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4 HOSPITAL SEETCHES.

So far, very good. Here was the will, and plenty of it;
now for the way. At first sight not a foot of it appeared ; but
that didn’t matter, for the Periwinkles are a hopeful race.
Their crest is an anchor, with three cock-a-doodles crowing
atop. They all wear rose-colored spectacles, and are lineal de-
scendants of the inventor of aerial architecture. An hour’s
conversation on the subject set the whole family in a blaze of
enthusiasm. A model hospital was erected, and each mem-
ber had accepted an honorable post therein. The paternal P.
was chaplain, the maternal P. was matron, and all the youth-
ful P.’s filled the pod of futurity with achievements whose
brilliancy eclipsed the glories of the present and the past.
Arriving at this satisfactory conclusion, the meeting ad-
journed ; and the fact that Miss Tribulation was available as
army nurse went abroad on the wings of the wind.

In a few days a townswoman heard of my desire, approved
of it, and brought about an interview with one of the sister-
hood which I wished to join, who was at home on a furlough,
and able and willing to satisfy all inquiries. A morning chat
with Miss General S.—we hear no end of Mrs. Generals, why
not a Miss ?—produced three results : I felt that [ could do
the work, was offered a place, and accepted it, promising not
to desert, but stand ready to march on Washington at an
hour’s notice.

A few days were necessary for the letter containing my re-
guest and recommendation to reach headquarters, and another,
containing my commission, to return ; therefore no time was
to be lost ; and heartily thanking my pair of friends, I tore
home through the December slush as if the rebels were after
me, and like many another recruit, burst in upon my family
with the announcement—

“1've enlisted !
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I have a confused recollection of spending the afternoon in
pervading the house like an executive whirlwind, with my
family swarming after me, all working, talking, prophesying
and lamenting, while I packed my *‘ go-abroady ”* possessions,
tumbled the rest into two big boxes, danced on the lids till
they shut, and gave them in charge, with the direction,—

“If T never come back, make a bonfire of them.”

Then I choked down a cup of tea, generously salted instead
of sugared, by some agitated relative, shouldered my knap-
sack—it was only a traveling bag, but do let me preserve the
~ unities—hugged my family three times all round without a
vestige of unmanly emotion, till a certain dear old lady broke
down upon my neck, with a despairing sort of wail-——

““ Oh, my dear, my dear, how can I let you go ?”

““ I’ll stay if you say so, mother.”

““ But I don’t ; go, and the Lord will take care of you.”

Much of the Roman matron’s coarage had gone into the
Yankee matron’s composition, and, in spite of her tears, she
would have sent ten sons to the war, had she possessed them,
as freely as she sent one daughter, smiling and flapping on the
door-step till I vanished, though the eyes that followed me
were very dim, and the handkerchief she waved was very
wet.

My transit from The Gables to the village depot was a funny
mixture of good wishes and good byes, mud-puddles and shop-
ping. A December {wilight is not the most cheering time to
enter upon a somewhat perilous enterprise, and, but for the
presence of Vashti and neighbor Tom, I fear that I might
have added a drop of the briny to the native moisture of—
| “ The town I left behind me ;"
though I'd no thought of giving out: oh, bless you, no!
When the engine screecbed *‘ Here we are,”” I clutched m;
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8 HOSPITAL SEETCHES.

though T had to face the president of the railroad to accomplish
it I'm a bashful individual, though I can’t get any one to
believe it; so it cost me a great effort to poke about the
Worcester depot till the right door appeared; then walk into a
room containing several gentlemen, and blunder out my re-
quest in a high state of stammer and blush. Nothing could
have been more courteous than this dreaded President, but it
was evident that I had made as absurd a demand as if I had
asked for the nose off his respectable face. He referred mo
to the Governor at the State House, and I backed out, leaving
him no doubt to regret that such mild maniacs were left at
large. Here was a Scylla and Charybdis business: as if a
President wasn’t trying enough, without the Governor of Mas-
sachusetts and the Hub of the Hub on top of that.

‘I never can do it,”’ thought I. “*Tom will hoot at you if
you don’t,”’ whispered the inconvenient little voice that is always
goading people to the performance of disagreeable duties, and
always appeals to the most effective agent to produce the prop-
er result. The idea of allowing any boy that ever wore a
felt basin and a shoddy jacket with a microscopie tail, to ecrow
over me, was preposterous, so giving myself a mental slap for
such faint-heartedness, I streamed away across the Common,
wondering if I ought to say ** your Honor,” or simply ** Sir,”
and decided upon the latter, fortifying myself with recollec-
tions of an evening in a charming green library, where I be-
held the Governor placidly consuming oysters, and laughing
as if Massachusetts was a myth, and he had no heavier burden
on his shoulders than his host’s handsome bands.

Like an energetic fly in a very large cobweb, I struggled
through the State House, getting into all the wrong rooms and
none of the right, till I turned desperate, and went into one,

resolving not to come out till I'd made somebody hear and
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“T think Mc K. may have left Milk Street, now, and I
don’t know where he has gone.” |

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

I blessed her in a fervent manner and a cool hall, fluttered
round the corner, and bore down upon Milk street, bent on
discovering Me K. if such a being was to be found. He
wasn’t, and the ignorance of the neighborhood was really piti-
able. Nobody knew anything, and after tumbling over bun-
dles of leather, bumping against big boxes, being nearly anni-
hilated by descending bales, and sworn at by aggravated
truckmen, I finally elicited the advice to look for Me K. in
Haymarket Square. 'Who my informant was I’ve really for-
gotten ; for, having hailed several busy gentlemen, some one of
them fabricated this delusive quietus for the perturbed spirit,
who instantly departed to the sequestered locality he named.
If I bad been in search of the Kob-i-noor diamond I should
have been as likely to find it there as any vestige of Me K.
I stared at signs, inquired in shops, invaded an eating house,
visited the recruiting tent in the middle of the Square, made
myself a nuisance generally, and accumulated fine samples of
mud from every gutter I fell into. All in vain; and I
mournfully turned my face toward the Gieneral’s, feeling that
I should be forced to enrich the railroad company after all,
when, suddenly, I beheld that admirable young man, brother
in-law Darby Coobiddy, Esq. I arrested him with a burst
of news, and wants, and woes, which caused his manly coun-
tenance to lose its usual repose.

¢ Oh, my dear boy, I'm going to Washington at five, and -
[ can’t find the free ticket man, and there won’t be time to see
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ment, and quite sure that the evening papers would announce
the appearance of the Wandering Jew, in feminine habilis

© ments.

“Is Dr. H. in?”

¢ No, mum, he aint.”

Of course he wasn’t ; I knew that before I asked: and,
eonsidering it all in the light of a hollow mockery, added :

“ When will be probably return ?”’

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

“T’ll call, then. Tell him my business is important :” with
which mysteriously delivered message I departed, hoping that
I left her consumed with curiosity ; for mud rendered me an
object of interest.

By way of resting myself, I crossed the Common, for the
third time, bespoke the carriage, got some lunch, packed my
purchases, smoothed my plumage, and was back again, as the
clock struck two. The Doctor hadn’t come yet; and I was
morally certain that he would not, till, having waited till the
last minute, I was driven to buy a ticket, and, five minutes
after the irrevocable deed was done, he would be at my serv-
ice, 'with all manner of helpful documents and dircetions.
Everything goes by contraries with me ; so, having made up
my mind to be disappointed, of course I wasn’t; for, present.
ly, in walked Dr. H., and no sooner had he heard my eirand,
and glauced at my credentials, than he said, with the most en
gaging readiness :

I will give you the order, with pleasure, madam.”’

Words connot express how soothing and delightful it was to
find, at last, somebody who could do what I wanted, without
sending me from Dan to Beersheba. for a dozen other bodies

R S S, .-_-n.
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16 HUSPITAL SEETCHES.

cles atop, and pin up the whole. Just get composed, feeling
that I’ve done my best to keep them safely, when the Con-
ductor appears, and I’m forced to rout them all out again, ex-
posing my precautions, and getting into a flutter at keeping
the man waiting. Finally, fasten them on the seat before me,
and keep one eye steadily upon the yellow torments, till I for-
get all about them, in chat with the gentleman who shares my
seat. Having heard complaints of the absurd way in which
American women become images of petrified propriety, if ad-
dressed by strangers, when traveling alone, the inborn per-
versity of my nature causes me to assume an entirely oppo-
site style of deportment ; and, finding my companion hails
from Little Athens, is acquainted with several of my three
hundred and sixty-five cousins, and in every way a respecta-

ble and respectful member of society, I put my bashfulness in

my pocket, and plunge into a long conversation on the war,
the weather, music, Carlyle, skating, genius, hoops, and the
immortality of the soul.

Ten, P. M.—Very sleecpy. Nothing to be seen outside,
but darkness made visible ; nothing inside but every variety
of bunch into which the human form ean be twisted, rolled,
or ‘‘ massed,”” as Miss Prescott says of her jewels. Every
man’s legs sprawl drowsily, every woman’s head (but mine,)
nods, till it finally settles on somebody’s shoulder, a new proof
of the truth of the everlasting oak and vine simile ; children
fret ; lovers whisper; old folks snore, and somebody privately
imbibes brandy, when the lamps go out. The penetrating
perfume rouses the multitude, causing some to start up, like
war horses at the smell of powder. When the lamps are re-
lighted, every one laugbs, sniffs, and looks inquiringly at ‘his
neighbor—every one but a stout gentleman, whp, with well-
gloved hands folded upon his broad-cloth rotunuity, sleeps on
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spark. The boat is new, but if it ever intends to blow up,
spring a leak, catch afire, or be run into, it will do the deed
to-night, because I'm here to fulfill “my destiny. With tragie
calmness I resign myself, replace my pins, lash my purse and
papers together, with my handkerchief, examine the saving

circumference of my hoop, and look about me for any means

of deliverance when the moist moment shall arrive ; for I’ve
no intention of folding my bands and bubbling to death with-
out an energetic splashing first. Barrels, hen-coops, portable
settees, and life-preservers do not adorn the cabin, as they
should ; and, roving wildly to and fro, my eye sees no ray of
hope till it falls upon a plump old lady, devoutly reading in
the cabin Bible, and a voluminous night-cap. I remember
that, at the swimming school, fat girls always floated best, and
in an instant my planis laid. At the first alarm I firmly
attach myself to the plump lady, and cling to her through
fire and water ; for I feel that my old enemy, the cramp, will
seize me by the foot, if I attempt to swim ; and, though I can
hardly expect to reach Jersey City with myself and my bag-
gage in as good condition as I hoped, I might manage to get
picked up by holding to my fat friend ; if not it will be a
comfort to feel that I've made an effort and shall die in good
society. - Poor dear woman ! how little she dreamed, as she
read and rocked, with her capin a high state of starch, and her
feet comfortably cooking at the register, what fell designs
were hovering about her, and how intently a small bat de.
termined cye watched her, till it suddenly closed.

Sleép got the better of fear to such an extent that my boots
«ppeared to gape, and my bonnet nodded on its peg, before I
gave in. Having piled my cloak, bag, rubbers, books and
umbrella on the lower shelf, I drowsily swarmed on to the
. upper one, tumbling down a few times, and excoriating the

|
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20 HOSPITAL SKETCHES.

ters swear ; greattruck horses pace up and down with loads. £
baggage ; and every one seems to get into the wrong car, asd
. come tumbling out again. One man, with three childres, a
dog, a bird-cage, and several bundles, puts himself and his
possessions into every possible place where a man, three chil-

dren, dog, bird-cage and bundles could be got, and is saticfied

with none of them. I follow their movements, with an in-
terest that is really exhausting, and, as they vanish, hepe for
rest, but don’t get it. A strong-minded woman, with a tum-
bler in her hand, and no cloak or shawl on, comes rushing
through the car, talking loudly to a small porter, who lugs a
folding bed after ber, and looks as if life were a burden to
him.

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

be a car with a water jar, the windows must be shut, the fire
must be kept up, the blinds must be down. No, this won’t
do. I shall go through the whole train, and suit myself, for
you promised to have it ready. It is not ready,” &e., all
through again, like a hand-organ. She baunted the cars, the
depot, the oftice and baggage-room, with her bed, her tumbler,
and her tongue, till the train started ; and a sense of fervent
gratitude filled my soul, when I found that she and her un-
known invalid were not to share our car.

Pliladelphia.—An old place, full of Dutch women, in
‘“ bellus top ” bonnets, selling vegetables, in long, open mar-
kets. IKvery one seems to be scrubbing their white steps.
All the houses look like tidy jails, with their outside shutters,
Several have crape on the door-handles, and many have flags
flying from roof or balcony. Few men appear, and the
women seem to do the business, which, perhaps, aceounts for
its being so well done. Pass fine buildings, but don't know
what they are. Would like to stop and see my native city ;
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22 HOSPITAL SKETCHES.

grimly away, on the arm of a rosy, stout gentleman, loaded
with rugs, bags, and books, but still devoted, still smiling, and
waving a hearty ¢ Fare ye well ! We’ll meet ye at Willard’s
on Chusday.”

Soon after their departure we had an accident ; for no long
journey in America would be complete without one. A coup-
ling iron broke ; and, after leaving the last car behind us, we
waited for it to come up, which it did, with a crash that
knocked every one forward on their faces, and caused several
old ladies to screech dismally. Hats flew off, bonnets were
flattened, the stove skip jed, the lamps fell down, the water
jar turned a somersault, and the wheel just over which T sat
received some damage. Of course, it became necessary for
all the men to get out, and stand about in everybody’s way,
while repairs were made ; and for the women to wrestle their
heads out of tbe windows, asking ninety-nine foolish questions

to one sensible one. A few wise females seized this favorable

moment to better their seats, well knowing that few men can
face the wooden stare with which they regard the former pos-
sessors of the places they have invaded.

The country through which we passed did not seem so very
unlike that which I had left, except that it was more level and
less wintry. In summer time the wide fields would have

shown me new sights, and the way-side hedges blossomed with

new flowers ; now, everything was sere and sodden, and a gen-
eral air of shiftlessness prevailed, wbich would bave caused a
New England farmer much disgust, and a strong desire to
“‘ buckle to, *” and “* right up *’ things. Dreary little houses,
with chimneys built outside, with clay and rough sticks piled
crosswise, as we used to build cob towers, stood in barren
looking ficlds, with cow, pig, or mule lounging about the door.
We often passed colored people, looking as if they had come
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begin to see hospital life in earnest, for you won’t probably
find time to sit down all day, and may think yourself fortunate
if you get to bed by midnight. Come to me in the ball-room
when you are ready; the worst cases are always carried there,
and I shall need your help.”

- So saying, the energetic little woman twirled her hair into a
button at the back of her head, in a *¢ eleared for action ” sort
of style, and vanished, wrestling her way into a feminine kind
of pea-jacket as she went.

I am free to confess that I bad a realizing sense of the fact
that my hospital bed was not a bed of roses just then, or the
prospect before me one of unmingled rapture. My three .
days’ experiences had begun with a death, and, owing to the
defalcation of another nurse, a somewhat abrupt plunge into
the superintendence of a ward containing forty beds, where I
spent my shining hours washing faces, serving rations, giving
medicine, and sitting in a very hard chair, with pneumonia on
one side, diptheria on the other, two typhoids oppesite,
and a dozen dilapidated patriots, hopping, lying, and lounging
about, all staring more or less at the new *‘ nuss,”” who suffer-
ed untold agonies, but concealed them under as matronly an
aspect as a spinster could assume, and blundered through her
trying labors with a Spartan firmness, which I hope they ap-
preciated, but am afraid they didn’t. Having a taste for
‘¢ ghastliness,”” I had rather longed for the wounded to arrive,
for rheumatism wasn’t heroie, neither was liver complaint, or
measles ; even fever had lost its charms since *‘ bathing burn.
ing brows ”> had been used up in romances, real and ideal.
But when I peeped into the dusky strect lined with what I at
first had innocently called market carts, now unloading their
sad freight at our door, I recalled sundry reminiscences I had
heard from nurses of longer standing, my ardor experienced a
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with an uncomplaining fortitude, which made one glad to
cherish each like abrother. In they came, some on stretchers,
some in men’s arms, some feebly staggering along propped on
rude crutches, and one lay stark and still with covered face,
as a comrade gave his name to be recorded before they carried
him away to the dead house. All was hurry and confusion ;
the hall was full of these wrecks of humanity, for the most
exhausted could not reach a bed till duly ticketed and regis-
tered ; the walls were lined with rows of such as could sit,
the ﬂuur covered with the more disabled, the steps and door-
ways filled with helpers and lookers on ; the sound of many
feet and voices made that usnally quiet hour as noisy as noon ;
and, in the midst of it all, the matron’s motherly face brought
more comfort to many a poor soul, than the cordial draughts
she administered, or the cheery words that welcomed all, mak-
ing of the hospital a home. '

The sight of several stretchers, each with its legless, arm-
less, or desperately wounded occupant, entering my ward,
admonished me that I was there to work, not to wonder or
weep ; so I corked up my feelings, and returned to the path
of duty, which was rather ¢ a hard road to travel ’ just then.
The house had been a hotel before hospitals were needed, and
many of the doors still bore their old names; some not so
inappropriate as might be imagined, for that ward was in truth
a ball-room, if gun-shot wouunds could christenit. KForty beds
were prepared, many already tenanted by tired men who fell
down anywhere, and drowsed till the sm=ll of food roused
them. Round the great stove was gathered the dreariest
group I ever saw—ragged, gaunt and pale, mud to the knees,
with bloody bandages untouched since put on days before ;
many bundled up in blankets, coats being lost or useless ; and
all wearing that disheartened look which proclaimed defeat,
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the dirtiest, the fut or the shoe.” It was; and if he hadn’s
been to the fore, I should have gone on pulling, under the
impression that the ‘“fut’’ was a boot, for trousers, socks,
shoes and legs were a mass of mud. This comical tableau
produced a general grin, at which propitious beginning I took
beart and scrubbed away like any tidy parent on a Saturday
night. Some of them took the performance lize sleepy chil-
Iren, leaning their tired heads against me as I worked, others
looked grimly scandalized. and several of the roughest colored
like bashful girls. One wore a soiled little bag about his
neck, and, as I moved it, to bathe his wounded breast, I said,

“ Your talisman didn’t save you, did it?

“ Well, I reckon it did, marm, for that shot would a gone
a couple a inches deeper but for my old mammy’s camphor
bag,”” answered the cheerful philosopher.

Another, with a gun-shot wound through the cheek, asked
for a looking-glass, and when I brought one, regarded his
swollen face with a dolorous expression, as he muttered—

““ I vow to gosh, thai’s too bad! I warn’t a bad looking
chap before, and now I’m done for ; won’t there be a thun.
derin’ scar ? and what on earth will Josephine Skinner say 7"

He looked up at me with his one cye so appealingly, that 1
controlied my risibles, and assured him that if Josephine was
a girl of sense, she would admire the honorable scar, as a
lasting proof that he had faced the enemy, for all women
thought a wound the best decoration a brave soldier could
vear. I hope Miss Skinner verified the good opimion I sc
rashly expressed of her, but I shall never know.

The next serubbee was a nice-looking lad, with a curly
brown mane, honest blue eyes, and a merry mouth, He
lay on a bed, with one leg gone, and the right arm so
shattered that it must evidently follow: yet the little ser-
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Very welcome seemed the generous meal, after a week of
suffering, exposure, and short commons; soon the brown faces
began to smile, as food, warmth, and rest, did their pleasant
work ; and the grateful ‘ Thankee’s’” were followed by more
graphic accounts of the battle and retreat, than any paid
reporter could have given us. Curious contrasts of the tragie
and comic met one everywhere ; and some touching as well as
ludicrous episodes, might have been recorded that day. A
six foot New Hampshire man, with a leg broken and perforated
by a piece of shell, so large that, had I not seen the wound, I
should bave regarded the story as a Munchausenism, beckoned
me to come and help him, as he could not sit up, and both his
bed and beard ware getting plentifully anointed with suup:
As I fed my big nestling with corresponding mouthfuls, I
asked him how he felt during the battle.

“ Well, ’twas my fust, you see, so [ aint ashamed to say I
was a trifle flustered in the beginnin’, there was such an allfired
racket ; for ef there’s anything I do spleen agin, it’s noise.
But when my mate, Eph Sylvester, fell, with a bullet through
his head, I got mad, and pitched in, licketty cut. Our part
of the fight didn’t last long; so a lot of us larked round
Fredericksburg, and give some of them houses a pretty con=
sid’able of a rammage, till we was ordered out of the mess.
Some of our fellows cut like time ; but I warn’t a-goin to run
for nobody; and, fust thing I knew, a shell bust, right in
front of us, and I keeled over, feelin’ as if I was blowed
higher’n a kite. I sung out, and the boys come hack for me,
double quick ; but the way they chucked me over them fences
was a caution, I tell you. Next day I was most as black as
that darkey yonder, lickin’ plates on the sly. This is bully
coffee, ain’t it 7 Give us another pull at it, and I’ll be obleeged
to you.”

|
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the sheet over the quiet sleeper, whom no noise could now
disturb ; and, half an hour later, the bed was empty. It
seemed a poor requital for all he had sacrificed and suffered,
—that hospital bed, lonely even in a crowd ; for there was no
familiar face for him to look his last upon; no friendly voice
to say, Good bye ; no band to lead him gently down into the
Valley of the Shadow ; and he vanished, like a drop in that
red sea upon whose shores so many women stand lamenting.
For a moment I felt bitterly indignant at this seeming cure-
lessness of the value of life, the sanctity of death; then con-
soled myself with the thought that, when the great muster
roll was called, these nameless men might be promoted above
many whose tall mcnuments record the barren honors they
bave won.

All baving eaten, drank, and rested, the surgeons began
their rounds ; and I took my first lesson in the art of dressing
wounds. It wasn’t a festive scene, by any means; for Dr
P.. whose Aid I constituted myself, fell to work with a vigor
which soon convineed me that I was a weaker vessel, though
nothing would have induced me to confess it then. He had
served in the Crimea, and seemed to regard a dilapidated body
very much as I should bave regarded a damaged garment ;
and. turning up his cuffs, whipped out a very unpleasant look-
ing houscwife, cutting, sawing, patching and piecing, with the
entbusiasm of an accomplished surgical seamstress; explaining
the process, in scientific terms, to the patient, meantime ;
which, of course, was immensely cheering and comfortable,
There was an uncanny sort of fascination in watching him, as
he peered and probed into the mechanism of those wonderful
bodies, whose mysteries he understood so well. The more
intricate the wound, the better he liked it. A poor private,
with both legs off, and shot through the lungs, possessed more






35 HOSPITAL SKETCHES.

labelied, and handed over to the matron, till such times as the
owners theveof were ready to depart homeward or campward
again. The lotters dictated to me, and revised by me, that
afternoon, would have made an excellent chapter for some
future history of the war; for, like that which Thackeray’s
‘“ Ensign Spooney > wrote his mother just before Waterloo,
they were ** full of affection, pluck, and bad spelling ;’’ nearly
all giving lively accounts of the battle, and ending with a
somewhat sudden plunge from patriotism to provender , desir-
ing ‘“ Marm,” ¢ Mary Ann,” or ** Aunt Peters,”” to send
along sume pies, pickles, sweet stuff, and apples, ** to yourn in
baste,”” Joe, Sam, or Ned, as the case might be.

My little Sergeant insisted on trying to scribble something
with his left hand, and patiently accomplished some half dozen
lines of hieroglyphies, which he gave me to fold and direet,
with a boyish blush, that rendered a glimpse of ‘“ My Dearest
Jane,”” unnecessary, to assure me that the heroic lad had been
more successful in the service of Commander-in-Chief Cupid
than that of Gen. Mars; and a charming little romance blos-
somed instanter in Nurse Periwinkle’s romantic fancy, though
no further confidences were made that day, for Sergeant fell
asleep, and, judging from his tranquil face, visited his absent
sweetheart in the pleasant land of dreams.

At five o’clock a great bell rang, and the attendants flew,
not to arms, but to their trays, to bring up supper, when a
second uproar announced that it was ready. The new comers
woke at the sound ; and I presently discovered that it took a
very bad wound to incapacitate the defenders of the faith for
tne consumption of their rations; the amount that some of
them sequestered was amazing ; but when I suggested the
probability of a famine hereafter, to the matron, that motherly
lady cried out : ‘‘ Bless their hearts, why shouldn’t they eat ?
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appeals to headquarters had proved unavailing, and daily
orders to lazy attendants had come to nothing. No one sec-
onded the motion, however, and the nails were far beyond my
reach ; for, though belonging to the sisterhood of *‘ ministering
angels,” I had no wings, and might as well have asked for
a suspension bridge, as a pair of steps, in that charitable
chaos.

