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BEYOND THE LINES.
The tides of war were at the flood 

when the surge reached the home of 
Martha Winthrop, away up on the 
Kennebec River in the old State of 
Maine. Abner Winthrop had called 
her "Mother" ever since their boy 
was born, and she had grown so 
used to it that she readily answer
ed to the name, even when some 
of the neighbors caught the habit 
from the father and son.

Martha read in the weekly farm 
paper the call for volunteers, and r*ng out in a final "Good-bv 
gave a queer little gasp that caused ther! Good-bv!" 
the rather slow Abner to lookat her in wonder. P

What is it?. Mother?" he manag
ed to ask, as his potato hung sus
pended on the three-tined steel fork.

"Don’t you go an’ tell Charlie. 
You hear me, Abner Winthrop?"

"How can I tell him, when I 
don't know what’s up?"’ queried Ab
ner cogently.

It’s the President," said Martha 
gravely. "What he says goes, you 
know, Abner. An’ Charlie just wor
ships the ground his feet stand on."

"What does Mr. Lincoln say?" in
quired Abner, helping himself to an
other mess of savory country-fried 
potatoes. "I ain't hitched on to 
your thread yet. Mother."

‘The President has lissued a call 
for volunteers: wants 'em for three 
years. Think of it, Abner. Oh, 
sakes alive ! If—"

The foreseen possibility was too 
much for Martha Winthrop, and she 
threw her apron over her head and 
rocked back and forth in her chair 
with a faint moan. This unusual 
demonstration was not lost upon 
Abner, but hë never permitted any 
thing seriously to interfere with 
his meals, and therefore calmly pro
ceeded with that important func
tion.

"I’m ’mos’ certain he'll go," al
most wailed Martha, taking her 
apron from her face. "Heaven above, 
Abner, what will I do?"

"Who'll go? Our boy, Charlie ?" 
asked her husband in surprise. 
'They want men; they don’t want

Martha looked at him with curling 
lip. Sometimes Abner’s density got 
on her nerves.

My soul! Abner Winthrop, can’t 
you recollect telling Jennie Sykes 
last week that Charlie could follow 
the plow with any man in the coun
try? Oh, I know what was running 
through your head. You was 
thinkin* of Jennie’s Cynthy. You 
always was forward at match-mak- 

But that’s all a waste of time. 
Charlie don’t care ter her. Not a 
bit. He thinks more of that city 
girl that was up last summer than 
he does of all the Cynthys in the 
land. More fool him, I know, fer 
she’s likely to forget all about him 
long ago. An’ it don’t make a bit 
of difference now; he'll igo an’ volun
teer for three years, sure's he knows 
Mr. Lincoln wants him to."

A quick step came up the garden 
path, and Martha turned eagerly to 
greet her son. Her fears were alert 
and the glow of excitement in 
Charlie's face struck her dumb. Her 
lips moved thickly, but no words

Well, Mother, have you heard 
the news? President Lincoln has 
called for volunteers. Lots of the 
boys are going, and I—"

He stopped abruptly at the sight 
of his mother’s face. Never had he 
seen such an ashen pallor on her 
florid cheeks.

"Why, Mother! What is it? What 
the matter?" he inquired anxious-

mg from every window and crammed 
on the platform; the multitude of 
friends, relatives and well-wishers at 
the station; the waving flag; the 
rather cracked horns attempting to 
play "The Girl I Left Behind Me"; 
the tear-dmuned eyes and the aching 
hearts With dry lips they tried to 
cry God bless you!" as their Char
lie s sad but resolute face looked 
over the shoulder of a comrade on 
the platform, and his clear voice 

final "Good-by, Mo- 
Good-by! ”

The little home was very quiet 
and very desolate as the days drag- 
ged by. There was no one to call

Îh >UrPPef r00m’ th°u8fh Abner 
caused Martha a sharp pang by for
getting this when, on the next mor
ning, he went to the foot of the 
stairs ^ and called out, "Charlie ! 
lime— He did not finish the fa
miliar words, "Blamed if I ain't 

hc rauttered apologetically 
while Martha buried her face out of
tears” Sight and wept “any bitter

