Abrams, A. S. (Abrams, A. S) 95 600dpi TIFF G4 page images Indiana University, Digital Library Program Bloomington, Indiana 2000 Wright2-0005 

© 2000, The Trustees of Indiana University. Indiana University makes a claim of copyright only to original contributions made by the Wright American Fiction Project participants. Indiana University makes no claim of copyright to the original text. Permission is granted to download, transmit or otherwise reproduce, distribute, or display the contributions to this work claimed by Indiana University for non-profit educational purposes, provided that this header is included in its entirety. For inquiries about commercial uses, please contact: 

Digital Library Program Main Library Indiana UniversityBloomington, IN 47405-3907 United States of America Email: LETRS@indiana.edu 

Perry Willett, General Editor Abrams, A. S. 188 p. Intelligencer Steam Power Presses, Atlanta, Georgia : 1864 OCLC No. ocm02016273 Wright II No. 0005 Published on microfilm by Woodbridge, CT: Research Publications, 1970-1978 

This text was created as part of a project by the Committee on Institutional Cooperation. Project description and participants are available at the project website at http://www.letrs.indiana.edu/wright.

This electronic text file was created by Optical Character Recognition (OCR). Some corrections have been made to the OCR-ed text, but no editing has been done to the content of the original document. Encoding has been done through an automated process using the recommendations for Level 1 of the TEI in Libraries Guidelines. Digital page images are linked to the text file.

French German Classical Greek Latin 2000 Perry Willett, Indiana University general editor. Finished OCR, rough encoding and error checking 

<titlepage>THE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER’S WIFE: A TALE OF THE SECOND AMERICAN REVOLUTION.  BY ALEX. ST. CLAIR ABRAMS. ATLANTA, GEORGIA:  INTELLIGENCER STEAM POWER PRESSES.  1864.

<pb n=verso>

<p>Entered according to act of Congress, in the year 1864, BY THE AUTHOR, In the Clerk’s Office of the District Court of the Confederate States for the Northern district of Georgia.</p></titlepage>

<div1 type= “dedication”><p> DEDICATION TO COLONEL JOHN H. JOSSEY, Of macon, Georgia. MY DEAR SIR-- Accept from me the dedication of this little work as a token of appreciation for the kind friendship you have ever displayed towards me. Wishing you all the happiness and prosperity that can fall to mortal man, believe me. Your Friend, THE AUTIOR.</p> 

<pb n=blank></div1>
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<body><div1type=”character” n=”1”><head>THE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER’S WIFE. CHAPTER FIRST. THE “CRESCENT CITY”—THE HUSBAND’S DEPARTURE.</head>

<p>KIND READER, have you every been to New Orleans? If not, we will attempt to describe the metropolis of the Confederate States of America.</p>

<p> New Orleans is situated on the Mississippi river, and is built in the shape of a crescent, from which it derives the appellation of "Crescent City." The inhabitants--that is, the educated class--are universally considered as the most refined and aristrocratic members of society on the continent. When we say aristrocratic, we do not mean a pretension of superiority above others, but that elegance and etiquette which distinguish the parvenu of society, and the vulgar, but wealthy class of citizens with which this country is infested. The ladies of New Orleans are noted for their beauty and refinement, and are certainly, as a general thing, the most accomplished class of female in the South, except the fair reader into whose hands this world may fall.</p>

<p>It was in the month of May, 1861, that our story commences. Secession had been resorted to as the last chance left the South for a preservation of her rights. Fort Sumter had fallen, and from 'all parts of the land troops wore pouring to meet the threat-

<pb>

ened invasion of their homes. As history will record, New Orleans was not idle in those days of excitement. Thousands of her sons came forward at the first call, and offered their services for the good of the common cause, and for weeks the city was one scene of excitement from the departure of the different companies to Virginia.</p>

<p> Among the thousands who replied to the first call of their country, was Alfred Wentworth, the confidential clerk of one of the largest commission houses in the city. He was of respectable family, and held a high position in society, both on account of his respectability and the elevated talent he had displayed during his career in the world. He had been married for about five years, and two little children--one a light-eyed girl of four summers, and the other an infant of two years-- were the small family with which heaven had blessed him.</p>

<p> After joining a company of infantry, and signing the muster roll, Alfred returned home to his wife and informed her of what he had done, expecting that she would regret it. But the patriotic heart of his wife would not reproach him for having performed his duty; so heaving a sigh as she looked at the child in her arms, and the little girl on her father's knee, a tear trickled down her flushed cheek as she bade him God-speed. The time that elapsed between his enlistment and departure for the seat of war, was spent by Alfred Wentworth in providing a home for his family, so that in the event of his being killed in battle, they should not want. Purchasing a small residence on Prytania street, he removed his family into it and concluded his business in time for his departure.</p>

<p>The morning of the twenty-second of May broke brightly over the far-famed "Crescent City." Crowds of citizens were seen congregating on Canal street to witness the departure of two more regiments of Orleanians. The two regiments were drawn up in line between Camp and Carondelet streets, and their fine uniforms, glistening muskets and soldierly appearance created a feeling of pride among the people. They were composed principally of Creoles and Americans, proper. The handsome, though dark complexions of the Creoles could be seen lit up with enthusiasm, in conversation with the dark-eyed Creole beauties of the city, while the light-haired and fair-faced sons of the Crescent City were seen mingling among the crowd of' anxious relatives who thronged to bid them farewell.</p>

<pb><p>Apart from the mass of volunteers--who had previously stacked their arms--Alfred Wentworth and his wife were bidding that agonizing farewell, which only those who have parted from loved ones can feel. His little bright-eyed daughter was clasped in his arms, and every minute he would stoop over his infant and kiss its tiny cheeks. Marks of tears were on the eyelids of his wife, but she strove to hide them, and smiled at every remark made by her daughter. They were alone from the eyes of a curious crowd. Each person present had too much of his own acquaintances to bid farewell, to notice the speechless farewell which the soldier gave his wife. With one arm clasped around her, and the other holding his daughter, Alfred Wentworth gazed long and earnestly at the features of his wife and children, as if to impress the features of those loved ones still firmer in his mind.</p>

<p>"Attention, battalion!" rang along the line in stentorian tones, and the voices of the company officers calling "fall in, boys, fall in!" were heard in the streets. Clasping his wife to his heart, and imprinting a fond, fond kiss of love upon her cheeks, and embracing his children, the soldier took his place in the ranks, and after the necessary commands, the volunteers moved forward. A crowd of their relatives followed them to the depot of the New Orleans, Jackson and Great Northern Railroad, and remained until the cars were out of sight. After the troops had entered, and the train was slowly moving off, one of the soldiers jumped from the platform, and, embracing a lady who stood near, exclaimed:</p>

<p>"Farewell, dearest Eva! God bless you and the children--we shall meet again." As soon as he spoke, Alfred Wentworth sprang into the cars again and was soon swiftly borne from the city.</p>

<p>Mrs. Wentworth remained standing where her husband had left her, until the vast crowd had dispersed, and nothing could be seen of the train but a thin wreath of smoke emerging from the tree-tops in the distance. Calling the colored nurse, who: had followed with the children, she bade her return home, and accompanied her back to her now lonely residence.</p>

<pb>CHAPTER SECOND. THE WIFE AND CHILDREN—A VISITOR.

<p>THE weeks passed slowly to Mrs. Wentworth from the departure of her husband; but her consciousness that he was performing his duty to his country, and the letters he wrote from Virginia, cheered her spirits, and, in a measure, made her forget his absence.</p>

<p>She was alone one evening with her children, who had become the solo treasures of her heat, and on whom she lavished every attention possible when the ringing of the bell notified her of the presence of a visitor. Calling the servant, she bade her admit the person at the door. The negro left the room to do her mistress' biddnig, and shortly after, a handsome gentleman of about thirty-five years of ago entered.</p>

<p>"Good morning, Mrs. Wentworth," he said, on entering the room. "I trust yourself and children are in good health."</p>

<p>Mrs. Wentworth rose from her chair, and, slightly inclining her head, replied: "'To what circumstance am I indebted for the honor of this visit, Mr. Awtry?"</p>

<p>"Nothing very particular, madam," he replied; "but hearing of your husband's departure, I thought I should take the liberty of paying a visit to an old acquaintance, and of offering my services, if you should ever need them."</p>

<p>"I thank you for your kindness; and should I ever need your services, you may depend upon my availing myself of your offer; although," she added, "I do not think it likely I shall stand in need of  any assistance."</p>

<p>”I rejoice to hear it, my dear madam," he replied; "but I trust," he continued, on noticing the look of surprise which covered her features, "that you will not think my offer in the least insulting; for I can assure you, it was only prompted by the most friendly motives, and the recollections of past days."</p>

<p>Mrs. Wentworth made no reply, and he continued: "I hope that, after an absence of five years, the memory of the past has<pb>

been banished from you. With me things have changed materially. The follies of my youth have, I trust, been expiated, and I am a different man now to what I was when I last saw you."</p>

<p>”Mr. Awtry," replied Mrs. Wentworth, "I feel rather surprised that, after your presence in New Orleans for so many months, you should not have thought proper to renew our acquaintance until after the departure of my husband."</p>

<p>”Pardon me," he quickly answered. "I was introduced to your husband by a mutual friend; and as he never thought proper to extend an invitation to me, I did not think myself authorized to call here. Learning of his departure this morning, and knowing that his circumstances were not of so favorable a character as he could wish, I thought you might pardon my presumption in calling on you when you learned the motive which actuated this visit--believe me, I at sincere; and now," he continued, "will you accept my proffered hand of friendship, and believe that my desire is only to aid the relatives of one of the gallant men who have gone to struggle for their rights?"</p>

<p>Mrs. Wentworth paused a moment before she accepted the extended hand, while her brow appeared clouded. At length, holding out her hand to him, she said:</p>

<p>"I accept your offered friendship, Mr. Awtry, in the same spirit, as I hope, it is given; but, at the same time, trust you shall never be troubled with any importunities from me."</p>

<p>"Thank you--thank you," he replied eagerly; "I shall not prove otherwise than worthy of your friendship. These are your children?" he continued, changing the conversation.</p>

<p>"Yes," she replied, with a look of pride upon her little daughter and the sleeping infant on the sofa; "these are my little family."</p>

<p>Mr. Awtry took the little girl upon his knees and commenced caressing it, and, after remaining for a few moments in unimportant conversation, took his departure with the promise to call at some future time.</p>

<p>As soon as he left Mrs. Wentworth sat down, and resting her hands on the table, spoke to herself on the visit she had received. "What could have induced him to pay me this visit?" she said, musingly; "it is strange--very strange that he should

<pb>

choose this particular time to renew our acquaintance! He spoke honestly, however, and may be sincere in his offers of assistance, should I ever need anything.' He is wealthy, and can certainly aid me." She sat there musing, until the little girl, coming up to her, twined her tiny arms round her mother's neck, and asked if it was not time to light the gas.</p>

<p>"Yes, darling," said Mrs. Wentworth, kissing her fondly; "call Betsy and let her get a light."</p>

<p>After the negro had lit the gas, Mrs. Wentworth said to her, "Should that gentleman, who was here to-day, call at any time again, let me know before you admit him."</p>

<p>"Yes, mistis," replied the negro with a curtsey.</p>

CHAPTER THIRD. MR. HORACE AWTRY. 

<p>MR. HORACE AWTRY was a native of the State of New York, and was, at the time of writing, about thirty-five years of age. He was a tall and well-formed man, with light hair clustering in curls on a broad and noble looking forehead; his features were well chiselled, and his upper lip was ornamented with a mustache of the same color as his hair. Notwithstanding his handsome features and extravagant display of dress, there was an expression in his dark blue eyes, which, though likely to captivate the young and innocent portion of the fair sex, was not deemed elegant by those who are accustomed to read the features of man. He was very wealthy, but was a perfect type of the roue, although a good education and remarkable control of himself rendered it difficult for his acquaintances to charge him with dissipation, or any conduct unworthy of a gentleman. As this gentleman will occupy a somewhat conspicuous position in our tale, we deem it necessary to go into these particulars.</p>

<p>Some seven years previous to her marriage, and while yet a child, Mrs. Wentworth, with her father, the only surviving relative she had, spent the summer at Saratoga Springs in the

<pb>

State of New York, and there met Mr. Awtry, who was then a handsome and dashing young man. Struck by her beauty, and various accomplishments, he lost no time in making her acquaintance, and before her departure from the Springs, offered her his hand. To his utter astonishment, the proposal was rejected, with the statement that she was already engaged to a gentleman of New Orleans. This refusal would have satisfied any other person, but Horace Awtry was not a man to yield so easily; he, therefore, followed her to New Orleans on her return, and endeavored, by every means in his power, to supplant Alfred Wentworth in the affections of Eva Seymour--Mrs. Wentworth's maiden name--and in the confidence of her father. Failing in this, and having the mortification of seeing them married, he set to work and succeeded in ruining Mr. Seymour in business, which accounts for the moderate circumstances in which we find Mrs. Wentworth and her husband at the commencement of this book. Worn out by his failure in business and loss of fortune, Mrs. Seymour died shortly after his daughter's marriage, without knowing who caused his misfortunes, and Horace Awtry returned to the North. After being absent for several years, he came back to New Orleans some months before the departure of Mrs. Wentworth's husband, but never called upon her until after he had left, when she was surprised at the visit narrated in the foregoing chapter.</p>

<p>This gentleman was seated in the portico of the St. Charles Hotel a few mornings after his visit to Mrs. Wentworth, and by his movements of impatience was evidently awaiting the arrival of some one. At last a young man ran down the steps leading from the apartments, and he rose hurriedly to meet him.</p>

<p>“You are the very man I have been waiting to see," said Horace Awtry; "you must excuse my apparent neglect in not calling on you before."</p>

<p>"Certainly, my dear fellow," replied the gentleman. "I am certain your reasons are good for not attending to your arrangement punctually--by the way," he continued, "who the deuce was that lady I saw you escorting to church last Sunday?"</p>

<p>"An acquaintance of mine that I had not seen for years, until a few days ago chance threw me in her path and I paid her a visit."</p>

<pb>

<p>"Ha, ha, ha," laughed his companion. I understand; but who is she, and her name? She is very pretty," he continued, gravely.</p>

<p>"Hush, Charlie!" replied Horace; "come to my room in the St. Louis Hotel, and I will tell you all about it."</p>

<p>"Wait a moment, my friend, and let me get some breakfast," he replied.</p>

<p>"Pooh!" said Horace; "we can have breakfast at Galpin’s after I have conversed with you at my room; or," he continued, "I will order a breakfast and champagne to be brought up to my room."</p>

<p>"As you like," said the other, taking a couple of cigars from his pocket and offering one to his companion.</p>

<p>After lighting their cigars, the two men left the hotel, and purchasing the New York Herald and News from the newsdealer below, proceeded to the St. Louis Hotel, where Horace ordered a breakfast and champagne for himself and guest.</p>

<p>Throwing himself on one of the richly-covered couches that, ornamented the apartment, Charles Bell--for that was the name of the gentleman--requested his friend to inform him who the lady was that he escorted to church.</p>

<p>"Well, my dear friend," said Horace, "as you appear so desirous to know I will tell you. I met that lady some seven cars ago at Saratoga Springs. 'If she is now beautiful she was ten times so then, and I endeavored to gain her affections. She was, however, engaged to another young man of this city, and on my offering her my hand in marriage, declined it on that round. I followed her here with the intention of supplanting her lover in her affections, but it was of no avail; they were married, and the only satisfaction I could find was to ruin her father, which I did, and he died shortly after without a dollar to his name.</p>

<p>"So she is married?" interrupted his companion.</p>

<p>”Yes, and has two children," replied Horace.</p>

<p>"Where is her husband?"</p>

<p>He left for Virginia some time ago, where I sincerely trust he will get a bullet through his heart," was the very charitable rejoinder.</p>

<p>"What! do you desire to marry his widow?" asked his friend.</p>

<pb>

<p>"No, indeed," he replied; "but you see they are not in very good circumstances, and if he were once dead she would be compelled to work for a living, as they have no relatives in this State, and only a few in Baltimore. To gain my objects I should pretend that I desired to befriend her--send the two children to some nurse, and then have her all to myself. This," continued the villain, "is the object with which I have called upon her"</p>

<p>"And paid a visit to church for the first time in your life," said Bell, laughing; "but," he resumed, " it is not necessary for you to wish the husband dead--why not proceed to work at once?"</p>

<p>"Well, so I would, but she is so very particular, that on the slightest suspicion she would take the alarm and communicate to her husband the fact of my having renewed my acquaintance with her, which would, perhaps, bring him home on furlough."</p>

<p>"Nonsense," replied his friend, " the secessionists need every man to assist them in driving back McDowell, and there is no chance of any furloughs being granted; besides which, we are on the eve of great battle, and for any of the men to ask for a furlough would lay him open to the charge of cowardice."</p>

<p>”That may be all true," said Horace, "but I shall not venture on anything more as yet. As far as I have gone, she believes me actuated by no other motives than the remembrance of my former affection for her, and, with that belief, places implicit trust in me."</p>

<p>The conversation was here interrupted by the appearance of two waiters, one carrying a waiter filled with different descriptions of food, and the other a small basket containing six bottles of champagne. After setting them on the table, Horace inquired what the charges were.</p>

<p>"Twelve dollars, sah," was the reply.</p>

<p>Horace took out his pocket book, and throwing the man a twenty dollar gold piece, told him to pay for the breakfast and champagne, and purchase cigars with the remainder.</p>

<p>The negroes having left, Horace Awtry and his friend proceeded to discuss their breakfast and champagne. After eating for a few minutes in silence, Horace suddenly said:</p>

<p>"Charlie, what do you think of this war?"</p>

<p>"My opinion is, that the South has got in a pretty bad dilemma," replied that gentleman.</p>

<pb>

<p>"That is identically my impression, but for heaven's sake do not let any one hear you say so. The people are half crazed with excitement, and the slightest word in favor of the North may lay you at the mercy of an infuriated mob."</p>

<p>"What do you intend doing, now the ports are blockaded and no one can leave the country?" asked his friend.</p>

<p>"Why, remain here and pretend all the friendship possible for the South. Maybe I will get a contract or two, which will further the design of covering my opinions on this contest."</p>

<p>"Such was my idea, but I am afraid that the secesh government will issue their cotton bonds until all the gold is driven from the States, and then we will have nothing but their worthless paper money," replied Bell.</p>

<p>"I have thought of that, and made up my mind to convert all the property I have here into gold at once, which will give me between sixty and seventy thousand dollars, and as fast as I make any of the bonds from contracts, I will sell them for whatever gold they will bring."</p>

<p>"That's a capital idea, my dear follow," said Bell, rising from is chair and slapping Awtry on the shoulder; "I think I shall follow your plan."</p>

<p>The cigars having, been brought in, after a few minutes of unimportant conversation, Charles Bell left his friend, with the arrangement to meet at the Varieties theatre in the evening, and Horace Awtry, divesting himself of his clothing, retired to sleep until the evening should come.</p>

CHAPTER FOURTH. A POLITIC STROKE--THE TELEGRAPHIC DISPATCH.

<p>JUNE and half of July had sped swiftly away. The great battle, which everybody daily expected, had been fought, and the Yankee army ignominiously defeated. As every one of our readers are well acquainted with this battle, I shall not go into any details; enough, as history will tell, to know that it resulted in a glorious victory to the Confederate army, and covered the gallant Southerners with honor.</p>

<p>On the arrival of dispatches giving an account of this victory, to use a vulgar, phrase, New Orleans "ran wild." The excitement and exultation of the people were beyond description, and during, the same night that the news was received, one scene of gayety was observed in the city. There was one heart, however, that did not share the joy and merriment so universal among the people. In the privacy of her dwelling, with her two children near by, Mrs. Wentworth spent a night of prayer and anxiety, and next morning rose from her bed with the same feeling of anxiety to know whether her husband had escaped unhurt. At about ten o'clock in the morning, a knock was heard at the door, and soon after Mr. Awtry entered.</p>

<p>"How are you this morning, Mrs. Wentworth?" he said, taking her little daughter in his arms and kissing her; "so we have gained a great victory in Virginia."</p>

<p>”Yes," she replied; "but I do feel so anxious to know if my husband is safe."</p>

<p>"Do not think for a moment otherwise," he answered; "why, a soldier's wife should not, show half as much solicitude as you do.”</p>

<p>"I am, indeed, very desirous of knowing his fate, and I am sure the fact of being a soldier's wife does not prevent my feeling a desire to ascertain if he is unhurt, or if he is----she paused at the thought which seemed so horrid in her imagination, and lowering her face in her hands, burst into tears.</p>

<p>"Mother, what are you crying for?" asked her little daughter, who was still sitting on Mr. Awtry's knees.</p>

<p>"My dear madam," said Mr. Awtry, “why do you give way to tears? If you desire," he continued, "I will telegraph to Virginia and learn if your husband is safe."</p>

<p>"Thank you--thank you!" she answered eagerly; "I shall feel deeply obligated if you will."</p>

<p>"I shall go down to the telegraph office at once," he said, rising from his seat and placing the child down; “and now, my little darling," he continued, speaking to the child, " you must tell your ma not to cry so much." With these words he shook Mrs. Wentworth's hand and left the house.</p>

<p>The day passed wearily for Mrs. Wentworth every hour she would open one of the windows leading to the street and look 

<pb>

out, as if expecting to see Mr. Awtry with a telegraphic dispatch in his hand, and each disappointment she met with on these visits would only add to her intense anxiety. The shades of evening had overshadowed the earth, and Mrs. Wentworth sat at the window of her dwelling waiting the arrival of the news, which would either remove her fears or plunge her in sorrow. Long hours passed, and she had almost despaired of Mr. Awtry's coming that evening, when he walked up the street, and in a few minutes was in the home.</p>

<p>"What news?" gasped Mrs. Wentworth, starting from her seat and meeting him at the door of the apartment.</p>

<p>”Read it, my dear madam. I shall leave that pleasure to you," he replied, handing her a telegraphic dispatch he held in his hand.</p>

<p>Taking the dispatch, Mrs. Wentworth, with trembling fingers, unfolded it and read these words: "Mrs. Eva Wentworth, New Orleans Louisiana: Yours received. I am safe. Alfred Wentworth." As soon as she had read the dispatch, her pent up anxiety for his safety was allayed, and throwing herself on her knees before a couch regardless of the presence of Mr. Awtry, who stood looking on, Mrs. Wentworth poured forth a prayer of thanks at the safety of her husband, while tears of joy trickled down her cheeks.</p>

<p>"Allow me to congratulate you, Mrs. Wentworth, on the safety of your husband,” said Horace Awtry, after she had become sufficiently composed. "I assure you," he continued, "I feel happy at the knowledge of being the medium through which this welcome intelligence has reached you."</p>

<p>"You have, indeed, proved a friend," she said, extending her hand, which he shook warmly, "and one that I feel I can trust."</p>

<p>"Do not speak of it," he answered; " it is only a natural act of kindness towards one whom I desire to befriend."</p>

<p> "And one I will never cease to forget. Oh! if you had but known how I felt during these past hours of agonizing suspense, you would not have thought lightly of your kind attention; and I am sure when I write Alfred of it, he will not have words sufficient to express his gratitude."</p>

<p>"In my haste to impart the good news to you," said Mr. Awtry, rising, I almost forget an engagement I made this evening. It is now getting late, and I must leave. Good evening."</p>

<pb>

<p>"Good evening," she replied. "I trust you will call to see me soon again."</p>

<p>"With you permission I will," he answered, laying particular emphasis on the word "your."</p>

<p>"Certainly," she said. “I shall be most happy to see you at anytime”</p>

<p>"I will call soon, then, he replied. “Good night,” and he stepped from the threshold of the house.</p>

<p>”Good night,” she said, closing the door.</p>

<p>Horace Awtry stood for a moment near the house; then walking on he muttered: "A politic stroke, that telegraphic dispatch."</p>

CHAPTER FIFTH. JACKSON, MISSISSIPPI--A. HAPPY HOME

<p>WE will now change the scene of our story, and, using the license of all writers, transport the reader to Jackson, the Capital of the great State of Mississippi, and there introduce him or her to other characters who will bear a prominent part in, this book.</p>

<p> In the parlor of an elegant resident on Main street, a beautiful girl was sitting with an open book in her hand. She was not, however, reading, as her bright blue eyes rested not on the pages, but were gazing at the half-opened door, as if expecting the arrival of some one. While she is thus musing, we will endeavor to give a description of the fair maiden. Fancy a slight and elegant figure, richly dressed in a robe of moire antique, from under the folds of which the daintiest little feet imaginable could be seen. Her features, though not regularly carved, made her, at the same time, very beautiful, while her bright blue eyes and rich golden hair, braided smooth to her forehead, and ornamented with a jewelled tiara, then much, worn, lent additional charm to her appearance. Her hands were small, and as Byron, we think, has it, was an undoubted mark of gentle birth.</p>

 She remained in this reverie for dome time, but was at last aroused <unclear> entrance, unannounced, of a handsome young

<pb>

man dressed in the uniform of a lieutenant, when she started up, and meeting him, said in a half-vexed, half-playful tone:</p>\

<p>"Oh, Harry! why did you not come earlier? I have been waiting for your arrival over an hour!"</p>

<p> "Excuse me, dearest," he answered. "I was just on the point of starting from my office when I received a mass of orders from regimental headquarters, which detained me until a few minutes ago. You must, therefore," he continued, "excuse me for this once, and I shall not offend again," and as he spoke he parted the hair from her forehead and pressed a kiss, upon her lips.</p>

<p>"I forgive you for this time," she answered playfully tapping him on the shoulder with her fan but the next offence I will not be so likely to excuse."</p>

<p>"I will take good care not to offend again, then," he laughingly said. The conversation continued for some time in this light way which lovers will sometimes indulge in, when, assuming a serious countenance she spoke to him:</p>

<p>”When does your regiment leave for Virginia?"</p>

<p>"I hardly know," he replied, " if it will go to Virginia at all. The Colonel informs me that it is likely the regiment will sent to Tennessee; so if it is sent there, I will be nearer than you thought."</p>

<p>"What a horrid thing war is!" she slid, without appearing to notice his last remarks.</p>

<p>"You are not inclined to show the white feather now, are you?" he said, laughing.</p>

<p>Her bright blue eyes sparkled for a moment, as if repudiating the question; then lowering them she answered: “No, indeed. I would not have a single one that I love remain a home while the Abolitionists are invading our homes."</p>

<p>"Spoken like a brave girl and a true Southern woman," he replied, "and I shall remember your words when I go into battle. It will nerve and inspire me to fight with redoubled courage, when I recollect that I am battling for you." As he spoke he gazed at her with mingled pride and affection, and for some minutes they remained gazing at each other with that affection which springs from

“Two souls with but a single thought—

Two hearts that beat as one."</p>

<pb>

<p>Oh Love! ye goddess of all that is blissful and elevating in man! How thy devotees bow down to thy shrine and offer all that they possess to purchase but a smile from thee! And when you have cast your favors on some happy mortal, and the pure feeling of affection becomes centered on woman, the fairest flower from Eden, how should not mankind cherish the gift you have bestowed upon him, and look upon it as the first and priceless object on earth, and but second to one above in heaven!</p>

<p>The lovers remained in this silence, which spoke more than words could have done, until the entrance of a tall and venerable looking gentleman of about fifty years of age. As soon as he entered, they rose up together, the young lady addressing him as “father,” and the young man as “doctor.”</p>

<p>”How are you, Harry, my boy? Give me a kiss, Em’,” he said, in one breath, as he shook the young man warmly by the hand and pressed a parental kiss on the brow of his daughter. “Pretty warm weather, this,” he continued, speaking to the young man; “it is almost stifling.”</p>

<p>”Suppose we step out on the balcony, pa,” said the young lady; “it is much cooler there.”</p>

<p>”Ha, ha, ha,” he laughed; “you had not found that out until I entered. However,” he went on, “do you both go out there. I am certain you will do better without than with me.”</p>

<p> His daughter blushed, but made no reply, and the young man removing two chairs to the balcony, they both left the old gentleman, who turning up the gas, proceeded to read his evening Mississippian.</p>

<p>Dr. James Humphries was one of the oldest and more respectable citizens of Jackson, and was looked upon with great esteem by all who knew him. He had been a medical practitioner in that city from the time it was nothing more than a little village, until railroad connections had raised it to be a place of some consequence, and the capital of the State. He had married when a young man, but of all his children, none remained but his daughter Emma, in gaining whom he lost a much-loved wife, she having died in child-birth.</p>

<p>At the time we write, Emma Humphries was betrothed to Henry Shackleford, a young lawyer of fine ability, but who was, like many of his countrymen, a soldier in the service of
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his country, and had been elected first lieutenant of the "Mississippi Rifles."</p>

<p>We will now leave them for the present, and in the next chapter introduce the reader to two other characters.</p>

CHAPTER SIXTH. THE SPECULATOR AND EXTORTIONER.

<p>MR. JACOB SWARTZ was sitting in the back room of his store on Main street counting a heap of gold and silver coins which lay on a table before him. He was a small, thin-bodied man, with little gray eyes, light hair and aquiline nose. He was of that nationality generally known in this country as "Dutch ;" but having been there for over twenty years, he had become naturalized, and was now a citizen of the chivalrous State of Mississippi, a fact of which he prided himself considerably.</p>

<p>Mr. Swartz was busily engaged counting his money, when a little boy, who seemed, from a similarity of features, to be his son, appeared at the door, and mentioned that Mr. Elder desired to see him.</p>

<p>"Vot can he vant?" said Mr. Swartz. Then as if recollecting, he continued: "I suppose it is about that little shtore he vants to rent me. Tell him to come in."</p>

<p>The boy withdrew, and a few seconds after a tall and scrupulously dressed gentleman, with his coat buttoned up to the throat, and wearing a broad rimmed hat, entered the room. This was Mr. James Elder, a citizen of Jackson, but not a native of the State. He came from Kentucky several years before, and was a man with "Southern principles." To do him justice, we will say that he was really a true friend to the South, which fact may have been not only, from principle, but from his being a large slaveholder. He was also the possessor of a considerable amount of landed property and real estate, among which were several buildings in Jackson. He was also looked upon by the world as very charitable man, being always busy collecting, money from the people in aid of some benevolent object, and occasionally his name would appear in the newspapers,
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accompanied by a flattering compliment to his generosity, as the donor of a liberal amount of money to some charitable institution or society. There were people, however, who said that the poor families, who hired a series of tenement buildings he possessed in the lower part of the city, were very often hard pressed for their rent, and more than once turned out for nonpayment. These reports were considered as slanders, for being a member, and one of the pillars of the Methodist Church, no one, for a moment, believed that he would be guilty of so unfeeling an action.</p>

<p>On entering the room, Mr. James Elder made a stiff bow to Mr. Swartz, and declining the hand offered to him, as if it were contamination to touch the person of one of God's likeness, dusted a chair and sat down opposite his host.</p>

<p>"Vell, Mr. Elder, have you decided whether I can get the shtore or not? Tis place of mine is in very pad otter, and I tinks yours vill shust suit me," began Mr. Swartz, after a silence of about three minutes.</p>

<p>"Yes, Mr. Swartz, I think you can have the place, if you and payable always in advance," replied Mr. Elder.</p>

<p>"I tont care," answered Mr. Swartz. I would as soon pay you in advance as not. But vot price to you charge?”</p>

<p>"I charge fifty dollars per month," was the short answer.</p>

<p>"Vell, dat vill do; and I suppose you vill give me the shtore for von year certain?"</p>

<p>"I am not decided about that," replied Mr. Elder, " as do not like to bind myself for any given time; for," he continued, "there is no telling what may be the worth of a store in six months."</p>

<p>"I vould not take it unless I could get a lease by the year," replied Mr. Swartz; “for the fact is, I have made a large contract with the government, and vill have to extend by pisness." Mr. Elder remained thoughtful for a few moments; then he replied: "As you wont take it unless I give a lease for twelve months, I will do so on one condition: that on your failure to pay the rent monthly in advance, you forfeit the lease, and I am at liberty to demand your removal without any notice."</p>

<p>”Shust as you like," he replied, "for I know to monish vill always pe ready in advance."</p>

<p>"Well, I shall have the lease drawn out to-day and bring it to you to sign,” said Mr. Elder, rising and putting on his gloves. “Good morning; be here at three o'clock, as I shall call round at that hour," and with those words he left the room, and the Dutchman resumed the counting of his money.</p>

CHAPTER SEVENTH. THE HUSBAND A PRISONER--EXILE OF THE SOLDIER’S WIFE. 

<p>MONTHS rolled on, during which time Mrs. Wentworth was cheered by many kind and affectionate letters from her husband, who had not been sick a day since his departure from home. One of the letters received from him stated that he had been detailed from 'his regiment to act as clerk in Brigadier General Floyd's adjutant general's office, his superior intelligence fitting him admirably for such an office; and the next letter from him was dated at Fort Donelson, whence General Floyd had been ordered with his brigade.</p>

<p>Fort Donelson fell. We need not record here the heroic defense and stubborn fighting of the Confederate forces, and their unfortunate capture afterwards. These are matters of history, and should be recorded by the historians, and not the novelist. Sufficient to say, that in the last day's fight Alfred Wentworth, having received a severe wound in the arm, was marching to the rear, when an officer, dressed in the garb of a lieutenant, who was lying on the field, called faintly to him, and on his going up, he observed that the lieutenant's left leg was fearfully mangled by a fragment of shell, and was bleeding so profusely, that, less medical aid; was quickly procured, he would die. Forgetting his own wound, which was very painful he lifted the officer on his shoulder and bore him to the hospital, where his leg was immediately attended to, and his life saved. The severity of his own wound, and the length of time which elapsed before any attention was paid to it, brought on a severe fever, and on the escape of General Floyd, he was delirious and unable to accompany him. He was, therefore, sent to Chicago, and placed in the same hospital with the lieutenant whose life he had saved.</p>
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<p>On their recovery, which was about the same time, Lieutenant Shackleforld--for it was he--and Alfred Wentworth were both sent to “Camp Douglas," the military prison near Chicago.</p>

<p>On the receipt of the news in New Orleans, that Fort Donelson and nearly its entire garrison had surrendered, Mrs. Wentworth underwent another long suspense of excitement'and anxiety, which was, however, partially allayed by the intelligence that General Floyd and staff had escaped. But as the weeks rolled on, and she received no letter from her husband, the old fear that he may have been killed came over her again, until it relieved by seeing his name as being among the wounded at the Chicago hospital in one of the city papers.</p>

<p>In mentioning these hours of grief and suspense on the part of Mrs. Wentworth, it must not be understood that we are representing a weak-minded and cowardly woman. On the contrary, Mrs. Wentworth would have rather heard that her husband was killed than one word spoken derogatory to his courage, and would never have consented to his remaining at home, while so many of his countrymen were hurrying to protect their country from invasion. Her suspense and grief at the intelligence of a battle in which her husband was engaged, were only the natural feeling of an affectionate wife. At that moment she was no longer the patriot daughter of the South; she was the wife and mother, and none should blame her for her anxiety to know the fate of one so much loved as her husband, and the father of her children.</p>

<p>Soon after her husband was taken prisoner, Mrs. Wentworth observed that Horace Awtry became more assiduous in his attentions to her. Every day he would call with presents for her children, and several times small packages if bank-bills were found in the parlor, which, when presented to him, he would always disclaim being the owner of; and although Mrs.Wentworth truly believed that they had been left there by him, the kind and respectful tone he used to her, and the intense interest he appeared to take in the welfare of her children, were such that she never imagined, for a moment, he was using this means to cloak a vile and unmanly purpose. Once, and only once, was she made aware that the scandal tongues of her neighbors were being used detrimental to her honor; and then infor-
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mation was given by her slave Elsy, who overheard a conversation between two of her neighbors not at all complimentary to her, and which the faithful negress lost no time in repeating to her mistress, with the very indignant remark that,  ef dem people nex' doh fancy dey can do anyting to take away your name, dey's much mistaken, as I will tell you ebery ting dey say 'bout you, an' you will know what to do." Mrs. Wentworth made no reply to the negro, but on the next visit of Mr. Awtry's, she candidly told him what had been said of her in consequence of his visits. He appeared very much surprised, but told her that such scandalous remarks, emanating as they did out of pure calico, should not be noticed, as all who were acquainted with her knew very well that her character and fair name were above suspicion. With that the subject was dropped, and he continued paying her his visits.</p>

<p>New Orleans fell into the hands of the enemy, and the whole Confederacy was convulsed, as if shaken by an earthquake. None anticipated such a thing, and its fall brought misery to thousands. The enemy had scarcely taken possession, than Horace Awtry and his bosom friend, Charles Bell, went to the provost marshals office and took the oath of allegiance, after proving, entirely to the satisfaction of the Yankees, that they were Northern, and had always been Union men. Mr. Awtry immediately received a commission in the Federal army, and by his willingness to point out prominent "secession" men and women, soon ingratiated himself in the favor of "Beast Butler."</p>

<p>No sooner had he gained the favor of Butler, than his attentions to Mrs. Wentworth changed to that of unmanly presumption, and at last he had the baseness to make proposals at once dishonorable to her as a lady of virtue and position in society, and disgraceful to him as a man. These propositions were accompanied by a threat to have her turned out of the house and exiled from New Orleans. With a spirit worthy of a Southern woman, she indignantly spurned his base offers and ordered him never to place his feet across the threshold of her house, at the same the defying to do his worse. He left her, declaring that she should be turned out of the city, and a few days after, in proof of his threat, an order was presented to her, signed by General Butler, commanding her to leave the city.</p>
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<p>Her faithfiul slave, Elsy, shed bitter tears on hearing that her kind mistress would have to leave New Orleans, and declared that she would not remain in the city, but would follow her.</p>

<p>"But they will not let you go with me, Elsy," said Mrs. Wenworth. "You are free now, they say, to do as you like--you are no longer belonging to me."</p>

<p>"I ain't a gwine to stay here, missis," replied the negro, "for any money in dis world, and if dey wont let me go out wid you, I will come arter you by myself."</p>

<p>"Well, Elsy," said Mrs. Wentworth, "I do not force you to leave New Orleans, but should you get out, come to me at Jackson. You are a good girl, and I shall not forget your fidelity."</p>

<p>”I’ll be dere, shure," said the negro, quite pleased at the permission to follow her mistress if she could.</p>

<p>Mrs. Wentworth immediately set to work packing up a few necessaries, and with the small amount of money she had left awaited the next morning, when she would start for Pass Manchac.</p>

<p>On the following morning she proceeded to the boat, amid the cries and lamentations of the faithful Elsy, amid with her throbbing heart and many sighs gazed on her loved city until it had receded front her view.</p>

<p>On arriving at the "Pass" she was about to step from the boat, when a hand was laid upon her shoulder, and looked round she observed Mr. Awtry, dressed in the full uniform of a Yankee captain, standing by her.</p>

<p>"Are you determined to leave home," he said, "and all pleasures, and starve in the rebel lines? Why not accept my offer and lead a life of ease and affluence. Your husband shall never know of our connection, and thus you will be spared many a weary day and night working for bread to feed your children."</p>

<p>She looked at him for a moment with all that withering scorn and indignation which outraged virtue and innocence can assume, and then said: Leave me! Go to the land from whence you came and make such offers to the women there, but remember now you are speaking to a Southern woman."</p>

<p>But think a moment, and--" he began.</p>

<p>"Leave me this instant," she said excitedly, "or I shall call
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others with more the heart of men than you to my assistance. Accept your offer?" she continued with all the scorn she could use. "Accept such an offer from a Yankee! Go, I would despise and hate were you not too despicable for either feeling of enmity."</p>

<p>Several persons approaching at that moment, he moved away hurriedly, after hissing in her ear: "Take your choice. In either one way or the other .I am revenged on you for the way you rejected my addresses in past years."</p>

<p>She landed on the shore, and a few minutes after the boat moved back on its way to New Orleans, when taking her small trunk in her hands the soldier's wife, with her two children, started on their long and lively march. For where? She knew not. There she was, an utter stranger with two tender children, far from her home, and with only two hundred dollars in money. Where could she go to for support. Her husband was in a foreign prison, and she a wanderer in a strange State. Her heart sank within her, and the soldier's wife wept. Aye, wept! Not tears of regret at what she had sacrificed, but tears of loneliness. Who would not weep if they were parted from those they love, and were cast in a strange land without a friend, and with scarcely any means?</p>

<p>We leave the soldier's wife for a brief while, and transport the reader to her husband. Her trials have commenced--God help her!</p>

CHAPTER EIGHTH. THE PRISONERS—THE HUSBAND AND THE LOVER.

<p>We stated that on the recovery of Alfred Wentworth and Lieutenant Shackleford from their wounds, both were sent to Camp Douglas together, and as Alfred had no regiment of his own captured, the lieutenant promptly requested him to become one of his mess. The generous courage exhibited by Alfred Wentworth, and the fact that but for his chivalric attention, he should have died on the bloody field of Fort Donelson, had created a feeling of gratitude in Lieutenant Shackleford for his preserver, which, on closer acquaintance, had ripened into a warm friend-
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ship, and he soon made Alfred acquainted with the fact of betrothal to Emma Humphries, and Alfred in turn would speak of his wife and children in such tones of affection as only these who love can use. They would sit down for hours and converse on the loved ones at home, thus wiling away the sad lonely hours of a prison life, until the news was received in Chicago of the fall of New Orleans. Although he bitterly regretted his native city having fallen into the hands of enemy, the opportunity which it presented of once more be able to correspond with his wife, made him feel happier, and soon as mail communication was received with the city, he requested and obtained permission to write her.</p>

<p>Alfred Wentworth had not the slightest idea that Horace Awtry would ever dare to offend his wife, much less to offer infamous proposals, and on their being refused have her driven from the home he had placed her in. It is true that his wife had written to him that Mr. Awtry had renewed his acquaintance with her, but her statements of his kind attention to her and the children, and her mentioning the eager manner in which he had relieved her anxiety after the battle of the 21st of July, 1861, instead of raising any suspicion on his part of the honesty and purity of his motives, only made him return thanks in his heart for the previous kindness shown to his wife.</p>

<p>On obtaining permission to write her, immediately penned a long and affectionate letter which was forwarded. For in days after he remained in a long suspense for the expected answer, as he never believed for a moment that she would delay answering him, but as days roIled into weeks, and no letter came, while the other prisoners from New Orleans received letters, regularly, he became alarmed, and spoke his fears to Shackleford.</p>

<p>"Do not be afraid of any harm having occurred to her, Alf,” said the lieutenant, after listening attentively to his friend’s words. "You may depend that your letter never reached her, and she, in ignorance whether you escaped unhurt from the engagement, cannot write, not knowing where you are."</p>

<p>"It is not her silence which troubles me as much as the knowledge that she possess no other money than Confederate notes,” replied Alfred. "How she will manage to support herself the children God only knows."</p>
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<p>"Have you not friends there?" enquired Harry.</p>

<p>"Yes, but I cannot depend on them for assistance, for two reasons: first, because from the disordered state of the money market in New Orleans, they are almost as badly off as she is; and second, I am quite certain that Eva would rather starve than ask for charity."</p>

<p>"Charity!”, echoed his companion. “Do you call it charity to assist another situated as your wife is, particularly where her husband is far from her fighting for his country?"</p>

<p>"You do not know the people of New Orleans,"' replied Alfred. “No matter how kindly a favor may be bestowed on them, it is still considered charity, and though dire necessity may induce them to accept aid if proffered, the knowledge that they were eating the bread of charity, would embitter each mouthful.”</p>

<p>”Pooh, pooh," said his friend, "all these fine notions would do very well before the war, but at the present time the least we think of them the better."</p>

<p>”It is all very well for you to speak that way," answered Alfreed, “for you have no wife and children to cause uneasiness, but I cannot be otherwise than anxious to know what has become of her, that I receive no letters, while other prisoners have had theirs regularly by mail."</p>

<p>"An unfortunate fact, which you may depend has been caused by no other reason than the neglect of the Yankee officers to forward your letters,” said Harry, then continuing: "Come, cheer up, and throw aside your dullness. Another battle like that of Shiloh, will give the South as many Yankee prisoners as they have of us, and then ho! for home and the "Sunny South!" As soon as we return, I will take you to Jackson, and then you can write your wife to come out, and she can live with my mother, if you are not too proud to accept my hospitality."</p>

<p>"Thank you," he replied, "but I must first wait until we are exchanged, and God knows when that will be."</p>

<p>"Why, man, I tell you there is no doubt of our whipping the Yanks and capturing a lot of them in the next battle; then adieu to Camp Douglas, and hurrah for the Confederacy once more!” replied Harry, taking his companion by the arm, and dragging him to their tent where dinner had been placed in readiness for them.</p>

<pb>

CHAPTER NINTH. ROOMS TO RENT.