One of the harmless ghosts who bore me company during
the haunted hours, was Dan, the watchman, whom I regarded
with a certain awe ; for, though so much together, I never
fairly saw his face, and, but for his legs, should never have
recognized him, as we seldom met by day. These legs were
remarkable, as was his whole figure, for his body was short,
rotund, and done up in a big jacket, and mufler; his beard
hid the lower part of his face, his hat-brim the upper ; and all
[ ever discovered was a pair of sleepy eyes, and a very mild
voice. But the legs ! — very long, very thin, very crooked
and feeble, looking like gray sausages in their tight coverings,
and finished off with a pair of expansive, green cloth shoes,
very like Chinese junks with the sails down. This figure,
gliding noiselessly about the dimly-lighted rooms, was
strongly suggestive of the spirit of a beer-barrel mounted
on cork-screws, haunting the old hotel in search of its lost
mates, emptied and staved in long ago.

Another goblin who frequently appeared to me, was the
attendant of ‘“the pathetic room,’” who, being a faithful soul,
was often up to tend two or three men, weak and wandering as
babies, after the fever had gone. The amiable creature beguiled
the watches of the night by brewing jorums of a fearful bev-
erage, which he called coffee, and insisted on sharing with
me ; coming in with a great bowl cf something like mud
soup, scald'ng bhot, guiltless of cream, rich in an all-pervading
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when sleep smoothed the hard lines away, letting the real nature
assert itself ; many almost seemed to speak, and I learned to
know these men better by night than through any intercourse
by day. Sometimes they disappointed me, for faces that looked
merry and good in the light, grew bad and sly when the shad-
ows came ; and though they made no confidences in words, I
read their lives, leaving them to wonder at the change of man-
ner this midnight magic wrought in their nurse. A few talked
busily ; one drummer boy sang sweetly, though o persuasions
could win a note from him by day ; and several depended on
being told what they had talked of in the morning. Even my
ronstitutionals in the chilly balls, possessed a certain charm,
for the house was never still.  Sentinels tramped round it all
night long, their muskets glittering in the wintry moonlight as
they walked, or stood before the doors, straight and silent, as
figures of stone, causing one to conjure up romantic visions of
guarded forts, sudden surprises, and daring deeds; for in
these war times the hum drum life of Yankeedom has vanished,
and the most prosaic feel some thrill of that excitement which
stirs the nation’s heart, and makes its capital a camp of hospit-
als, Wandering up and down these lower halls, I often heard
cries from above, steps hurrying to and fro, saw surgeons
passing up, or men coming down carrying a stretcher, where
lay a long white figure, whose face was shrouded and whose
fight was done. Sometimes I stopped to watch the passers in
ythe street, the moonlight shining on the spire opposite, or the
gleam of some vessel floating, like a white-winged sea-gull,
down the broad Potomac, whose fullest flow can never wash
away the red stain of the land.
The night whose events I have a fancy to record, opened
with a little comedy, and closed with a great tragedy ; for a
virtuous and useful life untimely ended is always tragical to
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manners ; for, balancing himself on cne leg, like a meditative
stork, he plunged into an animated discussion of the war, the
President, lager beer, and Enfield rifles, regardless of any
suggestions of mine as to the propriety of returning to bed,
lest Le be court-martialed for desertion.

Any thing more supremely ridiculous can hardly be im
agined than this figure, all draped in white, its one fook
covered with a big blue sock, a dingy cap set rakingly askew
on its shaven head, and placid satisfaction beaming in its
bro.d red face, as it flourished a mug in one bhand, an old
boot in the other, calling them canteen and knapsack, while it
skipped and fluttered in the most unearthly fashion. What to
do with the creature I didn’t know ; Dan was absent, and if I
went to find him, the peramnbulator might festoon himself out
of the window, set his toga on fire, or do some of his neighbors
a mischief. The attendant of the room was sleeping like a
near relative of the celebrated Seven, and nothing short of
pins would rouse him ; for ke had been out iiraf day, and whis-
key asserted its supremacy in balmy whiffs.. Still declaiming,
in a fine flow of eloquence, the demented gentleman hopped
on, blind and deaf to my graspings and entreaties; and I
was about to slam the door in his face, and run for help,
when a second and saner phantom came to the rescue,
in the likeness of a big Prussian, who spoke no English,
but divined the crisis, and put an end to it, by bundling the
lively monoped into his bed, like a baby, with an authoritative
command to ‘“stay put,” which received added weight from
being delivered in an odd conglomeration of French and Ger-
man, accompanied by warning wags of a head decorated with
a yellow cotton night cap, rendered most imposing by a tassel
like a bell-pull. Rather exhausted by his excursion, the mem-
ber from Pennasylvania subsided; and, after an irrepressible
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now, maybe he wouldn’t have died ; but I was beavy, he was
hurt worser than we knew, and so it killed him ; and I didn’t
see him, to say good bye.”

This thought had troubled him in secret; and my assur-
ances that his friend would probably have died at all events,
vardly assuaged the bitterness of his regretful grief.

At this juncture, the delirious man began to shout ; the one-
legged rose up in his bed, as if preparing for another dart,
Billy bewailed himself more piteously than before: and if
ever a woman was at her wit’s end, that distracted female was
Nurse Periwinkle, during the space of two or three minutes,
as she vibrated between the three beds, like an agitated pen-
dulum. Like a most opportune reinforcement, Dan, the bandy,
appeared, and devoted himself to the lively party, leaving me
free to return to my post; for the Prussian, with a nod and a
smile, took the lad away to his own bed, and lulled him tc
sleep with a soothing murmur, like a mammoth humble bee
I liked that in Fritz, and if he ever wondered afterward at the
dainties which sometimes found their way into his rations, or
the extra comforts of his bed, he might have found a solution
of the mystery in sundry persons’ knowledge of the fatherly
action of that night.

Hardly was I settled again, when the inevitable bowl
appeared, and its bearer delivered a message I had expected,
yet dreaded to receive :

‘“ John is going, ma’am, and wants to see you, if you can
come.”’

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

My, Ganymede departed, and while I quieted poor Shaw, I
thought of John. He came in a day or two after the others ;
and, one evening, when I entered my ‘¢ pathetic room,” I
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clder: “ Do you think I thall pull through, sir?” *‘1 hope
g0, my man.”” And, as the two passed on John’s eye still
followed them, with an intentness which would have won a
truer answer from them, had they seen it. A momentary
shadow flitted over his face ; then came the usnal serenity, as
if, in that brief eclipse, he had acknowledged the existence of
some hard possibility, and, asking nothing yet hoping all
things, left the issue in God’s hands, with that submission
which is true piety.

The next night, as I went my rounds with Dr. P., I
happened to ask which man in the room probably :uffered
most ; and, to my great surprise, he glanced at John :

‘ Every breath he draws is like a stab ; for the ball picrced
the left lung, broke a rib, and did no end of damage here and
there ; so the pﬁnr lad can find neither forgetfulness nor ease,
because he must‘lie on his wounded back or suffocate. It
will be a hard struggle, and a long one, for he possesses great
vitality ; but even his temperate life can’t save him ; I wish it
could.”

“ You don’t mean he must die, Doector 2"’

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

I could have sat down on the spot and cried heartily, if I
had not learned the wisdom of bottling up one’s tears for
leisure moments. Such an end seemed very hard for such a
man, when half.a dozen worn out, worthless bodies round him,
were gathering up the remnants of wasted lives, to linger on
for years perhaps, burdens to others, daily reproaches to
themselves. The army needed men like John, earnest, brave,
and faithful ; fighting for liberty and justice with both heart
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as freely as if lie had been a little child, I said, * Let me
help you bear it, John.”
- Never, on any human countenance, have I seen so swift
and beautiful a look of gratitude, surprise and comfort, as that
which answered me more eloquently than the whispered —

““ Thank you, ma’am, this is right good! this is what I
wanted !’

““ Then why not ask for it before ?”’

T didn’t like to be a trouble; you seemed so busy, and 1
could manage to get on alone.”

““ Yor1 shall not want it any more, John.”

Nor did he; for now I understood the wistful look that
sometimes followed me, as I went out, after a brief pause
beside his bed, or merely a passing nod, while busied with
those who seemed to need me more than he, because more
urgent in their demands. Now I knew that to him, as to so
many, I was the poor substitute for mother, wife, or sister,
and in his eyes no stranger, but a friend who hitherto had
seemed neglectful ; for, in his modesty, he had never guessed
the truth. This was changed now ; and, through the tedious
operation of probing, batbing, and dressing his wounds, he
leaned against me, holding my band fast, and, if pain wrung
further tears from him, no one saw them fall but me. When
he was laid down again, I hovered about him, in a remorseful
state of mird that would not let me rest, till I bad bathed his
face, brushed his bonny brown hair, set all things smooth
about him, and laid a knot of heath and heliotrope on his
clean pillow. While doing this, he watched me with the sat=
isfied expression I so liked to see; and when I offered the
little nosegay, held it earefully in his great hand, smoothed a
ruffled leaf or two, surveyed and smelt it with an air of
genuine delight, and lay contentedly regarding the glimmer of
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*¢ No doubt but you are both, John ; yet how came you to
go to war, if you felt so? Wasn’t enlisting as bad as mar
rying 7"’

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

ought to fight. I was in earnest, the Lord knows ! but I held

off as long as I could, not knowing which was my duty.
Mother saw the case, gave me her ring to keep me steady, and
gaid “ Go ;" so I went.”

A short story and a simple one, but the man and the mother
were portrayed better than pages of fine writing could have
done it.

*“ Do you ever regret that you came, when you lie here
suffering so much 7

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

Poor John ! it did not matter now, except that a shot in
front might have spared the long agony in store for him. He
seemed to read the thought that troubled me, as he spoke so
hopefully when there was no hope, for he suddenly added :

“ This is my first battle; do they think it’s going to be my
last 77’

“I’m afraid they do, John.”

It was the hardest question I had ever been called upon to
answer ; doubly bard with those clear eyes fixed on mine,
forcing a truthful answer by their own truth He seemed a
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laid the flowers against his lips, as if to hide some quiver of
emotion at the thought of such a sudden sundering of all the
dear home ties.

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

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

He was ; and so rapidly that, even while he spoke, over his
face I saw the grey veil falling that no human hand ean lift.
I sat down by him, wiped the drops from his forehead, stirred
the air about bim with the slow wave of a fan, and waited to
help him die. He stood in sore need of help—and I could
do o little ; for, as the doctor had toretold, the strong body
rebelled aguinst death, and fought every inch of the way,
forcing him to draw each breath with a spasm, and clench his
hands with an imploring look, as if he asked, ‘* How long
must I endure this, and be still!” For hours he suffered
dumbly, without a moment’s respite, or a moment’s murmuring ;
his limbs grew cold, his face damp, his lips white, and, again
and again, he tore the covering off bis bieast, as if the lightest
weight added to his agony ; yet through it all, his eyes never
lost their perfect serenity, and the man’s soul seemed to sit
therein, undaunted by the ills that vexed his flesh.

One by one, the men woke, and round the room appeared
a circle of pale faces and watchful eyes, full of awe and pity ;
for, though a stranger, John was beloved by all. Each man
there had wondered at his patience, respected his piety, admired
his fortitude, and now lamented his hard death ; for the
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often comes to eyes that look their last. He laid himself
gently down ; and, stretching out his strong right arm, as if to
grasp and bring the blessed air to his lips in a fuller flow,
lapsed into a merciful unconsciousness, which assured us that
for him suffering was forever past. He died then ; for, though
the heavy breaths still tore their way up for a little longer,
they were but the waves of an ebbing tide that beat unfelt
against the wreck, which an immortal voyager bad deserted

- with a smile. He never spoke again, but to the end beld my
band close, so close that when he was asleep at last, I could
not draw it away. Dan helped me, warning me as he did so
that it was unsafe for dead and living flesh to lie so long
together ; but though my hand was strangely cold and stiff,
and four white marks remained across its back, even when
warmth and color had returned elsewhere, I could not but be
glad that, through its touch, the presence of human sympathy,
perbaps, had lightened that hard hour.

When they had made him ready for the grave, John lay in
state for half an hour, a thing which seldom happened in that
busy place; but a universal sentiment of reverence and
affection seemed to fill the hearts of all who had known or
heard of him ; and when the rumor of his death went through
the house, always astir, many came to see him, and I felt a
 tender sort of pride in my lost patient ; for he looked a most
hemm figure, lying there stately and still as the statue of some
young kmght asleep upon his tomb. The lovely expression
which so often beautifies dead faces, soon replaced the marks

~of pain, and I longed for those who loved him best to see him
when half an hour’s acquaintance with Death had made them
friends. As we stood looking at him, the ward master handed
me a letter, saying it had been forgotten the night before. It
was John’s letter, come just an hour too late wo gladden the
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jes’ please ter come at de time, and dere won’t be no frettin’
nowheres.”’

It was a new sensation to stand looking at a full table,
painfully conscious of one of the vacuums which Nature
abbors, and receive orders to right about face, without

partaking of the nourishment which your inner woman clam,

orously demanded. The doctors always fared better than we ;
and for a moment a desperate impulse prompted me to give
them a hint, by walking off with the mutton, or confiscating
the pie. But Ike’s eye was on me, and, to my shame be it
spoken, I walked meekly away ; went dinnerless that day,
and that evening went to market, laying in a small stock of
crackers, cheese and apples, that my boys might not be
neglected, nor myself obliged to bolt solid and liquid dyspep-
sias, or starve. This plan would have succeeded admirably
had not the evil star under which I was born, been in the
aseendant during that month, and cast its malign influences
even into my ‘“ "umble ’ larder ; for the rats had their dessert
off my cheese, the bugs set up housekeeping in my cracker-
bag, and the apples like all worldly riches, took to themselves
wings and flew away; whither no man could tell, though
certain black imps might have thrown light upon the matter,
bad not the plaintiff in the case been lotk to add another to
the many trials of long-suffering Africa. After this failure I
resigned myself to fate, and, remembering that bread was called
the staff of life, leaned pretty exclusively upon it; but it
proved a broken reed, and I came to the ground after a few
weeks of prison fare, varied by an occasional potato or surrep-
titions sip ef milk. _
Very soon after leaving the care of my ward, I discovered
that I bad no appetite, and cut the bread and butter interests

almost entirely, trying the exercise and sun ecure instead.
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that did one’s heart good to see; at the Hurly burly Hotel,
disorder, discomfort, bad management, and no visible head,
reduced things to a condition which I despair of describing.
The circumlocution fashion prevailed, forms and fusses tor
mented our souls, and unnecessary strictness in one place was
counterbalanced by unpardonable laxity in another. Here ia
a sample : I am dressing Sam Dammer’s shoulder ; aud, having
cleansed the wound, look about for some strips of adhesive
plaster to hold on the little square of wet linen which is to
cover the gunshot wound ; the case is not in the tray; Frank,
the sleepy, halfsick attendant, knows nothing of it; we
rummage high and low; Sam is tired, and fumes; Frank
dawdles and yawns ; the men advise and laugh at the flurry;
I feel like a boiling tea-kettle, with the lid ready to fly off and
damage somebody.

““ Go and borrow some from the next ward, and spend the
rest of the dayin finding ours,” I finally command. A pause;
then Frank scuffles back with the message : *“ Miss Peppercorn
ain’t got none, and says you ain’t no business to lose your own
duds and go borrowin’ other folkses.”’
of saying too much, bat fly to the surgery. Mr. Toddypestle
informs me that I can’t bave anything without an order from

the surgeon of my ward. Great heavens! where is he ? and

away I rush, up and down, here and there, till at last I find
him, in a state of bliss over a complicated amputation, in the
fourth story. I make my demand; he answers: *‘In five
minutes,” and works away, with his head upside down, as he
ties an artery, saws a bone, or does a little needle-work, with
a visible relish and very sanguinary pair of hands. The five
minutes grow to fifteen, and Frank appears, with the remark
that, ‘“ Dammer wants to know what in thunder you are
keeping him there with his finger on a wet rag for?’ Dr. P.

I say nothing, for fear
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with fans, crochet needles, riding whips, and parasols, with
here and there one holding pen or pencil, rolling-pin or broom.
The statue of Liberty I recognized at once, for it had no
pedestal as yet, but stood flat in the mud, with Young America
most symbellically making dirt pies, and chip forts, in its
shadow. DBut high above the squabbling little throng and
their petty plans, the sun shone full on Liberty’s broad
forehead, and, in her hand, some summer bird had built its
nest. I accepted the good omen then, and, on the first of
January, the Emancipation Act gave the statue a nobler and
more enduring pedestal than any marble or granite ever carved
and quarried by human bands.

One trip to Georgetown Heights, where cedars sighed over-
head, dead leaves rustled underfoot, pleasant paths led up and
down, and a brook wound like a silver snake by the blackened
ruins of some French Minister’s house, through the poor
gardens of the black washerwomen who congregated there,
and, passing the cemetery with a murmurous lullaby, rolled
away to pay its little tribute to the river. This breezy run
was the last I took ; for, on the morrow, came rain and wind :
and confinement soon proved a powertul reinforcement to the
enemy, who was quietly preparing to spring a mine, and blow
me five hundred miles from the position I had taken in what I
called my Chickahominy Swamp.

Shut up in my room, with no voice, spirits, or books, that
week was not a holiday, by any means. Finding meals a
bumbug, I stopped away altogether, trusting that if this sparrow
was of any worth, the Lord would not let it fall to the ground.
Like a flock of friendly ravens, my sister nurses fed me, not
only with food for the body, but kind words for the mind;
and soon, from being half starved, T found myself so beteaed
and betoasted, petted and served, that I was nearly killed
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The men did the picturesque, and did it so well that ‘Wash-
ington looked like a mammoth masquerade. Spanish hats,
scarlet lined riding cloaks, swords and sashes, high boots and
bright spurs, beards and mustaches, which made plain faces
comely, and comely faces herdic; these vanities ot the flesh
transformed our butchers, bakers, and candlestick makers into
gallant riders of gaily caparisoned horses, much bandsomer
than themselves ; and dozens of such figures were constantly
praueing by, with private prickings of spurs, for the benefit
of the perambulating flower-bed. Some of these gentlemen
affected painfully tight uniforms, ard little caps, kept on by
some new law of gravitation, as they covered cnly the bridge
of the nose, yet never fell off; the men looked like stuffed
fowls, and rode as if the safety of the nation depended on
their speed alone. The fattest, greyest officers dressed most,
and ambled statelily along, with orderlies bebind, trying to
look as if they didn’t know the stout party in front, and doing
much caracoling on their own account.

The mules were my especial delight; and an hour’s study
of a constant succession of them introduced me to many of
their characteristies ; for six of these odd little beasts drew
each army wagon, and went hopping like frogs through the
stream of mud that gently rolled along the street. The
eoquettish mule had small feet. a nicely trimmed tassel of a
tail, perked up ears, and seemed much given to little tosses of
the head, affected skips and prances; and, if he wore the
bells, or were bedizzened with a bit of finery, put on as many
airs as any belle. The moral mule was a stout, hard-working
ereature, always tugging with all his might; often pulling
away after the rest bhad stopped, laboring under the conscien-
tious delusinn that food for the entire army depended upon his
private exeriions. I respected this style of mule ; and, had
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confidant and friend of all the others, for he had a sort of
** Cheer-up,-old-boy,-I'll-pull-you-through > look, which was
exceedingly engaging.

Pigs also possessed attractions for me, never having had
an opportunity of observing their graces of mind and manner,
till I came to Washington, whose porcine citizens appeared to
enjoy a larger liberty than many of its human ones. Stout,
sedate looking pigs, hurried by each morning to their places
of business, with a preoccupied air, and sonorous greeting to
their friends. Genteel pigs, with an extra curl to their tails,
promenaded in pairs, lunching here and there, like gentlemen
of leisure. Rowdy pigs pushed the passers by off the side
walk ; tipsy pigs hiccoughed their version of ‘‘ We wont go
home till morning,” from the gutter ; and delicate young pigs
tripped daintily through the mud, as if they plumed them-
selves dpon their ankles, and kept themselves particularly
neat in point of stockings. Maternal pigs, with their inter-
esting families, strolled by in the sun; and often the pink,
baby-like sqaealers lay down for a nap, with a trust in Provi-
dence worthy of human imitation.

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

Here was the genuine article— no, not the genuine article
at all, we must go to Africa for that — but the sort of creatures
gencrations of slavery have made them : obsequious, trickish,
lazy and ignorant, yet kind-hearted, merry-tempered, quick to
feel and accept the least token of the brotherly love which is
slowly teaching the white hand to grasp the black, in this
great struggle for the liberty of both the races.

Having been warned not to be too rampant on the subject
of slavery, as secesh principles flourished even under the
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whereat the blood of two generations of abolitionists waxzed
hot in my veins, and, at the first opportunity, proclaimed itself,
and asserted the right of free speech as doggedly as the irre-
pressible Folsom herself.

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

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

““ More shame for you, ma’am,” responded Miss P. ; and,
with the natural perversity of a Yankee, followed up the blow
by kissing *“ the toad,”” with ardor. His face was providen.
tially as clean and shiny as if his mamma had just polished it
up with a corner of her apron and a drop from rthe tea-kettle
spout, like old Aunt Chloe. This rash act, and the anti-
slavery lecture that followed, while one band stirred gruel for
‘sick’ America, and the other hugged baby Africa, did not
produce the cheering result which I fondly expected ; for my
comrade henceforth regarded me as a dangerous fanatie, and
my protegé nearly came to his death by insisting on swarming
up stairs to my room, on all occasions, and being walked on
like a little black spider.

I waited for New Year’s day with more eagerness than 1
had ever known before ; and, though it brought me no gift, 1
felt rich in the act of justice so tardily performed toward some
of those about me. As the bells rung midnight, I electrified
my room-mate by dancing out of bed, throwing wup the
“window, and flapping my handkerchief, with a feeble cheer,
in answer to the shout of a group of colored men in the street












78 HOSPITAL SEETCHES.

but the three months were not out, and the idea of giving
up so soon was proclaiming a defeat before I was fairly routed ;
go to all ““ Don’t stays” I opposed *“ I wills,”” till, one fine
morning, a gray-headed gentleman rose like a welcome ghost
on my hearth ; and, at the sight of him, my resolution melted
away, my heart turned traitor to my boys, and, when he said,
“ Come home,”” I answered, *“ Yes, father ;" and so ended
my career as an army nurse.

I never shall regret the going, though a sharp tussle with
typhoid, ten dollars, and a wig, are all the visible results of
the experiment ; for one may live and learn much in a month.
A good fit of illness proves the value of bealth ; real danger
tries one’s mettle ; and self-sacrifice sweetens character. Let
no one who sincerely desires to help the work on in this way,
delay going through any fear ; for the worth of life lies in the
experiences that fill it, and this is one which cannot be forgotten.
All that is best and bravest in the hearts of men and women,
comes out in scenes like these ; and, though a hospital is a
rough school, its lessons are both stern and salutary ; and the
humblest of pupils there, in proportion to his faithfulness,

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

would return tomorrow, on the ‘‘up-again,-and-take-another *’
principle, if I could ; for the amount of pleasure and profit I
got out of that month compensates for all after pangs; and,
though a sadly womanish feeling, I take some satisfaction in
the thought that, if I could not lay my head on the altar of
my country, I have my hair ; and that is more than handsome
Helen did for her dead husband, when she sacrificed only the
ends of her ringlets on his urn, Therefore, I close this little
chapter of hospital experiences, with the regret that they were
no better worth recording; and add the poetical gem with
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stories, which may be made as lifelike as any history of our
day, by a vivid fancy and pictorial diction, were robbed of all
their charms by dry explanations and literal applications,
instead of being useful and pleasant lessons to those men,
whom weakness had rendered as docile as children in a father’s
hands.

I watched the listless countenances all about me, while
we listened to a dull sermon, delivered with a monotonous
tone, a business-like manner, and a very visible desire to
get the uninteresting job done as expeditiously as possible ;
which demonstrations were most successful in making the
Sunday services a duty, not a pleasure. Listless they were
at the beginning, and listless at the end ; but the instant
some stirring old hymn was given out, sleepy eyes bright-
ened, lounging figures sat erect, and many a poor lad
rose up in his bed, or stretched an eager hand for the
book, while all broke out with a heartiness that proved
that somewhere at the core of even the most abandoned,
there still glowed some remnant of the native piety that
flows in music from the heart of every little child. lven
the big rebel joined, and boomed away in a thunderous bass,
singing —

“ Salvation! let the echoes fly,”

as energetically as if he felt the need of a speedy executicn
of the command.

That was the pleasantest moment of the hour, for then it
geemed a homelke and happy spot ; the groups of men locking
over one another’s shoulders as they sang; the few silent
figures in the beds; here and there a woman noiselessly pew
forming some necessary duty, and singing as she worked ;
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and tea-pot, and preach a little sermon then and there, while
homesickness and pain had made these natures soft, that some
good seed might be cast therein, to blossom and bear fruit

here or hereafter. '

Regarding the admission of friends to nurse their sick, I
can only say, it was not allowed at Hurlyburly House ; though
one indomitable parent took my ward by storm, and held ber
position, in spite of doctors, watron, and Nurse Periwinkle
Though it was against the rules, though the culprit was an
acid, frost-bitten female, though the young man would have
done quite as well without her anxious fussiness, and the whole
room-full been much more comfortable, there was something so
irresistible in this persistent devotion, that no onc had the
heart to oust her from her post. She slept on the floor, without
uttering a complaint; bore jokes somewhat of the rudest;
fared scantily, though her basket was daily filled with luxuries
for her boy ; and tended that petulant personage with a never=
failing patience beautiful to see.

