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LETTER TO THE PUBLISHERS.

GENTLEMEN, — Your demand that I should write a ¢ Preface ”
to the book you have printed seems to me utterly preposterous.
It is like a man introducing himself, —always an awkward,
and generally a useless piece of business. What is the use of
the “prologue to the epic coming on,” anyhow, unless it be a
sort of advertisement? and in that case you ought to write it.
Whoever does that should be

‘“Wise enough to play the fool;
And to do that well craves a sort of wit.””

That is not the kind of Fool I am. All such work I delegate
to you, and hereby authorize and empower you to say what you
please of what I have written, only begging you keep in mind
one clear distinction. There are two kinds of Fools. The real
Fool is the most sincere of mortals: the Court Fool and his
kind — the trifling, jesting buffoon —but simulate the family
virtue, and steal the family name, for sordid purposes.

The life of the Fool proper is full of the poetry of faith.
He may run after a will-o>-the-wisp, while the Wise deride;
but to him it is a veritable star of hope. He differs from
his fellow-mortals chiefly in this, that he sees or believes
what they do nof, and consequently undertakes what they
never attempt. If he succeed in his endeavor, the world
stops laughing, and calls him a Genius: if he fail, it laughs
the more, and derides his undertaking as A Foor’s ERRAND.

So the same individual is often both fool and genius,—a
fool all his life and a genius after his death, or a fool to ohe
century and a genius to the next, or a fool at home and a
prodigy abroad. Watt was a fool while he watched the tea-’
kettle, but a genius when he had caught the imp that tilted
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the lid. The gentle Genoese who wrested half the world
from darkness was a fool to the age which sought for the
Fountain of Youth; yet every succeeding one but multiplies
his praises. These are but types. The poet has incorporated
the recognized principle in the lines, —

¢ Great wits to madness, sure, are near allied,
And thin partitions do their walls divide.”

It is, however, only in the element of simple, undoubting
faith, that the kinship of genius and folly consists. One may
be an unquestioned Fool without any chance of being taken
for a Seer. This is, indeed, the case with most of the tribe.
It is success alone that transforms the credulity of folly into
acknowledged prophetic prevision.

Noah was one of the earliest of the Fools thus vindicated.
The Wise Men of his day sat around on the dry-goods boxes,
and whittled and whistled, and quizzed the queer craft on
which he kept his sons and sons-in-law at work, till the keel
was as old as the frigate ¢ Constitution ” before he was ready
to lay her upper decks. If the rain had not come at last,
they would never have got over laughing at his folly. The
Deluge saved his reputation, and made his Ark a success.
But it is not often that a Fool has a heavenly voice to guide
him, or a flood to help him out.

This little tale is the narrative of one of Folly’s failures.
The hero can lay no claim to greatness. A believing Noah
there is in it, a well-built ark, and an indubitable flood.
But the waters prevailed, and the Fool went down, and
many of the family with him. The Wise Men looked on
and laughed.

The one merit which the story claims is that of honest,
uncompromising truthfulness of portraiture. Its pictures are
from life. And even in this which he boasts as a virtue may
be found, perhaps, the greatest folly yet committed by

Oxe or THE FooLs.

SEPTEMBER, 1879.
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A FOOL’S ERRAND.

CHAPTER 1I.
THE GENESIS OF FOLLY.

Tue Fool’s patronymic was Servosse; his Christian name,
Comfort. His father was descended from one of those Gallic
families who abandoned the luxuries of la belle France for an
Arcadia which in these later days has become synonymous
with bleakness, if not sterility. It is supposable that his an-
cestors, before they adventured on the delights of Canadian
winters in exchange for the coast of Normandy or the plains
of Bordeaux, may have belonged to some noble family, who
drew their blood, clear and blue, from the veins of a Martelian
progenitor.

It is, perhaps, but fair to presume that the exchange of skies
was made only for the glory of our gallant and good King
Louis, and the advancement of the holy Catholic faith in the
New World, rather than for the peace and quiet of the imme-
diate vicinage in which the ancestor dwelt. However this may
be, a later ancestor was among those, who, with that mixture of
courage and suavity which enabled the voyageurs of that day
so successfully to secure and hold the good will of the unso-
phisticated red-skin, pushed westward along the Great Lakes
until they came to the Straits, where so many advantages of a
trading-post were combined, that Detroit was there located and
christened.

The mutations of government, the lapse of time, and the
anglicization of their surroundings had robbed the descendants

i 7



8 A FOOL’'S ERRAND.

of the original Servosse of every trace of their Gallic ancestry
except the name; and it is only mentioned here for the benefit
of some curious student of mental phenomena with credence
in hereditary traits, who may believe that an ancestor who
could voluntarily abandon the champagnes of Burgundy for
the Heights of Abraham, by whatever enticing name the saine
might be called, was quite capable of transmitting to his
descendants such an acces de la folie as was manifested by our
particular Fool.

Certainly, no such defect can be attributed to his maternal
line : they knew on which side their bread was buttered. Of
the truest of Puritan stock, the mother’s family had found a
lodgment on a little hillside farm carved out of the Hop-
Brook Grant in Berkshire, which seemed almost as precarious
in its rocky ruggedness and inaccessibility as the barn-swallow’s
nest, clinging in some mysterious way to the steep slope under
the eaves of the old hip-roofed barn against which it was
built. Yet, like the nest, the little hillside home had sufficed
for the raising of many a sturdy brood, who had flown away
to the constantly receding West almost before they had grown
to full-fledged man- and womanhood. Brave-hearted, strong-
limbed, and clear-headed, or, as they would now be called, level-
headed, were these children of the Berkshire hills. There was
no trace of mental unsoundness about any of them. Especially
free from such imputation was Eliza Hall, the golden-haired,
brown-eyed, youngest of nine, who, with her saucily upturning
nose, a few freckles on her round cheeks, which made their
peach-bloom all the more noticeable, — despite the entreaties
of friends, the prayers of lovers, and the protest of parents, —
would away to the West in her eighteenth year to become a
Yankee schoolma’am in Michigan.

That the young lumberman, Michael Servosse, —rich in the
limitless possibilities of a future cast in the way which had
been marked out by nature as the path of advancing empire,
a brave heart and unquenchable energy, to whom thousands
of acres of unrivaled pine-lands yielded tribute, and whose
fleet of snug schooners was every year growing larger, — that
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he should capture and mate with the fair bird from the New-
England home-nest was as fitting as the most enthusiastic
advocate of natural selection could desire. They were the
fairest types of remote stocks of kindred races, invigorated by
the fresh life of a new continent.

The first fruit of such a union was the Fool, born on the first
day of the month of flowers, in the year of grace one thou-
sand eight hundred and thirty-four, on the very spot where
the Iroquois met in council with the great chief Pontiac when
the cunning plan was devised to gain entrance to the fort by
playing a game of lacrosse on the parade-ground for the
amusement of the garrison. The wife of a year, as the
perils of maternity drew nigh in the absence of her husband,
who was up the lake attending to his spring shipments,
began to sigh for her far-away mountain home, and so named
the new life, which brought consolation to her loneliness,
Comfort.

During his babyhood, boyhood, and youth, our hero mani-
fested none of those characteristics from which he afterwards
received the name by which he is known in these pages. Ile
was reared with care. Though his father died while he was
vet young, he left sufficient estate to enable the mother to give
to her children every advantage of education, and divide a
small surplus between them as each arrived at man’s estate.
The young Servosse, therefore, ate, drank, and slept, studied,
played, and quarreled, like other boys. Like others who
enter college, and have constitutions sufficiently robust to avoid
dyspepsia arising from sedentary habits and the frying-pan,
he left it at the end of four years, with a diploma properly
signed and sealed, a3 well as very prettily printed on mock
parchment, which was quite as good as veritable sheepskin for
such a purpose. He studied law, as so many sensible men
have done before his day, and with his first mustache was
admitted under all the legal forms to sign himself ¢ Attorney
and Counselor at Law,” and allowed to practice his art upon
such clients as he could decoy into any of the courts of the
Commonwealth of Michigan. Thereupon, putting in force the

& e ae,
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“ Circumspice” which appeared upon the seal attached to his
license, he cast about for a place in which to set snares for the
unwary, and pitched upon the town of Peru; hung out his
shingle ; obtained a fair business; married the pretty Metta
Ward; and, in the summer of his twenty-seventh year, mani-
fested the first symptoms of that mental weakness which led
him to perform the task of unwisdom hereinafter narrated.

CHAPTER II.
LE PREMIER ACCES.

IT was the 23d of July in his twenty-seventh year, He had
been for several days in a very depressed state of mind, ner-
vous and irritable, beset by gloomy forebodings, wakeful, and,
when he did sleep, moaning as if in angunish of mind, talking
in his sleep, or waking suddenly and erying out, as if in danger
or distress. There was nothing in his social or business rela-
tions to justify any such state of mind. Ile was very warmly
regarded by the little community in which he was settled, —a
leader in its social life, an active member of the church in
which he had been reared, and superintendent of its sabbath
school. He had a good home, undistinguished by mortgage or
incumbrance of any sort; a wife, whose energy and activity
kept this home in the neatest possible condition, almost as it
seemed without exertion, and certainly without the tyranny of
servants; an office in the very center of the town, where it
could not escape the search of the most unwilling or unobser-
vant seeker; and a practice which yielded him more than he
had any call to spend. All this should have made him the
most contented and happy of men.

Yet, in spite of all these comforting surroundings, he had for
a considerable time neglected his business to a marked degree,
and seemed to have little interest in those things which ought
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most nearly to have concerned him. For the last few days he
seemed to have had no heart or interest in any thing save the
results of a battle, which was said to have been fought half
a thousand miles away, in which neither he nor any one of his
clients had an interest which could have been measured by the
American unit of value or any fraction thereof. Yet this
young attorney was refasing to eat or drink, because he did not
know the results of said battle, or perhaps because he feared
that it might not turn out to his notion.

Metta, his young wife, was surprised and alarmed. Never
before had there been any thing like trouble in the breast of
her spouse, that he did not lighten his heart of at least half its
load by at once revealing to her the cause of his annoyance.
The difficulties of each puzzling case were talked over with
her; and not unfrequently her pure unbiased heart had pointed
out to him equities which his grosser nature had failed to per-
ceive. Had he been cast in an action, he was sure to come
home at night, perhaps dragging and weary with the story
of his discomfiture, to receive consolation and encouragement
from her lips; but this new trouble he had studiously con- .
cealed from her. At least he had refrained from all conversa-
tion in regard to it, and revealed its existence only by the
involuntary symptoms which we have set forth. But who could
conceal such symptoms from the eye of love ? She had seen
them, and wept and trembled at the evil that portended. She
was no skilled student of mental phenomena; but, if she had
been, she would have known that all these indications— in-
somnia, causeless apprehension, anxiety in regard to matters of
no personal moment to him, moodiness, and studious conceal-
ment of the cause of his disquietude — were most infallible
indicators of mental disorder. Yet, although she did not
know this as a scientific fact, her heart had Wiagnosed the
symptoms; and the prescience of love had taught her with
unerring accuracy to apprehend the evil which impended.
With the self-forgetfulness of womanly devotion, she had con-
cealed her sorrow from the purblind eyes of the dull mole
whose heart was occupied only with the morbid fancies which
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were eating their relentless way into his soul. She wept in
secret over what she foresaw, and pressed her hands with tear-
ful beseeching to her troubled heart, while her white lips
uttered the prayer, which she felt could not be answered, « T
pray Thee, let this cup pass from me !~

Yet she met him, through whom she knew this affliction
must come, ever with smiles and gladness. At morn she kissed
him farewell, as he stood on the vine-covered porch of their
little cottage, when he started for his office, while the balmy
breath of the summer morning blew over them, and the bees
hummed from flower to flower, sipping the honeyed dew from
the throats of the unclosed morning-glories. At noon, when
he came for the mid-day meal, the door flew open before his
hand had touched the knob, and she stood before him in the
little hall, draped in the neat, cool muslin which became her so
well, a smile apon her lips, and inextinguishable lovelight in
her eyes. And when he would sit in moody silence after their
pleasant tea, while the evening shadows fell around, — brood-
ing, ever brooding, over the evil which he would persist in
making his own,—she would steal into his lap, and her soft
arms wonld clasp his neck, while her lips would not rest from
prattle or song until bribed into silence by kisses or langhter.
Never had his home been so sweet. Never could home be
sweeter. Yet all this seemed only to increase his melancholy,
and make him even more moody and disconsolate.

On the previous day he had come home before the tea-table
had been set,—an hour before his usual time; but somehow she
had expected that he would do so. She had peeped through
the blinds of her little chamber, and seen him coming; so that,
as he climbed wearily up the steps, he found her standing on
the Jower stair in the hall, her lips wreathed in smiles, and her
head crowned with roses, as she waited to-spring into his arms.

“ O Metta!” he said in an agonized voice, as he clasped her
to his breast, and then put her away, and looked into her blush-
ing face and into the eyes which were crowding back the tears
she was determined should not flow,—*“O Metta, we are
beaten !”
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«Tn what case ? " she asked, at once pretending to misunder-
stand the purport of his words.

He saw the pretty little trick; but he was too sad, and mel-
ancholy had taken too firm a hold upon him, to allow him to
reward it with a smile.

« Alas!” he sighed, “this can be laughed away no longer.
Blood has been shed. Not a few lives, but a thousand, have
been lost. Our army has fonght at a place called Bull Run,
and been terribly defeated.”

CHAPTER III
SORROW COMETH WITH KNOWLEDGE.

THERE were no more smiles in the cozy home after that
announcement. He had brought with him a newspaper, whose
horrible details absorbed his attention, and from which he read
aloud to her, as with noiseless step and white lips and ashen
cheeks she went about preparing the evening meal, of which
they had partaken together for the last time alone. Another
presence — grim and terrible — sat at the board with them that
night, and imbittered all the sweet viands which her pretty
hands had prepared with such loving care. The name of this
presence was War. It sat opposite the wife, and over against
the husband. Its shadow blighted his brain, and paralyzed her
heart. She could not eat; and the Fool noticed dully, when he
could 1ift his eyes from the paper beside his plate, that there
were great black circles about her eyes, which were not there
when he had first met her in the hall that morning.

After supper he went out, which was another sign of mental
alienation; since he had never before known a time when he
would willingly leave his pretty home and gentle wife for the
society of men. He stayed late, and she pretended to be asleep
when he came in. She had been weeping in her lonelinessy
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and her heart was so sore tnat she could not venture to give
him the good-night kiss, which she had never before omitted.
In the morning there was the same heaviness; and the same
Shadow sat with them at the breakfast-table and mocked at the
Fool, as he read the morning’s paper, and did not see the tears
that rolled down the wife’s cheeks.

He did not come home to dine, but sent word that he was
too busy to leave his office ; and it was late when he came to
supper. His melancholy seemed to have departed; and he was
strangely, unnaturally cheerful and tender to his young wife.
He came up the steps with a bound, took her lovingly from
the lower stair, where she generally awaited him, and, when he
had kissed her a dozen times or so, bore her in his arms to the
dining-room, where the tea-table was already spread. Through
the whole meal he rattled on of every thing except the fearful
Shadow which sat opposite, and which %e pretended not to see.
When the meal was over, he led his wife into the sitting-room ;
and taking a seat by the window, over which clambered a rose-
‘tree, some blossoms from which were in her hair, he seated her
upon his lap, kissed her again and again, and finally said in
tremulous tones, —

“Metta, the governor has called for more troops.”

There was no response, except that the bowed head upon his
breast nestled closer, and there was a sound as of a sob choked
down in the white throat.

“Don’t you think, Metta, that I— that is— we— ought
to do something — for the country?”

Then came a little wailing cry.

“Didn’t I pick lint for two whole days, and sew bandages,
and roll them ; and [a burst of tears] I'm sure I’'m willing to
do it every day — if — if — if it will do any good.”

Then the tears flowed in a torrent, and the slender form
shook with successive sobs, as if a great deep had been sud-
denly broken up.

“Oh, I didn’t mean that!” said the Fool. ¢“Don’t you
think / ought to do something?-—that I ought to— to—
.go ? ”
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“Go! where?” came the response in assumed wonder; for
she would not understand.

“To the war, dear,” he answered gently.

“What!” she cried. “You! you! my husband! Oh, it is
not, it can not be so! Surely there is no need of that. Can
we not do enough —our share — without that? O darling, I
should die!”

She sobbed as if about to make good her words, and clung
about his neck with kisses and tears mingled in distracted
confusion.

“ Oh, if I should lose you! Darling, darling! think of our
pretty home! your bright future, and — and,” she whispered
something in his ear. ¢ Surely some must stay at home; and
why not you ?” i

“Nay, nay, darling,” he said, “do not tempt me! I know it
is hard; but I could not look you in the face, and know that I
had shirked the call. Nay more, my darling! I could not gaze
without a blush into the innocent face of that little child, if
I should fail to take a man’s part in the great struggle which
the nation is waging with the wrong! I could not see your
babe, and think that it might some time blush for its father’s
cowardice!”

As if it could make any possible difference to the little one
who was expected, whether its father continued a thrifty and
prosperous attorney, as he had hitherto been, or became a red-
handed slayer of men! or, indeed, whether the said heir
expectant would not be better pleased, and his interests better
served, by his father taking the former course rather than the
latter!

However, the young wife saw that it was useless to argue
with a mind so evidently distorted in its apprehension of facts,
and lay weeping and sobbing in his arms until he had fired
her fancy with bright pictures of military glory and the
sweets of the return home, when Peace should crown him with
laurels, and spread a feast of all good things for the heroes
who went forth to battle for the right.

