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LIEUTENANT MESSINGER.

CHAPTER 1.
Borvuce Wessinger,

PARTY of young men sab round a table
in one of the rooms of Yale College.

Some books, thrown carelessly on a

desk, a, cap and overcoat trailing from a

chair, gave token of the careless habits of

the proprietor, who, with flushed face and ner-.
'\ vous manner, sat with a wine-glass lifted in his
hand. There were five in the circle. One other
" who seemed to be by himself, sat by the window,

farther off, busy with the contents of a news-
paper. His face indicated more force of char,
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acber than was exhibited by either of his com-
panions. Int'ellect ‘was there, age, and manly
beauty.

The sons of proud families, the brothers of
doting sistérs, the beloved of ambitions fathers,
composed the small group. There was light in
excess, though out of doors the morn shone glori-l

ously. It strove to let in its slender beams

wherever there was any shadow, and so it hap- |
pened they fell partly on the broad brow of Hor- .

ace Meskinger, who ensconced in the deep win-
dow, was partly out of the glare of the gas. His
face was one on which a mother’s gaze nnght

linger proudly; innocent and serene, yet not
iwanting either in depth or firmness. His was
onte of those rare characters that can stand temp-
tafion, and he was singularly free from the ex-
cesses that emervate many of the young men of
this country. Yet till now, he had relied in no
strength but his own, and his happy temperament
had enabled him to possess many friends. Some
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of the latter looked upon Horace as wanting in

. courage and strong mental power. He. must be

afrald of hlmself they said, and hence his.reso-
lute manner when nega‘cwmg any pleasure in,
Wh1ch h1s consclence would not allow him to take,
part ,

- When Horace was but a boy of twelve, he evi-
denced the unusual tralts that afterward made
him Conspicuous, His mother at one time found
his journal, written in s childish hand, and smiled
over _freduent entries like the fotllowing‘: -

« Mem. --—To-day I conqueljed myself. Jim
Walters swore at me and got.me violently angry,
but I remembered that it was neither decent nor
courageous to swear, and held my lips tightly to-
gether. He wanted e to fight him. If he had
struck me I.don’t know ‘Wwhat would ha.ve been the

' consequences, but I refra.med from touching him,

though my hands itched to strike him. T do not
believe i in bullymg or blows,

Mem.~This_ evening T found Jim Walters.

W
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erying over a sprained foot. He tmned away
when I spoke to him. I suppose he thought I

should be glad, and taunt him for treating me so.
Instead of that, I endeavored to help him home.
He thanked me after he had got there, and said
he hoped I wouldn’t remember his passion — that
he knew he was a bad fellow. I told him I was
always willing to forget unpleasant things. He
and I have been good friends ever since.

Mem., — Sister Ahce asked me to go with her
to L——s last night. I had depended upon an
evening at home,“for I had an entertaining book
—=s0 T told her I could not go. She looked quite
sad over it, and went away nearly crying. Then

1 thought how selfish it was in me to prefer my
own pleasure to her comfort, for she had made an
appointment. I wish to abhor selfishness —no
character can be great that cherishes it, and it is
my ambition to have a perfect character. I went
to Alice and told her I would go with her. Her
face lighted up, and I was well rewarded, for Pro-
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fessor II. was there and told me many anecdotes

( and facts which I must now record.”

Mrs. Messinger smiled as she read.

“ We must be very careful,” she said to her

' husband, “ before Horace. He is building up for
- himself a perfect character, and consequently his

- eyes will be open to every imperfection.”

““The dear boy will learn, before many years,‘
that he cannot build up for himself,” was Mr.
Messinger’s reply.

Horace, however, kept steadfastly on. His
parents trembled for him when he entered collewe;
but there, as at home, he bore himself proudly,
with an unblemished reputation. I say proudly,

for he was proud of his consistency, and rated

himself higher than ordinary men, because of his

ability to say no. To-night he made one of the

party, having been invited on account of a young

~ Southerner, who had recently entered college,

and to whom some friends were to give a supper.'
“ Come Horace, come!” said Fred Millmain,
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the eldest of the ~ group — b we waut some

“ Excuse me; ;7 said Horace, quietly ; * you
know I never drink wme.”

e Upon my Word {” exclaxmed Howard West,
half turmng hlmself round—:¢ never drink wine,
that’s exceedmgly curions.” Howard was the
Southern boy, not yet twenty-one. Dark and

| comely, he was an adept in all the graces of soci-
ety. With wine he had been familiar from his
mfancy, and an embryo contempt sprang up in
h1s bosom, at the reply of Horace Messmger

'« But you can gwe us a toast, and there is
pleuty of Water,” rephed his friend, shrugging his
shoulders. Instead of assentmg, Horace, with a
preoccupled alr sprang from h1s seat, exclamnug,

o there will be war-—yes, I am certain there will
be war!” '

& Ncnsense, ‘Hod, that’s all newspaper thun-

der g replied one of the convivialists,

HORACE MESSINGER.

& I tell you the South is behavmg shamefully-—

| shamefully 1” exclanned Horace, Wlth ﬁre.

« Take care, there !” cr1ed the Southron,

startlng from his chalr, h1s face qulte pale mth

sudden passlon. |

“l d1dn’t mean to oﬁ’end you, Howard ”_ sa1d
Horace, who had learned to like the young man— |
6 but 1 must repeat that if Sumter is ﬁred upon,

it Wlﬂ be a shameful fact in our hlstory, and one |

‘that W111 call for blood »

Upon that a stormy scene ensued Two of the
Northern students contended for the rlght of the

- South to take the att1tude she had assumed the

rest of course, were on the s1de of Hcrace Mes-
smger. Wcrds ran hlgh and 1t Was only by the
calmness of Horace, that nothmg else ensued

The ﬁery Southerner gave vent to several ex-

Northern students, and the latter defended thcm-
selves. 'I‘he harmony of ' the httle cn'cle was

ther ceforth and for ever broken up. On the fol-
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ldWing day the sad ﬁews rang through the land—

Sumter was attacked, and m1111ons of hearts beat

with one resentful throb. \
The evening of that day found Horace walking

his room excitedly. He had no lamp, for the .

- mild moonhght flooded the atmosphere W1th a
soft, delicious splendor. - Strange thoughts were
révolving in his mind. The welfare of the coun-
try was at stake. War had been virtually declar-

ed. Who should go now to the defence of sacred’

'liberty? To him, as to thousands of others, all
sights and sounds of war, were as myths. There
- was something grand in the contemplation of the
battle field, viewed only by the vivid imagination.
The trump of victory — the march under the
precious banner of a noble country-—the rush of
contehding foes, the martial charge—it set many
a young heart beating, many a hot brain dresms-
ing of valor won, and feats of gldry not impossi-
ble to those who dared. But Horace was calmly
balancing within himself, his motives and his in-
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 clinations. Passionately fond of his studies, by

nature retiring and modest—neither rash nor
inclined to settle any matter by force, it was with
him a struggle to know what was his duty.

“There was a knock at the door.

« Come in,” said Horace. Fred Millmain en-

tered.
“Well,” he said, quietly, ¢ this is the time to

fry a man’s metal. "What are you going to do?”

«“T presume I shall give myself to my coun"
try,” said Horace.
“ And so shall I. Trve alrea.dy had a Lieuten-
acy offered me.’
“ Then you will go.” |
«To be sure I shall,” said Fred, lightly.
«It’s a first rate opportunity for a man to be
somebody T've wanted to distinguish myself all
my life: and now here’s the chance. I expect
the women will feel ‘dreadfully at home, though.’
Fred spoke ﬂlppantly, but he touched a chord
that wbrated pa,mfully in the breast of Horace
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Messmger. _ Hls almost 1dohzed eister Ahce, ehe

ry xmght ehock to 1ts overthrow—-hls mother !;

eould she glve up her only son—-hls father!
would he be Wlllmg to forego all his amb1tlous

plans, all his hopes that had been centered in the
welfare of hlS boy?

¢ By the Way, Horace, Howard West i is leavmg

for the South ”

¢ Is that so"’ does he mtend to fight P’

«Qf course he does. His chwalrous blood. is
terribly .up, He cons1ders hlmse]f msulted by ;
you, me and everybody Indeed all the South~
erners are expected to leave. It’s amusmg to see

of us epea.k to them.”
(3
| ¢ We must ﬂy to arms,”. said Horace, his face
hghtmg up with enthumasm 3 “the honor of our
nation is at stake—I have _seen the spirit of . the
South in the vmlence of our young men here, and

:w:m glad the thing. has come to the crisis it

CHAPTER II..

T e @Igristmu 518121’.