In the evening when the chores 
were done, Martha went out and 
watched Abner water the stock, 
drive the few sheep into the barn
yard, and put up the bars. This had 
been Charlie’s work for many a 
year, and the very animals missed 
him and gazed around with plaintiff 
calls. When old Robin, the large 
white horse, who had carried Char
lie as a little boy on his back, tem
porarily refused to notice his oats, 
raised his head, and whinnied long 
and loud, Martha turned and went 
into the house, while Abner suspi
ciously wiped his eyes on his red 
cotton handkerchief before he locked 
the stable door and followed his 
wife to the kitchen, where the two l ever will

her preparations, while Abner eat in 
despairing wonder. Presently she 
returned, attired for her journey 

Producing an old, thin "carpet- 
sack from its hidden retreat in the 
attic, she said sharply:

Abner, don’t set there gaping at 
me. Go down to the store an’ buy 
me a place in the stage for Augus
ta. It starts at four, an’ it’s ’mos’ 
three now. D’ye hear?"

Abner heard and obeyed. When he 
came back, his wife sat on the little 
porch, carpet-sack by her side, gaz
ing down the road where the stage 
would be first seen. At last he 
ventured a remonstrance.

‘Mother!" She did not heed. "Mo
ther! Don’t you know it's mighty 
far to Boston, an' Charlie's a long 
way from Boston?"

"Yes, I know."
"Mother!" after a minute. "Char

lie’s a big piece from New York. 
Don’t ye know?"

"Yes, Abner."
Her husband waited a while, and 

then mustered his forces.
"Mother, I reckon this here Fred

ericksburg’s a hundred miles from 
Washington, even. It’s a terrible 
journey, an’ you’ve never been fifty 
miles fromvhome in your life."

"My boy, Charlie!" sighed Mar
tha, apparently not hearing her 
husband’s voice.

Abner got on his feet and went 
over to her side. Putting a trem
bling hand on her shoulder, he said, 
finally:

"Mother, it qosts a heap to go to 
Washington. An’ you can’t travel 
for nothin’."

Martha looked at him sharply. Her 
voice had a ring in it that Abner 
knew belonged only to special oc
casions.

"I know it, Abner," she said. "I 
have got all the money in the old 
stocking that I've been saving for a 
rainy day ever since we were mar
ried. Lord have mercy! I reckon 
it’s rainin' as hard this day as it
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You haven’t been so foolish, 
Charlie! Tell me you haven’t." The 
words were almost a cry.

’No, Mother, I haven’t enlisted— 
yet."

Yes? Oh, Charlie! Then you're 
going? "

’Not unless you say so, Mother."’ 
The reply came clear and deqided

Martha Winthrop clasped her hands 
gratefully.

That's like my boy!" she ex
claimed. "But, Charlie, what made 
you think you ought to go?"

"Mr. Lincoln wants irié,’” replied 
the youth simply.

"How do you know that?"
"He says the young men of the 

country should rally round the flag 
and sweep the enemy fron the field, 
and give peace to the land. I’m one 
of 'em, Mother. You know that."

"Don’t you be a 'tarna! fool, 
Charlie," broke in Abner, at last 
waking up to the seriousness of the 
situation. "You better stay at 
home and take care of your mother 
when—well, when I’m la*d by."

"Now, Father," replied Charlie 
brightly, "you ain’t laid by, not by 
a considerable. You're here to take 
care of Mother. Somebody’s boy 
must answer that call from Mr. Lin
coln; and it seems to me if I don’t 
do itt I'll be a sneak and coward."

"Do you feel that way, Charlie?" 
asked Martha, in a hard, strained 
voice.

"Yes, Mother: I do, for sure."
"And you won't enlist unless *1 say 

so?"
"No, Mother, I won’t. But—but, 

Mother, I—I think somebody’s mo
ther has got to say’go, or the coun
try’s lost."