So, in a few days, he marched forth clad in the foolish
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foppery of war, avoiding his wife’s tearful gaze, and taking
pride and credit to himself for so doing.

He was the captain of the “Peru Invincibles,” which con-
stituted Company B of an infantry regiment, that did an
incredible amount of boasting at the outset, a marvelous
amount of running soon after, and a reasonable amount of
fighting still later in the Civil War, which had then just
begun.

This species of mental alienation was then of such frequent
occurrence that it might well be regarded as epidemic. It
displayed itself chiefly in an irresistible inclination to the
wearing of blue clothing and the carrying of dangerous
weapons, together with a readiness to use them in a very
unpleasant and reckless manner. There were many mild
cases, in which the mania manifested itself in very loud and
reckless talk about what ought to be done. These cases were
not at all dangerous, as they never went beyond that point.
The persons acutely affected received different names in
different localities. In some they were called “Boys in Blue,”
“The Country’s Hope,” and ¢ Our Brave Soldier-Boys;” while
in others they were termed ¢ Lincoln’s Hirelings,”  Abolition
Hordes,” and  Yankee Vandals.” It may be observed, too,
that the former methods of distinguishing them prevailed
generally in the States lying to the north, and the latter in
those lying to the south, of what used to be called «“Mason and
Dixon’s line.” Both meant the same thing. The difference
was only in the form of expression peculiar to the respective
regions. All these names, when properly translated, signified
Fools.
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CHAPTER IV,
FROM BAD TO WORSE.

Four years have elapsed, and our Fool is lying on the green-
sward, under the clustering maples, in front of the little cottage
fromn which he marched away in stoical disregard of his young
wife’s tears.

A rollicking witch, whom he calls «Lil,” is fighting a sham
battle with the soldier-papa whom she has never seen until a
week before, but whom she now tramples and punches and
pelts with that sublime disregard for the feelings of the as-
saulted party which shows the confidence she has in his capaci-
ty to “endure hardness like a good soldier.” Resting with
her back against the tree-trunk, with a mass of fluffy white
cloth overspreading the light dotted muslin which rises about
her in cool profusion as she sits among the long grass, is Metta,
the brave young wife, whose tears ceased to flow when she
found they were powerless to detain the Fool away from war’s
alarms, and were all turned into smiles, and treasured up to
await his return and restoration to his right mind.

Ah! many a thousand times her heart has stood still with
fear for him; and now, as she playfully watches the struggle
going on, we can see that there is an older look upon her brow
than we had marked there before. The gray eyes have a
soberer light, though brimming over with joy; the lips, a trick
of closing sharply, as if they would shut back the sob of fear;
and the hand wanders often to the side, as if it would hush by
its presence the wild beatings of a sad heart. No wonder ; for
the Shadow that sat at their table four years before had break-
fasted, dined, and supped with her ever since, until the Fool
came back a week ago. She knows that she has grown old, —
lived many a decade in those four years; but she has quite for-
given the unconscious cause of all her woe, and is busily en-
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gaged in preparing garments which shall carry no hint of his
unfortunate malady. Indeed, it may be said that she has some
pardonable pride in the éclat with which he returns. e has
been promoted and gazetted for gallant conduct, and general
orders and reports have contained his name; while the news:
papers have teemed with glowing accounts of his gallantry.
e is colonel now; has been breveted a brigadier-general,
but despises the honor which comes as a thing of course, in-
stead of being won by hard knocks. He is over thirty; and, as
he romps with their first-born, she looks forward to how many
ages of ecstasy in the sweet seclusion of their pretty home.

“There, there, Lily ! go and play with Pedro,” she says at
length. ¢ You will tire papa. He is not used to having such
a sturdy little girl to romp with him.”

She is half jealous of the child, who shares her husband’s
attention which she has hungered for so long. The child goes
over to the old Newfoundland who is stretched at ease on the
other side of the tree; and, when the parents look again, her
golden curls are spread upon his shaggy coat, and both are
asleep. The wife draws her husband’s hand upon her knee,
lets fall her needle, and forgets the world in the joy of his pres-
ence and of communion with him.

“Do you know, Metta,” he said after a,_long silence, ¢ that I
have half a mind to go back ?”

“Back ! where?” she asked in surprise.

“Why, back to the South, whence I have just come,” he
answered.

“What ! to live?” she asked, with wide, wondering eyes.

“Certainly : at least I hope so,” he responded gayly.

“But you are not in earnest, Comfort, surely,” with an under-
tone of pain in her voice.

“Indeed I am, dear!” he replied. “You see, this is the
way I look at it. I have been gone four years. These other
fellows, Gobard and Clarke, have come in, and got my practice
all away., It could not be otherwise. If not they, it must have
been some others. People must have lawyers as well as doc-
vors. So I must start anew, even if I remain here.”
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“But it will not be difficult,” she interrupted. “You do not
know how many of your old clients have asked about you, and
were only waiting for your return to give you their business
again.”

“Of course; but it will be slow work, and I have lost four
years. Remember, I am over thirty now; and we have only
our house and the surplus of my savings in the army, —not
any thing like the competency T hoped to have secured by this
time,” he said somewhat gloomily.

“ But surely there is no haste. We are yet young, and have
only Lily. We can live very snugly, and you will soon have
a much better business than ever before. 1 am sure of that,”
she hastened to say.

“But, darling, do you know I am half afraid to stay here?
It is true I look brown and rugged from exposure, — as who that
went to the sea with Sherinan does not ? — and my beard, which
has grown long and full, no doubt gives me a look of sturdi-
ness and strength ; but for several months I have been far from
well. 1 weigh much less than when I left here; and this old
wound in my lungs has been troubling me a deal of late.
Dr. Burns told me that my only chance for length of days was
a long rest in a genial climate. He says I am worn out; and
of course it shows at the weak point, just like a chain. Tam
afraid I shall never practice my profession again. It hardly
seems as if I could stand it to sit at the desk, or address a
jury.”

«Is it so, darling ? ” she asked with trembling lips, while the
happiness fled out of her face, and left the dull gray which had
come to be its accustomed look during those long years of
waiting.

“Yes,” he answered tenderly; ¢“but do not be alarmed. It is
nothing serious, — at least not now. I was thinking, as we had
to begin over after a fashion, whether, considering every thing,
it would not be best to go South. We counld buy a plantation,
and settle down to country life for a few years; and I may get
over all traces of this difficulty in that climate. This is what
the doctor advises.”
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“But will it be safe thére? Can we live there among the
rebels?” she inquired anxiously.

“Oh,” he responded promptly, “I have no fear of that!
The war is over, and we who have been fighting each other are
now the best of friends. I do not think there will be a parti-
cle of danger. For a few months there may be disorders in
some sections; but they will be very rare, and will not last any
time.”

¢« Well, dear,” she said thoughtfully, “you know that I will
always say as Ruth did, and most cheerfully too, ¢ Whither
thou goest, I will go.” You know better than I; and, if your
health demands it, no consideratiorr can be put beside that.
Yet I must own that I have serious apprehensions in regard
to it.”

¢ Oh,” he replied, “there must be great changes, of course!
Slavery has been broken up, and things must turn into new
grooves; but I think the country will settle up rapidly, now
that slavery is out of the way. Manufactures will spring up,
immigration will pour in, and it will be just the pleasantest
part of the country. I believe one-fifth of our soldiers —and
that the very best part of them too— will find homes in the
South in less than two years, just as soon as they can clear
out their old places, and find new ones there to their mind.”

So he talked, forgetful of the fact that the social conditions
of three hundred years are not to be overthrown in a moment,
and that differences which have outlasted generations, and
finally ripened into war, are never healed by simple victory, —
that the broken link can not be securely joined by mere justa-
position of the fragments, but must be fused and hammered

| before its fibers will really unite.
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CHAPTER V.
THE ORACLE IS CONSULTED.

Tue doubt which Metta had expressed led the Fool, a few
days afterwards, to address a grave, wise man, in whose judg-
ment he had always placed much reliance, in order to obtain
his views upon the proposed change of domicile. So he wrote
to his former college-president, the Rev. Enos Martin, D.D.:—

“My DEAR oLD FRIEND, —The fact that I paid so little heed to
your monitions when under your charge, is perhaps the reason why
I prize your opinion upon any important matter now. I would like
to have your views on the question following, promising to weigh
them carefully, though I may not act upon them.

“I am considering the idea of removing my household gods to
Dixie. So far as my personal characteristics are concerned, you
know them better than any one else probably, except myself; and
would not take my own estimate of what you do not know. I can
muster a few thousand dollars, — from eight to ten perhaps. I have
come out of the war a little the worse for what I have been through;
having some trouble in or about one luug, no one seems to know
just where, and some other mementoes of the affectionate regard of
our rebel friends. I find my practice gone, of course, and am a bit
afraid of our cold winters. As I desire your views, I will not give
mine. Of course I must burn my bridges if I go. I am too old to
face a future containing two upheavals.

g o, ‘“Yours ever,
¢ COMFORT SERVOSSE.”

\

In a few days there came this answer: —

“My DEAR CoLoNEL,—1I am glad to hear you are considering
the question stated in your letter. Of course I can not advise you, in
the ordinary sense of that word; nor do I suppose you desire that I
should. T can only give my general impressions in regard to the
future of that part of the country to which you think of removing.

‘It is too soon to speculate as to what will be the course of the
government in regard to the rebellious sections. A thousand plans
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are proposed, all of them, as it seems to me, crude, incomplete, and
weak. One thing is certain, I think: no one will be punished for
rebellion. It is true, Davis and a few others may be invited to go
abroad for a few years for the country’s good, and perhaps at its ex-
pense; but it will end there. There will be no examples made, no
reprisals, no confiscation. At the same time, if the results of the

_war are to be secured, and the nation protected against the recur-

b, rence of such a calamity, these States must be rebuilt from the very

ground-sill. I am afraid this is not sufficiently realized by the coun-
try. I have no idea-of any immediate trouble in the South. Such
exhaustive revolutions as we have had do not break forth into new
life readily. It is the smoldering embers which are to be feared,
perhaps a score of years hence. And this can be prevented only by
a thorough ehange in the tone and bent of the people. How much
prospect there is of such change being wrought by the spontaneous
action of the Southern people, I do not know: I fear, not much.

‘It seems to me that the only way to effect it is by the influence
of Northern immigration. Of course the old economies of the plan-
tation and the negro-quarters will have to give way. The labor of
that section must be organized, or rather taught to manage itself, to
become automatic in its operations. The former master i8 not pre-
pared to do this: First, because he does not know how; and, sceondly,
Dbecanse the freedman has no confidence in his old master’s desire to
promote his interests. There will be exceptions; but this will be the
rule. In this re-organization, I think men who have been acqnainted
with free labor will be able to give valuable aid, and accomplish good
results. I look and hope for considerable movements of population,
both from the North to the South, and rice versa ; because I think it
is only by such intermingling of the people of the two sections that
they can ever become one, and the danger of future evil be averted.
Should the present controversy be concluded, and new States erected
in the recently rebellious sections, without a large increase of the
Northern element in their populations, I am confident that the result
will be but temporary, and the future peace of the country insecure.

‘“ As to the social and financial prospects of persons removing
there, I suppose it depends very much on the persons themselves,
and the particular locality to which they go. T should say yon were
well fitted for such pioneer work; and, if yon shonld conclude to go,
I wish you all success and happiness in your new home, and trust
that yon may find there friends as devoted and sincere as you have
hitherto secured by an upright and honorable life.

“May God bless you and yours!
‘“ ENos MARTIN.”
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By this letter, both the notions of the Fool and the fears of
his wife were strengthened. Metta, seeing him grow more and
more settled in his determination, did not think it worth while
to offer any further opposition; but consoled herself with the
reflection that her husband’s health was the thing of prime im-
portance, and smothered her fear with a blind, baseless hope,
that, because what they purposed doing was a thing born of
good motive and kindly feeling, it would be prospered. Some |
people call that «faith ;” and it is no doubt a great consolation,
perhaps the only one, when reason and common sense are
squarely opposed to the course one is taking.

CHAPTER VI.
ALL LOST BUT HONOR.

‘WHILE the matter was in this unsettled state, the Fool re-
ceived a letter from Colonel Ezekiel Vaughn of Pipersville, a
town in which his command had been for some time quartered
just before he had quitted the service, to which fact, among
other things, he was indebted for the honor of Colonel Vaughn’s
acquaintance.

Some few days after the collapse of the Confederacy, a gen-
tleman had presented himself at the headquarters of the Fool
in Pipersville, and directed the orderly in attendance to an-
nounce that, —

¢ Colonel Ezekiel Vaughn desired to surrender, and take the
oath of allegiance.” ‘

Thereupon he was ushered into the presence of our hero, and
with considerable pomposity announced the fact again. Some-
how he did not seem to the young soldier to have that air of
one accustomed to camps and the usage of armies which was to
be expected from a veteran of a four-years’ war, who came in
at the last moment to give up his sword, after all his comrades
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had been paroled and had departed. It is true, he had on the
regulation gray snit of “the enemy;” and the marks of rank
upon the collar might at one time have been intended for the
grade he had announced. He wore a light slouch hat, which,
though not of any prescribed pattern, had evidently seen much
service of some kind. But the surrender brought to light some
queer specimens of uniform and equipments, so that Colonel Ser-
vosse would not have been surprised at any thing that an officer
might have worn. There was something, however, in the loud
and somewhat effusive greeting, which, even allowing all that
it was possible should be credited to laxity of discipline,
showed that the man before him was not accustowed to associ-
ation with military men. So he asked quietly, —

“ Of what regiment, sir?”

“ Colonel Vaughn, — Colonel Vaughn,” said that worthy, de-
positing himself upon a camp-stool, as if in assertion of his fanil-
iarity with military surroundings. ¢ Well, sir,” he continued
in a loud and somewhat assuming tone, “yowve got us, over-
powered us at last. It was the Irish and Germans that did it.
I had no idea you could get so many of them. ™They just
swarmed on your side. The Yankees never could have whipped
us in the world by themselves, —never. But it's over. I sur-
render, — give up, —quit. I'm not one of those that want to
keep up a fuss always. I've come in to give myself up, and go
to work now to try and make bread and meat, sir,— bread and
meat. You uns have freed all the niggers, so that we have
nobody to work for us. Have to come to it ourselves. Haven’t
you got a mule you could let me have, Colonel? Hain’t got no
money ; but Zek’le Vaughn’s credit’s tolerably good yet, 1
reckon. Lost forty odd niggers, —as likely ones, too, as ever
stood ’twixt soil and sunshine, —and now have got to go to
plowing — at my age. It’s hard; but we’ve got to have bread
and meat, — bread and meat, sir. Hard, but can’t be helped.
Did all T could agin ye; but here you are. Let me take the
oath. I want to be sworn, and go to plowing before the sun
gets too hot.”

“ What regiment did you say, sir?” repeated the officer.
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« Oh, never mind the regiment!” said the other: “that’s all
over now. Just say Colonel Ezekiel Vaughn: that’s enough.
Everybody knows Colonel Vaughn,—Zeke Vaughn. Ishouldn't
wonder if you should find they knew me up at headquarters.”

«Tt is necessary, sir, that I have the name and number of
your regiment before you can be paroled,” said the officer
sharply.

“ Ah, yes! the regiment. Well, Colonel, you are mighty par-
ticular, it seems to me. What difference can it make now, I
should like to know?” he asked.

“Tt is necessary to identify you,” was the reply.

“Ah, yes! Isee. You are afraid I might break my parole,
and give you some trouble. I confess I have not been whipped ;
but I am overpowered, — overpowered, sir, — and I surrender in
good faith. I give my honor, sir, —the honor of a Southern
gentleman, —as well as my oath, siz!” he said, with a great
show of offended dignity.

“That may be, Colonel,” responded the officer; “but our
orders require that you shall be fully identified.”

« Well, well | that’s very proper. Just say Colonel Vaughn of
Pipersville : that will identify me. Everybody in the State
knows me. No use of my trying to get away. I shall be right
here, when you want to find me, ready to come up, and be hung,
if that is to be the end of it. Oh, I meant it! I was one of
the original ¢ Secesh,” — one of the immortal thirteen that voted
for it in this county. I never would have stopped fightin’ ye if
I'd had my way. You'd never ’a’ got here if I'd had my way!
But that’s all over now. I want my parole, so I can go home,
and go to killin’ grass!”

“When I learn your regiment and command, I will fill out
the blank,” answered the officer decisively.

“Oh, yes! the regiment. Well, Colonel, the fact is,—
ahem!— that I've,— ahem! I’ve done forgot what number it
was.”

“What! forgotten the number of your regiment?”

“Dog-goned if T hain’t, — slick as you please. You see, I
wasn't in one of the regular regiments.”
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“ Well, what was your command? to what division or brigads
were you attached?”

“Well, I wa'n’t exactly attached to any.”

“Did you have an independent command ?”

“No: not exactly.”

“Were you on staff duty?”

«Not exactly.”

“Will you tell me what you were ¢ ezactly’2”

“Well, you see, Colonel, I was just sorter sloshin’ around
loose-like.”

“Orderly ! ” said the officer.

A soldier entered the room, and, saluting his chief, stood
waiting for orders.

“Take that man to the guard-house!”

“ But— Colonel, — I,” —

“ Go on!” said the officer.

“But— T protest, Colonel, — 1,” —

“Not a word, sir! Take him out!”

The soldier took a gun which stood in the corner of the
room, and motioned towards the door.

Colonel Ezekiel Vaughn took his way through it without
more ado, and was marched to the guard-house at the point of
the bayonet, and in constant apprehension lest the orderly’s
gun might explode.

