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THE BOY FROM VIRGINIA.

A Story of Decoration Day.

NY WILLIAM MURRAY GRAYDON

(Coprright, 185) [
On the afternoon of the 20th of May a
dozen boye, ranging in age from 15 to 17,
wure grouped in ftront of the Harrisville |
High school, which had Just been dismissed. |
They scemed to be all trying to talk at once, |

and the loudest and noisiest of them was
Willard Manning. |

This Ind was o acknowledged  leadsy
among LWis schoolmates, and ho had by Il”|
means n kmall opinion of bis own mport- |
tance. His mother was wealthy and l1\'-|=!
in a Ane mansion in the most faghionable |

part of the town. Hin father hail been Killud

st Chancellorssille while fghting for the |
rolon, and hin widow nod sun were Justly |
proud aof his gallant recard

At heart Willurd had many good quall
thos, and It was unfortunate that ctecum- i

stinces abould have combined to stifle and
HWide them under a mask of pride and wrro-
gnne, e wan sbmply w» spoilt  child
Though the war wis slcteen yoars In the
pust, he cherished o boyish hatred of the |
south for the sake of the fathor whom he
conld pot remomber. He had inherited a
taste for soldiering, and was the captain of
a Juvenile military organization ealled the
Harrlsville Cadets, whose neat blue unl-
forms and lightwelght rifles were malnly
Aue to his Nherality.

The group of hoys in front of the
schonl house all belonged to the Cadets,
and some of them were tho sons of soldiers

who had died  for the wunion, Toinur-
row  was Liecoration day, and they
wors  disousping  the part they weros o

toke In this great event, to which they had
been looking forward for months.

There wns one exception. Over on the
pchool steps sat a handsome, dark-featurad
nd, neatly bLut Inexpensively dresgsd, and

with a look of honesty and trath in bis decp
Brown eves. Lee Curtls hald bagun to attend

— —

her baby boy. Put she had a fixed purpose
in mind, and did not lose slght of It. Years
afterward she returned to Viegin'a, #old a

smull property belonglng to her there, and
finally came north to Hareriaville, Here, close
to the remuins of her beloved dead, ahe
hoped that her scanty means woald permit
and her son to Hve. The firet thing she
1 wae to order a fitting headstons for her
hushand's grave, which had been marked only
by & mtand

her

Decaration day dawned bright 2nd clear,
pnd AL an early hour the streeld of the town
were atiecing with 1ife and scommotion. After
bre \ thelr usual custom, Willnrd
and bk mother drove cat to the cemetery (o
put flowers on Captaln Manning's grave, Mra
Muanning was In a very sober mood, and Wil-

lord fudeed from her absent expression that

shid was thinking s much of her lost brother
w of her dead bushand., The subject was
one that the lad dared not spenk about, but

e Knew thut his upele had Deon cast off by
his family before the war, and he had some
repson to think that he fought ngminst the
unton

While his mother was strewing the floral
tribiutes on the handsome monument of her
husband  Willand moved  over to a mound
abiout twenty feet away, wherg twb men
were erecting a marble headstone, It was
plain but massive and the lad could make
out part of the lettering: "To the memary
of Lieutenant Reginald Curtls, Tth Virginia
Cavalry—"'

“Taeo Curtis' father,' sald Willard to him-
self. “It's a shame to have a stone like
that here!” With a burning sense of re-
gentment ho turned back apd joined his
mother. When they returned to town the
atreets wore filling up with country people
and eltizans, and bands of musle and drum
vorps were ndding to the general din

At 2 o'clock the great procession stacted,
elose pressed by a host of enthusiastic ad-
mirers In front pranced the governor's
troop of cavalry, gay in blue and vellow
Then lollowed the governor af the state Nim-
self, riding in an opn ecartlage. and afer
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gchool only two months before, at whick

time he aml his widowed mother had moved
from Virginla to Harpiswville,

They were evidently poor, for they lived
in a tiny cottage on a shnbby street, | BT
was reserved by nature, and partly for this

repson, parly because he was o southerner,
hin gchoolmales held aloof from him, Lreat-
fue him with chilling indifference. Though
the lnd did not suspect it, his soeinl ostra-
elmm was malnly due to Willard Manning.

