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LOVE AND 'REBELLION. 

CHAPTER 1. 

THE PLANTATION I~ LOUISIANA. 

OUR story begins in the ante-bellum days. To the 
owners of Southern plantations life then typified elegance 
anu a Sardanapalus-like luxury. In a wooded lawn of tall 
pecans, huge gnarleu oaks, and magnificent ceuars 
nestled a large brick builuing. The uay sparkled with 
yellow sunlight, anu the drowsy hum of bees filled the 
goluen silence with a gentle lullaby. On the wide veran
das, closed in by Venetian shutters, sat the master of these 
vast, fertile cotton-fields. Near to him were his mother, 
his wife, and four chiluren. 

A man of culture, a generous nature, brave and patient 
nnuer all circumstances. Though the midule of Decem
ber, it was one of those sweet spring-like days which some
times come in our season of cold and sleet. J nst beyond 
the lawn inclosure were the clean, snow-white quarters. 
In front of their neatly swept doors sat groups of slaves 
taking their Sabbath holiuay in the open sunshine, while 
others were walking in a common flower-garden, gathering 
chrysanthemums to adorn their homes. Long rows of 
bee-hives stretched around the white fencc, and a warm 
sunlight enticetl the bees from their winter homes. N0

where could be found so peaceful and lovely a landscape; 
nowhere coulLl be found so happy anu contented a race of 
people. With a kintl master who supplied all their lleces
dities, and kept them iree from responsibilities, they were 

• 




'lfIl!lt;'!teaJ~ted 18 ohildl'en who gathered wild flowers from 
woodlancl& 

In lront of the broad cotton-fields flowed the wide Mis
siaaippi, silently, grandly sweeping toward the golf. They 
watched a magnificent steamer slowly swing around to the 
landing; when she strock the bank a basy throng of roy
sferers .l'ashed asbore, bringing boxes, barrels, and sundry 
p8rC?els. . 

ulfassa, 'pears like Chrisap times is soon har," said 
'Unole Ben~ as Mr. Hargrove paased on the levee to watch 
the freight rolled ashore. 

"Yes, Uncle Ben; we are all going to have nice pres
erris. Yoo all have been faithtal, good servants, and I 
am going to I'tIward ),00." 

•• Yes, i,ndeed, massa; 'pears like you got nut for ebery 
nigger on dis big plantation." 

"1 hope JIO, Aunt Susan, " he replied, to the last 
speaker. 

"Hurra tor m88llll and misti88 tool" they shouted, 
toaaing their hats in the air. "Hurra for dem, and dere 
ohiUens, and Chrisop time too.!' 

The freight had been rolled into the warehouse, and the 
boat was again steaming far down the river. Mr. Har
grove, sarroUDded by a hundred s aves, walked toward his 
heaotifal house. A bell rang out on the sunlit evening. 

"Uncle Ben, bring them on, it is church-time now,"
said he. 

" I will, ma88L" 

They soon gathered in a mass under giant magnolias in 
front of the granite steps. All heads were uncovered, and 
there in open sunlight, beneath the vaolting dome of God's 
Tast univereal cathedral, master aDd slaves w9rshiped to
piher. A minister preacqed to them a plain sarmon, 
IOmething to reach their simple understandings. Away 
dD'D the riTer OQQJd ItiIl be heard Ule rDlh of waves as the 



waters broke against the wheels and sides of -"'.-"'IIt"l' 
cent steamer. 

A Sand-bar gleamed white as sheets of burning,.IUJJ~~..'i 
while swelling waves washed drift-wood upon sanded BIUI~f1.4Ii 

The distant moo of lowing herds and the slowl1 me~~ 
ured ker-ling-ker-Iang, kerling, kerling of their bella 
they plodded their way homeward made musio fot 
evoning service. 

Lumps of sunlight lodged among the rustling ID8gn~'ll111'~ 
leaves, and turned the bursting crimson burrs into Il'IDI_~ 
ing fire. 

'1Jhe fliokering light of the dying day, and dar'k sI184O"'I; 
fiung downward from the swaying boughs, gathered 
the dusky faces beneath. The peace of evening bhl~'" 
over the exquisite pioture and God's benediction hllD& ove.,
alL 

OHAPTEBIL 
PLANTATION LIn BEFORE THE WAR. 

IT was a clear, sparkling, sun-flecked day. The great 

Mississippi flowed silently majestic, as if reflective by en

deavoring to maintain perfect harmony with the qaietllelll 

of the pictlJresque shores, and the tranquil beauty of the 

exquisite day. Michael Angelo, with his glorious geniae, 

never dreamed of such a wonderful day; never imagined 

the exceedingly delicate tintings of this lovely sun-kissed 

day. A group of children stood upon the sanded rim of • 

golden river-bar; they stood peering at the steamer gli4iDg 
swan-like and stately down the purpled and Qrimaoued 
water of the great, ocean-sweeping river. Her~ on ~ 
sides of the Mississippi stretched the moat magnitloeBt oo~ 
ton-belt of the World. 

To-day presented a busy soene on Mr. Hargrove's .-,_ _" 
tation. Hundreds of acres were green with JlWl1fYr:,"",lIIJI; 

CIOttcm anel tasseling corn. The peollliar mellocJj_, •. ~~.,:. 



of • hundred alayea &lIed the 8DDlit tranquillity with that 
weird IOlemn m1l8ic foond nowhere 80 mou.rnfully sweet 
.. that of the negroea song while working the Southern 
eoUon-fielda. It was a brilliant May evening. The day 
wu creeping toward BIlllEL The plow-banda tramped 
iIteadiIy behind their mules plodding Blowly up and down 
the cotton-ron. Their heads could joat be seen aboTe the 
tall aWkB, as they Blowly walked and song " Gi,e me We 
OIl &he Old Plantation." 

This na the sweet, solemn work-aong that echoed all 
OTer the wide fiolda as the laborers kept steadily hoeing 
and plowing. ow and then a gleam of a brigh~po1ished 
hoe told that. hoe-hand had swung down the implement 
for a moment's reaL Their master was not aevere, and 
the}' frequeutly pa088d, although the o,ereeer sat on his 
horae in the near tum-row. Occasionally the sparkling SOB 

fIuhed from the gleaming plow-share 88 the laborer reached 
the end of die row, and turning roand, he atarteddown an
Giber stretching &01'088 the fertile field&. The rows were 
lennl feet apart, yet to a distant obaerYer the fields re
_bled a Taat, swaying, boondl888 emerald sea. The sharp 
ring of the hoes Btriking the clodded earth made moaica1, 
rhythmic time with the moornfulsnnaet chant of a hondred 
alaTeL They have a peculiar dirge-like lOog the laborera 
ling at 1UD88t--a parting requiem to the dying day. This 
..-ing chant now rose and fell upon the tranquil so.nset 
IIliIln-, IDaIdng a plaintiv81l888 80 IOlemn that all nature 
I88Dled enrapturedly 1iatening. It is a strange pecu1iarity 
of the negro character that while working the Southern 
eotton-fielda he aeldom sings rollicking lOng&. When 
quietly engaged in &leady work he seems filled with aeriooa 
nJleetious; theae he expreaaea in • moat peculiar dirge-like 
cbaDt. heard nowhere elae except while working in nth.. 
em fteldI. _ onder no other circomatancea or labor but 
the ..hoeiDg of the oottoa-fie1c1& 

naed Iaia I8UiDg. u. dJOWI1 blDll of ill



r.otlI Aid) aa__~ 

.., the ahrill rattle of the gruahopper, and the ____.,--_,..,'1 

peculiar wah-ab, wah·ab. wah-ah of hDDdreda of katydids: 
in the trees lining both aides of the long tum-row or flalcl· 
road told that the day bad. expired, and that her haH-aiater, 
twilight, kept watch, DDtil night with her sable pall h8d 
shrouded the dead one. The teamster unfastened his ~ 
mODDtecl his mule, and plodded homeward; and the hoe
band shouldered his implement while the lond solemn toB. 
of the plantation bell summoned the laborers from work, 
for the day W88 gone. 

It was an impressive sight; that large caravan of work
en, moving slowly homeward. down a long, dllBky, shaded 
and t.ree-lined avenoe. Above huge boughs overlappec1 
each other a.nd formed a perfect arched canopy, while the 
letting SDD threw long, slanting shafts of gold through the 
thick foliage, and lodged 88 quivering arrows opon the 
dusky caravan. When they had reached the barn-holll8l 
lod stable-yard each laid away his implement and CIUD8 

toward the master • 
.. Well, how is our crop to-day?" he inquired of the 

neareat. 
"Good, massa, good; we is gwine to make yoo an' mil

tisB heap ob money dis yare " 
.. You are all faithful worken, and I think our yi6ld will 

be abDDdant. Our prospects are splendid. " 
.. Dat dey is, 1Il888&." 

" How do you like your new overseer?" 
" Berry well. onliest he is not 88 good 88 lila&. We 

know dat massa ain't gwine let him beat os, at he d.. 
JIUUIB& will aho make him leab. II 

"He ahall not treat any of yoo croe1ly, but you mad 
obey him." 

" Massa, hab yoo 888n de chillens?" inquired Aut 8...... 
She W88 not a field-band. Her duty was to remaia in 

the qaarierBI and take care of the obild!eD wbile the ~ 
~ W8le Ai WOI'L 



ooma; and whin 1 goee up to 
dey takes ebbery little nigger 

wid clem. Someiima dey goes down in de 
_III .0' cleo IicleI back on de plow-mules, bat 1-1 dan 
IW!IIII. ...-:'Y' plow-nigger at dey bab Been dem, an' dey aez 

...., you will bab to make lIiBBie an' Mara Rassell 
little niggera lone; dey won't mind me whin mil

....U.IU dim oome wid her. II 
to the river, and. I think yoa wiII find them."....." 

Yah, ,-h, de aid hen dD 10811 her ohickens," they all 
__It 18 Aut Sasan moved 011 to the river. There 

them. 
bar" millie, you can't cammed oat dis far in de 

~.Jr~ aDd Tom, who stood knee deep in the water. 
millie ain't gwine in da. water, you fool Dig; 



end of the string. His suooess had been manelOlilJ, for"'" 
large tub nsarly filled with craw-8sh sat on the edge of the 
water. He was as black as he could be, while the son had 
burned his hair' into a nappy-red. He went bareheaded 
even on the hottest Augl18t days. The others all wore 
bandannas on their heads. They sat in a group of twenty6 
listening to Ann, the story-teller. They had caught a pie08 
ot drift-wood for Miriam to sit upon, while they twia~ 
and squirmed upon the sands, and gathering it in bandf. 
poured it upon their nappy heads. • 

" Missie, make Jim quit frowin' dat san' in my 818111" 
yelled a little toddling negro. 

"Jim, keep q wet. " 
" Yes, indeed," he said, burying his head in the IIIld

6 
and piliug it upon his neck. 

" All keep still; now go on, Ann." 
"While 1 kotch de 8sh," said Tom. 
.. Go on, Ann. and finish about the little boy. " 
" De one dey foun' in de ribber?" 
"Yes." 
"Wall, dat's me, miasie, fur I is in de ribber," yelled 

Tom. 
.. Yah, yahI" they all laughed, uncovering their'heads, 

and piling the sand upon them. ' 
"Hush, Tom; hush, all of you. Go on, Ann." 
"No, wissie. I ain't gwine let nigger yeller-.p Tom 

flatter me dat way." 
.. Don't mind Tom; go on, Ann." 
"Well, rae tell you anudder Scripter tale." 
" Very well; commence." 
" Barrily, berrily, 1 say unto you, dar was nnoe a big 

fish-fry, wid two little 8shes-" 
"Yah, yah, yahl" yelled Tom. "l'se in de Soripter 

agin, caze I'se gwine beat dat fish-fry wid two little fishes." 
"Dat you is, Tom, dat you is," they bellowed, puehint 

thei'r heads further into the sand and piling it highet. 
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"&rrily, berrity, I ~y unto you-" 
.. Look har, Tom, 1'se kotched a turkle," saidJim, hold

ing up a large river turtle; .. an' berrHy, berrHy, I say unto 
you 1'88 gwine tie him to the end of my shirt, caze dar he 
sho' will stay." 

"Look at him, how he pulls Jim's shirt, tryin' to git 
}qse!" they shouted. 

"Berrily, berrily, I say unto you,'f cried Aunt Susan, 
.. ef you don't get back home I'll war you outen." 

They jerked their nappy heads out of the sand and saw 
granny swooping down upon them with a large switch in .. 
her hand. They rolled, s(lumed, and tumbled over each 
other in their e1fortB to escape. Many of them had been 
wading in the water, and their ~ne garment being saturated 
with water, it clung close to them; but they ran with 
all possible speed. Jim rushed out of the river, his long 
coarse shirt sticking tight to his legs, while the turtle 
dangled from behind. Up the steep bank he scutHed, 
Aunt Susan furiously plying her switch across his back • 

.. Drat dis turklel" yelled Jim, as its weight retarded his 
up-hill progress. 

Tom had rushed further into the water, and losing his 
depth, he fell, and was now struggling for life. 

" Mammy, mammy, Tom is drowning!" cried Miriam; 
and seizing a long fishing-rod she rushed into the river. 

Aunt Susan wrung her hands and screamed for help; 
the negro children turned, rushed back, and gathered in a 
huddle to see Tom drown. They stood helpless as sheep. 

" Po' Tom, po' Tom!" they screamed. 
But no help came, because they were too far from the 

dwelling aud quarters for the inmates to hear the screams. 
Miriam was now up to her shoulders in water. One step 

more, and she could reach Tom's outstretched hands; but 
that step might sink her beneath the waters of the great 
river. She stepped carefully forward, threw the polo into 
his hands, and drew him upon the ahore. Aunt Susan put 



lIiriam upon Ann's back, caugh' Tom by the band, aDd 
proceeded homeward. 

.. Lord, Lord! I will bress you furebber," muriluued 
the. grateful old creature. .. Dey bof is safe; ef massa's 
chile had had drowned! Missie, hunny chile, don't you 
ebber go in dat ribber again. Ef fule Tom won't keep 
outen, you let him drown next time." I 

"Barrily, berrily, I say unto you, Granny SWlan, dat 
ribber will nebber git hold on Tom agin." said Tom; look
ing 80lemnly np into Aunt Susan's face. 

"An' you will nebber make fun ob Ann and de Scriptar 
tales agin?" 801emnly asked Jim, walking beside Annt 
Susan. 

"Nebber, Jjm, nebber agin, caze ef missie had bab not 
saved me, the debil would bab me now. " 

.. What's dat you got swung dar to '18r shurt, Jim?" 
" A turkle, granny-a turkle. I kotched him out in de 

ribber, an' tied him to the end of my shurt 80 he bin't 
getaway." 

"Oam now, children, kindle up a big fire, an' we will 
(lOOk the turkle," said Aunt Susan. 

They had now reached her cabin door • 
.. Make it our dar in de yard; hirry faa' 80 missie kin git 

dry." 
" An' we kin cook onr craw-fish long wid de tnrkle. " 
" Did yer bring de craw-fishP" 
"Yes, indeed, Tom. When I seed miBsie pull you ont 

ob de ribber, nigger Sal nabbed de tub, lOt it on her head, 
an' here dey is. " 

It was a warm spring night. A huge fire was hurriedly 
built, above which swung a large kettle nearly filled with 
the craw-fish and turtle. Miriam's clothing lOOn became 
dry. The negro children seated themselves in a cil'(1le 
HOund the roaring fire, their oountenanoes gleaming in 
*be Illddylight. 





4~, aiMlng in a circle 1'0_ thct~~ 
ling fire, took their eye. oil of the boiUng pot Opened the. 
wide, and with gaping mouths listened to .A.1Ult SQIIIl'. 
answer. 


" Jacap kep' gwine." 

" God didn't kotcb him." 

U Hush, Jake, you fale, 811' listaa." 
" Jaoop kep' gwjDej de gude Lord kep' art.er lliILJ ' 

U Bat didn't kolich himpu 
"Jab, you Ilappy-headed fole, hUlb, an' Jietan tar 

granny. Go on, granny. n 

" Jake bothers me 80 ontill d~ for-git whah,..Jeeop." 
"Yoo lel otl-' Jaoup bp' gwine from de Lold.'" 
U Yes, I remembers now. Jaoop kep' gwine ontil c1a 

Lord kotch up w;id Jacop in de wi!demos, an' laid, 
, Jaoop, y,oo DlOS' not steal, at you does 1 will gib you to 
de debil, an' he will born yer forever. You don ,Bole ,. 
bruclder'. diDner 811' JUs home, DOW J8l' ma' repent.'"

" What'. datpu 

" It is to tUrD back from runniD' away from. Goct .' 
run to Him, an' ten Him dat yer ill lOrry fur de 1teaIin', or 
Iym', or any bad things yer bab dOD, an' God will PH m. 
arms ronn' yer an' forgib yer im' lob yer. An' you will1late 
dat steaJm', or lyin', or ftghtin', or any bad thilll 80 Jwod 
dat yer nebber will steal, or lie, 01' fight agin. " 

Miriam ...t near to the old negro, ancl listeDed aitent
ively. 

" lliaiIie, chile, ef yer start. down dat lOad, au' yer CO 
piece de wayan' fine dat it will carry yv de wrong ""', 
repeat meau for you to dell torn round, an' Bfari back 
an'leab dat road an' sarch for de right one, an' don't atop 
ontil you bah fOUDd. de. right one, den ,it ir1 it, au"' .,. in 
it forabber. U 

"Did Jaoup do dat~, inquired Jake, with &taring 81& 
u y~ for away in dat Innly wildem. Jaoup JO$ oa hfI 

.... q' IIi4 to w" •.lao., ~, cab ~ au' J..,.. 



LOVE AND REBELLION. 

will nebber steal agin.' Den Jacup feU dat God did not 
stay angry. So Jacup put a stone under his own head an' 
fixed fur to sleep, an' he seed a long ladder come outen 
hebbin, de angels pushed it outen de golden gates, an' some 
ob dem held on to one end, an' put de tudder end down to 
de groun', an' angels cumed outen hebbin, an' cumed down 
d6t ladder an' tole Jacup to rise an' go on further, fur God 
had sarnt dem to show him de right r\>ad, an' he mus' neb
ber leave it agin. So you see, chillens, dat whin you try 
to fine de right road eben de angels will help yon." 

" Lord, granny, look dar, look darl" they cried, in ter· 

rified tones . 

.. Hush, yer fules, keep still as def," returned Aunt 


Susan. 
And the negro children crouched around her in abject 

terror, gazing at a stranger that had paused in front of a 
cabin door on the opposite side of the fire. It was neither 
their master nor the overseer. Tom had raised up to peep 
over the boiling pot at the stranger, and through chatter
ing teeth the awe-stricken negro whispered hoarsely: 

" Dar he stands wid de bull-whip"; who he come fur ter 
git?" , 

Tom trembled as if a storm had struck him; his teeth 
chattered; his eyes looked as it they would pop out of their 
sockets; his knees, striking each other, seemed to keep time 
to his low muttering: 

.. Who he come fur ter git? who he come fur ter git? 
Dod granny, dat bull-whip, who he come fur ter git? 
Who he come fur ter git?" 

As the stranger entered the cabin before which he had 
paused, Aunt Susan whispered: 

.. Now is yer time, chillens, cut an' runl" 
'fhey flew. Each was soon in his cabin, all except Tom; 

his feet seemed chained to the ground. 
" Tom, dl1t is de patroler; he comed soon ter-nite; he 

is arter dat nigger Ike what comes here 80 often meakin' 
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roand .in our r..abin, tellin' de niggers to riz agin dere 
massas, and for all the niggers jine tergedder an' kill 
ebbery white pusson. Ike is bin a runaway far mor'n 
a yer; he hides in de WOOlIs all day, den sneaks out at night 
an' steals sumfin' ter eat. He runs roun in de dark nights, 
goes ter de quarters, an' talks ter de bad niggers what he 
call ferduee to jine him. Den dey goes ter de sheep parster 
an' kills massa's sheep; dey git nearly ebbery lam. De 
patrolers is allus arter Ike, he is fgrebber stealin'. De 
debil wad not hab Ike, caze dat nigger would steal de 
debiPs pitchfork, brimstone, fire and all, an' den set de lit
tle debils agin dere boss. De patrolers goes ter ebbery 
plantashum ebbery night-goes into de quarters ter kotch 
ebbery nigger wot don't b'long on dat place." 

" What de patroler do wid de niggers?" whispered Tom, 
creeping nearer to Aunt Susan. 

" Listen I Hear dat nigger howl, inside dat cabin whar 
de patroler went. He sun kotch Ike, and de bull-whip is 
got Ike too. " 

Tom crouched lower, while he became more terror-stricken 
at the wild yells of the runaway. 'I'he patrol was giving a 
severe whipping to the troublesome and dangerous negro. 

" Susan, mistiss sez bring missie ter de house; yAr orten 
... hab kept her here so long, nohow," said Uncle Ben, com

ing up. 
" Is mistiss mad, Ben?" 
"Not prezactly; but hurry on, and take missie ter de 

house; dar bees awful things gwine happin in dis quarter 
ter-ter-night.' , 

" What is it, Ben?" 
"Dar is more dan one patroler har in dis ni~ger -quar

ter, and dey will find sebberal of dem baddest runaway 
niggers du.t is hid out in de woods fur more dan a yar. 
nar is a hole band of dem runaways dat lib in de woods, 
an' dey keeps de sheep an' hogs nearly all killed clean up. 
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Maaaa is moat stripped ob '8bbe., hog, pig an' &hoop OQ 

dis place." 
He had taken Miriam in his arms, and he and Aunt 

S111l&n were walking rapidly toward the house 88 he oon
tinued: 

"Dam runaway niggers bin comin' here nita after nita, 
an'sum ob de niggers in dis quarter, some ob maaaa'. berr)' 
Diggers in dis berry quarter, bin keepin'dem ronan,.., 
&1!1.' gibbin' dem sumfin' to eM an' sacks full fer to take 
back into de woods, an' whin de patrolers would oome, 
dese niggers would hide de runaways, but abo' God, eben: 
ef dese niggers does b'long ter JD8IlII8, dey will kotch de 
debU ter-night from der patroler. Tom, fur wot is "P.Jl 
8Deakin' long behine us furP" 

.. Cue, Uncle Ben, 1 bees skeered ter def ob 4em pa
trolers, an' I wants ter git ter de house whar IIl8IlBa i&" 

"Dam patrolers ain't gwine hurt yer, dey is arter de 
runaways dat bab stealed out ob de woods, an' oomed in de 
nigger quarters early ter-night. Yer cut an' rim back ter 
yer cabin. " 

" 1'813 IIkeeredl" wailed the boy. 

" Go back, yar fule nigger; you aha'n't follow me ter 
Dl8IIIa. " 

" But de patroler will kotch me, an' kill mel" he howled. 

" De patrolers nebber kUls de nigger; de nigger is wuft 
ter much money; his massa won't let him be killed. De 
patrolar onlieat whips de nigger he kotched of! ob dar plan.. 
tashuma without a pass from dere marsters. It de niggers 
W88 'lowd ter run round dey wud go ebbe., bleaaed night,. 
an' den dey could not wurk next day, cue Mr. Wigger 
would go ter sleep hooin' or plowin'; but some Diggers 
ateals oft an'visit de next plantashum anyhow, an' when 
de patrolers kotches dem, he gJbs dem de bull-whip, an' 
some ob dem runaway niggers needs killin' stead whippinJ.. " 

" Huh, Ben. Po' things, ebea ole miatiaa is lOrry far 



clem, an' abe often gibe deDI aumfin' ter eat/' 
Sll8&n. 

" I knows she does, but some ob dem runaways abo' i. 
wotse dan de debiL Tom, yer fule, get back ter 1er <labip, 
an' quit sneakin' arter me," cried Uncle Ben, tUl'DiDa 
round upon the 'frightened negro boy. 

"l'ae skeered! Oh, Lord, Tom is skeered. ob dat patroler 
\rid de bull-whip!" . 

"Tom, ef yer don't go back ter dat cabin 1 will k~ 
an' take yer right back ter dat patroler, an' git him 
whip yer," said Uncle Ben, jumping at Tom to catch 

him. 
The threat had its desired effect, for Tom was soon ~_ 

ing back to his cabin in the quarters. Soon after, a loud. 
scream rent the still night air • 

.. Ben, dat is po' Tom. 1 bet he ranned agin m.t pa
iroler, an' de po' nigger chile is skeered ter def." 

" Well, ef be bees ded, we will berry him ter.morrow." 
" Ben, yer hart is hard as ston. Po' Tom, ef yer ain't 

ded yer might as well be, fur yer will nebber bab no mo' 
sense; de patroler bab dun skeered dat clean outen yer." 

"Gib him some ob your sense; you kin spare him a 
bllSh'L" 

"Ben, I ain't gwine teke yer flattery; wot bees de mat
ter wid yer anywaysP Susan will jump abOard yer, an' iJ1, 
a minit clean yet up, " exclaimed his furious sister, ahak. 
ing her fist at him. 

" Oome now, Susan, I waru't flattering yer, 1 W88 jist a. 
teasing yer. Make frens, an' don't be mad wid 1er b1'ad

der." 

. "WeU, den, don't yer llatter me agio." 


II I won't, Susan; but sho', in trnf, yer oughten in fa 
gib away some ob de Satan dat is in yer. " 

" Benl" 

II Bosh now, SWI&D, yer gits mad at notlin'; ~ia 
allen tellin' 1'1' 'bout yer debi! temper." 
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an' dey comes tel' her, an' she gins dem sumfin' tel' eat 
euucl'y time. Den some ob tle niggel's just bees so mean 
dat dey runs away fur nufiln. Ike was an awful mean 
nigger; he kep' stealin' from eubery one ob us until we 
, l'lailled tel' maSEa. Den massa whipped Ike, an' Mister 
Ike tuck tel' de woods. It tuck massa one yer fo' be 
kotched him. Den massa sarnd Ike ter de nigger-yard 
an' solo him. :Massa won't keep bad niggers-dat is, berry 
baellliggers-do !:iome Db dem would do awful t'ings but fur 
de patrolers; he keeps de baelniggers skeered mos' tel' de!." 

By this time UucJe Ben hael reached the house. Mr. 
llargrove sat in his elegant liurary; his aged mother sat 
near him, while his beautiful wife was so close to him that 
his arm encircled her waist, and her head rested against 
his check. A piuture of perfect love; each happy in shar
iug the other's existence. The children were grouped on 
the rieh carpet, ~t the feet of their parents. The whole 
making a scene which God sanctioned as paradise. A 
bright fire of forest logs burned cheerfully in the wide-open 
chimney, and a delicate perfume from rare exotics bloom
ing in the hot-house just adjoining the library came 
through the open doors and filled the room with fragrance. 

1'ho walls were hung with magnificent paintings from 
Raphael, the gentle, tender artist; here and there, too, were 
founel the dark, rich tintings from the brush of the great 
genius, Rembrandt, and gleaming sculptures, copies from 
the fiery, volcanic brain of Michael Angelo, made tho ex
quisite room seem like unto an art-gallery. A shaded 
student's lamp burned upon the table where :Mr. Hargrove 
sat reading aloud to his family. As Uncle Ben paused in 
front of the crackling fire the master laid down his poem, 
aud looking up into the face of the faithful slave, inquired: 

" W ell, Uncle Ben, is everything quiet in the quar
ters:" 

" No, massa, ::10," he replied, setting Miriam in a low 
chair beside her grandmother; "no ondeed, massa; de pa



troler dun come an' kotched runaway Ike, an' sebera! ud. 
der strange runaway niggers dat corned long wid Ike." 

" Indeed, how did they blippen to catch the runaways?" 
.. Yar see, massa, Ike corned soon ter-night. Yer knows 

dat de patroler allus comes late, an' Ike 'lowed dat by 
stealin' out of de woods he would come wid his gang an' 
leah fore de patroler come. But dey fooled Ike. De pa
trolera comed soon an' kotch Ike an' de whole gang." 

" I am truly glad they are caught, for the whole gang 
of runaways is a band of robbers; they strip th~ pig- and 
sheep-pastures of every plantation in this section. What 
have the patrols done with the runaways?" 

" Dey fuss whipped dem, den dey put bancuiJs on dem, 
an' dey is now gwine ter 'liver dem tor de marsters ob dem 
l'unaways/' tl'ncle Ben replied. 

"Poor wretches!" exclaimed Mr. Hargrove. " God. 
help them if allY of them belong to Grey; he is cruel, and 
if they are bis he will almost kill them. There should be 
a law to punish such a muter. Do they belong to old 
Grey?" 

" Y&8, massa! ebbery one ob demo " 
" Then God have mercy upon them." 

,. Mother," said Mr. Hargrove, "1 met him in the 
field-road a short time since, and he made a furions attack 
upon me." 

