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‘ ."4 e : | e did mnl_gc me a good Imsl_»:mv]. Fora year A'I{ur‘ningvh‘-xinging sensation of shame ar lfhnppcpe(], Mary, between yon :m.]v Tom ? iy nl. 18 | ,-I‘lilgxlrgnlxx&l‘?'.ll i 4l o Ve
2 ij‘ l l‘iu. ‘lw two robins were ever cosier o ||1.||>|)Il'l’ in lfumllm‘non gir Vlu:l.lhrmx;_-lf‘ me vlu my \(-x'y‘l 0 mf‘w:‘r, I bave been eruel, eruel. 'l have He turnec 'na '.:(.u '.u u';'. 5
> 3 4 - their summer pest than we in our little sub- | finger-tips, as the llvllf k, half IIHII‘IICH']ZI[(S words | I have -11;1\'(,‘0 him away—where is he? let me | anl bage : 1. but ,l.”“"’”w“ ace.
- . ¢ s urban co tage. Tom w2 a model of steadi- | reached my ear ; for 1 knew the voiee, chang- | go to Lim: l O my Gol, O Tom. have 1 found you at
My Mome, I'll Think of Thee. { ness and propricty. ed as it was I went down and unlocked the} Tis too late, he answered glomily ; he en-| ast ? P
heee it g vare 1t thetr vichn: o : ! ' doin quite as well;—as if I'd married |door. Tom entered, bringing with him a sick- | listed last night, and his resiment marched af | e sprang from the ranks, at the sound of
' S i euiog to ok IR Ill think of thee.may yor s fihe nuumvl—'\;.u see, father, 1 said, exnliantly, | ening odor of tobacco and whiskey punch. iday breuk this morninz I warned you of |my voice, extending both ‘his to clasp mine
t ;i Yes, ever think of ihee |one sftérnoon, when be was down todriok tea|  That you, Mary ? he said, catcling at my |this, Mary but yon wouldn’t heed me. but the sword of the rebel captain w_vh'n com-
4 tat o ) And when m sinzing other songs L with us. arm, 't you Zoin’ 1o tell a fellow, how- I The truth of his words was slow to slrike [ manded tiiem flushed between us, driving the
i v . oy b e y OF thin 1 We were sitting on the porch, waiting for{d's : : . Fapes “»|,.ﬂ, it did, it i {‘.,‘ e like a crucl| priso ers on S it
‘ v Yor why shopld sot thy memory live, Tomn, whe wus eoming up frem his chop, look- But I sprang past-him wihout a word, and ' blow, and for davs and weekseven, [ was un-| O Toa, .1 called after 1lhem, my heart is
And -lxi;h(wl. hioliest | ing w8 smart and trim as possible, in ‘the new fiying up the steps, entered my chinmber, i'fld consciods of all things in the delirium of a su I- | breaking, forgive me, iurgwe' me ! ‘
: § Of all e houghds that in we dweli, binck suit I had cut and -wade for him with |closed and I.-v-}\ul the door. l_ beard him |den fever, That l_uu,' nigiit of watching m}.‘;‘} IM. lum_ml for an instant, his poor wau fuco
4 My childbood's liome of thee. {my oWwn hands. Just then, Stephen Mureh | flounder :.h«..n( in l'h»: parlor, cra-hing over the | exposure to the winds and sleet, had done its | glowing with tender, pitying love ; then the
4 ' 4 e ¢ ;\ ut by, in his old fachioned “one hoss shay,” | ehairs, and imploring for a light ; and koow- | werk. f fyrant ;lruw.' them round a curnel_-, and the
- *I'was there I first was taught 1o speal, jund put on bis meck face, and rusty hat, (()‘ing hu\y wet and comfortless In{ must feel, my | FKrow the border village whercin we dwelt | fo ing face IJ'I\Ju'l' h‘«».m my sight; and
f'o know and meditate |say, good evening ! My father laughed, and woman s l‘“,“," urged me to go ddvn and ad ‘! could hear the distant rush and roar of battle "l} the “"”‘M‘ with it, for 1 fell lcllse.ﬁ-sx
e FLIN e Wi (i st yhae On all 1 saw above, Lulow, ,p;m.‘.l my cheek, in a balf-pleasant, half-re- |minister to his wants; no matter if he hiad done ' I'lie war wasat its height. A hoandred happy | whtie I stook Stranger care hands raiged
¥y ',':‘3-'.'"—':‘-&:::‘.’ nalllsa 'An g 4 ! proving marner, wrong. Jut I was too proud ; he had broken ‘villeys ran crimson with ths bLlood of brave we up, and stranger care hrought me back to
: e Jyoded and Ly . An®PGod their Maker Great ; | Don't exult too much, Mally, ke said, “a!his promise, and disgraced me and my child, pearts ;all the balmy odorous air shook with life, once more I began my seareb. I follow.