I feel a glow of moral rectitude in saying this of her ; for,
though a perfect pelican to her young, she pecked and cackled
(I den’t know that pelicans usually express their emotions in
that manuner,) most obstreperously. when others invaded her
premises ; and led me a weary life, with ** George’s tea-rusks,”
“ Greorge’s foot-bath,”” ** George’s measles,”” and ** George's
mother ;" till, after a sharp passage of arms and tongues with
the matron, she wrathfully packed up her rusks, her son, and
berself, and departed, in an ambulance, scolding to the very
last.

This is the comic side of tLe matter. The serious one is
harder to describe ; for the presence, however brief, of rela-
tions aud friends by the bedsides -of the dead or dying, is
always u trial to the bystanders. They are not near enough
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““My boy couldn’t have been better cared for if he’d been a!
home ; and God will reward you for it, though I can’t.”

My owu exgeriences of this sort began when my first mae
died. He bad scarcely been removed, when his wife came in.
Her eye went straight to the well-known bed ; it was empty ;
and feeling, yet not believing the bard truth, she eried out,
witk a look I never shall forget :

‘““ Why, where's Emanuel ?”’

I bad nuver seen her before, did ‘not know her relationship
to the man whom I had only nursed for a day, and was about
to tell her he was gone, when McGee, the tender-hearted
[rishman before mentioned, brushed by me with a cheerful —
“ It’s shifted to a better bed he is, Mrs. Connel. Come out,
dear, till I show ye;”’ and, taking her gently by the arm, he
led her to the matron, who broke the heavy tidings to the
wife, and comforted the widow.

Another day, running up to my room for a breath of fresh
air and a five minutes’ rest after a disagreeable task, I found
a stout young woman sitting on my bed, wearing the misera-
ble look which I had learned to know by that time. Seeing
her, reminded me that I had heard of some one’s dying in the
night, and his sister’s arriving in the morning. This must be
she, I thought. I pitied her with all my heart. What eould
I say ordo? Words always seem impertinent at such times ;
I did not know the man ; the woman was neither interesting
in herself nor graceful in her grief; yet, baving known a
sister’s sorrow myself, I could not leave her alone with her
trouble in that strange place, without a word. Bo, feeling
heart-sick, home-sick, and not knowing what else to do, I just
put my arms about her, and began to ery in a very helpless
but hearty way ; for, as I seldom indulge in this moist luxury,
[ like to enjoy it with all my might, when I do.
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thereby causing me to lay another offering of love and admi
ration on the shrine of the god of my idolatry, though he does
wear too much jewelry and talk slang.

The Sergeant also originated, I believe, the fashion of calling
his neighbors by their afflictions instead of their names ; and I
was rather taken aback by hearing them bandy remarks of
this sort, witk perfect good humor and much enjoyment of the
new game.

““ Hallo, old TFits is off again I’  * How are you, Rheumas
tiz?’ *“ Will you trade apples, Ribs?’ ¢ I say, Miss P.,
may I give Typus a drink of this?” *“ Look here, No Toes, -
lend us a stamp, there’s a good feller,” ete. He himself was
christened ** Baby B.,” because he tended his arm on a little
pillow, and called it his infant.

Very fussy about his food was Sergeant B., and much
trotting of attendants was necessary when he partook of nour-
ishment.  Anything more irresistibly wheedlesome I never
saw, and constantly found myself indulging him, like the most
weak-minded parent, merely for the pleasure of seeing his
blue eyes twinkle, his merry mouth break into a smile, and
his one hand execute a jaunty little salute that was entirely
captivating. I am afraid that Nurse P. damaged her dignity,
frolicking with this persuasive young gentleman, though done
for his well-being. But ‘ boys will be boys,” is perfectly
applicable to the case; for, in spite of years, sex, and the
*¢ prunes-and-prisms " doctrine laid down for our use, I have
a fellow feeling for lads, and always owed Fate a grudge
because I wasn’t a lord of creation instead of a lady.

Since I left, I have heard, from a reliable source, that my
Sergeant has gone bome ; therefore, the small romance that
budded the first day I saw him, has blossomed into its second
shapter , and [ now imagine ‘* dearest Jane ” filling my place,
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somewheres easy, so I'll come back, and be took care on
again. Mean, ain’t it 1"

I didn’t think so, but the doctrine of inglorious ease was
ot the the right one to preach up, so I tried to look shocked,
failed signally, and consoled myself by giving him the fat
pincushion he had admired as the * cutest little machine
agoin.”’”  Then they fell into line in front of the house, looking
rather wan and feeble, some of them, but trying to step out
smartly and march in good order, though half the knapsacks
were carried by the guard, and several leaned on sticks instead
of shouldering guns. All looked up and smiled, or waved
heir hands and touched their caps, as they passed under our
windows down the long street, and so away, some to their
homes in this world, and some to that in the next ; and, for
the rest of the day, I felt like Rachel mourning for her
children, when I saw the empty beds and missed the familiar
faces.

You ask if nurses are obliged to witness amputations and
such matters, as a part of their duty? I think not, unless
they wish ; for the patient is under the effects of ether, and
needs no care but such as the surgeons can best give. Our
work begins afterward, when the poor soul comes to himself,
sick, faint, and wandering ; full of strange pains and confused
visions, of disagreeable sensations and sights. Then we must
gooth and sustain, tend and watch ; preaching and practicing
patience, till sleep and time have restored courage and self-
control.

I witnessed several operations; for the height of my ambition
was to go to the front after a battle, and feeling that the sooner
I inured myself to trying sights, the more useful I should be,
Several of my mates shrunk from such things ; for though the
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rather startling than soothing, and highly objectionable as a
means of preparing nerves for any fresh trial. He also
expected the patient to assist in small operations, as he consid-
ered them, and to restrain all demonstrations during the
process.

‘“ Here, my man, just hold it this way, while I look into it
a bit,” he said one day to Fitz G., putting a wounded arm
into the keeping of a sound one, and proceeding to poke
about among bits of bone and visible muscles, in a red and
black chasm wade by some infernal machine of the shot or
shell description.  Poor Fitz held on like grim Death, ashamed
to show fear before a woman, till it grew more than he could
bear in silence ; and, after a few smothered groans, he looked
at me imploringly, as if he said, *“I wouldn’t, ma’am, if I
could help it,”” and fainted quietly away.

Dr. P. looked up, gave a compassionate sort of cluck, and
poked away more busily than ever, with a nod at me and a
brief — *“ Never mind ; be so good as to hold this till I finish.”

I obeyed, cherishing the while a strong desire to insinuate a
few of his own disagreeable knives and scissors into him, and
see how he liked it. A very disrespectful and ridiculous
fancy, of course ; for he was doing all that could be done,
and the arm prospered finely in his bands. But the human
mind is prone to prejudice ; and, though a personable man,
speaking French like a born ** Parley voo,” and whipping off
legs like an animated guillotine, I must confess to a sense of
relief when he was ordered elsewhere ; and suspect that several
of the men would have faced a rebel battery with less trepida-
tion than they did Dr. P., when he came briskly in on his
morning round.

As if to give us the pleasures of contrast, Dr. Z. succeeded
him, who, I think, suffered more in giving pain thaz did his

- r"‘"‘.!.'.
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opinion, doing the hardest work of any part of the army,
except the mules. Great, therefore, was my surprise, when ]
found myself treated with the utmost courtesy and kindness.
Very soon my carefully prepared meekness was laid upon the
shelf ; and, going from one extreme to the other, I more than

once expressed a difference of opinion regarding sundry messes

it was my painful duty to administer.

As cight of us nurses chanced to be off duty at once, we
had an excellent opportunity of trying the virtues of these
gentlewen ; and I am bound to say they stood the test admi-
rably, as far as my personal observation went. Dr. O.’s

stethescope was unremitting in its attentions ; Dr. S. brought

his buttons into my room twice a day, with the regularity of a
medical clock ; while Dr. Z. filled my table with neat little
bottles, which I never emptied, preseribed Browning, bedewed
me with Cologne, and kept my fire going, as if, like the
candles in St. Peter’s, it must never be permitted to die out.
Waking one cold night, with the certainty that my last spark
had expired, and consequently hours of coughing were in

store for me, I was much amazed to see a ruddy light dancing .,

on the wall, a jolly blaze roaring up the chimney, and, down
upon his knees before it, Dr. Z., whittling shavings. I ought
to have risen up and thanked him on the spot; but, knowing
that he was one of those who like to do good by stealth, I
ouly peeped at him as if he were a friendly ghost ; till, having
made things as cozy as the most motherly of nurses could
have done, he crept away, lecaving me to feel, as somebody
says, ‘‘ as if angels were a watching of me in my sleep;”
though that species of wild fowl do not usually deseend in
broadcloth and glasses. I afterwards discovered that he split

the wood himself on that cool January midnight, and went

about making or mending fires for the poor old ladies in their

¥













































AN

W i
ot - K "-.; Ja .

| A H W K
1 : ..I.I .\\". ;“\--l'r- I';. g

his own. — PAGE 108.

Like one watching a new picture, Mr. Bopp inspected every feature .4 the countenance so near
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more tender-hearted than we rough Yankees, as any oue
can see by ike way he acts when you snub him. He is
proud, too, for all his meekness, and waits till he’s sure
you like him before he says anything ; and he’ll need the
jatience of a family of Jobs at the rate you're going on,
— a honey-pot one day and a pickle-jar the next. Do
make up your mind, and say yes or no, right off, Dolly.”

“ Would you have me meet him at the door with a
meek courtesy, and say, ¢ Oh, if you please, I'm ready to
say, Yes, thank you, if you’ll be good enough to say,
Will you’?”

“ Don’t be a goose, child; you know I mean nothing
of the kind; only you girls never will do anything
straight ahead if you can dodge and fuss and make a
mess of it. Just tell me one thing: Do you, or don't
you, like old Bopp?” :

¢ What an elegant way to put it! Of course I like
him well enough as a leader; he is clever, and sort of
cunning, and I enjoy his funny ways; but what in the
world should I do with a great yellow-haired laddie who
could put me in his pocket, and yet is so meek that I
should never find the heart to hen-peck him? You are
welcome to him ; and since you love him so much, there’s
no need of my troubling myself on his account ; for with
you for a friend, he can have no earthly wish ungratified.”

““Don’t try to be cutting, Dolly, because you look
homely when you do, and it’s a woman’s business to be
pretty always. All I've got to say is, you will be
m a nice state of mind if you damage Bopp; for every
one likes him, and will be down upon you for a heartless
little wretch ; and I shan’t blame them, I promise you.”

“1 wish the town wouldn’t put its fingers in other
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Dolly proceeded to enforce her command by pulling
away his pillow and dragging her brother into & sitting

posture, in spite of his laughing resistance and evident

desire to exhaust her patience ; for Dick excelled in teas-
ing, and kept his sister in a fidget from morning till
night, with occasional fits of penitence and petting which
lasted till next time. Therefore, though dying to tell, he
was undecided as to the best method of executing that
task in the manner most aggravating to his listener and
most agreeable to himself, and sat regarding her with
twinkling eyes, and his curly pate in a high state of
rumple, trying to appear mnncentl}f meek, but failing
signally.

‘““ Now, then, begin,” commanded Dolly.

“ Well, if you won’t take my head off till I'm done,
I’ll tell you the best joke of the season. Are you sure
the pink domino with Bopp wasn’t yourself, — for she
looked and acted very like you?”

“Of course I am. I didn’t even know he was there,
and think it very rude and ungentlemanly in him not to
come and speak to me. You know it was Fan, so do go
on.” |
i ¢ But it wasn’t, for she changed her mind and wore a
black domino ; I saw her put it on myself. Her Cousin
Jack came unexpectedly, and she thought if she altered
ber dress and went with him, you wouldn’t know her.”

“ Who could it have been, Dick?”

¢ That’s the mystery, for, do you know, Bopp proposed

to her.” .
“He didn’t!” and Dolly flew up with a startled look

sat, to adopt a phrase from his own vocabulary, was
“puts ” to her brother.
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pressed tight together, and a curious little quiver of the
lips.

¢ She said No, as short as pie-crust; and when he
rushed cut with his heart broken all to bits, apparently,
ghe just burst out laughing, and went and polked at a
two-forty pace for half an hour.”

Dora unclasped her hands, took a long breath, and
eried out, — |

¢ She was a wicked, heartless hussy! and if I know
her, I'll never speak to her again; for if he was really
in earnest, she ought to be killed for laughing at him.”

“So ought you, then, for making fun of poor Fisher
when he went down on his knees behind the berry bushes
last summer. He was earnest enough, for he looked as
blue as his berries when he got home. Your theory is
all right, ma’am, but your practice is all bosh.” '

‘“ Hold your tongue about that silly thing. Boys in
college think they know everything, can do everything,
have everything, and only need beckon, and all woman-
kind will come and adore. It made a man of him, and
he’ll thank me for taking the sentimental nonsense and
conceit out of him. You will need just such a lesson at
the rate you go on, and I hope Fan will give it to you.”

“When the lecture is over, I'll go on with the joke, if
you want to know it.”

¢ Isn’t this all?” |

¢« Oh, bless you, no! the cream of it is to come,
What would you give to know who the lady was?” -

¢ Five dollars, down, this minute.”

¢ Very good, hand ’em over, and I'll tell you.”

¢ Truly, Dick?”

¢ Yes. and prove it.”
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¢ [ knew Bopp, and hovered near till he came to find
out who I was. I took you off in style, and it deceived
him, for I'm only an inch or two taller than you, and
kept my head down in the lackadaisical way you girls
do; I whispered, so my voice didn’t betray me; and
was very clinging, and sweet, and fluttery, and that
blessed old goose was sure it was you. I thought it was
all over once, for when he came the heavy in the recess
I got a bit flustered, he was so serious about it, my
mask slipped, but I caught it, so he only saw my eyes
and forehead, which are just like yours, and that finished
him, for I've no doubt I looked as red and silly as you
would have done in a like fix.” |

¢ Why did you say No?” and Dolly looked as stern
as fate.

“What else should I say? You told me you wouldn’t
have him, and I thought it would save you the bother of
saying it, and him the pain of asking twice. I told him
some time ago that you were a born flirt; he said he
knew it; so I was surprised to hear him go on at such a
rate, but supposed that I was too amiable, and that
misled him. Poor old Bopp, I kept thinking of him all
nicht, as he looked when he said, ¢ They told me you had
no heart, now I believe it, and I thank you for that No.’
It was rather a hard joke for him, but it’s over now, and
he won’t have to do it again. You said I wouldn’t dare
tell him about you ; didn’t 1?7 and haven’t I won the e

The rest of the sentence went spinning dizzily through
Dick’s head, as a sudden tingling sensation pervaded his

left ear, followed by a similar smart in the right; and,
for a moment, chaos seemed to have come again. What~
ever Dolly did was thoroughly done: when she danced,

at
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enough for both ; that I longed to make his life pleasaot
after all his troubles ; that I'd send for the little sister he

loves so well, and never let him suffer any more; for he

is so good, so patient, so generous, and dear to me, 1
cannot do enough for him. Now it’s all spoilt; now I
can never tell him this, never comfort him in any way,
never be happy again all my life, and you have done it!”

As Dolly stood before her brother, pouring out her

words with glittering eyes, impetuous voice, and face
pale with passionate emotion, he was scared ; for, as his
scattered wits returned to him, he felt that he had been
playing with edge-tools, and had cut and slashed in rather
a promiscuous manner. Dazed and dizzy, he sat staring
at the excited figure before him, forgetting the indignity
he had received, the mistake he had made, the damage
he had done, in simple wonder at the revolutions going
on under his astonished eyes. When Dolly stopped for
breath, he muttered with a contrite look, — '

* I’'m very sorry,—it was only fun; and I thought it
would help you both, for how the deuce should I know
you liked the man when you said you hated him?”

““ I never said that, and if I'd wanted advice I should

have gone to mother. You men go blundering off with y

half an idea in your heads, and never see your stupidity
till you have made a mess that can’t be mended; we
women don’t work so, but save people’s feelings, and are
called hypocrites for our pains. I never meant to tell

you, but I will now, to show you how I've been serving -
you, while you’ve been harming me: every one of those

notes from Fan which you admire so much, answer s¢
carefully, and wear out in your pocket, though copied by
her, were written by me.” A
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Dolly fell to weeping so infectiously, that, after standing
rigidly erect till a great tear dropped off the end of his
nose, Dick gave in, and laying his head on Dolly’s
shoulder, the brother and sister quenched their anger,
washed away their malice, and soothed their sorrow by
one of those natural processes so kindly provided for
poor humanity, and so often despised as a weakness when
it might prove a better strength than any pride.

Dick cleared up first, with no sign of the tempest but
a slight mist through which his native sunshine glim
mered pensively.

‘““ Don’t, dear, don’t ery so; it will make you sick. and
won’t do any good, for things will come right, or I'll
make ’em, and we’ll be comfortable all round.”

¢ No, we never can be as we were, and it's all my
fault. I've betrayed Fan’s confidence, I've spoiled your
little romance, I’ve been a thoughtless, wicked girl, I've
lost August; and, oh, dear me, I wish I was dead!”
with which funereal elimax Dolly cried despairingly.

*¢ Oh, come now, don’t be dismal, and blame yourself
for every trouble under the sun. Sit down and talk it
over, and see what can be done. Poor old girl, I forgive
you the notes, and say I was wrong to meddle with Bopp.
I got you into the scrape, and I'll get you out if the sky
don’t fall, or Bopp blow his brains out, like a second
Werther, before to-morrow.”

Dick drew the animated fountain to the wide chair,
where they had sat together since they were born, wiped

her eyes, and patted her back, with an idea that it was

goothing to babies, and why not to girls?

A P TR A LY,
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voice was 8o low, and her head drooped so much, that
this brief confession was apparently put away in Dick’s
pocket ; and, being an exceedingly novel one, filled
that ardent youth with a desire to deposit a sbnilar
one in the other pocket, which, being emptied of its
- accustomed contents, left a somewhat aching void in itself
and the heart underneath. After a moment’s silence, he
said, —

“Well, if you won’t go, you can settle it when he
comes here, though I think we should all do better to
confess coming home in the dark.”

¢ He won’t come here again, Dick.”

““ Won't he ! that shows you don’t know Bopp as well as
I. He'll come to say good-by, to thank mother for her
kindness, and you and me for the little things we’ve done
for him (I wish I’d left the last undone!), and go away
like a gentleman, as he is,— see if he don’t.” '

““ Do you think so? Then I must see him.” :

“T'm sure he will, for we men don’t bear malice and
sulk and bawl when we come to grief this way, but stand
up and take it without winking, like the young Spartan
brick when the fox was digging into him, you know.”

“ Then of course you’ll forgive Fan.”

“ T'll be hanged if I do,” growled Dick.

““ Ah ha! your theory is very good, sir, but your prac=
tice is bosh,” quoted Dolly, with a gleam of the old mis-
chief in her face. | '

Dick took a sudden turn through the room, burst out
laughing, and came back, saying heartily, — b

“I’llown up ; it is mean to feel so, and I’ll think about
forgiving you both ; but she may stop up the hole in the

¥

wall, for she won’t get any more letters just yet; and you
y
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tell yeu about it. I'm going to see to the horse, so take
your time, and do what you like;” with which vague
information Dick vaunished, and Dolly wished herself any-
where but where she was. ]
Mr. Bopp sat before the fire, looking so haggard and
worn-out that the girl’s conscience pricked her sorely for
her part in the change ; but plucking up her courage, she
stirred briskly among the tea-cups, asking, — 4
“ What shall I give you, sir? ”
*¢ Thank you, I haf no care to eat.” ,
Something in his spiritless mien and sorrowful voice
made Dolly’s eyes fill; but knowing she must depend
upon herself now, and make the best of her position, she =
said kindly, yet nervously, — '3
“You look tired: let me do something for you if I v
can ; shall I sing for you a little? you once said musie
rested you.” i3
“ You are kind; I could like that I think., Excoose
we if T am dull, I haf, — yes, a little air if you {lease.”
More and more disturbed by his absent, troubled mans
ner, Dolly began a German song he had taught her, but
before the first line was sung he stopped her with an
imploring, —
* For Gott sake not that! I cannot hear it this night;
it was the last I sung her in the Vaterland.” %
¢« Mr. Bopp, what is it? Dick says you have a trou-
ble; tell me, and let us help you if we can. Are you
ill, in want, or has ﬂ.ny one injured you in any way'f'- ;
Oh, let me help you! il
Tears had been streaming down Mr. Bopp’s cheeka, by
but as she spoke he checked them, and tried to mm %

steadily, —
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grieve for your great loss, and long to prove our respeet .

and love for you. I cannot say this as I ought, but, oh,
be comforted, for you will see the child again, and,
remembering that she waits for you, you will be glad to

go when God calls you to meet your Ulla in that other

IFatherland.”
*“ Ah, I will go now! I haf no wish to stay, for all

my life is black to me. If I had found that other little
friend to fill her place, I should not grieve so much,
because she is weller there above than I could make her
here ; but no: I wait for that other one; I save all my
heart for her; I send it, but it comes back to me ; then

I know my hope is dead, and I am all alone in the

strange land.”

There was neither bitterness nor reproach in these
broken words, only a patient sorrow, a regretful pain, as
if he saw the two lost loves before him, and uttered over
them an irrepressible lament. It was too much for
Dolly, and with sudden resolution she spoke out fast and

low, —

‘“ Mr. Bopp, that was a mistake. It was not me you

saw at the masque; it was Dick. He played a cruel
trick ; he insulted you and wronged me by that deceit,

and I find it very hard to pardon him.”
“ What! what is that?” and Mr. Bopp looked up with

tears still shining in his beard, and intense surprise in

every feature of his face.

Dolly turned scarlet, and her heart beat fast as she .

repeated with an unsteady voice, —
*¢ It was Dick, not me.” k-
A cloud swept over Mr. Bopp’s face, and he knit his
brows a moment as if Dolly had not been far from nglﬂ '1
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brass andirons and the teapot simmering on the hob,

and, best of all, it shone its brightest on Mrs. Podgers, | :

as if conscious that it couldn’t do a better thing.

Mrs. Podgers was comfortable as she sat there, buxom,
blooming, and brisk, in spite of her forty years and her
widow’s cap. Her black gown was illuminated to such
an extent that it couldn’t look sombre; her cap had
given up trying to be prim long ago, and cherry ribbons
wouldn’t have made it more becoming as it set off her
crisp black hair, and met in a coquettish bow under her
plump chin; her white apron encircled her trim waist,
as.if conscious of its advantages; and the mourning-pin
upon her bosom actually seemed to twinkle with satisfac-
tion at the enviable post it occupied.

The sleek cat, purring on the hearth, was comfortable,
so was the agreeable fragrance of muffins that pervaded

the air, so was the drowsy tick of the clock in the corner;

and if anything was needed to give a finishing touch to
the general comfort of the scene, the figure pausing in
the doorway supplied the want most sucqessfuﬂy.

Heroes are always expected to be young and comely,
also fierce, melancholy, or at least what novel-readers
call ¢ interesting”; but I am forced to own that my
present hero was none of these. Half the real beauty,
virtue, and romance of the world gets put into humble

souls, hidden in plain bodies. Mr. Jerusalem Turner

was an example of this; and, at the risk of shocking

my sentimental readers, I must frankly state that he was

fifty, stout, and bald, also that he used bad grammar,

had a double chin, and was only the Co. in a prosperous
orocery store. A hale and hearty old gentleman, with

|, o

cheerful brown eyes, a ruddy countenance, and curly gra.;yI
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earned it drudging thirty years in the store, with more
extra work than holidays for your share.”

“Oh well, mum, it’s different with me, you know,
Business is amusing; and I'm so used to it I shouldn’t
know myself if I was out of the store for good.”

“ Well, I hope you are saving up something against
the time when business won’t be amusing. You are so
generous, I'm afraid you forget you can’t work for other
people all your days.”

“ Yes, mum, I’ve put by a little sum in a safe bank
that pays good interest, and when I'm past work I'll fall
back and enjoy it.”

To judge from the cheerful content of the old gentle-
man’s face he was enjoying it already, as he looked about
him with the air of a man who had made a capital
investment, and was in the receipt of generous dividends.
Seeing Mrs. Podgers’ bright eye fixed upon him, as
if she suspected something, and would have the truth
out of him in two minutes, he recalled the conversation
to the point from which it had wandered.

“* If you would like to try how a little misery suits
you, mum, I can accommodate you if you’ll step up-
stairs.”

“* Good gracious, what do you mean? Who's up there?
Why didn’t you tell me before?” cried Mrs. Podgers, in
a flutter of interest, curiosity, and surprise, as he knew
ghe would be.

“ You see, mum, I was doubtful how you’d like it. I
did it without stopping to think, and then I was afraid
you'd counsider it a iiberty.”

