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The Cavalier

SHE WANTED TO LAUGH

Our camp was in the heart of Copiah CountyM ss.ss,pp, a mile or so west of Gallatin and aU-TsUmiles east of that once robber-haunted road, the nZ
hid' r"- ^r''"''

''"^'"'^' -^ -«. - deLhedbody of m.xed Louisiana and Mississippi cavalry get^r^our breath again after two weeks' hard figh^^lof

Shitl '*'• "' ""^ '='' ''' ^ '"'' -" '^''-

fortvV°''°"r'''
'^^""''' ''"y ^"^ « Ja-^kson, about

wa?in tr?11°
"°"''"'""*^' ''^'^^^"^'^ Vicksburgwas m the Northwest, a trifle farther away Natchez

far in the south was our heartbroken New Orleans

was a rumor that we were to get new clothing. Any-how we had rags with honor, and a right to make asmuch noise as we chose.
It was being made. The air was in anguish with the

chnoftree-fdlingand log-chopping, of stampiTne^^^^^ng, braymg. whooping, guffawing, and sin^g-Sl



The Cavalier
the daybreak charivari beloved of a camp of Confed-
erate cntter companie.." I„ the midst of it a chumand I Mt dose together on a log near the mess fire, and
as the other boys of the mess lifted their heads from
their saddle-tree pillows, from two of them at once came
a sow, disdamful acceptance of the final lot of thewicked made unsolicited on discovering that this chum
and I had sat there talking together all night. I had

ZJl'Z . r ^"" "''"*"''' '"'° ''"'"» ">y»«W be
detailed to be a quartermaster's clerk, and this com-

TrJtn tIT "T7° '""««'* ""«"*' "« °"« blanket
agam. The thought forbade slumber

I Zn f°
*° ''"'''''1^ ""''"" y°" •'""^ how I dream.

I shall have one of those dr.ams of mine to carry
around m my memory for a year, like a bullet in my
back. So there the dear fellow had sat all night to
give me my hourly powders of reassurance that I couldbe a quartermaster's clerk without shame

the leader of Ferry's scouts has filled just before you "
But my unsoldierly motive for going to headquarters

kept my misgivings alive. I was hungry for the gen-
tihties of camp; to be where Shakespeare was part of
the baggage, where Pope was quoted, where Coleridge
and Byron and Poe were recited, Macaulay criticized,
and Les Mis^rables "-Madame Le Vert's Mobile
trano.at,on-lent round ; and where men, when they did
steal, stole portable volumes, not currycombs. NedFerry had been Major Harper's clerk, but had manaeed
in several instances to display such fitness to lead that
General Austin had lately named him for promotion,

2



She Wanted to Laugh
and the quartermaster's clerk was now Lieutenant
F«ry, raised from the ranks for gallantry, and followed
ubiquitously by a chosen sixty or so drawn from the
whole brigade. Could the like occur again ? And could
it occur to a chap who could not comprehend how it

had ever occurred at all?

By and by we breakfasted. After which, my precious
horse not having finished his corn, I spread my b'anket
and let myself doze, but was soon awakened by the
shouts of my companions laughing at me for laughing
so piteously in my sleep.

" Would I not tell my dream, as nice young men in
the Bible always did?

"

"No, I would not!" But I had to yield. My dream
was that our General had told me a fable. It was of
a young rat, which seeing a cockerel, whose tail was
scarcely longer than his own, leap down into a barrel,
gather some stray grains of com and fly out again,'
was tempted to follow his example, but having got in
could only stay there. The boys furnished the moral;'
it was not complimentary.

" Well, good-bye, fellows."
" Good-bye, Smith." I have never liked my last

name, but at that moment the boys contrived to put a
kindness of tone into it which made it almost pleasing.
" Good-bye, Smith, remember your failings."

Remember! I had yet to make their discovery. But
I was on the eve of making it.

As I passed up the road through the midst of our
nearly tentless camp I met a leather-curtained spring-
wagon to which were attached a pair of little striped-

3



The Cavalier

legged mules driven by an old negro. Behind him,
among the curtains, sat a lady and her black maid. The
mistress was of strikingly graceful figure, in a most
tasteful gown and broad Leghorn hat. Her small
hands were daintily gloved. The mules stopped, and
through her light veil I saw that she was handsome.
Her eyes, full of thought, were blue, and yet were so
spirited they might as well have been black, as her hair
was. She, or fate for her, had crowded thirty years of
life into twenty-five of time.

For many a day I had not seen such charms of fem-
inine attire, and yet I was not charmed. Every item
of her fragrant drapery was from the worid's open
market, hence flagrantly un-Confederate, unpatriotic,
reprehensible. Otherwise it might not have seemed to
me that her thin nostrils had got their passionateness
lately.

" Are you not a Wew Orleans boy? " she asked as I
lifted my kipi and drew rein.

Boy! humph! I frowned, made myself long, and
confessed I had the honor to be from that city. Where-
upon she let her long-lashed eyes take on as ravishing
a covetousness as though I had been a pretty baby.

" I knew it I " she said delightedly. " But tell me,
honor bright,"— she sparkled with amusement—
" you're not rcgulariy enlisted, are you? "

I clenched my teeth. " I am nineteen, madam."
Her eyes danced, her brows arched. " Haven't you

got "—she hid her smile with an embroidered handker-
chief—" haven't you got your second figure upside
down?"



she Wanted to Laugh

I glared, but with one look of hurt sisterliness sb '>

mehed me. Then, pensive just long enough to *k_ ,

" I was nineteen once," she shot me a sidelong glance

so roguish that I was dumb with indignation and tried

to find my mustache, forgetting I had shaved it off to

stimulate it. She smiled in sweet propitiation and then

came gravely to business. " Have you come from be-

yond the pickets?
"

" No, madam."
" Have you met any officer riding toward them? "

I had not, Her driver gathered the reins and I drew
back.

" Good-bye, New Orleans so\dier-boy," she said,

gaily, and as I raised my cap she gave herself a fetch-

ing air and added, " I'll wager I know your name."
" Madam,"—my cap went higher, my head lower^

" I never bet."

I could not divine what there was ridiculous about

me, except a certain damage to my dress, of which she

could not possibly be aware as long as I remained in

the saddle. Yet plainly she wanted to laugh. I made
it as plain that I did not.

" Good-d<iy, sir," she said, with forced severity, but

as I smiled apologetically and moved my rein, she

broke down under new temptation and, as the wagon
moved away, twittered after me unseen,

—

" Good-bye,

Mr. Smith."



The Cavalier

II

UBUTBNANT PnRY

I PASSED on. flattered but scandalized, waitine no
gueMei on how ihe knew me-if .he reaUy knew me
•t ail-but taking: my revengre by moralizing on her
to myself, as a sign of the times, until brigade head-
quarter, were in full view, a few rods off the road-
four or fiv« good, white wall-tents in a g^en bit of old
field backed by a thicket of young pines.
Midway of this space I met Scott Gholson, clerk to

the Adjutant-general. It was Gholson who had first
spoken of me for this detail. He was an East .^uisian-
lan, of Tangipahoa; aged maybe twenty-six, but in
effect older, having from birth eaten only ill-cooked
food, and looking it; profoundly unconscious of any
shortcoming m his education, which he had got from a
small church-pecked colleer of the pelican sort that
fe«l It raw from their own bosoms. One of his smallest
deficiencies was that he had never seen as much ait as
there is in one handsome dinner-plate. Now, here he
was, riding forth to learn for himself, privately, he said,
why I did not appear. Yet he halted without turnino-
and seemed to wish he had not found me.
"Did you"—he began, and stopped; 'did you

notice a "—he stopped again.
" What, a leather-curtained spring-wagon ?

"

"No-ol" he said, as if nobody but a gaping idiot
would expect anybody not a gaping idiot to notice a
leatl'er-curtained spring-wagon. "No-ol did you

6



Lieutenant Ferry

notice the brown hone that man was riding who jutt

now passed you as you turned off the rond?
"

No, I barely remembered the rider had generously
moved aside to let me go by. In pure sourness at the
poverty of my dress and the perfection of his, I had
avoided looking at him higher than his hundred-dollar
boots. My feet were in uncolored cowhide, except the
toes.

" He noticed you," said Gholson; " he looked back
at you and your bay. Wouldn't you like to turn back
and see lis horse?

"

" Why, hardly, if I'm behindhand now. Is it so fine

as that?
"

" Well, no. It's the horsc he captured the time he
got the Yankee who had him prisoner."

"Who?" I cried. "WhatI You don't mean to
say—was that Lieutenant Ferry?"

" Yes, so called. He wa'n't a lieutenant then, he was
a clerk, like you or me."

" Oh. I wish I had noticed him I

"

" We can see him yet if you "

" Do you want to see him? " ! gathered my horse.
" Mel—No, sir. But you spoke as if

"

I ihook my head and we moved toward the tents.
This was worse than the dream ; the rat had not seen
the cockerel, but the cockerel had observed the rat-
dropping into the barrel: the cockerel, yes, and not
the cockerel alone, for I saw that Gholson was associat-
ing him with her of the curtained wagon. By now they
were side and side. I asked if Ferry came often to
headquarters.

7



The Cavalier

" Yes, quite as often as he's any business to."
" Ah, ha! " thought I, and presently said I had heard

he was a great favorite.

" Well,—yes,—he—he is,—with some."
"Don't you like him?"
"Who, me? Oh!—I—I admire Ned Ferry—for a

number of things. He's more foolhardy than brave;
he's confessed as much to me. Women call him hand-
some. He sings; beautifully, I suppose; I can't sing a
note; and wouldn't if I could. Still, if he only wouldn't
sing drinking-Aongs—but. Smith, I think that to sing
drinking-songs—and all the more to sing them as well

as some folks think he does—is to advocate drinking,
and to advocate drinking is next door to excusing
drunkenness!

"

" Then Ned Ferry doesn't drink? "

Indeed he does! I don't like to say it, and I don't
say he drinks ' too much ', as they call it ; but. Smith, he
drinks with men who do! Oh, /admire him; only I do
wish "

"Wish what?"
" Oh, I—I wish he wouldn't play cards. Smith, I've

seen him play cards with the shells bursting over us!

"

For my part I privately wished this saint wouldn't
rub my uninteresting si'.mame into me every time he
spoke. As we dismounted near the tents I leaned
against my saddle and asked further concerning the
object of his loving anxiety. Was Ned Ferry gener-
ous, pleasant, frank?

"Why, in outward manner, yes; but, Smith, he was
raised to be a Catholic priest. I could a heap-sight

8



Lieutenant Ferry

i« «» ,H„B, , ™mJ„~, »; ^"•"•t lor

^Jsfwiz'^r "" • ""-^ '» •

Oh, h.. .1..,. ,„„„ ,„ i,. j„, j,.,_j,,/«
_!

9



The Cavalier

Voltaire! Oh, yes. Voltaire, George Sand, all tho«
men. He questions the Bible, Smith. Not to mi
though; hah, he knows better! Smith, I can discuss
religion and not get mad, with any one who don't ques-
tion the Bible; but if he does that, I just tell you I
wouldnt risk my soul in such a discussion! Would
you ?

"

I could hardly say, and we moved pensively toward
Major Harper's tent. Evidently the main poison was
still m Gholson s ^tomach, and when I glanced at him
he asked, ' What d'you reckon brought Ned Ferrv
here just at this time?

"

I made no reply. He looked momentous, lean, d tome sidewise with a hand horizontally across his mouth
and whispered a name. It was new to me. "Charlie
Toliver?" I murmured, for we were at the tent door

The war -correspondent," whispered Gholson;
dont you know?" But the flap of the tent lifted

and I could not reply.

in

SHE

Major Harper was the most capable officer on the
brigade staff. I had never met a man of such force
and dignity who was so modestly affable. His new
c erk dined with him that first day, at noon in his tent
alone. Hot biscuits! with butter! and rock salt. Fried
bacon also—somewhat vivacious, but stii; bacon When
the tent began to fill with the smoke of his meerschaum
pipe, and while his black boy cleared the table for us

10



She
to resume writing, we talked of books. Here was joyl

Fe^:"Tetr'""^'- "
^°"''-'= '^''^-"' '-- Ned

"Has he a tasu for fiction?" I asked, with a de-
preciative smirk.

"Yes, a beautiful story is a thing Ned Ferry loveswith a positive passion."

"I suppose we might call him a romanticist," said Imight we not?"
~m x,

The patient gentleman smiled again as he said, " Oh—Lrholson can attend to that."

aft!r°n°n'^

"P "y pen, and until twilight we spoke there-
after only of abstracts and requisitions. But then heled me on to tell him all about myself. I explainedwhy my first name was Richard and my second nLmeThorndyke, and dwelt especially on the enormous dTf!ferences between the Smiths from whom we were andthose from whom we were not descended
And then he told me about himself. He was a craduate of West Point, the only one on theSe ftaff^was a wdower, with a widowed brother, a maiden s ter

oLhTd^'; 'k'
\"'"^' =" "' °"^ N- o"

"'

.ans buf;..?' "^^'^^r'
''^*" ""'' Charleston-

ans, but the two men had married in New Orleanstwm sisters m a noted Creole family. The brother's'

.17 h:V
"" '1'' ^"""^^ ^--hUr tha^Erghsh the Major's elder daughter spoke English as per-

Se^l /'*",: ^"' *^ '^°""^^'-' "^f' " her au'nt-s
care from infancy, knew no French at all. I wondered

II



The Cavalier

if they were as handsome as their white-haired father
and when I asked their names I learned that the mece'
Wcile, was a year the junior of Estelle and as much
the senior of Camille; but of the days of the years of
the pilgrimage of any of the three " children " he gave
me no slightest hint; they might be seven years older,
or seven years younger, than his new clerk.
To show him how little I cared for any giri's age

whose father preferred not to mention it, I reverted
to his sister and brother. She was in New Orleans, he
said, with her nieces, but might at any moment be sent
mto the Confederacy, being one of General Butler's
"registered enemies." The brother was—

" Out here somewhere. No, not in the army ex-
actly; no, nor in the navy, but—I expect him in camp
to-night. If he comes you'll have to work when you
ought to be asleep. No, he is not in the secret service,
only in a secret service; running hospital supplies'
through the enemy's lines into ours."

I was thrilled. / was taken into the staflF's con-
fidence! Me, Smith! That Major Harper would tell
me part of a matter to conceal the rest of it did not
enter my dreams, good as I was at dreaming. The flat-
tery went to my brain, and presently, without the faint-
est preamble, I asked if there was any war-correspond-
ent at headquarters jusf now. There came a hostile
flash in his eyes, but instantly it passed, and with all
his happy mildness he replied, " No, nor any room for
one."

Just then entered an ordnance-sergeant, so sn-an in
his rags that the Major's aflFability seemed hardly a
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condescension He asked me to supper with his mess
-- of staff attatchays." he said, winking one eye and
hitching his mouth; at which the Major laughed with
kind disapprobation, and the jocose sergeant explained
as we went that that was only one of Scott Gholson's
mispronunciations the boys were trying to tease him
Out of.

T found the clerks' mess a bunch of bright good
feu... 3. Aft(

:
supper, stretched on the harsh turf under

the June stars, with everyone's head (save mine) in
some ones 1;,,,, we smoked, talked and sang. OnlyGho son was called away, by duty, and so failed to hear
the laborious jests got off at his expense. To me the
wits were disastrously kind. Never had I been made a
tenth so much of; I was even urged to sing " All quiet
along the Potomac to-night," and was courteously
praised when I had done so. But there is where af-
fliction overtook me; they debated its authorship. One
said a ceruin newspaper correspondent, naming him,
had proved it to be the work-I forget of whom Bu
I shall never forget what followed. Two or three chal-
lenged the literary preeminence of that correspondent
and from as many directions I was asked for my opin-
ion. Ah met Lying back against a pile of saddles withmy head in my hands, sodden with self-assurance, I re-
plied, magnanimously, " Oh, I don't set up for a critic

ch^rT^iirrP"
^°" "" """ ^ "^"^ - *"-

" Who-o ?
" It was not one who asked ; the whos

came like shrapnel; and when, not knowing what else
to do, I smiled at, one dying, there went up a wail of

»3



The Cavalier

mirth that froze my blood and then heated it to a fever

I^lT^ll^ ^r%\ '^^'^ '°"''' °^'' °"' '"'Other;
crying. Charhe Tohver 1- Charlie Toliverl-Oh
Lord Where's Scott Gholson [-Charlie Toliverl"-!
and leaped up and huddled down and moaned and
rolled and rose and looked for me.

th^M *""u^i''
^""""^ '"'" '"^'=""'' »"'' I was gone;

the Major had summoned me-his brother had come
I went c.rcu,tously and alone. As I started, some fellowwnthmg on the grass cried, " Charlie Tol-oh, this is

ithtlT "
w1";''=' "

^"' ' '"'^'' °' divination e^!
lightened me. While I went I burned with shame, rageand nervous exhaustion; the name Scott Gholson had
gasped m my ear was the name of her in the curtained

cS;,:"ouv:r'
''^ '^^ " ""''=''

' "^^ "-^^ °'

IV

THREE days' RATIONS

In the vocabulary of a prig, but in the wrath of afishwoman, I execrated Scott Gholson; his jealousies
h.sd.sclosures his religion, his mispronuncia/ions, and

fnH
^^^^"^7"''* '°'^'''^'- Here was I in the barrel,and able only to squeal in irate terror at whoever looked

d.v7 Zr; ^ '°"" ""''' "'^''<' ™der a log and

why there was laughter in there also, and in the be-wdderment and joy of one to whom comes reprie^when the rope is on his neck, I overheard Harry Helm,
14
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the General's nephew and aide-de-camp, who had been

with us, telling what a howling good joke Smith had
just got off on Gholson I

" We shall have to get Ned Ferry back here," the

Major was saying as I entered, " to make you boys

let Scott Gholson alone."

The young man laughed and turned to go. " Why
doesn't Ned Ferry make her let Gholson alone? He
can do it; he's got her round his finger 9S tight as she's

got Gholson round hers."

" Harry," replied the Major, from his table full of

documents, " don't you know that any man who's got

a woman wrapped rouud his finger has also got her

wrapped round his throat?
"

The aide-de-camp laughed like a rustic and vanished.
" Smith," said the Mi'jor, " your eyes are

—

"

" I've been awake for forty-eight hours. Major. But

—oh, I'm not sleepy."

"Well, go get some sleep.—No, go at once; you'll

be called when needed."

But I was not needed; while I slept, who should

come back and do my work in my stead but Ned Ferry.

When I awoke it was with a bound of alarm to see

clear day. The command was breaking camp. I

rushed out of the tent with canteen, soap and comb, and

ran into the arms of the mess-cook. We were alone.

" Oh, yass, seh," he laughed as he poured the water into

my hands, "th'ee days' rairtion. Seh? Lawd! dey

done drawed and cook' befo' de fus' streak o' light. But

you all right ; here yo' habbersack, full up. Oh, I done

fed yo' boss. Here yo' jacket an' cap; and here yo'
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saddle an- bridlc-<)h, you welcome; I de,. ,ryi„. ,» gi,«het of em so's I kin strak de tent."
As I mounted, our wagonmaster rode by me. busyas a sk.pper m a storm. " Oh. here I " he cried. wheeM

fc, n^"" "'Tr'' "' ""•^'^ " y°" can show up.He says never mmd the column, ride straight after himKeep this road to Hazlehurst and then % down he

As the rider wheeled away I blurted out with anxioui
loudness in the general hubbub. " Isn't his bro.he™
He flashed back a gUre of rebuke and then bellowedo heaven and earth " Oh. the devil and Tom V^EI don t keep run of sutlers and dtizensl " He took a

circuit standing i„ his stirrups and calling orders to hi"

Sv "'bL"d t" !;?
"";!•' "« '^'" "« -'«> vei

th?„ ; ?^ °"" "^ ^^' ''°°'' y°" know betterthan to shoot your mouth off like that? You'll findnobody with the Major but Ned Ferry, and I don'lsay yonll find him."
'

^Ijf-T^ !°.*''*= '°** A^^y ''own through thewoods .t was full of horsemen falling into line. WAthe nearest colonel was Lieutenant Helm, the aide-de-camp. I turned away from them toward Hazlehurstbut ooked back distrustfully. Yes, sure en^h Aewho e command was facing into column the otJeway My horse and I whiried and stood staring and

brigade headmg westward! He fretted, tramped.
l6
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neighed, and began hurriedly to paw through the globe
to head them off on the other side. He even threatene.I
to rear; but when I showed him I was ashamed of
that, he bore me proudly, and I sat him as proudly as
he bore me, for he made me more than half my friends
And now as the aide-de-camp wheeled about from the
receding column and came our way saluting cordially
we turned and trotted beside him jauntily. Our first
talk was of saddles, but very soon I asked where the
General was.

" Out on the Natchez Trace waiting for the com-
mand. I'm carrying orders to Fisher's battery, down
here by the cross-roads. Haven't you seen the Gen-
eral this morning? What! haven't seen him in his new
uniform? Whoop I he's a blaze of glory I Look here,
smith, I believe you know who brought it to him I"

'- How on earth should I know? "

' Oh, how innocent you always are I Look here I just
ten me this; was it the Major's brother brousht it or
was it Ned Ferry?"

" Suppose it wasn't either."

"I knew it! I knew it was her! Ah, you rogue, you
know It was herl

"

' s
.
^'uu

" Well, that might depend on who ' her ' is
" We

had reached the cross-roads and he was turning south
Look!" he said, and gave the glance and smile

Of the lady in the curtained wagon so perfectlv that I
cackled like a small boy. " Oh, you know that, do you

'

I dare you to say she didn't bring it!

"

"I give you my word I don't know!" called I as
the distance grew between us.

17
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" And I give you my word I don't caret " he crowed
back a« we galloped apart. His speech was two or
three words longer, but they are inappropriate at the
end of a chapter, and 1 expurgate.

EIGHTEEN, NINETEEN, TWENTY

On entering Hazlehurst I observed all about the rail-
way-station a su^rising amount of quartermaster's
stores. A large part were cases of boots and shoes.Uden with such goods, a train of shabby box-cars
stow! facing south, its beggarly wood-burner engine
sniffing and weeping, while the cork-legged conductor
helped all hands wood up. Though homely, the pic-
ture was a stirring one. Up through the blue summer
morning came the sun, bringing to mind the words of
the dying Mirabeau, " If that is not God, at least it's
his first cousin."

Even in the character of the goods there was elo-
quence, and not a drollery in the scene, not even an
ughness, but was touched, was rife, with the woe of a
war whose burning walls were falling in on us. And
outward, too, upon others; a few up-ended cotton-
bales leaned against each other ragged and idle, while
women and babes starved for want of them in far-away
Lancaster.

One of the cars furthest from the engine had no
freight proper, only a number of trunks; and these
were nearly hidden by th-; widely criiolined flounces of
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Eighteen, Nineteen, Twenty
an elegant elderly lady who lat on the middle one.
And now she, too, wai hidden, and the wide doorway in

the side of the car more tnan filled, by the fashionable
gowns of three girls. On the ground below there stood
a lieutenant in a homemade gray uniform, and at his
back half a dozen big, slouching, barefoot boys squirt-
ed tobacco juice and gazed at the ladies. The officer
scanned me, spoke to the ladies, scanned me again, and
threw up an arm. "Ho—ol Come here! Hullo I

Come here—if you please."

If he had not said please he should have ho'd and
huUo'd in vain, but at that word I turned. Before I
had covered half the distance I read New Orleans!
my dear, dear old New Orleans! in every Une of those
ladies' draperies, and at twenty-five yards I saw one
noble family likeness in all four of their sweet faces.
Oh, but those three maidens were fair! and I could
name each by her name at a glance: Camille, C6dle,
Estelle

; eighteen, nineteen, twenty

!

There was a hush of attention among them as the
lieutenant and I saluted. His left hand was gone at the
wrist and the sleeve pinned back on itself. He asked
my name; I told him. In the car there was a stir of
deepening interest. I inquired if he was the post-
quartermaster here. He was.

"Ain't you Major Harper's quartermaster-ser-
geant?" he asked.

" I am his clerk." In the car a flash of joy and then
great decorum.

As he handed me a writing he glowed kindly. It
proved to be from Maj.; Harper; a requisition upon
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thw officer for thoes and clothing; not for a brigade
regiment or company, but for me alone, from hat to
•hoe». I tendered it back .ilently, and hw that he knew
lU purport already from the Major, and that the ladies
knew It from him. The good fellow looked quite happy
a moment, but then reddened as they joyfully crowded
the car s doorway to see me fitted I

" We can select out sev-l pair-" he began, but heard
a puerile titter and lost his nerve. " Now, you boys
that ain't got any business here, jest clair outI—Go! I
tell you. aw I'll-" The boys loitered off toward the
engine. " We can select out sev'l si-izes," he drawled
uncovering: a box, " and fit you eve' in my office. You'
am t so pow'ful long nor so pow'ful slim, but these-
yeh gov'ment contrac's they seldom ev' allow fo' any-
body so slim in the waist bein' so long in the, eh,—so
eh,—so long f'om thah down. But yet still, if you'll
jest light off yo' boss and come and look into this-yeh
box

—

'

Hmn.I yes! I wouldn't have got off my horse and
leaned over that box to save the Confederacy. "I
thank you. Lieutenant, but I can't stop. If you'll hand
me up a jacket and pair of shoes I'll sign for them and
go. I don't want a hat, but I reckon I'd as well in-
clude shoes, although really,—" I glanced down
brazenly at the stirrup-leathers that so snugly hid mv
naked toes.

As the quartermaster lifted out a pair of brogans as
broad as they were lonff, there came a cry of protesta-
tion from the freight-car group, that brought the entire
herd of rustics from the woodpile and the locomotive.
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Miu Harper roie behind her niccei. tall, slender, dark,
with keen black eyea a« kind at they were penetrat-
ing. " My boy I " the cried, " you cannot wear those
thingat

"

Camilte, the youngest, whispered to her, whereupon
she beckoned. " Oh [—oh, do come here !—Mr. Smith,
I am the sister of Major Harper. You're from New
Orleans? Does your mother live in Apollo Street?

"

"Yes, madam, between Melpomene and Terpsi-
chore."

"Richard Thorndyke Smith I My dear boy," she
cried, while the nieces gasped at each other with gest-
ures and looks all the way between Terpsichore and
Melpomene, and then the four cried in chorus, We
know your mother!

"

" We've got a letter for you from her! " exclaimed
Camille.

" And a suit of unie-/0Hw«/" called Cecile, with her
Creole accent.

" We smuggled it through! " chanted the trio, ready
to weep for virtuous joy. And then they clasped arms
like the graces, about their aunt, and let her speak.

" We all helped your mother make your uniform,"
she said. " In the short time we've known her we've
learned to love her deariy." With military bre she
told how they had unexpectedly got a pass and were
just out of New Orleans—" poor New Orleans! " put
in Estelle, the eldest, the pensive one; that they had
come up from Pontchatoula yesterday and last night,
and had thrown themselves on beds in the " hotel

"

yonder without venturing to disrobe, and so had let her
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brother pass within a few steps of them while they slept!
Telegraph? My dear boy, we came but ten miles an

hour, but we outran our despatch!" Now they had
telegraphed again, to Brookhaven. and thanks to the
pojit-quartermaster, were going down there at once on
this tram. While this was being told something else
was gomg on. The youngest niece, Camille, had put
herself entirely out of sight. Now she reappeared with
very rosy cheeks, saying, " Here's the letter."
My thanks were few and awkward, for there still

hung to the missive a basting thread, and it was aswarm as a nestling bird. I bent low—everybody was
emotional in those days—kissed the fragrant thing
thrust It mto my bosom, and blushed worse than Ca-
mille.

"Poor boy!" said the aunt. "It's the first line
you ve had for months. Your sweet mother wrote but
her letters were all intercepted, and the last time she
was v/arned that next time she'd be dealt with accord-
ing to military usage! I'm glad we could give you
this one at once. We can't give you the uniform, forwe—why, girls, what—why, what nonsense!"
Maybe I did not say vindictive things inside me just

then
!
The three nieces had turned open-mouthed upon

one another and sunk down upon their luggage with
averted faces.

" I say we can't give it to you now," Miss Harper
persisted, with a motherly smile; "we're wearing it
ourselves. We've had no time to take it oflf. I couldn't
get the boots off me last night. And even if you had
the boots, the other things—

"

" Aunt Martha! " moaned some one—
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" Well, in short," said the aunt, twinkling like her

brother, "we can't deliver the goods, and—" She
started as though some one had slapped her between
the shoulder-blades. It was the engine caused it,

whistling in the old, lawless way, putting a whoop, a
howl, a scream and a wail into one. The young ladies

quailed, the train jerked like several collisions, the bell
began tardily to clang, and my steed whirled, cleared
a packing case, whirled again, and stood facing the
train, his eyes blazing, his nostrils flapping, not half
so much frightened as insulted. The post-quarter-
master waved to the ladies and they to us. For a last

touch I lifted my cap high and backed my horse on
drooping haunches—you've seen Buffalo Bill do it—
and then, with a leap like a cricket's, and to a clapping
of maidens' hands that made me whooping drunk, we
stretched away, my horse and I, on a long smooth
gallop, for Brookhaven.

VI

A HANDSOME STRANGER

Certainly no cricket ever dropped blither music
from his legs than did my beautiful horse that glorious
morning as we clattered in perfect rhythm on the hard
clean road of the wide pine forest. Ah! the forest
is nQt there now ; the lumbermen

—

For an hour or so the world seemed to have taken
me for its center as smoothly as a sleeping top. Only
after a good seven miles did my meditations begin to
reveal any bitter in the sweet ; but it was in recalling
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for the twentieth time the last sight of Camille, that

loud?
'^^' ^ ^"°^ "°* '^'''*" '°^"y °'-

" Oh, hang the uniform !
"

The morning was almost sultry. As I halted in the
clear npples of a gravelly " branch " to let my horse
drmk, I heard no great way off the Harpers' train
shr>ekmg at cattle on the track, and looking up I no-
ticed just behind me an unfrequented by-road rarefullv
masked with brush, according to a new habit of the
citizens

. The next moment my horse threw up his
liead to hsten. Then I heard hoofs and voices, and
presently there came trotting through the oak hushes
and around the mask of brush two horsemen unusually
well mounted, clad and armed. Their very dark gray
uniforms were -.o trim and so nearly blue that my heart
came mto my throat; but then I noticed they carried
neither carbines nor sabres, but repeaters only, a brace
to each. They splashed lightly to either side of me
and the three horses drank together.

'

" Good-morning," wr said. One of the men was a
sergeant. He scanned my animal, and then me with a
dawning smile. "That's a fightin'-cock of a horse
you ve got, sonny."

" Yes, bub," I replied. The two ..,en laughed so ex-
plosively that my horse lifted his head austerely.

" Jim," said the younger, " I don't believe all the
conscripts we've caught these three days are worth the
powder they've cost!

"

" No," replied Sergeant Jim, " I doubt if the most of
em are.
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J[
turned to hin and drew down my under eyelid

Wi 1 you kindly tell me, sir, if you see any unnatural
discoloration in there?

"

He smiled. " No, but I can put some there if you
want It.

" Thank you, I couldn't let you take so much trouble—or risk."

__

The three of us pattered out of the stream abreast
No trouble," replied the sergeant, "it wouldn't take

naif a minute."

"No," I rejoined, " the first step would be the last
"

Ihe men laughed again. " You must a-been born
with all your teeth," said the private, as we quickened
to a trot. What makes you think we ain't after con-
scripts?

' Oh, if you were you wouldn't say so. You'd let on
to be looking for good crossings on Pearl River, so that
If Johnston should get chewed up we needn't be caught
here in a hole, Ferry's scouts and all."
The pair looked at -ach other behind my neck for

full ten seconds. Then the younger man leaned to his
horses mane in a silent laugh while Sergeant Jim
looked me over again and remarked that he would be
tiorn-swoggled

!

"I'm willing," r responded, and we all laughed.
The younger horseman asked my name. "Smith"
1 said, with dignity, and they laughed again, their laugh
growing louder when I would not smile.

"Well, say; maybe you'll tell us who this is we're
about to meet up with."

Through the shifting colonnades of pine, a hundred
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yards in front of us, came two horsemen in the same
blue-gray of the pair beside me. " Whoever he is," I

said, " that gray he's riding is his second best, or it's

borrowed," for his mount, though good, was no match
for him.

" Borrowed I " echoed the sergeant. " If he doesn't
own that mare no man does."

"Nor no woman?" I asked, and again across the
back of my neck my two companions gazed at each
other.

"By gannyl" exclaimed one, and— "You're a
coon," murmured the other, as the new-comers drew
near. The younger of these also was a private. Be-
hind his elbow was swung a Maynard rifle. Both car-
ried revolvers. The elder wore a long straight sword
whose weather-dimmed orange sash showed at the front
of a loose cut-away jacket. Under this garment was
a shirt of strong black silk, made from some lady's
gown and daintily corded with yellow. On the jacket's
upturned collar were the two gilt bars of a first lieu-

tenant, but the face above them shone with a combined
intelligence and purity that drew my whole attention.
A familiar friendship lighted every countenance but

mine as this second pair turned and rode with us, the
lieutenant in front on Sergeant Jim Longley's right, and
the two privates with me between them behind. For
some minutes the sergeant, in under-tone, made report
to his young superior. Then in a small clearing he
turned abruptly into a neighborhood road, and at his
word my two companions pricked after him westward.
I closed up beside the lieutenant ; he praised the weath-
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er, and soon our talk was fluent though broken a, w.moved sometimes at a trot and often faster In IZ

I mounted every pair of commissary scalesT came oThe play of his form as our smooth-gaited horsrsVed

stanch and supple grace. Alike below the saddl-^nHabove t he was as light as a leaf and alfirm as a lanceI had long yearned to own a pair of shoulder! I ?

.

square for beauty nor too sioJingtt^Th "a^ndthere they were, not mine, but his. No mat er the'slender mustache he sported he was welcome to i hadshaved oflP nearly as good a one; wished now I'hlSAs once or twice he lifted his kepi to the warm breezeI took new despair from the soft locks of darkest rh??nut thatjay on his head in manly order tdy nothto curl but waiving the privilege.
^

" Cock-a-doodle-doo," thought I • " if fi,„
the same hundred-dolla'r booS^ yesSaVirmg, at least they are their first cousinsP "^ ™'
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VII

A PLAGUE ON NAMES.'

Once more I measured my man. Celerity, valor,
endurance, they were his iridescent neck and tail

feathers. On a certain piece of road where we went
more sloivly I mentioned abruptly my clerkship under
Major Harper and watched for the efTcct, but there was
none. Did he know the Major? Oh, yes, and we fell

to piling item upon item in praise of the quartermaster's
virtues and good looks. Presently, with shrewdest in-

tent, I said the Major was fine enough to be the hero
of a novel! Did not my companion think so?

Yes, he thought so; but I believed the glow in his
tone was for novels. I extolled the romance of actual
life! I denounced that dullne» which fails to see the
poetry of daily experience, and goes wandering after
the mirages of fiction! And I was ready to fight him
if he liked. But he agreed with me most cordially.

" And yet," h'- began to add,

—

" Yet what? " I snapped out, with horse eyes.
" Doesn't a good story revive the poetry of our actual

lives ? " He wiped the rim of his cap with a handker-
chief of yellr ,v silk enriched at one comer with needle-
work.

" Um-hm
I
" I thought; " Charlotte Oliver, eh? " I

responded tartly that I had that very morning met four
ladies the poetry of whose actual, visible loveliness had
abundantly illustrated to me the needlessness and im-
pertinence of fiction! By the way, did he not think
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feminine beauty was always in its ripest perfection at
eighteen?

Well, he thought a girl might be prettiest at eighteen
and handsomest much later. And ajrain I said to my-
self "Charlotte Oliver! " But when I looked search-
mgly mto his eyes their manly sweetness so abashed me
that I dropped my glance and felt him looking at me
I remembered my fable and flinched. "Isn't yourname—" I cried, and choked, and when I would have
said Ferry, another word slipped out instead. He did
not hear it plainly:

" Cockerel, did you say?

"

A sweet color was I. "Yes, that's what I said;
Cockerel. Isn t your last name Cockerel? "

"No," he said, "my last name is Durand." He eave
It the French pronunciation.

"Mine is Smith," I said, and we gallopedA plague on namesi But I was not done with them
yet. We met other scouts coming out of the east who
also gave reports and went on westward, sometimes
through the trackless woods. At a broad cross-road
which spanned the whole State from the Alabama line
to the Mississippi River stood another sergeant with
three men, waiting. They were the last.

Again we galloped alone; and as our horses' hoofs
beat drummers' music out of the round tarth our dia-
logue drifted into confessions of our own most private
theories of conduct, character and creation. Now ttiit
this man s name was not-Cockerel, my heart opened
to him and we began to admit to each other the per-
plexities of this great, strange thing called Life. Espe-
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daily we confessed how every waking hour found us
jostled and torn between two opposite, unappeasable
tendencies of soul; one an upward yearning after
everything high and pure, the other a down-dragging
hunger for every base indulgence. I was warmed and
fed. Yet I was pained to find him so steeped in pre-
sumptuous error, so wayward of belief and unbelief.
The sweet ease with which he overturned and emptied
out some of my arguments gave me worse failure of the
diaphragm than a high swing ever did. Nevertheless
I responded; and he rejoined; and I rejoined again,
and presently he gave me the notion that he was suf-
fering some cruel moral strain.

VIII

ANOTHER CURTAINED WAGON

Upon whatever fundamental scheme we persever-
ingly concentrate our powers, upon whatever main road
of occupation we take life's journey,—art, politics, com-
merce, science,—if only we will take its upper fork as
often as the road divides, then will that road itself,

and not necessarily any cross-road, lead us to the no-
blest, truest plane of convictions, affections, aspirations.
Such a frame of mind may be quite without religiosity,

as unconscious as health; but the proof of its religious
reality will be that, as if it were a lighthouse light and
we its keeper, everybody else, or at any rate everybody
out on the deep, will see it plainer than we. Such is the
gist of what this young man was saying to me, when
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our speculations were brought to ..n end by our over-
taking a man well mounted, and a v-oman whose rough-
gaited mare was followed by a c^H.
The pair took our pace, the man plying me with

questions and his wife, in front, telling Lieutenant Du-
rand all the rumors of the day. Her scant hair was of
a scorched red tone, she was freckled down into her
collar, her elbows waggled to the mare's jog, and her
voice was as flat as a duck's. Her nag had trouble to
keep up, and her tiny faded bonnet had even more
to keep on. Yet the day was near when the touch of
those freckled hands was to seem to me kinder than
the breath of flowers, as they bathed my foul-smelling
wounds, and she would say, in the words of the old
song, " Let me kiss him for his mother," and I should
be helpless to prevent her. By and by the man raised
nis voice :

—

" Why, yo' name M Smith, to be lo'l I thought you
was jest a-tryin' to chaw me. Why. Major Harper al-
udened to you not mo'n a half-ow ago. Whv Miz
Wall ! oh, Miz Wall !

" ^'

But the wife was absorbed. " Yayse, seh," she was
saying to the lieutenant, "and he told us about they
comin in on the froight-kyahs Fom Hazlehurst black
with dust and sut and a-smuttyin' him all oveh with thev
kisses and goin's-on. He tol' me he ain't neveh so
enjoyed havm his face dirty sence he was a boy He
would a-been plumb happy, ef on'y he could a-got his
haynds on that clerk o' his'n. And when he tol' us
what a gay two-hoss turn-out he'd sekyo'ed for the
ladies to travel in. s' I, Majo'. that's all ri-ght! You
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jest go on whicheveh way you pot to go I Husband
and rae, we'll ride into Brookhaven and bring 'em out
to ow place and jest take ca'e of 'em untel yo' clerk
is found."

"Miz Wall!" cried the husband—" She's busy
lalkin'.—Miz Wall!—she don't hyuh mc. I hate to in-
terrupt heh.—Oh, Miz Wall! hyuh's Majo" Harper's
clerk, right now!"
"Law, you hain't!" cried Mrs. Wall, smiling back

as she jounced. " If you air, the Majo's sisteh's got
written awdehs fo' you."

I shot forward, but had hardl) ir>ore than sent back
my good-bye when around a bu of the road, in a
wagon larger than Chariotte Oliver's, with the curtains
rolled up, came the four Miss Harpers, unsooted and
radiant. The aunt drove. We turned, all four, and
rode with them, and while the seven chatted gaily I read
to myself the Major's note. It bade me take these four
ladies into my most jealous care and conduct them to
a point about thirty miles west of where we then were.
A dandy's task in a soldier's hour! I ground my teeth,

but as I lifted my glance I found Camille's eyes resting
on me and read anxiety in them before she could ,iM
on a smile of unemotional friendliness that faded rapidly
into abstraction. She was as pretty as the bough of
wild azaleas in her hand, yet moving forward I told her
aunt the order's purport and that it implied the great-
est despatch compatible with mortal endurance. The
whole four seemed only delighted.

But Mrs. Wall protested. No, no, her hospitality

first, and a basket of refreshments to be stowed in the
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vehicle, besides. " Why, that'll ,0-01,* ti-itne. You-
all goin' to be supprised to find how hungry y all ah
befo' you come to yo' journey's en', to-night, and them
col victuals gom' taste pow'ful fi-in" I

"

Our acceptance was unanimous. I even decided not
to mform Lieutenant Durand until after the repast, that
ladies under my escort did not pick acquaintanceship
with soldiers on the public highway. But before the
brief meal was over I was wishing him hanged. Hang
the heaven-high theories that had so lately put me in
love with him! Hang his melodious voice, his modest
composure, his gold-barred collar, his easy command
of topics I Hang the women I they feasted on his every
word and look! Ah, ladies! if I were mean enough
to tell It—that man doesn't believe in hell! He has a
down-dragging hunger for every base indulgence; he
has told me so!

How fast acquaintance grew! When he addressed
himself to Cecile, the cousin of the other two, her black
eyes leapt with delight; for as calmly as if that were
the only way, he spoke to her in French—asked her a
question. She gave answer in happiest affirmation, and
explained to her aunt that her Durand schoolmates of
a year or two back were cousins to the Lieutenant.
When the throng came out to the carry-all I was there
and mounted. Squire Wall took me a few rods to point
out where a fork of his private road led into the high-
way. Then the carry-all came merrily after, and
with a regret that surprised me I answered our Lieu-
tenant s farewell wave, forgave him all his charms, and
saw him face westward and disappear by a bridle-path
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IX

THE dandy's task

Westward likewise we soon were bickering. The
morning sun shone high; the thin, hot dust blew out
over the blackened ground of some forest " burn " or
through the worm fence of some field where a gang of
slave men and women might be ploughing or hoeing
between the green rows of young cotton or com. The
level stretches were many, the slopes gradual, and to
those sweet city-bird ladies everything was new and
delightful

; a log cabin !—with clay chimney on the out-
side1—a well and its well-sweep !-^nother cabin with
Its gourd-vines! They knew that blessed alchemy
which turns all things into the poetry of the moment
Sweet they would have been anywhere to any eye or
mind; but I was a homeless trooper lad, and sweeter
to the soldier boy than water on the battlefield are short
hours with ladies who love him for his banner and his
rags.

These four were charmed with an old field given up
to sedge, its deep rain-gullies as red as gaping wounds,
its dead trees in tatters of long gray moss. Estelle
became a student of flowers. Cecile of birds, Camille of
trees. All my explanations were alike enchantingly
strange. To their minds it had never occurred that the
land sloped the same way the water rani When told
that these woods abounded in deer and wild turkey they
began to look out for them at every new turn of the
road.
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~Ti3 the turns came btt. Happy milei, happy
iMguea; each hour was of a mellower sweetness than
the last; they seemed to ripen in the sun. The only
drawback was my shame of a sentimental situation, but
once or twice I longred to turn the whole equipage into
the woods-or the ditch. As, for instance, when three
pme-woods cavalrymen had no sooner got by us than
they set up that ribald old camp-song,

" We're going to get married, mamma, mamma

;

We're going to get married, but don't tell pa "

" Deserters, I don't doubt I
" was my comment to the

ladies. Tongue revenge is poor, but it is something.
Except in such moments, however, the war seemed

farther away than it had for months and months. But
about eleven o'clock we began to find the way scored by
the fresh ruts of heavy wheels and the dust deepened
by hundred of hoofs. The tops and faces of the road-
side banks were newly trampled and torn by clambering
human feet. Here was a canteen, smashed in a wheel-
track; yonder a fragment of harness; here lay a broken
hame, there was the half of a russet brogan and yonder
a ragged sock stained and bloody.

" Why, what does all this mean? " asked Miss Harper
amid her nieces' cries.

I said it meant Fisher's battery hurrying to the front.
Twenty miles since live that morning was a marvel
horse artillery though they were, for, as I pointed out
by many signs, their animals were in ill condition.
We shall have to go round them by neighborhood
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roads," I said, and presently we were deeper than ever
in woodland shades and sources of girlish wonderment.
The humid depths showed every sort of green and gray,
their trunks, bushes and boughs, bearded with I.anging
moss, robed with tangled vines and chapleted with
mistletoe. We seemed to have got this earth quite to
ourselves and very much to our liking.

One o'clock. Miss Harper suggested a halt to feed
the horses. I, knowing what it would cost me to dis-
mount and go walking about, said no, thrice no; let
us first get back upon the main road in front of that
battery. On, therefore, we hurried, and soon the real-
ity of the war was vivid to us again. In a stretch of
wet road where the team had mutely begged leave to
walk and the ladies had urged me to sing we had at
length paused in a pebbly rivulet to allow the weary
animals to drink, and the girls and the aunt and the
greenwood and I were all in chorus bidding some-
body

" Unloose the west port and let us go free,"

when, just as our last note died among the trees one
of us cried, " Listen! " and through the stillness there
came from far away on our right the last three measures
of a bugle sounding The March.
My eyes rested in Camille's and hers in mine. A

musical license gave us the courage. At the last note
our gaze did not sink but took on more glow, while out
of the forest behind us a distant echo answered the last
measure of the strain.
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Then our eyes slowly fell; and however it may have

seemed to her, to me it was as if the vanished strains

were not only or chiefly of bugle and ei.ho, but as
though our two hearts had called and answered in that
melodious unison.

All that warm afternoon we paid the tiresome penalty
of having pushed our animals too smartly at the outset.
We grew sedate; .sedate were the brows of the few
strangers we met. We talked in pairs. When ! spoke
with Miss Harper the four listened. She asked about
the evils of camp life; for she was one of that fine sort
to whom righteousness seems every man's and woman's
daily business, one of the most practical items in the
world's affairs. And I said camp life was fearfully cor-
rupting; that the merest boys cursed and swore and
stole, or else were scorned as weaklings. Then I grew
meekly silent .ind we talked in pairs again, and because
I yearned to talk most with Camille I talked most with
Estelle. Three times when I turned abruptly from her
to Camille and called, " Hark !

" the fagged-out horses
halted, and as we struck our listening pose the bugle's
faint sigh ever farther in our rear was but feebly pro-
portioned to the amount of our gazing into each other's
eyes.

Once, when we were not halted or harkening, we
heard overmuch; heard that which brought us to an
instant stand and caused even Miss Harper to gaze on
me with dismayed eyes and parted lips, and the blood to
go thumping through my veins. From a few hundred
yards off in the northwest, beyond the far corner of
an old field and the woods at its back, two gunshots
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together, then a third, with sharp, hot cries of alarum

and command, and then another and another shot, rang

out and spread wanderingly across the tender land-

scape.

X

THE SOLDIER S HOUR

To regain the highroad we had turned into a north-

erly fork, and were in as lovely a spot as we had seen all

day. Before us and close on our right were the dense

woods of magnolia, water-oak, tupelo and a hundred

other affluent things that towered and spread or clam-

bered and hung. On the left lay the old field, tawny
with bending sedge and teeming with the yellow rays

of the sun's last hour. This field we overlooked

through a fence-row of persimmon and wild plum.

Among these bushes, half fallen into a rain-gully, a ca-

talpa, of belated bloom, was loaded with blossoms and
bees, and I was directing Camille's glance to it when
the shots came. Another outcry or two followed, and
then a weird silence.

"Some of our boys attacked by a rabbit," I sug-

gested, but still hearkened.
" That was not play, Mr. Smith," Miss Harper had

begun to respond, when a voice across the sedge-field

called with startling clearness.

Hi I there goes one of them !—Halt !—Halt, you
blue
—

" pop !—pop !—pop

!

" Prisoners making a break! " I forgot all my tat-

ters and stood on tiptoe in the stirrups to ov'erpeer the
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"I surrender," he said, with amiable ease.
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The Soldier's Hour
fence-row. The next instant—"Sh—«h I" said I and
slid to the ground. " Hold this bridle!" I gave it to
Camille. " Don't one of you make a sound or a mo-
tion; there's a Yankee coming across this field in the
little gully just behind us."