<p>We must now return to my heroine, who, with her two children, we left slowly travelling toward Jackson, Mississippi. On arriving at Poncbatula, she took the cars on the New Orleans Jackson and Great Northern Railroad, and in a few hours was in Jackson. On arriving there she proceeded to the Bowman House, and purchasing a newspaper eagerly scanned the columns to find an advertisement of rooms to rent, knowing full well that, with her limited means, she would never be able to remain at the hotel, or live at a boarding house.</p>

<p>After looking for some time, without finding the desired advertisement, her eye at last lit upon the following notice under the heading of “To rent:" 

“TO RENT,

“Unfurnished rooms in the one-story tenement buildings on----street. For particulars, apply to the undersigned at his office on Main street, near the State House. JAMES ELDER."</p>

<p>After reading it she folded the paper, and remained musing for several minutes, when rising up she went to her children, and, kissing them, told them she was going out for a few minutes, and to play like good children until her return. She then left, the hotel, and, after some little trouble, at last found out the office of Mr. Elder, which she entered.</p>

<p>"Is Mr. Elder in?" she inquired of a clerk.</p>

<p>"Yes, madam," he replied.</p>

<p>"Can I see him?"' she asked.</p>

<p>He gave her no answer, but going to an adjoining door, half opened it, and announced, in a loud voice, that a lady desired to set Mr. Elder.</p>

<p>”Admit her," was the reply of that gentleman.</p>

<p>Mrs. Wentworth passed the desk, and, entering the room from whence the voice proceeded, found herself in the presence of Mr. Elder, who was seated in an arm chair reading a newspaper.</p>

<p>"Be seated, madam," he said, rising and handing her a chair.</p>

<p>"What can I have the honor of doing for you this morning?"</p>
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<p>"This is your advertisement, I believe," she replied, handing him the newspaper.</p>

<p>"Yes, madam," he answered, looking at her through his spectacles.</p>

<p>"Well, sir, it is my desire to rent one of the rooms."</p>

<p>"You, madam!" he replied, evidently surprised at her question.</p>

<p>"Yes, sir," she replied; "I am a refugee from New Orleans, having been driven from there by General Butler. My husband is now a prisoner of war in the hands of the enemy, and my means being limited, I am compelled to live economically."</p>

<p>"Ahem, ahem," said Mr. Elder, clearing his throat; "indeed, madam, I sympathize with you. This war has cast many people homeless and in need throughout the country. I sympathize with you, indeed I do," and he looked on her in the most benevolent manner possible.</p>

<p>"Well, sir, what is the price charged for the rent of one of your rooms?" asked Mrs. Wentworth after a few moments' silence.</p>

<p>"Well, ah—well, ah—you see, my dear madam, the price of everything has gone up immensely," he replied.</p>

<p>"And what do you charge for the room?" she asked.</p>

<p>"Well, ah, I think sixteen dollars per month as cheap, as I could possible rent it," he answered finally.</p>

<p>"I will take it, then, by the month," she answered, rising, "and will go into possession to-day."</p>

<p>"Well, ah, my dear madam, it is a rule I have always made, only to rent my houses for the money, paid in advance--not that I have the least apprehension of your inability to pay me, but you see it never does any good to deviate from fixed rules."</p>

<p>"I am perfectly willing to pay you in advance," she replied, taking her port-moniae from her pocket and handing him the advance pay for one month's rent.</p>

<p>Calling a clerk, Mr. Elder handed him the money, and ordered a receipt to be made out; then turning to Mrs. Wentworth, he said:</p>

<p>"There is another thing I desire to have you understand, madam, and agree to. The fall of New Orleans has occasioned the inflation of all kinds of real estate in price, and this, added to the rapid minor in which Confederate notes are depreciating
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in value, may compel me to raise the price of rent. I would, therefore, like you to agree, that in no way am I bound for any time longer than the month you have paid for, to take the present price; and another thing I desire is, that you agree not to take advantage of the stay law, in the event of non-payment, or refusal to pay any additional price I may charge. In making these conditions, madam," he continued, "I must not be understood to say that the contingencies mentioned are at all likely to occur, as I trust and hope they will not; but at the same time, I only desire to avoid all deviations from my usual course of doing business."</p>

<p>"Any terms you may desire I will agree to," she replied in an absent manner, "as I wish to remove from the hotel, the charges there being above my means."</p>

<p>"Very well, madam, very well," he responded.</p>

<p>After the clerk had brought the receipt for the months rent, Mr. Elder rose from his chair, and, requesting Mrs. Wentworth to remain seated for a few minutes, left the apartment. He shortly after returned with a printed document in his hand, which he requested her to sign. Without reading the paper, she obeyed his request, and, receiving the key of the room she had just rented, requested that Mr. Elder would have her shown where it was situated. Calling a negro boy, who was lounging at the door, he directed him to accompany Mrs. Wentworth to----street and show her the rooms. With that he made a low bow, and she left following the boy.</p>

<p>"Humph!" said Mr. Elder, half aloud, as soon as she had left. "I do not care much about hiring my room to such tenants. Refugees are certainly becoming as thick as locusts in the State, and are nearly all as poor as Job. However, I have made myself secure against any excuse for pay on the ground of poverty, by the paper she signed," and with these reflections, that worthy gentleman re-entered his room, and was soon deeply interested in his newspaper.</p>
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 CHAPTER TENTH. THE NEW HOME.

<p>MRS. WENTWORTH followed the boy till he arrived in front of a series of wretched looking rooms, situated on one of the miserable lanes with which Jackson abounds. Stopping in front of one of them, he pointed to it, and with no other words than ''Dem is de room, ma'm," walked off. Taking the key, which Mr. Elder had previously given her, she opened the door and entered.</p>

<p>Mrs. Wentworth's heart sank within her as she viewed the wretched looking apartment. The interior of the room was exceedingly dirty, while the faded paper, which once gaudily adorned it, now hung in shreds from the walls. The fireplace was broken up, and disgusting words were written in every part of the room. It had been, in fact the lodging of a woman of dissolute character, who had been accustomed to gather a crowd of debauched characters in her apartment nightly, but who, from a failure to pay her rent, had been turned out by Mr. Elder. The other apartments were still occupied by abandoned women; but of this fact Mrs. Wentworth was not aware.</p>

<p>As he looked at the room a feeling of indescribable sadness crept over her, and a sigh of bitterness burst from her throbbing bosom. It was, however, not to be helped; she had already paid the rent, and was compelled to keep it for the month. Sadly she left the room, and locking it after her, repaired to a store to purchase a few necessary articles of furniture.</p>

<p>On entering a store, the first person she saw was Mr. Swartz, who had, by this time, risen from the lowly position of a grocer to that of a "General wholesale and retail merchant," as the sign over his door very pompously announced.</p>

<p>Mr. Swartz remained on his seat at her entrance, barely raising his eyes to see who had entered. She stood for a few moments, when, seeing that no one appeared to notice her presence, she walked up to him and informed him that she wished to purchase a few pieces of furniture.</p>

<p>"Vot kind do you vant?" he inquired, without moving from his seat.</p>
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<p>"A small bedstead, three or four chairs, a table and a wash-stand," she answered.</p>

<p>"Look at then and see vich you like te best," he said, "and I vill tell you te brice."</p>

<p>After a little search, Mrs. Wentworth selected the plainest and most homely she could find of all the articles she desired, and, turning to him, inquired what the price would be.</p>

<p>Te pedstead is forty tollars; te chairs is three tollars apiece; te taple is twenty tollars; and te washstand is fourteen," he replied.</p>

<p>"And how much will that amount to, altogether?" she asked.</p>

<p>”Eighty-six tollars,” he responded.</p>

<p>"Can you take no less, sir?" she asked.</p>

<p>”No, ma'am," he answered. "I have put one brice, and if you don't vant to pay it you can leave it."</p>

<p>Taking out the desired amount, she paid him without making any further remark, and requested that they, would be sent after her. Calling a drayman, Mr. Swartz told him to follow her with the furniture, and he returned to his seat, satisfied with having made sixty dollars on the eighty-six received from Mrs. Wentworth, the furniture having been bought at sheriff's sale for a mere trifle.</p>

<p>Having purchased a few other household untensils, Mrs. Wentworth proceeded to the Bowman house, from which, after paying her bill, she removed her children, and, followed by the dray with her furniture, proceeded to the wretched hovel she had rented. Her stock of money had now been reduced to less than sixty dollars, and with this she embarked upon the world with two tender children.</p>

<p>After paying the drayman, who was a kind-hearted negro, and getting him to erect the bedstead, he departed, and a feeling of desolation and loneliness spread its dark shadows over the heart of Mrs. Wentworth. Seating herself on a chair, with her two children clinging to her knees, the long pent up fountain of grief burst forth, and tears bedewed the cheeks of the Soldier's Wife; tears, such as only those who have felt the change of fortune, can shed; tears, which, like the last despairing cry of the desolate, can only be answered in heaven!</p>

<pb>

CHAPTER ELEVENTH. THE ATTEMPTED ESCAPE.

<p>WE must now turn to Alfred, whom we left in a disconsolate mood at Camp Douglas, with his friend trying to cheer his spirits. But he could think of nothing else but his absent wife, until at last he determined to attempt an escape. The idea once in his mind could not be dismissed. He, therefore, informed Harry of his intention, and asked if he thought it feasible, or likely to result in success.</p>

<p>"So far as the feasibility of the attempt is concerned," observed Harry, as soon as Alfred had concluded, "I think it could be attempted. But about the result, you will have to trust to luck."</p>

<p>"I am aware of that," he replied. “But I do not know how the attempt can possibly be made. The camp is so well guarded, that an attempt to escape is almost hopeless of success."</p>

<p>"Pshaw! If you are determined to go, I see nothing to prevent your making the attempt. If it even fails, the most that will be done to you by the Federals is closer confinement."</p>

<p>”I do not care much about that risk," he replied. "My desire is to form some plan of escape. Can you devise one by which I can get away?"</p>

<p>”That is a difficult task," said Harry. "But as we are of the same desire, I suppose something must be done. What do you say about digging a tunnel, and escaping by that route?"</p>

<p>"That is a very good idea; but it will take too long," replied Alfred. Besides which, what are we to do with the dirt that is dug up?”</p>

<p>"I never thought of that," he answered. "But now that you have reminded me of it, I do not believe the plan will suit. Some other must be devised, but what it is to be, I cannot, for the life of me, imagine."</p>

<p>"What do you say to scaling the walls?" asked Alfred.</p>

<p>”A very good idea it would be, if we had anything to scale them with," he replied.</p>

<p>"Suppose we tear up our blankets And make a rope of them."</p>

<p>"How will you attach the rope to the wall?” asked Harry.</p>
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<p>"We can easily get a hook of wire and throw it over. It will be certain to catch," he replied.</p>

<p>"Very likely," observed Harry, drily, "and make such a confounded noise, that the first thing we heard after, it would be a Minie ball whistling past our ears; or should it catch without making any noise, the chances are that, when one of us ascends, it will be to meet the burly form of some Dutch sentinel traversing the walk. The idea is not feasible; so we must think of something else."</p>

<p>"I do not know what to think," replied Alfred; “and the probability is, that if I even did, you would find some objection to its performance."</p>

<p>”That is true," answered Harry, laughing, "and I accept the reproach in the spirit it is given. It will never do for us to be raising objections to every plan offered, for that will not hasten our escape."</p>

<p>”Then think of something else, and I will acquiesce, no matter how extravagant it may be," said Alfred. "I am tired of this cursed prison, and intend to get away by some means or other."</p>

<p>”It is all very good to talk about getting away," said Harry. "For the matter of that, I am as anxious to leave as you are, but in the name of wonder, how are we going to manage it?"</p>

<p>"That is the very thing I desire to consult you about. We certainly will never escape, unless we make the attempt; but in what manner we are to attempt it, is exactly what I desire to know."</p>

<p>"What do you say to bribing one of the sentinels?" asked Harry.</p>

<p>"Where will we get the means from?" inquired Alfred. "I have some Confederate Treasury notes, but they will not be any temptation to a Yankee."</p>

<p>"Leave me to find the means," replied Harry. “I have a fine gold watch, and about seventy dollars in gold. These will be sufficient, I think, to attempt the cupidity of any Dutchman in the Yankee army.”</p>

<p>”And how do you propose of offering the bribe?" Alfred inquired.</p>

<p>"I shall look our for the first chance to speak to the sentinel at the gate, some time during the day, and will make the neces-
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sary preparations to escape to-night, if the Yankee will accept my offer.”</p>

<p>”That will do very well,” observed Alfred. “There is one thing, however, I must remind you of. It will not do to offer the sentinel all your gold, for we will require money to pay our way into Tennessee.”</p>

<p>”Do you never fear that,” replied Harry. “I will be certain to reserve enough funds for our expenses. It does not cost much at any time to travel through these Northern States.”</p>

<p>”Well, I trust to you to make all the necessary arrangements,” replied Alfred. “I am determined not to remain in this place, with my mind so disturbed about my wife and children. If I can only reach the Confederate lines safely, I will have no difficulty in hearing from New Orleans.”</p>

<p>”I will make every effort to facilitate an escape,” remarked Harry; “and if my penetrating qualities do not deceive me, there is a sentinel at the gate to-day, who would not be averse to taking a bribe, even if it permits a “rebel” to escape. Cheer up, my friend,” he continued. “I will guarantee that your wife and children are all well and happy, except a natural anxiety on your account.”</p>

<p>Alfred made no reply, and the two friends shortly after separated.</p>

<p>Harry kept an assiduous watch for an opportunity to speak with the sentinel. The time for the man to remina on guard expired, however, without any favorable chance presenting itself. He was, therefore, compelled to wait until the evening, when the same sentinel would be again on guard, before he could attempt to bribe him. At four o’clock he was posted, and after some hesitation, Harry determined to address him. Walking up as soon as he perceived no one near the man, he called out to him.</p>

<p>”Vot te deuce do you vant? You rebel,” asked the sentinel in a broad Dutch accent.</p>

<p>Will you let me come a little nearer?” Harry inquired, perceiving that the distance between the guard and himself too great for a conversation.</p>

<p>”Vot do you vant to come a leetle nearer for?” asked the sentinel.</p>

<pb>

<p>”I want to talk to you,” he replied, making a motion of his hand to indicate that he wished to converse in secret.</p>

<p>The sentinel, looking carefully around to be certain that no one was near at hand who could perceive him, beckoned to Harry to approach. The young man went forward cautiously, as the numerous sentinels around the wall were likely to perceive him, and would not hesitate to fire if they imagined he was about to attempt an escape. As soon as he reached the sentinel, he made known his wishes, and ended by offering the man his watch and forty dollars in gold if he would permit himself and his friend to pass the gate at night. At the same time he promised the man he would take all the responsibility in the event of detection or recapture.</p>

<p>The sentinel listened attentively, and at first appeared unwilling to receive the bribe, but upon Harry representing to him that there was no chance of his agency in the escape being discovered, he finally consented to receive it. It was, therefore, arranged between them, that at twelve o’clock that night the two prisoners should start. The signal was to be a faint whistle, which would intimate to the guard that they were there, if it was answered they should advance, but if not they should return, as his silence would either indicate that he was not alone, or that he was not on his post. Everything having been amicably arranged between them, Harry promised to pay the bribe as soon as they reached the gate. This the fellow demurred to at first, but as Harry was determined not to pay over the watch and forty dollars, until the hour of their departure, he was compelled to assent.</p>

<p>On Harry’s return to his tent he found Alfred reading a Yankee pictorial newspaper.</p>

<p>”Well,” he remarked, looking up from his paper as soon as Harry entered.</p>

<p>”Every thing progresses finely,” replied Harry.</p>

<p>”Have you been able to speak to the sentinel?” he asked.</p>

<p>”I have seen him, and made all the necessary arrangements,” Harry replied.</p>

<p>”And when will we leave,” Alfred asked.</p>

<p>”To-night at twelve is the time fixed between us,” he replied. The fellow appeared unwilling at first, but a little persuasion
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with a sight at the watch and money, was too much for his nature, and he yielded to my wishes.”</p>

<p>”Then everything goes on well, if the fellow does not play us false,” Alfred remarked.</p>

<p>That is a risk we ar ebound to run,” replied Harry. “I think the fellow means to be honest, if a man can be honest who agrees to allow a prisoner to escape; who is placed under his charge.”</p>

<p>”Did you inform him there were two of us who desired to leave,” asked Alfred.</p>

<p>”yes,” was the reply; “I would never have bothered to escape and run the risk of re-capture and harsh treatment, did not you desire to leave this place, and the trip could as well be made with you as otherwise.”</p>

<p>Alfred pressed his friend’s hand warmly, as he replied. “Thank you, Harry, I trust I will be able to return the kindness you have shown me, at some future and more favorable time.”</p>

<p>”Poh, poh!” he replied. “Don’t speak of it. The kindness has been paid for long ago,” pointing to his wound as he spoke.</p>

<p>”I expect we may as well make preparations to leave,” remarked Alfred, after a moment’s pause.</p>

<p>”Preparations!” echoed his friend, “What in the name of all that is glorious, do you require any preparations for?” and then, he added dryly, “there is one thing certain, my trunk (?) is already packed, although I don’t know if yours is.”</p>

<p>”A truce to joking about trunks,” replied Alfred, “but seriously you must be aware that we cannot leave here without being dressed in citizens clothes.”</p>

<p>”The thunder!” exclaimed Harry, “are you going to raise any more objections?”</p>

<p>”No,” he replied, “but it is absolutely necessary that we shall be appareled in different clothes to those of a soldier.”</p>

<p>”I think we can get a couple of suits to borrow from the officers, but how I will get them, without their knowing our intention to escape, is a matter of much difficulty. If they should one know it, the whole crowd will desire to leave with us.”</p>

<p>”That would be unreasonable on their part,” replied Alfred.</p>

<p>”They must be aware that every man cannot get away at the same time, and to desire or attempt such a thing would be to ensure the re-capture of every man.</p>