Martha Winthrop swallowed hard 
and rose to her feet. She laid one 
hand on her son’s shoulder and 
said, calmly:

"All right, Charlie. I love you, 
my boyivbetter’n anything in this 
world; but God’s given us this grand 
country of ours and I ain't going to 
play traitor. If Mr. Lincoln wants 
you, Charlie, I’ll—her voice caught 
in a sob—I’ll let yo.u go.*’

n.

Martha Winthrop and Abner never 
forgot the lost good-by as the mi
litary train pulled out of the sta- 

at the State capital: the
boys lean-

sat silently as Martha knitted, with 
many a smothered sigh.

Day by day Martha bought a pa
per at the village store, until the 
days turned into months, and her 
frugal mind suggested the economy 
of subscribing to the daily Argus 
from the city. At first she had been 
unwilling to admit that Charlie was 
to be absent very long. It soon 
grew to be a habit for the pair to 
spend the evening, after the supper 
dishes had been carefully washed and 
put away, in absorbing the story of 
the great war as given in the day's 
dispatches from the front. Martha 
read, and Abner listened, his mouth 
drawn in curious shapes as his emo
tions were stirred by the narrative. 
And so the second year added its 
months to the first, and Charlie's 
regiment was with the Army of the 
Potomac in front of Fredericksburg.

Letters came at very irregular in
tervals, though Charlie said he tried 
to write once a week, at least, and 
the old couple had come to recog
nize these delays as among the ne
cessary incidents of war. But Mar
tha always expected several at 
once whenever the time passed be
yond a month, and, with patient 
finger on the big map of Virginia, 
she followed the regiment as best she 
could, leaving a little pointer lying 
constantly on the spot that1., had been 
named in the last letter.

III.

Her lips closed tightly.
I hope the good Lord won’t let 
rain any worse!" he ejaculatedit

gravely.
Then the stage came.

IV.

"Mother," said Abner slowly, 
"how long has it been?”

"Five weeks," replied Martha, 
with a grave nod.

"An' there's been a big battle nigh 
Fredericksburg," continued her hus
band, uneasily.

"Yes, The rebels have got the 
city."

"So they have. H’m!"
Abner was silent a few minutes ; 

then he looked at his wife across his 
big "specs" and inquired:

"There’s been time since the battle 
to hear? Eh, Marthy?"

"Yes, Abner."
"What d'ye think, Marthy?" Of 

late Abner had sometimes called her 
by the old name of their court-

"The Lord is good, Abner."
"H’m!"
The dinner dishes waited on the 

table. Abner rose and walked to 
the door.

"Hello," he called. "There comes 
the postman."

"For me, Jim? Yes? I don’t 
know the writin’."

"Here, Abner Winthrop, let mo 
see," demanded Martha, taking the 
letter from his trembling grasp. She 
tore it open hurriedly and read:

"Near Fredericksburg, 
"Sunday Morning."’

"Mr. Winthrop—There has been a 
big fight. We're whipped off for 
just now, but we’ll get in at them 
again. Charlie hurt—

"Oh! Oh!" The cry came straight 
from Martha's bursting heart. But 
she went bravely on:

"Charlie was hurt in the last 
charge. We had to run, but I pro
mised him to let mother know. Tell 
my folks I'm all right.

"James Barton."
Abner's voice failed him utterly 

when he tried to speak. *He looked 
at his wife in dumb terror. But she 
only moistened her lips and whis
pered hoarsely:

"My boy, Charlie! My boy, Char
lie!” Then she shook herself and 
began a hasty inspection of her 
wardrobe. From the closet she 
took down her best plum-colored 
dress and brushed it carefully. Then 
she reached up and brought out the 
big bandbox containing her Sunday 
bonnet, and then produced her knit 
gloves and her best shoes. Abner 
watched her with dilating eyes.

"Mother!" he said at length, 
"What be you goin’ to do?"