CHAPTER VII.
AN OLD “ UNIONER.”

Ix a little time another party was ushered into the colonel’s
quarters. He was a tall, lank countryman, clad in a suit of
country jeans, which was at that time almost the exclusive
wear. He had a long, scraggly beard, of a dull, sandy color,
with streaks of gray; and, as he took off his hat and bowed
deferentially, his head appeared quite bald. There was a
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shrewd look in his small gray eyes, and he seemed to approach
the officer as one who had a right to speak freely with him.
He coughed slightly, and put a hand to his gray beard with a
pathetic gesture as he said, —

«Colonel Servosse, I reckon.”

«Yes, sir. What can I do for you?” was the answer.

«Wal, I don’t know ez any thin’. I jes’ thought I'd drop in
an’ chat a little.” ¥e coughed again, and added apologetically,
«I’ll set down, ef you’ll allow.”

« Oh, certainly ! ” said the officer; but the stranger had seated
himself without waiting for a reply.

“T reckon you don’t know me, Colonel. No? Wal! my

‘name’s Brown, — Jayhu Brown.”

“Jehu Brown! Not the man who piloted the boys that
escaped from Salisbury prison through the mountains in
eighteen sixty-four?”

“Yes,” with another cough, “I'm that man. You weren'\
in the crowd; were ye, Colonel ?”

“No; but I had a friend who was, and he gave me an ex-
plicit injunction, if ever I came into this section to find yo»
out, remember him to you, and, if I could serve you in an
manner, to do so for his sake.”

“Thank ye. What might be his name?”

“Edgarton — Captain Edgarton — of the Michigan Battery I’

“Oh, yes! I mind him well now. A big-shouldered, likel
man, with long hair curlin’ in his neck. I cut it off, so that it
shouldn’t be a mark to foller us by. He’s well, I hope.” And
the old man coughed again.

“In excellent health. Is a colonel of artillery now, and
chief of that arm, on the staff of General Davis of the Four-
teenth Corps. He would be overjoyed to see you.”

“ Thank ye, thank ye! So you'd heard of ole Jayhu be-
fore? ” said he with another apologetic cough. ¢ I thought I'd
never seed ye. It’s not often Jayhu Brown forgits a man he’s
once sot his eyes on, or his name either; an’ I couldn’t make
out that I’d ever run across yours, though them prisoners was
that thin an’ wasted that the best man might forgit to make
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»m out arter they’d hed -a few months of full feed.” He
coughed again, a sort of chuckling hack, which seemed to take
the place of laughter with him.

«“You seem to be in bad health, Mr. Brown,” remarked the
colonel, alluding to his cough.

“Wal, not partickelar,” answered Brown. ¢[Hack, hack.]
I never was very stout, though I've managed to pull through
as many close places as most men. That was a monstrous close
time going with them ar fellows from Salisbury. [Hack,
hack.]”

“Won’t you have a little whiskey?” asked the colonel,
mindful of what constituted hospitality in the region where he
was.

“Wal, now, Colonel, it's mightykind of you to think on’t.
I don’t keer ef I du just drink the health of an old friend with
ye. [Hack, back.}” e

The orderly was called, glasses set out, and liquor, sugar, and
water placed before the old man.

“No, I thank ye!” said he: “none of them fixin's fer me.
I allers did like my liquor clar,— clar an’ straight.” And he
poured out a brimming goblet of the fiery liquid. “I never
drinks liquor, as some folks does, just for the fun of the thing;
but I takes a full charge, an’ means business. A man at my
day hain’t got no time to fool away mixin’ drinks. [Hack,
hack, hack.]”

He placed his hand over his mouth, as he coughed, with a
pathetic expression of countenance that suggested visions of
the churchyard.

“] don’t often drink, —mnever, unless I need it, or feel a
hankerin’ fer it. Never was drunk in my life, and don’t "llow
to be; but I've allers hearn that what was wuth doin’ at all
was wuth doin’ well.”

Again he pressed his hand to his breast with that peculiar,
hacking cough, which seemed to be an apology, chuckle, or
explanation, as served. His tall, slender form and solemnity
of manner gave it a strange, almost ghastly, effect.

“You seem to have a very troublesome cough, Mr. Brown,”
said the colonel.
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“Wal [Hack, hack], T reckon, now, it mout seem so to
ye. [Hack, hack.] But do you know, Colonel, it's jest about
the handiest thing I ever hed ? I've seen the time I wouldn’t
take no money fer that cough, —no money! [IIack, hack.]”

«“How is that ? I don’t understand you,” said the colonel.

“No, I ’spect nmot. Wal, that ar cough’s my exemption-
papers. [Hack, hack, hack.]”

“ Your ‘exemption-papers!” I am still in the dark.”

“Wal, you see [ Hack, hack, hack, apologetically], the Confed-
erates used to git a notion every now and then that nigh about
everybody was fit fer duty in the army, ye know [Hack,
hack]; an’, among the rest, ole Jayhu. [Ilack, hack.] An’
them on us that couldn’t handily leave home, or, leastways,
them that thought they couldn’t, was mighty hard put up
for excuses. [Hack, hack.] An’ I,— wal, you see, they
couldn’t never find a Board, no matter who they put on it, that
wouldn’t say ’twas jest a waste of transportation tu send a
man tu the front in my con-di-di-tion. [Hack, hack, hack.]”

And the old man coughed and groaned, and rolled his eyes
as if the moment of dissolution could not be far off.

“] never made no complaint, ye see; but they never wanted
to hear my cough, when it was right holler, more’n once or
twice, before they sent me home. [Hack, hack.] ’Twas a
wonder, they said frequently, how I lived; an’ so ’twas: but
I’ve managed to pull through thus fer, tollable peart-like.
[Hack, hack, hack, chucklingly.]”

The colonel laughed heartily at this recital; and the old man
hacked approvingly at his mirth, but did not show a smile.

“Some on ’em,” he continued, “hez laid aside ther exemp-
tion-papers now thet the war’s over; but mine hez sarved me
so well, I believe I’ll hang on tu it. [Hack, hack.] It’s been
right handy, an’ may come in play agin. They wasn’t all ez
handy ez mine. Thar’s my neighbor Mastin, now: he hed a
powerful good paper; but it was onhandy,— mighty so. He
got it up in a hurry; but mine was home-made, an’ no sort of
inconvenience. Ye see, Mastin was stout as a b’ar,— didn’t
even look delicate, which is a great help in such a thing. But,
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the mornin’ of the day that he was ordered tu report fer ex.
amination, he come tu town with his head tied up ez if he'd
hed the mullygrubs fer a coon's age. [Hack, hack.] Every-
body asked him what was the matter, an’ he told ’em he’d
come in tu git the government doctors tu tell him. He’d been
mighty bad off, he said, fer a long time, an’ was tu pore to git
a doctor hisself, an’ was mighty glad he’d been draw’d, ’cause
he ’llowed he’d git some treatment now, *thout payin’ for it.
So, when they asked him afore the Board what was the matter,
he said, arter some fussin’, ez ef he couldn’t hear good, that
‘twas his ear was a-troublin’ him. An’ one of the doctors
pulled off the bandages, an’ dug about half a bale o’ cotting
out; an’, jest ez he pulled out the last plug, he turned away his
head, an’ hollered out, ¢Git out o’ here! yer head’s rottener
than Lazarus!’ [Hack, hack.] Yer see, Mastin’s wife hed
dropped about half of a bad egg inter his ear that mornin’.
[Hack, hack, hack.] ’'Twas good papers enough, but onhandy.
{Hack, hack.]” *

“I should think so,” said the colonel, when he could subdue
his laughter.

“But they wasn’t all so,” continued the old man. ¢ That
man you hed in here this mornin’, an’ sent off so unceremonious,
he had some mighty good papers; but I see he’s laid ’em aside,
an’ that perhaps is the reason he’s in the guard-house now.”

“Whom do you mean? Not Colonel Vaughn!” said the
colonel. »

“Thet’s what he calls himself; but we mostly calls him ¢ Zeke
Vaughn,’ or more ginerally jist ¢ Zeke,” or ‘hollerin’ Zeke.’”

“What did he want of exemption-papers?”

“Wal, — mostly for the same purpose we all on us did, I
reckon!”

“Why, I thought he was an original Secesh, a regular fire-
eater!”

“So he was at the start, an’ in fact all the way through

* The questionable taste of this anecdote must be admitted ; but the story is
genuine and true, and is here given because so thoroughly characteristic of the
\ime, place, and people.
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when it was a question of talkin’ only; but when it come fo
fightin’ he wa'n’t fire-eater enough to want to deprive any one
else of a fair show of the fire. [Hack, hack.] So he got on
two sticks in the spring of sixty-two, an’ hain’t been off ’em
sence, except to go to bed, till last week he went out on his legs
into old Polly Richardson’s field to keep the Yankees from
gobblin’ him up.”

“ He hasn’t been in the army, then?”

“Been in the army! Why, bless yer soul! he hasn’t seen a
Yankee, alive or dead, since the thing begun, till he seed you;
an’ ef you treat him ez you hev to-day he’s not like tu die tu
git a sight of ye agin.”

“But isn’t he a colonel ?”

“ Wal, —not much, tu hurt. [Hack, hack.]”

“Then how did he get the title ?”

“That would be hard tellin’, Mister!”

“ A militia colonel, I suppose.”

“I doubt it. Never heard on’t, ef he was. I think he jest
picked it up ez about ten thousand more in the State hez. Got
it by registerin’ hisself ez sech at hotels, an’ givin’ fellers a
drink tu holler fer ¢ Colonel Vaughn’ at perhtlcal meetin’s, an’
then answerin’ tu the call.”

“ Well, what was his exemption-paper, as you call it? ”

“Oh! he jest hobbled around on two sticks, pretendin’ tu be
the worst drawd-up man with rheumatiz you ever seed, till
you uns come. You served him right, an’ I was. glad on’t.”

In the afternoon several of the leading citizens of the town
dropped in, and confirmed indirectly the old Unioner’s report
in regard to the doughty colonel. They said he was loud-
mouthed and imprudent; but there was not a bit of harm in
him, and he was very much of a gentleman, and of a most
respectable family.

So, towards night, he sent an order for the prisoner’s release,
accompanied by this note addressed to him:—

¢ Sir, — Having learned the origin of your t{tle, I have ordered
your release, and beg to say that the governnent of the United



32 A FOOL’S ERRAND.

States does not consider any parole necessary in your case. You are
therefore at liberty to go anywhere you choose.

‘“ Respectfully, .
¢ COMFORT SERVOSSE,
¢ Colonel commanding Post.”

The colonel supposed he had seen the last of “Colonel ”
Vaughn: but in this he reckoned without the “colonel;” for
that worthy at once attached himself to his headquarters as a
sort of supernumerary orderly and chief volunteer adviser of
the young officer. He managed to get a fine team, and made
himself indispensable in planning and executing the daily
drives into the surrounding country, which the colonel and his
officers so much enjoyed as a pleasing contrast to the restraints
of a long and arduous campaign. He was a man of great
local knowledge, and a sort of good-natured persistency, which
induced the impression that he was nothing worse than a well-
meaning bore, who was to be endured at all times for the sake
of his occasional usefulness and universal cheerfulness.

Among other things talked of in these drives had been the
subject of Northern immigration, the revival of business, and
the re-organization of labor. On such occasions Vaughn had
always clamorously contended that what the subjugated section
most required was Northern capital, Northern energy, and
Northern men to put it again on the high road to prosperity.

In one of their drives they had often passed a plantation
known as the “Warrington Place,” which had particularly at-
tracted the attention of our Fool, and he had frequently ex-
pressed his admiration for it. Indeed, he had more than once
ridden over the grounds, and examined the premises with that
air of remonstrant anger at its neglected state which betrays
the incipient interest of the would-be owner. This fact had
not been unnoted by the observant Vaughn ; and he had deter-
mined, if possible, to coin an honest penny out of the young
colonel’s admiration. IIe was a keen observer of human
nature, and knew that it would not do to flush his game too
quickly. He reasoned rightly, that, when the freshness of his
return to old associations had worn away, the young man’s mind
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would be sure to recur with something like longing to his recent
surroundings. No active-minded man can settle down after
four years of war to the every-day life of former years, without
more than one twinge of restlessness and vague regret for the
time when “boots and saddles” ushered in the ever-changing
days.

The months passed; and, as recorded in Chapter VI., our
Fool had returned to his home. One day he received a brief
letter, under date of Sept. 1, 1865, which was as follows: —

“DEAR CoLONEL, — The ¢ Warrington Place’ is for sale, cheap as
dirt. Five thousand dollars cash will take the whole place (six hun-
dred acres); that is, five thousand dollars gold. Our folks haven’t
got to understand greenbacks much as yet. We have had paper
money enough for four years. This is a grand chance for a gentle-
man of your stamp. We need just such. Northern men are crowd-
ing in here every day. One man is putting up a factory, and three
have opened stores. Shall I tell Griswold, who has the prop-
erty in charge, that you will take Warrington ? I am very anxious
you should have it. T know it will suit you so well. If you don’t
conclude to take it, let me know at once, as some other parties are
offering.

* Yours truly,
‘“ CoLoNEL EZEKIEL VAUGHN.

“P.S.—1TIcan get it on better terms than anybody else, because

of my relations with Griswold.
ST RVEY

CHAPTER VIII.
¢ THEIR EXITS AND THEIR ENTRANCES.”

WaRrrINGTON had been the seat of an old family whose
ancestor, many years before the Revolution, had erected the
usual double log-house (or “two-decks-and-a-passage,” as it is
still called in that country), in the midst of a charming oak-
grove, upon a gently sloping hill, which rose in the bend of as
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fair a stream as ever babbled over the rocks in foolish haste
towards the far-away sea. This log-house had in time given
way to a more pretentious structure of brick; the grove had
been thinned and trimmed, and avenues laid out in it; and
the years which had made the house old and damp, worn the
mortar from the bricks, and covered the cypress roof with a
carpet of moss, had added glory to the forest monarchs which
stood around it, and stretched, year by year, their great arms
closer and closer about it, as if to hide its imperfections, and
screen its decrepitude from the beholder.

The Warringtons themselves were akin to some of the
highest families in the State, and so prided themselves upon
their opulence and position that they became chary of alliances

~ with others. They intermarried until the vigor which had
amassed great estates became weakened, and imbecility and

Lvice succeeded. The estates were squandered, the revenues
lessened, and one plantation after another absorbed, until
finally Warrington itself, the family-seat, went to satisfy the
demands of importunate creditors half a score of years before
our story. Fortunately (or unfortunately, rather, for our Fool)
the plantation fell into the hands of an eccentric Frenchman,
a bachelor with an abundant fortune, and a taste for horticul-
ture and pomology. Ile was struck with the beauty of the
situation, and the quality of the fruits produced there; and
building a neat lodge on one side of the grounds, almost oyer-
hanging a little waterfall, which he had improved until it
became one of the chief attractions of the place, he shut up
the great house, and devoted himself to the culture of fruits
and flowers with a contented zeal which yielded marvelous
results. All about the central grove of oak and hickory were
orchards and vineyards of the rarest and most luscious fruits.
Evergreens had been interspersed with deciduous varieties in
the grove, and trees of quaint habit and striking foliage were
grouped here and there through the grounds.

Of the plantation beyond the immediate surroundings of
the house — the six hundred acres of alternate hill and bottom,
with woodland and old field interspersed — he had been less
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careful, having left it in the hands of an overseer to be culti-
vated or left idle as the fancy or inclination of that worthy
might dictate. All he wanted from that portion of his prop-
erty was, that it should pay the expense of its own cultivation,
and furnish enough corn, meat, and forage to subsist himself
and the two “boys” (slaves) whom he kept to help him in
his horticultural operations, together with the horses and
mules employed on the plantation. This was easy, without
cultivating more than one-half the arable land. The overseer
consequently reduced his cares, and accomplished all his em-
ployer required, by “turning out” from year to year portions
of the plantation, and failing to “take in” any new ground.
The consequence was that when Mr. Noyotte died, in the sec-
ond year of the war, the bulk of the farming-lands had grown
up into pine and sassafras, with rank sedge-grass waving thickly
between, and great red gullies stretching across towards every
ravine and water-course. The lands which had been under
actual cultivation had become very much worn and depreciated
by slothful management, until the hillsides were washed, and
the bottoms filled with the detritus, to the great detriment not
only of the slopes above, but also of the rich alluvium be-
neath. y

The eccentric owner had died, so far as was known, without
heirs. He had never been a favorite in the neighborhood, and
very little was known of his affairs. His housekeeper, a quad-
roon woman, claimed his estate under a will duly executed ;
but as it was suggested that she was a slave and incapable of
“taking ” under it, and as she was unable to prove the con-
trary, the will was set aside, and an administrator appointed.
It was found that the deceased had become indebted to an ex-
tent which his personal estate was insufficient to discharge,
especially considering the very low prices which it brought at
the sale which the administrator made for that purpose.

Nearly every thing was bonght by Colonel Vaughn at figures
which would have amazed one who knew nothing of how such
matters may be arranged. It was given out and believed that
Colonel Vaughn had been authorized, by a letter which had
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passed the blockade, to represent the heirs of the deceased, —
nephews and nieces who lived in France,—and that he was
buying in the property just to hold for them. Therefore, when
likely negro slaves were bid off by Colonel Vaughn for fifty
dollars apiece in Confederate money, every one said it was all
right, and there was no counter-bidding. The administrator
made his report of sales, and, there being a deficiency of assets,
cbtained an order to sell the lands, which he was authorized to
do either at public or private sale.

