, and pull him down or throt-
tle him, at word of command. Ile had been his pos-

sessot’s favorite till Gabriel came; then he deserted the

ald master for the young, and was always left at large

-when he was at home. Mort had been missing all day,
~and now the rope trailing behind him was suflicient evi-
dence that he had been decoyed away, lest his vigilance

should warn his master, and that, having freed himself,
he had stolen home, to lic concealed t11] mnht and his
master’s presence reassured him.

. As the great ereature reared himself before the young .
 man, with a paw on cither shoulder, and looked into his

face with eyes that seemed almost human in their intelli-
gont affection, Gabriel dropped the whip, put down the
lamp, and caressed the hound with an almost boyish
gratitude and fondness; for, with the sense of security
this powerful ally brought, there came a remorseful
memory, that, though the possessor of two hundred
human beings, he had no friend but a dog. At this
point Mort suddenly pricked up his ears, slipped from
his master’s hold, and snuffed suspiciously at the closed
door. “Some one was evidently without, and the crea-
ture’s keen scent detected the unseen listencr. With a
noiseless - command to the dog to.kecp quict, Gabriel
caught up Lis only weapon, and stood waiting for what-

ever dmnonslmtmn should follow. None came; and .

pleqenﬂy Mort rotur ned to him with a sagacious glance

and a slecpy yawn, sure evidences that Mose had paused

4

e




366 CAMP AND FIRESIDE STORIES.

a moment in his round, and ha,d gone on again. Big
_Mose was, with one exception, the strongest, most rebel-
lious slave on the place; and though Gabriel had longed
- torush out and attack him, he had not dared to try it,
for his strength was as a child’s compared to the stalwart
slave’s. Now, with Mort to help him, the thing was

possible ; and as he stood there, with only a door be-'

tween him and the man who had sworn to take his life,
" a strange consciousness of power came to him ; his mus-
cles seemed to grow firm as iron, his blood flowed calm
and cool, and in his mind there rose a purpose, desper-
ately simple, yet wise, despite its seeming rashness. He
would master Mose, and, leaving Mort to guard him,

would go down to the mill, and, if both Sandra’s and

his own appeals and promises proved unavailing, would

give himself up, hoping that his death or lorturec would . s

delay the doom of those defenceless women, and give
Milly time to bring them better help than any he could
give. Some atonement must be made, he thought, and

perhaps innocent blood would wash the black stain from

his father’s memory better than tho deed he had hoped
to do in that father’s name on the morrow. He had held
a precious opportunity in his hands, had delayed through
" a mistaken kindness; now it was lost, perhaps forever,

) ,”ﬁ*
and he must pay the costly price which God exacts of - |}
those who palter with their conseicnces. As the thought £
came, and the purpose grew, it brought with it that high |3

. courage, that entire self-abnegation which we call hero-
ism ; and that fateful moment made Gabriel a man.
A word, a gesture, put the dog upon his mettle ; then
cutting away the long rope, Gabriel threw it over his
arm, unbarred the door, set it ajar, and, standing behind
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it,' with the hound under his hand, he Waigéd for Mose

17 to minke his round. Soon Mort’s restless cars gave token

of his approach ;sand, as the stealthy steps came stealing

" on, he was. with difficulty restrained; for now- instinet

showed him danger, and he was as eager as his master
to be up and doing, The streak of light attracted the
man’s:'eye. He paused, drew nearer, listened; then
softly pushed the door open, and leaned in to reconnoi-
tre. That instant Mort was on him, a heavy blow half
stunned him, and, before his scatter ed wits could be col-
lected be was down, his hands fast bound, and both
mnaster and dog standing over him panting, but unhurt..

“ Now, Mose, if you want to save your life, be still,

“and answer my questions truly,” said Gabriel, with one -

hand on the man’s throat, the other holding back Mort,
whose tawny cye was savage now. ‘I know your plot,
and have found means to spoil it. How do you think
I'm going to punish you all?”
- ¢ Dun’no, massa,” muttere Mose, Wlth a grun resig-
‘nation to any fate. o

“Tm going to free every man, woman, and child on
the island, and fling that devilish thing into the river,”

“he said, as he spurned the whip with his foot.