.. For what?" inquired his mother. 
"Because he says you feed and protect his runaway 

slaves. " 

.. I would make a slave of him if I could, and treat hiIq _- .
just as cruelly as he does his negroes," replied the old lady 
with flashing eyes. .. He is too cruel to be master of th~' 
devil. The patrols ought to scourge him iustead of whip' 
ping his poor, unfortunate slaves." 

.. Mother, your indignation against him is just. Yo~ 
mo.st remember, however, that there are good. masterl~ 



88r"anti. On nearly evefY plantation there are 
of really dangerous negroes. " 

U Dat dey is, massa/' cried Uncle Ben, who 1'.88 a prjv. 
chaJPcter; just as mean as dat ar ole Nat in NodU 

·VDlr~'UJ cIat 'cited de niggers to insurrection; an', mistial, 
WI8 big 'noff to 'members wot an awfal killin' ob de 

folks it W88. Ole Nat come up from de outside ob 
hOQ88 till he got up to a winder, broke it open, an' stole 

de atar-atepa inside, an' got iuto his marster's room, 
de marster, mistias, au' all dere chillens, au' niggers 

dat ar same neigbborhood killed Iota ob de white folks 
cIat night. Mistisa, you 'members dat awful time caze yer 
farder, ole massa, libed nere 'bout dar." 

" Yes, I remember that terrible insurrection." 
., If it were not for the vigilance of our patrols, the bAd 

negroes of this community woald incite a similar mas-
lBCre;u 

" nat dq would, massa." 
U And their brute passions once roUled they woald de

every white individaal. " 
"nat dey would, m~; I libG in de quarters long wid 

the niggers, an' 1 mQws dat nearly all ob yer Dew Diggers 
would jine in killin' white folks; but de ole set ob Diggers, 
:wot ole miatisa bab raised, dey would DOt. " 

"I do DOt think our slaves would hurt 08," remarked 
Mrs. Hargrove. . 

"Dem Dew Diggers wot massa has lately bougbtoD 
would; dey is treacherous aD' meaD; but de ole set wot 

miatisa raiaed dey is home-made niggers, an' dey will 
allen be true ter ole tniaa, her chillens, aD' her granchil
leDB." 

et True, there are always faithfal oreaturtlS like yourself, 
;Ben, that reveal the plots of these turbalent, murderous 

,Th08 the atrict watchfalnesa of patrols, and the 
;o/IId"m.. of good aJaves, suppre&ll every dangeroWl dame 

HiaI~" 
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" Mother, I wish you would not refuse to go with us to 
New Orleans," spoke young Mrs. Hargrove. ""1 fear to 
leave you alone; tbe negroes might attempt insurrection 
during our absence. " 

" Pshaw, my daughter, there is no danger; there has 
been nothing of the kind since I was a small girl I want 
to remain at home and enjoy a quiet rest. It is jllflt three 
months since we returned from Washington, and I am 
heartily tired of hotels, traveling and bustle, and noisy con
fusion. I will remain at home. The overseer will sleep 
here at the house, and Susan and Ben will be my body
guards. Go on to the city, and do not feel uneasy about 
me." 

•• I really wish you would accompany us, mother," in
sisted her son . 

.. No, no, my boy. I had sufficient traveliug during the 
winter. I am getting too old a woman to be running oft 
with you children on every trip you choose to make. You 
are not alarmed at Ben's patrol talk?" 

" No, mother, I .am like you in thinking there is no 
danger. " 

•• So the matter is then settled; 1 remain, and you all 
will st"rt-when?" 

.. In a week." 

CHAPTER IlL 

llUTTERINOS Bi:FORE THE BTOBlL 

IT was two weeks after her son's departure for New Or
leans that old Mrs. Hargrove sat alone on the wide front 
veranda of her elegant house. It was a magnificent even
ing in late November. Three successive white frosts had 
sharpened the air, and after the heat and travel of sum
mer the old lady enjoyed this tranquil, cool quiet of her 
home. 

. Her hauds were rolded on her lap as abe sat and gazed 




far as her eyes coold sweep over the wide riob lands be. 
longing to her and her SOD. Together they owned th~e 
large plantations, all their fertile fielda, stretching in one 
solid body, comprising an immense estate. Each place was 
stocked with a hundred or more slaves. At this season, 
her extensive cotton crops swept far and wide, as almost 
limitless fields of snow. It was cotton-picking time, a sea
son of the year that the negroes peculiarly loved. To them 
it was a time of revelry. and a kind of labor which they 
enjoyed above other employment. On two of the places 
the cotton had already been gathered, and now hundreds 
of slaves were concentrated on this homestead to house the 
crop before the winter rains. The old lady watched the 
busy fields thickly dotted with cotton-pickers, and listened 
to the wild, sweet melody of their songs echoing out upon 
the crisp autumn air. As an incentive to induce his slaves 
to faithful labor, Mr. Hargrove gave them a magnificent 
barbecue several times each cotton-gathering season. It 
was now approaching the time for one of these grand 0c

casions, and to-day, in view of the great event, the slaves 
were nnnsually merry. The pecnliar sweet melody of 
plantation negro songs echoed from the distaut fields and 
quivered upon the evening stillness; and the mournful 
sweetness of that exquisite old song ... Massa's in de cold, 
cold ground," burst from the throats of more than three 
hundred slaves, rang over the wide fields, and roHed far 
back through the distant belt of heavy timber lands. 

Her eyes filled with tears as she watched the beautiful 
scene. The sunlight was grandly golden, the fields were 
white as gleaming snow, and the laborers sung their sweet
est and most solemn songs that brought unbidden tears to 
the eyes of their old mistreBB. Several acres comprised the 
exteusive grounds surrounding the ma.gnificent brick build
ing. These broad inclosures were dense with forest oaks, 
magnolias, myrtles, pecans and walnuts. Statuary gIllamed 
here and there among the century-marked trees. Thia 
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evening these parks were still in their nat-hued beauty, 
except for the occasional tinkle of a deer-bell, as a gentle 
herd browsed through the grounds. A group of squirrels 
were gathering the nuts and storing them away for rainy 
winter days, and the dropping of magnolia burrs, pecans, 
walnuts, and acorns, thrown down by a nibbling squirrel, 
broke the sunset quiet as they fell among rustling leaves. 
The old brick building, too, was eilent. Its wide halla, and 
broad long galleries seemed deserted-an un1l8O&l, strange 
sight for this hospitable conntry residence. 

Mr. Hargrove, his wife, and children were absent in New 
Orleans. Twice a year he visited the Southem metropolis. 
Now he was absent purchasing supplies, clothing and 
presents for his slaves. The return of "massa and mis
tiss " was a grand event in the lives of these negroes. TheY' 
then received presents and a great banquetj hence the re
turn ot .. massa and mistiss" was an occasion 140 them 
ot revelry and pleasure. 

To-day at the homestead residence the laborers were jubi
lant with anticipated mirth. But the great building was 
quiet. A large greyhound lay on the front steps, blinking 
at the lumps ot sunshine as they slowly flickered across his 
nose. A huge magnolia grew near, and shroUded the front 
entrance in shadows, save where the autumn sunlight fell 
througb the swaying boughs. The peace of twilight brood
ed over the exquisite scenej little birds sought their roost 
in the distant woodlands. The mournful .. caw, caw" 
ot a lone crow as he quitted the nut-trees and fiew toward 
the far-off woods brought back to the old lady long-buried 
memories ot a time when she too had been in the Oush (\f 
childhood, wandering with her own brothers and sisters 
through the twilight stillness of these same forest parks. 
Here stood the giant tJees under which she and her brother 
and aister playmates had romped in wild glee. She &Jone 
lurvived; in the neighboring church-yard tbey slept. Here 
ahe had married, given birth to II large generation, bqt hu
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band, and children, too, rested in the quiet grave-yard. She 
and one son alone survived. There in that shrouding 
gloom the old lady sat, oblivious of time and its events. 

When the soul drifts backward, the present and future 
are dead-they lie buried. She did not heed the deep low 
growls of Jackson, the greyhound, 811 he crouched ready to 
spring upon a dark pbject moving forward under the trees. 
Nearer the person came, and as the dog bounded forward 

. Aunt Susan exclaimed: 
.. Down, yer brute!" 
Instantly the dog dropped whining at her feet; he, too, 

recognized the faithful slave . 
.. Mistiss, Ben sarnt me har ter tell yer awful t'ings," 

she said, crouching near her mistress. 
.. Where is Ben?" 
" Gone ter town ter tole de white folks dar. He sarnt 

me ter tell yer dat dar is a white man dat is dun got de 
niggers wot libs on massa's tudder plantations to jine 
de udder bad niggers ob dis 'munity, an' dey is gwine kill 
ebbery white pusson on the plantations, an' den dey is all 
gwine git tergedder, an' ~arch 'gin de town an' kill and 
burn ebbery libbin white t'ing. Dat is de plan ob dat 
white rasoal!" and the moonlight falling on t.he dal'k 
features revealed her intense anxiety . 

.. Pshaw, Susan! I don't believe a word you say." 

.. Mistiss, it sho' bees de truf dat I tell yer. " 

.. Susan, I know you think it is the truth; but I can not 
believe my slaves would harm me." 

"Mistiss, dey is gwine to kill ebbery white pusson 'capt 
one little baby." 

.. Why are they going to spare it?" 

.. Caze de young nigger gal wot nU8ses it begged fur it 
tar lib; she lubs de chile." 

"How did Ben learn all th'is?" 
Ie Dinah tole .Ben; yer know de niggers on all ob mas • 

• '. plantations hab been pickin' ter-day on dis place?" 
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" Yes." .. Well, Dinah, wot libs on one ob de tudder places, she 
heard dat bail mt\U talk ter de niggers, an' read sumfiu' 
bout po' ole rrom dey write an' put in a book; she an' 
Ben \Va!; pickin' side by side, an' she whispered it ter Ben. 
Yer knoW dat nigger Ike wot dem patrolers kotched last 

spring?" 

.." Yes."
Well, his massa has had him workin' ebber since wid 


a chain all' ball on his leg, so he can't run; he beats po' 

Ike nearly ebbery day, an' splits de po' nigger's back wide 


open.""The brute! Such l\ master ought to be hurued." 
" Well, mistiss, Ike is at de head ob dis conserruction, 

an' he swats dnt not a white face sho.ll lib arter d is night, 
in dis here 'mtluity. Dis white man sneaks inter de cabins 
all' speeches ter l1e niggers ter not be slabes, but ter kill 
de white folks an' git free. IIe bin speechin' ter dem dat 
way so much ontil dey is gwine try and do dat ar t'ing. 
He tells de niggers dat de white folks at de Norf is awful 
ml\U wiu dc marsters down here, caze marsters is cruel ter 
de nigg ; and he sez a big war is comin' an' de Norf is 

ers
gwiue whup ue Soui, an' den de niggers is gwine be free. 
lie reads ter dem outen dnt book, au' speeches ter dem 
so much dat de niggers done turneu clean fules, an' dey is 
like wile tigers, ready ter eat ebbcryt'iug up; an' Ike sez he 
is nebber gwine stop ontil ebbery white pusson is killed." 

" I do not believe Ike will hurt me; I have been good to 
him, have fed him, aUll shieldeu him from his brutal mas
ter; besides, I believe my slaves will protect me from other 

desperate negroes. " "De ole niggers wot you hab raised, mistiss, dey will 
fight fur yer, but dey bees few compared ter de tudder nig
gel's; dem new uiggers wot Hbs ou de uduer places, dey 
1mb luml1y ebber sced yer it\ee, mistiss; dem won't fight 

ers 
fur yer, un' ruassu hab lots more ot dem new nigg dan 
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he has ob de ole ones. Massa is good ter his niggers, but 
dar is doze mean marsters wot beats dere niggers an' runs 
dem down wid blood-houn's; it is dese niggers wot is gwine 
be so awful debils dis night." 

.. Well, I can not believe that things are so horrible as 
you relate." 

.. Mistiss, you know dat dese consurrections hab hap
pened?" 

.. Yes, I remember old Nat's insurrection quite well." 
"Mistiss, I 'members way back in Norf Carliner, de 

niggers crossed Tar Ribber one night, an' killed lots ob 
people. Dey stopped at a place an' went 'all frew de 
houses; de young mistiss was dar by herself, waitin' fur 
her husban' ter come home, fnr he was gone away on biz
ness. De young mistiss run an' hid in de cellar, an' whin 
de niggers had left an' ebberyt'ing was quiet, she comed 
back ter her room, and dar foun her own body-maid drissed 
up in de young mistiss's fine clothes an' jewelry. She was 
struttin' fo' de big glass, an' sced dt' young mistiBB frew dat 
glass. She tuck arter de young mistiss, kotched her, an' 
was draggin' de po' young creeter by de har down de steps 
ter git an axe an' cut off de head. ob de young mistiss; but 
de massa comed an killed dat gal right dar. I 'mem
bers dat clear as day. Mistiss, dis here new gal wot mas
sa bought fur de dinin'-room she aho' ia mean. You 
better watch her. MistiBB, ter-night de niggers blow three 
trumpets fur all ter c'lect on de place jining here. It will 
blow at midnight, an' blow three times." 

.. Well, my children are safe in New Orleans, and I can 
not beli~ve the negroes will murder rue. " 

A low growl from Jackson caused Aunt Susan to whis
per: 

" MistiBB, do yer see dat black object out dar under de 
trees? Oh, mistiBB, fur God's sake run an' hidel" 

.. Keep quiet, Susan, 1 am not afraid of ten thousand 
black objeots." 



.. Oh, Lord, mistiss, dey will kUl yer sho'!" 

.. It is only Ben," said M~ llargrove, as the faithful 
old negro came up the steps and uncovered his head before 

his mistress ., Ilistiae, rae got de carruge hitched up fnf yer ter go 

an' stay in town dis night." 
.. Ben, you are a noble, faithful creature, but 1 think 

you are unnecessarily alarmed. " 

.. Misti8l, fur God's sake go ter town whar de ndder 


white folks is!" 
.. No, no, Ben; 1 can not believe the negroes will mur

der me. I am good to my slaves, and kind to even the run

aways. No, no, they will not butcher me." 


"Miatisa, times bees awful noW; dar is doze 'blishioneata 

dat is aU frew dis country tellin' de niggers ter kill, mur

der an' butcher ebbery white t'ing, an' not ter be skeered 

fur de Nor! will prote~ de niggers, an' dat a big war is 

comin', fur de Nod is gwioe fight ter free de niggers. Dar 

com~ somebody now. Down, Jackson!" 

"' Hold the dog, Ben, for he will eat the stranger up." 
.. Good-evening, madame," said a tall bony man with 

sharp features, narrow but high head-just the pbysiog
nomyof a fanatic-a man that would reason falsely, but 
OOD8Cientiously believe himaeU right. His head was not 
broad enough for him to be either cautious or patient. 

.. Good-evening, sir. Can I serve you?" 
"Yes, madame; I am a benighted traveler, and wish to 

secure shelter until morning."
"Oertainly, sir; be seated. Ben, take the gentleman's 

bat and coat. Susan, ring for Sylvia to light the house 
and kindle the fires; and you prepare the gentleman's sup- . 

per. " 
•• Thank you, madame, 1will rest a moment before tak

ing refreshment&." 
.. Would you like to be shown to your room, sir?" 
" Thank you. 1 prater to remain here." 
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Soon the house was brilliantly lighted with ohandeliers 
aud glowing fires. A group of little . negroes came romp_ 
ing and chattering up the tree-lined walk. They seated 
themselves upon the front steps, and Tom said: 

•• Mistiss, Uncle Mose hab brought in his banjer ter 
play fur yer. " 

.. All right, Uncle Mose; give me yoqr sweetest lDulic. " 
" I sho' will, mistiss," replied an old gray-haired negro. 
Like Aunt Susan, his principal occupation was to take 

care of the" trash-gang" and to play the banjo; the laUer 
he could do with wonderful skill Jig after jig was played, 
and the little negroes out the .. pigeon-wing" high in the 
air. The stranger sat quietly in the shadows but seemed 
a close observer . 

.. Play' The Old Hen Caokled,' Uncle Mose," oried 
Tom, as he paused in his dancing. 

" Dat's de chone, dat's de gay chune we wanta," they 
exclaimed in chorus, and again their 1eet flew up and 
down throogh the air, until they were nearly exhaaated. 

.. Play , Run, Nigger, Run,' Uncle Mose," they chor
used• 

.. J sho' kin cut dat chune wide open," exclaimed Tom. 
Soon the banjo rang, and the evening quiet shook with 

its reveling melody and the clatter, clatter of their sho1Bing 
feet. 

"Now, Tom, set ter me," exolaimed Ann. 
"AU right, git yer yaIler hoofs ready and come on. 

Tom is gwine clean up de patch, an' leab yer in de wild
erness," cried jubilant Tom. 

The others stopped dancing, and cleared the wide pave
ment in front of the steps. to give Ann and Tom full op
portunity to display dancing feats. Placing her arms 
akimbo, Ann sprong heroically into the jig to outdance 
Tom. The light from the ball chandelier fell foll &Ol'O88 

the dancers. Sometimes the yellow soles of their feet were 
upturned high in air, then down they came, striking the 



pavement with afarious clattering shuffle. Tom and Ann 
were the champion dancers in all this neighborhood, and 
the negro girl frequently danced bim down. seeing that 
he now lagged, the others cheered him by shouting: 

., Set ter her, Tom; set ter her." 
This rallied Tom for only an instant, then his force weak

ened, and the negro boys yelled: 
.. Don't yer let dat nigger gal beat yer, Tom; set ter 

her, set ter her," they continued, shoving their hands 
deeper into their pockets. 13ut all in vain, Tom was grad
nally losing the race. 

" Set ter me, yalle'r-nap Tom; come on, come on!" cried 

Ann.
Now rallying again, Tom,danced furiously. Striking the 

pavement first with their toes, then their heels, they firmly 
planted the latter upon the bricks, and shuftled side by 
aide over the pavement with that peculiar snake-like move
ment nowhere seen except in the negro jig. Tom now lell 
exhausted; a loud shout greeted Ann as victor • 

.. 'Bah fnr Ann, 'rah fur Ann!" they relled, and the dance 
W&8 ended. They gathered round Ann, the heroic, to them, 

and Jake shouted: 
"Wu1I, zir, gentlemen!!, didn't she sho' clean him up?" 
"Now, Susan, bring them a nice supper." 
And soon the lower steps were covered with a bounteous 

repast. lJncle MOIJ8 took his share, and tying it up in his 
bandanna, plaoed it on the floor beside him. Aunt Susan 
pused dainties to .. ole miBB" and the gentleman. . 

.. Sir, if you will walk into the dining-loom, you will find. 

Bupper."
"Thank JOU, madame. I now feel ready to enjoy re

freshments. " 
Ben conducted the gentleman to the supper-table, and 

uaiated Sylvia in serving him. 
When the stranger was gone she.oalled to the gray-

haired banjo-pla1er• 



LOVE AND REBELLION'. 81 
"Now, '(Tncle Mose, sing for ole miss." 
Hia voice was full and most remarkably sweet. He 

sllllg " Aunt Clo," and the notes of deep pathos quivered 
through the moonlit air, and filled the old lady with sad 
memories. Brilliant fires were burning inside the house, 
and the large building was aglow with warmth and light. 
Still, Mrs. Hargrove, wrapped in shawls, lingered upon the 
moonlit gallery. "I'he pickanniny negroes were noisily eat
ing their meats, each gulping himsel1 to near choking, fear
ing he would be cheated of his bountiful share. When the 
song was finished Uncle Mose took up his bandanna to eat 
his sweetmeats, but they had been stolen. 

" Drat yer little niggers, yer is sho' bornd rogues I" 
" Which one of you children took the cake from Uncle 

Mose?" inquired their mistress. 
"Dun know, ole miss; me didn't," each individual 

shouted, while he still crammed his mouth to almost burst
ing • 

.. Mistiss, yer nebber seed such niggers; dey'll steal ef 
de debil was clawin' dem wid his huffs," said Uncle Mose. 

Whereupon, the old lady delivered them a moral lecture 
about stealing, but as her talk was not filled with ghosts 
and superstition, it failed to be even heard • 

.. Susan, bring Uncle Mose some more cake." 
When the old servant was bountifully supplied, he bade 

"ole miss" good-night, and carried his negro children 
back to their cabin-homes. The house was soon still. . The 
stranger had been shown to his room. Aged Mrs. Har
grove sat in hers, a low fire burned on the hearth, and its 
smoldering light flickered over the dusky features of her 
two faiLhful guardians. 

" Mistiss, I fears dat ar stranger is gwine do mischief 
har ter-night. 1 hab jist peeped in his winder, and seed 
him sittin 'fore de fire; he was thinking hard, fur his head 
leaned on his hands, and he looked in de fire. " 

"I do not fear him, Ben. He is no peddler, and the 



·.,.eta ihat have clone miec1Uet among the negroes of 
tlla,neigbborhood have invariably been of a lo.w type." 

" lfiatiss, liaten; my God, did yer bear dat bugle?" 
They became breathlessly still. One lond blast BounAed 

f,'tlear anchhriU, but the aecoud and third were never blown. 
Unole Ben and other faithful negroes had warned the 
.hite people; thns the attempted jnBur~tions were al
.od in'farlably queUed before any barm was done. 

-
OHAPTER IV. 

LAST DAY AT BO~ 

8BvDAL years bad passed. The antagonism between 
the people of the North and South had increased until con
itict .... inevitable. The Brst gun had been ~red at Fort 
8nIIlter, and the great .bellion had begun. The whole 
8ou~bern country was in. wild excitement; companies were 
OOIlBantly forming and departing to increase the ranks of 
the new OdDfederaoy. On the plantations labor proceeded 

.. aaual. 
U Lon-a-marcy, dese obillens is abo' gwine run me 

4raiY1" exclaimed Aunt Susan, with her arms elbow deep 
in a huge tray of light-bread dough, while a dozen or more 
liU1e negroes crowded around her pinching oft pieces: 

.. Say, gr&nnY, &ife me some cake," they yelled. 
II Drat yer, olean J8l'118fa outep dis kitohum, elae I'll can 

.... How kin me an Sara git 'Duff cakes an' bread 
aan 'gmlt dis evenin' fur dia big barbecue; an' God oDly 
.". whin dese plantations will ebber see siob times agio. 
De war haD cum, an' po' massa is finn' ebbery day ter 
leah au· go fight fur-fur sumfin'-l dunno wot; bnt den 
'he • gwine, cue I see po' ole miss an' prutty YOUDg mil
• a-packin' his oloae, an' all detimedere tearaare fallin'; 
~ weepl so dat it 'peara like dey is dig:gin" his grabe. 
6004 Lord, why can't fola lib widout tlgbtin'; figbtin' 
~ clid no ,GOdt Git old, sit out, de wbole ~ obI 
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yer little niggersl" screamed Aunt Susan, in a rage of 
grief and anger. 

Bat insteau of leaving the kitchen, more crowded in, 
eager to watch the preparations for their last grand bar
becue. 

"We is bin cuckin' fur nearly a week, an' 1 'clares 'fore 
hebbiu dat ef 1 had ter cuck auudder day wi' dis trash
gang a-squeezin' an' pullin' arter ebberyt'ing dey see I'd 
jist go straight tcr de acluuatic 'sylum. 1 nebber seed 
sich niggers in my life; dey yells, an' jumps, an' steals 
jist like dey nebber had no raisin', an' de Lord, He knows 
dat I tells dem de Scripter, but I might jist as well preach 
ter de ole hens an' roosters. Sara, look at dem cakes in 
de stove; I knows dat dese jumpin' niggers dun made dem 
cakes fall six feet. " 

.. Granny, grauny, lookl Tom dun stole de biggest cake 
outen de stove. Jist as Aunt Sara opened de stove-do' 
an' den turned roun from de stove, Tom stole de cake, an' 
cut an' run ned. " 

Both cooks ran after Tom, but in vain. On their return 
not a child was in the kitchen. 

" Lors-a-marcy, Sara, look I" exclaimed Aunt Susan, en
tering the kitchen; "cakes, bread, pies, chickens, an' eben 
my bread-dough is dun all clean gone." 

" Drat dem niggers!" cried the angry Sarah, .. drat dem 
niggers! Mammy, you knows wot I'd do wid dat ar raa
cally set. " 

" No, wot yer do wid dem?" 
" Dey 'blongs ter yer in de day-time, while dere larders 

an' mudders bees in de fiels at work." 
.. Wull, wot would yer do ter dese thievin' chilIens, 

Sara? I dun preached ter dem ontil I'm dun clean hollow 
frum preachin'." 

" Wull, I'd quit preachin' an' whip dem; dat is wot dey 
needs. Preachiu' don't do nigger no good. God Bisset 
moughten preach ter dem, an' niggers would steal fram 

II 
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Him while He was preachin' ter demo I'd tan dere hides 
dis night; sho' 1 would." 

.. Ole miBS tells me not ter bent demo She 'lows Susan 
preach ter dem, an' ebbery Sunday mornin' yer know dey 
aez dere catechism ter de white preacher wot maBBa hires 
ter teach dem an' ter preach ter us grown niggers." 

" But, as I 'lowed, it don't do no good; nigger is sho' 
gwine be nigger, put him in a flour barrel, an' white him 
all ober, den take him outen, an' he sho' is nigger still. 
Nigger is nebber gwine be nuttin' but nigger still. God 
made him nigger, an' nigger sho' gwine stay nig. Dar 
comes massa now," continued Sarah • 

.. Whar," asked Aunt Susan. 
" Dar, ~ttin' off ob his horse at de back steps; an' dar 

bees ale stealin'Tom runnin' to hold m8BBa's horse, an' 
grinnin' at massa jist as et dar nebber was 110 cake stole. " 

.. Massa, massa, please, sar, come har," cried Aunt 
Susan. 

"Well, mammy, what is the matter?" inquired her 
master, pausing on the kitchen floor. 

"Dem dar nigger chillens dun bin in dis berry kitchin, 
an' dun stole de cakes an' chickens an' ebberyt'ing else wot 
me an' Sara dun cucked dis mornin'. Dey eben as much 
as dun stole my light-bread dough-tuck it right outen de 
tray; an' jist look yonder I dey hab ab801ukely built a 
fire out dar under de trees, an' is right now got skilluts 
an' cucking my bread-dough. Massa, dat bees ter much 
flU ole SIl88D ter stan'. I 'peals ter yer, an' yer muBS 
protext me an' Sara agin dat ar trash-gang." 

.. All right, mammy, I will. Continue your cooking, 
and you shall not again be troubled," replied her master, 
smiling sadly, as he turned from the kitchen-door and 
entered tbe wide hall which extended through the house. 

He loved his Southern home. It was his birthplace, and 
the halls of his ancestors were dear to him. To-morrow 
he would aet out lor distant battle. fields, and his heart was 



heavy. Hanging his hat on the hall rack, he entered the 
parlor, where sat his beautiful wife. Her heart was break
ing with sorrow, her head rested against her harp, and bitter 
tears dropped over its untouched strings. She did not know 
that he stood near until his arms encircled her. Their tears 
mingled together. . Each had struggled hard to conceal 
from the other what was suffered; each sought to appear 
brave and courageous under this their heaviest burden; 
each strove to cheer and comfort the other. This was the 
first time that he had found her in tears. He knew that 
she had wept in secret, but to him she had appeared calmly 
resigned. Twining her arms around his neck, she sobbed 
violently. The flood-tide now burst, and she wept unre
strainedly. Years had only strengthened their love, un*il 
now it was riveted in chains unbreakable even by the giant 
hand of death • 

.. My darling, do you bid me desert my country?" ~ 
asked, pressing her passionately against him. 

"No, a thousand times no, even if it rends my very 
heart. A traitor to your co~tryl I would rather lay you 
in your grave than have you desert your country." 

.. Massa, de carruge is ready," said Uncle Ben, looking 
through the door. 

"Very well, call the children and mother. Come, my 
darling, for adrive. It would not do to disappoint the 
negroes. They expect us as usual to witness their log
rolling." 

The carriage dashed up to the door, drawn by two hand
some dark bays. They stood champing their bits aod 
pawing t4e ground, restless and impatient of restraint. 

" Come, darling, for our last drive," he exclaimed, kiss
ing away her tears. 

What an effort she made to appear calm before her chil
as they seated themselves in the carriage with her 

their father. The three oldest children had been for 
1*11 tmder tlie instruction of a tutor. They were 
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persisted, and he then whipped her severely. In return 
she attempted to poison him." 

" How could she get the poison?" 

" She put a scorpion head in the cotIe.;-pot." 

.. Did any of his family drink the coffee?" 