Mr. ’Rusalem spoke with some hesitation ; but Mrs.
Podgers didn’t wait to hear him, for she was already at

%
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occupant appeared, till a dive downward produced a sud.
den agitation of the clothes, a squeak, and the unexpected
appearance out at the foot of the bed of a singular figure,
that dodged into a corner, with one arm up, as if to
ward off a blow, while a sleepy little voice exclaimed
beseechingly, ‘ I'm up, I'm up, don’t hit me!” ‘

¢ Lord love the child, who'd think of doing that!
Wake up, Joe, and see your friends,” said Mr. ’Rusa-
lem, advancing cautiously.

At the sound of his voice down went the arm, and
Mrs. Podgers saw a boy of nine or ten, arrayed in a
flannel garment that evidently belonged to Mr. ’Rusalem,

for though none too long it was immensely broad, and

the voluminous sleeves were pinned up, showing a pair
of wasted arms, chapped with cold and mottled with
bruises. A large blue sock still covered one foot, the
other was bound up as if hurt. A tall cotton nighteap,
garnished with a red tassel, looked like a big extinguisher
on a smali candle; and from under it a pair of dark,
hollow eyes glanced sharply with a shrewd, suspicious
look, that made the little face more pathetic than the
marks of suffering, neglect, and abuse, which told the
child’s story without words. As if quite reassured by
’Rusalem’s presence, the boy shuffled out of his corner,
saying coolly, as he prepared to climb into his nest
agam, —

¢I thought it was the old one when you grabbed me,
Ain’t this bed a first-rater, though?”

Mr. ’Rusalem lifted the composed young personage
into the middle of the big bed, where he sat bolt upright,
surveying the prospect from under-the extinguisher with
an cquanimity that quite took the good lady’s breath

I
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““ My Christmas-tree. Look a here, I've got it, and
all these to put on it to-morrer.”

From under his pillow the boy produced a small
branch of' hemlock, dropped from some tree on its pas-
sage to a gayer festival than little Joe’s; also an old
handkerchief which contained his treasures,—only a
few odds and ends picked up in the streets: a gnarly
apple, half-a-dozen nuts, two or three dingy bonbons,
gleaned from the sweepings of some store, and a bit of
cheese, which last possession he evidently prized highly.

¢ That’s for the old one ; she likes it, and I kep it for
her, — cause she don’t hit so hard when I fetch her
goodies. You don’t mind, do you?” he said, looking
inquiringly at Mr, 'Rusalem, who blew his nose like a
trumpet, and patted the big nighteap with a fatherly
gesture more satisfactory than words.

‘““ What have you kept for yourself, dear? ” asked Mrs.
Podgers, with an irrepressible sniff, as she looked at the
poor little presents, and remembered that they ‘ didn't
have mothers” where the child lived.

“Oh, I had my treat alonger him,” said the boy,
nodding toward ’Rusalem, and adding enthusiastically,
‘“ Wasn’t that prime! It was real Christmasy a settin’
by the fire, eating lots and not bein’ hit.”

Here Mrs. Podgers broke down; and, taking the boy
iu her arms, sobbed over him as if she had found her
lost Neddy in this sad shape. The little lad regarded
her demonstration with some uneasiness at first, but
there is a magic about a genuine woman that wins ite
way everywhere, and soon the outcast nestled to her,
feeling that this wonderful night was getting more
* Christmasy ” every minute,

o’ '
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and kissed him on the spot. She didn’t, however, but
went briskly into her own room, whence she presently
returned with red eyes, and a pile of small garments in
her hands. Having nearly exhausted his pincushion in
trying to suspend the heavy stocking, Mr. ’Rusalem had
just succeeded as she appeared. He saw what she
carried, watched her arrange the little shirt, jacket and
trousers, the half~worn shoes and tidy socks, beside the
bed, with motherly care, and stand looking at the un-
conscious child, with an expression which caused Mr.
'Rusalem to dart down stairs, and compose himself by
rubbing his hair erect, and shaking his fist in the painted
fuce of the late Podgers.

An hour or two later the store was closed, the room
cleared, Mrs. Podgers in her arm-chair on one side of
the hearth, with her knitting in her hand, Mr. ’'Rusalem
in his arm-chair on the other side, with his newspaper on
his knee, both looking so cosy and comfortable that any
one would have pronounced them a Darby and Joan on
the spot. Ah, but they weren’t, you see, and that spoilt
the illusion, to one party at least. Both were rather
silent, both looked thoughtfully at the fire, and the fire
gave them both excellent counsel, as it seldom fails to do
when it finds any kindred warmth and brightness in the
lLiearts and souls of those who study it. Mrs. Podgers
kindled first, and broke out suddenly with a nod of great
determination.

“ Rusalem, 'm going to keep that boy if it’s pos-
sible ! ”

“ You shall, mum, whether it’s possible or not,” ne
answered, nodding back at her with equal decision.

“ I don’t know why I never thought of such a thing
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held her tongue; for the more charitable, earnest, and
tender-hearted she grew, the harder it became for Mr.
'Rusalem to restrain the declaration which had been
hovcring on his lips ever since old Podgers died. As
the comely relict sat there talking in that genial way,
and glowing with good-will to all mankind, it was too
much for Mr. 'Rusalem; and finding it impossible to
resist the desire to know his fate, he yielded to it, gave
u porpentous hem, and said abruptly, —

“ Well, mum, have I done it?”

“ Done what?” asked Mrs. P., going on with her
work.

** Made you uncomfortable, according to pro.u.se.”

“ Oh dear, no, you've made me very happy, and will
have to try again,” she answered, laughing. -

“ T will, mum.”

As he spoke Mr. 'Rusalem drew his chair nearer,
leaned forward, and looking straight at her, said deliber-
ately, though his voice shook a little, —

¢ Mrs. Podgers, I love you hearty ; would you have
any objections to marrying of me?”

Not a word said Mrs. Podgers; but her knitting
dropped out of her hand, and she looked as uncomfort-
able as she could desire.

¢ I thought that would do it,” muttered Mr. "Rusalem ,
but went on steadily, though his ruddy face got paler and
paler, his voice huskier and huskier, and his heart fuller
and fuller every word he attempted.

“ You see, mum, I have took the liberty of loving you
ever since you came, more than ten years ago. I was
eager to make it known long before this, but Podgers
spoke first and then it was no use. It come hard for a

R e Tl e
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butions were solicited for their relief. Old Podgers,
though a rich man, refused to give a penny, but it was
afterwards discovered that his private charities exceeded
many more ostentatious ones, and the word ** miserly ”
was changed to ‘¢ peculiar.” When times grew pros-
perous again, the workmen, whose families had been so
quietly served, clubbed together, got the teapot, and left
it at Mr. Podgers’ door one Christmas Eve. But the
old gentleman never saw it; his dinner had been too
much for him, and apoplexy took him off that very
afternoon.

In the midst of her grief Mrs. Podgers was surprised,
touched and troubled by this revelation, for she had
known nothing of the affair till the teapot came. Woman-
like, she felt great remorse for what now seemed like
blindness and ingratitude; she fancied she owed him
some atonement, and remembering how often he had
expressed a hope that she wouldn’t marry again after he
was gone, she resolved to gratify him. The buxom
widow had had many opportunities of putting off her
weeds, but she had refused all offers without regret till
now. The teapot reminded her of Podgers and her vow ;
and though her heart rebelled, she thought it her duty to
check the answer that sprung to her lips, and slowly, but
decidedly, replied, —

“ I'm truly grateful to you, 'Rusalem, but I couldn’t
do it. Don’t think you’d ever be a trial, for you're the
last man to be that to any woman. It’s a feeling I have
that it wouldn’t be kind to Podgers. I can’t forget how
much I owe him, how much I wronged him, and how
much I can please him by staying as I am, for his
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honor. Don’t mind me, it’s rather a blow, but I'll be
up again directly.”

He retired behind his paper as he spoke, and Mrs.
Podgers spoilt her knitting in respectful silence, till Mr.
’Rusalem began to read aloud as usual, to assure her that
in spite of the blow he was up again.

In the gray dawn the worthy gentleman was roused
from his slumbers, by a strange voice whispering shrilly
in his ear, —

‘I say, there’s two of em. Ain’tit jolly?”

Starting up, he beheld a comical little goblin standing
at his bedside, with a rapturous expression of counte-
nance, and a pair of long gray stockings in its hands.
Both were heaping full, but one was evidently meant for
Mr. ’Rusalem, for every wish, whim and fancy of his
had been guessed, and gratified in a way that touched
him to the heart. If it were not indecorous to invade
the privacy of a gentleman’s apartment, I could describe
how there were two boys in the big bed that morning;
how the old boy revelled in the treasures of his stocking
as heartily as the young one; how they laughed and
exclaimed, pulled each others nightcaps off, and had a
regular pillow fight ; how little Joe was got into his new
clothes, and strutted like a small peacock in them ; how
Mr. ’Rusalem made himself splendid in his Sunday best,
and spent ten good minutes in tying the fine cravat
somebody had hemmed for him. But lest it should be
thought improper, I will merely say, that nowhere in the
city did the sun shine on happier faces than these two
showed Mrs. Podgers, as Mr. 'Rusalem came in with
Joe on his shoulder, both wishing her a merry Christs
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motherly heart could desire, she set about mending the
matter by bringing out from Podgers’ bookcase several
tat old ledgers, and arranging them in the chairs. While
busily dusting one of these it slipped from her hands,
and as it fell a paper fluttered from among the leaves.
She picked it up, looked at it, dropped her duster, and
became absorbed. It was a small sheet filled with figures,
and here and there short memoranda, — not an interest-
ing looking document in the least; but Mrs. Podgers
stood like a statue till she had read it several times ; then
she caught her breath, clapped her hands, lanughed and
cried together, and put the climax to her extraordinary
behavior by running across the room and embracing the
astonished little teapot.

How long she would have gone on in this wild manner
it is impossible to say, had not the the jingle of bells, and
a shrill, small cheer announced that the party had arrived.
Whisking the mysterious paper into her pocket, and
dressing her agitated countenance in smiles, she hastened
to open the door before chilly fingers could find the bell.

Such a merry load as that was! Sueh happy faces
looking out from under the faded hoods and caps! Such
a hearty * Hurrah for Mrs. Podgers!” greeted her
straight from the grateful hearts that loved her the
instant she appeared! And what a perfect Santa Claus
Mr. ’Rusalem made, with his sleigh full of bundles as
well as children, his face full of sunshine, his arms full
ol babies, whom he held up that they too might clap
their little hands, while he hurrahed with all his might.
I really don’t think reindeers, or the immemorial white
beard and fur cap, could have improved the picture ; and
the neighbors were of my opinion, I suspect.
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'Rusalem told them how this fruitful tree had spruug up
from their loving playmate’s broken bough, little Joe hid
his face in Mrs. Podgers’ gown, and could find no vent
for his great happiness but tears. It was not a large
tree, but it took a long while to strip it; and even when
the last gilded nut was gone the children still lingered
about it, as if they regarded it with affection as a gener
ous benefactor, and were loath to leave it,

Next they had a splendid round of games. I don’t
know what will be thought of the worthy souls, but Mr.
"Rusalem and Mrs. Podgers played with all their might.
Perhaps the reason why he gave himself up so freely to
the spirit of the hour was, that his disappointment was
very heavy; and, according to his simple philosophy, it
was wiser to soothe his wounded heart and cheer his sad
spirit with the sweet society of little children, than to
curse fate and reproach a woman. What was Mus.
Podgers’ reason it is impossible to tell, but she behaved
as if some secret satisfaction filled her heart so full that
she was glad to let it bubble over in this hgrmless
fashion. Both tried to be children again, and both suc-
ceeded capitally, though now and then their hearts got
the better of them. When Mr. ’Rusalem was blinded he
tossed all the little lads up to the ceiling when he caught
them, kissed all the little girls, and, that no one might
feel slichted, kissed Mrs. Podgers also. When they
played ¢ Open the gates,” and the two grown people
stood hand in hand while the mirthful troops marched
under the tall arch, Mrs. Podgers never once looked Mr.
*Rusalem in the face, but blushed and kept her eyes on
the ground, as if she was a bashful girl playing games
with some boyish sweetheart. The children saw nothing
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pocket, and went on in such a way that Mr. ’Rusalem
began to fear the day had been too much for her.

“You're tired, mum,” he said presently, hearing her
sigh.

¢ Not a bit,” she answered briskly, opening the teapot
to add more water, but seemed to forget her purpose,
and sat looking into its steamy depths as if in search of
something. If it was courage, she certainly found it,
for all of a sudden she handed the mysterious paper to
Mr. ’Rusalem, saying solemnly, —

‘“ Read that, and tell me if it’s true.”

He took it readily, put on his glasses, and bent tc
examine it, but gave a start that caused the spectacles to
fly off his nose, as he exclaimed, —

¢ Lord bless me, he said he’d burnt it!”

“Then it ¢ true? Don’t deny it, 'Rusalem ; it's no
use, for I've caught you at last!” and in her excitement
Mrs. Podgers slapped down the teapot-lid as if she had
got him inside.

“] assure you, mum, he promised to burn it. He
made me write down the sums, and so on, to satisty him
that I hadn’t took more’n my share of the profits. It
was my own ; and though he called me a fool he let me
o as I liked, but I never thought it would come up again
like this, mum.”

“ Of course you didn’t, for it was left in one of the old
ledgers we had down for the dears to sit on. I found it,
[ read it, and I understood it in a minute. It was you
who helped the mill-people, and then hid behind Podgers
because you didn’t want to be thanked. When he died,
and the teapot came, you saw how proud I was of it,—
bow I took comfort in thinking he did the kind things;
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[ will find you a good attendant, The fellow won’t last
long, I fancy ; but he can’t die without some sort of care,
you know. I’ve put him in the fourth story of the west
wing, away from the rest. It is airy, quiet, and coms-
fortable there. I'm on that ward, and will do my best
for you in every way. Now, then, will you go?”

“ Of course [ will, out of perversity, if not common
charity ; for some of these people think that because I'm
an abolitionist I am also a heathen, and I should rather
like to show them that, though I cannot quite love my
enemies, I am willing to take care of them.”

“Very good; I thought you'd go; and speaking of
abolition reminds me that you can have a contraband for
servant, if you like. It is that fine mulatto fellow who
was found burying his rebel master after the fight, and,
being badly cut over the head, our boys brought him
along. Will you have him?”

¢ By all means, — for I'll stand to my guns on that
point, as on the other; these black boys are far more
faithful and handy than some of the white scamps given
me to serve, instead of being served by. But is this man
well enough?” |

“ Yes, for that sort of work, and I think you’ll like
Lim. He must have been a handsome fellow before he
got his face slashed ; not much darker than myself; his
naster’s son, I dare say, and the white blood makes him
rather high and haughty about some things. He was in
a bad way when he came in, but vowed he’d die in the
street rather than turn in with the black fellows below ;
so I put him up in the west wing, to be out of the way,
and he’s seen to the captain all the morning. When can

you go up?”
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all the attributes of comeliness belonging to his mixed
race. He was more quadroon than mulatto, with Saxon
features, Spanish complexion darkened by exposure,
color in lips and cheek, waving hair, and an eye full of
the passionate melancholy which in such men always
secins to utter a mute protest against the broken law
that doomed them at their birth. What could he be
thinking of? The sick boy cursed and raved, I rustled
to and fro, steps passed the door, bells rang, and the
steady rumble of army-wagons came up from the street,
gtill he never stirred. I had seen colored people in what
they call ¢ the black sulks,” when, for days, they neither
smiled nor spoke, and scarcely ate. But this was some-
thing more than that ; for the man was not dully brood
ing over some small grievance; he seemed to see an
all-absorbing fact or fancy recorded on the wall, which
was a blank to me. I wondered if it were some deep
wrong or sorrow, kept alive by memory and impotent
regret ; if he mourned for the dead master to whom he
‘had been faithful to the end; or if the liberty now his
were robbed of half its sweetness by the knowledge that
gome one near and dear to him still languished in the
aell from which he had escaped. My heart quite warmed
to him at that idea ; I wanted to know and comfort him ;
and, following the impulse of the moment, I went in and
touched him on the shoulder.

In an instant the man vanished and the slave appeared.
Freedom was too new a boon to nave wrought its
blessed changes yet; and as he started up, with his
hand at his temple, and an obsequious ¢ Yes, Missis,”
any romance that had gathered round him fled away,
leaving the saddest of all sad facts in living guise
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seemed little vitality to feed it in the feeble frame of this
old young man, whose life had been none of the most
righteous, judging from the revelations made by his
unconscious lips ; since more than once Robert authorita-
tively silenced him, when my gentler hushings were of
no avail, and blasphemous waunderings or ribald camp-
songs made my cheeks burn and Robert’s face assume an
aspect of disgust. The captain was a gentleman in the
world’s eye, but the contraband was the gentleman in
mine ;— I was a fanatic, and that accounts for such
depravity of taste, I hope. I never asked Robert of
himself, feeling that somewhere there was a spot still too
sore to bear the lightest touch ; but, from his language,
manner, and intelligence, I inferred that his color had
procured for him the few advantages within the reach of
a quick-witted, kindly-treated slave. Silent, grave, and
thoughtful, but most serviceable, was my confraband ;
glad of the books I brought him, faithful in the perform-
~ance of the duties I assigned to him, grateful for the
friendliness I could not but feel and show toward him.
Often I longed to ask what purpose was so visibly alter
ing his aspect with such daily deepening gloom. But I
never dared, and no one else had either time or desire to
pry into the past of this specimen of one branch of the
chivalrous “ F. F. Vs,”

Ovn the seventh night, Dr. Franck suggested that it
would be well for some one, besides the general watech-
man of the ward, to be with the captain, as it might be
his last. Although the greater part of the two preceding
‘nights had been spent there, of course I offered to re-
main, — for there is a strange fascination in these scenes,
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¢“ Luey ! ”

It was the captain, and some new terror seemed lo
have gifted him with momentary strength.

 Yes, here’s Lucy,” I answered, hoping that by fol-
lowing the fancy I might quiet him, — for his face was
damp with the clammy moisture, and his frame shaken
with the nervous tremor that so often precedes death.
His dull eye fixed upon me, dilating with a bewildered
look of incredulity and wrath, till he broke out fiercely. —

‘““That’'s a lie! she’s dead,— and so’s Bob, dainn
him ! ”

Finding speech a failure, I began to sing the quiet
tune that had often soothed delirium like this ; but hardly
had the line, —

‘“ See gentle patience smile on pain,”

passed my lips, when he clutched me by the wrist, whis-
periug like one in mortal fear, —

¢ Hush! she used to sing that way to Bob, but she
never would to me. I swore I'd whip the devil out of
her, and I did; but you know before she cut her throat
ghe said she’d haunt me, and there she is!”

He pointed behind me with an aspect of such pale
dismay, that I involuntarily glanced over my shoulder
wnd started as if I had seen a veritable ghost ; for, peer-
ing (rom the gloom of that inner room, I saw a shadowy
face, with dark hair all about it, and a glimpse of scarlet
at the throat. An instant showed me that it was only
Robert leaning from his bed’s foot, wrapped in a gray
army-blanket, with his red shirt just visible above it,
and his long hair disordered by sleep. But what a
strange expression was on his face! The unmarred side
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‘“ No, no; you shall not kill him! It is base to hurt a

bhelpless man. Why do you hate him? He is not your
master.”

¢ He’s my brother.”

I felt that answer from head to foot, and seemed to
fathom what was coming, with a prescience vague, but
unmistakable.  One appeal was left to me, and 1
made it.

‘ Robert, tell me what it means? Do not commit a
crime and make me accessory to it. There is a better
way of righting wrong than by violence ; — let me help
you find it.”

My voice trembled as I spoke, and I heard the fright-
ened flutter of my heart; so did he, and if any little act
of mine had ever won affection or respect from him, the
memory of it served me then. He looked down, and

scemed to put some question to himself ; whatever it was,

the answer was in my favor, for when his eyes rose
again, they were gloomy, but not desperate.

“I anll tell yer, Missis; but mind, this makes no
difference ; the boy is mine. T’ll give the Lord a chance
to take him fust : if He don’t, I shall.”

“ Oh, no! remember he is your brother.”

An unwise speech ; I felt it as it passed my lips, for a
black frown gathered on Robert’s face, and his strong
hands closed with an ugly sort of grip. But he did not

touch the poor soul gasping there behind him, and seemed

content to let the slow suffocation of that stifling room
end his frail life.
“I'm not like to forgit dat, Missis, when I've been

thinkin’ of it all this week. I knew him when they fetcheds

bim in, an’ would ’a’ done it long ’fore this, but I wanted
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here, eighteen then. He always hated me, I looked se
like old Marster : he don’t,— only the light skin an’ hair,
Old Marster was kind to all of us, me ’specially, an’
bought Lucy off the next plantation down there in South
Car’lina, when he found I liked her. I married her, all
I could; it warn’t much, but we was true to one another
till Marster Ned come home a year after an’ made hell
fer both of us. Ie sent my old mother to be used up ic
his rice-swamp in Georgy; he found me with my pretty
Lucy, an’ though young Miss cried, an’ 1 prayed to him
on my knees, an’ Lucy run away, he wouldn’t have ne
mercy ; he brought her back, an’ — took her.”

““ Oh, what did you do?” I cried, hot with helpless
pain and passion.

How the man’s outraged heart sent the blood flaming
up into his face and deepened the tones of his impetuous
voice, as he stretched his arm across the bed, saying,
with a terribly expressive gesture, — |

¢ I half murdered him, an’ to-night I’ll finish.”

“Yes, yes, — but go on now; what came next?”

He gave me a look that showed no white man could
have felt a deeper degradation in remembering and con-
fessing these last acts of brotherly oppression.

‘“ They whipped me till I couldn’t stand, an’ then they
sold me further South. Yer thought I was a white man
nuce, — look here ! ”

With a sudden wrench he tore the shirt from neck to
waist, and on his strozg, brown shoulders showed me fur-
rows deeply ploughed, wounds which, though healed,
were ghastlier to me than any in that house. I could
not speak to him, and, with the pathetic dignity a great
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not, nor much courage, neither time nor wit for strata-
gem, and chance only could bring me help before it was
too late. But one weapon I possessed, — a tongue, —
often a woman’s best defence; and sympathy, stronger
than fear, gave me power to use it. What I said Heaven
only knows, but surely Heaven helped me ; words burned
on my lips, tears streamed from my eyes, and some good
angel prompted me to use the, one name that had power
to arrest my hearer’s hand and touch his heart. For at
that moment I heartily believed that Lucy lived, and this
earnest faith roused in him a like belief.

He listened with the lowering look of one in whom
brute instinct was sovereign for the time,-—a look that
makes the noblest countenance base. He was but a
man, —a poor, untaught, outcast, outraged man. Life
had few joys for him ; the world offered him no honors,
no success, no home, no love. What future would this
crime mar? and why should he deny himself that sweet,
yet bitter morsel called revenge? How many white
men, with all New England’s freedom, culture, Chris-
tianity, would not have felt as he felt then? Should I
have reproached him for a human anguish, a human
longing for redress, all now left him from the ruin of his
few poor hopes? Who had taught him that self-control,
self-sacrifice, are attributes that make men masters of
the earth, and lift them nearer heaven? Should’I have
urged the beauty of forgiveness, the duty of devout sub-
mission? He had no religion, for he was no saintly
¢ Uncle Tom,” and Slavery’s black shadow seemed to
darken all the world to him, and shut out God. Should
I have war ed him of penalties, of judgments, and the
potency of iaw? What did he know of justice, or the
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derless life-boat from slipping back into the whirlpool
wherein it had been so nearly lost.

*“I have listened to you, Robert; now hear me, and
heed what I say, because my heart is full of pity for
you, full of hope for your future, and a desire to help
you now. I want you to go away from here, from the
temptation of this place, and the sad thoughts that haunt
it.  You have conquered yourself once, and I honor you
for it, because, the harder the battle, the more glorious
the victory; but it is safer to put a greater distance
between you and this man. I will write you letters,
give you money, and send you to good old Massachusetts
to begin your new life a freeman,— yes, and a happy
man ; for when the captain is himself again, I will learn
where Lucy is, and move heaven and earth to find and
give her back to you. Will you do this, Robert? ” |

Slowly, very slowly, the answer came; for the pur-
pose of a week, perhaps a year, was hard to relinquish
in an hour.

“ Yes, Missis, I will.”

“Good! Now you are the man I thuught you, and
I’ll work for you with all my heart. You need sleep,
my poor fellow; go, and try to forget. The captain is
alive, and as yet you are spared that sin. No, don’t look
there; I'll care for him. Come, Robert, for Lucy’s
sake.” 4

Thank Heaven for the immortality of love! for when
all other means of salvation failed, a spark of this vital
fire softened the man’s iron will, until a woman’s hand
could bend it. He let me take from him the key, let
me draw him gently away, and lead him to the solitude
which now was the most healing balm I could bestow.
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¢ Good-by, Robert! XKeep up good heart, and when
I come home to Massachusetts we’ll meet in a happier
place than this. Are you quite ready, quite comfortable
for your journey?”