"What a,m I going to do, Abner 
Winthrop? I’m goin’, of course."

Goin’? Goin’?" repeated her hus
band. “Where?"

"I’m goin’ to Charley."
The thin lips shut tightly, and 

Martha went into the next room 
and shut the deer epee her eel f and

big
man.

On the way f|om the village to 
Augusta, Martha Winthrop made the 
acquaintance of a kindly old gen
tleman, and naturally told him of 
her undertaking. Her new friend 
advised her to make some effort to 
secure letters of introduction and 
asked if she knew any one of influ
ence in Portland and Boston.

"No, not one," said Marthe,
iy-

"Governor Andrews has a 
heart," remarked the old 
"Suppose you try to see him 
Boston. Just possibly he may help 
you to see the President in Wash
ington."

Martha gasped.
"That’s just what I was a-dream- 

in’ about," she confessed, "but I 
couldn’t see any way. I’ll try the 
Governor."

Massachusetts’ famous "War Gov
ernor" was at breakfast next morn
ing when his bell rang decidedly. 
The butler, opening the door, saw 
an elderly woman in very modest 
dress, and at once began to say for-

"Governor’s at breakfast; can’t

"My boy, Charlie, is dying down 
there in Virginia," exclaimed the 
woman in a strained voice, pushing 
past the astonished butler. “I’ve got 
to sec him!"

The way to the dining room was 
straight ahead, and in another mo
ment the door was flung open and 
Martha entered. The Governor sat 
with his face turned partly toward 
her, and in an instant she spoke, 
holding out both hands imploring
ly:

"Giovernor Andrews, my boy,
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Charlie, is dying down there by 
Fredericksburg, and I've come all 
the way from Augusta. I must go 
to him, Governor. Won’t you helo 
me?"

The sad, earnest face, the tearful 
eyes, and the touching appeal in the 
broken voice went to the Governor's 
heart.

"My dear madam," he said, grave
ly, "if there is anything I can do 
I will do it. But, let me ask, is it 
wise for a lady of your years to un
dertake this journey?"

"I’m going, Governor, if I have to 
walk."

Governor Andrews smiled approv
ingly. "I think you will get there," 
he said. "All I can do is to give 
you a note to the President. If any 
one can help you reach your son, 
Mr-. Lincoln is the man."

He rang for paper and ink and 
hastily wrote a brief letter, which 
he addressed to the President at 
Washington.

The thanks that Martha gave him 
were of the sort that are not soon 
forgotten, and there was a mist be
fore John A. Andrews’ eyes as he 
sat down again to finish his inter
rupted meal.

From Boston to Washington seem
ed an endless distance to the trou
bled mother, but she pressed Gover
nor Andrews’ precious letter in her 
hand, even while she tried to sleep 
through the tedious hours of the

"I must not get played out too 
soon," she said warningly to her
self.

Washington was reached in the 
morning, and Martha soon found her
self standing on the steps of the 
White House a feeling of awe in her 
breast, but with courage undimin-

"Can’t see the President, ma
dam. He is in a Cabinet meeting." 
The stately official waved his hand 
with finality.

But Martha pushed resolutely on 
saying in a high key:

"My boy, Charlie, is dying down 
there in Virginia. I will see the 
President. I—"

The first official and another had 
started forward and grasped the 
offender against rule, their voices 
raised in emphatic denial. A door 
opened at a short distance, and the 
President looked out inquiringly. In 
an instant Martha recognized the 
sad, kindly furrowed face, and held 
out an appealing hand.

"Oh. Mr. Lincoln," she cried in 
tense tones, "my boy Charlie is 
dying down by Fredericksburg, and 
I’ve come all the way from Stag 
Hollow, in Maine, to save him. 
Won’t you help me?"

The man of the great and sorrow
ing heart stepped out into the cor
ridor and closed the door behind

"Come with me," he said kindly, 
taking her arm and drawing her 
into another room." The Cabinet 
can wait a little."

