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ASTRAY AT RAPPAHANNOCK,

We talked again of Brock Jidmunds. His
strange disappearance had heen the theme
of the mess, since his departure for Rappa-
hantuock, o week hefore, Brave, serupnlous
and loyal, all who knew him weil rejected
indignant!y the imputation that he had gone
over to the enemy.  1le wasa Virginian, it
was said, and must forsooth e false;  his
whtianeed was the daughter of & Confedernto
colonel, and to be true in tove, he must for-
swour his conntry.  Meaner men had super-
seded him jn the stafl) and he had revenged
himsa!l by perjery aud descrtion. But though
thesa palivy libels had obtuined general cir-
culation aud aceeptance, we—his staft’ com-
panions~—who had  known him in caump, in
pertious enterprise, and in the painful macch,
defanded his honow as our own.

We were sitting heneath the eanopy or
tfly? of the mess-ent, reereating oursclves
with whisky and pipes. Tt was the eighth
niht sinee the departive of our conrade,
and we missed his ready jest, his lond, nfee-
tious laugh, his uniform courtesy and gener-
eaity. The war had come at last to Warren-

“tou Springs, and the encampments of an im-
“mense army whitered the surrounding hills,
Federal sentvies paced up anddown the mas-
sive portico of the hotel; cannon were plant-
ed in all the lanes; eavalry hovses trampled
gavden und orchard; and the Spring was
heconie a lavalory for thousands of wanton
soldiers.

We hud been o fortnight 2t the Springs,
und the monotony  of our tenure had been
vavied by but a single incident—the loss of
Brock Bidmunds, The cirewnstances rela-
ting to his depariure were mysterious and
alaeming.  He had been ealled to the gen-
erel’s tent late in the afiemoon, and intrust-
ed with & verbal order o one of the brigade
commanders, whose quarters were at Rappa-
nock, o raiiway station on a river of the
same name, cighteen miles distant.  He had
raached his destinniion at nine o'clock, deliv-
ered his instructions puncinally, and obtain-
ed the countersign of the day.  Returning,
ha had passed a gunrd five miles from Rap-

- padumnock, and had stopped to light a pipe
at & picket-fire, still further on, complaining
i the latter cose, that his horse was a trifle
tame. e was, o all appearance, sober, and
expressed himselt' as vesolved to gel hack to
huad auarters by midnizht, But subsequent-
Iy, 2o man in the army had encountered him

. and truces of neither vider uor horse had
heen discovered, though diligent incuiries
weve made far and wide.  His eapture by
the enemy was iwprobable, for our picket-
jiusts were so clase and eontinuous that the
iines were cousidered to he impervious. No
hudies of Southern troops were contignous ;
und though the Virginians within the lines
were sullen and hostile, it was believed that
oaly a few uged and infivm people remained,
as the young and uble-hodied had departed
to join the Confederate mmues.  The only
pluasible alternative was, that Brock 1d-
munds, knowing the loeation of our pickets,
had avoided them, and escaped in the dark-
ness to his Southermn friends. The Rich-
mond newspapers, however, which our out-
viders hrought in daily, made no mention of
Captain Edmunds, and no recent prisoners
haid heard anything of his desertion.

The conversation beneath the fly bad turn-
ed apon the absent one. Thirteeu young
tellows were we, who had thrown up our
several professions at the call to anus, and,
unacquainted botore, had met by assignment
upui gen Jestafil o Iive of us were
Yankees, two wore from New Yok, four
wete foreign advenmrers who loved war for
its own sake, and | was o Dennsylvanian, of
Quulker desceaut.

‘Heigh-ho P gaid Wicklowe, turning off
his foueth dranght of spivits ¢how we miss
Brock’s jolly lawrh.?

¢Camp has hecome so insutlerably dull,’
sajd Bizswiyg, ¢that [ shall resume the old
thiz,’ and throw wp my commission.”

Bigswig had heen a junior partner in o
diy-goods house, but took to the sword as
naturally as 1o seissors.

CTE L isn’t positive conceit to repeat any-
thing thal Brock-=~poor oid hoy—has done
so well hefore, [ will sing his Chickahominy
songe,” said *Chockmer, ever anxious to ex-
hibit his voeal powers.

I pray ze,” suid Suint Pierre, with a sup-
vlieatory grimace, ¢do not, Monsienr Chock-
mare.’

o on,® said Wicklowe, drinking again ¢
¢any afiliction s preferable to this horrible
silence,? .