Laeo was Untening to the conversation with
more interest than his face indicated, and
the eager words of the lads, with whom he
wan not In tonch or sympathy, flled his
howrt with a loneliness more bitter than he
hiad ever known bhefore, and made him fecl
Hie an exile in o Toreign land,

“1 hope it will be cleay tomarrow.” Tom
Dane was saying. “This Docoration day s

golng Lo beat the record. Just Lhink of
murching with the governor!™

“What o shamo if 4t rains,'' rveplied Jim
Crossman. “Tou know bhow It pourcd last
yoar.”

“pPshaw, of course It wou't raln," exclaimenl
Willard., “Look at that blue sky, and the
wind from the west. 1t's golng to be the

finest kind of & day, and that's why 1 wanl

a (ol turnout. 1t was provoking of Andy
Moendows (o get wick at such a time. Do you
fellows kuow any oue that caa take his
place?"”

There was n moment of silence. The hoys
shook their beads, and uo one spolie. Then
T.es Curtis, moved by a sudden Impulse,
sprang to his fest and came forward with

flushied checks,

“Do you think T would do, Willard?" he
asked., *1 bhad a Htile military training at a
schual in Virginia. I'd love to march with
the cadets, -1 you don’t mind.*

Some of the bhoys lavghed alowd and Wil-
lard's lips eurled in & smile of garcusm, ‘Why,
you're {romn the south,” he replisd doubtfully.
Sand we'rk golng out tomorrow o decorati

the graves of union soldiers, Didu't you
know thut?'”
Len  nodted. “My fallier was a soldler,

koo, he sald, “and he's uricd out there
geiiviery.”’

“Yiotrr fatlier a goldler®” exclalmed Willard
and buried oput Rere in out cuwietery T Wihere

la the

wits e Kiled ™™
“He was wonnded snd taken prisones at
Gotlysbarg.”" repliod Les, “and Lthey Lrougli

him bere o the §
“Taken priwn

spital, where he died."

at Gettysburg!™ Willard
eriod tnoa tons snger and meorn. “Then ho
wak A4 rebel. You must be erazy
Lo talk #bout marching with the Cadets.™

Loe's cliveks Bushed a deoper red. “Why,
the war s over long neo,” he mald, “and
north and south wre at peace. 1—1 didn't
think—""

“That's  enough,” Willard  Interrupted
curtly. “Peace or mo psace, the noril don't
forget, Your father has no businoss out in
our cemotery, and 1 don't understs why
h-- wna put theri He was 4 traltor and a

rebel and belped 1o K our fathers.”
“That's so.' "Ity a shame,” exelalmed
sevoral of the boys
Lo steppod wiekly forwatd, a fash of
anger in his oyes, My [ather way as irue
gl brave a man as yours. Willard Man
niog.” e sald du a husky tone. “Don't

yun dare w slander his memory.”

“IHe was a rabel, 1 toll yon," Willard oried
hatly, and Wthng hix hand he struck lae &
sminrt Mow on the cheek,

The sovthern lad recolled and k's faoe
turned pale.  He clincbod his tets, and then
owered thom,

“Coward " sneered Wilard, and his com-
punions took up the taumt

“If 1 sboukl sivike you back 1 would be a
aoward,” sald Lev, In a low tone, aud turn
ng guickiy ho walked avaw, followed by
shouts of wocking lavghter and ridirule.

Thera wero tearn fu the lad's eves, aud
bittarness of griol and passion at his heart
He waudered about in seciuded strects for
anlf an hour, and Hoally went home to supe
per with the resolve to make no mention of
what had happeocd to Wie mother.

What Lee had told the bove was true. His
mther, Licutennnt Curtle, was brought 1o the
darrisville hoeplial, atter the buttle of Getrys-
surg, Im a dellrlum of fevor caused by severs
woundas, He divd without recovering oou-
sclousnens, and his H=utity was esiablslied
3y papers found om NiR person. Ha woa
purivd o the town cemetery, close 0 Lo
graves of umnion soldiers, and his aame and
ssiting place wore noled In the goveramosnt
anordu.

Thus the wite, Ingniring for the missing
Ausband, bearued the sad news at hor humble
aome W Viegink. She sould not come north
#t tha thine, &s oo invalld alster In Loulsiana
aoaded ber eare, and thlther she went with

| him came the town company of the National

Guard, the trim ranks of the Cadets and the
grizeled veterans of the Grand Army posts,

Sad, sweet musie was played along the
way, and halfl an hour’s march bhrought the
procession to the City of the Dead. Here
the toops and veterans wore drawn up in
long line opposite the graves of the soldiers
they had come to honor, and after the gov.
prnor had made o brief and stirring address
tha Cadets and the company of the National
Guard fired o salute.