'N a beaut:ful houee in one of the suburbs

- _of Bcston, 11ved the parents of Horace

, _le\alessmger. Thelr dwellmd sntuated back
,A ﬂ'om the mam etreet was one of the
handsomest in the town, aboundmg in
pmzae, trarlmg vmes,——bay Wmdows and noble
trees. On the Toft rva:e an arbor eovered with
Woodbme, _on the nght a, beautlful httle bower,
the work of Horaee, and dedlcated to hls sxster:
Ahce. 'l‘hle bower in the summer season made 2
pleasmg feeture in the landscape, masmueh as it
was gra,eed with the br1ghtest roses of the seeson,
which seemed to love thelr clmgmg-plece, and to
spend all thelr little strength in putting on the




14 LIEUTENANT MESSINGER.

—

‘erimson bloom, and in keeping it till the dresry

fall months came again,
Everything about this place was dear to Hor-
ace. His bees, sheltered by the old barn—Ponto

in his kennel, looking out yet for the coming of

his young master, the cows, the grape-vmes—-the

‘very ground over which his boyish footsteps had

S0 often wandered. Here he was born ; and the
little red school house where he first conned his
lessons, stood half deserted now, used as a gar-
“dener’s lodge, and filled with pots and plants.
The walks around were all sacred, and thoughts
of home influences and enjoyments did much to-

Waxds makmg him the careful, thoughtful young -

man he was. Mr. Messmger was a wealthy mer-
chant, and the interior of his house lacked no
" adornment. Good judgment and good taste
characterized every part of the ma.;nsion. Hor-
ace’s room was in the second story, neat and

~* well farnished. There stood his writing table in

.,the rmiddle of the floor, and on the walls hung

THE CHRISTIAN SISTER. €15
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ghelves filled with the best authors. Paintings,
refined and elevating in their tendency, graced

the four walls, among them Cole’s Voyage of

Life, exquisitely colored and arranged so that
they were the first object of interest that met the
eye. Mrs. Messthger was a lovely woman, and
wore the true mother-look. Her mild voice and
sweet smile made an instant impression for good.
NOQe”]‘:new her but to love her. ‘ _

Alice, thdsister, and only daughter, was some-

_ where between seventeen and eighteen years of

age. Slight almost to efheriality, pale to wan-
"ness, and delicate as the frailest flower, she won
the sympathies of all who came mear her. A
complexion of the clearest hue displayed every
passing emotion. Her countenance reflected the
heavenly trust in which her life was sﬁent. Alice
was a Christian of the loveliest ty'pe. Feeling
that perhaps her time might be short, she devot-
ed it to good works. Everybody who knew her
bore the same testimony to the uniform beauty of .
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her Chnstmn hfe. | 01d and yonng, rleh and
poor, all were ahke attra,eted towards Ahee Mes-
smger, and to all Was she equally aﬂ'able.‘ If
there was any case of dlstress m the town, it was
sure to be ‘r’eporitsed to Ahce, a.rbd she d1str1buted
of her father’s bounty as she pleased He never

called her to a.ceount, knowmg as he chd that her

charities were Well and thoroughly bestowed
Go where one » Would among the pﬁr, and MISS
Ahce Messmger was mverlably spoken of ag one
of G‘rod’ good angels. To one poor famfy in
pa.rtlcular, she was a spmt of consoletmn. The
grandmother of thls househmd Was bed ndden,
the youngest da,ughter helpless from some spmal
aﬁ‘ect1on, a.nd supported partly by the towrl au-
thormes. Here, after Ahce beca.me acquamted
w1th the1r wants, certaln httle luxurles appeared

m the poor house, that seemed mdlspensable to '

'the comfort of 1ts mmates. A rockmg cha,lr for
the old grandame, a chalr on Wheels for the poor,
paJe glrl that could not walk, and whose life al-
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ternated between the little low-ceiled kitchen and
the rude porch.

AL Indeed, it’s not long for this life is she,” said
the old dame of ‘ninety—two, to her minister, who
sat by her bedside, and who was speaking of Miss
Alice. ¢ She’s not long for this life, mark an
old woman’s words.” ‘

“J hope she may live many years, and be a
great blessing,” said the minister.

“ Ah! it’s no use hoping, sir. There’s some-.
thing I feel here, sir, in my heart every time she
comes a near me, that tells me she’s to go soon;
perhaps before I do.”

“I doubt not she is fully prepared,” said the
pastor. ‘

“ Ah! sir,” replied the trembling voice, ¢1I

only wish it was as well with me as with her.

'She’s going in the bloom of her days to the

Saviour, while I gave him only the husk. Well,
well—if we counld only see sin in the well days as

we do in the dying ones!”
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¢ She’s a sweet lamb pf Christ’s floek,” mur-

mured the old pastor.

The pleasant spring had come. Alice had’

“watched for it, but as she watched her breath
‘shortened and her eye grew dim. She had not
‘heen so well all the winter, and now that the first
blades of the season were bursting from their
‘earthy sheath, she felt a distressing weakness for
which she obtained no relief. For a long time
“she ‘struggled against it, but it grew perceptible
in her altered demesnor. Her mother saw it
first, when of whole afternoons she would lie
'ami!d the sofa cushions, a distressing weariness
visible on every line of her sweet face. Precau-
- tions were redoubled, new medical aid called in,
but the énemy was too strong. The beautiful
¢ity was beseiged and it was only a question
of time. ; L

«How long?” now began to tremble on the
lips of her ‘anxious parents, as they watched the
sad symptoms. “ And how shall we tell Hor-

THE CHRISTIAN SISTER. 19

ace?” queried Mr. Messinger, as they sat to-

- gether trembling for the life of their precious

flower.

T know not,” replied his wife. ¢ Ile will feel
the blow terribly ; he almost worships Alice;”

| and then came a few silent tears.

. As they talked thus, the postman came up the

| path. Another moment and an open letter was

in thetrembling mother’s hand. She read a few

| lines and burst into tears, as she cried in a voice

! of anguish, “Oh! George, must we lose Horace,

~ ‘tOO?”

He took the letter, and with a paler face com-
menced its perusal. Thus it ran:
% Dear MoTHER AND FATHER,
Swerr SisTER ALICE;

You all know how much I have thought of

)
I

[finishing my collegié;te course. It has seldom, if

ever occurred to me that there was any plan of
life which I should deem ‘preferable to that my
parents have long marked out for me. But you
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are by this time fully aware of the troubles that
threaten this beloved country. Since I have read
the first sentence in relation to those troubles, my
mind has not been at case. Day and nighﬁ the
self-same subject has come up for discussion. I
have studied the matter thoroughly, piaced it in
every light, and have come to the conclusion that
T must, at least for a time, abandon everything,
and take up arms in the defence of my native
land. I know all you would say-—I have listened
to your arguments—carried on in my own mind,
day after day, but Istill remain of the same
opinion, that it is my duty to ficht. Three of our
Southern students left to-day ; they are very bit-
ter against us because we threw out the national
flag, and their base tirades against it led me to
the qénclusion that it is to them no sudden aver-
sion, but one long nursed and long debated. 1
am certain that this Union is in terrible danger,
and I can give no attention to my studies whﬂe 1

seem to see America calling upon all her sons for
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help. My home-education has made me a patriot.
Do you remember your stories of grandfather
and old Bunker Hill? Do you remember the
broken, rusty sword in the study, and the sash
that your great uncle wore, and fell in, for the
defence of liberty? Ah! these stories are all
fresh in my memory. I see your kindling eyes,
\and feel my own heart beat faster at the mention
Pf nanres that stand high on the roll of our native

ﬂand names that can never die. Dear mother
H

gear father, can you consent to give your boy up ?
Parlmg little Alice, will you give the soldier-

‘Erother a blessing as he goes forth to fight for his

ear ones.
| s. Will you not bravely say, go and

strike for liberty—go and redeem an insulted
Afilag"’ I am almost certain you will. Dear

Pbarents, Alice will be your comfort, when I am
one. I only awsit your approval to come home
nd prepare for the struggle. Ten of Iﬁy fellow-
tudents have enlisted, but I did not think it

ldICIOUS, or even respectful to do so without

our sanction.”

e R e e i e e A e
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Then followed some little affectionate remem-
brances, and the letter was read. |

Mr. and Mrs. Messinger sat in silence. The
twilight faded into a deeper darkness, and still
they had not. spoken. Pfesently a soft. ﬁoonlight
glow pervaded the apartment. It crept up to
their troubled faces, marked now with the lines
of care, and kissed them with the gentlest touch.
As they sat there, unwilling' each to break the
gilence, the door opened, and something white
floated in and towards them. It was Alice.

“ T was at the window, up stairs, mother,” she
said, * and I saw the postman. Was there a let-
ter for me? or did you alone get one from Hor-
ace?” | ,

¢ Horace has written,” said her mother, her
tones grief-touched. |

“ What is it, mother? any trouble? Is Horace

sick?” she instantly exclaimed, feeling sudden.

alarm.

‘“ Your brother is well, my dear,” said Mrs.
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Messinger ; “but he writes us upon a matter
which it has not occurred to me he would even
think of. You have been reading, lately, of our
national troubles. What would you think if
Horace should enlist?” ‘

“ 0! mother, that would be too hard to bear,”
said Alice, burying her face in her mother’s neck.
¢ Our Horace go as a* soldier! You will say no,
of course; there are so many who can better be
spared than he.”

“We have not yet decided what to do,” said
her mother, falteringly, ¢ He seems to feel it so

|
‘evidentiy his duty, that we hardly know how to
act.” |

ke And he must leave all his studies, his home ;
leave us! to flght on the field of battle! O1

~ ‘mother, will it ever come to that?”

