feoblo for work or flight—on thoese plantations, and the walls we
stumblod vpen, all belonged to this olass. Thoy could not run
north for freedom, noithor could they fight under tho Stars and
Strlpv s, 30 they clung to tho only homo thoy had known for imany
years, woudering what would bo the noxt change for them.

A motley sight thoy proscnted as thoy camoe out to lock at vur
non.  Most of them woro old, beat and toothlose, while clinging
0 tho older onos skirts, woro a fow little childeen, who were
doubitloes orphians.  They wero living on tho produco of tho fiolds
and gardons , when that was done, thoy would probably starve,
unless the ofliciale atlached to tho Froodman's Bureau looked
aftet thewmn. Thero wore thousanda of slaves in a similar condition
aftor tho war ; aud nothing but tho charity and pity of the North
saved then ** alive in famine.”

I had somo army biscuita with.ine, \Wo knew how neccesary it
was to take rations with us into theso now tarving solitudes. In
many places tho eatatos grew litile but cotton or coffee or tobacoo,
and what cattlo or vegotablos might havo Loen thero had boen
requisitioned by thesoldiery of ano sido or the othor.  We gencrally
took sumo fcod and rostoratives with us whenever we occupled
thoso Jdoscrtod plantations, for it additlon to supportiog ourselvoes,
wo often had to rcvive nnd tend nogroes {alnting from want or
wounds,

I strayed into one hut, whilo my men wore {fcoding tho motley
group we first met, and thero 1 saw a sight which made me curse
slavery.  An old negreas scemed to bo in the last agonies of doath,
aud a young negro woman, apparently about eighteen or twenty,
knelt over her, weopiog.

** \What is tho matter?™ was my first hasty questioh. **Is the
poor old woman dylog?"

*¢ Yes, sar,” rephod the girl ; ¢ dis niggar iny mother. She hab
been i1l berry long time, uu’ olo massa said ahe only fit for dogs.
But ho gib ino liberty 10 uurso her, and soon after dat ho went of.”

* Aud how do you live now?” I quericd,

# Wo git hardiy anything to cat, massa, now, because soldiers
hab all do porkers and corn. Just a fow sweot potatocs, an' do
like o’ dat.”

** But how do you manage for your mother?”

‘¢ She not need much, masas, now. A little coffee or sich-like,
is all sho can take now,"”

A look at the invalid confiined my first ides that the poor old
woman would ot last much longer.

1 put a little brandy and water to her lips, but life had obbed
too far, almost, to be responnive to any atimulant., Just theo, how-,
wver, Nigger Jack, who followed mo liko a faithful spanicl, came ta
quictly, unobacrved by either of us, and tho first intimation I had
of lus prescuce, wan o wild howl, in which sorrow, surpriso, and
joy wero all strangely mingled. I turnod in astonishinent, thinkiog
that nigger Jack had gone out of his scnses.

The next thing 1 knew was that Jack was bonding over tho pilo
of cotton.-wasto on which lay the dying nogross, and calling her by
overy endoating name.  ** His Polly !° \Why, tho man must have
recognized her !

So he had ; for aho was his long-lost wife, aud tho younger
woman was his youngest daughter, who had become united to her
mother again by a straogo jumblo of circumstances, such as fre-
sjuently happencd among the ups and downs of plantation life,
Death, d¢' e, bankruptey and gambling, often resulted in cither
teparating slavo {amilics, or in unexpectodly Lringiug scattered
wmembars together,

I shall never forgot that scene.  Jack and Polly rocognized each
other, anid the dying woman oponed ker oyes, and responded with
them tu tho endearing words aud entreatios of her loug.loat hus.
band. Rit by bit the whols history, of whizh I have given a bare
vuthine, came out, and poor old Polly, with tho death damip on her
brows, liatencd as in & dream to his protostations and thanksgzivings,
Fach bad belicved the other to Lo dead, and had grown rotigned to
the thuusht, luoking forward with confideut faith to the timo when
they shuuld be reunited in that bright world above, which was the
real ** Prumised Land * of alaves who wero condemnod on earth to
hopeleas thrallom. Jdack and Polly had always been of that
number.

But the strength of their lovo was mnanifest at this last oxtromity.
Toor old Jack knelt beaido his dying wife, keepiog fast hold of her
dark, limp haod uotil sho passed away. Then, just before night.
{all, he dug a grave for her, and, assisted ly his daughtor, lald his
wifc's remaine away, until tho rcaurrection morn. I took my atand
st tho head of the grave, attended by my servant, and read tho
sorvice for tho dead, amid the poor old fellow's 20bs and tho
daughtor’s exclamations. Then Jack and his daughter filled up the
grave, aud old Polly was left to sleep in psaco beaeath the shadow
of the magnolia prove. This was snother result of oue * peculiar
walitution ¥ You cannot wonder that 1 was beginning to got
imote and iote vk of it, or that daily 1 wae learniug to dctost it,
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with all the streugth of which my naturc waa capable.