<pb>

.C'AI'P I' T WE TL FTH I 'O'll ;-AlSV ;I-' A'IA 1;It lJ)^ .N , LONG; Vceks rolled on, and thle ;malt sum o1x s I sso'd by Mrs. Cntwortth, lial been entirely evxhautedl. Sit 1had, however, sewing; conltrived to supply herself and children with food. was the same old tale of' sleeptess nights of toil. Often the !y streak which heralds thto morning, would 'find her still ring over lier work, while hlr two children 'were sleepizug the bed in one corner of the room. At tineH s he would 'I'fR: TrI1AL 01F TH'E SOXI,DiER' ,sw,,'. t 'rl ork, pnd think for long hours pn the loved husband, iA had contracted ner in..the hands of the Federals, In those hours, iHeaven; for th course, her chleeks, as the stern reality of her posi- 1 as she wa4s, she ed itself;'to kno'w that he was absent, while she li the little lips v a life of penury and toil. Still. sie struggled on. The tears co: ces despair rose up before her like a dcllnon, and she ! the childrenI gi about to succumb to it, the memory of lher absent t tlly meant. d the sight of her loved children, would nerve the . "Iothllerl," a Ce to bear with fortitude the misery to which she Ii" She took hel duced. lied. she toiled on, until the last source of slllpport i ad Thncll stop Thle Quartermaster from whom she received -worlk, i Ventworth's e pleted all the clothing he required, h1l'd no furthller I "I will stop services, and she tlien saw lothling bltt a blank and and sniililn.' Pect, looming uU before her. She hLad no means o(I' Smiles aroe II rood for her children. , Piece by .piece her fIurnitare men smile Who supply their wants, until nothing was left in thle . r1 i this emblem of olitary bedstead. Starvation in its worst form star- sow a fruit, face, until at last she sold what clothing she had to the eye, but ,from New Orleans. This relievecd'her necessities are often like t Lime, and then ller last, resource was gone. in' fruit whlic sent was dlrk, the fit;ulte seemed( but one black very lucious, L pairr, Iope, that iguis Jftuuts, which deceives so seats the appe Rrth, left the -soldier's wite, and she was indeed is deceptive, nI The blooming, woman had, become a haggard and ,other. She had no thought fobr ersdlf. It twas fbol An alone she felt solicitors, and when the day 'arrived The child sa .without the! means of purchasing br,leal, hler long its hunger, an f misery overflowcd, and she eplt.hine that s vept. Wept as if' her whole life 1had been chI.:nged, f:Ce of the mO , i'oli one of joy.anlll h}1p.pincss, to that of' sadness sion, it had wn felt his liunghiw en inl that .l1ark Ilhllour lustered alroullnd her. 7YC/ Mother,"' y. A ftst of over twenty-four hour's lhad dried all "I will get thlern. 'lhey only wondered for awhile, ulnltil the o in no bread in of' huilo't' reiindued themi of' anothlter :ad greater "I am so I too h:i ld ,een changed. Thoe blooiom of youth hlad bread?" mn their little checks, while in the, eyes of' tle oldest "Mothei' h: light billned. SheI w fas f;st sinking to tlle grave, The other ie' lknoew it 11pt. Klpeu not that lei' darling chlild nestled to her 'L'lArIS A I.l? 'L'i-fi Y INIL( tjlD I Y [EJ' i, 'F : a disease, which would shortly take her' to little Eva spoke no word of complaint. Young," saw lier mother's agony of soul, and thouglih ,re parched an dry; she told not 'her failing. tinucd to' flow from Mrs. WVentworth, and still ed on inl wonlderliec t. They knew not what last salid her little inf.lit, "why do you cry?" on her knees. "Nothing, my darling," she i6-: tyinr'," lie said, pressing his little hand on Mirs. ek. "I't makes le feel bad." tmyillng, darling " 1Che replied, drying hler tcai's t always tlhe reply of the heart. We live seen e whole lifi) was a: scene of misfortune, and yet happiIess has lit their fetlltres. It isHoutw§Trd hose surface presents a tempting' appearance w]lichl is blasted and witherecd within. Smiles Ic fruit cll]ed the Guava. It is a beautiful look-' grows in the West Indies, and to the taste is it when examined through a microscope, it pre- rancee of a moving imass of worms. Its beauty thing but a wretched view presents itself; , .deaid sea fruit, that teml)ts the eye, falls ,.o ashes on the lips." r her another smile, :.11d thll little heart forgot for a miollmenlt beat with joy. rhe glenm of sun- ;d itself over him, did not last, for soon after the her assumed the same sad and cheerless expres- $n for many weeks. Tlhe child saw it, and. again mc said, "give me a piece of bread." oine for youi to morrow," she replied. "Thlere hel'house this evening." ingry," remarked the child." Why is there no got no money to btiy any," she replied. child had remained quiet all the' while. She still nother's side and looked long and earnestly into 46. 'THI T'liAI OF THBI, bOLD1tWX VWV1X. iW her: fce, :, be was not thinkingg, for one of hter years knew notbinpg of thought, but divined that :11 was not right with her other. , (I"Ev' , my child,' the ., mother said, speaking to her for the first time. ' go to the grocer's, anl ask him if he will let me have loaf of bread on credit ." "I am qo glad yon have ^ent oir bread," exclainlmd the infant on ber 'koees, as hoe clapped his hand joyfully together. .va left the, room, aut'l in ra tfw minutes .returned. empty handed. "lHa^ he refused to let yo. hIve it'?" askedd Mrs?. Went- worth. "Yes, mother," replied the child sadly. " lie says e will , not give credit to anybody." I: "* thought as much,"Mrs. Wentwojrth remarked. "Then I won't bget any bread?" asked the child on her kneu ... ,* "No, my d^alig,'"Mrs. Wentlworth, answered, " you must wait: until to.iorxow," "I hayv't eaten so long, mother," he said. Why paint you got any bread?" . a "Beausie. mother is poor and without :my 1lonley," she replied "'( ut I feel so hungry," againn lthe child remarked. "1 know it, my swt!et boy,' replied his mother, "but wait a little longer and I will give you something to eat." 1Ier heart was wrung with agony at. the complaint of the | child and his call for bread; but she she,knew not how to evade his lquestiQon ori to procure food. The thought of asking charity had never once entered her mind, foir those with whom .sh had dilaily intercourse, were too much engaged in self-inter- est to i"lake her hope that any :appeal for hteli would touch their sordid hearts ; and yet ibod ifust be had, but how shle knew not. Her promise to give her child food, on the next day, was made only to silence his call for bread. There was no prospect of receiving any, money, and she could not see her children starve. But one recou*set was left. She must sell the bed-the h last piece of furniture rxemaipnig in the room'-no matter that in O doing her wretqhedhee createdd instead of diminished. c achilk d was not satisjed with her promise. The pangs he THIE TRIAS; O) THIE SOLDIBtR WIFE. 47 endured were too much for one of his age, and again he uttered his call.for bread. "There 'is no, bread, Willy," said Eva, speaking for the first time. "l Don't ask for any bread. It makes mamma sad." The child oipced }is. large blue eyes enquiringly upon his sister. "M3y sweet., darling child," exclanied hMrs. Ventworth, clasping the little Ella to her heart, and then bursting into tears at this proof of ler child's fortitude, slie continued: Are you not hungry, too?" Yes, mother, she replied, " but --" here the little girl ceased to speak as if desirous of sparing her mother pain. "But what?" asked Mrs. Wentworth. "Mother," (. claimed the child, throwing her arms round i;er mother's nei(k, and evading the question, " father will cone back to us, and then we will not want bread." The word "father," brought to Mrs. Wentworth's minmd'helr absent husband. She thought?f the agony he would endure if he knew that hls wife and children were suffering for fbod. A swelling of her bosom told of the emotion raging within her, and again the tears started to her eyes. "u ¢Jomle, my sweet boy," she said, daslhing away the tears, as they came like dewdrops frl'om i ler eyelids, and speaking to the inthrit on her kne.e, "' it is tite to go to bed." "Aai,t I t or get some bread before 1 go to bed i"' he asked. "'l'Tl..rc i nolne, darling," she answered hastily. "Wait untii to-ttorrowV and you will get some."' ' Jultt; 1 :1a so hungry," again repeated the child, andl again : p1ang ol' wretcheduess shot through the mother's breast. ' Never miid," she observed, kissing him fondly, " if you love rnc, let rle put yon to bed like a good child." C ' love yod ti he said, looking upl into her eyes with all tliat dlee1 love -that instinct gives to children. Shte undressed and put him to bed, were the little Ella fol- lowed him soon after. MrS. Wentworth sat by the bedside until they had fallen asleep. "I love yon, mother, but I am so hungry,". were the last words the infant murmured as he closed his eyes in sleep, and in that slumber forgot his. agonizing pangs for awhile. As soon as tley were asleep, Mrs. Wentwortlb removed from T4iU TRIALS .'O- THE HOtULEIt'ES WIFE?. . 3 and:seated herself at the window, which 'she.. here she sat, looking at the clouds as they floated her steps her town prospects were, The morning dawned had becor r:; still there. It: was a beaatiffil morning, but the' times tle the bird in a tree nearby, as he poured forth his our reae ,ng, awoke no echo in the heart of the soldier's the vast' was cheerless Within her. Theo brigltness, of tlhe Its vortex lly acted like a glean :of light at the mouth of a sea of the madethle cdarkne.ss of hie thoughts more dismal. great maj he descen : . % trladec, hoI few dollar from the ] CIAPTl ER TIIIRTEENTIHJ. fi tit hof elevated, 'TUB APr-lr, FOR CI iDl)'r. . come punr eal of the little boy, when he aoko ill the morn- i, g befor bread. HIe was doubly hungry now. Thirty-six easiydi fortune. passed sidn he hIad' eatenthe last mouthful of food pardoned ed in the room. Mrs. Wentworth on that night of his heart determined to make an appeal foir help to the man billws of rchased the furniture from, on her arrival 'at Jack- iiid' of the event of his refusing to assist her, to sell the oh her children were wont to steep. This determi.- pt tot been arrived at without a struggle in the heart And it r's wife. For the first time in her life she was about bitter nee help frim a stranger, and the blood rushed to her clerk for 1e thought of the humiliation that poverty entails "You, . It is true, she was not, about to ask for charity, ambr i t was only to procure credit for a small quantity of MPrs. v o feed her children with. The debt would be paid, seated bel rell enough, but still it was asking a favor, and the was most g obligated to a stranger, was galling to her proud pietor's o. nature.. w exclaimeded the child, as he rose from his bed, "' it aim iow; aint I going to get some bread?" "Vo t ,e 'r·plied, "I will go out to the Shop directly anild out even Mrs. 3 h6ab afterwards she left the room, and bidding S s. fare o'f heir brotherr' while 'sho as absent, bending gave her. ,, TrlE .TMIboAiLS OV TfaUC SOLT UI¶i S wVIF.. 49 owvards' the tore toeof Mr. Swartz. 'his nt"lqa e, in a fiew short weeks, possessed of three or, foar vealt h'owned when we first introduced himn to 3. 'The spirit of speculation had sci'zed lhim a0ong tuber of the southern people, who were drawn into and created untold suffering among the poorer clas- peopleo. The difference with Mr. Swartz arid the ity of southern speculators, was the depth to which ad for the purpose of making money. No article pf ever petty, that he thought himself able to make a by, was passed aside unnoticed, while he would sell Lltry amount of a pound of flonr to the largest quai- 'chandize required. Like all persons who are suddenly ,om comparative dependence, to wealth, he ha' be- . proud and ostentatious, as he was humble and cring- the war. In this display of the niushlrom could be )vered the vulgar and uneducated favorite olf frikle gven these displays could have been overlooked and had he shown any charity to the suffering poor, OBut as as hard as the flinty rockis against which washI the the Atlantic. Tl e cr of'hunger never reached the is breast. It was guarded with a covering of iron, )le to the voice of misery. nas to.thiis man that rs. Wentworth, in her hour of applied. She entered his store aind enquired of the [r. Swartz. . vill find him in that room," he replied, pointing to a t the rear of the store. , entworth entered the room, and found MlISwartz ,re a desk. The office, for it was his private office, Alegantly furnished, and exhibited marks of the pro- ealth. rtz elevated his brows with surprise, as he looked at crn expression and needy attire of the woman before mn I do for you nmy coot voman," he enquired, with- xtending the courtesy of offering her a seat. entworth remained for a moment without replying. abarrassed at'theOuneourteous reception M1]r. Swartz' She did not recollect her altered outward appear- 4 £fl#. sw1ai V1e A'U*E SWLDJJ-JLb WJIiL K' ought only of the fact that she was a lady. IHer in- I every tay n )jPal to him for 'credit, wavered for awhile, but the charity and 6ib, W' T,' rose up and heid her two children be- Gootness E 'i he deterinined to subdue pride,,and ask the Qbli- here every ,',,' ' \ , ' ' . X s t"You ar k now if you rccolleot ime," she replied at last, and think I ha' "' am the lady who purchased a lot of furniture ' food, I ask ow weeks ago." ' necessity a] remember"Mr. Swairtz observed, w-ith a look of and if you But vot can I to for you dis morning?" elharge, so I oldier' " v wife,"Mrs. MWentworthll commenced les - "I reckc ciy husband is now a prisoner in the North, aud I pay ish to ( ofueee from New'Orleans, with two small children. "I could t time ago I had succeeded in supporting my little : Wentwortl orkmlg on colliers' clothing, but the (Quartermxaster', i; If I canno having ceased to 'anu4;dture clothing, I have been changed he ays without t work/' liere fhe caused. It pained ' "Dat is] mue. a- inue-. ed "I Cem 4 looked at her vtith, 'uprise, and tle idea cane "Conid that he was aa aDiPi t tor charity. me for is b t ias dat gtt*to do vi our psunes,"Ihe' observed I am certani 1e of voi6,4 determinieathat she should see no.hope wealth."' "Dat mi cl," she replied. "For over twenty-four hours mly against my ildren and 'ysielfihave been without food, and I so for ever; aollal to puIrchaso it'." illr. Ve O! anythilln for you,"Mr. Swartz said with a frown. manner ill 'scarce .a day but some peoples or anoder vantus' she moved when she come to ask for clarity,'" she interrupted, hastily. now depen ;cme.¢cl to sk you ,a rfaxor.'. returned t. t?'e le enquired. tiently. (I you beforc, my children and myself are nearly "Vell," le rqp"lied. ! have not the means of buying food "As yo t tLink it more than likely I will proce w'ork il thought. yc I have called to ask if you would give me credit security fo: !icles of food until then,'by which 1,will be able to "'' Vat kii family." ' '"' f'"I, have, ht;i eas' sd tiithi'ng lii d'harity you vaunted," he time ago," tt i cann'not 'do vatyou vish. It is te same ting on it?" it te sogers' families. Dey comes here and asks for credit, shust as if a man vas made of qniiish.- acionus I I don't pelievo dat te peoples who comes ay is as pad, off as tey vish to appear." mistaken, sir,"Mfrs. Wentworth replied, "if you i come here without' being actually in want, of the rou to let me have on credit. Necessity, and dire ne, has prompted me to seek an obligations of you, qulire it I anm willing to pay double the amount you iat my poor children are saved.from starvation." I you vill," 3Mr. Swartz said, "but ven you vill testion," not name any precise day to you," answered Mrs. "I can only promise that the debt will be paid. even pay it nmyself, as soon as my lIuslband is ex- will pay whatever you chargee" a very doubtful vay of doing pisness,",he remark- aot do as youlask."' , sir, slhe replied. "The amount I ask you to credit t small, and eOvB if 'you should not get paid (wl4ih you will) the loss cannot be felt by a man of your kes no differenish. I can't give you credit. ;Itish lules, and if I proke tem for you. I viU haye to do body." , twortlh's heart sank within her at the determined rhich lie expressed his refisal. WAithout replying bowards'the. door, and -was about to leave, the roon ought of the bedstead, on tlhe sale of which shebo ad. IIe may loan money on it she thought, and she thle Bide of ]ris desk. lie looked up at her impa- c remarked,, fiownin r as lie uttered the single wold. -won't give mne credit," said Mrs. Wentworth, "I t may be willing to, loan me some money if I gave a its payment." . I of security?"' he enquired.. , It my room, a bedstead I purchased from you some ;he replied,. Will you lend a small sum of money 52 r TOtp LO T »A5 OL rAft¢ i r s nw e. ;Nric. 't "':t i"' he niisWered. - "I am tfnt a pawnbroker." ' '' i ut ydi might accommodate a destittite mother," remarked Mlii'/W'efitwoi th. "Yon; htave efused to give me credit, and nowv I ask you to loan me a inall sur of money, for the pay- mteit df wiloh.I 0ffer deetrity.", ''t: cannot di it," he answered. "Ven I says a ting I means it It f ;, - - . "'Will you buy the bedstead then?" asked Mrs. Wentworthl in despair. "Vit 'can I do mit it 1" he enquired. "Wbhyyout can sell gainn" replied Mrs. Wentworth. "It will always find a purchaser, particularly now that the price of evtrytthing has increased so largely," "YVel, I vill puy te pedstead," he said, and' then inquired: "l Hbk much mohish do you vant for it?" "What will yok give me P" she asked. 'I viil glve ,yon forty tollar for it," he replied, "It must be worth more than that," she remarked. "The price of everything is so increased that it appears to me as if the bedstead should command a higher'price than that offered byyU" , . -'. , "Shust as you like, my goot voman,"Mr. Swartz remark- ed, shrugging his, shoulders, "If you vant at mine price, all veil uad goot ;; if not, you can leave it alone. I only puy t piece of furniture to accommodate you, and you should pe tankftifl., ' : suppose I will be obliged to take your price," replied Mrs. Went*orth, " although I believe I could get more for it, did I know any one in town who purchased such things." H made no reply, but calling his clerk ordered him to bring forty dollar from the safe. The clerk having brought the mo- ney retired, and left them alone again. * "Vert is te pedftead?" asked 8wartz; "It is at home," eMrs. Wentworth replied. "Den y6u must pting it found here before I can pay for it," he observed. "I am in want of the mbnby now to. buy bread,"Bhe answer- ed.- wIf you Will pay me and let your clerk follow with a dray, 'I wiuld:return ihote ianiediately and have the bedstead taken down and sent to you." . - p Mr. Swartz called. the, clerk again, and ordered him to bring a dray to the front of the store. The clerk did as, he ,as requested, and soon after returned with the intelligence that the dray was ready .. "Do you follow dis volan to her house, and she vill give you az pcdstead. Bring it down here,' and then he- agded, speaking to the clerk who had not yet left the room; "i'Vat does te trayman sharge." "One dollar and a half," was the reply. Taking up, tlheforty dollars which had been previously brought to him, Mr. Swartz counted out thirty-eight and a half dol- lars, and. handed then to Mrs. Wentworth. "De von tollar and a half out ish to pay for te trayage," he remarked as she received the money. She made no reply, but left the room followed by the clerk, when, with the drayman, they soon arrived at her room. The bedstead was soon taken down and removed to Mr. Svartz's store. ' Sharge one huntred dollars for dat pedstead,' he remarked to his clerk as soon as it had arrived. While he was rejoicing at the good speculation he had made, the soldier's wife sat on a box in her room feeding her half fam- ished children. The room was now utterly destitute of, furni- ture, but the heart of the mother-rejoiced at the knowledge. that for a couple of weeks longer.her children would have food. CHAPTER FOURIEENTIL. )DR. UUMPirnIES BUYS A SLAVE AND BRINGS HOME NEWrS. A few days after Mrs. Wentworth had'sold her. lastpiece of furniture; Dr. Humphries was walking along one of the princi- pal streets ,in Jackson when he was stopped by a crowd that had gathered in front of an auction mart. On walking up he learned' that it was a sheriff's sale of a "likely young negre girl."' Remembering that Emma had requested hinm to purr chase a girl as a waiting maid for her, he examined the slave and found her in all respects the kind of house servaut he. de. A' 'l.JI9 'IA/ItD' .'flr '.1,' UiULIV'i W*l'e kg up' t0othe anutioneer 'who had just mounted a As our r puitpoSde of selling th6 slave, he enquired whete other than ie from. B he auctioneer responded by handing the Wentwortl ll hand bill setting forth the sale.' After reading tress into tL iup 0t the slave' and commenced to question her. . nal attempt your name?" he 'enquirbd. capital of L ,;' she replied. ets, and ma that you come from New Orleans,'? he continued. ncy being t ," she responded.;' her arrival IsO youth master's naie?" asked the doctor. manded he e is MIr'. Alfrd Wentworth," the iegro answered'. county jail is your master now?" he'( enquired, continuing his owner to c( cording to i a prisner in deo Yankee army," she replied, 'to find her lat made youti leave New Orleans?" was the next came contei purchased ] ,is was turned away from de;'city, and I runaway OI1 cntel ankees and come here to look ibr her." ' Emma. iu not been able to find your mistress?" asked'Dr. r IIe, . you to-day. Jest as I came here de city police took me up and "Thank ii," really'a nic me," interrupted 'the auctioneer, " buti; I must sell "She say nce. - Time is precous, so you must excuseO me ;" oner in the r to'the crowd he continued: "H Iere is the' slavd, out of her She is an intelligent looking negro, says she un- acy, but wa 1 that appertains to the ditties of a liouse servant. New Orlca: rou bid for her?" with her, b hundred dollars," exclaimed a voice in the crowd. came to 'J you, rsir seve4 hundredd dollars; going at seven claimed her l!ara. Look at the girl, gentlemen, going' at seven ing to law. ,liars. Can I get another bid?" exclaimed the auc- "Then w le rapid voice peculiar to his class. · if we keep undred land tiwentyfive,"' was thie next bid.. soldier's wl undred and fifty,;"' D. Humphries cried out, having expended, mind to purchasher... '. ', . .. "I' have intites the slave- was, " knocked down": to the doe. seems hone en hundred dollars, ftd, after the, proper, form was ing her. I gh an&d th6 money paid,., he ordered her 'to follow her Owner . traced his steps homeward. ; - "I am gl aders must have reaegnized already, Elsy was no the slave who was left at New brleans by Mrs, and who declared that she would follow her mis- 3 Confederate lines. After making several ineffect- she had succeeded in reaching Baton Rouge, the uisiana,' at which place she eluded the Federal pick- e her way to Jackson. The first part of her jour- rough the country she Iassed unnoticed, until on t Jackson she was stopped! by the, police, who de- papers. Not having any she was confined in the and after due notice in the papers, calling for the ne and take her away, she was sold. at auction ao- Iv. The girl was very much grieved at her failure distress, but being of a good disposition soon be- ;ed with her lot. Accordingly, when Dr. Iumphriees -r, she followed him home with a cheerful step. ng his house the doctor presented the negro to, nima," he observed, "is a' girl I, have bought for you," shle answered, ,looking atiElsy. "'This is looking girl. Who did you buy her from?" she is from New Orleans, IIer ftater is a pris- lands of the Yankees, ahd her mistress being turned ome by Butler, is now soinewhere in the Confeder- "re, the girl cannot' tell. When Iher mistress left s, the Yankees would not permit the slave to, leave t she succeeded in escaping from thlir lines, and lkson, where she was arrested', and as no owner she was sold to me at auction this morning 'accord- will not be doing justice to the owner of the girl, or constantly. Perhaps her tnistress is some poor 6 who would be glad tb get the money you have r may require her services." Bought of that before I purchased her, but as she t, I did not make the thought pi'evept ma from gett- laye also made ,p my nind to'give'her up should t any time claim'her, and he is a poor man.'" d you have so decided,"Emily replied, "for I should not have lieed he idea of. depriving any Confederate soldier of ain'at j srt y' left thc'.parlor, and entered thle room .r ii.aqsdm' e'nWs for. you, EmIy, reIarkedl the Doctor as osoai?s the niegrb had left the room. '" " hateis it ot,t'o she enqu;ired. | . S40tXiPgo tllt widl interest you c.lon:ider ;Ibly," he ans wer- I ' fritWli jnterdst Te, ]et eC ']now what it is," she roe- malkve. ..'..Ie .t . I 'iihavO l'eeiVd a telee1'al,;lu' 'dipi'tcll firom 1tartl," Dr.. I numplie ' replied. :Why ,ho,w could le have arrived in our lines?" she en- qliiredt, aS a smile of joy illumined hier features. . '^1terB is what the dispatlrh says " "I arrived here this morning, having escaped from prison. Will be in JacksQn onl to-*mn' rows' ti'ain. Show this to 1ily.' "I am so glad," exclaimed Emily joyfully, as soon as her fttheihad concluded reading thle dspatch, "for," she continued, ."I was befgiingh to be afraid that our inflortullnto preloners ie the liand' of th6 'Yainkeo, Fouled pever be exchanged." · tu xbu eeel iot vhave itaborcd under any such fear,"Dr. Ium- .phl observed. "The r papers of this morning announce that 6 'terihas been arranged, and the prisQier held on both sides wl be shl'ori etl3'haa*ed' , . ' oevertheess, I am glad tItat Htarly has made hbis escape, fori 'lt will bi'i 1 ihi'r to I's ooQer thanpwe anticipated . Besides Whicn' it is gratifying .to know that he had no occasion to wait for an qxghange." 1," tat 1is very tre," replied ie father, "and as he has safely esTaqy can Y logoiac, bt the danger g which must have ne- cessraly presented tihemselVssijn thp fttemrpt, were of 3uch a nature, that you .Voulld not have desired him fo make the effrt liisa ·u ixth i . ' t i ..i I ftbl' s1ee nd we aU well affjrd to laugh at thiem,"? She eihio; ll', I lo e o is tiatt he iay 'ever e b ta6 ken prieone? »u 1 ) 5 ; *I ., V' * I " . * e i . p v" t" " t'd t'' . 0. "I do not believoehe will relish the idea, much.less the! real. ity of' such a thing again occurring?" obseayed Dr.I Hinphries. "HIowever," he continued, "he will be here tomorrow, and the little cloud that his capture had sent over our happiness, will have been removed, and all will again bebright." "As he concluded speaking, a servant entered with a letter containing a summons to attend a patient, and Dr. lumphries kissing his daughter once more, left the liuse. CITAPTER PIFTEENTH. A RTVA L O 01 ARRY. The next day Emily prepared herself to welcome the return of her lover, while Dr. IHumphries proceeded to the, railroad depot to meet him. In the meantime, we will give, our readers a brief account of 1Harry's escape. After leaving Chicago, Harry made his why through the country towards the Tennessee river. HIli journey was a dan- gerous one, for the people of Illinois where then highly elated at the successes which had attended the Yankee arms, and the few sympathisers that the South had in their midst, were afraid to.express their sympathies. lIe, luckily, however, succeeded in finding out a worthy gentleman, who not only befriended him, but furnished the necessary means for .his journey, and procured a passport for him to visit Nashville. :Prepared for 4 continuation of his travel, Harry, who had been staying at the residence of his noble hearted host for three days, bade lim adieu, and started on his way to Nlashville. On arriving at F'rankfort, Kentucky, he met with a man he had become ac- quainted with in Mississippi, but whe, on account of his strong Unio' proclivities, was compelled to leave the fouth at the. commencement of the war. This creature immediately recog? nized Harry, and knowing that he had always been an ardent Secessionist, conjectured tht he was either a spy, or at escaped prisoner. Harry was accordingly arrested and carriedd before the military; authorities, but his persistent denial of any know- ledge of the man who had caused his arrest, and the passport heohad received from the generous Illinoisan, induced the Yan - kee offer by, whom he was examined, to release him, and per- ! mit his departure for Nashville. i 'Harty hi d many hair breadth escapes from detection and capture, but surmounting all the dangers which beset his path, he succeededd In reaching the' Confederate lines in safety, and immediately started for Jackson. But one thing marred the joy he experienced at his daringly won,freedom, and that was. his ignorance of Alfred's fate. Had not the love of freedom been too strong in his breast, he would have returned and en deavored to find his friend, but the success of his escape, and the idea that Alfred may have pursued a different road, deterr- ed him from so doing. le'determined, however, to make en- quiry on his return to Jackson, whether his friend had arrived therO, he having promised Harry to call on Dr. IIumphries after thby should arrive in the Confederate lines. -Ie was not aware of the wound his friend bad received; for though the Chicago papers made a: notice of the attempted escape, and wounding of one of the prisoners, the notice was never seen by him, as he had no opportunity of getting a newspaper: ,On arriving at JackBon, the eventing'after he had forwarded his telegraphic' dispatch, Harry found Dr: HIumphries at the depot awaiting his arrival After they had exchanged hearty expressions of delight'at meeting each other again, they pro. ededed to the house whete Emma was anxiously looking out for her lover.' . ,The customary salutations between lovers who have been se. pitited being over, Harry proceeded to give an account of his d'seape, which was listened to with great interest by his hare'r T wshic * i . .. K F . ' - , ,^ "By the way," he remarked, as soon as lhe' had concluded, "has a soldier giving his name as Wentworth, and claiming to be1a friend of mine, ealled here within the last ten 'lys," ' s No one-has 'alled 'here of that name,", replied Dr. Hum- phri'es. ' ' ' "I Am very anxious to' receive some intelligence of him," re. marked- Harry., ' IIf was the friend I mentioned, having made mytisbOapewith .... ' I' He' m'y have taken a, different road to 'the one you pir- sued,"Dr. Humphries observed. . . "If I were satisfied in my mind that he did escape safely, my fears would be allayed," he answered, "but," he continued, "we left the gates of the prison together, and were not four yards apart when the treachery of the guard was discovered. We both started at a full run, and almost instantaneously the Yankees, who lay in ambush for us, fired their muskets in the direction we were going. The bullets whistled harmless by me, and I continued my flight At the top of my speed, nor did I discover' the absence of my' friend, until some distance from the prison, when stopping, to take breath, I called him by name, and receiving no answer found out that he was not with me. I am afraid he light have been shot." "Did you hear no cry after the Yankees had fired," enquired Dr. Ilumphries. "No, and that is' the reason I feel anxious to learn his fate. If ad he uttered any cry, I should be certain that lhe was wound- ed, but the silence on his part may have been caused from in- stant death." .. , "You would have. heard him fall at any rate, had he been struck by the Yankee bullets," remarked Dr. Humphries. "That is very doubtful," he replied. "I was running at such a rapid rate, and the uproar made by the Yankees was sufficient to drown the sound that a fall is likely to create." "I really trust your friend is safe,'? said Dr. H-umphries. "Perhaps, after all, he did not make any attempt to escape, but surrendered himself to the Yankees." l There is not the slightest chance of his having done such a thing,"Harry answered. "IIe was determined to escape, and had told me that he would rather be shot than be re-captured, alter once leaving the prison. I shall never cease to regret the misfortune should he have fallen in our attempt to escape. 'His kindness to me at Fort Donelson had caused a warm friendship to spring up between us. Besides which, he has a wife and'two small children in New Orleans, who were the sole Rcause of his attempting to 6seape. IIe informed me that they were not in very good circumstances, and should Alfred Wentworth have been killed at Camp Douglas, God help his poor widow'and orphans!" "Did you say Is name was 'Alfred Wentworth," inquired Emma, for the first time joining in the conversation. ·! , I*tes, ap&d4o nyu know imuthing, about him?" he asked, . if'N6,? bshe replied, 'I knqw. nothing of the gentleman, but faith bought -: slvve on yesterday,; who stated that she has be- lofged to a gentlemat of New Orleans, of the name you men- tioredust'no,.P:. . L ." . .. . i"By-what meosildid you purchase her '" asked lIarry.ad- droesintighi.nlf to Dr. 'Humphries .. The 3Doctor, related to him the circumstances which occasioned the purchase, as well as the statement of Eky. IIarry listened attbunively, for the friendship he felt for his friend. naturally made him interested ir all that concerned Alfred,' or his family. "Is there no way by which I can discover where Mrs. Went- WOrth-is residing at present?"' he enquired, after a moment of thought. 4,None that I could devise," answered Dr. Hiumphries. "I know Xiothibg pf the family personally, nor would I have known anything of their existence, had not chance carried me to the auction sale, at which I purchased Elsy." 1 , ' Call the girl here -for me,"Jarry said; "I must learn some- thing mor' qf the departure of, Mrs.' Wentworthl and her child- rOa firomNew:Orleans, and endeavor to obtaih a clue to her whereabouts. It is aduty I owetothe man who saved -my life, that everything l cam do for his family shall be performed."' Emma Ieft the room as he was speaking, and shortly after returned, followed by Elsy. "Here is the girl," she said, as she entered. ,',So ypu belonged to Mr. Wentworth of New Orleans, did y94?-" iwtrry eqmecgqenl. , ,"I qeda to beolg to ilm," replied Elsy. ""W a[ rde ltrs, YWeOwprth leave ew Orleuans?" he Gsk- edioeptiui'ng ,his questions.. ,ttle gave. :long, account of the villainy of Awtry, in: the usalleatJle adopted by negioes, but sufficiently intelligible for HIrty to'understand tthe oauso of Mrs.;Wentworth being com- p!lled toabaudott her home, and take refuge in the Confederate linq L f.a' . ,'i *¢ i . *· , ,i ,Dli' d .fot . yoar i stress?state where' she was goiig," he asked. b '*rNoia;s4b'? PepliedEly,, i4 S My mistis jest told me good, bye when she left,*lide;hbildten; t promised her Itwould get away · TaU Ul1 TUAL*M Ul 1'l'M MtIMAt& Y12 WI F. from de Yankees, but she forgot to tell me whar she was gwine to lib." "Did she bring out plenty of noney with her?" he enquired. "Yes, sah,"Elsy answered. She had seen the sum of money possessed by Mrs. Wentworth, on her departure' frbmn New Orleans, and it being a much larger amount than she had ever be- held before, made the faithful girl believe that her mistresshad loft with quite a fortune. "Very well, you can go now," remarked Iarry. "It is a satisfaction," he continued as Elsy left the room, "to know tlat Wentworth's wife is well provided with money, although it does appear strange that she should have a plenty of funds, when her husband informed me, while in prison, that'the mopey he left her with could not maintain his wife and children for any great length of time." "She may ,ave, been furnished with money by some friend, who intending to remain in, the city, had no use for Confeder- ate Treasury notes,"Dr. Humphries remarked. "That is very likely, and I trust it is so," observed Harry. "However," he continued, "I shall take steps on Monday next, to find out where Mrs. Wentworth is now residing." On Monday the following advertisement appeared in the evening papers; INFORMATION WANTED. NY one knowing where Mrs. Eva Wentworthand her two children reside, will be liberally rewarded, by addre§slng the undersigned at this place. Mrs. Wentworth is a refugee from New Orleans, and thewife of a gallant soldier, now a prisoner of war. Jackson,- ---1- 862. S, . SHACKLEFORD. It was too late. Extensively published as it was, Mrs. Went- worth never saw it. Her hardships and trials had increased ten-fold; she was fast drifting before thestorm, with breakers before, threatening to wreck and sink into the grave the wife and children of Alfred Wentworth. r26 TE lT;TRIAX OQ TUH BiDIAERW' WJFE. , CHAPTER SIXaTEENTH. MR. ELDEI DEBMiANPS HlIS RICET.--NOTI'CE ''TO 'UIT. -The mokley receivedd by Mts. Wentworth from Mr. Swartz, proved but a temporary relief for her children atd herselff A fatal day was. fast arriving, and she knew not how to avert the impending storm. B13y a great deal of labor and deprivation she had heretofore succeeded in paying the rent pf the room she occupied, although AMr. Elder had twice hldvanced tll price. Now there was no hope of her being able to obtain a sufficient sutii . of mnnfiey to meet the'6 demand of that gentleman, who would tall ohn er the following day ili person, did she' nbt ca i at his office and settle for at least one month'^ rent in advance. the month 'foi which sheliad paid' expired in three days, and she -ia apprehensive of bbing turned but, unlesB she could' col- lect sufficient money to pay 'him.' She knew not where to find t;h' means: The room was stripped bare of furniture to sup- ;pl'y the calls of nature; nothing buta m'atrass in one corner of the apartment, and a few'booking utensils remained. She la- brbore daiy' anid night, to procure work, but all her efforts were unavailing. It appeared to her as if the Almighty had ,forsak- en herself and children,, and ,1iad left them to perish through , t .' , . ,, ,. . I, t cannot bethat Ood wouldlplace his image on earth, and willingly leavo tihemn to peri`h from destitution. Many have been known to die of starvation, and the tales of wretchedness and woe with which the public car is often filled attest the flct. Sq.uallid forms and threadbare garments are secnj alas! too 'often .intthis 'civilized world; and the grave of the pauper is oftln opened to.receive some 'unhappy mortal, whose life had been one scene of. suffering and want. Philanthropy shudders and CUhistianity believes it to be a punishmienit, administered by the hand of God; that the haggard cause of the starved creat- ure, who has thus miserably died, once contained the -pirit of a mortal undergoing the penalty of IHim, who judges mankind on high, and expiating through his heart-rending bodily agony, crimes committed in by-gone days. This is not so in all cases. What mercy could we attribute to r.Em 1^D L *x ;Uri sX -13 WIF.U. 6 JA.LK. AAJLUA VJ1 i J UjJ ADiIUA4 B 1ifl. I)l God, did he willingly entail misery upon the innocent, or pun- ish them for the crimes of the guilty P Why call it a dispen-' sation of Divine justice, that would condemn to weeks, months and years of. wretchedness, the mortals he brought in the world himself? Whole htlh seen the hovel of the pauper; beheld its wretched inmates, heard their tale of 'woe, heard them tell of days passing without their having a crumb of bread to satisfy the cravings of hunger, or seen them in that last stage of des- titution, when hunger, brings on despair, until the mind wand- ers from its seat, and madness takes its place; heard the rav- ing of the lmaniac, his"'fenzed call for bread, and his abject de- solation, until death came kifidly to relieve his sufferings, and felt not that the hand of, God had never worked so much ill for his pole? Is it profanity to say that the eye of God had wandered firoal them? We believe it; ,for the Book that teaches its of the Almighty, depicts him as a God of mercy and com- passion. The eye of the Omnipotent is not upon the wretch. ed. "Ile seeth all things," but there are times when Iis eyes are turned front those who endure tlhe. storm of a cold and heartless world, and IIe knows not of their suffering, until. the" Angel of )eath ,brings their spirit before the Judgment seat. God had not deserted the soldier's wife, but His eyes were turned away, and lie saw not her condition. Thus was she left unaided by the hand of Providence. She felt her desolation, for as each day passed by, and her condition became worse, she knew that her prayers were unanswered. They ,reached not the ear of the Almighty, and the innocent children were al!wved to participate of that bitter cup, which the chances of ' wo!dly fortune had placed before the unhappy family, Thlre1e days sped away quickly , :anl the fatal morning ar- rived. She nhad ixo money to pay tlhe rent, a.nd the day passed away without Mr. Elder receiving a visit fiom her. She dared not to tell him of her position, but awaited patiently his arrival on the following day, for she Vwell lnewI1 he would be sure to O01t11C, Th'e next morning saw him at her 'door, much annoyed at the trouble she gave him to call and collect the money. Mrs. Wentworth had nothing to say, nor had she a dollar to satisfy his demands.. "Good morning, madam," lie said, as she opened the door to 84 TtriS 'tAiftob 'rit t s6lrInr' T ItB. |Ww admit hii w _1I was much surprised At ybur, not calling to :i)y i theo:nt4t^ tmy office on yesterday. 'I admire puilctuality abode r everything else." 'le entered the room, and east his eyes on its empty walls. X They did'not satisfy him, for the absence of any furniture told ? tho tale of the soldier's wife in a more graphic manner than words could have done. "What does this mean?" he enquired. i '4 It means that necessity has compelled a mother to sacrifice everything to keep her children from starving,"Mrs. Went- worth replied. "IIumph," said Mr. Elder, "This is singular. So I suppose," he continued, addtessiug her, "you will say you lhave no money to pay your month's rent in advance." "I have ndt a dollar this day to buy bread," she answered. A fro*n gathered on Mr. Elder's brow, as he remarked: "I suppose you recollect the arrangement made between us when you first hired the room from me." e "What arrangement was that?" she enquired in an absent i manner. e * "That on you failing to pay the rent, I should have the power to resume possession of the room, without giving you notice t'leAve." "' I recollect," she said. "Well, in accordance with our arrangements, I shall require that you vacate the room to-day, as I can procure another ten- ant, who will be able to pay the rent promptly. "D6 you mean that I must leave to-day," she asked. "Yes," he replied, "I desire to have the room renovated at once. "Where can I go to° without money; she enquired, in a tone more like as if she was addressing herself thln speaking to him. "I really cannot tell my good, woman," he answered, "I am sorry for your position, but cannot afford to lose the rent of my room. I am compelled to pay my taxes, and support my- self by the money I .receive from rent. "I cannot leave to-day,"Mrs. Wentworth cried in a despair ing tone. "I cannot leave to-day. Oh, sir! look at my child THIIE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIERIn WIVP1. 6,5 ! . lying on that wretched bed, and tell Ihe, if you can have the heart to turn me out, homeless, friendless and alone." "My good woman," he answered. "I cannot help your mis- fortunes, nor can I do anything to assist you. If you can pay the rent, I have no objection to your remaining, but if you can not, I will be compelled to get another tenant who will be able." "Sir," she remarked, speaking slowly. "I am a woman with two children, alone in this State. My husband and protector 'is now pining in a Yankee prison, a sacrifice on the altar of his country. Let me ask you as a man, and prhapss a father, to pauls ere you turn a helpless woman from the shelter of your property. You appear wealthy, and the snum charged for the rent would make but little difference to you, if it wa5 never paid. Oh! do not eject us from this room. My child lies there, arched with fever, and to remove her may be fatal." "T here is no necessity for any appeals to me," he replied. "If I were to give way to such extravagant requests in your case, I should be necessitated to do so in others, and the result would be, that I should find myself sheltering all my tenants, without receiving any pay for house rent. The idea cannot be entertained for a moment." "TLet your own' heart speak," she said, "and not the profptp*gs of worldly thoughts. All those who rent your houses are not situated as I am. They are at home among friends, who will aid and succor them, if ever necessity overtook them. I am faraway from home and friends. There is no one in this town that I can call upon for assistance, and even now, my children are without food for want of funds to purchase it. Do not add to my wretchedness by depriving then of shelter. Let me know that if we are to die of starvation, a roof, at least, will cover our bodies." lie looked at her with unchanged countenance. Not even the movement of a muscle, denoted that his heart was touched at her pathetic appea. IHis expression was as hard and cold as adamantine, nor did a single feeling of pity move him. He eared for nothing but money; she could not give him what he wanted, and hio sentiment of commiseration, no spark of charity, no feeling of manly regret at her sufferings entered his bosom. ' Be charitable," she continued. "I have prayed night after 5 night to God to relieve my necessities; I have walked the town through -nd through m the effort to procure work, but my prayers have been unanswered, and my efforts have proven un. availing. At timesth the to t of the mallstrom of woe into which "I am plunged, has well nigh driven me to madness. My ,, brain has seemed on fire, and-the shrieks 'of the laniac would have 'beef heard resounding through tle walls of this room but my children would come before lme, and. the ligrlt of reason s would agaii return. But for their sake I should welcome dcatl,. i as a precious boon. Life has but every charm for me. In tile pale'and alternated woman before you, none could recognize , a :?i once happy wife. Oh, sir 1" she continued, with energy; "be-!: lieve ine *hen I tell you that for my children's sake alone, T now appeal. Hear tie, and look with pity on a mother's pleaded ings, It is f6r them I plead. Were I alone, I1o word of suppli- cation oitfld yoti hear. I should leave here, aud in the cold ^, and turbid waters of Pearl river, find the rest I am denied on ti earth:"' \ 1 "This is a very unaccountable thing' tq me," said Alr. Elder. . "Ypn make an Agreement to leave as soon as you fail to pay i your rent, andnhow that that hour has arrived, instead of con- forming to your agreement, I am beset with a long supplication. V My good woman, this effort of yours to induce me to provide | 'h6omedfor your.' fatily'at my expense, Cannot be successful. You hiav' no claiin 'upoh tly charity, and those who have,' are sufficieitly numerous already without my desiring to imake an. addition'. As I mentioned before, you must eithclr linedd money t to pay the' rent, or vacate the room." "Give mri time,'" she aid, speaking with an eflbrt; "give mll but two days, and I will endeavor either to obtain thi money, or to procure somewhere to stay." Mr. Elder knit his brows again as he answered. "I cannot give you two days, for I intend renting the room by to-mor- row. You can, however, remain here until this evening, at which time yon must either be prepared to leave, or find money to py tor the rent." "It is well," she replied. "I will do' s you say." "tiben' you may expect me here this evening atd usk," he iidiund turning towards the door left the' room mntterig; I ^bwen will I ever get rid of this crowd of paupers, who, it is always my luck to rent rooms to." God of lheaven aid me!" exclaimed Mrs, Wentwortl,, as she closed the door in the receding form of' Mr. Elder, and sank on her kneas before tlhe bed on which Ella lay in a high fevcr. CIH.A'ITER SEVEN TEl'ENTH.. r. etwort knew not where to go tYo prour;' mo t .rs. Wentt h knewnt not whenr. e to goEl to pgiroce money to pay the rent, and when lhe asked MIr. Elder to. give her time to procure either the means of paying him, -or to procure another place tp stay, she did so only to avert thle threatened ejectment for a brief' period. Nor did she know where to procure another shelter.. There was no one in the town that the knew from whom she could have obtained a room to rent, unless the moiey was paid in advance. After Mr. Elder's departure, she fell,on hler knees and prayed for help, but she did so only from habit, xnot with the, belief that an Omnipotent arm. would bestretched out to aid her. There slhe knelt and. prayed, until the thought of her sick, child flashed across her brain, and rising, she stooped over :and inquired how sIhe felt. "Tlhesarne way," .answered Ella. " 1 fLel very hot, and my throat is quite parched." ' You have got the fever, darling," said Mrs. Wentworth.-- "Is there anything l can do for you?" "Nothing," replied Ella, " except," she continued, "'you could get me something sweet to take this bitter taste from my mouth."' A pang shot through Mrs. WentwQrth's heart as she replied, "I cannot get anything just now. You must wait uwtil a little later in the day." She spoke sadly, for it wae a dec option that she wasepractie- ing upon her child, when she promised to gratify her wishe at a later hour. * nind," observed Ella. "Do not trouble yourself, t i other, I do not want it very badly." ' d di, aeoco np. girl defined the cause ot her mothlelr's not ,accedillg' d' tlo Imrn st at that moment, and she had no desile to cause "Well," h al pain, by again asking for allyt:Ailig to moisten to pay the re lips, or remove the dry and bitter ' taste that thle i- : i "I avq used. " S'l)1oS tworth had at last found out that Ella was sick.-- else tole," l y complaint of the child, for the little ,irl rem'ain- "No," she in silence, atid nUevE hinted that she was tiunwell.-- . 1. wals compel become so weak that one morning, onl endlleavoring " lllat i s the bed, she fll back and fainted froM exhaustion, ?t-' .u,dtleollanl," mother's chafing lier forehead with water for the b "his Inade 'eviving her, discovered that E1lla had a hot fever. 5. illto'it to-ig] ry much alarmed, and would 'alv called a doctor, Vill he 1 n, Ilo medical ian who would attelld l child wit h- Ilot nation, she Was necessitated to content'hersolf with X iuug to tle mua edge 'she had of sickness. TThis ]had caused the min- / t;Ic! p .ossMSsi4 oetnaining in her possession to be quickly expended. 'i )?e j"1abena girl bore her, illness un¢omplainingly, and although ii' I calllnot gi o sunk lower anid felt herself getting weaker, she .ilswcred thre er condition( and answered her mother's questions 1cIald bl-d e. She was a little angel that God had sent to Mrs. ' "T'lhlt sett She was too young to appreciate. the extent of 4 will have to el Ps -wretchedness, but she saw that something was "You will. p1 kept silent, and she lay there that day sick. There lireailling it for the olfd. Death had marked her as hs plrey, () !' SI could stay eor'turn away his ruthless hand from sihuro ai' 'w lower of earth.. Stern fate had decreed that she Iutvc a, w voa, The unalterable sentence had been registered in V"You Ieeccd Ieaven, and an angel stood at hei' bedside 'ready to Mr . lEllder. ' Gtod. "Yes! It passed over the' wretclied family. Ella lay on theo 7 was the alsw e throughout, what appeared to her, the long and "' Then yoi ;' the little0boy.'cailed every few minutes for bread, ir. Eldel sli ifant voice uittred the call, the agony of Mrs, Went- you return I based. Thus was the day passed, and as the dusk of . "ist nasy ead' its mantle 6r t-ie' town,' the soldier'g wife' pre- himself from eitveher;suniii for Jectniient., 'She was'n'olPt "n ptn oi' g. No sooner,had the darkness'set in, that Mr. El. will perceive whatever art HE!TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER'S SW1F,.E. 69 ied lby another man, opened the door and entered said, "have yol succeeded in procuring money ,"Mrs. Wentworth answered. you have made arrangements to go somewhere relnarked. 