I bent low, ran a few steps, cocking my revolver as
I went. Then I rose, peeped, bent again, ran, rose
peeped, waited a few seconds behind the cafalpa and
without rismg peeped once more. Here he came! He
was an officer. His uniform was torn and one whole
side of him showed he had at some earlier hour ridden
through a hedge and fallen from his horse. On he
camel nearer—nearer—oh, what a giant! Quickly
wanly, he crouched under the fence where it hung low
across the gully, and half through it in that huddled
posture he found my revolver between hi« astonished
eyes. I did not yell a. him, for I did not want the men
he had escaped from to come and take him from me
yet when I said, " Halt, or you die! " the four ladies
heard me much too plainly. For, frankly, I said more
and worse. I felt my slendemess, my beardless youthmy rags, and his daring, and to offset them all in a
bunch, I-I cursed him. I let go only one big damn
and X ve never spoken one since, though I've done many
a worse thing, of course. I protest it was my modesty
prompted it then.

'

^

"I surrender," he said, with amiable ease. I stepped

X f,

^^"^ ^"'^ ^^ ^"^"^ °'" """^ straightened up—
he tallest man I had ever seen. I laughed, he smiled,
laughed

;
my eyes filled with tears, I blazed with rage

and in plain sight and hearing of those ladies he said!
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" That's all right, my son, get as scared as you like •

only, you don't need to cry about it

"

"Hold your tongue 1 " I barked my wrath like a
frightened puppy, drawing back a stride and layinemy eye closer along the pistol. " If you call me your
son agam 1 11 send you to your fathers

"

His smile darkened. " I am your prisoner," he
said, with a sudden splendid stateliness, and right then
1 guessed who he was.

" Yess, ssir, you arel " I retorted. " Move to t.iatwagon
1 And if you take one step out of common time

you II never take another."
The aunt and her nieces were standing in the carry-

all, she majestic, they laughing and weeping in the one
act. I waved them into their .seats.

;'Halt!" We halted. "About face!" As the
prisoner eyed me both of us listened. His equanimity
was almost winsome, and I saw that friendliness was
going to be his tactics.

T,'.'.^"xt''
^'"^ ^^^ '^"* ^*"'^^« y' ever caught, ain't

i!- His smile was superior, but congratulatory
You'll be the first prisoner I ever shot if you ee<-any funnier I

"

*

We listened again. " They've gone the wrong way,"
I said, still savage.

" No," he replied, " I came the wrong way "

The ladies smiled
; I glowered. " Take those horses

by their heads and ;urn them to me I

"

An instant his superb eye resented, but then he
pleasantly did my bidding. "Suits me well- rather
chance it with you than with those I've just left."
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I

"Easier to get away, you think?" I asked, with aworse frown than ever, as he stepped into the caror-alland took the lines.
'

.n.i!l°'
"°' '°

'l'^'
•'"' "'°'"= ^«"°^* »« Arkansans,

and they re in a bad humor with me."
I took the hint and grew less ferocious. "WhUe

you, I said, " are Captain Jewett."
" I am," was his reply, and my heart leaped for joyWe hurried away. My captive was the most daringUnion scout between Vicksburg and New Orleans

these very Harpers knew that. The thing unknown
to us was that already his fate was entangled with Ned

be'Tii^h'
"^"1°"^ °"^"'^' '^ ^^' -re?wou!d

be, with theirs and ours, in days close at hand.

XI

CAPTAIN JEWETT

hr«?''^f
"°'"' "' *'" '" ** ''y-'«'d which hadbrought us westward parallel with the highwayThe prisoner drove. Aunt Martha sat beside him

iT'.t-',: ir''-''''''
^'"'^'y' her silver-^J h2

rolled high i la Pompadour. With a ma£a^imfty
rare m those bitter days she incited him to talk.Sof New Orieans, where he had spent a month in camp

e™ ho.^ r'Z';^

'""'""• ""^ "^'^ °f his far norZ

cWld T^"
°' '°^''' °"" *here, mother, wife and

OnIvT ^h'
"'!"^ *°°' ^"^ » generous attention.Only I, nding beside the hind wheels, held solemn^

" Front! " I once snapped out with a ring that made
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the trees reply and the ladies catch their breath. " U
you steal one more look back here I'll put a ball into

your leg."

He smiled, chirped the horses up and resumed his

chat. I heard him praise my horse and compare him
not unfavorably with his own which he had lost that

morning. He and a few picked men had been sur-

prised in a farmhouse at breakfast. They had made a

leap and a dash, he said, but one horse and rider fall-

ing dead, his horse, unhurt, had tumbled over them,

and here was his rider.

I prompted Camille to ask if he had ever encoun-

tered Ned Ferry, and he laughed.

" No," he said, but Ned Ferry had lately restored

to him, by proxy, some lost letters, with an invitation

to come and see him.

I laughed insolently. The young ladies sparkled,

and so did Miss Harper, as she asked him who had

been the proxy.

He said the proxy was a yoimg woman who had a

knack of getting passes through the lines, and the

three girls exchanged looks as knowing as they were
delighted.

" I tell her as a friend," he said, " she'll get one

into Fortress Monroe yet I

"

Miss Harper's keen eyes glittered. " You north-

erners hardly realize our feelings concerning the im-

prisonment of women, I think."

" My dear madam, you don't realize ours. We don't

want to imprison women."
So there came a silence, and then a gay laugh as
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I

but he kept h.. fine eyes on mine and I rubbed mv«.r w„h my wri.t. "What?" he said. " a^eletan'Greece see„.„g. young fellow, very handsome ? Whythrt fellow «ived my life this very afternoon."
^'

-Sr-hf^Jr/r"'^'""- ^"^"'n>er

Hk^L'thfCSV' -^' ^"e Captain, "yo. won.

yors:^tS;"^''-"'-couvHke

tell* LrK*^-
""'*'' '^'" '""^''^d 'he officer "m

the halter with hi, sword. A^'d whe^tJev H
""^'"1

to know who and what he was hTtoM ^ ''''"^"''^'J
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There was yet some daylight left ai we trundled

into a broad highroad and turned northward. We
passed a picket guard and then a whole regiment of

cavalry going into camp. They scrambled to the side*

of the road and stormed us with questions, chaffing

us cruelly when I remained silent. " Lawd I look a'

this-yeh Yank a-bringin' in ow descrtehs I
" " Hey,

you big Yank, >ou jest let that po' little conscrip' go I

"

Headquarters, we heard from a courier who said he
was the third sent out to find us, were at the " Sessions

house " two miles further on. We sent him galloping

back there, and after a while here came Major Harper
and three or four others of the staff, including Harry
Helm. What a flood of mirthful compliment there

was at sight of us and our captive ; Harry was posi-

tively silly. In the series of introductions that followed

he was left paired with Camille, and I said things to

myself. Major Harper rode by the prisoner. " Well,

Captain," he said, " you've had some experiences since

you left me this morning. Don't you want to give

us your parole this time, temporarily, for an hour or
so, and be more comfortable ?

"

" Thank you. Major," the Federal affably repUed,
" that would be a great relief to this most extraordinary

youngster that I've brought wit' me." He gave it

and we turned into a lofty grov^ whitened with our
headquarters tents.

" Smith," said the Major, " your part is done, and
well done. You needn't report to me again to-night

;

the General wishes to see you a moment. Captain,

will you go with this young man to General Austin's

tent?"
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I

XII

IN THE general's tent

I WENT to Gholson. He told me I wa, relieved ofmy captive and bade me go care for my horseInd«U.n, ,„ half an hour. In going I pa,.'d c^ e bjthe Sessions plantation house. EveoT door and wi„^dow was thrown wide to the night 2r, Td prepl«

al™'^"" ""^"^ '°'« *«•«= and as I retu^S

bearing a flammg pine torch and followed bv twn ,^

back' niA A ^""^ ^"^ °" ">« '««-P«l« at his

Wo, sir.

.niJ^"'''
" "•^;

'

•"= P'^^^antly remarked, and lay back

•' 1?!.^'""^'

''^'^''^ =t >"« between pulTs of his ci«r
" CS^a""'^"

°^^^ -^'^^ milerto-day.""-
^'^^
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"If I give you a |(ood freih horse can you go
twenty-three mile* more by midnight? "

" Yes, General, ii I don't have to save the horse."

"The horse may have to save you," drawled the

Arkansan.

"I think you know Lieutenant Durand?" asked

the General, with a quizzical eye.

" Slightly."

" Well, Smith, on his suggestion approved by Major
Harper, I have detailed another clerk to the Major."

Rills of perspiration tickled my back like flies.

" Can't one man do the work ?
"

" Yes, the new man is detailed in your place."

I almost leaped from the ground in consternation.

My whole frame throbbed, my mouth fell open, my
tongue was tied.

The man who had got me into this thing—this bar-

rel—lifted the tent-flap. "Mr. Gholson," said the

General, " write an order assigning Smith to Ferry's

scouts."

The flap fell again and my panic was turned into

a joy qualified only by a reduced esteem for my gen-

eral as a judge of character.

Old Dismukes rose. " Good-night. Shall I send

this boy that Yankee's horse ?
"

" Oh I was forgetting that
; yes, do I

"

At the door the Colonel gave me a last look.

" Good-night, Legs."

I dared not retort, but I looked so hard at his paunch

that the General smiled. Then he asked me if I knew
where we were then camped, and I said we were on
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!l!« **"**''u"'
"^ ''•y'"* "»••• "«•' F"""!". twenty

milei loutheaft oT Fayette and—
^

JJ!!rlr".^*
.'^'"*'; ^^°"'^ P-y*"*' ••««" -ven

nulei north, there'a a place— "

"aifton?"
"Don't interrupt me. Smith. Yei, Qifton. You're

not to reach there to-night—"
" I can do it, General."

dJ^t^
**" ^° " ^°" '' '"'"^

'

""**«"'«"«' '

" I un-

"s7th.^*"^
"" in Fayette to-night," he continued.So when you get half-way to Fayette, just across

Morgan's Creek you'll take a dim fork on the r^
running north along the creek. Ever travel by fhe

1 began to tell how well I knew the stars, but he

«nke the rwd ninnm^r eu-t ^i ^est between Fayette

place called Wiggins. Turn west, toward Faye«e and

smith s shop, you'll come to a small—"
" I 8CC."

&nJX'°
'"" "*' '

*"' ''"^ --•^ •"« to my

cJe?cUral? *" '"'' *"'
»
-" <•»-

.hr^""]'!!' 'f

''°" "'""'P' "" »^ai". "r, you'll find

mit^ shoo
'°T ''^'"^"'- °PP°''"« '»-' b'-k-smiths shop you'll see a white cottage. There's ayoung lady stopping there to-night, a sL^ger, T^^!

47



The Cavalier

eller. The old lady who lives there has taken her in
at my request. See that the young lady gets this en-
velope. It's no great matter, merely a pass througji
our lines ; but it's your ostensible business till you get
there; understand?"

I thought I did until I glanced at the superscrip-
tion: Miss Coralie Rothvelt.

" Now, here is another matter of much more im-
portance." He showed, but retained, another envelope.
" Behind the house where you're to find Miss Roth-
velt there's a road into Cole's Creek bottom. The
house you're to stop at to-night, say from twelve o'clock
till three or half-past, is on that road, about five miles
from Wiggins, from Qifton and from Fayette. I'm
sending you there expecting the people in that house
will rob you if you give them half a chance."

" I understand. General ; they'll not get it"
" Smith, I want them to get it I want them to rob

you of this." He waggled the envelope. " I want this

to fall into the hands of the enemy ; as it will if those
people rob you of it"

I snapped my eyes. He smiled and then frowned.
" I don't want a clumsy job, now, mind ! I don't want
you to get captured if you can possibly avoid it; but
all the same they mustn't get this so easily as to sus-
pect it's a bait. So I want you to give those villains

that half-chance to rob you, but not the other half, or
they may—oh, it's no playl You must manage to
have this despatch taken from you totally against your
will I Then you must reach Clifton shortly after day-
light. Ferry's scouts are there, and you'll say to
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Lieutenant Ferry the single word, Rodney. Under-
stand?" He pretended to be reconsidering. " I—
don't know but—after all—I'd better send one of my
staff instead of you."

" Oh, General, if you send an officer they'll see the
ruse! I can do it! I'll do it all right!

"

" I'm most afraid," he said, abstractedly, as he read
my detail, which Gholson brought in. " Here," he
handed it to me— "and here, here's the despatch
too."

" What's the name. General, of the man whose house
I'm to go to?"

" You'd best not know ; I want you to seem to have
stumbled upon the place. You can't miss it; there's

no other house within two miles of it. Good-bye, my
lad

; "—he gave me his hand ;
—

" good luck to you."
Gholson, in the Adjutant-general's tent, told me Ned

Ferry had named me to the General as a f^rst-class

horseman and the most insig^niiicant-looking person
he knew of who was fit for this venture.

"Ned Ferry! What does Ned Ferry know about
my fitness?"

" Read the address on your despatch," said Ghol-
son, resuming his pen.

I snatched the document from my bosom, into which
I had thrust it to seize the General's hand " Oh, Ghol-
son I " I said, in deep-toned grief, as I looked up from
the superscription, "is that honest!"
He admitted that by the true religionist's standard

it was not honest, but reminded me that Ned Ferry
—in his blindness—^was only a poor romanticist The
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despatch was addressed to Lieutenant Edgard Ferry-
Durand.

Major Harper's black boy brought me the Yankee's
horse with my bridle and saddle on him; an elegant
animal as fresh as a dawn breeze. Also he produced
a parcel, my new uniform, and a wee note whose breath
smelt of lavender as it said,

—

" Papa tells us you are being sent off on courier
duty to-night. What a heart-breaking thing is warl
How full of cruel sepa'—

"

That piece of a word was scored out and " dangers "

written in its place. The missive ended all too soon,
with the statement that I was requested to call, on my
way out of camp, at the side gallery of the house-
Sessjons's—and let the writer and her sister and her
cousm and her father and her aunt see me in my new
uniform and bid me good-bye.

XIII

GOOD-BYE, DICK

I FOUND but one white figure under the dim veranda
eaves. " Miss Camille? "

"Wh'—who is that?" responded a m isical voice

'I

Why, is that Mr. Smith? " as if I were the last person
in the worid one should have expected to see there.
The like of those moments I had never known. I saw
her eyes note the perfect fit of my uniform, though
neither of us mentioned it. I tried to tell her that
Lieutenant Durand was Ned Ferry an«l that I was now
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Good-Bye, Dick
one of his scouts, but she had already heard both facts,
and would not tell me what her father had said about
me, it was so good. Standing at the veranda's edge a
trifle above me, with her cheek against one of the posvs
and her gaze on her slipper, she asked if I was glad I
was going with Ned Ferry, and I had no more sense
than to say I was; but she would neither say she was
glad nor tell why she was not.

Through the open windows we could see the dancers.
Now and then a pair uf fanning promenaders came
down the veranda, but on descrying us turned back.
I said I was keeping her from the dance. To which
she replied, drooping her head again, that she shouldn't
dance that night.

"Too tired?"

"No."
"Too warm?"
" Oh, no, not too warm."
" Why, then?"
" Oh—I—just don't feel as if I could, that's all."
My heart beat wildly and I wanted to ask if it was on

my account; but I was too pusillanimous a coward,
and when I feebly tried to look into her eyes she would
not let me, which convinced me that she lacked candor.
A dance ended. Gold-laced fellows came and sat on
the veranda rail wiping wrists and brows with over-
tasked handkerchiefs, and explaining the small mis-
haps of the floor. Two promenaders mentioned the
hour. I gasped my amazement and extended my hand
"Good-bye."
" Wait a moment," she murmured, and watched the

SI



The Cavalier

promenading pair turn back. Then she asked if I had
read my mother's letter. I said I had. And then, very
pensively, with head bent and eyes once more down,
she inquired if I liked to get letters. Which led, quite
accidentally, to my asking leave to write to her.
She replied that she did not mean that. Neverthe-

less, I insisted, would she? She only bent lower still.

I asked the third time; and with nothinsr but the part-
ing of her hair for me to look at, she nodded, and one
of her braids fell over in front, and I took the pink-
ribboned live end of it timorously between thumb and
finger and felt as if I had hold of an electric battery.
She backed half a step, and quite needlessly I let it

go. Then she bade me not forget I had promised her
the word<^ of a certain song. " Want them? Indeed,
yesl Did you not say it was an unpublished song writ-
ten by a messmate of yours?—oh, Mr. Smith! I see
why you stammer! You said 'a member of your
mess 'I oh!—oh!—oh !—you wrote it, yojrself ! And
you wrote it to-day! That explains—" She drew an
awesome breath, rose to her toes and knit her knuckles
under her throat.

I was in the sweetest consternation. With the end
of her braid once more in my fingers I made her prom-
ise to keep the dark secret, and so recited them.

" Maiden passing fair, turn away thine eyes I

Turn away thine eyes ere my bosom bum,
Lit with fooliih hope to hear thy fondling sighs.

Like yon twilight dove's, breathe, Return, return I

Turn away thine eyes, maiden passing fair.

O maiden passing fair, tuni away thine eyest
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Good-Bye, Dick
Maiden passing fair, turn again thine qrcsl

Turn again thine eyes, love's true mercy learn.

Breathe, O! breathe to me, as these love-languid skies
""

ivilight star breathe. Return, reti~

'

thine eyes, maiden passing fair.

nacBiTMT fair titrn fKroin *1ii«a a*.

ui oreatne to me, as these love-langui

To yon twilight star breathe. Return, return I

Turn again thine eyes, maiden passing fair.

O maiden passing fair, turn again thine eyes I

"

" Mis-ter Smith ! you wrote that ?—to-day ! Wh'
who is she?

"

" One too modest," I murmured, " to know her own
portrait." I clutched the braid emotionally and let it go
intending to retake it; but she dropped it behind her

and said I was too imaginative to be safe.

I stiffened proudly, turned and mounted my steed,

but her eyes drew mine. I pressed close, bent over the

saddle-bow, and said, " Good-bye, Camille."
" Good-bye." I could barely hear it.

"Oh I
— good-bye, just anybody?" I asked; and

thereupon she gathered up all her misplaced trust in

me, all her maiden ignorance of what is in man, and
all her sweet daring, to murmur

—

" Good-bye,—Dick."
I caught my breath in rapture and rode away. She

was there yet when I looked back—once—^and again

—

and again. And when I looked a last time still she had
not moved. Oh, Cai.iille, Camille! to this day I see

you standing there in pink-edged white, pure, silent,

motionless, a summer-evening cloud; while I, my body
clad in its unstained—only because unused—^new uni-

form, and my soul tricked out in the foolhardiness and
vanity of a boy's innocence, rode forth into the night

and into the talons of overmastering temptation,
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XIV

CORALIE HOTHVELT

The night was still and sultry. At one of the manycamp fires on the edge of the road I saw the Arkansas

socks and undershirt, playing poker.
Out in the open country how sweet was the silence.Not yet have I forgotten one bright star of that night's

!fr \r ,fl''"
'*"" "''' '"''' '«='•"'««' 'hem with

her. Now the heavens dropped meanings that were forme and for this night alone. While the form of the
matden-passing fair-yet glimmered in the firmament
of my own mind, behind me in the south soared the
Virgin

;
but as some trees screened the low glare of ourcamp I saw, just rising into view out of the southeast

the unmistakable eyes of the Scorpion. But these fanci-
fu oracles only flattered my moral self-assurance, and
1 trust that will be remembered which I forgot, that I
had not yet known the damsel from one sun to the
next

I was moving briskly along, making my good steed
acquainted with me, testing his education, how prompt-
ly, for instance, he would respond to rein-touch and to
leg-pressure, when I saw, in front, coming toward me
three riders. Two of them were very genteel chaps,'Aough a hand of each was on the lock of his carbine
The third was a woman, veiled, and clad in some dark
stuff that m the starlight seemed quite black and con-
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Coralie Rothvelt

trasted strongly with the paleness of her horse. Her
hat, in particular, fastened my attention ; if that was not

the same soft-brimmed Leghorn I had seen yesterday

morning, at least it was its twin sister. I halted, re-

volver in hand, and said, as they drew rein,

—

" Good-
evening."

" Good-evening," replied the nearer man. " How
far is it to camp—Austin's ?

"

" A short three miles."

" To what command do you belong? " he asked.
" Ferry's scouts. What command is yours, gentle-

men?"
" Ferry's scouts." He scrutinized me. "What com-

mand do you say you—

"

"Ferry's scouts," I repeated. " F-e-r-r-y-apostro-

phe s, Ferry's—s-k-o-w-t-s—scouts."

The trio laughed, the young woman most musically.
" How long have you belonged to Ferry's scouts?"
sceptically demanded their spokesman.

" About an hour and a quarter."
" Oh ! that-a-way."

" Yes," I replied, " in that direction."

The three laughed again and the men sank their

carbines across their laps, while in a voice as refined

as her figure their companion said, " Good-evening, Mr.
Smith." She laid back her veil and even in the dark-

ness I felt the witchery of her glance. " I was just

coming to meet you," she continued, " to get the letter

ytw're bringing me from Gewral Austin. I feared you
might try to come around by Fayette, not knowing the

Yankees are there. These gentlemen didn't know it"
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' laughed the man hitherto

" She just did save us t

'

silent.

"I'm Miss Coralie Rothvelt," she added and thenhow she sparkled in the dark as she sair'I seeVo^remember me." y°"

" I am but human."

;;

And yet you never take a lady's name for granted?"
I am to know Miss Rothvelt by finding her .„ =

certain place." My honeyed bow impSZt herL2 just now vety much out of place' was no f^^^.Tf

the'b'iuer'"
" """''"' '^"' """' «"*• ^ «"«> *em

"My dear Smith," said Miss Rothvelt "keen

Sere?-"^"'"^-^''-'^'**''--^

mZweet:?der "
''""'' """*' ''^ ="'•" ' •**«

"No." she laughed, "and if I go back with you toW.ggms-to the little white cottage, you know 001,0sue the blacksmith's shop,-you11 |i;e'me whaTyoX
s^d L""' """"J-

'°:' " '""^ ""^^^^ her head to ones,de and a mockmg-bird chuckle rippled in her throatI shall count myself honored." said I, and we wenttogether and alone.
'
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Venus and Man

XV
VENUS AND MASS

I

Since those days men have made " fire-proof " build-
ing*. You know them; let certain aggravations com-
biflfr—they burn like straw. We had barely started
when I began to be threatened with a conflagration
against which I should have called it an insult to have
been warned. The adroit beauty at my side set in to
explain more fully her presence. From her window she
had seen those two trim fellows hurrying along in a
fair way to blunder into the Federal pickets within an
hour, had cautioned them, and had finally asked leave
to come with them, they under her guidance, she under
their protection.

" You were so anxious to get the General's letter?
"

I asked.

" I was so anxious about you," she replied, with feel-

ing, and then broke into a quizzical laugh.
I had not the faintest doubt she was lying. What

was I to her? The times were fearfully out of joint;
women as well as men were taking war's licenses, and
with a boy'R unmerciful directness I sprang to the con-
clusion thai here was an adventuress. Yet I had some
better thoughts too. While I felt a moral tipsiness
going into all my veins, I asked myself if it was not
mainly due to my own inability to rise in full manliness
to a most exceptional situation. Her jaunty method
of confronting it, was I not failing to regard that with
due magnanimity? Was this the truth, or after all
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ought I really to see that at every turn of her speech,
by coy bendingi of the head, by the dark leductions of
dim haJf-captive locks about her oval temples, and by
many an indescribable swaying of the form and of the
voice, I was being—to speak it brutelly—challenged?
Even in the poetic obscurity of the night I lost all
steadiness of eye as I pertly said

" And so here you are in this awful fix."
" I'm enjoying one advantege," she replied, " which

you do not."

"Whatisthht?"
" Why, I can read my safety in your face. You can't

read anything in mine; you're afraid to look."
All I got by looking then was a mellow laugh from

behind her relowered veil; but we were going at a
swift trot, nearing a roadside fire of fence-rails left by
some belated foraging team, and as she came into the
glare of it I turned my eyes a second time. She was
revealed in a garb of brown enriched by the red beams
of the fire, and was on the gray mare I had seen that
mommg under Lieutenant Edgard Ferry-Durand.

You recognize her? " the rider asked, delightedly.
" She's not stolen, she's only served her country a little
better than usual to-day; haven't you. Cousin Sallie?"
(Cousin Sallie was short for Confederate States.)
The note of patriotism righted me and I looked a

third time. The one art of dress worth knowing in
'63 was to slight its fashions without oflFending
them, and this pretty gift I had marked all day in
the Harpers. But never have I seen it half so suc-
cessful as in the veiled horsewoman iUumined by the
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Venus and Mars
side-lights of those burning: fence-rails. The white ao-
•*

vfr,'!,'^'
""•"''•'• ««* K'**""" •" "y niind. yrt

swiftly faded out, and a new fascination, more sudden
than worthy heaved at my heart. Then the fire waibehmd us and we were in the deep night
On the crest of a ridge we slackened speed andmy fellow-traveller lifted her veil and asked exultantly

what those two splendid stars were that overhung yon-
der fnnge of woods so low and so close to each other.
The less brilliant one. I said, the red one, was Mars.

And the one following, almost at his side?"
Don't you know? " I asked.

Her eyes flashed round upon me like sUra them-
wlves. Not--Venus?" she whispered, snatched in
her breath bit her lip, and haTf averting her face, shotme through with both "twinklers "at once. Then she
took a long look at the planets and suddenly exclaimed
with a scandalized air—

."^'^.''t
*^°'"^ ''°'^" '"'° *•'« '^°°^ togetherl "

Diana"'
^^^''^^^' "'"^ *'*'^°"t «^f^" waiting for

thfm' '^^^rl""'-
"^'" ""'' '"'«• ''°"' """« toward

»,«K.
^^'^^^'""^^ °n y°">- glorious old heathen

hearts, what do you want of Diana, or of any one inheaven or earth except each other! "

Foolish, idle cry, and meant for no more, by a hearton fire with temptations of which I knew nothing. Butthen and there my poor adolescent soul found out that

ils'eTnT'r;',"''
°' ""''^'^ '" '''"' """' its treasure-nouse and citadel was not fire-proof.
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XVI

AN ACHING CONSCIENCE

Yet great is pwept. Precept is a well. Up from
its far depths by slow, humble, constant proceii you
may draw, in a slender silver thread, and store for sud-
den use, the pure waters of character.

It has happened, however, that a man's own armor
has been the death of him. So the moral isolation of
a young prig of good red blood who is laudably trying
to pump his conduct higher than his character—for
that's the way he gets his character higher—has its own
peculiar dangers. Take this example: that he does
not dream any one will, or can, in mere frivolity, co-
quette, dally, play mud-pies, with a passion the sacred-
est m subjection, the shamefulest in mutiny, and the
deepest and most perilous to tamper with, in our
nature. As hotly alive in the nethermost cavern of his
heart as in that of the vilest rogue there is a kennel of
hounds to which one word of sophistry is as the call to
the chase, and such a word I believed my companion
had knowingly spoken. I was gone as wanton-tipsy
as any low-flung fool, and actually fancied myself in-
vited to be valiant by this transparent embodiment of
passion whose outburst of amorous rebellion had been
uttered not because I was there, but only in pure reck-
lessness of my presence. Of course I ought to have
seen that this was a soul only over-rich in woman's
love; mettlesome, aspiring, but untrained to renuncia-
tion; consciously superior in mind and soul to the
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An Ariiing Conscience
throng about her, and caught in wmi: hideout pJn of
iron-bonnd—convention-bound—or even law-h c—
foul ptay. But I wa« lo bewtted at to luggrn a as.
•Mlogy between us and those two sinking star -

Unluckily she retorted with some pUyf-.; :<.iuj f' ai
just lacked the saving quality of true reseirii:!. i, Tlow
I rejoined would be small profit to tell. T liul a i a-«ii'

sense of falling; first like a wounded squi. r i, fin
|
pi,,/

in fierce amaiement, catching, holding on for a p,,' tnio
moment, then dropping, catching and droppinij ??

°

down from the top of the great tree where I hi"
',

lately sat scolding all the forest; and then, later, with
an appalling passivity. And at every fresh exchange
of words, while she laughed and fended, and fended and
laughed, along with this passivity came a yet more ap-
palling perversity; a passivity and perversity as of de-
lirium, and as horrid to her as to me, though I little
thought so then.

We came where a line of dense woods on our left
marked the bottom-lands of Morgan's Creek. With
her two earlier companions my fellow-traveller had
crossed a ford here shortly after sunset, seeing no one

;

but a guard might easily have been put here since, by
the Federals in Fayette. Pretty soon the road, bend-
ing toward it, led us down between two fenced fields
and we stealthily walked our horses. Close to a way-
side tree I murmured that if she would keep my horse
I would steal nearer on foot and reconnoitre, and I had
partly risen from the saddle, when I was thrilled by
the pressure of her hand upon mine on the saddle-bow.
" Don't commit the soldier's deadliest sin, my dear Mr!
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Smith," she said under her brMth <,„a -, j
agitation; " I „ea„, don'tTose S'" "^'' '' "^

where above a" d riJtL w"°" "*= """^ ''°™"=-

woods. You can finH v
^^?"' '°^'' "P '" the

«n..ou hL" thtlX:^^^^^ •"-«» stars.

My whole nature was upheaved You m=i„ •.

exclaimed " ^r^^er th f '"i
'"^ "°"'" ^"e

sursyonderp;?t-:x:h:^^^^^^^

twoIi°£ B^:lZ'"
'"^ ^^'^"'^ ^"^^'^ -'^ '-o-

I failed to catch her reolv «;h» ,:^l.
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An Aching Conscience
" No." She straightened, and from under her coquet-

tish hat bent upon me such a look as I had never seen.
In her eyes, in her tightened lips, and in the lift of her
head, was a whole history of hope, pride, pai.i, resolve,
strife, bafflement and defiance. She could not have
chosen to betray so much; she must have counted too
fjlly on the shade of her hat-brim. The beautiful
frown relaxed into a smile. " No," she repeated, " only
an aching conscience. Ever have one ?

"

I averted my face and answered with a nod.
" I don't believe you I I don't believe you ever haa

cause for one I " She laid a hand aga-n upon mine.
1 covered it fiercely and sunk my brow upon it. And

thereupon the wave of folly drew back, and on the
bared sands of recollection I saw, like drowned things,
my mother's face, and Gholson's and the General's, and
Major Harper's, and Ned Ferry's, and CamiUe's. Eachm turn brought its separate and peculiar pang; and
among those that came a second time and with a cruder
pang than before was Camille's.

" You're tired! " murmured the voice beside me, and
the wave rolled in again. I lifted my brow and moved
one hand from hers to make room on it for my lips,
bui her fingers slipped away and alighted compassion-
ately on my neck. " You must be one ache from head
to foot! " she whispered.

1 turned upon her choking with anger, but her melt-mg beauty rendered me helpless. Black v/oods were
**". ""''

'!,'' " ^''^" ^^ *""" '" ^^^^ " I asked.
Yes." She stooped low under the interlacing

boughs and plunged with me into the double darkness

63



The Cavalier

XVII

TWO UNDER ONE HAT-BRIM

RoihvJ.i'iV^" T'^"'!"^^ "
p'^y'-'^y ''^^p'^^ MissRothvelt; and .f a hot, damp air, motionless, and heavywith the sleeping breath of countless growths could

ZT.^T' ",
'°"^'="'«'°'y it was. Every slightest turnhad to be alertly chosen, and the tangle of branchesand vmes made going by the stars nearly impossibleThe undergrowth crowded us into single fik We

Tr!! f Tv!""^'f
''"°*'='' *°''' "«" °"' horses came

abreast m the creek and stopped to drink. Conditions
beyond were much the same until near the end of or-detour when my horse swerved abruptly and the buzz
of a rattlesnake sounded almost under foot. The mareswerved too, and hurried forward to my horse's side.

That was ahnost an adventure, it. elf," laughinrfv
murmured my companion, as if adventures were wh*^we were m search of. While she spoke we c«„e o«
1^ a slender road and turned due north. " Did yru -
she went on. childishly, " ever take a snake up by the
tofl, m your thumb and finger, and watch him tn- todouble on hm«elf and bite you? I have, it's great fun

•

makes you feel so creepy, and yet you know you're'

She laughed under her breath as if at hide-and-seek

Jn^ Z ?".'"' *'''" *'°"''' ''^^'"' g^»''P«=<'' 'valked
and trotted agam. Two miles, three, four, we reckonol
off, and slowed to a walk to come ouj cautiously upon
the Union Church and Fayette road. A sound brought
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Two Under One Hat-Brim
iw to a halt. From the right, out on the main road, it
came; it was made by the wheels of a loaded wagon
I leaned sidewise until her hat-brim was over me and
whispered " Yankee foragers ;

" but as I drew my re-
volver we heard voices, I breathed a sigh of relief, and
with her locks touching mine we chuckled to each otherm the dark. The passers were slaves escaping to the
Federal camp.

Now they came into view, on the broader road two
whole ragged famifies with a four-mule te -n They
passed on. And the* rJI at once the whole situation
was too much for me. In the joy of release I gr»ed
out careasingly and touched my companions cheek.
Wher«t she took my ftagas and drew them to her
lip»--*vice. The next moment I fo«nd—we teund—
my Hftcd wrists in the slender grasp «f her two hands
and she ww murmuring incoherent pcoteits. Suddenly
she grew eloquent. " Oh, think what you are Md have
•h»ay8 been! Do you thM I don't know? Do yo«
suppofe I wouU have |wt mysdf into this situation, or
taken die liberties I have ttrtcM with you, if I ho4 not
known you, and known yo« well, beftm ever f mm
you? Aht IhaveheardsuchjooddM^ofyoMl and
the moment I saw you f law dhey wew true !—Yes—
yes, I tell yoB they were, thefme' And Vm not going
to take my trusf away from yrm mm f You shall keep
my trust as you h«re kept m o^<v.. Yon shall be a*
miseriy of it as of yo*r geaefgfg. Yon will keep kl

"

Her whispers grew more and more gentle. " My dear
friend, my dear friend! what is this trust comiwred to
the trust I wish I might^ <»i you? "
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What did she mean by that! Had she some schemer's
use for me I could not ask. for her little hands had
gradually shpped from my wrists to my fingers andwere softly torturingly fondling them. Suddenly she
laughed and threw her hands behind her back. " I'mblundermg I Oh, Richard Smith, be kind to a woman's
poor w.ts, and let me say to-morrow that I know oneman who can be trusted-who I know can be trusted-
to make a woman's folly her protection. Do you know
dear, that any woman who can say that, is richer than

a bit sUy. Trouble is I'm a hve one and a whole one -

-or else I m a live one and not quite a whole one-
I wonder which it is!"

^^I mumbled something about never wishing to tempt

" Oh, you haven't tempted me," she replied, with kind
amusement. " You couldn't if you should try. You're
a true soldier, with a true soldier's ideals; and I'm
pledged to help you keep them."
"What do you mean?" I demanded. "To whom

are you pledged for any such—"
"Oh !-don't you wish you knew ! Why, to myself

for instance. Come! duty calls."

"Come!" I echoed. We swung into the broader
road and followed the contrabands.
We came as close to them as was wise, and had towalk our horses. I cc-.ld discern Miss Rothvelt's

features once more, and felt a truer deference than Ihad yet given her. Near the blacksmith's shop, in the
dusk of some shade-trees, she once more touched my
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shoulder. I turned resentfully to bid her not do it,

but her shadowy gaze stopped me.
"Don't be moody," she said; "the whole mistake

IS four-fifths mine. And anyhow, repining is only a
counterfeit repentance, you know. Come, I don't want
to tease you. It's only myself I love to torment. I'm
the snake I like to hold up by the tail. Did you never
have some dull, incessant ache that seemed to pain
less when you pressed hard on it? " She laughed, left
me and rode into the cottage gate.

What do you say?—Yes, she might have spoken
more wisely. Yet always there vibrated in her voice
a wealth of thought, now bitter, now sweet, and often
both at once, and a splendor of emotions, beyond the
scope of all ordinary natures. How far beyond my
own scope they were, even with my passions at flood-
tide m4 turbid as a back-street overflov, I failed to
ponder while I passed around the paling fence alone.

In the edge of the woods at the rear of this enclosure
I found the road that led into Cole's Creek bottom, and
there turned and waited. A corner of the cottage was
still in view among its cedars and china-trees. In an
intervening melon-patch blinked the yellow lamps of
countless fireflies. And now there came the ghost of a
sound from beyond the patch, then a glimpse of dra-
pery, and I beheld again the subject of my thoughts
Such thoughts! Ah! why had I neither modesty wit
nor charity enough to see that yonder came a woman
whose heart beat only more strongly than the hearts of
all the common run of us, with impulses both kind and
hig*, although society, by the pure defects of its awk-
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ward machinery, had incurably mutilated her iate- awoman wrestling with a deep-founded love that, held byher at arm s length, yielded only humiliations and by ite

agamst that love itself.

She came without her horse, pointing eagerly at thebnghtness of the sky above the unrisen nS "dTai«I she whispered, and tossed a kiss toward it

,h t!
"* "" P"' *he mare into the stable and go into

the house by the back door? "

r
"
^*t'"

^/*''*' *"** ^^"^^^ ''"' as I dismounted, the
Generafs gift, the pass.

-„fr"*''!?'!'' ^"y- '°"''^ " f"'^"'"e « her throat
and dropped the missive into her bosom. Then with
passionate gravity she asked, " Now, are you going
straight on to Clifton to-night-without stopping?"

I haven't been ordered to tell any one where I'mgomg.

"Neither was Lieutenant Ferry," she dryly respond-
ed, yet I have it from him."
"He told you?-Ah! you're only guessing," I said

rertly'"''
"' ^ ^'' """'"^ "'' '° ^**' ""^^ '°'-

" Pooh
!
" she replied, ever so prettily, " do you sup-

pose I don t know? Ferry's scouts are at Qifton, and
you ye got a despatch for Lieutenant-eh,-Durand-
hem! She posed playfully. " Now, tell me ; you're
not to report to him till daylight, are you? Then why
need you hurry on now? This house where I am is the

cSnn 1.!""^°' ''°" '° ''"*=" '" ^'^''" here and
Uifton. I-U wake yon, myself, in good time."
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Two Under One Hat-Brim
My heart pounded and rose in my throat, yet I man-

aged to say, " My orders are plain." I Hinched visibly,

for again I had told too much. I pretended to listen

toward the depths of the wood.
She struck a mock-sentimental attitude and ttuw

mured musically

—

"
' The beating of our own heirts

Was all the sound we heard.'

Yes,"—she put away gaiety—" your orders are plain;
and they're as cruel as they are plain I

"

" Cruel to you? " I took her hand from my arm and
held it

" Oh I cruel to you, Richard, dear ; to you I And—
yes !—yes 1—I'll confess. Ill confess—if only you'll do
as I beg! Yes, ah yes, cruel to me I But don't ask
how, and we'll see if you are man enough to keep a real
woman's real secret I And first, promise me not to put
up at that house which the General and Lieutenant
Ferry—"

" Lieutenant Ferry is not sending me to any house."
" Pardon me, I know better. This is his scheme."

She laid her free hand on our two. " TeB me you will
not go to that house!

"

I attempted an evasion. "Oh—a blanket on the
ground—face covered up in it from the mosquitos—is

really
—

"

"Right!" She Uiughed. " I wish a woman could
choose that way. Oh ! if you'll do that I'll go with you
and stand guard over you!

"

Dolt that I was, I would have drawn her ckMc, but
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Who and what are you?

be?"

Are you sure you have

Who and what are you ?
"

'•Why, who and what sho. I,

Charlotte Oliver I

"

Hmm
; Charlotte Oliver,

the name just right? "

r}yj'^/*^«"''Igotitright?"

stL;?-'"^
^'«"<"«»-<'W Ned FeriyteU you that

main uZiZ^''"- "" '=""""'' ""^ ^'^ -d «-

Charlotte Olivet S-No^w'd? t^T
"''°

t""
"'»'

married woman-but pshawi tL JJf^"
^'"'' '"'^'* »

Lucius Olfvt's h'^u^se^::" ^h": 7^
"'"

""l
*° *'»'' «

hand and pressed and stroS i "^o^-f' *" "^
dear. Oh, say you will not !"

D«"
'
«op there.

" Is it so dangerous? "

cLS'siL^Z?^"- "^""^^ Lucius; is he

The reply came slowly. " No; her husband is quite
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tnother man; this man', wife has been dead for yean.No, Charlotte Oliver lives in—harkl "

The sound we had heard was only some stir of naturein her sleep. " I must go," I said.

}«i?!!i: ".?'J'u '
^
^""°* '" y°" '

" she clutched thenand she had been strokir r.

est n^!Z)^' ^r"' ^°"'^''" "-"y «y '^^ »" hon-est one- you tempt me beyond human endurance."
She threw my hand from her. "I know I do! I'm

c'^JhT\'° '^VV^"' ^ *°"'*'"'' have believed Icould You thought I was Charlotte Oliver-Heavens I

OlLrhrtcl""" ^p"' ""= '^'"'"'P'''" CharJ^

.oX ^^'
°l"^

'"' But understand again, for yoursoul s comfort, you haven't tempted me Go, if youmust
;
go, take your chances ; and if you're spared everto see your dear, dear little mother-"

'.'. ~y„ T"*/""' °° y"" ''"°* "ly "Other?

"

^^

Tell her I tried to keep my promise to her."

" Sr rrl'"^
her-what did you promise her? "Only to take care of you whenever I had the chanceGo, now, you must I
" "wncc.

II

And was care for me your only motive in—"

I ,nrin
^''-''y*'

" She laughed and fluttered away.
I sprang upon my horse and sped into the forest
Another mile, another half; then my horror and dis-Sd '"%^'T ""'^ ^P^^^'^- ="d °-- and overI eviled myself as a fool, a traitorous fool, to be fooledmto confession of my errand! I moaned with phXlpam

;
every fatigue of the long day now levied^S
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•nd my back, Icnect, ihonlden. ached enienv R-f

^^ .ch«, „^,^ 1 bowed i„ tlTSdi.S
a«tl my genenl'.. my country', secretl That worn^h« got it-bought it with fl^tterierS liS sISIS^d«w^^ It from my befouW «>,J KWe a'X'K
.•.^^'^ """i"*"' ^ ''"'*• ''"8« ''<«' evident it was that

.t^lin T? ^ ""^
'J"^*""

*•» °^ «omethingTm^•tarthng. It .topped my breath; I halted- I iJddZ
*r"li«; I »t«'«J. What would .he do with atc^

to ta^h.
*^

. n"!f
''"-^'•y "°' ? She would giveftto the enemy! Before my closed eyes came a viS^

li* '^."tr"''f'
*° °"' »™»' bTeedi^'m^imW

death, and widows' and orphan.' tear^
""""'"Sr.

.ndSS'bfc"''"
"*'"'"'•'' "''''''^''«'-'««

At the edge of the wood, where we had parted I tiedmy horse, and crept along the moonlight stadow,'ofSmdon-patch to the stable. The door was",? I„ ft'mtenor gloom I passed my h,na, over theLi and

r ?ad ,t:'fr' Tr"z' *° "^ *'"' p*"- °' -^' «'«
1 nad seen at Gallatm. Near a third stall were nen fo,«dde and bridle, but they were empty."&^Tttstall; the mare was gone.

"« me
" Gone to the Yankees at Favettef" T m«...j ^

hurried bade to my horse. 'Km^t tl rrSi ^^ewithm those few miles would only ^akeS c^!
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plete, and I scurried once more into the north with

Wore'k!;^:^'"
*" '^"" '"" '"'"'* « H»d ~ver

XVIII

THE JAyBAWXBSS

It WW well that I was on the Federal captoin's
horse. He knew this sort of work and could do it
quicker and more quietly than mine. Mine would have
whinnied for the camp and watched for short cuts to
It. Another advantage was the moon, and the hour
was hardly beyond midnight when I saw a light in
a window and heard the scraping of a fiddle. At the
edge of a clearing enclosed by a worm fence I came

ZL71 f *'*^«1=»'''"»- Mongrel dogs barked
through the fence, and m one angle of it a young whiteman with long straight hair showed himself so ab-
ruptly as to startle my horse. Only the one cabin was
lighted, and thence came the rhythmic s'mffle of bare-
footed dancers while the fiddle played " I lay ten dol-
lars down." There were three couples on the floor,
and I saw-for the excited dogs had pushed the dooropen—that two of the men were white, though but
one wore shoes. On him the light fell revealingly as
he and the yellow girl before him passed each other in
fte dance and faced again. He was decidedly blond,
fhe other man, though silhouetted against the glare of
burning pme-knots, I knew to be white by the flapping
of his lank locks about his cheeks as he lent his eyes
to the improvisation of his steps. His partner was a
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The Cavalier

young black girl. I burned with scorn, and doubtless
showed it, although I only asked wh -"se plantation this

was.

" This-yeh pla-i ce ? " The rustic diagged his words
lazily, chewed tobacco with his whole face, and looked
my uniform over from cap to spur. " They say this-

yeh place belong to a man which his name Lu-ucius
Ol-i-veh."

So I I honestly wished myself back in my old rags,
until I reflected that my handsome mount was enough
to get me all the damage these wretches could offer.

Still I thought it safest to show an overbearing frown.
" To what command do you fellows belong? "

He spurted a pint to reply, " Fishe's batt'ry."

"Oh! And where is the battery?"
"You sa-ay 'Whah is it?'— ow batt'ry"— he

champed noisily
—"I dunno. Does you? Whah is

it?"

" It's twenty miles off; why are you not with it?

What are you doing here?
"

" You sa-ay ' What we a-doin' hyuh? ' Well, suh,
I mought sa-ay we ain't a-doin' nuth'n'; but I "—
he squirted again—"an'K sa-ay that so fah as you
see what we a-doin', you kin see, an' welcome ; an' so
fah as you don't see, it ain't none o' yo' damn' busi-
ness."

"Oh, that's all right, I was only asking a friendly
question."

"Yaas; well, that's all right, too, suh; I uz on'y
a-givin' you a frien'ly aynsweh. I hope you like it."

Our intercourse became more amiable and the fel-
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ow dragged m h.s advice that I spend the rest ofthe night at the house of Mr. Oliver. His acquaint-

blh 'h.H °ti"v
"°"'" '"'•= " ""Sician's rose-bush He described him as a kind old bird who made

hospitality to strangers his meat and drink. A con-
jecture darted into my mind. "Why. yes! that is
his married son, is he not. yonder in the cabin; theone with the fair hair? " '

tZ'^°'~^^'r°^''
"""" ^''^'''^ You sa-ay 'Is

h^h^^'^vu
'""' '" y°"''*= ">* «"« ''* the fahhah. -Eh.-no-o,suh,-eh,-yass,suh,-yassl Oh

3^ss suh. thass his-tha'-thass his ma'ied son, in'hah
,
yass, suh, the one 'ith the fah hah

; yass, suh! Ithought you meant the yetheh one "

"I don't believe." said I, "I'd better put myself

°s"away°'
^'"''"^ ^''«" *«> '"«'«« of the house

" She ain't awa-ay."
"Is she not! Isn't she the Mrs. Oliver-Charlotte

01iver--who is such friends-she and her husband. Imean, of course.—

"

noiidS.

'°''""
^"^ ''P*''' ^^^"^- '^"'««<' «"d

" —With General Austin," I continued, "—and with
Lieutenant Ferry?"

—ouu witn

friL's'toS "

•"' "" """'•
"
''"^'

"' *"^
"But if sh.-oh, yes!_Yes, to be sure; she could

easily have got here yesterday afternoon."
" Thass thess when she arrovel " It was fascinat-
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TK 'LT'''
*' *"'""''''' '="""'"8 play acroM his &ce.The fiddles tune changed and the dance quickened

I naturally thought," resumed I, with a smile meant
to refer to the blond dancer, "that the madam must
be away somewhere."
My hearer grinned. " Oh. that ain't no sign. Boy.

will be boys. You know that, yo'se'f. An' o' co'se sheknow It. Oh. yass. she at home."
" Well. I reckon I'll stop all night." I began tomove on. His eyes followed greedily.
" Sa-ay

!
I'll wrastle you fo' them-ah clo'es."

I waved a pleaiant refusal and rode toward the
bouse.

XIX

ASLEEP IN THE DEATH-TRAP

The dwelling was entirely dark. I came close in
the bright moonlight and hallooed. At my second hail
the door came a small way open, and after a brief parley
a man s voice bade me put up my horse and come in.
The stable was a few steps to the right and rear. Re-
turning. I took care to notice the form of the house-
a hall from front to rear; one front and one rear iwrn*
on each side of it; above the whole a low attic, prob-
ably occupied by the slave housemaids.

I was met in the bare unpainted hall by a dropsical
man of nearly sixty, holding a dim candle, a wax-myr-
tle dip wrapped on a corncob. He had a retreating
rhm. a throat-latch beard and a roving eye; stepped
wifi one foot and sUd with the other, spoke in a de-
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Asleep in the Death-Trap

1 louowed ftim to the rear comer chamhor fh. ^_

I should rather iiave him for my robber and murderer*.ntho« villains down at the%uarters. I detledhan m conversation while I drew off my booUandthrew my jacket upon the back of a cJr Tsuch away as to let my despatch be seen. S to« was Ilucky one; the document, sealed with red wa^ !fuckout arrogantly from an inside pocket. ThI asShvely questions the while as if to conceal a bknHef

tonM^. ""^ •""'^•^^ """^^ ' P'"- °f *e four-

He was not wordy, and he tarried but a moment

Tne cfT'f^- "" '^'''^^"- I" *« dreary 15
rZ^ .**T'

'""" ^""'P*' •>« «'"ed that som^Confederates, about a year before, had come herelm!
P es«„g horses, and their officer, on being calkd by

w^h thTh^'T'"'"
•"" "'"'^'^ h'™ "^hfnd the «rwith the butt of a carbine. I asked what punishm^the officer njceived. and I noticed the plural

p"
I said w.th genuine warmth that .f he would giveme that man's name—etc.