.. No, old Dinah saw Sylvia kill the scorpion and cut it's 

head off. This appeared singular to Aunt Dinah, so she 
watched Sylvia, and saw her drop it in the coffee-pot. 
Aunt Dinah instantly related this to Mrs. Wall, and of 
course the coffee was not tasted. Mr. Wall commanded 
Sylvia to drink a cup, but she refused. He whipped her 
soundly, but she would not taste the coffee. They looked 
into the pot, and sure enough there was the scorpion head; 
whether it would have killed them or not I can not say, but 
she evidently thought it would." 

.. What will you do with her, papa?" inquired Miriam. 

.. I shipped her this morning to the negro-yard. She is 
too dangerous for me to leave her with you, my darlings." 

Any mention of his coming departure brought tears to 
their eyes. They struggled bravely to crush down the ris
ing sobs, and to appear happy on this their last evening to
gether. 

They had just entered the wide, tree-lined avenue leading 
through the central fields. In the distance the whole west
ern woodlands seemed a mass of burning log-heaps. It was 
now spring, the time for clearing and putting new ground 
into cultivation. During the summer, When the crop did 
not require work, the men were kept occupied by cutting 
wood for winter. In this way acres of ground were cleared 
of heavy timbers. In the spring the remaining logs which 
were not consumed for fires on the plantations were piled 
in giant heaps and burned. Log-rolling was a great festi
val season. The men vied with each other by testing which 
conld spike aud carry the largest log. Usually fol1r or six 
men worked in partnership, and the number successful 
were jubilant, and no prize-fighter or gladiator ever en



tete4 the arena,nth greater herOio energy ~«lid these 
negroes at their log-rollings. The wide fields rang with 
the fierce yella of more than three handred Blaves. The 
air .hook with noise and wild eonfuaion. The negroes 
loved sl10b aport. Visitors were UBaaUy i\lvited to witu88IJ 
the contest of strength, and negroes from adjoining pll"oea 
came in orowds to participate. The land bordering in a 
half oirc1e upon miles of dense timber lands was to-day 
as a vast amphith8a~r on which strong African men 
wreaUed in fiery end.for to excel in brute streugtb. The 
air W&I rent with the f'llrioua shoats of the conquerors. The 
trash-gang, compoaed of wo.tnen and large children, went 
behind the log-rollers, and gathered ap- limbs, sticka aJld 
chips. These were added to the log-heaps. Toward Iun
I8t the work was completed, tJ:1e contest ended, and each 
mOlUltainoua log-heap was fired. It wu .. magnificent 
light. Hundreds ot alaves now gathered round their mas
ter'~ CIU'riage, .tl gazing apon the terrific leaping ,.ad roar
ing of gigantic flames. The fields were an ocean of flre; 
and even the horizon seemed a madly surgring coaflagra
tion. 

The blooded bays beca~e wild with terror. They reared 
and pluaged, but skong handa l8ized the bits,,.ud held 
them. faat. 

U Massa, deae hol'll88 bees dangeroua," cried Uncle 
Hf!JU")', an old and faithful I8rvant. "BaUer let us take 
aem out an' go ter de stable an' git ole lrfike aa' Sam. 
Dey beea like your ole niggers. gOod and faithful; deae new 
hqaaee bees like newoiwrs; dey needs tannin' wid de 
bull-whip. " 

U Uncl, Ben 0&Il manage them, I think," Mr. Hargrove 
replied. " Turn them homeward." 

I ~W me an' Jim lead aem down de road ontil 
..,. aitlt ....y frllm de .../' old Benry pleaded. 

'Veq ...... Unole Henry. " 
... 8QQU~ 

http:bits,,.ud


the ~idence and quarters. Each entered his cabin and 
dressed himself in his best clothing. The plantation-bell 
called them all to assemble under the park trees in front 
of their master's residence. Lanterns were thickly hung 
among the trees, making the grounds brilliant with light; 
long tables, covered with snowy linen, were spread as for 
a royal feast. At a signal from their master the slaves ar
ranged themselves .round the banquet tables, and from the 
front steps of the residence a bleBBing was invoked by the 
aged "ole miss." Their master then delivered them a 
short addreBB, upon their energetic labor during the past 
year; told them of his coming departure, and requested 
their faithfulneBB to his mother, wife and children. Many 
of them dropped honest tears, and pledged him their fidel
ity. He gave the signal for supper to begin. For hours 
feasting and revelry reigned supreme. Hundreds laughed, 
screamed, joked and feasted until fully satisfied. 

Baskets and handkerchiefs were filled with sweetmeats to 
carry home. Finally their supper was finished, and the 
long tables were moved out of the way. Uncle Mose with 
his banjo, Henry with a violin, and several others who were 
mnsicians, tuned their instruments, partners were selected, 
and the old-fashioned negro dance began. Wild laughs, 
screams, shouts, and quaint negro ejaculations made the 
air resound. 

Mr. Hargrove and his family sat on the brilliantly lighted 
gallery, watching the negro revelers. Aunt Susan sat on 
the steps at the feet of " ole miss." 

"What yer comin' back fur, Ben? Yer walk like yer 
was steppin' on Bigs," she said, as the old man neared the 
entrance. 

" Pshaw, nigger, mine yer bizniBB!" he returned, and 
coming hurriedly up the steps, he whispered: 
. "Massa, dar is a strange white man outen dar talkin' 

ter some ob de niggers. " 
" Where is he?" 
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"Way down at de lawn gate what opens in de deer 
pal'k." 

" Whioh negroes are talking to him?" 
"Two, free....-dem new niggers frum yer :Belle Meade 

plantation. Dey is stanin' way down nex' de park gate, 
wbar it is dark. " 

" Did yon heal' what he said to them:" 
" I stood close 'hind a big tree, an' heard him tell dem, 

'de time hab come for yer to help free yeraelfB.' Dat , 
Abrabum Lincoln was'lected president, an' dat he was 
gwine free dem, dat de whole Nod was fitin' ter free de 
niggers, an' dat dey, de niggers, mus' help by killin'de 
white folk wharebber dey oould. Dat God sed do it. He 
uaed ter bab de Esrulites kill de Gyptian slabe owners." 

In the times of slavery, the necessity of guarding against 
inBaneotion and orime was everywhere recognized. Where 
there were ornel owners there was often danger of this sort. 
Vagrant negroes and whites of an unscrupulous and fanatio 
temper were instrumental in producing disturb~nce. 
After the rise of the abolition movement, it was natural 
to attribate these things to their instigation; and all sus
picions-acting white men were called "Abolitionists." 
The raid of John Brown in Virginia, with the cognizanoe, 
if not the oo-operation of prominent anti-slavery leaders, 
dorded plausibility to this prevalent opinion of Southern 
men. The term is used here, therefore, in accordance 
with tbat notion, rather than with reference to the individ
uals usually so called. 

" Go back and listen, and watch which way he goes. " 
"I will, m~," said Uncle Ben, and went immedi

atelyaway. 
" Susan, don't tell one word of what Uncle Ben has said. 

Go and find the oversear. He is out there in the crowd. 
Tell him to come at once. Hurry-be quiok. " 

"1 will, massa," ahe returned, and was soon lost in 
the maUU. 
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" What will you do with the man?" inquired his wiCe. 
" liang him! 'fhe entire couutry is full of these aboli

tion scoundrels, snea king and prowling among the negroes, 
illriting them to murder their masters. It is time to stop 
thL'm illfamolls abolition dogs, anu by tbe gods, if 1 catch 
him he shall be hanged!" . 

"lie certainly deserves it; though I suppose he thinks 
he is right. " 

.. We Southerners are afraid to allow a strange traveler 
stop for a night umler our roofs. If we shelter him he 

may return hospitality by trying to get our slaves to mur

der us. I will break the rascal's neck if we catch him . 


. 'fhey seem to consider it God's work to come among us 

and incite the negroes to massacre men, women and chil

dren." 

The overseer came. They now armed themselves, and 
mingled in the multitude. The dancing still continued. 
When Mr. IIargrove and the others neared the park gate, 
they discovered a small group, and heard low whispers. 
Rushing swiftly upon the group, they captured and bound 
the negroes, but the white miscreant had the advantage be
cause the high park fence was between him and his pur
suers. '1'he gate was securely locked, but they soon broke 
it !lown. The darkness, however, was so intense that they 
coulll discover no moving object. They followed the soulld 
of his rushing feet, for cracking sticks betrayed his direc
tion. The pursuit was hot. lIe heard them nearing him, 
and attempted to conceal himself in a clump of low, dense 
umlergrowth, but there he ran upon a herd of resting 
deer, startled them, and they rushed off in terror. His 
pursuers surrounded the :spot, nnu Eoon made him a pris
oner. He was carried to the illuminated lawn, together 
with the negroes, anu all were most severely scourged. It 
struck terror ill the others, and each negro was soon locked 
in his cabin. The man was not hanged, but was driven 
from the country. 
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CHAPTER V. 

EIGHTEEN BUNDRED AND SIXTY-TWO. 

THE beautiful scene has now changed. The war-trumpet 
is BOunding through the country. Devastation everywhere 
follows in the track of the armies, and desolation reigns ill 
place of the former prosperity and abundance. Men dis
trust their neighbors, and peril is apprehended everywhere. 

New Orleans has surrendered. Chains had been stretched 
across the MiBBiBBippi to obstruct: the passage of the Federal 
1I.eet. The citizens, believing that the huge iron cables 
would be sufficient for the purpose, had felt secure. But 
they reposed under false hopes. The invading 1I.eet had 
little difficulty with the obstructions; torpedoes were em
ployed suocessfully to break the liuks, the chains sunk, and 
the gun-boats passed on to the fated city. 

Knowing their danger, the inhabitants of New Orleans 
set themselves to destroying provisions and whatever might 
be seized by the Federal80ldiers. Cotton and ether staples 
were burned. Merchants rolled out barrels and emptied 
their contents into the streets. Ladies were compelled to 
wade through molasses over their shee-tops. Along the 
river, likewise in the cotton-belts, the atmosphere was 
dense with smoke from burning store-houses. The inhabit
ants had generally abandoned their plantations, and re
fugeed to the interior hill-parishes, or in Western Texas. 
They had leU their gins filled with cotton, and the guerrillas 
burned them to prevent them from falling into the hands 
of tbe Federals. All along the river the huge conflagrations 
lighted up the sky, making day and night alike brilliant. 

As yet, however, war had not defaced the exceeding 
beauty of the Hargrove home. Grant's gun-boats, coming 
down from l(emphis, were now running the river; but the 
orews had not ventured to land there exce"pt just long 



enough to rush ashore, seize poultry and other eatables, 
and hasten again on board. They never waited long in 
those days. Partisan warfare was at its height. As Sum
ter, Marion, and Light Horse Harry of the Revolution 
harassed ~he British troops that occupied arid ravaged the 
Carolinas, so the fierce fire-eating guerrillas were now the 
terror of the river country. 

The negroes had become dangerous and threatening to 
the few remaining white inhabitants. The sight of the 
iron gun-boats filled them with reckless audacity and fierce 
bitterneBB. The guerrilla was a terror to them, however, 
and the names of Lee, J ames, and Quantrell were often 
sufficient to deter them from perpetrating the horrible 
deeds which they contemplated. 

Again and again, when totally unexpected, the daring ad
venturers would dash upou the turbulent negroes, and ter
rify them into desisting from their brutal purposes. Such 
was the condition in that region. Among the few that 
were still remaining upon their plantations, were the wife 
and family of Mr. Hargrove. They had hoped to be per. 
mitted to cultivate their fertile lands undisturbed. Their 
slaves were yet quiet, and all was apparently going on with
out. disturbance. Yet in the midst of all there was uncer
tainty and a sense of impending periL 

The night was of exquisite loveliness. The moon shone 
brilliantly, and its beams flashed upon the statuary and 
fountains on the front lawn.; Miriam Hargrove, the 
heroine of our story, sat there beside het mother, anxiously 
watchiQg. At length she spoke. 

" Mother," said she, .. there is no alternative. We will 
have to abandon our home." 

" 1 hope we can remain until the crop is gathered," her 
mother said. 

.. That is imp088ible," ;Miriam replied. "Besides, the 
cotton will do us no good. The Federals are certain to 
capture the' Little Planter;' so that we shall have DO op
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p()rtuni~y to ship it to VicQburg. And the guerrillas will 
burn it as BOon as it is gathered." 

" But," said Mrs. Hargrove, "if Grant continues to 
shell the back country, the guerrillas can not come to the 

river. " 
.. True, mother, and this fact makes it exceediogly dan

gerops for us to remain longer. The negroes are becom
ing like ferocious brute& The guerrillas are now the only 
restraint . upon them, and our only protection. " 

"I do not think," said Mrs. Hargrove, .. that Grant in
tends to land here and establish his head-quart.ers at this 
point. The shells which are thrown from his gun-boats 
will be at intervals as he oontinues running between this 
point and Vicksburg, and the guerrillas will have the same 
opportunity to make their raids on the river. I do not 
fear our own slave&" 

.. But, mother," pleaded Miriam, "there are hundreds 
on the neighboring plantations who are thirsting for the 
blood of every slave·owner, every white individual who has 
a negro. If the guerrillas shall be forced to remain in the 
hill-parishes, the negroes will become perfectly terrible. " 

"Talk low, and do Dot excite your grandmother and 
the younger children," said the anxious mother, glan'cing 
at the sleepers. 

They all occupied one room, and it was most carefuJly 
lecked. The two watchers sat closely together by ~he side 
of the beautiflJl carved table at the door, on which burned 
a shaded lamp. There came a low knock at tho door. 
They both turned deathly white, and sat gazing into each 
other's countenances. 

U Kother," said Miriam, "we must.not open the door. 
Remember the murder of Mrs. WinstOD and her entire 
family. Some one kuooked, and she, not thinking of harm, 
unl'ocked the door. Armed negroes rushed in and mas
aaczed every woman and Qblldl" 

Apbl a gentle tap. 
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" Mistiss-" 
" Hush, mother, do not reply." 
" ~t is one of our slaves. " 
" Possibly not. It may be a neighboring negro calling 

you mistiss in order to deceive you, that you may open the 
door. " 

" Mistiss, oh, mistiss, hurry an' let ole Ben in!" 
" Miriam, it is our own faithful old Ben." 
"Mother, keep still," cried the agonized daugbtel\ 

" That hall may be filled with negroes, ready to leap in the 
moment the aoor opens." 

" Oh, mistiss, mistiss," the voice repeated, " fur de sake 
ob yer libes let ole Ben in dat room!" 

" Miriam, it is Ben," said Mrs. Hargrove. 
" Keep still, mother; you must not open the door." 
" Mistiss, mistiss," the speaker outside called again, " it 

is yo' ole nigger Bon; he won't hurt yer, he would die fur 
yer!" 

" Miriam," said Mrs. Hargrove, "it is Ben. I recog
nize his voice. " 

" Mistiss, oh, mistiss," he cried again, " l'se got sum
fin' awful to tell yer! Let me in, oh, quick, let me in!" 

" Miriam," said her mother, "we must let him come 
in. " 

"Stand back, mother," Miriam answered, " I will open 
the door." 

With trembling hand and ghastly features she turned the 
key in the lock. The door was pushed furiously open at 
once, and Uncle Ben and Granny Susan rushed in. 

" Lock de do' quick, missie, quick!" they exclaimed, in 
great alarm. 

When it was securely fastened, Ben came and knelt by 
his young mistress. 

" Runny, de niggers gwine do awful things ter-D1ght. 
Dey gwine sot yom honse on fire, an' burn you all up in 
it. Dey hab comell togetlder fur an' near, an' Jey gwine 
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get all roun'de honse so whin yer all run out ob de fire dey 
will kotoh you an' murder yer." 

" My God, Uncle Ben! what shall we do?" 
"Hunny, I'se dun wot I could, but you know how dey 

killed dat po' ooman an' all her chillens; dey gwine clean 
sweep de country dis night. Dey hab c'lected on ebbery 
plantation whar dey is white folks, an'll murder dem all dis 
night. Dey is 'spectin' Grant's gun-boats to lan' har dis 
night, so dey is o'lected by de thousands right on your 
plautation dis minit, waitin' fur de gun-boats to lan', so 
dey can git ter de Yankees. Dey specks de Yankees to 
take de grillers wot is camped right below your house. 
Den de grillers can't cum upon de niggers whin dey is 
burnin' yo' house an' killin' yer." 

"Do you say that the guerrillas are camped just below 
here?" 

"Yes, mum, dey is waitin' fur de ' Little Planter' to 
come up from Vicksburg to bring dem guns. Dey ain't 
aU ob dem got guns." 

"When will the • Little Planter' arrive?" 
"Hunny, nobody kin tell; fur she has to slip her 

chanoos an' run up whin Grant's gun-boats is outen her 
way. She ain't bin up in a long time, fur Grant now 
keeps some ob his boats all ae late time runnin' 'twixt har 
an' Vicksburg. He don't Ian' anywhar 'oopt a minit or 
'wo at de big plantations, an' let his soldiers run off to de 
shore an' steal de chickens an' sich like. Den be is gone 
'fore de grillers kin git him. But de niggers got word dat 
he is gwine Jan' har to-night. Dey sarnt him word dat de 
grillers is har, widont guns, an' he sarnt word 'at he would 
lan' an' capter de grillers. Dey got word, too, dat de 
, Little Planter' is captered, an' ain't comin,' so dey piails 
fur de gun-boats to lan' au' capter de grillers, an' de nig
gars will clean sweep de white -folks an' take posseBBun ob 
de big plantations. Po' fules; dey don't know dat de 
Yankees will do dat demselves. De nigger is gwine take 
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de plantations, so darlo' dey ain't gwine burn de houses 
onliest dem in which de white folks is locked up in. Den 
dey gwine burn de houses ter git de white folks. " 

.. Uncle Ben, are you certain that the guerrillas have not 
enough guns?" 

.. Yes, mistiss; dat is what dey is waitin' fur; dey spec's 
de ' Little Planter' ter bring dem guns; but if she is cap
tered she kain't git hare Mistiss, mististl, I dunno wot ter 
do! You can't git outen dis house, fur it is surrounded 
wid niggers." 

"Miriam, oh, merciful God!" cried Mrs. HlIorgrove, 
.. our doom has cornel" 

They sat dumb·.stricken, with agonized faces. The si
lence became so intense that they could hear the beating of 
their hearts. 

" Miriam, my darling, there is only one thing left for us 
to do." 

.. What, mother?" 
" To pray. We are helple88; but the God we trust is all

powerful. " 
[,hey knelt down side by side with the two faithful 

negroes, and such a petition for help was never heard from 
human lips as came from the breaking heart of Mrs. lIar
grove. When they rose they sat silently meditating upon 
their wretched condition. 

" Mistiss," said the negro, .. ole Ben b'leves dat God is 
gwine answer yer prayer. I b'leve He is gwine keep dem 
gun-boats from comin' har dis nigbt. Ef dem gun-boats 
don't lan' an' stay befo' yer house, yer is safe, eben ef dar 
is hundreds of niggers standin' roun' yer house. Dey ain't 
gwine do any harm long as de grillers is close, an' ef de 
gun-boats don't come an' capter de grillers de niggers ain't 
gwine ter do dere debilment." 

"Yes, Uncle Ben, y/)u are correct. If the gun-boats do 
not land here we are safe." 

" If they do we are doomed," said Miriam. 



.. Den ole Ben will go outen an' watcR ef dey comes. " 
As he passed out he said, " Mistiss, if dey come, God a)OlJtl 

• 	 can save yer." 
Securely locking the door, they sat down in wretched 

agon, to wait their doom in case the guu-boats landed. 
" Miriam," said Mrs. Hargrove, .. awaken your grand

mother and sisters, and tell them to dress themselves. Wtl 
can do nothing else except to trust a merciful God for de
liverance. " 

It was a sad picture, that group of helpless women and 
children huddled together, awaiting the awful doom ot a 
pitiless negro massacre. Their only hope was that Gen
eral Grant's gun-boats would not land that night; then 
the next morning they would get the guerrillas to protect 
them on the road to the hill-parisbes. They had now de
termined to abandon their home. The moments seemed 
like eternities. A low tap was heard on the door. 

" Mistiss, de gun-boats hab come. " 
co Oh, my God! my God, deliver us!" groaned the 

agonized mother. 
" Dey is out in de ribber, jist front of yer winder. Put 

out yer light, an' keep berry stm, fur God an ole Ben is 
gwine ter sabe yer. Keep .stilI, mistiss, keep still, an' 
trus' God an' ole Ben; he dun begged yer own niggers to 
stan' by yer. Missie, yer come to de winder, an' ef yer see 
de gun· boats come to de shore, yer get ready ter do what 
God tole ole Ben ter tell yer to do. Do yer onderstan', 
hunny?" 


.. Yes, uncle Ben." 

" Den keep cule, hunny. Is yer light out?" 

.. Yes, the room is perfectly dark. " 
"Den come ter de winder an' watch, fur de moon is 

shinin' bright on dem iron buU-dogs wot ill gwine tear us 
to pieces." , 

l<'ollowing his instructions, she lifted th,e heavy damask 
curtains, and knelt down with its thick folds droppilJg over 
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her. She pressed her face close 'to the window-pan~nd 
saw several huge gun-boats glide to the shore and land. 
Instantly a whole squadron of Federal troops covered the 
shore. 

" Right, left, right, left, " rang on the midnight stillness. 
Hundreds of negroes rushed through the beautiful front 
lawn. Following the Federal soldiers the bJack mass 
niarched hurri6dly to the guerrilla camp. Then came 
the artillery, and a solid phalanx of mounted cavalry on 
magnificent war-steeds. All moved furiously down the 
river-road to where gleamed the guerrilla camp-tents. 
The moon glittered brilliantly upon the flashing sabers and 
gleaming guns; cannon were rolled upon tho levetls, which 
".ormed a natural elevation for the iron lions. 

" Keep qui, t, missie, keep quiet-not yet, not yet," whis
Jared Uncle Ben; "too many niggers is still roun'de 
.louse. Dey is waitin' ter see ef de grillers is captered . 
.ley won't git captered dis night. De grillers got too good 
a start on de Yankees. Jake runned down dar an' tole de 
grillers, au' dey left right den 'fore de gun-boats landed. 
Jake an' Jim, togedder wid Ann, hab runned tQ de Yankee 
officers an' tole dem 'bout yer danger, an' beg dem ter 
come an' help yer. " 

" Will they assist us, U nolo Ben?" 
.. In Course dey wilJ, hunny. Dey bees white gentle

men, all' dey ain't gwine Jet dese half-savages butcher 
helpless women an' chilIens. Look dar, dey cr088 de fiel'. II 

She could see the Confederates in advance of their hotly 
pursuing enemies, the sabers of the latter flashing like 
thousands of steel scythes ready to mow down the flying 
guerrillas. Onward they rushed, until the distant beIt of 
plantation woodland sheltered them. Many of the negroes 
followed, but now they were all returning toward the gun
boats, accompanied by the Federal soldiers. The cavalry 
dashed into the yard; the negroes rushed to hold their 
hol'8e8 as they dismounted. The yard Was soon 1illad wit!: 





sions. I pledge you the honor of a soldier that we will 
protect your mistress and her family. The first soldier or 
negro who sets fire to this house, or in any way threatens 
its inmates, will be shot." 

" De Lord bless1ou, massal" cried ole Ben. " How it 
makes my ole soul happy ter har yer talk dat way. Come 
in, massa, come right iq.!' 

They walked into the wide, moonlit, picture-hung halL 
.. Your mistress appears quite wealthy?" 
"Yae, sir. Missie, hunny, open de do', light de lamp, 

an' let de gentlemuns in. Dey won't harm yer, my dar
lin' chile." 

The faithful old negro seemed beside himself with ecstatio 
joy. The door opened, and the officers stood in the corri
dor, except the two that paused upon the threshold. 

"Ladies, do not fear. We are Federal officers, but, 
also, we are gentlemen. I am General McPherson, this is 
my friend, Belmont Manning." 

Old Mrs. Hargrove rose, tottered across the room, held 
her feeble hand before her eyes and closely scanned, nay, 
8Orutinized. his refined, mauly face. 

" Yes, it is my sister's child. " 
" ,Is this Mrs. Martha Hargrove?" the general inquired. 
" It is." 
" Then you are my mother's sister. " 
"lam." , 
" Will you welcome your Federal nephew~" 
" I will." 
"Where is your son?" 
., Fighting for his country in Virginia." 
" 1 am sorry that he is on the wrong side." 
.. Sir, I deplore that you are Oil. the wrong side." 
He smiled, replying: 
"Each deemed his cause the right one; bot are you not 

livi!lg onder imminent peril? These negroes Ie8m to be a 
mass of half barbarians." 
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True, sir; but there are dormant forcea in every indi. 
Individuals compose races, and races make na

; hence personal development finally elevates a nation." 
1.'bat is, when the development is generalP" 
Certainly. 1 would give the negro opportunities, and 

long, gradual evolution o! his being, those that are 
of being improved and have not tlie embryonio 

within thP.Dl will drop out of the contest, and finally 
extinct. Those that possess the inherent fint 

that can be expanded, developd into further 
will survive; the contest will develop the germ 

individualities, and again there will be Darwin's 
of the fittest,' and 88 in all ages religious civili

is the omnipotent power that develops character 
into race germs, aud race germs into national 
and national germs into a ' survival of the fittest.' II 

Madame, you seem to have a higher conception of the 
character than 1 supposed you Southerners poe-

Sir, were it not for the instigation of whita scoundrels, 

would be no attempted insurrections. True, where 


are remarkably cruel to their slaves there would 

_n"G','U be one slave or a few slaves that would attempt 

them; but there would be no general uprisings. 
unity, such 88 we anticipated to-night." 

must be exceedingly dangerous for you to reside 
them unprotected," said the officer. 

Dat it is, massa," interrupted Unole Ben; "bad wlUte 
fool de niggers into doin' mos' anyt'ing; but me 

sister Susan, dat yer see standin' hine her young 
we is faithful, "e is ready ter die fur our mistiss 
chillens." 
man, you are an honor to your race, II eJ:olaimed 

"your fidelity to your mistress makes me 
you. " 

sar, massa; muoh obleeged tar yer; but ole Baa. 
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massD. He bees gone ter de war way up in Vir
gi Whin he lef, massl. sez ter me, • Ole man~ I b'leve 
yer is gwille be faithful tel' yer mistiss an' her chilIens; be 
dere Carder.' Sez ole Bcn, • Massa, rae gwine protext 
d!:'m ef I glts killed fur doin' it.' All' now, massa, seuce 
yer bees so gude, will yer let yer soldiers go long wid yer 
frien' dar an' 'scort mistiss, ole mistiss an' missie, au' de 
little chillens way from har in de mornin'?" 

.. Where do you iutend going?' he inquired • 

.. We liho' mus' leah here," said ole Ben to Mrs. Har
grove • 

.. Oertainly," she answered • 

.. Missie; hunny, whar mus' we go?" Uncle Ben askea • 

.. Out into a .westerb hill-parish." 

.. Massa, we will need yer p,rotexlion fur onliest one 
day's journey. Den we reaoh de fus' hill-parish." 

.. Very well; get ready, ladies. Major Manning will se
lect a squadron of our best soldiers, aud escort you through 
one day's trAveling." Then addressing the major, he said: 
.. Belmont, will you make the neceBS8ry preparations?" 

" Certainly. It will give me great pleasure to conduct 
these ladies into safety," responded the young officer, as 
his eyes rested earnestly upon the beautiful face of Miriam. 

" Ladies," saill the general, .. in an hour we will return, 
expecting to find you prepared for your journey. " 

.. We will be ready, and Uncle Ben will be our guide; 
he is thoroughly acquainted with the route." 

As the officers walked from the threshold, the younger 
one remarked: 

.. General, they are elegant ladies. The daughter is the 
most beautiful creature that I ever beheld. " 

.. She is a gennine Helen," replied the general, ., clear 
waxen oomplexion, deep violet eyes, and exquisite golden 
hair. How Raphael would have painted her for his Madon
na. " 
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is wondrously beautifuL I wish destiny would 
pathways frequently at cross-roads. II 
, Belmont, do not be so foolish I She wru n~er 

Cross your pathway. You are a Union soldier, she a 
bCll1lty." 

young officer's handsolne face became grave, and 
on in silence. At the time appointed he N

and cond ncted them through the day's journey un
were safe into the hill-distriets. With manly con

he avoided Miriam, and kept his horap beside 
The grandparent and younger children rode 

family carriage, while Miriam and her mother trav
horseback. Unele Ben went before and guided. 

now evening, the sun was nearing his setting, and 
of separation had come. The party halted be

a huge wide-branched oak thick with green rustling 

" said Mrs. Hargrove, .. we can never repay yoor 
attentions. " 

.lD.alUDlWtl, I deserve no thanks: I have simply per
a gentleman's duty; the protection a man should 
to helpless ladies, whether he be Federal or Oonted

shook hands with the mother, and paused beside 
Their eyes lingered in a searching glance. He 

hand toward her; she onglQved her fingers and 
them in a warm, clinging grasp. The strongest pas_ 

those which strike the man dumb; the deepest 
hold him speechleB& After a mom.ent he 

I trust chance will be merciful to me by 
crossing the Jines of our destiny. " Still he lingered. 

may God protect you. " 
he rode away, praying that God would be meroiful 
and ~ain throw them together as players in the 

Was he anawered? 
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CHAPTER VL 

CONTRABAND TRADE. 