'eplied. "M' ly child has been ill all day long, and -d to remain here and attend to her wants.'' wry unfirtulate,"Mr. Elder remarked "for'this oiiting to the stranger who accompanied him, rangeimnents to take the room, and will move it wait until the morning," she enquired. inow," he replied. "Will you," he asked, speak.- , '$ be. willing to wait until tonmorroW before you m?". ! i'Ve got to leave miy owld room to-night, and this I must take aUotlier that I canll get in t'own," 1an, who was 1a roughly and uncduca'tetd son of tleo s the mnattel', then," observed Mr. .Elder. " 'You Ive,' lie continued, adldrcssinlg Mrs. Wcntworth. ceive that I cannot lose a1 tenant through your ue room to-night.". i the Irishlnman, "if the lady can't lave to-night, 1 take the other ro.on, for be jabels I wouldn't turned out of' doo1s fo Ince." not fear aboiit that, my good friendd" remarked Does the roorn suit you?'" loes well cut)ultl foir myself alld Iny children," a. cal consider yourself' a tenant from to-night," "Go and bring your things here. By the time oall lave the room vacated and ready for you." t say, yer honor," replied thec man, as he bowed lie room. my good womal,'" remarked Mr. Elder, "you tile necessity of' removing your children and :les you Inay hlave helue to solne other place at 70 THE, TRIATLS OFV T'TE SOLDIR'Sg WTirE. I :: once. I canniot.be inducbd to' grant any further time, Uind lose I tenants by the operation." ;i "Great g9od,' sir!" exclaimed Mrs. Wentworth, "where am n i I to go to? I know of no place where I can find a shelter this i night. You cannot, must not, force me to leave." * . "I trust you will not'put me to the necessity of having youll i ejected by force," remarked Mr. Elder. "You are fully aware that by the, .slrangement etitered into between' us, when you first rented the room, that I am doing nothing illegal in requir.. ing'you to leave. Ybu will save me both trouble and pain by ! doing as Ihave requeAted." "' cannot," she replied, pressing her hands to her forehead, and then bursting intotlears she exclaimed appealingly: "For O | thesake of God have pity, sir!' Let not your heart be so har.. dedod, but turn and befriend a soldier's wretched wife. There is scarce a beast but contains some touch of feeling, scarce a heart but vibrates in some degree, and beats with a quicker pul- r: station. t the sight of poverty and misery. LJt me hope that U y6urs contains the same feeling, and beats with the same sorrow at the miserable scene before you. 'Look around you, sir, and see the d(';tuttion of my family;' go to the side of that lowly bed and prus.s j Ollr hand upon the burliing brow of my child; 2 call that little bqy and ask him how long he has been without food, look at a wretched mother's tears, and let ' gracious God remove the hardness from your heart, and drive us not homeless from this 'roof. Think not that the ragged, woman who now U stands before 'you, weepig and pleading, would have thus sup- plicated without a cause. There was, a time when I never dreamed of experiencing such suffering- and hardships, such bitter, bitter woe. Oh! sir, let pity reign dominant in your heart." HIe was unmoved. Why should he care for the misery of straugersl . Wash heot of the world as man generally finds it:?.' The exceptions to the'rule are not of this earti. They occutpy a place in the celestial realms, for, if'even they may 'have committed sins 'in early life, their deed's of charity blotz out the record, and they enter Heaven welcomed by the hosts of angels who dwell there, while'their absence from this creates 'a void. iot easily filled. Mr. Elder answo( ered Ier not.ifr several mintut.es. -te stood T[illI 'TI;IAL, OF TIKI SOLD)IL.EUI S WIuJI. R71 there with his arms folded, silently gazing upon'thelthinform of Mrs. Wentworth, who, with clasped hands and outstretched arms, anxiously awaited his decision. But he gave no pvrmiise of acquiescence, no hope of pity, no look of charity in his fea- tures-they looked cold, stern, and vexed. There she stood the picture of grief, awaiting the words that would either give her hope or plunge her forever iqto the fath orless depths of despair. The eyes of the soldier's wife were turned on Mr. Elder with i sad and supplicating look. In any other but the cold, calculating creatuic before her, their look might have moved to pity, but with him nothing availed; not even a struggle for mastery between humanity'anid brutality could be seen, and as she gazedl hlpor himn she felt that th4i/6 was no chance of her wishes being grratificd. HIer little son clung to her dress half frightened at the atti. trade of his mother, and the stern and unforbidding aspect of Mr. Elder. Ella'strove to rise while her mother was speaking, but fell back on her bed unable to perform the effort. She was, therefore, content to be there and listen to the conversation as it occurred between Mr. Elder and her mother. Her little heart was also tortured, for this had been the first time she had ever heard auch passionate and earnest language as was depicted in Mrs. Wentworth's words. At last Mr. Elder spoke, and his .ords were eagerly listened to by Mrs. Wentworth. "This annoys me^very much,' he said, "Your importuni- ties are very disagreeable to me, and I must insist that they shall *cease. As I told you before, I cannot afford to lose ten- ants in an unnecessary act of liberality, and through mistaken charity. The f:ct is," he continued in a firm and decisive tone, "you must leave this room to-nighlt. T will not listen to any more of your pleading,. Your case is but the repetition of many others Who fled froln their homc.s and left all they had, 'ander tlhe impression that the people of other States would be compelled to support them. jThis is a mistaken idea, and the sooner its error is made known the better it will be for the peco- ple of the South, whose homes are in the hands cf the'enemy." "Then you are determined that my children and myself shall ,e turned from the shelter of this room to-niglht," she enquired, drol)pin4 her hands by heher side, and assuming a standing atti- tudc. f HE 'THE TRIALS OF THE SOLIMER'S WIF1. "You [ave heard wvhat I have already said, my good woman," he replied. "And let mie repeat, that I will listen to no further supplications." -'i :i4all supplicate to you no more," she answered. t I see, alas! too well, that I might sooner expect pity from the hands of an uncivilized Indian than charity or aid from you. Nor will I give you ny trouble to forcibly eject ihe.'" "I am vbry glad to hear it," he rejoined. '"Y'es,;ishe continued, without noticing his words, "I shall leave of ny own accord, and tliere," she said, ]ointing to Ella,. 'lies my s8ik child. Should exposure on this night cause her deatb, I shall let you know of it that you may have Come sub- ect, accruing from .your!eartless conduct, on which to ponder." Slowly shu removed tll tle articles that were in the room, and placed them on the sidewalk. There were ,but few things in the room, and her task was sooli completed. · 0'ome, darling," she sfid as she wrapped up Ella in,'i cover- lid andllifted the cl)ifd in her arms, comen, and let us go." Mr. Elder still stood with folded arms looking on. :"Parewvell, sir," he said, turning to himn, ".you have diriyen a soldier'shepless wife and children from the roof tlat covcr- .e4 then into the open streets, with noe other than skies above as a covering. May God -pardon you as. I do," and speaking, to .the little boy who still clung r o her dress, shle replied, '"CQoe, darlung, let us go." Go where? She knew not, thought not where. Shle only ktne'w that s1ec was now omineless. 'Th6 clouds looked sere sts t kle as merrily as eyer, and the moon shed as bright a light upon the form"of the sdfdier's wife, as she walked out of that room, a wanderer upon the earth, as it did on scenes of peace and happiness. The lluler of the Universe saw not the desolate mother and haer childi'en; tlius there was no cIhange in the firmament, foir had lie gazed Upon them at that moment, a black cloud would have been sent to obscure the earth, aud.darlrness 'would have taken the place of light. iK,| CHAPTER EIGlTEENTHI. ll IIu 1STING 'PLACE.-'-A'NOTIIEI1 VISIT TO MRn. SWAUTZ. i '[in mother and her child walked on in silence. Mrs. IVWentwoilih knew not where to go. From her heart the har- ii . . rowing- cry of desolation went out, and mingled with the even- ing t irt, killing it with the sound of wretchedness, until it ap- ppeared dull lapd stifling. B1ut she knew not this, for to her it S li 'Lad never appeared pleasant. Forl weeks past her cup of misery ht acd been filling, and as each drop of sorrow entered the goblet of her litf, so did all sense of what was happy and lovely de- l, pua't firol lher heart. She was, indeed, a breathing figure of all j tiht c(ouldl be conceived miserable and unhappy. The flowers | | tthat bloomed in the Spring time of her happy years, lhad wither- ej d inc tih' winter of her wretched weeks, .andt over the whold garden of her life, nothing but the dead ind scentless petals ' iclainted, to tell of what was ornce a : i'padise of aleciion-a blooming ilag(e of love. , * Ais she walked on slic discovered that the child sie carried in her arll' its lid flinted. _She paused not for consideratiqi, b)ut observing a lilghlt iu a small cabin ne'r by, she hurriedly bent her' steps towards it, and entered t tlf ohell t lal opened door. It was the hlonme of a n laged negro wouaiI, and who looked upf mu(chl slrpl)!ised at the intrusion. " ellre, i:nlntie," 1Mrs. Wentworthl said hastily, "give me sosme i water'ltt(iclly, my child has fainted." "(Xoodilss, gracious, what could ha' minade you bring dem cllildren to dis 1l:art of' do town dis time o' night," exclaimed thle old.negress, as she hastened to do the bidding of Mrs. WVentwortl, who lhad already placed the inanimate body of Ella,.on the negro's hulnble'bed. The water being brouglt, Mrs. Wentworth sprinkled it upon the face of thle child, but without awail. . Ella still remained motionless, aud to all appearances lifeless. "Great Heaven!" exclaimed Mrs. Wentworth, "my child cannot be dead!" "rop , a bit, mistis, an' I will fix de little gal for you," said the old negro, hobbling, to the bedside, with a still bottle filled 74 TEHt TRIALS OF THE SOLT DER'S W 'TF P. R with camphor in her hand. "Dis stuff will bring her to. Don't V be afeard, she ain't dead." Pouring but some of the stimulant in one hand, the kind. hearted old woman bathed Ella's face with it, and held the bottle W to her nostrils, until a sigh from the child showed that she still lived. After 'a few' sceonds she opened her eyes, and looked up to her mother, who was, bending with anxious countenance " over li. ' ' ' Dalr no v,, said the old negro in a tone of satisfaction, "did l not I tell you dat de sweet little child was fibbing." "Thank you, old woman, God in HIearven bless you!" ex- claimed' Mrs. Wentworth, as she clasped the old wolnapi's hand in her ow.u. ' ".Berry well, berry well," was the answer of the negrO, "you ii welcome misses." . ' There, in the cabin of that good old slave? the soldier's wife heard the first voi0e of kindness that had greeted her ears for months. From the hands of a servile race she had received the first act of' J.arity, and, in a land like this. In the perfor'manae of that kindness, the old slave had done more to elevate herself than all the philanthropists and abolitionists of the North could have done. Could the cursed raoe, whose war upon the South have seen this act, they weuld have conceded to her people the justice of their right to slavery, when such a slave as this existed.. "What make you come to dis part ob town to-night, missis," asked the negro, after a few moments of silence. 4 Nothing, nothing, my good woman;" replied Mrs. Went- worth hastily. She could not let a slave know of her trials and iisory. ' "Poh'tingl" ejaculated the old woman in a compassionate tone, but too low for Mrs. Wentworth to hear her. "I 'spec her husband been treatin' her bad. peem men behave berry bad sometime," and with a sigh she resumed her silence. "The soldier's ivfe g^ht by 'th& bedside, on one of the rude chairs, that formed 'a portion f'the furniture, and remained plunged in'thoight. A deep sleep had overtaken Ella, although her breathing was heavy, and the fever raged with redoubled oi'lence. ' Mother can't I get something to eat?' asked her little sol. 'TH11 TIUA.tS OP TH'1'I SOr, D[IR'S WIVlE. 75 llis words woke his mother from her thoughts, but before she could reply, the old negro had forestalled. "Is it sone. ting you want to eat, my little darling," she en- lquired, rising' fiom her seat, and going to a little cupbloard near the door of the room. "Yes granny," he answered, "I am quite hungry. "l'hess your little heart," she remarked, giving him a large piece of bread. "' Iere is some ting to eat." Taking the child on her knees, she watched him until he had completed eating the food, when i)ptting him down, she opened at trunk, and pulled out a clean white sheet, which she placed on a little matrass near the bed. "Come now," she said, "go to bed now like a good boy." The child obeyed her, aind was soon enjoying ,a refreshing sleep. "Where will you sleep to-night, auntie," asked Mrs. Went. worth, who had been a silent observer of the, old woman's pro- ceaedings. "I got some tings 'bout here; missis, dat will do for a bed," she answered. "I am sorry I have to take away your bed tonightt,' remark- ed Mrs. Wentworth,, "but I hope 1 will be able to pay you for your kindness some time." ' Dat's all right," replied the old negress, and spreading a mass of different articles on the floor, she crept in among them, and shortly after-fell asleep, leaving Mrs. Wentworth alone with her 'tlouglts, watching over the sleeping forms of her children. The nexu morning the old woman woke u early, and light- ing fire, made a frugal but amply sufficient breakfast, which she placed before her uninvited guests. Mrs. Wentworth partook of the meal but slightly, and her little son ate heartily. Ella bping still sleep, she was not disturbed. Shortly after the meal was over, the old negro left the cabin, saying she would return some time during the day. About nine o'clock, Ella woke, and feebly called'her mother. Mrs. Wentworth approached the bedside, and started back much shocked at the appearance of her child.k The jaws of the little girl had sunk, her eyes were dull anrid expressiveless, and her breath came thick and heavily. "What do you wislh my darling, enquired her mother. o -)' 76 THE TlIIALS OF TIIE SOLDIIR' S WIFE. "I feel quite sick, mother," said the little girl, speaking faint- ly and with great difficulty. "What is the matter with you?"M3rs. Wcntworth asked, heri aoe turning as pale as her child's. "I cannot breathe," she answered, " llnd my eves feel dim. What can be the matter?" ,' Nothing much, my angel," replied her mother. ' Yrou have only taken a cold fiom, exposure in the air last nighl. Bear up and you will soon get well again." "I feel so different now from what I did before;" she retuark- ed. '"Before I was so hot, and now I feel as cold as ice." Mrs. Wentworth put her hand upon the face of.her child. It was indeed as cold as ice, and alarmed the mlothlle exceedilgly. g She knew not how to act; she was alone in the cabip, and even had the old negro been at home, she had no money to purchase medicines with. She was determined, however, thatsomuething should be. done for her child, and the thought of again appeal- ing to. Mr. Swartz for assistance came into her mind. L.Perhaps, he will ,loan me a small sum of money when lie learns how destitute .1 am, andl thtt my chill is very ill," she' said, pmusingly, and then added: " At :lny rate I will try what I can do with him." ' Turning to Ella Mrs. Wcntworth said: " )o you think yoll coQld remain here with your brother until ;aly return. I wanlt to' gp out aundget something for you to take." ; "Yes, another, but do (ot be long:,?' slhe ropjicd. I will try an/i keep brother r by ine while you are away." "Very well," said Mr's, Wcntwortth! , "l shall makve last and return." ,, , , , * ., Adionishing he. little son not to leave the room during her absence, grs, Wentworth wag on the point of leaving the room wyhen l.lla.,olled to.her: "' le sure to come back sotn, mother," she said. .' I want you back early particularly." "Why, my darling?"' enquired her mother. "Why, in case I should be going to--' Here her voice, sunk to a whisper, and her mother failed to catch what she said. ".."In case you should be going t9, what?" inquired Mrs. Wentwortb .. "Nothing, mother," she replied.' I was only thinking, but make haste and come back." THE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 77 "I will," her mother answered, "I will come back immedi- ately." Choking the sob that rose in her throat, Mrs. Wentworth left the room and proceeded towards Mr. Swartz's office. Her visit was a hopeless one, but she determined to make the trial. She could not believe that the heart of every man was turned, against the poor and helpless. What a world is this we live in! We view with calm indif- ference the downfall of our fellow-mortals. We see then strug- gling in the billows of adversity, anud as our proudl bark of wealth glides swiftly by, we extend no helping hand to the worn swimmer. And yet we can look upon our past life with complacepcy, can delight to recall their hours of happiness we have past, and if some, scene of penury and grief is recalled to our memory, we drive awaythe thought of what we then bet held and sought not to better. '. " What is that that makes man's heart cold as 'the. mountain tops of Kamtschatka? It is that cursed greed for gain-that all absorbing ambition for fortune-,that warps the heart and turns to adamant all those attributes of gentleness with which God has made us. The haggard beggar and the affluent man of the world, must eventually share the same fate. No matter that on the gravw of the first-" no, storied urn records who rests below," while on the grave of the other, we find in sculp- tured marble long eulogies of those who rest beneath, telling us " not what he was, but what lie should have been." Their end is the same, for beneath the same sod they 'I sleep the lst sleep that knows no waking," and their spirits wing their flight to the same eternal realms, there to be judged by their own merits, and not by the station they occupied below. If-there are men in this world who cannot be changed by wealth, Swartz was not of the number. What cared he for the sighs of the desolate, the appeals of the hungry, or the tearS, of the helpless? His'duty was but to fill his coffers with money, and not to expend it in aimless deeds of charity. lie looked upon the poor just as We would look upoin'areptile-.solmething to be shunned. It was indeed a wild hallucination that induced Mrs 'Went- worth to bend her steps towards his office.' 'Could he have Feen her as she was nothing, he 'would hav left his room, 'fof te · . skiht of the mendicant filled him with greater horror than a : decree of God declaring that the end of the world had come. , CIIAPTER N7INETEENTIH. N A(vT OP .UicSPARl. ' ' MRS. WENTWORTH reached the store of Mr. Swartz and el tered. 'The clerk looked at her in astonishment. . She was un- recognizable. Her dress was ragged and dirty; the hands and f!e that once rivalled the Parian marble in whiteness, were tanned by toil, and lay shrivelled and dried. lIer hair was dis- heevlled and gathered up in an uncomllely heap on the back of her head. She looked like the beggar, she had become. $'"Som e .beggar," the clerk said, in a contemptuous tofie, as he advanced. towards her. ",IsMr. Swartz in?" enquired AMrs. Wentwoith in a husky tone. , - . . 1, , . 'What do you want with him?" he demanded in a gruff ,voite. 4', I desire to see him privately; for a few nloments," she mL^s- wretd. ' I ,' 1f it is charity you have come to beg, you mally as well save yourself their trouble," observed the clerk. ' "This house don' t tudertake to support all the-beggars in Jackson.", :Ag his brutal wyrds fell on her ear, a spark of womanly- dig, inity filled her breast, and hler eyes kindled with indignation. She looked at lhim for a moment sternly and silently, until her gazq caused 4i ,to tiurn.his countenance from her, abashed at the mute.rebqke sheohad administered. Tre pride: of by-goxpe days lIgd returnedy with the unfeeling remarks of the clerkand MrS. Welw twovth agaw felt all the bitterness of her position. . 4.I didfnot epy.I was an applicant for charity," she said at liqtei "All I.'desive to Inow' is, if Mr. Swartz is in." "I believe he is," replied the clerk. "Do you wish to see ?. Hi oe:f wW more 'reqpeful.a Even poverty, an command ;pt gt at . tieqr and the thread-bare garment: be looked upon \ with as nfuch difference as the gorgeous silken dress. It was so at this moment. "Yes, I desire to see him,," answered Mrs. Wentworth. "Be kind enough to infobr Mr. Swyartz that a lady has called upon him." As she used the Wword "lady," the clerk elevated his eyetLrows, and a smile of' pity stole over his features. Lady! Could the miserable looking object, who stood before him have any claim to the title. Poor woman! She knew not that the outward form of woman is the only recognized title to the term. What though the mind be filled with the loftiest sentiment and stored with the richest lore of learning. What though the heart bq purer than the snow which coAers the mountaintQops, can they ever claim a1 position among the favorites of fortune, when ac- companied by beggary? . lPhilanthropists, and philosophers tell us they (,an, but the demon, Prejudice, has erected a banner, which can never be pulled down, until man resumes the patri- archlal life of centuries ago, and society, the mockery by which we claim civilization was built up, is removed from the earth, and mankind can mingle with each other in free and unrestrict- ed intercourse. That (ay will never come. But to return to our'story. The clerk looked pityingly at Mrs Wentwortl for a moment, than walked to the door of Mr. Swartz's office, and knocked. 'Th!e door was opened. '"There is a lady jere who wants to Ise you on private busi- n(,ss," he said with emphasis. "Shust tell de lady I will see her in a few minutes," replied thle voice of Mr. Swartz, fiom the interior of the room. The clerk withdrew, after closing the door, and advanced to where Mrs. Wentworth was standing. "Mr. Swrartz will see you in a few moments, hle said." "Go back for me, and tell him my business is urgent, and will admit of no delay," she answered. Her thoughts were of the little girl, who lay ill on the bed in the negro's cabin, and to whom she had promised to return quickly. The clerk withdrew, and announced her wishes, to his em- ployer. . . s 2 .Voll,"-saidM. Swtartz. STellhedrto come in." She walked up to the door, and as she reached the threshold Open-ed Altd. Mr.' Eder, ttood before. lher. She spoke' not a na dhsfI4tbstrmted frOWi f ur prison -at her unexpected appearance. ie only gazed upon him for awhile with a calm and steadS si Ze. ,IHastily dropping his eyes t. the g'bund;, Mr. Elderi re- TerPd.,his:usual composure, and brushing past'the soldiers in fe ':.ft the. store, while ihe entered .the office where' Mr. tar8{tB was^ , ' ' -' ' ', ' L go * FWot tmw,?' h imrutterd 'ed as slhe enBtered. I shall give dAt ma ark!te tejilfor senddiig di yb 4anfito me. Sum peggar I vill 4? ;' .. ,' .' ' ' '. , ".*' , , , 3 . *r * : ' : ri "I have called on you again, Mi r.' 8aitfcz,"MrS. WentWorith n1 ganYtl , * * 5 ' ' , O , .. - · Mr; Swarta looked at hlier s ..if tr'yig' tOs remembeti where eyl4ad met before, but; hefiled ti6recbgnie 'het features. yo 'I, don't know. dat you Vaith here' to see'me pefore," 'he re- ed '' ' , ' , " , * ,'llU( "'You do not.recognise me?"Bhe;reniarked, tnd then added: am the lady Who sold her tsat ti'ce otffurfituiu'e to you'.somb le'ago." . . . He frowned as she reminded him who she was, for he then ?ibised4 what the object 'f her visit w^s. ' al F Oh?'1" he answered. ' "I recollect yOl now, and vat do you at?" . 'I have come upon the same errand," she replied. ' I have e onotelnove to'ask you to aid mne, but this time I come bar- of anything to induce you to comply with my request. No- . ng'lut;thegbneerots promptings of your heart can rhold up) it. 'ore young to extend the charity I now solicit." ' 1 ':You have o6me here to0peg again," he observed, " but IVi not give you anything. hotness ven vill te place pe, rid ag. all te peeg&ars-^ '' I w l *I'oa{)t help my" itioh," she said. "A h uel fortune to deprived m6 of him wihb ied to support nm,'nd I am now m i'tnlg fidtlithi thildrrn'4 io tok oit tlie wretched existence tin / :pauper. "'Vh Mijht r dii tiirne out f my' room by th pe n who left here a few seconds ago, because I could nttjiy a si it' Ydo.w ufmtety'Pdk tu Cardt lhe ',a2 mt r of] ,.i I told him of my poverty, and he turned a deaf eaio ' pro s - ds me. I: was forced to leave, and my child has become ? so frol eQxposi'rb in the night air." And vot have I qot to do lit all, dis," he enquired. YOu can give me the means of purchasing medicine for lmy child," she replied.' "The arnotnt thus bestowed cannot c you anry inconvenience, while it may be the means of sav- life." Dis never vill do,"Mr. Swartz' said, interrupting her. "My 'woian,, you must go to somlepody else, I can't give away tnonish."' You have got a plenty," shl( persisted, "you are rich. Oh, no! If you believe thero is a God above, who rewards the itable, nidl me, and receive the heartfelt blessings 'of a lier. Twenty dollars will be enough to satisfy my present ts, and tlhat s1u1 will talke but little difference to a Ialln of weatltl. Mine Cot,!" lie exclaimed, "If I make nmoi. .i f wTork for it, don't go aJbout l)eggillng. I know that, shec ansiVered, "'dtl(1 it t,o the tlir'li that the mnuit appeal for assistancec. 'Thlis 1]as lllade i,.l comio to this day. 'Let my desire be realized. Aid oIl ill saving ife of mly chrill wIho is n\ow lying ill, :-,Id destitltto of medi- ttendaue(." e could not ilprecilate I her appeal, and h, again refused. [ can't ygivo you any diIn," le ar^:;Wred.f11 [riero is a virtue whlichl' hliies 1r .L)ore th1n a11 thil gold, 1posses;, replied Mr Is. Wentwortlt . It is ill ilman what tity is in a woman. An act of chllarity ennoblces man more all the f.lme bestowed upon him for anly other merit, and evard-is always commensurate with his works. Let this io move you. The ear of God cannot always be turned nst my prayers to' -Iinm, and the hour must surely come, i my husband will'be 'released from prison, and be enabled pay any kindness you may show his wife and children. Let ave the money I have asked you for." "Oh, sir I" she con- Od, falling on her knees before him, "believe the words I k to you, and save my child from the hands of death.' Bat ,rt time ago I left her gasping for breath, iwith; ol4 dr6ps. arspivation resting on her brow,' prhapa the marks o' ap Ohing dissolution. She is very 1t, and can only ieoover J. . .' through proper treatment. Plae it in my power to call n ply- sician and to procure medicines, and I shall never cease to bless you." } H- moved uneasily illn his cair, and averted his ileald firoml where she was kneeling, inot because ihc'felt touched at, hi' alp- peal, but because he felt :unioyed tlt her inmportuni!lg hint fi'r .money. "Ihere my voman," l]e saMi- :;t last." ' Iere i.s.von tollar l,i: dat is all I can give, you." She looked at theo noto ;n his extenrde1d haInld, and fei!t tle mockery. "It will not do," slhe answi re L, "Let me have the amount I have asked you for., You can spare it. Do not be hlardeneil. Recollect it is to provide medicine for the sick." "I can't do it,' lie replied. "Youn sh.!!:ul lde sllikflnl lor w;iat you get.", iHis-motive in offering itcr tlic dollar, was nt fioin a clarita- ble feeling, it was only to get rid of a beggar. "' Oh God!" siltegroaned, rising from her knees, and resftiw g her elbow on an iron safb near by.' "Have you a heart?" she exclaimed wildly, "I tell you my child is ill, perhaps at this moment dying, aid nce! i aid me! Do not turn ,awa:y a miserable mother from your door to witness her child die through. desti- tutionl when it iS in your power to relieve its sufflrings, and1 save it, so that it mny live to be a blessing :ad solace to nm. !1 not for my sake, if llol for the s:lke of the child, let me a1pp1,'i to you for clarity, fbr tlo sa:nk of' Nli, wh1o is llow ilnl)lrisonllt in a foreign dutngeo. 1Ie 5leftt; tlc to defend youl froin t!ie one,- ny--left ]li w ilb andld cilldrle to starve -1and sutfler, fior the pur- pose of :lidilng in that holy cause we are now cl:ngaged in con- flict for. For Iris sake, if .br no other, give 1me tldt means of saving my child." t lio did not reply to her passionate words, but simply rang a bell that stood on'the table before which he was seated. IHis clerk answered the summons. 'I f yoi vont quit mithout my making you," he observed to I Mrs. Wentworth if a brutal tone, "I must send for a police a o$ir to ta tal, you.away. Gootness," he continued, speaking to mpeltT "el pelieve te ;voian is mat." ; ; "NSavq your elfd 1ie trouble," she replied, "I will leve. I a, t., /, \i : "" '" '.' . \ | . TLE TRIAS i F 'U E, BlUlMl Si WIFE. 83 ,t yet mad," she added.. "But, oh, Godi! the Lhou t ap- oaching whllen inladness must hold possession of myi mind. I to my child--my poor dying, child. Oh, IHeven, help nh e!" As she moved her hand from tle safe, she perceived a small clkag;e of moneylyilg on it. Siie pause alnd looked around. ie clerk had withdrwnn at a sign fr ol Mr. Swartz, vhil' that ntleman was gazng in tently at the open pages of a leger, at lay before him. For a moment she }hesltatedl and trembled )m lead to foot, while tle warmm llood rlishled to her cheeks, til they wore : deep crilti(sn thue. Swiftly she extended her lid toNwards the p):ekl^:l,, and gras1pc! it; in another instant was concealed iln llci' drcss, and the. act of despair was ac- "God1 pity me!" .h1e (exclaied, a'&s ;he left the room andl de-- rted from tihe scene of her involuntary crime. )espair' {had induced heer to colmmrnit a theft, but no angel of ,)(1 s pucrer in milld than was tlhe Soldier's WVife, when she did it waRs the result of madness, and if the Recording Angel, tness(d t1ea act, lie recorded not the transgression, against !r, for it was a sin only in thie eyes of' mlan; above it was the. ild of despair, born, of a, pure aid inn1oc.nt iinnd, tand thlere no punishment for sucll. "Tlanllk C(od, I lIavc thl mens of s;'vilg-ty darling child,"i claiimeld M'rs. NVt-lltwortll, as she ibeit hlr steps towards a (igist's stoi'e. Lntexrim it, se ttl'C.i ,urcht a few ar fticles of' Odicinc, :tnd startcd fior the old n1egro's cabil, iitcndincg to 1d the (,l! woiac, nl i', : lla pysician, S( soo s; she ,could reach Swiftly shel sped along the streets. Many passers by stopped d looked Awith surprise at her rapid walking. They knewmot o sorrows of the Soldier's Wife. Many there were who zed upon her threadbare lhabilimnents and haggard features, 10 could never surmise tbaf the light of joy had ceased to rn in her heart. Their life had been qone ong dream ofhap- less, unmarred, save by those lightly, ouds of so;row, which times flit across the horoQn of inan's career : but whlh a4re iftly driven away by the sunshine of hppies, o disspated the gentle winds of lif'$.joy.08 s,3ar, : , i * : | And the crowds passed her in silene id;: s,,as, ,i4&huhei eded them not. Her thoughts were of the angel daughter in the negro's lonely cabin. To her she carried life; at least she thought; o, but the inevitable will of Death had been de- elated. Ella was dying. The eye'of God was still turned from the widow and her children,. lIo saw them not, but his Angels, whose duty it is to chroniclo all that Occurs on earth, looked down on that bright autumn day, and a tear fellfrom the etherial realms in which they dwelt, and rested upon the Soldier's Wife. It was the tear of pity, not of relief. CH APTE TWENTIENTIl. 'TH'iE I)YIN(r Cn1111,). ArrlL the departure of Mrs. Wentworth, tlhe little girl liec still upon the bed, whilo her little brother played about the room. Nearly one hour elapsed in silence. The breath of the child became shorter and harder drawn. lHer little face became more pinched, -while tie cold drops of perspiration rose larger on her forehead. Instinct told her, she was dying, but young as she was, death created no terrors in her lteart. She lay there, anxiousfor her motller's return, that slhe may die JL t;he arms of the one who gave her birth. Death seemed to lher but the advent to IIcaven, that home in which we are told all is good- ness and happiness. She thought herself an Angel dwelling with the Maker, ande in lher childish trustfulness and faith al- most wished herself already numbered am6ng the Cherubs of Paradise. The old negro returned before Mrs. Wentworth, and walking to the bedside of the child, lookdd at her, and recognized the impress of approaching death. She felt alarmed, but could not remedy tlo evil. Looking at the child sorrowfully for a mo- ment, 'Et turned away. "'Poh chile," 'she muttered sadly, "she is dyin' sho' and her mamiiy' is gone oUt. Da's a thg to take place in my room. "G: tnraniye," ald Ela feebly .' "What do you waSht ,i'y drlit' chlile, answered the old woman, ,'trin gt* the tbedide. ' ' \ , (\ - *t t ' "See if nio.ther is coming," she requested.' Thel old woman walked to thll door; and looked do'wn the trcct. There atsH no sign of MAts. 'WCntworth. , ' "No missy,")) he sMad to Ella, "youi' hiammy is not corhing rct.' .... "1O',l do wish she would comb," relnarked the littlegirl. "TLi, still, darlinl'," the old wohian answered. "Yourmammy viI come back directly. ' r. The child lay still for severTl minutes, but her' mother came iot,'and shle fi.lIt thaltl before many l'ours she would cease to iV(. ' "Looik :.vin, Ir1':ny, and see if mother is coming," she Lgain rcquncsted, and in a fainter tone." 'The old woman looked out onco more, bnit still there was no i))i' of Mrns. WVentworth. "Nebr mind, doarlin' you rl mammy will. uml directly," she aid, and then added. "Let; 'n knorw what you want and I ,vill it it for you." "'I don't watt anything, ,ranny, "Ella answered, and re- maincd silent folr a moment, wlhIr she continued': "Granny aint I goillngto die?" . , The old negro looked at her for a nmonent, and a tear stole lownl her withered features. She could not answer, for igno- rant and nnednoate'nas she was, the signs which betoken' the parting of the soul fiom thel body; were too apparent, not to be easily recognized. " "Poh chile," she muttered, as she vtiuned her headland brush; ed away the falling tearl ' '' "Answer mee granny," said Ella. :" 1' am not afraid to' die, butt I would like to bid' mother ;good-bye, before I went to heaven,"' "Don't tink of sich tings clile"' observed the old woman. You is sick now only; lie still amid 'you will soon see your mother." The time sped swiftly, I)blt to tho dying child it seemed 'ai ige. She lay there; her life breath ebbing fast, waiting ito' her nother, that she may die in her arms. Angels filled theo owly cabin, and held their outstretched arms to receive'the spirit of i sinless babe, as soon as it would leave the mortal 'clay it ani- nated. So6n, soon would it have been borne on higli, for the 86 THE TRIALS OFI TUE SOLDIrT'SI WIF1. rattle in the child's throat had almost commenced, when a ' hurriedfootstep was heard at the door, and Mrs. Wentworth, F pale and tired entered the room. The hand of Death was stayed for Awhile, for the presence ||J of the mother started ahow the arteries of life, and the blood once more rushed to the cheeks of the dying. Ella held out ? her arms as her mother approached her, with some medicine in her hand. As she gazed upon her child, Mrs. Wentwortlth started back, and uttered a faint exclamation of' anguish. She saw the worst at a glance, and placing aside the medicine, she seized her child's extended hands, antd bending over her, pressed her darling daughter to her heart. : "Here aunlty," she sa.id, as o0(11 as shei h released; Ella . "Here is sone money, run and call l physician : ,;t onco." The old negro took the -noney and moved ol: : "Tell him to come instantly," she called out auter tl4ic Ilcr. "It is a matter ofi life and death, land there is no time to lose." "Too late, too late! poor people, :lil the old woinraIl, ias 4Ic ;' hurried on her mission of' mercy. It was too late. No science on C.arhtl1 cdl(d s:ve EUl t'iron (11 death, and none on high save the Infinite Powerl, b,'lt Ilc knew i not of it, His eyes were still turned away i'om t0he Soldier's Wife and her children. , Mrs. Wentworth remained silent, looking at her child as she gasped for breath. Of what use was the nioney she had corn- mitted a crime to obtain? Of what avail were her supplications to God? It were thoughts like these that passed rapidly througll her mind, as she speechlessly gazed at the fast sinking form of her child. Ella saw her agony, and tried to soothe her mother. "Come nearer to me, mother," she said. "Come near and speak to me."Mrs. Wentworth drew near the bedside, andl bent her face to the child. "What do you wish, darling?' she aske(i. "Mother, I am dying--l am going to leamien,"Ella said, speaking with an effort. A smothered sob, was the only respol:sc l sh met with. "D)on't cry motherr" continued the child. [ m gioilng to good place, and do not feel afraid to die." Shaking, off her half maddened feeling, Mrs. Wen twortith re- plied. "T)bn't sploakl that way, darling. You ati, not going to *, TIE TRUIATS Ol 'rlt IS S01OLDI)It' WVIFE. 87 diie. The physician will soon be here, and he will give you some thing which will get you better."' Ella smiled faintly. "No, mother, I cannot get better; I know I am going to die. :Last night, while sleeping, an angel told me in my dream, that I would sleep with God to-night." "That was only a dream, darling,"Mrs. Wentworth replied, "you will get well and live a long time." As she spoke the old negro returned, accompanied by a phy- sician. Ile was one of these old fashioned gentlemen, who never concern c themselves with another's business, and there- t0ore, lie did not enquire the cause of Mrs. Wentworth, and( her f:.mily being in so floor a dwelling. Hils business was to at- tendl the sick, for which lie expected to bel paid; not that he was hard-healrted fo, to, the t contrary, lle was a very charitable and gene''rous ' ma, l)but he expected that all persons who requir- ed his advice, should have tle means of paying for the same, or go to the public hospital, where they could be attended to free of charge. His notions were on a par with those of' mnan- :Mkimd( in general, so %we cannot complain of £him. Approaching Ella, he took her hand andl felt the pulse which was then feebly beating. A significant shako of the head told .Mrs. Wentworth that there was no hope for her child's recovery. "I)octor," lhe asked, "will my daughter recover?" "Madam," he replied, "your child is very, very ill, in flct, I fear she has not many hours to live." "It cannot be," she said. "Do not tell me there is no hope for my child." "I cannot deceive you, imadam," he replied, " the clild has been neglected too long for science to triumph over her disease. When did you first call in a medical practitioner?" he added. "Not until you were sent for," she answered. "Theln you are mIchl to blame, mladam," he observed bluntly. "HIad you sent for a physician three weeks ago, the life of your child would have been saved, but yourl criminal e(glect to .do so, has sacrificed her life." Mrs. Wrentworth did not reply to his candid remarks. She did not tell him tlat for weeks past hier children and herself ,h:ad scarcely been :able to find bread to eat, mucll less to pay a doctor's bill. Slhe did not tell hinm that she was friendless and unknown ; that 1er husband lhad been taken prisoner while 88 ' 'TWO TRI'LS OF 'Ti', SOLDIEe'S WIFl. Struggling for his country's rights; that Mr. Elder lhad turned, herself and her :children fromil a shelter, because she had no money to pay him for the rent of the room; nor did she tell )iim that the fee ho 'had received, was obtained )by theft-wa?/. the fruit of a tranisgression of God's colmmandlnmelnts.. Sho forgot all these. The reproach of the physician hadt fallen like a tllhunderbolt from HIIeaven, in hlt.r bosom, Alrceady in her heart she accused herself with being' the murderess of her child. Already she ihaglincd, cause (,)r poverty had pre- vented her reQaiving miledical advice, that thie accusing Angel stood ready to preltr charges agoa;ilnst her Ior another :ind a greate' crime, than.:aly lie harT ever before' (olmmitted. "Dying.! dying!' tsillo lltte'lcd at List, her words issIling f'roml her lips, as if they were neroe Utte'anccs 'oi : 91110 o m :nchline. "/%o hope--no IIope! ' '° Accept my Com1llniseratioln, ibadaIn," observed thl e physician, placing his hat on, anld preparing to depart. "Could I save your child, I would gladly'do so, but there is no hope. Sh]e may live until nighttfill, btlt even that is doubtful," Bowing to .Mrs. Ventwortl, },ic left tirhe room, in ignorance c0f the agony his reproach had caused her, and returned to his office Dr. Mallard was the physician's name. They met naaim. Ella hadlistened attentively to the physicians words, but not the slightest emotion was manifested by her, when liheo, announ- ced that she Was dying. She listened c;ilaly, and as the doctor had finished infborning her m other of' the hlopelcssness pf her case, the little pale lips moved slowly, and the pr'aycr that had been taught her when all was joy and happiness,, was silently reoathed by the dying child. ,,Mther," she .said, as soon as Dr. Mallard had left the room. Colme here and speak to me before I.dio." "Ella! Ella!" exclaimed Mrs. Wcntwortl wildly. "l)id you not hear what the plysician said?" - '"Yos, mother," she answered, "but I knew it before. Do not look so sad, come and speak to me, and lot mnc tell you that I am not afraid to die." "E11i, my darling child," contiLnued Mrs. WenrtwortIh in the samo estrin. "Did you not hear!the physician say 'it is my neg- le.ctbt t as C caused yoiobtob, b ying?" "I hIeardi \ liml Iother, bItt il was not right," she replied. TrIE TRIALS OF THEF SOLDIER lS WIFE. 4 "Come nLearer'," she ontiinued in :tan earnest tone.. "Sit on the bed and let me rest my head on your lap." Seating herself on the bed, A'rs. 'Wentworti lifted the body of the dying child in her arms, aind pillowed h ead on he r breast. Tho old negro Wi.s standing at the foot of the bbd, looking on quietly, while the tears poured down her aged cheeks. Mh's. Wentworth's lil tie son climbed on those bed, and gazed in wvondienr at tl( ' :1l )pcct o.t his nfothlvr, :nd the dying features of In.-' ) -i '. ' S "[ Mothbir," :il tlOe chlill, "1 ant going, to Heaven, say a prayer for.:le." 'She essayed to pray, butt could not, her lips movel, l:nt uttermnce was denied to her. "'i cn:rot ,prIy, darling," she replied, "praynor is denied to TIre child a:;ked 110 more, for shte saw her mother's inability to comply with her wishes. IThe1 little group remained in tlhe same position until the set- ting sun gleanltmed through the window, and shed a bright riay across the bed, Not a soi, d was heard, save tlhe ticking of the, olti Ishilioned clock on tlie mantle piece, as its Jands slowly marked the fleeting m!inutc's. Tleo eyes of the dying child had been closed at thle time, but as tlhe sunlig'ht shot across ]ier face she opened them, rid looked up into her motleris face. "(Open tihe window, granny," sohe Paid. Tle old woma:ll opened it, and as shlo did so, tlie round red ghlarc of the sun was revealed, .while'the aroma of' thousands wild flowers that grew beneath the window, entered tlie room, and floated its perfume on the autumnn air. "M other," said,the dying child. , Mrs. Wentwortoh looked down upon hlir child. "What is it darling," she asked. "Let brother kiss me," she requested. lHer little brother was lifted up and held over her. She pres- sed a soft kissaa upon his li])s. "Good-bye, grainy," he she said, holding out lier hand ,to the . negro. The old woman seized it, and tho tears fell faster,on' the b.ed than they had hitlhe'rto done. IHcr humble heart was touched at the simple, yet iuntfaring conduct of, theo child. "Mother, kiss me11," she lcotinuied. "Do not be sad,?' she s0 TIHIT T TRIALS 01 T''III O IMElI? ^ IVI1i 4W . added, observing her mother's pale and ghastly countenance. ' I am going to a world where no one is sick, and po one knows want." Stooping over her dying child, Mrs. Wentworthl complied with Ella's request, and pressed her brow in a long and earnest kiss. She had not spoken a word from the time her child re- quested the old woman to open the window, but she had never for an instant, ceased looking on the features of her dying daughter, and she saw that the film was fast gathlering oin her eyes. After her mtholhcr had klisse(i 1her, .illa renl:hLed silCent ror several minutes, lwhen suddenly starting, sh'e exchl-hndil': I see them, mother! I see them! Sec t1,1e Angle!s comiligi for mic-Hieavlen-motlhcr-i-Angels!"A irigl)t ;,milc lit ]ler feat- ures, the half-opened eyes lit up with tioe last fires of life ; t,en as they faded away, her limbs relaxed, and still ga:ing- o1 1;er mother's face, the breath left the body. There was a rush as of wind through the window, o1lit it was the Angels, who -were bearing the child's spirit to a brighter and a better world. CHAPTERl TWENTY-'r'] f ',ST. TH t [NTIiJ rON'. As soon as the breath had left her child's body, Mrs. Went- worth removed the corpse from her lap and laid it on tie bed; than standing aside of it, gazed upon all that remained of ber little daughter. Not atoar, not a: sigh, not a groan denoted that she felt any grief at her berieavlement. Except a nervous twitching of her mouth, her features wore a cold and rigid ap- pearance, and her eye looked dull and glass. She spoke not a word to those around her who yet lived. Ifer little boy was unnoticed, no othlr object but the dead body appeared to meet her view. There are moments when the fountains of grief become dried up. It was so with Mrs. Wentworth. 'The sight of her dead child's face-beautiful in death-for it wore a calm and placid exterior, too life-like for death, too rigid for life, awoke no emotion in hler bosol ; nor did the knowledge that the infant would soon le placed( ill the grave, and be forever hidden from the gaze shle now placed on it so steadfastly, cause a single tear drop to gather in her eye, nor a siglh to burst from her pal9 aind firmly closed lips. And yet, there raged within her breast a volcano, tie violence of whose fire would soon exhaust, and leave her scarred and blasted forever. At that moment it kindled with a llaze, that scorched heri heart, bu)t she felt it not. Her' whole being was transformed into :a mass of ruin. She telt not the strain on tlhe tendrils of hler mind; that her overwrought rainn was swtyingo' between 11madriess and reason. She only saw the lifeless liCneamcnts- ot hier c1liild---theo tirst pledge of '(ci1' wedded atfectionl---dead l)efior, 1(1e'r. It, came to lher like a wild drealm/1a Imer hiallucination-an im- ag'ination o)1 a: dlistemipered mind. She could not believe it. There, oni that lowly li (d, hier cliild to die I t was soIethingl too horrible fior hter thoughtss, and tlouh the evidence 1ay before her, in all its solemn gr:andeuttr, tlthre was something to her eye So ulreall and( imlpossible int its silent magnlificene th-at she doubted its truthfulness. Tce old 1(negro saw her misery. Slie knlew that the waters which runi with a mild and silent surface, are often possessed of greater dep)tlh, tllhl those which rush onward with a mighty noise. "Come niissis," she said, placing her hand on Mrs. Went- worth's shoulder. "l)c Lord will be done. Nebber mind, -He know better what to do dan e; dAl, and we must all be satisfy wid his works." Mrs. Wentworth looked at the old woman for a moment, and : bitter smile swept across her countenance. Vhat were words of consolation to her? They sounded like a mockery iln her ,heart. She needed them not, for they 1.roughtl not to life again the child whose spirit haIl wingied its flight to eternity, but a :short time since. "Peace old woman,, " .leh repllied calmly, "you know not what :you say. "Tha1t," she continued, pointing to 11the ody of Ella, "that you tell ine not to mourn, but to belnd to the will of God. Pshaw! I mourn it not. Letter for tlhe child to die than lead a )be ggar's life on earth." T-IlE TIIJALS 01" 'T'II ,0 1,ES T O I,)ii 1. shancem missis," observed tle old womalll, very tcor t iCame Ln) the ·solitary and vilat appeared to /1de tlh e ifsensi1ility of' 31M1s. Wenti .. vla pere handd in that u'lnsl'ttl" talk davt \ly, it d o nt'tdo pv ' o("" ow not whttlt I mean, 'anll'tie," r;. 'Wentworthl pid in 'mill'tr tid. "Why di *icoo hWere! bulwark to I . l( to . deid dominant, t] (,ld ill and dyijlng fIrom .a lleltrerl, :( llry Ieetent t n'ig-lt.iir, until I iounld a lho)lo in yonr lonelcalbinll? its throie ai v wV y' " she continued witl, bitte'rneiss. "It'' was o was unknou as a berrlar, allnd could not pay liC loinll of til hi eyes hi s eyes awV - "Dead! , y j!" ajtculateld thl:e oll womltaf. '"Whll iis Oilo' 1Dea-d to and fro. piassincg her )Ianl?" shllI replic1 "1 Ali I whl(,re is }1t' O1,? 1 t d tP,' )'n . ' 14110 i'ol. this day, th 4d wildlly. "Where is ]lhe llow while his chlild lies i1 de(stitutiol), eand his 'wif fiels 1l(e brand of tlle that this s1 'tedl pon her ibrelead? Wrhy is lei not here to .wr'le bloo ifsint boy who yet I'etnins, and 'vwho 1lay soon fol. witl n ul cr? 01l, God! Oh, Go}! thlLt Ic shoulllld 1)o f. la t tiei , anld tl be hele gazin:, on the dead body ofy child--dead( lic of t click of tloc neglect to pioctlre "her proper llledi:cal :ttcndl;lrlco ;ody she cl h the (d6stitutlon' of her inotlhle." inanimate 1 llillnd, n1issis," odervCed tlhe oldl neg(rIo s8otlhilly mother's h( Gone to heabcn, whar it wlont sufilbr y lmoel ." ad 01(1 1le exclaimed M3 's. W'eitwortlt 1)ssioillate'ly. "I)o by th0 wril me of IHeaven. What lhas God done to aid 1110 inl hv1e'the c Ilas he not sulfecred me to feel thl pangs of' hll un- j and a ny children deprived of brled, to I)rlllit 11 tainlightt. ,rlstence ll cr ' lechild is gne t leav- within bcre here hersinlesss ss :and inllocence might give lwr a tion. lie d she may be hapl)y, but the blank left in my heart, the bonds i of my mind,.the cheerless anld unpropitious future ment and itself before my achlling eyes, can never o obiitera- state. n laid in tlhe grave Icside her, andl iny si)irit his Whe1 si liglt to the hoinm where she now dwells." sumed its slowly and earnestly, but her words were of des- who was 1 'rieft Motioning to the old wolan that shell desied a calm top conversation, Mrs. Wentworth again fixed her'gaze this morni' id fcatitres of her child. On them she'looked, until ' es n f her memory contained ,but one impreqs; that of "how' r's face. All records of past suffering, all anxiety t, all prayer for the future, were driven away, and lone the image of the dead child filled their place, J nfC thought was conceil;trated all that had trans- life for months past. It was the last remaining er tottering mind, anid though it still held reason foundation of sanity had been shaken to sucll an le slightest touch and the fabric would fall fiom i crumble to dust at the feet of madness. 13ut this I to God. II( e who knoweth all things still kept r fihoin the mother and her children. lad!" said, Mrs. VWentworth, swaying heor body 'My angel child dead! Oh, God!"' she continued, ,land across lher brow. "That I should live to see ltlhis hour of bereavement slhouli ever be known that this should be the resullt of my sufferings, tild be tfl, only re 1ward of tmy toils and pl'a'ers." . 