^
He waited on the threshold with his dropsical back

m I knew what their way was. I considered my
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mall stock of facts. The one that appalled me most
was the mward guilt which I brought with me to this
ordMl. I wanted to say my childhood prayers and I
wuld not. For I could not repent; at least the emo-
Hon of repentance would not come. Moreover, every
now and then there leapt across this blackness of guilt
a forked lightning of fright, as I realized that I could
no more plan than I could pray. No doubt Coralie
Rothvelt, by this time in Fayette, was telling some
Fedfra commander that a certain Confederate courier,
now asleep at the house of Lucius Oliver, had let slip
to her the fact that his despatches were written to be
captured, and that, read with that knowledge, they
would be of guiding value. What mine host himself
might have m view for me I could lot guess, but most
likely those three rapscallions down at the quarters
were already plotting my murder. So now for a coun-
terplot-alas! the counterplot would not unfold forme I

I rallied all my wits. Here was an open window.
Through it the moonlight poured in upon the lower
half of the bed. If I should lie with my eyes in the
shadow of the headboard no one entering by the door
opposite could see that I was looking. Good I but
what to do when the time should come-ah mel-and
Oh, God I " and " Oh, God I " again. Ought I, now.

.0 let the enemy get the despatch, or must I not rather
kesp It from him at whatever risk of death or dis-
grace? Ah! if I might only fight, and let the out-
come decide for me I And why not? Yes, I would
fight I And oh I how I would fight I If by fighting
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too well I should keep the despatch, why, that, as mat-
ters now stood, was likely to be the very best for my
country's cause. On the other hand, should I fight
till I fell dead or senseless and only then lose it, surely
then it would be counted genuine and retain all its

value to mislead. Oh, yes,—I could contrive nothing
better—I would fight I

I drew the counterpane aside, lay down under it re-
volver in hand, and then, for the first time since I
had put on the glorious gray, found I could not face
the thought of death. I grew steadily, penetratingly,
excruciatingly cold, and presently—to the singular sat-
isfaction of my conscience—began to shake from head
to foot with a nervous chill. It was agonizing, but it

was so much better than the spiritual chill of which it

took the place 1 I felt as though I should never be
warm again. Yet the attack slowly passed away, and
with my fnger once more close to the trigger, I lay
trying to i se my brain, when, without prayer or plan,
I solved tlie riddle, what I should do, by doing the
only thing I knew I ought not to do. I slept.

XX

CHARLOTTE OLIVER

An envelope sealed with sealing-wax, unless it has
also a wrapping of twine or tape whose only knot is
under the seal, can be opened without breaking the
seal. Gholson had once told me this. Hold a thin,
sharp knife-blade to the spout of a boiling tea-kettle;
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Rq«,t th.« ope«t,o„ many times. The wax will yidJ

!«;•„ r °. ^'"^ "^ P""" *"' fasten it downagam, and a seal so tampered with need betray tiefact only to an eye already suspicious
'

h»H 1 1 Tk "'"P'-, '^'"^ '^°°' ''^'^«" -"^ and the hallhad a lock, but no key; another door, letting from r^vmom to the room in front of it, had 'no lock, tow^sbolted. I slept heavily and for an hour or mo«. SI was aware of something being moved-slowly-slj^"-by httle^der my pillow. The pillow was in a

T^h'VT'^'^"^ '=°"°"- When I first lay down!he cotton had so smelt of its newness that I ihough
« was enough of itself, to keep me awake. Now tW,^orwasve,led by another; a delicate perfume ; a ^^
fni .V"''.?'*

''™"«''* =K^'" to me all theinadents of the night, and all their woe. I lookedand there so close to the bedside that she could see m^eyes as plamly as I saw hers, stood Coralie RothvdfIn the door that opened into the hall were two young

The m '

'

'f.fr" • '" *^ '«'"^=°'»-' Federal blue^The moonhght lay m a broad flood between them and

h^ff^^uT"^
^"^ '*°"'"^" ^^'^ 'he crown of herhat to the floor and brightened the earnest animation

wth„nT''H^'r
"'."'" '•'"""'y '^"^ backward

7ntu .u""^ ^f
"'*''y ^'''^ '" the air behind her.and the other st.ll in the last pose of withdrawing fromunder the pillow—empty 1

My problem was indeed simplified. The despatch
8o



Charlotte Oliver
hid b«n stolen, opened, read, re-waled and returned.
All I now had to do was to lie here till daybreak and
then get away if I could, deliver the despatch to Ned
Fernr. and tell hira-ahl what?-how much? Ohmy bemired soul, how much must I tell? My shame
1 might bear; I might wash it out in blood at the bat-
tle s front

;
but my perfidy I how much was it perfidy

to withhold; how much was it perfidy to confess?
The heaviness of my soul, by reacting upon my

frame and counterfeiting sleep better than I could have
done It in cold blood, saved me, I fancy, from death
or a northern prison. When 1 guessed my three visi-
tors were gone I stirred, as in slumber, a trifle nearer
the window, and for some minutes lay with my face
half buried in the pillow. So lying, there stole tomy ear a footfall. My finger felt the trigger, my lids
lifted alertly, and as alertly reclosed. Outside the
window one of the officers, rising by some slender foot-
hold, had been looking in upon me, and in sinking
down again and turning away had snapped a twigHe glanced back just as I opened my eyes, but oncemore my head was in shadow and the moonlight be-
tween us. When I peeped again he was moving away

Five, ten fifteen minutes dragged by. Counting
them helped me to lie still. Then I caught another
pregnant sound, a mumbling of male voices in the ad-
joming front room. I waited a bit, hearkening labor-
iously, and then ever so gradually I slid from the bed
put on everything except my boots, and moved by
inches to the door between the two rooms. It was
very thm; "a good sounding-board," thought I as I
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listened for life or death and hoped my ear wa. theonly one againat it.

"
The diicuasion warmed and I began to catch wordi

whtSr•
°''"'" '"'^ *'- '"' LucSoS

Md l^J,!?!'"' ""f
'""' '"'''""°"*- While his son

Khel he Jir ''^'"'" "'. °''*""""y P'»*^ their

wa-15^*"
*'^'"^' *'"^'' "T»»f*-not-our_

At length he lost all prudence. " Nn-o l-Nnno-o

place! Wait till he's off my land; I'm not coin' to

aith?""'
-bel. a.,„^„,„i„. „/h„rand

fn suTa . »7 ^'"^• ^' "'' y"" *ree skunk,

da^n fools I IVe swone to heaven and hell to giteven ef revenge can ever git me even, and this ain'tthe way to g,t even. It's not-^ur-wa-ay I
»

thifainr,'* "'Ji''"''
««sperated him. "You know

this am
t ever been our way; you'd say so, yourself

ef you wa'n't skin full o' china-ball whiskey! Wh-.t in
all hell .s the reason we can't do him as we've r>aysdone the others ?

" '

nnl'
?*'!;•*''"* ^°"' "'"^y ^*'"" ''P"*-! the son, whileone of h.s cromes warned both against being overheard

Z:::it
""' "'''' ^--'"•""^ ^-'-^

"What's that about the horse?_The horse might
g-t away and be evidence ag'inst us .?-What ?-Ohnow g,ve the true reason; you want the horse,' that's'
all! You two hckskillets air in this thing py^'ly forthe stealm's. Me and my son ain't bu!hwhacke«
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w^«»entl«n«l At le. ,t I'm one. Our g«„e', re-

«11^^ "V'''*
•P**'''' ''"* »' • ""ft ebbing

WW. Yet there I Mw a moit welcome .ight. AgainMthe outer edg., of the .ill an un^,. hand wa. mfvS*

W h, Kj^. ''•'u'
*'''** •«»*'' »"«• 'n i:'e fork

C^h?~ f^l- u
""^ """^ ^ «""*'' 'o 'he window.But there bethmkmg me how many a man had put hi,head out at ju.t ,uch a place and never got it bacTnn.de a long «dewi« reach. Mcu-ed the^per and

It wa. the envelope which had contained CoralieRottveIf. pas.. I., four flaps were spread open.^d

follJ^iigf"
"" """'*''

'" ' '"^^ "-X -^»8 the

da^7k'"JT' """f'""y f""'"!- Do not stir till

t^ant Ferrys plan, we're only improving upon it.When you vcport to him don't let blame fJl Jon thefather and son whose roof this night saves you from

iThtrKUt '"'*^''^'-*^'^'^^ofkerwliIZ.

wary—be brave—be true.

I stood equally aniared and alert. The voices stillgrowled m the next room, and my horse'sHehung be ore the window. I peered out; there st^Ae priceless beast. I came a sly step n^trer andt^« h« shadow, flattened against%he'hout;face ^ward. wa. C6«lie Rothv.lt comicaUy hildi^gX
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forked .tick « . pr«e„t-.m,.. Throbbing with .gnufut craving- .negiance, I seized the rein. The^

l^L^ ?' "" *'"'*°'' •'«' **"« "y 'r^e hand

then let me draw her hand a. far .. it could comeand cover it with ki..e.. Then .he drew me dZand whupered "You'll do what I've a.ked?'^
WhCT I Mid I would try .he looked di.treufully nn-

ri^' ' """^ "''" '" *•«"-- "••'•-•*

Her face .poke pawionate thank.. " That', all I can
•Jk

I .he Mid. whi.pered ' When you g,.^^,*Z
Plmn road,"-md vanished.

So-tetf Iht

I «t by the window, capped, booted, belted, mybndle m one hand, revolver in the other. In all ^house, now. there wa. no round, and without therev«. a .tdlne.. only more va.t. I could not teirwhlS
certam «nMtion. m my ear were given by in«ct. in

neLr""/." .""• °' ""'''y ^y "y overwrought
nerve, and tired necic. The moon Miled high, the airwa. at last comfortably cool, my hor«> stood^^d^ej
I thought It must be half-past two

^
"Now it must be three." Mis. Rothvelt'. writing

toy in my bosom beside my despatch. At each half-hour I re-read it. At three-and-a-half I happened toglance at the ongmal superscription. A thought flashed

Its letter, one by one and to arrange them in a new

^ftt ;,,
'^ ^ ^'°^ ^°""'* ""'' • ^"^ Rothvelt;

after them I wrote a from Coralie and r from Roth-
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velt I and o from Coralie and two t'l and an e from
Rothveu, .„d behold. Chariot.., while .he rLai^
letten gave me Oliver.

Ah I where had my wits been? Yet without a sui-
picion Uiat the wa. Charlotte Oliver one might have
let the anagram go unsuspected for a lifetime. Evi-
dently It concealed nothing from General Austin orNed Ferry; most likely it was only the name she used
«n passing through the lines. At any rate I w>s con-
vinced she was a good Confederate, and my hear. rose.
But why, then, this ardent zeal to save the necks of

«ie two traitors "whose roof this night-" etc.?
Manifestly she was moved by passion, not duty; love
drove her on; but surely not love for them. " No "
I guessed in a reverent whisper, "but love fc Ned
Ferry. It must have been through grace o: jme
of her nobility and his, caught in my heart even ../ore
I was quite sure of it in theirs, that I sat and framed*e following theory: Ned Ferry. loving Charlotte
Oliver, ye. coerced by his sense of a soldier's duty, had
put passion's dictates wholly aside and had set about
to bnng these murderers to justice; doing this though
he Im.w that she could never with honor or happiness
to either of them become the wife of a man who hadmade her a widow, while she, aware of his love, a love
so true that he would not breathe it to her while this
hideous marriage held her, had ridden perilously in the
dead of night to circumvent his plans if, with honor to
both of them, it could be done.
The half-hour dragged round to four. My horse

roused up but kept as quiet as a clever dog. I heard
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ayt sound in the hall ; first a step and then a slide.then a step agam and then a slide; Lucius Oliver was

thZt^anT"'!,'"' '"T
^"^ ^''"^ gathered1:.^;

taew wht
"^ T ?'" *° ""= ''•'«S^'-'- Heaven onlyknew what noiseless feet might be following behindthat loathsome shuffle It reached the doorltnd was

st.ll. And now the door opened, softly, slowly, andthe paralytic stood looking i„. The moonlight hadswung almost out of the room, but a band of t fellghttenng upon the revolver lying i„ „y ^p ^jj^ ^
other hand, on the window-sill, with the bridle in itO d Lucms was alone. In the gloom I could not seehis venom gathermg, but I could almost smell it

XXI

THE FIGHT ON THE BRIDGE

" GooD-MORNiNG/' I murmured.
"Good-morning," he responded, tardily and grimly.
Well, you mr in a hurry."

^

"Not at all, sir. I'm sorry to seem so; it's not the
tip-top of courtesy,—"

" No, it ain't too stinkin' polite."
" True; but neither are the enemy, and they're early

risers, you know." ' = «riy

" Well, good Lord I don't hang back for my sake! "
I put on an offended esteem. " My dear sir, you'veno call to take offence at me. I'm waiting because nly

business is too-well, if I must explain. it'»-it's too
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The Fight on the Bridge
important to be risked except by good safe daylight;
that 3 all." ' * '

Oh. he wasn't taking offence. His reptile temp-r
crawled into hiding, and when I said day was break-
ing, he said he would show me my way.

" Why, I keep the plain road, don't I ?
"

No, he would not; only wagons went that way, to
cross the creek by a small bridge. I could cut off
nearly two miles by taking the bridle-path that turned
sharply down into the thick woods of the creek-bot-
tom about a quarter of a mile from the house and
crossed the stream at a sandy ford. " Ride round," he
said, and I'll show you from the front of the house "

"Thence he pointed out a distant sycamore looming
high against the soft dawn. There was the fence-cor-
ner at which the bridle-path left the road. He idly
declined pay for my lodging. "We never charge a
Confederate soldier for anything; that's not our way "

Day came swiftly. By the time I could trot down to
the sycamore it was perfectly light even in the shade
of an old cotton-gin house close inside the comer of
the small field around wh,cn I was to turn. The vast
arms of its horse-power press, spreading rigidly down-
ward, offered the only weird aspect that lingered in
the lovely morning. I have a later and shuddering
memory of it, but now the dewy air was lall of sweet
odors, the squirrel barked from the woods, the wood-
pecker tapped, and the lark, the cardinal and the mock-
ing-bird were singing all around. The lint-box of the
old f ton-press was covered with wet morning-glories
I took the bridle-path between the woods and the field
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^L^'ITI ^'^ ^°^" '" '"« den^e forest beyond

to hifneck Tnd "L."? 'T'" *° '"' "=^'' «°°P«d

tangle.
"*' '''^'«'" *'"^"«'' *<= PatwVs.

evfi^'st^'?"r ?" 'r*'
^P«=^ -«« g°Wen. But

as soon as they found I was flanking the« XlZ
intoT °"f -1' '"' ^P'^^" ^ could maCand bur"

£n htr "',;*.' T"'= ='"'' ^«'h that might havebeen heard a hundred yards away. One glance „„the embowered alley, one glance down h and ?wh.rled to the right, drove in the spur, and flew fothe bndge. A wild minute s.v-a turn in fte rL
;eU me2;'rel!° '"r^^"<^^^^ ^^^n':tZ
one behLd-

*""-''"°"'*=^ *"™— °»« '" front, „o

The thunder of our own hoofs
Was all the sound we heard.

A fourth turn and no one yet! A fifth m„,. i,

than the others-and therUef^^'^r^^ow Z'
.t an^'ir "''' ' "=•' '''''"^' ""' "° one wast
With , r,

'"'''"* ""^ •'"^^'^ fl^'^hed into vLwWith a great clatter 1 burst upon it, reached theS
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die. glanced back, and dropped complacently into atrot Tame endmg if_but as I looked forward Zin
""^i '^'^i

'*^ ^ """""'^d "«" At thTotherTdof the bndge, in the shade of overhan^ng tr«s hemoved mto view, and well I knew the nTat fi Tf ih^fbutternut homespun. He flourished a re"lvL ate"h.s head and m a drunken voice bade me halt
I halted; not making a point of valor or discretionbut because he was Charlotte Oliver's husband iS
Don t halt me sir, I'm a courier and in a hurJ- '

He hiccoughed. " Let's-s'-see y- orders."
^

X took my weapon into my bridle-hand by the barreland began to draw from my bosom the emp^y e„vdo2addressed Coralie Rothvelt. At the same tiTe IT^
^ckt'rd w7hm°r' T"' -""'^ ' "-2oackward with my bram as busy as a mill. Was ther*

S;;'s°pSfrf :rv'
^^^ '"^^ - ^^^^^^rerrys plan-,f the plan was his? Were those vil-lams waning yet, up at the ford? I could hearnotf,

'"
" Sa"^^VT "": t^"^ °^—erabiTbirf"

h.u^ .

drunkard growled again, and again Ihalted, weanng a look of timid awe, but as fuHSlIas a weasel. I reined in abruptly so as to i?L^u
reach between us the fullest lenSof mj o«.*darm with the paper in two fingers as IlLnT I
saddle-bow. He bent and reaclTed uL^d^anTtithe envelope; but hardly could his eye ligh^^^n^J
superscription before it met the muzzfe o my^a '„

hoM. \T'' ^y '""^ ^"^ affectionate "Ciholla, or I'll give you to the crows. Back. Backoff
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this bridge-quick I or I'll-" I p^hed the pistoJ
nearer; the danger was no less to him because I was
thoroughly frightened. He backed; but he g'ared a
devilish elation, for behind me beat the hoofs of both
his horsemen. I had to change my tactics.
"Halt

I
Turn as I turn, and keep your eye on this."

Glad was I then to be on a true cavalryman's horse
that answered the closing of my left leg and moved
steadily around till I could see down the bridge
Oliver, after a step or two, stopped. " Turn I

" I yelled
and swelled. " One, two,—"

'

He turned. There was not a second to spare. The
two long-haired ff"ows came nip and tuck. I see yet
tneir long deer-hum.rs' rifles. But I remembered my
pledge to this man's wife, and proudly found I had
the nerve to hold the trigger still unpressed when at
the apron of the bridge the rascals caught their first
full sight of us as we sat humpshouldered, eye to eye,
like one gray tomcat and one yellow one. They
dragged their horses back upon their hauncues. One
leaped to the ground, the other aimed from the sad-
dle; but the first s! .^t that woke the echoes was neither
theirs nor mine, but Sergeant Jim Langley's though
that, of course, I did not know. It came from a tree
on our side of the water, some forty yards downstream
The man in the saddle fired wild, and as his horse
wheeled and ran, the rider slowly toppled over back-
ward out of saddle and stirrups and went slamming to
the ground.

*

His companion had no time to fire. Instantly after
these two shots came a third, and some wiUows up-
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stream filled with its wh.f- .

^^

knees lieaving out longfrie' of It "l'
'^"'^ *° «.

a tremor of echoes up a„d "0°^/,^ """ '^^"^'' '»
voice, stalwart, elated cut 7. t

"'"='""• Another
•Don't shoot. Smith, wev! omT^'

" "''^ ** ^'-"'d-
for the halter I

"

^""""^^
^ "ve that hound

»r "s^n;; itr;ror
^'--'^

'- •>«•''"- ^^

^«?^S^:ir,^tf T^''>^ a stir-

still tonuring^the fir whhht^t^^^^^
'''°"^' ""'' "°-.

ng for his rifle. Oliver saw 1^^"^ "'"' ""*' "''^'-
A« the drunkenness lift hTeyes'^td th'"

^'''^''''^
eyes of a snake, but too quicWv foA '^ '^"'"^ ">«
purpose I turned my wearn fr

\}"" '° 8""^ my
His revolver flew from Keer »•" ^' '"' '^^'^
curses started from his lips and f r\"'''

" '"^«'" "^
-to hi, fa,, ,g^i„ ^ snTtched h : h '.'.""f

"^ P''^*°'
to the crawling woodman " sS,. . !

^^^ ^"'=='n'=d
the other of us ! Oh ! sLh ^ '.''°°" ^iU one or

Theriflecracked'L^t
Jl'r'"answered it behind me; the hol '"/ °''^ "'• * ^"ot

'" a gurgle, and Sergeant 7^117 """ ' ^°'" '^'ed
the horse that had staved hTTu^ "'' '^^P^^ "pon
was off hot-footed ZV::Z"'4'^ "''' '"'

-h:^fors^i;--''-crie^'X^;
I ^ve no assent, and I^believe Oliver guessed m,
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purpose to «ave him, though his eyes were as venomoui
as ever I flirted the rein oflf his horse's neck and said
savagely "Cornel quick I trot I gallop I" The ser-'
geant's young companion of the morning before dashed
out of the bushes on his horse with Jim's horse in lead.

I ve got him safe, Kendall," I cried, and my cap-
fave and I sped by him at a gallop on our way to Ned
Ferry s command.

XXII

WE SPEED A PARTING GUEST

Rising to higher ground, we turned into the Natchez
and Port Gibson road where a farm-house and countrjl
store ' constituted Clifton. Still at a gallop we left

these behind a..J entered a broad lane between fields
of tasselling corn, where we saw a gallant sight. In the
early sunlight and in the pink dust of their own feet,
down the red clay road at an easy trot in column by
fours, the blue-gray of their dress flashing with the
glmt of the carbines at their backs, came Ferry's scouts
with Ned Ferry at their head. There was his beauti-
ful brown horse under him, too. My captive and I
dropped to a walk, the column did the same, and Ferry
trotted forward, beckoning us to halt. His face showed
tnumph and commendation, but no joy. Oliver an-
swered his scrutiny with a blaze of defiance.

"Good-morning, Smith, who is your prisoner?"
" His name is Oliver."

Ferry looked behind to the halted column. " Lieu-
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tenant ^uinn, send two men to guard this one «!miA

" Two Federal officers."

by the same hand that had shownTto them."
"' "^•

oHvr:::«trld;itar ^"°^'^' ^°"''^''"

.0 do^'with t'Tnd" r' ''°"V^«-«
he had anythingro ao witft It, and I ve no absolute proof, either th^t

Uut they were present, eh ' "

Uh, no
!

he murmured, '
that cannot be I

"
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"I taw her face, Lieutenant, nearer to mine than
yours » now. But she did it to help us-oh. but IKnow that, sir I She came under my window and told

Z.la^J^ I' '
^'" *°''' "' " "" y°" "he hadn't

hwarted your plan, but only improved on it, and I
beheve-Lieutenant, if you will hear me patiently
hrough a confession which-" I choked with emo-

lion.

He lighted up with happy relief. "No, you need
not make It. And you need not turn so pale." Where-

for the Yarikees, and used it so, you think? Ah
yes. Smith, I sen it all, now; she pumped you dry."

In 1 Tf,Tu^^J ^ '^-^ ""y ''"«'• *"'' f°' "evidence

fa! te«r
'" ""^ ^^^* '*° ^°""t»i"s of stand-

"How, then, did she know?"
*• Lieutenant, she guessed I She must have just put

two Md two together and guessed I Or else, Lieuten-

" She must have pumped others before she pumped

""d". .
,,"

'^"^ "^^^ confession in his good humor,
aut tell me; did she not see also this other trap for

tins man and his father, and try to save them out of
It?—oh, If you don't want—never mind." He laid a
leg over the front of his saddle and sat thinking. So
1 see him to-day: his chestnut locks, his goodly limbs
and shoulders, the graceful boots, cut-away jacket,
faded sash, straight sword, and that look of care on
his features which intensified the charm of their spirit-
ual cleanness; behind him his band of picked heroea,
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Wc Speed a Parting Guest
and for background the June ikv Wh«,«». r

durt. You have been trading horsei?"
^°'*'"*

it wai Idle; a magic .ecms to shield a rap.ive's leanfor !,fe. Away acroM the com he went to th, J^*^of a tangled wood, over the fence VherTal
°

andfntothe brush. "Haiti bang!" and "H^tV^V^twas at eveor bound, but now the pursuers cam! back

Sn. p'"' T' «='>"'«'»P'«o«ly silent ^eS ^\k
'"^ «''""'' "«»'" « 'he time, and 1mlhaving withm me a quarrel with him for his indilfcrence^at^th_e prisoner's escape, when with cSd ':^

"Why did you not fire?"

his that I had only followed his example. His answerwas a smile. " Yo„, also, have been gues"i "h?"he .aid, and when I glowed with gratitude he adJIl
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Never mind, we must have a long talk. At present
there is a verbal message for me; what is it?

"

Verbal message ? No, Lieutenant, she didn't—oh I

--from the General! Yes! the General says-' Rod-

He turned and moved to the head of the column.
I followed. There, "Left into line wheel-march!"
chanted our second in command. "Backwards—
tnarch!" and then "Right dress!" and the line, that
had been a column, dressed along the western edge of
the road with the morning sun in their faces. Then
Ferry called " Foiurs from the right, to march to the
left-march!" and he and Quinn passed up the mid-
dle of the road along the front of the line, with yours
truly close at their heels, while behind us the command
broke into column again by fours from the right and
set the pink dust afloat as they followed back northward
over their own tracks with Sergeant Jim beside the first
four as squadron right guide. I had got where I was by
some mistake which I did not know how to correct—
I was no drill-master's pride,—and there was much sup-
pressed amusement at my expense along the front as
we rode down it. At every few steps until the whole
line was a column Ned Ferry dropped some word of
cheer, and each time there would come back an equally
quiet and hearty reply. Near the middle he said
•' Brisk work ahead of us to-day, boys," and I heard
the reiteration of his words run among the ranks. I
also heard one man bid another warm some milk for
the baby. Trotting by a grove where the company had
passed the night, we presently took the walk to break
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by twos and as we resumed the trot and turned west-ward ,„to a by-road. Lieutenant Quinn dro^^d backto he cohann and sent me forward to the sideof Ned*erry. I went with cold shivers.

XXIII

"And

FERRY TALKS OF CHARLOTTE

vol' I°" '?'" °° '^"''"''" ""''^ '^y commander,
you have but one revolver; here is another "

" w'^
''

"«
^.^'*"''- " "'^ 0«^«^'«." I said.

Well call It yours now," he replied. "Kendallpicked .t up, but he has no need of it

"

I remarked irrelevantly that I had not noticed whenSe geant J.m and Kendall rejoined us, but Ferry s^c"o he subject of the captured weapon. " Take it "h^

sdf holdmg horses every time we dismount to 5t
matter of the Olivers; you shall tell him the whole ofU yourself

;
you are my scout, but you are his courier "

" T r^"'"!;
^~^ ^''^ ^ ''"««' 'he whole of it"

_^

Tell him all you know."
" Even things she doesn't want told?

"

Ah! "-he gave a Creole shrug-" that you mustdecide, on the honor of a good soldier. She has X„you into her confidence ?

"

™"

^J
Only into her service." I said, but he raised his
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"That is more; certainly you are honored. WhatIS It you would ratlier not tell the r.^n»rri 7

you must; do I know that already; " " ""' '''

^^^J^^T-^'^^- Lieutenant, is she

Ferry stroked his horse's neck and said very softly

-t ut'at 7eS t?rth°
"^" '°"^ '°' "^ " S'

brother and mother, ward of a Lht' heln h 'j

sisjr a d i„ ,,,,^ distracted^i;;:!';:X^n;S
with the courage, wisdom and kind activL to orobe

sheikehim'f:^^'"^'^'
"'''^ ^°""^ -- -h as

whltt wLtlfa^ea::^ 'vof ""'"-r
"''" °'

succeeded; he has 'n" deTourlrherar^l J st h"'

=l^Kif---4=K:s
magichasbeenhervi,iJce.h^^'US,re:;a;S^
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I gave him no pledge but a look.

int?hr.!!"' l"" °- u''
""''""«* ^''« has never goneinto her chamber without locking the door; she hasnever come out of it unarmed."

I remarked that had I been in her place I shouldeither have sunk into the mire, so to speak or thr^!,„
myself. literally, into the river.

^
' ""^"

" Yes " he responded, " but not she! Her life is stillhers; she will neither give it away nor throw aVayShe wants it, and she wants it whole."
''

" Did she say that to you?"
He looked at me in wide surprise. "Ah! could youthink she would speak with me on that subject No

to H
'' T:" Z"""'

^ ''"°" fr"*" " "''" -« ha" meet'0-day
;

the brother of Major Harper ; and L. , he h^from- my companion smiled-" somebody you h^Jeknown a pretty long time, I think, eh ? "

"I see; I see; you mean my mother! "

He let me ponder the fact a lone time " T ,V„t-
ant," I asked at length, "did you Cw your

^

against the two Olivers would cross her wishes" "
^

Ah! was his quick response, "it crossed mineke-tc,.. But, you know, this life we have to live hIS never for two people only."
'

"No," I replied, with my eagerness to moralize "notwo persons, and above all no one man and one woman

"^Jmt "" °-;''"'' '^"*^' °^ •=-" °f the~p"'
"Ti,*"' ':,7

=°"^"'^'- ^' l^ast one third person,-"
Hoh I mterrupted Ferry, in the manner of one to
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whom the fact was somehow of the most immediateand

1 ve y practical interest, " and to consider a thou-sand .s better." Th.„. after a pause. " Yes." he said,
I know she could not like that move, but you remem-ber our talk of yesterday, where we first met ? »

ori^Jn^* ^ r''^--

^'"'"" y°""^ "«"' t° ^hon- thepnnc pies of hving were still unproved weapons, there

7.^t'
*" "y,'*^*^' J"^' °"^ ^°rt of talk better than table-

taHc. and that was saddle-talk; I remembered vividlyYou mean ,yhen we were saying that on whatever

fn'i ^ "^^ * '°^T^ ""• " •"= *"'• ^''^ of all. stick
to that road, and then every time it divides take the-
l seel you came to where the road divided I

"

ll^c^!'/"** °^?r' ^ ^"^ '° '"^^ ^''^ "PP«r fork-
I am glad you said that yesterday morning ; it came as
sometmies the artillery, eh?-just at the right mt
" I didn't say it. Lieutenant

; you said it."
" No. I think you said it ;—sounds like you "
" It was you who said it! and anyhow, it was youwho had the strength to do it !

"

He laughed " Oh l-a little strength, a little vanity,—pnde-self-Iove—we have to use them all—as agood politician uses men."
I looked him squarely in the eyes and began to bumAt every new unfolding of his confidence I had let mvown vanity, pride, self-love be more and more flattered

and here at 'ength was getting ready to esteem him less
for showing such lack of reserve as to use me as an
escape-valve for his pent-up thoughts, when all at once
1 fancied 1 saw what he was trying to do. I believed
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he had guessed my temptations of the night and was
making use of himself to warn me how to fight them
" I understand," said I, humbly.
But this only pleasantly mystified him. He glanced

aU over me with a playful eye and said, " You must
have a carbine the first time our ordnance-wagon finds
us. Drop back, now, into the ranks."

I did so; but I felt sure I should ride beside him
agam as soon as he could make an opportunity; for it
was plain that by a subtle unconfessed accord he and
she had chosen me to be a true friend between them.
About noon, while taking a brief rest to give our

horses a bite, we were joined by an ambulance carry-
ing Major Harper's brother and some freight which
certamly was not hospital stores. When we remounted
this vehicle moved on with us, in the middle of the
column, and I was called to ride beside it and tell all
about the arrival of Miss Harper and her nieces at
Hazlehurst, and their journey from Brookhaven to
camp. Ned Ferry rode on the side opposite me and
I noticed that all the fellows nearest the ambulance
were choice men; Sergeant Jim was not there, but
Kendall was one, and a young chap on a large white-
footed pacer was another. Having finished my task
I had gathered my horse to fall back to my place at
the rear, when my distinguished auditor said, " I'm
acquamted with your mother, you know."
He was not so handsome as his brother, though

younger. His affability came by gleams. I asked how
that good fortune had come to my mother, and he re-
pUed that there was hardly time now for another story

;
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we might be interrupted-by the Yankees. " Ask theyoung lady you met yesterday evening," he added, witha knowing gleam, and smiled me away; and when byand by the enemy did interrupt, I had forgiven himWhoever faded to answer my questions, in those daysmcurred my forgiveness. ^ '

XXIV
A MILLION AND A HALF

About mid-afternoon I awoke from deep sleep on a

.W.°/ 'a
'" ''". '°^''"^ '^'^'^ °f ^ Cottonwood

jungle. A corporal was shaking me and whisperingMake no noise; mount and fall in."
Round about in the stifling thicket a score of men

WrLe°r
'°-

r'™'*"'"'
2"'"" ''°^ "y. and a"h.s side Sergeant J.m seemed to have just come among

cLJ ^
, T P^''""''' °"'y '" t«° directions

could one see farther than a few yards. Through onenarrow openmg came an intolerable glare of sunlightfrom a broad sheet of gliding water, while by anotherbreak m the motionless foliage could be seen in mild

flnnH !J;^.7.^' ^
*''" ^''°'" "°«''^^" ^i^w. the tawny

w!s on n fi hT"'^'''-
^ ''"'"='' °' 'he farther shorewas open fields lying very low and hidden by a leveeAs we noiselessly fell into line, counting off in" awhisper and rubbing from ourselves and our tortured

horses the flies we were forbidden to slap, 1 noticed ris-mg from close under that farther levee and some two

r ' T'^t"!' ' '"^" '='°"'* °f '1"«' ^•"ing rapidlydown the hidden levee road. It seemed to L raised
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entirely by one or two vehicles. Behind us our ownmam shore was wholly concealed by this mass of cot-
tonwoods on the sands between it and the stream on
a spit of which we stood ambushed. On the water
a hundred and fifty yards or so from the jungle, pointed
obliquely across the vast current, was a large skiff
with SIX men in it. Four were rowing with all their
power, a fifth sat in the bow and the other in the stem
Quinn, m the saddle, watched through his glass the
cottonwoods from which the skiii had emerged at the
bottom of a sheltered bay. Now he shifted his gaze to
the little whirl of dust across the river, and now he
turned to smile at Jim, but his eye lighted on me in-
stead. I risked a knowing look and motioned withmy hps," Just in time!"
" No." he murmured, " they're late ; we've been wait-ing for them."

The sergeant's low order broke the platoon into
column oy file, Qumn rode toward its head with his
b ade drawn, and as he passed me he handed me his

STw. .^^t' ^°V!'^ "° '^''''""' '^y «n<J watch
that boat till I send for you. If there's firing, look

tl7 ' w'f 1.^ r\°"'
"'''" '^ ^''- ^"-^ ^^ho, and how

hard. Watch the boat, nothing else."
He moved straight landward through the cotton-

woods, followed by the men in single file, but haltedthem while the rear was still discernible in the green
tangle. Presently they rnslung carbines, and I dis-
tinctly heard galloping. It was not far beyond the
cottonwoods. The Yankees were after us. Suddenly
rt ceased. Over yonder, shoreward in the thicket,
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whheaplashe.. Eve.yseco„'d^StS;;rrt''
h'nd me Qumn and his men stole awav bL» n,^are orders and I had no choice but to w'atch he°S:7The man m the stem had his back to me and n„ faamong the other five did I know. 1 hey wereC ^^tmg away, but the splashes came thick aTddS ! ;
presently one ball found its mark Th-

*?*'

stern hurriedly changed places wfh .
'" "' *'

asthereHeved^er?^^^^^^^^^

fresh h i'?.r " '" ""'«'" P«'"' «"d I «v hat2fresh hand at the oar was the brother of Maior Harn-i-Just as I made the discovery " Boomr saWm^sSdust-cloud across the river and " h„rr„ t
'^™*"

hurry-hurry-hurry-hur^P£ a t^T '^"''"7-

the boa
,
but no second shot came aboard and
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in a rattle of carbine and ^^^sS^Pe " t7"'''on them out of hidinc- Thi.l 7° f"^e^y is down

it was tt^ardtsTd b„tItn^" ''°'

out and getting off afu" af *
"^ '^"'""^ '""^ ^^^

los " '
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beginning with the rerolu: none of our own men

jUrted «,tw.rd in the ambulance left us by tSMajor • brother; some others mort slightly hurt lilvquesfons were hcadlongand his answer, quiet ; he wisa slow-spoken daredevil; I wish he came more t^„he does into this story.

reached the road where they were falling into lineAf er a bnef but vain pursuit, here were almost the

reeked on everyone; the ground was strewn with its

rtherhf^i'" '™''r """«'" "-'«• -d thTj^o
of their blood were still warm. Squarely acrosfth,.

dtd FedVr r- ^''''"'' -th^dust^r^U
'

dead Federal under h,m and another on top, lay theb.g wh.te-footed pacer. At one side the .nem/s fal en

h^nJl u^';
^''^ *^' " •""" ^'*'' «" «™ i" a bloody

handkerchief, there one with his head so bound, andyonder a young fellow jesting wildly while he let h"s

fT/nh h'
«"'

""u
" «"h-^°""d in his side be rudeW

stanched. Here there was laughter at one who had

dropped like dead from his horse, but had caught an-o her horse and charged on. But these details frnpljadelay where m fact there was none; the moment Ferryspied me he asked " Did he get across? " and whi Ianswered he motioned me into the line. Then he i
changed it mto a column, commanded silence, and ledus across country eastward.
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For those few wounded who would not mve un .I..I,

nearly as young as I
asKea one

b^;t::;^"l^j--^— -e«n-

whe„^5u.rn?or„;. °;^j,r:;;^^''rr '^'^^''
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XXV
A QUIET RIDB

Where Ferry's scouts camped that night I do not
know, for we had gone only two or three mite* beyond
our first momentary halting-place when their leader
left them to Quinn and sprang away southward over
fence, hedge, road, ditch—whatever lay across his bee-
line, and by his order I followed at his heels.

In a secluded north-and-south road he looked back
and beckoned me to his side: " You saw Major Har-
per's brother land safe and sound, you say? He told
you this morning he is acquainted with your mother,
eh; but not how?"

" No, except that it was through—"
" Yes, I know. But you don't know even how your

mother is acquainted with her."
" No, though of course if she lived in the city, cora-

m«i sympathies might easily bring them together."
"She did not live in the city; s' lived across the

nver from the city. 'Tis but a year ago her father
died. He was an owner of steamboats. She inade
many river trips with him, and I suppose that ex-
plams how she knows the country about Baton Rouge
Natchez, Grand Gulf, Rodney, better than she knows
the city. But the boats are gone now; some turned
into gunboats, one burnt when the city fell, another
confiscated. I think they didn't manage her bringing-
up very well."

^

"Maybe not." I replied, being nothing if not dis-
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i

puUdoM,
" .nd .he do« .trike meu one thrown udo.

J AMu. .he i. a wonder. I„ . .u.e of K^iety more

.cclSl!ir"'f
^ '"«=«*'>'«." I "id for hta. .„d he•ccqrted the clause by a gesture, and after a mrtitativePauw went on with her history. The .abject ofLconver,.tion had fir.t met Olivier, it .eem^ whe„ fa"

-!.ear llTu'
"'"» «^^'°"»»"« '» '"e miitary field

r. thehjo oT^h®"''
'" "" P"^'""' .utumn_hewa. the hero of the moment. Even $o it wai «ir<in»

enough that he .hould capture her ; o^e io^Sa.3look to ,ee Vick.hurg fah ; but the ^vo-M wa, up^
anX «?h-

'"^ w« happening a. if i„ I" ^Sand he ca.t hi. net of lie. ; lie. of hi. own, and ™, o

ile°It nr r^'';"""'"^
"^""'^ -"o cho.e to b^

S; b,«.ri 'J*

'.''•"»«>^". th" war. with one puffof It. breath, had cleansed him of hi. vices and Sia.

for thl hriH
^ ?".' °" '° '^y- **°»' fortunately

wa. J «^ °"' °' *•" '>"'l«gr°o"''» wedding gift,

was an h™
'" ''°""! f'^ ^"'^ ^''°'^ »"« wfd^ng

ow of thrK S"'":''''"'"
"'^ orange-blossoms werfout of the bnde's hair-this slave maid had told herwh« he was, "And you know V that is."

mu« J°. '"
'"'"" *''"" ^ '"<=<1 t° think what it

besieged by that man's law-protected blandishment.
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and stratagems. "1 wish you would use me in hersemce every time there is a chance," I said.

The chances are few," he answered ; " even to Gen-
eral Austm she laughs and says we must let"he stoiwork .tself out

;
that she is the fool in it, but thereKchance for the fool to win if „ot too much btred

toIsk.°"'
'^''^ ^°" ""^^ ^" acquaintance

?
" I ventured

thil'^°" T^'"''"
*''" '^'* '""= *e brigade was inthis piece of country ? " he rejoined.

Grant'tJ^''^''
*"'" ?"'^ '°'"" ^^^ ^''^' ^^^'i^'":

Bowen hnd
"7^"' '^'°"^^ ^°'' ^'^son, Genera

Kerre ^ ""'T^ 1"°'' '^' "°^''' ^°^^ of Bayou

dZ'C' "' ''' '"" "^"^ °'' '"'' ^-^-l to --

my'JriJu'\u" ^""^ *? "' *"' "'S''*- ^°""d 'he ene-my s nght. with a letter from Major Harper's brother-he was then m New Orleans-and with informationof her own hat saved the brigade. I had just got my

whilst he brigade went to Raymond. She was mygu.de all that day; six times she was my guide^forethe end of May. Yet the most I have'learned aSher has come to me in the last few days."

_

She has a fearful game to play."

I
y^^~y^\^^^^ is what she would call it; but me

know -she has a soul to save. If it is a game i^ ul
-rv^dehcate one; let her play it as nearly ^onell 3he

no



A gu. t Ride
"Yes," sai.i 1 " a aiar, s hand in it would be only

h,s foot ,n .t
;
" and Fer.y was pleased. He scannedme all over m the same bright way he had done it in themorning, and remarked "This time I see they have

given you a carbine."
^

We went down into some low lands, crossed a creekor two, and in one of them gave our horses and our-
selves a good scrubbing. On a dim path in thick woodswe paused at a worm fence lying squarely across ourway. It was staked and ridered and its zig-zags were
crowded with brambles and wild-plum. A hundred
yards to our left, still overhung by the woods, it turned
south. Beyond it in our front lay a series of open
fields, m which, except this one just at hand, the crops
were standing high. The nearer half of this one, abreadth of maybe a hundred yards, though planted in
corn, was now given up to grass, and live-stock get-
ting into It at some unseen point, had eaten and iram-
pled everywhere. The farther half was thinly covered
with a poor stand of cotton, and between the ccm and
the cotton a small, trench-like watercourse crossed
our line of view at right angles and vanished in thewoods at the field's eastern edge. The farther border
of this run was densely masked by a growth of b-ake-
cane entirely lacking on the side next us. Between
the cotton and the next field beyond, a double line

tlf^''TA "! ?'**^ "'^ ^"^^"^ ="^ Union Church
road. Suddenly Ferry looked through his field-glasses
and my glance followed the direction in which thevwere pointed. Dust again ; one can get tired of dust

!

Some two miles off, a little southward of the setting
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sun, a golden haze of it floated across a low back-ground of trees.

*^*

I supS?'
"""^'' ^ *''*'" "'^ ^'''' " ''"' °"'y ^~"t*.

XXVI

A SALUTE ACROSS THE DEAIVLINE

I WAS not seeking enemies just then and was not

tZ. "i""''
*^ ^^""^^^^ '^" ''->' 'his mornLg

before day and move southward?" I asked

I«'7°'.n'*'" '""I'''''
'^'^ ''° "'^*-

" inquired my
leader, stiH usmg the glass, but before I could reply hegave a soft h.ss, dropped the glass, and turned his un-
aided eye upon a point close beyond our field, in the
road. Now again he lifted the glass, and I saw over
there two small, black, moving objects. They passed

!?^"l ,Tt.
'"/'"™^ *°""^"' ^^Weared nearer, and

suddenly boboed smartly up to the roadside fence-the
dusty hats of two Federal horsemen. The wearers satlooking over into the field between them and us Iasked Ferry if he wasn't afraid they would see us.

That is what we want," was his reply ; " only they
must not know we want it. Keep very still; don't
move. At that word they espied us and galloped

We turned to our Lft and hurried along our own
fence-hne, first eastward, then south, and reined up be-
hind some live brush at the edge of the public road.
Soon know how many they are, now," he said, smil-

ing back at me.
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A Salute Across the Dead-Line
"Are you going to count them?" It seemed so

mucii easier to let them count us.

" Yes," he replied. " Wish we had our boys here,"
he added, and did not need to tell me how he would
have posted them ; the place was so favorable for an
ambush that those Yankees had no doubt been looking
for us before they saw us. Half of us would be in the
locks of these highroad fences to lure them on, and
half in the little gully masked with canes to take them
in the fiank. " We would count many times our own
number before they should pass," he added.

" Can't we make them think our men are here? "
I

suggested. " Couldn't I go back to where this fence
crosses the gully and let them see me opening a gap

He was amused. " Go if you want ; but be quick

;

here they come already, a small bunch of them."
By the time I reached the spot they were in plain

view, six men and an officer. I leaped to the ground,
tugge;' at a rail and threw one end ofJ. I thought I
had never handled rails so heavy and slippery in my
life. As I got a second one down I looked across to
the road. The officer was distributing his men. Barely
a mile behind was the dust of their column. The t'lird
rail stuck and the sweat began to pour down into my
eyes and collar. Two of the blue-coats easily let down
a panel of fence on the far side of the road and pushed
into the tall corn

; three others came galloping across
the thin cotton to reconnoitre the fringe of canes; the
officer and the remaining man cantered on up the road
toward the spot where I could see Ferry observing
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everything from the saddle behind his mask of leaves

widy:" vtr He'^'^'^i '^r^'^''^
•^--""e

y ai work. He paused and pointed me out to n,»

Thif '"n^f •
""* ''"' "° «'"d stewed P„°*^^

-e? b„; hs h
""

''"^'^f"
"P '° '''^ '-- to come

n,T ; ^ °"^ '^^'^ of another mind, and the im-patient officer, crowding him away, cleared the fenTeh mself and came across the furrows at a nimWe t^otStUI I tussled with the rails, and grew peeS Theenemy was counted, closely enoughT one troon iSr

overate ?
"""^' ''' ^^'^^^' °«-' " ^^o are you,

ro"v"}?* ^T- ^rr ^^ '°°'''"^ = t"fl- "ore nar-rowb^, IsawplamIy,thrillingly.whohewas;
but his

naa sent to the fnnge of cane; they had found the

oTn °But'°"" i'f.f

'^™"^'' 'h' canes in h

what ,rr T-
^" ^^"'^ "^ ^^^'''- "Here, you!what are you domg at that fence? Who are you' "

neare'rTLrr^'V^ ""^' '"" "^^ ^'-" t«"ingnearer^ I snatched up my carbine, aimed, and then re

tne command of some one behind the canes TheFede^rs cool daring filled me with admiration Hadthe foes he was looking for been actually in hidinehere they could have picked him out of his'sIddS

not letlh'emo- ""t
°"'^ ^"^"^ "^^^ ^^^^ ^^^^-^not let themselves be teased into firing prematurelvon any one man or six. Ferry beckoned me Tmoumed and trotted down the woods side of the fence at the"
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same time the Federal's six men approached from three
directions, and down the road the main column entered
upon the scene.

The officer halted with revolver drawn and sent a
man back with some oracr to the main body. And
then Ferry's beautiful brown horse, as though of his
own choice, reared straight up where he stood, dropped
his forelegs upon his breast, rose, over the fence, master
and all, as unlaboriously as a kite, trotted out from
the brush and halted in the open field. His rider's
outdrawn sword flashed to the setting sun. The Fed-
eral, pointing here and there was deploying his remain-
ing five men toward the spot I had left, but glancing
round and seeing Ferry he trotted toward him. There-
upon Ferry advanced at a walk, and I—for I had fol-
lowed him—moved at the same gait a few paces be-
hind. " Halt him," said my leader.

" Halt! " I yelled with carbine at a ready, and the
Federal halted. In fact he had come to a small hollow
full of bushes and grapevines and had no choice but o
halt or go round it.

" Don't swallow him," said Ferry, smilingly, "
this

isn't your private war."
" He's on my private horse !

" I retorted.
" Well, you're on his," replied my commander. The

giant before us, mounted on Cricket, was my prisoner
of the previous day.

'' Who are you ? " he was calling imperiously.
" Captain Jewett ought to know," Ferrv called back,

and on that the questioner recognized us both. He be-
came very stately.

US

ft*

iill



The Cavalier

^Lieutenant Durand, I believe."

J
At times," said Lieutenant Durand.
And at other times ? "

"Lieutenant Ferry-Ferry's scouts."

»2r/£str'^H:' ,"*''r'^"^^ '"'^ '"«' -^»u«ere pleasure. He glanced toward his five men^"opmg back to him having found no enemv Tn^^en at his column which had^just halted 7Z'n^he motioneo the advance guard to the road awTnandonce more hailed Ferry while he pointed at me Hestraightened and swelled still more a he bel^n Wsq^stion but as he finished it a smile went S oi^

" w/Lv^'^^'
'''^'' •'° y°" *'"'" h«= thundered.We have what we wanted," said Ferry, " only nowwe desu-e to cross the road."

"niynow

" You're not asking my permission ? "

I am afraid not."