““ Yes, Missis, yes ; the Doctor’s fixed everything ; I'se
gwine with a friend of his; my papers are all right, an’
'm as happy as I can be till I find” ——

He stopped there; then went on, with a glance into
the room, —

“I'm glad I didn’t do it, an’ I thank yer, Missis, fer
hinderin’ me, — thank yer hearty; but I'm afraid I hate
him jest the same.”

Of course he did ; and so did I; for these faunlty hearts
of ours cannot turn perfect in a night, but need frost and

fire, wind and rain, to ripen and make them ready for the-

great harvest-home. Wishing to divert his mind, I put my
poor mite into his hand, and, remembering the magiec of
a certain little book, I gave him mine, on whose dark
cover whitely shone the Virgin Mother and the Child,
the grand history of whose life the book contained. The
money went into Robert’s pocket with a grateful murmur,
the book into his bosom, with a long look and a trem-
ulous — x

¢ T never saw my baby, Missis.”

I broke down then ; and though my eyes were too lim
to see, I felt the touch of lips upon my hands, heard the
sound of departing feet, and knew my contraband was
gone. '

When one feels an intense dislike, the less .ne says
about the subject of it the better; therefore 1 shall

merely record that the captain lived,— in time was

exchanged ; and that, whoever the other party was, I

. |
b
]

4






192 CAMP AND FIRESIDE STORIES.

how the regiment that went into action sever hundred
strong, came out having had nearly half its number
captured, killed, or wounded, leaving their young com-
mander to be buried, like a chief of earlier times, with
his body-guard around him, faithful to the death. Surely,
the insult turns to honor, and the wide grave needs no
monument but the heroism that consecrates it in our
sight ; surely, the hearts that held him nearest, see
through their tears a noble victory in the seeming sad
defeat; and surely, God’s benediction was bestowed,
when this loyal soul answered, as Death called the roll,
¢ Lord, here am I, with the brothers Thou hast given
me ! ”

The future must show how well that fight was fought ;
for though Fort Wagner once defied us, public prejudice
is down; and through the cannon-smoke of that black
night, the manhood of the colored race shines before
many eyes that would not see, rings in many ears that
would not hear, wins many hearts that would not hith-
erto believe.

When the news came that we were needed, there was
none so glad as I to leave teaching contrabands, the new
work I had taken up, and go to nurse *our boys,” as
my dusky flock so proudly called the wounded of the

Fifty-Fourth, Feeling more satisfaction, as I assumed

my big apron and turned up my cuffs, than if dressing
for the President’s levee, I fell to work in Hospital No. 10
at Beaufort. The scene was most familiar, and yet
strange ; for only dark faces looked up at me from the

pallets so thickly laid along the floor, and I missed the

sharp accent of my Yankee boys in the slower, softer
voices calling cheerily to one another, or answering my

|
1
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an’ he’s talked a little; but he don’t know me now, so
he’s most gone, I guess.”

Therc was so much sorrow and affection in the boy’s
face, that I remembered something, and asked, with
redoubled interest, —

¢“ Are you the one that brought him off? I was told
about a boy who nearly lost his life in saving that of his
mate.” \ 5

I dare say the young fellow blushed, as any modest
lad might have done ; I could not see it, but I heard the
chuckle of satisfaction that escaped him, as he glanced
from his shattered arm and bandaged side to the pale
ficure opposite.

‘“ Lord, Missis, that’s nothin’; we boys always stan’
by one another, an’ I warn’t goin’ to leave him to be
tormented any more by them cussed Rebs. He’s been a
slave once, though he don’t look half so much like it as
me, an’ I was born in Boston.”

He did not; for the speaker was as black as the ace
of spades, — being a sturdy specimen, the knave of clubs
would perhaps be a fitter representative, — but the dark
freeman looked at the white slave with the pitiful, yet
puzzled expression I have so often seen on the faces of
our wisest men, when this tangled question of Slavery
presented itself, asking to be cut or patiently undone.

‘“ Tell me what you know of this man ; for, even if
he were awake, he is too weak to talk.”

“T never saw him till I joined the regiment, an’ zo
one ’peared to have got much out of him. He was a
shut-up sort of feller, an’ didn’t seem to care for anything
but gettin’ at the Rebs. Some say he was the fust man
of us that enlisted ; I know he fretted till we were off,

-
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“ It is evident that yon did. Now go on about Robert,

for I should be at work.”
““ He was one of the fust up; I was just behind, an’

though the whole thing happened in a minute, I remems
ber how it was, for all I was yellin’ an’ knockin’ round
like mad. Just where we were, some sort of an officer
was wavin’' his sword an’ cheerin’ on his men; Dane
saw him by a big flash that come by ; he flung away his
gun, give a leap, an’ went at that feller as if he was Jeff,
Beauregard, an’ Lee, all in one. I scrabbled after as
quick as I could, but was only up in time to see him git
the sword straight through him an’ drop into the ditch.
You needn’t ask what I did next, Missis, for I don’t
quite know myself; all I'm clear about is, that I man-
aged somehow to pitch that Reb into the fort as dead as
Moses, git hold of Dane, an’ bring him off. Poor old
feller! we said we went in to live or die; he said he
went in to die, an’ he’s done it.”

I had been intently watching the excited speaker; but
as he regretfully added those last words I turned again,
and Robert’s eyes met mine,— those melancholy eyes,
so full of an intelligence that proved he had heard,
remembered, and reflected with that preternatural power
which often outlives all other faculties. He knew me,
yet gave no greeting; was glad to see a woman’s face,
yet had no smile wherewith to welcome it; felt that he
was dying, yet uttered no farewell. He was too far
across the river to return or linger now; departing
thought, strength, breath, were spent in one grateful
look, one murmur of submission to the last pang he
could ever feel. His lips moved, and, bending to them,
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subtle change of counterance and manner, she put him
from her, saying reproachfully, —

““Then do yours, and make some reparation for the
peace of mind you have destroyed. I have a right fo a.sk
this. I came here as to a refuge, hoping to live unknﬁwn'
till the storm was over. Why did you find me out, pro- k-
tect me by your influence, lighten my exile by your soeci=
ety, and, under the guise of friendship, teach me to
love you?” A

Robert Stirling watched her with lover’s eyes, listened 3
with lover’s ears, and answered like a lover, ﬁndmg her
the fairer aud dearer for the growing fear tha.ta ]1&111 ¢
test was in store for him.

“I found you out, because your beauty would not be
concealed ; I protected you, because you were a woman,
and alone; I gave you friendship, because I wished to
prove that we of the North hold sacred the faith our
enemies place in us by sending to our keeping the treasure
they most value ; and, Rose, I loved you because I could
not help it.” 3 L

She smiled then, and the color deepened beautifully in
the half-averted face, but she did not speak and Robert
took heart from the sign.

‘“ I never meant to tell you this, fearing wha.t has now ,f
happened, and I resolved to go away. But, coming here
to say good-by, your grief melted my resolve, and I told
you what I could no longer hide. Have I been ungen-
erous and unjust? If you believe so, tell me what repa-
ration I can make, and, if it is anything an honest man';_
may do, I will do it.” ek

She knew that, was glad to know it; yet, with the
exacting affection of a selfish woman, she felt a jealous
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fall, I lose you; if you come back alive, I lose you ne
less, for how can I accept a hand reddened with the
blood of those I love?” ,

He had no answer, and stood silent. She saw that this
moment ¢f keen suffering and conflicting passions was
the turning-point in the young man’s life, yet, nothing
doubting her power, she hardened herself to his pain that
she might gain her point now and repay his submission
by greater affection hereafter. Her voice broke the brief
silence, steady, sweet, and sad :

“] see that you have chosen; I submit. But go at
once, while I can part as I should; and remember, we
wust never meet again.”
~ He bhad dropped his face into his hands, struggling
dumbly with honest conscience and rebellious heart.
Standing so, he felt a light touch on his bent head, heard
the sound of a departing step, and looked up to see Rose
passing from his sight, perhaps forever. An exclamation
of love and longing broke from his lips; at the sound she
paused, and, turning, let him see that her face was bathed
in tears. At that sight duty seemed doubly stern and
cruel, the sacrifice of integrity grew an easy thing, and
scparation an impossibility. The tender eyes were on
him, the imploring hands outstretched to him, and the
heloved voice cried, brokenly, —

*¢ Oh, Robert, stay!”

“Iwill!”

e spoke out defiantly, as if to silence the inward
monitor that would not yield consent ; he offered his hand |
to seal the promise, and took one step toward the fair
temptation, —no more; for, at the instant, up
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Before him went the blithe singer,— a young man. with
uncovered head, brown hair blowing in the wind, thought-
ful eyes bent on the ground, and lips still softly singing,
as he walked. This brother, always just and gentle,
always ready with sympathy and counsel, now seemed
doubly dear to the sore heart of Robert, as, hurrying to
him, he grasped his arm as a drowning man might clutch
at sudden help; for, though the victory seemed won, he
dared not trust himself alone, with that great longmg
tugging at his heart.

“ Why, Rob! what is it? ” asked his brother, pausing
to wonder at the change which had befallen him since
they parted but a little while ago.

‘““ Ask no questions, Richard; but sing on, sing on,
and, if you love me, keep me fast till we get home,”
answered Robert, excitedly.

Something in his manner, and the glance he cast over
his shoulder, seemed to enlighten his brother. Richard’s
face darkened ominously for a moment, then softened
with sincerest pity as he drew the hand closer through
his arm, and answered, with an almost womanly com-
passion, —

¢ Poor lad I knew it would be so! but I had no fear
that you would become a slave to that beautiful tyrant.
The bitter draught is often more wholesome than the
sweet, and you are wise to lef her go before it is too late.
Tell me your trouble, Rob, and let me help you bear it.”

¢ Not now! not here! Sing, Rick, if you would not
have me break away and go back to her again.”

His brother obeyed him, not with the war-song, but
with the simpler air their mother’s voice had made a
lullaby, beloved by them as babies, boys, and  men.
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lingered because of Rose, and I because I would not
leave you till 1 knew how you fared. That is all over
now ; and surely it is best for you to put States between
you, and let absence teach you to forget.”

““ You are right, and I am a weak fool to dream of
staying. I ought to go; but the spirit that once would
have made the duty easy has deserted me. Richard, 1
have los: faith in myself, and am afraid to go alone.
Come with me, to comfort and keep me steady, as you
have done all my life.”

“I wish I could. Never doubt nor despond, no ; but
remember that we trust you, we expect great things of
you, and are sure you never will disgrace the name father
gave into our keeping.”

“I'll do my best, Rick; but I shall need you more
than ever: and if mother only knew how it is with me,
I think she would say, ¢ Go.””

* Mother does say it, heartily |”

Both started, and turned to see their mother watching
them with an untroubled face. A right noble old woman,
carrying her sixty years gracefully and well,— for her
tall figure was unbent ; below the gray hair shone eyes
clear as any girl’s, and her voice had a cheery ring to it
that roused energy and hope in those who heard it ; while
the benignant power of her glance, the motherly compas-
pion of her touch, brought confirmation to the wavering
resolve and comfort to the wounded heart.

With the filial instinet which outlives childhood, Robert
leaned against her as she drew his head to the bosom that
could always give it rest, and told his sorrow in one
broken exclamation, -—

¢ Qh, mother, I loved her so!”
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women endure the hardships and horrors of camps and
hospitals ; can I not do as much? You offer your young
lives ; surely I may offer the remains of mine. Say no
more : I must enlist with my boys. I could never sit
with folded hands. at home, tormenting myself with fears
for you, although God knows I send you willingly.”

““You should have been a Roman matron, mother,
with many sons to give for your country and few tears
for yourself,” said Richard, watching the fire of her
glance, and listening to the steady voice that talked so
cheerfully of danger and of death.

““ Ah, Rob, the ancient legends preserved the brave
words of the Roman matrons, but they left no record of
the Roman mothers’ tears, because they kept them for
the bitter hours that came when the sacrifices had been
made.” And, as she spoke, two great drops rolled down
to glitter upon Robert’s hair.

For a moment no one stirred, as the three looked their
new future in the face, and, seeing all its perils, owned
its wisdom, accepted its duties, and stood ready to fulfil
them to the last.

Mrs. Stirling spoke first :

¢ My sons, these are times to try the metal of all souls ;
and if we would have ours ring clear, we must follow
with devout obedience the strong convictions that prompt
and lead us to the right. Go, lads, and do your best,
remembering that mother follows you, to rejoice if you
win, to comfort you if you fail, to nurse you if you need
it, and if you fall to lay you tenderly into your graves,
with the proud thought, ¢ They did their duty : God will
remember that, and comfort me.””

The faces of the brothers kindled as she spoke ; their
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young and comely men, stalwart, keen-eyed, and already
bronzed by a Southern sun, although this was their first
campaign. Both were silent, yet neither slept, and in
their silence there was a marked difference,— one lay
looking straight up through the waving boughs at the
clear blue overhead, with an expression as serene; the
other half leaned on his folded arm, moodily plucking at
the turf which was his pillow, with now and then an
impatient sigh, a restless gesture. Omne of these dem-
onstrations of discontent presently roused his comrade
from a waking dream. He sat up, laid a cool hand on the
other’s hot forehead, and said, with brotherly solicitude,—

¢ Not asleep yet, Rob? I hope you’ve not had a sun-
stroke, like poor Blake; for, if you are left behind, we
ghall both lose our share of the fight.”

¢ As well die that way as with a rebel bullet through
your head ; though, if I had my choice, I'd try the last,
as being the quickest,” replied the other, gloomily.

““ That doesn’t sound like you, Rob,—you’ll think
better of it to-morrow, when you’ve had a night’s sound
gleep. This has been a hard march for a young soldier’s
first.”

¢ How much older are you than I, either as man or
goldier, Rick?” asked Robert, half petulantly, half
proudly. .

““Threce hours older as a man, ten minutes as a sol-
dier : you know I enlisted first. Yet I'm much the elder
in many things, as you often tell me,” said Richard, with
the smile that always soothed his brother’s more fiery
gpirit.  *“One of the privileges of my seniority is the
care of you; so tell me what harasses you and scares
rest away?”’
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answered, with a fervor that fully satisfied his brother,
“I promise, Rob!” then added quickly, ‘‘ Bui there
will be no need of that; for, if mortal man can do it, I
will keep you, to care for Rose yourself.”

Through the momentary pause that followed came the
pleasant sound of falling water.

““ Hark, Rob! do you hear it? Give me your can-
teen, and I'll bring you a cool draught that shall remind
you of the old well at home.”

Rising as he spoke, Richard went to the low wall that
rose behind them, swung himself over, and, plunging
down a ferny slope, found a hidden spring dripping mu-
sically from mossy crevices among the rocks into a little
pool below. Pausing a moment to let the shadowy soli-
tude of the green nook bathe his weary spirit in its
peace, he turned to catch the coolest drops that fell ; but,
as he bent, the canteen slipped from his hand and
splashed unheeded into the pool, for, just opposite,
through thickly-growing brakes, he caught the glitter of
a pair of human eyes fixed full upon his face. An
instant he stood motionless, conscious of that subtle
thrill through blood and nerves which sudden danger or
gurprise can bring to the stoutest heart. Before he could
move or speak, the brakes were parted, and the weird,
withered face of an old woman was lifted to the light.
One of the despised race, clothed in rags, covered with
dust, spent with weariness and pain, she lay there, such a
wild and woful object that the lonely spot seemed chosen
not as a resting-place, but as a grave. Leaning on one
arm, she stretched the other trembling hand towards the
young man, whispering, with an assuring nod, —

¢ Don’t be skeered, honey; I’se only a pore ole conty

1
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Norf to fine my ole man, what missis tuk wid her when
she lef’” us bery suddin.”

¢ What part of the North do you want to find? ” asked
Richard, eager to offer the desolate being such help as
lay in his power. She saw the friendly impulse, and
thanked him for it with a look ; but the distrust born of
many wrongs was stronger than the desire for sympathy,
and cautiously, yet humbly, she said, — '

¢“ Massa mus’ please ter ’scuse me ef I doesn’t tell jes’
whar I'se gwine. My pore old man is all dey’s lef me;
and ef missis knowed any ways dat I was lookin’ fer
him, she’d tote him some place whar I couldn’t come. It’s
way off bery fur; but de name of de town is wrote
down in my heart, and, ef I lives, I'll fine it, shore.”

““ Where are your boys?” asked Richard, interested
in spite of the woman’s uninviting aspect.

‘““ I'se had seven chil’en, honey, but dey’s ben sent
eberywhich way, and I doesn’t know whar dey is now,

scept de dead ones. My darters was sole off years ago;

one ob my boys was whipped to def, and one tore so wid
de houn’s it was a mercy de dear Lord tuk him. Two
was put to work on de fortycations down dar; and the
las’ one, my little Mose, starved in my arms as we was
wadin’ fru de big swamps, where we runned when word
come dat de Yanks was comin’ and we’d be free ef we
got to um. It was bery hard to leave de pore chile dar,
but dere was two or free more little grabes to keep him
comp’ny; so I come on alone, and, Glory Halleluyer!
here I is.”

¢ Now, how cap I help you, ma’'am?” said Richard,
involuntarily adding respect to pity, as he heard the
short, sad story of the losses now past help.

Y a
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you sce them, till you find your husband and the happy
North.”

While he refilled the canteen, the contraband, with
the fine sentiment so often found in the least promising
of this affectionate race, hastily gathered a delicate fern
or two, and, adding the one wild rose that blossomed in
that shady spot, offered her little nosegay, with a hu-
mility as touching as Lier earnestness,

“It’s a pore give, chile; but I’se nuffin’ else sceptin’
de wish dat yer’ll hab all yer want in dis world and de
nex’.”,

As Richard took it, through his mind flashed the
memory of old romantic legends, wherein weird women
foretold happy fortunes to young knights pausing at some
wayside well, — fortunes to be won only by unshaken
loyalty to virtue, love, and honor. Looking down upon
the flower, whose name lent it a double charm to him,
he said low, to himself, with quickened breath and
kindling eyes, —

‘“ A propitious wish! May it be fulfilled, if I deserve
7% i

Then, as the first drum-beat sounded, he pressed the
hard hand that gave the gift, and sprang up the bank,
little dreaming how well the grateful heart he left behind
him would one day remember and repay his charity.

Three days later, the brothers stood side by side in the
ranks at Gettysburg, impatiently awaiting their turn to
attack a rebel battery that must be silenced. From
height to height thundered the cannon; up and down
the long slopes surged a sea of struggling humanity ; all
the air was darkened by wavering clouds of smoke and
dust, which lifted only when iron messengers of death






218 CAMF AND FIRESIDE STORIES.

“Not yet. Clear the way for me, Rick, and let the
old flag be the first up.”

A loyal cheer from behind drowned the rebel yell that
rose in front, as a blue wave rolled up and broke over
the wall, carrying the brothers with it. Above the deadly
conflict that went on below, the Stars and Stripes tossed
wildly to and fro ; but steadily the color-bearer struggled
higher, and steadily his body-guard of one went on before
him, forcing a passage through the press, till, in a single
mstant, there came a hurtling sound, a deafening crash,
a fiery rain of death-dealing fragments, and, with an
awful vision of dismembered bodies, wrathful faces panic-

stricken in the drawing of a breath, and a wide gap in

the swaying mass before him, Robert Stirling was flung,
stunned and bleeding, against the wall so lately left.

Cries of mortal anguish roused him from a moment’s mer-
ciful oblivion, and showed him that, for his brother and
himself, the battle was already done. Not far away, half
hidden under a pile of mingled blue and gray, Richard
lay quiet on the bloody grass, and, as Robert’s dizzy
eyes wandered up and down his own bruised body to dis-
cover whence came the sharp agony that wrung his
nerves, he saw that but one arm now hung shattered at
his side; the left was gone, and a single glance at the
ghastly wound sent such a pang of horror through him
that he closed his eyes, muttering, with white lips, —

‘¢ Poor mother! it will be hard to lose us both.”

Something silken-soft swept across his face, and, look-

ing up, he saw that the flag had fallen with him, and lay

half’ upright against the wall, still fluttering bravely
where many eyes could see it, many willing hearts press
on to defend it, Faithful to the last, he leaned across
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commander whom he so loved and honored, seemed to
send mew life through the fainting man. His dim eye
kindled, his voice grew strong and steady, as, forgetful
of the maimed body it inhabited, the unconquerable
epirit answered, fervently, —

‘I could die for it.”

Then, as if in truth he had done his best, had died for
it, Robert Stirling fell forward in the shadow of the
flag, his head upon the same green pillow where his
brother’s lay.

IT7].

‘“ HERE’S the paper, and Fisher to read it for us, boys.
Hush, there, and let’s hear what’s up!”

An instant silence reigned through the crowded ward
as the chief attendant entered with the morning sheet
that daily went the rounds. The convalescents gathered
about him ; the least disabled propped themselves upon
their arms to listen; even the weakest turned wistful
eyes that way, and ceased their moaning, that they might
hear, as Fisher slowly read out the brief despatches, and
then the mournful lists of wounded, dead, and missing.

Among the many faces in the room, one female one
appeared ; a strong, calm face, with steadfast eyes, and
lips grown infinitely tender with the daily gospel of pa-
tience, hope, and consolation which they preached in
words of motherly compassion. Still bathing and bind-
mg up a shattered limb, she listened to the reading,
though her heart stood still to hear, and her face flushed
and paled with the rapid alternations of hope and fear.
Presently the one audible voice paused suddenly, and a
little stir ran through the group as the reader stole an
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eyes might read the words, and warn him lest they left
his lips too suddenly for one listener’s ear.

Slowly name after name was read, and the long list
drew near its end. A look of relief already settled upon
some countenances, and one friendly fellow had turned to
nod reassuringly at the mother, when a hand clutched
Fisher’s shoulder, and with a start he stopped short in
the middle of a word. DMrs. Stirling rose up to receive
the coming blow, and stood there mute and motionless, a
figure so full of pathetic dignity that many eyes grew
very dim. A gesture signified her wish, and, with choked
voice and trembling lips, poor Fisher softly read the brief
record that one word made so terrible, —

“ R. Stirling, dead.”

“ Give me the paper.”

A dozen hands were outstretched to serve her ; and, as
she took it, trying to teach herself that the heavy tidings
were not false, several caps were silently swept off, — an
involuntary tribute of respect to that great grief from
rough yet tender-hearted men who had no words to offer.

The hurried entrance of a surgeon broke the heavy
silence ; and his brisk voice jarred on every ear, as he
exclaimed, —

“ Good-by, boys! I'm off to the front. God bless
me ! what’s the matter?”

¢“ Bad news for Mrs. Stirling, sir. Do speak to her:
I can’t,” whispered Fisher, with two great tears running
down his waistcoat.

There was no time to speak ; three words had roused
her from the first stupor of her sorrow, and down the
long room she went, steady and strong again, straight te
the surgeon, saying, briefly, —
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din and darkness of those dreadful transports. I ecan
bear anything, do anything, go anywhere, to find my
boys. Oh, sir, by the love you bear your mother, I im-
pivre you to let me go!”

The look, the tone, the agony of supplication, made
Ler appeal irresistible.

““ You shall,” replied the doctor, decidedly, putting all
objections, obstacles and dangers out of sight. ¢TIl
delay one hour for you, Mrs. Stirling.” -

Up she sprang, as if endowed with the spirit and ac-
tivity of a girl; hope, courage, gratitude, shone in her
eyes, flushed warm across her face, and sounded in her
eager voice, as she said, hurrying from the room, —

¢ Not an instant for me. Go as you first proposed. I
shall be ready long before the time.”

She was: for all her thought, her care, was for her
boys, not for herself; and, when Dr. Hyde went to seek
her in the matron’s room, that busy woman looked up
from the case of stores she was unpacking, and answered,
with a sob, —

‘“ Poor soul! she’s waiting for you in the hall.” %

News of her loss and her departure had flown through
the house ; for no nurse there was so beloved and honored
as “ Madam Stirling,” as the stately old lady was called
among the boys; and when the doctor led her to the

ambulance, it was through a crowd of wan and erippled

creatures gathered there to sece her off. Many eyes fol
lowed her, many lips blessed her, many hands were out»
stretched for a farewell grasp; and, as the ambulance
went clattering away, old Fisher gave expression to the
general feeling, when he said, with an air of solemn cor
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chivalrous protection of men, and men yearning for gyimn.
pathy always found it ready in the hearts and eyes of
women as they told their sorrows and were comforted.
Many brief tragedies were poured into Mrs. Stirling’s
ear ; more than one weaker nature leaned upon ler
strength ; more than one troubled soul felt itself calmd
by the pious patience which touched that worn and veu-
erable countenance with an expression which made it an
unconscious comfort to many eyes; and in seeing, sol-
acing the woes of others, she found fresh courage to sus-
tain her own.