“I cannot say, my dear,” was her mother’s low
reply. “1I only know that he feels a strong con-
viction that he ought to go. Other mothers, I
suppose, will have to give up their sons, and
other sisters their brothers.”
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¢ Yes,” said Alice, trembling from head to foot

—<but Horace! our dear, noble Horace. O!
when I think of the possible dangers of the battle
field, how can I give him up?”
“ Well, my child, we will talk of it to-morrow.
If it seems best to ‘deny him what appears so
plainly to him a privilege and a duty, he will re-
| spect our opinions and defer to our judgment.
But we must not be selfish. Clearly the liberties

of this land are in imminent peril. Our fath-.

ers sacrificed their lives, and gave up their
sons. We must not be too selfish. If there is to
be a struggle, it will be between liberty and des-

potism. My boy’s blood is not more precious -

than that of many another. I will try and be

guided by the dictates of reason and duty.
- Meanwhile let us all\ pray that light niay come

" out of this threatened darkmess. Let us put our
trust and commend the dear boy to the care of

. Him who knows the secrets of all hearts and sces
‘the end from the beginning.” |

 THE CHRISTIAN SISTER. 25
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 And there in the rich moonlight, mother and

| father and daughter knelt down to pray. O!

holy bond that unites desponding souls in one -
common sympathy! O, precious comfort that
distils like the evening dew upon the sore heart,
healing and refreshing, strengthening and con- ‘
soling. Who that has known the sweet influence
of communion with our Father—who that has felt
the batbed point of anguish blunted at its touch
by the Divine hand—who that has come from the
closed grave and gone to God of all the living,
feeling that the face he shall see no more on
earth, shines i_ﬁ the seraph-bliss of eternity, would
exchange the bliss of prayer for any earthly
glory? Ah! not one. The poor widow would,
sooner bend beneath the load of poverty, the
sorrowful man bear the burden of anguish till
deéth should end it. The boon of prayer! angels
alone can sing the sweet redeemiﬁg power that

gave to earth a blessing so precious.




CHAPTER III.

3 Suther's Better,

5 her p1llow, and now, as her thoughts
slowly recurred to the past night, she snghed
heavily, and took it from its resting place.

“Dear Horace,” she murmured, ¢ if you ;féfé
| only a Christia,nj-mif that noble heart could only
be given to God! But to g0 upon the dreadful
battle field, with your life in your hand ; to die,

» . perhaps suddenly, and no preparation for a future

life—no real belief in an eternal home—-—I cannot
bear the thought.”

A FATHER’S LETTER. 27

It was true that Horace had always rejected
the corner-stone of Christianity. IIe had fallen
in with loose thinking companions-,, and his mind
had been well prepared by a long systematic life
of self-righteousness, go that he imbibed ideas
and opinions confrary to revelation, but very sat-
isfying to a mind engrossed with the cares and
pleasures. of the world. He had never exactly
said as much to his sister, but she could not help
seeing it in the tenor of his Ietters, and it gave
her many an anxious hour. She knew his
habits were formed, his moraly unexceptionable,

but she also knew that he had formed for himself

. a theory that had in it no Saviour, and she

trembled for him. In faet her anxiety on his be-

| half had dimmed the lustre of her eye, and worn
" upon the vital powers. Anxiously she had
awsakened in the dead hours 63‘.‘ the night to pray
for }iim, and it told upon her feeble strength.
~ This morning she was too weak to rise. Several
" times she made the attempt, but failed utterly,
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Her mother came up stairs at the breakfast hour,

and still Alice reclined, a fever flush deepening
the hectic of her cheeks.
. *“Are you not well enough to rise, darling !
asked her mother.
“Not quite; I have been so apxious about
Horace.” : . .
- “T {oo have passed a slepless night, but I can
bear the loss of rest better than you can. Can
you not commit this thing into the keeping of
your heavenly Father, and there rest?”
“O1 mother, it is so hard,” and her lip quiv-

ered. ‘ Besides I am afraid-~" here her voice
failed her.

- “Afraid of what, my darling?” asked her
mother, gently.

“Iam afraid you do not know how ill T am,
I have not liked to tell you, because I knew you
would suffer—but mother, I do think I am going
to leave you soon. I have tried to be strong—
have put away the impression that this weakness
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is to last, but it is of no use. I am not unhappy,

!mother, nothing makes me unhappy now, but the

' news from brother Horace. If Horace was only

'a Christian !

" For some moments Mrs. Messinger could not
{;speak‘. The wasted form of her child, her flushed
cheeks and brilliant eyes, told that she had

_ nothing to hope. It seemed as if heaven had

laid Heavier burdens updn her than she could
bear. But if Alice was resigned—if she could
look upon the certainty of her death with com-

posure, ber mother felt that she must conquer her
'own feelings and be calm. She sat down by her

Jdaughter’s bed, and, stifling her sad impressions,

|began to caress her, and whisper words of com-
]fort. They had a long talk about Horace, and
gradually both became more cheerful. |

Meantime Mr: Messinger had returned to his
study and written to his son, as follows:
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¢ My Drar Bor;

~ Your letter -caused your mother and myself
unbounded surprise, and as you may imagine,
. some pain. Through all the commotion and pre-
‘paration for war, we had not seemed to include
‘you as one of its active pa,rtic'ipanté. We looked

'upon yoiur as retired, in a measure, from the
‘world, wrapped in your studies, and almost wn- -

‘conscious of the grand strife beginning outside
‘your college walls. |
You ask us to give our consent to your enlisting
in the army. Your mother and I have thought
and prayed over it, and still, as yet, we hardly
fmnow what to say. You are our only son. Selfish-
ness pleads that there are scores of families who
‘have two, three, five, as mafny“as seven sons, ‘and
of these they can surely spare one or even ‘more.
But to give you up—it is like parting with the
prop of our -old age. I am persnaded, the news-
. papers and our neighbors to the ‘contrary, that this

istobea painfully protracted war——a savage and

L
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bloody contest—perhaps the last that civilized na-
tions will be permitted to see, before they turh
their swords into ploughshares. Many lives ‘will

be lost, many hearthsstones become desolate. T
-cannot say that I look with complacency npon the

fate that I fear is in store for you—if not a vidlent

death, years and years of arduous service, and &

‘consequent loss in your studies, and drawback to

your profession. I'tell ‘you beforehand, what you
are 'to” expect, for I .carnot bear that you should
go thoughtlessly into such a dreadful contest as

this is ‘sure to become. I -can be pardoned, too,

for fecling a parent’s solicitude—if you were not
my dll—I cannot tell; another might Dot make

the sacrifice less terrible.

And now I leave the settling of this matter en-
tirely to yourself. I shall not, of course, be so un-
patriotic as to deny or prevent jrou from going at”
the call of your country. - God forbid! If the
préservatitjn of 'this Union demands the sacrifice
of my all, I trust I shall give willingly, children,
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fame and property. It is worth the lives of

thousands of such sons as you~-a glorious holo-
caust-—it is worth much and precious blood. It is
certain that we are growing vain, proud and luxu-
‘rious. That the pbbr and the outcast are no longer
sacred in our sight, and the dollar is worshipped
more than the Creator. We need a regeneration
~and baptism.

I fear that many evils will follow in the train of -

this war~—famine, dividing of families, curse upon
curse. O] it is fearful to look forward to the long
and bitter harvest of evil deeds. Be faithful, my
son. Be constant in prayer. - See that your call
is a frue one; trust not in impulse—weigh well
the consequences, and then if you can make up
your mind to bear whatever suffering may reason-
ably be expected, sickness, maiming, perhaps
death—then go, and God go with you. You
shall have our blessing.

Of course, if yoii leave your studies, you will re-
turn home for a short season. Your sister is far
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vom well ; we sometimes fear the worst in her

ase. But 1 have no doubt that it would be the
eatest earthly pleasure she could experience, if
he could see you. You have been loving and un-

ivided in your lives, God grant it may be so

Your affectionate father,
G. MESSINGER.




CHAPTER IV.

The Wassage by "ﬂbz.legranlg.‘

ORACE received this letter on the follow-
ing day, and carried it to his own room.
Thrice he read it attentively.

 « Mice not so well,” he said to himself.
¢« Dear Alice ! I fear this news will add to

her illness. My kind, good father! reasonable as
ever—and yet I can see how sore it makes his

heart to let me go. Well, come in,” he cried, as &

knock sounded.
«Holloa! old fellow,” said Fred Millmain.

“ Have you got a letter from your old chap? T've

got one from mine,’
* « T have a letter from my futher,” said Horace,

coloring at his friend’s implied disrespect.
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“ Q1! I forgot you abominate slang, so you do.

y Well it’s right, I suppose, but a fellow- gets the

' hablt, you know. See here, I've got a leter from

" my—the—governor, that is, from my respected

- parent.

 off the rebels.

tively easy task.