"I admit you are quite able to cross without."
Thank you, said Ferry ;

" will you pardon me forpassmgm front of you?"
"un me tor

flaJh^J^Sf'S' r*°'
"'' "'° '*^ ''°'*^^^ '•"<' his sabre

salute. Ferry saluted w,th his straight blade. Thenboth swords rang back into their scabbards, and Tewett

'

Un^e/r rr' ''^ ^°'""'"- P-
=•

—"emgered. then faced to the left, trotted, galloped. Overhe fence and mto the road went he-went L Do^
again. Then the woods on the south swallowed us up
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Some Fall Some Plunge

"If Captain Jewvtt will only go on to Union
Oiurch," said Frny, " Quinn will see that he never
gets back."

" But you think he will not go on ?
"

" Ah, now he is discovered, surely not. I think he
will turn back at Wiggins."

" Why Wiggins ? does he know Coralie Rothvelt ?
"

" Yes, he does ; and if since last night he has maybe
found out she is Charlotte Oliver,

"

" Oh I Lieutenant Ferry, oh ! would such a man as

that come hunting down a woman, with a troop of

cavalry ?
"

" He is not hunting her
; yet, should he find her, I

have the fear he would do his duty as a soldier, any-
how. No, he was looking, I think, for Ferry's scouts."

" But if she should be at Wiggins—

"

My leader smiled at my simplicity. " She is not at

Wiggins."

"Where is she?"
" I do not know."

XXVII

SOME FALL, SOME PLUNGE

At a farm-house well hidden in the woods of a creek

we got a brav» supper for the asking and had our
uniforms wonderfully cleaned and pressed, and at ten
that evening we dismounted before the three brightly

illumined tents of General Austin, Major Harper and
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heard the same name for him the evenine before frZher who«. own lovely shadow fell ^ WsS a'nd*^

mVi^H
""^ '"^'^ ^"""" °' N^'' Fer^' though?

he^L r^";
''"' '" *''"'= ^ '•-'* °"' hoTses Thenhe and Gholson came out and entered the General'"tent; from which Gholson soon emerged a«t?„H

off nor"wa.d "^
r T".'""^ °' "'" •"-"'

«"'
"ef

aria'ntS^fbaTi"^^'^ " '^" -"»' ^''-'-

No never mind that," he said, " Miss Rothvelt washere and saw me this afternoon, herself " vlZZpomt o „y arrival at the bridge'l had merely'to°um

he h^h.7 ^f T^^'
^'" '^"^P """tion^- But theTehe hghted a fresh cigar and said " Now, go on "

Gholson dropped in with something to be signed andthe General waved him to wait and h«r. For Ghoisondespne the sappy fetor of his mental temperament'had ab,ht,es that made him almost a priva7seiTtaryto the General. Who, nevertheless, knew him thoroughly^ When I had described Ol ver's estpe and

OHvSfwhoid'^ "^ "^''"^ '^'-''^'y ^-'^ «
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" I did not, General."
" Did Lieutenant Ferry fire?

"

I Mid he did not. The General turned his strong
eyes to Gholson's and Itept them there while he took
three luxurious puffs at his cigar. Then he took the
waiting paper, and as he wrote his name on it he said,
smiling, " I wish you had been in Lieutenant Ferry's
place, Mr. Gholson

; you would have done your duty."
The flattered Gholson received the signed paper and

passed out, and the General smiled again, at his back.
I hope no one has ever smiled the same way at mine.
Ferry and I slept side by side that night, and he told

me two companies of our Louisianians were gone to
cut off Jewett and his band. " Still, I think they will
be much too late," he said, and when I rather violently
turned the conversation aside to the subject of Scott
Gholson, saying, to begin with, that Gholson had won-
derful working powers, he replied, " 'Tis true. Yet he
says the brigade surgeon told him to-dav he is on the
verge of a nervous break-down." But on my inquiring
as to the cause of our friend's condition, my bedmate
pretended to be asleep.

We rose at dawn and rode eastward, he and I alone
some fourteen miles, to the Sessions's, where the dance
had been two nights eariier. On entering the stable
to put up our horses we suddenly looked at each other
very straight, while Ferry's countenance confessed
more pleasure than surprise, though a touch of care
showed with it. " I did not know this," he said, " and
I did not expect it."

What we saw was the leather-curtained spring-
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wtgon and iti little itriped-legged mule*. ....

nep-o in charge of them bowed gravely to me and
smiled affectionately upon Ferry. About an hour later
Gholson appeared. He took such hurried pains to
explain his coming that any fool could have seen the
real reason. The brigade surgeon had warned him—
Oh! had I heard?—Oh! from Ned Ferry, yes. The
cause of his threatened breakdown, he said, was the
perpetual and fearful grind of work into which of late
he had—fallen.

" Did the doctor say ' fallen ' ? " I shrewdly asked.
" No, the dActor said ' plunged,' but—did Ned Fer'

—who put that into your head ?
"

" Nobody
: same fall, you know, some plunge." I

did not ask the cause of the plunge; the two little

mules told me that. He would never have come, Ghol-
son hurried on to say, had not Major Harper kindly
suggested that a Sabbath spent with certain four ladies

would be a timely preventive.

" What !
" I cried, " are they here f—too? Why,—

Where's their carryall? 'Tisn't in the stable; I've

looked I"
" No, it was here, but yesterday, when the fighting

threatened to be heavy, it was sent to the front. Smith,
I didn't know Chariie Tolliver was here I

"

I believed him. But I saw he was not in search of a

preventive. Ah, no ! he was ill of that old, old malady
which more than any other abhors a preventive. Wak-
ing in the summer dawn and finding Ned Ferry risen

and vanished hitherward, a rival's instinct had moved
him to follow, as the seeker for wild honey follows the
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bee. He had come not for the core of his honey-iick-neu but for more_^,or^-mo^e-all he could find-o the honey. Smith." he «.iH. with a painful «:rew

F^V^*'"'"'
'"""'f'""'' """W^l about Ned

"Ye«," I dishonestly responded, "his polished ir-
religion

—

"Oh. no! No." he groaned, "
it isn't that so much

just now, though I know that to a true religionisU keyou the society of such a mere romanticist-"
We were interrupted.

XXVIII

OLDEST GAME ON EARTH

The cause of our interruption was Camille HarperWe had been pacing the side veranda and she came outupon It with an unconscious song on her lips, and onone finger a tiny basket.

Her gentle irruption found me standing almost onthe spot where she had stood two evenings before and
said good-bye to me. From this point a path led tothe rear of the house, where within a light paling fencebloomed a garden. She gave us a blithfgo^d-moSng
as she passed, descended the two or three side stepsand tripped toward the garden gate, a wee affair whichshe might have lifted oflf its hinges with one thumb Isaw her try its latch two or three times and then turnback discomfited because the loose frame had sagge™
a tnfle and needed to be raised half an inch. I did not
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understand the helplessness of girls as well then as I
do now

; I ran and opened the gate ; and when I shut
it again she and I were alone inside.

She let me cut the flowers. "You know who's
here? "she asked.

^1

Yes," I guilefully replied, " I came with him."

^^

" I don't mean Lieutenant Ferry," she responded,
"nor anybody you'd ever guess if you don't know;
but you do, don't you ?

"

I said I knew and went on gathering sweet-pea blos-
soms.

" Did you eVer see her? "

" Yes," I replied, stepping away for some roses, " I
—saw her—by chance—for a moment—she was in the
wagon she's got here—last—eh,—Thursday—mom'—

" I came back trimming the roses, and as she
reached for them and our glances met, she laughed
and replied, with a roguish droop of the head

—

" She told us about it. And you needn't look so
disturbed ; she only praised you."

Still I frowned. " How does it come that she's here,
anyhow?"

" Why! she's got to be everywhere! She's a war-
correspondent ! She was at the front yesterday nearly
the whole time, near enough to see some of the fight-
ing, and to hear it all ! she calls it ' only a skirmish' I

"

" When did she get here? "

" About five in the morning. But we didn't see her
then; she shut herself up and wrote and wrote and
wrote! They say she runs the most daring risks ! And
they say she's so wise in finding out what the Yankees
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tenant Ferry! Didn't you know? Ih I
^"""

She attempted a reproachful ^nce but' 'xLedT'

"

s:^:''^--- ^-edhotriS'^hL'^-

fr:£jr^VJ^: ^"-^ L- - 3ee. Oh. yes.-

I flinched angrily. " From what ? "

" Dice whom ?
"

"Eta', .o h.„ sz'^^i^y--"^
Wl her rip.

' ''"'•^ *"W •nd

"S'yo?2r::.r^i^f'-^eved monotone:
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It was the sweetest question my ear had ever caught,

and I asked her, I scarce know how, if I might still

say " do hope ".

" Why, I—I didn't know you ever did say it. I don't

see that I have any right to forbid you saying things

—to—to yourself."

So we played the game—oldest game on earth—and

loveliest. Bungling moves we made, as you see, and

sometimes did not know whose move it was. At length

she admitted that this is a very unsafe world in which

to be kind to soldiers. I told how fickle some of them
were. She would not say she would—or wouldn't

—

make my case a permanent exception or a solitary one

;

yet with me she blissfully pooh-poohed the idea that

our acquaintance was new, she being so wonderfully

like my mother, and I being so wonderfully ditto, ditto.

And when I burst into a blazing eulogy of ny mother,

my listener gave me kinder looks than I ever deserved

of any woman alive. On my trying to reciprocate, she

asked me for more flowers and hurried back to our

earlier theme.
" And really, you know, they say she's almost as

truly a scout as Ned Fer'—as Lieutenant Ferry-Du-

rand. She's from New Orleans, you know, and she's

like us, half-Creole; but her other half is Highland

Scotch—isn't that romantic ! When she told us about

it she laughed and said it explained some things in her

which nothing else could excuse 1 Wasn't that funny

!

—oh, pshaw ! it doesn't sound a bit funny as I tell it,

but she said it in such a droll way! She was so full

of fun and frolic that day 1 You can't conceive how full
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of them she is—sometimes ; how soberly she can say
the funniest things, and how funnily she can say the
soberest things I

"

" You say she was so full of fun that day; what
day?"
The young thing gaped at me, gasped, and melted

half to the ground : " O—oh—I've let it out !
"

" Yes, you may as well gc right on, now."
She straightened to her toes, covered her open

mouth an instant, and then said " Yes, we ..new her—
at our house—in New Orleans—poor New Orleans!
Your mother—oh, your splendid, lovely little mother is
such a brave Confederate 1

"

" My mother brought her to your house? "

" Yes, oh, yes! and that's why it isn't wrong to tell
you. Charlotte's been three times through the lines,
to and from the city; once by way of Natchez and
twice through Baton Rouge. And oh, the things she's
brought out to our poor boys in the hospitals !

"

" Generals' uniforms, for example ?
"

" Oh, now you're real mean ! No ! what she's brought
the most of is—guess! You'll never guess it in the
world !

"

"Hindoo grammars !—No ? Well, then,—perfum-
ery !

"

"Ah, you! No, I'll tell you." F'tc spoke prudently

;

I had to bow my ear so close that it tingled : " Dolls !
"

My amazement w. s genuine. " For our sick sol-
diers ! " I sighed.

Her eyes danced; she leaned away and nodded.
Then she drew nearer than before: "Dolls!" she
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murmured again;—"and pincushions !—and emeries 1

—and ' rats '
I you know, for ladies' hair—and chig-

non-cushions I

"

" For our sick soldiers
!

"

" Yes !—stuffed with quinine !
" She laughed in her

handkerchief till the smell of the sweet-peas was lost
in the odor of frangipani, and she staggered almost into
my arms. But that sobered her. " And when we speak
of the risk she runs of being sent to Ship Island she
laughs and says, ' Life is strife.' She says she'd like
it long, but she's got to have it broad."

" Life is strife' indeed to her," I said.

"Oh! do you know that tooP—and another reason
she gives for taking those awful risks is that '

it's the
best use she can make of her silly streak '—as if she
had any such thing !

"

" Why did my mother bring her to you? "

"Oh! she had letters from uncle to aunt Martha!
He thinks she's wonderful !

"

" Does your father think so, too ?

"

"My father.' no; but he's prejudiced! That's one
of the things I can never understand—why nearly all
the girls I know have such prejudiced fathers."
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XXIX

A GNAWING IN THE DARK

On our return to the veranda, Camille and I, we
found on its front the house's entire company except
only the children of the family. Mrs. Sessions, Estelle
and Cecile formed one group. Squire Sessions and
Oiarlotte Ohver made a pair, and Ferry and Miss
Harper another. Our posies created a lively demon-
stration; Camille yielded them to Estelle, and Estelle
took them into the house to arrange them in water.
Oholson went with her ; it was painful to see her zest foi
his society.

Miss Harper " knocked n-.- down," as we boys used
to say, to Charlotte Oliver; " Charlotte, my dear, you
already know Mr. Smith, I believe?"

I had expected to see again, and to feel, as well, the
starry charms of Coralie Rothvelt; but what I con-
fronted was far diflerent. The charms were here, un-
quenched by this stare of daylight, but from them shone
a lustre of womanliness wholly new. It seemed to^w on even when a tricksy gleam shot through it as
she replied, " Yes, our acquaintance dates from Gal-
latin."

With a spasm of eagerness I said it did: "Our ac-
qua.'-hh-Gai:_tin-hh-" But my soul cried like
a culprit. No, no, it begins only now I " and my whole
being stood under arrest before the accusing truth that
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from Gallatin till now my acquaintance had been solely
with that false phase of her which I knew as Coralie
Rothvelt. At the same her kind eyes sweetly granted
me a stripling's acquittal—oh I why did it have to be
a stripling's?

Wonderful eyes she had; deep blue, as I have said,
in color; black, in spirit ; never so wonderful as when
having sparkled black they quieted to blue again. Al-
ways then there came the slightest of contractions at
the outer comers of the delicate lie's, that gave a four-
fold expressiot^ of thought, passion, tenderness and in-
trepidity. I never saw that silent meaning in but one
other pair of eyes ; wherever it turned it said—at the
same time saying many other things but saying this
always plainest—" I see both out and in; I know my-
self—and thee." Never but in one other pair of eyes?
no; and whose were those? Ned Ferry's.

" Don't you love to see Charlotte and him look at
each other in that steady way when they're talking
together? " Camille asked me later. But rather coldly
I inquired why I should; I felt acutely enough with-
out admitting it to Camille, that Charlotte and Ferry
were meeting on ground far above me ; and when Ghol-
son, in his turn, called to my notice, in Charlotte's case,
this unique gaze, and contrasted it with her beautiful
yet strangely childish mouth, I asked a second time why
she was here, anyhow.

"She's here," murmured Gholson, " because she has
to live

!
To live she must have means, Smith, and to

have means she must either get them herself or she
must—" and again he poised his hand horizontally
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across his mouth and whispered -" live with her
nus—

I jerked my head away-" Yes, yes." Scott Ghol-
son was the only one of us who could give that wretch
that title. "Gholson," I said, for I kept him plied
with questions to prevent his questioning me, "how
did that man ever get her? "

The rest of the company were going into the house:
he glanced furtively after them and grabbed my arm-
you would have thought he was about to lay bare the

taowsi"^^*'^''
'" ^"^ ^°"^^'- "i^'n'th,- nobody

thin°°"^°"
''^''^'^ ^''^ ""^^ ^°^^ ^''^ ^^''y *"y

"Never
I

About herself? no, sir!" He bent and
whispered

:
" She despises him ; she keeps in with him

but It s to get the news, that's all ; that's positively all."On our way to the stable to saddle up—for we were all
going to church-he told me what he knew of her
stoiy. I had heard it all and more, but I listened
with unfeigned interest, for he recited it with flashes
of heat and rancor that betrayed a cruel infatuation
eating into his very bone and brain, the guilt of which
was only intensified by the sour legality of his moral
sense.

The church we went to was in Franklin, but the
preacher was a man of note, a Vicksburg refugee On
the way back Gholson and I rode for a time near
enough to Squire Sessions and Ned Ferry to know the
sermon was being discussed by them, and something
they said gave my companion occasion to murmur to
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me in a tone of eager censure that Ned Ferry's moral*
were better than his religion.

I said I wished mine were.
" Ah, Smith, be not deceived I Whenever you see a

man bringing i< -th the fruits of the Spirit while he
neglects the regularly appointed means of grace, you
know there's something wrong, don't you? He went
to church this morning—o/ course; but how often
does he go? What's wrong with our dear friend—

I

don't like to say it, for I admire him so; I don't like
to say it, and I never have said it, but. Smith,—Ned
Ferry's a romanticist. We are relig'—what ?

"

"O—oh, nothing!"

At one point our way sloped down to a ramshackle
wooden bridge that spanned a narrow bit of running
water at the edge of a wood. Beyond it the road led out
between two fields whose high worm-fences made it a
broad lane. The farther limit of this sea of sunlight
was the grove that hid the Sessions house on the left;

on the right it was the woods-pasture in which lay con-
cealed a lily-pond. As Gholson and I crossed the
bridge we came upon a most enlivening view of our
own procession out in the noonday blaze before us;
the Sessions buggy ; then Charlotte' little wagon ; next
the Sessions family carriage full of youngsters; and
lastly, on their horses, Squire Sessions—tall, fleshy,

clean-shaven, silver-haired—and Ned Ferry. Mrs. Ses-
sions and Miss Harper, in the buggy, were just going
by a big white gate in the right-hand fence, through
which a private way led eastward to the lily-pond. A
happy sight they were, the children in the rear vehicle
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waving handkerchief, back ,t us. and nothing in thescene made the faintest confession that my ^t soT
whjch I was agam humming, was pat to the hour

:

" To the lurds o" Convention 'twM CUverhoMe spokeEre the sun shall go down there are heads to be broke."

" Gholson, if it isn't Ned Fcrrj-s religion that's wor-rymg you just now about him, what is it?
"

My companion looked at me as if what he must saywas too large for his throat. He made a gesture oflament toward Ferry and broke out, " 0_oh Smith "
-nearly all Gholson's oh's were groans-" why is hehere? The scout is 'the eyes of the army'! a manwhose perpetual vigilance at the very forem/st front-"

Why, what do you mean? You know we're here
to rejom the company as it comes down from UnionOiurch to camp here to-night. Thafs what we're here

"Yes,-yes,-but, oh, don't you see. Smith? Foryou, yourself, that's all right; you've got to stay withh.m, and I'm glad you have. But he-^oh why did henot go on hours ago, to meet them ' "

tl^y ^""'"^ ^'^ ^'"'' ' ^"^ *° '««^« one's lieu-
tenant sometimes in command; isn't it bad not to'

"

Gholson
s eyes turned green. "Does Ned Ferrv

give that as his reason ?
" '

"I haven't asked his reason; I've asked you a
question. j"" a

"Well, ril answer it. Do you think Jewett has runback into his own lines ?
"

" Of course I do, and Ned Ferry does ; don't you ? "
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"No I Smith, there ain't a braver man in Grant's
army than that one right now a-*traddle of your horte.

Why, just the way he got your horse night before—"
" Oh, hang him and the horse ! you've told me that

three times ; what of it ?
"

" Smith, he's out here to make a new record for him-
self, at whatever cost I

"

" And do you imagine Ned Ferry hasn't thought of
that?"

" Ah-h, there are times when a man hasn't got his

thinking powers; you ought to know that. Smith,—"
" Mr. Gholson, what do you mean by that ?

"

"Oh I I certainly didn't mean anything against you.
Smith. Why is your manner so strange to me to-

day? Oh, Smith, if you knew what—if I could speak
to you in sacred confidence—I—I wouldn't injure Ned
Ferry in your eyes, nor in anybody's ; I only tell you
what I do tell so you may help me to help him. But
he's staying here. Smith, and keeping you here, to be
near one whose name—without her a-dreaming of it

—is already coupled with—why,—why, what made you
start that a-way again, Smith?"
"Nothing; I didn't start. 'Coupled with some-

body's name,' you say. With whose? Goon."
" With his. Smith, and most injuriously. He's here

to tempt her to rget she's not—" He faltered.

" Free ? " said I, and he nodded with tragic solem-
nity.

" You know who I mean, of course? "

" Certainly ; you mean Mrs. Sessions."

He shook his head bitterly.
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" Oh, well, then, of course I know. How am I to

help you to help him ; help him to do what ?
"

"O—oh I to tear himielf away from her. Smith. I
wunt you to appeal to him. He's taken a great shine
to you. You can appeal to his feeling for romance-
poetry—whatever he calls his hell-fired—I mean his
unfortunate impiety. You know how, and I don't.
And there you reach the foundations of his character,
as far as it's got any; there's his conscience if it's any-
where I

"

'

I find myself giving but a faint impression of the
spirit in which Gholson spoke; it went away beyond
a mere backbiting mood and became a temper so
vmdictive and so venomously purposeful that I was
startled; his condition seemed so fearfully like that of
the old paralytic when he whined " That's not our way."

"Smith," my companion went on, "we - ht to
protect Ned Ferry from himself I" The words" came
through his clenched teeth. " And even more we ought
to protect her. Who's to do it if we don't? Smith, I
believe 'Prwi-dence has been a-preparing you to do this,
all through these last three nights and days !

"

He looked at me for an answer until I became fright-
ened. Was my late folly known to this crawling ma-
hgner after all? A sweet-scented preparation I've had,
thought I, but aloud I said only, " If Ned Ferry clears
out, I suppose we must clear out, too."

" Why, eh,—I—I don't know that my mave^-menU
need have anything to do with his. Yours, of
course,

—

"

" Yes," I interrupted, beginning to boil.
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"I know," he Mid, "that comet hard; youll have
to tear yourself away—"
He itared at me and huihed. A panic wai .urging

through me; mu.t I be brought to book by such a*
he? "Mr. Gholson." I cried, all scorn without all
terror within

;
" Mr. Gholson, I-Mr. Gholson, sirl_»

and set my jaws and heaved for breath.

"
Why, Smith,-" He extended a soothing hand.
No explanation, sir, if you please I I can get away

from here without tearing myself, which is more than
you can boast. Any fool can see why yoH are here
Stop, I uke that back, sir I I don't iday tit-for-tat
with my tongue."

Gholson turned red on the brow and ashen about the
lips. " I don't call that tit-for-tat, Mr. Smith. I re-
mind you of an innocent attachment for a young girl •

you accuse me of harboring a guilty passion for—'•

All at once he ceased with open lips, and then said
as he drew a long breath of relief, " Smith, I beg your
pardon I We've each misunderstood the other; I see,
now, who you meant; you meant Miss Estelle Har-
per I"

" Whom else could I mean?" EHsdain was in my
voice, but he ought to have seen the falsehood in my
eye, for I could feel it there.

" Of course
!
" he said ;

" of course ! But, Smith, my
mind was so full—just for the moment, you know,—of
her we were speaking of in connection with Ned Ferry— Do you know? she's so unprotected and tagged
after and talked about that it seems to me sometimes,
in this nervous condition of mine, that if I could catch
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the entire gang of her puraueri in one hole I'd—I'd
fnd 'tm like lo many rat*. That iort of feeling it mere
impnl«e, of course." he went on, " and only shows how
near 1 am to that nervous breakdown. Yes, the Harper
ladies are mighty lovely and hard enough to leave, but
Uiat'f all I meant to you, and I'm sorry I touched your
feelings. I'm tehogrined. Anyhow, all this is between
us, you know. I wouldn't ever have confessed such
feehngs as I did just now except to a friend who knows
as well as you do that if I ever should do a man a
mortal injury I wouldn't do it in a spirit of nxnt-ment
You know that, don't you? No, that's not my way
—Why. Smith, what gives you those sUrts? That's
the third time you've done that this morning."

I said that entering the cool shade of the Sessions
grove after the blazing heat of that long lane gave
any one the right to a little shudder, and as we turned
toward the house Gholson murmured " If you say you'll
n>eak to Ned as I've asked you, I'll sort o' toll Squire
Sessions c.<r vith me so's to give you the chance. It's
for his own sake, you know, and you're the only one
can do it."

XXX

DIGNITY AND IMPUDENCE

I KNEW Ned Ferry was having that inner strife with
which we ought always to credit even Gholson's sort,
and I had a loving ambition to help him " take the up-'
per fork." So doing, I might help Charlotte Oliver
fulfil the same principle, win the same victory. When,
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therefore. Gholson put the question to me squarely,
Would I speak to Ferry? I consented, and as the four
of us, horsemen, left our beasts in the stable munching
com, Gholson began a surprisingly animated talk with
our host, and Ferry, with a quizzical smile, said to me
Talk with you?—shall be happy to; we'll just make

a slight detour oa this side the grove and woods-past-
ure, eh ?

" "^

He meant the north side, opposite that one by which
we had come from church. Here the landscape was
much the same as there; wide fields on each side the
fenced highway ihat still ran north and south, and
woods for the sky-line everywhere. We chose an easy
footpath along the northern fence of the grove, crossed
the highway, and passed on a few steps alongside the
woods-pasture fence. We talked as we went, he giv-
ing the kindest heed to my every word though I could
see that, like any good soldier, he was scanning all the
ground for its fighting values, and, not to be outdone,
I, myself, pointed out, a short way up the public road,
a fence-gap on the left, made by our camping soldiers
two nights before. It was at another such gap, in the
woods-pasture fence, that we turned back by a path
through it which led into the wood and so again toward
the highway and the house-grove. The evening Gen-
eral Austin sent me to Wiggins it was at this gap that
I saw old Dismukes sitting cross-legged on the ground,
playing poker

; and here, now, I summoned the despera-
tion to speak directly to my point.

I had already tried hard to get something said, but
had found myself at every turn entangled in generali-
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ties Now, stammering and gagging I remarked thatour experiences of the morning, both in church and outhad in some way combined with an earlier word of hisown to me, and given me a valuable thought. " You

mrhorS""'"" ^ """'''' *° *''°°' *'' Y''"''<=« °ff

"Yes; and I said—what?"

ani' TTn^'i'
^'"'' "."'' ^°" P"^"*^ ^"•' Lieuten-

ant, I hope those words may last in my memory for-

VIT^ 7""" '° "' '" "^"'^ '"°™' ^""««°'' in which
1 may find myt ,."

" Yes? Well, I think that's good "

nrohilnTT*
*° ,""' Lieutenant Ferry, that in every

problem of moral conduct we confront we really hold
.n trust an mterest of all mankind. To solve that prob-lem bravely and faithfully is to make life just so much
easier for eveiybody; and to fail to do so is to make

tofactit°.""J^''"''7
'° '°'^^ ^y ^^^'^ h«« ne«

I^k t: himse'S?""""'
'"' ''°^ -- "P "-. '« him

"Yes?" said Ferry, picking at the underbrush as

Thenr^t^^Dt'"--
^-"^ "•»« he said no morerhen he asked. You want me to apply that to my-

m!nV i^^

the present case? " and to my tender amaze-

sTeos X^l" """" ""'""^ '° '°""' his slackening
steps, he laid his arm across my shoulders
An hour of avowal could not have told me more-

could not have filled me half so full of sympathrad-

Sr^r^. '°^'' T '"'' ">"* °"^ ^"Sht motion.' It
befitted the day. a day outwardly so quiescent, yet inwhich so much was going on. A realization ox this
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quiet «tivity kept us silent until we had come through
the woods-iasture to its southern border, and sothrough the big white field-gate into the public road-now we turned up toward the grove-gate, and here I

h^ f
'^"- °° y°" ''" *'"•' ^« °"Kht to wait

here for the command ?
"

That from a private soldier to his captain! Yet allmy leader answered was " You tMnk there's cause to
change our mind?"
" I don't know, Lieutenant ; do you think Jewett hasrun back mto his own lines?

"

"Yes, I think so; and you?"
"Why, eh,-Lieutenant, I don't believe there's a

braver man m Grant's army than that one a-straddle

nLr,!!r" l"""'^' ^y' J"** *« ""^y he got him.
night before last,-you've heard that, haven't you?"

^^

Yes, the General told me. And so you think—"
Lieutenant. I can't help believing he's out here tomake a new record for himself, at whatever cost!

"

We went on some steps in silence and entered the
gate of the house-grove; and just as Ferry would have
replied we discovered before us in the mottled shade
of the dnveway, with her arm on Wcile's shoulders as
his lay on mine, and with her eyes counting her slack-emng steps. Charlotte Oliver. They must have espied
us already out in the highway, ',r they also were turned
toward the house, and as we neared them Charlotte
faced round with a cheery absence of surprise and said
Mr. bmith. don't we owe each other a better ac-

quaintance? Suppose we settle up."
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XXXI

THE RED star's WARNIMO

It seemed quite as undeniable, as we stood there, that
Ned Ferry owed Cecile a better acquaintance. Every
new hour enhanced her graces, and were I, here, less en-
grossed with her companion, I could pitch the praises
of Cecile upon almost as high and brilliant a key-
there may bj room for that yet. Ferry moved on a.
her side. Charlotte stayed a moment to laugh at a
squirrel, and then t"rned to walk, saying with eyes
on the earth

—

" Ii I tell you something, will you never tell ?
"

I looked down too. " Suppose I should feel sure it

ought to be told."

" If you wait till you do you may tell it; that will
suit me well enough."

" I will always suit you the best I can."
" I don't know why you should," she said.
" You risked your life to save mine; and you risked

it when I did not deserve sa much as your respect."
"Oht—we must never talk about that again, Rich-

ard
;
you saw me in the evilest guise I ever wore, and

that is saying much."
" But," I responded, " you put it on for a better rea-

son than you could tell me then or can tell me now,
though now I know your story."

"Please don't forget," she murmured, "that you
know too much."
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No no! I don't know half enough; I know onlywhat M,ss Camille and-and-Gholson could tell me "
was my tncky reply, and I tried to look straight into

t«Jr% V.^*r"' *"' ^''"' introspective con-^cbon of which I have spoken, and gazed throughme hke sunhght through glass. Then again she bentner glance upon her steps, saying—

Jl^^' ^^'"l^^'.y"" have found out all you could,and I am glad of .t, excejn of what I, myself, have had
to betray to you; for that was more than one wouldwant to tell her t^^n brother. But I had to create you

rhoH^of Liir'^
*"° - *- '-- '- -y

a„; S'srsT-"'
"^' "•" ^-^ ^^"^ °" -™^ **^^-

"You tell me I risked my life to save yours- Insked more than life, and I risked it for more than
to save yours. Yet I did not save your life

; you saved
.t. yourself, and-" here h.r low tone thAued like aharp-stnng-"you risked it- frightfully- at that
bridge-merely to save the promise you made me that
you need not have made at all-oh. you needn't shake
your head; I know."

" Ah, how you gilj my base metal i
"

wh'l^!'
""' ^^''^ *' '""^ ^""^^^^y- ="'• fr"-" onewho has no mind to praise you."

"From Gholson?"
"Gholson! no! I have it from Lucius Oliver whohad <t from his son. He told me carefully, quietly and

^r ^;v Tu '"!"="' '° "''' ^ ""'e''* ''"°w that theyknow-think they know, that is,-why you and-he-
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wh/n-"
°^ "" y°"<»«'-would not shoot hi. sm

''When as soldiers it was our simple du'-"
Yes; and also that I may understand that he-thewn-has sworn by that right hand you mutilated thatthe pa.r of you ' shall die before he does

"

dresLd^jo"::^" '° '"^^ ^'""" '''^ ^'«' --°p^ »«'-

" Ah, but if it saved your life !
"

" And this is what you don't want me to tell ' Ah
1 see; for me to know it is enough; I can put it toh.m as a theory. I can say Olivfr is not a'l; obe put upon the defensive, and that he is morTthimtkely to be hunting ' the pair of us '-" All at o„^I thought of something.

^^

"What made you give that sudden start.?" she

wall a m"oL?M
''"'"

*? *^ ''"^^^''^ '° ^''^ °«walk a moment longer; " that's a bad habit you'vegot; why do you do it?"
I fancied the thrilling freshness of the question Iwas about to put would be explanation enough "Doyou^beheve Jewett has gone back into ^his ow^

" ^ don'* know; hasn't he? "

" 9''' ^^°"^ *«"«'' either, but-well, I don't believe

Saddle oTrr" '"
f"^''

--3' than thafone

Lt hf^ u?K f" '°-^^y' ^^y- i""' the way hegot hm,. n,ght before last,-you've heard that, have

of itT"'
^'"" ^""^ •'' *' '* " ^''y ^""S mn; what
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" Why, I can't help thinking he's out here to make
a new record for himself, at whatever cost I

"

A note of distress hung on my hearer's stifled voice;
her head went lower and she laid her fingers pensively
to her lips. " It would be like him," I heard her mur-
mur, and when I asked if she meant Jewett she shook
her head.

" No," I said, " you mean it would be like Oliver to
join him," and with that the sudden start was hers.
" He wouldn't have to touch Ned Ferry or me," I went
on, heartlessly, " nor to come near us, to make us rue
the hour we let ourselves forget this wasn't our pri-
vate war."

She whispered something to herself in horrified dis-
may; but then she looked at me with her eyes very
blue and said "You'll see him about it, won't you?
You must help unravel this tangle, Richard; and if

you do I'll—I'll dance at your wedding; yours and—
somebody's we know I

" Her eyes began forewith.
A light footfall sounded behind us, and Camille gave

both her hands to my companion. " I was in the hall,"
she said, " telling ttcile she was like a white star that
had come out by day, when I saw you here looking
like a great red one; and you're still more like a red,

red rose, and I've come to get some of your fragrance."
" I'd exchange for yours any day, and thank you,

dear," responded Charlotte ;
" you're a bunch of sweet-

peas. Isn't she, Mr. Smith ?
"

The bunch beamed an ecstatic bliss. What was the
explanation

; had her father arrived, or—or somebody
else? The question went through me like an arrow.
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Was the cause of this heavenly radiance somebody
else?—that was the barb; or was it I?—that was the
soothing feather.

In gratitude for Charlotte's word she sank back-
ward in a long obeisance. " May it please your lady-
ship, dinner is served. Oh, Mr. Smith, I've been lis-

tening to Mr. Gholson talking with aunt Martha and
Estelle

; I don't wonder you and he are friends ; I
think his ideas of religion are perfectly beautiful I

"

At our two-o'clock dinner I found that our com-
pany had been reinforced. On one side of Camille sat
I ; but on the other side sat " Harry."

XXXII

A martyr's wratb

Great news the aide-de-camp brought us; from
Lee, from Longstreet, Bragg and Johnston. Johnston
was about to fall upon Grant's rear. Across the Mis-
sissippi Dick Taylor was expected this very day to deal
the same adversary a crippling blow, and it was partly
to mask this movement that we had made our feint
upon the Federals near Natchez. Now these had fallen
back, and our force had cunningly slipped away south-
ward. Only General Austin and his staff had not gone
when Lieutenant Helm left the front, and they were
about to go.

Toward the end of the meal Mrs. Sessions, in her
amiable plantatjon drawl, said she hojled the bearer of
so much good tidings had not come to Uke away
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al muSf"
" '"*' ""'' '"' •" "•"•Picioned

At once there arose the prettiest clamor all round
the board, m which aarlotte and Cecile joined for theobyous purpose of making confusion. Gholson turned
yellow and spoke things nobody heard, and Ferry

u'^t !fu
°*? ^'"^'^ '°"'' declarations that the wordhe had brought to Ferry was for h,. , to stay, and that

he had found h.m saddling up to go in search of his

th^r?^' "'' """ '*'' Ned?-Now,_„ow.-isn't

We left the table all laughing but Gholson. He tried
to say something to Harry, which the latter wavedaway with mock gaiety until on the side veranda we
got beyond view of the ladies, when the aide-de-camp
reddened angrily and turned his back. As the two
eutenants were lighting cigarettes together, Harrythmkmg Gholson had left us, blurted out, " Oh that^'

all very well for you to say, Ned, but, damn hi;n, he's
not the sort of man that has the right to ' suspicion ' me
of anythmg; slang-whanging, backbiting sreak, I know
what he's here for."

On that the blood surged to Ferry's brow, but he set
his mouth firmly, locked arms with the speaker and ledh.m down the veranda. Gholson took on an uglier
pallor than before and went back into the house. I fol-
lowed him. He moved slowly up the two flights of
tall stairs and mto a room close under the roof, called
the soldiers' room". It had three double beds, one
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of them ours. Without a fault in the dreary rhythm
of his motions he went to the bedpost where hung his
revolver, and turning to me buckled the weapon at
his waist with hands that kept the same unbroken
measure though they trembled and were as pallid as

..c '^.. ?
** **"" *'^'^ ^^ ''e shook his head.

whi r' mT'^'
°~°'''

^ '"J°'^"= ""d «•" gladwhen I m reviled and persecuted by the hounds of hell,
and ^ken evil against falsely for my religion's sake."

Now, Gholson, that's nonsense I

"

hv"^'*'
u**''' *!"" '''" *°'"' *'«'''« *hat he meantby slang-whanging.' That's what it's for from first

to last no matter what it's for in between; and I know
wlwt Its for m between, too, and Ned Ferry knows.Did you see Ned Ferry take bin, under his protection?O-oh I they re two of one hell-scorched kind I

" Mvcom^nion stood gripping the bedpost and fumbling
at his holster. I sank to the bed. facing him, expecting
his rage to bum itself out in words, but when he be-

t^fM^'^'''' T^ ^"' ''""=•"=''• " Y^" heard him
tell Ned Ferry he knows why I'm here. It's true! he
does know I he knows I'm here to protect a certain
person from him and—"

J'f'?'"r^°"'-
f™" Harry Helm? Oh, Gholson

that's too fantastical I

" '

" ^[""".hi" and the likes of him t Not that he lovesher; that's the difference between them two cottZmouth moccasins; Ned Ferry, hell grind him I does-

he Jn'nt' ^' V "^^ °*'' ^''"P '''"•''' a"d ""-owsne don t ; he s only enam'—

"

"HUSHl" He ceased. " I swear, Scott Gholson.
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yon must choose your words better when you .llude-
Lieutenant Helm is the last m.n in the brigade to^

blind besides Harry Helm is not in love, but hethinks he IS. though with quite another person I

"

O-ohl whether he loves or not, or whoever heoves I know who he hates; he hates me and myrl
It » put me between h.m and her. What was that the
Preacher said this morning? ' The carnal mind iing«m.ty agamst God, is enmity against them thai servfuod. o-oh I accept his enmity I it proves my re-
ligion isn't vain 1 I'm glad to get it I"

"•"'"=

t«l" !ll''

*'°'"
•)•' °»""««"8 head, through his set

teeth m one malign monotone. As he quoted thepreacher he mechanicaUy drew his revolver. Therewas no bravado in this; he might lie, but he did notknow how to sham; did not know. now. that his fa«

under his absent gaze he turned it from side to side

but he .dropped it mto the holster and tried to return

"Do you propose to call him out ? " I asked " Youcant call out an officer; you'll be sent to the water-
batteries at Mobile."

"
I've thought of all that." he droned.

^^

Then why do you put that thing on? "

Why do I put it on? Why. I-you know what Itold you about that Yankee—"
" Gholson." I exclaimed, for I saw that murder, even
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double murder, was hatching in hit heart, with Omt-
lotte Oliver for its cause, and looiced hard into his
evil eyes until they overmatched mine; whereupon I
made as if suddenly convinced. "You're right!" I
turned, whipped on my own belt with iu two "

per-
suaders" and blan"y smoothing my ribs, added
Now

!
here are two ready, Yankees or no Yankees."

I never saw a face so unconsciously marked with
misery as Gholson's was when we started downstairs
I stopped him on a landing. " Understand, you and
I are friends,-hmm ? I think Lieutenant Helm owes
you an apology, and if you'll keep away from him HI
try to bring it to you."
The reply began with a vindictive gleam. "You

needn't
;

I ain't got any more use for it than for hira.
I never apologized to a man in my life. Smith, nor I
never accepted an apology from or,..-; tliat's not my
way." '

Near the bottom of the second flight we met Char-
lotte, who, to make bad worse, would have passed with
no more than a smile, but the look of Gholson startled
her and she noticed our arms. With an arresting eye
I offered a sprightly comment on the heat of the day
and while she was replying with the same gaiety I
whispered " Take him with you."
How nimbly her mind moved !

" Oh Mr. Gholson I
"

she said and laughed to gain an instant for invention.
Mr. Gholson. can you tell me the first line of the last

hymn we sang this morning? " Her beam was irre-
sistible, and they went to the large parlor. I turned
into the smaller one. opposite, where Squire Session*
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mended to begm upon Harty a. «x«. a. Squire Se.-..on. wa. «fely upstairs, this suited me wdl enough.But the moment they came to the .pot I heard NedFerry domg precisely what I had plir,„ed to do. Sthe Mme time from across the hall came the sound ofthe piano and of Charlotte's voice, now a few l«„hen an mterval of lively speech, again a few tar"'hen „K,re .peech. and then a sustoinS melod^as shetent herself to the kind flattery of Gholson'. L^Z
'•But he is I" I overheard the aide-de-camp nyhe M a backbitmg sneak, and I tell you again he','backbitten nobody more than he has you?"

' n"hVJ''lT."*!'"'
""'>'• "''" '' "-y business."

If he wants to fight me he can ; I'll waive my rank."No you wdl not, you have no right; our poor li -
tie «nk.>t doesn't belong to us. Harry, 'tis weTdo^

low Of ^ I ""' """• y°" ''"°* "«'' °'d fel-low Of course he wants to fight. But he cannot!For the court-martial he would not care so much Iwould not, you would not; 'tis his religion forbids

" ''Sr']'' " K'^"'^
""'^ '" <^'«"^°°'* ««rt tone.Hark from the tombs '

I

"
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A Martyr's Wrath
"Ahr Mid Fer/y. "he doe. not live up to it?

Well, of course I who doe»? But w
P '^ '"

the main question is, Will you exp.

,

to forth, as I havi suggested, an ! do
Harry, as an officer and a ce*v „i-,
fight?"

*

" But you say his religion, «, :j , i

fight I

"

" That's what I think; but ii , fci
consequently he will not, well,_Jiarr>

" You will what I

"

.'.\wu"'Jj"''
'° ''8:ht you in his place.

Why. Ned t-Ned l-you-you astound me I Wha'—what do you mean ?
"

tilV^^ 'I'"'".
^ "^"' ^""y- You know-many

times you have heard me say-I don', believe in th«

G^ll V \f'"^
*"* *°"* «''»" 'he religion oGhoson; yet st.ll,-what shall I say?-we are bu

.oldier. any-*o«^this time I make an exceptbn in

IZ Tl-
^"' "' """* '"» " confidential,rLh

:::s•£ izz-'-'
-^'^ ^^^'^ -'' ^''°'-' - ^-

"Oh. good Lordl-Nedl-Good Lord A'mightvt
but rt« .s too absurd. Why. Ned. don't you seel£t'the bottom cause of this trouble isn't—"

very well. Harry; you can hear her in vonder. now^g.ng_ Wherever Gholson is he hears her. toc^. Uk"'Wise Perchance 'tis to him she is singing. If shecan s.ng to him. are you too good to a^lo^' •
Oh, 1 11 g,ve him the benefit of the doubt, Ned.
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da.-mied if I don't I George! I'll apologize! Rather
tJiM lose your friendship I'd apologize to the devil!

"

Ferpr's thanks came eagerly. " Well, anyhow, old
boy. he added. " in such a case to back down is braver
than to fight

;
but to apologize to the devil—that is not

hard; on the contrary, to keep from apologizing to the
devil-«hl I wish I could always do that!—I wonder
where is Dick Smith."

I stealthily laid down the " Bible Defense of Slavery
"

and was going upstairs three steps at a stride, when I
came upon Camille and Estelle. My aim was to get
Harry s revolver to him before he should have the ex-
asperatmg surprise of finding Gholson armed, and to
contrive a pretext for so doing; and happUy a word
from the two sisters gave me my cue. With the fire-
arms of both officers I came downstairs and out upon
the veranda loud-footed, humming—

•• To the lairds o' Convention 'twas Claverhouse spoke.
Ere the sun shall go down there are heads to be

G«itlemen, I hope I'm not too officious; they saywe re all going for a walk in the lily-pond woods, and
I .-eckon you'd rather not leave these things behind "

Both thanked me and buckled on their belongings
but Ferry's look was peculiarly intelligent; "I wasm the small parlor, looking for you," he said- "I
thought you would be near the music." And so he
had seen Gholson with his revolver on him, and roust
have understood it I

" Smith," said Harry, " will you be so kind as to
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Torch and Sword
My to Gholson-oh, Lord I Ned, this is heavy draes
on a sandy road! I—"

]j

That's all right, Harry, I withdraw the .v-xjuest."
Well, you needn't; I was in the wrong. Smith,

will you say to Gholson-" His voice dropped to a
strictly private rumble.

" Yes, Lieutenant, I'll do so with pleasure, and I'm
sure what you say will have the proper-here are the
ladies.

XXXIII

TORCH AND SWORO

"Now give me your hand. Miss Camille; now
jump!" So twice and once again the riirulet was
passed which ran from the lily-pond, she and I lead-
ing all the others on the return from the woodland
afternoon walk. We turned and faced away from the
declmmg sun and across the dear pool to where its
upper end, dotted with lily-pads, lay in a deep recess
of the woods. There were green and purple garlands
of wild passion-flower around her hat and about the
white and blue fabrics at her waist. At the head of
Uie pond, with Ferry beside her, stood black-haired
C^cile canopied by overhanging boughs, her hat be-
decked with the red spikes of the Indian-shot and
wound with orange masses of love-vine. Nearer to
us around the shore was Estelle of the red-brown hair
and red-brown eyes and brows and lashes, whose cheek
seemed always to glow with ever rising but never con-
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fessed emotion; and with lier walked Gholson. Near
fte waterside also, but farthest up the path, came Miss
Harper and Charlotte Oliver.

Harry was not with us. The settlement of his
trouble with Gholson awaited his return out of the
region north of us, whither Ferry had suggested his
ridmg on an easy reconnaissance. Camille and I were
just tummg again, when there came abruptly into our
scene the last gallant show of martial finery any of us
ever saw until the war was over and there was noth-mg for our side tomake itself fine for. On the road
from the house we heard a sound of galloping, and
the next moment General Austin and his entire staff
(less only Harry) reined up at the edge of the pond,
ablaze with all the good clothes they could • ...ter and
betraying just enough hard usage to give a st '

show of the war's heroic reality. The General, on a
beautiful cream-colored horse, wore long yellow gaunt-
lets and a yellow sash ; from throat to waist the sunlight
glistened upon the over-abundant gold lace of his new
uniform, his legs were knee-deep in iliining boots, and
his soft gray hat was looped up on one sifie and olumed
according to Regulations with one drooping ostrich
feather. Behind halted in pleasing confusion captains
and captains, flashing with braids, bars, buckles, but-
tons, bands, sword-knots, swords and brave eyes' and
gaily lifting hats and caps, twice, and twice again' and
once more, to the ladies—God bless them ! Major 'Har-
per, the oldest, most refined and most soldierly of them
all, was also the handsomest. Old Dismukes was with
them; burly, bushy, ding>, on a huge roan charger.
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reply that he wcs a bloodthirsty brute without a re-

and smded, and as I smiled back I told her he w« our•Muor colonel rough at times, but the bravest of the

tZri, ^TT' ""^ ^'""^' '""^ '°^'^<^ °ver a
^.trelch of shallow water. Ned Ferry ran back along
the margm to meet him. and at the saddlebow they
spoke a moment together privately, while at more dis-tMce but openly to us .11 Major Harper informed his

r.tt^^ "f
one wghfs ca..,p and another day's

dustthe W^sade would be down in Louisiana. CamillehmMd upon me a«d hurrahed, the Arkansas colonel
«uled apOT her approvingly, the ladies all waved, the
Gtteni^ lifted his plumed hat, faced about, passed
""rough his tui»« cavakade and cJww it after him M• gallop.

Our promenwleri hurried into clow order and wi^^ ttq> and eager converse we moved toward <htIjOM^ In raptw-^ icintillant with their own beauty
tft* ttree Hw|Mr gwb inflated each item of the day'»
new, and the ro.^r<«,'s o«loo4c, and it was almost as
pretcy to see M.s. Harper's ten black eye. and toving-
oterant s«* go fe^c and forth from Camille to Es-telk^from E«rt* to a.ile, «k1 round again, as eachmaiden add«l s(mm new extravagance to the eladvauMi^ af the l»«, and looked, for confinnation to

the g,Ha« who toiled to keep her under her parasol
Suddenly the three girl, broke into song with an
adaptation of "Oh. carr>. me back" whfch substi-
tuted Lou-ana " for • Virginia," but whose absurd
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quavering* I will not betray in words to a generation
that never knew the frantic times to which they be-
longed. I felt a shamefacedness for them even then,

yet when I glanced behind, Miss Harper was singing
with us in the most exalted earnest. We had nearly
reached the field-gate, the big white one on the highway,
and were noting that the dust of the General and his

retinue had barely vanished from the southern stretch

of the road, when one feminine voice said "What's
that?" another exclaimed "See yonder!" and Miss
Harper cried " Why, gentlemen, somebody's house is

burning !

"

Beyond the grove and the fields north of it, and be-

yond their farther bound of trees, in the northwest,
was rising and unfolding into the peaceful Sabbath
heavens a massive black column of the peculiar heavy
smoke made by the burning of baled and stored cot-

ton. We ran, two and two, into the road ard up
toward the grove-gate. "Don't stumble," I warned
CamiUe as she looked back to see if any one besides me
was holding his partner's hand. Inside the gate we
paused, we two, still hand in hand. Her brown hair

had shaken low upon her temples in two voluptuous
masses between which she lifted her eyes to mine, my
hand tightened on hers, and hers gave a little spasm
of its own.