"Pwas there my senses first were charmed
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With songs of melody,
That ever calm and othe my mind

Like tears of sympathy.

"I'was there heard iy mothwr sing

‘Fhe songs of other tiu

|
i The

new broom sweeps clean, you know.”

IVl akways sweep ¢l an with us, father—

1no trouble will ever come between Tom and i
changed man—he'll never do by slowly enough ; and when, at last, the gray alj (1,is, facing death at every Lreath, was my

me—he's
wrong ¢

iuml I was bent upon making him see how
{deeply I resented it
| The “wee, small liours” of the night went

{light of a cheerless morning broke through

hieart was terrible.  Daby awoke, and began

the thunder of artillery, and the green Lil's
were darkened by the sulphurous smoke of
death and carnage. And l!lllill the mist of

husband.  I'bad driven him there, had parted

see that you dow't, was his gruff re-|iny windows, the pain in my head and at 1y fpom him in anger, and hoped never to look |
.’ sinder 3 you bad wemper enough in your girl-

upon his face again, that, dearer a thousand

el Tum southward, down to the sickly sun-
deied cities, from hospital to hospital to fol
lowing the faintest clue, coly sustained by my
deathless hope, and love. Terrible scenes
met my eyes in those buring summer days
—scenes thut can uever be blotted from my

memory.

And listened while my 1
Of distant lands and ¢
And there ] first was aug
Of Truth and Holiness,

Tlhat are engraven cn ey mind

hood ;3 dou't let it ever et the mastery over |10 ery and shiver, and I was forced to curry
{you again. 1f Tom ever leans towards Lis her down. Tom met me, at the foot of the
ays | wid habits again, win him back by love—that'll { Stairs, with his “l“l firm step, but his l'au_:‘wore
{ be the only way —uokindnsss and reprouclies @ white, remorseful look that was putiful to
P wou'ld drive him to a desperate end. I see.
For pity's sake, father, I interruped, burq.f‘ Mary, he said humbly, beginning the mo-
ing into tears, what's the v-e of this borrid ment he saw me, forgive me—don't look so—

As guides to usefuiness,

times (hau my own soul. Kven then it might| 1ut to return to my story, the sammer
be lying white and lifeless amid the mangled “f“""d away and autumh came J'Ol}iﬂg all the
bodies, on some bloolsiained battle-grouad ! | Sduthern conutry in Its gorgeous livery—still
My Tom’s fuce so brave and handsome, so! 0¥ :«n'n':'f wus unavailing ; I could fied no
{brave and handsome, so full of unpretending trace of Tom. My hope grew weaker and
love! I had banished him from me, diiven|veaker, and after a short while weut out,
him out with bitter cruel words, all for one lit |#d at last found myself io the - Union lines

“Fwas there the happicst of
Were passed 8o sweetly by,

While sitting round the cheerfui heas th
With fiiends of ne

Bugti
W hién memory takes ber range,

Tl fell destroyer bath been tie

And"wrought a wondrous change.

s reflechion, oh, how . ul

Yet, 'l"il think of thee, my youthful home,
Y es, ever think of thee §

Al when I'm singing other songs
Ol then 'l sing of thee ;

For why should not thy mecmory live,
And higbest, holiest be,

Of all the thoughts that in we dwell,

My childhood’s home of thue.

;ﬂlisrsllqng. -
MY PUNISHMENT.

A Lesson for Wives.

1Y EMMA GARRISON.