The tide of war rolled on, and we liad to bo on the move sleo,
Wo left Niggor Jack's daughter some supplies, promising to recom.
mend all of tham to tho care o, tho Freodinan's Rellef Assooiation,
whilo I deoldod in my own mind to plase old Jack insomo little hut
near my own home, if ever I livod to aco it, and emnploy him on our
own premiscs. It would thon bo oasy to get his daughter to come
to roside with him, and do sco tho last of hor father. She was
intolligent for hor class, and undertook to communicate with e
when auy chauges took place. In this way wa cngaged to keop up
cotnmunications with cach other,

Thus I planned for the happiness of two lowly souls, It would
havo beon hotter, could 1 havo forescon tho end, to have insisted on
Nigger Jack's remaining with Dinah, I tried to porsuade him, but
the old fellow would not loavo me, It scomed as if ho folt that he
must wait upon mo, and holp to take caro of me. After tho war’
was ovor, he promised to sottle down whan and whore 1 liked.
Diuah too foll in with this schomo, so what could I say?

Qur next oncampment was in Lawreaceville, Virgicls, whore wo
turned the desorted court-house into barracks. Tho struggle grew
fiercor and still moro fiorce, Joff Davis and bis Confedorato hordes
eaw that it was a matter of life and death—s0 did wo ; and, knowing
thls, you cau woll imagino how wo fought. Awmerican blcod was
“riled,” aud wo all proved oursclves anything but cowards.
Besido, we were gotting tired of tho fray, and wanted to sco it
ovor,

Ono night, wheo everybody but tho sentry was fast aslesp, a
tiro broko out, Not oao fire, but many ; for tho old court-house
scemed to dart forth the flames simultanconsly from cnd to end.
It must havo boea tho work of Confedorate sympathisers; for no
firo which had an acideuntal origin could have burat with such fury
and from so many soinu. 1 was sound aslcop at the oxtreme end
of tho buildiug, aund, beiug far away from all tho din, and very
{atigued, slopt on, never droaming of my dauger.

And nobody clse dreamt of it, eave Nigger Jack, who had been
aocominodated somewhero in tho basement, and whoso firat wakiog
thoughts woro of me. My own sorvant had fled from the flamcs
half drossed, and, amid tho hubbub, the frantic howls of the Coan.
fcdorato sympathisers, and tho no less frantic offorts of our own
men, scomed quite to have lost his scnsca. He told all that
happened afterwards. .

Nigger Jack camo up to him, and asked forme, He roplied that
ho supposed 1 was out safe; that 1 had been sleeping in the far end
of tho buildiog ; and, although ho hoped I was safe, yot ho had to
acknowlcdgo that ho had not scen anything of me.

‘* Docs you tink Mawsn Armstrong still slecping in dat end 2
Nigger Jack domanded, pointing to the part of the building in
which he kuow I was quartered.

*Of ocourso not,” roplied my msn. *The Lieutsnant has
cleared out of there before thia timo; if he hasn't, there's precious
small chance for him.”

Bystandera averred that Nigger Jack’s dusky visage grow per.
cof)tibly a shade palor, and, without a moment’s hesitation he said,
** Den I go W look for him. My lifo not much good widout him,
snyway."”

** You go to look for him? Why, youmust bo mad! You stop
whoro you aro, or you'll perish.”

But Niggor Jack had vanished with the words, and those who
s‘aw him dopart held their breath, as thoy felt ho went to certain
death.

1 must havo been scnscless at the time Nigger Jack found me
All 1 knew was that somebody or something had got hold of me,
draggiog mo along. Thon tho noxt I knew was that 1 was in the
midst of a crowd, on tho ground outsido, and that somebody was
giviog mo something to bring me round. .

But Nigger Jack had mot with injurics which finished up his
littlo strength.  He had Snt on a sort of supcrhuman cnergy on m
bohalf, and had sucoccded in attracting help, so that 1 was aaved,
comparatively unhurt, from the burning pile, just at the moment
that ho himself foll into a hoap of Llazing woodwork. MHe, too,
l\,vu draggod out as quick as could be, but ho had received terrible

urns.

There burns were tho poor old negro's sentence of death. He
only lingered a day or two; and I dragged mysclf to his side, weak
and hurt as I was, determinoed to sce the last of him. Could I do
less when, bad 1t not been for him, my body would have thea
burnt to a cinder?

** Massn Armstrong, nsbber mind me,” said he, as I Lent over
bim, cadeavouring to assuago his pain. ** Nebber mind poor old
Jack ! It could’t hab been much longer anyhow, yo know, for I'se
a poor old feller now-—not much good to anybody. Aand Polly is
gone up yonder fast—aforo mo; but I'so going to jine her. But,
masss, I'sc glad I could do somethin’ tor you afore I died.”

* You've saved my lifo, Jack,” I said. * You are dying in my
nlace—dying for mo, that’s what it is.” Pcrhaps I was weak, any-
how my toarsrained down over tho poor old fellow's bandaged hands
as I spoke, and 1 am not ashamed to own it.

** [t's no hardship to me, licuteaant, but a real joy to die for
you,” repliod my {aithful delivorer, **'cause you saved me! " and
almoat diroctly ho was ‘‘in tho land of tho leal,” with his Polly,
and with tho Saviour who had g0 lang cheered and strengthened
his heart.

We buried hitn in one corner of the cemetery, for nobody dared
say nay, now that tho power of Lincoln's arms was boing asserted ;
acd 1 ecrected a rudo cross over his grave, giviag just his initials
and the datc of his death, After that I arranged with the Freed-
man’s Rolief Association on bebalf of tho daughter, Dinab, who
oventually became a respectablo servant, and sonn married one of
her owa dusky raco
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