As the wvolley rang out Willard stepped
& few feet In fropt of Wiy eommand, watch-
ing with swelllng heart his father's monu-
ment taking a shape amiid the drifting smoke
He dAld pet hear a lomd commotion to one
glde, or the furlous clatler of hoofs. Not
until & warning volce shouted his own namdo
did he glance around, and then he was hor-
rifledd to see the trumpeter’s horse of the
governor's Lroop bearing straight down upon
hit. The rifie volley had terrified the animal
and 1t wus beyond it's rider’s control

The imminence of his perll domed WII
ard. He turmed thie way aud that, started
to run, and fell heavily over a stone. As he
rose to his knees and glanced hack he gave
o loud ery of fear; the maddened steed was
within »six feet of him.

But  before the lron-shod thoofs ecould
trample the lile out of the helplezs lad a
slim figure darted forward from one side,
It was Lee Curtis, By an aglle and daring
leap he eaught the horse’s bridle, and hung
on grimly. The brute swerved a little to one
side, narrowly clearing Willard, and went
plunging on it's course, swinging Lee from
slde to side in the air,

An Instant later the lad's hold was hroken
by n terrille Jerk, and as he fell in the soft
grass the hoofs missed him. He rose and

slipped away, almost unnoticed In the wild
rush of soldiers and ecivillans after the
fugitlve stemd.

Lo Curtis, |

Bome of his own ecompany helped Willard
Iup. He was pale and trembling, but not
In the least hurt. He stood as one dazed

for a moment, while the exeited erowd rushoed

| by, OF to the left there was loud cheoring
| and some one shouted that the horse was
! caught

1t was Les Curtls that saved you." sald
| Tom Dane

“Mucklest
Crowsman,

thing I ever saw,” added Jim

Willard did mnot reply, Looking over
| toward the graves e saw” Lee standing by
the nowly placed stone, close to a #1lm

woman In black. A mulden sense of shame

and contrition overwhalmed him and he
wondered how he could bhave bhebhaved so
| meanls He realized, too, thot ho had
ntterly mistaken the true and forgiving

meaning of Decorstion day.
“LAvutenant Dane he sald, “please take
compnand of the company.” Then he strode
| quickly over the griss to his father's monu-

I wen how cruel
alded with them!
in thowe days—"
“Why speak of It now, Emma?" her brother
Auld gently, “'Let us forget the past—at least
thut part of 11, 1 am glad to know thal my
parenis forgave me before they died, and now
that T have found you and Willard 1 fael that
I have something left to live for, My life has
been a Black since 1 Jost my wife and child—"*
He paused abruptly. While speaking he
had glanced around, and his eyes now rested
an the marble elab, He stepped toward It as
one (n & dream,

“Ldeutenant Reginald Curils, Seventh Vir-
ginla cavalry!" he muttersd hoarsely. "My
own name! My own tombetone! What does
thix mean? Am I going mad?"

Mre. Manoning gave a littie cry, and Leo's
mother, with one glanee at the bearded
mtratigor, turned deathly pale. “Reginald!™
whe gasped, tottering forward (0 a swool.

Fie caught her before she could fall and
strained her to his breast, “Lucy! My wife!”
he érial. “"Thanik God! Thank God.

“You surely can't be my father, sir?"" ex-
claimed Loe.

my parenis were, And I
There was bitter feeling

“Yes, 1 am your father, my dear boy, The
dead have come lo Mir=*

“Phen you are my cousin, Les'" declared
Willard, “And I'm gisd of it. This is the

mogt wonderfal thing that ever happened!"
Indeed, It all geomed too strang: and won-
derful to be true, but there was no mistake
ubhout It As a ocurlous crowd was gathering
Mr. Curtls lifted his wife Into the carriage,
and  Lec followed with Willard and Mrs,
Manning,

Joy seldom  kills, and befare the party
reached home Lee's mother had recovered
from her swoon and wuas able to realize the
great happiness that had come to her and her
son.