Less than ten dollars an acre for such a plantation seemed
to the Fool, who was accustomed to the high prices of land at
the North, extravagantly cheap,—as perhaps it was in the
abstract. He did not know that in its palmiest days the plan-
tation would never have brought that price at a cash sale;
while its condition had so deteriorated, that, by the same scale
of prices, it would now hardly have been worth more than half
that sum: besides which, the deleterious effects of the war
upon the value of all property in that region were hardly to be
estimated. Of all this he took no account. He answered at
once that Colonel Vaughn might take the property at the price
named, if he could get a good title. Of that he wished to be
sure. Then there came an abstract of title from an attorney of
the highest repute, as he well knew, and with it this note: —

“ Griswold was anxious to sell : so I bought, knowing that you
would be sure to take the place when satisfied of the title, as you
will be when you read this. I got it a trifle below the price I named
to you; and you can have it for what I paid, any time within two

months.
¢ CoLONEL EzZEKIEL VAUGHN."

So the Fool sold his pretty home, packed up his household
idols, took his wife and little daughter, and went to seek
health, happiness, and fortune in Dixie. The trade which had
been initiated by the persistent Vaughn was duly consum-
mated, and Comfort Servosse became the owner in fee of the
family-seat of the Warringtons. It took almost all of his little
fortune to pay for it; but, when he had done so, he felt that he
had accomplished a good work. Ile had made a fair bargain,
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and had now a basis for future happiness and prosperity; and for
this he felt himself under some obligation to Colonel Vaughn,
and came to the conclusion, that, if that worthy was not gifted
with a stomach for fight, he was at all events a good-hearted,
obliging fellow. It was not till afterwards that he found out
how many prices he had paid ; for, when the heirs of Mr. Noy-
otte —the nephews and nieces in France — sent over to reclaim
the residue of the property in the hands of the administrator, it
appeared from the record that the land had been sold privately
to Colonel Vaughn in 1863, and that there had been received
in payment thereof a certain amount of Confederate money,
which was duly filed by the administrator, and reported by
him as having been lost by the events of the war.

But these things were unknown to the Fool for several years;
and Warrington came into his hands a new toy, unsmutched
by any suspicion that he had paid too much for his whistle.

CHAPTER IX.
THE NEW KINGDOM.

Way attempt to paint the delights of that first winter at
Warrington ?

Upon examining the place, it was found that the French-
man’s lodge had been used for purposes which prevented its
present occupation as a dwelling, and they were forced to go
into the old brick mansion. It needed much repairing, and at
the best was worth more to look at than to occupy. Yet there
was a certain charm about the great rooms, with their yawning
fireplaces and dingy ceilings. Transportation was yet defec-
tive; and it was long before their furniture could arrive over
railroads, worn and old, which had been the object of attack by
both armies at different periods of the war.

It was the middle of October when they entered upon their
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new possession; and all was so new and so lovely to Metta and
the little Lily, that no lack of creature-comforts could have
checked their enthusiasm. The balmy air, the unfamiliar
landscape, the strange sense of isolation which always marks
the Southern plantation life, and, above all, the presence of the
husband and father who had been absent so long, all united
to make them superlatively happy.

Metta rode with her husband all over the country, whose
strange irregularity became every day more pleasing to them,
—through the thick woods along the bridle-path, where the
ground was covered with autumn foliage which had fallen from
ripeness rather than from the effects of frost; past the little
country farm-houses and the seats of wealthy planters; fording
rivers, and crossing rude ferries; every one whom they met,
whether of high or low degree or of whatever race, having
something about him which was new and strange to one of
Northern birth and education.

A letter which Metta wrote to her sister shortly after they
arrived will show the feelings of the young wife : —

“MyY DEAR JuniA,—I do not know how I can better employ a
few hours of Thanksgiving Day than in writing you the promised
letter of our new home and our journey here. While you are shiv-
ering with cold, perhaps looking out upon ice and snow, I am sitting
upon a little veranda, over which clamnbers a rose-vine still wreathed
with buds and blossoms. There has been a slight frost; and those
on the outside are withered, but those within are yet as fresh as if
it were but June. The sun shines warmly in, and every thing with-
out is touched with that delicious haziness which characterizes the
few peculiar autumn days of the North that we call Indian summer.
There is the same soft, dreamy languor, and the same sense of infinite
distance around us.

“ Every body and every thing is new to us; that is, to Lily and
me. Comfort’s four years of soldier-life made him very familiar
with similar scenes; and, I doubt not, a large part of our enjoyment
comes from having him to explain all these wonders to us.

“ 1t did seem terribly lonely and desolate when we first arrived.
You know Comfort had come before, and completed the purchase,
and made some preparations for our reception; that is, he had en-
gaged somebody to make the preparations, and then returned for us.
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We had a fearful journey, —rough seas and rickety boats, a rough
country, and railroads which seemed to lack all that we have coun-
sidered the essentials of such structures. The rails were worn and
broken, the cross-ties sunken and decayed; while every now and
then we would see where some raiding party had heated the rails,
and twisted them around trees, and their places had been supplied
with old rusty pieces taken from some less important track. Com-
fort said he believed they would run the train on ‘the right of way’
alone pretty soon. All through the country were the marks of war,
— forts and earthworks and stockades. Army-wagons, ambulances,
and mules are scattered everywhere, and seem to be about all the
means of transportation that are left. The poor Confederacy must
have been on its last legs when it gave up.

- “The last twelve hours of the trip it rained, —rained as you never
saw it, as I think it never can rain except in this climate. To say that
it poured, would give you but a faint idea of it. It did not beat or
blow: there was not a particle of storm, or any thing like excitement
or exertion about it. It only fell — steadily, quietly, and uninter-
ruptedly. It seemed as if the dull, heavy atmosphere were shut in
by an impenetrable canopy of clouds, and laden with an exhaustless
amount of water, just sufficiently condensed to fall. There was no
patter, but one ceaseless sound of falling water, almost like the
sheet of a cascade in its weight and monotony, on the roof of the
old leaky car. In the midst of this rain, at midnight, we reached
the station nearest to Warrington. It is, in fact, a pretty little town
of two thousand or so inhabitants; but it was as dark as the cata-
combs, and as quiet, save for the rain falling, falling everywhere,
without intermission. The conductor said there was a good hotel,
if we could get to it; but there was no vehicle of any kind, and no
light at the station except the conductor’s lantern, and a tallow can-
dle flickering in the little station-house.

‘“ Comfort got our baggage off, and stored in the station-house,
after a deal of trouble; and with bags and boxes on our arms, and
mufiled up to the chin to keep out the rain (which seemed to come
through an umbrella as if it scorned such an attempt to divert it
from its course), we started for the hotel under the pilotage of the
conductor with his lantern. Such a walk! As Comfort helped me
out of the car, he said, ‘It’s fearfully muddy.” He need not have
said it. Already I was sinking, sinking, into the soft, tenacious mass.
Rubbers were of uo avail, nor yet the high shoes I had put on in
order to be expressly prepared for whatever might await me. I
began to fear guicksand; and, if yon had seen my clothing the next
morning, you would not have wondered. Luckily it was dark, and
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no one can ever more than guess what a drabbled procession we
made that night. :

‘“ And then the hotel; but I spare you that! Lily cried herself to
sleep, and I came very near it. ‘

‘“ The next morning the earth was as bright and smiling as if a
deluge had not passed over it a few hours before. Comfort was all
impatience to get out to Warrington, and we were as anxious to
leave that horrible hotel. So he got an ambulance, and we started.
He said he had no doubt our goods were already there, as they had
been sent on three weeks before, and he had arranged with a party
to take them out to the plantation. At least, he said, we could not
be worse off than we were at that wretched hotel, in which I fully
agreed with him; but he did not know what was in store for us!

“ Warrington is only six miles from the station ; but we were
two mortal hours in getting there with our trunks and the boxes we
had brought with us. Think of riding through mud almost as red as
blood, as sticky as pitch, and “ deeper than plummet ever told,”” for
two hours, after an almost sleepless night and a weary journey of
seven days, and you may faintly gness with what feelings I carme to
Warrington. As we drove up the avenue under the grand old oaks,
just ripening into a staid and sober brown, interspersed with hicko-
ries which were one blaze of gold from the lowest to the topmost
branch, and saw the gray squirrels (whieh the former owner would
not allow to be killed, and no one had had time to kill since) playing
about, and the great brick house standing in silent grandeur amid
this mimic forest, I could have kissed the trees, the squirrels, the
weather-beaten poreh, the muddy earth itself, with joy. It was
home, —rest. Comfort saw the tears in my eyes, the first which I
had shed in it all, and said tenderly, —

¢ “There, there ! It’s almost over!’ as if I had been a tired baby.

‘“Lily was in rapture over the beauties of the old place, as indeed
she had good right to be; but I was tired. I wanted rest. We drove
to the house, and found it empty,— desolate. The doors were open;
the water had run across the hall; and every thing was so barren,
that I eould only sit down and cry. After some trouble Comfort
found the man who was to have made the repairs, and brought out
the goods. He said the goods had not come, and he ’llowed there
wa’n’t no use fixin’ things till they come.

‘‘ Comfort sent the ambulance which brought us out to go back
and get some provisions, a few cooking utensils, and some other
absolute necessities. A colored woman was found, who came in,
and, with the many willing hands which she soon summoned to hex
aid, made the old house (or one room of it) quite cozy. Our things
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have been coming by piecemeal ever since, and we are now quite
comfortable.

¢ Comfort has bought me a riding-horse, — a beautifnl blooded bay
mare; and he has his old war-horse, Lollard, which he had left in
this vicinity with an old man named Jehu Brown,— who, by the
way, is a ‘ character,” — having an impression that we might come
here. So we ride a great deal. The roads are so rough that it is
difficult to get about in any other way; and itis just delightful riding
through the wood-paths, and the curious crooked country roads, by
day or night.

““ The people here seem very kind and attentive.. A good many
gentlemen have called to see Comfort. They are all colonels or
squires, and very agreeable, pleasant men. A few ladies have called
on e, — always with their husbands though; and I think they are
inclined to be less gracious in their manner, and not so cordial in
their welcome, as the gentlemen. T notice that none of them have
been very pressing in their invitations for us to return their courtesy.
Comfort says it is not at all to be wondered at, but that we ought
rather to be surprised and pleased that they came at all; and I do
not know but he is right.

‘“Two or three countrymen came to see Comfort a few days after
our arrival. They were all ‘nisters,’ not ‘ colonels’ and ‘squires.’
They said they were Union men; and it was wonderfnlly interesting
to hear them tell, in their quaint provincialisms, what Lappened to
them during the war.

‘“We rode out to see one of them afterwards, and found him a
thrifty farmer, with four or five hundred acres of good land, living
in a log-house, with a strange mixture of plainness and plenty about
him. Somehow I think T shall like this class of people better than
the other, — though they are rough and plain, — they seem so very
good-hearted and honest.

““We are going to have the teachers from the colored school at
Verdenton here to dinner to-day to keep Thanksgiving. There are
some half-dozen of them, — all Northern girls. I have not metthem ;
but Comfort says they are very pleasant ladies. Of course they
have no society except a few Northern people; and he has gone to
bring them out to give them a treat as well as ourselves, I suppose.

““ Yours ever, with love to all, I
¢ METTA.”



42 A FOOL’S ERRAND.

CHAPTER X.
POOR TRAY.

TrE next letter was during the week which succeeded Christ-
mas Day, and explains itself : —

“MyY DEAR JULIA, — My last letter to you was written while T
was waiting for the young ladies, who are teaching at Verdenton,
to come and share our Thanksgiving dinner. That was a momentous
day for us, and that dinner a most important affair. We were a
little short of some things necessary for such an occasion; but we
pieced and fitted, and, with the help of the willing hands of many
colored girls (you must remember that all colored women are
‘girls’), we made out to spread a very respectable table. Com-
fort had gone into town early with my little bridle-wise mare Jaca,
in leading for one of the young ladies to ride; and the ambulance
followed for the others. Just as my letter was finished, they all
came up the avenue to the house; and a merrier crowd I am sure I
never saw in my life. Six sweeter girls could not be found. They
are employed by the Missionary Association to teach in the colored
schools that have sprung up all over the South like magic, and are
real ‘missionaries’ in the very best sense of the word. They are
from six different States, and never saw each other until they met
here at the school in Verdenton, and are all cultivated, refined
ladies of the best class of our Northern people, who have come here
simply to do good. It was really charming to see them, so fresh
and girlish, just from loving homes. and tender friends, coming
away down here on a noble errand, where they are despised and
insulted for the very good they perform./ Only the few Northern
people who are here will have any thing to do with them. They are
as much missionaries, and have as much to undergo, as if they were
in Turkey; indeed more, if our old friend who is teaching in Beirit
tells the whole truth in regard to her difficulties. We had a delight-
ful day; and towards night both of us returned with them, and
sending back the ambulance, and keeping only our saddle-horses,
staid at the Mission House, as their abode is called, until after nine
o’clock; and then Comfort and I rode home in the moonlight. T
don’t think I was ever happier in my life, or felt that I had been the
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cause of more happiness to others, than on that day; and, when w
knelt for our evening prayer, I did thank God with all my heart
that he had directed our steps hitherward, for I believe we have a
blessed work to do, and that our lives here will not be in vain.

““ A few days afterward I went to call on some of the ladies who
had visited me. It was so far that Comfort went with me, and I
persuaded him to let me go on horseback; for it is so unpleasant
to ride in an ambulance, which is the only alternative. This would
not be quite en régle at home, I know; but here it is a very general
thing, and it is a mode of traveling too delightful ever to be aban-
doned. We called at three houses, and were received at all of them
with a very marked restraint of manner, and with positive rudeness
in one case. Ifeltas if I could cry from disappointment and cha-
grin. We wanted to be friendly, and avoided every subject of
conversation which could give pain; and it seemed too bad to be
met with such coolness. Comfort tried to console me as we rode
home; bnt I conld see that he felt it as well as I.

¢ A day or two after this, Squire I{yman, who is one of our near-
est neighbors, though he lives a mile away, came over to see us,
He is a queer old gossip, who is so anxious to be on good terms
with everybody that he has hard times to keep anybody on his
side. During the war, it seems, he played fast and loose; and it is
amusing enough to hear Colonel Vanghn and his Confederate friends
caution us against him as a man who professed to be all right,’
but was all the time encouraging deserters and harboring bush-
whackers; and then to hear Jehu Brown, and other known and relia~
ble Unionists, say, ‘ He won’t du tu tie ter. He was always claimin’
tu be a powerful good Union man, an’ at the same time givin’ in-
formation agin any o’ the boys that was hidin’ out.’

“I knew that he had something ¢ very particular,’ as he says, to
tell the moment he came into the room; but it was a long time be-
fore he could get to it. I think Comfort suspected what it was, and
purposely led him away from the point he was striving to reach.
At length he ‘ bounced it squarely,’ as the country-people hereabout
say, with the statement, —

¢ ‘I hear they’ve got a powerful big school for the — the niggers
as we call them, — in Verdenton.’

““¢“Oh, yes!’ I answered in all innocence. ‘We had the young
ladies who are teaching there out here to our Thanksgiving dmner,
and liked them very much.’

“¢Indeed! I don’t know any thing about them, good or bad.
Of course I hear a good deal said; but that’s neither here nor there.
Some folks make a heap of fuss about every thing; but I’m one of
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them that lets other folks alone if they don’t trouble me. That’s
right, ain’t it, Colonel ?, He, he !’

“¢T don’t see why there should be any thing said against these
young ladies,’ said I.

¢ ¢ Well,” he replied, * you know how we Southern people are.
We have our own notions.” And he winked, and chuckled to him-
sclf; and I said rather sharply, —

“¢T don’t see what your notions have to do with these young
ladies, who are certainly doing God’s work in teaching these poor
eolored people, old and young.’

¢ ¢QOh, eertainly ! it would look so; but’ —

‘“¢But what?’ said@ Comfort so markedly that the old man
jumped in his seat.

¢¢Oh — nothing — that is — nothing of account— only — you
know, Colonel, we can’t help thinking that any one that comes from
the North down here, and associates with niggers — can’t — well —
can’t be of much account at home.’

‘¢ And you call teaching colored people associating with them ??
asked Comfort.

““Well, of course, in 2 manner,’ answered the squire hesitatingly.

‘¢ And you doubtless think it disreputable to associate with such
teachers ?’

“““Well, Colonel, I'm glad you mentioned it. I didn’t want to
broach it myself, being a delicate subject, you know; but it is so
counted — by — the best society, you know.’

“¢So you eame to warn us that if we continue to associate with
these teachers we must forego the pleasures of good society here-
abouts ?’

‘““Well, I had heard remarks, you know. I name no names; but
I thought it would be no more than neighborly, being as you were
strangers as T may say, and not aceustomed to our ways, to let you
know, so that you might be eareful in the future.’

‘“*Thank you. We are certainly under many obligations to you
for letting us know whom we are to be permitted to associate witl,
and whom not.’

‘““Oh, not at all! not at all ! I’m sure it’s no more than I wonld
do for any neighbor,” said the squire with an air of gratified vanity.

¢“¢ Certainly not, Squire,” said Comfort sarcastically, —and I knew
from the flashing of his eyes that some one wounld get a shot,—
¢ certainly not; and it is ‘my confidence in your neighborly inclina-
tion which makes me presume to ask a favor at your hands.’

‘¢ Any thing in the world that I can do, sir. I’m sure I shall be
proud to serve you,’ said the squire with marked enthusiasm.
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¢ ¢Then, Squire, I would be glad if you would say to these good
people who have undertaken to regulate our associations, that I
bought this property, paid for it cash down, and am quite capable
of regulating my own affairs without their aid.’