An incredulous look and derisive gun was the on]y

" thanks and answer he received.

4 You don't believe it?  Well, who can blame you, p‘bor
gol? Not I. Now tell me how many men arc on the

watel between here and the rice-mill?”  Gabriel spoke

with a flash of the eye and a sudden deepening of the
voice ; for both indigncmtion and excitement stirred him,
The Jook, the tone, did more to convince Mose than a
flood of words; for he had learned to try men by tests
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of his own, and had more faith in the promises of their |

faces than those of their tongues. More 1'espectfully,
he gaid,— - ' ‘ '
~ “No one, ’sides me, massa. Andy’s at de lzmdm
‘and de rest at de mill ’ceptin” dem as isn’t in de sccret.”
¢ Mmd no lies, Mose, or your free papers will be the
last I sign to-morrow. Get up, and come quictly with
me ; for if you try to run, Mort will pin you. T’m going
to the mill, and want you safely under lock and key first.”
¢ Y5 massa gwine alone?” asked Mose, glancing about

him, for Gabriel spoke as if he had a score of men at

his command,
“Yes, I'm going alone ; why not?”
¢ Mwssa, Jknows dere’s fifty of de boys dar sworn to

kill him, if Milly don’t git him *way "fore dey comes up? P

- 1 know, and Milly’s done her best to get me off, but
I’d rather stay ; I'm not afraid.”

Gabriel’s blood was up now: danger had no terrors
for him ; and, beyond the ezxc1temcnt of thc moment, his
‘purpose lent him a calm coulage which impressed the
slave as something superhuman. Like one in a maze of
doubt and fear, he obediently followed his master to an
out-house, where, binding feet as well as hands, Gabriel
left him with the promise and the war ning, —

¢ Sit here till I come to let you out a frce man, if 1
live to do it. - Don’t stir nor call, for Mort will be at the
door to silence you und howl for me, if you try any
tricks. T’Il not keep you long, if' I can help it.”

The slave only stared dumbly at him, incapable of

receiving the vast idea of liberty, pardon, and kindness

all at once ; and bidding Mort guard both prisoner and
house, Giabriel stole along the path that wound away
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through grove and garden to the rice-mill, where so many
fates were soon to be decided. As he went he glanced

~from carth to sky, and found propitious omens cvery-

where. No flowety thicket concealed a lurking foe to
clutch at him in the dark; but the fragrance of trodden

~grass, the dewy touch of leaves against his cheek, the

peaceful night-sounds that surrounded him, gave him
strange comfort and encouragement ; for when his fellow-

- ereatures had deserted, Nature took him to her motherly

heart.  From above, fitful glimpses of the moon guided
him on his perilous way ; for the wind had changed, the -
black clouds were driving semmul, and the storm was

passing without either thunderbolt or hurricane. Comm

at length, within sight of the half-ruined miil, he paused'

_ to reconnoitre. Through chinks in the rude walls a dim

light shone, muflled voices rose and fell; and once there
wag a hoarse sound, as of a half-uttered shout. Creeping
warily to a dark nook among the ruins, Gabricl made his
way to & crevice in an inner wall, and, looking through
it, saw a sight little fitted to reassure him, either as a
master or a man. _ _
The long, low-raftered portion of the mill, which once

had been the threshing-flooy, was now lighted by the red

glare of sevéral torches, which filled the place with weird

shadows, and sudden glimpses of objects that scemed the
fwore mysterious or terrible for being but half seen. In
one corner, under a coarse covering, something lay stark

and still ; a clenched hand was Vislblb, and several locks

of light hair dabbled with blood, but nothing more. Fifty

men, old and young, of all shades. of color, all types of

their unlmppy race, stood or sat about three, who. evi-

dently were the leaders of the league. . One, a young
24 _ :
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man, so fair that the red lines across his shoulders looked

doubly barbarous there, was halfknecling, and steadily

filing at a'chain that lield Lis feet together as his hands

had been held till some patient friend had freed them,
‘and left him to finish the slow task. IIe worked so
eagerly that the drops stood thick upon his haggard face, .