“It's a strangs story,'” explained Mr. Cur-
tis, “but not & very long one, T was shot in
the breast on the fleld of Gettyshurg and be.
Heved mysslf to be dying. A fellow offfeer
happened along and 1 bogged him to thke
my letiers and papéfs and send thom to my
wife, Poor Carson, it was e who died in the
hoepital and now lies here dader my pams,"
“Well, after Carson left me, and hurried
back to hix eommand, | was trampled Into
neonseiousnoss by a runaway horse, The
next thing I koew 1T was lying in bed in a
Pennsylvania farm house, The old couple who
lived there wero Quakers, and they nursed
me back to health and strengih. It was six
motths before 1 was well, and for almost as
long a time my memory wis gone. Tt sud-
donly returned one day, and thiat very nlght
I ploked up o paper contaiping an arcosnt of
noratlrond aecident In Vieginla, In which Mra.
Iteginal Curtls and her baby woere kitled—"

“Iowas aunother Mrs. Curtis,”” interrupted
his wife “I had intended golng on that
train and that's how the mistake was made.”™

Well, T helfeved 1" resumed Mr, Curtls
‘I was a broken-hearted man, and no longer
had any ties Lo bind me to thls countey, 1
deifted east, and then to Sonth Amerlea,
where [ finally enguged In busipness. A
there T have boen ever sinee. Two months
ago | suddenly tired of it all. I sald my
plantations in Brazfl Tor a fortune and came
lwme to hunt up my parcnls and sister. 1t
wax surely providenece that guided me here
tittay, 1 doubt I there s a happier man in
the world, My wife and boy roestored to
me! My sister  alive!l—theése are  groater
mercies than I deserve.”
There Is little more to tell
parid hie family settled down
and Lee and Wilard betame the best of
el amd cousins, They are grown up
mon pow=Tfar these things happened somt
vours aggos=and ns each Decoration day rolls
aronnd they celebrate 1t In the true a&nd
fitting spirit of the oceasion, remombering
ihint mears of the war are long since healed
and that the heroes of north and south
WMke are deserving of reapect and honor,

Nor do they forget to strow flowers upon
the erave of the Virginla ocavalryman, the
hepdstone aver swhilch now bears the rightful
name of the seldier who lies beneath the
fodl,

Me. Curtin
in Harrigvilie
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ACHICKAMALUGA BOY,

He Exchanged Uniforms with a Dend Con-
federate Soldier Lad and Eseapod,

HY JAMES R. GILMORE, EDMUND KIRK,
(Copyrighted, 186850)

The father of the boy of whom I write
was the president of a western college, who,
when the civil war broke owt, volunteered,
with a large number of his students, in the
union army. His gon, then a lad of only 12
vours, pleaded to be allowed to go to the
front with his father, but the [ather refused
until he had himself been in active service
with the army more than a year, and had
risen to the command of hia regiment. Then
he took Willie—which was his son's namée—
plong as a drummer boy.

The boy had been at the front not more
thun n week when the army came In pres-

ence of the enemy, and was drawn up in
two long lines lo recelve an attack. When
ag army is moving druommer boys and

other musicinns march at the head of their
regiments, but when it goes into battie they
are sent Lo the rear to care for the wounded.
On this occasion, however, Willie's father
rode along the lines to encourage his sol-
diers to act like men, and he caught sight
of the lttle drummer boy, standing with
his drum over his shoulder, at the very head
of the column, .

"We arg golng Into the Aght, my son,”
gald the father. *“Your place is at the rear.”

“But, If 1 go back there, father," answered
the toy, “everybody will say I am a
coward,'

“yWell, Will," sald the father, "‘stay where
yan nre’

e siayed there, and when the attack began
he handled a gun as well as any member of
the regiment, The bullets whistled, and the
shells burst all around him, but he came out
uninjured. In the midst of the fight, when
the unlon men were going down before the
storm of lead, as blades of grass go down
before a storm of hail, ono of the regimental
orderlios was swept from his saddle by & can-
non ball, and his horge went galloping madly
over Lhe battlefield, Willle, leaving the
ranks, caught the frightened animal., and
sprang Into the dead man's saddle. Riding

then up to his father, he seld; *“Father, I'm
tired of dromming—1'd rather earry your
orilere.*

He was then only 14 yeara old, bunt after

that, in most of the great batiles of the south.
wont, he acted ns orderly for the brave
eolonel, his father, carrving his messages
through the flery storm, and riding unharmed
up to the very cannon’s mouth, untll he was
taken prisomer by the econfederates on the
bloody fAeld of Chilckamauga.
I

