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Mav God protect you, reader of this book, from all manner of sickners;
but above all, frow that thrice dreaded pestilence, yellow fover. Of all
the seourge ever sent upon poor sinful man, neno equals in horrer and
loathsomeness  yellow fever.  Strong fathers nnd hushands, sens and
brothers, who would face the grape-shot battery in batrle, huve fled dis-
mayed from the approach of yellow fever, They huave cven deserted
those most dear to cthem.  Coyrageous, enduring women, too, who feared
hardly any other form of sickness, have been terrified into cowardice and
flight when yellow fever announced its awful presence.

Such was the state of aflairs when, a short time ago, the startling an.
nouncement was made that yellow fever had broken out in Shreveport,
Louisiana, and that it was of the most malignant type. At once everybody
who could do so left the stricken city for safer localities, and, with egual
promwptitude, other cities and towns quarantined themselves against
Bhreveport, for fear of the spread of the frightful contugion to their own
homes and Hresides.

Daily the telegraph flashed to all parts of the land the eondition of
Shreveport, until the operators themselves were ocut down by the disease
and earried to the graveyard. Volunteers were then called for from among
operators in the places, and several of these, who came in response to the
call, though acelimated, and faneiedly safe, took it and died. Then it waa
that, terror really began to take hold of the people in earnest. A man waa
alive and well in the morning, and at night he was a horrible corpse. 'I'ko
fond mother who thanked heaven, as she put her children to bed, that she
had no signs of the malady, and would be able to nurse them if they gob
sick, left those little ones orphans before another bedtime enme around.
In some cases even, the fell destroyer within forty-cight hours struck
down whole faufilies, leaving mneither husband, mother nor orphans to
mourn each other, but sweeping them all into eternity on one wave ns it
were,

- Then i% was that a great wail of mortal distress rose from Shreveporte—

a call for hely rom one exd of the land to snother. Business came to &
J
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stand.still, the rdinary avosations of lite were stspenfed. Nc¢ wns! 0o
;monoy! 6o bread! Nothing but sickness! novhing bub.h.error. ! | nothing
'but despair ! nothing but death! Alas! was there ne help in this supreme
moment? There was plenty of money fortheoming, but no nurses. . Phi-
fanthropic men and women in near and also distant States, sent t.helr dol-
Iars even by telegraph. But who would go thither and peril his or her
tife for the good of the eity in sackeloth and ashes?

Praised be the name of that God who gave them their brave hearts,
thore were somo who nobly volunteered for tho deadly but loving task. To
go was almost certain death to themselves—yet did they go. And most
brave, most distinguished, most lovely among those devoted few, was Agn
Arnold, the subject of this litile memoir, -

We have on our title page called her “ Angel Agnes,” That was,what
many a burning lip named ler in the unfortunate city of Shr(?veporb, a8
with her low, kind, tender voice, she spoke words of pious comfort to the

passing soul, and whispered religious consolation in the fast deafening ears

of the dying. Many had called her-Angel, becauso their dimming eyes hac
not beheld a friend’s face since they took sick, till they saw hers. Let us
aot £ill space, though, with encomiums, but let this noble Christian cres-
ture’s deeds be recorded to speak for themselves. So shall you, reader, do

justice to the lovely martyr, whose form, together with that of her in-

sended husband, sleeps in the eternal slumber far away in Louisiana.

AGNES VOLUNTEERS.

One day Mrs, Arnold, widow of the late well-known Samuel Ar:nold of
this city, sat in the library of their elegant mansion up town, reading the
daily papers.

aIg vlv)u;) shortly after breakfast, and presently Agnes, her .adopted daugh-
ter, entered the room. The Arnolds had never had any chllfiren, save one,
o girl, and she had died when she was three years qld. ‘While going o the
funeral, Mrs. Arnold saw a poorly clad lady walking slowly along with a
Little girl so strikingly like her own dead child, that she was p‘erf‘ec.tly
satonished,—so much so, indeed, that she cailed her hugband's attention
40 the littlo one. Mr. Araold himself was so surprised tha(;. he had the
«earringe stop, and, getting out, went and inquired the lady’s name and
addrese. ' oo ‘

« For, madame,” aid he, as a reason for his doing such an appgrefatly
staango act, * your little daughter here is a perfect likeness of our own little
Agnes, whose coffin you see in yonder hearse. You must allow Mrs.
Ainold and me to call upon you, though we are perfoct strangers to you;

ed you muost.” . o
in(}‘eVefy woll, sir,” answored the strange lady, “I shall not, certainly
under the ciroumatantes, object ’

.
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like the ivy and the flowers which grew
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lmmesiately after the funcral the Arnolds called at the residence ¢f Mrs.
Morton, whose husband had died more than a year before. She was
obliged to take in plain sewing, and when she could do so, she gave ocea-
sional lessons in French to eke out a livelthoud for herself and child.” A
very short interview rosulted in Mrs. Arnold persuading the widow to take
a permanent situation with her, as her seamstress, And from that date
until her death, which took place five years later, the fortunate widow and
her child lived with the Arnolds as full members of the family.

With an exquisite and grateful regard for the sensibilities and possible
wishes of her benefactors, the mother of the child voluntarily changed its
name from Mary to Agnes.

“I know you will approve of my doing so,” said she, on the oceasion of
her daughter's birthday—the Arnolds made quite a time of it, decking
the new Agnes in all the trinkets which had onee belonged to the little
,Agnes, who was gone—"T know you will approve of my doing so, and I
cannot think of any better way in which to express my gratitude to you
both,”

Mr. and Mrs. Arnold were moved to tears by these words; in fact, so
deep and genuine was their emotion that neither ane spoke for some time.
They did nothing but fondle and kiss the child they had adopted.

Thenceforward, instead of Mary Morton, the child was Agnes Arnold,

Years went by, and on the day we first introduced her she was twenty-
two years old, Her «awn mother snd Mr. Arnold had pussed away and
were laid away to sleep in the dust close by the little Agnes of old. Bus
r all their graves, each advan-
¢ing year made stouter and stronger the¥hvisible ivy that bound Agnes’
heart and Mrs: Arnold’s heart together, and the same ‘advancing ycar ren-’
dered sweeter and sweeter the fragrance of those umscen Yot ever-present

* buds and blossoms, that created & perpetual summer in their minds and

affections. J

“ Mother,” said Agnes as she entered the library and drew up a chair
close to Mrs. Arnold’'s, “1 wish to ssk your advice about the aifair
between Georgé and me. Do you think I ought to take any more notive
of him,6r Sophia 1

ell, I scarcely ean spesk to you advisedly, Agnes, on such a matter,”

eaid Mrs. Arnold. ¢ You are aware that my first and last thouglits are
for your happiness. But, from what I know of the eireumstances, I do
not see that you can meke any move cither one way or another without
sacrificing your feelings unjustly.”

“I have kept back nothing from you, mother,” replied Agnes; “you
know all, just as well as T do myself.”

“Then I think y-1 did perfectly right, Agnes, darling. Your course
has my emphatic appreval. I can appreciate perfeetly that it mmst cruse

vou to feei wratohdly for some time; but the selfsatisfaction it must
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eventually bring you, will gradually but surely ayercoru tie first dis
appointmont and regret, just as the ever-shining sun pietees and aisal-
. pates the heaviest storm cloud.” '

“Well, mother, I will await the turn of events, and whichever way,
whether for weal or for woe, I shall abide it. But should T lose George
through this, I shall never risk a second guch mental agony with any one
else.” . ‘ "

“Ah, pmiled Mrs. Arnold, kissing Agnes, gayly, “young hearts like
yours are not so brittle ag to be easily shattered. Better fish in the sea, et
ecetera,  You know the old adage—but there’s the postman, dear; you run
and get the letters he has.”

Agnes did ¢s her mother requested her, and in a few moments mors
re-antered the room with four letters in.one hand, and one letter in the
other. The single missive was directed to herself, in 2 chirography which
she well kinew, Giving the four to her mother, she sat down and opened
het own, It was couched in gold, formal words, instead of gushing sen-

. tences as usual, and to say that it chilled and crushed her is to say only
the truth. When hier mother had finished her's, Agnes handed this letter
ko her with the quictly spoken remark :

«hat severs George and me forever in this world, mother. With a

" keen sword he has cut me off from him, like the gardener ruthlessly cuts
the vine from the cak.” o

As she spoke, Agnes drew from her bosom & gold locket, and, spring-
ing it open, she gazed for a moment Gpon a handseme manly face which
it contained. That was Greorge’s likeness.