1rutshed to her iaceo, and hler whl)ole fbria trembled nItrollalle ag(itaeton;' ler ' );oio heavred with cino- beatings of ]Ir i heart were heard as plain as the clock on tlhe mantlcpiece. Stooping over tlld dead Sl)ed it ill 111r anris, a(d pressed thle bloodless and is in oI tind einbrace. It wsl,; the promptings of t r't. ulre hadl nursed tlle clild when aln inflmnt, and gro,w up as belutifl :i s the fiffries so often destcribedl rs of' fiction. '-;he ianl looked forwav'frd for the day ildl w(uld bloom iulo ornallhood, alnd l)o a bless- n1fo.rt 4iP her oldl':ge. A11 tlles were now orecver [ot (even the presence ,of hei(r s rn-awoke a thought hat the living remained to cl'linl lher care and affec- as but a link in the chain o' lhert paternal love, and avincg been broken she lookbdl on the shattered fi'ag- )urght not to unite what yet remained in an unhurt r3 ose from her stooping posture her face had re.. ld and rigid appearance.' Turning to the old negro king on in silent wonder and grief, she enquired in H "lave you any of the moifey left' that I gave you ssis," she replied. ' I got some'left." tilh is it?" 'aiked Mrs. WentiWorth.' THE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIF'E. ",Twelvedollars," she answered, counting the notes that she ;d taken frotn her pocket. e "Will that be enough to pay for a coffin for my child?"Mrs in "entworth enquired. ' a "I don't know, but I spect it 'ill do," replied the old negro. "To make sure that it will be enough," observed Mrs. Went- IV )rth, " here is some more money to pay for it." As she spoke o handed several notes to the old woman. ."And now," shc el ntinued, "I yant you to go out and ordei a coffin, as I want e child to be buried to-morrow morning." l "I spyc I better get de arson to preach ove lr o po chilef ," marked tie old woman, who was a strict member of the uveeh, and very superstitious in relation io the evils that would arue from a' departure '1omu1 all that is laid (iowtll il religious f lets. "Yes, yes!"Mrs. Wentworth replied. "But there is no ne- 3sity of going for him this evening, wait until early in the )rning, that time wil do well enough." The old woman curtsied and moved out of the room. Arriv i in town she entered an undertaker's shop and enquired if v could furnish a coffin 'by the next morning. On his answer- in the affirmative she paid him twenty dollars, tlhe amount arged, and hastened back to her cabin. The interest nlani- t tell by tllis old woman, ws that usually sllownl to all persons distress by tlhe iLitlffll .slave of tlie South. SI, hlad not ovex- rned MIrs. VWentw orth's namne, tbut thle sight of her sad and llhag- rd features, as well as tll e death of EJlla. h iad awaken a feeling_ sympathy ibor the unfortunate imlllily; tllus wvc see her obey. : the orders of her accidental guests, without nlakingl alny jcctions. 3But to return to tlhe dead. I As soon as Mrs. Wentworth was left alone, her ftco assumed natural appearance, and tlle rigid expression it had hitherto rn was, dispelled. Opening a bundle she had brought front room, she took out a white dress, It was one of the few aaining articles of clothing she possessed, an had only,been red ,at the arrestt solicitation of the little 'Ella.. It was her dal robe; in that she-had walked up to the altar and plight- her troth to the loved husband who was now a prispner ond away. The fir$ fl lt time she had worn it wa- on that r, and at she gazea on it the memory of the past rushed upon She thought of the hour when, as a blushing bride, she ned on the proud form of her lover, as they walked together. the sacred edifice to register those vows that bound'them in indissoluble tie, and unite their hearts in a stronger and ho- 'love than tlieir lover's vows had done. Then she know not at sorrow w:as. No gift of futurity had disclosed tolhr the etchedncss anld penury t{l.lit after years had prepared for her. , thelall was joy and happiness. As sle stood by the side ior lover lhm- maaider. face suffused with btlslies, and her pal- ating heart llled with mingled felicity and anxiety as'she' ked down on the bridal dress tlat covered her form. No, nught, ea, no ( 1r l, not even , fear of what after years would Lg to herm, i1lrcd the fountain of fear and caused her a sin- ) panli. A;,ld now-lbut why trouble the reader with any 'thcr renmrksll of the past? That is gone and forever. We ve seen her tread tle liaths in which all that is dismal and. 'etchled. abides; we have se en s herself and her children lead .ifc, tio, very tllouight of which should cause us to pray it ly silver lo our lot. Words can avail but little. Tlly only the brain with gladness for awhile to turn to hrroro after- i1ds. We have ibut to write of the present. In it we find sery enough, we find sorrow and wretchedness, without the' nd (of' compassion being held forth to help the miserable from deep alnd fearlfull gulf with which- penury amd want abound. 'Tle wedding dress' was soiled anmd crumpled; tle bunches of a:I'(o blossoms with which it was adorned, lay lcrulsted upon t:ols-a-; it 'll alpeartlce .ft( ti il earit of tlhe. owner.-It look- like a rcliq of 1gradur ihin¢ig 411 thlle midilt of' poverty, and :as once sga' ly ' olds 'rsted against teli counterpane in the d, the uaniflst diflclrcnct of tlie two appeared striking and mnificaimlt. li'or a moment 1Mrs. Wentwortil gazed upon this lasFt mo- itnto of long p:,st happiness, amnd a spasm of grief contracted } features. It passed away, however, in an instant, and she il the dress across the dead body of her child. Drawing a air to the bedside, she took from her pocket a spool of thread, me needles and her scissors. Selecting one of the needles, e thread it, and pinning it in the body of her dress, removed e wedding gown from the body of her child, and prepared to ake a shroud of it. Rapidly she worked at her task, and be- ' ' , * i 96 THE TRIALS OF T1YE SOLDIEUl's W WIFE. fore darkness had set in, the burial garment was completed, and the body of Ella was enclosed in the last robe she .would wear on earth. The body of the dead child looked beautiful. The snowy folds of the dress were looped up with the orange blossoms which Mrs. Wentworth had restored to their natural beauty. On her cold, yet lovely brow, a wreath of the saine flowers was placed, while in her hand was placed a tiny ivory cross, that Ella had worn around her neck while living. The trans- formation was complete. The dress of the young and blooming bride had become the habiliments of the dead child, and the orange blossoms that rested on its iflds and on the brow of Ella, were not more emblematic'al for tlie dead than they hlad been for the living. ()Oh! how pretty s'istUi' look's," e cclaiJiedl the little boy, who could not comrI)rl;eend why tlle dead body lie so o otionless and stiff. "Wake 1her up, motherr" he cOllltined, "'he 1,okls so O pretty that t want her to stand up and seo ltleicelf." Mrs. Wcntwoi'th smiled sorrowfully ait her son's remarkll's, but she did not remove her features from the dc.(L: To saint-like expression of her child, and the placid :inlbd be(atiful ftace that lay before her devoid of animation, blad nv,^'ke the ,benumbed feelings of affection within her. A br:ighlt ligllt :lcslied across her brain, and tllo long pent lup tears, were al)otut to flow, when the door was widely opened, anda dark shadow spread itself over the body of Ella. Checking her emoi)tion, Mis:. Wenltworth looked around and beheld the tiblre of M]ir'. Sw: rt.l',, I:icompnllnied by two police officer s. She spoke not a word at first, for in in instl;ant the cause of his visit was known. One look she gave him, whicl sunk into the inmost depths of his soul; then turning to the dead child, she slowly extended her hand and pointed to it. "There," shesaid at last. "Look there," and her face again wore its former colorless and rigid aspect. .. . . THE TRIALS F0 THI SOLDIER'S WIFW, 97. CHAPTER TWENTY-SECONDD. ' AIPRISONSIENT .OF THE SOLDIE;BS' WIFE. WE must now take a glance ,balk at the time that Mrs. Went.. worth committed her act of: despair in taking the package of money from the safe. Mr. Swartz, as we stated, was then gaa- ingt intently at the open pages of his ledger, and, in her leaving the rooa hurriedly, did not take any other notice of her, than mere glance. IIe then resumed his calculations, nor did he rise from his seat for nearly three hours afterwards, so intent was he on the books before him. Rising up at last, he walked to the safe, and observing that the. package of money was gone, called out to his clerk, who quickly answered the summons and entered the room. "Vere is dat package of money I had on do safe dis morn- ing?" he enquired, as soon as the clerk had entered. I have not seen anything of it, since I gave it into your hands this morning at nine o'clock," the clerk replied "Veil, I put it on top of dis saft,"e observed Mr. Swartz, "andl I ibrgot to lock it up, ven Mr. Elder came in, and kept me talking early two hours, den de beggar came in and re. nmained for a long time. After dat I vas busy mit the ledger, and didn't think of it." "Perhaps you have placed it somewhere else, and cannot re- collect where," remarlked'the clerk, who was apprehensive that Mr. Swartz would charge'him with having stolen the money. ' No, I didn't,,' answered Mr. Swartz. "De monish yas put down on de top of the safe, for I remember putting it down here myself," he added, pointing to the spot where the money had been. "You had better search about before you make certain of that," 'said the clerk. "See if it is not in your pocket you may have placed it there, and at the same time bel'ivo hat you placed it on your safe." "Mine Cot I" answered Mr. Swartz, "I tell you I put the package on de safe. See here," he. continued, searching his pockets, and emptying them of whatever they contained, "Don't you see dat de moniish is not in y pockets. -It vas on de safe 7 und unless somebody removed it, it never could have gone away." "You should(p- certa n, sir, before you insist that you placed it on the safe," remarked the clerk. "Look in the draw of your desk, it may have ben placed there as well as any other place." With a gesture of impatience Mr. Swartz opened the draw- er tdFth dieski, tnd removing everything they contained search- eA cAtffiltl fhting tlie'large numniber of papers for the missing pTi6kagb! 't "t'Ws ift there', however, and turning to the clerk ^lias' statiding near by, he pointed to the table to indicate th^^factdof fits abs6nce among the papers he had taken from the d ivei s! l ' * ' . $ '* t"I told ou it vasli not there' , heremarked. "Somebody has taikeh te iioriish, and, py Cot t I vill find out who has got it." "'Doit't'be so6 hasty in your; conclusions, sir," said the clerk. ",Bt',i/ selclih,-th6d'rooi' bcar6fhilly,' and see whether it has not been mislaid by you. It will never do," he added, "to charge 6at/6d*tith' havink'taken the money, when it may be lying about the rooii." ·'YiVf'ta8nh it'pe lying?" asked Mr. Swartz angrily. "I tell you it vas`' i r'tO safe, And tore ish no use looking any where else.w" eat . l18'.' - ,,, ' ',,., , ' ' "Tht 'maiW so,a sir," 'trbplied the clerk, "but if you will give md pertihfiioMil will search ihe room well before you take any fuiiher stj's { the tiatter." } "You can look if you like," observed Mr. Swartz, "but I kiibwl terie'ish no ethanico'of yo utr fining it, and it ish only giv- itk/'yo'tiWelfi toble for` od ing evervr o y6ou o in d that, sir," the clerk answered. I am wiling to take the trouble.' eimoying hi' books from the top of the, safe he carefully shook them out, but the package was not among them. He then replaced them and turned tlie saf0 round, with he hope that tte money migat have faMlen under it. Tie same success, hoW- ever, attended , and he was compelled to renew his efforts. Everything in theroom was removed without the package be- ing found. After a minute and diligent search he was compell- eiio gid reu h t`he' Workl in desair, aid ceasing he stood tremb- liW bfir" 'Mr. Swartz, *ho. he momentarily expected, would ^'Ige; hlAiWith having omintnitted a theft. 'But, for this fear vr I I'i LTHi; TRIcALS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 99 he would never have taken the trouble of upsetting and replace ing everything in the room, but would have been perfectly sat- isfied for his employer to sustain the loss. ' "Vell!" said Mr. Swartz. "I suppose you ish satisfied dat te monish ain't here." "Its disappearance is very singular," replied the clerk. "If, as you say, the package was laid on the sate and never removed , by you, somebody must have taken it away." "Of course, somepody tockit," remarked Mr. Swartz, ' How. to tevil could it go mitout it vash taken away py somepody?" ' Do you suspect any one of having stolen it," asked the clerk, turning as white as the shirt he wore. "Did you ever come near de safe today,' 'asked Mr. Swartz, abruptly. "Me, sir?" said the now thoroughly frightened clerk. "No, 'I-No sir-I-never came further than the door each time you called to me.' "I can't say dat Mr. Elder vould take it," observed Mr. Swartz, "and all I remember now dat you didn't come anyvere near de safe, I can't tink who could have taken the monish," Assured: by his manner that Mr. Swartz had dismissed all idea of charging him with the theft, the clerk's confidence returned, and he ceased stuttering and trembling. "Do you think the woman who was here could have taken it?" he enquired, and then added: "The last time I entered this room while she was hlre, I remember seeing her standing near the safe, with her elbow on the top." "By Cot!" exclaimed Mr. Swartz, striking the table with lis hand. "She must be de very person. She vanted me to give her monish, and she must have seen de package lying on the safe and taken it avay.' ' It is no 'use wasting any time then," said the clerk, "yo must endeavor to find out where she stays, and have her arrest- ed this evening." , "Vere can I find her house?" asked Mr. Swartz. "You will have to track her," answered the clerk. "4Th first place you had better go to is Elkin's drug store, for I saw the woman enter there after leaving here." ' , "Mr. Swartz made no reply, but taking up his hat he walked out of his office, and proceeded to the drug store. The drug- 100 TIE TRIALS OF TIIE SODIER'S WIFE. gist, who had noticed the wild and haggard appearance of Mrs. Wentworth, informed him, in reply to his ehquiries, that such a person as the one he described had purchased several descrip- tions of medicines from!him, and on leaving his store, she had walked up the street. This being the only information that the drtuggist could give, Mr. Swartz left the store, and after many enquiries discovered where Mrs. Wentworth resided. IIe im- mediately returned to his store, and mentioned his discovery to the clerk. "You had better go at once and take out a warrant against her for robbery.;" remarked the clerk, "and take a couple of policemen with you to arrest her." Startinltto the City Iall, Mr. Swartz took out a warrant against Mris. Wentworth for larceny, and procuring the assist. ance of two policemen, he started for the old negro's cabin, determined to prosecute:the thief to the utmost extent of his Iower' and the-law. Having informed our readers of his con- 'duct on discovering that his money had been stolen, we will continue from whei e we left off at the close of the last chapter. Mrs. Wentworth on perceiving Mr. Swartz and the two po- lioemen, had pointed to the dead body of her child, and pro- aounced the solitary word, "there," while her face became cold and oxpressiveless. Involuntarily looking in the direction pointed out by MIs. Wentwo th, the three men started with awe as their eyes fell upon the beautiful face of the dead child. One of the police- inen, who was a devout Catholic crossed himself and withdrew from- the entrance of tle door, but the other policeman and Mr. Swartzquickly shook off ail feelings of fear that had passed over them., '"Here is de voman," said Mr. Swartz, pointing to Mrs. Wentworthb. "Dis is de voman who shtole mine monish." As he spoke s1he turned her face towards him, but the mute anguish of the mother did not cause a sentiment of regret to enter Mr. Swartz's heart, at the part he was acting towards her. . ' , . . . . . M Arrest her," continued Mr. Swartz, "I vant you to takeher to de jail, where she can be examined, and to-morrow morning I ean have -her up before de Mayor." .^Not to-night,". exclaimed Mrs. Wentworth in a hollow .' . I THE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 101 voice. "Leave me with the dead body of my child; after she is buried you can do as you please with lme." "I knows better tan to (o dat, observed Mr. Swartz, "by to- morrow morning you vould be a pretty fiar avay from Shack- 8011. ) ' I will not move from this cabin an inch further than to the burial ground," replied Mrs. Wentworth, "but if you fear it is my intention to escape, let one of your policemen remain here and watch me to ni tit." Mr. Swartz stepped,,to the threshold of the door, and con- suilted the two meni on the possibility of complying with her re- quest, but one refused thriou h superstition, while the other declined in consequence of his being on the'night watlh. '"I can't agree to your vishes," said Mr. Swartz, as soon as the conference was over, andehe returned to the bed-side. "Do policemen vont remain here." "Then do you trust me," she replied. '"By the holy name of God, I implore you not to lear me firom the body ot mly child, but if that name has no weight u itlh you, and 1u I p1 erceve it is useless to appeal io you by tlhe's(cred tellets of Cdlristiar.ity, let me pray you, that as a m1:in, you will not descend to such brutality as to force me from the dead body that now lies beitorc you, and deprive me of perfoininrg the last sad rites over her. In tlhe name of all t!at is lhumane, I plead to you, and, oh, God I let my supplications be answered." "Dere is no. use of you talkig in dt vay to me," said Mhr. Swartz in a course Snd brutal tone. "It vas in de same style dat you vent ol dis Inorning, ven you vas begging me, and den you afterwards slltole my imonish." As he finished speaking, thle old negro entered tle cabin, and perceiving the intruders, enqluired the cause of their prest-.lle. The Catholic who was an Irishman, briefly explained the object of their visit to the astonished old wonian, who never conceiv- ed for a moment that Mrs. Wentworth lhad been guilty of t heft. "De Lor I" she exclaimed, as soon as eler inf'ornlalt had con- cluded his remarks. "Who would'a believe it? Poh people, dey is really bad off," and she hurried to Mrs. Wentworth's side. IMrs. Wentworth had paid no attention to tlih colloquy be- tween the old negro and the policeman; she was engaged in appealing to Mr. Swartz, not to remove her to jail that night. IU: THE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER;' WIFE. "'You must have some feelings of humanity within you," 'she was observing. "You must' have sonie touch of pity in your heart for my condition. Do not send me to jail to-night," sHhe continued in an earnest tone.s "If your own heart is steeled against the sorrows of a helpless and wretched woman; if the sight of that dead face does not awaken a spark of manly pity within you, let me.entreat you, by the memory of the mother you once had, not to tear me from the body of my child. The hours of night will p]ass ot rapidly, and by the dawn of morning mly daughter shall be buried." . This was the first touch of feeling she had manifested,and though no tears bedewed her cheeks, the swelling of her bosom and the anguished look she wore, told of sorrow more terrible than if tears had come. a Tie wretch was unmoved. He stood there, not thinking of the solemn and heart-rending scene before him, but of the money lie had lost, and the chance of its being found on the person of Mrs. Wentworth. "Do your duty, policemen," he said, without appearing as if he had heard her remarks. "It is well," she said, and walking up to the bedside of her dead child, she lifted the body until it almost assumed a stand- ing position. "Farewell child, farewell forever!" she continued, covering the lifeless face with kisses. "See this!" she said, turning to the men, "see the result of beggary and starvation. Look upon it, you have had it in your power to save me flom this desolation, and rejoice in vour wol'k. Iere, take me," she added, laying down the corpse. 'Take me from the pres- ence of the dead, for if I remain gazing at it much longer, I will indeed go mad." Walking up to the old woman, Mrs. Wentworth continued. "Auntie, I leave my child's body with you. See that itis buried arid mark the spot where it rests, forioh! I feel that the day is not far distant when my weary head will rest in peace at last, and when that time arrives, I desire to be buried by the re- msnwns of ler Vh'o now lies there. For the little boy who is helm, keep him Auntie, until his father claims him, and should his father never return, take him before some man high in po. sition,'and tell him that a wretched mother leaves him t t the care Of his country, ,s a momento of one of the patriot band who died in her service." THE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 103 The old negro fell upon her knees before the speaker, and burst into tears, while even the rude policemen were touched by her remarks. Mr. Swartz alone remained unmoved, the only feeling within him was a desire that the work of Confining ler in jail should be completed. "And now one last farewell, continued Mrs. Wentworth, again embracing the corpse. Another instant and she was out of the. room followed by the three men, and they proceeded in the direction of the jail. The old negro fell on her knees by the side of the bed, bury- ing her head in the folds of the counterpane, while the tears flowed freely from her eyes. The little boy nestled by her side sobbing and calling for his mother. "Don't cry chile," said the old negro, endeavoring to console him. "Your nmammy will come back one of dese days," then recollecting the words of Mrs. Wentworth in reference to him, she took him in her arms, and continued, "poh chile, I will take care ob you until your father come for you." Thus did the good hearted slave register her promise to take care of the child, and her action was but the result of the kind treatment she had received, from her owner. She had been taken care of when a child by the father of her present owner, who was no other than Dr. llumphries, and now that, she had grown old and feebl, he had provided her with a home, and supported her in return for the long life of faithful service she had spent as his slave. The next morning at about nine o'clock, a hearse might have been seen in front of the old woman's cabin. Without any as- sistance the negro driver lifted a little coffin from the chairs on which it rested in the room, and conveyed it into. the hearse. It then drove off slowly, followed by the old negro and tjhe in- fant, and drove to the burial ground. There a short and simple prayer was breathed over the coffin? and in a few mIiments a mound of earth covered it. Thus was byried, the little angel girl, who we have seen suffer uncomplainingly, and die with a trusting faith in her advent to Heaven. No long procession of mortals followed her, body, but the Angels of God *ere there, and they strewed the wood with the flowers of ParAise, which though invisible, wafted a perfume into the soul sweeter than the choicest exotics of earth. 104 THE TRIALS OF TIIE SOLDIER'S WIFE. From the grave of tle child we turn to the mother, to see if her sufferings died with the body of the Apgel which had just been buried. They had not, for still the eye of God was turned from the Soldier's Wife,.and he saw not the life of misery and degradation that she was leading. - CHAPTER TWENTY-THIRD. THE COMMITTAL. QN the morning that Ella was buried, Mrs. Wentworth -was a rried, before the'Mayor, and charges preferred against her for robbery. 'The package containing the remainder of the money had been found on her person':the night previous, and this evi- dence was brought forward against her. "What are your charges against this woman, Mr. Swartz," began his Honor. "Veil your Honor," replied that individual, "I vill tell dent in but few words. Dis vomatn called at my shtore yesterday, and begged "me for moiish. 1 gave her von tollar, but she vouldn't take it, and after sle left de shtore I found out dat a package of monish, dat was on de safe was gone. I den called mine clerk, a'nd I look for, de monish, and he looked for de monish, but ve neider of us find de monish. Den I siy dat 'ertainly somepody music take dish monish, and he say so too; den ve remember dat dis voman vas leaning against de safe, and he told me of ii, and I remember too, and-" "Explain yobur charges against the woman as briefly as pos- sible, Mr. Sw^rtz,' interrupted the Mayor. "I have not time to stay here listening to a long round-about story." Von miniutQ ydur Honor, von minute,,' replied the wretch. "I will s9op finish' e account. As I vas saying, i rimeomber dat dis vomaa ^,s standiig leaping by de safe and mine clerk tells me tO ko: to de Trug Shtore, as de vomin vent in dere, and I goes in d¢ Trug Sthore, and Mr. Elkin he tells me dat do voman did oonie in dere and py some physic aid dat she valk up de street, and I goes up de street and-" ". '' ' ' THE ThIALS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 105 "For goodness sake, Mr: Swartz, let me beg of you to con- elude your remarks as soon as possible and not detain the CMort with unnecessary statements," again interrupted the Mayor, "I see no use for you to repeat all that you did, Just come to the point at once and I will be able to decide whether tlis woman is to be committed 6r not." "Shust von minute longer, your IIonor,"Mr. Swartz answei'ed, "I vill finish directly. Veil, you see, I vent in te street, and I goes up te street, and I asks te beoples if toy see tis vonian, and von of tern say he not see te voman, and I ask anoter and he not see te voman, and I ask anoter again and he not see te volan eider." "If you are. going to continue this nonsense all day let me know, and I will prepare myself to listen, as well as to return the other prisoners to jail until to-morrow," observed His lIolnor. "It appears as if you can never get through rour tale. Speak quickly and briefly, and do not keep me waiting." "Shust vait a little vile more nor not so muslit," replied Mr. Swartz, and continuing his story he said, "I ask everybody if toy sees dis voman and dey say dey not sees te voman, mid after I ask everybody von man tell me dat lie sees dis voman valk up do shtreet, and I go up de shtreet von little more vay and-" "In the name of Heaven cease your remarks," cxclailcd the Mayor, who had become thoroughly exasperated at the narrative of Mr. Swartz. "Gootness," observed that gentleman, "did you not shay I vas for to tell vy I pring dis voman up?" "Yes," replied IIis IIonor, " but I did not expect you to give me a long narrative of all that occurred during the time while you were looking for where she lived." "Veil, I vill soon finish," he remarked, "as I was saying, I goes up de shtreet von little more vays and I ask aooder man yere dis voman vas, and he shust look on me and shay he vould not tell noting to von tam Tutchman, and I go to von oder man and he show me von little log cabin, and I goes up dere softly and I sees dis voman in dere." "All this has nothing to do with the charge you have pre- ferred against her," the Mayor said, "let me know upon what grounds you prefer the charge of robbery against her." "Yell, ven I sees her I yaiks pack to mine Shtore and I talks 106 TE TRIE LS TRIALS THE SOLDIER' WIFE. tiitlmine clerk, and he say I vas have to take out a varrant, and I comes to de City Hall and I takes out de varrant, and I takes two policemen and I goes to te cabin'and finds dis voman dere, and she peg me not to take her to jail, but I vpuldn't pe pegged and I pring her to jail." "Mr. Swartz, if you don't conclude your remarks at once I will be necessitated to postpone your case until to-morrow; I I am tired of hearing your remarks, every one of which has been to no purpose.' You say the package of money that you lost was found on this woman, and that she- had been in your store the same day and'had leaned against the safe on the top of which the money had been placed by you." "Dat's shust it," replied Mr. Swartz. ' Ven I go mit te vo- man to te jail te jail'man search her and find te monish, in her pocket, and it vat te s:ime monish as I had stolen off te safe.-- But te monish vas not all dere; over tirty tollars vas taken out of it, and dat Vas vat dis voman sphent, and I--" "That's enough, Mr. Swartz," interrupted the Mayor. "You have said enough on the subject, and I will now proceed with the accused." While Mr. Swartz was speaking Mrs. Wentworthl remained as silent as if she had not heard a word he said. Her appear- ance Was calm, nor was there anything remarkable about her except a strange unnatural brightness of the eye. "Well, my woman," continued the Mayor, "what have you to say in extenuation of the charge. "Nothing, Sir," she replied, "I have nothing to say in de- fense of myself. The money was found on my person, and would alone prove me guilty of the theft. Besides which, I have neither desire nor intention to deny having taken tie money."' "What induced you to steal?"'asked the Mayor. "'A greater tempter than I had ever met before," she replied. "It was necessity that'prompted me to take that money." 'And you ephent tirty-tree tollers of it, py gootness," ex. claimed Mr. Swartz, in an excited tone. '"As you acknowledge the theft," said the Mayor, "I am com- pelled to commit you to prison until the meeting of the Superior Court, which' ill be in'four days from this." Mrs. Wehtworth was then committed back to prison, and Mr. Swartz returned to his store. THE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 107 The spirit of the child had reached God and at that moment was pointing to her mother below. The day of rest is near. CHAPTER TWENTY-FOURTII. RELTURN OF ALFRED WENT'VORTH--A STRANGIER. After long weeks of pain and illness Alfred Wentworth be-. came well enough to return to the Confederacy. He was ac- cordingly sent down by the first flag of truce that went to Vicksburg after his recovery, and two days after the committal of his wife arrived at Jackson, where he was warmly welcomed by Harry. ' "I am delighted to see you, my dear friend," he exclaimed, shaking his hands warmly, "you have no idea the suspense.I haye been in since my escape, to learn whether you were recap- tured. It would have reproached me to the last hour of my life had you been killed by those cursed Yankees." "I came pretty near it," replied Alfred, smiling at his friend's earnestness. "You were not hurt, were you?" enquired his friend. "The slight matter of a few minie balls, lodged in different 'parts of my body, is all the injury I received," he answered. "I suppose that occasioned your not coming with the first lot of prisoners,"Harry rerAarked. "Yes," he replied, " when the cartel was arranged and orders were given fol the prisoners to prepare for their departure from Camp Douglas, I was still suffering fiom my wound, and the doctors declared me unable to move for several days. An ex- cited mind soon brought on fever, which so prostrated ne that the days extended to weeks before I was able to leave the hos- pital." "I am heartily glad to see you once more safe on Coifede- rate soil, at any rate," observed Harry, and he added, " as I will insist upon your staying at my house while you are here, let me know where your baggage is, that I may hate it' removed." "I am staying at the Burman House, but what little baggage I possess is at Vicksburg." vri 'xlAU4LS UOF THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. "Then take a walk with me to the residence of Dr. Hum. phries," said Harry, "and I will introduce you to my betrothed." "I thank you,"Alfied replied, " but the present state of my wardrobe does not admit of my appearing before ladies." (- Pshaw," observed Harry, "that is the least part of the question. Let me know what you desire and I will get it for you directly." "I have about seven hundred dollars in Confederate money with me," answered Alfred, "if you will show me some store where I can purchase a decent suit of clothes; that will be all I shall trouble you for." "Take a walk with me to Lemby's clothing store and you will find a fine outfit there." Drawing Alfr. d's arm in his, IIarry conducted him to Lem- by's clothing store, where a suitof clothing was bought. They then proceeded to the Bowman House and entered Alfred's , room. "Mly furlough is only fot' thirty days,"Alfied remarked, while engaged in dressing himself, "and how I am to send in a letter to New Orleans and receive an answer before that time expires I cannot conjecture." "What do you wish to write to New Orleans for," asked IIarry. "Why, to wife," answered Alfred, "I think it is about time that she should hear from me.'' "My dear friend," replied Harry, " your wife is not in New Orleans, she is in the Confederate lines." "Where is she?" he enquired, eagerly. "I could not tell you that,"Harry answered, "but of one thing you may be certain, she is not in New Orleans." ' Hlow do you know that?" he asked. "Dr Humphies purchased a negro girl the day before I re- turned; she gave her name as Elsy, and said she was belonging to Mr. Alfred Wentworth, of New Orleans. On being ques. tionel why she had left the city, the girl said that her mistress with your two children had been forced to leave by Beast But- ler, who would not allow her to go also, but that, being deter. mined to follow ypur, wife, she had ran the blockade and came into the Confederate lines." i"And d'i my wife sell her to anybody else?" enquired Al- fred. THIE TRIALS OF TIHE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 109 "Wait a moment, my dear friend, and I will tell you," an. swered Harry. ;"The girl did not see her mistress at all, for she was arrested on her arrival in this city, and leaving no )papers, as well as no owner, she was sold according to law, anld was purchased by Dr. Humphries, at whoso residence she is now. I would have told you this when we first met, but it slipped my memory completely." "But where could ny.M wife have gone to? '*rcmark, d Alfired. I do not krow of any person in the Confederate lines with whom she is acqtinted, and where she can get the means to support herself ahd childr-ln I have not the least idea." "That she has been to Jackson I am certain,"Harry replied, "for no sooner did I heamr what the girl had informed Dr. Hum- phries, than I endeavored to find out where she resided. I searched the register of both the hotels in this city and found that she had been staying at this hotel; but the clerk did not l:col- lect anything about h(r, and could not tell me where she went to on her departure fiom this city. I also advertised in several newspapers for her, but receiving no information, was compelled to give up my search in despair." "I thank you for your remembrance of me," observed Al- fred. "This intelligence, however,,will compel me to apply tor an extension of my furlough, so that I may be enabled to find out where my with arid children are. I am very much alarmed at the news you have given me." "I hope your wife and children are comfortably situated, wherever they may be; and could I have discovered their resi- dence, I should have made it my duty to see tllhat tlley wanted ,for nothing." "I know it, I know it," said Alfred, pressing his friend's hand, and he continued, "you will favor ine on ourlarriving at Dr. [Humphries' by obtaining an interview for me with Elsy; I desire to knowthe cause of my wife's ejectment from New Or- leans " As soon as you are ready let me know and we will start for the Doctor's,"HaIrry answered, " whereyou will find the girl."' Dri. Humnphries told me that he intended returning hel to you or your Wife as soon as he discovered either of you. So in the E event of your findiiig out whef'e Mrs. Wentworth lives, she will be promptly given up." AIAV Xnia; 'I'IlAL8 OF THE SOLDIERWS WIFE. "Noj no,"Alfred remarked, hurriedly, "the Doctor has pur- chased her and I do pot-desire the girl unless I can return the money he paid for her. If you are ready to go," he added, "let us leave at once." The two.friends left the hotel and soon arrived at the resi- denceof Dr. Humphries. The Doctor.. was not at home, but Emma received them. After introducing Alfred to her, and engaging in a brioe conversation, Harry requested her to call Elsy, as he desired her to speak with his friend. The fair girl complied with his request by ringing the bell that lay on the table; her call was answered by the slave in person. On entering the room Elsy made a low curtsey to the gentle- men, and looked at Alfred earnestly for a moment, but the sol. dier had become so sunburnt and altered in features that she failed to recognize him. "Do you not remember me, Elsy " enquired Alfred, as soon as he perceived her. m His voice was still the same, and running up to him, the girl seized his hand withjoy, "I tought I knowed you, sah," she exclaimed, " but you is so , change I didn't remember yon." "I am indeed changed, Elsy," he replied; "I have been sick for a long time. And now'that I am once more in the Confed- eracy, it is to find my wife and children driven from their hothes, while God only knows if they are not wandering all over the South, homeless and friendless. Tell me Elsy," he contin- ubd, "tell me what caused my wife to'be turned out of the city?" In compliance with his request, the girl briefly told him of the villainy of Awtry, and the infamous manner in which he had acted towards Mrs. VWentworth. She then went on to re- late that, failing to achieve his purpose, Awtry had succeeded in having her expelled from 'New Orleans, "'Did 6your mistress-I beg pardon-I meant, did my wife tell' you Where she was going to?" enquired Alfred. "She told me to come to Jackson, after I told her I would be sure to get awsy from de city," answered the girl; " but de po lice ketoh me uup We oreI could' look for her; and since I been belonging to Di. Humphiies I has look for her ebery whar, but I can't find out whar she am gone to." "That is ehoiugii,"' observed Alfred, " you can go now, Elsy, if I should want to see you again I will send for you." \ . "I trust you may succeed in finding your wife, sir,"Emma said as. the girl left'the parlor. "I sincerely hope so myself, Miss Iumphries," he answered, "but Heaven only knows where Iam to look for her. It will take me a much longer time than I can spare to travel over the Confederacy; in fact, I doubt whether I can get an extension of my furlough, so, that I may have about three months of time to search for her." "It is singular that she should have told Elsy to comel^ere to her, and not to be in the city," observed Emily. "I am afraid that my wife has, through prudence, gone into the, *country to live; for, with the means X left her, she could not possibly have afforded to reside in any part of the Confederacy where prices rule so high as they do here. It is this belief that makes my prospect of finding her very dim. Iarry says he ad- vertised for her in several newspapers, but that he received no' information from any source respecting where she lived. I am certain she would have seen the advertisement had she been re- siding in any of our cities." "She may not have noticed, the advertising column of the newspaper," put in Harry, " if ever she did chance to have a copy of one that contained my notice to her. Ladies, as a gen- eral thing, never interest themselves ee with advertisements." "You are right,"Alfred replied, "but it is singular that some person who knew her did not see it and, inform her; she surely must have made some acquaintances since she arrived in our lines, and I am certain that there are none who do not sym- pathize with the unfortunate refugees who have been driven into exile by our fiendish enemy." "I am sorry to say that refugees are not as favorably thought of as they deserve,"Emma remarked. ' To the shame of the citizens of'our Confederacy, instead of receiving them as suf- ferers in a common cause, they are looked upon as intruders. There are some exceptions, as in all cases, but I fear they are very few." "Your statement will only increase my anxiety to find my wife," answered Alfred; for if the people act as unpatriotically as you represent, there is no telling if my unfortunate family are not reduced to dire necessity, although it is with surprise that I hear your remarks on the conduct of our people. I had ( IA A Ht TE' TIIALS OP THE SOLDEIt'S WIIVE. thought that'they would lose no opportunity to manifest their sfym ruthy with those who are now exiles from their homes, and that idea had made me feel satisfied in my mind that my wife *and children would, at least,-be able to find shelter." "I do not think an'y one would refuse to aid your family, my dear friiendr,"Harry observed, "although I agree with Miss Emmlla, that our people do not pay as much attention to refugees as they should; but the unfortunate exile will always find a sympathizing heart among our people. You may rest assured that, wherever your wife may be, she has a home which, if Onot as comfortable as the, one she was,driven fiom, is at least home enough to keep herself and ler children from want." IIarry Shackelford judged others by the promptings of his own' heart, and as he uttered these words of comfort to his friend, lie little dreamed that Mrs. Wcntworth was then the in- mate of a prison, awaiting her trial for robbery, and thai; the crime had her committed through the very necessity he had so confidently asserted could never exist in the country. "Will you take a walk to tle hotel," enquired Alfred, after ' , few minutes of silence, "I desire to settle my bill with the clerk." "Cei'tainly," he replied, rising firomn his chair, "I desire to conduct you to my home." "Good evenlti , to you Miss HIumphries," said Alfred, is he Walked to the door With his friend. She extended her hand to him as she replied, "Good evening, sir-allow me to repeat my wishes for your success in finding your wife and children." Bowing to her in reply, he left the room, accompanied by Harry. "Do you know, Harry," he observed, as they walked towards the BoWnman House, "I have a strange presentiment that all i 'not well with my family." 44Pshaw," replied his friend, "you are as supelrtitious as any old woman of eighty. Why in the name of wonder will you continue to look upon the dark side of the picture? It is more likely that your family are now'comfortably, if not happily sit- uated. Depend upon it, my dear friend, the world is not so cold and uniharitable as to refuse a shelter, or a meal to the unfortunate. Alfred made no reply, and they walked on in silence until the TIlHE TRIALS 'lV THEI SOLDIEL'S WIFE. 11? hotel was reached. 'On entering the sitting room of the Bw- man House, the two gentlemen: were attracted by thp loud'taills ing of a gr6oup'of men stan'dil'g in the centre of' the room. ' There 'staids an, -Einglishthati who lately lrn the b'lod6kAde on a visit to 'thO '6nfederay,"' observed Harry as they at- proached the 'group let men introduce him to you." . VWalking' up:, to' wheve th'6 Englishmalll w-'s', 'H-arry'touehdd him lightly ofi the shoulde;.' - ' ' ' ; , "Iow are you Lieutenant Shackelford," h1 said, ase lie tui ited and recognized 'H:iiy. . ' ""Very well,; 3i. Ell;igtbn," aniswered 'tIar'yv, and then ad: ded, allow 'rii6 to t'lhtiod:dtce m friien.d Mr':. Wentvworth to you --Mr. Wentworth, Mr. Ellingt;oni.. . ' ' ' As the niaine otf 'WeitWorth' 'escaped 'Iarry's lips the Eng- lishm an started and' changed color but quickly resuming hiis composure, lie extended his hand to Alfred. '. ' "I am l'iappy to' nMllte 'your a bq si,"t lih Uobserved, and then' continued, "' your tfettui'res resenmble'thbose of a gentie- manI have tiot sden :for years-4o'o nuclh, indeed; that I could not repress a start as my' eyes fell upon yoeii' countenance.' ' "I was rattler'surprised'at seeing you start," observed tiar- ry, "for I knew that you were not acquainted with 'my friend Mr. Wentworth. Ie was a prisoner at Camp Douglas-;-the prison you have re ad so much' about--twhen you arrived:iii this country,; and hasi only ireturnAd to the Confederacy within the last few days.'I ' ,, ' ' · "A mere resemblance toi one whose intercourse with me wds not fraught with, many, pleasant recollections,'?, remarked Mi'. Ellington. ' Indeed your friend is so much like him, both in form and features, that I really imagined that he was my old enemy standing before me.! , .. A :" singular resemblance," said Alfred, " and one which Inam rejoiced to know only exists in form and feature. And now"'. he continued,,?, allow ^, to ask you a question." Mr. Ellington boWed lan assent. '. .;.i "Werel you evei in this country before?" asked Alfred. i, Yes," repliedt Mii' Ellington, "I visited America a few years ago, but why do you ask?" .S ' ' Because ,yo n r features are familiar to me,' ahed aswed,an then enquired; ' Were you ever, in' Iew Orleans." ,. 8 ,a 4 w , £Z AIx'J, I1i1!JLLUD , lD;'J i biuJl.tltC ; WIFrI. "NQ, sir--no," replied MIr. Ellingtonq coloring as he spoke, ' w.as always afraid of tle climate." "The reason of my asking you," observed Alfred, "is because you.resemble a gentleman with whom I was only very slightly acquainted, but who,' like the party you 'mistook me for, has done me an injury which neither time nor explanation can re. 'pair, but," he added, "now I recollect you cannot be the party to whom I reter, for he was a Northern man, while you are an Eugjishman." .' Before the Englishman could reply, a gentleman at the further *end of the room called him by name, and, bowing to the two friends, he apologized for leaving them so abruptly, and walked off to were the call came fiom." As soon as he left them Alfred went up to the clerk's office and paid h 's bill. the two fiiend then left the hotel and pro. needed to'IaIrry's residence. "'Do you know, Harry,?' observed Alfred, as they walked .along, "I hav4e an idea that Mr. Ellington is no Englishman, but ,that he is Awtry, thle coundrel lwho caused my wife and chil- dren ,to be driven frbm New Orleans?" "Why do you imagine such a thing?" asked Harry. · Only l,ecause his features are very, much like those of Aw. ,try; and the start he gave when you pronounced my name ialf contfirims my suspicion." ' "I feel certain you are mistaken,"Harry remarked.. "Ie ar- :rived at Charleston in a blockade runner a short time ago, and brought letters of introduction to many prominent men in the South from some of the first characters in England." "' Theft may be,"Alfied answered, " still I shall keep my eye on him, and'cultivate his acquaintance. If I am mistaken it will mike no difference, for he shall never know my suspicions; but if I am right in my surmise he shall answer me for his treat- ment of; my Wife and children.' "Thlat you can do;" said: Harry, "but be cautious how you Charge him with being a Yankee spy, and have certain proof of his idenl;ity before you inti'inate your suspicions to him."As he spoke they reached their destination aind the two friends'entered the house. Horace Awtry, for the Englishman was nohe other than he, undel an assumed :name lId ventured fo eiiter the Confederate lde au d TIIH TtIALS OF TH3E SOLDIER'S WIXEM; 1 lb lines as a spy for Sherman, who was then getting up his expedi- tion against Vicksburg. He would have left Jackson immedi- ately after the meeting with Alfred, but upon enquiry he learned that Mris W-entworth's place of residence was unknown, and his e rvices being needed qear Vicksburg decided him to remain. CHIAPTER TWENTY-FIlFTH. THE TWO SLAVES-THI GLIMMEtR OF LIOGT, From the time of Mrs. Wentworth's arrest and imprisonment, the old negro had paid every attention to the little boy left ut- der her care. Knowillg that she would be likely to receive pun- sishlnent for having a white child living with her, she had made ; several efforts to see her master, but each time she called, both the DIoctor and Elnma were absent. She was thus compelled to wait until some opportunity offered to turn the little boy over to ler ilaster, who she knew would Ipromptly, give him a home while he remained Uinclaiimed by his lawful guat:dians. In her Visits to Dr. ITumphries house the old negro had met Elsy, and being pleased with the appearance of the girl, had contracted quite a fitiendship for her, and ou every opportunity would hold a c,)onersation with her. I-aving called several times without seeing her master or Eimma, Elsy enquired if shebhad anything of consequence to int1part to the Doctor, as, if she had, she would inform him on his return home. " Yes, gal', replied the old woman, I got a leetle boy at my cabin dat was lef dar by hitm mammy, and I want do boss to ' take him away and put him in a better place den my room." "What chile is it, Auntie?" enquired Elsy. "I do kulow what de namelis," answered4the old woman,,"bnt a lady cum to my cabin one night wid a berry sick gal chile and de leetle boy, and next day de gal die, and in de ebening some police come and take away de lady because 'she 'teal money,' and dey lef de dead phile and de libing one wid me." "Goodness sakes, Auntie," int'err'pted Elsy," what did you do wid de dead chile?" "Why, gal, I bury her next mornin," replieddthe old woman, / .4t16 10 tT J^T4L O. THEB SOLDJER'S WIFE. 