They came at last, with much difficulty and many de-
lays, to the little town in and along which lay nine thou-
sand dead, and nearly twenty thousand wounded men.
Although a week had not yet passed since the thunder of
the cannon ceased, the place already looked like the vast
cemetery which it was soon to become; for, in groves
and fields, by the roadside and along the slopes, wherever
they fell, lay loyal and rebel soldiers in the shallow graves
that now are green. The long labor of interment was
but just begun ; for the living appealed more urgently to
both friend and stranger, and no heart was closed, no
hand grew weary, while strength and power to aid re-
mained. All day supply wagons and cars came full anl
departed empty ; all day ambulances rolled to and fro,
bringing the wounded from remoter parts of the wide
battle-field to the railroad for removal to fixed hospitals
elsewhere ; all day the relief-stations, bearing the blesscd
sign, ¢ U. S. San. Com.,” received hundreds of suiferers
into the shelter of their tents, who must else have laid
waiting their turn for transportation in the burning July

sun; all day, and far into the night, red-handed surgeons
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want neither rest nor food ; I only want my boys; aud I
must look for them both day and night, lest one hour of
idleness should make my coming one hour too late. 1
shall go back to the station. A constant stream of
wounded men is passing there; and, while I help and
comfort \hem, I can see that my boys are not hurried
away while I am waiting for them here.”

He let her have her will, well knowing that for such
as she there was no rest till hope came, or exhausted
nature forced her to pause. Back to the relief-station
they went, and, while Dr. Hyde dressed wounds, issued
orders, and made diligent inquiry among the throngs that
came and went, Mrs, Stirling, with other anxious yet
hopeful, helpful women, moved about the tents, preparing
nourishment for the men, who came in faster than they
could be served. Through the whole night she worked,

lifting water to lips too parched to syllable the word, |

wetting wounds unbandaged for days, feeding famished
creatures who had lain suffering in solitary places till
some minister of mercy found and succored them, whis
pering words of good cheer, and, by the cordial comfort
of her presence, sending many a poor soul on his way
rejoicing. But, while she worked so tirelessly for others,
she still hungered for her children, and would not be
comforted. No ambulance came rumbling from the field
that she did not hurry out to scan the new-comers with
an eye that neither darkness nor disguise could deceive ;
not a stretcher with its helpless burden was brought in
that she did not bend over it with the blessed eup of water
in her hand, and her poor Leart fluttering in her breast ;
and often, among the .groups of sleepers that lay every-
where, there went a shadowy figure through the nigh,
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pain. Up and down, from dawn till dusk, went the heavy-
hearted pair; but evening came again, and still no sure
intelligence, no confirmed fear or happy meeting, light-
ened the terrible uncertainty that tortured them.

¢ Dear madam, we have done all that human patience
and perseverance can do. Now, leave your boys in
God’s hand, and let me care for you as if you were my

mother,” said the compassionate doctor, as they paused,

dusty, jaded, and dejected, at the good citizen’s hospitable
door.

Mrs, Stirling did not answer him. She sat there, an
image of maternal desolation, her hands locked together
on her knee, her eyes fixed and unseeing, and in her face
a still, white anguish piteous to see. With gentlest
constraint, her friend led her in, laid the gray head down
upon a woman’s breast, and left her to the tender care
of one who had known a grief like hers.

For hours she lay where kind hands placed her, phys-
ically spent, yet mentally alert as ever. No passing
face escaped her, no sound fell unheeded on her ear, no
movement of those about her was unobserved: yet she
neither spoke, nor stirred, nor slept, till midnight gath-
ered cool and dark above a weary world. Then a brief
lapse into unconsciousness partially repaired the ravages
thosz two hard days had wrought. But even when the
exhausted body rested, the unwearied soul continued its
gad quest, and in her dreams the mother found her boys.
So vivid was the vision, that she suddenly awoke to find
herself thrilled with a strange joy, trembling with a
strange expectancy. She rose up in her bed, she put

vway her fallen hair, fast whitening with sorrow’s frost,
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of loose fragments of stone, piled there by many hands
whose earthly labor was already done. There, gathered
from among the thickly-strewn dead, and shelfered by
an awning till they could be taken lower, lay a score of
men, blue coats and gray, side by side on the bare earth,
equals now in courage, suffering, and patience. The
one faithful attendant who kept his watch alone was
gone for water, that first, greatest need and comfort in
hours like those, and the dim light of a single lantern
flickered through the gloom. Utter silence filled the
dreary place, till from the remotest corner came a faint,
imploring cry, the more plaintive and piteous for being a
man’s voice grown childlike in its weak wandering : —

¢ Mother ! mother! come to me!” :

““ Who spoke? ”

A woman’s voice, breathless and broken, put the
question ; a woman’s figure stood at the entrance of the
rude shelter; and when a wakeful sufferer answered,
eagerly, ‘ Robert Stirling, just brought in dying. For
God’s sake help him if you can,”—a woman’s face,
transfigured with a sudden joy, flashed swiftly, silently
before his startled eyes, to bend over ome low bed,
whence came the sound of tender speech, prayerful
thanksgiving, and the strong sobbing of a man who ip
his hour of extremest need found solace and salvation in
the dear refuge of his mother’s arms. 1

|
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THuEY were alone together, the mother and her one son,
after weeks of suffering anl a long, slow journey, safely
at home at last. Poor Rob was a piteous sight now, for
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b

such rents in her fine handiwork ; but the wounds are
healing rapidly, thanks to your temperate life and hardy
frame.”

“ And your devoted care, most faithful of nurses,”
added Robert, turning his lips to the hand that had
strayed caressingly from forehead to cheek. ‘Do your
best for me, mother,—and you can do more than any
other in the world ; get me on my feet again as soon as
may be, and then, God willing, I’ll find Rick if he’s

above the sod.”

Mrs. Stirling opened her lips to remonstrate against

the vain purpose, but, seeing the sudden color that lent
the wan face a semblance of health, hearing the tone of
energy that strengthened the feeble voice, and remem-
bering how deep a root the hope had taken in the broth-
er’s heart, she silently resolved to let it sustain him if if
could, undisturbed by a look or word of unbelief.

“ We will go together, Rob. My first search was sue-
cessful ; Heaven grant my second may be so likewise. I
will do my best ; and when I see you your old self again
[ shall be ready to follow anywhere.”

“ My old self again ! I never can be that, and why 1

was spared to be a burden to you while Rick was taken

—no, not taken — I’ll neither say nor think that. If he

were dead I should either follow him or find comfort _in :

the thought that he was at peace; but he is alive, for
day and night his spirit calls to mine. and I must answer
it as you answered me when I cried to you in what I

thought to be my dying hour. Remember, mother, how
many of our wen were found after they were believed to

to have been killed or taken. John King’s grave was
pointed out to his wife, you know ; and, when she had
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hope it, least of all from Rose? No,I am done with
love ; my dream has had a stern awakening ; do not talk
of the impossible to me.”

His mother smiled the wise smile of one who under-
stood the workings of a woman’s heart, and, knowing
both its weakness and its strength, believed that all things
are possible to love. Perhaps some village gossip had
breathed a hint into her ear which confirmed her hope;
or, judging another by herself, she ventured to comfort
her son by prophesying the return of the dream which he
believed forever ended. -

« T will leave that theme for a younger, more persuasive
woman to discourse upon, when the hour comes in which _‘;
you find that hearts do not always change with changing
fortunes, that afiliction often deepens affection, and when
cne asks a little pity one sometimes receives much love.”

¢ T shall never ask either of Rose.” __,

“If she truly loves you there will be no need of ask-
ing, Rob.” v

His face brightened beautifully as he listened ; his eyes
shone, and he moved impetuously, as if the mere thought 51.'
had power to lift and set him on his feet, a hale and
happy man again. But weakness and helplessness held =
him down ; and, with a sharper pang than that of the ._E
half-healed wounds, he lay back, exclaiming with a bltta;r
gigh, — ‘

¢ No hope of such a fate for me! I must be content
with the fulfilment of my other longing, and think of puor
Rick all the more because I must not think of Rosq.
Oh! if my worst enemy should bring the dear lad home &3
to me, I'd joyfully forgive, love, honor him for that one

lﬂ-t . i ﬁ.
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“ Yes, missis,— you may ’pend on me.”

At dawn they were away, the young mistress and
her old slave. No one knew why they had gone, nor
whither ; and village rumor said Miss Rose had left
go suddenly because young Stirling and his mother
had come home. When Mrs. Stirling heard of the
departure, her old eyes kindled with indignation, while
her voice trembled with grief, as she said to her
son, —

““I am bitterly disappointed in her; think of her no
more, Rob.

But Robert turned his face to the wall, and neither
spoke nor stirred for many hours.

- In ancient times, young knights went out to defend
distressed dames and free imprisoned damsels; but, in
our day, the errantry is reversed, and many a strong-
hearted woman goes journeying up and down the land,
beut on delivering some beloved hero from a captivitj
more terrible than any the old legends tell. Rose was
now one of these; and, though neither a meek Una nor
a dauntless Britomart, she resolutely began the long quest
which was to teach her a memorable lesson, and make a
loyal woman of the rebel beauty.

At first she haunted hospitals; and, while her heari
was wrung by the sight of every form of suffering, she
marked many things that sunk deep into her memory,
and forced it to bear testimony to the truth. She saw
Confederate soldiers lying side by side with Union men,
as kindly treated, almost as willingly served, and twice

conquered by those who could smite hard like valiant i
soldiers, and then lift up their fallen enemy like Christian
ventlemen. This sight caused her to vesall other mnﬁbg;; v
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by its martyrdom. Seeing these things, she could not
but blush for those whom she once had blindly honored ;
could not but heartily respect those whom she once had
as blindly distrusted and despised.

She searched many prisons ; for, when neither eloqueuce
por beauty could win its way, money proved a golden key,
and let her in. Here, as elsewhere, the same strong coun-
trast was forced upon her ; for, while one side fed, clothed,
and treated their conquered with courteous forbearance,
often sending them back the richer and better for their
sojourn, the other side robbed, starved, tormented, and
often wantonly murdered the helpless victims of the
chances of war, or returned them worn out with priva-

tion and neglect to die at home, or to endure the longer

captivity of strong souls pent in ruined bodies. And
Rose felt her heart swell with indignant grief and shame,
as she came out into the free world again, finding the
shadow of prison-bars across its sunshine, hearing the

sichs of long-suffering men in every summer wind, and -

fully seeing at last how black a blight slavery and
treason had brought upon the land she loved.

She went to Hospital Directories, those kindly insti-
tuted intelligence offices for anxious hearts, and there
she saw such sorrowful scenes, yet heard such cheerful,
courageous words, that sympathy and admiration con-
tended for the mastery in the Southern woman’s breast.

She heard an old mother say proudly, as she applied for

a pass, ‘I have had seven sons in the army ; three are
dead, and two are wounded, but I'm glad my boys went.”
She saw a young wife come to meet her husband, and

learn that he was waiting for her in his coffin; but

though her heart was broken, there was no murmuring
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himself was taken by our men when they returned to
the charge ; but whether Stirling lived or died he could
not tell : probably the latter, being severely wounded in
head and chest.

The smile, the thanks Rose gave in return for these
good tidings, and the comforts she gratefully provided,
would have made caplivity dangerously alluring to the
young lieutenant had she remained. But armed with
this intelligence she went on her way rejoicing, eager to
trace and follow the army of prisoners that had gone
southward. Weeks had been consumed in her search,
and already rumors of the horrors of the Libby Prison-
house and Belle Island had disturbed and shocked the
North. Haunted with woful recollections of all the
varied sufferings she had seen, her imagination pictured
Richard weak and wounded, shivering and starving,
while she waited with full hands and eager heart to save,
and heal, and lead him home. Intent on reaching Rich-
mond, she besieged officials in high places as well as low,
money flowed like water, and every faculty was given to
the work. It seemed as if she had undertaken an impossi-
bilty ; for though all pitied, tried to help, and heartily
admired the beautiful brave woman, no one could serve
her as she would be served; and she began to exerrcise
her fertile wit in devising some way in which she could
attain her object by stratagem, if all other means should
fail.

Waiting in her carriage, one day, at the door of a
helpful friend’s office, while Jupe carried up a message,
gshe was startled from an anxious reverie by the sudden
appearance of an agitated black countenance at the wine

-
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’pears like we couldn’t help it, comin’ so bery sudden an'
undispected,”’ apologized Jupe, wiping away the last of
his own and Juno’s tears with the same handkerchief,
which, very properly, was a miniature star-spangled
banner. ¢

But Rose’s own eyes were wet ; and in her sight there
was nothing unlovely or unmannerly in that natural out-
break of affection, for she had learned to feel for others
now, and the same stern discipline which made her both
strong and humble, taught her to see much that was true

and touching in the spectacle of the gray heads bent

towards each other ; the wrinkled faces shining with joy ;
the hard hands locked together, as the childless, friend-
less old pair found freedom, happiness, and rest for a
moment in each other’s arms. Like a true woman, Juno
calmed herself first, that she might talk ; and, embold
ened by the gracious change in her once imperious
mistress, she told the story of her wanderings at length,
not forgetting the chief incident of her long and lonely
flicht, the meeting with Robert Stirling. At the sound
of his name, both Rose and Jupe exclaimed, and Juno

was rapidly made acquainted with the mission whick

had brought them there. Deeply impressed with the
sircumstance, and a sense of her own importance, the
good soul entered heartily into the matter, saying, with
the pious simplicity of her race, —

“ De ways ob de Lord is 'mazing ’sterious! but we's
boun’ to b’lieve dav He'll take special kere ob dat dear
~ chile, elseways we shouldn’t hab ben brung togedder so
cur’us. I tole de blessed gen’I'man I'd 'member him, and

[ has; I prayed ter be spared ter see his kine face aging

an’ I was.”
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was gwine to wipe my eyes wid it. Den I got my wits
togedder and gib de loaf such a great chuck dat I mos’
fell out a winder, but he got it; I sawed him break it in
bits and gib em roun’ to de pore boys side ob him, some
wid no arms to grab wid, some too hurted to fight and
run for it like de res. Den I’se fraid he won’t had nuf
for his self, so I gets more and fros it far, and he larfa’
out hearty like a boy, and calls to me, ¢I tank yer, ma’am.
God bless yer!” Dat set me cryin’ agin, like a ole fool
as I is, and when I come to dey was movin’ on agin, and
de las I see ob dat dear soul he was marchin’ brave, wid
de sun beatin’ down on his pore head, de hot sand burnin’
his pore feet, and a sick boy hangin’ on his arm. But
fer all dat he kep lookin’ back, noddin’ and smilin’ till
dey was clean gone, and dere was nuffin left but prayers
and sobbin’ all dat day fer me.”

‘Tt is certain then that he has gone to Richmond; I
must follow. Jupe, what message did Mr. Norton send
me ?” asked Rose, remembering her unanswered inquiry
at last.

‘“ He bery busy, Missis, elseways he come down and
see yer ; but he says dere’s no gittin’ any passes, and de
only ’vice he can gib, is dat you goes to "Napolis and
looks dere, kase dere’s ben some pris’ners fetched dere
{rum Belle Island, and dere’s jes one chance dat Massa
Stirlin’ mought be 'mong em.”

“Tll go! Jupe, order the man back to the hotel.
There’s not a moment to be lost,” said Rose.

¢ Oh, missy, lem me go wid you!” implored Juno. *“I
knows I don’t look bery spectable, but I'll follow on hind
yer some ways : I’se good at nussin’, I can pry roun’ in
places whar a lady couldn’t, and ef dat bressed gen’l'man
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ible, for the frightful emaciation, the long, neglected Thair
and beard, so changed him that his own mother might
have passed by without a glance of recognition. .

‘“It is not he, Juno. Poor soul, poor soul! cover his
face, and let him rest,” sighed Rose, with tremulous lips,
bending to lay her delicate handkerchief over the piteous
face, one glance at which had made her eyes too dim for
seeing, and seemed to utter a mute reproach, as if the
loss of this life lay at her door.

““It is de dear boy, missy; I’se shore ob it, fer see
what I foun’ in dis faded little bag dat lay on his heart,
when I feeled to see if dere was any beat lef. Here’s a
bit ob gray har in a paper wid somefin wrote on it, an’
here’s de flower I gib him. I knows it by de red string
I pulled out ob my old shawl to tie de posy wid. Ah,
honey, I specks he smiled so when he tuk de rose, an’
kep it, kase he tort ob you, and lubbed you bery dear.”

The little case and the dead flower fell from Rose’s
hand, as she read these words upon tlie worn paper that
held the gray curl: * For Rick from mother, May 10,
1863 ” ; and she laid her warm cheek down beside that
chilly one, crying through the heartiest, happiest tears
she ever shed.

¢ Oh, Richard, have I come too late?”

Something in the touch of tender lips, the magnetism

of a living, loving heart, seemed to arrest the weary

gpirit in its flight, and call it back to life by the power of
that passion which outlives death.

¢ De heart’s a beatin’. and de bref’s a comin’, shore.
Lif up his head, honey! Jupe, fan him bery kereful,
while I gets a drop ob brandy down his frote, an’ rubs
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and forgive me for the wrong I have done you all these
years.”

'
-

Rose’s subdued yet earnest manner, and the magnitude

of the gift, restrained the rapture of the old pair, which
twund vent only in a demonstration that touched Rose
more than a stream of thanks and blessings. Holding
fast the precious paper that gave them freedom only at
life’s close, they put back the money, feeling too rich in
that other gift to fear want, and, taking one of the white
hands in their black ones, they kissed them, wet them
with grateful tears, and clung to them, imploring to be

allowed to stay with her, to serve her, love her, and be ‘-

her faithful followers to the end.

Much moved, she gave the promise ; and happier than
any fabled king and queen of Olympus were the old
freedman and his wife, when they went away to nurse
each other for a little while, at their mistress’s desire,
leaving her to tend the ‘‘ General,” as Jupe insisted upon
calling Richard, laboring under a delusion that, be-

cause he had suffered much, he must have received honor

and promotion.

Very quiet, useful hours were those that followed, and
these proved the sincerity of her amendment, by the zeal
with which she performed many a distasteful duty for

Richard and his companions in misfortune, the patience

with which she bore many discomforts, the energy with

which she met and conquered all obstacles to the fulfil-
ment of her purpose. Unconsciously Richard did more

for her than she for him: because, though unseen, his .

work was both more difficult and more enduring than her

own. She nursed and nourished an exhausted body;
A

he, by the influence of character, s8othed and sustained '

b
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was as natural to him as his patience, he ended his sus-
pense, and manfully went to meet his fate.

Rose had been reading him to sleep one night, and
fancying, from his stillness, that she had succeeded, she
cloged her book, and sat watching the thin face that looked
go pale and peaceful in the shaded light that filled the
room. Not long did she study it, for suddenly the clear
eyes opened, and, as if some persistent thought found
utterance, almost against his will, he asked, —

‘“ Rose, why did you come to find me?”

She divined the true meaning of the look, the words,
with a woman’s instinct, and answered both with the
perfect truth which they deserved.

‘¢ Because your brother wanted you.”

“ For his sake you came for me?”

“ Yes, Richard.”

¢ Then, Rose, you— you love him still? ”

““ How can I help it, when he needs me more than
ever?”

For a moment Richard’s face changed terribly ; then
something seemed to gush warm across his heart, send-
ing a generous glow to cheek and forehead, banishing
the despair from his eyes, and lending to his voice a
heartiness unheard before.

“ Forgive me, Rose ; you are a nobler woman than 1
thought you. He does need you more than ever; give

him your whole heart, and help me to make his hard life

happy.”
“I will — God bless my brother Rick!” and, bend-

ing, Rose kissed him softly on the forehead, the only
token that ever betrayed her knowledge of his love, the
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gave liim to his mother’s arms. At first, a joyful tumult
reigned ; then, as the wonder, gratitude, and joy sub-
sided, all turned to Rose. She stood apart, silently re-
ceiving her reward; and, though worn and weary with
her long labor, never had she seemed so beautiful as

then; for the once proud eyes were grown sweetly

humble, the serenity of a great content shone in her face,
and a fine blending of gentleness and strength gave the
crowning grace to one who was now, in truth, a ¢ right
noble woman.”

The mother and her sons regarded her in silence for a
moment, and silently she looked back at them with a
glance, a gesture that said more eloquently than any
words : * Forgive me, love me, and forget the past.” Mrs,
Stirling opened her arms, and Rose clung to that moth-
erly bosom, feeling that no daughter could be dearer
than she was now, that all®*her pain and penitence was
known, and her reward secure at last.

‘““ Rose, I have but one thing precious enough to give
you in return for the great service you have so beautifully
conferred upon me. If I read your heart aright, this is
the prize for which you have striven and suffered ; and,
loving you the dearer for your constancy, I freely give
one-half my treasure to your keeping, sure that you will
find life richer, happier, and better for your devotion to
the man you love.”

Rose understood her, —felt that the mother wished to
prove the woman’s pride, the lover’s truth,— and well
she stood the test; for going straight to Robert, who had
scarcely spoken, but whose eye had never left her since
she came, she said, clearly and steadily, — too earnest
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As she spoke, Di pushed up her black braids, thuinped

the pillow of the couch where she was lying, and with'

eager eyes went down the last page of her book.

* Nan!™”

“ Yes, Laura,” replied the girl, coming back with the
third volume for the literary cormorant, who took it with
a nod, still too intent upon the ¢ Confessions of a Fair
Saint” to remember the failings of a certain plain sinner,

¢ Don’t forget the Italian cream for dinner. I depend
upon it ; for it’s the only thing fit for me this hot weather.”

And Laura, the cool blonde, disposed the folds of her
white gown more gracefully about her, and touched up
the eyebrow of the Minerva she was drawing.

¢ Lattle daughter ! ”

‘ Yes, father.”

¢ Let me have plenty of clean collars in my bag, for I
must go at three ; and some of you bring me a glass of
cider in about an hour, — I shall be in the lower garden.”

The old man went away into his imaginary paradise,
and Nan into that domestic purgatory on a summer day,
—the kitchen. There were vines about the windows,
gunshine on the floor, and order everywhere ; but it was

haunted by a cooking-stove, that family altar whence such

varied incense rises to appease the appetite of household
gods, before which such dire incantations are pronounced
to ease the wrath and woe of the priestess of the fire,
and avoat which often linger saddest memories of wasted
teraper, time, and toil.

Nan was tired, haviug risen with the birds, hurried,
having many cares those happy little housewives never
know, and disappointed in a hope that hourly ¢ dwindled,
peaked, and pined.” She was too young to make the
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fulfilled, Nan looked up to greet John Lord, the house-
friend, who stood there with a basket on his arm ; and as
she saw his honest eyes, kind lips, and helpful hands, the

girl thought this plain young man the comeliest, most ¥

welcome sight she had beheld that day.

““ How good of you, to come through all this heat, and .

not to laugh at my despair!” she said, looking up like a
grateful child, as she led him in.

“I ouly obeyed orders, Nan; for a certain dear old
lady had a motherly presentiment that you had got into
2 domestic whirlpool, and sent me as a sort of life pre-
server. So I took the basket of consolation, and came
to fold my feet upon the carpet of contentment in the
tent of friendship.”

As he spoke, John gave his own gift in his mother’s
name, and bestowed himself in the wide window-seat,
where morning-glories nodded at him, and the old butter-
nut sent pleasant shadows dancing to and fro.

His advent, like that of Orpheus in Hades, seemed to
soothe all unpropitious powers with a sudden spell. The
fire began to slacken, the kettles began to lull, the meat
began to cook, the irons began to cool, the clothes began
to behave, the spirits began to rise, and the collar was
finished off with most triumphant success. John watched
the change, and, though a lord of creation, abased hin-
gelf to take compassion on the weaker vessel, and was
seized with a great desire to lighten the homely tasks

that tried her strength of body and soul. He took a com= |
prehensive glance about the room; then, extracting a

dish from the closet, proceeded to imbrue his hands in

the strawberries’ blood. :
“ Oh, John, you needn’t do that; I shall have time
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“She is in Germany, with ¢ Wilhelm Meister,” but,
though ¢lost to sight, to memory dear’; for I was just
thinking, as I did her things, how clever she is to like all
kinds of books that I don’t understand at all, and to write
things that make me cry with pride and delight. Yes,
she’s a talented dear, though she hardly knows a needle
from a crow-bar, and will make herself one great blot
some of these days, when the ‘divine afflatus’ descends
upon her, I'm afraid.”

And Nan rubbed away with sisterly zeal at Di’s forlorn
hose and inky pocket-handkerchiefs.

¢ Where is Laura?” proceeded the inquisitor.

“Well, I might say that she was in Italy; for she is
copying some fine thing of Raphael’s, or Michael Angelo’s,
or some great creature’s or other ; and she looks so piec-
turesque in her pretty gown, sitting before her easel, that
it’s really a sight to behold, and I've peeped two or three
times to see how she gets on.”

And Nan bestirred herself to prepare the dish where-
with her picturesque sister desired to prolong her artistie
existence.

““ Where is your father?” John asked again, checking
off each answer with a nod and a little frown.