“Till cternity George, till eternity

Sha did not finish the scutence in words; but the fond, artless, fervent
kiss she imprinted upon the picture was such a one as is given to the dead
lips of one we love, and are about to part with' forover.

She snapped the lid shut again, replaced the closed trinket in her
bosom, and said:

« Mother, all i% over. I shall never open it again.’ Bat in ease I die
before you, T wish you to have this buried with me.”

Mrs, Arnold tried to rally Agnes about this, her first disappointment of
the. heart, and had the sutisfuction of presently seeing her quite merry.
Buddenly Agnes, as she glanced over the newspaper, cxolaimed

«Mother, what a draadful thing that yellow fover isl Did you recad
this? Whole families are being swept out of existence, and have no one
to help or nurse them. It's frightful, and yet we boast of our Christiunity.
It’s o sin and a shame!”

She continued to read the foarful despatches that had first attraciod her
attentivon, while her mother remained silent. |
. «Myther,” sho resumed, when she had finished, «I am going down 90

8hreysport.”

7
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“‘ What do yom mean, Agnes?” exclaimed Mrs. Arnold, ylancing
anxiously ar her daughter.

“1 am going down to Shreveport, to help to nurse those poor perishing
- poople.”

s Apgnes

“Yes, dear mother. I believe it to be my dnty to go and do what little
X can toward alleviating the distress of those stricken sufferers.”

:‘ g‘fhy, Agnes, dear, you would surely perish yourself.”

¢ 0 no, mother, you forget how T waited on papa and you

f wh
both had the fever down in New Orleans.” rr 7 o
) This was true. Soveral years before, while the Arnolds had been mak-
ang adplensure tour in the Southorn States, they had been scized with the
igorder, and but for the unflagging, heroic devotion of Agp

most likely have perished. , e they would

‘-‘ No, darling,-T could never forget that were T to live a hundred years.
It is because I do remember the horror of that time that I would not wish
you?t:? expose yourself to such another. DBesides, what would I do without
you

“That is the only subject that gives me any pain, mother; but then
God would take care of you as well as of me, would hé,not e ’

# Yes”

‘TI knlow it, mother. You have always taught me that, and T firm!
believe it. God, who sees and notes the fall of even 1 spa,n'ow will noyt
let me fall, except it be His gracious will. No, mother, T feel tb:lt I must
g0, and you must congent and give me your best blessing, It is strange
that we see mo account of wministers or members of anv denomination b?lf,
the Roman Church volunteering to go to the strickenJcity. All geem to
stand aloof but them. How noble are those truly Christian and devoted
wowen, the Sigters of Merey! And shall I be idle and listless when I
might be- saving life, or at least trying to do so. O, mother dear, I must
g0 I will come back safely to you. You must give me your con;ent "

it/Irs. Arnold was herself a truly brave and Christian lady, and a .ﬁrm
believer in the care that God exercises over all who serve ,Ilim And
therofore, after a short consideration, she gave the required consen; to h
‘dnught.er Agnes, to go to Shreveport as a nurse. "

During tl?e late war, fond fathers sent their sons to the battle-field not
that they wished to have them slaughtered, but willing that, for th , k
of their eange, they should take the risk. : ’ o

S.o now, with much the same motive, Mrs, Arnold gave Agnes her appro-
bation to go and perform her Christian duty to the sufferers at SllrevepI;rt

Yet when the parting really came, it seemed as though Mrs Arl:mId.
MI:‘I((i} I:ieve'lilu;clasp her arms from about the form of her d&ughtm:

od will bring me safely back 3 # wged
gently untwining t;ghose lovingy arms; E?G{']Z';,S;?f motken” wied Agues

]’I
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“Good-biy, darling, pood-by.” . :

It was over——the porting was over—Agnes was gone. Mrs. Arnold
waé nlone—for evermore in this Jife. Not until the gea and earth give up
their dead—not until the Book of Life might be opened and mankind sum-
moned before the White Throne on high, were thesa two destined to look
into each other'’s face again. Mra. Arnold could pot foresee the soleme
significance of her words as, for the last time, she murmured;

“ Agnes, my darling, my angel, good-hy!”

IN THE MIDST OF DEATH. )

In due course of time Agnes approached Shreveport. While in the cara
ghe had formed the acquaintance of three Sisters of Mercy, who were bound
upon a similar errand of kindness and peril to her own,

At first, upon Jearning whither she was going, and what her object was,
thege pious ladies were thoroughly astonished; but when they found by
interrogation that she was really in earnest, their friendly admiration

became equal to their previous astonishment,

% Your gervicea will be most weleome, Miss Arnold, I assure you,” said
the eldest of the Sisters. * This is the third time T have been summoned
to nurse in yellow fever, and I know that there are never one-half the num-
ber of nurses necessary.”

A little short of the stricken city they were all stopped, and it redquired
the posmve piatoment of the Sisters of Merey that their youthiul, lovely
companion was really going mto the plage for the purposo ¢f nursing the
sick,

“ Miss,” asked an elderly gentleman, “were you ever acclimated here?
Beosuse if you were not, we cannot let you pass, for you would only get
the fover yourself, and becomo a care instead of a help to us. Not only
that, but you would surely be a corpse inside of twenty-four hours,”

Agnes explained to the firm but kind gentleman, her New Orleans expe-
rience, and he relaxed and said:

#In that case, Miss Arnecld, I sincerely welcome you, and in the name of

the sick and dying people here, pray God that you may be spared to help

them. Dass through, and heaven bless your brave and noble heart [”

Reador, if you are & man, possibly you have been in the army, and then
possibly you have been in a column, to which has been assigned the task
of storming o well-served battery of pieces. If so, you may remember the
feelings that were within your heari as you left the last friendly cover of
woaods, and double-quicked across the open space up hill, and saw the artil-
lery-men waiting till you got close up before pulling the priuer lany.ds,
#0 a8 to make sure work of you all.

To Agnes Arnold going into Shreveport, the emotions must have been
very much like yours in feont of that battery., Yet there was no fluttering

‘of her pulse,
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“ Where skal I go firat?” asked this splendid herome of the gentleman
in charge of the district in which she chanced to find herself,

« Not for ; right across the street there into that grocery store at the cor
ner, We haven t been nble to send any one there. Just been ablo to look
in now and then and give them all their doses. Please give mo your name,
and don’t leave there till I come, and I'll look after your baggage.”

# My name, sir, is Agnes Arnold, I have no baggage except this one
small trank, aud T would rather you let this young man bring it along
dircetly with me.’ )

4 Very well, take it, Ned, and follow Miss Arnold, and see youdon't ask
anything for the job.” »

¢ Yea, sir,” replied the negre porter, and shouldering the trunk he strode
on hastily after Agnes. He would not go further into the house, however,
than the little room immediately in the rear of the store.

+ “Burely you are not afraid, you who live herel” exclaimed Agnes.

Do Lor’ bress your soul, missus, Youse couldn’t haul dis yer niggab
furder inter dis yallah house with an army muel team. Don't yer smell
dat *euliah scent, ©, Lor’, good-by missus. Dat’s de rele Jack, suah1?

And without waiting for any further argument or remark upon the rub-
ject, the terrified fellow clapped his hand over his mouth and nose, and
actually bounded qut into the strect to where some men were burning ter
and pitch as a dizsinfectant. Nor did he seem to consider himgelf safe until
he had nearly ohoked himself by thrusting his head into the dense black
fumes.

Agnes would have laughed at the silly man, but at this moment such
violent and agonized groaning fell wpon ber ears, that she sturted and
trembled. DBut it was only for a moment.

In an ingtant more she had thrown off her travelling costume and bat
and bounded wup stairs,

There such a sight met her gaze as would have chilled the stoutest heart.
In o narrow rear chamber were four living people and two corpses. The
two dead ones were the fither, a man of about forty, and a little girl of six
yeors, his youngest child. The four living people were the mother, thirty
years old, a little girl, and two boys, of the respective ages of nine, four.
tecn, and sixteen,

“ Don’t take us gway to the cemetery yet ! for God’s sake, don’t!” groaned
the woman in agony. “We're not dead yot. It won’t be Jong. Bat it
won't be long. Leave us be a while, and then you can bury us all in one
grave. For God’s sakel please!”