He says hé likes my pluck, and sends me
K hundred to buy a uniform and whatever the
State don’t allow. He seems to think that if he
was young he’d like no better sport than to kill -
I tell you the old man isl in :
earnest, and don’t stop to consider circumstances ;
Just listen to this :

“ You always could take care of yourself, Fred,

got the real war-spirit.

and get the better of your antagonist.. Now you

‘have the chance to try your pluck' on a grander
‘scale, and I know you will not flinch: These rag-
- cally people down South are trying for dominion ;
they’ve been trying for long years and ¥ have seen
it. Iam glad my boy is going to have a hand in

helping to put them down. It will be a compara-

Three months will end the re-

bellion, “Werk bard, Fred—put them out of the
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way as fast as you dﬁn, for they are not fit to live
in such a country as this. Enclosed I send you a
check, ete., ete.”
“ How different from my letter;” thought Hor-
ace, as Fred went on.
¢« Father thinks the war will be for years, in-
stead of months,” said Horace.
“ e must be an old fogy—beg your pardon,
but the idea! Years, why, we’ll whip them in less
_than three months. What! the whole armed
force of the North, and years! Pshaw. Why
we'll put them down the first fight, mark my
word.” |
- ¢ Very well, we shall see Who is right in time,”
said Horace. *When do you intend to leave?”
¢ College? Oh, :I shan’t vacate my room till I
g6 into camp, I say, Hod, you'll have to give up
ydur temperance principles. 'Who ever heard of a

goldier minus his whiskey bottle? Come, now,

confess that you shall enjoy a free and easy life.”

] ghall confess no such thing,” said Horace,
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| with spirit. ¢TI go into this war inthe same way

that X abstain from strong drink, from principie.
- As to whiskey, I believe it works more mischief in
- camp than gunpowder. I advise you to let it
alone. If there is trouble among soldiers, be sure
 that Whlskey is always at the bottom of it.”

“If you go to preaching your temperance prin- -
 ciples in camp, be sure you'll get laughed at,” said
Fred,"leisurely taking a sup from a small pocket-
flask he carried. “I warn you, you will injure

your influence.”

“If my influence is to be based on the brandy-
“bottle,” retorted Horace, ¢ Then the less T have of
it the better. One thing is ce1ta1n, I shall carry all

wmy isms and ' ultra measures on to the battle-field
with me, and not demoralize myself because I am
going without the sphere of such influences as I
‘have been used to.”

" ¢« 01V of course, parson,” said Fi-ed, gdod hu-
moredly, “ of course. We all know your line of
life. Mem. To rise at four in the morning.




88 © LIEUTENANT MESSINGER.

et rpe—

Mem. To say my prayérs. Mem. To read—Ilet

me see, what is the first course? And lastly at
| nigl;t, Mem. To retire exactly at ten. Mem. To
say, ¢ Now I lay me down to sleep.” Mem. To
dream in regular sequence, and to wake up after
jﬁst being ofdered by Professor L. to charge on
the enemy with Prayer-books.”

«You are too bad, Fred,” said Horace, who had
half a mind to lose his temper and send his college
friend out of the room. Still he gould scarcely
help laughing in spite of himself, and he had more

than once borne such railery on account of his -

principles, but he did not relish it at all.

« Well, T must be going,” said Fred. * By the
way, let me know when you get fairly under way,
because I should still incline to be in your shadow.
You are so extra good, that T expect in your wake
will be safety ; good morning.”

And noﬁ Horace had one more duty to perform ;

and that was to ask the advice of his kind friend,
¢Professor L., a good and upright gentleman. He
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_called at his room, and found him in, and willing
' to advise with him. He stated his case fully, and
‘his friend appreciated all his sacrifices and diffi-

culties. He first inquired about his parents, and

‘seemed much pleased with the letter of Mr. Mes-

‘singer.

i

~ “He writes like a sensible man,” he said;
:“ like a man who thinks. You are safe with the
gadvice ‘of such a father. 1, for one, would advise
imy own son to go, were he still living. I know
iof nothing more honorable than to rally at the call
iof country. But you must be aware, this is to be
no child’s play.  With your father I bave seen the
ishaping of events for a long time past, and I, too,
%beliejré this war is not to end in a year, possibly
not in five. I hope you start with a full sense of
iyour obligation as a Christian,” he added, taking
*ﬁs hand, tendérly. Horace could not reply. He
l;:lad his own views, to which be clungl with the te-

nacity of self-righteousness.

| I shall do all my duty, you may depend upon:
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that,” he said in answer, ¢ and I shall moreover
cazry my principles into camp, and endeavor to
influence all I meet for good. I believe in un-
flinching morality under every circumstance of
life.” | |

¢ And the power of the gospelr of Jesus Christ,
I trust,” said the Professor. Forace again an-
swered evagively, I shall do all my duty, sir.”

“J don’t doubt it,” Arep]ied his friend, pressing
his hand sincerely. ¢ You shall have my blessing
and my prayers, my youhg friend ;” and they part-
ed more like father and son than pupil and master.
That same day, at seven o’clock in the evening,
came a telegraph message to Horace Messinger.

‘ Come home immediately—Alice is very ill.”

At eight he started. Iis exultant spirits had

departed—a sad foreboding weighed him down.
Speed as swift as they might, the tra'in‘ was not
fast enough for him. The faces around him seem-
ed care worn and harassed. Men were beginning
to feel that the evils of war hung like dim clouds
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| above their counftry’s horizon. Thoughtiessness

and levity were put away for a season. Many a
- strong, athletic frame ‘then speeding to its jour-
;'ney’s destination, would, ere long, lic upon the
 battlefield unknelled, perhaps unhonored. The
night grew very dark. Through towns and villa-
ges and wide stretches of country they flew, here

and there a red lantern or cluster of lights ﬂashiﬁg
, out sharply as they passed it. The conductor was
| grim and taciturn, the passengers silent, thought-

|
 ful or sleepy.

~ Horace looked at his watch again and again.
g"How slowly the hands crept. Could it be possible
i;thaiﬁ but five minutes had passed since he last
‘noted the time. Presently he felt his shoulder
!' touched. He glanced up. The grizzled‘ beard and
| honest face of old Abel Tompkings, the Presby-
terian deacon, his father’s senior, met his gaze.

“Glad to see you, my boy,” he said, holding

| forth his square brown hand, ‘what brings you

home?”
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““The most important reason is my sister’s sud-
den illness,” said Iorace making a seat beside
him. I had a telegrapﬁic dispatch. Have jrou
heard anything abouf it?”

“ Nothing at all,” replied deacon Abel, ¢al-
though I noticed that brother Messinger’s prayers

were more wrestling than usual last night, and
that he prayed for strength and grace to bear
affliction. But I thought that was ’eause you had
- listed. Leastways I heerd you had; how isit?”

“T am on my way to enlist,” replied Horace.

“ Wal, now, it does seem a’most a pity to take
you college fellows away from your books, and
send you off to the wars. But I like your grit.
It’s a good cause you're going to engage in, and if
ye must go, why the blessing of God go with
you.” | o
“Thank you for your good wishes,” said Hor-
ace, ‘“but it is strauge you have heard nothing of
my sister’s illness.

¢ I've looked upon that sister of yours as one
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' destined to go home airly,” said deacon Abel, his

houghtful face taking an expression of tenderness.
iIt’s my opinion,” he added, ¢ that angels ain’t
ermitted to stay long on this earth—'taint in

eason they should, and if ever there was an angel

in mortal form, it’s your sister Alice. T've Imowed

: Hler ever since her little golden head came up to my

Iﬂﬁee, and I’ve always knowed her for the same -

uncomuion character. Why, bless you, to them
ayer-imeefings brother Messinger had when we -
j'as going through that blessed revival, ten years
ago, that dear child, I i‘aly think, was the most
airnest Christian among ’em. She got the holy
Spirit in her heart that ti]ne;. and never lost it——
no, never. I tell ye, Horace, I love that girl like
my own, and it’ll go hard with everybody in W. if
S#ne’s taken away. Yes, I'd rather have 2 name
d a memory like hers, if she’s sent for, than be
the proudest Gineral that’s a going in the army of
these States.”
THorace was silent. The tears came and choked
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him. He had mnot thought it was possible she

might die. That she was perhaps very ill, that his
sudden determination had affected her spirits, was
more than likely—but she would live to console
his father and mother when he had gone—it was’a
thought too awful--that she might die—his beau-
tifal, loving sister Alice. |

¢¢ And let me tell you, Mr, Horace, P'm in hopes -
you've got the same power in your soul that she
~ has. You need it if your're going on the battle
field. It takes a Christian man to make a good
soldier. I went into one of the camps to-day, and
I tell you I was glad to git out of it., The men
had been drinking, more or less, aﬁd if T am any
judge, the officers had been drinking, too, for they
didn’t seem to lnow what to do, or where  1:0 be-
gin. I found out the name of that Colonel, and I
tell you what, if there’s any retreating or cowar-
dice, I expect to find his name mixed up with it.
That's going to be one of our troubles; we’re go-
ing to have too many drunken rowdies for officers,
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now mark my words. They say that whiskey

cowards, and it'll be found true in the long run,
you take the word of old deacon Abel for it. T wish

:takes men fight—I say it makes ’em a pack of

- we had some of them old-fashioned fighting Chris-

I
tians, now, I do; we want ’em——praying soldiers

of the Lord’s army, men that won’t get drunk and
swear, and cuss and gamble, and go at the head of
their regiments, or in the ranks for the sake of the
pay, caring mighty little whose side they’re on,
or what they’re fighting for. If I ain’t mistaken,
*tother side’s going to fight for their inStitutioné,‘
and they’ll fight. There’ll be no half-hearted, easjr
going souls in those regiments who think that the

st battle is going to finish up. If’s like the war
between the powei's of light and darkness, it’s like
the fight of Armagedden, it’s a strife between

principles, wrong and right, and our folks is got to

bg brought to the strait where they’ll think so,
and think hard, too. I'm sorry this war’s got to
come, but I've seen it a long ways ahead. My good
ol«ii gran'ther Clough, who’d the whole Scripture




46  LIEUTENANT MESSINGER,

at his tongue’s end, fglked right eloquent about
it afore hie died. Says he ¢itll be ag’in like the
days of the Revolution, we’ll have soldiers on our
hills and éa:mped in our valleys, and there’s going
to be a terrible struggle between justice and in-
justice, and the whole world’ll tremble at it and
git mixed up in it; and I feel it’s coming—it’s a
coming.”” |

Deacon Abel took out his gray silk handkerchief

and wiped his gray old face. Horace had listened
quietly, and much of the time with the conviction
that he was hearing the words of prophecy. The
conversation had taken his mind up and prevented
him from awe]ling too much on the sad impres-
 sions that had been forced upon him. He could
‘not help heartily assenting to the old deacon’s as-
gertions, and determining in his own mind, that
- none should find him direlict in duty. At that
moment the long “whistle soﬁnded, the familiar

bridge was being crossed ; in a very short space of

time, and he should know how it fared with his be-
loed sister.