‘¢ What do you mean, sir ?*said the squire, starting from his seat,
white with rage. ‘Do you mean to insult me ?’

¢ ¢1 mean,’ said Comfort quietly,  to say that the ladies who are
teaching in the colored school at Verdenton are ladies of character
and culture, fit associates for my wife, and fully the equals of any
lady in the State. I desire to say further, that, regarding them as
such, if it comes to a choice between ostracizing them simply be-~
cause of the good work in which they are engaged, and losing the
approval of the first families of Verdenton and vicinity, I shall cer-
tainly choose the latter.”

“¢<Well— of course,” said the squire, somewhat staggered by
this view of the matter, ‘ of course you have a right to your own
way. I meant no harm, not the least in the world. Good-evening,
sir! Good-evening, Madam !’ And he was gone to do the errand at
Comfort’s bidding.

¢ Colonel Vaughn came the next day upon the same errand, I did
not hear the conversation he had with Comfort ; but he talked very
joud, and I suppose was answered much as the squire had been. I
heard Comfort say to him, just as he was leaving, —

¢ ¢T fought four years, sir, for the privilege of living under the
flag of the United States with all the rights of a citizen in any part
of the Union, and I do not intend to permit anybody to dictate my
conduct towards anybody else.’

“¢If your family associate with nigger teachers, you can not
expect respectable people to recognize them as associates.’

““We do not ask anybody to associate with us, sir. We are not
suppliants for recognition. If people desire our friendship, we are
frank and outspoken, pretending to nothing more than we are, and
accepting others as we find them. If they do not wish to associate
with us, we do not complain, and are not likely to mourn.’

‘““The colonel, as he calls himself, went away in high dudgeon;
and the next week the paper published at Verdenton had a dirty
little squib in regard to the matter, which I send you.

[ It read as follows: —

¢ Our readers will regret to learn that the Canadian Yaunkee Servosse, wlio
has bought the Warrington Place, is one of those fanatical abolitionists whose
infamous doctrines were the real cause of all the suffering and bloodshed of the
last four years. Our citizens had extended many favors to him, and our ladies
had shown very marked courtesy to his family. Instead of appreciating these
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things, he has chosen to slander our first ladies by comparing them with the
nigger schoolmarms who have come down here to teach social equality by
example.

¢« We understand that Servosse had all these free-love nigger-missionaries of
the female persuasion out at Warrington to celebrate the new Yankee holiday,
which has been added to the governmental calendar since the first year of Lin-
coln’s reign, called Thanksgiving Day. The day itself is a relic of New-England
Puritanical hypocrisy, and, we understand, was fitly observed at Warrington,
where they ate and drank, and sung ‘“John Brown,” “We're coming, Father
Abraham,” and similar melodies. It is said that one of the **N. T’s.” became so
full of the spirit of the occasion, that she kissed one of the colored boys who
waited at the table. Colonel Servosse cannot expect his family to be recognized
by respectable people if he chooses such associates for them.’]

“Did you ever see any thing so mean ? Of course we don’t care
any thing about it: only one likes to live peaceably with one’s neigh-
bors if possible. Comfort was very much exasperated when he first
saw this, and went into town in a very angry mood. I don’t know
what he did; but the next week there was a very abject apology in
the paper. It made agreatexcitement though, and even many of the
colored people advised us not to have the teachers here any more.
(‘N. T., you know, is Southern euphemism for Niggyer Teacher.)
Of course we paid no attention to it, and will have them here just as
often as we can, both to show that we are not moved by such things,
and because they enjoy coming so much.

¢ Some time ago Comfort concluded to establish a sabbath school
for colored people, as there are a great many in this neighhorhood,
and no school of any kind for them nearer than Verdenton. So he
consulted with some of their leading men, and they fixed up an
arbor and some seats in a grove not far from the house; and you
ought to see what congregations gather there Sunday afternoons.
Two or three white men came in at first, as if to see what would be
done. Comfort asked them to take classes, and help us teach
these poor people. One old man with long, white hair, strange, dark
eyes, and a mild, soft voice, came forward, and said that it was a
good work, and he thanked God that he had put it into the mind of
this new neighbor to do it; and he for one would do all in his power
to assist him.

¢ The others stood off, and did not seem to know what to do about
the matter. The old man’s name is George D. Garnet. He is of
Huguenot descent, and belongs to a large family in the South, whose
name has been corrupted from its original orthography. He is very
proud of his descent, and was attracted to us by our name being
also French. He is a deacon of the Baptist church in Mayfield,
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about twenty miles from here. Ie says he has been trying to get
his church to take hold of a colored sabbath school from the very
day of the surrender; but they will not hear him. ITe has often
staid to tea with us, and we find him very entertaining indeed.
He is very eccentric, as is evident from what he says, and the stories
the colored people tell of him. He says he was a slaveholder who
thought slavery wrong, —a ¢ Virginia abolitionist,” as he says. The
colored people say that he used to buy slaves who were anxious to be
free, and let them work out their freedom. He was not a rich man,
only just a good ‘common liver,” as they say; but in this way he
bought and freed many slaves.

‘“The colored people flock around us as if they thought ‘de Yan-
kee kunnel’ could do every thing, and hire them all. I think T
could have a hundred housemaids if I would take all that come to
me, and Lilian has nurses enough offered to take charge of all the
children in your town.

‘ Comfort has decided to sell all of Warrington but a hundred
acres. The rest lies along the creek, and is very well fitted to cut
up into little farms of ten and twenty acres for colored men, giving
them upland to live on, with a little timber, and a piece of good
bottom to cultivate. He is going to put little log-houses on them,
and sell them to colored people on six or ten years’ time. It will
make quite a little town.

“We hope to do some good, and trust that the foolish pre]udlce
of the people will wear away. It is strange how credulous they are,
though. An old country-woman, who came along with some things
to sell the other day, said she had heard that the colonel had come
down here to try and ‘ put the niggers over the white folks,” and
wanted to know if it was true ! She had a snuff-stick in her mouth,
and neither she nor her two grown daughters conld read or write !
It is wonderful how many there are here who are so ignorant; and
those who are not ignorant are full of a strange prejudice against
all who are not of their own particular set, and think and believe
just as they do. .

‘“ There are some reports of difficulties experienced by Northern
men in some parts of the South ; but we hope they are exaggerated.

‘ Yours ever,
¢ METTA.”
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CHAPTER XI.
A CAT IN A STRANGE GARRET.

SERVOSSE was very busy during the winter and spring which
followed in building the houses referred to by Metta, and
laying out and selling a large part of his plantation. Ile
found the colored men of the best character and thrifty habits,
anxious to buy lands, and no one else was willing to sell to
them. He purchased some Confederate buildings which were
sold by the government, tore them down, and, out of the
materials, constructed a number of neat and substantial little
houses on the lots which he sold. Ie also assisted many of
them to buy horses, in some instances buying for them, and
agreeing to take his pay in grain and forage out of the crops
they were to raise. In the mean time he gave a great deal of
attention to the improvement of Warrington, expecting to
reap his reward from the thousands of fruit-trees which Mr.
Noyotte had planted, and which had grown to be full-bearing,
in spite of neglect since his death. These trees and vines
were all carefully pruned and worked; and Warrington assumed
the appearance of thrift and tidiness, instead of the neglect
and decay which had before been its distinguishing features.
There was some fault found with the sales which he made to
colored men, on the ground that it had a tendency to promote
“nigger equality;” but he was so good-natured and straight-
forward in the matter that but little was said, and nothing done
about it at that time, though he heard of organizations in
some parts of the State instituted to prevent the colored people
from buying land or owning horses.

The succeeding summer was well advanced when he went
one day to attend a political meeting which was held in a little
grove some seven miles from Warrington. It was a meeting
purporting to be called for consultation in regard to the general
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interests of the country. Eminent speakers were advertised to
attend; and Servosse felt no little curiosity, both to see such a
gathering, and to hear what the speakers might have to say.
He had never been any thing of a politician, and had no desire
or expectation of being one. He rode to the meeting, which
he found to be far greater than he expected, not less than a
thousand people having assembled. Almost every man came
on his horse or on foot; and the horses stood about, tied to
the lower limbs of the trees in the grove where the meeting was
held. There were many speeches of the kind peculiar to the
‘Southern stump, full of strong, hard hits, overflowing with wit
and humor, and strongly seasoned with bombast. Stories of
questionable propriety were abundant, and personalities of the
broadest kind were indunlged in.

Servosse sat among the crowd, enjoying to the utmost this
new experience, and wondering how people could relish con-
tending so hotly over each other’s records during and before
the war. It all seemed to him very amusing. But, when they
came to address themselves to the future, he became interested
for another reason. !

It will be noted by the reader who cares to trace back a few
years of memory, or consult the records which have yot yet
become history, that this was in the primary period of what
has since become memorable as the era of “reconstruction.”
The plan which was then sought to be put into operation by
the Executive* was what has since been known as the “ presi-
dential plan,” supplemented by the ¢ Howard amendment,” and
dependent on the adoption of that by the different States re-
cently in rebellion. The abolition of slavery by constitutional
provision, the abjuration of the right of secession, and the
repudiation of the Confederate state-debts were the conditions
precedent. Of course the future status of the freedmen was
a question of overwhelming interest, though that was left,/
entirely to the decision of the various States.

It was for the discussion of questions thus arising that the
meeting we have now in hand was called.

¥ Andrew Johnson.



o0 A FOOL’'S ERRAND.

The great subject of contention between the opposing fac-
tions was as to whether the recently freed people ought to be
allowed to testify in courts of justice.

“What!” said one of the speakers, “allow a nigger to
testify! allow him to swear away your rights and mine!
Never! We have been outraged and insulted! OQur best
men have been put under a ban; but we have not got so low
as to submit to that yet. Our rights are too sacred to be put
at the mercy of nigger perjurers!”

This sentiment seemed to meet with very general indorse-
ment from the assembled suffragans, and more than one burst
of applause greeted the speech of which it was a part.

When the meeting seemed to be drawing to a close, and
Servosse was considering the question of going home, he was
surprised at hearing from the rude stand the voice of this
same orator addressing the assemblage for a second time, and
evidently making allusion to himself.

“Mry. Chairman,” he said, “I see there is a man on the
ground who has lately come among us from one of the North-
ern States, who has been here all day listening to what we
have said, whether as a spy or a citizen I do not know. It is
currently reported that he-has been sent down here by some
body of men at the North to assist in overturning our institu-
tions, and putting the bottom rail on top. I understand that
he is in favor of social equality, nigger witnesses, nigger juries,
and nigger voters. I don’t know these things, but just hear
them; and it may be that I am doing him injustice. I hope I
am, and, if so, that an opportunity will now be given for him
to come forward and deny them. If he has come among us as
a bona-fide citizen, having the interest of our people at heart,
now is a good time for him to let it be known. If he has
come to degrade and oppress us, we would like to know what
reason he has for such a course. In any event we would all
like to hear from Colonel Servosse; and I move that he be
invited to address this meeting.”

Had a bombshell fallen at the Fool’s feet, it could not have
amazed him more. Ile saw the purpose at once. Vaughn and
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several others, whom he had reason to suppose had no kindly
feelings for him, were evidently the instigators of this speech.
They were gathering around the orator; and no sooner had he
ceased speaking than they began to shout, « Servosse! Servosse!
Servosse ! ”

The chairman rose, and said something amid the din. Only
a few words reached the ears of Servosse:—

“Moved ’nd sec'n’d — Servosse — ’dress — meeting. Those
in favor—aye.” There was a storm of ayes. ¢ Opposed —
no.” Dead silence ; and then a period of quiet, with only an
occasional yell for ¢ Servosse” from the party of malignants
on the right of the stand.

Servosse shook his head to the chairman; but the shouts
were redoubled, and there was a closing in of the crowd, who
were evidently very curious as to the result of this call.

“DBring him on!” shouted Vaughn to those who stood
around. “Bring him on! Let’s hear from him! We haven't
heard a speech from a Yankee in a long time.”

“ Servosse ! Servosse! Servosse!” shouted the crowd. Those
who stood about him began to crowd him towards the platform
in spite of his protests. They were perfectly respectful and
good-humored ; but they were evidently determined to have
a speech from their new neighbor, or else some fun at his
expense.

“Oh, bring him along!” cried Vaughn from the stand.
“Don’t keep him all to yourselves, gentlemen. We can’t hear
a word here. Give us a chance!”

This sally was greeted with a shout; and Servosse, still ex-
postulating and excusing himself, was picked up by a dozen
strong arms, carried along between the rows of seats, — rough
pine boards laid upon logs, — and hoisted upon the platform,
amid a roar of laughter.

“We’ve got him now,” he heard Vaughn say to his clique.
“He’s got to make a speech, and then Colonel Johnson can
just give him hell ”

There was another cry of « Speech! speech! speech!”

Then the chairman called for order; and there was silence,
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save here and there a dropping word of encouragement real or
mock, — “ Speech! Goon! Give it to ’'em, Yank!” &c.

Servosse had noticed that the crowd were not all of one
mind. It was true that there was an apparent unanimity,
because those who dissented from the views which had been
expressed were silent, and did not show their dissent by any
remarks or clamor. He knew the county was one which had
been termed a “ Union county ™ when the war began; and there
was still a considerable element whose inclinations were against
the Rebellion, and who only looked back at it as an unmitigated
evil. They had suffered severely in one form and another by
its continuance and results, and smarted over the sort of com-
pulsive trickery by which the nation was forced into the con-
flict. IJe had marked all these things as the meeting had
progressed; and now that those whom he recognized as his
enemies had succeeded in putting him in this position, he
determined to face the music, and not allow them to gain any
advantage if he could help it.

Ie shook himself together, therefore, and said good-natured-
ly, —

“Well, gentlemen, I have heard that —

¢ One man may lead the pony to the brink,
But twenty thousand can not make him drink !’

So, while you have shown yourselves able to pick me up,
and put me on the platform, I defy you to elicit a speech,
unless you’'ll make one for me. However, I am very much
obliged to you for putting me up here, as those rough boards
without backs were getting very hard, and I shall no doubt be
much more comfortable in this chair.”

Whereupon he took a seat which stood by the table near the
chairman, and coolly sat down. The self-possession displayed
by this movement struck the crowd favorably, and was greeted
by cheers, laughter, and cries of “ Good !” “That’s so!” and
other tokens of admiration. If it had been the purpose of
those who had started the cry to press him to an impromptu
speech before a crowd already excited by a discussion they
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knew to have been in direct conflict with the views he must
reasonably entertain, in order that he might meet a rebuff, he
was in a fair way to disappoint them. Instead of making an
exasperating speech or an enjoyable failure, he had simply
refused to be drawn into the net spread for him by coolly
asserting his right to speak or keep silence as he chose. And
the crowd unmistakably approved.

The chairman, an old gentleman of courtly manner, whose
very appearance was a guaranty | of “his character, urbanity,
and moderation, evidently felt that the new-comer had been
treated with rudeness, and that he had been made the unwilling
instrument of a malicious insult. It was apparent that the
stranger so regarded it, and the chairman could not rest under
the imputation of such impropriety. So he rose, and, addressing
himself to the occupant of the other chair, said courteously,—

“I have not the honor of your acquaintance, sir; but I
presume ‘you are the gentleman who has been called Colonel
Servosse.” :

The latter bowed affirmatively.

«I assure you, sir, I am happy to know you, having heard so
much to your credit that I have promised myself great pleas-
ure in your acquaintance.”

Servosse blushed like a boy; for there is no class whose}
flattery is so overwhelming as that to which the chairman | /
belonged, it being united in them with a dignity of manner J
which gives peculiar force to the lightest remark.

“I am sure, sir,” the chairman continued, “nothing could
afford me greater happiness than to hear your views in regard
to our duty as citizens of a common country at this peculiarly
trying period in our history; and I am confident that such is
the earnest wish of this assemblage. [Cries of “Yes, yes!”]
The manner in which you have been invited may seem to you
somewhat rude, and was certainly inexcusable, considering the
fact that you are a stranger. I hope, however, that it will not
have the effect of preventing us from hearing your views. Seen
from your stand-point, it is to be expected that present events
wil} bear a different interpretation to what they have when
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viewed from ours; but we have met as neighbors, and it is to
be hoped that an interchange of views will do us good. I
hope, therefore, that you will permit me to introduce you to
this aundience, and that you will make some remarks, if for
nothing else, to show that you bear no ill will for our unin-
tended rudeness.”

Cries of “Servosse! Servosse! Colonel Servosse!”

There was no possible answer to an apology and a request so
deftly framed as this, except compliance. Servosse perceived
this, and, rising, gave his hand to the chairman, and was by him
formally introduced to the audience. The crowd gathered
around the stand in expectant curiosity; and a little group of
colored men who had hung on the outskirts of the audience all
day, as if doubtful of their right to be present, edged one by
one nearer to the speaker’s platform. The short terse sentences
of the new-comer were in very marked contrast to the florid
and somewhat labored style of those who had preceded him.

/It was the earnest practicality and abundant vitality of the
North-West, compared with the impracticality and disputatious
\ dogmatism of the South.

CHAPTER"XIJ.
COMPELLED TO VOLUNTEER.

“ GENTLEMEN,” said he, “I did not come here to make a
ypeech. I am neither a speech-maker nor a politician. Never
made a political speech in my life, and certainly am not pre-
pared to make a beginning to-day. I have bought a home
among you, and cast my lot in with you in good faith, for good
or for ill. Whether I have acted wisely, or have run on a
fool’s errand in so doing, is for the future to reveal. I must
say, from what I have heard, and heard applauded to the echo,
here to-day, I am inclined to think the latter will prove the
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true hypothesis. Your chairman has intimated that my opin-
ions may differ from yours; and, as this fact seems to be appar-
ent to all, it is probably best, in order that we should part good
friends, that I should not tell you what my views are.”