Tle love we bear onr friends is‘ll! ver com-
menanaieso their merits or derherits.  Ins
deed, 1 have sometimes thought that we turh
towards thos¢ who are jrone to error with a
tend- rer fondness than we ever feel for the
infallible ones, who never cause us a
i Be that
ns it may, however, 1. am quite =u that 1
Jovid my busb fully as well as Mary
Nlog Joved” Liers, aud she married the
minister. ;

He was an old suitor of mine, 1his sell same
minister, Stephen March by name.

Better marry him, Mary, my old father
eaid, shaking his gray lead, wisely, and l:-l
Tom Milbitrn go alonz- -h¢’s a good fellow in
Lis way, but * wild tabis will cavse the
\\omnn.‘\vlm marries Li many a |n;m"lm he.

1'd sooner take the he .:l-.-clmfli.nlhcr. than
a husband I couldu’t luve. 2

Ay. ay, that's always the way o’ women.—
\VCH‘. “t'll, have it your own way —<but mind,
1 wash my hands clearof you—as you muke
your bed, so you must Ke.

1 took my old fatker alhis word, and. mar
ried Tom. . He was wond l';nll:v' gratified whe:
T rejected Mr. March, IIwW-‘8 : and ae
cepted him ; he s emed to \ ird the act oas
a personal campliment. =N v

T cnn searcely believe it, MNare, he said, as

o sat together Leneath the tawny chestnut

¢, O AN ANXIOUS WISZIVIDG.

~. tn restward going ‘sup throwing a
frech, V. "~ yove of golden light around
thousand glanci., ‘- \

\

Mnoliere what, Tom 7

\
That you really love me—bon.“'—bem"

han Stephen March.
e u‘Indou': love Stephen March at all, Tom, so
there's no comparison 'p t ik |

I’:Bul Le's a miniatcr,ghlugy, n!d I'm a poor
worthless scamp, a sont of prodigal , you
know ; duh{ou really think you can lave and

grost me, n;’y? . \
[es, Tom ! g
11::;“: what I said. I did love him} az no

oman ever loves but once fin liel
- “:nd what woman ever doubted o
His fines eyes “ blazed witl
i lie heard my confession ; then \they
“h::l::;;:u;. und bis bearded lips trempled
i woman's. \
th:u shan’t bave cause to repent your chaice,
Mary, be said humbly ; T've been a wild .
Jow, 1 know, ani let many a dollar slip t h
" careless fingers ; but U'll redeem the past
:l'll make you a good busband, Mary.
We were ‘married, and Tom kept his worg.
\

time ; A
she loved ¥

| lecture ; I've doue the best 1 could since my
marris

There, there, now—no whimpering—I
dov’t dispute what you suy—vou mean well, 1
kuow, and so does Tom ; but you haven't
come to your hour of trinl yet. We can't al-
ways l ve in the sunlight; Molly—by-and by
when thie darkness comes—don't forget your
old futher’s advice. A womsn may love her
husband into the right path, but she never can
drive him—remember that, Molly.

My hour of trial came even sooner than my
sage old father dreamed it would ; and not.
withstandiog his timely warning, it found me
unprepared. On a winter afternoon six
wonths later, I satin my cosy, little supper-
roem making pinafores and dainty slips for the
little rose-bud of a bLabe, that had cowe to
make our cup of ivy run over. Tom was
down to Liz shop, but in the course of the af-

‘termoon T reecived a written message from
Lhim, Vil
| Two ofmy ollfrieads are in town, lLi¢ wrote.
| T shall show them around awhile, and be home
1to ¢ U unine o'cluek sharp.
| supper, Mary.