¢ He is down in the garden, deep in some plan about
nuelons, the beginning of which seems to consist in stamp-
ing the first proposition in Euclid all over the bed, and
then poking a few seeds into the middle of each. Why,
bless the dear man! I forgot it was time for the cider,
Wouldn’t you like to take it to him, John? He’d love
to consult you; and the lane is so cool, it does one’s
heart good to look at it.”

John glanced from the steamy kitchen to the shadowy
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and, now I think of it, you’d better Water the lettuce i i
the cool of the evening, after I'm gone.”

To all of which remarks Nan gave her assent ; thongh
the hop-pole took the likeness of a tall figure she had seen
in the porch, the sage-bed, curiously enough, suggested
a strawberry ditto, the lettuce vividly reminded her of
certain vegetable productions a basket had brought, and
the bobolink ouly sung in his cheeriest voice, ** Go
home, go home ! he is there!”

She found John, —having made a Freemason of him-
gelf, by assuming her little apron, — meditating over the
partially spread table, lost in amaze at its desolate appear-
ance ; one-half its proper paraphernalia having been for-
gotten, and the other half put on awry. Nan laughed
till the tears ran over her cheeks, and John was gratified
at the eflicacy of his treatment ; for her face had brought
a whole harvest of sunshine from the garden, and all her
cares seemed to have been lost in the windings of the lane.

¢ Nan, are you in hysterics?” cried Di, appearing, book
in hand. “John, you absurd man, what are you doing ?”

“T'm helpin’ the maid-of-all-work, please marm.”
And John dropped a courtesy with his limited apron.

Di looked ruffled, for the merry words were a covert
reproach ; and with her usual energy of manner and
freedom of speech she tossed ‘* Wilhelm” out of the
window, exclaiming, irefully, —

¢ That’s always the way ; I'm never where I ought to
be, and never think of anything till it’s too late; but it’s
all Goethe’s fault. What does he write books full of
smart ¢ Phillinas’ and interesting ¢ Meisters’ for? How
can I be expected to remember that Sally’s away, and
people must eat, when I'm hearing the ¢ Harper’ and lite







266 CAMP AND FIRESIDE STORIES.

vou're rizht, then go ahead!” He knew things were
not right ; therefore he did not go ahead.

‘““ Oh, by the way, girls, don’t forget to pay Tommy
Mullein for bringing up the cow ; he expects it to-night.
~ And, Di, Jon’t sit up till daylight, nor let Laura stay out
in the dew. Now, I believe, I'm off. Come, Solon!”

But Solon only cocked the other ear, gently agitated

his mortified tail, as premonitory symptoms of departure,
and never stirred a hoof, being well aware that it always
took three ‘‘ comes” to make a ‘¢ go.” |

‘“ Bless me! TI’'ve forgotten my spectacles. They are
probably shut up in that volume of Herbert on my table.
Very awkward to find myself without them ten miles
away. Thank you, John. Don’t neglect to water the
lettuce, Nan, and don’t overwork yourself, my little
¢ Martha.” Come v ‘

At this juncture Solon suddenly went off at a trot,
and the benign old pastor disappeared, humming ¢ He-
bron” to the creaking accompaniment of the bulgy

chaise.

Laura retired to take her siesta; Nan made a small
carbonaro of herself by sharpening her sister’s crayons,
and Di, as a sort of penance for past sins, tried her
patience over a piece of knitting, in which she soon
originated a somewhat remarkable pattern, by dropping
every third stitch, and seaming ad hbitum. If John had
been a gentlemanly creature, with refined tastes, he
would have elevated his feet, and made a nuisance of
himself by indulging in a ‘“ weed”; but being only an
uncultivated youth, with a rustic regard for pure air and

womankind in general, he kept his head uppermost, and

talked like a man, instead of smoking like a chimney.
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“ What will happen then, John?” asked Nan, with a
wonrering glance.

“Tll tell you in a year, Nan,— wait till then.” And
John’s strong hand unclosed, as if the desired good were
not to be his yet,

Di looked at him, with a knitting-needle stuck into her
Lair, saying, like a sarcastic unicorn, —

“1 really thought you had a soul above pots and

kettles, but I see you haven’t; and I beg your pardon

for the injustice I have done you.”

Not a whit disturbed, John smiled, as if at some
mighty pleasant fancy of his own, as he replied, —

¢ Thank you, Di; and as a further proof of the utter
depravity of my nature, let me tell you that I have the
greatest possible respect for those articles of ironmon-
gery. Some of the happiest hours of my life have been
gpent in their society ; some of my pleasantest associa-
tions are connected with them ; some of my best lessons
have come to me from among them; and when my
fortune is made, I intend to show my gratitude by taking
three flat-irons rampant for my coat-of-arms.”

Nan laughed merrily, as she looked at the burns on
her hand ; but Di elevated the most prominent feature
of her brown countenance, and sighed despondingly, —

¢ Dear, dear, what a disappointing world this is! 1
no sooner build a nice castle in Spain, and settle a smart
young knight therein, than down it comes about my
ears ; and the ungrateful youth, who might fight dragons
if he chose, insists on quenching his energies in a sauce-
pan, and wasting his life on a series of gridirons. Ah,

if J were a man, I would do something better than that,

and prove that heroes are not all dead yet. But, instead
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so prone to give; and the young man, with a great soft-
ness at his heart, went away, as many another John has
zone, feeling better for the companionship of innocent
maidenhood, and stronger to wrestle with temptation, to
wait, and hope, and work.

¢ Let’s throw a shoe after him for luck, as dear old
¢ Mrs. Gummidge’ did after ¢ David’ and the *willin’
Barkis!’ Quick, Nan! you always have old shoes on ;
toss one, and shout ¢Good luck!’” cried Di, with one
of her eccentric inspirations.

Nan tore off her shoe, and threw it far along the dusty
road, with a sudden longing to become that auspicious
article of apparel, that the omen might not fail.

Looking backward from the hill-top, John answered
the meek shout cheerily, and took in the group with a
lingering glance: Laura in the shadow of the elms, Di
perched on the fence, and Nan leaning far over the gate,
with her hand above her eyes and the sunshine touching
her brown hair with gold. He waved his hat and turned
away ; but the music seemed to die out of the blackbird’s
song, and in all the summer landscape his eye saw nothing
but the little figure at the gate.

¢ Bless and save us! here’s a flock of people coming !
My hair is in a toss, and Nan’s without her shoe; run!
fly, girls! or the Philistines will be upon us!” ecried Di,
fumbling off her perch in sudden alarm.

Three agitated young ladies, with flying draperies and
countenances of mingled mirth and dismay, might have
been seen precipitating themselves into a respectable
mansion with unbecoming haste ; but the squirrels were
the only witnesses of this ¢ vision of sudden flight,” and,
being used to ground-and-lofty tumbling, didn’t mind it.
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sounded in the whisper of the leaves, and she grew con-
scious that an unseen influence filled the air with new
delights, and touched earth and sky with a beauty never
seen before. Slowly these May-flowers budded in her
maiden heart, rosily they bloomed, and silently they
waited till some lover of such lowly herbs should cateh
their fresh aroma, should brush away the fallen leaves,
and lift them to the sun.

Though the eldest of the three, she had long been
avertopped by the more aspiring girls. But, though she
meekly yielded the reins of government, whenever they
chose to drive, they were soon restored to her again; for
Di fell into literature, and Laura into love. Thus en-
grossed, these two forgot many duties which even blue-
stockings and innamoratas are expected to perform, and
slowly all the homely humdrum cares that housewives
know became Nan’s daily life, and she accepted it with-

out a thought of discontent. Noiseless and cheerful as

the sunshine, she went to and fro, doing the tasks that
mothers do, but without a mother’s sweet reward, hold-
ing fast the numberless slight threads that bind a house-
hold tenderly together, and making each day a beautiful
guccess, | -

Di, being tired of running, riding, climbing, and boat-
ing, decided, at last, to let her body rest, and put her
equally active mind through what classical collegians
term ‘‘ a course of sprouts.” Having undertaken to read
and know everything, she devoted herself to the task with
great euergy, going from Sue to Swedenborg with perfect
impartiality, and having different authors as children
have sundry distempers, being fractious while they lasted,
but all the better for them when once over. Carlyle ap-
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the pain. Promise me this, dear, — promise me to hope
and wait,” g ih ,' ‘,

The young man’s eye kindled, and in his heart there
rose a better chivalry, a truer valor, than any Dlﬂ 3
knights had ever known.

¢ I’ll try, mother,” was all he said ; but she was sat
isfied, for John seldom tried in vain.

“ Oh, girls, how splendid you are! It does my héa.‘rf* 3
good to see my handsome sisters in their best array,”
cried Nan, one mild October night, as she put the last
touches to certain -airy raiment fashioned by her own
skilful hands, and then fell back to survey the grand effect. 1-

Di and Laura were preparing to assist at an *‘event
of the season,” and Nan, with her own locks fallen on :
her shoulders for want of sundry combs promoted to ]n-r
sisters’ heads, and her dress in unwonted disorder for lu.ek
of the many pins extracted in exciting crises of the tmle;,
hovered like an affectionate bee about two very full-blown
flowers. : ’,

¢ Laura looks like a cool Undine, with the ivy—wrea.th‘s- A
in her shining hair; and Di has illuminated herself to
such an extent with those scarlet leaves, that I dun’%
know what great creature she resembles most,” said Nmi,
beaming with sisterly admiration. 3

¢ Juno, Zenobia and Cleopatra simmered into one,
with a touch of Xantippe. by way of spice. Bat, to mj"f '
eye, the finest woman of the three is the dishevelled
youug person embracing the bed-post; for she stays qﬁ ;-
home herself, and gives her time and taste to ing
homely people fine, — which 1s a waste of good materi

and an imposition on the public.” / :,'
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probation, that he should see Laura when he liked, and,
if all went well, should receive his reward in the sprin 5
It must be a delightful sensation to know you have made
a fellow-creature as happy as those words made Phil
to-night.” _"
John paused, and looked musingly at the matronly
tea-pot, as if he saw a wondrous future in its shine.
~ Nan twinkled off the drops that rose at the thought of ""
Laura’s joy, and said, with grateful warmth, — . _
‘““ You say nothing of your own share in the ma.kln
ni that happiness, John ; but we know it, for Philip has
old Laura in his letters all that you have been to him "“
ﬂud I am sure there was other eloquence beside his own
before father granted all you say he has. Obh, Jnhn,,i
thank you very much for this!” B
Mrs. Lord beamed a whole midsummer of del -w":'
upon her son, as she saw the pleasure these words gave
him, though he answered simply, — }
‘“ I only tried to be a brother to him, Nan ; for ha has
been most kind to me.  Yes, I said my little say to-night,
and gave my testimony in behalf of the prisoner at dug
bar, a most merciful judge pronounced his sentence, and
lie rushed straight to Mrs. Leigh’s to tell Laura the h .
ful news. Just imagine the scene when he appears, and
how Di will open her wicked eyes and enjoy the spec :» o
of the ardent lover, the bride-elect’s tears, the a‘
and the romance of the thing. She’ll ery over it to-nig
and caricature it to-morrow.”
And John led the laugh at the picture he had cl::mj' ed
up, to turn the thoughts of Di’s dangerous Elﬂtar rom
himself. B

At ten Nan retired into the depths of her old *__.-'_j-?'f‘ ;
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shall be up to-morrow,” she said cheerily, as she looked
into the anxious faces bending over her.

But the weariness was of many months’ growth, and
it was weeks before that ‘¢ to-morrow ” came.

Laura installed herself as nurse, and her devotion was
repaid fourfold; for, sitting at her sister’s bedside, she
learned a finer art than that she had left. Her eye grew
clear to see the beauty of a self-denying life, and in the
depths of Nan’s meek nature she found the strong,
sweet virtues that made her what she was.

Then remembering that these womanly attributes were
a bride’s best dowry, Laura gave herself to their attain-
ment, that she might become to another household the
blessing Nan had been to her own ; and turning from the
worship of the goddess Beauty, she gave her hand to
that humbler and more human teacher, Duty, — learning
her lessons with a willing heart, for Philip’s sake.

Di corked her inkstand, locked her bookcase, and went
at housework as if it were a five-barred gate; of course
she missed the leap, but scrambled bravely through, and
appeared much sobered by the exercise. Sally had
departed to sit under a vine and fig-tree of her own, so
Di had undisputed sway; but if dish-pans and dusters
had tongues, direful would have been the history of that
crusade against frost and fire, indolence and inexperience,
But they were dumb, and Di scorned to complain, though
her struggles were pathetic to behold, and her sisters
went through a series of messes equal to a conrse of
“Prince Bedreddin’s” peppery tarts. Reality turned
Romance out of doors; for, unlike her favorite heroines
in satin and tears, or helmet and shield, Di met her fate
in a big checked apron and dust-cap wonderful to see;
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prima douna never fails, and in the orchard bona fide
matinées were held, to which buttercups and clovers
crowded in their prettiest spring hats, and verdant young
blades twinkled their dewy lorgnettes, as they bowed
and made way for the floral belles.

May was bidding June good-morrow, and the roses
were just dreaming that it was almost time to wake,
when John came again into the quiet room which now
seemed the Eden that contained his Eve. Of course

there was a jubilee ; but something seemed to have be- -

fallen the whole group, for never had they all appeared
in such odd frames of mind. .

John was restless, and wore an excited look, most
unlike his usual serenity of aspect. Nan the cheerful
had fallen into a well of silence, and was not to be ex-
tracted by any hydraulic power, though she smiled like
‘*he June sky over her head. Di’s peculiarities were out
in full force, and she looked as if she would go off like a
torpedo at a touch ; but through all her moods there was
a half-triumphant, half-remorseful expression in the
glance she fixed on John. And Laura, once so silent,
now sang like a blackbird, as she flitted to and fro; but
her fitful song was always, ¢ Philip, my king.”

John felt that there had come a change upon the three,

and silently divined whose unconscious influence had
wrought the miracle. The embargo was off his tongue,
aud he was in a fever to ask that question which brings
a flutter to the stoutest heart ; but though the ¢ man” had
come, the *hour” had not. So, by way of steadying his
nerves, he paced the room, pausing often to take notes cf
s companions, and each pause seemed to increase his
wonder and content.
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She paused a moment, then went on with softened
voice and earnest face, —

“You think I am a blind and selfish creature. So 1
am, but not so blind and selfish as I have been; for
many tears have cleared my eyes, and sincere regret has
made me humbler than I was. I have found a better
book than any father’s library can give me, and I have
read it with a love and admiration that grew stronger as
I turned the leaves. Henceforth I take it for my guide
and gospel, and, looking back upon the selfish and
neglectful past, can only say, Heaven bless your dear
heart, Nan!”

Laura echoed Di’s last words; for, with eyes as full
of tenderness, she looked down upon the sister she had
lately learned to know, saying, warmly, —

“ Yes, ¢ Heaven bless your dear heart, Nan!’ I never
can forget all you have been to me; and when I am far
away with Philip, there will always be one countenance
more beautiful to me than any pictured face I may dis-
cover, there will be one place more dear to me than
Rome. The face will be yours, Nan, — always so pa-
tient, always so serene; and the dearer place will be this
home of ours, which you have made so pleasant to me
all these years by kindnesses as numberless and noiseless
as the drops of dew.”

““ Why, girls, what have I ever done, that you should
love me so?” cried Nan, with happy wonderment, as the
tall heads, black and golden, bent to meet the lowly
brown one ; and her sisters’ mute lips answered her.

Then Laura looked up, saying, playfully, —

¢ Here are the good and wicked sisters; where shall
we find the Prince?”
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Di spoke first, rallying to her colors, though a little
daunted by her loss of self-control :

‘““ Don’t laugh, John—1I couldn’t help it; and don’t
think I’'m not sincere, for I am,—1I am! and I will
prove it by growing good enough to be your friend.
That debt must all be paid, and I shall do it; for I'll
turno my books and pen to some account, and write sto-
ries full of dear old souls like you and Nan ; and some
one, I know, will like and buy them, though they are not
¢ works of Shakspeare.” I've thought of this before,
have felt I had the power in me ; now I have the motive,
and now I'll do 1t.”

If Di had proposed to translate the Koran, or build a

new Saint Paul's, there would have been many chances
of success; for, once moved, her will, like a battering-
ram, would knock down the obstacles her wits could not
surmount. John believed in her most heartily, and
showed it, as he answered, looking into her resolute
face, —

T know you will, and yet make us very proud of our
Di. Let the money lie, and when you have made a for-

tune, I'll claim it with enormous interest; but, believe

me, I feel already doubly repaid by the esteem so gener-
ously confessed, so cordially bestowed, and ecan only say,
as we used to years ago,— * Now let’s forgive and for-
g{':t..’ » ;
But proud Di would not let him add to her obligation,

even by returning her impetuous salute; she slipped

away, and, shaking off the last drops, answered, with a
curious mixture of old freedom and new respect, —

¢ No more sentiment, please, John. We know each
a‘her now ; and when I find a friend, I never let him go.
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¢ Will Cinderella try the little shoe, and, — if it fits, —
go with the Prince?”
But Nan only covered up her face, weeping happy

tears, while all the weary work strayed down upon the

floor, as if it knew her holiday had come.

John drew the hidden face still closer ; and, while she
listened to his eager words, Nan heard the beating of the
strong man’s heart, and knew it spoke the wruth.

¢ Nan, I promised mother to be silent till I was sure
I loved you wholly,—sure that the knowledge would
give no pain when I should tell it, as I am trying to tell
it now. This little shoe has been my comforter through
this long year, and I have kept it as other lovers keep
their fairer favors. It has been a talisman more eloquent
to me than flower or ring; for, when I saw how worn it
was, I always thought of the willing feet that came and
went for others’ comfort all day long; when I saw the
little bow you tied, I always thought of the hands so
diligent in serving any one who knew a want or felt a
pain ; and when I recalled the gentle creature who had
worn it last, I always saw her patient, tender, and
devout,— and tried to grow more worthy of her, that I
might one day dare to ask if she would walk beside me
all my life, and be my ¢angel in the house.” Will you,
dear? Believe me, you shall never know a weariness or
grief I have the power to shield you from.”

Then Nan, as simple in her love as in her life, laid her
arms about his neck, her happy face against his own,
and answered softiy, —

¢ Oh, John, I never can be sad or tired any more!”
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The look he gave her made the words an eloquani

compliment, and his pity for a fallen enemy reproached
he: for her own lack of it. Her face softened as she
nodded, and glanced about the recess.

“You will have the light in your eyes, and only the
little table between you and a very disagreeable neigh=
bor,” she saud.

““I can shut my eyes if the light troubles them ; I’ve
nothing else to do now,” he answered, with a faint laugh.

“T was too comfortable before; I’d more than my share

of luxuries; so bring him along, and it will be all right.”

The order was given, and, after a brief bustle, the two

narrow beds stood side by side in the recess under the
organ-loft — for the hospital had been a church. Left
alone for a moment, the two men eyed each other silently.
Murry saw a tall, sallow man, with fierce black eyes,
wild hair and beard, and a thin-lipped, cruel mouth. A

ragged gray uniform was visible under the blanket

thrown over him ; and in strange contrast to the squalor
of his dress, and the neglect of his person, was the
diamond ring that shone on his unwounded hand. The
right arm was bound up, the right leg amputated at the
knee ; and, though the man’s face was white and hagga.rd

with suffering, not a sound escaped him as he lay with

his eyes fixed half defiantly upon his neighbor.

John Clay, the new-comer, saw opposite him a small,
wasted figure, and a plain face ; yet both face and figure
were singularly attractive, for suffering seemed to have
refined away all the grosser elements, and left the spir«

itual very visible through that frail tenement of flesh.,

Pale-brown hair streaked the hollow temples and white
forehead. A deep color burned in the thin cheeks still
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the man, in French, with a furtive glance about the
room. ' .
““ You owe this to him?” asked the doctor, touching
the wound, and speaking in the same tongue.

““ Yes ; but he paid for it— at least, I thought he had.”

‘““ By the Lord! if you are the sneaking rascal that
shot him as he lay wounded in the ambulance, I shall be
tempted to leave you to your fate!” cried the doctor,
with a wrathful flash in his keen eyes. A

“ Do it, then, for it was I,” answered the man defi-
antly ; adding, as if anxious to explain, * We had a tus-
sle, and each got hurt in the thick of the skirmish. He
was put in the ambulance afterward, and I was left to
live or die, as luck would have it. I was hurt the
worst ; they should have taken me too; it made me mad
to see him chosen, and I fired my last shot as he drove
away. I dido’t know whether I hit him or not; but |
when they told me I must lose my leg I hoped I had,
and now I am satisfied.”

He spoke rapidly, with clenched hand and fiery eyes,
and the two listeners watched him with a sort of fascina-
tion as he hissed out the last words, glancing at the occu-
pant of the next bed. Murry evidently did not understand
French ; he lay with averted face, closed eyes, and a hope-
ful smile still on his lips, quite unconscious of the meaning
of the fierce words uttered close beside him. Dr. Fitz Hugh
had laid down his instruments, and knit his black brows
irefully while he listened. But as the man paused, the
doctor looked at Miss Mercy, who was quietly going on
with her work, though there was an expression about her
handsome mouth that made her womanly face look almost
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“Who’s Mary?” whispered the rebel to the attendant

who was washing his face.

‘“ His sweetheart; he left her for the war, and she’s'

waitin’ for him back — poor soul!” answered the man,
with a somewhat vicious scrub across the sallow cheek
he was wiping.

¢“So he’ll get well, and go home and marry the girl
he left behind him, will he?” sneered Clay, fingering a
little case that hung about his neck, and was now visible
as his rough valet unbuttoned his collar.

“What’s that,— your sweetheart’s picter?” asked
Jim, the attendant, eying the gold chain anxiously.

¢ I've got none,” was the gruff answer.

“ So much the wus for you, then. Small chance of
gettin’ one here; our girls won’t look at you, and you
ain’t likely to see any of your own sort for a long spell,
I reckon,” added Jim, working away at the rebel’s long-
neglected hair.

Clay lay looking at Mercy Carrol as she went to and
fro among the men, leaving a smile behind her, and car-
rying comfort wherever she turned, — a right womanly
woman, lovely and lovable, strong yet tender, patient
yet decided, skilful, kind, and tireless in the discharge of
duties that would have daunted most women. It was in

vain she wore the plain gray gown and long apron, for

neither could hide the grace of her figure. It was
in vain she brushed her luxuriant hair back into a net,
for the wavy locks would fall on her forehead, and stray
curls would creep out or glisten like gold under the

meshes meant to conceal them. Busy days and watchful

nights had not faded the beautiful bloom on her cheeks,

or dimmed the brightness of her hazel eyes. Always
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awake, and a quick thrill tingled along the young
woman’s nerves as she saw his face. Leaning on one
arm, he peered about the place with an eager, watchful
air, and glanced up at the dark gallery, but did not see
the startled face behind the central pillar. Pausing an
instant, he shook his one clenched hand at the uncon-
gcious sleeper, and then threw out the locket cautiously.
Two white mugs, just alike, stood on the little table
between the beds, water in each. With another furtive
glance about him, Clay suddenly stretched out his long
arm, and dropped something from the locket into Murry’s
cup. An instant he remained motionless, with a sinister
smile on his face; then, as Jim’s step sounded beyond
the screen, he threw his arm over his face, and lay,
breathing heavily, as if asleep.

Mercy’s first impulse was to ery out; her next, to fly
down and seize the cup. No time was to be lost, for
Murry might wake and drink at any moment. What
was ia the cup? Poison, doubtless ; that was the charm
Clay carried to free himself from ¢ pain, captivity and
shame,” when all other hopes of escape vanished. This
hidden helper he gave up to destroy his enemy, who was
to outlive his shot, it seemed. Like a shadow, Mercy
glided down, forming her plan as she went. A dozen
mugs stood about the room, all alike in size and color;
catching up one, she partly filled it, and, concealing it
under the clean sheet hanging on her arm, went toward
the recess, saying audibly, —

¢ T want some fresh water, Jim.”

Thus warned of her approach, Clay lay with carefully-
averted face as she came in, and never stirred as she
bent over him, while she dexterously changed Murry’s

Fe

. L]
I'.'."bv_. g STy T L A












' 310 CAMP AND FIRESIDE STORIES.

brutes of us all sometimes, I fear. I'd like to say good:
by; but he’s asleep after a weary day, so don’t wake
him. Tell him I’'m glad e is to live, and that I forgivu
him heartily.”

Although uttered between long pauses, these words
seemed to have exhausted Murry, and he spoke no more
till Dr. Fitz Hugh came. To him he feebly returned
thanks, and whispered his farewell, then sauk into a stu-
por, during which life ebbed fast. Both nurse and doctor
forgot Clay as they hung over Murry, and neither saw
the strange intentness of his face, the half awe-struck,
half remorseful look he bent upon the dying man. ;

As the sun rose, sending its ruddy beams across the
silent ward, Murry looked up and smiled, for the bright
ray fell athwart the two coats hanging on the wall beside
him. Some passer-by had brushed one sleeve of the blue
coat across the gray, as if the inanimate things were
shaking hands. |

‘ It should be so—love our enemies; we should be
brothers,” he murmured faintly ; and, with the last im-
pulse of a noble nature, stretched his hand toward the
man who had murdered him. .