'a'.anl 4edleetl ,oy, bip stayin wid me eber since; but I don't ' ranto keep himp, for ,dir nigger ,hab no right to hab white jechile a keeping :tq herself'" ,. ^s "; You better, see le .lootor, den,",EIsy observed. When lhe come in I will tell him dat you want to see him patickler." "Dat's a good gal," answered the old negro, " you tell him dat I want to see him, but don't tell him what I want him for- I rader tell him dat mysef." "Berry well, Auntie," she replied, " de Doctor will come in about dinner time, atMd as soon ^s he is done eatin I will talk to J.hm about it. But do you tink he will bring de chile home, yah, and take care oobhimin?" ': - "Ob ooursethe will," said the old woman, "he neber see any ,body want; bt ie, get him bjplenty and take care ob him." " hat kind a chile, i ;de one you hab at your cabin?" asked ,; "Jjae lubliesbaby you eber seed in your life," answered the ,ld 'nego :" 'o ,is one ob de best children I eber had taking ,care ob." . "Dont. he cry none for his mudder," enquired Elsy. "Ob course he cry plenty de first day," she replied, but atcr- Twardshe behave well, for I promise him dat he mammy will t ome back soort., IIe am. rlale good chile, and I would lub to Jeep hip wi mre all time, but I 'fraid de police will get ater me for habin him." ,. '"at'a so,' remarked Elsy, "bujt you can take care ob him 'ter qu tell de boss-yoli can come here and stay. "No, gal," she answered, "I can't leab me old cabin; I been libbing dar deqe twelve years, and. I got so used to it dat I can't leep tOut, ob dt, ,."4,en I will take care ob de chile for you," said Elsy, "and you can come ebery Iow and den and see him." Dat's so,, she, replied. "But tell me, gal," she continued, - a wair y Cou com from? ' jI9 qmefrom NeT' Orleaps, Auntie," replied Elsy. . "yht biting you to Jackson?" continued t old woman. Elsy repeate the tale she had told Dr. Humphries and Al- fed joip, after sd concluded, the old woman clasaed her hands as she exclaimed,' "Sake alibe I what become qb your rt3lsti;r d d^,(ijaen?", , . I don't ktow;v Auntie, but my New Orleans mass'r is here now, and I's been looking for dem." . "Why de lady and childen dat come to my cabin was from New Orleans too," observed the old negro. "You say you don't know de name?" remarked Elsy. "No, I forget,'" he answered ;, "but what name did your mistis lab?" "Dey was.name Wentworth," she replied. "Wantworth-Wentworth," repeated the old woman. "No, dat don't sound like de name ob de lady, but may be I forget, What was do leetle gal nlamle?" she added. "Ella," replied Elsy. "Dat's it," exclaimed the old negro, "dat's de berry name!' "Den it was my mistis and her ehilden," answered Elsy, '"nd you say de police take her to prison '" "Yes, gal," she answered, "dey take her'away from de dead body ob heil chile and take hlfer to prison for stealin." ' ".It ain't true," said Elsy, "my mistis is a born lady, and she wouldn't steal'tfr anyting. I don't boiebe a word ob it." , "I don't beliebo neider," replied the old woman, " but for all dat, doy did carry hei to prison because dey say she steal montley. "My poh inistis," remarked Elsy, bursting into tears, "I knowed dat some bad ting would happen to her-and I was in town so long and neber eben sawed her." "Poh lady,1' observed the old negro,' "she look bery bad and sorrowful like, aldough she didn't cry when de chile die; but she tan up by de bedside and look 'pon de dead face widoxut sayin' a word-it made me feel bcl to see her." "I must tell my master," said Elsy, ' so 'dat he can go and take her out ob prison. It am a shame dat a lady like dat. should. be locked up in a prison, and Mr. Wentworth will soon take her out." "You better not'say anyting to your' master about it, yet," observed the old woman. "See de Doctor' and tell him; he will will know what to do, and den he can tell'de' gemman all about it a'terwards." "But yjou certain it am my mistis?" said tElsy: "I ain't quite sure ob dat," she answered, " for de name sound different to de one I heard, and dats de reason I don't want you * ¢t * * 118 , THB TRIALS OF THE O8LDIER ' WIFE. to say noting 'bout it till de Dootor enquire into de matter and find out. I must go now, gal," she added, "don't forget to, tell de Doctor all 'bout it when he conne home." "I won't," replied Eley. The old woman then left the house aud returned to her cabin, *here §he found the little 1oy amusing himself on the floor with some marbles. Dr..Humpfiries, accompanied by Iarry, returned home at the usual hour. After dinner Elsy requested him to speak to her for a few minutes-a request which he promptly complied with. "WVell, my good.girl, whatdo you wish with me?" he en- quired*, ' Oh I sir," she replied, "I hab found out whar ny mistis is." "You have," answered IDr. Humphries, rather astonished at the intelligence,, -'where is she?" he added. "In prison, sah," she replied. "In prison I1 exclaimed the Doctor, "for what?" "I don'no, sah," she replied, "but I hear it is' for stealing." Who gave you the information?" asked Dr. IIumphries. "It was, your ole slavQ what libs in de cabin, up town," an- swered Elsy. "And, how did she learn anything about Mrs. Wentworth?" enquired Dr. Iumphries. "My Mistis went dere wid her ehil'en, sah, and her little daughter died in de ole woman's cabin." "Good God 1" exlaiined the Doctor, "and how was it that I lave heard nothing about it until now " "It only was a few days ago," replied Elsy, i' and Auntie come here ebery day, but you and Miss Emma was not at home ebery 'time, and she-only tole me about it dis mbrnin." i"Areyou certain that the woman who has been carried to jail is your Mistress?" asked Dr, Humphries. "No sah," she answered, "Auntie say dat de name am differ- ent, but dat de qqme ob de leetle gal am de same." "And the little. boy you say has been under the care of the old woman ever since," remarked Dr. Humphries. "Yes sah,"Elsy replied, "but she wpnt you to take him away from her, so dat he may be under a white pusson, and das de reason, why she been here wanting' to see. you bout it" b . TIE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIERI S IF. W119 "Very well," said. I)r. Humphlies, "I will attend to it this evening; in the meantime do ryot remain here and go with me to the cabin and see if the child is your Mistress'." Elsy curtsied as she enquired, "Shall I tell my Master 'bout dis, sah?" "No, no," replied the Doctor, " he must know nothing about it until I have arranged everything for his wife and removed her from prison. B% certain," he continued, walking to the door, "that you (1o not breathe a word about this ulti' I have scene your Mistress :and learned the reason o' lher imprisonlnent." On returning to the parlor, where Htarry and Elmmai \Were: seated, Dr. HIumphries called him aside and related what lie had heard from ,lsy. The yonng man listened attentively, and was very much shocked to hear of Mrs. Wentworth's being impris- oned for theft. IHe knew that Alfred was the soul of honor, and he could not conceive that the wife of his friend would be guilty of such an offense. It is impossible to believe sueh a thing," lie said, after Dr. Iunumphries had concluded, "I cannot believe that tlhe wife of such a man as Alfred Wentworth would commit an offense of such a nature; it must be some one else, and not Mrs. Went- worth," "That we ean find out this evening," observed the Doctor. "Let us first call at the cabin of my old slave anA. find out whether the child in her keeping is one of Mrs. Wentworth's children." "Ilow will we be able to discover," asked Harry. "It ap- pears Iy your account that the boy is a mere iifaint, and he could hardly be expected to give an account of hirnself or his parents." "I have removed any difficulty-of ttat naturee" replied Dr. IHumphries,"Elsy will company us to the cabin, and she will easily recognize the child if he is the son of your friend." "You are right,"Hlarry remarked; and then continued, "I trust he may not .be, for Alfted would almost go crazy at the knowledge that his wife was the ilutate of a pison on the charge of robbery." I hope so myself, for the sake of your friend," said Doctor utimphries, "Mr. Wentworth appears to be quite a gentleman, and I should greatly regret his finding his with in such an unIfbi tunate position as the woman in prison is represented to be." . , . IL ", I, know °r f thel t,,ap, ,emarc keq arry, "he issen- I9iveto ds ioor, no ,matter in yha for, o0p. shap9 it may conle, and theo knowled;gelta h t,.is, i;vfe. w ., oiar'ged, with robbery, .,Pjd le ,a,.fqa;ful ,blow tO his8p,;? , vtern and unyielding as i i .' ' ' ' ,; If it il is wife and she has onrpittedd a theft, I pity her, wdqP?; t oJ a ,sure:if she .is the lady her husband represents, Hling bup theo nmost dire necessity coal have induce her to r cPdt 'to crime " . ' ' s ,, si! ^ 1fi ,H!arry eve ol, knows if it is ,ot thiy,!l;wait1, .I ed yetw h feared ,tat .it wife was 4ryt'gji; P)nury. f, fp, kn.o I that 4h.e wa: withput adequate t^n,8qs 1 . $fi £l , ^ehas ftn at;taely bpen allowed 4to suffer, and h]r ehildrlnt' t nt witl her, what gratificat ion is it fr him t[ l"pw htt he vasproving his, loyalty to the South in , for- Pigl PriW,0;o while iswife nd 4hul0renp wen e wanting bread to eat in our very midst?" -u It will ii4eed .be a sad commentary. on our patriotism," re- maarked Dr. Hmbrphrios, "God only ndows how willing I should have boen to seryethe poor woman and, her children had they ^,plied'to ime fori assistance." ' . "Apd. I fervently wish that every heart in the State beat with the same feeling of benevolence that yours does," replied Harry. *'I5t Mivver,this is no. time to lament or 'regret what isainexor- t1^; ;,,w mUst see. the'(hild, and afterwards the mother, fiiri, no . matter whether they are the family of Alfred Wentworth or Int, the faot of ttheir, being the witf and child of a soldier en- tittls thlm to our. assistance, and itis. a debt we should always ,Wllingly, pay to those who are defending our country." i "You are right, IHarry, you are right,"; observed the Doctor, ':'alld it is a debt that we will pay, if, no one else does it. Do iy o.!etupn.to lEnrna,; now," he continued," while I order the biggy ttakel, us to the. cabin." . i': Tiwing Iarry,: Dr; Humlpl)ries went tothe stable and ordered tBu grcmn te put ttheihorte, in the buggy. .HIe was very much npoyved 't the idea oft . iiendless wobman being necessitated to steal for the purpose of feeding her children, and in his heart he Pi cerely; wished she would no. prove to be the wife of Alfied eQItw· 1)r:,th. HHrrys story ,f his. fiend's chivalrous oounluct t9^ iIln at Eort, ;onvlspn, as ,yell,as thle high toned character 4* 3 , t . ' ' t , , evipced by Alfred during the few days acquaiptance he had withhim, had combined to procure a favorabl, opinion of the sodi r by. Dr. Humphriqs; t the same ,time, he gould not con- ceiye how ;any one could, ^e so friendless in a land ,famed for th generous hospitalities of its people, as the South is; but he kneiv not, or rather he. had n.ver observed, that there we're times when the eye of lVenpvolence and the hand of charity were stranger, to the unfort.qnatp,, The4e are no people on the face of the earth so justly famed for their charitable' actions as that of the Coifederate States,-- Before the unfortunate war for separation commenceda every stranger who visited .their shores was received with acordial welcome. The exile' who! had been driven from his home on account of the tyrany of the rulers of his native land, always found a shelter and protection from the warm hearts and liberal hands of the people of this sunny laidd; and though often times those who: have i'eceived the aid and comfort of the Soith, shared its'hospitalities,' received protection from their elemies, and been esteemed as brothers, have turned like vipers and stung their generous host, still it passed- it hieedlessly and was ever ready to do as much in the future as it ihad done in the past. As genial as their native clime, as generous as mortals could ever be, those who sought the assistance of the people of the South would fin 'thenm ready to accord to the deserving, a]l:that they desired. It was indeed a:glorioqus land'; blooming with the loGe- liest blossoms of charity, flowing with the tears of pity for the unfortunate, and resplendent with all the atributos of 'mortal's noblest impulses, Gazing on the past, we find in the days of which we write,no similitude with the days of the war. A- greater curse than had fallen on then when war was waged on their soil, had fallen on the people of the South; all those chivalrous ideas. which had given to her people a confidence of superiority over the. North had vanished from tie minds of those who had not.entered theArmy. It was in the " tented field ' that could be found those qualities which make man the true no- bility of the world. It is true that among those who remained aloof from active participation in t}he bloody contest were many men whose hearts leat with as magnanimous , pulsation as could be found in those of the patriots an4dbraves of the battle fi9ld;! bat they were only flowers,i I a garden of nature,, filled *werp only flowers}m 122 Tl TRIALS OF THE SOtlIEBR' WIFE. with poisonous weeds that had twined themselves over the land ,andifted up their heads above the purer plants, wliich in- haling the tinted odor emitted'by them, sickened and died, or it by change 'they renlained and blod'ned in the midst of con-' timiination,' nd: eventually rose above until tIey soared over .their poisonous`' companions, their members were too few to mrakeiaR Elhiotof. a desert; aind they were Compelled to see the blossoms of humanity perish before them unrewairded and uli. cared forl surfeited in the nauseous: and loathsome exhalations of a cold and heartless world, without the hand of succor being extend'dQ or the pitying tear of earth's inhabitants, being shed upon tlh'eir untimely graves. While they, the course ofthe' world, how was it with them? But one thought, one desire, filled their hearts; one object, one intention, was their aim. What of the speculator and extor- tioner of the $outh, '(hristiail as well as Jew, Turk as well as Iafidel From the hour that the spirit of avarice swept through the hearts of the people, the Soutl. besamne a vast garden of cor- ruption, in which the pure and ulcorrupted were as pearls among,rocks. From the hour that their fearful work after gain commenced, charity y fled weeping frio the midst of the' people, and th9 demons of avarice strode triumphant over the land, heed- less of the cries of the poverty stricken, regardless of the moan- ings of hungry children, blind to the sufferings it hadoccasioned and indiffirent to the woe and desolation it had brought on the poor. '.: But all this was seen by God, and: the voice of Eternity ut- tered a curse which will yet bave effect. Even now as we write, the voice of approaching peace can be heard in the distance, for the waters on whiqlh oar.bark of State has been tossing for three years' begins to grow 'calmer, while thle haven of independence looms up before.us, and ls each'mnariner direitshis gaize on the shore of ljerty the mist 'which obscured it becomes dispeled, until the blessed resumption',of happiness and prosperity once more presents itsself, 'like'a gleam'of sunshine on a dark and 6hebrless.road of life. -Th Te eye of God is at last turned ipon a sufferiig people. The past years of bloody warfare were 'nh6t His work; He had no agency Ih:stirring : p the' baser 'paniodns of mankind 'aid imnbu ing the'lhaids of 'ni^ in etoh others blood, nor.did He know- THE. TRIALS OF THB, SOLDIER'S WIFE. 12' ingly permit the poor to die of want and privation. Iie saw not all these, for the Eye which "' seeth 11 things " was turned from the scene of our desolation, and fiends triumphed where Eternity was not, Hell reigned supreme where Heaven ruled not-Earth was but a plaything in the hands of Destiny. Phil- anthropy lmay deny it-Christianity will declare it heresy-man will challenge its truth, but it is no less true than is the universe a fict :beyond doubt, and beyond the comprehension of mortals to discover-its secrets. , 0 CHAPTER TWENTY-SIXT'H. TlII n RECOGNITION. As soon as the groom had prepared tlhe buggy, he announced to Dr. Hlumphries that it was in readiness. Calling Harry, who was again seated by the side of his, betrothed, indulging' in se- cret conversation, the Doctor went into the street where 'the buggy was. ' I will' drive myself this morning, John,"'ho remarked to the groom, "Mr. Harry Will go with me." "Berry well, sah," replied the groom, moving off. Stepping into the buggy; followed by Harry, the Doctor took the reins in his hands and was aboit to drive off. "Wait a moment," observed Harry, " has Elsy gone to the cabin?" "No, I forgot all about her," answered the Doctor, " and I am glad you reminded me." "You had better send for her at once, and give her orders to proceed immediately to the cabin," said Harry, "for without her we would be unable to know whether the child is that of' Alfired Wentworth or of some other unfortunate soldier." "Here, John 1" called out Dr. Humphries after thq retreating form of the groom, ,' come here to me." The boy turned back and returned to the side of the buggy. "Tell Elsy to come hereat once," said the Doctor. The boy moved off to comply with his master's order, and in a lew moments returned, accompanied by Elsy, * --- ,Is 'KI'tAlHs' 'ui THE SOQLDIEa'S: TIPE i. A/« Do yo. go toi thk ol0d oman's cabin," said Di I Humphries; as soon as she hadideakhed the side!of the' buggy, "and 'wait there tntil' ti arive.: iThserle is -no. necessity to mention what I am'tgoing thdre for. ' I.. .. ,, '. , IM Yes ^ah'" rebplied Elsy, as she turned away to do her mas. t'ers biadi ng. ';':; I. ' , .;, : . ' , ' , , "And; ndow," remarked the Doctor,:" w will go on and find out who these people are.- But before we go; I had better pur. chase a few things that will relieve the necessities of the child." With these words the Doctor drove off; and on arriving in front of a store, drew in the reins and, alighting, shortly after returned with several packages, which he placed in the buggy and, re-entering it, he drove to the cabin of the old slave. On arriving there the'Doctor and [arir'y'foiund he old woman and the child seated in the room talking. The boy appeared quite contented, now that his grief at the loss of his sister and de- parture of his mother had subsided, and was laughing merrily when :theyientered. , Ie was dre.sed very cleanly and neatly by the old slave, wfio bad expended all her savings in purchasing suitable cloths for him,, and his appearance .excited the remark of the Doctor and his companion the moment they entered the tblr(shld of, te ro9pmi and,saw hjim , , , "Good day salh,' sai, the old negro, rising and. curtseying as soon as the twp geptlemen enter.d. "Good day,, Auntie, said the Po0tor, how are yod getting Dn,)l j, Bl ry, well,." answered the old, woman, and then added, "I'm mighty glad you come here dis day, for I want to talk wid you 'bon! dis Lere chile." ' "I have heard all about him, Auntie,'. said the Doctor; "and av.e come here expressly for the purpose of learning something 1bqut his parents,'" . . ", 'Spose ,:dat gal Elsy tell you," observed the iold woman, nappi'hly, nettled because she had not their opportunity'of. tell- ag her master the tale of Mrm; Wentwdrth and her children. "Yes, Auntie," he replied, " Elsy told me, but not before I ra asked iher all about these unfortunate people, so you must tot be mad withther," , *. , , ' ' 'She, might ha' waited till you see me befo"she say anyting bout it," remarked the old, woman. ,. THE aTRIALS OF THE SOLDIER$S WIFB. 125 "Never? mind that, Auntie," replied the Doctor, who knew he old .wopmare .jealous disposition and wanted to pacify her. HIas Eley. been here yet?" '. "No sah," she .epiied, ' I aint seen her since mornin'." "She will be ere directly, then,"' he remarked, And seating himself the Doctor, waited the arrival of Elsy.' , "Come here :my little man," said Harry, who had been sitting )n the bed during.the dialogue between ithe old slave and her naster. t, ' ,' The child walked up to him and placed; his ar.ms on Harry's neces. ,, ' ') "What is your name," enquired the young man, lifting thle ahild uponhlis ,knee ." i ' L '"My name is Alf," he' replied. "Alf what?" asked Harry. The child looked at, him enquiringly, not understanding the question.' ' "What is your mother's name,, continued Harry, perceiving ;hat the boy was unable to answer his' question. "My ma's name isiEva," he answered. "And your sister's?" asked Harry. "My sister is named 'Ella," replied the child, ar.d then added, mournfully, "b but she is gone flomin hef'e; they took her out ih a little box and put her in the ground, and :Graniy says she is gone to heaven'; ahd my ma," he continued, " some bad meir carried away, but Granny says she will soon come back-wont she?" and his innocent face looked up confidingly in Harry's. "Yes, my boy," he answered; " your ma vill sobn come back to you." ' , ",There appeal's no doubt of the identity of this: family," 're- marked' Harry ito Dr. IHumnphiries,' after.' short' pause, " every- thing we have yet digc6vei'ed indicates that Alfred Wetitvorth's wife and childttie'have passed a fearful'lifb s inc' their 'bpulsion from 'New OvrleAins."' - " ' ' "Poor Woman 'nhd dhildret," obserVbd 'the Doctor, dashing away a tear, "could I have' known thlir' penury, I should'have been only glad to relieve 'tiem, and ievtn now, it is not too late for us to benefit this child anid.his niothier 'As soon ab Elskrar- rives here I shall remove 'the boy to my-'house and' visit the mother in jail. ' ' ' ' ' 1'a 125 .TEI TRitAtS O THI1 SOLDlRS' 8WttlE. "'I do eot think it advis'ble to move the child until you have aUcceeded in 'obtaining the, release of 'Mrs. Wentworth," an swered Halrry. "His ftther may chance to see: him,:aisd, under the ciloumstances, would discover where lbis Wife Vas; which discovery desire to avoid as long as possible. The best thing that you Can do is to leave th}e boy here, for twenty.four hours "lonieor, byi Whibh time bal ctan be procmwl for 'his mother,; and I shtfl endeavbo tosilence the charge, so that there may be no necessity for a trial." "May not Mr. Wentworth see the clld and recognize him before we have accomplished his mother's release," enquired the Doctor . .. . , . "I do not think it likely," he replid, "Alfred will'not visit so remote a' vicinity, and the ehild .need not be carried into the business portion of the eity." "I shall leave hitM here', then, as you think it advisable" .re- marked the Doctoi,; "it cannot injure him to remain il this cabin for: a day longer, while it might lead to unpleasant diaeov. eriet should he. be removed." Harry and the 1d gentleman remained silent for some time, when Elsy entered the room; 'No sooner did the girl see the boy than 01se recognized her master's chil4, and taking him in her armsu careqsqd him with all. the exhibitions of affectioil the negro is caapable of. '"Dis ami Mas Alfred own chile." she exclaimed to Harry and tle old gentleman:,,"and who would thought dat him would be ibin' here." l S I supposed it was your master's child, my good girl," oh- erved the Doctor, and then added, as he rose from his seat, you. oan stay here with hhn until dark, when you had better eturna home; meanv*hile, I do not, wish you to let MrI. Went- forth know that his wife and child are in this city, nor do I Fish you to take ,im out of this aabin. Come IHarry," he con. ned, let us go now and see themnother; she will be able to ivre us full details of her unfortunate .life and to .inform us of &e cause for which she is in prison." Leaving the cabin, the two, gentlemen'reentereod the buggy kd drove to thelMayor's, oflee, Finding him absent, .they pro. ,eded to bhis residence, and, lifter briefl3r ,narrating the tale 'of rs. Wentwiorth and her family, requested permission to visit AsII AAlAqklkaO %X. J.J IU OIAJLAM1U i VVAwVlr, Aa ".Certainly, my dear sirs," replied Mr. Manship, such being the name ,ff the Mayor, "take a seat while I write you an order )f admittance." In a tfw minutes the order to admit Dr. IHump!hries alnd his ,ompanion in the fpmalo^'s ward of the prison was written.' Re1 turning thanks to, the Mayor, the two gentlemen started for the )rison, and on showing the permit, were -ushered into the cell ccupied by AMs ,Wentworth. "Good God l" exclaimed Harry, as he looked upon. the squalid mld haggard form of the broken hearted woman, "this surely annot be the wifeoof Alfred Wentworth." Mrs' Wentworth had paid Ino attention to the visitors when hey first entered, but on hearing her husband's 'rnme pro. Louneed, rose from her croilching position and confronted the peaker.. The name of the one she loved had awoke the slum- iering faculties 'of the woman, and, like a, flash of electricity on r )od of steel, her waning reason flared up'fqr a lmoent. "You spoke my husband's name," she said in a hoarse tone, wl:at of him?" "lHe is my friend, madam," replied larry, "4and as such I ave called to see you, so that you may be removed from this "Tlhank you," she answered; "yours is the first voice of harity I have listened to since I left New 6!'lans. lBt; it is oo late ; I have nothing now to live for. Adv&'rsity has visited to until nothing but disgrace and degradation i, left of a woman tho was once looked upon as a lady." "There is no necessity for despondency, my good madam," observed Dr. HIumphries. "The misfortunes whiiichl hae at- en(1ed you are such as all who were thrown in your situation re subject to. Our object in coming here,"Ire continued, is to learn the true cause of your being in this wretched place: )isguise nothing, but speak truthfully, for there are times whes iimes in some become peceseity in others." "'My: tale is briefly, told," she. answered. "Forced by the ruelty of a.villian to leave my comfortable, lone in Nlew Or- ,ans, I sought refuge in the Cofederate lines. ' anticipated 3at refugees would meet with a welcome froi the more forit ate people of the South. In that I was disappointed; for when ly means gave out, and every endeavoe1 to procure work to feed 128 TIHAf TRIAULS' 6' THII'E SODIEitS wi'Wti. ny chYildren had failed w ieh I had not a' dollar to puichiase bread for my inriocent 'Walbs, I applied for 'assistance, None btt the most dire necessity would have p'omnpted me to stci a etPp, and, Oh, God!, When it was refused-- 'en the paltry pit. tfnce I asked for wa 'refused, the hope Which Ihad ltung so despairingly to, vanished, and T felt inhyelf indeed a miseiable woman. Piece after pie4e of fiiinitiui'e Wht, until all was gbne ,- my clothing was neyct sold to purehAsell'e'ad. The miserable li'f I led, thie 'ours spent with my dliildeAi .round me crying for bread--the agonizing pangs which rent my mother'lb heart wleil I elt I could not comply with the'i delnahida-all- all combined tp make me an object of abject misery: B'it why describe my ffcrings? Te taitance of my the isislIOt. I w 'as'forced out of ;hib shatler ' occupied because i coillid not pay the owner his rent. My oldest child was then ill, and in the bleak night wind, canopied by heaven alone, I Was thrust, homtneless,' fiorn a shel- ter owrneA-by a niaaniwh.ose wealth should 'hay r made him pausee ere he perf6rml ea'such' an act. With iny';sick child in miy?armns I wandered, I knew not where, until I found she had fainted. ,[Hurrying to a small abin on the rbad, I nltered and there dis- covered an old negio woman. r. om the lips of a slave I first heard words of kindness, and for the first time aid was extend- -ed to ihe. Applying regtoi'ativesi my child l'evived and I waited until next moi:riing, when I 'returned olice more to ask obr aid. 'A paltry sum ivas handed to me, more 'for the sake of getting iid of the mendicatt than to relieve my distress. I felt that the sum offered was insufficient to supply the demands of my sick 'dA"'ghter,and my starving boy.' I was turnilngin despair away vhei':^y. eye lit upon a package of money, resting on the safe. Fior a inopient I hesitated, but the thought of my children rose Ajppermost in my, mind, and, seizing the package I hurried from tlid store." " ' . . ., , ,,. 'A So you.did take the money," said Harry. , ,4"Yes," she replied,' "butt 'it did me little good, fir When' the doctor. was called ihe pronounced my daughter' beyond medical skill. She #ied that veniiig, and all the use to which the money ,asapproprlated; was the purchase of a coffin.i "l rhen thLte-te- said' tarry, hesitating 't 'use the word tdeft, "then, it wa not discovered that youi had taken the money until your olld'd Vas dead and buried." TH'ETRIALS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 1Z' "No," she said, "listen-my child lay enrobed in her gar- ment of death, and the sun was fast declining in the west, when Mr. Swartz and two consthbles entered the room and arrested me. On my bended knees I appealed to him not to teg r me from the body of my child. Yes," she continued, excitedly, "I prayed to him in the most abject manner to leave me until my child was buried. My prayers were unavailing, and fro'n the window of this cell I witnessed a lonely hearse pass by, followed, by none other than my infant boy and the kind old negro. Oh God! Oh God!" she went on, bursting into tears and throwing herself on the wretched pallet in the cell, " my cup of misery was then full, and I had drained it to the very dregs. I have nothing more to live for now, and the few days longer I have to spend on earth can be passed as Well in a prison as in a man, sion." ": Not so," interrupted Dr. Hiumphries, "'I trust you will live many, many years longer, to be a guardian to your child and a comfort to your husband." "It cannot be," she answered sadly. "The brain, over- wrought, will soon give way to madness, and then a welcome death will spare me the life of a maniac. I do not speak idly," she continued, observing the look they cast upon her; " from the depths of my mind, a voice whispers that my troubles on earth will soon be o'er. I have one desire, however, and should like to see it granted." "Let me know what that is," remarked Dr. Ilumphries, "and if it lies in my power it shall be accorded to you with pleasure." "Your companion spoke of my husband as his friend; does he know where he is at present, and if so, can I not see him?" "I promise that you shall see your husband before many days. Until you are removed from this place I do not think it Advisa- ble, but," continued Iarry, "I shall, on leaving this place, en-' deavor to secure your release." Mirs. Wentworth made no answer, and, )aking a few words of consolation and hope to her, the two gentlemen left the prison. The next morning I-arry called on the Mayor and asked it' Mrs. Wentworth could be lbailed, but on his honor mention- ing that her trial would come off the next day, the court having met that evening, he determined to await the trial, confident that she would be acquitted when the facts of the case were 9 ' ' -voA , Ipw, AJAob wr 'UP THESJULDIER S WIFE. m.ase known to the jury. On ,the same day he met Alfred Went.worth, who informed him that he was more strongly im- pressed than ever in the belief that the pretended Englishman was a spy..,1 ' ."I will inform you of a plan, that will prove whether you are right or not," observed Iarry, when he had concluded. "To- morrow at about three o'clock in the evening persuade him to visit the Court House. I will be present, and if he is really the spy you imagine, will have full evidence against him." "What evidence?" enquired Alfred.. "Never do you mind," he replied, "just bring him and there will be plenty of evidence found to convict him if he is a spy. By the way," he continued, " you said you suspected him to be th9 same man who caused your wife to be turned out of New Orleans,?" "Yes,"Alfied answered, "but why do you ask?" "Oh, nothing in particular," lie replied, "only in the event 4f his being Awtry, you will have a double motive in finding ont whether he is a spy or not." '"You are iight," observed Alfred, " but whether he is Aw- try or not, I should deem it my duty to the Government to 1brret out the true status of that man, and to have him brought to justice if heis really a spy. Your request to carry him to the Court House is a strange one, and I will cheerfully comply with it, although I cannot see low his being there will enable us to make the discovery." "Leave that to me," answered HI lry, "an1d content yourself with believing that I am certain it will prove whether hle is an Englishman or a, Yankl c." With that the two friends ddep),it l and HIarry returned home much perplexed at the manner r lile lhad arranwle(,l ifbr tlhe husband and wife to meet. ' CIAPTER TWENTY-SEVENTII. TRIAL OP. MRS. EV.NT\WORTII'-TIE ADVOCATE. The morning for the trial of Ilrs. Wentworth arrived, and at the hour of ten she appeared in the court. Her appearance was changed since we last svw her. The kind hearted daughter of Dr. HIumphries had visited her the day before with a supply of clothing, and though her features retained their haggard aid careworn expression, none who looked upon her as she entered the court room could have failed to perceive that she was a lady :;nd unlike a majority of females brought before-a jury to an- swer grave charges. Her case did not excite any notice until she appeared, when the pinched and sharp face presented to the spectators, and the evidence her lady-like demeanor gave of her being a different subject from that usually prcsentdcl, awoke a iecling-of interest in the crowd, and many enquiries were made of the nature of the charge made against her. None, however, could inform the inquisitors, and they awaited the reading of the charges. ' As TMrs. Went'worth entered the room she cast a look at the jury box, and a shudder caine over her as she perceived Mr. El- der sitting among the jurymnen. She knew that he would not i'vor the dismissal of the ease; but a gleam of hope presented itself in the person of Dr. Mallard, who she believed to be a good man, notwithstanding liis abrupt and true remarks at the -bedside of her dying child. These were the only two persons present she knew, save and except Mr. Swartz, who stood near by, ready to give his evidence against her. But from him she expected nothing; nor did. she intend to ask one word of favor oir mercy. There was no disposition within her to sue for mercy, nor did she purpose denying or palliating her having taken the money." After tlhe usual delay, 51Mrs. 5V le'twortlh was placed in the prisoners' stand and the ch mrges preferred against lher. In his usual style Mr. Swartz proceeded to narrate his business connec. tion with the accused, and stated ttii.t h1e had dnc everything lie possibly coultl for herl, bllIt that notI satisfied with rleciving his bouantjy, she htad stolcel h:;s mioniey. I is sto.r y was given in a; conclusive and plausible manner, and on his cer11 certifying to what his employer had said, the chances for tlec accused ap- peared very dim. - What added more to the evidence against her, was the conduct of IMr. Elder, who, rising from his seat, briefly stated that, from his intercourse with her, he believed Mrs. Wentworth to be an unprincipled and dishonest woman. "On what ground do you make that assertion, Mr. Elder?" enquired the Judge. a t* 182 THE T IALS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIFME. "As I stated,before, in my intercourse with her," he replied "And may I ask of what nature your intercoluse was?" asked the Judge. "It would delay the court were I to state what business transactions have taken place between this woman and myself," answered Mr. Elder. "When I arose, it was simply to state my belief in her dishonesty." "You should have appeared on the witness' box, if you de- sired to give evidence against the accused," remarked the Judge. "As it stands, your assertions cannot be taken as evidence against her. If you desire to appear as a witness for the accu- ser, say so, and I will then be prepared to hear what you may have to say." "I have no such desire," replied Mr. Elder, seating himself. ' And nowr my good woman," said the Judge, turning to Mrs. Wentworth, who had remained a silent listener to all that had been said against her, "let me know what you may have to say against the charges brought against you. By your appearance and general demeanor you have seen better days, and it is :, source of regret that I should see any one bearing evidence of once living in a different sphere from the one you now occu- py, brought before me on a charge of robbery. Lot ne now know what you have to say on this charge." "I can say nothing," she replied. Well, then, do you plead guilty, or not guilty?". asked llae Judge. "Not Guilty I" thundered Harry; in an excited manner. IHe had been unavoidably delayed from ,accompanying Mr's. Wentworth to the Court House, and had just arrived. "Not guilty I I repeat, and, as counsel for the accused, I beg leave to make a few remarks." "Certainly,. Lieutenant Skackleford," answered the Judge, who knew Harry well. The remarks of Iarry, and his excited maliner, awoke the waning interest in the case, and the crowd clustered closer round the railings. "Your honor, and gentlemen of the Jury," began IHar'ry, as' soon as he had become calm enough to speak: It is now nearly two years since I appeared in a civil capacity before a court of justice, and I had thought that while this war lasted THE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 133 my services would have been solely on the battle-fields of my country, and not in the halls where law is dispensed. But the case which I have appeared to defend, is so unlike those you, ordinarily have before your honorable body, that I have, for a while, thrown off the armor of the soldier, and once more ap- pear as the lawyer. You will pardon my apparent digression from the subject at issue, but as I see many looks of surprise at my seemingly strange conduct, I deem it but justice to myself that I should explain my motive for so acting. "It is now nearly two years ago that a soldier in a happy and comfortable home in New Orleans bade adieu to a fond wife and two promising,children. As the tear-drop .trickled -down the cheek of his lovely and blooming wife, he whispered a word of comfort and solace to her, and bade her be cheerful, for the dark cloud which covered the political horizon of his country would soon be dispelled by the bright sunshine of liberty. But the tear that fell on her cheek was not of regret; for she felt that in leaving her lie obeyed the call of his country, and was but performing a duty he owed to his native South. The tear was brushed away, and she smiled in lhis face at the glowing words of hope and comfort hspoke to her. They were full of promise, and as each syllable fell on her ear, they awoke an' echo in her heart, until the love of the wife paled before the en- thusiastic patriotism of the Southern woman, and the dangers of the battle-field became hidden before the vision of the honor and glory which awaited the patriot hero. Then she bade him ldieu with a smile, and they departed, full of love anal hope.- Oh l genentlemen, let me take a glance back at the home and household war had then severed. Before our treacherous enemy had proclaimed war against us, this soldier's home was a model' of earthly joy and felicity. It is true, there was no wealth to be found there, but there was a bright and more glorious gift than, wealth can command; there was happiness, and this, com- bined with the love borne by this soldier for his wife, served to make them pass their years of wedded life in comfortable union. Years pass over their heads, and two children are sentsto bless them, and they were cherished as priceless gifts. When the call to arms resounded through the South, this husband, like thousands of others, ceased his civil pursuits, and enlisted under the banner of his country. None but the purest and loftiest 134 TIE TRIALS OF TU'l. SOLD-Eu's wI'I. motives of patriotis, and a sense of duty, prompted him to the step; and though he knew that in so doing he would leave his'wife dOprived of her natural protector,:and subject to priva- tionsg he thought, and with every. right, that those who re- mained at home would shield a soldier, an foe rutued o the4 means anfort his S 'as wife from danger, and he trusted on the means at his disposal to keep her from penury and destitution. After making preparation for his wife and children, he bade them adieu, as I have described already, and departed for Virginia, whose soil had already been invaded by the vandals of the North. "And now, gentlemen, lest you should think by my intimr.. ting teat this soldier was not wealthy, I meant he was also poor in society, I will state that he and his wife held as high a posi- tion in the social circle of New Orjeans as the most favored of fortune. I-s wife, this unfortunate lady, who now stands be- fore yoix charged with theft, is the daughter of one who was once wealthy, but on whom adversity fell shortly before her. marriage. Think not that the haggard and careworn features before you were always such. There was a time, not long dis- tant, when the bloom of youth and beauty could be seen in that sunken cheek and that sharpened face; but adversity has re- duced one of, God's fairest works to the wretched and unfortI,. nate condition she is now in. Pardon my digression, for, the tale I have to tell cannot be briefly recited; it is necessary that Ishal speak in full, and though I may'tire you by my lengthy remarks, you must hear the1i with patience, for they are'neces- saqy in this defence, and are equally needed to hold up to the scorn andcontempt of every patriotic spirit in the land, two men who have disgraced their sex and entailed misery, aye, and degradation,.on an unfortunate woman." "If his honor, the judge, will permit me," interrupted Mr. Elder, "I should like to decline serving as a Juryman on this "Silence!" exclaimed Harry, before the judge could reply. :'Youare already sworn in, and I desire that you shall remain where yo, are." ",I cannot possibly excuse you, Mr. Elder," remarked the judge,' in a tone of surprise, "the case has progressed too far already for any excuse, Continue, Lieutenant Shackleford," he continued, speaking to ,Harry. TnlE TRIAAL3 OL THU SOLDULE1. WI, l 3 "As I was observing,"Harry went on, "this soldier departed for Virginia, and shortly after his departure, a vil ain, who had addressed his wife in former years and been rejected, assumed the sheep's garb and resumed his acquaintance with her. Many were the kindnesses he extended towards hei, and the delicate manner in which he performed those little acts of courtesy, thiat lend a charm to society, disarmed any suspicion of his sincerity of purpose. But under the guise of friendship, the villain de- signed to overcome a lonely woman. With that subtlety and deception which every roue possesses, he ingratiated himself in her confidence and favor until she began to regard him in the light of a brother. But the hour approached when the mask he had worn so long would be thrown aside and Iis unhallowed desires be avowed. The soldier was taken prisoner at Fort Donelson, and within four months after, New Orleans fell. Their the persecutions of the unprincipled villain commenced. A Northern man, ihe did not at the commencement of the war avow his sympathies to be with the people of his section, but, pretending friendship for the South, remained in our midst until Butler and his infamous cohorts had gained possession of the city, when he proclaimed himself a Unionist, and gaining the favor of that disgrace to the name cf man, was soon able to in- timidate the cowardly or beggar the brave. One of his first attempts was to compel this lady to yield to his hellish passions. With contempt she spurned his offers and ordered him never more to cross the threshold of her house. Swearing vengeance against her, he left, and on the following' morning she received an order to leave the limits of the city, that day, and prepare to enter the C(onfederate lines. The dangers which thein threatened her, she deemed vanished, for she feared more to remain in the midst of our enemies than to enter our lines. The order was therefore received with joy, and she prepared to depart. Though a pang of sorrow may haxe filled her heart at being compelled to re!inq;::sh her comfortable home, though she saw before her days, weeks, , months, perhaps years of hardship, not one feeling of tenorse at having rejected the offers of a libertine, ever entered the mind of the soldier's wife. The time at length arrived for her to depart, and with her two children, a few articles of cloti::ing, anld a small sumL ofn money, she was placed within our lines, far from any 1hunan; halbt.tion,, and left to find a shelter as best she cou'd. Ir; An lAJIALs OF THE SOLDIEBRS WIFE. "To this city she bent her footsteps, and here she anticipated finding an asylum for herself and children. Gentlemen, we all well know that, unfortunately for oui' cause and country, the evils Speculation and. Extortion, had spread their leprous wins. and covered our land with destitution. To a man of this cLty, who, before the world's eye, appeared the Christian and the man of benevolence, but who in his dealings with his fellow. men, was as vile an extortioner as the most heartless; to this man she went and hired a room in which to find a shelter. Finding she was a refugee and fearing an evil day, he bound her down by law to suffer tjectment the moment she could no longer pay the rent. Ignorant of the weapon she placed in his hands, she signed the deed, and after paying a portion of tle ren'itin advance, left him and assumed possession. Mark wel, gentlemen, what I have said. In his action we hibd no Christianity--no benevolence; nothing but the spirit of tile extortioner is here manifested. There is no feeling of sorrow shown at her unfortunate position, no disposition evinced to shield the ,helpless mother and her babes. No! we find his actions narrowed down to the sordidness of the miser, the avariciousness of the extortioner. A feeling of' surprise at such conduct may flit across your bosoms, gentlemen, and you may perchance doubt that I can show a man of this city, so bereft of charity, so utterly oblivious to all the better feelings of humanity, but I shall before long call his name, and give such evidence of the truthof my assertions, as will be beyond contradiction or doubt. "To another man the soldier's wife went for the purpose of purchasing a few articles of furniture. Of him I have little to say at present. It is true that without caring who and what she was, his merchandize was sold to her at the speculator's price. But he had the right to charge whatever he pleased, and therefore I have nothing to say against him for that. "Weeks passed on, and the1 soldier's wife found herself without the means of purchasing food for her children. The hour had at last arrived when she was utterly destitute. In the meantime her husband lay in a foreign prison, ignorant of the unhappy fate his wife was undergoing.. Many are the nights we have walked to and fro- on the grounds of Camp Douglas, and often has he spoken to me of his absent wife and THE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 137 children. I know him, gentlemen, and never in the breast of man beat a heart truer than his, nor in the minds of God's mortals were there ever finer and nobler impulses. While he was thud suffering confinement for his country's sake, his wife and children were here-in our very midst, starving! Aye, starving! Think of it, gentlemen-that in the midst of those who were supposed to be friends-the wife and children of a patriot were allowed to starve. Great God! is there on earth a spectacle so fearful to behold as starvation? And is it not enough to evoke the wrath of the Infinite, when men, sur- rounded by all that wealth can afford, refuse to aid and succor their starving Jellow creatures? "You may think that no man can be found who would refuse, but I tell you, gentlemen, that that man who now stands before you, was appealed to by this lady, the, accused,, aftershe had disposed of every piece of furniture in the room, save and except the bed on which her children slept. The appeal was rejected, andl, despairing of hell, she offered and sold' to him the last remaining article of furniture. Here now is the picture. lHe could not lend or give her a paltry pittance; and why, forsooth? Because tlie money would not yield him a profit, aild there Mis, a chanlle of his losing it. But the moment slle offered tu dispose of tle bed, he purchased it, for in it did the profit of the speculator lie hidden, and on it could he get his money doubled. Think not, gentlemen, that the tale you have listened to rom hint is the true one. It is a varnished and highly coloreil evidence, beneath which a wide extent of corruption can be seen, the iomnent its curtain is removed. "The pittance thus obtained serves but a short time, and they are again reduced to want. The eldest child-a lovely daughter, is taken ill, and while lying on a heap of Vgs in a corner of the room, the man calls and demands his rent. The poor woman has no money to satisfy his demands and he orders her to leave. She appeals to him, points to her ill child; but her prayers are unavailing-and in the hour of night she is thrust from Ihe room, homeless, penniless, friendless Yes he-that man who now sits in the jury-box-he-Mr. Elder, the so-cale(d Christian and man of CHARITY-he, ejected this helpless woman from the shelter and forced her to wander int the night air with her sick child-her starving bales. 138, THE TRIALS Ol', TH] SOLDIERS WIFEL.. Heothe' ehtortiooner'"-continued HIarry, with every feature expressing the utmost scorn, "turned her from-the wretched to y home she had found:here, and left lier to die bn the sidewalks, to y like the v'erieet beggar. No touch of pity for the child, no a si feeling' of sorrow for the innocent angel, no thought of the yet patidot lingering in prison, ever entered- the mind of the , extortibioer. ,There was nothing but 6elf then, nothing but the promptings of his' 6wi avarice, which could view with iniffer- her eaee: the miseries of others, so long as they should redound to this his qwnfbenefit and aggrandizement. I tell you that man dare An not deny ^ word I utter. .He knows that every one is true, 1hil and if my language could wither him with shame, could make BLt himthe detestation of the world, I would speak yet stronger, ai for pity to him is but contempt for those he has injured. a hapl ^'Thus thrust out of home and shelter, the helpless mother thef conveyed her fainting child to a negro's cabin and there revived foun :t. The next morning she once more called upon her accuser in i md petitioned him for help. He again refused to aid her, dithough informed that the money was intended to procure and nodical aid for her sick child; until at last, wearied of her mponunities, he handed her the pitiful sutm of one dollars nd Phis was not sufficient for the purpose shl desired, and she wa ; bout turning away in despair when her eye lit on a package of fd| lotes lying on the safe. Remember, gentlemen, what I have o Sw told you. She was penniless and friendless. IIer child was ill the mnd she had no means to procure medical aid. Her appeal for Charity had been rejected, and can we blame her if she yielded to the tempter and took the money lying before her? We can* lot. Look not on the act, gaze only on the provocation. If in rour hearts there dwells a shade of pity, an acme of sympathy, ruo cannot return a verdict of guilty. She is not guilty Of heft!, I' unhesitatingly assert, that if to act as she has, and 11 uder the circumstances she acted, be theft, then such a diet would I,become to-morrow; and in my own conscience, I needless of the opinions, of.the world and confident hin the quil forgiveness of an Almighty Father, would 'I commit such a and heft as she las--just such an offence. I pleaded ' not guilty,' nd itmay surprise you that in the face of such a plea, I should wol cknowledge that she took the money. Again I repeat my sho dlea. She is not guilty of theft, and to you who h'-ie hearts- pur co THE TRIALLS OF1 THE SOLD"riR'ls4 VFl%. 1390 u who sympathize with the sufferings of Soildier's'wife- u, whose wives and children may to-morrow be' placed in ilar position-to yoiu I leave a verdict. But one word re I am done. 'he money which she took, to what use was,it placed? To ase a coffin for her child f".To place the lifeless body of laughter in' its last home ere it is covered by the dust.