A LONG caravan of wagfms loaded with bales of cotton 
was moving slowly through a desolate country. Mrs. Har
grove had purchased that cotton in the western parishes of 
Louisiana, and was bringing it to a point ne,r the river
belt which was now occupied by Federal troops and Union. 
ist speCUlators. The Confederate forces of Louisiana were 
collected round Shreveport, now the capital of the state. 
The parishes bordering on the Mississippi were abandoned. 
All this rich territory, from the Arkansas line to the region 
in the vicinity of Vicksburg, was now in possession of the 
Federal Army. 'fhe plantations were cultivat~d by Union
ist lessees and speculators. 

Mrs. Hargrove was now carrying on an extensive traffio 
with these dealers. She purchased cotton in the western 
parishes to sell to them, and used the proceeds, whether in 
money or provisions, to aid the Confederate cause. It was 
more than suspected, likewise, that she procnred valuable 
information surreptitiously which might be empl~yed to 
advantage. That she devoted her means and energy to 
the promoting of the Confederate canse was generally 
known. Indeed, the Federal military authorities had given 
orders for her arrest. They regarded her as a dangerous 
spy and intrigante. 

At the front of the procession of wagons rode a oompany 
of guerrillas to guard the valuable consignment. It was 
midwinter, a cold, dreary day. Heavy rains had made 
the roads almost impassable. Sometimes a wagon would 
sink: into the stiff mud. It would require to be unloaded, 
pried out, and then loaded again before the party could re
sume their toilsome march. 

The journey had been unusually long, and the two wom
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Hargrove and Miriam, were nearly emausted 
and fatigue. The region through which they 

going was an unbroken swamp, stretching many 
It was overrun by guerrillas, and the more notori

ts, " as they were called. These latter consisted 
desperadoes, like the" cow-boys" and .. skin

of the Revolution, who had deserted from both 
but had made common cause in crime to murder 

the famous guerrilla chief, commanded the 
He now rode beside the two women. Presently he 

" said he, " this must be great hardship both 
and your daughter." 

indeed," she replied, "but it must be cheedolly 
It enables me to serve the Oonfederate cause." 

are truly its mlUn prop in this region," said 
.. But for the aid which you generously con

Confederate soldiers of tbis region would pOli
As it is, you keep us well furnished. You 

Unimeluse value to our cause. I would that your 
friends do not betray you." 

them believe that you guerrillas would revenge 
by murdering every Uniqnitlt planter, mer

speculator within the river district," she replied. 
would," he exclaimed. "The day you fail to 

us shall measure the length of their graves. " 
the Unionist, to whom I shall sell this cotton, is 

aUlllUl" than Harold. The latter cultivates my 
He is a consummate scoundrel. He owes 

for my lands, and as yet I have been unable ~ 
into a complete settlement." 
is it yon receive rent for your plantation while 

places are planted by Unionist specllla
, asked the guerrilla. 

Unionists can not ca1tiva~ the abandoned plan



tationa unless the Federals give protection to the farmers," 
Mr& Hargrove replied. "You guerrillas would murder 
the Unionists, and compel the speculators to abandon their 
busines&" 

"Ye& ., 
" Well, Federal protection is neoessary for the Uniowst 

planter, merchant, and speculator." 
" Oertainly. " 
"General MoPherson refused to protect Harold, unless 

Harold contracted to pay me rent." 
" Why is MoPherson so interested in youl''' 
"Because he is an honorable man, and knows that I 

have .. large family to support; then, too, he is a cousin to 
my husband. Those Southerners who remain on the river, 
and take the oath of allegiance to the Union, receive rent 
for their lauds and payment for all property destroyed by 
the Federals; but those whe 40 not take the oath receive 
no protection. Hence they abandon their homes, and these 
plantations are soon occupied by Unionist planters. Harold 
pays no rent for these rich lands, and is making money 
rapidly. He is nnmolested except when you guerrillas and 
lay-outs dash upon him and rob ~s fi~ld& " 

"Which is done every ohance we get," replied Quan
traIL "A few dlt'ys sinQe we raided out there, and rushed 
hundreds of negroes out of the fields straight into the river, 
killed three of the richest speculators, and captured many 
valuable mules; some of. them are now hauling your oot
ton." 

•• Well, 1 hope you will not murder Stotts," said Mrs. 
Hargrove. "He trades honorably with me; and it is 
through him I obtain clothing, am,munition and general 
Bupplia& " 

"I have a88urad him that he shan not be molested just 
80 long as he thus befriends yoq and supplies your de
mand&" . 

" Be rana a great risk, ., Mrs. Hargrove answered. " If 
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the Federals detected him thus furnishing us, they woald 
baug. him. " 

" 'That is his business," said Quantrell. " If he refuses 
you provisions, we guerrillas would kill him. So he accepts 
the situation, makos money, and manages shrewdly. But 
see, your daughter seems nearly exhausted. " 

"Yes, sir; but she is a brave child, and positively refuses 
to remain at home. I have two sons; one is with his father, 
the other is too dissipat.ed to give me any assistance. AhI 
we are reaching our halLing-place. I see the gin under 
which Stotts promised to meet me. " 

"He is punctual," remarked Quantrell. " There are 
his wagons loaded with supplies." 

Reaching the gin, they dismounted. Mrs. Hargrove and 
Stotts stood apart from the others, and were figuring upon 
their settlements. Quantrell superintended the exchang
ing of the contents of the wagons. This required several 
hours of constant ~abor; but finally the wagons of Stotts 
were loaded with cotton, and the guerrilla wagons were filled 
with supplies. Mrs. Hargrove and Stotts now joined Quan
trell, who inquired: 

" Should the Federal meet you and see this cotton, what 
will pre\'ent you from detection?" 

" Oh, that is easy enough," said Stotts. .. They seldom 
venture this far in the interior. When a few times they 
have thus found me out here, I made them believe that my 
cotton was taken from the abandoned gins of this neigh
borhood. They do not suspect that I buy it." . 

Mrs. Hargrove purchased cotton for twenty cents per 
pOllnd and sold it to Stotts for fifty. He shipped and 
sold it for more than double the price it cost him, hence it 
was mouey-making for all parties. Sbe purchased the cot
ton far in the interior, where the i"ederals did not penetrate, 
aud we have seen how she usually conveyed it to a spot 
bordering on or near the river district occupied by the 
Federals. 

http:dissipat.ed
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This was her constant occupation. To somewhat secure 
themselves from risk of detection, the negotiators never met 
aud exchanged commodities twice at the same place. 

Particulars having now been arranged, the wagons began 
their opposite journey; hers returning with Confederate 
supplies to the hill-countries occupied by Louisiana Con
federates, and those of Stotts, loaded with cotton, set out 
toward the river-parishes, the stronghold of the Federal 
and Unionist speCUlators. Each plantation in this river
belt, once the home of Southerners, was now occupied and 
cultivated by the Union men. They paid no rent for these 
fertile fields, and 88 negroes were in abundance these plant
ing speculators made money rapidly. 

The time aud place of their next meeting having been 
decided upon, the number of bales to be delivered, the 
amount of provisions required in exchange, and other busi
neBS details having been completed, they separated, and 
were soon traveling in opposite directions. 

It was nearing sunset. Jesse James, the fiercest of the 
guerrilla band, rode beside Mrs. Hargrove. Presently he 
spoke to her. 

" Madame, yon do not realize your danger in this expe
dition. " 

" Yes, I do; I am fully aware that this time every faculty 
must be on sleepleBS watch." 

.. Do you not know that a reward has been offered secretly 
for your capture?" he asked. 

"Yea," she replied; "of course, when I reach the Fed
eral head-quarters I must be more adroit and wary than 
ever. 'I'he iuformation which 1 am required to obtain is 
of vast importance. In fact, the next movement of the 
Confederate Army in Louisiana depends upon a knowledge 
of certain operations. I am detailed to secure this informa
tion, and my capture just at this time would result in ca
lamity to our cause. What I am charged to learn must be 
obtained from the Federal generals. In my laHt interview 
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with the governor, he charged me with this duty. It is 
vitally important, and 1 must succeed." 

She paused, and then addressing Quantrell, continned: 
.. My terror ill the lay-outs; they are desperadoos, brutal 

and cruel as tigers. They would rob me and Miriam. I 
dread them more than I do the Federals or the most fero
cious of your guerrillas. " 

"Madame," said Quantrell, U my men will not molest 
you." 

" Not whill3 you r Jesse James or Lee IS with them," 
Mrs. Hargrove replied; "but without you witb them 1 
would be in mortal terror were 1 to encounter them." 

"If my men harm YOIl," cried QuantreIl, "they shall 
be shot like dogs. They\know this, therefore you are per
fectly safe from them." 

" But the lay-outs?" she anxiously interrupte& '..::.r,-. 
,. Would butcher you like they would a comlnO" ,'.ltlSt. " 
"They are demons in human form united fur plun

der," she replied. .. They care for neither Union nor Con
federacy. " 

"Just now they must be on the rivel: front," Qllantrell 
remarked • 

.. One never knows where they are," said she. " They 
may spring upon us in a moment. Well, this is my way," 
she added, pointing to a bridle-path leading from the main 
road. .. There is the tree I marked that I might recognize 
my direction." 

Halting, they shook hands, and she continued: 
,.. Quantrell. 1 thank you for the protection you have 

given me." 
Then they took their different roads. The mother 

and daughter were now joul'Deying alone through a deso
late wild country. The sun was nearing his setting. and a 
flood of amber light fell over these lone travelers. They 
fully realized their danger sud their countenances were 
grave; but neither face exhibited fear. They were serving 
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their country without calculating the peril~ They rode in 
silence, taking their supper as tbey went from a knapsack 
011 Miriam's saddle. Presently the daughter spoke • 

.. Mot,her, if you could ship your cotton, instead of sell
ing it to Stotts, you would more than double the moner 
that he pays you; 1 have been calculating your loss." 

"Yes, but it could not reach the market. I have no 
opportunity of shipping it. 'I'he river belonga to General 
Grant from Memphis to Vicksburg. Stotts pays me fifty 
cents per, pound, and he sells the same cotton for more 
than a dollar. This section is wild with speculation; even 
the officers are busily engaged in it. Of course they do not 
themselves transact the business; they employ Stotts and 
other Unionists; hellce Stotts knows his only danger is 
from the guerrillas, and he knows, too, that supplying me 
with materials for our friends secures his safety from the 
guerl:iIlas. " I 

" Look, mother-can that be Quantrell and his band?" 
exclaimed Miriam, pointing to a party of glittering blue
uniformed cavalrymen ad vancing toward them • 

. " No; 1 think not," said her mother. " Guerrillas and 
Federals dress alike, therefore I can not decide which they 
are at this distance. The gUllrriilas, in order to deceive 
the Federals, have adopted the blue uniform." 

"They are mounted on superb chargers," said Miriam; 
and the setting sun flashed from the brilliant uniforms and 
glittering sabers of the nearing horsemen . 

.. If they are guerrillas, and Quantrell, or Jesse James, 
or ].Jee is not accompanying them, this paper will secure 
our safety," said Mrs. Hargrove. "Here is a pass signed 
by these three commanders. If those soldiers coming ara 
Federals, and this paper should be found in my possession, 
the names of the threll guerrilla chiefs would most assuredly 
cause our capture. We would then be sent to a Northern 
prison and confined." 

J UlJt then the party dashed up. 
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"Halt! halt!" 
The two women checked their horses, and were instantly 

surrounded by soldiers. 
.. Who are you?" inquired an officer. 
" Citizens," replied Mr& Hargrove. 
" Federals or Confederates?" 
" Confederate&" 
" Is your home in the guerrilla distriotP" 
"Iti&" 
" Do you know where Quantrell is?" 
" I will not inform you. " 
" Have you passed him to-day?" 
" I will not tell you. " 
" Madame, beware. I have had citizens shot for r~fus

ing me such information.'; 
" Shoot, then; 1 will not inform you." 
" Miss," said the officer, turning to Miriam, "if you 

value the life of yourself and oompanion, tell me, are the 
guerrillas near this spot?" 

.. 1 do not know their exact distance from here," she re
turned, calmly • 

.. Have you seen Quantrell this evening?" 
•• I will not inform you." 
" But you shall tell me!" 
Then addressing his men he cried: 
" Soldiers, make ready. " 
His men leveled their weapons. The women neither 

trembled nor showed signs of fear • 
.. Hold! hold!" shouted an officer, at that moment rid

ing up. It was Belmont Manning. At this moment he 
recognized the prisoners, and bast.ened to the side of Miriam. 
"You have no authority," he oried, .. to threaten the 
lives of these women. They can be arrested, but not pik 
to death." 

.. I only intended," replied the officer," to uightel 
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them into telling where Quantrell was. He has been in 
this neighborhood but lately. " 

'I'hen, giving the word of command, the company 
marched on. Manning remained to guard the prisoners 
till they should return. 

" Madame," said he, .. I regret the rude treatment whioh 
yon have received from my brother officers." 

" Sir, such is war," she replied. " 1 am making one of 
my visits to the river to collect rent for my plantations. " 

" Do you know that there is a reward for yonr captureP" 
.. Yes." 
"But General MoPherson will treat you generously," 

he said. 
" Yes," she sadly replied. "I know General McPher

,.on is exceedingly benevolent, but separation from my 
amily will surely be worse than any physical torture. Do 
"IOu suppose that he will send me and my daughter to a 
.~orthern prison?" 

" Madame, I can not tell. I am certain he wi11show you 
;JI the leniency in his power, but you must know that you 
are regarded as a dangerous spy. 1 will plead for meroy 
for you and your daughter. I would risk life to serve 
you," he added, as his dark eyes met those of Miriam. 

" Does shq love meP" he kept asking himself, while he 
searched her expressive countenance for some assurance 
that she did, and just in this upward glance he imagined 
the love-light gleamed. 

It was now becoming dark, and icy winds almost froze 
them. Miriam trembled from fatigue and cold; Belmont 
drew nearer to her, and his noble face was full of pitying 
tenderness as he leaued toward her, saying: 

" My heart aches because you suffer." 
His voice trembled as he spoke. 
"Sir, I believe 1 shall freeze before your soldiers re

turn." 
He had com£letely forgotten Mrs. Hargrove's presence. 



LOTH AlID BBBBLLIOlf. 

His baok was now turned towatV her. He unstrapped a 
blanket from his saddle. and, drawing very near to Miriam, 
he offered to put it around her. . She consented. and as 
his arm passed around her shoulders her hand touched his, 
his fingers closed over hers. He failed. to notice thM while 
his attention had been thus engaged, Mrs. Hargrove had 
made her escape. 

OHAPTER VIL 

THE CONFEDERATE SPY. 

THE night was terrifically black. Caving is character
istic of the Mississippi. and in this particular spot the wash
out was a narrow deep cut extending far back into the 
shore. In this cave was lodged a small hut. 1t had not 
been erected there originally, but the floods had brought 
it to the spot. The .sands and drift-wood had fastened it 
to the place where it now rested. This hut was hidden 
deep down in the cave. 1t would make a fitting rendezvous 
for Jay-outs. guerrillas ancI.robbers, but as yet they had not 
discovered it. A furious storm raged; the rain pourAd in 
torrents, and a cyclonic wind whipped the waves high 
against the rude structure. A wild, peculiar savage snort 
mingled with the shrieking wind and roaring storm. It 
came from a horse plunging madly with terror. Swift 
streaks of lightning cut like burning steel through the in
tense blackness, and revealed the calm white faces of two 
women sitting within the door of the hut, sheltered from 
the storm. Again the wild, mad neigh shrieked diJferently 
from the furious sweep of the storm. A young girl stood 
within the door-way, and WIth fragile, delicate hands 
grasped the reins of a bridled plunging horse. 

" Mother, 1 fear Logan will die; do you suppose it is the 
storm or some wild animal prowling about here that so ter
rifies himP" 

.' I can not teD, f!J.'I darling, he is e.xt~meJy frightened."
I 



86 LOVE AlfD REBELLION • . 
The girl leaned forward and caressingly patted the neck 

of the trembling brute. 
Just then a bursting shell whizzed above them, cutting a 

l1ame-streak through the inky blackuess. 
" Grant's gun-boats are passing," remarked the mother. 
" But we are safe," calmly replied Miriam. 
"Yea, we are too near the gun-boats for the shells to 

strike us. " 
"I suppose he deems this a favorable night for the 

scouting lay ..outs and guerrillas. " 
" So it is. They will bless this storm, and to-morrow's 

sun will reveal many ghastly countenauces of Unionists 
that they have this night murdered. But tell me again, 
darling, how you escaped from the Federal officer." 

" When it had become quite dark, and the soldiers had 
Dot returned, we set out in the direction of the river to 
reach the Federal camp. After we had journeyed together 
for some time, 1 dropped my blanket at a spot just favor
able to my escape. It was bit~rly cold, and he sprung 
down to recover the garment. 1 seized the bridle of his 
horse, and whipping the animal furiously, 1 compelled it to 
keep up with mine. Logan seemed to understand my pur
pose, and sped 80 swiftly that it strained the other horse 
to keep along. So you see my further escape was quite 
easy." 

" What did you do with the Federal horse?" asked her 
mother • 

•• When I reached the river I turned him loose, and hur
ried to this hut, where 1 knew you would be. They will 
suppose that the other horse instinctively came back to 
the,Federal head-quarters, and it will furnish no clew as to 
our hiding-place. The soldiers will think that we have 
wisely returned to our western home. They will never 
imagine that after mak~ng such a narrow escape we would 
haTe the temerity to venture into their immediate vicinity, 
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into the very center of their army-the gun-boats on one 
side and Federal soldiers on the other." 

.. Yes, darling, I beli~vo we are safe, at least for a few 
hours; but daylight must find usJar distant from here." 

" Listen, mother; did you hear that noise?" 
"Yes; hush! It sounds different from the storm," whis

pered the mother. 
" Do you suppose Harold has betrayed us?" asked Mir

iam. 
"Keep still as stone; if the lay-outs discover us our 

death is certain," she whispered. 
" 1 fear Logan will betray us. " 
" No, no; the noble brute seems to comprehend that our 

security depends upon his immovable rigidity; he is per
fectly quiet." 

Another flash of lightning revealed a man staggering 
through the darkness toward the hut . 

.. Mother, do you suppose that is Harold coming?" whis
pered Miriam, in almost inaudiblo tones. 

" 1 can not teU, darling; but keep perfectly calm. If 
it is a lay-out we must kill him before he comes into the 
hut-" , 

The sentence was not finished. A deafening burst of 
thunder and a vivid flash revealed a tall man crouching 
under the shelter of the jutting bank just a few yards from 
the door. 

" That can not be Harold," said Miriam. " He would 
enter, and seek shelter in the hut." 

" Keep still, darling; if it proves to be a lay-out I will 
shoot him before he can injure us." 

Another lurid flash disclosed a second form approaching 
the man that crouched under the projecting bank. 

.. Mother, they are not lay-outs," said Miriam. 
" No," sho replied; and, placing her hand upon Miriam's 

shoulder, she continued: .. Darling, it is my business to learn 
what they are about. Take these papers, and if I am CIlpt
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al'ed tear them to pieces. Be sare and destroy them." 
And she turned to go toward them. 

" Mother I" 
It Hush, I am going to creep near enough to hear theDt; 

and you must keep absolutely quiet." 
" But, mother, the dangerl" 
" A Confederate spy must fear nothing, my child." 
She kissed her daughter, stepped out into the storm and 

rain, and crept carefully along the side of the ledge. Just 
beyond was the sweeping river, and a false step would 
plunge her into its dark waters. The storm now began to 
lall, and being close enough to touoh them, she distinctly 
heard .their dialogue. 

" 1 tell you, genaral, you are wasting time. The floods 
will destroy your Delta canal scheme. " 

.. Then 1 will attempt one at this point; I will out from 
the river-bank into the lake, and run my gun-boats through 
~he lake into the numerous bayous, and then finally reach 
the Mississippi." 

"That scheme will be oseless. I tell you 1 had an in
terview with Pemberton himself, and 1 am certain tha~ he 
will Dot intercept your landing. Carry your soldiers down 
by land on this side of l the river, let your boats and trans
ports float by some night, when it is black like this, and 
landing them on the Louisiana side some miles below 
Vicksburg, you can put your ' soldiers on your transports 
and safely land them on the Mississippi side, a short dis
tance below Yicksburg. II 

.. But. if Pemberton and Bowen should ooncentrate their 
forces near the point where my soldiers land on the Missis
sippi side, hruf my army oould be easily captured. I can 
Dot convey my entire army all at one crossing to the Mis
sissippi side. I would have to leave half on the Louisiana 
more while I transported the other half to the MiRSissippi 
aide; by a proper strategic movement Pemberton Itnd Bowen 
QC)QJd anite their foroes and surely ca,vture that fONOA 
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of my army just as it lands on the Mississippi shore; 

while the Confederate generals could combine their armie&, 


. and probably capture half of my soldiers remaining on the 

Louisiana bank. Kirby Smith and Joseph E. Johnston, I 

am sure, would strain every nerve to capture both divisions 

of my army in this way. " 

.. True. but consider the situation of the Oonfederates 
on both sides of the river. Joseph E. Johnston is far die
tanto Pemberton will not leave Vicksburg. and the Confed
erate Army in this state is small. and in no condition to 
capture the part of your army left for a short time on this 
side. In fact there is no regular Confederate Army in this 
region of Lpuisiana. It has moved baok to protect Shreve
port, the heart and center of the Confederacy in Louisiana. 
The guerrillas and lay-outs are about the only enemies 
around here. They are small but desperate bands of 
plunderers. Your soldiers could march down on this side, 
and crossing over on your transports, reach their destined 
landing below Vicksburg. " 

" Alld once in the rear 01 Vicksburg. the destruotion of 
the naval fdrces of the enemy in the Yazoo River will be 
easily accomplished." 

.. Certainly; and Pemberton once shut up in Vicksburg 
can be starved into a surrender. IJ 

After a few moments the general inquired: 
" Do you know. Harold. where thl't Confederate spy is 

-that Belle Boyd of Louisiana?" 
" She and her daughter were captured this evening, but 

they both made their escape. " 
" I will increase the reward fivefold to any person that 

will deliver her into my hands. Does she not sell cotton 
to you and the lessees?" 

" Yes." 
" Could you not manage to capture her?" 
"Impossible, general; it would cost me my life to turn 

traitor to her. Jesse James, Lee or Quantrell would mar
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der me the instant they knew that ahe was captured. My 
life depends upon her liberty. " 

" Well, I am determined that she shall be captured. To 
secure htlr I will endanger the life of every Unionist specu
lator in this river-belt." 

.. How much will you pay for her capture?" inquired 
Harold. 

A roll of heavy thunder prevented her from hearing the 
reply. 

" Better capture the daughter, too," Harold continued. 
" She is equally as dangerous as the mother. and they are 
both fearless as tigers." 

" Certainly. it is neceBSary to have both. I am resolved 
upon their capture, and if you persist in your refusal to 
help you will have to protect yourselt" 

Striking a watch, Harold looked at his watch. 
" General." said he, "in exactly two hours I will hold 

an interview with her. " 
" Where?" 
" In a hut just around this projecting bank. Let sev

eral resolute men be on hand, for she will fight like hell aud 
all its legions. Let them come thoroughly prepared, and 
you can capture her. " 

" All right; without fail they shall arrive promptly." 
The interview now terminated. Mrs. Hargrove crept 

hurriedly back to Miriam. The two women mounted and 
rode away in the pouring rain. Afttlr a short absence they 
returned. A light glimmered in the hilt. They dismount
ed, and fastening their horses to a log in the side of the 
cabin, Miriam remained outside while her mother entered. 
Harold was waiting her arrival. 

" Am I late, Mr. Harold?" Mrs. Hargrove asked. 
" No, madame," said he, "you are an hour and a half 

earlier than I expected you. " 
.. The dark night and pouring rain hastened me. Sir, 

to busine88; run down tbis figuring. and see whether it tal
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lies with yours. YOIl know you have not entirely settled 
with me for the last consignments of cotton, and the Sl1m 
you owe me in addition to my rents is considerable. To
night our settlement must be complete. " 

" Impossible, madame," said he, "the amount lis too 
large for immediate payment." 

Harold was a small man with sharp, cunning eyes and 
shrewdness depicted upon each feature. A candle was set 
on a projecting board, and its dim radiance flickered over 
his sardonic countenance as he continued: 

" Madame, your calculations are incorrect. It is abso
lutely impossible for me to pay what you demand." 

.. Sir, you shall pay erery centl and that instantlyJ You 
are playing a double game; 1 know your treachery. YOIl 
have bargained to deliver me to the Federal authorities, 
and by so doing you expect to defraud me of several thou
sands. This and the purchase money which you are to re
ceive for betraying me you imagin~ trill pay you better 
than cotton 8peculations. I am now about to return to 
Quantrell's rendezvous. Betray me, you scoundrel dog, 
and you shall be butchered by that guerrilla band I" 

Her countenance was pale and resolute. Her eyes 
gleamed like bright steel. He scanned her face, and then 
addressed her: 

" Madame, I have agreed to deliver YOIl to a Federal 
officer, but 1 am willing to compromise." 

" How?" 
" By your canceling the sum owed yon." 
" Never! I will have a complete settlement." 
" Madame, you can not terrify me," said he. "I ap

pointed this meeting in this unknown hut because guerril
las and lay-outs are not co~nizltnt of its emwnce. ~'hey 
will not molest me here. " 

He endeavored to appear deliberately calm, but her keen 
eyes penetrated his attempt, and she realized that he feared 
her. 
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"Sir! Scoundrel," saiu s11(', •• I give you ten minutes. 
A.t their expiration you shall Pl'y me or die!" 

" lla! your hands are dainty for killing." 
She fixed her eyes on him and she saw him tremble. 

She moved backward to the door, and, in an audible whis
per, saill: 

•• Jesse James, come in and finish your work." 
A llark form sprung in, di~guised in a black mask, long 

cloak, and wide guerrilla hat. Instantly cold gleaming 
steel was at Harold's throat. Heavy rolls of greenbacks 
he yielded at once. Taking them from his bosom, he gave 
them to Mrs. IIargrove. f::lhe carefully counted the money, 
secured it in a belt under her riding-dress, and left the hut 
at once, saying to him as she went out: 

" Kind remembrance to the Feueral officer when he a1'
l"ives, and sincere wishes that our next interview may be 
more pleasant. " 

The two rode hurriedly away. For some time neither 
of them spoke. Then the mother said: 

" Miriam, my brave darling. you outdid Jesse James 
himself. All would have been lost if you had faltered. " 

f 

" Do you think so, mother:" 
"Yes. lie was endeavoring to detain me until the Fed

eral force should arrive. " 

E 

t 
1 

They rode in silence, each thinking intently. Reach
ing a negro caoin, once a cottoll-house in the old slavery 
times, they dismounted. The inhabitants were absent, 
though a bed and other pieces of furniture indicated occu

0 pancy. 
S " Mother," Miriam asked, ,. do you suppose that A.nn 

still lives here?" 
"Perhaps the lay-outs have munlered the poor creat

ure," her mother answered. "See, Miriam, here is her 
clothing. Put on this ragged dress, and rub this blacking 
carefully over your hands and face. Child, our most ardu
ous task is yet to be accomplished." 
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" Mother, I dread this disguise." 
" 'Why?" 
" Our features aro delicato; you never saw a negro nose 

slender and high. Theirs aro fiat and broad, their lips 
thick and heavy; ours aro thin and refined." 

"'I.'rue, Miriam, and no negress ever possessed your 
features; but may be General McPherson is not an acute 
physiognomist. " 

" With these exceptions our disguise is perfect. You are 
as black as tar," said Miriam, holding the flickering can
dlo neal' her mother's face . 

.. Tie this bandanna round your head, negro fashion, to 
conceal your hair, and we will also wear these old ragged 
sun-bonnets to somewhat hide our features." 

" But, mother, if the general employs us as servants we 
can not wear these bonnets every day. " 

" Look there, .Miriam!" 
A plank in the floor moved; they watched it narrowly. 
" Mother, can it be that the lay-outs are concealed un

derneath the puncheons?" whiEpered Miriam. 
"No, I think it is the occupants," hel' mother replied. 