ANl day long on that terrible Saturday, he
rode through the fight by the side of his
father, and at night luy dowo on the ground
th dream of his MWome and hiz mother. The
battle prused when the sun went down, but
ot long after It rose on the following day,
redt mnd ghastly In the foggy air, the faint
ornck of musketry, and the heavy roar of ar
tillery, sounding nearly threo miles away,
told  that the brave men under General
Thomas were meeting the desperate ansets of
the enemy, Flervely the confederates hroke
Againel their ranks, til they rolled away In
broken waves upon the union center, where
the young orderly was with his regiment
Battle and disease had thinnel thelr ranks,
il from 1,000 they had dwindled to searcely
400, but bravely they stood up to meel the

| ment, and choge from the decoratinns upon
It two handsome wreaths and a bunch of
| Hlles. With these In one hand he softly
| approached the bumble grave of the eon-
lleduulu- cavalryiman., Lees, hear the fool-
| stepa, turned wround with a smile

[ Willard touwched him on  the shomlder,
“"Won't you forgive me, old fellow?® he

| s, in o8 broken voles, I behaved shames
fully to you vesteridayv, and today you saved
my life at the risk of your own I can't
Ih-ll you how sorry | am, hit-—=but here are
some flowers for your Inther's grave. He
was a brave soldier, I'm aure, and you
ought to be just as proud of bim as 1 am of
my own father.*

Lec'u eyves filled with tears s he warmly
clasped the hand that the other offered him

“It"s all right,” he whispered. *“‘Don't - say
any wore, Willard, Therc's nothing to
| forglve, Thie I8 my mothor, Let me ntro-
duce you."

The lady had just turnod a sweet, tear-
stained face toward Willsrd when a ecarriage
slopped close by, and out of It stepped Mrs
Manuling and a tall, bandporue gentlewan
with an Iran-grmy mustache and beard,

“Yes, bere be in'" sald Mrs. Manning, in
a vuice that shook with emotion. ““Willard,
| this Is your nucle,” she added, approachiug
hor son, and pearcely notlviug the presepce
of strangers In her agitution,

“My uncle?™ Willard gasped, a» the gons
tleman clasped bs hands in a tgh! squeeze.

I “Yes, my uvwn d brotlier,"” sald Mrs

A
Manpig, *“He bas come back at last, He has
forgiven the past, and there was much to for-
glve, Willard., You pever heard the story,
His family cast him off bechose he Insisted
on keeplng his cugngement to & Virginia girl
whom he bad met In the north, He went
sourth and married her at the begioning of
the war, and 1 bave sever heard of bim slnce.

wild shoek that was coming,

| Soon the colonel’s horee went down, and
igl\ing him hi= own, Willle horried to the
rear for another. He had scarcely rejoined
the ranks, when on they came—ihe stal-
| wart rangers of Texas and Arkansas—rid-
| ing over the brigades of Davis and Van

: Cleve, and the divislon of the gallant Sherl-
| dan, as If they were only standing wheat
| all ripn for the mowing. Ooe-half of the
colpnel’s reglinent were on  the ground,
wounnded or dying; but the remainder stood
| up, wnmoved in the flery hurricane that was
| swoeping around them. Such men can die,
but their legs are aot fashiooed for running
Boen both thelr Aanks were enveloped in
flame, and a terrible volley burst out of the

smoke, and again the colonel went to the
grovnd o the midst of his heroes.
The boy spirang to his side, sayving: "Are

you dead, futher, or only wounded?"
UNeither, iny boy.” answered the iron man,
aé he clutehed the bridle of a riderless horse,

and sprang Mmto the smply naddle. Two
horses had been shot under him, and 200
of his mes had gone down never (o rlae

agaly, byt stil he sat unmoved o the awful
trnpest. At last the fire grew even holter;
ong unbroksn sheet of fame enveloped the
little band, and atep by step, with their faces
to the cnemy, they were swopt back by the
mere foree of numbers. Then the father
sald to the won: “Go, my boy, to the rear,
ne fast an your horse can earry you.'

“L can't father,” aoswered the lad, “you
may be wounded.”

“Never mind me; think of your mother,
Go," said the father, peremptorily.