I coaxed baby into a profound rap, and
then went to work in good earnest.  Tom was
a kind of an epicare ir his way, and I was
bent on pleasing him. I made bLiseuit and
waffl-s, und light crenm-cakes—1I broiled veni-
son, aud siceped mocha that would have turn<
ed a Tuck’s head ; then [ laid the table with
my daintiest dimask and ehina.  Nine o'clock,

{but Tom bad not come! 1 replenished the
‘.ﬂu\'a-. and sat down to my sewing. Au lour
{ went by, but uo Lom
{fall 5 the waflles grew tongh, and the ercam-
lenkes lost their lightness, while the venison
| blackened and shrivellid up, and the mocha
| wasted its delicicus aroma.
| DBaby waked with an imperative ery. 1
| tvok Lier up and pursed her to sleep again, and
| by that time the clock struck eleven.  Still,
o sight or sigg of 'Tom ; and the supper, over
j which I had v&n rded so much vains, com
| pletely spoiled. 1 could have eried from sheer
vexation. ‘Tom had uever been absent from
home a single night since marriag
' What would detsin him now * The winds
that had been moaning dismally all the evens

Have 2 good

|

€ —

|
{ waiting; and rain and  sleet began 1o beat
sharply aguinst the windows. A dreadful
| fear sevzed upon my  heart.  Something had
‘happened to Tom —he was ill—dead, waylaid
| and murdered on sume loncly corner ; or he
{never would stay away on such a niglit, and
cause me so mach anxiety. Z
1 took the tabe from ler crib, and carried
| her up to my Led-chamber ; and then I raised
{ the sash, and leaned out in the driving slect to
watch and Jisten, The sdburban part “of the
town b wihich we Fved seewed awfully quiet
oo dosolate s the veeasional barking ot a \'ng'
or the footstep of a solitapy pedestrian, being
the oniy sounds of iile that ‘brdke the dismal
roar of tnhe wind and rain. At last, after wait
ing until my Lmbs ached with cold, 1 heard
the bells, at the wharves, and the clocks in
the city, ringing out the hour of twelve ; and
a moment after, & faliering, wucertain step
| beat the wet pavement in front of our door.—
i Not Tom’s step, surely, for that had a peculiar
{ring of its own, that 1 ceald distingui-h on =»
London thoroughfare. Ye: this pitiful, shuf
thng tread came nearer and pearer, until it
{sounded jost bencath me. I looked down
througlr the driving sleet, and saw a dark form
on the porek g
“Whe's that ?” T called out ; not you, Tom
isit?
Ye-ye-yes, Mary, what's left of me ; come
down, wou't ye ; and let a feller in ; it's pre.
I cious cold dowa here,

The biscuit began 1o

1my owri feclings are punishment enough —for-
| give and forget this once, Mary, and as God is
my witness, I'll never siand before you in this
pligl*;g;ain.

The tremor in his voice, and the humble, en-
'ing look in his eyvfs, went straight to my heart.
i 1longed to clasp bim in my- arms, and holdl

liim there safe from all future temptation; to
jassure him that his error should be forgiven
and forgotten, bLut the devil- hardened my
heart,
You've Lroken the promise you made me, T
i replied, coldly, I can never trust you again.
1 He pat out his bands to grasp mius, but I
turned away.
) Mary, Mary, for God's sake, don’t say that,
| he entreated ; you must trust e again. It
{wasu't my fault ; I dido’t mean to break wy
| promise ; the Yoys led me into it belore i
! kunew what I wus about ; but ’tis the list time.
| Come Lere, baby, youll forgive poor paps,
won't you ?
The clild sprang towards him with a glee-
ful laugh, but I drew her back.
No, 1 said, you've disgeaced your child by
luct, und 1 never want ber
n.

I mean what I say. You've deceived me.
[ I'opgoing home to my father.

II% stazgered back a step or two, and lean-
ed against the wall with a look of misery on
{ bis pale face, that will go with me to my dying
day.

g Mary, he murmured, holding out-his Lans,
{come backs—don’t take the baby from me—
come back, and forgive me.

i But I turned away. ;

{  No, Iveplied, 'm going Lack to my fa-
‘lhcr; I forgive you, but I uever wish to see,
you ngain.

Very well, you shall have your wish.

The ealmness and decision of his voice
!M:n'llml me into my senses, but 1 had-time to
{ move or speak, he had darted past me, and
| the next instant, I heard the street door eclose

with a slam A chill like that ot death (set
{led down upon my heart, and I stood in a kind
' of paralysis,until baby’s cries anoke me to eon~
[scionsness.  ‘Tom had gone out into the cheer
| less stormy morning, driven by my unkindness.

ing, rose to o gale, while I sat watching and |Just then, my old faiber’s words came back (0« thie very heart of the Confederate ¢

my memory ; my hour of trial hal indeed
come, and 1 had failed.