"Each negro bas dug him a deep hole in tho ground 
undor his cabin floor, and when he believes tho lay-outs 
and guerrillas are coming he lifts up the loosened plank 
over this hole, and, dropping into this deep round well, 
deems himself secure. No doubt the occupants here havo 
thus concealed themselves, thinking us to be guerrillas. 
IIowever, we will not remain to discover them." 

Again upon their horses, the two weary women traveled 
toward the Federal head-quarters. This was no other 
than Miriam's old home-the Hargrove mansion. When 
the two travelers arrived there they dismounted at the ex
tremityof the deel'-park, turned their horses loose to graze, 
and walked up to the wide front lawn. This they found 
filled with Federal tents and camp-fires. They addressed 
a group of soldiers sitting round a blazing fire. 

time 
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.. Who comes there?" inquired a soldier. 
"Two po' lone oomans dat w~nts ter see de gineral," 

returned Mrs. Hargrove. 

" The general is busy; he can not be bothered by two 
such looking rag·bundles as you are. Get on, get on, you 
scarecrows!" 

.. Massa, we desires ter intervou de gineral 'bout very 
purgent biziness." 

" Well, what do you desire to tell him?" 
" Massa, our bizineBB bee, privut-like. II 

" Is your business actually urgent?" inquired the soldier, 
scanning them minutely. 

" Yes, sar, massa, dat it is!" 
" Well, I will go and ascertain if the general "ill permit 

your entrance." 

" Massa, kin we come ter de fire an' warm while yer bees 
gone ter de gineral? We is wet an' freezin' cole; please, 
sar, massa, let two po' nigger oomans warm by yer fire." 

.. Certainly, old woman, you can thaw yourself; you are 
pitiable objects." 

The women crouched before the fire. The men Bitting 
round it scarcely observAd the shivering creatures. The 
Boldier Boon returned, and conducted them to General 
MCPherson. He sat befor6 a warm fire in their elegant 
library. A large table was drawn up. and he seemed in
tently occupied with his writing. His hand moved rapidly 
and he only glanced up as they entered. Belmont Man
ning sat before the fire, his eyes fastened upon a magnificent 
portrait of Miriam hanging jURt above the low marble 
mantel. He did not notice the two women crouching in 
the opposite chimney-corner. His superb features betok
.,ned magnetic absorption; consciousneBB seemed buried to 
all teoHloral things save the marvelously beautiful face of 
the portrait; it exerted a kind, of fasoination for him that 
BOOmed uneontrollable. 
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" Well, auntie, what do you want?" inquired the gen
era], throwing down his pen . 

.. You dun furgit me, hab yer, gineral?" 
" I don't remember you distinctly." 
"Don't you 'members dat po' ole creeter what yer 

sabed frum dem grillers oat evening, when dey Was gwine 
ter 'sassinate me an' my po' darter here? We was two 
oomans libbin' wid my husban'. He went ter de war. He 
jined Ginera] Grant's army, an' left me an' my po' darter 
'lone in dis big worl'. Well, we hired ourse'/s ter Mister 
Harold what Jibs here in dis house wid yer, an' plants dis 
plantation. Yon knows de nigger men dun all jined Gin
eral Grant's army, an' de po' oomans an' chillens what is 
lef' behin' dey makes a libbin' by workin'. dese big p]anta
tions what de Federal gentlemuns plants. An' yer knowsde 
grillers? Oh, my God! dem debils what calls demse'/s 
grillers! You seed dese debils, gineral?" 

" Yes." 
" But dey bees anguls 'sides dem lay-outs; you knows we 

niggers hab each one dun digged us a hole, a way-deep 
hole under de floor ob our cabins, an' whin we bees wurk
in'de tiel's we keeps lookin' an' lookin' fur de grillers, 
an', good Lor', whin ennybody hollers, 'de grillers is com
in'!' we po' Digs, oh, my Lor', how we jist flies; we nebber 
stops till we gits in our holes!" 

General McPherson could not refrain from smiling at 
the old creature's fear. She acted as if she thought the 
guerrillas were now about to murder her. 

" Yer laughs, gineral; but, my God, dem grillers an' lay
outs dey duz butcher de po' Digs, ugh!" she continued, 
shuddering. "1 kain't Debber agin work in de tiel's, 80 I 
hab comed ter ,beg yer ter hire me an' my darter here 
ter cook, an' clean dis big house, an' do sich-like jobbin' 
fur yer ginerals. " 

" Are you a good cook?" 
" Lors-a-marcy, massa! I used ter cook de biggust din
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ners for my prutty, sweet mistiBS dat libed right in dis ber
ry house. MistiBS used ter 'vite de quality folks ter dine 
wid her, an' de biggust dinners I used ter cook! MaBBaI 
dem sho' was good times!" 

.. Was your mistreBB kind to you?" 
" Lor' bleBS her! yes, ondeed, gineral. MaBBa's nigs 

was heap better off dan dey is now. Ef dis is wot yer calls 
freedum, l'se dun got 'nuff 'ready. I duzn't want no 
more freedum}" 

.. Did you love your master's children?" 
" Yes, ondeed. 1 lubed ebbery one ob dem, particulars 

MiBS 1tfirum; wot a sweet, prutty chile she was. Ebberyone 
ob us niggers sho' did lub dat sweet young girl. Gineral, 
dey tells me dat she an' her mudder hab dun jined de gril
lers, but I don't b'leve it, do I knows dey nebber was 
skeery, an' ole miss she sho' would fight too." 
. During this talk Miriam noticed that Belmont Manning 
sat quietly listening. 

" Your mistress frequently comes out to the river front; 
do you ever see her?" 

.. No, sari but I abo' would most break my neck ter see 
her." 

.. Come in," exclaimed General McPherson. in answer 
to a low knock. The door opened and Harold entered. 

" General, the guerrillas are close here, and also that 
rebel spy." 

"How do you know?" 
"I had. a scheme arranged to capture ' her, but she 

brought Jesse James with her and'defeated my plans. She 
compelled me to make a final full settlement with her, and 
then escaped. U I could have detained her one hour 
longer, her seizure would have been inevitable. But she 
knew my scheme. How she learned it I can not imagine; 
but she did, and 1 narrowly escaped with my life." 

" How long has she been gone?" 
" One hour." 
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" Why didn't you convey us immediate information?" 

said General McPherson. 
" 1 feared to venture out; I believed the guerrillas were 

scouting in this neighborhood, and 1 dreaded to encounter 
them," replied Harolck 

,. Well, we must endeavor to capture them," said Gen
eral McPherson, rising and leaving the room, followed hy 
Harold. 

Belmont was soon abstractedly silent; his magnificent 
face was sad, and his head drooped upon his hand. Mrs. 
Hargrove arose noiselessly to the table where the general 
had been writing. 

She searched carefully among the papers, quietly took 
such as she desired, concealing them in her ragged bosom. 
Then she went back and crouched in the corner beside Mir
iam. Minutes now passed, and the handsome Federal 
seemed totally unconscious of their presence. 

" Massa," said Mrs. Hargrove, " kin me an' my darter 
stay wid de cook ter ..night?" 

" Yes, auntie," said Manning. 
" Kin we stay roun' de premisos, an' do sich wo:k as 

we kin fin' 1" 
"Yes." 
.. Thank yer, massa; an' I hopes de day will soon come 

whin dis war bees ended, an' you will stay Souf, an' mar
ry a nice good girl like my sweet young Miss Milam." 

His face crimsoned, and he replied: 
" Thank you for your kind wishes, auntie." 
" Good-night, massa." 
" GoOd-night." 
They passed quietly out among the soldiers, unnoticed 

and unmolested. Again in the saddle, they were soon miles 
distant. The night was inky black, and losing their way, 
they allowed their horses to instinctively ~k the right di
rection. The rain stillpoured in torrents. For hoQJ'8 they 
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traveled, until their horses, nearly exhausted, determinedly 
stopped, refusing to proceed further. 

" Mother," said Miriam, "1 believe we have stumbled 
upon a ho\lB8." 

.. I hope so," .said her mother, "tor then we can have 
shelter until daylight. " 

" Mother, may be the lay-outs are biding here. Are you 
not afraid?" 

.. My child," replied her mother, " our constitutions are 
not iron. 1 am utterly exhausted trom mental strain and 
bodily fatigue. I must rest." 

Dismounting, they left their horses under a shed, and 
entered the house. Stumbling through perfect darkness 
they could discover nothing of their surroundings. They 
stretched themselves upon the cold floor, and Miriam was 
Boon asleep. Her head was pillowed upon her mother's 
arm; and through the silent night that mother watched 
while the young girl slumbered. Once she fancied that 
she detected the tramp of hurried feet, but instantly quiet 
prevailed, and she supposed that her overstrained imagina
tion was at fault. The ring of swords striking against each 
other struck her 1istening ear. 

" Miriam, awake, darling!" she cried to her child. 
" What is it?" she cried, springing up. 
" I fear we are occupying the den of the lay-outs." 
" If so, God have mercy on us!" 
" Come, we must hasten trom here." 
They left the building by the same door which they bad 

entered. It was yet dark. A faint glimmering light shone 
through a crack outside. Through this opening they 
peeped and discovered several lay-outs, men with malig
nant faces indicative of diabolical natures. 

Harold was sitting there, bound hand and foot. Three 
men were counting a pile of money on the head of a bar
rel; the others stood eagerly gazing on; and Harold eeemed 



LOVE AND REBELLION. 79 

to know that his minutes were numbered. When the 
count was finished one of them said with an execration: 

"You hound, this is not all the money! You have hid
den it." 

.. Upon my honor, tlir, you have every cenL" 
The lay-outs struck him across the head with a sharp 

sword, and the blood spurted over his tace. 
" You can kill me, but 1 have no more money," he cried 

out, in agony. "Oh, spare me, spare me!" prayed the 
doomed wretch. 

" You shall die," answered the ruffian, "but first tell 
me where is that Confederate spy and her daughter?" 

" They had just left three hours before you captured 
me." 

., By God!" cried the lay-outs, " we came near getting 
McPhersou and his little band. Ha! the fight was gloriousI 
Did the woman have money?" 

., Yes, many thousands." 

" Which way did she go?" 

" 1 do not know. " 

" By God, they shall be onrs, they and their moneyl" 

Immediately their six sharp blades pierced. Harold 


through and through; his life-blood spurted red 88 jeta of 
a fountain. 

" Merciful God!" moaned Miriam • 
.. Come, darling," said her mother. 
Springing into their saddles, they hurried away. 

CHAPTER VIIL 
CUTHBERT ELLERY. 

IT was a lono, desolate country, a level barren stretch 
devoid of any living thing save two travel-worn women. 
Shading their eyes from the long amber-hued rays of the 
sinking sun, they peered into the blue distance unbrokenly 
treeless. They seemed to be expecting some one. 

I 



IC Do you aee anything, Miriam?" asked the older of thIS 
two. 

" No, mo*her,'" she replied, anxiously. ~'Suppose he 
fails to come?" 

They looked at each other. 
. "Darling, he will come'" said the mother. "His busi
ness ia too urgent; he will not faiL" • 

Again they joameyed in undiatnrbed stillness. Each 
oountenance was mournfully thoughtful. The wind sw~ 
~y by, bending the withered parme-grass and ohilI
ing the travelers. Oonstitutionally strong, they had UD

flinohingly borne hardships severely exhausting, but even 
their iron nervos were now overstrained. Looking at hel 
mother's drooping frame and travel-worn countenance, 
Miriam realized that the magnificent features were sharp
ened to statue-like rigidity, and the body had thinned to 
skeleton attennation. 

The unmumnring 80ul was invincibly oou~oQS and 
peerlessly stem in unyielding, determined constancy to the 
cause of the Oonfederacy. There was no shrinking of the 
brave spirit, no wearying of the tireless energy. The long 
slanting rays of the setting sun fell in broad belts over the s0

journers, and threw. their figures into bold relief against the 
wild trackless waste stretching around them in limitless 
distance. The level sunset light fell full into their eyes 
with blinding splendor. Again shading them with their 
hands, they swept the blue-lined horizon; but no moving 
thing was viaible. Then they watched the sunset. 

" Mother, how mercifully loving is God to make m. 
sun shine so benignly over aU this, beautifnl world; jOlt 
now it illuminatea our far-~way home and our little dar
lings, and precious old grandmother may be watching it this 
moment. Our treasured ones, distant on Virginia battle
fields, may too be watching it, and thinkinl\ of us, their 
idolized beings. How goed ia God to let Hia sun shine u,POll 
118 all, envelopillg gs .. in a glorioUl mantle." 
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Th~ mother made no reply. Miriam noticed two large 
tears roll down the hollow cheeks. After awhile ahe said: 

" My child, it may be setting upon a sadder scene. It 
may be wrapping the bodies of our loved ones in their last 
long, unbroken sleep. It may ,be covering their ghastly 
faces in a winding-sheet of its setting magnificence. It 
may be sinking upon a battle-field thick with dead and dy
ing, and its level rays may be their drapery-their shroods 
of buriall" 

Looking into the sad, tenderly momnfal countenance, 
Miriam exclaimed: 

"No, no, mother; let us hope in the mercy of God and 
believe at this moment that His hand guides our dear ones, 
even upon the bloody battle-fields, and that this instant 
His sun is setting gloriously opon a camp-ground of soldiers 
among whom are my :lather and brother in the vigor of 
strength. This lonely barrennel!8 has depressed yoo, 1 
fear." 

" May be it has, darling. .Any way, I will endeavor to 
see the picture which IOU have drawn instead of my dis
mally sketched one." 

"Hal there comes oor cavalier," exclaimed Miriam. 
With her hand lifted to her eyes she watched a tiny speck 
moving toward them. Looking into her face, Mrs. Har
grove remarked: 

" Stonewall Jackson regards this young officer 88 among 
his ablest and noblest patriot!!. He is now on a secret mis
sion to Mexico. He has been sent by Oonfederate author
ities, and 1 too have been detailed oot there. He W88 in
structed to meet us here, and we are to travel in his 
company." 

I 
The officer now drew near. Lifting his hat, he saluted 

them with the easy dignity of a courtier of St. Cloud. 
Wheeling his spirited charger, he rode beside Mrs. Har
pve" and they were soon in earnest conversation. . 
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our escape. Mounting our horses, we fled tbrough the 
darkness. We traveled days and nights until we reached 
Shreveport, and delivered the documents to the authorities. 
What was reveall'a you know." 

The SUIl had now sunk below the horizon. Night was 
falling thickly and heavily around them, and they halted. 
for rest. Building a huge fire, the wagons were driven so 
as to form I' circle around it, the mules fed and fastened 
inside the circle. The travelers, negroes and all gathered 
around the fire, and the faithful Africans were soon sleep
ing. 

Miriam's head was pillowed upon ber motber's lap, and 
the exhausted girl slept. Mrs. Hargrove and the Confed •erate officer were engaged in close conversation. 

" You see," she said, "that these men whom 1 am to 
ferret out are concealing their identity. The difficulty will 
be to unmask them, to discover them, and to make no. mis
take in identifying them. H of a surety I find them, ) can 
manage to procure their arrest. They were sent into Mex
ico upon a diplomatic mission similar to yours. They too 
went overland witb large quantities of sogar to be sold, and 
the money set apart to the Confederacy. They disposed 
of the sugar for fabulous prices, pooketed the gold, and 
invested it in speculation. They buy up the sugar sent to 
the border-line between Texas and Mexico; of course they 
have their agents to purchase the sugar, for they dare not 
cr088 into Texas themselves, even under their concealed 
identity. In this way they realize immense profits. Thus, 
you see, they have organized a system of robbery by which 
they are becoming nabobs in wealth. They control the 
sugar-market; keep it at low prices until they are ready to 
sell; aud in this way the Confederacy is robbed. I am to 
detect them; to be unerring in my identification of them; 
to entice them to cross the Rio Grande, and then procure 
their arrest. One of them is a Polish Jew, so says the de
scription: dark, large, strong physiognomy; prominent 
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features; coarse, bristling hair; hawk-like nose; amall, cun
ning eyes; height medium; heavy set, broad shoulders and a 
herculean muscular frame. His true name is Wienawilki, 
but he speculates under that of Wizinski. The other is a 
Southern man and a traitor to the Confederacy. I know 
him quite accurately, and think I shall recognize him 
even through his disguise." 

The ruddy light flickered over her pallid countenance. 
Observing its look of utter weariness, he said: , 

"Madame, you must sleep; you can rest in perfect se
curity, for I will keep strict watch." 

"Thank you, sir," she replied; and bending down she 
kissed Miriam tenderly, and throwing herself beside the 
young girl they slumbered. 

The llight crept silently on, the wind moaned drearily, 
the fire burnfld low, but all were unheeded by that lone 
sentinel. His head drooped while his eyes seldome wan
dered from the face of the young girl. Quietl.y he spread 
a warm blanket over the two. The smoldering fire-light 
flickered over her exquisite features, and he thought, " She 
is the loveliest creature human eyes ever beheld; would she 
were mine; and if God spares my life until this war is over, 
I will win her if possible. " 

CHAPTER IX. 
A N I G H TAT T A C K. 

Ot'R travelers reached thei~ destination-a town on the 
Rio Gratlde. Just across the river in Mexico was another 
town. In this latter place Mrs. Hargrove expected to find 
the two speculators. Miriam Rnd the Confederate officer 
remained in the town on the Texas shore, while Mrs. Har
grove crossed to the one in Mexico. 

She undertook to discover the men, make sure of their 
identity, and then entice them to cross int.o Texas. 

She was absent for several days. Miriam became an~ous 
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concerning her safety. FinaUy a letter came, but it re
vealed nothing of either success or failure. It briefly gave 
news that she was well, and ordered a banquet for several 
distinguished officials and individuals that she wished to 
honor with a dinner. 

While we leave Miriam and the Confederate officer at the 
hotel of the Texas town we will follow the mother into 
Mexico. We will enter a large commercial building, and 
going into a private business department we find three in
dividuals seated at a tall, long desk. They are earnestly 
engaged in calculations and settlements. After casting up a 
colUmn of figures, and a careful examination of the calou
lations, Mrs. Hargrove looked up, saying: 

.. Gentlemen, it grows late. I must return to my hoteL 
To-night 1 will meet you promptly at the wharf on the 
river; there the sugar wiD be delivered to yoo. Be punc
tual, gentlemen. I wish to cross into Texas before night

·falL II 

"Madame, we will be prompt and not detain yoo." 
"Thank you, gentlemen," she replied. .. While I have 

been staying in Mexico I have formed the acquaintance of 
Beverd distinguished friends of the Confederacy-among 
them yourselves. I wish to honor these individuals by giv- . 
iog them a banquet. I have ordered one for to-night at 
Hotel Dieu in R--, on the Texas side. WiD you please 
me by attending my reception of friends to-night?" 

Quickly the two men exchanged glances; the Jew be
came ne"OO8, but the American coolly replied: 

"You honQr us greatly, madame, but it is impossible 
for us to accept your courtesy." 

.. Very well," she returned, unconcernedly. "Be punc
tual to meet me at the wharf. I can not be detained." 

"Certainly, madame, we wiD be as prompt as you de
aire," replied the Southerner, affably. 

" Good-evening, gentlemen," said she. 
.. Good-afternoon, madame," th8J' repliecL 
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She walked along the streets of the Mexican city. She 
had found the two men; of that she was certain. The 
Southerner had not recognized her; but she had little diffi- I I 
cuUy in penetrating his disguise. It was the man Grey, 
whose plantations had bordered upon her own estate. She 
knew him to have been the cruelest slave-owner in all that 
region. He had changed his name, and now speculated 
under that of Jones. She was anxiously thinking how to 
induce them across the Rio Grande. 

She did not observe that she had lost her way, and was 
now in a narrow dusky alley, a fitting street for the hiding 
dens of outlaws. The place was filled with bar-rooms and 
gambling-houses, the homes of ruffians. She did not know 
that three men were sneaking behind her, following her 
with soft inaudible tread, until tiger-like they could spring 
upon her. 'rhey were Mexican ruffians. Just at the mo
ment, fortunately she stumbled against the projecting edge 
of a building, and the shock roused her from her reverie. 
Glancing around, she perceived the Mexicans. They 
paused, and she held out her pocket-book. This proceed
ing seemed to please them, and they approacheu her. 

" I am a rich woman," said she, " I will give you all 
my gold if you will assist me in atTesting two men whom I 
desire to r.arry across the river. I am not afraid of you. 
If you were to kill me you would get no more money than 
there is in this pocket-book. You can have it and much 
more, if you will help me. Will you?" she inquired, look
ing unwaveringly into their dark, diabolical countenances . 

• , State your plans and terms," one of them responded, 
as he scowled at her. ITe had taken her pocket-book, and 'I 

was now examining the contents. 
" You must follow me this evening, and notice the two 

men that will accompany me. We will walk to the cross
iug on the ri ... er; there we will have business transactions. 
When, they are concluded I will step into a boat to cross to 
the Texas side. You must seize the two men, bind them, 
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and pot them into the boat with me. I will pay you ten 
times the money in that pocket-book. Is it a bargain?" 

.. Yes," they replied. . 
" Without fail?" 
" We will not faiL" 
And they did not. It was almost dark when the sogar 

was finally carried across into Mexico, and as it required an 
hour to complete calculations and settlements, it was night 
before Mr& Hargrove was ready for departure. The Jew, 
the more cunning and avaricious of the two speculators, 
had not heait.ated to accompany Mr& Hargrove to the river
crossing. But the American was on the alert, and seemed 
suspicious of her. They stood near the river-bank, and 
were finishing their computations by the light of a lantern 

. 	 placed upon the head of a sugar-barrel. Soddenly the light 
was out-the two men seized. The Southerner escaped, 
but the Jew was gagged, bound, and put into the boat. 
The desperadoes were promptly paid, and skulked off 
through the dark. When the boat reached the Texas shore 
the Jew was delivered to the proper authorities, and Mrs. 
Hargrove was again with her daughter. 

Next morning they departed homeward. Fearing that 
the Mexican thieves might follow them, the Confederate 
officer accom pallied them a day's travel to where the wagons 
were filled with sacks of salt. The gold which she was 
conveying to the Confederate head-quarters was deposited 
inside of two or three of the sack& IJere, too, they found 
a Confederate gentleman returning to Louisiana. Con
signing them to his protection, Cuthbert Ellery bid them 
adieu, and proceeded on his mission. 

Miriam and her mother, the negroes and gentleman 
Journeyed homeward. For three days they traveled with
out molestation. The country was wild and desolate. On 
the night of the third day the travelers were exceedingly 
weary, and they camped for rest. The wagons were driven 
in a circle around.Jl.4u'ge fire; the teams .,!ere fastened It

"...- ".. - . 
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oarely in this circle, and eaoh individual was soon s1eltping 
8Onndly, save Mr& Hargrove. She did not fear the negro 
drivers; they were faithful Nor did she fear the Confed
erate oitizen under whose protection she was traveling. The 
wagon containing the gold was in the center of the circle, 
and negroes sleeping within the wagon to guard ita con
tents. 

Her anxiety was caused from anticipating an attack from 
the Mexican freebooter& She lay close to the aide of her 
daughter. Suddenly a shadow fell aol"OBB the young girl's 
feature& Mr& Hargrove glanced up, and inst,ntly a pon
iard gleamed above her. The Mexican ruffians had seized 
their first opportunity. She did not scream, but receiving 
the descending knife upon her left arm, she fired unerr
ingly. . 

The ballet did ita fatal work. Mr& Hargrove and Mir
iam sprung to their feet. Their escort was dying. One 
of the &88&SBins, coming stealthily upon him, had stabbed 
him as he slept. The attack was desperate, and the wom
en fought with the fury of despair. The negroes were 
well armed, and obeyed their order& Mr& Hargrove coolly 
and deliberately commanded them to make a breastwork of 
BaIt-BaCks while she and Miriam kept back the assailants 
with their unerring fire. This was successiully done, and 
all were speedily sheltered behiud the entrenchment. 

They were now comparatively secure, but she commanded 
them to fire upon every approaching object. The attaoking 
Mexicans now seemed to have skulked off. They did not 
1'eturn; daylight revealed several of them killed. After 
burying the Confederate citizen, the travelers puraued their 
journey without further molestation. 
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CHAPTER X. 

lIANNING WOUNDED. 

THE Confederate cause in Louisiana was becoming des
perate. The Federal troops were stationed at varioUl 
points along the western bank of the MissiBBippi; and the 
gun-boats held pOBBession from Memphis to the Gulf of 
Mexico, except at Port Hudson and Vicksburg. The laL
ter was the strongest and best defended port on the 
river. General Grant, in order to divide the Confederacy 
in two, was inceBBantly maneuvering to gain p088888ion of 
these two strongholds. 

The State of Louisiana produced cotton and sugar in 
abundance, but now that shipment had closed its great 
BOuree of wealth was dried up. As importation of foreign 
commodities was impossible, articles that had been before 
regarded as absolute necessities became unattainable lux
uries. Supplies became more and more scanty, till not 
only severe privation, but positive sutIering ensued. 

Such was the condition of affairs in the earlier months 
of 1863. 

At the same time the fertile lands of the plantations 
from the Arkansas line southward were cultivated by 
Unionists. Women and children were numerous, and they 
labored in those with greater energy than many of them 
had ever worked while in servitude. The guerrillas and lay
outs, who still harassed the region, often murdered them 
88vagely. 

This terror was neverthele88 a wholesome restraint. It 
kept the dangerous negroes overawed; as otherwise they 
would have massacred every solitary Southerner yet re
maining in the river district. 

The whole region had: become engaged in the wildest and 
most ex.fiensive cotton speculations. The Federal troops, 
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now located at various points along the Louisiana side of 
the Mississippi, protected the Unionist speculators. Mrs. 
Hargrove, 88 we have already seen, was herself engaged in 
transporting cotton from the interior of the State to the 
neighborhood of the river districts. She conveyed it to a 
place within safe limits, where ~totts, a Federal speculator, 
would receive it from her, and by shipping it to market al
ways realized more than double the price he had paid. 
Along the banks of the MiBBissippi there runs a fertile belt 
occupied by the cotton-fields. It extends twenty-five or 
thirty miles back from the river, parallel to it the entire 
length of the State. It was under high cultivation. Be
tween this belt and the western hill-parishes is an almost 
roadless swamp. We have already remarked that Mrs. 
Hargrove and her family had abandoned their home by 
the Mississippi and became refugees in the interior of the 
State. The Federal troops were occupying the river front, 
and the inhabitants generally had emigrated to the hill 
districts. The Union soldiers seldom penetrated 80 far. 
Quantrell and his guerrillas were in this region. They 
would make raids to the river, dash unexpectedly upon the 
plantations, drive the negroes in terror from the fields, take 
mllles, burn cotton, destroy growing crops, engage in 
skirmishes with Union troops, and secure ammunition and 
other necessary articles. Mrs. Hargrove had received in
formation from Stotts, the 1e8800, that her favorite son had 
been seen by her former servant, Ann, in the vicinity of 
their river home. Instantly she determined to go to him. 
Quantrell, having gone on one of these raids, Lee and 
Jesse James set out to join him. Mrs. Hargrove took ad
vantage of this opportunity to secure their protection. 

It was a brilliant spring day. The whisper of the rus
tling leaves was in strong contrast to the boom of distant 
caunons which was distinotly heard; for Grant was then 
bombarding Vicksburg, and some of his boats were run
ning up and down the river, throwing shells into the back 
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region in order to deter the guerrilllls from attacking the 
}'edpral troops and U monist planters. The heavy roar of 
cannon and the scream of bursting shells told of their 
proximity. A party of horsemen, with two ladies, were 
cantering through the lonely, dismal swamp. The ladies 
were Miriam and her mother. The erect, stately figure of 
Lee was conspicuous in advance of the small cavalcade. 
Miriam rode between her mother and Jesse James. Pres
ently Lee paused and waited for them to come up with him. 
Though a stern, fearless warrior, the presence of ladies 
embarrassed him almost to timidity. HIs face crimsoned 
as he lilted his hat to Mrs. Hargrove and her daughter. 
In a moment he spoke diffidently: 

" I hear firing in that direction," pointing toward the 
river, " 1 think McPherson has encountered Quantrell." 

"It so," said James, inquiringly, "these ladies must 
remain here." 

"Yes," said Lee, "and we will leave five men to pro
tect them. " 

"Do you think it safe for us to encamp here in this 
dense swamp?" asked Mrs. Hargrove. 

" 1 do," replied the commander. "A guerrilla fight is 
a dangerous thing for ladies to encounter." 

" I do not like to remain in this wild region," said she; 
" 1 prefer to go with you." 

" Madame, you will be safer here. The night is warm, 

and you can build fires to keep off wolves and other 

wild animals." 


Co But the swamp is dense. I prefer to be captured. or 
to be shot in the battle rather than be deVoured by fero
cious beasts." 