" Oh, Dick !
" she whispered ; but before I could rally

from the bliss.' jI shock of it to reply, her face changed
distressfully, and pointing beyond me, she drank a great
breath, and cried, " Look !

"

Sure enough, out there on the sky-line, in the north-
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east this time, another column of smoke was lifting
Its first billow over the tree-tops. " Oh KckT' sh,
claimed, in beautiful alarm, "'what .S^^f^ «"

It means the Yankees,—love " I miH ,„j l

There are others there besides Yankees "
said Th^f

'

son t ,he general company as they^oS uT
'W

thrir ml^h"^
"0°".^' '"*" *° ^'^^ ««^ "head of

T !L u« °" *'"' "^^ '""''»"' with Ned FerrvI sprang half-way to the top of the erove t«,r.IZ
peered out across road and fieL upon t^fartS "^
« Ime with the second fire. There we saw twThwsT-en re,o„„„itri„g, one a very commandingfi^rr
ft. Other mean «,o„gh. Ferry used his glass buT^o'gta-s was needed to tell either of us thit Gholson'sreckomng was true

; those two were not Federar

thJJ!h^ "t
'^'° "^ """"^ ^"d *e rest of us to

About a hundred; same we saw yesterday; cap-

For a moment more 1 could hear the thunder ofthe.r speedmg column; then the grove se^m^ ?„swa^ow it up. and the stillness wasg^" C^ron "

"TW H-
^'"^"^ "P' ""'^ ^"^'- him we sprangThey ve dismounted on the far edge of the LZ^'sa.d Gholson to me as we rode .breast, with F^'^
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Jength ahead
;
" theyll form line on each side the road

at right angles to it I" and again he was right. Ferry
led northeastward, but hardly had we made half a dozen
leaps when he waved me to a near comer of the flower-
garden palings and I saw Miss Harper beckoning and
Charlotte holding up my carbine and his sword. Miss
Harper was drawn up as straight as a dart, her black
eyes flashing and her lips charged with practical in-

formation that began to flow the moment I was near
enough to hear her guarded voice. " They've all put
their horses in the locks of the road fence, just beyond
the big white gate

—

"

" We know," I interrupted, leaning and snatching
the weapons from Charlotte's hands. She kissed them
good-bye.

"Ah, yes, yes!" she said, "they know all we out
tell them and all we can't !

"

The only response I could give was the shower of
loose earth thrown upon both women by my horse's
heels as I whirled and sped after my leader. He and
Gholson were half a broad field ahead of me, but I
followed only at their speed, designing to hand over
the sword so nearly at tlie moment of going into action
that I might stay by its owner's side unrebuked ; and
my plan was not in vain. Up the highway our Loui-
sianians burst into view in column at full speed; I

knew them by their captain, a man noted throughout
the brigade for the showiness of his dress ; and the next
instant, away across the fields beyond the highroad,

Quinn and his scouts broke out of the woods, heading
for the gap in the woods-pasture fence. As each friend-
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The Charge in the Lane
ly column caught sight of the other, long cheers raneacross the narrowing interval between th^. Through
that other gap wh.ch I had noted in my walk withShe and Gholson reached th. road, ^d forward on it toa nse that overlooked the fields, and halted. Fer

"
r^eon fptoe m the stirrups, lifted his cap in air, ^nted

n zed by both column, at once. Again they cheered,

n ."
I.™".

^ '^^'^ ^'' '''^' «»d threw his swordmto h,s hand. Both columns saw him belt it on andflash « out, the.r cheers swelled again, the LouisianiansW f r" "'^" "'• *"^ ^^ ^""''J ««i were at theiront 01 the onset. i
XXXIV

THE CHAHGE IN THE LANE
The instant Ferry wheeled at the flaming captain's

side you could see he was unwelcome. I hei^ hWtelwhat we knew of the foe and the ground ;Tsawht
glance back at the blown condition of ti,e sp^di^colmnn and then say " You've got them any-A^^Ca^
tarn, you 11 get every man of them without a scratchonly If you will take your time."

'

But the Captain answered headily; "No, sir! I'vetned that twice already; this time I'll cut th^m in woand be in their rear at one dash ! Bring in your com-pany behind mine, if you choose."

column; Quinn had had the toil of the chase, he shouldhave also the glory of the fight. So Ferty sent GhoN
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wn-whow horsemanship won a cheer from the pascmg Lou.s«nians as he cleared the roadside fence-
across to Quinn bieV .ig the Ueutenant slacken speedand count himself a reserve. And then into the bnid
lane between grove . .! woods-pasture, with the
charging yell, the I,,. ^„ians thundered. Ah I but

r/j^! ^"'''™'' **' * •«•"• ^''h his straight
blade lifted m air and his face turned back on us aglow
with the joy of battle I I was huzraing back at him
and we were passing the front gate of the grove avenue
when down through it came from the house, with a
tremor of echoes, the first shot; a shot and then awoman s scream, and his blazing eyes said to me, " He
18 there ! That was Oliver I

"

There was no time for speech. The shot was not a
signal, yet on the instant and in our very teeth, on
our right and our left, the cross-fire of the hidden and
waiting foe flashed and pealed, and left and right, a
hfe for a hfe, our carbines answered from the saddle
For a moment the odds against us were awful. In an
instant the road was so full of fallen horses and dis-
mounted men that the jaded column faltered in con-
fusion. Our cunning enemy, seeing us charge in
column, had swung the two extremes of their line for-
ward and inward. So, crouching and firing upon us
mounted, each half could fire toward the other with
impunity, and what bullets missed their mark buzzed
and whined about our ears and pecked the top rails of
either fence like hail on a window. A wounded horse
drove mine back upon his haunches and caused him to
plant a hoof full on the breast of one of our Louisian-
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ians stretched dead on his back as though he had lain
there for an hour. Another man, pale, dazed, unhurt
stood on the ground, unaware that he was under point-
blank fire, holding by the bits his beautiful horse, that
pawed the earth majestically and at every second or
third breath blew from his flapping nostrils a cloud of
scarlet spray. They blocked up half the road. As we
swerved round them the horse of the company's first
lieutenant slid forward and downward with knees and
nose m the dust, hurling his rider into a lock of the
fence, and the rider rose and rushed to the road again
barely in time to catch a glittering form that dropped
rem and sword and reeled backward from the saddle
It was his captain, shot through the breast. An instant
later our tangled column parted to right and left
dashed into the locks of the two fences, sprang to the
ground, and began to repay the enemy in the coin of
their own issue. Only a dozen or so did otherwise and
it was my luck to be one of these. Espying Ned Ferry
at the very front, in the road, standing in his stirrups
and shouting back for followers to carry the charge on
through we spurred toward him and he turned and
led. Then what was my next fortune but to see
astride of my stolen horse, the towering leader of the
foe. Captain Jewett.

He came into the road a few rods ahead of us
through a gap his men had eariier made opposite the
big white gate. He answered our fierce halloo, as he
crossed, by a pisiol-shot at Ferry, but Ferry only
glanced around at me and pointed after him with his
sword. A number of blue-coats afoot followed him to
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S«^^ V^' ?"*** "^"'^ backward, rturdflymummg our fire. Into the gap and into the ene«/ieft rear went Ferry and hi. horsemen, but I turned

S e S"rThe ^^Vm''^'''''''^''
*« woods-jHH^^

gate after the Federal leader, he on my hor«e Md Ion h... Dowj. the highway, on either .Me, ««^hi
.„7»

"•*"''"""?» '" *e angle, of the worm^«
and two or three hor.e-holder. took a .hot at meui
nSt oV. "/'.T? *"" "" *•«"' °" reaching"*X T

^"^"^'^ /°«« ''«f°« Quinn should strike

IJli ;:""!
"^^ °" filing him. Twice I fired at hi.

J«pely back, and twice, while he kept hi. .peed amongAe tnje-trunk. he looked back at me a. c^lly a. afan odd pawer-by and sent me a ball from his revolverA few more bounds carried him near enough to hUforce to shout hi. command., but half a hundred cheer,suddenly resounded in the depth of the woods-pastureand Qumn and his men charged upon the foe^rfghand rear I jomed the shout and the shouter.; ifamoment the enemy were throwing down their arm., «,d
1 turned to regam the road to the pond. For I hadmarked Jewett burst through Quinn's line and with ascore of shots ringing after him make one last brave

w^~hT "'"^- °*''' P"""'"^ •""'• ^' north-
ward, but my mstmct was r.ght, his last hope was for
h.s horse-holders, and at a sharp angle of the by-road

and I had stood not an hour before, I came abruptly
upon Cncket-riderless. I seized his rein, and m Ibent and snapped the halter of one horse on the snaf-
fle of the other I saw the missing horseman. Leaping
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Fallen Heroes
from the Mddle I mn to him. He wu lying on hi.

h« .uff had «, gaily halted . .hort while before, andai I caught s,ght of him he rolled upon bit back «,dtned to lift his bemired head.
" »« and

XXXV

FALLEN REROBS

I OROPPBO to my knee in the reddening pool andPasied my arm under his head

I I'^^J'^I ''!.*"''• »"'' '^'««» 'he word a.

-^'4at?^/°"'~"°' ""' -^ *" °P«»'"« his shirt— thats useless; get me where you can turn meover; you've hit me in the back, my lad
^

rfirfnv ^J
""* ^°"- ^^' ^P*"'" >*«"' 'hank God. Ididn t hit you at all t

"

"What's the difference, boy; you didn't aim tom.« d.d you? I didn't. It', not my only hu«; 1

*d- ahl't%^""*'"?
'"""* ^''*" ^ ^^" fr""" theMd-ahl thats your bugle, isn't it? It's my last%ht-<,h. the devill my good boy, don't begin t'o cryagain

;
war s war

; give me some water. . . Thankyoul And now. if you don't want me to bleed todeath get me ou, of this slop, and-yes.^sy I-Sa£
''"f"^^' ^°'^

'
°h. let me down; bjy. let me Znyou're m,ng ,nel Oh!_" he fainted away.

'

With his unconscious head still on my arm I faced
I6l

• I
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The Cavalier

toward the hundred after-sounds of the fray and hat-
looed for help. To my surprise it promptly came.
Three blunder.a ',oys we were who lifted him into the
saddle and bore h m to the house reeling and moaning
astride of Cricket, the poor beast half dead with hard
going. The sinking sun was as red as October whenwe issued into the highroad and moved up it to the
grove gate through the bloody wreckage of the fray.
The Louisianians were camping in the woods-pasture,
Ferry s scouts in the grove, and the captive Federals
were in the road between, shut in by heavy guards At
our appearance they crowded around us, greeting their
undone commander with proud words of sympathy
and love, and he thanked them as proudly and lovingly
though he could scarcely speak, more than to ask every
moment for water. A number of our Sessions house
group crowded out ti, meet us at the veranda steps-
CamiUe; Harry Helm with his right hand bandag d-
Cecile, attended by two or three Sessions children-
and behind all Miss Harper exclaiming " Ah, my boy'
you're a welcome sight—Oh! is that Captain JewettI

"

Two or three bystanders helped us bear him up-
stairs, where, turning from the bedside, I pressed
CamiUe with eager questions.

"Lieutenant Ferry ? he's unhurt—and so is Mr. Ghol-
son! Mr. Gholson's gone to Franklin for doctors

-

Lieutenant Ferry sent him; he's been sending every-
body everywhere faster than anybody else could think
of anything !

"

I asked where Ferry was now. Her eyes refilled—
they were red from earlier distresses—and she mo-
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Fallen Heroes
tioned across the hall: " The captain of the Louisianians, you know, has sent for hini

! "
^"'^'ani-

" Yes." I said, " the Captain's hit hard. I saw himwhen he v/as struck."
""

; Oh Dickl then you were at the very front I
"

Did you think I was at the rear ?

"

She looked down. " I couldn't help hoping it."ihen you were thinking of me." -

" I prayed for you."

fnr!"T'l,"7' T"""^ *"" "'-^°««" gains, to come be-

Ol ver
"^^"1""^=^^ '° '"«'"- =>«- ChTrlot

"ThevVuTt "-*'''''= *^« *e others.'"They re all about the house, tending the wounded-Mrs. Sessions is with the Squire, of course ^eTr'brave od gentleman! we thought he was kiU^but'Charlotte found the ball had glanced "

noJdef <}!
''

"r
°'"*' "''° ^''°* him. and she

^^ M u ^*' '^°'^" "* ""^ ff°nt door; the Sauiresaid he'd shoot him if he shot Charlotte ,jX,
declared sheM shoot him if he2oTth:V;ute''td°S
at once he shot at her and struck him."

Who was it that screamed; was it she'"

mu^'d.'-'nrr"""'
''°°'"' '°^ -'^ ^^ ">-

" Then you were at the front."
" Did you think I was at the rear? "
I f»ar I ?"swered evasively. T addpH n,of t

SO to Lieutenant Ferry, and started toward the
7"'

but she touched my arm " Oh TvV 1
''°°'''

Heard him praise JouTo her?!::aStCh °St:had chased Captain Jewett and was mis:rng shTc/ed

;
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but now I'll tell her you're here." She started aww
but returned. '• Oh, Dick, isn't it wonderful how we're
always victorious I why don't those poor Yankees give
up the struggle.' they must see that God is on our
side I

"

As she left me, Ned Ferry came out with a sad face
but smiled gladly on me and caught me fondly by
the arm. On hearing my brief report he saddened
more than ever, and when I said I had promised Jewett
he should hand his sword to none but him, " Oh I

"~
he smiled tenderly—"! don't want to refuse if gom and hang it at the head of his bed as he would do
in his own tent ; I'll wait here."

1 pointed to the door he had softly closed behind
him

:
" How is it in there ?

"

" Ah, Richard, in there the war is all over
"

"Dead?"
" So called."

XXXVI

SAYS QUINN, s'e"

Lieutenant Helm came out as I went in, and I
paused an instant to ask him in fierce suspicion if he
had bandaged his hand himself. " No," he whispered
" Miss Camille." It was a lie, but I did not learn
that until months after. " Come downstairs as soon as
you can," he added, " there's a hot supper down there;
first come first served." We parted.

I found Miss Harper fanning the wounded giant
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"Says Quinn, S'e'

and bathing his brows, and my smiles were ample ex-
planation of my act as I hung the sword up. Then I
brought m ray leader. " Captain Jewett," he said after
a nearly silent exchange of greetings, "

I wish we had
you uninjured."

" Ah, no, Lieutenant, this is bad enough. Lieuten-
ant, there is one matter—

"

" Yes, Captain, what is that ?
"

"The villain who set those fires-you know who he
IS, I hope."

" Yes, Captain, I know."
"He didn't begin that up*il after he left me I

had some private reasons for not killing him when I
might have done it."

" Yes, Captain, I know that, too."
" Yet if I had caught him again I would have strune

him up to the first limb."

"I have sent some picked men to catch him if they
can, said Ferry, and the racked suflFerer lifted a handm approval. Camille came to her aunt and whisperedMr Gholson with two doctors." The wounded cap-
tive heard her ^

" Lieutenant," he panted, " I hope you'11-do me the
favor-to let my turn with those gentlemen-come
last,—after my boys,—will you ?

"

"Ah! Captain, even our boys wouldn't allow that-
no, here s a doctor, now."

I went down to the supper-table. Camille was there
dispensing its promiscuous hospitality to men who ate'
hke pigs. I would as leave have found her behind a
French-market coflfee-stand. Harry Helm, nursing his
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bandaged hand was lolling back from the board and

food. A fellow in the cha.r next mine said he had seen

chirr*., v"'^
^''" ^' J"'"^'' *^ Louisiani^s-

aSX .„.."' ^''^-''.^-.^'""PP friend over yonder's

tfl^ \° ° sweetenm' with his grub; well, he de-
serves ita

1 hat man Gholson, he's another good one "

nnJeH
•^"'7"""'' '"'"''' *° •"= ^ ^^'i^--. and I ig-

Zff ; '"u '"'^r'^d how Lieutenant Helm had gotthat furlough. (Furldugh was our slang for a lifhr"v^ / ?' "^ ^°» '* eighty fairl ^Did you fee

SoulS." wT"'"'7'"' *^ '''^ sabre-cut on his

^d eot tL V I ^r'"""^
y°"<l'=' gave him that-and got the Yankee's pistol-shot in his hand. But that«ved Gholson's life., f.r that shot was aimed to ^veGholson a furlough to kingdom-come. Are they kin-

I mumbled that they were not even friends. " Well

tTL TT°"''^
that,_when I first see 'em meet at'the head of our column! But the aide-de-campp hetook It so good-natured that, thinks I—"

hn^ri^T'
°^/^"y'' "'™' seated opposite, swallowed

hurriedly and covertly put in- " Y' ought to hearwhat Quinn said to Gholson just now as they metup

baysQuinn, as cold as a fish, s's'e ' Mr. Gholson '

s'eyou re not a coward, sir, and that's why I'm cukous'
to ask you a question,' s'e. And says Gholson, just L
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"Says guinn, S'e"

^'\iA'^'"'r^'^'"i'
L''"*™""' Quinn, to a„sw«

rt. And says Quinn, s'e Why was it. that when HarryHelm struck that blow which saved your life, andwh.ch you knew was meant to save it. and you seen
his sword shot out of his hand and three or four Yan-
kees makm' a dead set to kill him, and nothin' else inany particular danger at all, why was it. Mr. Ghol-
»on.^that you never turned a hand nor an eye to save

" Great Scott I wha'd Gholson say? "

" Gholson. s'e,
'
I done as I done, sir, from my high-

est sense o duty. This ain't Lieutenant HeJs own
httle^pnvate war. Lieutenant Q„i„„, „or mine, nor

"
^,1' ^^^ '° 2"'""

'
wha'd Quinn answer? "

Why wrth that Quinn popped them big glass eyeso his'n nil the whites showed dear round the blue,Tndse I know .t better than you do; that's just what itsuited you to forget. Oh I I'd already seen through yo^m one flash, you sneak. It's good for you youVe no"m my command
;
I'd lift you to a higher sense'of whoswar this IS damn you, if I had to hang you up by thethumbs. With that he started right on by, Gholson

a-keep,n' h.s face to him as he passed, when Ned ^rrj

™t;; r~^'T °"* °' *' P"""'"'- '""^ Ned turned outon the ear gallery with Quinn while she sort o' smiled
at Gholson to come to her and sent him off on some
business or other. George ! I never seen her so beauTi-

-rhereupon occurred a brief exchange of comments
which seemed to me to carry by implication as fine a
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praise „ coald possibly come from two rough fellow.

ill 5- ^P*"'""«^ '^' "»"'« °f FerryZddZ.lotte m undertone, of course, but with th7u„restra?„

muendo m word or smile. Her presence, they aeTeed

the common "was bound to happen pretty quick

'

wh,]e h.s. they said. as..red themXt '• wiLer dW^ppen would happen right." I turned with alrowna Harry laughed irrelevantly, and saw CamUIe anSh.m smilmg at me with childish playfulness Thensuddenly their smile changed and'wLt beyond metwo or three men softly said " Smith I
" and I wa. Ziof my cha,r and standing when Charlotte Ol^er .na low voice, tenderly accosted me.

"Oh. Richard Thomdyke Smith l-alive and well!L.ute„aj,t Feny wa„u you; he has just go^e tHi;

XXXVII

A HORSE I A horse!

NiCHT had fully come. A few bivouac fires bumerfbw m the grove, and at one of them nearX ^^^gate I found our young commander. Onabenchmadeof a fence-rarl and two forked stakes he sat betwe«aQumn and the first-lieutenant of the LouisiSnTThe doctor whom I had seen before sat humped on h^horse, facmg the three young men and making clumsyexcuses to Ferry for leaving. The other physSwould stay for some time yet. he said, and he,hS
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A Horse! A Hcrsel
was leaving his instruments, :acn as they were, and
would return in the morning. " Fact is, my son's a
surgeon, and he taken all my best imtru-ments witl,
him.

"When; where is he?" eagerly asked Quinn, see-
ing Ferry was not going to ask.

" My son ? Oh, he's in Virginia, wi.h General Lee
"

Hell I" grunted Quinn, but the doctor pretended
to listen to Ferry.

" Ah, but we move south at diy-light; the prisoners
and wounded we send east, to Hazlehurst," said our
leader, with a restraining hand on Quinn's knee. The
other lieutenant made some inquiry of him, and the
doctor was ignored, but stayed on, and as I stood wait-mg to be noticed I gathered a number of facts The
lightly injured would go in a plantation wagon- for
the few gravely hurt there was the Harpers' ambulance
which had just arrived to take the ladies back to Squire
Wall s, near Brookhaven, alas ! instead of to Louisiana
For the ladies Charlotte's spring-wagon was to be ap-
propriated, one of them riding beside it on horseback
and there was to be sent with them, besides Charlotte's
old black driver, " a reliable man well mounted " Who-
ever that was to be it was not Harry, for he was to
go south with a small guard, bearing the body of the
Louisiana captain to his home between the hostile
lines behind Port Hudson.

Good-night, gentle-me«," said the doctor at last
As he passed into the darkness Quinn bent a mock
frown upon his young superior.

"Lieutenant Ferry, the next time I have to express
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my disgust pleaM to keep your hand off my knee, wil!

Ferry', response was to lay it back again and there

^!^i \''"f!''!
'"'''* """ P"' *"« '" » P«ci°«» pout,

that I should be kept waiting by such things. But
presently the three parted to resume their several cares
and the moment Ferry touched my arm to turn me
I^W \Z"u 'l!'

•'""'^ ^ *"' °"" '"°'-« hi^ worslupper.

^
Well! he began, "you have «ow two fine hor«.,

"Oh, by Regulations, I suppose, I ought to turn oneo them oyer to M,jor Harper. I wish it were to you.
Lieutenant; I'd keep my own-he'll be all right in a

"»r
,*°-''"'' Kive you Captain Jewetfs."

Well,_just for a day or two.-do that, while I
lend my horse to a friend."

rUl't 'nr
'''' "'^^'^ ""y*" '^'«" ^«» to become of

Chario te Ohver wh.le he Harpers were preempting
her little wagon, and now I took keen alarm. " Whv

\^Tf ^ "^^\^ ^^"^
' ^"' ^^y "<" '^nd Captain

Jewetts horse and keep yo.rs? Yours is right now
the finest and freshest mou .t in the command."

Yes, 'tis for that I lend him."
We went on in silence. Startled and distressed, I

pondered. What was her new purpose, that she should
ask, or even accept, such a favor as this from Ned
Ferry; a favor which, within an hour, the whole com-mand would know he had granted? Was this a trifle
which only the Gholson-like smallness of my soul made
spectral? The first time I had ever seen FerryTiSany of his followers about him, was he not on Char-
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r if Ah, yes; but Beauty lending a horse to stJdValor was one thing; Valor unhorsing himse Mo.peed Beauty-oh, how different! What was the aHsubordinating need? ' *"'

thL. ^ u * '•'' "=°""'«'» herself chargeablethrough her past mistakes. Unless I guessed wmnaher motives had risen. I believed he. a^ml ^
at Whatever self-hazard, to Itop ttrCTwoman's war, and to speed her unfinished so^ to the"fairest possible outcome for all God's c«a,r« I
ever splendidly or miserably the "f4li„ it •-;.:;wm or lose. We stopped and waitS^ f'r CeciL ^the remammg doctor, she with a lighted candL ^ocorre down the stairs. From two rooms Wo" whe^n^ost of tho wounded lay, there came women^s Voices^ftly smgmg, and Charlotte's was among them tZsong was one l.stening to which many! boy in bh^-ny^jad m gray, has died: -R^meVsS;;
Cecile and the doctor had come from the bedside of

'

I've'^re Tr ^T '''-' "^^p- --^<=d'ive done all I can," he said to Ferry "we nM
ch.ll-and-fever doctors ..a'n't made for wa^timls- hemay get well and he may not

"

'
*"

f«rtS"o:i,S-''^^^'"^°"''-^^^^-'th him till
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XXXVIII

" BEAR A MESSAGE AND A TOKEN "

Late in the night Gholson came to the Union cap-
te.n. bedside for Mis, Harper. Charlotte had semhim; the doctor had left word what to do if a certain
patient s wound should re-open, and this had happenedThe three had succeeded in stanching it, but Charlotte
had prevailed upon Miss Harper to lie down, and theweary lady had, against all her intentions, fallen asleep.
I was alone with the wounded captain. He did not
really sleep, but under the weight of his narcotics
drowsed, muttered, stirred, moaned, and now and then
spoke out.

Sitting in the open window. I marked the few red
points of dying firelight grow fewer in the bivouac
under the grove. Out there by the gate Ned Ferry
slept. Fireflies blinked, and beyond the hazy fields rose
the wasted moon, by the regal slowness of whose march
I measured the passage of time as I had done two
nights before. My vigil was a sad one. but, in health
in love, in the last of my teens and in the silent com-
pany of such a moon, my straying thoughts lingered
most about the maiden who had " prayed for me " My
hopes grew mightily. Yet with them grew my sense
of need to redouble a lover's diligence. I resolved never
apin to leave great gaps in my line of circumvallation
about the city of my siege, as I had done in the past
—two days. I should move to the final assault, now,
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at the earliest favorable moment, and the next should«e the rose-red flag of surrender rise on her 1,^*^^m war it is white, but in love it is red

^ '

First favorable moment; ah I but when would that

Well T„ri "°T' ''' """P*" '° Hazlehurst?Well, thank Heaven I not Harry. Sc-t Gholson?Gholson was due at headquarters. Poor Ghos^^much rest for racked nerve, had he found here Swith Ferry and Harry, and the fight, and SuinT Iwondered he did not lie ,:own and die under The miresuffocation of hi. " tchagrin." Even a cr<SdS^ Z'.Leved, could suffer from chagrin, give him as manvgood causes as Gholson had accumutated. But no tSeh«.ven of "Charlie TolliverV presence and com

^^e/ T'' '" "'"'' '*''"' "''« possession of

unrdfttrgs.
'"'"'""' "^ '"^'^ '"« ^'-'^ °f a"

A faint stir at the thre.nold caught my ear and Idiscerned in the hall a young negro woman' The "igh

hid w"T """' "^"^ "" ''"°^" at a glance ;fhehad been here since the previous evening, as I knewthough It chanced that 1 had not seen h
; OliSbest wedding-gift, the slave maid whom I had le^n

stole out to her; she courtesied. " Miss Charlotte savef you want he'p you fine me a-setfn' on de stejo' deStairs hafe-ways down." ^ ^
I inquired if she was leaving us. "She a-eitt'n'ready suh; Misteh Goshen done gone to de ta^^bleto g,t de bosses." The girl suddenly seemed plea^with herself. "Mis' Charlotte wouM 'a'b;' dot
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gone when de yethehs went_dem-ah two scouts wh,t

indeed
1 how was that?"

"Why, I says, s' I, • Mis' Charlotte, how we know

-i'a sSra^d r 'T' °" ''' huntehsreeuehwait a spell, and den ef no word come back daf h-a-doubhn', you kin be sho' he done lit out fo to JiLde Yankees roun' Pote Hudsom ' " ^

so ir?^';^
''°"

I'"
'^^ "'='*• ^°" ^»t him caught-so do I, but you know she doesn't want to catch himand you don't want her to. Neither do I. Nof'eiSdo we want Lieutenant Ferry to catch i.,„ "

No, suh, dass so. But same time, while she nonofon o' g,tt'n' him cotch, she believe he dess diutv

own Ii?pr£!'.^"
"^ '° ^'^^ "^"peh, 'Dis ain't ow

I waved her away and went back into the room • tieCaptam had called. He asked the time of Tht '

said
. was well after two; he murmured was auietand after a moment spoke my name. I alwTr d' andhe whispered " Coralie Rothvelt-she's her^ I_rec

.Trfk^nrhSr.-^- ''-- -- ^-- '^^ --
" Yes, Captain."

" Daring game that was you fellows let her nut uo

thread
"'! '

'''Z
'"'' ""^ ''°^'—

^ " '-Hy athread. If our officers had only asked the old manhu name-it would have bee„-4 flash of I^ht Ulhad dreamed, when I saw-you and Ned FeTry "sterday,-that Coralie Rothvelt was-Charlotte Oliver,
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"Bear a Message and a Token"
-and could have known her then-as I've-Ieamed

Lw,-"
'''"''"" '"-"°"' ene„,y,-yo1

" Yes, Captain."

iZl ,t°"''^-'^^yf
t"™«d back, my boy." After a si-lence the hero sa.d more to himself than to me "Ah

7 °.*" """" ^"' to-„ight-I might live I
"

'

Many days afterward I thought myself dull not tohave guessed what that speech meant, but now I wastoo distressed by the change I saw coming ove^h m to

hLseff
"™« "^-

,

^' •'^^^" *° '«> *'"i «'-eb^ ohimsef. Home .' he murmured; "sweet, sweet

tT^^T^ re .""^ <=°«"t'y'-My God, my coun-
try, my homeI-Smith,_you know what that is you're—wiping off my brow.-don't you ? "

" Yes, Captain."

" I-I didn't want you to be-taken too unpleasantlyby surpnse-just at the-end. You know whatvlhappenmg,—don't you ?
" -i a—

the'lZfT^\ ^" ^ ^'P^'' *•= '"°* ^-g^i" I heardfte tread of two horses down in front of the house-

"Caprarma°'r'' ^"1^^*' ^'"^'^ *- claHoTe.'

saySrrn^he.^"..''"'^
''""^ ''"-*^» "" -hat you

Shln^^/"!? fr"!^
'•'"''^ =°'"'- She'd have gone toShip Island if I had caught her."

" I know she'll come "

a toJj ' t,t
"°"" "'' '""'"^ ' "^^ '^ """^^e anda token, as the song says."

She came. I met her outside the door and fn, ,
n.oment I feared she would come „: JaXr '"How

i7S

L-



The Cavalier
can I, Richard

!
Oh, how can I ? " she whisoered • " .w

lustrous withUtitude ""^ """ ^ ''"' ^'''

"I have one or two things," he said, after a few

sage or two; if I_if_if il"
t"««-and a mes-

me into the hall He did ^Z u-
' '"" ^^^^'^^^

people. ,ou W.So'lrevtS:e':L^;rT
suppression to whisper; he mu«bTeT HHtitt dthe dying had some rights, but-he fear«I fh™>
-.ght result unfortunately wanted ^Tto tdl Cht'lotte so, and was sure I was ever .7
to have Ned Ferry awakened forTh.

'''°"^. *° ^'^

of a prisoner's dLh
. h^ wSd LT'"°L'"'=''*"'

moment he awoke ^* '"'" ^°^ *e

askTd''chaVorto^trV^-- ^^^^
captive had

»,•» r . ..

.

fo^- iisnttnatim—the Ipucf
bit afraid," he was saying

^*'

^;nU^:::-;r^S?-a^t^^i
eLtn ''°''V''"'

"^ ^^"'' ^^' °" without Myreligion is scarcely anything but longings and striv
'

mgs -she sadly smiled-" longings a^d^sIriSgstd
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" Yet you wouldn't—"
•'Part with it? Oh, not for the world beside!

"

Neither would I-with mine." The soldier folded
his hands in supplication. " Neivher would I—though
mme, O Lord-is only th^-old-fashioned sort-for
whose beliefs our fathers-used to kill one another-
U)d have mercy—on them—and us

"

rJ^l*^! r'. * ^^^ "'"'"'=«• Ag^in^' 'he bedside
Charlotte had sunk to her knees, and under the broad

folded hands. Thus, presently, she spoke agairT

XXXIX

CHARLOTTE SINGS

"I KNOW, Captain," she said, "that we can't have
longings, strivings, or hopes, without beliefs; beliefs
are what they live on. I believe in being strong and
sweet and true for the pure sake of being so; and yetmore for the world's sake; and as much more again
for Gods sake as God is greater than his works I
beheve in beauty and in joy. I believe they are the goalof all goodness and of all God's work and wish. As
to resurrection, punishment, and reward, I can't see

7ol7
"°"«=' ?hoice has to do with them; they seem

to me to be God's part of the matter; mine is to love
perfect beauty and perfect joy. both in and infinitely
beyond niyself, with the desiring love with which I re-
joice to beheve God loves them, and to pity the lack
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rate soul.""^
*'" ""^ ^'»'''*'= J°y °f any sepa-

the c;ptL'tr:irLr!arr^^^

that bri„g"t oV But In
'"'^"''"y-f"'- 'he crimes

Th. K .
' anyhow—you know—bein?—

"

The bugle rang out .the reveille
^

like S.' "'""'" ^'"•^ C''-'°«'=' "y°" want to die

upllnd tir'""'"'
'"' ' =^''- ^''^ '"<« to sit half

the ha„?ti:t^°L'a:rorct *" "'''=. •'?'^'"S-

^^.-t^two^L2;r!^5^:S

ow?S« °
thati

^'="^- ^"'"^'"^ ^--^'^ ^S-

Every Northern eye was lifted to the window and I
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Charlotte Sings

turned away. Richard I " gently called Charlotte, and
1 saw the end was at hand ; a new anguish was on the
brow; yet the soldier was asking for a song; "a sol-
dier's song, will you ?

"

" Why, Captain," she replied, "you know, we don't
sing the same words to our soldier-songs that you do
--except in the hymns. Shall I sing ' Am I a soldier
of the cross ?

'
"

He did not answer promptly; but when he did he
said Yes—sing that."

She sang it. As the second stanza was begun we
heard a responsive swell grow softly to fuller and fuller
volume beneath the windows; the prisoners were sing-
ing. I heard an austere voice forbid it, but it rose
straight on from strength to strength

:

" Sure I oust fight if I would Trin,

Increase my courage, Lord.
I'll bear the toil, endure the pain,
Supported by thy word."

The dying man lifted a hand and Charlotte ceasedHe had not heard the muffled chorus of his f, -wers
below; or it may be that he had. and that th. gree
of iberty they seemed to be enjoying prompted him to
seek the new favor he now asked. I did not catch
his words, but Charlotte heard, and answered tenderly
yet with a thrill of pain so keen she could not conceal'
It even from him.

u^?!/""
wouldn't ask a rebel to sing that," she

sighed, "would you?"
He made no rejoinder except that his eyes were in-
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She wiped his temples. " I hate to refuse

She spoke again: "^ sup-

sistent.

>ou."

His gaze was grateful,
pose I oughtn't to mind it.

dear, but'oh! hofca" Jou J^^'
"' '°" ""' ^''"'""^•

Charlotte addressed the wounded man : "
Just a little

"w^.'
""^ ""!;,'"• "'' ** •'"""•"arly light,What so proudly we hailed at the twilight' i;st gleaming?"

But guardedly as she began, the effect on the huddled^:.owd below was instant and electrical
IT "7"'^°

almost the first note; looking ^Lrrnxiolsl? '^
the wonder and enthusiasm pass from man to man

but at thi tH
'/'^'T """ '" ^-"^^ ecstatic sile'ce'but at the third, warily, first one, then three then I'dozen, then a score bereft nf =.r,r,. / !. 7 ' " ^

i;«i.. .• '
"^'^^" °' arms, standard, and leaderhttle counting ever again to see freedom flavor homehey raised their voices, by the dawn^' eirty iJtTntheir song of songs. ^ ^ '

"

Our ma.n body were out in the highway, just facing
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into column, and the effect on them I could not see
The prisoners' guards, though instantly ablaze with in-
dignation, were so taken by surprise that for two or
three seconds, with carbines at a ready, they—and even
their sergeant in command—only darted fierce looks
here and there and up at me. The prisoners must have
been used to smging in ordered chorus, for one of them
strode into their middle, and smiling sturdily at the
maddened guard and me, led the song evenly. " No
sir!" he cried, as I made an angry sign for them to
desist, • one verse through, if every damned fool of us
dies for it—let the Captain hear it boys—sing!

"
'
The rockeu- red glare, the bombs bursting in air • "

Charlotte had ceased, in consternation not for the con-
ditions without more than for those within. With the
first strong swell of the song from below, the dying
leader strove to sit upright and to lift his blade, but
failed and would have slammed back upon the oillows
had not she and Miss Harper saved him. He lay in
their arms gasping his last, yet clutching his sabre with
a quivering hand and listening on with rapt face un-
troubled by the fiery tumult of cries that broke into and
over the strain.

"Club that man over the head! " cried the sergeant
of the guard, and one of his men swung a gun; but the
Yankee sprang inside of its sweep, crying, " Sing her
through, boys

! grappled his opponent, and huried him
back. In the same instant the sergeant called steadily,
ijuard, ready—aim—

"

There sounded a clean slap of levelled carbines, yet
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from the prisoners came the continued song in its clos-
mgr couplet

:

" The itar-ipangled twnner I O, long may it wave

!

"

and out of the midst of its swell the oaths and curses
and defwnt laughter of a dozen men crying, with tearsm their eyes, " Shoot! shoot! why don't you shoot? "

But the command to fire did not come ; suddenly there
was a drumming of hoofs, then their abrupt stoppage
and the voice of a vigilant commander called. " Atten-
tion!

"

With a few word^ to the sergeant, more brief than
harsh, and while the indomitable singers pressed on to
the very close of the stanza without a sign from him to
desist. Ferry bade the subaltern resume his command
and turned toward me at the window. He lifted his
sword and spoke in a lowered tone, the sullen guard
stood to their apns, and every captive looked up for mv
reply.

"^ '

' Shall I come? " he inquired; but I shook my head.
What!—gone ? " he asked again, and I nodded. He

turned and trotted lightly after the departing column
I remember his pensive mien as he moved down the
grove, and how a soft gleam flashed from his sword
above his head, as with the hand that held it he fingered
his slender mustache, and how another gleam followed
It as he reversed the blade and let it into its sheath
Then my eyes lost him; for Gholson had taken his place
under the window and was beckoning for my attention

" Is she coming? " he called up, and Charlotte, at my
side, spoke downward

:
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" I ihall be with you in a moment."
While he waited the second lieutenant of the Louig-

ianiana came, and as guard and prisoners started away
she came out upon the veranda steps. Across her knee,
as she and Gholson galloped off by a road across fields,

lay in a wrapping of corn-husks the huge sabre of the
dead northerner.

XL

HARRY LAUGHS

The first hush of the deserted camp-ground was lost
in the songs of returning birds. Captain Jewett, his
majestic length blanket-bound from brow to heel as
trimly as a bale, had been laid under ground, and the
Harpers stood in prayer at the grave's head and foot
with hats on for their journey. The burial squad,
turned guard of honor to the dead captain of the Louis-
ianians, were riding away on either side of a lignt wagon
that bore his mortal part. I, after all, was to be the
Harpers' guardian on their way.
Day widened into ite first perfection as we moved

down the highroad toward a near fork whose right was
to lead Harry and his solemn cortege southward, while
the left should be our eastward crurse. Camille and
I rode horseback, side by side, with no one near enough
to smile at my sentimental laudations of the morning's
splendors, or at her for repaying my eloquence with
looks so full of tender worship, personal acceptance and
self-bestowal, that to tell of them here would make as
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poor a «how m to lift a sea-flower out of the lea; they
call for piccolo notes and I am no musician.
The famiUar little leather-curtained wagon wu just

ahead of us, bearing the other three Harpers, the old
negro driver and—to complete iu overloading—his
daughter, Charlotte's dark maid. Beside the wheels
ambled and babbled Harry Helm. At the bridge he
fell back to us and found us talking of Charlotte, Ca-
mille was telling me how well Charlotte knew the region
south of us, and how her plan was to dine at mid-day
with such a friend and to pass the night with such an-
other; but the monjent Harry came tip she began to
upbraid him in her mellowest flute-notes for not telling
us that he had got his wound in saving—

•' Now. you ladies—" cried the teased aide-de-camp
' I—

I didn't save Gliolson's life! I didn't try to save
it! I only tried to split a Yankee's head and didn't
even do that! Dick Smith, if you tell anybody else
that I saved— Well, who did, then? Good Lordy! if

I'd known that to save a man's life would make all this
fuss I wouldn't 'a' done it! Why, Quinn and I had
to sit and listen to Ned Ferry a solid half-hour last
night, telling us the decent things he'd known Gholson
to do, and the allowances we'd ought to make for a man
with Gholson's sort of a conscience ! And then, to chp
—to clap—to clap the ki'—to cap—the f/iwm^—con-
sound that word, I never did know what it meant—to
clap the climax, Ned sends for Gholson and gets Quinn
to speak to him civilly—aw, haw, haw I—Quinn show-
ing all the time how he hated the job, like a cat when
you make him jump over a stick! And then he led us
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on, with just a word here and there, until we all agreed
ai smooth as glaii, that all Quinn had said was my
fault, and all I » d done was Gholion's fault, and a!!
Gholson had sai-. ii done or left undone was our fault,
and the rest was partly Ned's fault, but mostly accident.

Camille declared she did not and would not believe
there had been any fault with any one, anywhere, and
especially with Mr. Gholson, and I liked Lieutenant
Helm less than ever, noticing anew the unaccountable
freedom with which Camille seemed to think herself en-
titled to rebuke him. " Oh, I'm in your power." he cried
to her, " and I'll call him a spotlei giraffe if you want
me tot that's what he is; I've always ti.ought sol " The
spring-wagon was taking the left fork and he cantered
ahead to begin his good-byes there and save her for
the hist. When he made his adieu to her he said,
" Won't you let Mr. Smith halt here with me a few mo-
ments? I want to speak of one or two matters that—"
She resigned me almost with scorn; which privately

amused me, and, I felt sure, hoodwinked the aide-de-
camp.

" Say, Dick I " he began, as she moved away, " look
here, I'm going to tell you something; Ned Ferry's
in love with Charlotte Oliver I

"

"You don't mean it!"

Yes, I do, mean it! Smith, Ned's a grand fellow.
I'm glad I came here yesterday."

" Yes, you've secured a furlough."
" Oh, this thing, yes ; don't you wish you had it ! No,

I'm glad I came, for what I've learned. I'm glad for
what Ned Ferry has taught me a man can do, and keep
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frjm doing when he'i got the upper hold of himtetr.
And Im gtad for whit ihe-you know who-by
Georgel any man would know who ever saw her, for
the draws every man who comes within her range as
naturally as a rose draws a bee. I'm glad for what
she has taught me a woman can be, and can keep from
bemg, so long as she knows there's one real man to live
up^tol just up to, mind you. I don't even say to live

I stared with surprise. Was this tht trivial Harry
talking? Fact is, the pair we were talking about had
by some psychical magic rarified the atmosr'ere for
all of us until half our notes were above our normal
pitch.

"Do y„u mean she loves him; what sign of such athmg did she show yesterday or last evening? "

" Not a sign of a signl And yet I'll swear it I Do
you know where she's gone?

"

"To-day? I think I do."
"Where?"

• r
^*"' L7'«n«"t. » I we« she, / should go straight

into the Yankee hnes behind Port Hudson. She's got
Jewett's messages and his sword, and the Yank's won't
know her as a Confederate any better than they ever
did; for It s only these men whom we've c-pturcd who
have four,d out she';, Charlotte Oliver, or that she had
any krowmg part in General Austin's ruse

"

"If Oliver doesn't tell," said Harry, lifting his bad
hand in pain.

first and tell them, herself, that he's Charlotte Oliver's
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hulbind .nd h.. ju.t l«d the finct company of FedenUKouu in the two State, to de«n,ctio,^"

**"

-.nT.le?:S"'
'•* '""- "" ''°"^'"--''' "- «•«

" Yei," I responded. "— and his breath."

HarJy
^^ *''* ^°" "''"'' •*" *"*' '° ''° "•»? " "k'd

"She doesn't want to do it; but she feels she mustknowmg that every blow he strikes from now on U•truck on her account. I believe she'. «.„, .!.

Seo'r^ur"'"'"'"'"^'''*"^''-"^'-'™^^^^^^ciple or pledge or cause, at any moment, to wreak thatprivate vengeance, in whole or in part

"

Dick Smith, yes I But don't you see, besides whatsherf<,« want? Why, she wants to ke^p oSer andFeny tpart until somebody el- > for whom she dwi

him with her as long as she'cl. iS'bJVnSmfof us, I say. can give Oliver a thousand times betterThanhe ought ever to get-except for her sake-"

you want of me .s for me to say that I, for one willlose no honest chance to give it to him, i;n't it?

"

.h,in
'^'"'^ °^ y°"' ^'"'"'' « '° tell you that /shall lose no such chance."

" Well, neither shall I."

" Bully for you, Dick; bully boy with the glass ye!
18?
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You see, you're one of only half a dozen or so that
know Oliver when they see him; so Ned will soon be
sending you after him. Ned's got a conscience, too,
you know, as squirmy as Gholson's. Oh, Lord! yes,
yon don't often see it, but it's as big and hard as a
conscript's ague-cake." The Lieutenant gathered his
rein

;
" Smith, I want Ned and her to get one another •

that's me I

"

I was tempted to say it was me, too, but I forbore
and only said it was I.

" All the same," said Harry, " I'm sorry for the little

girl!
"

"Little girl?"

" Oh, come, now, you know I
" He leaned to me and

whispered, " Miss Cecile I

"

" Lieutenant," I replied, with a flush, realizing what
I owed to the family as a prospective member of it,

" you're mistaking a little patriotic ardor—"
" Pat who—oh ? I tell you, my covey,—and of course,

you understand, I wouldn't breathe it any further—"
" I'd rather you would not."

"Phew-ew! I don't know why in the devil you'd
rather I would not, but—Smith,—she's so dead-gone
in love with Ned Ferry, that if she doesn't get him—

I

George! it'll e'en a'most kill her!
"

I guflfawed in derision. " And she didn't even have
to tell you so! She can't even hide its deadly intensity
from the casual bystanHer! haw! haw! haw! And it's

all the outcome of a three-days acquaintance! It beats
Doctor Swiftgrow's Mustache Invigor'—aw haw!
haw! "
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" Oh, you think so ? Pity you couldn't get a few bar-

rels of it—aw, hawl haw I
" said Harry, and my laughter

left off where his began. But, some way hurting his
hand, he, too, stopped short. I drew my horse back.

^^

"Is that all you've noticed?" I smilingly inquired.
"Isn't atiybody else mortally in love with anybody else?
You can't make me believe that's all you know!

"

" Well, then, I sha'n't try. I do know one thing
more; heard it yesterday. Like to hear it?

"

" Like
! Why, I'm just that dead-gone with curiosity

that if I don't hear it it'll e'en a'most kill me—aw, haw!
haw! haw!"

" Well, I'm tired saying people's lives, but we won't
count this one; you say you want to hear it—I can't
give you all of it but it begins

:

"
'
T—n away thine eyes, maiden passing fair

!

O maiden passing fair, turn away thine eyes
!

'

Haw! haw! haw! Good-bye, Smith,—aw, haw! haw!
haw!—and it's all the outcome of a three-days ac-
quaintance !—haw ! hawl haw!—Oh, say!—Smith!"
—I was leaving him—" that's right, go back and begin
over !—

' Return ! retu'n ! '—aw, haw ! haw ! haw !
"
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XL!

UNIMPOR-....<T AND CONFIDENTIAL

On the second night after that morning of frantic
mortification I was riding at Ned Ferry's side, in Louisi-
ana.

;
Ue camp of the brigade was a few miles behind

us. Somewhere in front of us, fireless and close hid
lay our company of scouts, ahead of whose march he
had pushed the day before to confer with the General
and we were now on our way to rejoin them. Under
our horses' feet was that old Plank-road which every
buttermilk ranger " must remember-whether dead or

"°\
r,.*"™''

''' '° say,-who rode under either flag
in the Fehcianas in '63 and '64.

Late in the evening of the day on which I had con-
ducted the Harpers to Squire Wall's I had received a
despatch ordering me to board the next morning's train
at Brookhaven with my horse. On it I should find anumber of cases of those shoes I had seen at Hazlehurst
At Tangipahoa I was to transfer them to one or two
army-wagons which would by that time have reached
there, and bring them across to Clinton, wher^a guard
would meet and join me to conduct the wagons*o camp
And thus I had done, bearing with me a sad fsion of
dear dark Miss Harper fluttering her handkerchief
above her three nieces' heads, one of whom refrained
until the opportunity had all but gone, to wive good-
bye to the visibly wretched author of " Maiden passing
fair, f-rn away thine eyes."
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My lucky Cricket had gone three nights and two
whole days with no harness but his halter, and to-night,
beside the Yankee's horse, that still bore Ned Ferry'
he was as good as new. My leader and I talked of
Charlotte. In the middle of this day's forenoon Ghol-
son had come into camp reporting at the General's tent
the long ride she had made on Monday; as good a fifty

miles as Ferry's own. We called it, now, Ferry and I, a
most clever achievement for a woman. " Many wom-
en," he said, " know how to ride, but she knows how to
march."

" I think you must have taught her," I responded,
and he enjoyed his inability to deny it. So I ventured
farther and said she seemed to me actually to have
reached, in the few days since I had first seen her, a
finer spiritual stature.

" She ?
" he asked ;

" ah ! she is of the kind that must
grow or die. Yes, you ma;, be right; but in that time
she has kept me so occupied growing, myself, that I did
not notice she was doing the same. But also, I think,
the eyes with which we look at her have grown."
" She has outgrown this work," I insisted.
" Those letters—to the newspapers? "

" No, this other; this work which she has to do by
craft and wiles and disguises. Lieutenant, I don't be-
lieve she can go on doing that now with her past skill,

since life has become to her a nobler story than it

promised to be."