CHAPTER V.,

“dust us § Jm.”

E looked anxiously along the gloomy sta-
tion. There was no moon. Somebody
came up with a lantern.

“ Frank, is that you !” asked Horace.

“ Did you bring the carriage?”

o Yes, sir —right out here on the road. Jes-

éie s rather skittish — better wait till the train’s
éone.” ‘
Horace tried several times to put the al-impor-
t';ant question, but his voice failed him. He was
éome ways on the road before he spoke.

L« Frank, how is my sister?” ,
w1 expéct she’s pretty bad, sir,” was the boy’s
quiet answer, given in a low voice.
‘ “ Has she had the physician ?”

“Q 1 yes, sir; three or four times to-day.”
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« Then she must be bad enough,” thought Hor-
ace, with a pain at his heart. He alighted at the
door ; his father stood on the steps, and welcomed
him with a silent, earnest pressure of the hand.

« ITow is she P’ asked Horace, chokingly.

« No better,” was the low reply.

They stood together in the parlor, face to face.
To Horace, his father seemed to look quite old

and careworn. The light burned dimly; every-

thing, in the gloom and desolation now gathering,
seemed to wear an unfarnniliar shape. |

¢ She was taken very suddenly, bleeding at the
~ lungs,” said Mr. Messinger, after a long pause.
Then he added slowly, ¢ it is not for her we need

to mourn, but for ourselves. - She is safe either for

time or eternity.”
¢ Can I see her to-night?”
“ Yes, her mother has made 'arrangements.
But don’t be surprised if she should not know you.
. She has asked for y.bu geveral times, but is so re-
duced by weakness that she is part of the time
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o ite senseless. She casts such heavenly glances
|

upward, however, and so bright a peace shines in
her countenance, that it is a privilege to enter the

i
¢hamber where she is.”

E “Did you know she was so dangerously ili ?
|
i ¢ It came upon us, me at least, with but little

) p‘reparatory warning. Your mother ‘has seen

mgns of failing strength, and we have neither of
ub expected to keep her with us, long. But I
trusted a few more years might be granted. How-
e\:fer, the Lord’s will be done. G to your room,
my boy, and rest yourself. After that come to
mine, and we will go together and see Alice.”
‘Horaee followed his father’s mstructlons, though
with some reluctance. e felt that it would be
better to seck rest and refreshment first—yet in
hlé'. sad impatience to ses Alice, he could bardly

'brook the least delay As he passed his sister’s

chz!tmber, he paused a ‘moment at the door, which
was slightly ajar. Standing there, he heard a low

mu}rmur,, and presently in a soft, sweet voice, that
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. Was intisio iteelf, his mother began to sing. Root-
&d to the spot he stood, nor moved till the last

holy strain had ebbed’ imto silence. His heart -

throbbed, the tears rushed to his eyes. Nothing
had ever moved him go deeply before, as those
tfﬁsting, beantiful words, familiar to the lips of
every Christian, even while the sentiment was one
in ivhich,. hithérto, he had placed but little reli-
ance. Who can read those sweet lines without
feeling a thrill of holy faith to the heart’s core?

¢ Just as I am, without one plea, .
But that thy blood was shed for me,
And that thou bidst me come to thee,

O ! Lamb of God, I come !

Just as1 am, and waiting not

To rid my soul of one dark blot,

To thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot
0 ! Lamb of God, I come !

Just a8 T am, though tossed about
‘With many a conflict, many a doubt,
Fightings within and fears without,

O ! Lamb of God, I come !

€ JUST AS T AM”

Just as I am—thou wilt receive;
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve,
Because thy promise I believe;

0! Lamb of God, I come.

Just a3 T am—~—thy love unknown,
Hath broken every barrier down;
Now to be thine, yea thine alone,

O ! Lamb of God, I come.

. “Yes, thine alone, thine alone,” murmured a
&'aht, broket. voice, which Horace recognized as
his sister’s. It was too much for him. e burst
mto tears, and groped his way to his own room,
Where for some moments he sat weeping like a
\chlld Only by a strong effort, could he, after g
struggle, control himself., It seemed as if his own

long sorrow, the shadow hovering near, the deso-

‘iﬂatlon of his parents, the trials of his country, all

pressed upon his heart at once. The enthusiasm
:bf his military ardor had almost died out ; he was
:helpless and suffering before the power of the great
’fvisitant, death. For a long time he sat silent nor
g.*ons‘ed himself till his father tapped at his door.




CHAPTER VI.
3 Suinteh Sister.

RS. MESSINGER left the bedside of
her daughter at her request, to increase

” the light. Alice lay supported by pil-
lows, weak and white as a broken lily.

There was. yet that on her countenance.

that told how much happier she was than pen of
language can describe. God was with her and
angels ministered unto het.
¢ T heard a carriage a moment before you sung,
. mother,” she said, in a voice so faint the mother
bent over to listen.
| ¢ Yes, dear; and if Horace has come, his father
- will bring him here,” was the reply.
¢« Mother,” she said again, ¢ do you know I have

been praying for weeks that dear Horace might be

|
f
|
|
;
;
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a sacrifice? It may be God has heard my prayer,

know that my brother wsll come to Jesus. It may

* |be through smoke and flame and blood, it may be
|through intense suffering—but, mother, he w:ll be

saved, he will believe! O, such joy as this
thought gives me! Such joy! It is next to
entering heaven.” )
Y;s, there was mno mistaking- that joy. The
burning characters of Christ’s love, spiritualized,
and made her face as the face of an angel. O!
who could dread death, came it always in this

- guise, a glorious anticipation—a sweet foretaste of

the eternal bliss beyond the grave! The soul
lifted as on wings—the very atmosphere made
sacred, the presence of Deity realized! Even the
mother-heart, bleeding as it was, triumphed as a
Christian, that she had been enabled to hold, to
nurture, and at last to give back so precious a
trust. There was a sincere .. exulté.tion even in the
midst of her grief, as her heart was buoyed up b

the promises.

e

for at last I feel at peace about him—at last, I

S e e
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The door opened and Mr, Messinger appeared
leading Horace, who in vain strove to keep up his

composure. Alice looked eagerly towards him.

A smile, bright as with seraph gladness welcomed -

him. He could only say, ¢ O, Alice!” as he took
" her wasted hand in his, and sank upon his knees
at her bedside. -

«¥ am glad to see you, my brother,” she said, :

softly, laying the hand he had released npon his
brown curls; T was fearful you might go away
~ without returning home.”

¢ No, Alice,” he said, in low and broken tones
—+ T could not have gone and not seen you.”
- «T gm very sick, Horace; I am dying; did
they tell you?” S

His head fell again npon the pﬂlow, as he half
sobbed, ¢ yes,” - | '

“Yes, I am dying—but I am very happy.
This dear home has been delightful to me, but the
one above, my Saviour has prepared for me. I
can seem to see him standing by the door, and

led to see his error, even if my life was needed as
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waiting to open it. Blessed condescension, my
Saviour waits for me. My tongue is 1oosed,” she

icontinued, “I could speak before worlds. O1F

that all knew him. He has not dissappointed me ;
He never disappoints. Horace?”

| ¢ Well, darling.”

“You gre going to the war?”

“ ?es—l hope to do 80.” -

dearest. Has the conflict begun? Mine is almost

Christ, who giveth us the vietory! O, there is no

ting in death; to me the grave is all light—all
light. Peace, peace, perfect repose,” she murmur-
ed, with shut eyes and smiling lips. '

“ Horace, dear, you do not believe in'Christ,”

she said, twrning to him again.
| “ Perhaps not as you do,” he s.é,idl faintly.

“ But you must—oh! you must, you will—not
because I do, but because the interests of your im-
moital soul demand it. I see no longer with moz-

e e (e T
o

: “_..

“But there is another battle to be fonght,

ended, and I can say thanks to our Lord Jesus
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tal eyes but with spiritual vision. I see the in.
finite forbearance and patience of our Lord. How
~ Jong he waits, tenderly beseeching. Horace, he
ealls you from this bed; throngh the lips of a
-poor, weak girl, whose world has been her home,
whose surroundings have been so different’ from

yours. You have been in the midst of tempta- |

tion, you are going into fiery trials, O! my
 brother, you have forgotten the simple faith of our
childhood. You have: grown great and wise and
;Stl'ong, as you think, and so you have. My
- brother, you have grown too wise, above the wis-

dom of Christ ; you have rejected that Holy One.”