.. I will leave five men to protect you," replied the com
mander. "Let me entreat you and your daughter to go 
back to your place of refuge in the hill-country. Go back 
to your children, and do not attempt to reach yotu river 
home." 



" I am going to meet my IOn, air," said Mrs. Hargrove. 
"ODe of myoid servants sent me word that my boy
IOldier had. been captured and brought here. He went to 
the war with his father, and I have heard nothing from 
them for two years. They were with Stonewall Jaokson in 
Virginia when 1 last received a letter from them. Myoid 
.nant sent me word that ahe had. seen my son, and as
SlUed me that abe had made no mistake in reoognizing 
him." 

"lIadallle," pleaded the guerrilla chie~, ., we can not 
protect you on the battl&-1ield. I moat urge you to re
main here. " 

" Sir," she replied, "I will find my boy. 1 moat reaoh 
the river. " 

"Good-evening, madame; I moat hasten to Quantrell's 
relief. " 

"Sir, if you are captured, my daughter and 1 will also 
risk a capture." 

II Madame, a guerrilla never surrenders. Again I en .. 
Veat YOIl to remain here. The firing inoreases, and I moat 
llurry. Good-evening. " 

1.'.h.en giving the command "Forward," he rode fwi
ooaly away. The troops were BOOn lost in the dense 
woods. 

Mrs. Hargrove and her daughter were splendid riders, 
and their steeds were 'Swilt and powertnl. J ease James and 
his little band rode at their side, fo] lowing olose behind 
Lee and his force as they swept forward with furiooa speed. 
Huge semi-tropical trees grew thiokly in a wild tangled 
JQ888, and a dense undergrowth of bamboo and swamp-oane 
concealed any object oilly a few feet distant. Rank, lux
uriant creepers trailed to the tops of the giant trees, then 
curled and drooped earthward, swibgmg in ]ong garlands 
down to the thick, wild-tangled ground foliage. The tow
ering trees, thoa festooned, ahut out the cerulean sky. The 
mere bent low to avoid being snatched from their horse& 

http:1.'.h.en
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On they rushed. Lee was furious to }'Moh QqantrelL 
They could hear the bnllets and see the smoke, bnt the 
densely growing trees shut out the' field of conflict from their 
sight. Lee paused again. 

" Ladiell, 1 entreat you to remain even here. That solid 
belt of timber alone separates you from the firing, and will 
shelter you from the bullets. The fighting is stnbborn. 
Quantrell will never snrnmder. If we retreat we will 
probably go this way, and you can join 118." 

They accordingly concealed themselves in the thick 
wood, while the guerrillas hurried to the fray. The bOI
lets rattled in the dense foliage, scattering ~orest leaves 
upon the ground. The boom of guns, the shrieks of the 
wounded and dying, and the fierce tumnlt of the strife 
filled them both with terror. Their horses reared and 
plunged 80 desperately that Miriam alighted and assisted 
her mother in dismounting. They could now hear Quan
trell nrging his men to charge. Then came a terrifio roar 
of artillery which silenced the very inhabitants of the forest 
and deadened the fearful noise of the charging gnerrillas. 
Now they in turn were swept baokward, and forced to flee. 
On, with the swiftness of a hurricane, they sped through 
the forest, with Federals in furious pursuit. 

The two women were now left in a desperate condition. 
Their horses, maddened and unmanageable, tore away from 
them, and ran after the flying gnerrillas. Miriam saw 
Lee hastening toward them, bnt when he found them dis
mounted and himself in danger of immediate capture, he 
turned his horse, and followed rapidly after his associates. 
"Halt, halt, you rebels!" thundered through the wild 
forest. But no halting from Quantrell, Lee or James. If 
ever captured, it must be with a bullet. The thunder and 
boom swept by and rolled softened in the distance. then 
died away, an,d deep, unbroken silence followed. 

A heavy groan at this instant cansed Miriam to look 
downward. There npon the greensward lay two soldiers, 
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Strange birds fiy out with a cry, to bathe 
Their wings in the sunset glory, 

While the shlldows pass 
O'er the dying f/tee and quiet grass. 

" God pity the girl who wait& on him, 
With his lily checks and violet eyes, 

Dreaming the sweet old dreams of love, 
While her lover ili entering paradise; 

God strengthen her heart as the days go by. 
And the long, drear nights of her vigils follow, 

Nor bird, nor moon, nor whispering wind, 
May breathe the tale of the hollow: 

Alas, alas I 
The secret is safe with the woodland grass... 

Miriam still bowed over the fainting soldier. The blood 
streamed from a wound in his side; he was weak and 
ghastly from its 10sB. Mrs. Hargrove held the lips of the 
wound together, but it did not check the flow. FinaUy 
Miriam gathered up a handful of soft marshy earth and 
pressed it into the gaping wound. They untwined his 
arms from the dead brother, their tears flowing in sad 
commiseration. 

" Ah, my child!" exclaimed Mrs. Hargrove, "what a 
sad, sad thing is war. Here are twin-brothers, the coun
terpart of each other-only twins could so closely resemble 
-o.ne a Confederate, the other a Federal. They meet upon 
the bat tIe-field, the strangeneBB of carnage brings them 
here to die together. Each dies for the cause that he be
lieves right. Death ends their animosity, conquers their 
differences, and brings hack their old undying love. When 
these were little hoys, bending aronnd their mother's 
knees, how little they d reamed of the great contlict which 
would separate them until death should unite them on the 
battle-field. Their great life-drama is ended; divided in 
time, united in etArnity; enemies in life, brothers in 
death." 

Mrs. Hargrove bent over the Confederate dead, and 



96 

thoughts of her own loved ones made We tears fall swiftly 
upon the face so cold. so deathly tranquil. She took hiB 
pulaeleBB hand and placed it on that of his brother. There 
seemed a magnetism in the touoh of the dead fingers, for 
the soldier in blue opened hiB eyes, and gazing upon the 
cold rigid face of the other, murmuring brokenly: 

"Oh, mother, mother, our idol is dead, shot by a 
brother's handl" 

The unutterable anguish of this sad wail seemed to echo 
through the stillness of the grand old forest. 

.. Dead, dead, shot by a brother's handl" 
• 	 ,The sighing wind seemed to repeat this mournful wail; 
the rustling grasses softly whispered the sad, sad story; the 
forest stillness guarded it forever and forever. 

" Miriam," said her mother, " the wild animals will scent 
this human gore, and hurry to their feast upon the battle
field. Already-listen-" and their blood seemed to ireeze 
88 the wild aeream of a panther shook the dusky forest still· 
ness. 

"Come, mother," cried Miriam, .. we must get ou~ of 
this wilderneBB." 

They were brave women; but their imminent danger 
blanched their cheeks and chilled their blood. 

"Come," said the mother, "we can not benefit the 
dead, but we must not leave this wouqded man a helpless 
viotim to ferocious animals. " 

Imminent peril fires every energy of noble natures, and 
inspires them as with supe~tural strength. The women 
lifted the wounded man, and, with his own feeble efforts, 
they hurried from the darkening swamp, which stretched 
in ·unbroken dreariness between the hill districts and river 
parishes. Again the wild blood-ourdling scream of a 
panther sounding nearer through the gathering darkness 
seemed to freeze their breath; but they kept on with their 
burden. Fortunately the wounded man was ~ot a hea'1 
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form. He was only of medium height, and thin almost to 
emaciation. 

His strength continued to fail, compelling them to carry 
him outright. Dense inky darkness had now closed in 
around them, and the terrific howl of a flock of wolves filled 
them with new alarm. Finally they came to the outskirts 
of the fearful swamp. At once appeared the distant glim
mer of camp-fires. 

It was now a twofold periL To turn back or even re
main where they were was certain death from wild beasts. 
They must seek such protection as their enemies would 
afford them. They had served their country with unfalter
ing purpose, and were marked characters for whose capture 
a reward had been offered. Yet they had no alternative. 
They must surrender. 

As they approached the camp-fires they witnessed a wo
ful spectacle. The survivors of the battle were burying 
the dead. The men looked wonderingly at the women as 
they came up with their burden. The story was soon told, 
and taey were immediately taken to a cabin at some dis
tance. The Federal troops were encamped around this 
building, while the wounded were sheltered inside. 

Presently General McPherson entered, accompanied by a 
surgeon. The latter, addressing a negro, said command
ingly: 

.. Here, Jake, lift this man." 
" My God, Howells!" exclaimed the general, "that is 

Belmont Manning. I did not know that he was wounded." 
" Yes," replied the other. " These two women dragged 

him in from the swamp, where he would certainly have 
perisijed. He owes his preservation to them. " 

The general's face saddened . 
.. I fear that we did not find all who were wounded," 

said he. "The wilderness was so deuse and dark that 
many of them may have been missed. I gave orders that 
the dead should be iathered, brought out to the clear field, , 
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and buried; but I now fear that many remained undiBCOT
ered in the low thiok undergrowth." 

" Lors-a-maroy, ef har ain't mistiss au' Miss Miriam!" 
exolaimed Jake, rushing up to Mrs. Hargrove. .. I neb
ber 'speoted ter see yer agio; mistiss, is mammy wid yer?" 

" No; Miriam and I are alone; we are now prisoners, 
aud I do not know when we can retnrn to her and my 
family. " 

.. Whar is dey?" 


.. Out in the hills beyond the swamp." 

"De night we runned oft an' went to de Yankees, we 

begged mammy and Unole Ben ter oome too; but dey sed 
dey would die fo' dey wud leab mistiss, ole mistiss, an' de 
chillens. Mistiss, do yer ebber har frum massa?" 

" Only twice since the war began. He was wounded at 
Seven Pines. That was the last 1 heard of him." 

" Lors-a-marcy, mistiss, how I wish dat dis war ha' neb
ber oomed I How I wish dat we all was baok on de ole 
plantashum, wid massa, an' mistiss, an' de chillens. • I'd 
gib my life ter be dar agin like dem times on de ole plan-

o tashum;" and he wiped the tears from his eyes. .. Wot 
made de white folks go ter fitin' each udder anyhow, mil
tiss?" 

" The Yankees say to free you negroes." 
.. Dat's wot dey tole me de night 1 runned off frum hum.. 

liistiss, I stole back ter de ole plaoe ter look at de dear' ole 
hum, mistiss, an' I sot doon on de pile ob brioks, mistiss, 
whar de bressed ole hoose used. to stan', an', mimss, my 
heart mos' busted caze de tears could not git oot fas' nuO'. 
It looked so lonesome wid massa, mistiss, ole mistiss, de 
chillens, and mammy an' Unole Ben, an' eben de bressed 
dear ole house duo all gone, dun all gone. De cabins, an' 
stabuls, an' gin, an' ebbery hoose don burnt ter de ground. 
Noffio' dar now bot de wind in de dead trees, an' de owls 
au' gh08teses dat hides in dem too." 

I 
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II Oome, Jake, and lilt thia poor fellow," said the 
.urgeoDI 

" Yas, sar, mass&. Mistiss-" he continued as he linger
ed, hating to leave. 

" Come on quick, you black imp. II 

"Yas, sar, massa," and he made a brisk movement as if 
he intended to start instantly. "Mistiss, 18 yer gwine stay 
wid de Yankees?" 

" I do not know what will be done with me, Jake." 
"Come on quick, this instant, you imp of midnight," 

shouted the surgeon. 

Miriam stepped quickly forward and held the ann he was 
splintering. . 

" Do you think he will dieP" she inquired, anxiously • 
.. Certainly, mi8& The wound in his arm is not daD. 

gerons, but the one in his side I think is mortal." 
He looked into her face as he spoke, and noting ita in. 

tense so1ici~ude he continued, kindly: 

"Good nursing may save him. McPherson 10v88 him 
tenderl,J as a woman; he would give his own life to save 
him. Is he your relativ~P" 

" The general i&" 
" 1 mean the wounded man." 
" ~o, sir. II 

The surgeon wondered to himself at her anguished, com. 
p88IIionate interest. He likewise noticed that she never left 
Manning that night. Tenderly she bathl'd his burning 
brow; gently she cooled his parched lips. Most tenderly 
and compassionately she watched him throogh the danger
ODS night, General McPherson assisting. 

"Miaaie, I'se seed him omn," said Jake, standing by 
hel' as she nursed the man that she had rescued. "He is 
de bestest man dat ebber libed, 'oept maasa. II 

co How do you .knowP" 

.. Caze he is gode ter wonded soldiers, an' 'specially ter 
wanded rebil. De Rineral axed him WIUl day wot 
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made him so kine ter de Federates? He said, ' Gineral, I 
hab a twin-brudder in de Federate Army.' " 

The young girl remembered the dead soldier left to be 
the prey of wild animals. Sad, sad thoughts crowded her 
brain, and her tears fell upon the face of the wounded 
officer. His long lashes quivered, and his mournful blue 
eyes gazed into hers. His lips parted and she bent low to 
catch his whisperings, touching his face with the pearly rim 
of her ears. The touch seemed to send life through his 
body, and his gaze became riveted upon her. She laid her 
hand gently upon ' his, and his fingers twined themselves 
around hers. He lay upon a pallet in a corner of the room, 
and she sat on the floor beside him. Her mother and Jake 
were busily occupied in nursipg the other wounded soldiers 
that were placed thickly upon the cabin floor. It was be
yond the noon of a starry night. Outside the camp-fires 
burned brightly, and their flickering light fell through the 
cabin door, and lay in their golden beauty across the mar
ble countenance of the sufferer. 

Again his pallid lips murmured: 
" Do not leave me." 
"I will nurse you as long as possible," she replied. 

" Rest assured 1 will remain with you while I may. " 
" But to-morrow you leave me?" 
" I can not tell; my mother and 1 are prisoners; we can 

not guess what disposition will be made of us." 
" He is a noble, honorable man, and will treat you gen

erously. " 
General McPherson carefully regarded the beautiful girl

ish face as she continued her kind offices to the wounded 
man. Manning moaned and then quietly raised his head. 
He had been sleeping, and now awoke greatly refreshed. 

.. Belmont, how are you now?" the general asked. 
" 1 feel much better, thank you." 
"You certainly have a faithful nurse," replied McPher

Bon, with a lUQile. 
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" Yes, general, and I must entreat you not to deprive 
me of her services. " 

" Ay," replied the general. "1 understand the situa
tion. I will be merciful. She will remain in charge of 
you. " 

" Thank you, general. ". 
"Keep quiet, Belmont; this excitement will not do. 

Your recovery depends upon rest and quiet as well as care
ful attention." 

The wounded man was well satisfied. He closed his 
eyes and reposed quietly. 

So he continued many days. 

CHAPTER Xl. 

SCENES IN LIFE AS PRISONERS. 

GENERAL MCPHERSON changed hi!! head-quarters to the 
village near the lake. The Delta canal had proved a fail
ure, and the Federal soldiers were employed to cut a second 
channel from the Mississippi. The waters of the river 
pouring through into Lake Providence, passed thence into 
the bayou streams beyond, would deepen them sufficiently 
to reuder them navigable. The boats would be able to 
readily pass the Mississippi to the lake, and into the back 
country. The region, formally a garden, has since become 
a desolate swamp, grown over with forest and inhabited by 
wild beasts. 

Mrs. Hargrove and Miriam were occupying a pleasant 
room in the large bnilding. Lessee Stotts also lived there. 
The two women assisted at nursing the wounded soldiers. 
General McPherson kept hit! word with Belmont Manning. 
The lile of the young officer was in deadly peril. 

Sev~te inflammation had set in, and it required incessant 
care. In his wild delirium he would entreat his young 
nurse not to desert him, and the sound of her gentle voice 
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never failed to quiet him. She and her mother together 
took charge of him. 

" Mother," saill Miriam one day to her, "I think we 
have been deceived. Russell can not be here. Stotts must 
have been misinformed." • 

"LIe wrote that Ann recognized her young master, 
though he was in disguise." 

" ::ihe must have been mistaken. He has had opportu
nity to see us and speak to us." 

As they were thus discussing, the negro Jake came to 
tho room. 

" Mistiss," said he, " l'se got sum fin' tel' tell yer. " 
" What is it, Jake?" 

"Yer 'member Ann an' aU yer udd~r niggers?" 

" Yes." 


"\Vell, dey is hal' dyin' like po' dogs. De small-pox is 
killin' dem fas'. Dey bin moved away off tel' demselves tel' 
keep de small-pox frum spreadin' 'mong de soljurs. No
body goes near clese po' sick creeters, an' dey is jis dyin' 
fas'. Ann sez, 'Jake, go beg mistiss tel' come an' see her 
po' dyin' nigger.' Mistiss, she kain't lib long, an' wants 
tel' see yer. " 

" Very well, I will go," said Mrs. IIargrove. 
"Mother, mother!" cried Miriam, "you must not run 

such a risk." 

" I do not fear it, and the poor creature is dying. I wiJl 
return soon." 

"Mother, please don't go," pleaded the daughter. 
"l\1istiss, Ann is gwine tell yer sumlin' bout young 

massa. " 

I
," Where is he Jake; oh, where is he?" 

" I wish I knew, mistiss; but come quick and see ef Ann 
knows. " 

Mrs. Hargrove found her servant near death, lying on 
tho hard ground with a chunk under her head. The sight 
was most pitiable. The spacious inclosure had once been 



a stable-yard. It was here oovered with iDegroes sick 
with small-pox and cholera. They had been put into this 
inclosure like lepers to prevent their contact with others. 
From all the parishes the negro women and children had 
flocked to the Federal head-quarters. Here the gun·boats 
landed; the men had been mustered into the Federal A'llAY, 
and Uleir women and children had collected in crowds at 
General McPherson's head-quarters. He was a humane 
soldier, but,. under the circumstances, deemed 'it best to bave 
the sufferers isolated to prevent the pestilence from spread
ing among bis army. They lay upon the ground dying like 
stricken sheep, without proper medicines, nursing, shelter 
or even sufficient food, su1lering and dying in a fearfal 
oondition. 

u Mistiss, oh, mistiss, you oomedl" wailed the wretched 
creature, as Mrs. Hargrove bent o~er her • 

•, Yea, Ann; Jake said you wanted to see me." 

"Yas, gude misties, I am dyin'." 

" Ann, have you anything to tell me about your YODI 


master?" asked the eager mother. 
" I wish I did bab sumfiu' ter tell yer. 

he was har, an' I talk~ wid him. " 
" Ob, where is he? where is he?" 
"De lay-outs got arter him, thinkin' he was a c1eaeriet, 

an' I think he went back ter Vicksburg. II 
" They did not murder him?" 
" NOr mistiss; 1 seed him escape &Ol'08I de nobel; dey 

did not git him. " 
.. I thank the merciful God!" exclaimed the annoUl 

mother • 
.. Misties, Pee got sumfin' awful ter tell yar. 

atan' it, po' mistiss?" 
" Tell me quick, quick; what is itP" 

" Masaa is dead. " 

Mrs. Hargrove fell to the ground IIif a ballnbad struck 


• mortal blow. 
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" Po' mistiss, po' mistiss. Jake, take her back ter mis
sie. I wish I hab died fo' I tole her dat massa is dead." 

Jake lifted his mistress up, and in a few moments she re
covered. 

" Oh, mistiss, mistiss, dis war is awful; death hab got 
me too. Ef 1 meets massa, way up in dat gude wort', I 
will tell him how it mos' killed yer ter know he is dead.' 
Oh, mistiss, 1 wish dis war had not comed, an' massa, an' 
all ob us was back on de ole plantashum. Mistiss, I ain't 
got long ter lib. Tell my mammy Qat she was de wisest 
fur ter stay wid yer an' ole mistiss. " 

"Poor creature, 1 wish I could relieve you," said Mr& 
hargrove, her tears falling rapidly • 

.. Mistiss, oh, mistiss, don't leab me ter die alonel" 
" Poor creature, I will remain, but I am helpless." 
" Mistiss, talk ter me 'bout de gude Saviour dat ole mis

tiss an' mammy used ter tell us little niggers 'bout on dem 
happy Sunday evenin'& " 

" He is the oulyone that can help you through the lonely 
valley. Put your dying thoughts on Him, and His loving 
tenderness will hold you up, and lift you above the dark 
billow& Through death He will walk with you, and you 
will not go in the shadowy gloom alone. He will lead you 
into light. He loves you as well as me. He never forsakes 
those who love and trust Him. Human love, like other 
human passions, often, nay, moat frequently, forsake us, 
but His love beats strong and steady for those who trust 
and love Him. Those that love Him feel His arms around 
them. Those who do not love Him have not this proof. 
I know when my heart beats with love for human creatures
I know when my heart throbs with love for my Lord. 
These truths are feU. I know when I suffer; and all argu
ment that I do not experience pain is the talk of idiot& I 
know when I feel love for my Lord unlike human feeling. 
His spirit encircles us, giving us sure proof that He is more 
~ h~!AID-__ Wi~ our eyes we see physical objects; we 
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see the trees and all other surrounding objects; with the 
spiritual sight we realize the Divine." 

Mrs. Hargrove seemed rapt as in communion with her 
in~rior self. She forgot that she was talking to au uned
ucated listener. But the dusky features shone with a glow 
of light. 

"Misties, 1 underst&n'. I know wot yer mean. His 
arms are roun' me, I am not aleer' ter die. " 

Then, calmly as a child dropping into slumber, the poor 
creature passed away. 

Mrs. Hargrove waited upon General McPherson, and se
cured a decent burial for her servant. She tpen returned 
to Miriam. 

She had now composed herself, and bore her agony of 
soul patiently. Her daughter, however, read the quiet 
countenance, and knew that her mother's heart was writh
ing in dumb anguish. They sat beside Manning. His 
fever was still raging, and he required constant attention. 

Lessee Stotts came in to share their vigils. AB he seated 
himself by Mrs. Hargrove he whispered: 

" Did you find your servant?" 
" Yes, sir." 
" Did she give you definite information?" 
" She thinks my boy left here to escape being murdered 

by the lay-outs." 
"They are desperate brigands," said he, "deserters 

from both armies that have organized themselves to steal, 
rob and murder. They murder Federal, Confederate, 
lessee or citizen. Any brutality they will commit for 
booty. " 

.. Yes, sir," said she, " and your own lile is in imminent 
danger." 

He turned ghastly pale as he asked: 
.. Mrs. Hargrove, why do they suspect me?" 
.. They think you are a Federal spy; besides, they be

lieve you keep money in this house. " 



Jut at this moment a sharp knock at the hall-door ar
Nlted their attention. 

" It is General McPherson," said Stotts. "He promised 
to come down to-night. II 

" Sir, it is. safer for you to remain here," Mrs. Hargrove 
replied. "I will go and open the door •• , 

Mrs. Hargrove proceeded down the corridor, followed by 
S~tts. 

.. Sir, you had better not come," said she again. 

.. Mrs. Hargrove," said he, "I am sure it is McPher
son. There is 110 danger to-night. The lay-outs are not 
in this neiJhborhOOd. " 

"You never know where they are, until their bullets 
strike yon." 

She had reached the han-door. Before opening it she 
cautiously peeped through the glass transom on the right 
side. A pistol·shot passed at the side of her nose, and the 
glass shattered in her face. The flash scorched her. 

Stotts fell, pierced by the bullet. He had followed im
mediately behind her. and had stooped also to peep through 
thetran80m. 

.. LooJc that door," said Mrs. Hargrove. "They will 
marder him too." 

Miriam locked the dOQr, and 19tumed to her mother 88 

the corridor and room became crowded with depraved 
wretchea. They robbed the dying lessee while Mre. Har
grove and }(jriam were washing the blood from his face. 
~hey rifled his pockets, taking his watch and the sleeve
bllttoos from under Miriam's fingers while she held his 
dying hand • 

.. Mother, mother!" marmured the dying man; then he 
"trail dead. 

They next searched every comer of the room, and plun
dered every department of the building. They were about 
to break open the door of Manning's lOOm. 
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. "Mother, mother, they will murder him!" said Miriam, 
in agony. 

" Keep quiet, Miriam," her mother answered, in a low 
Toice. " 1 believe I recognize Jesse James, even through 
his disguise. 

"Which one, mother?" 
" The one with the black plume in his hat." 
Instantly Miriam went to the door, where stood a gang 

of the ruffians disguised in black masks, with broad-brim
med black hats shading their hideous countenances. Plac
ing her hand upon his arm, she whispered: 

"Jesse James "-he started. as if a viper bad stung him 
-" Jesse James, will you allow them to go in there and 
murder my brother?" 

She saw his eyes lI.ash through the opening of his mid
night-black mask. 

.. My brother is a Oonfederate soldier," said she. " He 
is true as steel to the South. So are you. I have always 
regarded you as loyal to the Oonfederacy. Oh, you can 
not, you will not murder my brother!" 

" Halt there, you bandit dogs!" he shouted. 
The door had been broken open, and they had rushed 

into the room like a pack of hungry wolves. At the fierce 
tones of their leader they paused. Miriam hurried to the 
side of Belmont, and concealed his features with her bend
ed body. Jesse James had seen him at other times, and 
she had good cause to fear. But almost instantly the room 
was cleared. She heard the firing of the guerrillas as they 
poured through the yard. 

Next morning the dead bodies of five negroes were found 
on the floor. 
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OlIAPTER XIl 
AN INTERVIEW WITH GENERAL GRANT. 

" MIRIAM, my child, what shall we do?" 
"Be patient and wait. We are still prisoners, but 1 

deeply rejoice that our case is not worse. I have dreaded 
lest we should be taken to a Northern prison. " 

,. My darling, we have not passed that danger. The 
Federal authorities may yet send us thither. I have won
dered that they let us remain here so long; but I am cer
tain that they will finally remove us to tb.e North." 

After the recovery of their patient, the two speakers had 
been transferred to the house where General McPherson 
now had his head-quarters, and were closely confined in a 
room in the second story of the building. Mrs. Hargrove 
was sitting before the closed window, her head drooping 
wearily. Miriam restlessly wal ked the floor. 

" If I could only hear from my dear ones at home," con
tinued Mrs. Hargrove. 

"Do not worry about them, mother," said Miriam. 
" Uncle Ben will protect them though it cost him his life; 
besides, QuantreU and his guerrillas are friendly to the in
habitants of the hill districts. You bave served the Oon
federate cause in Western Louisiana, and have also aided 
these guerrillas. " 

" ) am sure that tbey will not molest my family. It is 
only on tbe river front that the guerrillas murder Confed
erates." 

.. Yes, tbey suspect these river Confederates as not being 
loyal. " 

Deep silence followed. Miriam still continued to w,.lk 
the floor, and the long level rays of subsbine slanting 
through the window-panes fell in quivering belts across ber 
white face. Her lips were tightly compressed; her brow 
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was terribly drawn and corded. Her whole physiognomy 
betokened repressed but deep and concentrated thought. 
Glancing up, she paused beside her mother, and kneeling 
at hel' )eet, she whispered: 

.. Mother, mother, we can make our escape." 
The girl's eyes flashed. 
" Hush, my darling, the sentinel is nearing our door." 
Springing to her feet, she resumed her walk. 
The sentinel glanced in, saw nothing suspicious, and 

closing the door, locked it. 
"If I only knew when General Grant would have this 

canaloompleted?" she said inquiringly of her mother. 
" It will be finished very Boon; probably in a day or two. 

From this window I can see the soldiers steadily at work. 
Why do you desire to know?" whispered the mother • 

.. I will tell you to-night when we are more secure from 
intrusion. This canal soheme will be like his Delta canal, 
utterly usele88 for his purpose. The entire swamp is in
undated, and Grant thinks that this inundation h8s deep
ened the lakes and bayous that make a connected ohain to 
the Washita; the Washita runs into the Red River and the 
Red into the Mississippi. He thinks by cutting this canal 
he will make a passage from the Mi88il!sippi into this lake; 
and that his gun-boats, having once passed through this 
canal and into Lake Providence, will bave sure channels 
running into the Washita." 

" Child, those gun-boats will never reach W asbita that 
way; these gun-boats will find themselves securely anchored 
among ceutury-old timbers. That swamp is 80 dense that 
it will be au utter impOBBibility ~or these huge heavy gun
boats to get through." 

.. 1 sincerely hope Grant will not learn this fact until too 
late for a remedy." 

" So do I. Of course, we know that he has not explored 
that route 'Very far; oth&rwise he would bave IlOOn his er

" .IV. 
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" He may yet learn it, and abandon that scheme. II 
" True; but even in that case this canal will have aerved 

him ,two good purposes. It baa kept his soldiers occnpied 
so that they could not deaert and escape through Arkfnsaa 
into Missouri and Kansaa. Many of his soldiers are Kansas 
men, and it being easy to reach their homes, they would 
surely desert. But the greatest benefit to him is that the 
water let into the back country through this canal will unite 
with the inundated districts from the Delta canal. Thoa, 
the two floods uniting, will sweep in one almost continu
ous ocean from the Arkansas line to Red Biver, entirely 
preventing the Oonfederates of Western Louisiana from 
marching to the river front and intercepting or even an
noying him while he conducts his army down by land on 
the narrow belt of ground immediately on the Mississippi 
River. " 

" He haa rolled the spring floods between bis army and 
tbat of· Western Louisiana." 