Obedience had been the rule of th¥ boy's

iife, and um!'_ rning his horse's head, hlie
rode back to the' hospltal.®

*Note—Tuly Jpeident in thus related by
Bonjamin B Fiylor, the post-editor of the
Chicago Journal, who had personal knowl-
edgs of the plecumstances, Writihg to his
Journal from the bloody field on that terrible
Sunday, he Raid. “Beside the colonel of the
Seventy-thicd Hinots rode his son, a lad of
13; a brighf, trave Hitle fellow, who be-
lleved In his fether and feared nothing
Right up to,the enemy—right up anywhere—
If the father went, there went the boy; but
when the hpllety swept In shoets and grape
and canister. cut ragged roads through the
columns of hlue and plashed them with red,
the father bada the young orderly out of the
flory gust.  The little fellow whesled his
horse, und rode for the hospital, ‘The hospital
was vaptured, and the boy a prisoner.”

The was n few tents clustered
pmong the trpes, n short distance in the
rear, and thither the union wounded were
being conveyad as fast an the few medical
attendants could earry them. There the
hoy dismounted and sot about doing all
he could for the suwfferers. While thus en-
gaged he gaw the remnant of his father's
reglment emergs from the cloud of Name
and fall slowly back toward the woods
belind them. In a  moment a horde of
rangers poured down on thelr two flanks to
to envelop the Jitle band of heroos The
hoy, at a glanes, took In his own danger.
The hospital would inevitably be surrounded

hospital

CHICKAMAUGA BOY,

nid all in It _eaptured, Springing upon the
back of the nearest horsie, he put spurs to its
sides and bounded away toward the nearest
forcet, Bul it was o clitmsy beast, not the
blooded animal that had borne him so nobly
through the day's confiiet. Slowly It trotted
alomg, thoudy ghe rowels plerced its flanks
till the Blosd sat gown them. The forest was
sl o long wWays alf  when the fangers caugls
slght of the oy and the eleepy animal and
giva chase, -‘{rnn;htahlup: their earbines and
yelling furiond « The boy heard the shouts
and slung hithgelfiatong the fank of his horse
1o be out of the rangs of bullets; but not
one of the rangers offered to fire or even
lited his carbioe) for there (s something In
thie breasts §f tHe roughest men that puts
them o love with daring; and this running
with a scoreybf rifles following at one's heels
Is about as r{.‘;ngrmu:« as a steeplechnse over
a country filked; with pitfalls and torpedoes,

Soon the rAngkrs’ fleet steeds encircled the
boy's clumsy hulmal, and one of them selzed
his bridle, erfing out: “Yer 4 bully un; jest
the plucklesg ¢hiunk of & boy 1 ever seed."

Willle wasdnow a prisoner, and prudence
counseled hlm to make the best of a bad bus-
Iness; so h('.-.ﬂll}ri nimbly to the ground, and
coally ans r “Give me a hondred yvards
the start, MWD I'1l get away yet—Ii{ my
horse is slower than a turtle”

“I'm durped if wo won't,"” shouted the man.
“1 say, fellers, give the boy forty rod, and let
him go scot free If he gits fust ler th' tim-
her.*

"“"None uv
other, who,

yer nonsense, Tom," w#aid
from his clothes, seemed somme
petty officsr., “Lanck at the boys cloes? He's
#on ter some uv the big "vwus, 1’1 bet high
he Blongs ter ole Linkom hisself. I say,
young ‘un, hain't ye ole Linkum's boy?"

“1 reckon!” answered Willle, loughlong, In
spite of his unpleasant surroundings.

But what he sald in jest was received In
earnest; and with a suppressed chuckle the
man sald: “1 knowed it Fellers, he's
good for a hundred thousand—so, lets keep
n bright eye on him.*

They bore him back to the hospital and
the leader of the rangers, riding up to the
officer in charge of the prisoners, said; 1
sny, cunnel, we're cotched a fish yere as is
wiith ecatchin'—one uy ole Linkum’'s sons.”

The ofMeer serutinized Willle closely angd
then asked: “Are you President Lincoln's
son 7"

“Na, sir,”" answered Willie,
one of Lincoln's boys.™

“Ye tolled me yer was, ye young bound,"
eried the ranger, breaking into a storm of
unprintable adjectives.