“My dear woman, I've come to try and save your lives, not to bury you,”
replied Agnes in s low, kindly voice, patting the sick woman’s forehend.

“The; take plenty of them away and stick them in the ground while
they are alive yet. Heaven help us, for we can’t help oursclves.”

These words were pot spoken consacutively, but in fits and starts between
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paroxysms of dreadful physical suflering. Her racked mind and body pre-
vented the mother from quickly comprehending Agnes. And i} was not
until the latter had talked to her soothingly and cheerfully for several
minutes, that she began to perceive the real state of affairs.

And then the re-action from the depths of despair was like the infusion
of new life and strength to the sick woman. She cried and scbhed as
though Ler heart would break fur several minutes, which excitement ended
in a spasm. .

Most women would have heen terrified at such a scene a8 was at this

-moment presented to Miss Arnold. But she was not a meve favey nurse.

Far from it. Up went ber sleeves, and for the next two hours sho worked
with her four patients like a Trojan, first with the mother, and next with
the children. Her next carc was to separate the living from the dead.
The child she wrapped up in u small sheet quite neatly, and for the father
she performed the same sad task, using a coverlet, so thus when about
three o’clock the dead wagon camo around with the coffing, both bodies
were decently prepared for interment. )

- «'Bout what time d’ye think T better git back fur t'others, nurse?”
inquired the driver of the wagon, consulting a small pass-book that he.
carried in his side coat pocket. .

Agnes was horrified to hear such a brutal question propounded to her
in the coolest and most business-like manner.

“ What do you mean 7”7 asked she, indignantly.

#Menn jist wot I saysl No time to fool round, nuther,” was the
apswer. “Thig is the Burton fam’ly, aint 167" he asked, giving his book
another glaneo, and then pitehing his eye quickly up around the store, as
though looking for a sign with which to compare the note book.

“Yes, Burton,” answered Agnes. |

« Al right, then! They wuz tuk yisterday at noon. There’s a man, a
woman, four children!” [Ilc tepped the tipof each finger of his loft
hand once with the back of the book, and the thumb twice, looking Agnes
very éonvineingly in the face sll the while, as though to make her tho-
roughly understand, without putting hiFn to the bother of & second state-
ment.] “Six—they wuz tuk at noon yisterday. Two dead this mornin’.
Bour mere oughten be dead hy—Ilet’s see—why, time’s up now! t’houten
pe dead now! By how’s that? You %int‘ foolin’, hey? Big fine
far. foolin’ the wagor man, you know. Now say, if any on ’em’s near
gone it'll do, you know. Save me buther, an’ you too, don’t you scof Ef
they’re near gone, "nuff not ter kick nor holler wen we puts 'em in, it'll do,
‘enuse then they can’t git better, you know, an’ they're outen their misery
sgoner,”

The insinuating leer with which the wreteh ended this speech cansed

Miss Arnold’s blood to run eold, ‘
«You brute! you fiend! ghoul! or whatever kind of demon you eall
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yourself, begone! in the name of Heaven, bogone !’ exclaimeld the heroio
girl, her eyes flashing fire, and her whole frame trembling with disgust
and horror. : ’

. Her demeanor cowed the fellow, and he actually eringed as he backed
out at the door, But on the sidewalk he seemed’ to recover his coolness,
or at least he sssumed to, for stepping in again, he exclaimed:

# Mind, I'll be round in the mornin’, and I don’s want no gum gamea}
I've got too much to do on my hands now.” . ‘

_Agnes paid no heed to him at all, but hastening back to her patients,
she recommenced her nursing care of them.

Theve was no fire, and in fact none was needed, cxcept for cooking and
preparing the one or two simple remedies which Agnes uged in connee-
tion with the treatment of the sick victims, and which she felt assured
would not interfere with the medicine they were taking.

In trath, during the whole epidemie, it seemed as though mere med
¢ine was of no avail whatever, and that really the methods and means used
by the natives, independent of the doctors, did all the good that was done,

Kirst, she got out of the store some mackerel and bound them, just as
they came out of tho barrel, brine and all, to the soles of the feet of both
the mother and children,

This simple remedy acted like a charm, for in about thrce hours +he

fover began to break.  Agnes put on fresh mackerel as betore, removing

the first ones, which, startling as it may seem, were perfectly putrid,
though recking with the strong salt brine when she applied them,

By nine o’clock that night the noble young woman had the jnespres
sible delight of sceing her poor patients so far chunged for the better as
to be completely out of danger, V

On the next morning, irue to his promise, the dead-wagon man came
around. e was one of those in-bred wicked spivits whieh take delighs
in hating everything and everybody good and beautitul; just as the Gireek
peasant hated Arvistides, and voted for his banishment, because he woa
surnamed the “good.” This fellow alroady hated Agnes, and his ugly
face was contortgd with a hideous grin, as he thrust himself in at the
store door and exclaimed : )

“ Hallo! where’s them dead "uns ? fetch ‘em out "

Agnes had not expected him to put his threat of coming the noxt morn-

ing into excoution, She was therofore somewhat taken aback on beholding
bim.

] But she was a girl of stendy, pdﬂf_(ar}hl nerves, and cool temper. and the .
instunt she saw that the fellow Had made up his mind to behave the way
he did merely to vex .and harass her, she made up her mind to * gettle
him off.”

Paying no heed therefore to what he’said, Agnes guietly put on her hat.

'
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and shawl took her umbrulla in her hand, and stepping directly up te
she brntal wrerch said, in a determined tone of voico :
4 Qo along with me; I intend to give you such a Jesson that yuu will

not forget in & hurry ~ You have given moe impudence cnough for the.

rest of your life. You have got to go back now with me to the office of
the Superinteudenls, where I will have you discharged and then punished
a8 you deserve.”

Perhaps thoughts of dark and cruel aots ha had already been guilty of,
flashed across his mind, and made him tremble for the consequences to

himself, He evidently believed that Agnes knew more about him than .
he thought. Or perhaps it was that mysterions influence which a positive .

mind in motion-like Miss Arnold’s—wiclds over a vacillating tempera-
ment like the dead-wagon driver’s.

Whichever ot these causes it was, could of conrse never bo positively
known, but, like a flash of lightning, the fellow changed his insolent, brag-
gort manner to one of the most contomptible, eringing eowardiee.

“ Don't, Missus, don't] I I've ’sulted yer, 'pon my dirty soul I'll beg
yor double-barrelled pardon. Please don't yer ge to complainin’ on me.
For ef I'd lose my place, my wife and young "uns *ud starve to death in no
time. I oughter knowed better then to pass you anyhow, when I sced
how good and purty yerwuzl”

¢ Please don’t leave us! don't leave us, Miss Agnes, for you've been our
Good Angel. You have saved our lives!” piteously exclaimed Mrs. Bur-
ton and her children in cdhorus at this moment, fearful that their nurse
was really going away, and dreading if she did, that they would all be
sarried off either tothe cemetery or some other dreadiul pluce.

“ Now, please go back, and don’t go a tellin’ on me fur 4 sassin yer. [
oughter to be ashamed ; and T am double-barrelied ashamed.  An’ef you'll
* jest say yowll furgiv’ me, P'll go down on my knees. There now, Miss
Agony, ain’t that 'nuff? }hf it ain’t, why Fll do whatever you say fur. me
to do.” : >

The fellow pulled off his hat and set himself in such a ludlcmusly woe-
begone attitede, that Miss Arnold had great difficulty in regtraining here
gell’ from laughllnw outiWht She managed, however, to keep a straigh
face, and replied :

“Well, this time T will allow it to pass; but never let me hear of such con-
dact again, or I will rot be so lenient.”

“Thank you, missus; and may I ask you a queshun ”™

“ Yes,” $

“T want ter ask you, hgw yer kep' them thera fnl'x from u dvin’?
Causs when ‘they're bin fuk like they w= ' k .ur sowg Juse boe urory
semel in the kerral that they'd peg out in twency-seven hours at furthent, *

v “God did it, not I, replied Agnes.
% Don't eoll me saswin’ yor, agin, Miss Agony, but that ain't so0; ’cause
B ’

%

ANGEL AGNES. 13

thar's nuthin’ "Il fotch 'em, when they're tuk the way hoy wur luk. It's
magic done it, nuthin’ else!"”