.. He has, or at least will have done so when this canal 
will become finished. The guerrillas, unless they come ta
day or to-morrow, will have uo opportunities of raiding 
upon the river. The leaeea and negroes will be unmolested 
bJ tbem. I can not believe that Grant will attempt to 
convey his gun-boats through that swamp. " 

.. I think he intends to march' his soldiers down by land 
on this side the river." 

" But his gun-boatsP" 
.. Will float by Vicksburg under the cover of darknasa. " 
" His soldiers having reached a point below Vicksburg 

on this side the river, they will catch the transports and 
cross to the opposite sideP" inqUired Miriam, standing very 
near her mother, and with eager eyes gazing into her up
raised couutenance. 

.. Y 88, child; that will become Grant's moat feasible way 
of getting into the rear of Vicksburg. He will not go up 
the Yazoo, because the Confederates are stationed at a point 



on that river, ~d they would. endanger his safe passage to 
the rear of Vicksburg." 

" Mother, mother," cried the enthusiastic girl, "what a 
grand opportunity Pemberton and Bowen will have to «:ap~ 
are that pad of Grant's immense army that first Cl'OiIJ88 

the river and lands on the oppOsite shore." 
"Tr\le; becanae he will have to divide his army; he (J&1l 

not cr088 it all at the same time j part will be in Louisiana 
whDe the others wIland upon the Mississippi aide. " 

"Listen, mother, the guerrillas must be near," said 
MirifUD, as a dreadful boom shook the house, rattling the 
window-panes, and bursting shells 80reamed above the roof. 

.. No, I think not. Grant keeps up this bombardment 
to prevent the guerrillas from surprising his soldiers while 
they are cutting this canal. He bombards whether the 
guerrillas are seen or not, because he never knon their 
proximity. " 

The screaming shells, together with -the distant boom 
from Vicksburg, made an a~ul gloom ·for these two. 

The sentinel's knock on the outside of the door warned 
them that visitors approached for admittanoe. The door 
opened, and General Grant entered, accompanied by Gen
eral McPherson and Belmont Manning. The latter lOOn 
obtained permiaaion to escort Miriam for a walk on the front 
lawn. 

"WeU, madame," said the general, "1 have come to 
question you about the lakes and bayol18 running from the 
Mississippi at this point back through that swamp exteud
ing between here and the bill-parishes. Do these bayous 
and lakes extend in an unbroken chain to the WaahitaP" 
he inquired, while he scanned her calm feature& 

.. General Grant, haven't you explored that swamp?" 
she inquired, composedly. 

"Madame,l am not here for croaa-qnestioning; will yGU 
anawer me unequi,~y?" he continued, IS he keenly 
IOtRtinized her countenance. 
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" When the war is ended, will you not marry me then?" 
" No, sir; destiny divides us. We are severed. far as the 

North stretches from the South." I 

His agony seemed unbearable. Long slanting rays of 
golden sunshine fell through the myrtle boughs and lin
gered upon his countenance. His dark, magnetic eyes 
looked steadily into hers, and thrilled her heart with emo
tion which she could not disguise. 

" Miriam," said the Federal, "time and battle-fielus 
and war prejudices shall not divide us. 1 will be so un
flinchingly steadfast to you that your own heart will plead 
for me, and you will relent. You love me; you are merci
less to yourself, 88 well as to me. I understand how true, 
how unflinchingly true, you will be to me; but, too, I know 
how unyielding you will be to your country and your senti
ment of honor. . After the con1l.ict is ended, and the war 
guns have hushed their thunderings, can not I CODl1l back 
to you?" 

She made no answer, but shook her head. 
At that moment the negro women and children came 

running and screaming, " De grillers, de grillers!" 
"We must hurry to my mother," she exclaimed, in 

alarm . 
.. They will not molest her," he replied . 
.. You never know what deeds they will commit. They 

pass as friends of the Confederacy, but they frequently 
murder Confederate citizens. " 

" Only when these citizens are suspected of having Union 
tendencies, or Union mtmey with which to purchase cot
ton from the Confederate hill-districts. " 

"This latter reason may cause them to murder my 
mother." 

The negroes ran, ye1ling as if Satan himself was pursu
ing them. Many of them did not pause until the Missis
sippi banks sheltered them from guerrilla bullets. 

Miriam and Manning hastened into the house. 
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Securing his pistols, and seeing that escape was impossi
ble, he squared himself against the room wall to die rather 
than surrender to tllese h IIman tigers. The hOllse was soon 
filled. Tbe guerrillas had taken this ad vantage of the 
temporary absence of General Me-Pherson and his cOlllmand. 
They were now desperate to complete their work before he 
returned. Ever on the alert, they seized this opportunity 
to rob and muruer such Feuerals aud moneyed Unionists 
as they would find upon the plantations. The hall-way 
Was now filled with both guerrillas and lay-outs, for upon 
desperate ~.xpeditions they frequelltly united their squads. 

"He ran into the room," they yeUed. " Shoot him, 
shoot him; no quarter to the Federal dog!" 

But there stood Miriam in the center of the door-passage, firmly planted. 

"Jesse James, you know me, and the first man Who en
ters this room must pass over my dead body." 

Her eyes flashed, and her features were rigidly set. 
" Miss Hargrove, you must stand back. He is Our prisoner. " 

She did not flinch. 

" What is this Federal dog to you?" 

She made no reply. 


" Miss Hargrove, you compel me to handle you roughly. 

1 regret to force you from the door-way;" thinking to 

lrighten her from the entrance. .. 

"Jesse James, I defy you to touch me!" 

He, the human tiger, looked at her, and for an instant 
felt awe-stricken by her heroic fearlessness. 

" Miss Hargrove, we will give you one minute to move; 
if YOll. will not your blood be upon your own head," but 
not really intending to hurt her. 

Still she did not flinch, not a muscle of her countenancequivered. 

"She thinks yon are frightening her, and don't intendto fire." 



" l'tl be damned if abe does; she intends to die ijgh~ in 
the door-way. " 

" Quantrell, wha~ shall we do?" 
h Push her back, enter the room, and kill the Federal 

hound!" 
.. Sir, I will shoo~ the first one that touches me." 
They halted, not intimidated; but there flashed a gIeam

iDg fire from her eyes which filled them with awe. 
"The minute has sped; get ready, and one, two, fire!" 

commanded Quantrell. 
But no bullet whistle broke the silence. There she stood 

calm and immovable as a marble statue • 
.. Miss Hargrove, stand back, or 1 will fire on you my

881ft" shouted Jesse James, the fiercest among the human 
demons. 

She smiled but did not ffinch. Hearing this last threat, 
and knowjng the character of the desperate man, in an 
'Pnyof dread lest she should be slain, Manniog Bpl'QDg 
to her. A swift 8oC088Bion of pistol shotlYfolJowed; the 
smoke clellred away, but swifter than bullets she had thrown 
her arms around his head, and with her body 18 a shield 
hall entirel) protected him trom their shots. 

Did she 68C&pe? No; Belmont Manning felt her head 
beat against his, and knew that she was terribly wounded. 

" Oh, my God, you have murdered my childl" screamed 
Mrs. Hargrove, who had now entered tbe room. "Lee, 
Quantrell is this the way you return my fidelity. 1 have 
risked my l~-'to serve yoo, and you murder my child." 

.. Down with your pistol, Jesse James!" cried Quantreu. 
"If you raise your tiger claw, 1 will shoot you. You can 
not kill him unless the bulJets pa88 through their bodies. 
If you fire, 1 Will shoo~ you. " 

The desperado bad taken aim, but now he dropped hil 
p.iB~I. While this was occorring, another ~edy waa 
aeted at the distant end of the hall. The Ie.., wbo had 
1I.Doee4ed Stotts, 'Jt'aB now .wmging from a zope $hit ". 
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pul/ed across the top of the door-facing. The transom had 
been shattereu to allow the !"Ope to pass. Three strong 
m~1l held it so that it could not slip. The lessee strug
glcu, and caught at the siues of thedool'-way, all to no pur
pose. Then the rope was slackened, and they let him 
dOlvn. 

"Give up your money, old dog!" 
., I ha ve noue; upon ruy honor, gentleruen, I have none." 
" bwing him up again." 

'1'he rope -was pulleu down, and the gray-haired man 
dangled in the passage-way. He was held there until the 
blood spul'ted from his nose and ears . 

.. Let him down;" now he will tell where his money is 
hid. " 

When he strnck the floor he gasped: 
.. Gentlemen, I have no mouey. I I would give it up to 

save my life." 
" Swing him up ag~in." 
~OOIl the old mall swung to and fro in the door-way. 
"The old Southern hound will tell this time when he 

gets down. He is a traitor, and a Southern lessee. 
'1'his Union dog sllcceeded Stotts, thiuking we would spare 
him because he is a native Southerner who would not be 
su~pecteu of being a Uiollist." 

The scelle soon changed in a wily that had not been ex

pected. General McPherson and his soldiers had returned 
 •
anti aLtacketl them with fUI'y, The guerrillas fought in 

turn with their usual ferocity. 


Meanwhile, Manning and Mrs. Hargrove had placed Mil'
iam upon a bed, and Dr. Howell was dressing her wounds. 
They knew that the conflict was furious, but could not 
guess which side would be victorious. Finally the guerril 
las retreatetl. '1'he struggle had been terrific, and resulted 
ill the capture of several guenillas. The others, however, 
wade their escape. 

That night Miriam lay in a heavy stupor, and the agon
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ized mother believed her mortally wounded. Manning sat 
with his head bowed low upon her pillow. Agony-oh, there 
were no words to measure his agony! A shaded lamp threw 
a mellow glow over the calm features~ so still, so restfully 
tranquil that they seemed angel-kissed. 

General McPherson entered, stood and looked mournfully 
upon the sceqe. The surgeon sat beside her eagedy not_ 
ing the effects of his remedies; while the broken-hearted 
mother knelt beside the bed. The sad picture brought 
tears to the eyes of the brave warrior. 'l'he surgeon moved 
to a distant corner and motioned ~he general to follow. 

" Will you change your head-quarters in the morning?" 
" Not if it perils the life of our young heroine. Grant 

orders me to remain here until further Instructed." 
.. That is well; you are a Christian man, general. She 

is at the crisis; if she survh'es te-ni/l:ht I will hope for her 
recovery. Belmont is desperate with grief." 

" Yes, she is his idol. Though a brave soldier, true and 
steadfast as steel to thu Union, 1 almost fear that he would 
forsake it for her. " 

" If she suspected such a thing she would scorn him." 
"I think so; her character is grandly and compactly 

woven of magnificent material. If she recovers, however, 
she and her mother will probably be sent North." 

" What will become of them if General Grllnt should 
liberate them?" 

" They spoke of going back to their old plantation," re
plied the general. 

" Times are still too unsettled for them to oCJupy thflir 
home. The dwelling house was burned; there is but olle 
cabin left. Well, I am a Federal surgeon, but I will be
friend those women, or my name is not Howells. " 

He kept this resolution, and that night sleeplessly 
watched the patient sufferer. His untiring attentions weru 
the means God used to save her life. God ever makes use 
of such persons for bis merciful purposes. 



OHAPTER XIV. 

PLEDGES. 

ter.SoME time has Passed since the events of our last chap

For days Miriam's life had hung suspended as if by a 
gossamer web; but the professional skillof Dr. Howells, to
gether with the watchful care of her devoted mother, saved 
her life. She Was now convalescing, but weak. She and 
her mother again sat within their room. The sentinel still 
guarded their door, and no perllon entered without his 
kqowledge. They sat in gloomy silence, for they felt cer
tain that incarceration in a Northern prisOn awaited them. 

The evening sunshine streaming through the closely 
fastened windows feU over pallid countenances. Miriam 
"as sitting upon a low stool at her blother's feet. The 
girl's features had wasted almost to emaCiation; but this 
evening an unnatura] excitement seemed to fire her with a ' 
restless, impatient energy. 

U Mother, motJler! I can not endure the thought of 
going to a distant region. Do not restrain me, but listen. We must escape." 

" Impossible, impossible While iu your enfeebled condi
tion," replied Mrs. Hargrove. 

If Mother, desperation gives me strength; the dread of 

-parating from you, and a long imprisonment, nerves my 

8001 with a supernatural energy. We must make our
escape. " 

.. We probably would have done so, if you had not been 
1roonded. Jesse James did not intend to shoot you; he 
ai~ed at Belmont Manning, and you in your madness, 
periled your lite to save his. Oh, Miriam, my daughter, 
10ra lDaat uproot his image froID your heart. You, a 
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Southern patriot, must be true to your country; you ClIm 

not wed a Federal officer • 
.. Mother, he will not be my husband. " 
Her features quivered from the intensity of her rennnci

ation . 
.. My brave, noble father fighting on Virginia baUle-fielda 

will never be dishonored by the conduct of his daugh~t." 
Her sad face turned westward, and the mother looking 

into her violet eyes, saw a wide deep world of suftering in 
. their depths. The girl had not heard that her father was 

dead. Even Mrs. Hargrove still hoped the story "$I un
true. At first, the blow had struck her as with lightning, 
but upon reflectiorI she believed that Ann was mistaken. 

Some one resembling, perhaps personating Russell Har
grove, she thought, had imposed upon the poor negro'. 
credulity. She might be mis~aken in this conjecture, but 
the more she reflected upon the whole matter, the firmer 
she became in the belief that her husband was not; dead, 
and that the credulous negro had been duped. 

They had not heard Belmont Manning's entrance, and 
did not know of his approach until he spoke. Seating him
self near them, he seemed 80 remarkably sad that Mra. 
Hargrove inquired the cause. 

.. Dear madame, 1 have the heaviest news to teU you." 

.. Ar~ we so 800n to set out for the NorthP" ahe in
quired . 

.. To-morrow morning." 
These words fell upon the silence like the bursting of • 

shell, then all were deeply, solemnly still. Hia eyes were 
riveted to Miriam's face. It was pallid to ghdlltliness, bu.t 
he failed to read the unfaltering resolution to effect her 
escape, the desperation that nerved her to perillile in the 
etlort. To him the thought would have seemed mere mad
ness, for they were rigidly guarded, aud nearly every 1lOCi 
around the building was covered with tents. 

Mrs. Hargrove's head drooped upon her bande. 
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"He will, and once parted from yoa, oh, my God! 1 
tremble lest I may never again see you." 

She closed her eyes, and leaned her head against his 
shoulder, while his lips pressed hers with the agony of break
ing hearts that are dividing for a11 time. 

" My darling, if you and I survive the horror and dan
ger of this war, I vow, calling upon God to witness that 
oath-I solemnly vow that nothing shall divide Ull. You 
love me; 1 feel it; aud with an unfhltering faith in yoar 
constancy I will seek yod and win YOll when this war is 
ended. lowe you my life. When falling in battle, you 
rescued me at YOllr deadly peril. Weeks ago JeBBe James 
would have murdered me, but for you. No human being 
could have stronger proof of love." 

She was exceBBively weak and faint from her tediollB ill
neBB and long confinement. She had been connlescing for 
several' days, but it seemed as if her strength returned 
slowly. He felt her tremble, and thought it from exhaua
t~on. She was resolved, however, to attempt her escape 
that night; and fully realizing her shattered condition, she 
was quivering from dread. 

" And this will be our last meeting?" she inquired. 
" It may be; God alone knows." 
The door !lpened, and the sentinel called: 
" Major Manning, General Grant desires your presence." 
When he was gone, Miriam staggered into the adjoining 

room. 
" Mother, oh, mother," she cried, "if I were stronger! 

Bot .'e must escape." 
.. Miriam," said Mrs. Hargrove," the thought is mad

neBB. The swamp is fi11ed with water; it is utterly impos
sible to reach our home; and even if we should escape from 
this house you could not endure the exposure and fatigue. 

Y onr constitution is shattered, and you mnst not further 
risk your life. Besides,] believe General Grant is not yet 
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going to begin his IJlarch to Vicksburg. 1 believe he will 
move a tew miles down the river, and encamp there." 

U Why do you think so, motherPU 
co r believe this is a scheme to capture Quantrell." .. How?" 

"Qaantrell has not boon able to return to the hUls. 
GraDt's canal, I think, inuodated the swamp before he 
could go. He and his men are hiding somewhere near 
about in this narrow river-belt. Grant imagines tbat by 
pretending to begin his march to Vicksburg, he will de
ceive them; and that they will leave their hiding-place, and 
suPposing that he has gone, they will raid to this exact 
.pot to plander and murder the negroes aDd lessees. Thus, 
.he will be able to capture them. We shall not set out to
morrow for the N ortb. I have reflected UPOD the matter, 
and have reached this conclusion. .At first, 1 belieVed we 
Would go to-morrow, but the caPturing at these guerrillas 
JDakes Grant certain that there are others near. He knows 
that they can Dot reach the hills. " 

-

OHAPTER XV. 


THE ESCAPE. 


lfR& HARGROVE had judged correctly • . General Grant 
tid Dot actually begun his march to yicksburg. He had 
only changed his head-quarters. For several weeks he had 
been stationed some miles further down the river. 

The guerrillas had been unable to reach the hilI-districts .. 
8Ild "ere confined within the narrow belt ot land bordering 
npon the river_ SkirmiShing was almost ot daily OCCur
l'enoe. The guerrillas were now reduced to a small band; 
DeTer surrendering. Quontrell and James were believedto have been killed. 

JfirilUQ and her mother were stilI care/ulIy guarded, but 
.bad Dot been removed or separated. There was an 

~_"Q11'eJuotu1oe to adopt sUob an extreme measure. 



Belmont Manning ODutiuued his devotion to lrlitianI. 
She 1aad regained her health and strengtb, bot the YOIlDl 
soldier WII Btill assiduous, and sbe did not repel him. 

It was almost dark. She expecWd him to accompany her 
as usual upon an e:vening walk. He now rode into the 
Yud accompanied by a body of soldiers. Dismounting, he 
entered. the hooae, and she knew that he woald aopn be 
with her. Hearing a step, she turned and saw him. 
Bending low toward her, he said: 

U Our parting hour has this time indeed come. To
morrow you and your mother go North, while 1 will beain 
marching to Vickaburg." 

't Are you pPBitively oertainP" 
" 1..-" 
He ..w her features blanoh, and believed it was from. • 

gret at their CC)ming aepatation. So it waa; but, too, she 
knew: that the hour had come for her to attempt her 
escape. 

" We have about captured the last of the guerrillas, U he 
contiuued. " Quantrell aud Jesse James were caught this 
evening, and they will be shot after midnight. " 

"1 think you must be mistaken," ahe answered. 
"Quantrell and James never surrender. Are they tile 
m.ell directly' over my room?" 

"Yea, and 1 am positive that we captured them." 
.. To-night your wounding will be avenged. " 
"Jameadid not intend to hurt me," ahe replied. "He 

was firing at you, and 1 aprung between. " 
"I know. You periled your life to save mine." 
We will not linger upon thia parting aoene; one vowm, 

eternal fidelity, the other compreasing her lips as if to keep 
back the love which she did not apeak. Finally he left, 
and for a few momenta her fortitude threatened to give 
way. Tben abe remembered the fate of which Manning 
had apprised her; and tandem_ gaTe way. to grim 1'IIIG

1'lltioDlo 
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She would now escape. 

That night, an unbroken stillness seemed to be aU over 
the Federal camp. The soldiers were sleeping-dreamiog 
perhaps of the morrow-but the sentinels kept watch. If 
all were sleeping in death, the silence could not have been profounder. 

Miriam and her mother had dressed themselves in their 
bost clothing preparatory to the attempt for liberty. They 
tore their sheets into strips, and twisted tht'm into rope. 
This they fastened securely to a beavy piece of furniture 
which had been pushed against the window. The sash had 
been noiselessly removed, and their preparations were com
plete. One must go down at a time. 

" You first, mother," whispered Miriam. 
" Hush, child!" exclaimed her mother, in alarm. " Did

you not hear that noise?" 
A. low, distant, grating sound was heard. 
Miriam's heart abnost stopped beating. 

" Merciful God!" she thought; .. are we detected?" 

Then, following the direction of tho sound, she looked 


up to the ceiling. She saw a plank move slowly, and a 
strong masculine hand reached through. The plank was 
removed; then another, and another; then the feet and 
limbs of a man appeared. The aperture was just above 
her bed, and Jesse James dropped upon it, follOWed .by two 
others. For a moment the guerrillas looked upon Miriam and her mother. 

" Merciful God!" exclaimed the latter. 

" Madame, keep quiet; make the slightest noise, and we 


will mnrder you!" hissed Jesse James. 


" Do not fear," returned Miriam. "We are trying to 

make OUr own t'8Cape." 

" Then leap through, quick! quick!" he whispered. 
Soon Miriam and her mother were on the ground, being 

instantly follOWed by the guerrillas. The cracking of 
.ticks aJarmed them, but the stillness was again unbroken. 



Making their way to a spot where they had seen honea 
fastened that evening, the party hastily mounted, aud rode 
si1enUy out of hearing, the guerrillas in one direction, the 
ladies in another. Miriam first broke the silence. 

" Mother, if we are captured now, we will be shot; Grant 
will believe that we assisted those guerrillas to escape. 
They must have known that our room was beneath theirs." 

The two fugitives followed the trend of the river-roid 

leading to Delta, their destination being Vicksburg. They 

rode in this way for a long time, neither speaking. 


Aboni one in the morning, the tramp of clattering h09fa 

was helird behind them; and they urged their honea faster, 

but nearer rang the pursuing gallop. 


" Mother, I fear our doom has come. 1 pray God they 
will sllSre you," hoarsely whispered Miriam. 

Nearer and nearer came the ringing hoofs. Faster and 
faster their horses tiew, stretching themselves almost level 
to the ground. Desperate energy maddened beasta and 
riders, and they tore onward with their ntmost swiftness. 
Bllt nearer came the pnrsuers; the speed of their own ani
mals seemed to slacken. Miriam's horse reeled, staggered, 
then plunged forward only to fall dying. Quickly she 
sprung behind her mother. Nearer and nearer came the 
pursuer, until at last he roached their side. 

"Miriam, do not fear me," said a voice that she well 

knew.
"1 have followed to ransom your life with mine, 'Ply 

darling! To you 1 am no traitor." 
They had followed the trend of the river levee, and ita 

long. dark shadow somewhat concealed them. 
Manning noW rode beside them, saying: 
" Before dawn you must be safely in Vicksburg." 
•• Does General Grant know of the escape of his prison

ers?"
"Yes, and his soldiers are scouring the snrrounding 

COlUltry both for you and the others. He did not suppoat. 



&1 '" 1rOoId lie so iJoId.. to lab & public l'GOd 10 
V;'bbuIg; bal I kne.. loa belter. Do '" bro" aI wbai 
point on the river those lights are glimmering?" 

., Oertainly, that is Delta, and jll8t opposite" across the
ri"el' from Delta, is Vicksburg." 


.. We mllSt no~ go nearer. " . 


They dismounted, and searching the river shores for a 
\Vater-craft, they secUred one. from a 1iahennan's .butanchOred to the steep bIIIB'• 

.. Miriam, you must be courageous. The river is .miles 
wide, and roagh; but caretlI1 steering "ill land you in 
Vicbbarg. I can Dol folio.. you further. Thi.o -, lie 
- IaoI lIU!otIug ... -u.. Good-bye, my darllng._,God protect yoa!" 

His arlll8 olasped .ber for a moment in fare "ell, then she 
foUolnld her molber into th. -king crat~ aut! b._ 
at the "ater's edge by the boat, .bolding .ber .band for aninstant. 

" GOOd-bye, my darling. I, 

.. God b""" 100," olio m.....urod; aut! Iouch&.g hOI' tip 
to hi. bro", seated hereelt, and took the oars in .ber hands. 

He PlIBhed the boat from the shore, and she shoved out 
upon the tvide, rough lfaters. Far out upon the dark, 
1rid. river, abe .." hlru. eti.U ....ding in !he fullligbi pou.. 

ing '- !he 8011·"""0'. but; b. _ and "aIcheci Ibe 

8IIlaJl craft drift far, far beyond sight upon the dark 

waters, lfhile aU the surrounding country lay in deep gloom, 

Qd tbe sta1'8 up above leept lVatch over them. The little 

bark - -. 1Il0l in !he aIIen~ inky diaIan... With il 
1Vent aU that made lile to him; and as it drifted beyond 
& ~"'. ligh~ Ulidlligbl gl_ ehroudod Iria fature, 

aDd • great hope died like the Betting of the sun. He left 

& river l'GOd, alruok _ !he dark, alieni .....Iry, lIeok

in PU1'8Qit of the escaped desperadoes. 

Grant's canal aohemes had proved .tailu.res. Delta is sit
......... • point in Louioiana jQl/; oppoailo VYobi..... 




Grant had attempted to dig through the neck, and force 
the channel of tbe river through the canal The natul1ll 
cbannel of the Mississippi set to the Vicksburg side; there
fore, in followiug this natural channel, his gun-boats and 
transports would be brought in close proximity to the Oon
federate batteries at Vicksburg; bence he had attempted to 
cut a channel through t~e neck upon ·whioh Delt;a...is situ
ated, thus making an artificial canal through which to 

. 	transport his boats below Vicksburg. This accomplisbed, 
he would land his army OJ;l the Vicksburg side, and march 
to its rear. But the floods destroyed this canal by sweep
ing the Mississippi out of its banks, and rolling the river in 
oceanic bread th over the surrounding Louisiana country. 
Abandoning this scheme, he carried his soldiers to Lake 
Providence, a Dlost beautiful luke about aeventy-five mUes 
above DeJta. Here he out a canal letting the MiaailSippi 
water into the lake, the lake running into TeI1888, tbia 
stream into others, making a connected chain to the Bed 
River, and tbis river flowing into t)le..M_ssippi would PQt 
his boats below Vjcksburg. The fioods, too, defeated tbiI 
acheme. He now determined to float his gun-boats aDd 
transports below Vicksburg. His army ammunition and 
anpplie8 would go by land to a point below Vicksburg, on 
the Louisiana side. 

This he did the eventful night upon which Miriam and 
her mother, in their frail bark, had croaaed the Misaiaaippi. 
The little craft drifted at the mercy of the wind and oar.
rent. Fortunately the latter set toward the Viokabul'l 
shore. Their only hope was that a merciful tide would 
anchor them at the Oonfederate bulwark • 

.. Look, motherl" whispered Miriam; "look at thoae. 
iron monsters." 

" That mnst be Grant'a fleet" len to drift ,nth the oar 
rent down the river." 

"They are gun.boats and transports lloatmg in a 
j(ll~ line; Dloving silently by tbroqh the iown • .dar.It....:; 
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ness. 1t is a sublime sight, indeed; but it means death to 
tho Oonfedemc.Y. Look! look! bow silently, gl'andly, alld 
leisurely the whole dark line moves, and the old river llOlds
lwr breath in awe. JJ 

pel' The huge mass dr'iCted. onward beyond the silent 11ilJs 
ltl guarding the river at this point-safely beyond the Vicks
pill burg batteries. 
no " Good-bye," said Miriam, sadly pointing to the huge
plu drifting dark mass, "good-bye, deal' old OOllfederacy; you 
fo are doomed; these iron monstcrs will devour you!"
pia "I think not, Miriam," said bel' mother; "if we can 
pre reach ViCksburg in time to warn Generals Pemberton and 

Bowen, so they can Vigilantly watch for an Opportunity to 
th attack that part of Grant's army wbich he first lands upon 
tio the Mississippi soil. 1t is impossible for him to transport 
no his entire army across at the sarno time; pal't of his eighty 
th, 

tbousanrt soldiers will be on tho MissiSSippi shore whilo the 
others are waiting their turn in Louisiana." 

'n 
ta .. It will be a grand opportunity for the Oonfederate 

forces to capture part of this 11 uge army; and probably Gen .,,,,;co eral Grant, too, will be captured." 

They bent to their oars with renewed energy; but the 
distauce was yet long. The dlll'k mass was out of sight, 
completely lost in river darkness. The night was so in
tensely black that they repeatedly lost thoir way, and would 
find thomselvea PUlling up stl'cam. Finally, they resolved 
to drift just as tho gun-boats had done. For in the south
ward distance a huge light blazeu over all tlIe boundless 
waters; it was so brilliant that it illuminated the almost 
limitless expanse of tlIe great rirer in front of ViCksburg. 