My companion lifted higher in the saddle with de-
light. Then soberiy he said, " We have got to lose her."
I turned inquiringly and he continued :

" She has done
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me the honor to tell me-Miss Harper and me-that if

know?""'"''
'" "*"" '''*' '' "°* "^'"^ '° do -you

" I think I do. It's to prevent Oliver from making
himself useful to the enemy, isn't it?

"

.u'^u!~u^' '^*' '"'' '^'^ '^y' 'f ^he comes outaU^nght she will leave us; yes, for the hospital ser-

" Hosp'-Oh-oh
! gangrene, typhoid, lock

. w, itch,
small-poxl Isn't she deep enough in the hosu-tal ser-
vice already, with her quinine dolls?

"

" Ahl but she cannot continue to play dolls that way-
she must find something else. I see you have mv
temptation; yes, the desire to see her always doing
something splendid. That is not ' real life,' as you caU
It And besides, was not that you said one time to me

doJ."?'"

^ ** '^'* '° '*' '" ^ ''''''^^" splen-

" No, sir! I suppose it's true, but I never want to see
her splendor shining through pock-marks." The replywon from him a gesture of approval, and this gave me
a reckless tongue. " Why, if I were you. Lieutenant,
she simply shouldn't go! Good Heaven! isn't she far
enough away at the nearest? How can you tamely-
no, I don't mean tamely, but-how can you endure to
let this matter drift—how can you endure it?

"

At the beginning of my question he straightened ex-
actly as I had seen him do in the middle of the lanewhen our recoiled column was staggering; but as my
extravagance flamed up he quieted rebukingly, and with
a quieter smile than ever asked " Is that a soldier's ques-
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tion? Smith, is there not something wrong wilh you
to-night?"

" There always is," I rephed.
" No, but to-night I think you are taking that * lower

fork' you talk sometimes about. Of course, if you
don't want to tell

—

"

"il/oy I tellyou?"
" Ah, certainly

! Is it that little Harper girl ?
"

I nodded, all choked up. When I could speak I had
to drop the words by ones and twos, and did not so
much as say them as let them bleed from my lips; and
never while I live shall I forget the sweet, grave, perfect
sympathy with which my friend listened and led me
on, and listened and led me on. I said I had never be-
heved in love at first sight until now when it had come
upon me to darken and embitter my life henceforth.
He replied that certainly love sometimes germinated

at first sight, and I interrupted greedily that that was
all I claimed—except that love could also, at times, grow
to maturity with amazing speed, a speed I never could
have credited previous to these last four days. And he
admitted as much, but thought time only could prove
such love; whereto I rejoined that that was what she
had answered.

He glanced at me suddenly, then smoothed his
horse s mane, and said, gently, " That means you have
declared yourself to her?"

I confessed I had, and t^id him how, on our journey
to Squire Wall's, being stung to desperatior. by the
infantile way in which she had drooled out to others
what my love had sacredly confided to her alone, I had
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abruptly confronted her with the fact, and in the ensuing
debate earned away by the torrent of my emotions, had
offered her my love, for life and all.

" And she-ah, yes. I see ; and I see. too, that in allshe ever said or did or seemed, before, she never made
herself such a treasure to be longed for and fought and
lived for as in the way in which she-" He paused.

Refused me
!
Oh, it's so ; it's so ! Ah I if you couldhave witnessed her dignity, her wisdom, her grace her

compassionate immovableness, you'd never think of her
as the httle Harper girl again. She said that if the un-
premediuted, headlong way in which I had told my pas-
sion were my only mistake, and if it were only for mysake she would not, if she could, answer favorably, and
that I. myself, at last, would not have a girl who wouldhave a man who would offer his love in that way, and
that she would not have a man who would have a girlwho would have a man who should offer his love in that

.u\''^^i^^"^
°' "'^ '^^^'"' kindnesses ever done me

Jat Ned Ferry heard me to the end of that speech and
did not smile. Instead he asked " Did she say that as
«f a'—as if—amused? "

" No, Lieutenant, she nearly cried. Oh, I wish we

cTmrandTed?""""""
"""' '°-"'^'"' "'^ °'i-'

" Well, that's all right, Richard; we are."
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xui
"can I GET THERE BY CANDLE-LIGHT?"

After a lew minutes we quitted the public way by
an obscure path in the woods on our right. When we
had followed this for two or three miles we turned to the
left again and pressed as softly as we could into a low
tangled ground where the air seemed stagnant and mos-
quitoes stung savagely. We wiped away the perspira-
tion m streams. I pushed forward to Ferry's side and
"•j^pered my belief that at last we were to see rain.
"Yes," he said, "and with thunder and lightning-

just what we want to-night."

I asked why. " Oh, they hate our thunder-storms,
those Yankee patrols."

Presently we were in a very dark road, and at a point
where it dropped suddenly between steep sides we halted
in black shadow. A gleam of pale sand, a whisper of
deep flowing waters, and a farther glimmer of more
sands beyond them challenged our advance. We had
come to a "grapevine ferry." The scow was on the
other side, the water too shoal for the horses to swim
and the bottom, most likely, quicksand. Out of the
blackness of the opposite shore came a soft high-
pitched, quavering, long-drawn, smothered moan of
'.voe, the call of that snivelling little sinner the screech-
owl. Ferry murmured to me to answer it and I sem
the same faint horror-stiicken tremolo back. Again it
came to us, from not farther than one might toss his
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cap. and I followed Ferry down to the water's edge
The grapevine guy swayed at our side, we heard the
scow slide from the sands, and in a few moments,
moved by two videttes, it touched our shore. Soon we
were across, the two videttes riding with us and be-
yond a sharp rise, in an old opening made by the swoop
of a hurricane, we entered the silent wnlighted bivouac
of Ferry's scouts. Ferry got down and sat on the
earth talking with Quinn, while the sergeants quietly
roused the sleepers to horse.

Now we marched, and when we had gone a mile or
so Ned Ferry turned aside, taking with him only Ser-
geant Jim, Kendall, another private, and me. We went
at an alert walk single-file for the better part of an hour
and stopped at length in a ..urrow untiUed "deaden-
ing." Beyond it at our left a faint redness shone just
above the tree-tops. At our right, in the northwest a
similar glow was ruddier, the heavens bein-- d rker
there except when once or twice they paled with silent
lightnings. Sergeant Jim went forward alone and on
foot, and presently was back again, whispering to Ferry
and remounting.

Ferry led Kendall and me into the woods, the other
two remaining. We found rising ground, and had rid-
den but a few minutes when from its crest we looked
upon a startling sight. In front of us was a stretch of
specially well farmed land. Our woods swept round it
on both sides, crossed a highway, and gradually closed
in again so as to terminate the opening about half a
mile away. Always the same crops, bottom cause of
the war: from us to the road an admirable planting of
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cotton, and from there to the farther woods as goodlv
a show of thick corn. The whole acreage swept down-
ward to that terminus, at the same time sinking inward
from the two sides. On the highway shone the lighted
rear window of a roadside " store," and down the two
sides of the whole tract stretched the hundred tent-fires
of two brigade camps of the enemy's cavalry. Their
new. white canvases were pitched in long, even alleys
followmg the borders of the wood, from which the
brush had been cut away far enough for half of them to
stand under the trees. The men had quieted down to
sleep, but at one tent very near us a group of regimental
officers sat in the light of a torch-basket, and by them
were planted their colors. A quartet of capital voices
were smging, and one who joined the chorus, standing
by the flag, absently yet caressingly spread it at such
breadth that we easily read on it the name of the com-
mand. Let me leave that out.

As they sang, and as we sat in our saddles behind
the low fence that ran quite round the opening, F»rry
turned from looking across into the lighted wincf on
the road and handed me his field-glass. " How many
candles do you see in there?

"

I saw two. " Yes," he said, dismounting and mo-
tionmg me to do th. same. Kendall took our bridles
Leavmg him with the animals we went over the fence
through the cotton, across the road at a pent terribly
near the lighted and guarded shop, and on down the
field of corn, to and over its farthest fence; stooping
gliding, halting, crouching, in the cotton-rows and corn-
rows; taking every posture two upright gentlemen
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would rather not take; while neverthelesi I swelled withpnde to be alone at the .ide-or even at the heel^^f
one who. for all this apparent skulking and grovelline
and m desprt. of all the hidden drawings of his passiol.'
for a fair woman at this hour somewhere in peril kept
h.s straight course in lion-hearted pursuit of his duty
(as he saw It) to a whole world of loves and lovers,
martyrs and fighters, hosts of whom had as good aright to their heart's desire as I to mine or he to his-

knL TflT "^ u""^'""'
°""" »y'"R- °" he^

Knees, I believe no beauty and no joy can be oerfect
apart from a love that loves the whole world's j^S-ter than any separate joy of any separate soul."

XLin

" YES, AND BACK AGAIN "

One matter of surprise to me was that this whole
property had escaped molestation. I wondered whocould be so favored by the ensmy and yet be so devoted
to our cause as to signal us from his window with
their sentine s at his doors; and as we passed beyond
the cornfield s farther fence I ventured to ask Ferry

Aaron Goldschmidt," he whispered, as we de-
scended into a dry, tangled swamp. In the depths of
thn, wild beside a roofed pen of logs stored with halfa dozen bales of cotton, we were presently in the com-pany of a very small man who tossed a hand in token
of great amusement.

" Hello, Ned I " he whispered in antic irony ; '
what
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•n •ccident is dat. meeding «, | Whoever is expecting
somedingr like dis I

" "pcrang

"Well, I hope nobody, Isidore; I hardly expected

beSSe?" '" *''°" ""•"" - ^'- '"•-
Isidore doubled with mirth and as suddenly straight-

ened. Your horse is here since yesterday. 5-^ lefthirn-by my father. She didn't fink t'e Yankees is
going to push away out here to-night. But he -s a
pusher, tat GriersonI You want him to-night, fat
horse? He is here by me. but I fink you Li nS
taice him, hmm? To cross fe creek and go round t"eoter way take you more as all night; and to go back
t IS same way you come, even if I wrap him up in piece
paper you haven't got a lawch insite pocket you can
carry h.m ? He laughed silently and the next instantwas more in earnest than ever.

«,I5.*' •'.
'"

! 'Ifht Placel She hires my mother's
pony to nde in to headquarters." He called them hate-
kvartuss but we need not. " I t'ink she is not a pris-oner—tt„/«j_she wants to come back." He doubled
again. " Anyhow, I wish you can see her to-night ; she
go another doll-baby for t'e gildren, and she give you
waluable mformations by de hatfull. . . Find her >
I tell you how you find her in finfty-nine minutes-
vedder permitting, t'at is."

The last phrase was fitted to a listening pose, and the
first mutter of the pending thunder-storm came out of
the northwest. Then Isidore hastened through the
practical details of his proposition. Ferry drew a
breath of enthusiasm.
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" Can I have my horie, bridled and laddled, in three
minufei?"

" I pring um in twol " laid Isidore, and vanished.
Ferry turned with an overmastering joy in every note
of his whispered utterance. " After all I

" he said and
I could have thrown my arms around him in puri de-
hght to hear duty and heart's desire striking twelve
together.

" Smith," he asked, " can you start back without me?
Then go at once; I shall overtake you on my horse "

I stole through the cornfield safely; the frequent
hghtnmgs were still so well below the zenith as to hide
me rn a broad confusion of monstrous shadows. But
when I came to cross the road no crouching or gliding
would do. I must go erer; r ,

- only at the speed of
some ordinary official errawd. So I did, at a point be-
tween two opposite fence-gaps, closely after an electric
gleam, and I was rejoicing in the thick darkness that
followed, when all at once the whole landscape shone
like day and I stood in the middle of the road, in point-
blank view of a --nail squad, a " visiting patrol ". They
were trotting toward me in the highv.a •, hardly a hun-
dred yards off. As the darkness came again'and the
thunder crashed like falling timbers, I started into the
cotton-iield at an easy double-quick. The hoofs of one
horse quickened to a gallop. A strong wind swept
over, big rain-drops tapped me on the shoulder and
pattered on the cotton-plants, the sound of the horse's
galloping ceased as he turned after me in the soft field,
and presently came the quiet call " Halt, there, you on
foot."
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"Yc8, and Back Again"
I went fMtcr. I knew by my pur.ucr'. coming .lonetlat he did not Uke me for . Conledemte, and that thewor.t I .hould get. to begin with, would be the Jlof W. Mbre. Shrewdly loading my tongue with thjhard northern r which I hated more thafall u„riS

ZeT/ t'^ '"^!' " °'''
'

" """- -<'-"
'^ ha t«ome fool who'g got time to halt I

"

I obliqued as if bound for the headquarters fire where

Z S V"l 'r!
""«"'• "" "«'""'"» branched ovethe Wack sky l,ke tree-roots, the thunder crashed andpounded again, the wind stopped in mid-ca«er, andthe ram came straight down in sheets. "Hilt!"

yeHted the horseman. He lifted his blade, but I darted
as>de and doubled, and as he whirled aroLnd after meanother nder. meeting' !,:m and reining in at such close

hThtd itsiir''
''- -" '" '^-

«' -. 'S

covered his Confederate bars of rank, and the Federalmay or may not have noted the absence of shoulder-

t^^t''
°"''?""»'-«'»''ined undrawn; and so the ser-

geant, catchmg a breath or two of disconcertion
caught nothing else. While Ferry spoke on forano her mstant I showed my heels ; then he left the drip-

aftef
^'""''^.'"^-h'ng an angry question and ioped

after me, and o. ;he low fence went th : ™ of usalmost together.

hJ^"if
"^^ ."°' "'"*'' "'^ P'deral camp-makershad tardily repaired their blunder by posting guardsbut these were not looking for their'enlieffr^m J'
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side of their own camp, and as we cleared the fence in

the full blaze of a lightning flash, only two or three

wild shots sang after us. In the black downpour Ferry
reached me an invisible hand. I leapt astride his

horse's croup, and trusting the good beast to pick his

way among the trees himself, we sped away. Soon we
came upon our three men waiting with the horses, and
no great while afterward the five of us rejoined our
command. The storm lulled to mild glimmerings and
a gentle shower, and the whole company, in one long
single file, began to sweep hurriedly, stealthily, and on
a wide circuit of obscurest byways, deeper than ever
into the enemy's lines.

XLIV

CHARLOTTE IN THE TENTS OF THE FOE

From certain rank signs of bad management in the
Federal camp one could easily guess that our circuit

was designed to bring us around to its rear. That a
colonel's tent—the one where the singers were—was
not where the colonel's tent belonged was a trifle, but
the slovenliness with which the forest borders of the
camp were guarded was a graver matter. Evidently
those troops were at least momentarily in unworthy
hands, and I was so remarking to Kendall when a mur-
mured command came back frcm Ferry, to tell Dick
Smith to stop that whisperin

i. I was sorry, for I

wanted to add that I knew we were ..^t going to attack
the camp itself.
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Chariot:, in the Tents of the Foe
ITiat was on Wednesday night. Charlotte and Ghol-son had made their ride of fifty miles on Monday The

fnends wth whom she stopped at nightfall contrived
to cram h.m mto their crowded soldiers' room, andhe had g,ven the whole company of his room-mates, asthey sat up m the.r beds, a full account of the fight at
Sessions s, Charlotte's care of the sick and dyinj and
the smg,ng, by her and the blue-coats, of their battle-song. Next morning Charlotte, without Gholson-who turned oflP to camp-rode on to Goldschmidt's
store, just beyond which there was then still a Con-
federate p.cket. Here she hired Mrs. Goldschmid.'s

Selfpass° ^ ' ''"'"' '"' P"^*"'^^ '•'^ Coralie

ficl?"?^^°'^''''
?°"'^'"

'
y''- ^" "^ht," said the of-

ficer, the men that rode with you this morning toldme all about you." He went with her as far Is his
videttes, and thence she rode alone to a picket of the

l^S T'u"t '^ "" ''''"''' ^"^ =°"ducted underguard to the headquarters of a corps commander. Toh.m and h,s ch.ef-of-staff she told the fate of Tewett's
scout, and delivered the messages of theirdying leaderand then she tendered the hero's sword

rZ^T^Tf^"" ^"' ^*'y ''" corrhusk wrapping and

LTh .f :
°^"" ' """"' °" '^' hilt. The Generalad the mighty weapon across his palm and sternly

Setwifhth;?."^''''^""^"'''-"^^''^-"-^''
" I had a Confederate general's pass

"

yourtK'?"^'
'^' Confederate general as nameless as
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" I am not nameless ; I only ask leave to withhold
my name until I have told one or two other things."

" But you don't mind confessing you're an out-and-
out rebel sympathizer ?

"

Under the broad-brimmed hat her smile grew to a
sparkle. " No, I enjoy it."

The chief-of-staflf smiled, but the General darkened
and pressed his questions. At length he summed up.
"So, then, you wish me to believe that you did all you
did, and now have come into our lines at a most extra-
ordinary and exhausting speed and running the ugliest
kinds of risks, in mere human sympathy for a dying
stranger, he being a Union officer and you a secession-
ist of "—a courtly bow—" the very elect; that's your
meaning, is it not ?

"

" No, General ; in the first place, I am not one of
any elect."

A flattering glimmer of amusement came into the
two men's faces, but some change in Charlotte's man-
ner arrested it and brought an enhanced deference.

" In the second place, I am not here merely on this
errand."

"Oh!"
" No, General. And in the last place, my motive in

this errand is no mere sympathy for any one person ;

: am here from a sense of public duty—" The speaker
seemec' suddenly overtaken by emotions, dropped her
words with pained evenness, and fingered the lace
handkerchief in her lap.

" Pardon," interrupted the General, " the sunlight
annoys you. Major, will you drop that curtain ? "
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Charlotte in the Tents of the Foe

to
1?'"'' ^°"- ?"" *•""« I ="" "^^-^ for, General isto tell you someth ne. and I hav^ t^ u .

""^'' '^

ing that neither of youS ever savhow^'" ^
"'"

it."
•' ^^^"^ *3y now you learned

The two men bowed

],'
Yes—well—what of him? "

' He was lured to disaster and death k„ ,
supreme purpose was and i. t„ / ^ * "''" '*'''°*«

" I do not think it, I know it. He sends m. hi.assurance of it bv his own t.tu . ^ "'* °""

"And you appeal to me for protection? "

fury rl"myselfZ to
'"T '"'''"' *° ''-« "is«f a hTm'niS wotn^ SeneT"h ^^"'^^

bein, done day by day ..^ryo^T^lr'
"""^
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" Oh, this is incredible
! What is its occasion, its

origin ? How are you in any way responsible ?

"

" Why, largely I am not. Yet in degree I am, Gen-
eral, because of shortcomings of mine—faults—errors
—that—oh—that have their bearing in the case, don't
you see ?

"

" Xo, I don't
; pray don't ask me to draw inferences

;

I might infer too much."
" Yes, you might, easily," said Charlotte ;

" for I only
mean shortcomings of the kind we readily excuse in
others though we nfever can or should pardon them in
ourselves."

The General turned an arch smile of perplexity upon
his chief-of-staflf. " I don't think we're quite up to
that line of perpetual snow, Walter, are we? "

The chief of-staflF " guessed they were not."
Charlotte resumed. " I have come to you in the

common interest, to warn you against that man. I
believe he is on his way here to oflfer his services as
a guide. He is fearless, untiring, and knows all this
region by heart."

" Union man, I take it, is he not? "

" No, he's Federal, Confederate or guerilla as it may
suit his bloody ends."

" And you want me not to make use of him."
" Oh, more than that ; I want him stopped !—stopped

from killing and burning on his and my private ac-
count. But I want much more than that, too. I know
how you commonly stop such men."

" We hang them to the first tree."
" Yes, our side does the same. If I wanted such a
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Charlotte in the Tents of the Foe
fate to overtake him I should only have to let him alone.
At risks too hideous to name 1 have saved him from it

twice. I am here to-day chiefly to circumvent his pur-
poses

;
but if I may do so in the way I wish to propose

to you, I shall also save him once more. I am willing
to savt him—in that way—ahhough by so doing I shall
lose—fearfully." She dropped her glance and turned
aside.

" How do you propose to circumvent and yet save
him ?

"

" By getting you to send him so far to your own
army's rear that he cannot get back; to compel him
to leave the country; to go into your country, where
law and order reign as they cannot here between the
lines."

"And you consider that a reasonable request?"
"^ Oh, sir, I must make it ! I can ask no less I

"

" But you say if this scheme works you lose bv it
What will you lose?"

'

" I may lose track of him I If I lose track of him I
may have to go through a Ing life not knowing
whether he is dead or alive."

"And suppose—why,—young lady, I thought you
were unmarried. I—oh, what do you mean ; is he— ?

"

Charlotte's head drooped and "her hands trembled
" Yes, by law and church decree he is my husband."
"Good Heaven!" murmured the General, drew a

breath, and folded his arms. " But, madam ! if a man
abandons his wife

—

"

" I abandoned him."
" Good for you I

"
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"It was vital for me. But I did it on evidence whichour aws ignore, the testimony of slaves Oh ^3^
don-t try to untangle me : only stop him I

" '

'^"''"'

know hLT'
"""' ''" '° ''' ""'•= ' <=''"• «-- I to

'• By a pistol-wound in his right hand, got last week

2rnrs£'^'"''"^^'""'"'^°-^«"^-

stop her.-How ?-I don't quite hear you "

I am Charlotte Oliver."
The two officers glanced sharply at each otherWhen the General turned again he flushed resentful yHave you never resumed your maiden name ? "

Never."

"Then, madam, tell me this! With a whole worldof other people s names to choose from, why have you

determmed to be sent to prison. Miss Coralie Roth-

XLV

STAY TILL TO-MORROW

Charlotte did not move an eyelash. Gradually ahappy confidence lighted her face. " Freedom or
prison .s to me a secondary question. I came heredetermmed to use only the truth. No wild creature
loves to be free more than I do. I want to go back
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Stay Till To-Morrow
mtoour lines, and to goat once; but-Iam Charlotte

Who stopped where .outdid last^l^ghTanl /^you th,s mormng was brought to me a prisoner Talf

Ho::^";h:f^'"''^'^'^^°""---Hothv'e!"

oZ°'°T """*'!:• ^'""'"' ""y "^-^^^ i» Charlotte

by side and see if they are not one."
He was already doing so, and nodded laughingly toh.ssupenor. Charlotte spoke on. " I telfyou tl eruth only, ^,„, ^^^^^^ ^ ^^^^

teh you tl^

t"i"andToVi?Tr,r ^- '" '° -*• ''^

that b, ,4, „; «tny "h ^a^ haTt"fated^a lady's liberty, let me hear and Lt:. 7i

rI^^'p^'" '""'V°
"'"'' y°" t° t''^ provost-martial atBaton Rouge and let you settle that with him "

love best"°i
?/"''"' ^' ""^ """"= °^ "'^ '^-Jy you

exce? .r"
"'^'- '"""'°«'' t° °ff«d your ca,«e

al Ki T' :T"'^ ^^"'P''*''^ -'h' wha you

h!ni i!l i ' "^ ""^'^^ '^°"^" are not so much asbamshed by yo„-or if they are. then banish mel
209
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Treat me no better, and no worse, than a '
registered

enemy I"

The General shook his head. "Your registration
has been m the open field of military action; some-
times, I fear, between the lines. At least it has been
with your pen."

" General, I have laid down the pen."
"Indeed I to take up what ?

"

" The spoon I " said Charlotte, with that smile which
no man ever wholly resisted. " I leave the sword and
Its questions to my brother man, in the blue and in the
gray—God save itl-^and have pledged myself to the
gray, to work from now on only under the yellow flae
of mercy and healing."

"Yes, of course; mercy—and comfort—and every
sort of unarmed aid—to rebels."

"To the men you call so, yes. Yet I pledge you.
General, to deal as tenderly with every man in blue
who comes within range of my care as I did with
Captain Jewett."

" Oh, I know you did even better than you've told
me, but I'd be a fool to send you back on the instant,
so. Stay till to-morrow or next day." The captor
smiled. " Major, I think we owe the lady that much
hospitality."

The Major thought so, and that she must need a
day's rest, more than she realized. She could be made
in every way comfortable—under guard at " Mr. Gil-
mer's." The Gilmers were Unionists, whose fine char-
acter had been their only protection through two years
of ostracism, yet he believed they would treat her well.
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Stay TUl To-Morrow
" Oh I not there, please," said Charlotte

; " I hear they
are to give some of your officers a dance to-morrow
evenmg I " and there followed a parley that called forth
all her playfullest tact. " Oh. no," she said, at one crit-
ical point, " I'm not so narrow or sour but I could dance
with a blue uniform ; but suppose—why, suppose one's
friends in gray should catch one dancing with one's
enemies in blue. Such things have happened, you
know."

" It sha'n't happen to-morrow night," laughed the
General.

She offered to nurse the Federal sick, instead, in the
command's field-hospital, but no, the General rose to
end the interview. " My dear young lady, the saintliest
thing we can let you do is to dance at that merry-
making."

She rose. " As a prisoner under guard. General, I
can nurse the sick, but I will not dance."
The General smiled. " I'll take your parole."
" Oh I exact a parole from a woman? "

" Good gracious, why shouldn't 1 1 As for you,—
ha!—I'd as soon turn a commissioned rebel officer
loose in my camp unparoled as you."

" Then take my parole ! I give it ! you have it 1 I'll

take the chances."
" And the dances ? " asked the Major.
" Very good," said the General, " you are now on

parole. See the lady conducted to Squire Gilmer's,
Major. And now. Miss—eh,—day after to-morrow
morning I shall either pass you beyond my lines or
else send you to Baton Rouge. Good-day."
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th. rt I*
°"' '°''"'* '""'" »'<>"« in a room ofthe G,Imer house she lay down upon the bed ^arinJ•nd

5 ghmg w,th dismay
; she was bound by a JarolelIf w,thm ,,, hmit of time Oliver should ajpea^' '!wall mean Baton Rouge for me I " she cried under hebreath, starting up and falling back again; "Baton

danZ Q J}- \
" "'°"^'' '''« ''»<' «ver braved adanger. Suddenly a new distress overwhelmed her

H«vrr'?'°"' '°,''!l'""
'^ '"'°""d come-" Oh

l^^nTpLoreT"'""''''-'"""'
"""" ''"'^ '-» "^ -^

^
to th "'^-"IJ"

'"""^ ''°'" "'" ^^- P*"'' 'h« floor, wentto he wmdow seemed to look out upon the landscape •

but m truth she was looking in upon herself. Thereshe saw a most unaccountable tendency for her judg-men -after some long overstrain-momentarily but
all at once to swoon, collapse, turn upside down likea boys k«e and dart to earth; an impulse-whilefancymg she was playing the supremely courageous ogenerous or ciever part-suddenly to surrender the

ml^h/K
/•'"''*'°"' *''" ^'*'" P°'"' '" whatever shem>ght be stnvmg tor. "Ah me, ah me! why did Igive my parole?"

w / ma i

At the close of the next day-" Walter," said theGeneral as the chief-of-staff entered his tent glitteringm blue and gold.-" oh, thud devil l_you goin'g to "ha!
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XLVI

THE DANCE AT GILMER's

All the while that I recount these scenes there come
to me soft orchestrations of the old tunes that be-
longed with them. I am thinking of one just now;
a mere potsherd of plantation-fiddler's folk-music
which I heard first—?nd last—in the dance at Gilmer's
Indeed no other so widely recalls to me those whole
years of disaster and chaos; the daily shock of their
news, crashing in upon the brain like a shell into a
roof; wailandhuzza, camp-fire, litter and grave; bat-
tlefield stench

; fiddle and flame ; and ever in the midst
these impromptu merrymakings to keep us from going
stark mad, one and all,—as so many literally did.
The Gilmer daughters were fair, but they were only

three, and the Gilmers were the sole Unionists in their
neighborhood. " Still, a few girls will come," said
Charlotte, sparkling first blue and then black at a spark-
ling captain who said that, after all, the chief-of-staflf
had decided he couldn't attend. I know she sparkled
first blue and then black, for she always did so when
she told of it in later days.

" They say," responded the captain, " that in this
handy little world there are always a few to whom
policy is the best honesty ; is that the few who will
come ?

"

" You are cynical," said Charlotte, " this is only their
unarmed way of saving house and home for the broth-
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tnto come back to when you .re purged out cf the

When the time came there were partners for eight
gallants, and the gallants numbered sixteen. They
counted off by twos; the evens waited while the odds
danced the half of eich set. and then the odd, waited
and cooled, tned to cool, out on the veranda. Butwhen a reel was called the whole twenty-four danced
together, wh.le the fiddler (from the contraband camp)
improvised exultant words to his electrifying tune..

" O iadirs ramble in,

Whilst de teanx ramble out.
For to fui/t' dat golden (ka—ain.

VlyLawdy/ it's a sin

Fo' ^fiddUh not to shout

!

Miss Charloiu's a-comin' down de la—antt"

aJ!r TK tTi," " °f•
''" "°* " " °» ^P*!". «"dagwn. The fiddler toils to finer and finer heights of

enthustasm
;
slippers twinkle, top-boots flash, the evenscome m (to the waltz) and the odds, out on the veranda

el one another confidentially how damp they areWas ever an evening so smotheringlv hot I Through
the house-grove, where the darkness grows blacker
and blacker and the tepid air more and more breath-
ess, they peer toward the hitching-rail crowded with
their horses. Shall they take their saddles in. or shall
they let them get wet for fear the rebels may come with
the shower, as toads do? [Laughter.] One or twowho grope out to the animals, report only a lovely

•CoU.
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picture: the glowing windows ; tlie waltxert circling
by them

; in the dining-room, and across the yard in
the kitchen, the house-servants darting to and fro as
busy as cannoneers ; on their elbows at every window-
sill, and on their haunches at every door, the squalid
field-hands making grotesque silhouettes against the
yellow glow that streamed out into the trees.

Now the lightning seems nearer. Hark, that was
thunder

; soft, but real. At last the air moves ; there
is a breeze, and the girls come out on the gallants*
arms to drink it in. As they lift their brows and siph
their comfort the lightning grows brighter, the thunder
comes more promptly and louder, and the maidens
flinch and half scream, yet linger for one more draft
of the blessed coolness. Suddenly an inverted tree of
blinding light branches down the sky, and the thunder
crashes in one's very ears ; the couples recoil into a
group at the door, the lightning again fills heaven and
earth, it shows the bending trees far afield, and the
thunders peal at each other as if here were all Vii^ks-
burg and Port Hudson, whh Porter and Farragtn go-
ing by. So for a space ; then the wind drops to a
zephyr, and though the sky still blazes and crashes,
and flames and roars, the house purrs with content
under the sweet strokings of the rain.

Let it pour! the dining-room is the centre of all

things
; the ladies sip the custards and nibble the cake

the gallants cram the cake and gulp the punch. The
fiddler-improvisator disappears, reappears, and with
crumbs on his breast and pan-gravy and punch on his
breath remounts his seat ; and the couples are: agam
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^oVTi V" ''=P'""'''^ "'""d"« g^^-ble as they

>s a waltz and now a quadrille, and now it's a reel

Tmsl^^ ""T
S'*"- - Louise or Laura or Ludor Miss Flora a-comin' down de lane I

"

So come the stars again, one by one. In a pausebetween dances Charlotte and the staff captain go o

ltl,r'"f^?'
^" '""^ ""'^ '"""^ «S^«»t the rail. ^Themght .s s ,11 very dark, the air motionless. Charlotte

IS ..markmg how far they can hear the dripping o thegrove when she gives a start and the capfafn anamused grunt; a soft, heart-broken, ear-searlhine

One of those pesky little screech-owls." he sa-sDon t know as I ever heard one before under justthese co„d.'-humph
1 there's another, around onS

tencll^?^
^ '^" f '"•" "^y" Ch'^^iotte, with a pre-

a third tiT\ ^' ''^^ '° ^° *^ ^^-"^ -'^ --d''

bnght wmdow. with a woman's protecting impulseshe changes from his left arm to his right so a^s to be on

m the middle of her room, a lighted candle in onehand a regally dressed doll in the other, and „ hehearMhe cry. "Oh. Edgard. Edgard. my parole, my

ri.?rT
"""

''IV"
downstairs, in the lane which thedancers are making for their last reel. Two of the

tr;Ll^!!"\°^'° - '"«= Horses, and t^lthmg keeps them, but there is no need
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The Dance at Gilmer's
fiddle rings a chord I the merry double line straightens
down he hall from front door to rear, bang! says the
fiddlers foot-" hands round! "-and hands round it

!',, u iL " °' ""^ ^^"'""S 'hey had been obliged to
tell the fiddler the names of the dancers, but now heknows them all and throv s off his flattering personali-
ties and his overworked rhymes with an impartial rota-
tion and unflagging ardor. Once in a while some one
privately gives him a new nickname for the next man
a-comm' down de lane," and as he yawps it out the

whole dance gathers new mirth and speed.
Now the third couple clasp hands, arch arms, and

let the whole countermarching train sweep through-
and a beautiful arch they make, for they are the afore-
said captain and Charlotte Oliver. " Hands round! "

—hurrah for the whiriing ellipse; and now it's "
right

and left and two ellipses glide opposite ways, "to
qwle dat golden chain." In the midst of the whiri
when every hand is in some other and men and girls
are tossing their heads to get their locks out of their
eyes, at the wmdows come unnoticed changes and two
men loiter in by the front hall door, close to the fid-
dler. One has his sword on, and each his pistols, and
their boo's and mud-splashed uniforms of dubious blue
are wet and steamy. The one without the sword gives
the fiddler a fresh name to sing out when the spinning
nng shall straighten into its two gay ranks again, and
bids him-commandingly—to yell it; and with never
a suspicion of what it stands for, the stamping and
scraping fiddler shouts the name of a man who "

loves
a good story with a positive passion."
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" Come a-Uft, come •right.

Come yo' lUy-vMtt hand,

Fo' to juitt iaX golden eka—ain.

O ladies caper light-

Sweetest ladies in de land—
NED FERRY 'i a-comin' down de la—ane !

'
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He's Dead—Is she Alivef

XLvn
HE'S DKAtt—IS SHE ALIVE?

the Captain in your fro 'Tank .r""'™'""
2"'"»' P«

Qmnn hustled the captives " dnu,n , i ..

fiddler might have said of FerilT ' "' "'"

them on their own horses at the H^ T' '"°""*'=''

awav rt,„i .r. J
*"^''°*'''' and hurried them

«n to the iri:^:Llz:TJti'::
"^-^ ^-^ ^^^y

^ard rode swiftly from the'^.^te^Va, ^hl^Tstirrup ready for her- fh- ,,^ji
"°^" ana i had the

-de'Ihorn^nts^;!^ ^:---;^^^
us were mounted. Neverthele.. k *

'°'"' °'
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ants in the dark. But then, to our distraction, Char-
lotte would not fly. " Richard, I'm paroled I

"—" Char-
lotte Oliver, you're my prisoner I

" I reached for her
bridle, but she avoided me and with a cry of recollec-

tion wheeled and was on her way back. " I forgot
something ! I can get it, I left the room lighted I

"

I rer ember vividly yet the high purpose and girlish

propiiiation that rang together in her voice. Kendall
dashed after her while I went against a wet bough that

all but threw me , but before he could reach her she
fievf up the steps, crying " Hold my horse I

"

" Mine, too !
" I cried, springing up after her. How

queerly the inner house stood alight and silent, its

guests and inmates hidden, while outside pistols and
carbines flashed and cracked. I came upon Charlotte,

just recrossing her chamber to leave it, with her doll in

her arms. " Come !
" I cried, " our line is falling back

behind the house !
" Her head flinched aside, a bit of

her hat flew from it, and a pistol-ball buried itself in

the ceiling straight over my head. We ran downstairs

together, pulling, pushing and imploring each other
in the name of honor, duty and heaven to let him—let

her—go out first through the bright hall door. Ken-
dall was not in sight, but in a dim half-light a few yards

off we saw Oliver. He was afoot, bending low, and
gliding toward us with his revolver in his left hand.

He fired as I did; her clutch spoiled my aim; with

eager eyes she straightened to her finest height, cried

" Richard I tell Lieutenant Ferry he
—

" and with a

long sigh sank into my arms. A rush of hoofs sounded
behind Oliver, he glanced up, and Ferry's blade fell
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across his brow and launched him face upward to the
ground I saw a bunch of horses, with mine, at the
foot of the steps, and a bunch of men at the top ; Ferry
snatched Charlotte's limp form from me and sid over

tVuT u-
"'

l'"
"'"' ^°^" '^' ^'«P=. " Go get him

and bring him along, dead or alive I

"

I called a man to my aid and was unlucky in not eet-

^Z^'""''*""''''
Kendall, for my own wits were

gone. The next moment all had left us and I was downon the ground toiling frantically, with no help but one

f«l
°' "^."""""'^d companion, to heave the stalwart

Irame of Oliver up to my saddle

half-way down when we had all but got him up; "
don'tyou see he's dead? His head's laid wide open! He's

as dead as a mackerel! I'll swear we ain't got anynght to get captured trying to save a dead Yankee "
I was in despair; our horses had caught our frenzyand were plunging to be after their fellows, and a freshbody of the enemy weie hurtling into the groveDropping n;y burden I vaulted up, and we scurried

away, saved only by the enemy's healthy fear of anambush. The first man we came up with was Quinn
with the rear-guard. " Is he dead ?" he growled

" H^^T^T v**""'
"
r'^ ^' ^'^ "y <=°'«^'"Je put in

xlead laid wide open

!

S.mith, nde on to Lieutenant Ferry. Corporal,"-

11 Wm""""'
'"'""" '°" '"°" '''' "^y ^° ^^^"' g°

The two of us sprang forward. How long or what
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way we went I have now no clear idea, but at lenirthwe neared again the grapevine ferry. The stream wa.
swollen we swam our horses, and on the farther sidewe found Kendall waiting. To the corporals inquirj
he rephed that Ferry had just passed on. " You knowRoy s

;
two miles oflf the Plank Road by the first right?He expects to stop there."

*

alive?"'*''
*""*' ^^"'''"^"

^ interrupted. "Is she

"
^°i'r^^'^

^'' *° *°'"^ ^'^^^ question of the cor-
poral

; I m to wait here for the command "

" Is she alive. Kendall? " I asked again.
Hello Smith." He scanned my dripping horse.

Your saddle's slipped. Smith. Yes. she's alive."

XLvni

IN THE HOLLOW OF HIS RIGHT ARM

" There they are! " said the corporal and I at the
same moment, when we had been but a few minutes on
the Plank-road. Two men were ahead of us riding
abreast, and a few rods in front of them was a third
horseman, apparently alone. Two others had pushed
on, one to the house, the other for surgical aid The
two in the rear knew us and let us come up unchal-
lenged; the corporal stayed with them, and I rode on
to my leader's side.

Charlotte lay in his double clasp balanced so lightly
on the horse's crest as hardly to feel the jar of his
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motion though her head lay as nearly level with it asFerry s bending shoulders and the hollow of W. owered nght arm would allow ; from under his other armher relaxed figure, in its long riding-skirt, trailed downover h.s knee and stirrup; her broad limp hat. as7^
tie ri?bo„r """fu^r'*• """^ »' "» ^ack with it.e-„bbons round h.s throat, while the black masses

uL.r h
""'''' '" '""'*'''"« '»"°'«i°" over andunder h,s supporting arm. Her face was fearfully pa?ethe brows glistened with the damp of nervous shock

kerchTe^Totrrr'^^"^ '""^ brought"! tntkerchief to her hps to wipe away the blood that rose

ves cTosTd
;'''"j\ "''''"^'"y- --P' -henT

wze mel •T \" !.'" '" '^'^'^^^ exhaustion, her

mother's FrotH
"''•' '"''^""^ "^"^'^ '«" ''"

tween the/l^ ?u
*°

H™' * ''"'^ ^"'^^ P'^'d be-

in FrenS'l. '!."^^?^ ^ "°*'«'' ^''^t i' ''^ always

Aev h^H ;,
''?P''*

.!:•''' "y ^hole heart and soul thatthey had already said things, and were saying thingsyet wh.,h no one else ought to hear. I waitfd sometime for h.s notice, and when he gave it it was oXby saymg to her in a full voice and^n E^^ish "
DickSmith IS here, alongside of us."

Her response was a question, which he repeated : "
Is

whatr: h^k'not:?
"^^^' -*^ "- ^^^^ ^^ -» -^

He bent low for the faint reply, and when it camehe sparkled with pride. " • It ^'aHers lit^' s 1 7^
yS, " tlr "' "°"

••' ""'"^ ^°"' -P°«; but / tellyou -there came a tiger look in his eyes-" there isnow no turning back ; we shall go on."
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' My news needn't
I answered with soft elation

:

turn you back: Oliver is dead."
He drew a long breath, murmured " My God I

" and
then suddenly asked " You found him so, or-? "

We found him so
; had to leave him so ; head laidwide open; we were about to be captured-thought

the news would be better than nothing—"

J',u"u^'"^^.'
^"' """'"'y- N°^ ^ *"« yo" to ride

to the brigade camp and telegraph Miss Harper this:
i>he needs you. Come instantly. Durand ' "—I re-

peated it to him.-" Right." he said. " Send that first ;and after thai-here is a military secret for you to tell
to General Austin; Ithink you like that kind, eh?
lell h.m I would not send it verbally if I had my hands
free. You know that regiment at whose headquarterswe saw them singing; well, tell him they are to make
a niove to-day, a bad mistake, and I think if he will stay
nght there where he is till they make it, we can catch
the whole lot of them. As soon as they move I shall
report to him."

Two gasping words from Charlotte brought his ear
down, and with a worshipping light in his eyes he said
to her Yes,-yesl" and then to me, "Yes. I shall
report to h.m w person. Now, Smith, the top of your
speed

!

'

Reveille was sounding as I entered the camp In
tb» middle of my story to the General—" Saddle my
he .e," he said to an attendant, " and send Mr Ghol-
son to me. Yes, Smith, well, what then ? "—I resumed
but in a minute-" Mr. Gholson, good-morning. My
compliments to Major Harper, Mr. Gholson, and ask
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him if he wouldn't lilce to talte a ride with me; and
let me have about four couriers; and send word to
Colonel Dismukes that I shall call at his headquarters
to see him a moment, on my way out of camp. Now
Smith, you've given me the gist of the matter, haven't
you? Oh, 1 think you have; good-morninj,."

Gholson had helped me get the despatch off to Miss
Harper, whose coming no one could be more eager to
hasten. Before leaving camp I saw him again. He
was strangely reticent; my news seemed to benumb
and sicken him. But as I remounted he began without
connection—" You see, she'll be absolutely alone until
Miss Harper gets there ; not a friend within call ! He
won't be there, she won't let him stay ; she dislikes him
too much; I know that. Smith. Why, Smith, she
wouldn't ever 'a' let him carry her off the field if she'd
been conscious; she'd sooner 'a' gone to Ship Island
or to death!" He looked r- though he would rather
she had. His tongue, now it had started, could not
stop. "Ned Ferry can't stay by her; he mustn't! he
hadn t ought to use around anywiieres near her."

I gave a sort of assent—attended with nausea—and
turned to my saddle, but he clung. " Why, how can
he hang around that way, Smith, and he a suitor
who

s just killed her husband? Of course, now, he'd
ought to know he can't ever be one henceforth ' I'm
sorry for him, but—"
"Good-morning," I intemipted, quite in the Gen-

eral s manner, and made a spirited exit, but it proved
a false one; one thing had to be said, and I returned.
Cholson, If she should be worse hurt than—

"
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the way."
"' «"'»• "»«'

:
yo" c.n .how him

«^hl Smith, wh. a cL«liT ^'^ "'*«' ^«
•gainst dancingi"

"='»"«'»ng judg-««tf thi. i,

I moved away, looking back it h!m j .

Wi starved look how he was ™rl- 'u?"^
""""^ "^^

for some excuse to go 1^™. T
?^ "'* '"'^ »>'«'"

^.sorrylorhim. lie chaplXwisX? '^'T
'

•haven, politic httle fellow "hZ -r^' """"
brothah?" had th^ h»o, ^Mrf-mawning,

Bever."
"*"*'' ""^ ''"^^ Lieutenant was "a be-

hw£;r3l^iy°
'^^^

^-y be-

beautiful, and sometrnl
* .*" everything that's

'•sn't. N.^w"o£cor e "h!t^™"^
"';"' ''"^'^^''^ '"at

yet-" So rwen oS ir "'7
If

"«^"°"^ '«•«' and
hangs over me vet "r;.-

''.,"" "'»'""«''« <" ''t

a fafhion, unt£ dav 7„" p 'f
°"^'' ^ ""' »»»-

tainedthatonSsomucLf '^> ''*'*"« ^ ""»''-

him, and fitted hmlt as isTadT'f^°" ^^ ""^'^

as his nervous sysTem finJt "^ °' ^" '='°"'es. but

really religio^ Ts^id T t '
"""' ''^"^ "''' °' '^"s

-de reliJ"on.-sm'anl t'r Lr/I;"^^
^«''^-

and made him as grotes,ueTa''ctri;Ln:;bJS
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TT!\ '^' """"" ""•'"' •» "PProvingly th.t
1 itraightened to spcut again, but just then we mw
three distent figures that I knew at a glance

In'th?*''
\''' "°* '-Excuse me, sir-" 'l clapped

ta the spurs, but the chaplain clattered stoutly after me
.^i^°

horsemen moving from us were the Generaland Major Harper, and the one meeting them was Ned
Ferry. Between the three and us rose out of a hollow
the squad of couriers. And yonder came the sun.

XLIX

A C«UEL BOOK AND A FOOL OR TWO

I COULD see by Ferry's face that there was no worse

W. r I?

'"•''"•*»"'«' «"'' privately bade me go to

t?H ./r,
'' ^'"'''°"' ^">- " Kendall is there " heMid

;
I leave you and him in charge. That wil restyour horses. Kendall has your Yankee horse, h o^

« s.ck. You and Kendall get all the sleep you "ryou may get none to-night."

aJiy^« iS"-'" ' '•^" '"^'''^ " ••' """^ ''"'^"f

"Yes I oh, yes yesi " His eyes danced, and a soft
laugh came, as happy as a child's. "The surgeon is
yonder, he will tell you."

This person Kendall and T had the luck to meet at

The ball, he sa.d, had passed on and out, and he wentmto particulars with me, while I wondered if Kendall
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knew, as I did. what parts of the body the pleura th/thorax the clavicle and the pyemia were!

'^ "'
*"'

We lay down to sleep on some fodder in the WidowRoys stable, while around three sides of the pfacem a deep wooded hollow, Ouinn and th. T
well guarded by hidden ;id^ers owfed T^^
woTd 'hav f

""'^'-
' ''"' ^--^^ I ^h-ld? and

Sal. „r " ' '°'' °^ •''"" heart's-ease to te

S,w P ril a'^d
7" P='«'<=»'- haunting trouble. Fornow, penl and darkness, storm, hard ridin? the .mroar and rage of man-killing, all past and gone my"s^c,al pnvate wretchedness came back to me bgZthan ever, hke a neglected wound stiffened and swoTnas It has grown cold. But Kendall would not talk andwhen I dreamed, my dream was not ofcS Itseemed to me there was a hot fight on at the f"tandthat I, m a sweat of terror, was at the rear hidingamong the wagons and telling Gholson paWace^'efas to why I was there. All at once Gholson beca^LeOhver, ahve, bloody-handed, glaring on me spectralTvcursmg, threatening, and demandi^ng his wfffS

st^Sk Tthe "sk h" !:t
°P^"'" ""' *° have only astreak of the skull bared by Ferry's glancing left-cutand a stnp of the scalp turned inside out. cTcile drewh.s head down and showed it to me, in a transport ^reproaches, as though my false report had Jongedno one else so ruinously as her

wronged

I awoke aghast. If Kendall had still been with meI.m.ght, m the first flush of my distress, have To d mv^s.on
:

but m the place where Kendall had at ZHarry Helm. Kendall was gone ; a long beam of after-
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noon sunlight shone across my lair through a chinkm the log stable. I sprang half up with an exclama-
tion, and Harry awoke with a luxurious yawn and
smile. Kendall, he said, had left with the company
which had marched. Quinn was in command and had
told Harry that he was only going to show the enemy
that there was no other hostile force in their front, and
get himself chased away southeastward.

" I don't know whether he was telling me the truth
or not," said Helm, as we led our saddled horses
toward the house

;
" I reckon he didn't want me along-

side of him with this arm in a sling." The hand was
bad; Imes of pain were on the aide's face. He had
taken the dead Louisianian home, got back to camp
and ndden down here to get the latest news concern-
ing Charlotte. Kendall had already given him our
story of the night; I had to answer only one inquiry
Oh, yes, was my reply, " head laid wide open I " But

to think of my next meeting with Ned Ferry almost
made me sick.