But Clay shrunk back, and covered his face without a
word. When he ventured to look up, Murry was no
longer there. A pale, peaceful figure lay on the narrow
bed, and Mercy was smoothing the brown locks as she |
cut a curl for Mary and herself. Clay could not take his
eyes away ; as if fascinated by its serenity, he watched
the dead face with gloomy eyes, till Mercy, having done
her part, stooped and kissed the cold lips tenderly as sha
left him to his sleep. Then, as if afraid to be alone with
the dead, he bid Jim put the screen between the heds. "
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secret was the burden that bound Clay’s spirit to the
shattered body, no sooner was it lifted off than the
diviner part seemed ready to be gone.

“ You'll stay with me ; you’ll help me die ; and — oh,
if I dared to ask it, I'd beg you to kiss me once when 1
am dead, as you did Murry. I think I could rest then,
and be fitter to meet him, if the Lord lets me,” he cried
imploringly, as the last night gathered around him, and |
the coming change seemed awful to a soul that possessed |
no inward peace, and no firm hope to lean on through the |
valley of the shadow. p

¢“] will—1I will! Hold fast to me, and believe in
the eternal mercy of God,” whispered Miss Carrol, with
her firm hand in his, her tender face bending over him
as the long struggle began. )

¢ Mercy,” he murmured, catching that word, and smil-
ing feebly as he repeated it lingeringly. ¢ Mercy! yes,
I believe in her; she’ll save me, if any one can. Lord,
bless and keep her forever and forever.”

There was no morning sunshine to gladden his dim
eyes as they looked their last, but the pale glimmer of
the lamp shone full on the blue and the gray coats hang-
ing side by side. As if the sight recalled that other
death-bed, that last act of brotherly love and pardon,
Clay rose up in his bed, and while one hand clutched the
button hidden in his breast, the other was outstretched |
toward the empty bed, as his last breath parted in a ery |

]
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of remorseful longing, — 2|

“Iwill! Iwilll] Forgive me, Murry, and let me say Tf"
good-by ! ” -
i
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volunteer was irreverently christened, expatiated learn-

edly upon the difference between ¢‘ sprewce, hemlock and

pine,” how they all listened, each thinking of some

familiar wood still pleasantly haunted by boyish recol-
lections of stolen gunnings, gum-pickings, and bird-nest~

ings. When quiet Hayward amazed the company by
coming out strong in a most unexpected direction, and
telling with much effect the story of a certain * fine old
gentleman ” who supped on hemlock tea and died like a
hero, what commendations were bestowed upon the im-
mortal heathen in language more hearty than classical, h
as a twig of the historical tree was passed round like a
new style of refreshment, that inquiring parties might
satisfy themselves regarding the flavor of the Socratie
draught. When Barney, the colored incapable, essayed
a grand ornament above the door, and relying upon one
insufficient nail, descended to survey his success with the
proud exclamation, * Look at de neatness of dat job,
gen’’men,” —at which point the whole thing tumbled

down about his ears,— how they all shouted but Pneu-

monia Ned, who, having lost his voice, could only make
ecstatic demonstrations with his legs. When Barney cast

himself and his hammer despairingly upon the floor, and

Miss Hale, stepping into a chair, pounded stoutly at the

traitorous nail and performed some miracle with a bit

of string which made all fast, what a burst of applause
arose from the beds. When gruff Dr. Bangs came into
see what all the noise was about, and the same intrepid
lady not only boldly explained, but stuck a bit of holly in
- his button-hole, and wished him a merry Christmas with
such a face full of smiles that the crabbed old doctor felt

himself giving in very fast, and bolted out again, calling
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in every heart, and how best t¢ help sick body or sad
soul. No one would have guessed this to have seen him
lounging in the hall during one of the short rests he
allowed himself. A brawny, six-foot fellow, in red shirt,
blue trousers tucked into his boots, an old ecap, visor
always up, and under it a roughly-bearded, coarsely-
featured face, whose prevailing expression was one of
great gravity and kindliness, though a humorous twinkle
of the eye at times betrayed the man, whose droll sayings
often set the boys in a roar. ¢ A good-natured, clumsy
body ” would have been the verdict passed upon him by
a casual observer; but watch him in his ward, and see
how great a wrong that hasty judgment would have
done him. -

Unlike his predecessor, who helped himself generously
when the meals came up, and carelessly served out
rations for the rest, leaving even the most helpless to.
bungle for themselves or wait till he was done, shut him-
self into his pantry, and there,—to borrow a hospital
phrase, — gormed, Ben often left nothing for himself, or
took cheerfully such cold bits as remained when all the
rest were served; so patiently feeding the weak, being
hands and feet to the maimed, and a pleasant provider
for all that, as one of the boys said, — * It zives a relish
to the vittles to have Ben fetch ’em.” If one were rest-
less, Ben carried him in his strong arms; if one were
undergoing the sharp torture of the surgeon’s knife, Ben
held him with a touch as firm as kind ; if one were home-
sick, Ben wrote letters for him with great hearty blots
and dashes under all the affectionate or important words.
More than one poor fellow read his fate in Ben’s pitiful
eyes, and breathed his last breath away on Ben’s broad

/
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Barney proclaimed, *“ Dere ain’t no vegetables but squash
and pitaters.” A universal groan arose; and several
indignant parties on a short allowance of meat consigned
the defaulting cook to a warmer climate than the tropical
one he was then enjoying. At twenty minutes to one,
Barney increased the excitement by whispering, omi-
nously, ¢ I say, de puddins isn’t plummy ones.”

¢ Fling a piller at him and shut the door, Ben,” roared
one irascible being, while several others not fond of pud-
dings received the fact with equanimity. At quarter to
one Barney piled up the agony by adding the bitter
information, * Dere isn’t but two turkeys for dis ward,
and dey’s little fellers.”

Anxiety instantly appeared in every countenance, and
intricate calculations were made as to how far the two
fowls would go when divided among thirty men; also
friendly warnings were administered to several of the
feebler gentlemen not to indulge too freely, if at all, for
fear of relapses. Once more did the bird of evil omen
return, for at ten minutes to one Barney croaked through
the key-hole, ‘¢ Only jes half ob de pies has come, gen’l’
men.” That capped the climax, for the masculine palate -
has a predilection for pastry, and mince-pie was the sheet-
anchor to which all had clung when other hopes went
down. Even Ben looked dismayed ; not that he expected
anything but the perfume and pickings for his share, but
he had set his heart on having the dinner an honor to the
institution and a memorable feast for the men, so far
away from home, and all that usually makes the day a
festival among the poorest. He looked pathetically grave
as Turner began to fret, Sam began to swear under his
breath, Hayward to sigh, Joe to wish it was all over, and
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s0, but make the best of it, as you know very well how
o do.”

“TI'll try my best, Miss Hale, but I'm no less dlsap-
pointed, for some of ’em, being no better than children,
have been living on the thﬂughts of it for a week, and lt.
comes hard to give it up.”

If Ben had been an old-time patriarch, and the thirty
boys his sons, he could not have spoken with a more
paternal regret, or gone to work with a better will. Put~
ting several small tables together in the middle of the
room, he left Miss Iale to make a judicious display of
plates, knives and forks, while he departed for the ban-
quet. Presently he returned, bearing the youthful tur-
keys and the vegetables in his tray, followed by Barney,
looking unutterable things at a plum-pudding baked ina
milk-pan, and six very small pies. Miss Hale played a
lively tattoo as the procession approached, and, when the
viands were arranged, with the red and yellow fruit pret-
tily heaped up in the middle, it really did look like a
dinner.

¢ Here’s richness ! here’s the delicacies of the season
and the comforts of life]” said Ben, falling back to sur-
vey the table with as much apparent satisfaction as if it
had been a lord mayor’s feast.

‘¢ Come, hurry up, and give us our dinner, what there
is of it!” grumbled Sam.

‘ Boys,” continued Ben, beginning to cut up the tur-
keys, ‘‘these noble birds have been sacrificed for the
defenders of their country; they will go as far as ever
they can, and, when they can’t go any farther. we shall
endeavor to supply their deficiencies with soup or ham,
oysters having given out unexpectedly. Put it to vote;
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The pantomime was not elegant, but as much real u.ﬂ'an- .
tion and respect went into it as if he had made a Eat
speech, aud presented the gift upon his knees. b
‘' The letters and photographs I should probably keep 7
under my piller for a spell; the jelly I'd give to Miss
Hale, to use for the sick ones; the cake-stuff and that
pot of jam, that’s gettin’ ready to work, I'd stand treat
with for tea, as dinner wasn’t all we could have wished,
The apples I'd keep to eat, and fling at Joe when he was
too bashful to ask for one, and the tobaccer I would not go
lavishin’ on folks that have ng business to be enjoyin®
luxuries when many a poor feller is dyin’ of want down
to Charlestown. There, sir! that’s what I’d do if any
one was so clever as to send me a jolly box like this.” X
Sam was enjoying the full glow of his shower-bath by
this time. As Ben designated the various articles, he set
them &part and when the 1nventory ended he mﬂ,rched

apples for Joe, and all the plcmrlal papers. Plckles are '_
not usually regarded as tokens of regard, but as Sam
dealt them out one at a time, — for he would let nobody
help him, and his single hand being the left, was as
awkward as it was willing, — the boys’ faces brightened;
for a friendly word accompanied each, which made the
gour gherkins as welcome as sweetmeats. With every
trip the donor’s spirits rose; for Ben circulated freely
between whiles, and, thanks to him, not an allusion to .'_
the past marred the satisfaction of the present. Jam, nk
soda-biscuits, and cake, were such welcome additions ta 4 3
the usual bill of fare, that when supper was over a rata -3
of thanks was passed, and speeches were made ; fur, -'f_
being true Americans, the ruling passion found vent in
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“Well,” began the doctor, looking at Sam’s arm, ﬂi‘, T
rather, all that was left of that member after two a.mpfqﬁ
tations, *‘ we shall be ready for another turn at thisina —
day or two if it don’t mend faster, Tetanus sometimes
follows such cases, but that is soon over, and I should
not object to a case of it, by way of variety.” Sam’s
hopeful face fell, and he set his teeth as if the fatal
symptoms were already felt. . -

“If one kind of lockjaw was more prevailing than
’tis, it wouldn’t be a bad thing for some folks I cuulﬂ."--‘
mention,” observed Ben, covering the well-healed stump
as carefully as if it were a sleeping baby ; adding, as the
doctor walked away, ‘There’s a sanguinary old saw=
bones for you! Why, bless your buttons, Sam, you are
doing splendid, and he goes on that way because there’s
no chance of his having another cut at you! Now he’s
squenchin’ Turner, jest as we've blowed a spark of spirit
into him. If ever there was a born extinguisher lta‘.-‘_-
Bangs!”

Ben rushed to the rescue, and not a minute too soon;
for Turner, who now labored under the delusion that his
recovery depended solely upon his getting out of bed *
every fifteen minutes, was sitting by the fire, looking up
at the doctor, who pleasantly observed, while feeling his
pulse, — e

“ So you are getting ready for another fever, are you?
Well, we’ve grown rather fond of you, and will keep you
six weeks longer if you have set your heart on it.”

Turner looked nervous, for the doctor’s jokes were
always grim ones; but Ben took the other hand in his,
and gently rocked the chair as he replied, with great
politeness, —
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s
the room is still, and no light but the fire. Ben keepﬁ f*:
bright ; and, when I fret, he talks to me, and makes th
time go telling stories till he gets so sleepy he can ha |L
speak. Dear old Ben! I hope he’ll have some one as
kind to him, when he needs it as I do now.” - v !‘

‘““He will get what he deserves by-and-by, you mp@k
be sure of that,” said the doctor, as severely as lf
merited eternal condemnation.

A great drop splashed down upon the hearth MJ e
spoke ; but Ben put his foot on it, and turned about
if defying any one to say he shed it. & '.'_u_

¢ Of all the perverse and reckless women whom I have g
known in the course of a forty years’ practice, this one
is the most perverse and reckless,” said the doctog&
abruptly addressing Miss Hale, who just then appem: 1
brmnmg Joe’s ¢ posy-basket” back.. *You will oblige
me, ma’am, by sitting in this chair wu;h your hands fold s'*-'
for twenty minutes ; the clock will then strike nine, & h"”
you will go straight up to your bed.” -w'

Miss Hale demurely sat down, and the doctor punﬂ
ously departed, sighing regretfully as he went through
the roown, as if disappointed that the whole thu-tjrw
not lying at death’s door; but on the threshold he turnec _j",'
about, exclaimed ¢ Good-night, boys! God bless youi;
and vanished as precipitately as if a trap-door had EW&E
lowed him up. A8

Miss Hule was a perverse woman in some thmga ; for, '-'f- '
instead of folding her tired hands, she took a rusty-ecov=
ered volume from the mantle-piece, and, sitting by Joe's
bed, began to read aloud. One by one all other sounds
grew still ; one by one the men composed themselves f )
listen ; and one by one the words of the sweet old Clrist- .
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Every instant that brought the peace of death'he‘_.
to the father, also brought the cares of life nearer to .h
son, and their grim aspect daunted him. The child
Northern mother, bred at the North by her dying desire,
he had been summoned home to take the old man’s plac
and receive a slave-cursed inheritance into his keepin
ITad he stood alone, his task would have been an
one ; for an upright nature, an enthusiastic spirit, wou
have found more sweetness than bitterness in a sacrifi
made for conscience sake, more pride than pain in a just
deed generously performed. But a step-mother and her
daughters were dependent on him now, for the old man :
sudden seizure left him no time to make provision for
them ; and the son found a double burden laid upon
shoulders when he returned to what for years had been a
loveless home to him. To reduce three delicately u ‘:
tured women to indigence seemed a cruel and Quixoti
act to others, a very hard, though righteous one to hnn
for poverty looked less terrible than affluence founded
upon human blood and tears. He had resolved to &
aside all private ambitions and aspirations that he might
dedicate his life to his kindred ; had manfully withstoc
their ridicule and reproaches, and only faltered when, in
their hour of bereavement, they appealed to him with
tears and prayers. Then pity threatened to conquer
principle, for Gabriel’s heart was as gentle as it was ;

had passed ; now death seemed about to set its seal upe

one life, and irresolution to mar another, for Gabriel s
wavered between duty and desire, crying within himse
“Lord, help me! I see the right, but I am not strong
enough to do it ; let it be decided for me.” :
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fear ; and her free hand was extended as if to bar his
way, while she said, below her breath, and with another
glance into the outer gloom, —

“You are safe here, but if you leave the house it will
cost you your life.”

¢ Then it must ; for if you will not show me the peril,
I swear I’ll go to meet it blindly.”

¢ No, no, wait a little ; I dare not tell ! ”

“You shall tell. I am the mistress here, and have
borne enough. Speak, girl, at once, or this proud spirit
of yours shall be broken till you do.”

Mrs. Butler had heard all that passed, had approached
them, and being a woman who was by turns imperious,
peevish, and passionate, she yielded to the latter impulse
as she spoke, and gave the girl’s shoulder an impatient
shake, as if to foré8 the truth out of her. The touch,
the tone, were like sparks to powder; for the smoulder-
ing fire blazed up as Milly flung her off, wrenched her-
self free from Gabriel, and turned on his imother with a
look that sent her back to her husband trembling and
dismayed.

“Yes, I will speak, though it is too soon!” cried
Milly, with a short, sharp laugh. ¢ They may kill me
for telling before the time ; I can’t help it; I must have
one hour of freedom, if I die the next. There s devil-
try afloat to-night, and it is yourselves you may blame
forit. We can’t bear any more, and before a new master
comes to torment us like the old one, we’'ve determined
to try for liberty, though there’ll be bloody work before
we get it. The boys are not at the quarters, but fifty
are waiting at the rice-mill till midnight, and then they’l
comne up here to do as they've been done by. Whila
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from the free North! I'm glad you told me this;” and
there was something like contempt in the look she gave
her master.

There was no answer to that, for it was true; and in
the remorseful shame that sent the blood to Gabriel’s
forehead, he confessed the fact which he was too honest
to deny. Still looking at her, with eyes that pleaded for
him better than his words, he said, with a humility that
conquered her disdain, —

‘I shall expiate that sin if I die to-night; and I will
give myself up to be dealt with as you please, if you will
save my mother and my sisters, and let them free yon in
my name. Before God and my dead father I promise
this, upon my honor!”

¢ There are no witnesses to that but those whom I'll
not trust ; honor means nothing to us who are not allowed
to keep our own,” said Milly, looking moodily upon the
ground, as if she feared to look up lest she should
relent, for excitement was ebbing fast, and a flood of
regretful recollections rising in her heart.

¢ T did not expect that reproach from you,” Gabriel

answered, taking courage from the signs he saw. ¢ Do
you remember, when my father gave you to me, how
indignantly I rejected the gift, and promised that in my

eyes you should be as sacred as either of those poor

girls? Have I not kept my word, Milly?”

“Yes! O yes!” she said, with trembling lips, and
eyes she dared not lift, they were so full of grateful tears.
Carefully steadying her traitorous voice, she added, earn-
estly, ¢ Master Gabriel! I do remember, and I've tried

all day to save you, but you wouldo’t go. I will trust
your word, and do my best to help the ladies, if they’ll
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and added the grace of generosity to the duty of forgive.

ness. She did not speak, yet she did not deny their
prayer, and stond wavering between doubt and desire as
the fateful moments rapidly flew by ; Gabriel remembered
that, and, taking her hand, said, in a voice whose earnest-
ness was perilously persuasive to the poor girl’s ear, —
¢ Milly, you said there was no hope for us unless God
turned against you. I think He has, and, speaking

through that generous heart of yours, pleads for us better

than we can plead for ourselves. It is so beautiful to
pity, so magnanimous to forgive; and the greater the
wrong, the more pardon humbles the transgressor and

ennobles the bestower. Dear Milly, spare these poor

girls as you have been spared; prove yourself the truer
woman, the nobler mistress; teach them a lesson which

they never can forget, and sweeten your liberty with the

memory of this act.”
Milly listened still with downcast eyes and averted

‘face, but every word went straight to her heart, soothing,

strengthening, inspiring all that was best and bravest in
that poor heart, so passionate, and yet so warm and
womanly withal. No man had ever spoken to her before
of magnanimity, of proving herself superior to those
who had shown no mercy to her faults, accorded no

praise to her virtues, nor lightened a hard servitude
with any touch of friendliness. No man had ever looked
into her face before with eyes in which admiration for
her beauty was mingled with pity for her helpless woman-
hood ; and, better than all, no man, old or young, had

ever until now recognized in her a fellow-creature, born
to the same rights, gifted with the same powers, and
capable of the same sufferings and sacrifices as himself
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of his own, and had more faith in the promises of their
faces than those of their tongues. More respectfully,
he said, —

““No one, ’sides me, massa. Andy’s at de landin’,
and de rest at de mill ’ceptin’ dem as isn’t in de secret.”

‘“ Mind, no lies, Mose, or your free papers will be the
last I siga to-morrow. Get up, and come quietly with
me ; for if you try to run, Mort will pin you. I'm going
to the mill, and waut you safely under lock and key first.”

¢ Is massa gwine alone?” asked Mose, glancing about
him, for (Gabriel spoke as if he had a score of men at
his command.

“ Yes, I'm going alone ; why not?”

¢ Massa knows dere’s fifty of de boys dar sworn to
kill him, if Milly don’t git him 'way ’fore dey comes up?”

“I know, and Milly’s done her best to get me off, but
I'd rather stay ; I'm not afraid.”

Gabriel’s blood was up now: danger had no terrors
for him ; and, beyond the excitement of the moment, his
purpose Jent him a calm courage which impressed the
slave as something superhuman. Like one in a maze of
doubt and fear, he obediently followed his master to an
out-house, where, binding feet as well as hands, Gabriel
left him with the promise and the warning, —

¢Sit here till I come to let you out a free man, if 1
live to do it. Don’t stir nor call, for Mort will be at the
door to silence you and howl for me, if you try any
tricks. T’ll not keep you long, if I can help it.”

The slave only stared dumbly at him, incapable of

receiving the vast idea of liberty, pardon, and kindness
all at once ; and bidding Mort guard both prisoner and
house, Gabriel stole along the path that wound away
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man, so fair that the red lines across his shoulders looked

doubly barbarous there, was half-kneeling, and steadily

filing at a chain that held his feet together as his hands
had been held till some patient friend had freed them,
and left him to finish the slow task. He worked so
eagerly that the drops stood thick upon his haggard face,
and his scarred chest heaved with his painful breath ; for
this was the Tony who was too much cut up with his
last whipping to run on Mrs. Butler’s errand, but not too
feeble to strike a blow for liberty. The second man was
as near an animal as a human creature could become,
and yet be recognized as such. A burly, brutal-looking
negro, maimed and distorted by every cruelty that could
be invented or inflicted, he was a sight to daunt the
stoutest heart, as he sat sharpening the knife which had
often threatened him in the overseer’s hand, and was
gtill red with the overseer’s blood.

Standing erect between the two, and in striking con-
trast to them, was a gigantic man, with a fine, dark face,
a noble head, and the limbs of an ebunﬂ{emules A
native African, from one of those tribes whose wills are
never broken,— who can be subdued by kindness, but
who often kill themselves rather than suffer the degrada-
tion of the lash. No one had dared to subject Lim to
that chastisement, as was proved by the unmarred smooth-
ness of the muscular body, bare to the waist ; but round
his neck was riveted an iron collar, with four curved
gpikes. It was a shameful badge of serfdom ; it pre-
vented him from lying down, it galled him with its cease-

less chafing, yet he wore it with an air which would have

made the hideous necklace seem some barbaric ornament,
if that had been possible; and faced the excited crowd
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pore sister Rachel, Ned ; she ain’t crying fer baby now,
de Lord’s got her in de holler ob His han’, and she’s

a-waitin’ fer de litile one and you to come. Dar’s my

Ben, my chil’en all saved up for me, and when I comes
I'll see ’em waitin’ fer me at de door. DBut, best ob all,
dar's de dear Lord waitin’ fer us; He’s holdin’ out his
arms, He’s beckonin’ all de while, He’s sayin’, in dat lovin®
voice ob His, ‘I sees yer sorrows, my pore chilen, I
hears yer sobbin’ and yer prayers, I fergives yer sins, I
knows yer won’t ’spoint me ob dese yere fifty precious
souls, and I'se a-waitin’, waitin’, waitin’ fer yer all.’ ”
Strange fervor was in the woman’s darkened face,
strange eloquence in her aged voice, strange power in
the persuasive gestures of her withered hands out-
stretched above them, warning, pleading, beckoning,

as if, ir. wuth, the Lord spoke through her, illuminat-

ing that poor place with the light of His divine compas-
gion, the promises of His divine salvation. A dead
silence followed as the last yearning cadence of the one
voice rose, fell, and died away. Sandra let the strong
contrast between the here and the hereafter make its

due impression, then broke the silence, saying briefly,

solemnly, — | .
“ Boys, de Lord has spared yer one great sin dis night;
ole massa’s dead.” '

¢ Glory be to God, amen!” ¢ Halleluyer! dat I'se

libed ter see dis happy day!” ¢ De Debble’s got him,

shore!” ¢ Don’t give up de chance, boys ; young massa }

and de missis is lef” for us.”

Such exclamations of’ gratitude, joy, and revenge, were

the only demonstration which the news produced, and,
mingling with them, a gust of wind came sweeping
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weapon but a righteous purpose, gifted with no eloqmun ¢
but the truth, stirred to his heart’s core by strong emotion,
and lifted above himself by the high mood born of that
memorable hour | "t

¢ My people ! mine only while I speak ; break up yom ,.-1_4' ;
league, lay down your arms, dry your tears, and forgive ._',L
as you are forgiven, for this island no longer holds a
master or a slave ; but all are free forever and forever.”

An awful silence fell upon the place, unbroken till old .;
Sandra cried, with a glad, trinmphant voice, —

“Chil'en! de Lord hab heerd, de Lord hab answered!
Bless de Lord! O bless de Lord!”

Then, as a strong wind bows a field of grain, the
breath of liberty swept over fifty souls, and down upon
their knees fell fifty free men, while a great cry went up =
~ to heaven. Shouts, sobs, prayers and praises; the clash
of falling arms; the rattle of fetters wrenched away;
the rush of men gathered to each other’s breasts, —*a.]] B
added to the wild abandonment of a happiness too mlght.]r '
for adequate expression, as that wave of gratitude and
love rolled up and broke at Gabriel’'s feet. With face
hidden in his hands he stood; and while his heart sung
for joy, tears from the deepest fountains of a man’s
repentant spirit fitly baptized the freedmen, who, clinging
to his garments, kissing his feet and pouring blessings on ..
his head, bestowed upon him a far nobler inheritance
than that which he had lost. ?

“ Hark'l ™

The word, and Sandra’s uplifted hand, hushed the
tumultuous thanksgiving, as if she were in truth the :
magician they believed her. A far-off murmur of many
voices, the tramp of many feet was heard; all knew




























