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A Scar and a Story.

“Didun't you ever get a shot when you were in the
army '

“Yes, Fred,” ﬁ’phed Uncle Cloyde, who had been
thrilling his wephew willi stories on the war, * Yes, |
was shot just once ; and it was in my first fight, too."

‘1 guess it waso't & very bad wound. You brought
both your arms and your legs back with you, and you
don’t even limp.'' remarked the lad, as though he con
sidered that soldier a failure who would exhibit neither
an empty slecve vor a cork leg.’
scar in any place

“ Haven't you even u

Unele Cloyde smiled a queer smile

* Yes, 've got one scar,”’ he answered

Fred gave a sigh of satisfaction. ** 1 shonld think a
soldier would be proud of a xcar be got fighting for his
covotry. Where'is your scar, unele ?*'

Uncle Cloyde stoud vp. turncd slowly round and lifted
off his army hat

“Lam not proud of my sgar, Fred. 1 keep it hidden
when | cau ; but you shall see it and hear how it came to
be there."

Fred, looking and listeniog, saw his uncle’s forefinger
traveling down the back of bis head and pushing aside
bis dark bair.  There, plan and distinet, was & smooth
little path of skin, white and shiny, about two joches
long.

A Jook of astonished disappointment clouded the boy’s
face

*“Why uncle, what were you doingto get shot in the
back of your head >

Again the same peculiar smile showed in Uncle
Cloyde's eyes

“ Fred, you will never see war, | hope ; and yet your

chances to show yourself a hero will come just the same.
When this time does come, vou will have to choose, per-
haps, between standing alove for what you know is right,
or turning your back on duty as 'the rest’ do. In my
first fight I ran away because *the rest' did, and ever
since [ bave carried a scar that I am ashamed to own.
Youshall hear the story. When a time comes for you to
stand slone for what is right, remember it.

“ Atthe time [ enlisted in the army, 35 years ago,
most of my comrades were young fellows who, like me,
were eager to be sent to the front and learn what real
war meant. But instead of this our company, with
others, was ordered away from the main body of troops,
to occupy and hold a little wooded valley, which it was
thonght the Confederates would try to capture. Days
passed, and weeks, birt no attack was made ; no sign of a
Confederate appeared. Nothing more exciting came to
us than our everu]u\ military drill and target practice.
1t was a tedious time, and our men beyan to think they
were never to know what fighting meant. One of our
boys was a little fellow from 1llinois ; just a sehioolboy
he was, who had enlisted when only sixteen.

“Only four years older than I am pow.” remarked
Fred.

“There were others as young, but he was a pink-
cheeked, curly-headed lad, so small and girlish-looking,
that we all petted him and poked fun at him and called
all sorts of unsoldiery nickuvames: Sissy and Shorty,
Dolly and so on.”

** Didn't it make him mad ?*” inyuired Fred.

Uncle Cloyde, shaking his head, went on with his
story. ¢

** It was just after daybreak one fresh June morning,
and whjle our boys were joking and grumbling over their
hardtgck and coffee and the prospect of another dull day,
that suddenly the blue sky oOver our heads was blotted
out with rushing clouds of smoke, and from the hilltop
came the flashing and crashing of guns. Then, bursting
through the smoky clouds, shouting and yelling as they
came, down the hillside swarmed the Confederate
soldiers.

‘* A deep stream flowed through the u]!m, and from
behind the trees and brush that lined its 6pposite bank,
the Confederates fired again upon us. It was all so
sudden, so utterly unexpected, that at the first sounds of
attack our men stared, startled, into one another’s faces ;
then, us bullets whizzed around us, and some of our poor
fellows dropped bleeding, every feeling, but terror and &
sense of our danger, left us, and like animals frantic with
fear we ran for our lives. Through the woods we rushed,
dropping down behind stumps- and bushes, as we sough
shelter from the Confederate bullets. My own legs were
carrying me towaid a great'tree that seemed to offer an
escape when, all asonce, I dropped helpless. A bullet
had caught me on the back of my head, plowed a farrow
M my scalp and glanced off without sinking itto” the

o lt must have stunned me for a few seconds; butia
moment later I hieard the firing of a third volley from
the far side of the creek—though it mmed fﬂghtfuﬂy
nesr then—aud the shouting of the C
rushed through the brush mufhinx!w plage..to cross,

tes as they,
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for the stream was deep, and its bottom soft and treach-
erous. Three times they had fifed and nol & gun from
our side had answered them.