Cries of “Yes, yes! Goon!”

“Well, then, if you don’t like my notions, remember that
you would insist on my giving them. As Isaid, I am no poli-
tician, and never expect to be. I hope I have common sense,
though, and I shall try to know something of what is going on
in the world while I am in it. I don’t want to discuss what has
been done, nor who did it. I want to say one thing, however,
about the immediate future. I have heard a good deal to-day
about what the South wants, and must have ; what you will do,
and what you will not do. 1 think you have two simple ques-
tions to answer: First, What can you do? And, second,
What will you do? There has been much discussion here to-
day in regard to freedmen being allowed to testify in courts,
the repudiation of the war-debt of these States, and one or two
other kindred questions. Allow me to say that I think you are
wasting your time in considering such matters. They are de-
cided already. There may seem injustice in it; but the war-
debt of these States can never be paid. Neither can the freed-
man be left without the privilege of testifying in his own right.
It makes no difference whether you accept the terms now
offered or not, in this respect —yes, it may make this differ-
ence: it is usually better to meet an unpleasant necessity half
way, than wait till it forces itself on you.

“The logie of events has settled these things. The war-debt
became worthless as paper when Lee surrendered, and nothing
can revive it. The taint of illegal consideration attaches to it,
and always will. So, too, in regard to the colored man being
allowed to testify. This is settled. He was allowed to testify
on the battle-field, and will be allowed to testify in courts of
justice. When he took the oath of service, he acquired the
right to take the oath of the witness. These, I say, are already
Sacts. :

“The practical question for you to consider is, How far and
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how fast shall the freedmen be enfranchised? You have to.
day assented to the assertion repeatedly made, that the South
would never submit to ¢ nigger suffrage.” DBut again T say, the
South has nothing to do with that question either. The war
settled that also.”

“We will have another four years of it before we will sub-
mit,” interrupted Vaughn in great excitement. There was
an approving murmur from a good portion of the audience
at this interraption. The speaker did not seem at all discon-
certed, but, turning to Vaughn, said, —-

“T hope not, Colonel. I've had enough; but, if you will have
it, lend me your crutches, and let me join the cripple brigade
this time, won't you?”

The roar of laughter which followed interrupted the speaker
for several minutes, and left Vaughn the picture of amazement.
That the stranger should venture upon such a retort as that to
a Southern gentleman was quite beyond his comprehension.

“As 1 said,” continued the Fool, “with the general question
of colored suffrage you have nothing to do. It is a fact accom-
plished. It is not yet recorded in the statute-books; but it is
in the book of fate. Tkis question, however, you have still in
[your hands: Shall negro suffrage be established all at once, or
{gradually? If you of your own volition will enfranchise a
part of them, marked by some definite classification, — of intel-
ligence, property, or what not, —and the others as they reach
that development, it will suffice at this time. Wait, hesitate,

| refuse, and all will be eniranchised at the same time by the
General Government. You say it will be a great evil. Then
you ought to lighten it as much as possible. If you will give
the elective franchise to every colored man who owns a hun-
. dred dollars’ worth of real estate, and every one who can read
\and write, the nation will be satisfied. Refuse, and all will
\be enfranchised without regard to your wishes or your fears.

“I have told you, not what I think ought to be, but what I
believe s, the fact of the present situation. I can see that
you do not all agree with me, perhaps none of you; but it
will stand thinking over. Don’t forget what I tell you, and,
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if you dislike my remarks, remember that you forced me to
say what I have said, as well by your own urgent importunity
as by the kindly compulsion of your chairman.”

There was a dull, surprised silence when he had concluded.
The very audacity of his speech seemed to have taken away
all power, if not all inclination, to reply. Some of his audi-
ence regarded him with sullen, scowling amazement, and others
just with dull wonder that any one should have the hardihood
to make such a statement. A few seemed to regard him not
unkindly, but made no manifestation of approval. The chair-
man rose, and stated that the views of the speaker were some-
what startling and entirely new, he presumed, to the audience,
as they were to him. As Colonel Servosse said, they would
stand thinking about; and on behalf of the audience he re-
turned to Colonel Servosse their thanks for an exceedingly
frank and clear statement of his views. If there was no
farther business, the meeting would stand adjourned.

Thereupon the crowd separated; and, after a few moments’
conversation with the chairman and one or two others, the Fool
mounted his horse, and took his way homeward.

CHAPTER XIII.
A TWO-HANDED GAME.

He had not proceeded far, when, in descending a hill towards
a little branch, he overtook two men, who were evidently saun-
tering along the road, and waiting for some one to come up
with them. He recognized them as men whom he had seen
at the meeting. When he came up with them, they greeted
him pleasantly, but with something like constraint in their
manner. It was nearly sundown; and one of them, glancing
at the west, remarked, — ’

“ Goin’ back to Warrin’ton to-night, Colonel ?”
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“Yes,” was the reply. “It’s just a pleasant hour's ride.”

“It’1] be right dark afore ye git there,” said his interrogator
cautiously.

“A little moonlight will make it all the pleasanter,” he
laughed.

“Ef ye’ll take pore folks’ fare,” said the other man some-
what anxiously, “you’re welcome to supper and a bed at my
house. It’s right near by,” he continued, “not more’n a mile
off your road at the farthest. You might ride by, and stay tu
supper anyhow. ’Twouldn’t hinder long, an’ we’d be right
glad tu chat with ye a bit.”

“No, thank you,” he replied: “my wife will be looking for
me, and would be alarmed if I did not get home by dark,
or a little after. Good-evening!”

He was about to spur on, when one of the men cried after
him in their peculiar way, —

“ 0 stranger! wait a minit. Don’t stop, but jest walk along
as if we was only passin’ the time o’ day. I don’t want tu
’larm ye; but it’s my notion it would be jest as well fer ye not
to go home by the direct road, arter makin’ that speech ye did
to-day.” '

“Why not ?”

“Wal, ye see, there was a crowd of rough fellers thar that
was powerful mad at what ye said about the nigger, though
I be cussed ef I don’t believe it’s gospel truth, every word on't,
myself. Ilowever, they’re mad about it; an’ thar’s a parcel
of towns-folks hez been eggin’ ’em on tu stop ye somewhar on
the road home, an’ they may make ye trouble. I don’t think
they mean tu hurt ye; but then ther’s no tellin’ what such
a crowd ’11 do.”

“You say they intend to waylay me ?  asked Servosse.

“Wal, no! we didn’t say that: did we, Bill?” appealing to
his comrade. “DBut we thought they mout stop ye, and treat
ye rough, ye know.”

“So you think they’ll stop me. Where do you think they’ll
do it ? ” he asked.

“Oh, we don’t know it! Mind ye, we don’t say so; but they
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mouf, an’, ef they did, ’twould ez likely ez not be somewhar
about the ford.”

«All right, my friends. When I’'m stopped, it will be a
queer thing if some one’s not hurt.”

« Better stop with us now,” said his new friends anxiously,
“an’ not git into trouble when ye can jest ez well go round it.”

“No, thank you,” he answered: “I'm going home; and no
one will stop me either.”

He spurred on, but had gone only a short distance, when a
pebble fell in the road in front of him, and then another, evi-
dently thrown from the bushes on his right. He drew rein,
and was about to take a pistol from his belt, when he heard
some one, evidently a colored man, say, —

« (O Mars’ Kunnel ! don’t shoot!” And at the same time he
saw a black face, swrrounded by gray hair and whiskers,
peering out from behind a bush. “Jes’ you git down off'n yer
hoss, an’ stan’ h’yer one minit while I tells ye sumfin’.”

“What do you want ?”” he asked impatiently. «It’s getting
towards sundown, and I don’t want to be late home.

“Dar! jes’ h’yer him now !” said the colored man reproach-
fully. «“Ez ef ole Jerry ebber wanted tu keep him ’way from
home!”’

“Well, what is it, Jerry? Be in a hurry!” said Servosse, as
he dismounted, and led his horse into the dense undergrowth
where the man was. It was without misgiving that he did so.
e did not know the man, and had never seen him before,
except, as he thought, at the meeting that day. He had been
warned of danger; but such was his confidence in the good
will of every colored man, that he left the highway, and came
into the thicket to meet him, without fear. The confidence
which his service as a Federal soldier had inspired in the good
faith, trustworthiness, and caution of the colored man, had not
yet departed.

“ Dey’s waitin’ fer ye, Mars’ Kunnel,” said the man almost
in a whisper, as soon as he came near. ¢¢‘I'd sot down to rest
my lame leg in de bushes jes’ a little while ago, an’ they come
’long, an’ stopped nigh *bout where I was; an’ I heard ’em lay
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de whole plan, —tu stop ye down by de fo’d, an’ tie ye out
into de woods, an’ give ye a whippin’ fur de speech ye made
to-day.”

The man came from behind his bush, and Servosse saw that
he was strangely deformed, or rather crippled from disease.
e walked almost bent double, supported by two staves, but
‘had yet a very bright, intelligent countenance. He remem-
bered then having seen him before. His name was Jerry
Hunt, and he lived on a plantation adjoining Warrington.

“How did you come to be so far from home, Jerry ?” he
asked in surprise. ’

“Went to h’yer de speakin’, sah. Can’t tell what fer.
Tought de Lor’ hed sumfin’ fer old Jerry tu du out h’yer; so
started ’arly, an’ come. I knowed de Lor’ sent me, but didn’t
know what fer till I heerd ’em a-fixin’ it up tu git ye, mars’
Kunnel. Den I knowed, ’cause yu’se our fren’:  knows dat.”

Then he told how, as he was lying in the bushes to rest, six
men came along; and he heard them arrange to waylay Colo-
nel Servosse, “an’ war’ him out wid hick’ries. Dey said dey
wa'n’t gwine to hurt him, but jes’ tu let him know dat he
couldn’t make sech infamous speeches as dat in dis region
widout gettin’ his back striped, — dat’s all.”

“ And where are they to be, Uncle Jerry?”

“Jes’ on dis side de fo’d, sah, — jes’ as ye goes down de hill
in de deep cut.”

“But how are they to know which road I take ? The road
forks three miles before I come to the creek, and I can as well
take one as the other.”

“Yes, sah!” said Uncle Jerry. “Dey tought o’ dat: so dey’s
gwine to leabe one man at de fawks wid a good hoss to come
down whichever road you don’t take, an’ gib ’em warnin’,
leastwise ef you takes de upper road, which dey don’t ’spect,
cos you come de lower one. Dey’s gwine to put a grape-vine
cross de cut to catch yer hoss.”

“ And who stops at the forks?”

¢« Mars’ Savage, sah.”

% What horse is he riding ?”



A TWO-HANDED GAME. 61

“He’ll not hev any at de cawner, but will claim to be wait-
in’ for Mars’ Vaughn’s carryall to come; but de gray filly’s hid
in de bushes.”

« All right, Jerry. T'm much obliged. If I don’t take care
of myself now, it’s my own fault. Good-night!”

“ God bless you, sah!”

Servosse rode on, revolving in his mind a plan by which he
should discomfit his enemies. To evade them after such
warning was a matter of no difficulty whatever; but he was
too angry to wish to do this. The idea that he should be way-
laid upon the public highway, and maltreated, because, after
their own urgency, he had spoken his opinion frankly and
plainly about a public matter, was more than he could endure.
He determined to do something more than escape the threat-
ened attack, and give the parties to understand that he was
not to be trifled with.

On arriving at the forks of the road, he found Savage in
waiting, as he had been told, and, after some little chat with
him, started on the upper road. Savage called to him, and
assured him that the lower road was much better, and a nearer
way to Warrington.

“Well,” was the reply, “my horse has chosen this, and I
always let him have his own way when we are going toward
home.”

The horse of which he spoke was a bay Messenger, which he
had captured in battle, and afterwards ridden for nearly two
years in the service. In speed, endurance, and sagacity the
horse had few equals even among that famous stock. Hoof,
limb, and wind were sound; and his spirit did honor to his
illustrious parentage. Upon his steadiness and capacity his
rider could count with the utmost certainty. Horse and man
were well mated, each understanding with exactness the temper
and habits of the other.

“ Now, Lollard,” he said, as soon as he was well hidden from
the place where Savage was posted, “make the old ¢Taber-
nacle Church’ in the best time you can, and see if we do not
make these gentlemen repent the attempt to circumvent us.”
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“The Tabernacle” was the name of a church which stood
on the upper road, about two miles from the lower ford, from
which there was a bridle-path through the woods, coming out
on the lower road about half a mile above the ford. To reach
the latter road by this path before Savage should have time
to pass the point of intersection was now the immediate ob-
ject. .
Lollard covered the ground with mighty stretches, but
evenly and steadily, in a way that showed his staying qualities.
When they reached the church, his rider threw the reins on
his neck, and leaped to the ground. He was well acquainted
with every bush around the church, having frequently attended
meeting there. After groping around for a few seconds, he
bent over a small hickory, and cut it off with his knife. Tt
made a goad about six feet long, and perhaps an inch and a
half in diameter in the heaviest part. He trimmed off a few
shoots, and then laid the top on the ground, and held it with
his foot while he gave the butt a few turns, deftly twisting the
fiber so that it would not snap from any sudden blow. This
done, he had a weapon which in the hands of an expert might
well be deemed formidable. Ie had a revolver in his belt;
but this he determined not to use.

Mounting again, he dashed down the bridle-path until he
came to the lower road. A little clump of pines stood in the
angle made by this path and the road; and on the soft sward
behind this he stopped, and, leaning forward, stroked his horse’s
face to prevent him from neighing upon the approach of the
expected horseman. He had waited but a few moments when
he heard Savage coming at a brisk gallop on his gray filly.
The moon had now risen; and between the straggling pine-tops
he caught occasional glimpses of the rider as he came along
the stretch of white road, now distinctly seen in the moonlight,
and now half hidden by the shadow. Holding his horse hard
until the other had passed the opening of the path, he gave the
gallant bay the spur, and in half a dozen bounds was on the
filly’s quarter. The long, lithe hickory hissed through the air,
and again and again lashed across the mare’s haunches. Stung
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with pain, and mad with fright, she bounded forward, and for a
moment was beyond reach; while her rider, scarce less amazed
than his horse at the unexpected onset, lost his self-control,
and added unintentionally the prick of the spur to her incen-
tives for flight. It was but a moment’s respite, however; for
the powerful horse was in an instant again at her side, and
again and again the strong arm of his rider sent the tough
hickory cutting through her hide or over the shoulders of her
rider. Half-way to the cut in the road this race of pursuer
and pursued kept up. Then Servosse with sudden effort drew
in the bay, and subdued his excitement; and, taking the shady
side of the road, he advanced at an easy gait to observe the
result of his artifice. Meantime the party at the cut, hearing
the swift clatter of horses’ feet, concluded that the man for
whom they were waiting had been warned of the ambush, and
was pushing forward to avoid being stopped by them in the
‘woods.

“ By heavens!” said one, “it will kill him. Let’s undo the
grape-vine.” And he sprang forward, knife in hand, to cut it
loose.

“No,” said another: “if he chooses to break his neck, it’s
none of our business.”

“Yes,” said a third: “let it alone, Sam. It’s the easiest
way to get rid of him.”

An opening in the wood allowed the rising full moon to
shine clear upon the upper part of the cut. Faster and faster
came the footstrokes of the maddened filly, — nearer and nearer
to the ambuscade which the rider's friends had laid for another.
Her terrified rider, knowing the fate that was before him, had
tried in vain to stop her, had broken his rein in so doing, and
now clung in abject terror to the saddle.

“ Good God! how he rides! ” said one.

“Heavens! men, it will be murder!” cried another; and as
by common impulse they sprang forward to cut the rope. It
was too late. Just as the hand of the foremost touched the
tough vine-rope, the gray filly bounded into the spot of clear
moonlight at the head of the cut; and the pale face of their
comrade, distorted with terror, flashed upon their sight.



64 A FOOL’S ERRAND.

“My God!” they all cried out together, “it’s Tom Sa-
vage!”

The mare’s knees struck the taut vine. There was a crash,
a groan; and Tom Savage and his beautiful young mare
were lying at the bottom of the rocky cut, crushed and broken,
while on the bank stood his comrades, pallid and trembling
with horror.

It needed not a moment’s reflection to show even to their
half-drunken minds what had been the result of their cowardly
plan; and, smitten with the sudden consciousness of blood-
guiltiness, they turned and fled without waiting to verify their
apprehension by an investigation of the quivering wreck of
mangled flesh upon the rocks below. Hastily mounting their
horses, which were picketed near, they dashed through the ford;
and he against whom this evil had been devised heard the
sharp clatter of their horses’ hoofs as they galloped up the
rocky hill beyond. Then he dismounted, and went cautiously
forward to the edge of the cut. A moment of listening told
him there was none there except the man whom he had lashed
on to his fate. His heart beat fast with sickening fear as he
glanced at the mangled form below. A low groan fell upon
his ear. He clambered down the steep side of the cut, and
groped about in the shadow until he found the body of the
man. He struck a match, and found that he was still living,
though insensible.

At this moment he heard the sound of a rumbling vehicle on
the road above.

. Dis way, boys! dis way!” cried the voice of old Jerry.
“’Twas right here dey was gwine to stop de Kunnel.”

There were hasty footsteps, and a rattling one-horse cart drove
into the moonlight with the white-framed face of old Jerry
peering over the dashboard; while a half-dozen more colored
men, each armed with a stout club, rode with him, or ran be-
side it.