She looked up at the gaunt, tall 
figure in amazement, but with the 
instantaneous confidence of a child 
toward one whose mien inspires it.

"Oh, Mr. Lincoln," she gasped, 
while the tears flowed freely, "is it 
true? Can you help me find my 
boy?"

"Where is hc, madam?” asked the 
President.

"He was hurt near Fredericksburg 
last week. Jimmy Barton wrote 
they had to leave him when the re
bels drove 'em back."

Mr. Lincoln shook his head doubt
fully. Martha saw it and cried:

"Don’t say no, Mr. Lincoln! Char
lie wouldn’t enlist unless I said he 
could: but he kept tellin' me that 
Mr. Lincoln wanted him, an’ ho said 
if somebody’s mother didn't say .go, 
the country was lost. Then I 
weakened. I couldn't stand that."

The tears stood in the President's 
eyes. He leaned his elbow on the 
mantel, towering far above his com
panion.

"What did you tell him then?" he

"I said, ’Charlie, if Mr. Lincoln 
wants you, you can go.'

The President's hand covered his 
brow for half a minute. Then he 
sat down at a table and wrote a 
brief note, and after that another, 
then tapped a bell. An orderly ap
peared, and Mr. Lincoln gave him 
one note, saying:

"Forward that at once to General
----- —, at the front."

Handing the other to Martha, he 
said, gravely:

"I am afraid, madam, that I can
not do all you wish; but I will do 

I possibly can, and back you
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ate sentry challenged her, she press
ed right on till his second order 
and leveled musket arrested her at
tention.

"Halt, woman, or I will shoot!"
Without slackening her pace, Mar

tha cried, as she waved one hand 
distractedly.

/ell you, young man, my boy 
Charlie is over there on yon hill 
I’m going to him. You’ll have to 
shoot, if you will. I’m going to 
my boy."

"Wh.v didn’t yo shoot, Randall?” 
queried a companion round the 
camp fire that night.

i just couldn’t, Tom," answered 
Randall. "She looked too much like 
my old mother I left down there in 
Georgia. Blank it all! She couldn’t 
do any harm."

On the crest of the hill Martha 
found an improvised hospital camp 
Everywhere the men lay thick, un
der slight shelters of boughs and 
scraps of tent cloth. Groans and 
cries of anguish saluted Martha’s 
straining ears as she eagerly, scan
ned every face, but all were strang
ers. At length a negro woman, act- 
ng ns attendant, answered her re

peated requests for news of her boy 
by saying:

"Mebbe he’s ober dar, down in 
dat corner. Missus. Bar's a mighty 
sick sojer tint’s alius callin' 1er his 
mammy."

Under a scrap of tent-cloth, in the 
extreme corner of the rude camp, 
Martha Winthrop fell on her knees 
with a great hungering cry, grasp
ing one thin, sun-burned hand in 
both her own:

"My boy Charlie! My boy Char
lie!"

The light of reason conquered the 
fiercer fires of. the fever, the eyes 
turned upon the beloved face, and 
the boy saw what, in the twenty- 
five years of his subsequent life 
he never forgot. Stretching up 
both feeble arms, he cried, with all 
his heart and soul in his voice : 
"Mother! T knew you'd come! I 
knew you'd come!"— Orr Kenyon, in 
the New World.

There is one thing you can de
pend on Dr. Chase’s Ointment to 
do every time, and that is to cure 
eczema. There is no more severe
test to which an ointment can be all - _______
put, hnd because Dr. Chase's Oint- I with the Army of the Potomac, if 
ment triumphed over eczema it has I necessary. I have written the gene- 
become the standard Ointment. ( rai jn command to get you as near 

When another ointment is praised youi* boy as he can, and this letter 
it is said to be as good as Dr. | "will pass you along to Fredericks- 
Chase’s. And this illustrates the burg. The ground where your son 
high position held by this propara-j was wounded is now in possession 
tion. I 0f the enemy, but you shall go just

Mrs. Oscar Vancott, St. Antoine, I afl far as we can send you.”
Sask., writes-: "I have found Dr. j Ho paused a moment, while Mar- 
Chase’s Ointment to be a permanent. tha’s thanks choked in her trembl- 
cure for eczema and other skin djs-| jng throat. Then he added: 
eases. One son while nursing broke ; 
out with running, watery sores all

there
Give

over his head and around the ears. 
Many salves were prescribed to no - 
effect. The child’s heyl became a | 
mass of scabs and he suffered un
told agony. He became weak and

God bless you! T wish 
were more mothers like you. 
my love to the boy who was so 
ready to go when T called for him."