“ As | stared about me, dazed and helpless, suddenly
close beside me rang out a sound that shocked and thrill-
ed me, the sound of one—just one- Uvion musket, Then
again 1 heard it ; a courngeous, daring sound it was, and,
raising my bead to see what it might mesn, I looked
upon the most splendid deed of courage my eyes have
ever witnessed

“What I saw was our soldier boy —-the little fellow we
liad laughed at because hie wasso like a girl—with his
pink cheeks and yellow curls, bul eyes that blazed.
There he stood alone, his back ageinst a tree, and bis
fearless face toward the Confederates, steadily loading
and firing, loading and firing his one solitery musket.
As his single repeated shot told the Confederntes, that
just one Union soldier stood to defend the little valley,
they raised a wild yell, and scores of muskets sent their
bullets pelting about the litile hero,

“ Well, it takes a long time to tell it, though it all
happened in five minutes. Our boys, crouching i their
hiding places, were peering cautiously out to learn the
meaning of the sound they heard. The sight of that
boyish figure, facing death alone, in all that din and
danger, was irresistible, The spirit of courage, that had
been paralyzed by sudden terror, leaped to life ina bhun-
dred hearts, and every man of us was the soldier again.

“ He had raised his gun to fire once more, and. this
time as its shot rang out a hundred echoing shots follow -
ed it, and from a hundred throats a ringing shout went
up. Cheering and cheering again, our boys in blue burst
from their hiding places and gathered about him where
he stood ; and the rout of five minutes ago, had become
a rally. - The safe crossing of the creek, which the Con-
federates had not discovered, our boys knew well.

““To theford ! to the ford!" they shouted ; and then
down to the water's edge they plunged, and into the
water, knee deep, waist deep, deéper still ; then across
and up the bank, band to hand, face to face, with the
Confederates. It was desperate, the fighting that follow-
ed, but the spirit of our little hero had set the hearts of
his comrades on fire, and they fought now with a courage
like his ; & courage that could meet death, but would
never give up.

** And so, when it was over, and we crossed the creek
10 our gamp again the valley was still ours. I tell you
we hnrrahed over our victory, but the most of all we
cheered for our soldier boy, who was as modest as he had
been brave. Every manof us knew and owned that it
was.the steadfastness of this one lad, that had saved us
that day from defeat and disgraceful loss.”

Uncle Cloyde had finished, and -Fred rolled thought-
fully on the grass for a few moments.  Then he said :

** I never thought that just one soldier’s courage could
connt for so much. 1'll remember that story, uncle.”

! Yes, one soldier's conrage does count, my boy, for
courage is catching. Courageis catching. Never forget
this. You way never need to show the sort of courage
that, in a time of unexpected attack, will keep you facing
bullets alone, but there will come to you atime of sudden
temptation, when the cause of right will need a moral
courage, that will hold you steadfast to duty when others
forsake it, When this comes, remember my story atid
my soldier boy, and stand alone, if need be, for what is
right. And be sure that as our little hero’s brave 'stand
brought his comrades back to duty and victory, so yours
will surely win for truth and right.”’—The Advance. «
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Ruth Bradford’s Dress.

BY EUGENIA ELDRIDGE,

I like to look at the portrait paintings of my ancestors
that hang upon the walls of the dim parlor iu the man-
sion house where 1 was born, but nose interests me
more than that of Ruth Bradford, stiff and stately in stiff
brocade, pearl brooch, and fine laces.

But Ruth was a little girl once, with light step. .ard
buoyant heart, skipping gaily through meadows and
pasture fields. Her home was in the Old Colony: of
Pilgrim fame, nearly a hundred miles from Boston Town,
She was thorough Mayflower stock. Her line could be
distinctly traced from William Bradford, govermor of
Plymouth, and the old names that sigoed the civil polity
compact in the Mayflower's cabin, White, Alden, Hop-
kins, Carver, were all about her, neighbors singe the
settlement hegan.

In the far-away year 1756, Ruth was. born, when the
French and Indian wars ravaged this section of country,
and the little girl early learned to dread and: fear ihe
name Indian. Her father seldom left home without
fortifying his honse against an attack. . But daysof pesce
drew, on.  Their settlement was spased, The Jndian.
tribes retreated to the depths of the forest, or grew
friendly, and many and many, were the fiseside tales and ,
folk-lore ; storigs concerping. them famijliax . fo. Ruth's
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childhood, remembered by her to old age and told to
children’s children's children.