“Stop!” cried a voice from below.

“Bress de Lor’ ! ” shouted Jerry. ¢“Dat’s de Kunnel’s voice.
Dey hain’t killed him yit. Hurry on, boys! hurry on!”
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He scrambled from the cart, unmindful of his decrepitude,
and in an instant willing hands were helping the “Kunnel”
bear something limp and bleeding towards the light. Then
one brought water in his hat, and another gathered something
to make a blaze for closer examination of the body of Sav-
age. Fortunately he had slipped from the saddle when his
mare struck the rope, and before she took her final plunge upon
the rocks where she now lay crushed and dying. He had been
dashed agaiust the clayey bank, and was battered and bleed-
ing, but still alive. He was put carefully in the cart, and car-
ried on to Warrington.

“Jes’ arter ye passed me, Kunnel, the cart comed on, an’ I
tole ’em what was up, an’ got ’em to drive on peart-like, so that
we might help ye ef ther was any need on’t, which, bress de
Lor’! dey wa’n’t,” was uncle Jerry’s explanation of their un-
expected appearance.

CHAPTER XIV.
MURDER MOST FOUL.

THE next day there was a great stir over the horse of Sav-
age, which was found dead at the foot of the cut. The grape-
vine still remaining attached to a tree on each side of the road
fully explained her condition. Savage himself could not be
found; and his five companions had all fled, each fearing the
others, and each believing the others had removed and hidden
the body. That a murder had been committed was evident,
every one said; and those who had been privy to the design,
though not engaged in its execution, were hardly at fault to
imagine how it occurred, at least the main features of it; and
the flight of Savage’s comrades confirmed them in this belief.
The scheme to entrap the new-comer had evidently failed, and
a greater evil than had been intended him had befallen one of
the conspirators. Strangely enough no one associated Servosse
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in any way with this result. Public justice, however, and the
safety of those who were thought to be the real though unin-
tentional murderers, required that some one should be pun-
ished. A scape-goat was absolutely necessary to insure the
peace and safety both of those who had fled and those who
remained, as well as to satisfy the natural demands of public
justice.

So three colored men were arrested on suspicion, and, after
being maltreated and threatened to induce them to confess,
were haled before Justice Hyman for examination. With
hands bound with tightly knotted cords before their breasts,
and elbows tied behind their backs, they were led each one by
a man on horseback —a great crowd attending, all armed —
along the big road which led by Warrington to the house of
Squire Hyman. Old Jerry came to inform “de Kunnel” of
the arrest. He immediately mounted his horse, and rode over
to attend the examination.

The court was held in the grove before the squire’s house,
the magistrate sitting by a table in his shirt-sleeves, and smok-
ing a long reed-stemmed pipe, the bowl of which was of that
noted clay which the smokers of the Allegany slopes declare to
be little inferior to the meerschaum, and which the connoisseur
who looks for a “sweet smoke,” rather than a highly colored
bowl, will be apt to prefer even to that vaunted article.

The prisoners were charged with the murder of Thomas
Savage. They had been arrested without a warrant, such
formality not being considered important, as they were “only
niggers.” The gravity of the offence charged would have justi-
fied an arrest without a warrant; but no one thought of putting
it on that ground. One was now filled out, however; affidavit
being made by the ever-ready Colonel Vaughn, that he had rea-~
sonable ground to believe, and did believe, that the defendants,
and and ——, being malicious and evil-disposed per-
sons, moved and seduced by the instigation of the Devil, at and
in the county of , one Thomas Savage, in the peace of
God and the State then and there being, did kill and murder,
eontrary to the form of the statute, in such cases made and
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provided, by tying a grape-vine across the cut on the west side
of Gray’s Ford on Reedy Run in said county.

The constable made return thereon that he had the bodies of
the accused before the court, and the examination proceeded.

The county-attorney, who had been sent for in hot haste to
conduct the trial, arrived just as these formalities were con-
cluded, and, after a brief consultation with Colonel Vaughn
and one or two others, announced his readiness to proceed, and
stated what he expected to prove at some length and with
considerable vehemence of expression; after which he pro-
ceeded to introduce his evidence. This consisted of proof of
the finding of the mare, evidently killed by her fall upon the
rocks, the grape-vine drawn tightly across the road, the hat of
Savage found in the cut, and traces of blood along the track
in the same. These facts, he claimed, sufficiently established
the death, without the production of the corpus delicti, — suffi-
ciently, at least, to justify a binding over. He had no doubt
but that the body would be found.

To connect the accused men with the crime, he relied upon
the fact that they had reason to harbor malice towards the
supposed defunct, having had, each of them, some difficulty
with him a short time previous to the event. In addition to
that, certain tracks were found about the ford in the moist
earth, which must have been made by colored men; and thos
tracks were about the size and general appearance of those o?
the accused.

When the evidence was concluded, the magistrate remarked
that he would have to commit the prisoners; and there was
a murmur ran through the crowd to the effect that a better
and cheaper way would be to string them up to a tree. —

“If you send them to jail,” said one, “the damned Bureau

‘\/will turn them out!” 2

Then Servosse quietly stepped forward, and inquired if the
prisoners had not a right to be heard and to introduce testi-
mony in their own behalf.

A look of blank amazement, not unmixed with righteous
indignation, ran through the crowd at this proposal. The
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magistrate said he supposed they had, —that is, if they had
any testimony to offer.

Thereupon Servosse said he would be sworn, and, being
asked what he knew about the killing of Thomas Savage by
the accused, said he knew they did not kill him.

“Do you know this of your own personal knowledge, Colo-
nel ? 7 asked Justice Hyman.

“T do, sir.”

“Will you please tell the court how you know this fact?”
asked the county-attorney.

“Because, sir, Mr. Thomas Savage, the man supposed to
be dead, is at this moment alive, and at my house.”

Had a clap of thunder burst from the clear sky above the
crowd, their surprise could not have been greater.

At length the county-attorney broke into a laugh and,
extending his hand to the witness, said, —

“Well, sir, you bring us very good news. What is his con-
dition ?”

“Ie is very much injured; but you had better ask him in
regard to the cause of it. Ie will be able to tell you soon, or,
if necessary, might do it now. I prefer not to say any thing
about it myself, —at least, not unless in his presence. One
thing I can say, however: these men you have under arrest had
nothing to do with the accident which befell him.”

“ All right!” said the attorney. ¢“We may as well discharge
them, your worship. I am much obliged to you, Colonel, but
wish you had told me before this farce begun. I believe you
did it just to see me make a fool of myself.”

“Not at all, sir,” was the reply. “I never dreamed of a
lawyer consenting to a conviction for murder without proof of
the fact of death.

“ Sh—!” said the attorney; then, putting his hand to his
moutli, and leaning forward close to the ear of his interlocutor,
he said in a whisper, —

“Don’t you see this, Colonel ? What would have become of
the poor devils if they had been turned loose on this charge
before your testimony ?”” He glanced around, and then said
aloud very significantly, —
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¢«¢There needs no ghost come from the dead to tell us that,
my lord” Eh?”

Then the squire wanted them all to take a little brandy with
him. A decanter with glasses, and a sugar-bowl with a half-
dozen spoons bristling from its mouth, were set on the table,
and the whole crowd were invited to partake. A bucket of
water and a gourd were brought, and each one helped himself
to the apple-jack, sugar, and water. The late prisoners were not
forgotten. When they had been unbound, the justice himself
poured out a stiff dram for each, and congratulated them on
their escape. The change from seemingly savage cruelty to
sympathy and good will was instantaneous, and to Servossg
inexplicable. F

The sullen stoical apathy which had marked the defendants
during the previous proceedings had been changed into pro-
found astonishment by the introduction of “dat ar Yankee
kunnel.” They had listened with dilated eyes to his brief
testimony, and when their cords were cut they had no memory
of previous ill treatment in the joy of unexpected deliverance.
So when the squire offered them a dram, and congratulated
them in kind words on their release, each one tossed off his
glass of apple-brandy with a grin and a shuffle, and a hearty,
“ Here’s luck to ye, Mars’!”

The only unpleasant thing about it was that the wife of one
of them who came rushing upon the ground at this time with
loud cries of grief, upon being hastily informed of the facts,
would persist in throwing herself upon her knees before the
Fool, and thanking him in the name of her helpless babes for
saving their father from being hanged without law or justice,
“jes’ because he was a nigger.”

“The pore critter don't know any better,” as the squire
informed the Fool apologetically.

To which remark the Fool replied, —

“Lvidently not.” A reply which left the good justice in
grave doubt as to what was intended by it.

Mr. Thomas Savage remained at Warrington until his
bruises were healed. A great many of his friends came to see

v
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him, and were very anxious as to the cause of his injuries.
He said but little while under the roof of his new neighbor,
but after he left made no secret of the matter, and strangely
enough was thenceforward the stanchest of friends to Ser-
vosse and his family.

CHAPTER XV.
“WHO 1S MY NEIGHBOR?”

ONE day their neighbor, shortly after the events narrated in
the last chapter, Squire Ilyman, came over, ostensibly to see
Mr. Savage, but really, as Mrs. Servosse thought, to renew his
intimacy with them, which he broke off in a miff the year
before, because they would invite the teachers of the colored
schools to visit them. Ile seemed rather shy at first; and
Mr. Savage was absent, so that his excuse did not hold good.
As Colonel Servosse was away, Metta thought she should have
a hard time to bridge over his discomfiture. Ile evidently
remembered the last time he was there, and knew that she
had not forgotten it. However, as it happened, she had
one of the new novels of Viector Iugo upon her work-
table; and knowing him to be a somewhat bookish man in
his queer, rough way, having heard her husband say that he
had read a great deal, and had quaint and original views in
regard to what he read, she called the book to his attention,
and soon had hiin sitting vis @ vis with her; his great stick and
hat lying by him on the floor, and his long-stemmed pipe in
his mouth, but hardly ever burning, though he lighted it every
few minutes. Of course he did not smoke in her sitting-
room without her leave, nor even did he presume to ask such
leave ; but, knowing what the old man’s pipe must be to him
by the pertiracity with which he carried it about, she insisted
ou his lighting it. It was but a short time before he was dis-
coursing familiarly on books and events in a manner so quaint
that she was well repaid.
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“Victor Hugo,” said he meditatively. “Do you know, Ma-
dam, it seems almost a dream to me the way that name has
become familiar this side the water? Ife must be an old man
now, smartly older than I am, ma’am; and he has been a most
prolific writer, I believe, from a very early age. Yet—would
you believe it? —I never saw or read, to my present remembrance
at least, any thing that he had written before the war. And
I don’t know anybody who had either. Not that I am any
scholar, ma’am: but we Southern people had a good deal of
time to read in those days; and, as I had not much education, I
took to reading, so as not to feel behind my associates. I did
not read every thing of course, and didn’t have any particular
end in view, I'm sorry to say; but I read what other folks read
of novels and po),iLics and religious controversies, and whatever
fell in my way./ But I didn’t read any of IHugo’s works, and
hardly heard on“em, till, some time along the last year of the
war, a neighbor’s son came back from the hospital, where he’d
been lyin’ sick for a good bit, and loaned me a book he called
‘Lee’s Miserables.” It was a shallow sort of pun, as I found
out; but I reckon it was a most earnest one to the poor fellows
in the trenches. Well, it’s wonderful the run that book had
here in the South, in spite of the blockade; aund I was not a
bit surprised to see it stated the other day that he had almost
as many readers in America as at home. Ile’s the most Ameri-
can Frenchman I ever read after.”

Then he would dip into the new book for a while, or read
aloud some little passage which struck him, until he had
mastered the period treated of and the general drift of the
book. Ie bespoke its loan as soon as she had finished it, but
could not be induced to take it before.

After a time he asked to look into the book-case, and was
soon engrossed in making new, and renewing old friends, as he
said. There were some works which Servosse had put on an
upper shelf, lest they should attract any one’s attention, and
be thought to have been displayed with any intent to offend.
They were works upon slavery and kindred subjects.

She noticed that the old man was peculiarly attracted to this
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shelf. Ileseemed very soon to have forgotten all about Victor
Hugo, and he presently asked if he might borrow some of
these volumes. She hardly knew what to tell him. She did
want to ask him to wait until Comfort came; for it seemed so
absurd, in what was called a free and Christian land, to hesitate
as to whether it would be safe to lend a simple book. e
noticed her hesitation, and said, —

“]1 have a curiosity to read them. I have heard so much
about them, and never saw them before. You may not be
aware, madam, that they were regarded as ¢seditious publica-
tions’ before the war; so that one could only get to read them
at considerable risk and trouble. This I never cared to take;
but now that it is all over, and the doctrines of these books
have come to prevail, I would like to read the books just to see
what hurt us.”

She remarked that her husband had put them on the top
shelf in order that he might not seem either to obtrude them
upon his neighbors’ notice, or to deny their possession by con-
cealment.

“No, he has no cause for that now,” said he; “though I re-
member when a man was tried and convicted, and sentence of
whipping and imprisonment passed on him too, just for having
one of those in his possession.”

“I did not know,” she said, that the law actually made it
criminal, or, rather, I supposed it was never enforced.”

“ Oh, yes! it was,” he answered. “The case I allude to was
Mr. Wanzer, who belonged to a very well-kuown family here
in the county, though he had just come in from Indiana, which
was the way he come to have the book about him. There was
a big trial and a powerful excitement over it. Ile was very
ably defended, and his lawyers took a heap of points on the law,
which it was thought might be declared unconstitutional. But
’twasu’t no manuner of use. The Supreme Court stood by the
law in every particular.”

“J thought it was only mobs that interfered with people for
reading what they chose,” said she; “at least since the good old
days when they used to burn people for reading the Bible.”
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“Well,” said he, “there used to be mobs about it too: at
least we used to get very much excited at the idea of people
bringing what were called ‘abolition’ books here, to stir up
our slaves to insurrection; and probably did some things that
had as well not have been done.”

¢« But how could you, Squire ?” she asked. ¢ This claimed to
be a free country; and how could you think you had any right
to persecute one for reading, writing, or saying what he be-
lieved? I suppose in those days you would have hung my
husband for expressing his opinions ? ”

“In those days,” said he solemnly, “Colonel Servosse would
never have expressed such opinions. I admit that he is a
brave man; but no one would any more have uttered such senti-
ments as he puts out now than he would have carried a torch
into a powder-magazine. The danger was so apparent, that no
one conld be found fool-hardy enough to attempt it. 1 think
such a one would have been torn limb from limb, as by a wild
beast, by any crowd in the South.”

“But you could not have thought that right, Squire,” she
interposed.

“ Well, now, I don’t think you ought to say that, madam. You
see, you are blaming a whole people whom we are bound to
admit were, in the main, honest in what they did. If any one
believed slavery to be a divinely appointed and ordained iusti-
tution, I can not see how he could do otherwise.”

“If!” she said hotly. “Do you suppose there were any
such?”

“ Undoubtedly,”” he answered seriously, — “ many thousands
of them, and are to-day. In fact, you may say that the bulk of
the Southern people believed it then, and believe it now. They
regard the abolition of slavery only as a temporary triumph of
fanaticism over divine truth. They do not believe the negro
intended or designed for any other sphere in life. They may
think the relation was abused by bad masters and speculators
and all that, and consequently God permitted its overthrow ;
but they have no idea that he will permit the permanent estab-
« lishment of any system which does not retain the African in a

subordinate and servile relation.”
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“But you do not believe any such horrible doctrine, Squire? ”
she could not help asking quickly.

“T beg your pardon, ma’am,” he answered politely enough:
“1 don’t know what I believe. ' T have been a slaveholder from
my youth, and ever since I could remember have heard the
institution of slavery referred to in the pulpit and in religious
conversations, not so much as a thing that might be proved to
be holy, but which was incontestably divine in its origin and
character, just as much as marriage, or any other Christian
.institution. I don’t think a minister who had a doubt upon
that subject could have found any market for his religion here.
Until the war was over, I think, if there was any one thing that
I believed stronger and clearer and firmer than another, it was
that niggers were made for slaves; and cotton, terbacker, sugar-
cane, an’ rice, were made for themn to raise, and could not be
raised in any other way. Now I’m most ready to say that I’ll
be dog-goned if I know what I do believe. I know the niggers
are free, and, for all I can see, they are likely to stay so; but
what’s to come on't I don’t know.”

“My husband,” said she, “thinks they will remain so, and
become valuable citizens, and that the Southern people have
actually gained by the war more than emancipation cost them.”

“Yes, yes, I know,”” said he: “I’ve heard the colonel talk,
and what he says looks mighty plausible too. I think it’s that
has had a heap to do with unsettlin’ my faith. However, I do
wish he would be more keerful. He don’t seem to realize that
he’s among a people who ain’t used to his free and easy ways of
talking about every thing. I'm afraid he’ll get into trouble.
I know he means well, but he is so inconsiderate.”

“He’s not used to hiding his opinions,”” she said with some-
thing of pride.

“No,” he answered; “nor are those he is among used to
having their pet notions assailed in that manner. I'm afraid
there’ll be trouble. I was anxious to see him to-day, an’ talk
with hin about it; but I shall have to come again. Mean-
time, if you’ll let me take these books, I'll read ’em carefully,
an’ perhaps find some way out of my dilemma.”’
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« Certainly,” she said. “We have no books that our neigh-
bors are not weleome to read, believe or disbelieve, ascept or
refute, as they may see fit. We practice what we preach,
Squire.”