Az Chockmer's wheezy uotes vang on the
night, T saw tie glare of camp-fires redden-
ing the woods nud sky; T heard the clatter
abhayonets atdhe hoar of guard-relief, and
some of the negro servanty singing sweelly

sonorous choruses,  The faint, hollow roll
of a distant drum blended wystically with
the rustle of leaves overheud, and I saw in
the dimness the cloaked and stalwart seutry
striding before the general's tent. A horse
stood saddled in one of the broad gravelled
aisles, and I could hear the ¢iick, tick, tick’
of the telegeaph instrument in a Sibley can-
opy adjoining.

A month had thus transtormed one of the
pleasantest of solitudes, wnd the Lospitable
grounds had been trawpled by innumerable
hoofs. There were great gaps in the fences,
and coarse pencilings upon the walls of the
fine old mausion. — The furniture-had heen
broken and used to feed Vandal cook-fires,
Degolation, following in the wake of armies,
had despoiled alike the fertility of nature
and the improvements of mau. IHow soon
might retaliation affect our Northern homes
as we had ruined these?

* Left’nant Mintlin 1"

I turned toward the voice, at the repeti-
tion of my name, aud recognised « tall, ath-
letic orderly.  As I fauced him, he respect-
fully suluted, and said :  ¢Lhe gineral nades
ye, sir, immadintely, at his quarters.’

The mess hroke into e loud laugh, antici-
patiny that some onerous duly wouid devolve
upon me.

¢ There's twenty pages of areport to copy,’
said Bigswig.

‘T'll lend to you my lectle ¢cheval, mon
ami,’ said Saint Pierre; ‘you take onc¢ dam
journey I?

‘Hadn’t you us well worry down another
‘smile’ before you go ¥ said Wicklowe, co-
piously imbibing himself,

I replied carelessly, refilled my pipe, and
following the sorgeant across a grass-plot
and through a broken wicket, stood in the
preseuce of the general.  He was seated
b a pine table, covered with maps, diagraws,
and mwanuseripts, and the candle threw au
imperfect light upon his handsomo bronzed
face, and broad, prominent forchead. A
trunk, marked with bis initials, and a small
iron bedstead, with two camp-stools, and a
short wooden bench,comprised his furniture;
but there was a pictwre of the Madonna,
which never left lim, suspended from u nail
m the reur tent-pole. This picture had sur-
vived all mutations.  He had caried it in
the Mexican war, when but o lientenant. It
had hung in tho halls of the Montezumas,
when employed at clerk duties therein. At
Fort Yuma, the Siberia of military stations,
he had kept it in his quarters for five monot
onous years; and when appointed a colonel,
early in the civil wav, he had brought this
pietuve across four thousand miles of plain
and prairie,

‘Sitdown, Lieutenant Mintlin! he said
curtly ; -and a3 Ttool one of the .chairs, he
resumed his writing. I looked at the richly
quilied saddle that lay at his feet, at the
splendidly mounted sword thrown carclessly
across lus bed, at the hostlers and silver-
plated pistols bencath his rubber-pillow. T
studied the angles and fulnesses of the fine
indurated form, and the severs and wrinkled
countenance before me; and {rom the starred
shoulder bars and silvered heard of this hero
of a score of battles, my eyes wandered mag-
netically to the pensive, melancholy picture
of the Madouna—his companion iu triamph,
reverses, trial, and promotion. I trust that
every soldier carries some such piecture
throngh his journeyings. My own Madonna
was in Pennaylvania,

¢ Lieutenant, said he, in his quick nervous
manner, looking me divectly in the eyes,
¢ your hovse is fresh and saddled 1

Ilooked theough the opening of the tent
at the sharp beat of hoofs, and beheld my
pony, led by my own servant,

‘1 would not trouble you till it was neces-
sary, but gave yon a part o the evening with
your frieads. There is your horse; hare is
a sealed envelope.  You are to ride with all
speed to Rappahanunock,

A little leap of my heart, and o slight tre-
mor of my lips, followed the anuouncement
of this ill-omened name.

‘I may say,’ continued the general, in his
curt sententious way, ‘since J commonly
take my ‘aides’ into my confidence, that this
paper contains the details of an order for an
immediate advance.  You are to ride divect
to the quarters of General H., to duliver the
euvelope, and retern tonight with lis receipt
and veply.’ :

I howed silently, and turned to go.

‘Stop ¥ said he azain, 1t is eight o’clock;
you must deliver the massage by eleven, 1
shall not retive tomight.  You will be back
at three.!

‘It i3 o lony and stony way,” [ said hesi-
talingly, ‘and forty wiles can scarcely be
made in seven hours.’

‘Tt must he done,” snid he, shaking his

beard ; the troops must he under way hefore
midnight. Retwrm upon  fresh horse, Good
night.”