“ Alice, I feel all you say, but alas! I cannot

believe ;> sobbed Horace.

“You must believe—you will believe; said
Alice with solemnity. ‘ When ¥ am gone, and
you think of me 2 lying in the é’rave——and you
know that my spirit has returned to God who gave
it, oh, will you not sometimes think of me?”

i -'-"f Always, always, my Alice,” sobbed Horace,
overcome.
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¢« And then will you think of my dying words to
you? Itisa solemn truth that you must come to
Christ, or you are lost. To-night I am his mes-
senger, feeble girl that I am-—and you cannot say
in that last day, that I have not been faithful.”

« Grod bless you for it,” burst from the lips of
her weeping brother.

“Yes, he blesses me for it even now, in the
fuith e gives me, that you and I shall meet again.
Horace, I only ask one promise from you, Will |

you not believe in that Saviour who has died for

you?”
¢« T wish I could,” he answered.

«But will you try? Itis mj last request. Wwill
you pray to God night and morning that he will
give you the enlightening power of his Holy Spirit?
Dear Horace, yon are going where you will need
it sorely. In the midst of the dead and wounded,
‘with danger threatening you on every side, you
nced something to anchor you; you need a hope
in .Christ. Dear Horace, will you meet me in
heaven?” |




t
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“With God’s help I will try,” was his re-
' sﬁonse. ' |

¢ And in the camp, dear brother, never forget
your duty. Be God’s soldier, and you will bless
all who come in contact with you. " You will see
men there dying without Christ, you will hear
them cursing his Holy Name. O! my brother,
you must do your duty there—God calls you as
hig missionary. Florace, promise me.”

“I do promise you that I will seek lght from
heaven. I do promise you that I will try to meet
you there, and I pfay God to help me.”

“Mother, father, what did Isay? O! thanls

God! He will be saved; I have nothmg to do

now, hut to die.

\ “0! what hath Jesus bought for me !

Before my ravished eyes,
Rivers of hfe divine, I see,
" And trees of Paradise !
1 see o world of spirits bright,
Who taste the pleasures there,
They are é,ll robed in spbﬂess. white,
And conguering palms they bear. -

- A SAINTED BSISTER.

O ! what are all my sufferings here,
If, Lord, thou eount me meet,

With that enraptured host t* appear,
And worship at thy feet !

, Give joy or grief—give ease or pain,

Take life or friends away,

‘But let me find them all again,
In that eternal day.>’

And thus repeating the sweet Words, she gently
11 asleep

“Not yet unto death,” said hls father, as

orace wildly cried that she had gone. *‘She is
gone. She is exhausted. For days.she has not

spoken five consecutive minutes at a time. But

she had her work to do, and she is content.
“God giveth his beloved sleep,” murmured

r8. Messinger.” ,
“If X were but as well prepared as she1” cried

| [orace, gazmg yearningly on the spiritual face, -
 Seek preparation where she has sought it, my

I, andI you cannot fai ,5’ replied his father. The

conversation was carried on almost in whispers,
|

o
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until midnight. -Then Horace went again to the
bedside. ‘ | |
“ How peacefully she sleeps!” he said, with

quivering lips. .

«“It is my conviction that she will wake no
more in this world,” said his mother, tearfully.
« Her next Waking will be in heaven.”

They gathered silently around the bed. It was
a solemn moment. Only those who-have watched
the passage of a breath in the hush of such an
hour, know its deep signiﬁcaﬁce. The little clock
ticked painfully loud—the shadows crept farther
across the room, but she stirred not. Omne hand in
its waxen clearness lay across her bosom, one on
- the side of the bed. Cheeks, broﬁr and lips were
colorless, and but a faint fluttering motion told of
life. The spirit seemed to show through the beau-
tiful form like a bird through the wires of its cage.

But she did awake, much weaker, still happier.
¢« Angels, mother,” she whispered, ‘ angels; ﬁ

see them-—sing of them.” Softfy in the death-

hush rang out the silvery music of the words,

A SBAINTED SISTER.

¢ Ye angels who stand round the throne, -

Axid viewrmy Immanuel’s face—

In rapturous songs make him known, E
Tune, tune your soft harps to his praise.

He formed you the spirits you are,
So happy, so noble, go good;

When others sank dowﬂ in despair,
Confirmed by his power ye stood,”’

‘Her lips moved, her mother bent lower. ¢ The

last verse,” she whispered impressively ; and Mrs.
b

Mpssinger sang, not without moistened eyelids

an‘d a faltering voice :

I want to put on my attire,
Washed white in the blood of the Lamb,
I want to be one of your choir,
And tune my sweet harp to his name.
I want, oh ! I want to be there,

Where sorrow and sin bid adieu,
Ydur Joy and your friendship to share,
To wonder and worship with you.*’
t was all over. In vain Horace caught her in
his arms and pressed his lips again and again to
her cold forehead. She was where she had longed
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to be. The beautiful spirit had departed, the
beautﬁ.‘% clay remained. Far into the morhing
Horace walked and wept. O1 if like her he could
just trust- himself to Jesus, simply, with all the
confidence of a child! DBut his doubts, his fearful
doubts. They came up like an army and clouded
bis vision. The sentiments he had read and pond-
ered and argued would not down, but like so many
spirits of evil, tormented him, Alas! he must
pay & penalty for his self-righteousness—there was
much to shake off yet—much trial to pass through
before he could be purified. _

: CHAPTER VII.
Dewcon Jbel's Good Jdhice.

HE house was very still now, and Horace

< felt a pamful longing to get away. Her

grave was not far off, for they had buried

her on their own grounds, and the pale

tomb stone could be seen from the study

indow. Horace thought of his promise. It was
always with him. Night and morning he strove to
d;o his duty; the Bible was geldom out of his
h‘iands, and yet he could not say that he had found

peace. Instead of that a strange unrest had taken
p‘ossessmn of him.

He had received a commission as second lieuten-
nt of Co. A. — Regiment, Mass., and felt himself

hite a soldier when he donned his regimentals,
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Ssmrm————

and buckled on his sword. His military ardor
had never failed. Every day added to the press-
ing necessity of the times. Horace received many
congratulations upon his fine soldierly appearance,
and as the mirror told s somewhat flattering tale,
_he took great credit to himself. Good men came
to him with advice, among them the venerable
minister, and deacon Abel.
. «Horace,” said the latter, ¢ Yoﬂ’re the son of
my dear friend—the child of many prayers, and
you may think me meddling for talking to yow
but I must say my say, or else my conscience
won't be clear. I always make it a point to be

on good terms with my conscience, becanse I ex-

pect some day or other it will have the power to '

do me a good turn, or else to convict me before

all Israel and the sun.”
" «Go on, uncle Abel,” said Horace, I am cer-

tain you have my best good at heart.”

¢«To be sure I have, and I don’t know as there’s

any need of my saying it, but it is a fact, that the

. < Well, at sany rate,
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| ' sons of praying men go into the -afmy and learn to

| swear.”

‘ You need never be afraid of that,” said Horace :
3

41 think altoget;her too much of inyself to descend
?to such a vulgar habit.” |

o * ' ; A
Yes, but don’t brag about that self; that self

:13 .jest What gets people into bad babits, and
:un_tlj people come right out of that self into Jesus
Christ, there’s no guarantee that they wiil keep

%’rom breaking the -commandments

. D ’
i on’t you

| “XI suppose you are right,” said Horace dryly.
, »
that’s what my Bible

ek I wouldn’t give a snap for a man’s
prmeiples, in the long run,

self-righteousness,

|
t%aches me,

if they are based tpon

£t -

= X not that I imply that yours jig——
» Py no means. But I know there’s g deal of

[ ,
power in 1ati
assoclation. You see I larn’t that in

thc#ugh pretty well in years, too—but I tell you

I wen i
vTent 80 long without religious privileges that I

S
J
|
|

|
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almost forgot how a Church appeared, and X bes
came so used to sweafing, that at last X justly
looked for it, and Ged forgive me; eame pretty nigh
to doing it mysélf. It’s a bad case to state, but
it’s a fact, and you’ll find it so in the army. - Niée,
soft-mouthed lads will go away from home, and in
less than two weeks they’ll stand up to anybody
for profane swearing. 1 car’t understand it., But
I tell you this much—wherever the swearing was
hardest among the ranks, it was hardest among
the officers. And you may put it down as a fact,
that a profane Colonel will set everybody, even to
the drummer boy, to swearing. Rum and blasphe-

my and licentiousness, these are the curses of army .

life. Men git away from the restraints of home,
and they are just weak enough, most of “em, to fall
into all the vices thef see practiced. It’s a black
shame, and a black fact, but fact it is, and there’s
_no denying it. I do beg you, my dear boy, to set
a wateh upon the door of your lips.. Don’t have
any man’s curse upon' your soul. Influence is
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mighty,and men look up to their officers. I spoze

| I'm throwing all this talk away, edicated as
. you've been.”