“Well, in case you should feel the headache, sick stomach, and ohill

eoming om at any time, or fall in with any person suffering that way,
remember the following recipe. Take out your book agsin and put it
down."”

“ Yes, Miss Agony, willin’.”

The fellow produced his book and peneil, and holding the former flat
up against the door, wrote at Miss Arnold’s dictation:

“Put the feet immediately into hot and very strong mustard water—pub
in plenty of mustard. Quickly take a strong emetic of ipecac or mus-
tard. water. Go to bed immediately, and send for the doctor. While
waiting for the doctor, get salt mackerel, directly out of the brine, and
bind them to the soles of the feet. And the moment ihe patient eraves
any particular article of food or drink, do not hesitate to give it mode-
rately. If mackercl cannot be obtained, use strong raw onions or garlie.
In a few hours the mackerel will most likely become putrid; if se,
remove them, and apply others "

“Gollyt Golly! I knowed it was magic—somethin’ like that, and nos
medicine at all!?” exclaimed the fellow, nodding his head to himself.

“Let me look at your book, to see if you have it correctly wnﬂ»en,

- said Agnes, stepping partially bebind the driver.

“Lor' bless you, Miss Apgony!” he exclaimed, “you'd never be akla to
rend my writin’, Hold on, an’ I'll read fur you myself, an’ then yer ken

. tell me ef I'm wrong.”

As Apnes still manifested a desire to lock at the book, however, he hold
it for her irepection. But with the exeeption of here and there a small
word, like @ or the, she could not decipher any of the scrawl. So she
expressed her desire to hear ib read.

The follow promptly read it all off without a single mistake, much to
the astonishment of Miss Arnoid.

“Is that all straight, hey, Miss Agony?" asked he, with a comical
axpression of mingled pride and curiosity running over his countenance,

“Yes,” rephed Agnes; “and,” added she, “my name is not what you
eall it, but Afnes Arnold.”

. Well now, don't think I wuz callin’ yer that fur eass, Missus Arnold,
for T wuz not. T'll hurry along now, for I’ve got a heap to do this mornin’,

| Things is a gittin’ wuss an’ wuss every day.”

“1 hope they will soon mend,” said Agnes, fervently ; ¢ good day.”

“ Good-by, Missus Arnold, an’ I hope God'll take best care uv yox, any-
how,” answered the driver.

“I trust in Him always, and you should alse put your faitk in fim Pe
is strong to save,”

With this adwonition to ' er rough companion, Agnes turned back in’»
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the rear room, and rem.oving her hat and shawl, set herself shout kindling
& fire to prepare some little nourishment for her sick charges.

As the Burtons happened to, keep & grocery store, she had no difficulty
in selecting material fitted for her object.

They all continued on the mend until the succeeding day, when the
physician having that district in charge made them a virit. He was com-
pletely astonished upon finding how favorably the surviving cases had turned
out, anid he beld guite a long conversution with Agnes in regard to what
she had done, after which Le remarked:

i Indeed, Miss Arnold, I must confess to you that T feel disposed to
credit these recoveries entirely to your faithful and inteliigent nursing.
For to tell you the truth, the modes of treatment which we physicians have
hitherto used in cases showing the sywptoms that these did, has fajled in
nearly eighty per cent. of every hundred. DBut it is true enongh some-
times, that many of these ¢ grandmother remedies’ as we call them, are more
efficacious than any others.” ]

% This is not a grandmother’s remedy, Doctor,” smilingly replied Agnes,
“ Tt was teld to me some years ago in New Orleans.”

She here concisely narrated to him the history of her experience when
she helped to nurse her father in the latter city.

“ Who was it told you, Miss Arnold? was it Dr. Robinson? Xe was
noted about tha. geriod for bis success in treating bad cases of the fover.,”

“No, sir, it was a Spanish gentleman, who had lived many years in
Havana, Ouneein Vera Cruz he took the vomito, and was saved by this
treatment.

“ Most astonishing !’ mused the dogtor. T ghall not fail to try it.”

“1 h:wé\ another remedy which is equally efficient in small-pox, Doctor,
that I got from the same gentleman. You wight find it useful at some
time, and I assure you I have never known it to fail even in the worst
eagos.” . ‘

“ Thank you, I will aceept it with pleasure.”

Miss Arnold repeated the following, and the dootor toek it carefully
down 1n his note book: ;

# As goon a8 the headache comes, and the chill down the Lick, and the
stomach becomes sick, and the limbs begin to ache, cloar the stomach with
a strong emetié, put the feet in hot mustard water several times during the
next twelve hours.  Talk very often and encouragingly to the patient as
the insanity begins to show itself. As soon,as the thirst sete in, give fre
quently alternate small drinks of cold Indian meal groel-—no butter in the
“gruel—and moderately large drinks of the best plain black tea, %ot, with.
out milk or sagar. Qeceasionally the gruel may be changed and made of
satmeal, and the tea have a bit of toasted bread in it. As the disorder
goes through its course, and & craving sets in, humor this at once with

¥ moderate supplies of what is eraved.  Air the room twice or three timm each

TR R I e e
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dag, taking grent caro to cover up the patient comp.ctely, head and all,
while the doors and windows are open. Keep thy room dark, and at an
even temperature. * Pat the faco, arms, &o., with warm barley water, and
then with a feather oil the whole surface with sweet oil, This preventa
all itching and pitting, or warks.” .

“Truly o plain and simple remedy,” remarked the doctor, as he put
away his ook, « I shall not fail to try it also, if I should ever come acress
any cases of variola.” '

“ And you may depend on it, Doctor,” said Agnes, *“ that it will never
fail when proporly and intelligently earried out.”

Aa ha turned to leave, the physician said: ' v

“Miss Arnold, please stay here until I send. you a nete or a messenger,
which I will do within an hour or an hour anit a hal” *

A STRANGE INCIDENT.
In less than the specified time & man eame back from the doctor to
inform Miss Arnold that her services were needed in a house about twe
squares away from there, and that he would show her the place, Herlittla

“trunk was already packed, her shawl and hat donned, when the messenger

arrived. But she found it very difficult to get away from the Burtons.
These poor, grateful people could not bear to part with her whom they
almost worshipped as their preserver. Children and mother pleaded almost
with anguish for her to stay with them,

“I would like to remain, Mrs. Burton,” repllcd Agnes, “but there are
hundreds being stricken down every hour around us, who have no one te
wait upon them, and whoe may perish before help can reach them. You
and these darlings are now comparatively safe, while others just taken are
in deadly peril.”

Her kind remonstrance had its effect, and the Burtons now consented 1
let her go.

All kissed her most fondly, bade her good-by, and called down the
choicest blessings of Heaven upon her head.

“God blesy you, and keep you safe from the horrible fever!" ware the
words still ringing in her ears, as the heroio and dev»ted girl followed the
dootor’s man out into the street,

It was not raining now, but the murky, mlst-lnden atmosphere was ren-
dered like a damp, choking, heavy pall of gloom by the dense volumes of
piteh end tar-smoke with which it scemed to be perfectly soaked, as a
#ponge is with water, It cansed Agnes to cough violently and continu-
ously until she arrived at her new destination, which was a private dwelling-
house, apparently the abode of some one belonging to the middle clasy of
society,

“This is the place, Miss Arnold,” ssid the raan, “a young lody was

taken early this morning while she was visiting in tho house, and a fow
3
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hours ago a Sistar of Mercy, who wassent in to nurse her, went down slok.
And thay’re both in bed together.” ~
Agnes could not ascount for it,but the moment ghe heard mention of the
Sister of Charity, a feeling eame over her that it must be one of the three
with whom she had ecome hither in the cara. .
Upon reaching the house, she found that her impression was eorrect,

Swre encugh, tossing in agony and delirium wupon the bed, was Bister -

Thoresa. By some mistake, a male nurse had also been gent to this houge,
of which circomstance Agnes, however, was very glad, 28 his services were

very valuable until she had administered her first simple remedics to the .

two patients,

As soon as she could, she thanked the man, and informed him that she
could now got along without him, and that ‘he had bettor report to the
doctor for assignment to some other house
He left, and Agnts now commenced her task of peril and uncensing
kabor. , -

The lady whom Sister Theresa had come to nurse was comparatively
quiet. But, strange as it may scem, Theresa hersell wus extremely vio-
lent ab intervals. Yot when in her right mind, she was.the sweetest and
gentlest of her sex. Alas! how unlike her natural self was she, now that
reason was dethroned.