-- ' and this only, was the good which accrued from it. gentlemen, he-Mr. Elder-is the MURDERErn of that As such I charge him, and as such I brand, him to be. br his brutality-but for his avarice and selfish lust for the mouldering corpse might now have been a blooming and t child: And yet another word. When, the so-called was discovered, and the accuser sought the 'accused, he her by the bedside on whicll the dead child .lay clothed last earthly garments. Disregarding her entreaties, she orn from the corpse, thrust into prison, and the humble ervile hands of the negro were left to p)ertorlm those sad which affection is ever the first to do. This i- my tale, re the excitement grew intense, and :a trong feeling of nation was manifested by the soldiers present against Mr. tz and Mr. Elder, and manyathreats were mac'e to hang CIHAPTER TWENTY-EI(IITH. ' VERDICT-- TH I HUS3AND AND W[ISX--AiIPES'1' OY' AWTW'T' Y, was some time before the police could restore order and ;the excitement. At length co npleto silence vas restored, Harry continued: ' Much)" he continued, 'is the tale of t iis unfortunate an, and the position in which she found herself placed Id excite,a feeling of sympathy, and not induce you .to. 3h her for an act which may be deplored but cannot he emned. That she, took the money is ' ideniable, but why I 140 TEE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIlM:S WIFE. did she take it? I have told you it was tO save her child's life, and though that class of philosophers and ultra moralists who believe that there are no causes sufficient to justify her act, may declare her guilty of theft, let the promptings of your own hearts decide whether her position did not excuse, if it does not render her conduct undeserving of condemnation by a jury. But in claiming fiom you a verdict in favor of my client, I must take occasion to say, that your acquittal will not. restore this lady to that position she formerly occupied, or remove from her mind the impress left there by an act which necessity, and necessity alone, caused her to perform. It will not restore to her the innocent child' now lying mouldering in the grave, it will .not reunite the broken links of affection, it will not ease the agony of the soldier when he discovers that his wife was the inmate of a prison, nor will it replace on its former firm base the mind of this unfortunate lady, which, like the pillars of some ancient.edifice, totters beneath a weight of agonizing thought, soon, alas! I fear, to fall, amass of ruin, in the vortex of insanity., The patriot soldier must return to find his daugh- ter dead, his wife a mlaniac, and his only remaining child a dependent on the bo(1unty of strangers. But one thing remains; he must turn from the spectacle thus presented and return to the battle-field a lhe:art-broken and unhappy man. The spirit with which he fornnerly contended for the liberty of his obun- try will have vanished and fled, for the remembrance of his, family's fate must ever remain uppermost in his mind, and the reflections they will produce must leave a blighting s ar, which no future kindness can remove, sympathy eradicate, or consola- tion destroy. I am done. On your good judgment and the strength of my assertions, which can be proven, if necessary, 1 rely for the acquittal of this lady." As he concluded, the building shook with applause from the crowd, and Mr. Swartz and Mr. Elder trembled for their safety. Harry felt that the acquittal of Mrs. Wentworth was now secure, for the, jury itself, sharing the popular feeling, gave expressions of approbation in many remarks. If the language of Harry had been simple, it had carried conviction to every soul, and all present, as they looked upon the accused, felt that her offense was fully atoned for by the chain of harrowing cir- cumstances with lwhi.ih she had been bound. THE TERALS OF THE SOLDIERI' WIFE. 141 And for her-the soldier's wife? She had remained a passive spectator of all that occurred. When the voice of her defender first broke on her ear, she turned and looked at him for a moment, then, as if indifferent whether his defense was success- ful or not, she turned her head away and listlessly gazed at the crowd. She cared not now for f'ecdom and acquittal; she felt that the chords of reason were on the point of breaking, and but one thought, one desire, filled her mind, before they broke and madness held sway over her. It was to see that loved form, to gaze once more on those loved features, to be clasped once again in her HUSBAND'S arms. This was the sole thought, the only desire. All "fond records," all recolleotion of past years, all hope for future happiness, were obliterated, and nothing remained before her mind's eye but the soldier who had parted from her in New Orleans. Even the memory of her dead and of her living child had vanished, and if they were for a while brought to' her mind, it was only in connection with the single desire which kept the chains of sanity united. The lineaments of every, soldier in the crowd were closely and eagerly scanned, but there were none there who bore the slightest resemblance to him for whom she yearned. But still she peered into the assemblage, regardless of the efforts being made in her behalf, and it was not until the interruption nar- rated in the last chapter took place, that she manifested any interest in the proceedings of the court, and then it was merely by a gesture of surprise at the uproar. When Harry concluded and satdown, she again evinced astonishment, but not a syl- lable escaped from, her lips. After a few minutes the shouts of the crowd subsided, and at the request of the judge, silence was restored. His honor then addressed the jury. ( Gentlemen of the jury," ho began, "the case before your notice has become, from one o ' apparent insignificance, one of intense interest and importance. A merchant of this vity, well known to you all, both by his wealth and his long residence in your milst, appeals before this court and accuses a woman of theft. She is arrested and every evidence of her · guilt is found dn her person; she does not deny the act, and is accordingly brought before you to be tried and sentenced, or acquitted, as you may, in your good judgment think best. Overwhelming evidence is brought against her today, and no doubt of her having committed the theft exists. There appears httle more for you to do than to find her guilty, and for me to pass the sentence, But *before doing these, it is necessary that the accused shall'have a defense. She is questioned, but informs the court she has- nothing to say. At this stage of the pro. seedings, a gentleman well knowfn to you as a rising lawyer of tiiS place before the war comm'erceM, and better kilown since then as a gallant and meritorious oflicer, appears as her defend- 'ant. You have heard his defense. The act of taking the money is not denied, but in his defense he claims that it was committed through dire necessity. It is true that a defense of this nature is a somewhat extraordinary one, and is new in the anunlsl :f criminal law. 'Still he has given you a tale of hard- ships and privations Which he claims occurred in this city, and which, coming from any other source, mayv -(1! be doubted. It is left for you to decide whether his claim for au acquittal shall be granted or not., In my remarks I do not intend to bias you one way or the other. What my opinions are will be given after, yur decision' is announced. To you I look for that decision." "If youy honor will permit me," said Dr. Mallard, rising, "I will make a few remarks before' the jury retires. The tale told by Lieut. Shackleford is correct so far as I know of it. I was called upon to attend on the sick girl mentioned in the defense, and found her in an old cabin, almost at the point of' death. At the time it did not strike nme as singular that a white family should be found living in such a hovel, but tie tale I have just heard narrated has made me reproach myselffor my blindness in not discovering that tho nnfo'rtnate family were of greater respectability than can be ilnndl i: tll residents of log cabins. Impressed,` therefore, witllh irmn belief in tie truthfulness of the tale.I have heard, I shall act accordingly." With these remarks lie resumed his seat, and in a few minutes the jury'retired to decide on their verdict. MrI. Elder followed reluctantly, but had made up his mind to give consent to any. thing the majority should decide on. lie was already appre- hensive for his personal safety aln was anxious to be at home again.l T'IT TRIALS ORF 'Ti bJVLa'Kii ." VV; I - After a short absence the. jury returned aand announced they had decided on a verdict.' . "What is'that verdict, gentlemen:?" inquired the judge. , Do you find this lady guilty or not gullty?" "Taking all' the Circumstances into consideration^" replied the foreman, "we find the prisoner NOT GUILTY of the charge." Foi a moment the building shook to the very foundation,. fir o the prolonged cheers of the spectators. It was not rejoicing at the escape from punishment of the guilty, that they applauded, but it was through heartfelt exultation at the acquittal of an ufif6rtuinate woman. It was the spontaneous outburst of Southern hearts, bleeding with s)ympithy for the oppressed and poverty'strickeri soldier's wife, and swelling with indignation at the brdtal and unfeeling conduct of Mr. Elder and Mr. Swartz. Harry's eye moistened as he heard the shouts of applause; and a feeling of grateful emotion swept over him. .e felt no, gratification at his success in gaining her acquittal which didc not spring from the loftiest and most disinterested motives. He rejoiced on account of Mrs. Wentworth and her child and the gallant soldier lie had so proudly called his friend. He rejoiced to know that the fair fame of the soldier's wife stood untarnished, and that he could restore her to the arms of her tuisband, not as the inmate of a penitentiary, but as 'the acquitted accused, who had committed the act she was accused of, but was still considered by all who liad heard of the case, fiee from crime, and pure and unstained as before the blighting' hands of pernury and suliering wer.re stretched acrcbss er sorrow- beatei path. "IBiadam," said tte judge, vheun the cheering had ceased, "you have heard the verdict of the jury, acquitting you of the charge maIde against you by Mr. Swartz, although in your defense, it is acknowledged you did take the money, and the jury is cognizant of the fact. While your acquittal, in face of the evidence given, and your own acknowledgment as well ai the acknowledgment of your counsel, may be somewhat' deviating from the letter of the law, it is nevertheless In strict' accordance with its spirit, and with pleasure I inform you that being acquitted you are no longer held a prisoAer, but are free .. . . 144 TB RI TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER'S W[PE. to go where you will. But before you leave, let me make a few remarks on this case, which in my judgment are called for by the circumstances, and which may appear again, in conse. quence of many parties being similarly situated. Although the jury has acquitted you, such acquittal must not be considered a license for others to go and do likewise. Where your case is :one of necessity, another of a like nature may be caused through dishonesty' Your act is not applauded by thinking minds, nor did the jury intend to convey the impression that in acquitting you they considered you had performed a very meritorious act. To the contrary, they deplore the perform. ance of a deed which cannot be thought of but with regret; at the same ,me they took into consideration the deplorable position into which you were placed, and declare you innocent of theft. "Before closing my remarks,' he continued, "I would call the attention of. those present, as well as the people in general to this case. Like this unfortunate lady, many refugees are sojourning in our midst. They should be received with welc -come by those who are fortunate enough to live in peace and quiet ih their happy homes. But. such, I fear, is not always the case. .Many respectable families who had been accustomed to all that ,ealth could afford, are now living, if not in absolute ,necessity, in very poor circumstances, and could have their position materially improved if the people of this State would offer them that assistance they need. It is not an act of charity t9 lend a helping hand to the refugee. We are bound together by a sympathy formed on the battle-field by the gallant men of every State now struggling side by side for our independence, and it is a matter of duty that the wives and children of the soldier shall not suffer during his absence. It is a sordid spirit that refuses to aid a helpless woman because she happens to be a refugee. This Confederacy is a home for all its sons and daughters, and when they abandon their native State, and, fleeing fron-,a brutal enemy; come into our.midst for safety and proqtption, we should welcome them as suffering patriots and cherish; them as they deserve. It is a hard struggle for a woman tb abandon a home, surrounded by all the luxuries of life and in ,which happiness reigns dominant, to incur hardships and privations. In doing so her patriotism is severely tested, z '4 TEE ItIALS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 14i and nothing but the most exalted devotion to our country triumphs over her fears. "There is yet another subject I will speak on. The two men who have figured so conspicuously in this case as the cause of this lady's sufferings, cannot be allowed to pass unnoticed. Mr. Elder is a well known, gentleman of this city and has Lisherto borne an irreproachable character. Did hInot stand silent when accused of inhuman conduct towards nis lady, I should hesitate to believe him guiltyof such an atrocity. But as his silence is indicative of guilt, the horrible nature of his act comes before us with great force, and we shudder to think that any one wearing the form of humanity could so far debase the mind as to turn a helpless woman and dying child from a shelter because she had not the means of paying her debt. In so doing, Mr. Elder has displayed the spirit of the extortioner, and must feel all the stings of, conscience which haunt the mind of a murderer, should his heart be not too much hardened .lrc-ady. He has acted a worse part than a murderer, for the assassin kills his victim through revenge, or at the worst, for pay. H erer, IMr. E1ldr-a- possessor of wealth and not needing the )money-tur ns a tenant bfom his roof because -she is penni- less. I say noth;ir: againsts t himr for doing so, for it was.an in. lislput: ;lc right of :,'1:i:, bt when we view the brutality of the act--vwhen, we thr.ik ofi' the 'hardness of the heart that could not commier a.te with the situation of Mrs. Wentworth-that was deaf to the rqpieals of a mother-blind to the illness of her chil--the so.l sickens with horror at the knowledge that a mortal so del)ased--so utterly devoid of the instincts of h'ainal-:y w!:i.lh govern a brute--sshould exist on the earth. Bi;t tle n.a. of religion :s now torn fiom his face, and we see "vs own lHce;li:e nts. -Henceforth the scorn of all generous mlini.s wil] he receive, and turned from the respectable position he once ]:c C 1, :nAst rejectt on the inevitable exposure of the hypocritec -uiaome day, sooner or later. I shall leave him to the sworn and indignation of nall good men. From them he will receive that punishment which his brutality, caused from his extorting spirit, deserves. "And for Mr. Swartz, the accuser of this lady, I can see but little il extenuation of his conduct. If his'business is even illegiimate, there are 'so many speculators in the South that it O. 146 THE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. should not cause surprise that his refusal to aid this woman necessitated her taking his money. The speculator cannot be expected to have a heart tender enough to perform a charitable act. The man who will speculate on the necessities of the people, is not likely to feed the hungry. It is too true that many good men have been drawn into the vortex of specula . tion, but these are few in number and are isolated cases. "Mr. Swartz has been among us long enough to imbibe the spirit and sentiments of our people, but from his action towards this lady, he does not seem t6 have profited by their example. A foreigner by birth, he has cast a stigma on his nation, for, with all their faults, I do not believe there is a more charitable people than the German. I have found it so, in many years of familiar intercourse with tflmn. But his last act is the one 'deserving unqualified col:ic.omnatioii. To tear a mother from the bedside of her dead child-to incarcerate herl in a prison, while the hands of strangers were perfolrriing the last sad rites over the dead, is an act that Christianity could never believe, were the evidence not before us, too forcible for denial, too truthful for contradiction. It is an nact that calls for withering rebuke, but we dismiss himi with the belief that on the coming of that inevitable llereafter, lie will receive the punishment he so well merits. "My remarks are now concluded, and tle lpri;ouelr is dis- charged from custody." There was deep silence for several minutes, during which Harry looked anxiously in the crowd for his friend; but Alfred was nowhere to be seen. Mrs. Weptworth retained her passive look of indifference, and took no further notice of the curious crowd, which gazed upon her with hearts full of pity and com- nmisseration. Once or twice she slowly raised her hand and pressed her forehead with it, as if it ached. But she spoke no1 word of comnplint, nor did she give any other indication of' suffering. Harry was about to remove her from the court, when thle e was a bustle in the crowd, and the voice of Alfred was heard calling dn those around him to give way. He was followed by Awt'y, perfectly unconscious of the cause of his companion 's agitation. TEtE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 14'7 "Make room there, for God's sake," asked Alfred, pressing through the dense mass of men and women. "Follow me," he continued, speaking to Awtry. The men nearest to him, perceiving his excitement, generally surmised the truth, and a low murmur ran through the room that it was the prisoner's husband, and a passage was quickly made to where Mrs. Wentworlt was sitting. Awtry heard the words, "it is her husband," and turned back with the intention of leaving, but his arm was quickly seized by Alfred, who, still concealing his intention, simply said, "Come on; I will find a passage for us." lIe hesitated an instant, but, believing his appearance sufficiently disguised to prevent. Mrs. Wentwortll from recognizing him, he deter- mined to risk proceeding, in the hope of escaping discovery. At last Alfred was by the side of his wife-the soldier had met her he loved for the first time in nearly two years. Silently and sadly he gazed at her changed appearance, and the briny tears slowly trickled down the soldier's checks as he noted her sunken features. ,At last he spoke. "Eva!" lhe said, in a voice that trembled with emotion, "my wife! my darling wife! do you not know me?? IIis voice, full of love, sounded in her ear like thQ sweetest music ever played by the angels of God. At the sound of Ycr name she turned round and looked anxiously in his face-a . moment more, and he had scarcely finished speaking, before she had thrown herself in his arms. "Alfred! my husband!" she murmured, as she pillowed her head in his bosom, " at last-at last!" "Oh, Heavenly Father!" exclaimed Alfred, raising her head and gazing fondly at the wan and emaciated features of his wife " is this all I find?" His words were those of anguish, wrung out from a tortured heart. It was not so he expected to meet his wife. "Rise, darling," he continued, "rise, and let us leave this place-let us go where friends are." She rose up, and leaning onhis arm, moved off, when he suddenly confronted Awtry, who had stood with anxious and palpitating heart for the closing of the scene. "Stay awhile, dearest,"Alfred went on, as soon as he perceived Awtry, "Look at this man-do you know him?" 148 THIs TRIALS OF THE SOLDIEI'S WIFE. Mrs. Wentworth looked at him for some time, but failed to recognize Awtry. "I do not know hirp," she said, shaking be head. "This is very strange conduct on your part, Mr. Went- worth," said Awtry, believing himself safe. "Ha!" exclaimed Mrs. Wentworth, "it is his voice. It is Awtry-there he is--I know him now," and she fainted in her husband's arms. "Seize that man!" thundered Harry, who was standing near Alfred, "he is a spy." In an instant, Awtry was secured and hurried off to prison. Mrs. Wentworth was conducted by IHarry and her husband to Dr. TIumphries', where we leave them for awhile. CIHAPTER TWENTY-NINTIL. TH1E ]EYEJ OF GOI)-Tl'E MIANIAC AWIF.":. Pardon us, kind reader, for digressing for awhile from tlhe sad tale it has been our lot to give you, to remark on the strange fancies which govern the minds of a large majority. So inscrutable do the works of the Almighty appear, that we believe all the ills of this world are evoked by Iim for some go9d end. In a measure this is correct. When sinful mortals are burthened with sorrow and affliction, we can recognize in them the chastening hand of God, for under such weight of suffering, the soul is apt to pass through purified of the black. .ness and corruption which darkened and rendered it odious to the good. Here we see the benefits accruing from trouble and distress. We behold the sinVer being punished for his trans- gression, and to the righteous and good, these afflictions are welcomed as the saving of one more soul fiom the grasp of hell. But how is it when the innocent suffer? It is not the work of the Eternal. High up in the celestial realns, JIis eyes are,turned towards earth to punish the guilty and reward the innocent, and in His works we find no instance where the hands of adversity and suffering niave fallen upon those who THE TRIALS OF TH, SOLDIiR S WIFE. 14- deserved reward. Where the guiltless aie found suffering, lie relieves their necessities, and brings them once more that hap- piness which they deserve on earth. Why shall it be always said that when a home of happiness is in an instant hurled from the summit of earthly felicity and buried in the dark gulf of adversity, that such is the work oj God? If that home is contaminated by grievous sins, there i. justice in the claim, buit wh're the transgressions are not heavier than those good men commit, it cannot be, for the God who reigns above seeks to build up, and not to destroy, unless there is no other way of punishing the sinner but by the infliction of the heaviest penalties. We have painted a soldier's wife, if not tree fi'om sin, at least innocent of crimes which are calculated to bear upon the conscience and cause remorse or fear; wo La,;ve pictured her two children, pure and unsinfil, for it cannot be said that i.t: can sin ininfcy. have shown! thcnm plunged in dir;..t lli-fortunes, and is there not force in tlhe question whein we ask if their months of penury and sutflrinL were the vorks of the God of Mercy and ]Righlteousne8ss? It cannot ,be. The innocent do not suffer by the hands of' ;od, while the guilty revel in all tlie wealth and affluence that this earth bestows. How many men are there who live in caqe' a.n1d comlfrt, while tliir souls are burdened with sinS? The uypl)ocrite, the liar, the tlhief tlie murderer; all, and by uin- dleds tltey can ,be counted, appear to the world "A combination and a form, ildecd,. Where every god did sene to set his sea!," but in whose stuls the fires of hell rage with reinorseless fi'ury. But their afflictions are not known to man. The eyes of the world gaze not on them, when the mind is racked ly tie co'i- tiict of sin. rWe see not their sufferings; we know not tle1 pangs they feel; we only recognize them by the outward( appeal'ance. They live, surrounded with all tlat can mnakl; mortal happy, save tlhesapP)1'ess of a clear conscience. Iii this world they prosper, and many gain the applause. and con- muendation of their fellow mortals. 'What are their sufferings? They are unknown to man, though remembered by God. And if punisment comes at last, it is just and merited, nor do we regret that sin is scourged by the avenging hand of a Savior. 150 THE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. But while we witness the guilty revelling in wealth and afllu. ence, how often are the innocent plunged in want? Aye, myriads of times. We know not of them, but over the land there are hundreds of our fellow mortals whose days are but a repetition of suffering. Famine and sickness have stalked in the midst of hundreds who are innocent of crime, and reduced themrto the last brink of despair. Is this the work of God Forbid it, Heaven I that the charge should be made. There is no ground on which to assert that the Ruler of the Universe- the God of Righteousness-the Lord of Mercy, would thrust .the innocent into woe-w'ould blast their earthly prospects- would dash the cup of happiness from their lips, and leave them to perish through Famine and Disease--while men steeped in crime, whose consciences, if read, would show an appalling blackness of guilt-while they, we say, escaped from earthly punishment and enjoyed all the good of this world! On Earth, as in Heaven and Hell, man is divided into two bodies, Angels and Fiends. Both are known to the Almighty, and it is only when His eyes are turned from the good that Fiends triumph. Only then-it is not IIis work-it cannot and can never be. And now, kind reader, you may think that the writer is either a lunatic or a-madman to advance a doctcine which claims that God-the Infinite-the Everlasting-the Omnipotent--the In. scrutable, would turn awhile fiom the good and survey them not-allow them to suffer. We are neither the one nor the other.. Perchance our doctrine is a mere vagary; still, as we glance over our country and see the scenes daily enacted, we cannot believe, they .are the work of an Almighty Father. When our maidens are ravishediby the hated foe and despoiled of that Virtue held sacred in Heaven, is it the work of God? When the creeping babe is immolated by.the savages of the North, is it a dispensation of Providence? When the homesteads of the people are given; to the flames and the cursed army of Abolitionists exult at their demolition, does. the hand of our Heavenly Father direct the work of destruction? When our temples.are profaned by the bacchanalian orgies of the North- ern hordes, does the Infinit invite them to desecrate His altars? . Ahey we not His works--they never were. These acts which . the Christian world shudders at, are the machinations and TUIE TRIALS' OF TE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 151 promptings of Iell, and the Fiends who dwell therein triumph for awhile where the Eye of God is not. But the Eye of God is not always turned away from His suffering people. The cry of the wretched is borne to His ear by the angels, and Mercy, Charity -and Goodness descend to Earth and sweep away the incarnate spirits infesting it. In this we behold the Greatness and Righteousness of God, for though He may see not our hardships for awhile, the cry of the Innocent will ascend to Heaven; their sufferings will be obliterated, and if even on earth they gain not happiness, in those realms where sinless Angels abide, all past woes, all paqt years of want, all former wretchedness, are removed and for- gotten, in an eternity of peace and celestial felicity. And so it was with the soldier's wife whose sad trials we are narrating to the reader. The spirit of the angel daughter had winged its flight to the Savior, and the little invisible hand pointed to its mother on earth below, and the Son of God sup- plicated the Father to relieve the miseries of the innocent. We have shown how this was. done. The good of earth was the medium of salvation, and her trials are at an end. Yes, they are at an end I But with them, when she fell faint- ing in her husband's arms on recognizing Awtry, the light of reason expired, and the soldier's wife was a maniac. They bore her gently to the residence of Dr. IIumphries, and there all that medical science could perform was done, and every attention was lavished upon her. 3But it was of no avail; madness had seized the mind of 'Mrs, Wentworth, and the doctor shook his head sadly as lie gazed upon her. Days passed on, and still she continued in this state! ^ "I fear she will only recover her reason to die," observed Dr. Iumphrics to Harry. "Could her constitution, sustain the 'frenzied excitement she now labors under, I would have some hope, but the months 'of wretchedness she has passed through, has so weakened her frame that nothing remains but a wreck of what was once a healthy woman.?" "This is bad news," remarked Hariy, "and I fear it will have a sad effect upon Alfred, I have been overcome with sympathy at observing his silent grief at the bedside of his raving wife, and several times I have heard him mutter, 'never mind, my darling, you will soon recover, and then we will be 152 THE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIIER S WIFE, happy.' Unfortunate man! Could there be the slightest pos- sibility of saving his wife, I am certain you would not despair." "I do not yet despair;" replied the doctor, " although I fear very much her case is hopeless. I have sent for Dr. Mallard and I)r. Purtell; when they have seen Mrs. Wentworth, we will have a consultation, and I trust some good will accrue fioml it. By the way," he continued, changing the conversation, "have you heard what has become of tlhe supposed spy-arrested in the court house?" "I heard on yesterday that his trunks had.been searched, but nothing had been discovered in them, beyond the fact that he was Mr. A.wtry, and not an Englishman, as he pretended to be." "IIave they discharged him?" inquired the, doctor. "Oh no ;"Harry replied, "the fact of his assuming a falos character was deemed sufficient evidence to keep him in prison until further discoveries are made." "It is very likely, then, that he will eventually pay the penalty of his crimes," observed the doctor. "Yes; and I trust it will not be long before lie suftlers death,"Harry answered, 'and then added: "I am not blood- thirsty, nor do I favor the hoisting of the black flag, as s, many appear desirous of doing. But for a wretch like Awtry, I have not the slightest pity, and would hear of his executiotl with pleasure. If even there is no proof discovered of Lis being a, spy, his brutality to Mrs. Wcntwortlh merits punisl- ment, and if only for that, I should desire to see him hmunl or shot. HIowever, I have no fear but that the ftact of his being d spy will be discovered, for several of the most expert detectiv,-i in the service are on the search for the necessary evidence tI convict him." "And which evidence I trust they will soon discover ,' remarked the doctor, "Like you, I am averse to a war of extermination, but when instances like the one before us a e. brought to our notice, an outraged and indignant people demand satisfaction and should have it accorded to them." "Ah my dear sir," replied Harry, " while Awtry's outrage on Mrs. Wentworth. deserves, condemnation and punishment, he is not solely the guilty cause of her sufferings. From the moment she reached our lines, it was the duty of the people of this city to aid and succor her. Had this been done, her THI TRIAILS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIVE. 153, daughter nay have been alive this day. Unfortunately tlhe philanthropic and charitable 'were idle and waited until such cases came to their notice. I-ad they looked for them, Mrs. WVentworth never would have fallen into the hands of ullprl- cipled speculators and extortioners, and would have been spared the load of affliction which has now periled her life. "You are riglt, IHarry," said Dr. IIumphries. "It is onu ILduty to search for the unfortunate poor, and not to wait until they appeal for assistance. There are many destitute women and children in our' midst who have been driven from their once happy and prosperous homes by the hated Yankees. Among them are many high-toned and respectable families, whose pride shrinks from begging for'bread, and who now live a life of penury and starvationtrather than become the mendi- cant. And if even they bury delicacy at the mandate of sternly Want, they lit so apt to be refused assistance by the heartless, that they imagine all of our people alie, and fearing furtller refusal, shrink with natural horror firom a second reJfction." "This can le) pl eventred," ol)Serlved l iar ys. "It the benevo- lent make it a business to find out the suffering who are worthy of assistance, and let sulle aid b)e given, not als cllaity, but as al duty Nwe owe theo:e who h'tve remained ftfitlfill to our cause,, and abandoned their homlles ratler tlhanll sublit to the enemy. ly so doing, we not only alleviate hardshil)s, )but we render the soldier la!)l)y andconltetlled to serve lhis country. hle knowledge that hlis family is protected by tllose at home, alll supplied with all tlhat is necessary, will remove from hlis mind all anxiety for their welfare. It will, besides, grasp them fri'ol- th clutches of' the wretcllhes who are speculating and extorting, and will not only be an act of everlasting honor to those wl',, peltform this good work, but t will aid otlr cause as imuch s i tihe parties were serving in the field. M'any a miin who now lies in the deserter's dishonored grave, would have bccll tlhi day sharing the glory of his country and been looked upon :1s a patriot, had not his starvilcng wife and children forced }liin ilt an evil hour to allndol Ihis post and go to them. It is true, there is no excuse for the deserter, lut where the huml an afiec- tions are concerned, it is but natural that the soldier witl feel solicitots for thle comfort of his wife( and childrcan." 154 THE TRIALS OF TIHE SOLDIER'S WIFE. "omething of that sort should, indeed, be done," reniarked the doctor, "and I believe there are many in our midst who would cheerfully aid in this good work. I cannot believe that the majority of our people are such inhuman characters as Elder and Swartz. It is true that these men have a monopoly in our midst, so far as wealth is concerned, but it would be wrong to blame the majority for the crimes of a fey^." "The majority, if even good and charitable, are to blame," replied Harry, firmly, 'Sfor if they outnumber the miserable creatures whose sole thought is to amass wealth from the suf- ferings of our country, it is their duty to thwart such desires by every possible means, and it could be done were the proper steps taken. But they have heretofore displayed an indiffer- ence almost criminal, and appear to participate in the unworthy prejudice against refugees. Forgetful that they may to-morrow be similarly situated, they lend a moral, if not an active aid, in the oppression of this unfortunate portion of our people, and are perfectly careless whether want and misery overtake them or not. We must not forget that these refugees are as much entitled to a home in this as in their own State. Their hus- bands, fathers and brothers are fighting to protect us from sub- jugation, and if we are unmindful of the comfort of their relatives, it not only entails disgrace upon our name, but renders us deserving of a similar fate, and worse treatment." "I agree with you," said the doctor, "and so far as I am concerned, everything that ca!n be done for them shall be performed, and - " Here a knock at the door interrupted the conversation. 'Harry opened it, and Drs. Mallard and Purtell were announced. Good morning to you, gentlemen." said Dr. lumphries, as soon as they entered. "I am very glad you have answered my call so promptly. The case I desire you to see is one of great seriousness, but I withhold any opinion until you have seen the patient and expressed your ideas about it." ' I Suppose it is the lady who was accused of theft," said Dr.; Mallard[ "Yes sir," answered Harry, " it is the same person." "i observed her features very attentively during the trial," remarked Dr. Mallard, i and so convinced was I that she would soon be insane, that I determined, in the event of her being T lE TRIALS OF TIlE SOL)IERS WIFE. l5 found guilty, to have her released and placed under my care onH that plea. Is she raving?" added inquiringly of Dr. Hum- "Yies,". relied that gentlemin, "but in her ravings she makes no allusion whatever to her wretclledl life of the past few months. She hucies hIlerself at home in New Orleans again ,and as all was then happiness with her, so does everything appear to her mind the reflex of her past days." "We had better see her now," said Dr.,Purtell, "for the' sooner somethiing is done towards restoring her reason the better."1 ,bCertainly," answered Dr. lumphries, "walk this way,"' le continued, leading them toward Mrs. cWentwprth's chamber. At the door he was met by Emma, who had been watching: by the bedside bf the maniac all the morning. , alk easily," she whispered as, the three gentlemen ap- peared at the door. 'She is now calmer than ever, but the; and her breathing was hard and difficult. In her sleep, she softly murmured words which told of happy years that were past and vanished forever and could never more return. Tel broken sentences told of love and ltappiness, and a deep feeling of sympathy stole into the breasts of er hearers as theyistend to her ravings. Alfred, was sitting by tle bed lookige on the wreck of his w `ife, and hcn t doctors rd, he arose and briefly saluted them. ro their words of condolence he made no reply, for his heart was bitter with grief, and he felt tht consolatory language was a mockery, and however well meant. and sincere it may.have been, it could not iclieve the agony he felt at witnessing the destruction of his family's happinears Oh, let those alone who have felt the burning of the heart bhen it was wrung with agony, appreciate the misery of men struck down from the pedestal of earthly joy and buried in the gulf of wretchedness. We have known homes where the heart beat high with joy, and life promised to be a future of hppiess and peace; wThere the fairest flowers of aeffetion oseeme to bloom for eare and oveveour pathway floated its per- 4506 THE TRIALS OF TUE SOLDIER'S !-ES. fume, while before our sight, its loveliness remained un dimiu shed' until.that fatal delusion, Hope, intoxicated the senses and ,made us oblivious to reality. A brief spelU-a charm of short ,duration, aid the hallucination is dispelled, only .to leave us 'seared and blasted, almost hating mankind, and wearing the "malk of the hypocrite, leading a double life, to hide the sears ieft by unsuccessful ambition, or disappointed aspiration. What were death itself compared with the misery of finding, -when too late, that the hopes and happiness we deemed reality, "were but-a shadow, not a substance, which lingered for awhile ·and left us to curse'our fate. And yet, it is but life-one. hour on thei pinnacle, the other ,on the.ground. But to our tale. After remaining by the bedside for severq'l minutes, the doe.. 'tors were about to leave, when Mrs. Wentworth awoke from .her sleep, and gazed with an unmeaning look upon the gentle- '.uen. She'recognized no one--not even her husband, who never left her, save when nature imperatively den.anded repose. The doctors requested that Alfred and Emma would retire .,while they examined the patient. In accordance with their wishes, they did so, and Alfied, entering the balcony, paced iup ;and down, impatient for the result of t]ie consultation. lThe 'door of Mrs. Wentworth's chamber remained closed for neaIrly 'half an hour, when it opened, and Drs. IIUuphlries, -1,Mallard And Purtell issued from it, looking grave and sad . The heart of the husband sank as lie looked at their fLatu'rc',: ,"Let me know the worst," lie said, huskily, as they c6p pvroached him. "We will not deceive you," replied Dr. MIallard, ' your wife, we fear, will remain a maniac while her strength lasts, and then--" her e he paused. - "And then---"replied Alfred, inquirinigly. ' "We fear she will only recover her reason to die" conltintllu Dr. Mallard in a tone of sympathy. . "Gd help, me," uttered the soldier, as hie sunk on a chair and buried his face in his hands. After a few more words full of sympathy and condolence the ,wo doctors left, and shortly after Dr. Humphries dispatched a 'servant to bring the little boy from the old negro's cabin. THE '"TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. ')1is presence may rally Mr. Wentworth," the doctor ob-- erved to Harry. "Since the consultation he has remained int ,he same seat, and has never once visited the room of his wife. Something must be done to rouse him from his grief, otherwise: t will be fatal to his health." "The presence of his son may be beneficial," said IIarry. "but I do not believe the child can while him away from the. sorrow he has met with. It has been a hard-a fatal blow,. and has fallen with fearful effect upon my poor friend." In about an hour the servant returned withi-*he child. lHe, had been neatly dressed in a new suit of clothes and looked the embodiment of childish innocence. I Taking him by the hand Dr. Humphries led him into the: balcony where Alfred still sat with his face buried in his hands. deep in thought and racked with grief. "Were,' said the old gentleman, ' here is your son. The: living and well claim your attention as well as those who are gone and those who suffCe.") Alfred raised his head and gazed at the child for a moment. "My boy," he exclaimed at last, "you are the last link of a. xnce.lhappy chai}ln." As he spoke he pressed the child to hi 'l,,cnm, ,nd ' 1 t. tr onr -lc r tel soldier found relief in tears. (CllAP'TER THI.RTIET... DIA'I') 1A 'T'IHE SOLDIES WIFPl. V The presence of his child lightened but did not remove the. grief of Alfred VWentworth. The love lhe bore his wife may' e likened to the lov of te eagle eefor liberty. Cage it, and, the noble bird pines away; no longer allowed to soar on high, bnt fettered by man, it sickens and dies, nor can it. be tame& sufficiently to become satisfied with the wires of a cage. So, it was with the soldier. His love for his wife was of so deep and fathomless a nature, that the knowledge of her beig a maniac, and only returning to reason to die, changed the oar- rent of his nature, and from being a friendly and omemuniat- tive man, he became a silent and morose being. The worla, `'" [8 ' THE TRIALo OF THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. had lost its charms, and the blank left in his heart, the seair ,upon his, mind, the agony at knowing that his wife llis pure .and peerless wife, had been compelled from her necessities to take-that Which was not hbr own, could never be filled, never 'be healed and never be eased. / A wife! We know AM from experience what it means, W dherie is a something, an inward voice, which tells. us that a Wife is the holiest gift of God to man. A wife! what is it? /A woman to chprish and protect, to give the heart's affection to,'and to receive all the confiding love with which her bosom is filled.. The partner of your happiness-the source of all that makes man good and binds him to earth; the solace o! woes, the sharer of joys-the gentle nurse in sickness, and1 tlhe fond companion in health. Ohl! there is a something in tihe name, wlich thrills the heart, and makes it beat with emotion at the Sound of the word. Amid the cares and pleasures of nma:l, there can be no higher, no worthic desire than to share his triumphs with a wifbe. When Amnbition tempts him to 'mount yet higher in this earthly lif, and take his stand alo I:ol the exalted men of genius, who so fitting to be ti'e (:arLtnr c his fame as the gentle woman of this world, rald wien di.a:1. :pointed in his aspirations, when the cold frowns of a calloul, world drive him from the haunts qf men, who so soothing as al Wife? She will smoothe the wrinkles on his forleead, and l)y words of loving cheer inspire him with courage and bid him brave the' censure and mocking of the world, andl strive again to reach the summit of his desires. A Wife! There is no word that appeals with greater force to the heart than this. From .the moment the lover becomes the Wife, her life becomes a fountain of happiness to a husband, which gushes out and runs down the path of Tite,'never to cease, uutil the power of tho Iniisible' demands and the Angel of Death removes her friom his side. Age meets them hand in hani, and still imbued wltL; *a reciprocity of affection, her children are taught a lesson fr-omr *herself which makes' the Wife, from generation to generation, the same medium' of admiration for the world, the same obiect of' our adoration and homage. We write these lines with Homage and respet 'for the Wife, 'and with an undefined emo. ·tion in *ur hearts, which tells us they are correct, and that the value of a Wife is all the imagination can depict and the )pe indite. '». THE TRIALS OF TIIE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 1)'J And to lose one! Oh! what sorrow- it must awaken-how the fountains of grief must fill to overflowing, when the com- panion of your life is torn from you by the hand of Death! No wonder, then, that the heart of Alfied Wentworth bled with woe, and he became a changed man. What cared he longer for this world? Almost nothing! But ne thing urged him to rally his energies and meet the blow with fortitude whenever it should come. It was the knowledge that his little boy would need a father's care. This made him not quite oblivious to this world, for tliough his life would be in the fiont, so soon as he returned to the battle-field, there were chances for his escaping death, and his desire was to live, so that the cliild might grow up and remind him of his wife. No, not remind! As fresh as the hour when love first entered his heart for her-as plain as the day lie led her to the altar and registered his vows to Heaven-and as pure as herself, would his memory ever be for her. Time can soothe woes, obliterate the scars left by grief, but the memory of a desd wife can never be extinguished ill ,hle mind. of a husband, even though her place in his leart may be filled 1)y another./ 'Sle iust ever be1( recollected 1by him, and each hour lie thinks of her, so will her virtues shine 1)rigllter and more transparent, and her faults, it' any, become forgotten, as they were forgiven. , But we weary the reader with these digressions, and will proceed to close our narrative. Three additional weeks passed, and still Mrs.' Wentworth remained insane, but her insanity being of a gentle character, Dr. IHumphries would not permit her to be sent to the lunatic asylum, as her husband advised. It is true, he desired it more for the purpose of avoiding being the recipient of any further favors,; than because he thought it necessary. This morbid sensitiveness shrank from being obligated to a comparative stranger like the doctor, and it was not until the old gentleman absolutely refused to permit Mrs. Wentworth to leave the house, that Ie yielded his assent to her remaining. "As you insist upon it," he remarked, "I make no further opposition to her remaining, but I think it an imposition on your benevolence that your home shall be made gloomy by my wife being in it." "Not in the least gloomy, sir," replied the doctor, "nor do I think it the slightest imposition upon my benevolence. Were it only to repay the debt Harry owes you for the preservation of his life, I should insist upon her not being removed. But } sell deem it a duty we owe to our suffering fellow mortals,. and as Hu long as she remains in her present state, so long will she be an inmate of my house, and everything that can lighten and der ameliorate lIanhappy condition shall be deemed a pleasant wil business to perform." ass "I do not doubt it, sir," said Alfred, grasping the doctor's sad hand, and shaking it heartily; "believe me, the attention of your daughter, Harry and yourself, has been the oasis in my Al present desert of life, and though in a few short weeks I expect W all will be over, and she will no longer need your care, the a1 memory of your kindness in these, gloomy times of sorrow, itl shall ever remain unfading in memory, and shall always be th spoken of and thought of with the greatest gratitude. ha "No gratitude is necessary,' answered the doctor as he m1 returned the pressure of Alfred WVentworth's hand, "I con- rider myself performing a sacred duty, both to God and to humanity, and no gratitude is needed for the faithful p lbrform en since of the salee" ".No, no sir," interrupted Alfred, hastily, " it is no (duty,L an(i 'annot be looked upon as such-at least by me," "Well, well," remarked the doctor. "we will not arglle :bout that.- I only wish it were in my power to do more by giving ' you assurance that your wife will recover, but I fearm ;ery/much she never can." 11 "Iow long do you suppose she will linger?" asked Alflredl adly, i "I cannot tell," replied the doctor, "Ier strength has been ailing very rapidly for the past week, and I do not think she f an last much longer." "Could nothing be done to keep her alive, if even it were as e maniac?" he inquired, and then added, and as he spoke, re- ,ressing the emotion he felt, "Could she but live, it would be t ome solace to me, for then I should have her with me, and by rbecuring a position in' some of the departments, be enabled to emain with her; but the idea of her dying-it is that which ] addens mie and almost makes me curse the hour I left her. ly poor, darling wife!' te last words were uttered as if he were speaking to him- and the tone of sorrow in which he. spoke touched Dr. Lphries deeply. Bear with fortitude the dispensations of a Divine Provi- e," said the old gentleman. "If IIe has willed that your shall die, you must bow humbly to the decree. Time will age your grief and remove fiom your mind, this sad-too ; fate that has befallen her." If you think that time can assuage my grief," replied cod, "you greatly underrate the strength of my affection. en a mere stripling, I first met my wife, and from that hour the affection I possessed was- hers. Each day it grew nger, and at the time I left New Orleans with my regiment, love I bore my wife, and for her, my 'children, could nOt e been bartered for the wealth of California. She was to a dearer object than all else on earth, arid more- te could speak no longer, so overcome was lie with emotion. ae more wringing the doctor's hand, he left the room and ered the chamber of his wife. ;Unhappy man," exclaimed the doctor, when lie was alone, is is, indeed, a bitter grief, and one not easily obliterated." Vith these words the kind-hearted old gentleman retired to stuly, greatly moved at t}he misfortunes of the fitmily he 1 been bIrouglht in contact itll. rilc farlouglts g ranted to Alfred atld Ilrry had. been rc- .vcd on thi c expiration of the tinmq tilcy had bcen granted for, t on tlh representation 'of l)Dr. l11tlphries, hlnd been renewed. the timn tihe al)ove conversations took place, they wecre again early cxpird, and harry dLtrmiined to iapeal to t te government cc more Ibr a second renewal. Accbrdingy lie took the cars r. iclmonld and olt Alilig an 'interview with the Secretary War, lie rcpresented the condition of Mrs. Wcntworth, and hibited the c'rtiiilatcs of several doctors that she could not rvive two months longer. For himself, ho requested a feur- er renewal of his furtlough on the ground of his approaching marriage. With that kindness and consideration which distin- dished Gen. Randolph, his applications were granted, and aves of absence for Alfred and himself for sixty days longer rere cordially granted. With the furloughs, he arrived from Richmond the same even- 11 , ing that the conversation related above took place between the .doctor and Alfred, and on the return of his friend from his ,Wife's chamber, he presented him with his leave. "You are indeed a friend," remarked Alfred, "and I can never sufficiently repay the kindness you have shown nme. But before this furlough expires I do not suppose I shall have any wife to be with. "Why do you speak so?" inquired Harry. She cannot last much longer," he replied. "Altilough un. willingly aid with sorrow I am compelled to acknowledge that every day she sinks lower, and to-day her appearance denotes approaching dissolution too plain, even for me to persuade myself that such is not the case.', I cannot tell you I hope 'you are mistaken," observed his friend, "for I feel that such language can never lighten nor remove your sorrow. But be assured that I deeply sympathize with you in your affliction." "I know it," he answered. "Would to heaven all in the South were like you. It might have been different with my poor ,wife, and my angel girl might have been alive this day. However, it was not their duty to succor and protect my family, and I have no right to complain because they lent her no helping hand. I alone inu' t bear the weight of my afflic- tion, and from the misery it causes me, I devoutly trust none of my comrades may ever kno' it. IHere your betrothed comes," lie continued, observing Emma at the door. "I will leave you for the present, as I suppose you wish to speak with her and I desire to be alone for awhile." '4 Do not let her presence hasten your departure," said Harry. "She will be as happy in my company while you are here, as if no third person wag present." Alfred smiled faintly as he replied: "IIer presence alone 'does not impel me to leave, but I desire to be alone for a time. My mind is very much unsettled, and a few momelits of solitary thought will restore it to its wonted quietude." Rising from his seat, he bade Harry adieu, and bowing to Emma, who entered at the moment, left the house and bent his. steps toward his lodgings. Dr. Humphries had invited him to be a guest at his house, but e politely but firmly declined the iavitatibon, at the same time his days were spent there with hli wife, and it was only in the evening nc ieu, to taKu a i w mo- ments of rest. From the time lIe discovered his wife, and she was carried to Dr. Humphries' residence, he had never been to . any other place than the doctor's or his lodgings. Four days after Harry's return, he was seated with Emma in the parlor conversing on the subject of his marriage, which the fair girl desired put off until after Mrs. Wentworth's death, which her father told her could not be postponed many weeks. IHer lover endeavored to combat her resolution, by declaring that while Alfred would always get a furlough ifris wife was till alive at the expiration of its time, he could neither' ask nor expect to obtain any further extension. They were in the midst of a warm discussion, when Dr. Humphries entered. He had just come from Mrs. Wentworth's room, and appeared exceedingly sad. "How is Mrs. Wcentworth thi. morning, father?" inquired Emmnn, as the doctor entered, and observing his mournful expression, she added, ", What is the matter." "Mrs. Wentworth has recovered her, reason, and is dying," ,he replied. 