“No, T did not,” said Willie, looking him
coolly in the face. *'I let you decelve your-
self, that was all.*”

The colonel, who had burst into-a fit of
laughter, now turned upon the rangers sav-
agely, “You're a set of cowards,” be sald.
“You have got this up to get out of the
ficht. Back to the ranks, every one of you,
Ol Bragg has a way of dealing with such
skulkers as you are."

111,

About a thousand wounded men, under
guard of two companies of confederate sol-
diers, were collected in an open field not far
from the hospital, amnd, with them, without
food, without shelter, and with nothing but
the hard ground te lie on, the boy réemained
till the nest morning, At nlght he lay down
to rest In the crotch of a fence and counted

an=

“but 1 am

the starg, as ono by one they came out io
‘the sky, telling the Great All-Father who
hus Nix home In the high heavens, hut

ocomes down to visit and relieve his heart-
woary children who are wandering bere on
the earth Was he not heart-wenry—heart-
weary with thinking of his home and his
mother, whao soon would be sorrowing for
her only =on. lost amid the wild storm of
battie? And would not God vislt and re-
Neve him? A he thought of this he
prayved; and even as he prayed, a dark eloud
broke away over his head, and the norih
stur came out ard looked down, as if sent
by the Good Father to guide him homeward.

He watched the star growing brighter and
brighter, unth ita rays stole into his soul,
lighting all fts" dark corners: and then he
sank to wleep and dreamed that a white-
robed angel came and bore him away, above
the tree topd, “to his father's tent beyond
the mountalss

In the murri'n'; he awoke hopeful and wtout-
hearted, Korellpg down, he prayed again;
and then a blan of eacape came to him—
elear and digtinet'as ever plan of bLattle came
to & general? He did not think it out; It
Rashaod upon Mm dike a beam of Hght break-
Inge Into a dark room, or like & world-stirring
thought flashéng o the soul of genius from
the source of all thought In the heavins.
But this thougbt, was not to stir the world;
It was only to, spr o small boy's legs, and
make him & gpang la resource and resolution,
Leng he- pondeped wpon it turning it round
and round, aad Jooking at It from all sides;
and then he st about working it out nto ac-
tion,

The offiger commnnding the guard wae a
mijd-mannersd man, with pleasant features,
and a kindly heart, though he had so spvere-
ly weored the rangers Him the boy ace
costed as he made his morning round among
the prisoners “You seem to be sbort-
handed at the hospital, &ir,”" he =sald, 1
bave dome such work, and would be glad to
be of service to you."

“You're a good boy to think of it." replisd
the offieer—"too good to he one of Lincoln's
boys,"and he Imughed heartily at the recol-
lection “PBut, won't you try to get away
it 1 ket you go there?"

“l cam't promise.” sald Willle
wouldn't If you wers a prisoner.”

“No, | woulle'L" answered the olficer.
“But it won't be safe [or you to try Some
of our men are wild felows, and they would
shoot you as soon s they would a sqguirrel.
The Unlon lines are now ten miles away, and

“You
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our men are thicker than the fleas In this
cornfield."”

“I'd rother not be shot. 1'd sooner be a
prisoner,” sald Willie, smiling.

“You're a sensible lad. I'll let you into

the hospital, and you may get away If you |

J =

“"You served them right, my little fellow,* |

can; but If you are shot, don't lay it to me.”

The officer gave Willie in charge of Dr.
Flurburt, who was chief surgeon of the
hospital,. He was a humane, kind-hearted
man, and be lauvghed heartily at the story of
the boy's capture by the rangers.

he siaid, “and you are smart—asmart enough
to be a surgeon. There is plenty to do here,

and if you go Lo work with a will, I'll say a |

good word for you'

And the surgeon did, and Willie's father
sent his thanks across muany lesgues of hos-
tle country.

IV.

The hospital was a lttle village of tenta
soeattored about among the treex, and In |t
were nearly a thousand union and vonfed.
ernte soldiers, all of them wounded, some of
them dying. Among them Willie worked for
a fortnlght. He scraped lint  for  their
wounds, bound bandages about thelr Hmbs,
held water to thelr parched Hps, wrote last
words to their faraway friepds, and spoke
words of hope to them as they groped their

way through the dark valley that leads to the |

hereafter—for he had been taught to belleve
that there is & great and good
rules both In this world and in that.