Hany was delighted. "That lays their way wi.le
open-Neds and hers! Smith, some God-forsaken
fool brought a chaplain here to talk religion to her!He hasn t seen her-Doctor wouldn't let him ; but he's
here yet, and-George

! if I was them I'd put him to a
better use than what he came here for, end I'd do it
so quick It would make his head swim ! " He went on
into all the arguments for it; the awkwardnesses of
Charlotte s new situation, her lack of means for even a
hand-to-mouth daily existence, and so on. Seeing an
ambulance coming in through the front gate, and in

22^
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goingtokT heoth rdoit r"°'
"'''''' °' '^em is

laid the wIy:°dtope„!~r"r;P"'^^°' '"*='''"«='

prophecy, /et TtuTdh ar Ned /et:'"
' ''°''"'' °'

with Charlotte's assenting eyefin h^ "Ti;"^
'^""'

turning back " ' ^"^""e is no

"s to send the wounLT-^ • T'" *°-''=y' ""<« fo"

she says, her o^n sej i M
''

'" '"'
r'^"^''-

^hich
into the; hanr"^'' '

m^° ^°"?'l^''»'
"er to fall
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I mounted, and we set forth for the brigade camn

u\^f' '^'"'ffhter had with her a nefLaTce'wh,ch she had been reading to Charlotte. Now "hewas eager to resume it. and Charlotte consented Itwas a work of some merit; I have the volume yei insmbed to me on the fly-leaf " from C. O.." as I haveonce already stated, in mv account of my riend " The^ohtary." At the end of a mile we made a changtHarry rode a few yards ahead with an officeTX'happened to overtake us, I took the reins f o„ theambulance dnver, and he followed on my horTe Ithought I could drive more smootnly than he
'

And so I began to hear the tale. I was startup k

^^
strong reminder of Charlotte's owl hfeVbu 'Sa'^totte answered my anxious glance with a brow so un-fretted that I let the reading go on and so ™I!,

ll T'''
'''^' P"""'' '° '""^ i' over, but Cha^

2e' "go o'n"'''!!^'"'""^
'''°-' murmured eachtme Goon, and I was silent, hoping that farther

Jong there would be a better place to sfoX go^'Not so; the story's whirling flood swept us foS

ousiy pointed him. Oh, you story-tellers ! Every nextme put the question plainer, drove the iron dTeJ^r •

r . Tk'
°' '^'" '"''y ' '^°' ^'^d hi'' love whenshe stands between him and his truest career a draw-back and d«g upon his finest serdce to his race and
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day? And oh, me
! who let my eye quail when Char-

lotte searched .t, as though her own case had brought
that question to me before ever we had seen this book
And, oh, that impenetrable woman reading! Her hus-
band was in Lee's army, out of which, she boasted she
would steal him in a minute if she could. She was with
us, now, only because, at whatever cost to others she
was gomg where no advancement of the enemy's lines
could shut her off from him ; and so stop reading a mo-ment she must, to declare her choice for Love as against
all the careers on earth, and to put that choice fairly to
shame by the unw9rthiness of her pleadings in its de-
fence. I intervened; I put her grovelling arguments
aside and thrust better ones in, for the same choice
and then, in the fear that they were not enough, stum-
bled into special pleading and protested that the book
Itself had put the question unfairly.

" Shut it," said Charlotte, with a sigh like that which
had risen when the lead first struck her. "

If I could
be moved ever so little,—" she said.

I had the driver tie my horse behind the vehicle and
resume the lines. Then the soldier's wife and I moved
Charlotte, and when the reader began to handle the
boo.: again wishfully our patient said, with the kindest
voice. " Read the rest of it to yourself; I know how it
will end; it will end to please you, not as it ouehf
not as it ought."

'

For a while we went in silence, and she must have
seen that my heart was in a rage, foi with suffering on
her brow, amusement on her lips, and a sweet despera-
tion in her eyes, she murmured my name. " Richard

;
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toIt''' ""'T P'*='''''"&'y that it were far better notto talk now. But she would go on until in m. ^T
^ssness I remarked how beaflT'thTda; hTd'bet"Her eyes changed; she looked into mine wUh he"caln. mward-outward ken, and once more with smHmg hps and suffering brow murmured, "Yes" I ma

'

veiled she should betray such wealth JL
such at T. „•* u iM

weaitn of meaning to

At tV; ^ .T ':'' "" ^P''^"'"'' bravery to do itAt the brigade's picket, where I was angry tha

5e"ched allT"* T-
'"" "^"^ '""'"^'^ "'^ -^^ andstretched all the curtams of the ambulance who shouM

he barllv „fd '^
°'

"l'
ambulance. Gholson an!he barely sa^ good-evening. I asked him where wasLieutenant Ferry, and scarcely noted his words sopromptly convinced was I by their mere tonel^ i h^had somehow contrived to get Ferry sent on dis-tant errand. " Is she better.' " he inquired ; "

has thehemorrhage stopped.'"
nas, tiie

"It's begun again," growled Harry, who wanted

th°ou^; th
'°
"''"f "^ ^°"'^- Gholson TeT:'through the camp. A large proportion of the menwere sleepmg when as yet it was hardly night.Has the brigade got marching orders ' " I askert

«. e saM the three regiments h'ad. though n^ftht'

S ked'an^^'^l °r '° """ '^° P'"' b""'" fined.corked, and danghng from his fingers by a stout double
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twine on the neck of each. " Every man has them," he

said ;
" hang one on each side of your belt in front of

your pistol."

I held them up and scowled from them to Harry,

and we both laughed, so transparent was Gholson's

purpose to get every one away from our patient who
yearned to be near her. " One in front of each pistol,"

I said, so tying them ;
" but use the pistols first, I

suppose."
" Yes," replied Gholson, " pistols first, and then the

turpentine." Whereat Harry and I exchanged glances

again, it came so p^t that Scott Gholson should be a

dispenser of inflammables. At a house a mile behind

the camp the surgeon stood waiting for us. He
frowned at me the instant he saw Charlotte, and I

heard him swear. As we bore her in with Gholson and

me next her head she murmured to him:
" Mr. Gholson, when does the command move? "

" At twelve," he replied, and I bent and softly added
" That's why—

"

" Yes," she said, with a quick, understanding look,

and wiped her lips as daintily as if it were with wine

they were crimsoned.
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THE BOTTOM OF THE WHIRr.WIND

Charlotte's story; and as I saw that he believedTn bothof them with all his brutal mieht 1 let him •

1 left him, found supper, and had been iZ, i

iiurneaiy tome, tell me what this means "

text, a heading torn from a t^c wSh the'Tr"

bad pencilfed herTame
'" *'" P""^^'' ''"^ ^"e

I asked if he had seen her " Ah n„i .u T^

she gave me this. What does it mean'"
'

^

Lieutenant," I replied, choking with dismay, " why
2'5
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mind her meanings now? Ought you not rather to ig-

nore them? She is fevered, dejected, overwrought.
Why, sir, she is the very woman to say and mean things
now which she would never say or mean at any other
timet " But my tone must have shown that I was only
groping in desperation after anything plausible, and he
waved my suggestions away.

" The Doctor says that woman has been reading her
an exciting story."

" Yes, and that helps to account—

"

" Richard, it helps the wrong way; / know that story.

After hearing that story she is, yes! the one woman of
all women to send me this."

I took it again. The signature was extended in full,

with the surname blackly underlined. The first clause

of the print, too, was so treated. " Keep thy heart," it

read; "Keep thy heart with all diligence; for out of it

are the issues of life.—Charlotte Oliver."

"Why, Lieutenant, that is just what you have
done—"

" You think so? But I have done. I will keep it no
longer! Ah, I never kept it; 'twas she! Without tak-
ing it from me she J-ept it—' with all diligence '; other-
wise I should have lost it—and her, too—and all that
is finest and hardest to keep—long ago. Give me that
paper; come; saddle up; you may go with me if you
want, as my courier." No bugle had sounded, yet the
..hole camp was softly and diligently astir. We rode
toward the staff tents; the pulse of enterprise enlivened
him once more, though he clung to the same theme.
" I have her heart now. Smith, and I will keep titat with
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Srt:" 2"' '^f
* "»' "»*»Sotnaa n« slackened ffom tiM one unmitigated si>eed Tlie

r^rj'-" 5"ne.„ped „„ tomthwardrfthi," ",

2;r,tSdSST,.i-:',ti-j?rr^-

»rrs.rdr'nr^-i:s.r^
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mad run and yelling " Saddle upl saddle upl the rebels
are coming! saddle upl " The bugles had begun the
reveilW

;
it ceased.and the next instant they were sound-

ing the call To Arms. It was only a call to death;
already we were half across the short decline and com-
ing like a tornado; in the white camp the blue-
coats were running hither and yon deaf to the brave
shoutmgs of their captains ; above the swelling thunder
of our hoofs rose the mad yell of the onset; and now
carbines peal and pistols crack, and here are the tents
so dose you may touch, them, and yonder is one already
in a light blaze, and at every hand and under every
horses foot is the crouching, quailing, falling foe, the
air is one crash of hums and groans, screams, shots
and commands, horses with riders and horses without
plunge through the flames and smoke of the burning
tents, and again and again I see Ned Fetry with the
flat of his unstained sword strike pistol or carbine from
hands too brave to cast them tamely down, and hearmm cry Throw down your arms I For God's sake
throw down your arms and run to the roadi run to the
public roadt"

And still every moment men fell, and what could we
do but smite while the foe's bugles still rang out from
beside his unfurled standard. Thitherward sprang aswami of us and found a brave group massed on foot
around the colors, men and ofiicers shoulder to shoul-
der in sudden equality. I saw Ned Ferry make straight
for their commander, who alone had out his sabre ; the
rest stood with cocked revolvers, and at twenty yards
fired low. Ferry's horse was hit; he reared, but the
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then down, the Federal'. «bre turned it, the pUtobmcked m our very face., and down went my leLe"S
tt r'n'?t '^"""" °' '"« whirlwind, right und«.the standard. I ,aw the .tendard-bearer bring dow^one of our men on top of Ferry, and as Ferry hawTe"pimed h.s feet the Federal aimed point-blanl^ agai^t

f 1 T't ^".'iT' ^ ^^° ^''"'"^ 'he Federafwho
ftll. A, he reeled I stretched out for the standard andexartly together Ned Ferry and I seized i?-the i^esundard we had seen the night before. But insuXgracously he thrust it from him. "

'Tis yZT'tcr.d m the midst of a general huzza, smili^^ "p
at iami me as I swung the trophy over my head. Then heun,ed ghastly pale, his smile faded to an unmeaning

stare, two or three men leaped to his side, and he «^khfelessly mto their arms beside his dying'horse
I was swmgmg from the saddle to my leader's relief^ a famiHar voice forbade it. and'old Dism

2

^/es'sab/l'Zr Sr^^
'°'^"' "'^^ *•

kft with n=fl,l i ' ,

"^""wng to right and

yon Ime! Rde to yon line and fall in. there's moreYankees commgl Ride down yonder nd {I'-l^e

r„' iT/'"'' *°"°" '"'' ''"d ^hoot down eveX'man that stops to plunder!" ^
Now I saw the new firing-line, out on our left and as

mg out his rallymg-cnes and wiping his reeking blade

rVeVehT? ""- Thron'gs gatherefiShm. the high-road swarmed with prisoners double-
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quicking to the rear under mounted guards; here, thinly
stretched acrosi the road at right-angle., were our
horse-holder., .teadily. coolly falling back; farther for-
ward, yet vividly near. wa. our skirmish-line, crackling
and .mokmg. and beyond it the enemy's, in the edge

' «?°^' "°' ^** ''"''* v™«»""K to fling itself upon
us. We passed General Austin standing, mounted at
the top of the rise, with a number of his stafiF about
him. Mmie balls had begun to sing about them and us
and some officer was telling me rudely I had no business
brmgmg that standarej—when something struck like a
sledge high up on my side, almost in the arm-pit ; I told
one of our men I was wounded and gave him the trophy
our horse-holders suddenly came forward, every man
afoot rose into his saddle, and my horse wheeled
and hurried rearward at a speed I strove in vain to
check. Then the old messmate to whom I had said
good-bye at this very hour just a week before, came and
held me by the right arm. while I begged him like a
drunk-and-disorderly to let me go and find Ned Ferry.
But he said Lieutenant Ferry was in a captured am-

bulance ahead of us and of our hundreds of prisoners
that a full creek and a burning bridge were between us
and the foe, and that the fight was over.
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u
UNDER rrr i 'm HARUJTTE LAV

The figF, .,. ov^. o. •> „. ,: , Our brigade watdmwng.w.u ,, ,.K. nor:, .-, : , ,e enemy we«preT
«.g rev«,, .r uly ., v. ,;... ..„ hundred, of pri^"
er. and our iov v , „„'e.' were l^eing taken back ea«-ward over .h. r.,au i., .h e had come in .he n^S.and even after «. ,„ .u„ucl ,mo it I «w a Yankee

from me
' *""""*'' """' '""^ "" ^""^ "°' "'"^' y"'*

Before we had gone another mile I met Harry Helm.The General had left him in camp with flat order. Toremain, but at daylight he had ridden out to find u..He wa. m two tremendou. mood, at once; lifted to

Sate^oVM ifr °'
°"f

'^'^' y'' heart-broken over

l7v n- u ^ff'^- Surgeon', told him he can't
hve, D,ckl And all the eflfect that', had-' No opiate,then Doctor.' .'e, • till I get off these two or three d*'
spatche..' So there he lie. in that ambulance cotquesfomng prisoners and making everybody bring him

anH m'"'"'^
' '"f°""««°n. as if he were General AuSand Major Harper rolled into one and they were wound-ed ms.ead of him-By George! Dick, he'knowsTou-^e

h.tjnd just how you're hit, and has sent me to find

I «id I thought I could gallop if Harry could, andma few mmutes we were up with the ambulance Ithad stopped. There were several men about it, inch.d
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ing Sergeant Jim and Kendall, which two had come
from Quinn, and having just been in the ambi'lance. at
Ferry's side, were now remounting, both of them openly
in tears. " Hello, Kendall."

" HeUo, Smith." He turned sharply from me, horse
and all.

"Good -morning, sergeant, is Lieutenant Ferry-
worse? "

The sergeant only jabbed in the spurs, and leapt away
with Kendall, bearing despatches to the brigade.
Harry, looking back to me from the ambulance, called
softly, "All right again; it was only a bad swoon!"

" Hello, Smith," said some one whom I was too sick
and dizzy to recognize, " one of those prisoners says
he saw Oliver dead."

They say two or three men sprang to catch me, but
the first thing I knew was that the ambulance was un-
der way and I in it on my back within elbow-touch of
Ferry, looking up into a surgeon's face. " How's the
Lieutenant?" I asked.

" Oh—getting on, getting on," he repUed. Doctors
think patients are fools.

In a parlor under the room where Charlotte lay they
made a bed for Ferry and one for me, and *-ere, lapped
in luxury and distinction, I promptly fell asleep, and
when I reopened my eyes it was again afternoon. In
the other bed Ferry was slumbering, and quite across
the room, beside a closed door, sat Cecile and Camille.
The latter tiptoed to me. Her whispers were as soft
as breathing, and when I answered or questioned, her
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surgeons surprised and Lfe ho^eJ mS EsSin another room with other wounded H ,
stairs witl. Charlotte, who Jas^h JI '^ "P^
ting on." That mad; me an^-^'"^"'"^ °"' ^=*-

Does Charlotte," I asked, " know-everythr„<r? "

I thought she was alluding to the verses ,nH h a

my wound anew Ferr^ .
^""'"'^ ^"'^ '^««<=d

«>much stronger^ndnl "°™;"f T"«' ^'' '"''

ed disgust, nofsedng "„?f"iT'''
"'^ '" ^''""''t-

who were hanging ro'undTtht^l'^r" """' ^'''

ouX'rtrX.iTJr "-^"^ passes for

they were fit to tralel and h 1° ^t
""""' "^ ^" "^

At early hedtime-lr^rnt^^-^-LraS
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the way from Johnston's army up in Mississippi. Gen-eral Austm had asked this favor by telegraph Harryhad been gone thirty-six hours, and Ferry was jusVask-.ng .f he had not yet got back, when the Lgeo'ns c ^'en to the room. A pleasantry or two consumed a fewmoments. Then the surgeon in charge of us toW o"

"hmm^'^^H^K*""' V°
"'"^'' they Responded onlyhmm, and began the examination. Miss Ham^

Zlm^: T" T^- ' '^^ -^ HsteLtTh
mui,) >r

'''""^ °"' °^ '^' examiners mur-mured wth a certain positiveness to the other whoafter a moment's silence replied with conviction: MissHarper touched our surgeon's arm inquiringy^dhe looked back m a glad way and nodded Mil hTi^mr nodded to me; t^.v had located the halU NoLthe conversahon turnea . ™en and events of Zday, wh,Ie one of the visitors, with his back to Zpahent, opened a case of glittering knives. Pre««lv
the professional heads came so close together as^to h.de the patient

; they spoke once or tw^ „ TrZilsoothmg tone. Mis. Harper stroked my tem^ tokeep „e down, one of the busy ones spoke agX«Slo he th.ng was don., there was the ball in the ba^As the men of blood sped through their kind after-wJkthe news fiew to and fro; Camilla wept,-since she co^d

ed"EsS''~""="V°"
^''''•'°"^' ^'^ '--en' m"i^cd Estelle was confirmed in her faith, Miss Harper'.b ack eyes, after a brief overflow, were keener and kTnd'-

'

done '' Fr/' "ir '"' •'•"^^°"' =P°''^ "-* -O'-d^^one. Ferry asked agam if Harry had not got back
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Same Book and Light-Head Harry
Pretty soon Harry d'd arrive, with news of great featsby our cava ry against our old enemy Grierson inwSAustin's bngade had covered themselves with Z:?and m wh,ch he had had his own share; his hand wTs'swe led as b,g as his heart. In all the Confederacy ^houseful went to sleep that night in sweeter conTenTI sank mto perfect bliss phmiing a double wedding

U1
SAME BOOK AND LIGHT-HEAD HARRY

.J^'^T^.
"^"^ '°"^ ""^ '° '°>'"="y happy that I was

^vs*iat ,h""
'"' """ °"* "^ "-^ front door ThTee*lys later the surgeons were gone, all three and at tZ

walked ,n a field-path, gathered hedge roses and deh-^dt eproble™ofMrs.Roy'sd^ghU,:^rwh£
ail of ns were readmg ami none h«l finishedA woman," I remarked, " who, for very lov* of a

ZT; Tl^' 'Z "r '

'^ °" "P *»>< hill without me I

« woSulL ""1^°" ''''" ' ""'' »° ™"''-- woman«• womJerfully good as to say that—"

*'acc'L"°"2"'"""""'
""''- *"^ "" "^'"'"^ Cre-

riT,
"^ ^ "'°™" "^^ ^'""' '° »y that, only withthe so-good sanse to say it."

^
Harry was openly vexed. " Well, either way! would*ny true man leave tkat woman behind?" Tnd I tri

"

to put m that that was what I had been leading u^S
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A?V^ r*^" T """* y^'' '° '«"" how jauntily ,he

of a kmg.b.rd routing a crow in the upper blue C^mJle tad more than once told me that «c le was w^"

ytnow I r''
""""' "^ admiration for»:

belf li ^H^'"
'° '*•= ""^ '"e sisters came by thel'

«;^c^.sotoo^: ;LtJi:Se^-i-2:::s^
though she was, she had the guise of belonging toS

SHtrofta:f\-"^^^^^^^^

try June a.r she had all the animation both o m „d ani"

^:ir:::a^r;;3^'^--r^-£
pr;^rs---:;^atj£^

^ .en was on her couch of enfeeblemenrand p^" h;";her former lovelmess had increased, and what new .^
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VVhen we got back to the house Harry detained m.

m"g?t^taTV°"\^'"""'^
to>d ::r h'otlfng"

Harry beat with his .:LtLl^rU^Z:;'.r^Z'Zpassing fair, turn away thine eyes"

ifs..en:iless! Has her aunt 'no eyL""
""' '^^^'

But, Lieutenant, you don't know she loves him-there arc s.gns, I admit; but proofs nn Th • ,

'

color, and her curves are more sSer but ^v ^n««fa dozen things might account forth't"
' '""^

over^e IT Ir""^
questioner worked himself m,over the ral and sat out on the shelf that held t^iwoMt of drmkmg-water and its pourrf "^„

*LT^ fupeamg tar. I,-, , u,^; ^ ,
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hear a blank wort; here's his window shut, right hereHe's got to have her, I say, and he's got to have h«just as soon as the two of 'em can sta^nd up SgetSe"to be sworn inl Don't you say so'"

^^ "Retner

no! llf^.
""' ^ *"' "°' "*"'* °' ""> °"« *ho did

^ ^'k \^l"T ''^^*"'"
^ <>°"'t «»" Scott Ghol-son anybody, but there's Major Harper-No I'm „otU!k.„g too toud, Ned isn't hearing^a word MajoHarper s so hot against this thing that he brought itup, with me, yesterday on the battlefield

"

marS°'
"*^' '*°""'* ""'""^ ''""'^ ''"'" ^ '"^"^ «-

rtiH^^t"^ rr, "''!'' ""''"'y '"*'8y. " I told him hed.dn t, and he fa.rly snorted. We don't know her hesays; you nor I nor his sister nor his niece nor'his
daughters, oh. we don't know her at all ; and neither dowe know Ned; Ned has graceful manners, and she's aborn actress, and we're simply infatuated by their ro-mantic situation. Good Lordy! he got up o" hUCharleston pnde-of-family like a circus-girl on "tiltand 'Edgard Ferry-Durand has got a^eat DubHc
career before him.' s's he, 'and no'true fn^nT^^^
h«n thmk of taking a wife who is all history and noantecedents, a blockade-runner, a spy, and the bid!new widow of a blackguard and a jaVhawker she hadrun away from practically on her wedding-night ' HyJo (the way he went on, you'd 'a' thought he was already Ned's uncle-in-1'-" The speaker's faceT^k asudden d.s,.ess-^" Great Csar! "'lie pointed^to
the second-story front room and dipped down from tl«
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thref^u': '^l'''
'«""«^ " ' ""-ed to ask „ the

Matha ,„, U™JheXrJd -'°h7"''''^
^^

She's still very weak ".J, a .
"*"^ ffroaned.

came to her, " th^ mom;„t hll!" ^"""' ^'" ^^
osked to lie down a^T" '^'' *'" ""'''^ "P "he

"""l torn «»• »^ "'""" e» "il em yoo.

UII

"captain, they've got OS"

w'^.t^sSfsloytr;:'"'^'''^'^ "--^^ -et
One day Major Har^rpS^s.T'"'"'^"""- «°^-"-
galore, and iadhS si .

^'"^ ^''"' &<" ^sses
animated. In the sma" tSi^' "'' ''"«°- -
west of us he was accumubTLT T ""^'' "°«h-
«uff. On another dayTaJ^^ "

^^f
'°* °* '-•^P'"^ed

a whole hour. Fe^^ t^k ^ r
^'''''" ^"'^ "'y^d^ took heahng delight i„ these
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vfaite. asking no end of questions about the movements
afield, and about the personal fortune* of everyone he
knew. When the General told him Ferry's scouto were^omg better without him than with him—" I thought
ii would smile himself into three pieces," said the
general at the supper-table.

On a second call from Major Harper, when handed
a document to open and read, he went through it care-
fully twice, and then dropping it on the coverlet asked— andQuinn?"

II

Oh, Quinn's turn will come."
" Aht Major, that is not fair to QuinnI " said Ferry.

Yet when he took up the paper again he gazed on it
with a happy gravity ; it made him a captain. " By the
by, he said. " that Yankee horse that Dick Smith capt-
ured at Sessions's; I'd like to buy that horse from you
Major." They made the sale. "And there's that
captured ambulance sUll here. Major, with its team eat-
ing their heads off."

" Yes, I'm going to take that away with m.' to-day."
This meant that Charlotte's negro man and his daugh-

to-, her maid, had come with her spring-wagon, and
Harry and I would have liked the Major better if he
had smiled at this point, as he did not. Yet he wasmMt lovable; sent so kind a message up to Charlotte
that Harry and I wondered; and received back from
her a reply so gracious that—since we could not won-
der—we worshipped. In the evening of that day Ferry
and Charlotte were transferred, she into the room be-
hind her, and he upstairs into the one out of which she
was taken. That night a slave and his wife, belonging
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« d Hany Helm. " !'„ J^d 71^*"' ^^ J°''
"

told that darkey, ;«,erdavN,H' "" ""^ "•^««: '

^
Toward the cLTthaSr'^''^''' O'B'i"'"

brigade's splendid work « a i^ T" *'*'"^' °' "">
Mississippi River, how th v hi?'?'^"-'""""^

<>" 'he
tween two g«at bo^fes o7tJf

'" '" ^^ "'^^t be-
store of military supX and h"T^;.''"™''' » vast

wto Mississippi again as ««,„°
'''''y *° ^''^raw

tain could safdyKed p^h^'h"'"'^
'"'«'" «P-

was on his way into Pennsy.S^; £V' ''="• ^'^
°yer, sang the Harper jHrls Inrf

"" **» "«^'y
They cheerily saw Helm ,1 "1"'* ""'' '^' '^'""et.!

southwart in search of fuXr^,'/"' '"°"""«' "<»«
roads I proposed that wes"Sr T'' ^' '^ "°«^-
n«r the end of the d^y Te ^l"'

*"'*' '''"^ «P«'nWs Hde farther sol a^d^rtS leT^?

noS^Th^llKeLt^r .''-'^''"e he did
v^anted to see if the F derSs^lT:! P'^^«°"- We
TheyhadIeft,hree.andavouL

. 1' ^"^<= 'h^^^-
of the dancers told ^e she haf ^^^''° ^'"^ ^''" °«
ried off by two blue trleJs tho" ^'T'' '"^^ «-
because they had beenX Jc

°
fh

^''.'"'d ^•"''ed
Harry nor I mentioned thT,uwl . '^ " ^""'^'
cross-roads again, for vve^Z^'

""'"" ^"= -"« -* the
at a stretched out run; theTede".,""

'°'^«' "^<^'''

fro., the south battalion aftl battnTn ""'"^ "'
"inaiion, hopmg to find
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Major Harper's store of supplies feebly guarded and
even up with us for that steamboat-landing raid. Pres-

ently as we hurried northward we began to hear, olT

ahead of us on our left, the faint hot give-and-take of

two skirmish lines. We came into the homestead grove

at a constrained trot and found the ladies out on the

veranda in liveliest suspense between scepticism and
alarm.

" Yes, they're fighting, now, on the edge of town,"

we said, " but our boys will keep them there." Our
host and hostess moaned their unbelief. " However,"

added Harry, " I'll go tell the old man to hitch up the

little mules and
—

"

" You dawn't need," said Cecile, " 'tis done I " and
Camille confirmed her word, while the planter and his

wife returned to the kitchen yard, where the servants

were loading the smokehouse meat into a wagon to

hide it in the woods; Miss Harper and Estetle went

into the house, summoned by Charlotte's maid. On
Ferry's chamber floor sounded three measured thumps

of his scabbarded sword.
" Dick, you answer that," exclaimed Harry, reining

in half wheeled; " but keep him on his back, if you have

to hold him down!" He spurred away to learn

whether we had better stay or fly. I threw my rein to

Camille and flew up the hall stairs.

Ferry lay in bed with three pillows behind him and
his sheathed sword across his lap. "Good-evening,

Richard," he said, " you are returned just in time; will

you please hand me my two pistol' from yonder?

—

thank you." He laid one beside each thigh. " Now
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1^^^!t ^°- ''

l""*
""*• '^^y'- '^o" hear the

footrtep here m the room behind? .he » dressing to
go, the other ladies they are helping her. Richard I
place them m your charge; have them all ready to eetinto her wagon at a moment's notice, with you on your

cre^d"ayr
'^'' ""' *'»' ^"^^^ '°"- '°°= »>'

I hesitated, but a single flash of authority from his

wCf.'"""? "J"^
^ '''"' P'"'** half-way to the door,when, through the window over the front veranda Isaw a small body of horsemen trotting up through the

grove. The dusk of the room hid me, but thefe walno m.stekmg them. "Too late, aptain." I said
they've got us."

'

How many do you see?
"

"About sixteen. Our two horses will be Yankeesagam to-morrow."
'anwes

'• Ah! not certainly. Where is your carbine? "
Just outside this door. They know you're hereCaptam, they re surrounding the house." As I reached

LnTc.- 'J i°°' i
'""^ '^ ^"°^'' <=«-' -t. 'he do^^knob choked without my touching it, the door swung

Ihe hght of the western wmdow shone full upon her-she was m the same dress, hat and all, in whi^ I hadseen her the night we rode together alone. Thoughwasted and pale, she betrayed a flush on either chefk

eves sT.V h'
"!,'''' ''"' '''' '""'' «='™-' °f her

eyes. She tendered me my carbine, patted my hand
caressingly, and glided onward to Ferry's bedside

253





MICROCOPY RBOIUTION TEST CHAIIT

(ANSI and ISO TEST CHART No. 2)

123

la?

Ui

23

2.2

m^m.
A /APPLIED IIVMGE Inc

^^ 1653 Eost Main Strwt
S'.a RochMl«r. N«w York 14609 USA
'^S (716) 4S2 - OJOO - Phone
^= (716) 288 - 5989 - Fox



The Cavalier

With my back to them and my ear to the door I heark-
ened outward. In the front doorway below sounded
the jingling tread of cavalry-boots and a clank of sabres.

LIV

THE FIGHT IN THE DOORWAY

Charlotte's whisper came to me: "Richard!"
Standing by Ferry's pillow she spoke for him. " If they
start upstairs come and stand like me, on the other
side."

I nodded and slyly opened the door enough to pass
half-way out. Some man was parleying with Miss
Harper. " Now, madam, you know you haven't locked
up your parlor to maintain an abstract right; you've
locked it up because you've got the man in there that

I've come for."

" Whom have you come for, sir?
"

" Lieutenant O'Brien, of the rebel army. Shall I or-

der this man to kick that door in? Answer quickly."
" Sir, there is no Lieutenant O'Brien in there, nor

elsewhere in this house; there never has been."
" Stand aside, madam."
" Stop, sir! I command you! There is no Lieuten-

ant of any name on this place!
"

" Oh, yes there is ; he goes by various names, but
one of them is Ned Ferry. Sergeant, we'll kick to-

gether ; now !
"—Bang

!

I leaned back into the room to say " It's all right I

Oh, but that sweet woman's a 'coon I Let them batter 1

"
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As I thrust my head out again Miss Harper was ex-

claiming "Oh, sirs, don't do that ! "—Bang !—" For
the honor of your calhng and your flag—" Bang!

" There's no Lieutenant in there." Bang t

" Corporal, go find an axe or something."
" Oh, you need not, sirs, I'll unlock the door."
•' Well, be quick about it, and then stand clear; we

don't want any woman hurt." The key rattled at the
keyhole and then dropped to the floor. "You did
that by intention! Give me that key! " He tried the
lock. " We've jammed it, corporal, but another good
kick will fetch it; nowl"-Bang!_crash!-open flew
the door.

" Well, I will be damned I " said the ofiicer.
"Sir," said Miss Harper, "you give me no occa-

sioi' to doubt it." She followed the men upstairs
Estelle, go back to your sister and cousin; and if

you, my dear,"—to our hostess—" will kindly go also
and stay with them—"

I closed the door. It had no key, but there was a
small catch to the knob and I turned it on while the
men were looking into the adjacent rooms. When they
reached ours Miss Harper was again at their front
Inside, the three of us silently noted our strategic ad-
vantages: we were in the darkest part of the room
the bed's covering was a dull red, Ferry had on his
shirt of black silk, the white pillows were hidden at his
back, Charlotte and I were darkly clad, the light i

our west window would be in our assailants' faces as
they entered, and they would be silhouetted against a
similar light from the hall's front. We noiselessly

2SS



The Cavalier

" we can fire before they ent7r 2 '"T"'"'^
^'=^'>'

our smoke, and if they LTll ^l^lT ^''' ''"^how.

under their fiash." ^ "'"^ '" ^^ =an aim
It was only then that I observed tt,,^ nu ,

armed. But the fart n,,^ if
** Charlotte was

true woman, ince I Cw .ha't T.°"'^
'''' """^ »

his life wou/d sheVver"^i°%i" H^r'""'
°'

was the slender revolver .h- t j
^"^ *^*P°n

the day which had rrherchari:^^^^ T ^'"='

without which she never could hi °^T"' *' ""'"S
of bhssful extremity

''''"'^'' ""'^ ''""^

say!
'" '"•= ''"^ "^ ^ '^''y- '«'" we heard Miss Han^r

"Is she alone?"

"^r aThfa'd^eZ-tr'
^^^ °^ "^ "'«>

scou?'-'
"" "'"'=' ^~-t Fer^.'ofV's

echSitmS: --'^ ^^^^ «-^'. -c. .1

' Damn the dilTerence • T o-;„„

Captain Fer^, to iryo^ L^JeXVT/''"-™^'wounded I wouldn't give you That r ^°". '^"'"''

'
'< f>rV°'

'''' fiXe'doVnis^^'^'^' ^ ^'

the h°?,:

^'^"'^•' " ^''"^^ ^- Harper; half-way down
" Captain," called Ferrv " T <«„.

niinute to get away from^'a.W He »v
"""'''"

'"or. He whispered to
2S6







The Fight in the Doorway
Charlotte, pointing to a panel of it higher than anv
one s head.

h^^^'r"''"'^^.^^'"
'""'' ^''' "="1^' 'fy, " with-

hold! Captain Ferry, they have called in four moremen I We heard the four downstairs coming at a
run. Oh, sir—" s <•' ••

"Go away, madam I" bellowed the officer as hismen thundered into the upper hall. " Now, Captain
Ferry, there are six of us here and three under each
of your wmdows. Do you ?

"

" Oh, sir, the lady ! the sick lady I

"

chll'tttoii--^'"""'
™''""-

'" ''^ ^"^'^ ""'•^ •-•'

" And if she is ? " called Ferry, depressing Charlotte's
weapon to an aim barely breast high.
"Then throwing away your life won't save hers!Uo you surren'— ?

"

Ferry made a quick gesture for her to shoo' dw but
she solemnly shook her head and fired throug , the top
of the uppermost panel, and the assault came
The log burst the door in at a blow, Ferry and I

fired, and our foes sprang in. Certainly they were
brave; the doorway let them in only by twos, and the
fire-log, falhng under foot, became a stumbling-block-

''1^".^"".'""^"* ""= "^ ^^* ""^"& and 'oaring
with the fray and benighted with its smoke. Their
first ball bit the top of my shoulder and buried itself
in the wall-no, not their first, but the first save one-
for the bureau mirror stood in dim shade, and the'
Federal leader made the easy mistake of firing right
wto It. The error sealed his fate; Ferry fired under
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his flash and sent him reeling into the arms of his fol-
lowers. They replied hotly but blindly, and in a mo-
ment the room was void of assailants. Ferry started
to sprmg from the bed, but Charlotte threw her arms
about him, and as she pressed her head hard down on
his breast I could not help but hear " No, my treasure,
my heart's whole treasure, no I

"

LV

RESCtjE AND RETREAT

I SPRANG for the door, but the fire-log sent me
sprawlmg with my shoulder on the threshold As I
went down I heard in the same breath the wounded
officer wailing " Go back I go in! there are only four
of them I don't leave one alive I " and Miss Harper all
but screaming "Cur men! our men! God be praised
our men are coming, they are here! Fly spoilers, for
your lives, fly I"

And it was true. Their hoofs rumbled, their car-
bines banged, and their charge struck three sides of
the house at once. Rising only to my elbows,—and
how T did that much, stiflfened with my wound the
doctors will have to explain,-! laid my cheek to my
rifle, and the light of two windows fell upon my gun-
sights. Every blue-coat in the hall was between me
and Its rear window, but one besides the ofiicer was
wounded, and with these two three others were busy
only the one remaining man saw me. Twice he levelled
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hif revolver, and twice I had almost lined my sights
on him, but twice Miss Harper unaware came between
us. A third time he aimed, fired and missed. I am
glad he fired first, for our two shots almost made one
report, and he plunged forward exactly as I had done
over the fire-log, except that he reached the floor dead.

Thereupon came more things at once than can be
told: Miss Harper's outcry of horror and pity; Char-
lotte's cry from the bedside—" Richard ! Richard I"
a rush of feet and shouts of rage in the hall below ; and
my leap to the head of the stairs, shouting to half a
dozen gray-jackets " Two men, no morel two men to
guard prisoners, no more! go back, all but you two I

go back 1

"

A sabreless officer with a bandaged hand flew up the
stair and into my face. It was Helm. " The ladies!
Smith, good God! Smith, where are the girls?

"

" In the smokehouse," cried Miss Harper from her
knees beside the prostrate Federal oflicer; "go bring
them !—Richard, Charlotte is calling you I

"

I ran to Ferry's door; Charlotte was leaning busily
over his bared chest, while he, still holding a revolver
in his right hand, caressed her arm with his left.
" Dick, his wound has opened again, but we must get
him away at once anyhow. Isn't my wagon still here ?
—oh, thank God! there it comes now, I hear it in the
back yard

!

"

A Confederate waiting on Miss Harper with basin
and towels barely dodged me as I sprang to the far
end of the hall and shouted down into the yard for
Harry. The little mules, true enough, were just rat-
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tling round a half turn at the lo»cr hall'., back
door, having been in hiding behind the stables. A
score or so of cavalry were boisterously hurrying off
across the yard with a few captured horses and prison-
ers, and I had to call the Lieutenant angrily a second
t.me, to make him hear me amid their din and a happy
confusion which he was helping to keep up in a fairer
group For here were all the missing feminine mem-
bers of the household, white and colored, and Harry
was clamorous with joy. compassion and applause,
while Camille and Cecile. pink with weeping, stepped
out across the high doorsill of the smokehouse. lead-
ing Ned Ferry's horse and mine

mSHT.'X'^V" """ ""' "'^ "'8'"^y fo' i"»t«nt
flight that Charlotte had thought there was; night fell

•

a whole regiment of our mounted infantry came si-

Sn.?. r u^"^:
°^ '^' P'""*"*'"" ''"d bivouacked

without lights behind a quarter of a mile of worm-
fence; our two wounded and three unharmed prison-
ers, or Miss Harper's. I should say. for it was in re-
sponse to her entreaties that the latter had throwndown their arms, were taken away; the dead manwas borne out; lights glowed in every room, the ser-
vants returned to their tasks, a maddening fragrance
came from the kitchen, and the three nieces flitted
everywhere in their benign activities, never discovering
the hurt on my shoulder until everything else on earthhad been discovered, and then-" oh. Richard. Rich-ard! from Estelle, with "Reach-hard, Reach-hard!"

wJT. h""''
" ^'- ^"'*-'

" *^°'" Camille, as they
bathed and bound it.

^
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At length a surgeon arrived, gave a cheering opin-
ion of Ferry and of Charlotte, and scolded Harry
savagely for the really bad condition of his hand.
Then sounds grew few and faint, our lights went out,
we lay down fully dressed, and nearly all of us, for
a while, slept.

But about two in the morning Harry awakened me,
murmuring "Reach-hard! Reach hard I come! our
sick-train's moving. Ssh ! General Austin's asleep in
the next room !

" I asked where Ferry was. " Already
started," he whispered, " —in the General's own ambu-
lance, with Charlotte Oliver in hers, on a mattress, like

Ned, and the four Harpers in theirs." While we stole
downstairs he murmured on " Our brigade's come up
and General Austin will attack at daylight with this
house as his headquarters."

Ai we mounted I asked whither we were bound.
" Tangipahoa," he said; "then by railroad to Brook-
haven, ant* then out to Squire Wall's."

At the jrst streak of dawn our slow caravan cau^t
the dist nt notes of the battle opening behind us.
" That's Fisher's battery I " joyously cried the aide-de-
camp as we paused and hearkened back. " Well, thank
the Lord, this time nobody's got to go back for her
doll; she's got it with her; I saw her, just now, comb-
ing its hair." We descended into a woody hollow, the
sounds of human strife died away, and field and forest
offered us only beauty, fragrance, peace, and the love-
songs of birds.
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LVI

H6teI, DES INVALIDES

A SHATTBRBO cfew we were wh«.n in n.- <
of .he third day we reachedTur S/ Hw.'^Z
were nnsbehavng a, stoutly a, their limitation, would

and .„ce..th ^o.evep,^S;r^--Yr^- --

thoughtLr w!
°' '"'

'': "^'"'^ °" ^••-'' -
«Zv „,.V '"'" *^'*** '•"* Estelle's grasp of«rthly reaht.es was not so feeble as we had bought

Walls as he was leaving the soldiers' room, whe« I

26a
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"Ye., I wa.." he replied; "she', got more seme
in .minute than Camille's got in a week." and .hut
tne door between us.

My blood leaped with rage, yet I ut perfectly calm,
while the .urgeon laughed like a hyena. " As soon as
you can let me go. Doctor." I frigidly said, "

I shall
look up the Lieutenant. I consider that remark ungen-
tlemanly. and his method of making it as worthy only
of a coward."

The surgeon cackled again. " If that man." I dis-
passionately resumed, "was not perfectly sure that
I am too honorable a gentleman to give Miss Camille
the faintest hint of what he has said, sooner than say
rt ^he would go out and cut hi. throat from ear to

"Weill you oughtn't to get mad at him for think-
ing you a gentleman."

vlHt'^u''
'*''' ' '""' '«'^'"«''8« of my being one.

ie „S .V °^ ""'• """'-"'* « ="y " »""""•

when It. the younger one that he's so everlastingly
«uck on that he can't behave /,*. a gcmleman to anyman to whom .he shows the slightest preference." WeSf TJT'''"' •"" ' ^"^•^•^ °"= "Sense! poor
sirnpletonl he knows he hasn't got "-the door op^
voice '^ '?^'' """^ '"• ""' ' °"'y "'^"vvoia._ hasnt got as much brains in his whole head
as there is in one of her tracks."
With wmething between a sob. a sputter and ashriek he shut himself out again. Har^ was neverdeep but in a shallow way, and never shallow without
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a certain treacherous deoth Wi,«„ xt j t,
next day summoned .r.This SsTde t f"^

.!'''=

choking throat not , ,i!f
"'^''^^^'^^ I went with a

surrendered!" All he »,=,l\i ^ Charlotte has

the other house, was CharloSs f wS/^'"' •'^ "
with gratitude. " Well " I said " > t

""'""""'y

to see you heginnin/aiJto'it ^el^^^
"^ ''^"'^

spea. wasdeiS^e "^^orj t;i,tr4^Jtt^twentieth time how, on that even ng of the °h

hundred yards of the'UseTf ' otXs"'^Vbedroom told him he was riding to a re cuf Thtsuddenly he began to assure me that In what' he h,H
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We parted, and within tl,e next five minutes I con-
fronted the maiden herself.

n,f!!.! '^l *'°"i
""''*'" ^'* * '"'^^<' """f"! of

papers books and sewmg, said she had been with
Charlotte and sa,d no more, only made a mysterious
mouth. I mqmred how Charlotte was. She shrugged
sank mto a seat on the gallery, let her arm-load into
her lap, and replied, " Ah I she lies up there and smilesand smdes. and calls us pet names, and says she's per-
fectly contented, and then cannot drop half asleepw thout lookmg as though she were pressing a knifemto her own heart. Oh, Dick, what is the matter with

" What do you think,—Camille ?
"

...l^Tfr^'"' if^'^
*° ^y ''-^^'" to Estelle, oraunt Martha, or

—

"

" Say it to me," I murmured.

hJ h-,'/ ^r"'**
^"'^ *""'' y°"'" ^he said, shaking

her head sadly and trying to lift her arm's burden
again without taking her eyes from mine. It went to

fluttered three stems of sweet-pea each bearing twomated blossoms. I knew them in an instant, and in
«.e next I had them. She would not let me pile the
fallen freight anywhere but into her arm again nor
recover her eye before she was fully re-lade" Then

my SweTs?'
^"""^'^ '"' '='*' " ''°^ «'"' "^ ^ack

I meekly gave them and she turned to go into thehouse; her head gradually sank forward as she wentand her unparagoned ear and neck flushed to a bum-
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ing red. On the threshold, by some miscalculation, her
burdened arm struck the jamb, and the whole load fell

again. I sprang and began to gather the stuff into a
chair, but she walked straight on as though nothing
had occurred, and shut the nearest door behind her.

In those days used to come out to see us Gregory,
in his long-skirted black coat and full civilian dress;
of whom I have told a separate history elsewhere.
Very pointed was Camille's neglect of both Harry and
me, to make herself lovely to the dark and diffident

new-comer, while Estelle positively pursued me with
compensatory sweetness; and Gregory, whenever he
and I were alone together, labored to reassure me of
his harmlessness by expatiating exclusively upon the
charms of Cecile. She seemed to him like a guardian
angel of Ferry and Charlotte, while yet everything she
said or did was wholly free from that quality of other-
worldliness which was beautiful in Estelle, but which
would not have endured repetition in the sister or the
cousin. There Harry and I, also, once more agreed.
Cecile never allowed herself to reflect a spirit of saint-

liness, or even of sacrifice, but only of maidenly wis-
dom and sweet philosophy.

" If it weren't for Charlotte," whispered the Lieu-
tenant, " I could swear she was created for Ned
Ferry I " and when I shook my head he, too, declared
" No, no ! if ever a match was made on high Charlotte
was made for him and he for Charlotte ; but, oh. Lord,
Lord 1 Reach-hard Thorndyke Smith, how is this thing
going to end ?

"

That was the problem in the mind of every looker-
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stayed their furIoLh« f^
^""^S^'^ «•«» others out-

of those fellows to preSX A'^
Helm-for some

lem was all they stayed for Lh'^.'"
^""^^ P""°^-

heart-problem wU'was Cerl^X' '[T
*'' °"^

"t^S;^trtr^^"---
.«..<. shouid^crtrx""'^"^'"'''^^

Pooh I" said Harrv '", j

comes to the verv point-"
^' ^''^" "
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LVII

A YES AND A NO

But now Charlotte's recovery took on new speed.
Maybe her new brightness meant only that her heart

was learning to bear its load ; but we hoped that was
just what it was unlearning, as she and Ferry sat at

chess on the gallery in the afternoons.

One night the fellows gave a dance in Brookhaven.
We went in two wagons and by the light of mounted
torch-bearers, and Charlotte and Ferry stood at the

dooryard gate and sent after us their mirthful warn-
ings and good-byes. It set some of us a-hoping—to

see them there—a dooryard gate means so much. We
fairly prayed he might compel her decision before she
should turn to re-enter the house. But the following

morning it was evident we had prayed in vain.

On the next afternoon but one we heard that a great

column of our soldiers was approaching on the nearest

highway, bound up the railroad to Joe Johnston's army
from the region about Port Hudson, and Charlotte

instantly proposeu that our ladies deal ou*: food and
drink from some shady spot on the roadside. It was
one of those southern summer days when it verily

seems hotter in the shade than in the sun—unless you
are in the sun. The force was wholly artillery and in-

fantry, the last Confederate infantry that region ever

saw in column under arms; poor, limping, brown-
faced, bloody-footed boys I their weapons were the

only clean things, the only wb-^Ie things, about them
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except ;he.r unbroken spirit; and when the very fore-most command chanced to be one which the Harper

.n. 7nTu,"'"
".'''""^ *^ '^y * ''^ 'here maTch-

through the crowds that roared acclaim and farewellour dear ladies, for one weak moment, wept.

DledTeYn
'°"?' *' '"^ ''"°"' "''"y'" »'<1 "y crip-pled leader; we are dandies and toy-soldiers, by the«de of those infantiy boys. Doctor, we cavair^ fel!lows; and we cavalry fellows would have hid if wehonorably could. Yet hardl,- had he spoken wh^ heand a passmg field-officer cried out in .Jmtual recogn.!Uon and from tb.t .ime until the rear-guard was cLgone by we received what the newspapers call "

a con-tmuous ovafon/' A group of brigade officers went

see by the worship they paid Charlotte that they knewher story. Her strength was far overtaxed, and th^moment the ast fond straggler had gone w^ came inout of the splendid moonlight.
"Now, Charlotte, my dear," began Miss Harper

lor ^d T *T'"^
'"^ '"^^'y' -"- - Char-lotte, did she not come in with us from the-gate' "

i-erry, too, was missing. Mrs. Wall made eyes at

defer'redT' I'T ''"" ""'^ "^^^ '- ^P^^k budeferred to each other, and Camille, putting on a deadlye^austion, whined as she tottered to her smiling gS'diaa Kiss your sweet baby good-night, aunti^ dearand -with a hand reached out to Estell,^" makeNaughty come, too." She turned to say good-night toCecile but spoiled her kiss with an unSed ifugS
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The surgeon, Harry and I bowed from the room and
stepped out to the water-bucket and gourd. FromAcre we could see the missing, two, lingering at thedoo^ard gate, m the bright moonlight. As we fin-
ished drnking, "Gentlemen," murmured Harry "I
fear our position is too exposed to be tenable

"

The surgeon started upstairs. "I'll join you di-
rectly Doctor " Harry said, and in a lower voice added
bmith and I will just lounge in and out of the hall

here to sort o' show nobody needn't be in any hurty,
don t you see?" ,

''

But the other jerked his thumb toward the half-
closed parlor, where Miss Harper and Cecile sat closa
to each other absorbed in some matter of the tenderest
privacy. " They'll attend to that," he muttered ; " com«on to bed and mind your own business "

Harry huflfed absurdly. " You go mind yours," he
retorted, and th»n more generously added, "we'll be
with you in a minute." The surgeon went, and the
aide-de-camp, as we began to pace the hall, fairly toolmy breath by remarking without a hint of self censure.