1 seldom 100k at ber’portrait without thinking of the
fund of stories and experiences she could relate, not only
of the Indians, but the plain and frugal life of her
eurly yéars, customs of the last century, and her clear
and vivid tecollections of the ** Dark Day,” in 1780, when

H were ed and the people wended their
way thlther, lanterns in hand to light the path, and her
father who was deacon ‘of the church, prayed that God,
who'spared the wicked people of Nineveh when they
repented, would send them his light agsin. But I think
we etijoyed, as much as anything she ever told us, the
story of her first-visit to Boston, - *

It was a great event in Ruth’s life, Her Father's eld
est brother lived there, and she had the promise of
accompanying her father on one of his visits. She was
dixteen years old when she went, and it was almost as
great an event to her brothers and sisters as (o hersélf
for'it was sarely that a boy or girl at the age of sixteen
from that remote township visited the great metropolis
of the Bay Colony. But Ruth was golog

It was a falr October morning when she wounted (he
strong farm borse, behind her fatirer, ou & stout plilion
This pillion was & homemade sflair, somewhat erude
bt the cushion was soft, and there was a little platform
upon which she could rest her feet. There were fow
carriages among country folk. The ox-cart served, but
homeback riding whs almost aniversal So to Beston
Ruth weat, stopping for food and lodging st the various
taverns along the turnpike

Ruth's father was not sure how many nights they
would need to be upon the journey. Of course it would
depend upon the roads and the ' holding-out ' of the
horse, for he whs not so young as he was odce.  Hut in
due time they halted in front of & gueer Nttle bouse on
Milk street, and Ruth was in Boston, and she passed o
whole week in the fair town.

She saw the magnificent new Town House, built in
1748, and for many years the ** Old State House "’ of the
peesent.aristocratic city, and the Province House, where
the state gentry met for balls and gay dress parties. To
the eyes of this daughier of the Pilgrim», such scenes
were new and strange indeed, but the crowning point of
Ruth's visit was neitber fin: buildings nor gentry, and
yet it proved the girl-nature strong within her, and that
a love of finery was slumberiug in her heart. She was
taken to the Tremont street shop and given a silk dress,
plain silk, to'be stre, Buit u real silk dress! Think of it !
Was ever a girl 80 proud and happy before ?

Her father looked grave at such ‘' doings,” but Ruth
latghied softly as she folded the silk in a flat parcel and
tied it'to the pillion, thinking all the while how fine she
would look” (vain Tittle Ruth), and they started for home.
Never once did her fatlier allude to the dress. Never
otice, it seetied to Rath, did she cease to think of it.

Arrived Home, to Ruth’s dismay the new silk was
placed by her mother in the cedar chest. That meant to
stay, for Ruth well knew that what went into the cedar
chiest seldom came out except in time of housecleaning
Poor, poor Ruth ! Life to her seemed bitter! Would
that she had never gone to Boston !

To reconcile her, she was told the story of her father's
great annt, who lived in the latter part of the preceding
century. When & young maiden, she had a silk dress,
anid wore it too,—a piece of finery like a silk dress
défying the 'laws of the Colony and imperiling her
iminiortal soul, for there were laws on dress and against
wearing goiﬂ and silver and silks by men and women of
miean education and low rank, and this maid was prose
cuted, disgracing ‘the whole family. Should not such an
experience be a warning to Ruth ?

In vaih'did she' ‘pledd ; a hiindred years had passed,
but the Boston silk remained in the cedar chest.

But there cime a 'day, years after, when the great chest
was opened and the silk was brought forth, and no men-
tion made of Old Qolony laws | when Ruth stood arrayed
in soft shining folds, with a string of gold “beads around
her neck, and & cap of soft, ‘filmy lace upon her head
1t was her wedding day.

After that there' were many silks, including the stiff

h;rpd& helrom-i + and, f h
I m.lh i:‘:dﬂ "'“mw bero\::'rfné

appatel,’ ears bron weallhi to
her home, bat mmu the n her journey
Boston silk; she would ldd k the orna-

tiof-e and quiet " de-n. and the
mwnd %"m care for i ." But this was

‘she pie an old, old woman, for she lived to a
‘age.—Christian Work.
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