Among the wounded was one in whom
Willie took especlal Interest—a bright-eyed
fair-haired boy. not much older than him-
gelf, who had been fatally hurt In the great
battle, He was a confederate boy and he
had gone Into the war with the same pur-
pose as Willie, to do all he could for what
he thought was freedom. He had been told
that the north wanted to enslave the south,
and his soul rose in strong resclve to give
his young life, If need were, to beat bark
his country’s Invaders. In all this he was
mistaken: but only an demagoguce will say
the spirit which moved him was not as noble
as led many a northern youth to be a martyr
for liberty, Young, as he was, he had been
In half a dozen battles, and in the bloody
strugigle of Chickamaugan had fallen plerced
with two unjon bullets,  For two days and
nights he lay on the battleflold before he
was discoverad by the party of men who had
Broughit bhim to the hospital, Willie helped
to bear bim from the ambulance, and to
lay him down on a blanket in one of the
teuts, and then he went for the chief sur-
gton. A ball had entered his  wside and
another had erushed the bones of the ankle.
His leg had to came off, aud the amputation,
the long exposure and loss of bleod rendered
his recovery hopeless. Thoe kindhearted sur-
geon aald this o Willle, as he finlshed the
opération and bade bim tell It to the con-
federate lad as gontly as was possitle, Willle
did this snd the womnded boy answered
calmly, "For two days | have been expecting
this and I am willing to gd; for, doubltless,
there is work for me in the other lite.”

He lingered for a weok, every day grow-
Iug weaker and weaker, and then he sank
to smleep as gently as the witer drop sinks
into the ocean. A few hours before he died
he sent for Willle and sald te him, “You
have been-very goud 10 me, and as far as
I can, I would return your kKindness, My
clothes are under my pillow, Toake them
when | am gone. They may belp you to
get back to your mother I am golng soon
Stay with me until I de"

v

They lald his body away In the ground and
Willle went about his work; but something
loving and pure had goone out of his lile,
leaving him lone and heart-weary,

1 would like to tell all the details of Wil-
lie's escape—how he dressed limsell In the
confederate boy's olothes, and one cloudy
night boldly passed the sentinels at the hos-
pital; bow be fell in with several squads of
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confederate noldiers, was questionad by them
and got sately away, because of his gray
unifarm; how on his hands and knees he
crept  beyond the outmost  econfederate
pickets, and after wandering In the woods

two days and nights, with only the sun by |

day and the porth star by night, to gulde
him, be got within the unfon lines, and
worn out with walking he lay down under a
troe by the romdside and slept soundiy til)
toward the following night I will only
say that Willle was rouscd from his slumbers

under the tree by someone shaking him
by the shoulder, Lodtking up he maw &
small party of upion cavalry and the or

derly who bhud awakened hlm sald, “What
ure you dolng here, iy young gray back?
Just then Willle caurht sight of a famillar
face—that of his mother's own brother,
Colonel Mclantyre, of the Farty-second rogl
hement of Indlana infantry “Why. unele.'
he shouted, “don't you know e

In a momant he was-ecated behilnd on his
uncle's horse and on Wls way to hls father,
I shall not recount the anxlety of that
futlier nor the peralstent search which ke
and™all that was left of his regiinent kept
up during tho long fortnight for tidings of

the lost boy In every cncampment of the
army in front of Chattanooga. Many and
cotiflicting reports came to  the agonized

father but the only certaln Udings wers thal
the hospital lad been captured and Willle
hsd been flung out, a lHttle wall, on the tur-

bulent wea of Dbattle. Was he living or
dead—well or wounded? Who could 1ell
bim* And what tule could he bear to the

boy's mother? These were the guestions
that knocked at the father's bsart, drove
wesp from his eyelids, and mads suspeuse
& horror scarcely to be endured He had
sat on this lest day every hour In hls tent

lHstening to overy coming foutste] and
dreading the appronth of ulght when he
folt that he could no longer delay writlng

to the boy's mother, Then, Just s the
sinking sun was touching the tops of the
far off trees, there was a great shout out-
side bis temt, the rapld footsteps of more
thaos 100 men, spd WiHlie burst doto i,
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followed by one-half of the regimeat. The
boy threw his arms aboul his fuibher's pock,
and then the broozed ecolopel, who bad s «
often ridden wnmoved thromgh the storm ef,
shiot and shell, bowed his head and w

Hke a ehild; for this, bis son that was d

was alive again—thst was jost, wun tguad.