I returned his salutation, hut had scarcely
ot a yard from hig quurters, when I heard
the sharp call to return.  As T stood hefore
him aguin he stared picreingly into my 2yes,
half impeachingly, half inquiringly.

¢Am 1 to lose 2nother aide I” he said slow-
ly and sarcastically.

i iThe blood rose to my temples, aud Lfelt
my bands elosing, ¢ Not unless you insult
him twice,’ I returned,

¢I ask your pardon,” said he, in his old dry
manner; ¢ you arenot a Virgiman I°

I bit my lips at the roflection upon my
late comrade, but concluded to remain
silent,

¢ Will you have un orderly to accompany
you ?

¢Not after the doubt you have expressed.

¢ Forget it,” he said, with irresistible frank-
ness, ‘as the weakuess of a suspicious old

soldier, Give me your hand. God bless
you! Be prompt. Good night.

I repaired to the mess-tent, hastily exami-
ned wy pistols, and buckled on my sword-
belt and spurs.  Joining my comrades in a
parting health, leaped into my saddle, and
at seven minutes past eight o’clock, started
at a sharp eanter for Rappahannock.

The ride for five or six miles of the way
was culivened by belated teams, couriers,
and occusional squads of officers returning
to their regiments.  Campfires lit up the
whole horizon, till it scemed a great belt
ot flame ; mystic serenades floated dreamily
from invisible ficlds and corpses ; confused
voices of shouting and sminging were wafted
from tented hillsides, and grouped batteries
ambulances, and army-cattle came dimly in
view at intervals, The moon shoue full and
brightly ; but Isaw with some solitude that
it was sinking slowly bebind the woods ; and
at nine o’clock, as I heard the tatioo beat
from a dozen quarters, I turned obliquely to
the left, and was soon involved in eomplete
darkness.  Ior nine miles, I met no haman
beiug, and heard no sounds but the ring of
my horse’s hoofs, the rattle of his curb-
chain, and the clink of my sword in its
scabbard.

There was nothing of peril involved in
my journey ; but the times were irregular
the country expansive, and thousands of
reckless men were abroad with arms in their
hands, How had Brock Edmonds disap-
peared? His route to Rappahannock had
not ditfered from mine. The night was not
less fair.  As horsemen, we were well match.
ed; and that he had been faithful, I would
pledge my life. How, whence, and where-
fore had the stilluess and mystery of the
grave fallen upon him? I could not sur-
mise ; I only know that, as I remembered
his goodness, pleasantness, and usetulness, I
vesolved, if chance should give me a’ clue
whereby to follow or vevenge him, I would
do it at all risks. My way led mainly
through serub-timber ; the road was little
more than & cow-path, so sinuous that I was
compelled to trust entirely to the instinct of
my steed, and so dwk that I wasnot without
fear of pitfalls and prostrate tices. Fortu-
nately the route had been scldom travelled,
and the clay roadway was havd, level, aud
unencumbered by the slush and debris that
usually marl the ronte of an army. There
was much of romance, and pleasant feverish
excitement in the ride.  The hools of my
horse struck sparks from stony places, and
the whistle of nizht-birds, the scream of owls,
the whine of wild pigs, and the long shrill
chirp of crickets and lizards made strange
and cevie music,  Weird likenesses of beiugs
colossal, hideous eyes thut shone from thick-
ets, and glimpses of spectral sky breaking
through boughs aud leaves; starlight veflect-
ed in slimy pools ; deserted homesteads star-
ing black and ghostly from hill tops; clamps
of negro cabins, that looked half-human
through their great winduwy eyes ; clearings
across which the night-winds biew dismally;
and quaint old siacks and hay-haveacks—
these were some of thospectacles that greet-
ed me on the way.  And when, «t eleven
o’clock, T answered the challenye of a patrol,
and found that 1 had almost rexched my
jorrney’s end, I drew asigh of reiief, and
reigning my horse into . quiet pace, soon
dismounted before the quartors of Gereral H.

e had not anticipated my message, and
was ahont retiving to his hed. Jut efter
swearing ence or twice, he reswmed his gar-
ments, summored his aides, and ordered his
brionde under arms  In a few ninutes,
lights were twinkling here and there, great
wagzons laden with tents and ficld-uiensils
went lumbering acrosg the fields, and mount-
¢d wen loomed away in battalion. T'he mul-
titudinous camps had folded themselves
noiselessly, and woro off,

X resolved to return with my own pony, for
he seemed yet fresh and uwnwearied, and ob-
taining a sealed reply to my communication,
accepted the offer of a drop of brandy and a
cigar, and remounted my horse,  The gen-
eral called out to me as 1 moved off: ¢Have
you heard anything of Captain Bdmunds?* ~

¢ Nothing.’