“ Not at all, deacon Abel;
obliged for your kindness,

‘ I'm very much
and appreciate your
. arguments.  God helping me, I shall try to do
. good and not harm,”

| . “God helping you ! that’s the WayI like to hear

N you talk. I feel dreadful grieved, somehow, when

| aman I know and like, goes into the army. DI’ve

i' seen sad things in Mexico-—some of our best and

{

| bravest officers driven to the wall, dying miserable

deaths from the effects of strong drink—regular

| drunken sots, that’s Just it. I tell you its hard to

§¢e a man so given up to hig passxons———created in
the image of his God—making himself below the
beast. But where is your camp, sir?”

Horace told him.

“I'll come there and look iil' upon you some

fime,” said deacon Abel and Horace cordially in-
vited him,
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¢ Horace,” said his mother, taking him aside
. and 'holding towards him a little volume, silver
clasped, bound in purple velvet, ¢ this was Alice’s
Bible.” | |

<« O ! mother,” exclaimed Horace, ‘let me have
it. Tl keep it next my heart.” o
o Yes, she wished me to hand it to you after she
was gone. You will see many passages marked.
She spent hours and hours over that Bible; I am
sure it was for your sake.” Horace opened it. It
. ivas literally covered on the margin with pencil
marks, and scores of passages were interlined.
Horace held it with a reverent hand. It seemed
to bring her mild blue eyes before "him. He could
hear the sweet voice; he could see the dear form
bending over work or book, the golden curls fall-
ing on her sboulders. Connected with this volume
‘her image would be more palpable than any

picture, because engraven upon his heart.

« Here are also some little packages which" she

designed for you,” continued his mother, handing
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him some papers. You were to read the first one,

marked No. 1, on the réceipt of it ; the second one
on the eve of battle, if possible, and the third, if "
sick or wounded, you were carried to any hospital.
You see she was ever thinking of you.” “

“ Precious Alice!” murmured Horace, the tears
falling, ¢ her death has marred all my pleasure.’
He took the little packages to his chamber and im-
mcdiately opened the first one. In it was a small
card photograph, and a tiny curl of shining brown |
hair. He pressed them to his lips and then ad-
dressed himself to the .reading of the mis&j,yé
which commenced as follows :

““ DARLING, BELOVED BROTHER HORACE,

~ When you receive this, you will no longer be
able to kiss me, or to hear me say to you what
these lines express. You cannot tell how tenderly
dear you are to me, Iorace, my own brother. I
have wondered what the love of Jesus must be,

when mine for you is so absorbing I think of you
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all the time. Perhaps my anxiety on your soul’s
- secount, keeps your image more distinctly before

‘me. In the night I dream sometimes that I am
gone, and you are in some place of confinement, to

which I am sent to draw you out. I must think
that God has some great purposes in store for
you. O, my dear Horace, I do so want you to be
a Christian gentleman, a Christian soldier! You
know that beautiful little poem—
* Am I a soldier of the cross,
A follower of the Lamb—

- And shall T fear to own his cause,
" Or blush to speak his name? *?

'O the blessed name of Jesus! You would not
wonder at my enthusiasm if you knew how happy
he makes me. Teo serve Christ is to have all
things, to abound in riches—to need no luxury,
to need, even, really need no friends—for in a
desert place one wquld -never know solitude with
him. Do I fatigue you with this theme? Remem-
ber, she is gone who talks with you. Her spirit

|
|
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. knows now the reality of eternal things; it has
seen Christ Jesus, it is inﬁhitely happy. Remem-
. ber that she will never trouble you again—but I

| will not intimate a thing so unjust—I do mnot

| trouble you, do X, my brother? But oh! I am
| anxious, 80 very anxious that you should love
| your Saviour as he desires, for it will be not to
farther his happiness, but to promote your good,
your glory, if you will.
. Dear Horace, you must be 2 soldier of the -
- Lord. You must forget those unholy things you
- wrote me about—they are the product of fallen hue

manity, of man’s depraved reason. Have nothing

' to do with the unclean thing—it is doubt of God,
. and that is unbelief—a sin whose enormity no one
" ean fathom. I know that X write like a girl, but
- dear Horace, I do write from the heart. My
. whole soul is stirred when I think of you. Iam
| in an agony lest yon go on in these infidel prinei-
i ples, for such they seem to me. I want you to
 pray for yourself, to ask God to enhghten you, to

i
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encourage and finally bless you by sending his
spirit. - You will soon need it, for you may be
called to the battle field. X often imagine dreadfil
pictures of that place. My hearb sickens as I sec
them—and feel that they are to be a reality mﬁong
us. .And then the thought that you may go amid
such scenes unprepared—it distracts me, and were
+ it not for my entire trust in my heavenly Father, I
could not bear it. I know the prayérs and argu-
ments of a weak girl are poor weapons against all
your philosophy, and those grand ideas that have
taken possession of your mind. Grand, I say—
seemingly so. I feel that they are small beside
the simple Bible truths—beside the beautiful
words of Jesus Christ that shall stand for ages,
while the-others will prove to have been written in
water. )

O! my brother, there is but one faith, and one
Lord. He is the ark of safety, hide within him.
Throw yourSeIf frustingly within his holy arms of

protection. If it be possible I will be with you
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|
|

: ?mid the dangers to which ’you may be éxposed.

We have often had long talks about that, and if
he angels of those who depart are admitted to ex-
rcise any caxie over the liviﬁg, it will be a blessed
mployment for me to hover around you, and to
!ead your thoughts to Christ. Be a good soldier—
but above all choose Jesus Christ for the Captain
Lf your salvation. Then, come life, come death,
Fou are safe for a long and glorious eternity.

Your ever loving sister,
: . ALICE.”

The old theme renewed. Horace covered his
face with his hands and strove to feel. There
must be something i.n-this wholly giving up of self,
of which he had yet no knowledge. Beside that, he
loved his own opinions. They were the result of
long study and much investigation. He had settled
down upon themKaS upon a rock ; it was hard to
change them, and bow his metaphysical genius to

the common altar of simple revelation. But he
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tried to follow his sister’s instructions for the love
" he bore her. He knelt in prayer—it had always
been his "habit, but now he prayed for enlighten-

ment, while unconsciously he hugged his old CHAPTER VIII

principles, and clung to his preconceived opinions.

The Wonnded Adjntand.

T ORACE had left his house for the camp.
In the severer duties now devolving upon
him, he had but little time for religious
reflection. Yet he did not forget Alice.

That influence of purity which had been
brought to bear upon him ‘within the charmed
circle of her life, still seemed to encompass him
with undiminished force. In the profession he
had chosen he was unwearying. No labor was too
hfmjd for him. He was ambitious to be master of
every movement, competent for any emergency.
Hig fare was good, but he eschewed luxuries, con-
fining himself to the plainer articles of diet, con-
forming more to the standard of the private
soldier whose confidence he wanted. His com- |
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panions langhed at his abstemiousness, but his
Colonel, a man of great capacity, marked him as
a man of superlor ability-—and the others respect-
ed him notmthstand1ng his ¢ spoony” habits, as
they cailed them among themselves.

He frequently wrote to his father, and this is
the view which he took of camp life ;

“I am hardening—in muscle and eﬁduranee,
and if I am not careful I shall be hardening in
some other qualities. My companions are men
who swear, even the Colonel. But he does not
make habitual use of profanity. It is only on
occasions of aggravated faults—and I assure you

there is much to try a man’s patience; here—that

he blasphemeé; ~ But when he does, he shocks:

<heaven and earth., I had no idea such venom
could be concentrated in an oath. Our Captain
swoars constantly. -He is a little man, with a re-

~ markably large moustache and an amusingly small

waist ; he seems to think something wanting either
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in his pr0port10ns or hlS manhood, so he struts,
sﬁnokes and swears, The second Lieutenant is
#Ore of a gentleman, though he smokes profusely,
a.l‘jld swears when in a passion. He, however, is
good tempered, generally. I am thus surrounded,
ag you see, by adverse influences, but in the midst
of them all, T snatch a little time now and then, o
get some mental food out of Alice’s little Bible.
It does indeed seem at times as if her dear spirit

were hovering around me, especially when I lie

\Lke in my tent. Y wish I could think as she

ught ; I am determined to try; I shall fulfil my
promise. This life is so widely different from
what I have been accustomed to, that it will take
many weeks to feel at home. We expect before
long to get in the field. Our men seem quite
anxious, and I confess I have a desire to go for-
ward ohly held down by fear of “incompetency. I
wish to be ‘perfect in military knowledge, so that I
may have as little embarrassment as possible in

action. To-day we have found whiskey smuggled

~ info camp. Drinking is the curse here. It pro-
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phem——

motes insubordination, and converts some natural-
ly amiable men into flends. Our Colonel, however,
is a temperance man-—at least I never see him
drink,~—and vefy severe upon the soldiers who are
overtaken. He has an instrument of torture which
he calls the ‘turning point” A man is fairly
trussed like a turkey, hands, feet and head power-

less. It looks cruel, but may prevent a repetition
of the fault, | . ‘
“14th. Ihave just been through a trying scene.