and his scarréd chest heaved with his painful breath ; for
this was the Tony who was too much cut up with his
last whipping to run on Mrs. Butler’s errand, but not too
feeble to strike a blow for liberty. The sccond man ‘was
as near an animal as a human creature could become,
and yet be recognized as such. A burly, brutal-looking
negro, maimed and distorted by every cruelty that could

- be invented or inflicted, he was a sight to daunt the

stoutest heart, as he sat sharpening the knife which had

- often threatened ‘him in the overseer’s hand, and was
- still red with the overseer’s blood. :
Standing erect between the two, and in stnkmn* con- |

trast to them, was a gigantic man, with a fine, dar k face,

a noble head, and the limbs of an chony Hercules. A~
native African, from one of those tribes whose wills are

never broken, — who cap be subdued by kindness, but
who often kill themselves rather than suffer the degrada-
tion of the lash. No one had dared to subject him to
that chastisement, as was proved by the unmarred smooth-
ness of the muscular body, bare to the waist ; but round
his neck was riveted an iron collar, with four curved
spikes. It was a shameful badge of scrfdom ; it pre-

- vented him from lying down, it galled him with its ceasc-

less chafing, yct he wore it with an air which would liave
made the hideous necklace scem some barbaric ornament,
if that had been possible ; and faced the excited crowd
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with a native dignity which nothing could destroy, and
which proved him their master in intelligence, as well as

strength and courage.

Before them all, yet lifted a little above them by her po-
sition on a fallen fragment of the roof, stood old Cassan-
dra. A tall, gaunt woman, with a countenance which age,

in making vcnembl(,, had not robbed of its vigor; her
sightless cyes werc wide open with a weird effect of see-

ing without sight, and herhigh white turban, her long
staff, and the involuntary tremor of her shrivelled hands,
gave her the air of some ancient sorceress or priestess,
bearing her part in some heathen rite. The majestic-
looking slave with the collar had apparently been speak-
ing, for his face wag turned toward her, and his dark
features were still alive with the emotions which had just
found vent in words.  As Gabriel looked, old Sandra
struck the floor with her staff, as if commanding silenceé ;

‘and, as the stir of some momentary outbreak subsided,
- she said, in a strong voice, which rose and fell in a sort
of solemn chant as her eamestness increased and her

listeners grew obediént to its spell, —
4 Chilen, I’se heerd yer plans,— now I Wan‘ts ter len’
a han’ and help you in dis hour of trlbbleatmn You's

killed oberscer Neal, and d’rectly you’s all gwine up ter

de house to kill massa, missis and de young folks. Now
what's you gwine to do dat fer? and what’s ﬁey eber

‘done bad nuf ter mako you willin’ ter fro *way. yer souls

dis night?”

“ Kase we can’t b'ar no more.,” ¢ Old m‘tsaa hunted

my boy wid hounds and dey tore him ter def.” ¢He
sold my chil’en and drove Rachel erazy wid de partin’.”
“ Old missis had my pore girl whipped’ kdge.qh% was 100
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sick ter stan’ and dress her.” ¢ Massa Gabriel may be
harder dan de ole one, and we’s tived ob hell.”.