All through the long, long, dreary night, Agnes never oncoe closed her
eyes. All night long, too, she never flagged in her devo’ed attention to
her pationts. Minute by minate, instant by instant, ineh by inch, as it
wero, she battled with the demon fover that held so fiercely the two sick
women in his horrible grasp. :

A, noble, noble Agnes, when thy sonl appears on that final day. before
God's judgwent-seat on high, how thrice enviable will be thy reward{
What hymns of glorious praise shall heaven’s choir chant for thee!

It was noarly day-dawn ere Agnes succeeded in getting the Siater of
Mercy into s somewhat quiet state, and then, completely worn out, she was
Yerself obliged to seck a little rest, Tven her manner of doing this showed
how little she dreaded the pestilence, for, instead of going to anvther room,

_ ghe lifted Theresn further over in the bed, and laying herself down beside
ber, placed her arm over ber, kindly, lovingly, so that if she should chance
to move, though never so slightly, it would awaken her,

Uttering a prayer, first for her patients, and then for herself, Agnes foll
ab once into a light but refreshing slumber, from which, however, she
awakened at abous the proper time to administer another dose of medicina.
This done, she again lay down as before, and in this way she obtained three
or four hours of good sleep, which had tha effect to refresh her very much
indeed; after which she rinsed her face, hands ind neck in cold water, and
partook of aa good a hreakfast as she could po:%iblv get under the circam~

stanced, : \

E lady.
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Bly careful atlertion in such particulars as those, Agnes mannged o

heep up her health, strength. and good epirits, when all the rest of the
nurses, both mele and female, were completely fagged and wearied out both
in mind and body. ) '
- Just after partaking of her frugal meal, Agnes was oblized to spring to
the bedside, for all of a sudden Sister Theresa had starte(; up out of'%ler
sleep, weeping most piteously, and Agnes foured sho would throw herself
outtof bed.  But in # few minutes, by her kind, soothing voice, she had
quicted her putient‘und got her to lie down again, ’

Agues never was without her Bible, and bethinking herself that its
holy words woul?2 have a good effect upon Theresa, she huickfy opened it
a8 chance direcsed. Tt was as the twenty-third Psalm. l

“Tl-w Love, is my Shepherd, T shall not want, He maketh me to lie
down in zr.en pastures. e lendeth me beside the still waters,”

Agnes wus a magnificent reader, and as lLev flute-like voice, in clear,
grand, muﬁiml tones, uttered word after word of this most beantifal psa]m,
not only Sister Theress, but the other patient, seomed quickly to ‘1](‘01"
And ere she had conclnded her reading, Agnes notived that both( but
esrocially Theresa, Jooked botter, or rather supremely bappy. ,

“You are indeed an angel!” she exelaimod, scizing the hand of her
mrge and eovering it with kisses, “ They told me that the patients you

f were nursing cal :
wsing ealled you Angel Agnes, and I am sure you are, May God

and the saints kecp you ever an angel, as you are now.”

“ Yes, yes,” added the other putient, fervently, “ God bless youl Ifwe
hz.xd all the rest of the nurses like you, I do not believe any body would
die. The hired nurses are nearly all worthless. They work f'orymoney

| alone, and do not eare whethor the people they nuise live or die.”

C bt H
. ;l’hdr, is horrible, I hope there are not many nurses of that deacrip-
ion,

0, indeed, all are that way exe .pt the Sisters and yourself,” replied the

At *his juncture the doctor entered in a hurried manner.
:: Well, Miss AI‘E].O].d," he excluiimed, “how are you ail getting along P’
0, very well, sir, very well. I think we are all past danger.”
Agpes answered the inquiry in a light, cheery tone, that in itself was
worth, as the saying goes, a curt-load of medicine. ’

1 N H
Upon my honor, *adies,” continued the doctor, as he advanced to the

bed and took eachs of the invalids' wrists at once, in order to save time,
?

[ o 1 H
S:Jur nurse here,. Miss Arnold, is the most wonderful lady I havo over seen
he hos mot failed to break the worst cases wo have had. Now your
sympioms were of the most desperate character, and when you were takon,
’

[ I never exgected to & & either of you alive this morning, and yet here you
| are m‘oovermg, and I serily believe beyond further danger. Let me see
Jour Songues,  Will well, well, this ia really astonishing. You are both
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doing splendidly. Just bo a little enreful, aad yom ars perfectly oat of
peril, DMMiss Arnold, you are wosth all our nurses; snd really I'm afraid
sll us physicians also put together,”

“ All, Doctor, you flatter me,” laughed Agnes, much plensed at the
game time to hear the flattery, os well bacause it seemed to Lave a bright-
eming cflcct upon the patients as for any other reason.

«Indeed T do not flaster you at all, Miss Arnold. T really begin to
wish I was a woman myself, so that if I should get the fever I might have
you to nurse me well again.”

«Q never mind about the being & woman, Doctor,” archly rejoined
Agnes, “ if you should be so unfortunate as to get it, I'll come and nurse

ou.” f
7 « Will you? well now that's kind and brave of you, I am sure. And
speaking of a man, Miss Arnold, that reminds me. While inspecting a
train ab the first station, we found a young gentleman aboard, who was
ecoming to Shreveport here, expressly to see you. His name was Hark-
nops''— '

«Q, Doctor}” interraptingly exclaimed Agnes, a8 the eolor left her

" ehoeks and lips. “I hope you did not permit him to come into this
danger!” T

A far duller observér than the doctor could have seen the intense love
of this beautiful girl for the young man referred to.

« He’s out of peril, Miss Agnes,” explained the doctor, « for we refused
#o allow him to pass in.” '

No actress ever trod the stage on whose features the emotiong of ples-
mare and regret portrayed themselves at once, 'as on the face of Agnes when
sho heard these words, ‘ .

“Would you rather have had us perndit his entrance?” asked ‘the
doctor. % ,

« Tor my owa satisfaction and ouriosity T would rather have had it so,
Doctor. But for his sake, no; a hundred times no.”

« Ah, Miss Arnold, heart disease is sometimes worse than Yellow Jaek,”
remarked the doctor half:seriously. .

wYes, yes, it is always 5o, said Agnes earnestly.

#T am surprised he allowed you to come yere, Miss Arnold.”

The doctor was evidently deeply intercsted in his wonderful and beau- g8

tiful nurse, and the artificial twinkle he fo ced into his gray eyes could FE :
B9 usc to her,

not mask his sincerity from Agnes, who answered :

« Doctor, Mr. Ilarkuess was my intende
mischievous young lady, who envied me
deceit, to estrange us. And so”—

Agnes did not know how to finish the sentemce. She studied what
words to utter in couclusion, until the pause became painfally awhward, i

sseing which the doctor with mueh consideration said :

husband; but a jealous and ¥
suppose, managed, through N
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“I can guess, Miss Arnold, what you would ey, and I fes r there has
been too much haste on both your papts for each other’s hapnines eB
Mr, Hx?rk:: e6s evidently has for yourself at least a power!‘ulpspenti . o?
something stronger than mere friendly affection, to leave the otl o
lady and come hither into the midst of such n dead) eri(l] er}jo;-Im8
Fever. He has found out the deception, and has, I su d OEB @ " l('ek a
man, to tell you so and ask your forgivencss.” , prove, some To e

“That must be it, Doetor, that must be it,” replied Agnes with
"M'!l:lth, * that’s his disposition, I know. He ,has a noble 313 30;:’;_ ’:’:“"h
A“".ir abshort. further conversation the physician left, w?ah tll?:.sumc

1 s .