,H^T"4,,
°'°"' "'"'" '"'^" irrelatively he

added. Those two out at that gate-this is a matter
of life and death with them; " and when I would have
qualified the declaration, he broke in upon me-" Right
Dick you're right, it is worse; it's a choice between
true life and death-in-life; whether they'll make life's
long march in sunshine together or in darkness apart

"

Well, of course, it was no such simple question, and
never could be while life held so many values more
splendid than any wilfulness could win. There lay the
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whole of Charlotte's real difficulty-for she had made
It all he.s. But when I tn A in some awkward way
to say this Harry cut me short. " Oh, Dick I—eh—
you bother me I I want to tell you something and if
I don t hurry I can't. Something's happened to me,
old fellow, something that's sobered me more than I
ever would 'a' thought anything could. I want to tell
you because I can trust you with a seer'—wh'—what's
the matter, did I hurt your wound? Honestly, I want
to tell you because—well—because I've been deceiving
you all along: I've deceived you shamefully, letting on
to like this girl more than that, and so on and so on."

^^

Yes, you thought you were deceiving me."
"Oh. well, maybe I wasn't, but I want to tell you to-

night because I'm going to camp in the morning. Oh,
yes,''—he named the deepest place known—"the sight
of those webfoot boys to-day was too much for me-
I ra going; and Dick, when I told her I was eoine—'•

" Told whomT

"

* '

"Aw, come, now, Dick, you know every bit as well
as I know. Well, when I told her I was going I
didn t dream I was going to tell her anything else •

I
give you my word I Where in the "-same place ag^in
-- I ever got the courage I'll never tell you, but all
of a sudden thinks I, ' I'm never going to get anything
but no, anyhow, and so, Dick, I've been and gone and
done it

!

"

I leaned on the stair-newel, sorry for the poor fool
but glad of this chance. " Why, Lieutenant, not many
men would have done as well. You felt honor-bound
not to slip away uncommitted, so you tool: your doM
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like a hero and licked the «poon." I felt that I wasMlting his wound, but we were soldiers and—I had
the salt.

ment. Dick, she said yes I Oh, good Lord. Dick, do
you reckon they'll ever be such full-blown idiots as to
let me have her ?

"

I sank upon the steps; every pore in my body was
a fountam of cold sweat: "Have whom?"

" C&ile." He was going on to declare himself no
more fit for her than for the presidency of the Con-
federate States, whifch was perfectly true; but I sprang
up, caught him (on my well side) by one good hand
and had begun my enthusiastic congratulations, when
Charlotte appeared and we swerved against the rail
to let her pass upstairs. In some way as she went by
It was made plain to us that she had said no. " Gooa-
night," ventured both of us, timorously.

"Good-night," she responded, very musically, but
as It from a great distance.

LVin

THE UPPER FORK OF THE ROAD

Ferry, as he passed us, -ailed my name, and I
started after him. At Charlotte's door we heard the
greeting of her black maid. The maid's father, who
of late had been nightly dressing Ferry's wound and
mine, came to us ii Ferry's room; and there my Cap-
tain turned to greet me, his face white with calami^.
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The Upper Fork of the Road
He took me carewingly by a button of my jacket.
Can yoti have your wound washed to-night before

miner
" Why, certainly, if it's the least—"
"Yes, thank you. And down here in this room in-

stead of upstairs ?
"

" Captain Ferry I if you knew how horribly it smells
you—

"

' '

"Ah! don't I know?" he said, and as I sat naked
irom throat to waist with the old negro laving the
sores, Ferry scanned them narrowly. " They are not
so bad, Dick; you think a few hours in the saddle will
not make them worse? "

" Not if they're spent for you. Captain."
Yes, for me; also for much better. We shall ride

".

T°"
»*'*'^ '^^' ^'P**'"' y°" ^"""^ '" no condition—"

Tst!" he laid a finger on my lips; "'twill not
be hard

;
we are not going on a scout—to jump fences

"

He began to make actual preparations, and presently
helped me draw my shirt into place again over the
clean bandages, while the old man went out after fresh
water. " I am a hundred times more fit to go than
to stay," he suddenly resumed. " I must go. Ah, idle-
ness, there is nothing like idleness to drive a man mad •

I must have something to do—to-night—at once "
I

wish I knew how to give the words with his quiet in-
tensity.

I began to unclothe his wound. " May I ask one
thing? "

" Ahl I know you; you want to ask am I taking
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that upper fork of the road. I .,„ ; ,;, {„ ^^ j _.

war^rth/«n'''^.*!,^"'"* ""P' *'* *«» Ferry

Sar.7 we^^'tS."'^' ""j" ""^P*'' "die an^

to 1 .1 . '''
"°*' "'*"*' Brookhaven. We were

rof/ 7'^' ~"*''' *'"' *cir officer, teiiTaoh

To Harry's imploring protest that h« K.«,

some t.me for us, but by fall of ttZ. * 5f
*°'''

-ght was hot. the pain of my woun'ds w« «k^t gJt
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The Upper Fork of the Road
•tone lying on them, and at the tragic moment of a
frightful dream I awoke. " apttin," I murmured.
"Yea?"
" Did the give no reaion ?

"

"No." A silence followed; then he said, "You
know the reason, I think."

" Yes, I think I do; I think—"
" Well ? don't be afraid to say it."

I got the words out in some form, that I believed
Charlotte loved him deeply, as deeply, passionately,
exaltedly, as ever a true woman loved a man—

" Ah, me I " he lifted his arms wide and knitted his
fingers on his brow.

" And there is the whole trouble," 1 added. " She
will not let you marry the woman whose—"

" Whose husband I have killed. . . . Ah, God I

. . . Ah, my God! why was I chosen to do that?... And you think, Dick, it was not a question of
time; that I did not ask, maybe a litUe too soon? "

" No, not as between sooner and later; and yet, in
another way, possibly, yes." Without either of us
stirnng from the pillow I tried to explain. I pointed
out that trait in Charlotte which I called an impulse
suddenly to surrender the key of her situation, the vital
pomt m her fortunes and fate.

' Yes.
. . . Yes," Ferry kept putting in.

I went on to say that she seemed now to have
learned, herself, that it was on this sh. il she grounded
at every low water of her physical and mental powers •

as when over-fatigued, for instance; and that I should
not wonder if she had bound herself never again at
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deep. I thought toXw k"^' ^' ^*'" •"•» »<»

point. «.d rijh The« \j! i^
•"'P"'* •' "»« ver,

God I CM it h* thAr ^* eountermined. My
" Wn " T ,• f ^ "" •*"'ed only right? "
No. I rephed, although it wu^MnL rhave said Ned Ferrv woulH „1. j ..

"*^ ^ "'°'»'«'

who ha. .erved te«^ v™! A""' ""' "°' " '• 'he

Captain, I wte IChe'nlltT '"""^ *"""«•
i« over with her .he will «1 h^ "• "l*^'

''" '«"'««

it. «.d will call ij tacl^ ""•'^* '• ** •" •«

"iVcUtTu't af^h^-^rr •"•"• """'"
" ivk.t u . ~ "e same tune—"What, what? Speak out. Dick Vn.. kisome other way?"

""'' ^ck. You blanie me

never take the hit o^^aT' .
^ *"'* ^^ *'ould

'astsadproonhXtmigK/o;'? "" *'
night is the third time ih=*- J ^' *^*f'a"i. to-

tlat man alive
"

"'
'" '"'' ^'^» ^ have seen

I "io not know how lonc> aft»r ti...
but it seemed an endLs t^L h J l

"^^ '"^ '"""t'

' ""ow It; I know I should I But it «,« idream, and—" " '^a* only a

Bu^tJL'SnVrmrif'Smr *' ^'-'" ''^-'

doubt. We Shall s thi'To!.:rw"""r t^
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venturing to My more he interrupted. " Well, we can
do nothing now

; at the preient, itecp i« our firit buti-
ncM." However, after a little, he ipoke again, and, I
believe, purely in order to loothe me to »Iumber, ipecu-
lated and counselled with me for the better part of an
hour concerning my own poor little love affair.
At breakfast he told me the first step in his further

plans would be for us to Uke the train for Tangipahoa,
with our horses, on our way to our own camp; but
just before the train came the telegraph brought Gen-
eral Austin's request—wh- h, of course, carried all the
weight of an order—for Ferry to remain here and make
ready for further issues of quartermaster's stores. He
ttirned on his heel and twisted his small musUche:
That means we are kept here to be kept here, Rich-

ard."

It was A mistaken kindness, from our point of view
but it had the merit that it kept us busy. In two days'
the post-quartermaster's affairs and supplies were re-
duced to perfect order for the first time in their his-
tory. For two days more we ran a construction train
and with a swarm of conscripts repaired two or three
miles of road-bed and some trestle-work in a swamp-
and at every respite ii. our strenuous activities we dis-
bursed of the girls we'd left behind us; their minds,
their manners, their features, figures, tastes and talents
and their walk and talk. So came the end of the week
. nd while the sun was still above the trees we went
on down, inspecting the road beyond our repairs on
our own hand-car to Brookhaven. With heads bare
jackets in our laps, and muddy boots dangling over



The Cavalier

wheels and gro^ fcJIrS f
"'!'" ^"''^ ""'>«=' ""^

shrine of our heam - =-^
^'Tf''

''''^'='" "^ ^"^ the

we chanted toS as we"had f'" ^'^ ^''^' ^"'^

these three days " O mvT ,^ ^' '^'='5' sunset

We could nSve do"/i "hi" '^ ' "'' ''" '°^"
glorious sun was settw

'^'^ ''"°'^" *>"" y°nder
our Southe™ Con etX T "'"^" '^'' '°"""" °'

Lee was in full «?, w "^^^ "'^ ^°"«li of July •

was gone Port HuT ^'°'" Gettysburg, Vicksbufg

LIX

UNDER CHARLOTTE'S WINDOW

totrwVSatrn G^e^: ^^^ "P -d
of Ferry, because Ferrwas!f2; " I

"""' ^'"^ '^y
latest news fro« the IZT.l^TtZlTI:'."''

'''

the previous evening. Harrv L .^
^'"^ ^^"^

gone to camp, the Harpers w^re'ellrh'T""
"*^"

better, after a bad turVr-fT ,1'
^''arlotte was-

duty bound to stay wfthin h^Tf u"^'" ^^ ^^'^ in

«ntil it should close f" the „St *f *f^'''P'^ °««
tor was detained in itt "h h

""^
T*"'"

"''^ °P*'='-

Fer^, as we hovered near s^id r,"' 't'
"^"^' *''"^'

sorry for you Dick- TJ',,
^"^^' ^ell, I'm

yonder-tifis Evening."
""^ '°° '''' ^^ ^^^ to go

" Didn't you intend to call, too?"
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Under Charlotte's Window
No," he said

; yet the moment the operator turned
the key m his door we sauntered away from the sta-
tion, tavern, town, and out into the rain-famished
country. We chose a road on high ground, under
pines

;
the fact that a few miles of it would bring us to

bquire Wall's was not sufficient reason for us to shun
It, and we loitered on and on, discoursing philosophical-
ly on man and woman and the duties of each to other
Through habit we went softly, and so, in time, came
up past a small garden under the house's southern side
Here silence was only decorum, for every window in
the dark upper rooms was thrown open to the sultry
air The house's front was away from the direction
of the town, and at a corner of this garden, where the
road entered the open grove, the garden fence turned
north at a right angle, while the road went on through
the grove into wide cornfields beyond.
We kept to the garden fence till it brought us alone

the dooryard front, facing the house. Thus far the
whole place seemed fast asleep. Along the farthest,
the northern, side a line of planted trees ran close to
a narrow wing of but one room on each of its two
stor.es, and the upper of these two rooms was Char-
lottes. Where we paused, at the dooryard gate, wecou d not see this wing, but we knew its exterior per-
tectly; it had a narrow window in front, looking into
he grove, and a broader one at the rear, that over-
looked an open stretch of the Wall plantation. The
place seemed fast asleep, I say, but we had not a doubtwe were being watched-by the two terrible dogs that
guarded the house but never barked. By this time
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blood stop Wedretrfi ^"^ *° •"*•«= ""e'"

a short L„rtha7brou^r"'°*'.?'°'*^"''™='de
lotte's two window, ,"f J I^; ^^^H

^''"-

s^^px^tr^Sf::d^:^^

tened, first standing erect, and then stooping and lean

and keepmg the deepest shade, started eaglirSdrawn revolver, toward the particular tree.^ILtdogs discover and recognize him and welcome hiraidyet I kept my closest watch on that tree's ll^^ghs a^d
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.^Z frfjZ "°'"^'""^'
' ^«-<'. whether

She „oved aw^a?:^l^fZ^^S^:^ J^
'-"'

when the same sad tremolo came htl fh
""•

r"a„^:;rxr"™^^--

shadow, and ouSThernetwindo '"^^'^' '"

this .n,,ri ti,- .
"^P'"s of the nearest tree

athr^orire^l'l^.r"^''r '^^ ^"^ °^

si... wit^ s„oh a'rdfdiTc:::;:rsr r

revealed her scannmg a letter, lifting her arms w^emofon. and so passing out of the line of vfewI wa.ted on So absorbed was I that I did not hearti^ commg of a horseman in the fields beyond the
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" Is this Squire Wall's ? " asked the traveller. " Well
Squire, Im from General Austin's headquarters with
orders to Captain Ferry."

"quarters, with

" Captain Ferry ain't stopping with us now, sir, he'sway up at Hazlehurst."

rfnUr
"''

-^ '''''"'' """^ ''"* ^' "niBht 'a' comedown to speno to-morrow with you, it bdng the Sab-

th^M^^T?'^''''
^''°''°"' '"' I'^^ sot letters for

the Miss Harpers; yes, sir; and one for Private
irnith, from his mother, in New Orleans "

_

"Mysakes! yo"poWful welcome, Mr.' Wholesome;
just wait till I call off my dogs, sir, and I'll let you in."When the dogs came at the Squire's call I breathed
rehef. Ferry appeared behind me and beckoned me
deeper into the grove. He sank upon a stump, whis-
pering That was worse than ten fights."
"Who was it? " I asked. " Where is he? »
He pomted to the field gate through which Ghol-

son had come. In the field a small man was re-closine
It cautiously, and now he mounted and rode awrav Uwas Isidore Goldschmidt, of the Plank-road swamp
I was wondering why he had behaved in this skulking
way. when Ferry, as if reading my thought, said, "

Isi-
dore cant aff, rd to be found seventy-five miles inside
our hnes with no papers except a letter from a Yankee
officer—and not knowing, himself, what's in it

"

thiIgfo'ht?.f'°""
'"^ "''' '^'^ '"•= *° •'^^ -h ^

"Because three months ago she risked her life to
save the life of his father, and now, since only last
week, that Yankee has saved the life of his mother."
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I asked who this Yankee might be. " Well that isyet more strange

;
he is the brother of CapU^^ Jewe t

"We were moving to the house; at the s enTwe
halted; the place was all alight a;d the ladi fweTe

Fer^KemLe'T-"- ^''"'" °' "ght t:^;
jewrwt:rtSrtr':f''rf '

^^^^ " «"'

No, he IS a high-rank surgeon. Yet I th!„t h

LX

TIDINGS

^nt;:^^iS^2sssss:^
he gnpped my sho.lder-the sound on. byTood S'™ '"' ""' '"1° *' 'lining-room. whJeX wholecompany were gathered to see Gholson eat. Our entry
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was a fresh surprise. As we drank the flatteries of
seven lovely welcomes, from behind Gholson I recon-
noitred Charlotte, and the fullest confirmation of our
guess was in the peaceful resolve of her eyes. I noted
the Harpers, all, and dear Mrs. Wall's sweet freckled
face, take new gladness of the happy change, while
unable to define its cause.

But now came raptures and rhapsodies over the
opened letters. Ferry's orders had not been expected
to reach him to-night, Gholson said, and so we insisted
they and my lettei* should remain in the saddle-pockets
while Gholson ate, and while the good news, public
and personal, of the Harpers' letters went round.
"But I thought the' was fi-ive letters," said the

Squire as we were about to leave the board ; at which
Mrs. Wall mumbled to him to " hush up ; " for the fifth

was to Cecile.

"Yes," guilefully said Charlotte, "Richard's let-

ter!" and we all followed Gholson to where his sad-
dle lay on the gallery. There he handed out Ferry's
doc'mient and went on rummaging for mine.

" The two were right here together," he said, " and
Mr. Smith's was marked 'valuable' and had some-
thing hard in one comer of it. Camille brought a
candle, Estelle another; Gholson rose from his knee:
"Smith, it's gone! I've lost it! And yet"—he
slapped his breast-pockets

—
" no, it's somewhere in the

grove; it's between here and that cornfield gate! I

counted all the papers just this side of that gate, and
I must 'a' dropped yours then!" C&ile brought a
third light and we sallied forth into the motionless air,
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Estelle with a candle and Gholson, Camille with acandle and me, C6cile with a candle and Mrs WallM.SS Harper and the Squire, and Charlotte and Ferry'
In the heart of the grove Estelle gave a soft cry
sprang, stooped, straightened, and handed me the let-

" Yes," exclaimed Camille as the three candle-bear-
ers gathered close, " that's your mother's writing," and

stnnn th T "f,"^'"^
°"^'' "S^'"' ^^'^ 'he lights

St. m the front files, I opened it. It was thick andsoh with sheet after sheet of thinnest paper With
these was a sealed letter, unaddressed. containing inone comer what seemed to be a ring. Aro.md all wasa sheet of writmg of later date than any oth»r Won-

;Zl1.'Tl """'K'
""" ^"'^'^'^''' "=« the Providence

hat had brougnt her wounded boy among such price-
less fnends; and wonderful that same Providence thatnow gave her the chance to send three weeks' daily let-
ters m one, and to send them by a hand so sure thathe ventured to add this other note, a matter so secret

Sdf Tut '^"^Vf"^
°"'y ^^ "y °^° hands, orhands wh.ch I could trust as my own, to Charlotte

Olrver. We glanced back in search of Charlotte. She

,n"f
^"/y/"'"

T'" '" *e rear of the procession, mov-mg with laggard steps, she lighting his page with aborrowed candle, and he evidently read^^ Zth^
orders, but the Federal surgeons letter. "Oh don^speak yet, murmured Camille, "

let them alone I

"
At the garden gate the most of the company passedon mto the house, Ghr.lson among them His face

as for an instant he turned aside to me, betrayed a
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frozen rage; for Ferry and Charlotte tarried just at
our backs, she seated on the " horse-block " and he
leaning against it. A stir of air brought by the rising
moon had blown out their light. Gholson left me, and
Camille waited at my side while I tried to read by
the flare of her guttering candle. " Come, my dear,"
said Miss Harper from half-way up the walk, but Char-
lotte called Miss Harper.

" You'd better go in, amiUe," insisted the ».«it as
she passed us, but Charlotte had just asked for oar
candle to relight hei" own, and she said to Miss Harper.
Let them stay, won't you ? " and then to Ferry, " They

might as well, mightn't they? Oh, now,"-as Camille
handed her ray mother's letter—" they must I" She
toyed with the envelope's thinner edge without notic-
ing the ring in the comer. " My dears," she said, look-
ing frail and distressed, yet resolute. " I have positive
ntelligence-not through Captain, nor Richard, nor
Mr. Gholson,-ril tell you how some day-positive in-
telligence that-the dead-is not dead ; the blow, Rich-
ard glanced. I was foolish never to think of fhat pos-
sibility, it occurs so often. He was profoundly stunned
so that he didn't come-to until he was brought to a
surgeon It's from that surgeon I have the news;
here's his letter."

^
"Charlotte, my dear," interrupted Miss Harper,
tell us the remainder to-morrow, but now—"
"No, sweetest friend, there will never be another

chance hke this; Captain Ferry's orders carry him to
Jackson at daylight to-morrow, and-^d we may not
meet again for years; let me go on. When the gash
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wat lewed up, the hi id wm really the worse hurt of
the two, and after a few days he was sent down on a
steamer to New Orleans with a great lot of other sick
and wounded, and with the commanding general's
warnmg not to come back on peril of his life. 'Tisn't
easy to tell this, but you four have a particular right
to know it from me and at once. So let me say "—she
handed Ferry my mother's letter as if it were a bur-
densome distraction—" I'm not sorry for the mistake,
Richard, which we all so innocently made; and you
mustn't be sorry for me and be saying to yourselves
that my captivity is on me again; for I'm happier to-
night than I've been since the night the mistake was
made.''

She dropped a hand to Ferry's to receive again the
neglected letter, and chanced to take it by the comer
that held the ring. With that she stared at us, fin-
gered it^ rended the envelope, gave one glance to her
own name engraved inside a plain gold ring of the
sort New Orieans giris bestow upon those to whom
they are betrothed, and springing to the ground be-
tween our two candles, bent over the open page and
cried through a flood of tears, " Oh, God, have mercy
on him, he is gone 1 He is gone, Edgard 1 Oh,Edgard,
he is gone at last; gone beyond all doubt, and our
hands—our hands and our hearts are clean I

"

Ferry tossed away his candle and turned upon her,
but she retreated into Miss Harper's arms laughing
through her tears. " Oh, no, no! we've never hurried
yet, never yet, my master in patience, and we'" not
hurry now I Go and come again. Go, wait, hiu .- your
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Z' !"V/'^
'"''??•' '""• ~"* '«•'" •"«> find "-.and I pledge you before the« dear witnewe., ni be

It for the reit of my life I

"

. » w

H.™rS ';?•*',,•«»'''^W op*", -d bidding MiwHarper and Camille read with her, «he iweirt a fleetglance along the clo« line, that told howXr.Scured of h.s wound., had died in a conge.tive cS

She read on aloud how two private Federal wldieri

Sfhr; r"'.'' ^' ^°^ '" '"y -other teSher of hw dea h, and how he had named my motherover and over in his delirium, desiring that .heThoufd

ed!rf T •* "*r "'*"' *° ""^ ^^her in the Co^-federacy. My mother wrote how she had been obli^^
»^retly to buy back from the hospital ste«^a "rt^de-v.s.te photograph of Ch. riotte, and this ring; towphver not being a Federal soldier, she had Ln I'lowed to assume the expense and task of hisTria •

how she had found the body already wtao™^ InH
bound, in the milita.^ way. when sSrsT ^Tft but

str'nt hVd
°
T:''^'"'' P--"K 'o each o^hJ Zstrong, hard-used beauty of the hidden face, and wa!shown the su,t of brown plantation jeans we all knewso well; and how, lastly, when her overbearing "on

fa.«, they had furtive, adv-erHe:rdo*:sst
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"ChMlotte." Mid MiM Htiper. "the thing i« «,
•biolut.- certainty! Even without your likeneu oiw"

Ah, no, no. not without thist the ring, the rine!
But with rt yei I Thi. i. the crowning proof I my ring
to him I Oh, sec my name inside it. Camille; this little
wgnet IS Heaven's own testimony and acquittal I Look
Richard look at it now, for no living soul, no light of
day, shall ever see it again—"
"Sweet heart," replied Miss Harper, "very good I

very goodi but now say no more oi that sort. God
bless you, dear, just let yourself be happy. Good-night-no no, sit still; stay where you are, love, while
CamiUe and I go in and Richard steps around to the
st«be nd .^t» our team into the road-wagon; for.
Captain Ferry, neither you nor he is fit to w^k into
Brookhaven

;
we can bring the rig back when we come

from church to-morrow."

the ?tl^''"-
*'•"

"H'^?*''""'' " «^ "y *«g°" *"<•

„ni
"%!*"*".' ^^^ '" ^'" "»T*' «d Ca-

miUe. Good-night, dears; I'll wait here that long, ifaptam Ferry will .How me." She turned to him with
the moonlight in her eyes, that dancsd riotously as she
said in her softest, deepest note, " You're afraid! " and
I thanked Heaven that Coralie Rothvelt was still a puis-mg reality m the bosom of Charlotte Oliver
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LXI

WHILE DESTINY MOVED ON

Ned Ferry and I never saw Squire Wall's againWhen our hand-car the next morning landed t-s in
Hazlehurst the news of Gettysburg and Vicksburg wason every tongue, in every face, and a telegram awaited
Ferry which changed his destination to Meridian, ahunared miles farther to the east. He kept me withh.m at Hazlehurst for two days, to help him and the
post-quartermaster get everything ready to be moved
and saved if our cavalry should be driven east of the
Jackson Railroad. But it was not, and by and by we
were sundered and I went and became at length in
practical and continuous reality one of Ferry's scouts
--minus Ferry. Oh, the long hot toils and pains of
those July and August days! the scorching suns the
stumbling night-marches, the aching knees, the groan-ng beasts, the scant, foul rations, the dust and sweat
the blood and the burials. To be sure, I speak of these
hardships far more from sympathy than from experi-
ence, so much above the common lot of the long dust-
choked column was that of our small band of scouts

thTwt^T T*^' "P'"'"*^ '"^'"'y '" the region of
the Big Black, endeavoring, with others, to make the en-emy confine his overflow meetings to the Vicksburg side
of that unlovely stream. How busy our small troop was
kept; and what fame we won! On a certain day we
came out of a dried swamp in column and ambled half
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across a field to see if a brigade going by us at rig ir

angles in the shade of a wood at the field's edge might
be ours. It was not, though they were Confederates;
but one of its captains was sent out toward us with a
squadron to see who we might be, in our puzzling
uniform, and when, midway, he made us out and
called back to his commander, " Ferry's scouts ! " the
whole column cheered us. I feel the thrill of it to
this hour.

How busy we were kept, and how much oftener I
wrote to Ferry, and to Camille, than to my mother.
And how much closer I watched the trend of things
that belonged only to this small story than I did that
great theatre of a whole world's fortunes, whose arches
spread and resounded from the city of Washington to
the city of Mexico. In mid-August one of Camille's
heartlessly infrequent letters brought me a mint of
blithe news. Harry and Cecile were really engaged;
Major Harper, aunt Martha, General Austin, Captain
Ferry and Charlotte had all written the distant father
in his behalf, and the distant father had capitulated.
Furthermore, Captain Ferry's latest letter to Charlotte
had brought word that in spite of all backsets he was
promised by his physician that in ten days more he
could safely take the field again. But, best of all.
Major Harper, having spent a week with his family—
not on leave, but on some mysterious business that
somehow included a great train of pontoon bridges-
had beer so completely won over to Chariotte by her
own swtet ws-'s that, on his own suggestion to his
sister, and their joint proposition, by correspondence,
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pense, for these things were now full two week, ,.Mand would have been told nae sooner only that ste'

ciutr^rr^:S:;tSd!:!r'r'r
owed the mformation that poor Mr. Gholson-oh dear -he poor we have always with us!-had arrived al,nr ThTd""*^'

""' «^- - to be aTigl^rtears He had come consigned to "our hospital" an

SS'f7"l
"""" ^"^ "^^"^' Charlott'ani theWalls had set up ,n the old " summer-hotel "

at Pa^!cea Sprmgs, and had contrived to get the me^™iauthonties to adopt, officer and-in a'manne.^^t?They were givmg dances there to keen th» i^-
Cheerful, said the letter, in .2l!TZ^,TZlusua patnotic part, and Mr. Gregory-oh sTve ualive! And now I was to prepare -nLifTT; A "
had got the bunch of lettersTnd h^d wri.^'e^^S
r^ply to Captain Ferry, who had sent it to Cha btte

I tZi'T !:^"'' """ ^''''^'°«^ had answered ye
°

IfI thought I had ever seen her beautiful or blkhe orsweet, or happy, I ought to see her now; wMe as
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for the writer herself, nothing in all he life had ever
so filled her with bliss, or ever could again.

Ferry did not arrive, but day by day, night by night,
we stalked the enemy, longing for our Caitain to re-
turn to us. Quinn was feariess, daring, indefatigable
but Quinn was not Ferry. Often we talked it over
by twos or fours; the swiftness of Ferry's divinations
the brilliant celerity with which he followed them out'
the kmdness of his care; Quinn's care of us was pa-
ternal. Ferry's was brotherly and motherly. We loved
Quinn for the hate and scorn that overflowed from his
very gaze upon everything false or base. But we
loved Ferry for loving each and every one of us be-
yond his desert, and for a love which went farther
yet, we fancied, when it lived and kept its health in
every insalubrious atmosphere, from the sulphurous
breath of old Dismukes to the carbonic-acid gas of
Gholson's cant. We made great parade of recognizing
his defects

;
it had all the fine show of a motion to re-

consider. For example, we said, his seren.- obstinacym small matters was equally exasperating and ridicu-
lous; or, for another instance,—so and so; but in
summing up we always lumped such failings as "

the
faults of his virtues," and neglected to catalogue them.
Thinking it all over a thousand times since, I have
concluded that the main source of his charm, what
won our approval for whatever he did, however he did
It, was that he seemed never to regard any one as the
mere means to an end—exceot himself.

If this history were more of war than of love—and
really at times I fear it is-we might fill pages telling
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of the brigade's September and earlv October ooera

narrowed from northeast to southwest betweenS

"Ned?
'"°''"'"^' ^' '^'""^ '^^' °ff 'he field inigNed Ferry's a-comin' down de lane

" ^^
On a day late in October our company were in

a few men, was scouting eastward. QuinnTwaTte*

pTctd fr^n" "'" '° '^"^^ '''' ^ dozen orsoS
Fayette tr T '°""''""'' ^"^ ^«=^'^«'d about

oUhelarH !!

'" """^ '''^^" ''''' "'^"t a corporalot the guard woke me, and as I flirted on my Ltsand jacket and saddled up, said Ferry was ^ck and

d«'°"" r-' r"^' *° ^''^' -ho h/nded „:i
bacK Gall.^-"' V° ^"""' ^"^""= he has gone

"WdSr;J '1'"°"'' " '""P-" what others?"

muk^S:;^ W?*f''• ^^J°' "^'P^^' Colonel Dis-

H^^ ,
/^ "^''"' ^"J"'" Wall, Mrs. Wall the fourHarper lad-es, and-eh,-let me see, is tha aU ' Tno, the old black man and his daughter! and^i'ltt
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two little mule'! that's all—stop I I was forgetting!
What is that fellow's name we used to know? ah, yes

;

Charlie Toliver!" In a moment he sobered: "Yes,
all will be yonder, and I wait only for Quinn to get
back in the morning, to come myself." In the fulness
of his joy he had to give my horse a parting slap.
"Good-night! good-bye—till to-morrow!"

I galloped away mied with an absurd foreboding that
he was too sure, which may have come wholly from
my bad temper at being started too late to see our
ladies before morning. However, at two that night,
my saddle laid under my head, and haversack under
the saddle, I fell asleep with all Gallatin for my bed-
chamber, the courthouse square for my bed, the sky
for my tester, the pole-star for my taper, hogs for
mosquitoes and a club for a fan.

LXII

A TARRYING BRIDEGROOM

Joyous was the dawn. With their places in the hos-
pital filled for the brief time by Brookhaven friends
here were all our fairs, not to speak of the General!
the Colonel, the Major, idlers of the town and region!
and hospital bummers who had followed up unbidden
and glaringly without wedding-garments. Cecile,
Harry, CamiUe "and others" prepared the church.'
The General kept his tent, the Major rode to Hazle-
hurst, and the Colonel, bruised and stiffened by a late

295



The CavaJier

Roly-poly, whose St^r^' ^""^^ '° Chaplain
us hope they wereS^Z to^.??T

°^ '"'='" ""de
However, .here c^^^^Z^' '''T'''!!^^

''"^
our gaiety ran on only byL mol .

^ ""^-forenoon
was to be at eleven ' At en the "00^

?''"= ^^^ding
jne, with a feror:ious sco-vl "hatlv r

"'''•''''^'' '"''I

have arrived. At half IJt "y, f^P**'" ought to

Major Harper, retur„£;lH*f. "^ ^^'"' •>«
any of a hundred trifl"^ r^l^f'^''''''

^'d, "Oh.
^hort tin,e: he wouldt aTonI" 'r^

'''''"' "'"'" »
passed, the wedding-feast fi^L J wedding-hour
"-ells. Horsemen aLti a few n,f '"'u^'"'

^°°''
came back without tidies Th

"^ """ ^""^ ""^
Ferry's scouts, gaifoped upto theV '°V"-

""'^ "^
presently the Major walked f°

"''.,^"^'-="
« ^nt, and

"P to Charlotte's room to « "!J'
'° '''*' '^^^' «nd

detained by Q„i„„.:r„'-a°iaT '"Tt's^!;^-
T" ""'>'

everyone. ^*'- "« all right," said

er^trd :id'D"SsXr ^^"°^^''- ^^^ ^"-
ean to smell of his drams H."' """ **^ '=»««' be-
and talked apart. Camlirkem^T '"f

""'^ "^"'"l
other men, and atouUwo o-Xr '" ''""' '"'"' *««
with another bit of F^ryWt ^' ^"°*" '^°"""
turned. He had haVoK^. *'"«^'' Quinn had re-

n%ht, had capLred t. bu7 theTr? 7'"'^'"' ° *«
his prisoners in to brigade L ^ '

'"'' ''"'' """
Church, while he retuaStn ^ *"!*""' "' ^nion
With him,

-rtallyt^didi^Sihrohli?^
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fant, at the time of the writW ^""* '"''' ""= '^--

'vean hour. WhereuponTh^^' T' "°' '^P^'^^ t°
that Ferry was on his wayt uT^'

""="' *'°"^'' '-"

"p^r;^;;^Si^Sr:^toof.uo.eep

^oad led ,., throug? 0^^;,^"^'""^ ^'^ ""y. but the
three shady miles before it ll'7'^''°"'"'

^°^ '^° <»
the Natchez Trace aS to t£tft on >

^ "^''^ '° "°-
Spnngs, and at the fork we hatd

"

'I "Y '° ""'°"
«'e'd best go baclc." I menSneH I,-

""'''' ^ ^^^I'""

torrid sun-glare before us tut t "'""'' ^"^ '^e
equal contempt; "No h,.f' f

"""^^ ^oth with
left a ,,u T ' °"' ^ ""Ust go baric- T t>

».«.c<,n,i»s..i„iy^' ™« ;'« ..,1 ». . t^:

«
. *.U 51 ™?',;T •"' '""w™"
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bridge over the embowered creek which ran through
the camping-ground. The water was low and clear,
and the Colonel turned from the bridge as if to cross
beneath it and let his beast drink, yet motioned back
for me to go upon it. As I reached its middle he
came under it in the stream and halted. Guessing his
wish I turned my horse across the bridge and waited.
Gholson was almost within hail before he knew me.
He was a heaving lump of dust, sweat and pain.

" Has Ned Ferry come ? " was his first call. I shook
my head. "Oh, thank God!" he cried with a wild
gesture and sank low in the saddle; but instantly he
roused again: "Oh, don't stop me. Smith; if I once
stop I'm afraid I'll never get to her I"

I stopped him. " Why, Gholson, you're burning up
with fever."

" Yes, I started with a shaking chill. I'm afraid,
every minute, I'll go out of my he.id. Oh, Smith, Oli-
ver's alive I He's alive, he's alive, and I've come to
save his poor wife from a fate worse than death 1

"

" Ghol.snn, you are out of your head."
" Oh, yes, yes, yes ! and yet I know what I'm saying,

I know what I'm saying I

"

"You do not! Gholson, Oliver's been food for
worms these four months. I know he wasn't dead at
Gilmer's

;
but he died—now, let me tell you—he—

"

" Smith, I know the whole story and you know only
half

!

"

" No, no! I know all and you know only half; I
have seen the absolute—

"

" Proofs? no! you saw things taken from the body
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^rL \a
'" *' "^^ »°'"S down to the oty

BSr—^^- "==•aier tnat died of the congestive chill and was buriedby your mother with his face in a blankeT^s keenough mme will be before another day is Z^^lJ^.
Lord, Lord I my head will burst I

"
^°"«-Oh.

.0 my'mXri:!"'"
"'''"''^ ^'=" ^^^^ -"»- "-

"No he never I the other one went to her in .,hoots w.th Oliver, and worked the th ng all t'h ou^hso s to have the news of Oliver's death, so caHed come
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-whol^'ttat?'"'
*'*""' *'" "*'* """ ""^ '"-^°

The Colonel moved from under the bridge, ipurred
up the bank and turned to us with a murderous ,mile.

wS, Ti?\ *""•
'^' '""'« «''^- " H'd to *'»ywith the hangmg-squad to keep his mouth shut, youwas gomg to say, wa'n't you? But you knew Captain

Ferry would be delayed waiting for Quinn, too; yesDoes any one know this now besides us three; notGood, were well met I Smith and me are going toUnion Church, and you'd better go with us; I've got
a job that God A'mighty just built you two saint, fr.dme for; come, never mind Gallatin, Ferry's no. t'' eand when he gets there Heaven ain't a-going to 'stop
that wedding, and hell sha'n't." Gholson had barely
caught his breath to demur when old Dismukes. roaring

cihTn H ^
'^'.*

''"P
'^°^' ^^'^^^ °"' his revolver

aid Ln "t ""l"
' ^'°^' ^"'^ '-''"^"e °ver him

" Come
1'^'"^ blasphemies, yelled into his very teeth

We galloped. A courier from the brigade-camp met
tis, and the Colonel scribbled a purely false explanation
of our absence, begging that no delay be made be-
cause of it. As the man left us, who should come upfrom behud us but Harry, asking what was the mat-

T A u *" '"°"^'' ^°' y°" *° =°'"<= along," said
the Arkansan, and we went two and two, he and Ghol-

Z'^a7 r"/- .^' ''^"'''^ """P "' '""down, and
stopped to feed and rest our horses and to catch anhours sleep. Gholson's fatigue was pitiful, but he
ate like a wolf, slept, and awoke with but little fever.
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The Colonel kept him under hi. eye. forcing on him^e honors of his own board, bed and bot.lf, and a"nme we galloped again.

Between eleven and twelve the Colonel, Harry and
1 were .n a dense wood, moving noiselessly toward adeanng bnlhan.ly lighted by the moon. I was ^ide

our hor,? T- i"
'"' "'^' ^''°''«'" -" holdingour h°"« and w.th cocked revolver detaining a younfmulatto woman from whom the Colonel had exLrtefthe knowledge which had brought us to this spot. Thedeanng was fenced, but was full of autum^ weedsNear the two s.des next us, tilted awry on its highbasement pdlars. loomed an old cotton-^n house £dark shadows falling toward us. A few yards bevo .H

tween the two the titanic arms of the horse-power pr^s
weened broadly downward out of the stiirnSt'skTThe tree was the one which old Lucius Oliver had onTepomted out to me at dawn.

LXIII

SOMETHING I HAVE NEVER TOLD TILL NOW
At the fence I ceased to lead, and we crept near thepn-house from three sides, warily, though all the

w.th dnak. The Colonel stole in alone. He was lost

Sn";.
1

'tn'""" ?' «^^ ~«= they s'medthirty
,
then there pealed upon the stillness an uproari-ous laugh mmgled with oatl,s and curses, soundsTf a

30
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Gholson brought the mulatress. In the feeble r,v.

En. * u"'^:
*'"' *""» '°W<='' »nd revolvertianghng Jrom his right hand, at full cock On 1.

..de crouched Harry and I. on' the olrtde SoZ

J^ottedSSerS--^^^^^^^^
beam just al»ve his face; his eyes blaz^edITo;, theshort interval with the splendor of a hawk's tLdread ,ssue of the hour seemed all at once to have Jen
nTcrtrS I'sa'T

'""= "^'^ "^' °^ ^^^^ana crimes and I saw large extenuation for Charlotte'sg«at mistake From the big Colonel's face, t^ he

trretr^^^^""-"'''-'""^--^"'-
" Ten minutes for prayer is a good while to allnwyou my amiable friend; we ain't heard for oS mZspeaking, are we. Brother Gholson ? Still we'vl Sven

other half we won't force it on you; weVe^ot tWwedding to go to, and I'm afraid we'll UlZ ''

"
The bound man sat like a statue. The slave ^rlwent upon her knees and began to prav for h,r

^
ter,-with whom she had remled'aL eve

'
0^;servant on the place had run off to Z fZ^^I
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wpplicating with a piteous fervor that drew tears down
Harry's checks. " Humph !

" said the Arkansan. still
smiling straight into Oliver's eyes, " she'd better be
thanking God for her freedom, for that's what we're
going to give her to-night; we're going to take her
and your poor old crippled father to the outposts and
turn 'em loose, and if either of 'em ever shows up
inside our lines after to-night, we'll hang 'em. You
fixed the date of your death last June, and we're not
going to let it be changed ; that's when you died. Ain't
It, Gholson? Whoever says it ain't fixes the date
of his own funeral, eh, boys? I take pleasure in telling
you we re not going to hang your fatlier, because I
believe m my bones you'd rather we'd hang him than
not. Mr. Gholson, you're our most pious believer in
obedience to orders; well, I'm going to give you one,
and if you don't make a botch of it I sha'n't have to
make a botch of you ; understand? "

Gholson 's lips moved inaudibly, his jaws set hard
and he blanched; but the Colonel smiled once more'

I ve heard that at one time you said, or implied, that
Captain Ferry had betrayed his office, because when he
had a fair chance to shoot this varmint he omitted for
pnvate reasons, to do it. And I've heard you 'say.
myself, that this isn't your own little private war. So
—just change seats with me."
They exchanged. The slave girl sank forward upon

her face moaning and sobbing. Harry silently wept.
Now, Gholson, you know me ; draw—pistol."
Gholson drew; I grew sick. " Ready,"—Gholson

came to a ready and so did the Colonel ; " aim,"—
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lently fell fonvard; w h a stSd .t;. ' •?'''' ""

to him and drew his head in 1 h 7 ' ^'' 'P""""?

Dall had gone to the heart " Ct.-n •

>"='">«, tne

th.n.. we^l calcine lt^X.^':''ZVv'
''''=' *^

hoSrorrthfot^adTSer-'^- °"°-
girl perched behind^e'St , tf^::;

^
,^'' f

«=

threshold and harartht%t":r/^!-S,^''-'-,^
God A'mighty! Oh, Lawd God A'mighty.^

'
""""

Stop that noise! Gholson, hold the horses Com,

what you cah get into a pillow-case Id ^ "u™
hind .y saddle again; ^'.Z.lXti^^^^^
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this homefs nest too." Harty and I had already run tothe old man's room, and, sure enough, there lay the

bSt-rrbrtr
^ '- ''" ^^"^" '^'' --^^^ »"--

Once more the Arkansan shook his head at the leap-mg flames. Too good, too good for either of ?m
lar^ Here g,rl,"-he reached back and handed her awad of greenbacks,-" here's your dividend; you' e apreferred cred.tor.'' He had rifled the pockets of boththe dead men, and this was their contents. "Nowboys, we 1 dust or we'll be getting shot at by some

st^. h r T'' '^""'"^ '^ fi"^ "orse hid awaysomewhere hereabouts, but we can't help that; come

In due time the Colonel, with the slave girl, and

?a;ette"i'rHf'
°"-'"" "' '"'^^' *"™^d%o'wardFayette and Gholson and I toward the brigade atUmon Church. Then, at last, my old friendS'cSrehg,on.st let his wrath loose. He began with a fl,^

found w.«, Ohver and which he was ordered to tu«
k; ^u. P"^ •"" "=''^"y "tteiance it grew; hebrandished the weapon like a Bedouin, dug the rowellinto h.s overspent beast and curbed him back to h shaunches fisted him about the ears, gnashed with ZI«m of h.s own blows, and howled,Ynd stpod up faAe surrups and cursed again. I had hearrchurchmembers curse, but they were new church-membe7s
«^p converts and their curses were an infant'sS•ng, to th>s. Unwttmgly he caused his horse to suZ
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with one blow a^Tf 1 .

'^' " '" *''*= ^''' ''"d

of his own inextricable infamv AfT !



By Twos. March

LXIV

BY TWOS. MARCH

The Arkansan was happy. " Come up, Legs," he
bawled to me as soon as we were beyond the pickets,
come up from behind there; this ain't no dress

parade."

"Are they married?" I softly asked Harry at the
first opportunity, but he could not tell me. He knew
only that Ferry had been expected to arrive aboin an
hour before midnight; if he arrived later the wed-
ding would be deferred until to-day. On our whole
ride we met no one from Gallatin until near the edge
of the town we passed a smiling rider who called after
us, You-all a-hurryin' for nothin'!"
We dropped to a more dignified gait and moved

gayly m among our gathering friends, asking if we
were m time. "No-ol you're too late!-but stillwe ve waited for you; couldn't help ourselves; she
wouldn t stir without you."
The happy hubbub was bewildering. " Where's this

one?" "Where's that one?" "See here, I'm look-

""n- uc^^u'" "^°^' y°" =•"» ^ SO together-"
Dick Smith! Where's Dick Sm'-Miss Harper wants

you, Smith, up at the bride's door." But Miss Harper
only sent me in to Charlotte.

"Richard, tell me," the fair vision began to say
but there the cloud left her brow. " No," she added
you couldn't look so happy if there were the least
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thing wrong, could you?" Her hfhr.
while her smile brightened »nH

^«"^°"«ng eyes filled

I replied " There'sfmrn '"'t'"'^"'^
'hem squarely

for which thfs w^dinT/J'"'"?
"^°"^' ""' "°' -«

"God bless yT^cSr-'^i:":^:^ TT''yo" may go tell Edgard I am coi^i^g^""'
'""' "°^

ou?tSSe"SL 'r'' ""' "'^"«- -*-
though no charm oS^y^Vf to^orT ''"""
lo" m its dissolution. Yet it' suitfr f "^'"'^ *"'"
Gallatin has perished Ne thlr

^ ^''"''' '^^ °'^

nor fever were the death 0/^*^' "^ ^^"''"'' ^°^
hurst sapped its life t '

*''^ '^''^«"1 and Hazle-

trip for o^compit_fo?c?T" '^°' °" '^ ''"^'°«''

several miles oufoTmy w^rS^'r"^'-^ ^^"'
timber, not a brick o^^th? tf

"^ ''"^ 'P°'- Not a

Where the court-tousehaJs n .
'°""*^-''='* "="^'"-d-

snuff. But that waf fht . J^
molasses, shoes and

my back on t Tas ij Lhe' uoT','
'"' "^ '"""'"^

the wedding, the feas^ fh ' «
"^ "^ '°"«^ P^"* ^^-^ne^

toast to the Wdal2 and thT r"*^"'
*^ ^"^^"'^

bumper to their posterit'v ! Tt ^T'^^y"^
^°''^»^'-''
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moment"; into their saddles went the General, the
Colonel the Major and the aide-de-camp, and thun-
dered off across the bridge in the woods; Charlotte
came back m riding-habit, and here was my horse with
her saddle on him, and the Harpers and Mrs. Wall
daspmg and kissing her; and now her foot was in
Fen jr's hand and up she sprang to her .-at, he vaulted
to his, and away they galloped side by side, he for the
uttermost front of reconnoissance and assault, she for
the slow but successful uplifting of Sergeant Jim back
to health and into his place in the train of our hero and
hers In the little leather-curtained wagon, with the
old black man and his daughter, and all her mistress's
small belongings, and with my saddle and bridle I fol-
lowed on to the house where lay the sergeant, and
where my horse would be waiting to b-xr me on to
Ferry's scouts.

I saw the Harpers only twice again before the
war was over. Nearly all winter our soldiering was
down m the Felicianas, but by February we were
cMce more at Big Black when Sherman with ten
thousand of his destroyers swarmed out of Vicks-
burg on his great raid to Meridian. Three or four
mounted brigades were all that we could gather, and
when we had fought our fiercest we had only fought
the tide with a broom ; it went back when it was ready
a month later, leaving what a wake ! The Harpers set
up a pretty home in Jackson, where both Harr, and
Gholson were occasional visitors, on errands more or
less real to department headquarters in that State capi-
tal; yet Harry and Cecile did not wed until after the
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outer law of m,n
'°"''' ""^'='" "« beyond the

for.™ .„„ fc ,„, .. . p^iu':^'^*"
~f
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watch the fading sparks slowly sink and melt into dark-

ness. The General, the Major, his brother, their sister,

my mother, Quinn, Kendall, Sergeant Jim, the Ses-

sionses, the Walls—do not inquire too closely; some
have vanished already, and soon all will be gone ; then
—another rocket; it is the only way, and why is it

not a good one? Harry and Cecile—yes, they still

shine, in " dear old New Orleans." Camille kept me
on the tenter-hooks while she " turned away her eyes

"

for years ; but one evening when we were reading an
ancient book together out dropped those same old

sweet-pea blossoms ; whereupon I took her hand and

—

I have it yet. There, we have counted the last spa.-k

—

stop, no ! two lights beam out again ; Edgard and Char-
lotte, our neighbors and dearest friends through all our
life; they glow with nobility and loveliness yet, as

they did in those yoimg days when his sword led our
dying fortunes, and she, in her gypsy wagon, followed

them, binding the torn wound, and bathing the aching
bruise and fevered head. Oh, Ned Ferry, my long-

loved partner, as dear a leader still as ever you were
in the days of bloody death, life's choicest gifts be
yours, and be hers whose sons and daughters are yours,
and the eldest and tallest of whom is the one you and
she have named Richard.

3"