A dull, burning misery throbbed in my
temples, T felt as if I should ga mad. It was
impossible to stund there idle, the sting in my
heart was too sharp.

I put the baby in her crib, and fell to work
cleansing, and putting the room to rights lis-
tening all the while, with ‘a feverish impas
tience that amounted to torture, lor Tom's re-
turning step but he did not come. I got up
am extra d-nery just the dishes I know he
tancied ; amd dressed baby io lier best vobes.—
If be only would come back we would give
him such a welcome that the trouble of the
morning would be all forgotten! But the
day passed, and another cheerless night sef in,
All through 1he tedions, stormy darkness |
watched and waited ; cursing myselt fop what
I Lad done, and begging God 1o give me back
my husband. 1 beguiled the time by repeat-
ng overto myself the as:urance of love and
forgiveness 1 would pour into his ear, but he
did not return to hear them. My repentance
was too laie. He had taken me at my word.
I shiould never see his face again.

Morning came with & roll of drums, and the
tramp of marching troops. Towards neon,
while I sat by the window still keeping my
walch, my old father wade his appearance,
with a face that convinced me the moment 1
saw it, that he knew all. ‘

t  What is it ? he qaestionedsternly, what has

tle fau't, because he had yeilded in his hour
of temptation ; I, o full of all manner of wick-~
,edness mysel®. A joving word'a little gentle
{ entreaty, would have won him over for all
time yet knowing this I had withheld them
and driven biin out into danger. God would
grant me my desire ; I should never look up-
his fuce again.

| Day alter day, night after night, 1 sat think
ing all this over, and hoping and waiting for
some tidings from T'om, but none came, and at
last, feeling myself on the very edge of mad-
iness, I made a desperate resolve. I would go
in search of Tom, I would findhim, and beg
! his forgiveness. though T followed him to the
ends of the earth. Accordingly, I made my
preparations.

The very last thing my poor Tom had done
belore enlinsting, was to make a deed of gifi
of all his property to e, to the wile whe had
tréated bim with such Leartless cruelty.” I, in
{tari, transferred it to baby, in_case I should
\never return, and then consigning Lér (o my
{mother’s keeping, [ packed my trunk with
(lint and bandages, locked up our happy litue
‘eo:tage, and started on my long journey.

The scventeeth regiment, the one to which
Tom belonged, was somewhere in the vicinity
of Richmond, so the papers stated, soit was in
that direction that I bent my steps. I reach-
the headquarters of the grand Potomac army,

just after a prolonged and bloody batle, and
in a torture of agoniziog suspeuse proceeded
to wake my enquiries.

Yes the seventeenth was there, hut it_had

oeen in the heat of the fray, and suffered foar-
fully.  Days of lingering anguish dragged by
before the list of losses could be made omt,
days, when ia the midst of that sublime hill
country, with the tropical glory of a southern
summer about me, I experienced all the agony
and remorse that it i< possible for a human
soul to bear. At last the tidings came, Lieat
enant Tom Milburo was wounded, and a pri-
soner.
. I would follow Lim, no matter whéte ! my
détermination never wearied. I made my way
to Fortress Monroe, aod after ibdescribable
trouble and delay, I succeeded in getting a
passagze in a flag of truce ship to Richmomd,
Oae fair, breezy morning I found mysclf in
apital, =
wiak, lonely woman a stranger in a strancqg
land  Bot my endorsements were satisfac lﬂ;\'
and [ enjoyed considerable freedom. ‘simul-
taneous with my arrival. 1 began Tay scarch
but for days it seemed utterly in vain. No
one seemed to know anything of the prisoner
for whom I sought.