Another orderly led her away and 
put her on a train bound for the 
front. But Martha Winthrop

frail, would not eat and we thought nothing but a lined, grave face bend
ing over her, and heard nothing for 
several hours but the echoes of that 
kindly voice.

V.

“Haiti and give the countersign!’ 
The sharp command rang out on 

the quiet air. But Martha Win
throp pressed on, apparently un
heeding. She had been conducted to 
the extreme outposts of the Union 
Army, and shown a hill in the dis- 

occasion arises. Try it for chaf- tance as the probable place where 
ing and irritation of the skin, for her son had fallen. The officer ac- 
chapped end clacked hands, for chil- company ing her urged her not to go, 

blains and frost bites, for sores snd stating that some exchange might be 
bir.vs. ft is oi-Iiplitfuily soothing made in a few days, and her boy 
and healing. 60 ctd. a box, all included among those sent back. But 
dealers- or Fdmnnson. Bates A Ho.,! she would not listen. A moment's 
Toronto. Write for free copy ef Hr. ' delay was terrible to her mother’» 
Chase’s Recipes. heart. So »©w, when the Confeder-

we would lose him.
"Providentially we heard of Dr. I 

Chase’s Ointment and it soon tho
roughly cured him. He is seven, 
years old nôw and strong and well, t 
An older boy was also cured of 
eczema by this Ointment and we 
hope more people will learn about 
it so that their poor little ones may 
be saved from sufferng.”

Do not be satisfied with the ex
perience of others, but put Dr. 
Chase’s Ointment to the test when

Comfort for the Dyspeptic.—There 
is no ailment so harassing and ex
hausting as dyspepsia, which arises 
from defective (fction of the sto
mach and liver, apd the victim of it 
is to be pitied. Yet hc can find 
ready relief in Parmelee’s Vegetable 
Pills, a preparation that has estab
lished itself by years of effective use. 
There are pills that arc widely ad
vertised ns the greatest ever com
pounded, but not one of them can 
rank in value with Parmelee’s.

A Distinguished Visiter.

His Grace the Archbishop of West
minster, head of tho Catholic Church 
in Great Britain and suite, have 
signified their attention of attending 
the Eucharistic Congress that will be 
held in Montreal next September. It 
is probable that His Grace will be 
accompanied by the Duke of Norfolk 
the lending lay head of the Catholic 
Church in England.

While in Canada, this distinguish
ed party will visit Ottawa, Toron
to, Hamilton, Niagara Falls and 
other important places.

His Grace has accepted the invita
tion extended by President Chas. M. 
Hays, for himself and suite to be 
the guests of the Grand Trunk on 
their Canadian tour.

Was All Run •
WelfheA 1* Use. 

LfOWn. Now WtictelM.

Mix. M. MsQtete, Dsfate *■. MR,, 
writes.—“I wtek te «te yes aèri M 
team’s Heart eed Moms FBs 
ter me. Tie* Tteia see I wee ee e* 
ten I ewU eeS 4» mey earn week. 1 
we* te s (teeter, eeri W teM me I fceri 
heeit trouble eeri that m/ eerreewmeel 
mwtniBC. I took hie mate** * he 

me te de, b* It did me ee je*
I thee nested te take MbemV____
ead Meme PB* ead had eek tehee eee 
heehteeee ^ajaited te teeMieWer, ee I

wte, eadtete te do my*.*ne wmfc

I see aeer i