Our Adjutant is a drinking man—is always what I -

congider two-thirds drunk. He has been retained
only because he is a personal friend of Colonel I
Yesterday, affer drinking freely, he was very
savage with the men, and although they were at
dinner, insisted that they should leave their ra-
tions and commence drill. One man refused,

and with him the Adjutant had a violent alterca--

tion. The soldier had his dirk-knife open,J cutting

his bread and meat, and at the moment jheld it

with the blade projecting. Something he said in-
furiated our Adjutant, and he sprang forward to
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ollar the soldier, receiving the blade of the knife
just under his left ribs in the abdomen. There
a8 a terrible time and I was called in. O! the

tal effects of intemperance! There lay the Ad-
jutant on the floor, ghastly, his wound bleeding
reely, while he swore with the most reckless |
d(bandon; that he would be the death of the man
who had struck him, accusing him of trying to
1|nurder him. Two soldiers held the prisoner be-
ween them, he protesting vehemently that the Ads
jutant ran on-the kmife, and that he had no inten-

ion of dbing him any injui'y.' This I could readi~
y believe, for I had always found the man teach-
El;le and gentle. He was, however, removed to-
he guard house to await investigation, while the
Surgeon dressed the Adjutant’s wound, pronounc-
ing it a dangerous one. How true it is that rum
is the curse of the soldier! I never realized it so
fully before. Last night I watched with the Ad-
iuta,ui:. His name is Lewis. At first he was very
uervous and restless, but presently he began to
talk
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4¢¢ T suppose I shall get up in a day or two,” he

~ said. |
«¢Not in a day or two; I hope you may in a
week., | 1

4 <Well” he replied, ‘I have had warnings
enough. My mother wrote me her dream, and

begged me to keep from liquor, or I should get in-

to trouble. I little thought it would come 50

soon. Are you a Christian, sir? I have thought
you was.’ I Waé confused, and replied, ¢ what
made you think so.’

«¢<T have seen you by yourself, sir, reading the
good Book. Officers don’t take pains to get out
of the way in order to read the Bible, unless they
are Christian men, I take it.’ -

T told him I had always been in the habit of
reading my Bible—my mother had brought me
up so. I could not tell him T was a Christian, for
at that moment, I painfully felt that I was not.

“¢You haveﬁ’t got a better mother than I had,
sir,” he said; *she’s tried her best to save her

1B
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ayward boy. I'm only twenty-eight, sir, but
'm old in sin. The boys used to say I’d make
good preacher, because I had the gift of gab;

ut I tell you, sir, when I'm sober I feel all I say,

nd no man wants to do better more than I do—
but something impels me to drivk and when I
aste, I'm gone.’

“ Here he began to grow.a little delirious, and
asked him if 1 should read.

¢ ¢ Yes, he said, ¢ yes, read me the Bible.’

‘“He was very quiet until I had finished the
fourth chapter of John. Then he wished me to
sing. That I cOﬁld not do, but repeated instead
the beautiful hymn you sung to Alice, ¢ Just as I

7 He seemed much affected at that, and ask-

ed me if I wouldn't pray for him. His request
I felt for the
first time in my life, a real motive—a real need
for which to ask the Father, Heretofore when
going by myself, I have not carried my soul in
my petition. I know now that I have not really

gave me a singular sensation.




!

82 . LIEUTENANT MESSINGER.

wanted what my lips asked for. But for this
man I felt most deeply. I knew he was danger-
ously, perhaps mortally wounded. I knew that
he was habitually a prayerless, blaspheming,
_ drunken man, and that it would be awful to ap-
pear before his Maker without repentance. I did
not then apply these .reasons to my own case,
which would have been only just—my sympathies
were Wrémpped up in him. T had mnever prayed

aloud before a second person, but the circamstan-

ces inspired me and I felt a strange boldness and
| willingness to plead for him. After I had done
he thanked me, and said he would try and sleep.
About twelve he waked up aga,ih, and his first
- question was, ¢ What shall I do to be saved?
Lieutenant, ’'m going to die of this wound, I
know I am.’ .

“T endeavored to cheer hu:n, told him that he
was weak from loss of blood — that he must keep
hig é‘pirits up — that the mind had great influence
over the body, etc., etc, !
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“tTt’s all very well, Lieutenant,” said he in re-
ply, ‘for you to encourage me; but it’s of no
use. I’m a dead man.’ -

“T -endeafored to ascertain what made him seem
so positive. At last he told me his dream. It
seems he thought bis mother appeared to him, and
pointing to his wound, said, ‘It is come. I
warned you. Prepare to meet your God.

“¢I'm sure to die now, Lieutenant,” he added,
feebly. *You are a Christian-—tell me what I
shall do to be saved! Is there any hope for me
at the eleventh hour.’

“01! how I felt, then, the need of my sister’s
simple faith. O! how I wished I could point him
to Jesus! At that moment a little ray of light
entered my soul, which seemed 'enla.rged, drawn
out towards this poor man. A heavenly peace
filled me with joy, to which I had hitherto been a
stranger. So impressed was I, that I involuntari- -

{1y called out, ¢ Alice, I have found Him!’ Yes, |

father, mother, in that sweet moment my prayers,
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~ thongh cold, were answered. He saw that I was

" sincerely looking for truth. What I said under
the influence of that strange, delightful visitation,
I cannot now recall, Suffice it, that my whole

theme was Jesus. Since then,

¢t ¢ Redeeming love has been my theme,
And shall be till 1 die”

« Tears ran down the Adjutant’s cheeks. ‘I
have ofteh thought,” he said, ¢ when told of my
pobr, dying mother’s prayers, that I needed 'some-
thing of this kind to save me. I don't think I
have been hardened—it looks to me now,my past
]ife, éomething like insanity. I have ma@e up my
mind a thousand times to be a Christian, and &

thousand times plunged into sin. Rum has been

my curse Rum! rum!’ be cjaculated, with fear-

ful energy. ¢But my mother prayed for me night
and day, and I'm not sure but this is the way her

prayers are going to be answered. Her wicked,

wayward boy, may be saved, s as by fire. O!if

my poor soul might not be lost eternally !’
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¢« T asked hi;n how he felt towards tlLe man

{
whose carelessness caused the deed.

murder. At the first I said he did; I wanted
bim put in confinement. Perhaps I thought he

turned the knife purposely. But I don’t now.

The man never meant any harm to me. ~ He knew
I was drunk. Don’t keep him in the guard house,
Tell the men to keep away from that infernal
liquor that makes demons of some and beasts of
others. But for that I shouldn’t have broken my

- | old mother’s heart, as I fear I did.’

“ Seeing that he was growing wild again, I began
soothing him with sweet and exceedingly precious
promises. And here Alice’s little Bible was in-

valuable. The passdges that her dear hands had
marked were exactly suited to his case, and to
my mind every word was illuminated. How lit- -
tle she fhought, dear girl, that the great mercies
she was preparing for ‘rm‘e, would also be sﬁared

in by the sick and suffering soldiers! Her works
of mercy follow her.

“¢0O1! let him go,” he said— he never meant
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«The Adjutant fell asleep once more, and I sat
lost in happy thought. Till the dawn I remained

there, reading my little treasure, my new found

treasure (for the Bible had before been a sealed

book to me) and praising God. O! -how my
heart leaped out and up towards him. My Fath-
er—my God. I was lost in a trance of sweet de-
light.

« The sun had not arisen when the poor soldier
waked up, calling. for ice. I laid some on his
parched tongue; I knew by his sunken temples

and hollow eye that he was no better.. I asked

him how he felt.

¢ "Calnier than I ever hoped to, Lientenant,’ he
said, ¢I am going fo take God’s word. I’m 2,
poor, lost sinner, but Jesus Christ died for me, for
me. 1 throw myself on his mercy. 1 am un-
worthy. I am lost of myself. I have no where
else to go. Do you think he will pity me?’ I
turned to Alice’s Bible.

¢¢Tike as a father pitieth his children, so the
Lord pities them that fear him,” I replied.
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¢ ¢ And do you think he will save me!’

¢« Again I lifted my invaluable treasure and
read, '

¢ ¢ Though ydur sins be as scarlet, they shall be |

as white as snow ; though they be red like crim-
son, they shall be as wool.

“¢That is comfort, he said—<but oh! I am

afraid to die, still. Who shall take away the
sting of death?’ I thought of dear Alice’s favorite
bymn : '

“€And let this feeble body fail,
And Tet it faint and die;
My soul shall quit this morunful vale,
And soar to worlds on high;

Bhall join the disembodied saints,
“And find its long sought rest

That only bliss for whick it pants,
In the Redeemeg’s breast.?

¢ ¢ Thank jrou,? he said faintly, ¢you know how

|to answer me. I am a miserable gift—T am offer-

ing the dregs of an ill-spent life, but somebody

loves me—my sisters love me ; my wife loves me.
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They will be here to-morrow. I cannot feel yet
that God loves me—I wish I could.

I repeated these sweet lines ;

¢ Can a woman’s tender care
Cease toward the child she bare?
Yes, she may forgetful be,
 Yet will T remember thee.
Mine is an uﬁcha.ﬁging love,
Higher than the heights above,
Deeper than the dela_fhs beneath,
Free and faitiiful, strong as death.”

% He burst into tears, and for a few moments
-sobbed like a child-—then glancing upwards, his
eyes streaming, he cried out, ¢God Almighty, I

thank thee for this euffering, for I have found
- thee.

¢ Tt was 