'Poor Alfred," observed Harry, "this hour will not take him by surprise, but it cannot fail to add to his grief." "Has he been here this morning," asked the doctor. "Not yet," answered. Harry, "but," he continued, looking at his watch, "he will,soon be here, for it is now his usual hour of coming." "I truts't he will not delay," said Dr. Htuiph!ries "c for hbi wife cannot last three hours longer." 4 In that event,"I had better go and. look for him,"Harry .observed "'he never leaves his lodging .except to come here, and there will be no difficulty in finding him." Rising from his seat, he took up his. hat and departed for his friend. Before he had gone two. squares he met Alfred; and without saying anything to him, retraced his steps to the doc- tor's window. "My friend" said Doctor IIumphries as Alfred entered, "the hour has come, whon you must summon all your fortitude and hear with resignation the, stern decree of the Almighty. ¥Yout wife is perfectly sane this morning but she is dying. On en- tering her chamber a while ago, I found hrer quite composed and gl ' 'l 104 THE TRIALS OF, THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. pbrfeotly sensible of theifeshe adpassed through. Though she did not recognize.e, an intuitive knoWledge of who I was possessed her, and her first request was that you should be sent to her. Your little boy is now with h er ad es aait yur arrival." waits yur tor led the way to t1he chamber of the dying wife. The child w/s sitting on the bed with his mothers arms around his neck. Ena. ma, Elsie, and the old negro were standing at the beodide look. ing sorrowfully at Miis. Wentwort h . As' so on as her husband entered, they made way. for him to approach. Alfred, my husband" exclaimed Mrs. Wentworth, extending her arms, " am so glad you have come that I can see you once more, before I die." "Evat my heart strings are torn with agony to see you this" he replied raising her gently and pillowing his head on her '5. soMr, "Oh my wife, that this should be the end of all.'my hopes. What onsoltio n is there left to me on earth when you atre gone." ."Speak not so despailinaly" she answered, "(It were better that I shold die than live ith a burning conscience. My us. band, th6 act for which'I 1have been tried, still haunts me, for here on earth it will evei be a rep'roach, while 1n IHeav e, tie sin I committed will be tobrivcn thlrou tle interession of a. livino Svior."r n f "'Pcrish the rememblrace of tllht act!"'.lns d i band. "To mb my darling vwife it can mak' no difirernce, for I regret only the ncCeesity whic impelled yu to do it Live,' oh m" wife l-v-' t . ,t7 nd-not thye act. , 0I if, Jve and youIr Liai iame Shall ever suffer, while ,yrour hsnband iro'a,.m ........ ' ^ r Fr, while your hiban i'able to sld yu o tho rBproache of the '·orld. Tho h the proid may afect to Scorn 'you, those in whose' hearts.beats'agingle touch'd6 genei'osity will forgive and foi'g6t it, 'and if even they d6 not, in the happiness of' ny u'falt. ering effections, the opinions of the world, can be easily disre. garded." . b . "It cannot bo," she answered, am dying Alfred, and be- fore many hours, the spirit ivill be resting in heaven. T6 have yo by y sid ere niy breath leave 'my body, to grasp your band, and aze on your loved features ere I die, removes all my iinhappiness0 of the'weary months now past, and I leave this world content. eave this ; ' ' 4 THE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 165 "Oh my wife" said Alfred, "Is this the end of our married life? Is this the reward I reap for serving my country! Oh; had I remained in New Orleans, the eye of the libertine would' never have been cast upon you, and you would have been saved from the grasp of the heartless speculator and extortioner.-- , What is indepndedence compared with "you my wife? What', 'have I gained by severing the ties of love and leaving a happy , home, to struggle for the liberty of my country? A dead child -a dying wife-a child who will now bo motherless; while I will be a wretched heart-broken man. Better, far better, had I resisted the calls of my country, and remained with you, than to return and find my happiness gone, and my family beggared, ,and tossing on the rough billows of adversity, unheeded by the , 'wealthy, and unfriended by all." * ' '.' Speak not so, my husband," she answered,( "my suferings ' may be the price of independence, and I meet them cheerfllly. Though in my hours of destitution, despair may have caused me to uttec words of anguish, never, for a moment, have I re- gretted that you left me, to struggle for your country. If in my sufferings; if in the death of my child; if in my deatl; and if in the destroying of our once happy family circle, the cause for which you are a soldier is advanced, welcome them. Woman can only show her devotion by suffering, and though I cannot struggle with you on the battle-field, in suffering as I have done, I feel it has been for our holy cause." , '" Eva, Eva," he exclaimed, "do all tlleso give you back to me? Do they restore my angel daugt'eor? Do they bring .me happiness? Oh, my wife, I had hoped that old age would meet us calrfly floating down the stream of Time, surrounded by'a happy family, and thanking God for the blessings he had bestowed upon me. When I first led you to the altar, I dreamed that our lives would be blended together for many, many years, and though I knew that the ' Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away,' and that at any time we may die, I never thought that the end of our happiness would be brought about in such a way as this. You tell me it is the price cf Indeped nce. Aye, and it is afearful price. When you are laid in the cold grave aside of Ella,'and I am struggling in the battle-field, what is there to inspire me with courage, and bid in fight on until liberty is won? And when it is at last achieved, I cannot share 166 THE TTRIALS OF THn SOLMDIBRnS WIPE. the joy of my comrades. I have no home to go to, and if even I have; it ist desolate. No wife is :there to welcome, me, no daughter to thank me, but I must take my orphan boy by the hand, andl eadihg hm to your grave, kneel by its side and weep togethe. on the sod that covers your remains." There was not a dry eye in the ioom. All wept with the husband, and even the dying woman could not restrain the tears. "Alfred," she said, " do not weep. MIy husband, lip there, in Heaven, we Will leet again, and then the desolation on earth will be more than repaid by the pleasure of eternal joy. Let not my death cause you to falter in your duty to the South. Promise me, my husband, that, thilough all changes you will ever remain steadfast and loyal to her sacred cause. Look not on the cruelty of a few men as the work of the whole, and re- member that if even you are not, iade happier'by the achieve- ient of independence, there are others you assist in making ;o, and other homes which would have been as desolate as yours )Utfor you and yolr comrades' defense. Promise nme, Alfred, hat so long as the war lasts, you will never desert the South."' - I promise,". he replied. "There is not but one thing that gives me thought," she ontinued, her voice growing weaker each nomente, " olr little oy--- , . "Shall have a homn so long as I live and his father is serving is country," intel rupled Dr. I.Hmphriies. "Rest easy on that object, madam," he continued, it will be a pleahorle for me to &ke'care of the boy." "¶ Then I die happy," said Mrs. Wentwortllh, and turning to !r husband she said with difficulty, i 'iadal ishy ds and . mid all my tlials and sfelbrings my love for you has ever been true and pure as the hour we marriqd. To die in your arms, .th my head on your bosom was all I wished, and my desire .', gratified. Farewell." Before, her husband could reply her reason had vanished, and remained oblivious to all around her. IHer eyes were closed, : the moving of her lips alone told that she yet lived. 'Eya! darling! Wife l" exclaimed Alfred passionately ?eak to me! oh my angel wife, speak one word to me ere you . Look at me! say that you recognize me. Awake to con- THE TRIALS O4 THE SOLDIER'S W1PE. 1 ciousness, and let me hear the sound of your.voice once more. Vake up my wife "he continued wildly,"Oh for another word -one look before you are no more." His wild. and passionate words reached the ear of the dying Toman, and her voicecame again, but it was.the dying flicker of he expiring lamp. She slowly opened her eyes and looked up n the face of her husband. "Alfred--husband, happiness" she murmured softly, then gently drawing down his head, her lips touched his for an in- tant, and the soldier's wife embraced her husband for the last, ime on earth. Releasing his head Mrs. Wentworth kept her eyes fixed upon llohe of her husband. Their glances met and told their tale of eep and unutterable affection. The look they gave each other ierced their souls, and lit up each heart with the fires of love. hlus they continued for several minutes, when ,Irs. Went. rorth, rising on her elbow, looked for a moment on the grief' truck group around her bed. "Farewll," she murmured, and then gazing at her husband, ecr lips moved, but her words could not be heard. StOOping lis ear to her lips, Alfred caught their import, andc lie tears coinrecd down his cheek. The words were, My hleband'I die happy in )your arms." As if an Almighty power had occasioned the metamorphasis, ,he countenance of the dying woman rapidly changed, and hery batures bore the same appearance they had in years gone by. a smile lingeredrouned her lips, and over. her face was a beauti- ill and saint-like expression. The husband gazed upon it, and ,er resemblance to what she ;was in days of yore, flashed across dis mind with the rapidity of lightning. But the change did not last long, for soon she closed her eyes and loosened her grasp n her husband's reck:, whiile ler features resumed their wan md cheerless expression. Nothing but the smile remained, and¢ htat looked heavenly. Alfred still supported lher; lie thought 4he was asleep. ' She is.now in heaven," said Doctor lHumphries solemnly. Yes, she was dead! No more could the libertine prosecute her with his hellish passions; no more could his vile and lustful desires Wreak their vengeance on her, because of disappointment. No more couhl the heartless extortioner turn her from a shelter o ) l]8. T THE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER:S WIFE. to perish in the streets. No more could the hardened and uu. charitable speculator wring from her the last farthing, nor could suffering and starvation tempt her any more to commit wrong. No--she is in heaven. .Theee the libertine is not and can never be. There she will ever find a shelter, for there the extortioner rules not. 'There the speculator can never dwell, and in 'that hbly abode suffering and starvation can never be known. An eternity of happiness was now hers. To the home of the Fath- er and to the dwelling of the Son, her spirit had winged its flight, and henceforth, instead of tears, and lamentations the voice of another angel would be heard in Paradise chaunting the praises of Jehovah. . Yes, the eye of God was turned upon the soldiers wife, and she was made happy, Ier months of grief and misery were obliterated, and the Almighty in his infinite goodness,!.:id taken her to himself-had taken her to H-Ieaven. The spirit of the mother is with the child, and both are now in that home, where we all hope,to go. In the ear of the soldier, two angels are whispering words of divine comfort and peace, and as their gen- tle voice enter his heart, a feeling of resignation steals over .his mind, and kneeling over the dead body of his wife he gently murmurs, "'Thy will be done oh God!". Every voice is hushed, every tear is dried, and ihe prayer of the soldier ascends to Heaven for strength to hear his affiction. ,The eye of God is now upon him, and IHe can minister to the supplicant. . * . * , . ,' , ' . . . , . . CHAPTER THIRTY-FIRST. CONCLUSION. The dead was buried. The hearse was followed by a large concourse of Dr. Humiphries' friends, who were brought there by the sad tale of the trials of the Soldier's Wife. The funeral service was read, and after the grave was closed many grouped around Alfred and offered their condolence. IHe only bowed but made no reply. The body of Ella; had been previously disinterred TIE TRIALS OF TIE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 169 and placed in the same 'grave which afterward contained her mother, and on the coffins e of his wife and child Alfred Went- 'worth took a last look. When the service was over he turned 'away, and' accompanied by Htarry returned to the dwelling of the doctor, where, with his boy on his knees, he conversed. "4 My furlough does not expire for forty days,' he observed, -" but 'I shall rejoin my regiment in a week from this time. The object for which it was obtained being no longer there, it is only just that I shall report for duty." "You must do no such thing,' answered fLarry, "I wish you 'to remain until your leave expires."' "c Why?" asked Alfred, in a tone of surprise. "SWell, the fact is," said harry, "I will be married in thirty ,lays, and it is my urgellt desire that you shall be wilh me on lmy marriage day, as a guest, if not as a friend." "I can cma k but a poor guest," hle replied. "My hert is too full'of grief to willingly join in the milth anA happiness such festivities bring with them. You must, therefore excuse mot Is should indeed start at once lid Inot desire to find a placo to leave this child." xcu need, not proarle yourself tout hi e market Iarry the doctor assured your wife that he should takie care of the remain, but I assure you I ferel a d eann boy, antd i feel certain he will be a father to him during'your ab- senIe. Nor will I excuse your absence at my wedding, for I do not see why you should object if I desire it, and Emma, I know, will be very much pleased at your presnce. So'oler no excuses, but prepare yourself to remain." "As you appear so much to desire it," he answered. "I will remain, but I assure you I feel but little inclined for such pleas- ure at the present time, particularly a wedding, which cannot fail to bring up reminiscences of a happy day, not so long gone but that it still remains in my memory, is fresh and vivid as when I was an actor in a similar occasion." "Let not such thoughts disturb ydii," said arry, "let the Past bury the 'Past. Look forward only to the Futurci and tlere you will find objects worthy of your ambition, ind if you wil pursue them, they will serve to eradicate from your mind .tle harrowing scene you'have justpassed through.. Believe me, AIfred," he continued, "it will never do to pass your days in vain regrets at what is passed andvanished. It .serve to irri- 170 . THEI TRIALS OF TlE SODIEE'S WIFE. tate and' keepopen the wounds in our' lives, while it never soothes the afflicted, nor gives us a lmoent of peace. Let the presentand future alone occupy your thoughts. They willigive you food for reflection, sufficient to bury all former unhappi. no, and to entail upon you a retclni' of that earthly joy you on'e possessed.", 4Your remarks are correct in theory, iny friend, replied Alfred,. but they cannot be put into practice, Sooner.can the Mississippi river be drained of its waters than the inexorable Past be obliterated from the mind of man. It nmust ever remain in his memory, and though at times it may lie dormant, the slightest event will be all that is necessary to awake it into life. The cares of the present may deprive it of active participation' in the mind; anxiety for the future may lprvent the mind of -man from actively'recnrriqjg tO it, but it still remains indellibly imprinted on the meniory, and though a century of years should; paP and the changes of Time render the Plrcscnt opposite to. she Past, the latter can never be forgotten. 'Thinas not that omieng years cane render me Oblivious to my present affliction. hey may make dull the agony now feel, and erchance I will hen Wear as bright a smile as I did in yealrs ao, but the re- nembrance of my wife and child will neveN'r be blunted; no, or shall a shade cross over nji heart, and (ille the aftction I ad for them while living, anid for their melio,y ov that they 1'e in the grave."ry Alfred was right. rTh words of iHaI'y were a theory which pounds well enough for advice, but which can never be placed to practice. The Past! who can' forget it? The Present,- ith its load of cares; with its hOurs of' happiness and pros- Pity; wnith its doubts andanxieties, is'not sufficiently powol to extinguish remembrance of the Past. The Future, to ich we all look for the aCcolplishlrent of :our designs-the tievement of our ambitious purposes--cannot remove the st. Both combined . are unequal to the task, and the daily pf man proves it so. "he Past'!. what a train' of thought does, it suggest I Aye, Past, with its pleasnres and misfortunes. It haunts our ,sciences,. and is ever before our eyes; The murderer, though &ly concealed from the World, and who may have escaped ishment by man for years, still has the Past, to confront and THE TRIALS OP THE SOLDIER'S 'WIFE". I7 larrass his mind. 'Penitence and prayer may lighten, but can ever remove it. Surrounded though he be with health and iappiniss, the demon of the Past will confront him ever, and nake his life wretched. Oh, what a fearful thing is that same, ?ast, we hear spoken of lightly by those whose lives have been, long a smooth and flowery track ovqr the same, and unmarked )y a single adversity or crime. A single deviation from the )ath of honor, integrity and virtue, and as years Toll on the nemory of those past hours will cause bitter self-reproach, for t will be irremovable. So with past happiness as it is with mis- ery and crime. The beggar can never forget his past joys in ;ontemplating the present or hoping fo ththe future, but it must ,ver remain a source of never-failing regret and the fountain of inhealable wounds. The Past!--but no more of it, as we write the recollection f past happiness and prosperity, of past follies and errors rise ip with vividness, and though it is never forgotten, burns with brighter light than before. Several days after his conversation with Harry, Alfred eceived a message from Dr. Humphries requesting him to meet, hat gentleman at ten o'clock the same morning at his residenco.. kccordiligly, at the appointed hour, lie presented himself to the )octor, by whom lhe was. received with great cordiality and :ildncss. "I have sent for you, Mr. Wentworth," began the doctor, as oon as Alfred was seated, " to sl14k with you on a subject vhich interests you as well as myself. As you are aware, I promised your wife when she was dying that your remaining hildshould never want a home while I lived. This promise I iow desire you to ratify by gaining your consent to his remain- ng with me, at least until he is old enough not to need the care f a lady." "You have placed me under many obligations already, Dr. Iumphries," replied Alfred, "and you will pardon me if I feel oath to adld another to the already long list. I have already bored a plan to place my child in the hands of the Sisters of charity at Charleston, by whom he will be treated with the Greatest kindness, and with but small, expense to myself. You nust be aware that as a soldier my pay is very small, while I rave no opportunity of increasing my salary by engaging in any --- .. ovlJlJlgjRS WIFE,. mercantile pursuit. Such being 'the case, and as I could not consent to your defraying the expenses of the child, I think it better fr himi to be where I. shall need only a small sum of money to pay' all needed charges. At the same time let me assure you of my sincere gratitude for your generous offer;" "I will not hear of your objections, my good friend," said the doctor;, "it is my desire that you allow inme to adopt the oy, if only in part. My dauilhter will shortly be married, as you are aware, and then I shall be left alone, I possess ample means, and would not accept a dollar in return for the expenses incurred for the child, while his presence will be a source of happiness to me.: Already I have formed an attachment for him, and it will only be gratifying my sincere wish if you will give your consent. Believo.me, I do not ask it for the purpose of laying you under any obligations, o' froln any charitahlo motive, but from an earnest desire for him to remain with me. Let me hope thlat'you will give your consent." "I scarcely know what to say," answered Alfred, "for while I feel a natural delicacy in giving my consent, my heart tells me that the child' will be far nore comfortable than if he, were at the Convent."' "Why then do you not give your consentin the same Spirit the offer is made," observed the doctor. "My dear sir," he 'continued, "let no false idea of delicacy prevent you front giv. ing your consent to that, l hih cannot fail to render your child happy and comfortable." "I cannot give a decided answer today" said Alfed'. "You will give me time to consr yibur offer-say a .week. In the meantime I haVIe no ohjection to my Ohild remaining with you I until my mind isdecided upon what course If shall pursue." s"I uppose I must be satisfied to wait" answered doctor unmphries, 'Lbut let me trust your decision will be a fivorablo oui." As I remarked before, I desire you consent, frorn, none but he purest otivs, and I hope you will grant it. * * * * * I The sad tale with which we have endeavor ed to entertain the reader is over\ To the writer it has been no pleasant task, but hope that i y prove of some service, and of some inter. t to the publi hs 'cheered us in. our work, and disposed us to )ndurits unplaantnes. Apart from the dearth of literary THE TRIALS OF THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 173: productions in the South, we have believed that a necessity ex. isted for a work of this nature, andwith such belief we have given the foregoing pages to the people, in the hope that it may prove, not merely a novel to be read, criticised and. laid aside,. but to be thought over, and its truth examined, in the daily lives of hundreds in our midst. It is true, that with the license of all writers we may have embellished misery as a whole to a greater extent than reality, but if it is taken to pieces no exag- geration will be discovered, and each picture drawn herein will be found as truthful as our pen has depicted. As the reader may desire to know what become of the prin- cipal characters remaining,'we anticipated their desire, by mak- ing enquiry, and learned the following facts, which we give to make this work as complete as possible. Thirty days after the burial of Mrs. Wentworth, a large as- semblage of gaily dressed ladies and gentlemen assembled at the residence of doctor Humphries to witness the marriage of Em- ma. The party was abrilliant one; the impressive ceremony of the Episcopal church was read, and Iarry Shackleford was the husband of Emma Humphries. The usual amount of emr bracing and congratulation occurred on the occasion, after which the party a djournedo o the dining room, where a sumptuous ;u)ppcer hlad been prepared, and wllich was partaken pf by the guests witl, many compliments to the fair bride and bride- groom, lwhilo many toasts were offered and drank, wishing long lilc, health and prosperity to tlho young c9uplc. The party lastd to a late hour in tlhe ni ght, when the guest. dispersed, all prys.ent p'aving spent their hoursdin gaiq y a(nd lappilnes,. To), tnot all, for a,)part oiom thel throne, hsl ilc the mariago ocr- emony V.as leing read, was one who looked on the scene with a :sa1 heart. Clfld int dep1) mourning, and (hColding his clhi1 by the hand, Alf'cd Wentworth standing aloof fi'om the crowd.eaW Emmna and hirs friend united as man and wife with deep emotion. It had been only a few years before, that he led his wife to the altar and the reminiscences of the present awoke, and stirred his grief, and brought back upon him, with the greatest force, his sad bereavement. A tear started to his eyes, as he thought of his present unhappines, and he turned aside, to hide his emotion from the crowd. Dashing the tear away, he offered his Con- gratulation and good wishes to the newly married couple, aS he . . thought, with calmness, but the quiver of his lips as he spoke, did not pass unperceived by Harry, and as he clasped the ex- '4ibnded hand of'his friend, a feeling of sympathy, which he could afford even in his happiness, crept over him. Shortly after his marriage, Harry returned to his conmiiand, and is now thi Lieutenant Colonib of his regiinent, having been proirhted to that honorable position for gallantry exhibited on many battle fields. When last weheard of him he was on fur- lough, and w'ith'his wife in Alabama, whdre they now reside,;l .having removed to that States short time previous to the fall of Vicksburg. So far, his wedded life has been one of unalloyed happiness, and we can only wish that it may continue .so, through many long years. To his wife, though she has 'ot been a very prominent character in this book, we tender "our best wishes for the continuance of that happiness she now enjoys, and trust the day will soon arrive when hei'l husband will have no farther need to peril his life in defence of his country, 'but turning his sword into a plough, be enabled to live always 'witli her, and to require no more "furloughs." Shortly after his daughter's marriage and removal to Ala- iJaina,' Doctor i-umphrios.found Jackson too lonely for him to reside at. He, therefore, removed into the same State, where "he possessed a plantation, and is riow residing there, beloved( ' and respected by all who know him.' The unfortunate life of frs.' Wentworoth, 'and the sad fate of herself and the little '4Ila, did ijot fail t6 makejlitn actively alive to the duties of tlhe wealthy towrds' those who were driven from their homes by the :aemy, And cnimpelled to seek refuge in the States held by the Confedirate goverhinent. Every time a refugee arrived at his locality he visits the unfortunate family with a view to fidingt out the state of their circumstances.' If he discover, they are in need, relief is immediately granted; and the parties placed above want; By his energy and perseverance lie'has succeeded in forming a society' for the relief of all refingees coming into the country, and as President of the same, has in- "fused a spirit of benevolence in the members,' which pi'onisc to become a blessing 'to themselves as well as to the vwretchedl exiles wh6 are in their midst. 'The -little' Alfred 'is 'still with the Doctor, and is a scarce 'of 'ibh; pleasure tb the oldd gelltl6imat. It' wa ol1y attr t,;' reatest pearsuanLoLeZ tV . ... remaining, but being overcoe by the argunoent of the Doctor and(Harry as.well as the .solicitations.of Emma, heat last gave is consent, felin atthe same time that his boy would be is consent, feehlu at -t he s ot happier and fare more comfortable than with the Sisters of Iercy, who, from their austere and religious life, are ill staited to rear an infant of such tender years. The boy is happy and tan every evening be seen setting on the knees of Doctor [[umphries, who he calls ,"grandfather" and indulgingin innocent prattle. 'le has' not yet forgotten his mother and sister, aihd very often he enquires of th -Doctor if they will not come back to him at some future time.' On these occaions'the old gentleman shakes .his head, and tells him that they are gone to heaven where hie will meet them at some future time, if he -behaves like a good boy. EnjOying good health and perfectly ,happy, although anxious for the' termination of the war, and the ahlieve, ent of our independence, we leae this worthy gentleman, with^the hope that he may ong lire to receiye the 'blessings and thanks of those who are daily benoftted by his 1ihilanthropic benevolence. The good old negro andElsie accompanied the Doctor to Al- abama, alnd are now residing on the Doctor's plantation. The old.woman still resides in a cabin by herself, for no amount of persuasion could induce her to stay at the residence, but every day sle mly. be seen hobbling to the house witbh sopie present for the little Alfred. The clothes which little Ella died in, and the remainder of the wedding cgown,' are kept sacredly by her, and often she narrates,.to a group of open-mouthed negro chil. dren, the sad tale of the soldier's5wife, embellishing, as a mat- ter of course, the part sihe had in the eventful drama.' IHer kindness to Mrs. Wentworth and Ella, was not forgotten by tlhe soldier, and before he left fQr th, army, she receiveC a sub- stantial reward 'as a token of his gratitude. She often speaks of Ella as the little angel who,," was not feared to die, case she was a angel on earf." i; Notwithstanding he had yielded to so ma!ly.offers of the Doctor, Alfred would not consent to receive Elsufrom hin, unless lhe paid b1ack the suma of money gi';en.for the girl. This he could not do at'the time, and it.was decided that she shoitd remain .as the slave of Doctor 1u-mphrieq until he couid. refund. 176 THE TRIALS OP THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. the amount. She is now serving exclusively as the nurse of the little boy, and is as 'happy and contented as any slave in the,South. Her attachment to the child increases daily, and nothing 'in the vorld could induce her to forego the pleasure of attending to her wants. The old negro and herself are often together, conversing of the unfortunate family of her for mer master, and their remarks teem with sympathy and abound with the. a;ffectioi felt by every slave for a kind and indulgent owner. Although of a servile race, we leave these negroes, egretting that in th'e hearts of many of our white people the same generous feelings do not exist. It is sad to think that, with all the advantages of birth, education, and position, there should be' found mren of Caucasian origin, 'who are below the negro in all the hoble 'ttributes of mankind. But there are many such, and hiile they do not elevate the servile race, they 1ower, to a considerable degree, the free born and educated. Vicksburg fell on the fourth day of July, 1863, and the an .nivrsary of American independence was celebrated by the Yankees in a Southern'city which had cost them thousands of lives to capture. A few days after the surrender, the ene- my advanced on Jackson, and compleled General Johnstoi to evacuate that city, to save his army. These are mattes of history, and u are doubtless well known to the reader. After r- taining possession a short time, the Yantees retreated from Lhe place, butnot before they hadgiven anothcrproof of the vandalism for which they have been rendered infamous throughout the civ- ilized world, by setting tle 'city onn fire. Luckily only a portion of the town was destroyed, and we could almost. rejoice at be.-, ing lble to write that among the many buildings burnt were those belonging to sMr. ltler. Did not the homes of many good and worthy men share the same fate, we would almost at . tribute the destruction of his property to the righteous ildig- nation of God. IIe lost every residence he possessed, and as the insurance companies refused to renew, from the aspect of affairs, on the expiration of his policies, the loss was a total one, and reduced him to almost beggary. With a few negroes he teaohed Mobile and is now living on the income their labor 'yields. His brutal conduct had reached the Bay city, before the fall of Jackson, and on his arrival there, instead of receiv- ing the sympathy and aid of the generous hearted people, he was T'HE T-IALS OF' '1'lE SOLDIER'S W'FE. 177 coldly nmet and a'll rejoiced a t his downfall. Those, in that city, who in heart were like him, might have offered assistance, did they not fear that such conduct would lead to suspicion and eventuate the exposition of their enormities. Ilis punishment. is thejust reward for his iniquities, and we record almost with regret that le is not reduced to abject beggary. Though we are told to "return good for evil'? and to "forgive our enemies,'" we cannot in the case of Mr.. Elder do either, but would. like very much to see the Mosai6 law of "an eye for an eye and, a tooth for a tooth" put in force, and in thIs wish those rwho are¢ even more charitable than ourselves will. coincide. Swartz is now in Augusta, Georgia, living in ease and afflu- ence, like the majority of Southern speculators. The lesson he received from his uncharitableness, has not beilefitted him in, thesiightest degree. lie still speculates on the wants of the poor, and is as niggardly to the needy. Though loyal to the Confederacy, we believe hlis loyalty only caused from his be- ing the possessor of a large amount of Confederate funds, but perhaps wejudlge him wrongfully. At any rate, he has never done( any act either for the government or for individuals to merit praise or approbation. Injustice to tle Germans of the South, we would state that when his conduct towards Mrs. Wventwolrth became known, tlhey generally condemned him.- As we observed in a Io;)rmer clehapter., kindness and 1)cnevolen c is the gnCllrII': ti:it of the deri.lans, and we would not' havo it supposed that Swiartz is a reprlesnt;tive of that pi)op)le. The. loss sustained b y Mr. S wartz, by the fall of Jackson, was 'con- par'itively insignificant, and therefbre he has felt no change of 1ortune. The punislhmlent that he merits, is not yet meted to him, but- ;w:e feel certain that it, will be dealt to him at the prop- er time. further investigation and search resulted in tie discovery ,of sufficient' evidence to convict Awtry of being a spy. When brought before the court martial convened to try him, lie dis. played considerable arrogance, and obstinately persisted in de.- daring himself a British subject. With such plausibility did he defend himself, that the court was at first very much puzzled, to decide whether or not he was a spy, for every evidence brought against the prisoner was explained and made insignifi- cant by his consummate skill in argument, and it was only by 12 U17 ZL THE TRIALS OF TUE SOLDIER'S WI1E,. sthe opportune arrivllof a detective with the most decided proof *of his guilt, that he was condemned to death. Awtry received thbesBetence of the court with.haughty indifference, and was 1ledasek to prison, to await death by hanging. On the morn- inog of his execution, the 6eourage and obstinacy which had tsuiitined himf from the dayof' his driest, gave way,. and to the mniiiite'r who called upon him, he made a full confessioil of his Having been sent to Mississippi as a spy for Sherman, and that te htid already supplied that yankee General with valuable in '&rfoiation of the strength and 'capacity of Vicksburg for resis. taince . HI was very much humiliated at being condemned to 'death by banging and made a'plieation fr' the sentence to be changed fo hootirig, but the military authorities declined ac- , i".diig thiss demand, and he was accordingly hanged on the l·raitches of a tree near Jackson. A small mound of earth in an ,obsboae portion of the Confederacy is all that, is left to mark the remains of Horace Awtrj. The libertine and prosecutor of Mrs. Wentworth is n'o more, and to God we leave him. In His Irindasthe soul of the dead will be treated as it deserves, and the many sins which stain and blacken it will be punished by the .Almighty as they deserve. Black as was his guilt, 'we have no ·*vord of reproach for the dead. Our maledictions are for the living alor4e and then we give them only when stern necessity ,demands it, and when we do, our work of duty is blended with regret, and would be recalled were it possible, and did not the 'outraged imperatively demand it. To our Savior, we leave Aw- tiry Before the Judge of mankind he will be arraigned for his guilty acts on earth, and thejust voice of the Father, will pro- n.unce oi' himi the Ipunishment he merits. .But one more character remains for us to notice. Three or ifotinfimes in the last twelve months a man dressed in the ta-i- ;form of a Lieutenant of the Staff, and wearing a llack crape around his arm, may have been seen with a little boy kneeling *by the side of a grave in the cemetery of Jackson, MIississippi. The grave contains two remains, but is covered over with one large brick foundation from which ascends a pure and stainless :shaft of marble with the following inscription on its snowy front: ' : THL' TRTIALS OL THE SOLDIER'S WIIW'E. 179 S -AI C0 'M D TO TIEi MEMORY OIF MY WIFE AND C It IL .D, 1tVA AND EUL WETWOmTU+ ' L"Thir troubles o'er, they ret .in peace." 1BIJ. ' A..W. As our readers must perceive, the stranger and child, are Ala- fred.Wcntw:ortlh atld Isl little boy. About fotili months 'after the death of his wife, he was appointed Inspector General of a Louisiana brigade with tiihd l'r.l of first Lieutenant, and being stationed for awhile near Jackson, paid. frequent visits to the city, and never f'ilcd on such occasions to take his Hso no the grave of his wife and child. There, kneeling before tlie grave, the brd- ken hearted soldier would offer up a prayer to (God for the repose of the souls of those beneath the sod. The tearsl'which fell' on '. tlhe grave on such visits, and watered the last?esting place of the loved ones were tlle holiest that ever flwveld fioin the eyes of man-l they were th e homage of a bereaved husl)and to the menm- ory of a pure a;id sl)otleSS wife, and an angel da:ughtcr, Alfred is still alive, and has passed unhlairmed through many 'a hard. fought battle. 'Those who know not the tale of hiis fitmily's sufferings and unhappy fate, think him moody and unfriendly, but those who are acquainted with the trials of the soldiers wife, regard his reserved and silent manners with respect, for though the same borrows may not darken the sunshine of their lives, their instinct penetrates the recess of thle soldiers heart, and the sight of its shattered and wrecked remains often 'cause cause a sigh of sorrow, and a tear of commisscration. Lcl -us trust tlat a merciful God in His divine wisdom, may al- leviate the poignant grief of the soldier, and restore him. to that happiness he once possessed. And now kind reader, we bid you a last farewell; but ere the pages of this book are closed, let us speak a word to you, for those unfortunates who abandon their homes on the approach 180 ' THE TRTALS OF THE SOLDIEl'S WIFJ". of the enemy to seek refuge in the Confederate lines. Many-- alas I too many of us, con ider the term "refugee" synonymous with that of "beggar." In this idea we err. It is true they are in many instances reduced to penury, but in their poverty' are as different from the mendicant'as tie good are from the bad. Many of these refitgees have lost their homes, their weaitlt --their everything to. retain their patriotism and honor. Some of them adorned the most polished circles in their midst, andl many held an enviable position in the State of their nativity or residence. For their country, for our country, for your coun- try, the brave abandoned all they possessed, preferring to live in want, among the people of the South, than to revel in luxu- ries in the midst of our enemies. Seek these exiles. Look up- on them as suffering Confederates, and extend the hand of' friendship ditd asistahce to all who are in need, Let the sol, dier know that his wife and children are provided for by youo. It will cheer him while in camp, it will inspire him in battle, ad if he ialls by. the hand of the enemy, the knowledge that. those be loves will be cared for, will lighten tne pangs of DeathlY and he will die, happy in the thought of falling for his country. Oh I kind reader, turn your ear to the moaning of the soldiert'3 wife-the cries of his children, and let your heart throb width kindness al . symyathy for their sufferings. Relieve theirs wants, alleviate their pains, and earn for yourself a brighter re- ward than gold or influence can purchase-the eternal gratitude. i of the defenders of our liberties. Farewell if a single tear of sorrow, steals linhidden down your cheek at the perusal of this.sad tale-if in your heart a sin- gle chord of pity is touched at its recital-we shall have been filly rewarded for tlie time and labor expended by us. And if at some future day you hear of some soldier's family suffering sympathise with their afflictions and cheerfully aid in ameliora- ting their condition, by giving a single thought of "Tnml TRIALS OF. THE SOLDIER'S WIPE," FINIS. * 4·" a. 4 - '1s APPENDIX. / l In presenting a work of this nature to the reader, the Author kes the opportunity of making an apology for the errors, typo- aphical and otherwise, which may be found therein. The dif- ulties under which he labored in procuring the publication oi e book at this time, when the principalbpublishers of the South so busily engaged in publishing works written in foreign' rts, and which cost them nothing but the expense of publica- .n, and the procuring of them through our blockaded ports. e book which our readers have just completed perusing, is ed with mapy errors; too many, in fact, for any literary work contain.' The excuse of the Author for these, is, that at the ie the book was in press he was with the Army of Tennessee forming his duties, which prevented him from reading the )of sheets and correcting all mistakes which crept in during nposition. The party on whom devolved the duty of reading l proof performed his work as well as could be expected, for,. some instances, the errors-were the fault of the Author, and that of the printer, who labored unaer many disadvantages aecbeipniing the manuscript copy of the book; the greater 't of which was written on the battle-field, and under fire of e enemy. ' It is thus that in the first page we find an error of' most glaring character possible, but which might have been Author's as'well as the printer's omission. Thus, the Au- thor is made to say that the "aristocracy" of New Oleans- weie " well known by that elegance and etiquette which distin- guish the parvenu of society." Now the intention, as well as the words of the author, represented the 'aristocracy" in; quite a different light. That line should have read "that ele - gance and etiquette which distinguish the wellebredfrom the' parvenu of society, &c."Nevertheless, the whole sense of the sentence is destroyed by the omission of the italicised words, and the reader is left to infer that the aristocracy of Nw 0. - leans are the parvenu of society; rather, we must admit,. ;. doubtful compliment, and quite in accordance with the following" words, which go on to speak of " the vulgar Lut wealthy clasg, of citizens with 'which this country is infested." Now we a not preten, for a nmonent to believe that our readers would. imagine that we meant the sentence quoted i Ithe sence 1it appears, and they may, perhaps, pass it over without noticing: the errors complained of; but when such errors should not exist,, they become a source of much annoyance to the author, and! could they hlave been rectified before it was too lat., they should never have appeared in print. In fact, after discovering that an. error of so gross a nature existed in the first pages of the book,, the author would have had the entire 'fo rm" printed, liac not the extravagant price of paper, and its great scarcity pre eluded the possibility of such an idea being carried into effect. The errors, therefore, remain, and for them we would claim in dulgence; although readily admitting that none is dese rved. And now we desire to say a few words relative tothe work: you have just completed reading. It may appear to you'alwildi and extravagant tale of hardships and privvations which existetl only in the imagination of the author. Were your suppositiori correct, we should rejoice, but unfortunately, every day brings. us scenes of poverty that this work lacks in ability to portray, in sufficient force, the terrible sufferings borne by thousand oP our people. In the plenitude of our wealth, we think not of thb 184 APP"ENDIX. poor, and thus we cannot tell or, find out the hundreds of pov- erty stricken wretches who cover the country. Our natures maybe charitable even, but we only give charity where it is asked for, and await the coming of the mendicant before our purses are opened. By these means alone do we judge the ex- tent of sufTerring in the laand ad, not hearing of many cases of pepury, or receiving many applications for assistance, we believe that the assertions of great want being among the people are untrue, and we purposely avoid searching for the truth of such assertions. The design of the author, in this little book, has} )een to open the eyes of the people to the trfith. If he has painted tlhe trials of the soldiers wife more highly colored than Teality could permit, it has been because he desired to present 'bis argument with greater force than he could otherwise have ,don ' and yet, if we examine well the picture he preseits; take it in its every part, and, look on each one, we will ffnd that it does not exaggerate a single woe. We have-seen far greater soepes of wretchedness than those narrated herein; scenes which defy description; for their character has been so horrible that tO deict, it, pen mightier than a Bulwer's or a Scott's would b6 necessary. The tale' which the reader has just, finished perusiug is taken' from. scenes that actutd4y occurred during the present war-'ex- ,cept, pelhir, .that part whigh relates the tearing of the mother ofi'pm .te.bedside of her dead child. In every other respect all that is narrated in the .foregoing pages are strictly true, and there are parties now il the South, who, when they read this work, will reoogniae in themselves, some of the characters rep- resefted herein. TheAuthor would rejoice,-for the sake of hua 'tuity and civilization if the tale he has written was only a fiction of'his own imagining;' but, did it not contain truths the work would- never have been written. No other object than th'at of oallng attention to the vast misery and wretchedness ,hioh.at the present tifife of writing abounds in the Sopitb,' . * 5 . APLt'ENDr[X l prompted the Author to p)n the pages which you lave perused. I-e has witnessed them himself; he las seen ihe soldiers wife absolutely starving, and from a slender purse has himself en- deavored to relieve their necessities. To present before the world the fqct that there are thousands in our midst wlho are in absolute beggary, has been the object of the writer, and to call on those who are able to do so, to aid these unfortunates, is his purpose. This book is an appeal to the Rich in 'favor of the Poor. It is the voice of Humanity calling upon Wealttl to rise from her sluggish torpor and wrest the hungry and thread- bare victim from the grasp of Famine, and drive desolation from oul' midst. If' this call is answered ; if the wealthy awake 'to. their duty and save the wretched )beings who are in our midst, then the Author will have gained a richer reward than' all the profits accruing from this work. I-e will have beel more than ' rewarded by the knowledge that lie has been the instrument, through which charity has once more visited the South, and 'swefnt oppression and want from our land. Such scenes as those we daily witness were never seen, even in the mildest form a few short years ago. I'rior to the war there Was scarcely a beggar in the South, and from' one end of the country to the oth- er could we walk without hearing .the voice of the mendicant appealing to'our benevolence. Iow changed now! 'In, every city of the South the streets are filled with ragged boys and girls stopping each passer by and asking aid. ,It-is a digrace to humanity and to God, and that such things should be in our land, whose sons have exhibited such'heroism and devotion.- Many of thpse beggary are the sons' and :daughters of .our sol- diers-of our honored dead and heroic living. To the soldier who lies beneath the sod a martyr to his country's cause, their' sufferings are unknown; bpt if in Heaven he can witness theii penury, his soul must'rest ill at peace and' weep for those on earth. To the soldier, who is still alive and struggling for our independence, the :letter that brings him news of his wife's and' I . ' ,',. * 186 , APPENDIX. children's poverty must bring him discontent, and render him unwilling to longer remain in the army and struggle for liberty while they are starving. How many times have not de- sertion taken place through this very cause. In Mississippi we witnessed the execution of a soldier for the crime bf desertion. On the morning of his execution he informed the minister that he never deserted untii repeated letters from his wife informed hihm of her wretched condition; informed him that herself and her children were absolutely starving. He could no longer re- -main in the army; the dictates of his own heart; the prompt. ings of his affection triumphed and in an evil hour lie deserted and returned home to find her tale, alas! too true. Hle was ar- rested, courtmartialedand sho/. He had forfeited his life by his desertion and bore his fate manfully; his only fear being for tlle future welfare of that wife and her, children for whom he had lost his life. When he fell, pierced by t0he bullets of his comrades, was there not a murder committed?-- There was, but not by the men who sentenced him to death. They but per. formed duty, and, we are charitable enough to suppose, per- formed it with regret. The murderers were the heartless men who are scattered over the land like, locusts, speculating on the necessities of the people, and their aiders and abettors are those who calmly sat'with folded arms, and'essayed not to aid his fam- ily. 1 ise, O my readers and aid the poor of our land. Let your hearts be filed with iiercy to the unfortunate. Remem- ber that . ' "The quality of mercy is )ot strain'' It droppeth, astlhe gentle rain from heaven Upon the place beneath; it is'twice blessed f Itblesseth him that gives and him that takes: 'Tis mightiest in the mightiest; it becomes The crowned monarch better than his crown :" and in performing an at of charity you bless yourself as well as the 0one who is. beneftted by sucb charity. A'PPENDIX. 1 8S We shall now close our remarks with the hope that thgq,:ead' er will appreciate the motive which prompted the writing of' this book. As will be seen, it has no plot-it never was intend- ed to have any. The Author intended merely to write a sim- ple narrative when he commenced this work, and to place be-, fore the public in the most agreeable form of reading, a subject. of vital importance to the Confederacy, and to impress upon the minds of the wealthy their duty to the poor. He knows not whether he has succeeded in the latter hope, and lie could have I wished that some other pen had taken up the subject and woven it into a tale that, could have had a better and more lasting ef: fect than the foregoing is likely to have. Nevertheless he trusts that all his labor is not lost, but that some attention will' be paid to his words and a kinder feeling be manifested towards refugees and the poor than has hitherto been shown. If this be done then nothing but the happiest results can follow, and the: blessings of thousands, the heartfelt blessings of thousands on earth, will follow those who aid in tie work of charity, called for by the present emergency, and from the celestial realms ,the voice of God will be heard thanking His children on earth for their kindness to their fellow mortals. '. * C :, 5 :5 R . : ; - For the publication of this work the Author has to thankthe' kind proprietor of the "Atlanta Intelligencer," Col. Jared I, Whitaker. To this gentleman is he indebted for being able to present the work to the public, and to him does the Author ex- tend his sincere thanks. In Col. Whitakef the Confederacyr has one son who, uncontaminated by the' vile weeds of mortali- ty which infest us, still remains pure and undefiled, and, not only the obligations due from the author are hereby acknowl-- edged, but as one who has witnessed the whole souled charity of this gentleman, we ranq'ecord of him the possession of a heart, unswayed by a sordid motive. To this gentleman. are tive entleman. are i188 . PPENitX. the thanks of the author tendered, With the wish that he may live mrnhy long years to reap the reward due to those, whO, like / hiitself, are ever foremost in deeds of charity aad enocvolence. ,' * w * - INb OiF APPIMN'[lX. ' 