‘He was a fine fcllow,” said the general,
turning away. “I gave him the proper coun-
tersign just at this hour of the night, and he
took some spirits, a3 you have doue, hefore
depurting.’

‘Pardon me a moment, general, Iveplied;
‘but as & matter of curiosity, will you tell
e the couuntersign fov that evening ¥

¢ Ticonderoga,” he answered shortly.—
¢Good night.” As a rule, I give no regard
to coincidences. I do mot believe in signs ;
I despise dreams and omens ; but there are
momenis when reason, in spite of itself)
gives way 1o superstition, and such mowments
were mine, as 1 turmed my face toward War-
renton Springs, and pround my horse harshly
with the spur.  Not only had my journey
corregponded with that of Brock Hdmunds
in all cssentials of time, route, and object,
but circumnstances had tallied, not exceptiing
the otherwiso insignilicant item of the coun-
tersign, for the passward on this evening was
¢Crown Point,” and that of the previons
evening it associate battle of “Liconderoga.’
In addition to these resemblances, I eould
not forget that the disappearance of my
fiiend had pressed upon my miud for days
with pecuhar and intense interest; I had
dreamed fitfully of his rveturn, I had talked
incessantly of his virtues, 1 had loved him
with the fervor of a brother; nay, I had felt
a conviction, too subtle to be explained, tvo
positive to he mistuken—and on ihis eveniug
oppressive beyond melancholy—that with
his fate my life was in some way bousnd up.
It was in vain that I puffed vigorously atmy
pipe, and strove to recall lighter topics—my
mother, perhaps awake eveu now, and pray-
ing in the dim watches for her errant boy ;
my betrothed, who might be murmuring my
name amid her dreams; my mess-companions
roaring at their revels; the grim old general,
awaiting my return, with the blue eyes of his
Madonna ever upon him; the troops on the
maich, roused up at my unwelcome summons
—but one by oune these cheerlul themes
faded away, snd the fate of Brock Edmunds
resumed its place in my fancies. Ilis face,
like & speetre, glided before me in the dark-
ness; hig name, like a ghostly refvain, came
up to my lipg with every hoof-heat ; and as I
halted, obedient to challenge, by the last,
clustering picket, my hollo of ‘Crown Poiunt’
seemed to provoke a thousand dismal echecs
of ¢ Ticonderoga’ and ¢ Brock Bdmunds.?

‘Have you the time, sentry ?’ I ealled to
the patrol,

‘Twolve o’clock, mdnight I’ said the deep
voico of the horseman, vanishing in the
gloom, i

For nine niles to come, I should meet no
living soul.  The blowing of my pony, as I
spurred him sgain, adimonished me that hard
travel was begiuning to tell upon him ; so
I beat the ashes out of my pipe, buttoned oxn
my- coat close to the throat, and chirping
encouragingly, pushed forward gallantiy,
though not at headlong speed. But the flush
and exultation of my ride were over; n

strange weird nervousuess had succeeded.— - -

The noise of wild swine in tho brush alarmed
me ; twice I laid my hand agitatedly upon
my sword, and once halted with drawn pistol
at the shriek of a frightened night-hawk.—
Ashamed of these unmanly weaknesses, I
thought to compose wyself by singing a
cheerful starve, but my voice was so hollow
aud_unreal, that I shuddered and ceased.—
At last, with a loud, ¢ Woa,” and a chill,
quick quiver, I stopped in the middle of the
road, ard felt the perapiration standing like
night dew on wmy forehead.

I too was lost!

For more than an hour, 1 had failed to
recognize passing objects, However my
tremor and tenor had lengthened the miles,
[ had yet preserved some” spproximate esti-
wate of time, and kuew that, in the due
course of travel, I should have been at War-
renton Springs.  Bet in the rush of fears
and fancies, 1o the gloow and shadow of the
night, in the certainty that baving thrice
gone over the same road, [ should follow it
safely agnin, T had missed my way, In
piace of a serub-maple, oak, magnelia, and
‘gum that shut in the hy-road by which I had
come, I was now encompussed by dwarl
pines and cedars, that revealved the open
gky, but gave even more than the ordinary
lonesomeness to the scenery,  Sterile; unin-
habited, interminable 23 T knew such soil to
he, there was the additional fearthat I kad
emerged upon a stretch of Virginia forest
wherein the traveller might wander for
months, in the dreary civeles, finding veithor
outlet, nor subsistence,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)