These, and many another 91101[, stern. answer, came

to Sandra’s question ; she expected them, was ready {o
meet them, and knew how best to reach the outraged

hearts now. hungering for vengeance. Hu well-known

afllictions, her patience, her piety, gave a certain s: anctity

to her presence, great weight to her words, and an' |-

almost marvellous power to her influence over her own
people, who believed her to be half saint, half scer. She
felt her power, and, guided by an instinct that seldom
failed, she used it wisely in this perilous hour, remems-

bermg that her listeners, though men in their passmns,

were children in their foclings. :
“You pore boys, I knows de troof ob all dat, and I’se

had my trubbles hard and heavy as you has, but I’se

learnt to fergib * en, and d(,y don’t hurt now, Ole massa
bought me thirty year’ ago "way from all I keered fer,
and T’se slaved fer him widout no t ‘anks,. no wages, cher
since ; but I'se fergived him dat. He sole my chil’en,
all ten; my boys up de riber, my perty little girls. down

to Orleans, and bringed up his chil’en on de money ; dat

come bery hard, but de Lord helped me, and I fergived

~ hiin dat, He shot my ole Ben kase he couldn’t whip me

hisself, nor stan’ by and see it done ; dat mos’ broke my
‘heart, but in de end I foun’ I could fergib him one time
more. e made me nuss him when de fever come and

~every one was ’fraid ob him; de long watchin’, de hard

work and de eryin’ fer my chil’en made 3 me bline at last ;
but T fergived him dat right hearty, fer though dey took
my eyes away. dey couldn’t bline my soul, and in de
darkness I hab seen de Lord.”
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‘The truth, the pathos, thé devout assurance of her
words, impressed and controlled the qympathetlc crea- -
tures to whom she spoke, as no reproach or denunciation
would have done. A murmur went through the 'crowd,
and more than one savage face lost something of its bru-

tality, gained something of its former sad patience, as| ( '

the old woman touched, with wondrous skill, the chords

that still made music in these tried and tempted hearts.

«Yes, chilen, I hab seen de Lord, and He has made de
night into day fer me, has held me up in all my trubbles,

“tolo me to hole fas’ by Iim, and promised He would

bring me safe ter glory. Tse faith ter feel He will, and
while T wait, I’se savin’ up my soul fer Him. Boys, He
says de same to you froo me ; He says hole fas’, bar all
dat’s sent, beleebe in Him, and wait the commg ob de

Lord”
“We's done tlred a-waitin’, de Lord’s 50 bery long a

comin’, Sandr: a.”

Tt was a weary, hopeless voice that :mswered as an
old man shook his white head and lifted up the dim eyes
that for cighty years had watched in vain.

«“Tps you dat’s long a-comin’ ter Iim, Uncle Dave,

' but Ho ain’t tired ob waitin® for yer. De places dar in

heaven is all ready, de shinin’ gowns, de harps ob gole,
de cberlastin’ glory, and de peace. No rice-swamps dar,

. ’ wpa
‘1o sugar-mills, no cotton-fields, no houn’s, no oberseer,

no massa but do blessed Lord. Dar’s yer chil'en, Uncle
Dave, growed beautiful white angels, and a-waitin’ till .

yer comes. Dar’s yer wife, Pete, wid no lashes on her

back, no sobbin’ in her heart, a~waiting fer yer, anxious.

Dar’s yer fader, Jake; he don’t need no proppin’ now,

R ._
and he’ll run to meet yer when. yer comes. Dar’s yer

R R P S S e L S i i G




374 CAMP AND FIRESIDE STORIES.

pore sister Rachel Ned; she ain't-cr ving fer baby oW ;
de Lord’s got her in de holler ob His han’, and she’s

a~waitin’ fer de little one and’ you to come., Dar's s my

Ben, my chilen all saved up for me, and when I comes
I'll see ’em waitin’ fer me at de door. Bat, best ob all,
dar’s de dear Lord waitin’ for us; He's holdin’ out his
arms, He’s beckonin® all de while, e’ s sayin’, in dat lovin’
voiee. ob His, ¢I sees yer sorrows, my pore chil’en, 1
hears yer sobbin’ and yer prayers, 1 fergives yer sins, I

knows yer won’t ’spoint me ob dese yere fifty precious

souls, and I'se a-waitin’, waitin’, waitin’ fer yer all.’ ”
Strange fervor was in the woman’s darkencd face,
strange eloquence in her aged voice, sirange’ power in
the persuasive gestures of her w1thelcd hands out-
~ stretched above them, warning, pleading, beckoning,
as if, in truth, the Lord spoke through her, illuminat-

ing that poor place with the light of His divine compas-

s10n, the promises of His divine salvation. A dead

sildnce followed as the Jast yearmnn« cadence of the one
voice rose, fell, and died away. Sandra let the strong
contrast between the here and the hereafter make its
due impression, then broke the silence, saying bueﬂy,
solemnly, —