:Oqut)ei eaxs;‘ efore, for Agnes to remain until he sent her o messago where
This was not long delayed, as in ahout half an hour or so & m

enme for her to go to a house a few squarcs wway, where a whol ‘;Sm'gp ‘

had just been taken down with the disordor. . e famlly

Bidding her two patients f:
Al Euty. patients farewell, Aguos hostoned away to the new
AN UNEXPECTED. PATIENT.
mtTﬁle g(})fo.dt ang bﬁautif‘ul girl, upon arriving at the stricken home, at onoe
erdelt to the heavy task she was culled on to ith <
erc ‘ : perform, with ch
l::lacmy ; but it was the worst case she had yet had. I:ldfsed i':y ::::il
: }z;ve been utterly impossible for her to get through, but for the ,faet that
ere Wag an old negress employed by the family, and who, baviog had the
fevse:i last yonr, was not afraid of it. ’ &
ilvor, odd ag it may seem, was the name of thi ‘
9 . . this negress, and she
!letrsl?}t to be quite as sterling a8 her pame implied, Shc; wag alopm:i‘:
in ; Ibgefnt, and ca.rrled out all of Miss Arnold’s directions to the latte?
A et, for all thlla, one o'f' the patients, a little girl of six y;mrs died.
_'gne; was e.xceedmgl_v pained to lose the little darling; but the vs:onder
a8 that it lived and stood the aitack of the fever as long as it did, for is
had been already suffering several da o

iy ys befure with an acute summer com-
The rest of the family al i :
_ y all recovered, and Miss Arnold received thei
:}Jlosb ﬁrateful thanks. Truly they hardly knew what method to take 3:;
ow her how grateful they really were, They were pretty well off i

§ worldly matters, but their kind Angel Agnes was twice as wealthy as they
1)

so that neither mouey nor anything which monoy eould buy was of any

T will tell

you what you may do to express i

. @ your gratitude f

]}]m:I]e g‘ood‘ I have, under the blessing of God, been afle to r:ncforr chl::

w; I = poorer neighbors immediately around you hero. Thereyart;
res and scores of families who are actually starving, as weil as siek.

Give them all th i
¢ assistance yod can. Rich peopl
themselves, bui the poor cannot.” poople oan tako caxe of
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This was fuithfully promised, and, we may add, just as faithfuily pet.
formed,

During the next ten days Agnes was kept continually busy, hight and
day, in her arduous and dangerous duties. But by striet adherence to her
original design snd method, she kept herself in perfect health and spirits,

and in the midst of her labors and anxieties she found time to send daily 5&
b

messages to her mother.

. i the succeeding Monday, while nursing a poor woman in the northern
part of the city, a note was brought to her by the dead-wagon man—the
game genius with whom Agnes had had the encounter. )

« Missus Agonyess,” said he, trying to pronounce her name correctly,
g8 Tic remembered the correction—an effort which betrayed him into a
double error—¢T wuz asked to fetoh this here letter to you. It wuz giv
to me by a black foller who's a nussin’ in the little hospital. A young
man guv it to him last, night, and promized to give him his gold watch ef
he'd find you out and git it to yer.” 4 ‘

?Tfospital—young man—gold wateh " ejaculated Agnes in a digjointed
way, as she took the letter. .

A glanco at the handwriting was sufficient, and her face grew deadly
white as she opened and read:

« Agnes—Angel Agnes, I hear they eall you—and they may well call
you that—darling, I found out the triek by which we were estranged. I
was foolish, I waug wrong to treat you so. And when I learned "you had
come here into this pest-hole, T was orazy with anxiety for fear you would
take the fover and die. I did not know how I did love you till thg‘?.{ Qod

" forgive me, guilty wretch thet I am, fof driving you to such g.,-' 1 perate
piece of romancd’ 7L eamehere to tell you how sorry I wag, and to ask
you to take me back to my’eld place in your heart. But now I am afraid
it is too late. I have been hanging around the town a week or longer,
trying to get in on some frain. Nob suceeeding in my object this way, I
have been obliged to walk in by night, concealing myself in the daytime,
and walking forward again in the darkness, Thus I have eiuded them,
and got in. DBut so far I have baen unable to find you, and now I fear it
too late, for T am sick with the fever in the hospital.

#7 have given myself up to die, for they are not especially kind or atten-
tive to me, as they think I ought to have stayed away, and not come in and
added to their labors, as they have more of their own sick than they can

attend to.
« (0 Agnes, what T would give just to see you befora ¥ die, just $o hear

your voicel
you. Perhaps you are doad too. If so, then I shall meet you very soor
in the other world. If you are not dead, and you get this letter, then, for
tho sake of the olden times, don’t hold any malice toward me, but fergive
e in my grave. I have given my watch and some money to the turse

AL

But this is a judgment upon me for the way I have treated B

' befors he reeovered his genses suffi
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h?re, to get hifn t.o give. you this lester. T would ke yon to bay it from
bim and send it, if possible, to mother, for it belonged to my father, Good
by, Agues, good-by. Meet me in heaven. GEOIX(.}E v

The‘tenrs were running down the pale face of Miss Arnold, and the dead
wagon‘ man wag in » perfeet fever of excitement, but he did ,not .
sh?‘ ;mst’adb]her eyes gom the letter, when he spluttered out :

Lor’ bless you, Miss 1 in’t no
tht o otr, Tt g0 ookt on s " ol ok

“I want to go to where you got this letter at once.;'

- “All right, Missus Agonyness, I'll drive slower nor usual, and go back

on my route, an’ you ken fo]l ) .
aint room.” ! ¥ er the wagon. I'd let yor ride, but there

Na'xt door there was a Sister of Mercy nursing,
look in at her patient till she conld return hersolf
the hospital whera George was lying sick. ’

Soion arriving there, she went immediately to the nurse and ordered him
to ‘gll‘t]re he'r the gold watch George had given him, which he did ver
3;1;; y. Then she (;lrEered the nurse to take her instantly to the bedsid:

e young man. This be did with reluctance, evi
‘ : : ridently beeause h
ashamed of the way in which the patient was’ being tl?;ated Le:d::}a;

Agnes to the darkest end of a small i i
all room b 2 i
he showed hér Goorge Harknoss, 1 hieh woro & mumber of ik,

Poor follow! in a sort of stupor
the bare floor in a hot, close cdrrie:z.

Agnes was enraged, but there was
gcolding. .
o Bring that man this imoment into th
irto bed, and fetch the following things,

There was an imperiousness and detor
cn.used Agnes to be obeyed instantly
laid upon the bed, There was no prl,x
# pen-knife from her pocket,
off his socks, and in less tha

speak tiil

and Agnes askod her to
and then she set out for

there he lay doubled up like a ball on
ne time to waste in quurré!ling or

@ best room you have; put him
I will stay pnd nurse him.”

mination about her tones that
and in a few minutes Harkness was
dish finicing about Agnes. Faking
she ripped the boots off George’s feet, pulled
n three minutes more was laving his f"eela and

- legs to the knees in hot mustard water.

F - - 3
ully half an hour did she continue her exertions with the sick man

t.:iently to recognize her. As he did
time at her—like one in a dream.
m Agnes,” gaid she, in a very soft, but

80, he started up, and gozed a long
. “George, do you know me? I a
trembling voice,
He reached his hands alon
ssdertain if she and he were
world. There was magie in

g th.e bed-slothes to take hers,' apparently to
still in the flesh, or were spirits of the other

the warm enge
énstantly Herkness appearad to gain his fulfa:nf::ssum o hor band, for
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«+ Agnes! Agnes! have you found me? Thank God for this. ' Iam ro
glad to see you before I die. 1t takes the thorn out of my pillow, and
puis felicity into my heart to see you again, 1 know by this you have for-
given me.” ‘ . .

« Hush, George, there’s nothing to forgive. Do not talk, you are too
gick. I have come to nurse you. And, with Ged’s lelp, you shall soon
be well again. With God's help—there, dear, you are all the world to

dl .
me’ll‘here wos an intensity of love in the whispered words that thrilled
George’s heart. Agnes's lips touched his ear as the last accents were
breathed, 5o low that he alone could hear them. ‘

“Thank you, O, my darling, my Angel. Twenty fevers shall not kill
me now,” eaid George, but in a very weak voice. .

Brave heart, George! Loving heart, Agnes! But fate willed otherwise.
You were to be united, but not then, not then; not until you both 1}&01
crassed the, mysterious river which has but one tide, and that ever flowing
in at Eternity’s gates, but never returning.