“I believe that, madam,” said he, as he stooped for his hat
and stick; “an’ I believe you’re very much in earnest, both in
preachin’ an’ practicin’. Oh! did I tell you?” he added sud-
denly, “my son Jesse, he's heard the colonel speak once or
twice, an’ he’s clean carried away with him. Says he’s got
more sense than anybody he ever heard talk about such mat-
ters. He's quite took up that notion you spoke of a while
ago, —that freein’ the slaves is the best thing that’s ever
happened for the white folks of the South. Maybe he’s right,
but it sounds right queer to hear him talk so. He’s like you
say, though, — practicin’ what he preaches, an’ is going in to
work as if he’d been raised to it all his life. It looks hard, and
sounds queer; but maybe he’s right. Good-evening, ma’am!
Tell the colonel I'm right sorry he was not at home. T'll come
again when I’ve read these through,” — touching the books
with his pipe, — “an’ hope I may catch him then.”

Servosse was not quite pleased when his wife told him that
night of what she had done. Ie had been very careful not’ to
give any just ground of offense, as he thought, to their neigh-
bors. While he did not hesitate to avow his opinions upon any
question of present interest, he did not think it well to open
the controversies of the past, and had studiously avoided all
reference to them, unless it became necessary in considering
the present. Ie did not say much, however; and when, a few
nights afterwards, the Squire came over to return the books,
the Fool was rather glad she had loaned them.

The old man had evidently come for a chat. One could see
that as he laid down his hat and stick, filled his pipe, and drew
up his chair to the corner of the wide fireplace, in which the
dry hickory and black-jack was blazing brightly, and coaxed
their little golden-haired pet to sit beside him.

«Well, Colonel,” he said, after he had chatted a while with
the child, “I've brought back the books I borrowed of the
madam the other day.”
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“So I see,” laughed Servosse. “Well, I hope you enjoyed
reading them ? ”

“That I did, Colonel,” he answered, — “more, I suppose,
than you would ever imagine that I could.”

“Indeed!” said Servosse. “I was half afraid they would
make you so angry that you would feel like visiting your dis-
pleasure on me.”

“No, indeed!” said the old man with a sort of chuckle.
«“I had no notion of being angry; though, now I come to think
on’t, I can’t imagine why [ am not. There’s certainly hard
things enough in those books about me and my people to make
any man mad. But the truth is, Colonel, it seems to be all
about the past,— what is all over and done with now,—so
that I seem to be reading of somebody else, and some other
time than my own. Do you know, Colonel, that I never read
any ‘abolition > books before, only some of the milder sort ?
and I am of the notion now, that our folks made a mistake in
keeping them out of the South. I was a little surprised when
the madam here,” — waving his hand gallantly towards Metta,
— “asked me if any one really believed in slavery. If it had
been you, I should have asked if any one really believed in
‘abolitionism.” But I am satisfied that the people who wrote
those books believed what they were writing; and it does seem
as if they had good reason to do so. It’s a thousand pities we
couldn’t have talked these things over, and have come to the
right understanding of them without this terrible war.”

“That was quite impossible, Squire,” said Servosse. “We
could never have agreed. T have learned enough of the former
state of affairs here already to see that. Each party distrusted
the other’s sincerity, and despised the other’s knowledge. War
was inevitable: sooner or later it must have come. Why, even
now we can not agree in regard to the incidents flowing from
emancipation, — the mere corollaries of the problem God has
wrought out for us in the blood of our best.”

[T «That's true, too true,” sighed the old man. “And it’s
curious too. It’s all common sense at the last. Why can’t we
agree to hunt together until we find it?”

“Tt seerus to be human nature, Squire.”
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«That’s it, Colonel ; an’ when you’ve said that you've said all~
We can’t go no further, nor learn any more. It’s human nature,
and there’s no wmore use of asking questions of human nature
than of an owl. ¢What’ and ‘why’ are things that don’t
concern human nature. It don’t care no more for reason than
a mule does for persuasion. ITuman nature is a sullen, obsti-

nate, unreasonable brute; but it always has its own way with J
all on us.  Ain't that so, Colonel ?” he asked with a self-appre-
~ciative chuckle.

“Just so, Squire,” replied Servosse. “And almost always
disappointing too. Now, I can not see why the South should
not have seen its own interest to have lain in the way of grad-
nal emancipation long ago.”

“ The very idea I was going to advance as to the North,”
langhed the old man. ¢I never could make out what interest
they had in the matter at all. Now, the people who wrote
those books I can understand. With them it was a principle,
a religious idea. They thought it was a wrong and a sin
which they would do God’s service to exterminate. They are
what we call ¢fanatics.” No one can blame them, only for not
crediting us with like sincerity. They might have done that,
I should suppose. 'They made too much, too, out of the abuses
of slavery. It was abused, — no doubt of that,—and many bad
things done by bad men under cover of it; but they might
have credited us with honesty, at least. We were not all bad,
nor all cruel and unjust. Some of uns thought the master’s
relation one of divine duty; and others, who weren’t quite so
clear upon that point, or didn’t care so much whether it was
true or not, felt that the institution was on our hands, had
come to be there lawfully, and we didn’t see how we were to
get rid of it without immense loss and sacrifice. So we just
let it float along. But we were not hard masters, nor cruel
owners. We did feel bound to protect the institution. Not
only our interests, but the safety of society as we honestly
thought, depended on its continuance, unimpaired and per-
fect, until something else should take its place, at least. As
long as the nigger was fhere, we were all satisfied that he must

%
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be a slave. A good many of us thought it would not be any
injury if they could all be removed somewhere else.”

“No doubt you are right,” said Servosse. ¢ And it is not
surprising, either, that you should have felt so, or that those
who wrote these books should have misconceived your motive.
Slavery did two things which naturally prevented such knowl-
edge from being obtained: it excluded the stranger from its

| inner sanctuary with rigorous care, and persecuted with un-
| sparing severity all who rejected its dogmas.”

“Yes, yes, I see,” laughed the Squire. “ You and I are get-
ting back to human nature again in our anxiety to excuse our
respective sides. But do you know I have a still greater
reason for being angry, after reading one of those books, on my
own personal, individual account? — 1, Nathaniel Hyman?”

“ No, indeed, I did not,” said Servosse. * You are not one of
the characters, are you ? ”

“That’s exactly what T am,” was the reply, ¢ and not cast in
a very enviable rdle, either. Besides, the worst of it is, that the
author takes pains to write a note about the matter, and tell
everybody who was meant to be represented by the character.
Hadn’t you noticed it ?”

“ I had no idea of it,” said Servosse, flushing. «I have never
read the book since it first came out, and had then no personal
interest in the individual characters.”

“ No, of course not,” assented Hyman; ¢though I did think
the madam’s hesitation the other day might have sprung from
that. I’d heard of the fact before, and was anxious to see if it
were true. That’s why I wanted to read the book.”

Metta assured him that she had no knowledge of it, and he
continued, —

“Well, T don’t know as T mind it, though one hardly likes
to go down to posterity as one of the black sheep of his day.
The affair of which so much is made was a very trifling matter,
and T had mighty little to do with it, at best.”

Then he read aloud the passage and the note, and explained :
“Now, the whole matter was this. There were a couple of
Northern ministers, — Wesleyans, I believe they called them-
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selves, — who couldn’t make out to hold their tongues, but were
a-spoutin’ an’ argyfyin’ around here as if the Lord hadn’t given
them any instructions, only to abuse and denounce slaveholders
and slavery. I went to hear ’em once or twice just to satisfy
myself. They were very imprudent and very intemperate. I
spoke to one of them after meeting was out that day, an’ told
him so. He wouldn’t listen at all, but rattled off more Scripture
at me than I ever heard in the same time from any body else on
earth. T didn’t quarrel with him (you know I never quarrel
with anybody, Colonel), an’ I presume I did tell him I was his
friend. T’m everybody’s friend, an’ always have been. Ididn’t
want him to get into no trouble, an’ didn’t want no harm to
come to him. That’s all true, an’ I've no doubt I said so to
him. But I did not approve his doctrine, nor sympathize with
his sentiments; nor did I tell him so, though he says I did in the
note. Inever thought of such a thing. I probably told him I
was a magistrate, which was true, and that I was afraid of
trouble, which was equally true. Come to think of it, I am of
the notion that I told him he had better not preach at the Level
Cross. If T didn’t, I ought to have done so; for, if they had gone
into that neighborhood, they would have been strung up to a
tree, certain. Anyhow, the appointment was changed to Shallow
Ford meeting-house for the next Sunday. That is true, an’ I
presume it was on my warning. Now, I am represented as
doing all this to get these men into my power. I swear to you,
Colonel, it’s false. I hadn’t such an idea. I thought they
were fools, and think so yet; but I hadn’t any malice or harm
against them in the world. But as it happened, without
any knowledge or advisement of mine, directly or indirectly,
the next Sunday morning, when the meeting was to be at
Shallow Ford, there came by my house a party of gentlemen
going on to Level Cross, to hear the Wesleyans, they said. I
told them they were on the wrong road, just as a muatter of
politeness, you know; and they came on up to the fork of the
road above your place here, and took over to Shallow Ford,
sure enough. After they had been gone about an hour or so, it
occurred to me that they might be bent on mischief. I don’t
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say I might not have done just the same if T had known their
errand ; but as a fact I did not, and never suspected it till after-
wards.”

“Well,” asked Servosse, “is the rest of the incident true, —
that about dragging the ministers from the pulpit, bucking them
across a log, and beating them ?”

“Well, T heard afterwards that they did break up the meet-
ing, and give the preachers a little brushing. They might have
bucked ’em across a log; more’n likely they did: it’s a powerful
handy way to larrup a man. I don’t allow, though, that it was
any thing like so severe as it’s represented in the book, though
no doubt the preachers thought it pretty rough. I s’pose
they weren’t used to it—perhaps thought their cloth would save
them. I understand they got away powerful quick after that,
not waiting for any repetition of the dose, which-was about the
only sensible thing they did do.” i

The old man told it with twinkling eyes, and an evident
relish'of the whole proceeding.

“I have always had some doubt in regard to these incidents,”
said Servosse, “and am glad to have this confirmed by one who
was an actor in it; but you don’t pretend to justify such pro-
ceedings, Squire? ”

“Well, now, Colonel, I don’t really see what there is to make
such a fuss about,” said Hyman. ¢IIere was a peaceable com-
munity, living under the protection of the Constitution and laws
of the country; and these men, who had no business or interest
here, came among us, and advocated doctrines, which, if adopted,
would have destroyed the counstitution of our society, and per-
haps have endangered our lives and families. Such doctrines
lead at once and naturally to insurrection among the blacks,
and threatened us with all the horrors of San Domingo. I
must say, Colonel, I think the gentlemen were very lenient and
forbearing, when they only striped the preachers’ backs a little,
instead of stretching their necks, as would have been done in
any less peaceable community under like provocation.”

«“Tt is just such intolerance as this, Squire, which makes it
next to impossible for the South to accept its present situation.
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You all want to shoot, whip, hang, and burn those who do not
agree with you. It is all the fruit and outcome of two hundred
years of slavery: in fact, it is part and parcel of it,”’ said
Servosse.

“ But you don’t think those men had any right to come here,
and preach such dangerous doctrines, do you?” asked his
neighbor in surprise.

¢ Certainly,” said Comfort: “ why not? ”

“Why not? ” echoed the Squire. ¢« Why, it seems to me the
most evident thing on earth that every community has an
undoubted right to protect itself. That is all we did, — pro-
tected ourselves and our institutions.”

“Protected yourselves against your institutions, more properly,”
said Servosse. “That is the very strength of the abolitionists’
position, Squire. No community has any right to have, cherish,| |
or protect any institution which can not bear the light of reason | \
and free discussion.”

“ But, suppose they do tolerate such an institution, does that
give one a right to bring a firebrand among them? Are not
they the proper judges of what is the correct thing for their
own good, — the keepers of their own consciences? ”

“Tt 1s useless to discuss the matter,” said Servosse. ¢ The
arguments you use are the arguments of intolerance and big-
otry in all ages. Even men who wish to be liberal-minded,
like you, Squire, are blinded by them. You thought it was
fair to whip those ministers for preaching what they deemed
God’s word, because the bulk of the community did not agree
with them. That was the very argument which would have
been used to justify Tom Savage and the others, if they had
succeeded in giving me a flagellation a while ago, as they
attempted to do. The principle is the same. I had disagreed
with my neighbors, and advocated strange doctrines. By your
reasoning they had a right to suppress me by violence, or even
by murder if need be.”

“ Oh, not so bad as that, I hope, Colonel!”” said the Squire.

“Yes, it is just as bad as that; and I tell you what it is,
neighbor Hyman,” said Servosse, “the most dangerous and
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difficult element of the future, at the South, is this irrepressible
intolerance of the opinions of others. You deem disagree-
ment an insult, and opposition a crime, which justifies any
enormity. It will bring bitter fruit, and you will see it.”

“ Oh, I hope not!” said the old man lightly. I want to get
along peaceably now, and I am sure our people want to do the
same. We may be a little hot-blooded, and all that; but we
are not mean. We are poor now, —have lost every thing but
honor; and T hope we shall not lose that. But I must be
going. By the way, if you should be writing to any of your
friends at the North, and should think of mentioning Nuthan-
iel Hyman, I wish you would just say that he never practiced
any deception on the ministers, and was not responsible for
the licking they got, directly nor indirectly. Good-evening,
ma’am.”

He lighted his pipe, and went home, evidently thinking that
his connection with this ante bellum barbarity had somehow
increased his importance in the eyes of his new neighbors.

CHAPTER XVI.
THE EDGE OF HOSPITALITY DULLED.

Frowm the day of his speech in the grove, the new proprietor
of Warrington was a marked man in the community. e was
regarded as an “abolitionist” and an incendiary. While his
neighbors did not seem to have towards him any especial dis-
trust in their personal intercourse, and generally met him with
affability, yet he gradually became aware that a current of won-
derful strength was setting against him. IIe became an object
of remark at public assemblies; the newspaper at Verdenton
had every now and then slighting allusions to him; and the
idea was industriously circulated that he was somehow con-
nected —identified — with “ Yankee power,” and had been sent

]
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to the South for some sinister motive. IHe was not one of
them. He represented another civilization, another develop-
ment, of which they were naturally suspicious, and especially so
on account of the peculiar restrictions which slavery had put
around them, and which had acted as an embargo on immigra-
tion for so many years before the war.

The intercourse between his family and those who constitute
what was termed “good socicty ” gradually dwindled, without
actual rudeness or tangible neglect, until the few country-
people who “neighbored with them,” as it is termed there,
comprised their only society, if we except the teachers of the
colored school and the few Northern families in the town.

Now and then this feeling of hereditary aversion for the
Yankee manifested itself unpleasantly; but it was usually ounly
an undemonstrative, latent feeling, which was felt rather than
seen in those with whom he associated in business or otherwgse,
until the first year had passed away, and the crops had been
gathered.

Little attention had been paid to the manner in which he had
chosen to build houses and sell lands to the colored people, — it
being perhaps regarded as merely a visionary idea of the Yan-
kee abolitionist. When, however, the crops were harvested,
and some of these men became owners of horses and houses in
their own right, it seemed all at once to awaken general atten-
tion. Omne night a gang of disguised ruffians burst upon the
little settlement of colored men, beat and cruelly outraged some,
took the horses of two, and cut and mangled those belonging
to others.

When the Fool arose the next morning, he found the follow-
ing attached to his door-knob, wrapped in a piece of black cloth,
on which was traced in white paint a death’s-head and cross-
bones above the figure of a coffin: —

“ CoroNEL COMFORT SERVOSSE. Sir,— You hev got to leeve this
country, and the quicker you do it the better; fer you ain’t safe here,
nor enny other miserable Yankee! Youn come here fo put niggers
over white folks, sayin ez how they should vote and set on juries and
sware away white folkes rites as much as they damin please. You
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are backin up this notion by a sellin of em land and hosses and
mules, till they are gittin so bigin ther boots they cant rest. Youw've
bin warned that sech things wont be born; but you jes go on ez if
ther want nobody else on arth. Now, we’ve jes made up our minds
not to stan it enny longer. We’ve been and larned yer damm nig-
| gers better manners than to be a ridin hossback when white folks is
walkin. g‘Tw Regulators hez met, and decided thet no nigger shant,
be allow&d to own no hoss nor run no erop on his own account here-
arter.7 And no nigger-worshipin Yankee spy thet encourages them
in their insolense shel live in the county. Now, sir, we gives you
three days to git away. Ef your here when that time’s over, the
buzzards wil hev a bait thats been right scarce since the war was
over. You may think wes foolin. Other people hez made thet mis-
take to ther sorrer. Ef you don’t want to size a coffin jest yit yon
better git a ticket that will take you towards the North Star jes ez
far ez the roads.been cut out.
“ By order of
‘“THE CAPTING OF THE REGULATORS.”

The Fool at once published this letter in ¢ The Verdenton
Gazette,” with a short, sturdy answer, saying that he was
minding his own business, and expected other people to mind
theirs. He paid for it as an advertisement, — the only terms
on which the editor would admit it to his columns. This pro-
ceeding, which in the North or in any other State of society
would have awakened the liveliest indignation towards those
who thus attempted to drive him away from his home, as well
as a strong sympathy for him, had no such effect upon this
community. Many openly approved the course of the mob:
others faintly condemned; and no one took any steps to prevent
the consuinmation of the outrage threatened. No one seemed
to think that the Fool was entitled to any support or sympa-
thy. That he should sell land to colored men, and assist them
to purchase stock, was considered by nearly the entire commu-
nity as an offense deserving the worst punishment; and that
he should go farther, and publicly favor their enfranchisement,
was such a gross outrage upon the feelings and prejudices of
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