“ Boys, de Lord has spared yer one gleat sin dis night ;
ole massa ’s dead.”
- “Glory be to God, amen’” @ IIalleluyeﬂ dat T’sc
libed ter see dis happy day !” ¢« De Debble’s got him,
shore!” ¢ Don’t give up de chance, boys young massa
and de missis is lef’ for us.’

Such exclamations of gratltude jby; and revenge, were
- the only demonstration which the news produced, and,
mingling with them, a gust of wind came sweeping
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ihrouch the mill, as if nature gave a long sigh of relief
[ ] . A

that another tyrant had ecased to blight and burden her

fair domain. Sandra’s quick car caught the last words,

‘and a decp oath or two, as several men rose w1th the
fierce fire rekindling in their eyes.

«Yes!” she cried, in a tone that held them even
awamst their will, — ¢ yes, young massa’s lef”; but not
to die, for if yer gives up your chance of damnation
dls night, youll all be free to-morrer. He's pmrmsed

. he'll do it, and dere’ll be no blood but dap bad man’s
yondm, to cry from de groun’, and War witness “ginst
yor at de Judgment-Day.”

“Tree! to-morrer! Who's gwine to blieve dat,
Sandra? We's been tole such stories often; but de

morrer’s never come, and now we’s ,gwme to bring

one for ourselves.”
The gigantic man with the spiked collar on lus neck

“said that, with a smile of grim determination, as he took "

up the iron bar, which in his dGSpelate hands became a
terribly formidable weapon.

A low growl, as of muttering thunder, answered him,
and Sandra’s beart sunk within her. But one hope
remained ; and desperately clinging to it, she found that
even in these betrayed, benighted creatures there ‘still
lived a sense of honor, a loyalty to truth, born of the
manhood God had given them, the gratltude whlch one

man had inspired.

“ Hear me, jes once more, “fore yer goes, boys, = Tell ~ -

hi
me, what has young massa done ter make yer want his

blood?  Ias he ever lashed yer, kicked, and cussed yer?

Has he sole yer chil'ren, *bused yer wives, or took yer
ole folks from yer? Has he done anything but try to
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make ole massa kinder, to do his best fer us while he’s
here; and when he can’t do nor Iar no more, don’t he
go *way to pray de Lord ter help us for Iis sako?”

Not a voice answered ; not one complaint, accusation,

or reproach was made, and Prince, the fierce leader of

the ingurrection, paused, with his foot upon the threshold
of the door; for a grateful memory confronted and ar-

rested him. One little daughter, the last of many chil-

dren, had been taken from him to be sold, when Gabriel,
moved by his despair, had bought and freed and given
her back to him, with the promise that she never should
be torn from him again. For an instant the clasp of

little clmrrmg arms secemed to make the sore chafing of
the touch of the hand that gave

the iron -ring unfelt;
the precions gift now -made that rude weapon weigh
heavily: in his own, and from the darkness which lay
between him and the doomed home there seemed to rise
the shadow of the face which once had looked compas-
sionately into his and recognized him as a man, Ie
. turned, and, standing with his magnificent yot mournful
- figare fully revealed by the red flicker of the torches,
put out one hand as if to withhold the desperate erowd
before him, and asked, with an air of authorlty ‘which.
well became & prince by birth as well as name, — .