Hour after hour Agnes battled with the demoP fover-which was gnaw-
ing at the vitals of her beloved George. At intervals her care s'eemed e
- get the better of the disorder, and to cause it to loosﬁn its grip. DBut,

alas! after twenty-four hours of unceasing toil anii anxiety, po;i;" devoted

Agnes wos forced to endure the mental agony of secing Harkness ie. The

last thing he d}d was to smile up in her yearning face, and try to thaok

her for ali she %& done for him. Hia voice was gone; but she knew what
the slowly moving parched lips were saying for all that, Slipping her
arms under his shoulders, Agnes bent down, and rajsing him up ever so
gently, she pressed him to her bosom and kissed him, Even ay she did so

Harkness breathed his last. . With a deep sigh, Agnesallowed the corpse

to sink grodually dow: again upon the bed, composed the li-mbs, glosed the

eyes, and bound up the fallen jaw. These sad offices finished, her noxt
eare Was to see that the body was properly interred in a separate
itaelf—a matter which was quite difficult of accomplishment. But she
succeeded in having the burial so effected..

The death of Mr, Harkness under such circumstances was, of course.
quite distressing to Agnes Arnold, and somehow or other she eouldlnot
banish from her mind s presentiment of an additional calamity thuiitrae

about to befall her. Yet her mind was perfectly at ease, eo far aa she hex-
self was concerned. ‘ :
Never at any moment could death surprise her; for, from early years,
«be had lived up to the admonition of our Saviour, “ Be ye algo ready.”
Yet this gloom, that wrapped itself avound her like an cmin: u- pralt, ulie
ocould not penetrate, nor enst from her, no matter how muuuona.ly ghe trisd
to do wo. More devoted even than before, did she now become in her mive

iatratios o the sick and suffering pecple of Shreveport.

grave by -

’
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!
AGNES SAVES A CII'LD, BUF DILS HERSELF.

Tl List family whieh Agnes nursed lived in tho northern povtinn of
the eity, and consisted of » mother and threo children; tho youngest a baby
twelve months old.

Ordinarily they had been in middling cireumstances, bus having lost her
husband by a railroad accident six months previously, the widow was re-
duced to quite a straightened eondition. And when the fever seized her, she
wed in utter despair ab the thonght of being taken away from her :;le'ar
ones. .

But when they bronght Agnes to nurse her, and told her of the wondet-
ful good fortune that slways attended the heroic girl, she scemed to take
fresh spirit and gain strength.

As yet the baby was unscathed by the dreadful plague, sad it would have
been sent away, could they have got any person to take it.
was impossible, '

“ Never mind, Mrs. Green, do not let that subject worry you any more.
I will take good care of the baby, They shall not take it away from you,”
£aid Agnos, hugging the infant to her. ’

0, God bless you! God bless you always,” exelaimed the poor mother,
thrilled with the doepest gratitude. « My durling! my baby! my baby !‘:

. True to her word, Agnes never neglected the little thing, though some-
times, between it and her paticnts, she was nearly beside herself. Header
if you are & woman, and have ever had even an ordinary sickness in you;
bousehold, you can eusily comprehend the rosition in which Agnes was
placed with her three patients to hurse, anu an infant to care for at the
same tixfne. Yet she never murmured, never became impatient.

But, in the mysterious workings of Providence, it was destined that the
good, the beautiful, the angelie girl should not be long of this world.

“De good Lord ob hebben has tuk her away to her reward!” wept an old
Begress, who had heen saved by the kind and tender care of Agnes, a shoré
time before, and who had waited on her in her dying moments anzi closed
ber eyes when all was over, ? ’

- This poor old ercature was only too happy when they gave her parmis-
#lon to prepare the inanimate form of her late benefactress for the grave,
‘J‘Vlaen she had doue all, she did not kuow what to do for some ornament,
ull at last & brilliant thought came across her mind, and she adopted it.

. Wheraver Agnes used to go she always carried a small basket containing
Ilttle“ use.fu] artieles, together with a pocket Bible, out of which she was
nver'.r?admg some portion of God's Loly word, appropriate to the mental
| condition of the patients she might be nursing. Qut of this basket old

Rachl wouk the pocket Bible, and with the tears coursing down her'wrin.
klod festures, sho placed the sacred book in the clasped hand of the quiot
eicoper, and laid both geutly back on the still pure bosom

That, however,
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“Q, hoaey,” she groaned, * of ye could on’y open dem hebbsnly eyes ob
yourn, un’ seo dat book dar, wot you used to lub ss well, how yoa would
bress dis' poor ole niggah fur puttin’ it in dat pooty white hand ob yourn.”

The manner in which Agnes lost her life was as follows:

Daring the day the three who were ill with the fever were exceedingly
troublescme, fairly overtasking the strength of Agnes in attending to them.
Shortly after noon, also, tho baby began to exhibit symptoms of being ill.
It steadily grew worse, and became exceedingly fractious. The only way
in which Agnes could paeify it, was to keep walking with it in her arms con-
stantly. The moment she would attempt to git down to rest herself or lay
it in its erib, so that she might do something for the others, it wonld scream
dreadfuliy till she began to walk it again. .

In this way Agnes worried along for the greater portion of the night,
never closing her eyes nor sitting down. Just before daylight, however,
she became so utterly wearied out with fatigue, that she nctually got asleep
geveral times while walking, '

During one of these overpowering moments she stepped too near the top
of the stairway, lost her balance, toppled over, and fell heavily all the way
down to the bottem, There she struck the small of her back upon the
edge of a water-pail that happened to be standing on the floor.

Had she not been encumbered with the baby she might have saved her-

~ golf, - But the instant she awoke, and found that she was fulling, her first

and only thought was how to keep the infant from going down underneath
o herself and being surcly killed. To prevent this, she endexvored to hold

it up, which cflort caused her to twist or turn round in her descent, and so ‘

Fall ap.to infliet on herself the drondful and fatal injury.

Sh"ei‘mtisb' have screamed as she went down, because two men who were
passing by, ran in immediately, and carried her into the next room. The
pain she suffered was most excruciating, yet the first words she uttered

" were: ] :
* 4 Tg the baby safe? poor little darling1” .
_%Yes, ma’m. I hope you aint hurted any worse than the baby,™ replied
; 'one of tho men, with genuine, though unpolished sympathy.

“Thank God, the baby's safe,” said Agnes. I am hurt; but after
awhils I think T will be able to get up. I would be deeply obliged to you
though, gentlemen, if you would stay till daylight—that is, if you are not
afraid of the fever. There are three sick with it up stairs.”

“ No, ma'm, we're not afeard of it. I'll stay with you, and, John"—the
speaker turned to his companion—* you' go up to the house, and ask one
of the Sisters to come-right along with you, for it'll be mors nicer for thia
lady to have a female with her than men. It'll mzke her feel more natu-
ral and easy, won't it ma'm P’ -

“«(), thank you a thousand times, sir,” replied Agnes, most deeply
slfected by the considerate gallantrs of the kind-hearted, manly fellow, whe
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was hugging the baby up to him just like & father, aud kesping it guiet
by all sorts of baby talk.

In about half an hour the other man returned with a Sister of Meroy,
who at once recognized Agves. She was one of those with whom Agues
bad come on the cars into Shreveport.

The injured girl whispered in her ear how sho was hurt, and Sister

dispatchéd the men who had brought her hither, for additional help,
hich in a short time arrived, ‘

As soon as the doctor came and examined the injury Agnes had sus
tained, he found that, independent of the fracture of the spine, she was
wuch hurt internally, He had no hopes of her recovery, and he com.
menced, in a roundabout way to break the opinion to her; but she saw it
already in his face, and interrupted him: :

“Ah, Doctor, I know all. Do not hesitate to toll ma oxactly how long
I have to live. I have no fear of death, I am prepared for it.”

The physician thereupon informed her that she might possibly survive
forty-eight hours.

“Forty-eight hours ! she rejoined, “that is much longer than will be
needed for what I wish to do.”

Then, in the most composed manner, she dictated to Sister Mary a
lettor to her mothar, narrating all which had ocourred zince her previous
letter, including an hocount of the accident.

This dane, the heroic prepared girl to pass whataver of nte remained to
her in pious eonversation with Sistor Muary, and advice and eomfort to
poor old Rachel, the negro woman, who hung over her, sonstantly weap-
ing. ; ‘

As it becamo apparent that dissolation was close at hand, Sister Mary
asked Miss Arnold:

“Agnes, is there any matter relating to your worldly affairs that you
have not already thought of, or that you wish attended to.” ‘

“No, Sister, I believe not. Ah, yes, there is,” she quickly added; “I
.would ask, that when T am gone, you will put my poor body in s grave
immediately beside that of Mr. Harkness. e was my intended husband,
and died only a short time ago with the fover. Also, will you add a post-
soript to mother’s lotter, and say to her that it was my dying wish, that if

she lives, she will at some future time have us both taken up aand broughs -

home, and bury us in one grave there?”