again with a dull despair settled down upon

my soul. But my hands not neglect the
work that had Leen given them to do.’ Une

tiringly and .tenderly I adwinistéred to the

wants of the brave men who were risking ‘ull

for their countiy's sake ; and as the days wora

onand the great crimson tide of war ebbed and

flowed, my constant labor began to work out

op its own reward. A fecling half akin' to

resignation filled 4y heart, I tried to he wil-
ling to give my Liusband ap ; to look (% ward
to an_cterual re-union of love and forgives
ness, It was hard, how hard, only those fan
tell, who know that the geasses of some dis-
tant batile ground are springing up aboveihe
hearts of the busbauds and fathers, and sons
and brothers, dearer to them than Jife. But.
at last I conquered, and was able to say sin-
e:rely, “Gods will be done !” "

Que afternoon, soon after the wo:lul baftl.s
in frent of Richmond, I satin a Soathern hos-
pigal.  The air yas torpid and hea'vy, and
the seorching pitless san'sloped down towands
the lurid west through clouds of sulphoreus
smo! All duy long I had beon at my ‘post
administering to the wants of the wounded wmen
who were arraiged before me in long @5fible
rows holdinz cooling draughts to parched lips
and «dpplying iced cloths to burnivg forehonds.
At last there came an interval of reposs, anl
I sat dowa by the low window to rest and me-
ditate.

The red sun dropped lower and lower, uat'?
a lurid twilight eame, hot and murky, with a
low westering ‘moon, und a stifling breath of
battle.  Every moment the fitful breear, rising
and falling with a wail of human like p.li:
brought in the boom of some distant batiery
or the sharp erack of a solitary picket Sy—
The roar of ambu)ance wheels was incessant
our losses had bern fearful, and oar dead dnd
wounded were pouring in I sas shere listen
and thinking, thinking of days gone by, happy
summer aftérnoons, when' the bees hummed
amid the sweet brier on our cottage porck,
and. the winds were sweet with flower cents
and I waadered Vo the mossy wood path,
i ms, to meet Tom coming
1omea from his slfop. But those days were
goue and so wad Tow. 1 had my wish—[
slsonld never look pon his fiee again,

_At that moment, wghurmur of voices iti'an
adjoing ward .attracted my attention. The
board partition was thin, and I could hear dis-
tinctly =

Mary, Mary where are yon ?

Over and over again 1 heard these piteous
inquiry the poor sufferer’s voice plaintive with
pain and loving tenderness.

One afternoon heartsick and weary, | wan.

to sce some’ military despot. The san was
going down With unvsual splendor, gilding all
the windaws, 4nd mmking the distant waters
gleam like gold.

dered down the busy thoroughfare, on my way |

Mury I was wronz—Ubut you will forsive
don’t, O dont take the baby away ! =

Something in the words, and in the touehine
tremuloas tones, went to my heart like a kuiﬁ:
I sprang up, and - flew round to the eatrance,
Bat the surgeon barred my way,  °

A bim of blogsoms filled the air, and soft,
melzacholy sound of music, mingled with deep
toll of drume, floated i froin the surrounding
camps. A ferling of io expressible loneliness
took possession of my¥ soul ; my husband seem-
ed to be separated from me by a distance as in
finite as eternity itself ; I should never, in
truth look upon his face again.

At that instant, a squad of Union prisoners
passed by me, closely guarded. They had
Just come from the Libby, and were on thcir
way to_the far South- Their tattered uni-
forms, and pallid want pinched faces, eaught
my attention, and brought the Lot tears to my
eyes. - Tom was like one of these. Just then
an inéxpessible something about the air and
bearing one of these prisoners made me stand -
still, with a wild flutter at my heart. Could
it be, or was Iivsane, dreaming? 1 must
know!

L

Not this way, madam, he snil impemli\'cly
, this u'mu" life hangs L the sligzhtest thrend,
and the country can't /afford to lose him.

Bat I pushed bim asids, anl beading for-
| ward, eaught one glimpse of the deathly face
lying on the low cot bed, and that glimpse way
sufficient,

Let me pass, &ir, Isaid, that man is my
husband.
Still he held me Lack, with a grasp Tike
stecl. \
Can’t lielp it mada
turbed 4
Mary, Mary bring the baby—can't yoi ever
forgive me ?—moaned the plaintive voice with-
I
‘ in. .
i | wrenched myself from the surgeon’s hand
and pushed into the room. “I'here he lay, a
!wlonel's ledves gleatning on Lis shouldrm,'mm.

he must not be di -

]
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