“Sandra, who tole you massa meant ter free us right
away? You has blessed dreams sometimes, and maybe
dis.is one ob ’em. It’s too good to beide troof.” -

“It is de troof, de livin’ troof, and no dream ob mine

was eber half so blessed as dis yere will be, if we has
faith, Milly tolg me jes now dat Massa Gabriel swore

before de Lord and his dead father dat he’d free us all

ter-morrer ; and I come here ter save yer from de sin dat .,

i

T
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{v(;.n’t help, but hinder yer awful in dis world and de
pext. Dere’s more good news ’sides dat. I heerd ’em

talkin’ *bout de Norf, It’s risin’, boys, it’s risin’! —de
tings we's 11ee1d is shore, and'de day ob jubilee i3 comin’

fas’ L

It was well she added that last hope, for its eﬂ'ect was

wonderful. Men lifted up their heads, hope ‘quenched

‘hatred in eyes that grew joyfully expectant, and for a

moment the black sky seemed to glimmer with the first

_rays of the North star which should lead them up from

that Dismal Swamp to a goodly land. Sandra felt the
change, knew that only one more effective touch was
needed to secure the victory, and, like the pious soul -

- she Was, turned in her hour of need to the only Friend

who never had deserted her, Painfully bending her stiff
knees, she knelt down before them, folded her hard

“hands, lifted her sightless eyes, and eried, in . an agony

of supplication, —

“Dear Lord, speak to dese yore pore chll’en, fer I’sc
done my bes'! Help ’em, save ’em, don’t let’ em spile
de freedom dat’s comin’ by a sin like dis to-night, but let -
’em take it sweet and clean from Thy han’ in de mornin’.
Stan’ by young massa, hole him up, don’t let him *spoint

. us, fer we’se ben bery patient, Lord; and help us to

wait one night more, shore dat he’ll keep de promise fer
Thy blessed sake.” -

“I will!”

The voice rang through the place like a voice from
heaven ; and out from the darkness Gabriel came among
them. To their startled, superstitious eyes he seemed no
mortal man, but a beautiful, benignant angel, bringing
tldmgs of great joy, as he stood therqurmed with no




348 . CAMP AND FIRESIDE STORIES.

- weapon but a righteous purpose; gifted with no eloquence

“but the truth, stirred to his heart’s core by strong emotion, _

‘and lifted above himself by the hlﬂh mood bom of that
memorable hour.

- ¢ My people ! mine only while T speak ; break up your
league, Iay down your arms, dry your fears, and forgive
as you are forgiven, for this island no longer holds a
master or a slave ; but all are free forever and forever.”

An awful silencc fell upon the place, unbroken till old"

-Sandra criéd, with a glad, triumphant voice, —

“Chil’en! de Lord hab heerd, de Lord hab answered |
Bless de Lord! O bless de Lord!”

Then, as a strong wind bows a field of grain, the
breath of liberty swept over {ifty souls, and down upon
- their knees fell fifty frec men, while a great ery went up
to heaven. Shouts, sobs, prayers and praises; the clash

of falling arms; the rattle of fetters wrenched away;

the rush of men gathered to cach other’s breasts, — all
added to the wild abandonment of 4, happiness too mighty
for adequate expression, as that wave of gratitude and
love rolled up and broke at Gabricl's fect. With face
hidden in his hands he stood ; and while his heart sung
for joy, tears from the decpest fountains of a man’s
repentant spirit fitly baptized the freedmen, who, clinging
to his garments, kissing his feet and pouring blessings on
his head, bestowed upon him a far nobler mher]tance
than that which he had lost.
“ Hark !”

. The word, and Sandra’s uphfted hand, hushed the
tumultuous thanksgiving, as if - she were in trath the
- magician they believed her. A far-off murmur of many
voices, the tramp, of many feet was heard; all knew
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rtended, yet none trcmbled none fled ; for a

what it po
: an cither forco or fear had conquercd

mightier power th

and the victory was already won.
Through widening vifts in the sﬁmmy sky the moon

broke clear and calm, gliding, like a visible benediction,
from the young man’s bent head to the dusky faces lifted |
toward the promised light ; and in that momentary hush,
solemn and sweet, across the river a dlstant clock struck

-

twelve.