“Indeed, I will do so. Is there nothing elss, Agnes?”

There was a great sadness in her voice as Sister Mary asked this, just
o3 though, years agone, when her own face was young and pretty, and hor
own heart happy and free, she had beon loved and had lcst ker love in
¢ho grave.

“No, Sister, nothing more of this world. Coms, Death, O come,” said
Agnes, a8 she was seised with a paroxysm of pain,

.
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“In God's good time, Agnes, dear,” suggested the Sister,

“Yog, yes, in His good time, Agnes!” repeated the dying girl a8
though chiding herself for her impatience to be gone 3 “ the spirit is will-
iag, but the flesh is weak”

“ Pray, sweet Agnes, pray to Iim for strength to keep you, all unfear-
ful, while passing through the Dark Valley.”

“@ive me, O, my Heavenly Father, give me strength in this mine
hour of tribulation and suffering? Not my will, but Thine be done I”

. Burely ¢ Angels ever bright and fair” bore away these half-whispered
words to Heaven like swect incense.

For awhile Agnes ssemed to bo wandering, or perhaps she was dream-
ing; for her oyes were closed as though in slumber, aud a swmile like she
used to smile, flitted over her pale fuce, as she strebchod out her arms to
embrace some one, and exclaimed :

“(lome, mother doar, a kiss! I am going to bed, KISS me goad night,
wother darling.”

Sweet girl, noble young soul! You were indeed going to bed, but it

wag in the dast of the valley.

Sister Mary bent down and kissed her fondly. Her hot tears fal]mo- on
the cold face roused Apnes, and she opened her eyes. Bidding all about
her, O.suoh a farewell! such a farewell till eternity, she orossed her hands
peacefully over her breast and murmured:

® Rock of Ages, clefl for me,
Let me hide myself in Thee,”

The words had not left her lips ere she waa in God's presence, & pure,
bosutiful seraph of light,
| ' ANGEL AGNES, FAREWELL! )

Bister Mary, during the very short interdourse she had had with Agnes
Arnold, had fallen in love with the sweet, good girl, aud when she died

she wept over her a8 an elder sister might have done.
8he was particular to see that the last wishes of Agnes, in regard to her

being buried in a separate grave beside young Harkness, were carried out -

to the letter, No mourner save herself wds at the*funeral, for there were
more sick people than well ones to attend to them. "And even Sister Mary
could not linger by the grave of her deor young friend as she would have
Jiked to do. She was obliged, after soeing the coffin lowered into the

scpulohre, to hastex. baok to ber patienta.

ANGEL AGNES,

AGNES LASTeleTTE'R TO HER MOTHER.

Never was there a more touching, more loving, more solemt epistie
writtcn from a doughter to a-mother than that which Agnes Arnold,
while dying, dictated to Sister Mary to be forwarded to her mother after
her death. Sister Mary, in concluding her own letter, in which that of
Agnes wag enclosed, writes:

I asgure you sgain, Mrs. Arnold; not merely myse]f’ but no one elso
here who has eome in contact with your noble and selfmacrificing
danghter, will ever forget her, but will ever hold her memory most dear.
No words would sufice to accurately describe the love and almost venera-
tion with which we estodmed your sweet, departed daughter. She was so
heroie, yet 8o quiet and modest; she was o prompt and decisive, yet so
winning and amiable ; she was g0 devoted to religion, yet mever melan-
choly or austere. Ah, no! she was like God's own bright blue sky and
genial sunbeam, Her very presence in the chamber of the sick appeared
to havo an instant and magnetic effect for the better. She was God's
own dear child and handmaiden, and He has taken her home to himself.
I only ‘hope that when I come to die, my death may be so completely
beatifle a8 your daughter’s waa,

% Just before she passed into immortality she ssked me to let her kies
me. ‘Now,’ said she, ¢if you ever see my dear mother, give her that kiss,
and tell her she was the last one I thought of when I was dying’ And
believe me, Mrs. Arnold, I shall endeavor to fulfil your daughter's tonder
request should it be the good will of God for me to eseape from the pesti-
lenco which is raging aronnd us. Mr. Harkness's gold watch I have
plnczlad with the Express Company, which will carry it to you for your dis
posa

“ Most affoctionately, madam, I am ever yours,

Magy.”

o
Agnen' letter, which, as we have said, wad enclosed in the above, was
worded &s follows:

TV Smrrverort, LA, Oct. 2d, 1878,
My Darring, Ever Beroven Mormen:

You will notiee that thmg“er is written by another hand than reine,
The reason you will find furtler on. You will remember when I left you
to come here I told you that I had remgne& my!elf to the will of Him in
whose mereiful service I enlisted.

I have devoted myself to the work with my whole scul, my heart being

thoroughly in the good canse, And I believe that I have been the bum.
ble moans of saving several lives,

-
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I have not got the fsver, but night before last, while nursing a child, 1
caralessly fell aslecp—being very mueh wearied—and fell down staism.
Thank heaven, Y saved the little one’s life. T atruck the small of my back
osusing a fracture and some internal injury. The doctor has done all he
eould for mé, but it will not svail, and I must go-away from you, at least
on this earth, '

But sweet, good, kind mother, I will meet you again above, in that bet-
ter land where there is ne sin, no pain, no anguish, but where all is light
and love and immortality. My dear friend and nurse, Sister Mary, who
writes this for me, will see that I am buried beside (eorge, and mother,
this is the great wish of my heart—that if possible, at some time you will
bring our bodies both home and bury us in one grave. I forgive Sophia
‘the wrong she did me and George, frecly from my soul. Sister Mary hag
& kiss I gaye her for you. :

Pray do not grieve for me that I am thus passing away; but, in the
future, always be comforted with the knowledge that I shall be waiting
with papa and the others, at heaven’s gate, to greet you howe whon you
follow us from earth,

T would have so much liked to see you, mother dear, before I died ; but
it has been ordained otherwise, and Glod does ail things well.

Give my love to all my acquaintances and tell them I thought of all
- " when dying; and my Dible class scholars, I do not know what to ask you

to say to them. ‘'ry and tell them how deeply I love them, and how I
wish to meet thewm all around the great white throne on high,
‘ Acod now, mother, you who are dearer to me than all other carthly
traanures, to you I must pay—good-by, till we meet again in heaven.
Kver your own loving

AGNDa.
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MATTIE STEPHENSON,

TIE

SWEET YOUNG MARTYR OF MEMPIIS

|

AN ACCOUNT OF THR

DEVOTION OF MISS MARTHA STEPHENSON, *

OF TOWANDA, ILLINOIS,

WIO, LIKE AGNES ARNOLD, SACRIFICED HER YOUNG LIFRE IN
THE CAUSE OF HUMANITY.

'SUCH WAS THE HIGH ESTEEM IN WHICH SHE WAS HELD BY
THE PEOPLE OF MEMPIIS, THAT A MAGNIFICENT g
MARBLE MONUMENT IS TO BE ERECTED '
OVER HER GRAVE AT

ELMWOOD CEMETERY,

Xt seemn that this girt had not anfficlent olothing, but, refusing to ascept any intanded
for the nicl, and refusing pay for her mervices, rho wrote home for a faw needed artlotas,
and the day before aha died the box nrrived, Sha waa then, of conrse, tag ill to know ARY
thing about it, and Mr. Langutal, Preatdent of the Howard Association, apanodyihe bax to
find pome trace of the girt’s history, The box coutalned twa neat caifeco dresses, Rome cuffs
sod nndergarments, and soverat small paekagea of deticacies suitatla for the slok, and whick
had evidently been put up for mieh a purpose. They wore earefuily roplacod, while the
bystanders turhed away with tear-dimmed eyes, and silently tsf} the room.

ISSUED BY

‘ ‘ ing infant aguinet
Dear little darting!” gaid Agnes, tenderly, pressing the infant o8
Dear
her bosom.

» Teln armer,
vle Bruft vriidte

n
flelner Yebling ! fagte Hques, tnbem fie pas Rind 3hgtlid o

Entered accordirg to Act of Congresn, in the yerr 1878, by O, W. Ausxannxs, Ju the Oflics of
the Librarian of Cotgress at Washington, D, ¢,