I ., W11at means that conflagration?" Miriam asked. t" Oan it be that Vicksburg is bUl'lliog?" 
I" :K0," said her mother. "1 think it is the bonfires 

they freqnently build at the rivor's edge to thl'Owa light 
across the MissiSSippi so that tho .Pederal gun-boats may 
llOt glide by in the darkness." 
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One hour ago, how different would have been the re
sults, if that fire had been kindled. How the destiny 
of nations is sometimes turned by the swinging of one 
hour, ay, one minute 1 

"See, motherl" said Miriam, a few minutes later. 
"The light streams across the river, clear to the Delta side. 
How dark and still the waters are outside of the light
belt. " 

" It is certainly a most sublime spectacle." 
" Listen to the crash of the timber, mother;. it sounds 

as if houses were burning. Hear that noise, as if heavy roofs 
were falling." 

They were now near enough to hear the roar of the 
crackling flames, -and deemed correctly. A house was 
burning; an old warehouse, just on the brink of the river, 
had been fired to light up the darkness; but only too late 
to accomplish its purpose. 

" Miriam, be careful; keep a steady hand upon the rud
der. - If our boat gets into the trough of these waves, un
doubtedly we will perish." 

"Mother, do not fear; I will steer it safely upon the 
crests?" 

" We will now ride the waves in safety to the Vicksburg 
shore. The wind has risen, and the waves begin to run 
high 1 Steadily, Miriam! Steer into that belt of light." 

" Why?" 
"Because if we strike upon dark shores, it may be at a 

dangerous inaccessible steep bluff. Where the bonfire 
burns is a sloping, sanded shore." 

"Vicksburg," thought Miriam, .. you grand, old Con
federate bulwark, how sublime you slumber, secure in your 
fortified strength! Those rock-ribbed hills encircle you in 
magnificent strength; and you, the proud Southern 
Gibraltar, lie sleeping in their eternal arms. Vicksburg! 
Vicksburgl you mighty omnipotent stronghold, how you 
bellow defiance to your enemies I"

• 



"Look! Miriam," cried her mother, "we are nel!lrjIIg~ 
our landing. Do you see those soldiers standing in a group 
near the bonfire?" 


" Yes, mother. II 


" Look at the young soldier with the bugle. II 
" 1 see him. II 
" Miriam, that is your brother. " 

"Oh, mother! can it be?" 

" Yes, yes; make your lanfiing there." 

"See! mother, he lifts the bugle to his lips." 
The soJemn sweet tones of the warrior-bugle sounded far 

and wide across the silent, almost boundless waters and 
echoed from hill to hill through the surrounding country. 

to How many times those young lips have given the alarm 
for great battles. They made the signal for the last charge 
of his father. II 

" No, no, dear mother; my father sti1llives." 
to No, child; not so," replied the mother. "Our boy 

would never have left him. Your father was killed at 
Beven Pines, and yoar brother captured. 1 believed my 
hQ8band lived, until now that 1 see my boy." 


.Again the mournful bugle-notes woke wild echoes from 

the dark silent hills enCircling the city like a vast amphi

theater. 

" SJowJy, child; round in there at his feet. II 
The frail craft rose and fell on the crests of swelling 


waves as a reed washed upon the billows of ocean. 

. "Mother, he sounded his bugle to guide us to this land

ing!" 

to There, at his feet, my child-make the landing there. II 

The wave-rocked craft struck the glittering Bands, and a 


wild cry broke from the bugler as he caught his mother to

his breast. 

" Rl1888I1, my boy, where is your father?" 

"Dead; buried on the battle-field of Malvern Rill; onl1 


JOur bOI haa retarned. " 
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He felt a long quiver shake her exhausted body; he 

placed her gently upon the sands, close to the fire. She 
lay with her head upon his shoulder. It was a sad picture; 
the ghastly face gleaming in the fire-light, and a group of 
rough, fearle88 soldiers dre88ed in the Confederate gray 
standing in the background, but brought into bold relief 
by the flickering flames. 

.. Sister, sister! is our mother dead?" cried the young 
man. .. Have 1 suffered, and marched long weary days, 
and weeks, and months, only to clasp my mother ~ 
death?" 

" No, no, Ruasell, she is not dead; she is exhausted. We 
have just escaped from mortal peril. This, together with 
your sad news, has overpowered her. See her lashes quiver; 
she is recovering." 

She opened her eyes and gazed tenderly into his. He 
kissed her, and attempted to soothe her grief. 

" Mother, you are indeed alive. I thank God that I have 
returned hither, and found my sister and mother'" 

" Yes, my son; but you went with your father, and you 
return alone. " 

"Were you with him when he was shot?" asked Mir
iam. 

" Yes, sister; fighting side by side. We were never sep
arated until death divided us. A succession of battles, 
the most desperate ever fought on this continent, took 
place during the seven days from the twenty-fifth of June 
to the first of Jo1y. At the last one, Malvern HilJ, our 
father was shot. During seven days he had fought bravely 
as a lion; never pausing, or flinching from bullets; but, 
at the close of the last stubborn battle, one pierced him. 
1 saw him stagger, and caught him in my arms. He looked 
into my eyes and said, • My boy, death has struuk me!' 

.. I carried him from the thickest of the battle, and con
cealed him behind a cluster of thick undergrowth. There 
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I held his head, until his spirit l1ed to its Maker. These 
were his dying words: 

" , My brave boy, tell your mother that I died firm in 
the Christian faith. Ten her that the silent inl1uence of 
my gl'eat, heroic chief, Jackson, made me a Christian. 
'fhat his calm, uncomplaining resignation to God's will 
filled me with awe and reverence, and made me feel that 
there is power in religion. Tell your mother that my per
fect faith gives me complete assurance.' 

.. These were his last words. 1 buried him there in that 
wilderness of loncly whispering pines. I was afterward
captured, and imprisoned at Elmira, New York. I lin
gered a long time in prison; finally, with twenty others, tun
neled out, escaped into Canada, thence made my way home
ward. I joined General Joseph E. Johnston's army, 
secured a furlough, and went to thtl old home in search of 
my loved ones. Not finding them, I returned to Vicks
burg, intending to make another effort to reach you. One 
of the old servan ts recognized me one day while wandering 
through the ruins of our home. I gave her a meBBage for 
y~u, and left immediately, fearing recognition from other 
slaves that might betray me. " 

"Mother," said Miriam, "we have forgotten to tell 
these soldiers that the Federal gun-boa.ts and transports have 
all just 110ated by." 

.. Impossible!" exclaimed the group, moving nearer. 
"We have kept the fires burning every night." 

" They drifted by to-night, before you kindled your bon
fire. " 

They stood for an instant as if petrified. 
" Of course," she added, " Grant has moved his entire 

army, supplies and all, by land to a point below Vicksburg, 
and now intends crossing to the Mississippi side." 

http:gun-boa.ts
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CHAPTER XVI. 

FALL OF VICKSBURG. 

GENERAL GRANT did cross the Mississippi. General 
Bowen sent couriers to General Pemberton, explaining the 
situation, and urging General Pemberton to march to him. 

They could attack Grant at disadvantage while he was 
landing part of his army on the Mississippi shore. Pem
bedon, however, adhered to the notion that he must not 
leave Vicksburg undefended. General Bowen then be
sought him to send a division to increase his little handful 
of six thousand against the thirty thousand which Grant 
had landed. Pemberton refused. General Joseph E. 
Johnston added his authority, directing Pemberton to co
opel'ate with General Bowen, in the endeavor to capture 
the troops of Grant. ITe still refused. General Bowen 
then attacked him alone. Ris entire force consisted of six 
thousand Missourians, brave men all of them. The con
flict was a stubborn one. They knew their commander to 
be c001 and daring, as well as endowed with a perception 
in military matters almost infallible. 

They fought with such desperate energy that at one time 
<lmnt supposed himself defeated. The tide of the battle 
then turned, and General Bowen was compelled to re
treat. 

General Johnston had set ont to the relief of Pemberton, 
and ordered the latter not to intrench his army at Vicks
burg, but to march to him. But Pemhel'ton clung obstin· 
ately to the notion that he must hold Yicksburg, and re
fused to join General Johnston. Accordingly, General 
Grant brought his remaining forces, fifty thousand men, 
over the river, encountered Pemberton in the rear of Vicks
burg, defeated him, amI , drove him into that stronghold. 
The refusal of the latter to join Johnston hali given Graut 
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every advantage. If he had joined General Bowen where 
Grant was crossing, the scheme was morally certain of de
:feat, and Grant would probably have been oaptured. Gen
eral Johnston had not time to reach Bowen before the Fed
eral troops had all crossed. Grant knew weU that he could 
Dot cope successfully with them there, and encountered 
them one by one. Pemberton, he shrewdly divined, would 
Dot leave Vicksburg to join General Bowen. The latter 
was too sagacious to unite his forces with Pemberton, and 
incur the risk of being driven into Vicksburg, but set out 
immediately after his defeat to join General Johnston. 

General Pemberton moved all the time as Grant antici
pated, and just as he desired. The latter had succeeded 
because he knew all three men with whom he was con
tending on the checker-board of war. He had made his 
final move carefully, on purpose to drive Pemberton into 
Vicksburg, and thus checkmate him. 

The long, long, awful siege began. General Grant in
Tested the place. Pemberton dug a trench, beginning at 
the river on one side of Vicksburg, and running it round 
the city to the river on the other side. Grant did likewise, 

the entire circle, with his army. From the first of May till 

the fourth of July Pemberton's soldiers occupied that 

trench, fighting by day and night. Grant's charges were 

furious, but they were always successfully repelled. At no 

point were the Confederate breast-works surprised and car

ried. 

It was noon. The fighting had ceased for &few minute& 
Pemberton's soldiers lay in the trench. The sun was beat
ing furiously upon them, and they were famishing for 
water. Only breast-works divided the two armie& 

They were but a few feet apart, with the bank of earth 
between, and could easily talk together. 

"Say, Yank, give me a drink of water," called out Rus
sell Hargrove, as he saw the head of a Federal soldier peep 
0T8l the top of the breast-work, then drop suddenly baok. 
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A short time afterward, a note wrapped round a clod of 
earth, fell at his feet. He opened it, and read: 

'I If you are the brother of Mi-riam Hargrove, tell her 
that 1 am wounded. With my sinking breath 1 bless her. 


" BELMONT MANNING." 


This note Russell sent to his sister. The Confederates 

could hear the Federals digging under the dividing breast

work; and knew that their trench and parapet must soon 

be blown up. In the city, the inhabitants had abandoned 

their homes, and dug caves. in the sides of the hills, 

to secure themselves from the constantly falling cannon

balls and bursting shells. Some of the citizens fared com

fortably; but those who had not a supply of provisiOns when 

the siege began, suffered fearfully before the city surren

dered.Among those were Miriam and her mother. They noW 

sat in their barren, dusky cave. 
"Oh, my child! will this long siege never terminate?" 
"Patience, dear mother; it ~ay end by Pemberton'. 

surrender. " 
" 1 hope he never will," said the noW feeble, emaciated 

mother."Htl will have to do it, mother. Pemberton made a 
great mistake in not joining General Bowen; their united 
forces would have captured Grant himself, and the thirty 
thousand men that crossed over the river. It seems almOllt 
like stupidity that Pemberton did not see this, and kept 
stubbornly refusing to obey Johnston's telegrams: 'Move 
your army to re-enforce General Bowen, at the point where 

Grant crossed the river.' " 
" His retreat into Vicksburg is what Grant desired." 
" Certainly, for Grant will succeed in taking Vicksburg 

and Pemberton's army, too; when, if Pemberton had done 
like General Bowen, and had marched to General John
aton, who was then coming to meet Pemberton, the ()oD..... 
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federacy would have lost Vicksburg, but would still have 
Pemberton's army. As it is, Pemberton will soon sur
render, and the Federals will have the city, and the Confed
erates, too; just what Grant schemed to accomplish." 

" I hope Pemberton will not surrender." 
.. He will be compelled to do this. His army is now suffer

ing; their mule-meat is almost exhausted, and the soldiers 
kill every dog that prowls around. For your sake, I wish 
Pemberton would soon capitulate; he is compelled to do 
it, and by surrendering now it will save his soldiers great 
suffering. " 

.. I am so weary of this wretched cave. Look out, Mir
iam, and see if any shells are passing. " 

.. Yes, mother; but they are going in an opposite direc
tion, and we can walk toward the river." 

Miriam supported her mother, who was gradually sink
ing under the long confinement and hunger. 

" Look! mother; there goes a shell!" 
.. Yes, yes; but I must have a little fresh air, even if the 

shell bursts upon me. Oh, if 1 could take you and Rus
sell, and securely reach my hill-home. Every cannon-boom 
fills my 80ul with terror, lest it has killed him." 

.. Down in the trench he is out of the range of can
non." 

" Unless the balls strike the top of the breast-work, and 
bury the Confederates alive in that trench." 

" Grant's position is on a sloping elevation; his parapets 
are above the Confederate breast-works, and his cannon
balJs pass over the intrenchment." 

" The Confederates have the advantage in position." 
.. True; but Vicksburg wil1 surrender. It is doomed. 

Grant's army encircles us; we are doomed to slow starva
tion, then a surrender. " 

" May be Johnston will march to our relief." 
" If he should attack Grant's army in the rear, Pember

ton might cut through and join him. He should have 
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joined Johnston when he had the opportnnity, and not have 
retreated into Vicksburg. The thing is impossible now. 
There goes another shell." 

They looked up at the whirling iron, with hopeless in
difference. 

" See! it has shattered the top of that roof. II 
" I suppose the house is unoccupied." 
" Yes, most of the dwellings are empty; the occupants 

have taken refuge in the caves. Really, mother, if Pem
berton does not soon surrender, some awful disease will 
break out amoug us; his soldiers will die like sheep. Day 
and night they live in that trench, with half rations, water 
whenever they can secure it, and the burning sun pouring 
upon them. " 

"If I were Pemberton I would never Rurrender. Like 
the Spartan three hundred, every individual should perish. 
Not a soldier should survive to tell the story." 

They stood looking far across the wide, wide river. 
" Mother, if we could only reach the Louisiana shore, 

and make our way back to our distant home." 
" Miriam, I understand your anxiety about me. I know 

why you are so anxious for Pemberton to surrender. " 
" Why, of course you do, mother. Are you not weary 

of this awful siege; weary of this continual boom, burst
ing, shells, and constant fighting?" 

" Go on," said her' mother, as Miriam paused. 
" Are you not weary of this hunger and confinement?" 
"Yes, but my child, you have a more painful reason." 
.. No, mother, no." 
" Be quiet, child, you can not deceive me. You are pa

triotic, and would suffer external starvation yourself; but 
you desire Pemberton's surrender because you think that 
by leaving here my life might be saved." 

" Mother, you are not ill enough to die." 
.. Miriam, we might as well look calmly at this matter. 
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Death is creeping upon me. You will soon become an 
orphan." 

" Oh, no, mother, nol" 
" Grief, hunger, suffering and confinement are digging 

the grave for me as they are for many others. " 
Miriam wept 80 bitterly that she could make no reply, 

and her mother continued: 
"To yo~ hands I consign my younger children. I 

know you will fill my place to them." 
"Oh, mother! motherl" 
" Be patient, and listen. Your brother George will never 

be of any assistance to you. He was born to be a drunk
ard. Oh, child! child! deal patiently with him; the curse ill 
upon him. If Russell survives this slaughter, he will be 
your unbreaking support; if he is killed, you must be 
guided by faithfu1 old Ben; trust him fully, for he is gen
uine gold. Take good care of your aged grandmother, her 
life was peaceful until heavy storm-clouds now darken the 
setting of her days. bear, patient old mother, if I could 
see you once again; but I will wait for you in that other 
country." 

She paused awhile, then continued: 
.. Miriam, 1 desire to speak freely to you.'P 
" Go on, dear mother." 
"I know you love Belmont Manning; he is a Federal 

soldier, and to you, therefor~ a stranger." 
.. Mother, I shall never marry anyone. How can I de

sert the sacred charge you have given me?" 
" My child, it is a severe sacrifice, thus with the hands 

of duty to dig a grave and bury your happineBB." 
" Mother, I will never complain. If you are taken, I 

"ill be a sister-mother to your children; I love my aged. 
grandparent, and will cheerfully 1abor for her." 

" I know you will, my darling, and faith in your reliant 
heroic nature gives me comlort, even while death shadows 
me wUb his wings. " 
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Miriam's tears fell swiftly as she held her mother in her 
arms. At length she said: 

.. Come, mother; we must return." 
"Not yei; it seems as if this will be the last sunset I 

shall ever behold. " 
.. Cheer up, dear mother, 1 believe I see Russell coming 

to meet us. " 
" No, that is not our boy." 
.. Is this Miss Hargrove?" inquired the soldier, lifting 

his cap. 
" It is," replied Miriam . 
.. General Pemberton sent me into town, and your 

brother requested me to deliver this note." 
" Is my boy well." 
"Yes, madame. and ever in the thickest charging. 

Grant's efforts all having failed to capture our breast-works, 
he is now digging underneath them, to blow them up; 
when the gap 'is made there will be desperate fighting to 
keep the Federals out of our intrenchment. We are making 
every preparation to keep them from coming in through 
this gap when it is made," said the soldier, raising his cap, 
and hurrying on. 

A dog slunk near; the Confederate killed it, threw it 
across his shoulder, and soon disappeared. Miriam read 
her brother's note, and exclaimed: 

" Russell will come to-night when the charging ceases; 
he has permiBBion to visit us." 

.. Thank God!" murmured the mother, while Miriam 
opened Belmont Manning's note, which had been inclosed 
in her brother's. She hurriedly perused its contents, reeled 
as if she would fall, murmuring sadly: 

"Mother, oh, mother, Belmont is wounded!" 
'l'hat night Miriam sat by the pallet of her mother. A 

tallow-candle burned dimly, throwing fitful, grotesque 
shadows upon the sides of the cave. It was far into the 
night; the boom and terrific roar told that Grant was aWl 
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charging the breast-works, and the Confederates were furi
ously repulsing him . 

.. Oh, if my boy would come!" 
" He will, mother; he will when the firing ceases. " 
.. Go to the door and listen, dear Miriam." 
Miriam lay across the dark door-way, and looked out. 

The night was ebony black, the purple dome was studded 
with brilliant stars. 

" Do you hear him coming?" 
" No, mother." 
" Child, draw my pallet near the door-way, that 1 may 

catch a breath of air. " 
Mi"riam did 80, and placed herself by her mother in the 

cave opening. 
,. '.rhe stars are very beautiful," murmured the feeble 

woman. "Sometimes I think Christ has thrown wide the 
gates of heaven, and those glittering worlds are the brilliant 
jewels in the crowns of His saints." 

U Look at that sbell, mother, whirling majestically up
ward, as if it would lodge in the battlements of the sky. 
See its blazing fuse, like a trailing comet!" 

" Is the night very dark?" 
.. Yes, mother, though the sky is sprinkled with brHl

iant burning stars; but a dense smoke envelops the city. 
The continual firing keeps it from clearing away, and the 
atmosphere seems too heavy for it to ascend high. " 

"Mother, this night air is not healthy," said Miriam, 
again after a long pause. .. I must move your pallet 
back. " 

"Oh, if my boy would come!" moaned the sinking 
woman. 

But the night dragged on ward, and he came not. Mir
iam's heart was almost burstiug with anguish, but attract
ed by her mother's strange breathing, she peered into the 
tranquil countenance. It was rigid and ghastly. 
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"Oh, mother, mother! is this death?" she wailed. 
But only the dismal cave echoed, " Death, death." 
In that gloomy solitude, she was alone with her dead. 

Death had quietly closed the calm eyes, stilled the flicker
ing pulses, Rnd set the hollowed features forever in tran
quil beauty. Miriam held the candle close to the peaceful 
conntenance; there was no lingering trace of pain. She 
had dropped into serene slumber, from which she would 
waken on the resurrection morn. Miriam set the candle 
beside the pallet, and lay down. Hours flew; she took no 
notice of time. The candle burned low and threw its 
weird shadows across the tranquil c 
lay motionless as if buried under the 
hopes. The candle flickered in its s 
leaving the cave in total darkness. 
conscious of somo one's presence. 

" Mother, Miriam, do not fear-it is Rossell." 
" Oh, Russell, our mother is dead!" 
" Dead, sister, dead!" was the heart-rending wail which 

the cave whispered back • 
.. Dead! dead!" 
Creeping to her side, they twined their arms around the 

still form as if their loving clasp would bring' back life. 
.. Oh, brother! brother! would we were all dead. and safe 

in eternity with our father and mother!" 
The two mourners sat there long in silence. 
After awhile he said brokenly: 
.. Sister, I will go and bring our neighbors. II 
.. No, brother, no; you and I will bury onr dead. We 

are strangers to our cave neighbors; and our own hands 

must bun our dead!" 
Taking a match from his pocket, the youth struck it, 

and by the flickering glimmer he saw for the last time 

that hallowed face. 
10 Sister," said he, "I would rather brinK your neigh

bora, and let them. ahroud her. " 
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• • No, no, brother; she is too sacred f01' the touch of 
strange hands." 

" 11ake her ready while I go and dig the grave. " 
When left alone, Miriam shrouded the body in a long 

white robe, then clasped it in her arms. Thus they found 
hel' when, at day-break, Russell returned with three strange 
ladies and several officers. There on the hill-side, under 
the'thundering boom of cannon, they buried their dead. 
The flickering torch-light quivered across the rough soldiers' 
faces; death was a common occurrence to them, but here, 
with an aIVe-stricken, reverential sadness, they performed 
the last office for the dead. When they returned into the 
cave, and their grim countenances saddened from the 
thoughts of Miriam's loneliness, one of them exclaimed: 

" liusseii, 'you are only a youth; stay with your sister." 
" And desert his army?" inquired Miriam, sadly. 
" It will not be desertion; you need protection." 
" Sister, shall I remain with your" 
" No, no; go back! our country requires you. I will 

accept the invitation of one of these ladies, and live with 
her. 1'0-day I will remain alone in my cave; when night 
comes I will leave it." 

"God protect you, my sisterl" said Russell, as he 
stooped aud kissed her tenderly. 

She put her arms at'ound his neck, drew him close to her, 
and gazed lovingly into his face, as one saying farewell. 

" Hussell," said she, " we shall never meet again on 
earth. This is our last parting. " 

'1'hey both seemed to feel this. One of the soldiers said 
to him: 

., Comrade, if I survive you, I pJedge you my honor to 
be a brother to your sister. " 

Russell held out his hand toward his comrade, unable to 
speak, and they left the cave. 

Miriam crouched in a dark oorner. Life stood before 
her only as a statue drapod in mournin~. Ho" lon~, how 
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nearly endless appeared the dreary future. Yet she must 
live. A sacred charge rested upon her. At dusk she went 
to the abode of her neighbor, and remained there until 
Vicksburg surrendered. 

The next day witnessed the most obstinate conflict of the 
entire siege. The parapet and breast-works were blown 
up; a wide gap was made in the earth-walL Through this 
opening charged the Federals, while the Confederates, 
standing like a group of lions, leveled the Union soldiers 
to the ground. The gap would be instantly refilled only 
to be cut down again. Grant's army was nearly one hun
dred thousand. Pemberton's about thirty thousand. The 
charging was desperate. Grant was determined to win, 
and constantly refilled his fallen ranks. The Qonfederates 
were not allowed time to rest. They had no reserve force 
to replace them. The same soldiers stood at the opening, 
and charged the Federals. The sight was awful, the 
slaughter immense. Dead Federals lay deep in the gap, 
where they had chl\rged furiously, until night closed the 
scene of carnage. In the silence the Federals withdrew. 
The COllfedel'ates rebuilt their breast-works. 

Among those who fell was Russell Hargrove. It was a 
strange, sad picture that night. A fire burned at the bot
tom of the trench, the dead were scattered around. Some 
of the soldiers were cooking their suppers, while others 
were digging a ditch in which to pile the dead. They were 
buried in a heap, except young Hargrove. A comrade 
took up his body tenderly, carried it away, and laid it in a 
separate grave. It rests there still. 

Vicksburg surrendered. Grant's soldiers found provis
ions in plenty in the cellars of some of the merchants, 
but the soldiers of General Pemberton had suffered from 
famine. 

Belmont Manning was not killed. He had been again 
fearfuJly wounded. He was sent to an hospital, and after
ward permitted to go to his Northern bome. 
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The war finally came to an end. The South entered 
upon a new, trying, often terrible experience. 

CHAPTER XVII. 
FEARFUL DAYS. 

THERE is one page in the history of the South that re
mains unwritten. It is the purpose of the author to set 
forth the correct view. The brief but tiecisive period that 
followed the days of "reconstruction" was characterized 
by occurrences of whitlh but little seems to be definitely 

}ounts which were published at the time 
more or leBS suppreBSed or disguised the 

1, the Fourteenth Amendment promu!
i:I--- .. , .- r tion of the Southern States accomplished, 
the fortunes of the people of the South were left in a shat
tered condition. Accustomed as they had been to the 
luxury which money commands, they felt keenly the pri
vations and hardships that poverty entails. The act en
franchising the slaves set free four million dependents, 
most of whom were in the States bordering upon the lower 
MiBBiBBippi and the Gulf of Mexico. Many of them went 
to work, as before, upon the plantations of their former 
masters. If this arrangement had qontinued undisturbed, 
and the negro had been permitted to work at the problem 
before him, as he was best able, he would have developed 
into a useful citizen, prosperity would have speedily been 
restored to the impoverished States, and good-will between 
whites and blacks would have prevailed. All this was pre
vented, however, by the interference of political schemers 
seeking to use the opportunity to promote their own ends. 

Two classes of ad venturers, powerful for mischief and 
ready to defeat every wholesome measure for the benefit of 
the emancipated race, infested the country. The first of 
theee came from the North, and were familiarly known as 
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.. carpet-baggers. " They were generally characterized by 
ambition, greed aud rapacity. Some were politicians who 
had failed of success at home, either from lack of merit or 
some other disqualification. If not from the hoodlum pop
ulation, they were at least sharpers from political circles. 
Others were needy adventurers in quest of gain, and by 
no means scrupulous about the methods by which it 
might be acquired. They were little encumbered with 
luggage, and could cnme and go with little difficulty. From 
the fact that their wealth apptlared to be contained in their 
gripsacks, they 800n recE'ived the opprobrious designation 
of " carpet-baggers. " They figured for a season in South
ern politics, till they were threatened by the general upris
ing against them; then, like the hordes of Asia, they struck 
their tents and stole away. 

The second class was known all over the South as " scala
wags. " They were at once despised and hated. They had 
fought in the Confederate Army, but not from principle 
or conviction. Some of them held commissions, and were 
men of unquestionable courage and unrelenting purpose. 

Many were bankrupt politicians. They all wanted 
money, and were indifferent as to how it was procured. 
They were determined to rebuild their fortunes at all~
ards, irrespective of right, law or decency, the welfare of 
the country or the safety of life. 

An alliance was soon formed between the two. They 
had a common object, and each could perform a part which 
would be useful to the other. The carpet.bagger was from 
the North, where the Republican party was in the ascend
ant; and, as a matter of course, he had affiliated with it as 
being the party in power in the country. He furnished 
the arguments required; that the Republicans had freed 
the negro, and that the latter owed a debt of everlasting 
gratitude for the boon. The promise of social as well as 
political equality was also up as an incentive; and the be
stowment of " forty acres of land and a mule," as well II 
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ducement which these irresponsible adventurers offered to 
their credulous supporters. The scalawags had been reared 
among the negroes, and knew how to take advantage of 
thejr points of character. They had enjoyed respect for 
former services and possessed great influence over other 
disaffected men as well as among their own friends and re
lations. Hence they were indispensable from the first to 
their new political associates, and enabled them to carry 
on their purposes to sUCce88; 

Under this arrangement it required only the support . 
and countenance of the Federal Government to secure their 
ascendency at the polls. These were afforded. The Re
publican party, the professed friend and cham pion of the 
negro, was in power, and the control of the election ma
ohinery was unhesitatingly given to its unscrupulons repre
sentatives in the South, with only the implied condition 
that the States should be returned in the Republican 
oolumn. It was not difficult to perform that condition. 
Federal soldiers, when desi~, were placed at the ballot
boxes. In some districts there were seven negroes to one 
white man, and the negro vote was certain to elect any 
ticket, no matter if that tioket contained the names of the 
most vile and depraved human beings. In several of the 
States, every office, from governor to constable, was filled 
byvagabond scalawags, carpet-baggers, and negroes. Men 
of honor belonging to the Republican party knowing that 
they would have to hold political relations with men whom 
they could not respect, and that this would involve igno
miny, and even orime, declined to become candidates. Thus 
the white population was oompletely at the mercy of the 
others, and of their leaders. Louisiana was bankrupted. 
Her ohief executive speculated in her bonds. In her leg
islative halls scenes were enacted. that beggar all' power of 
deaoription. 

Bribery was too common to aaaume the garb of seorecy. 
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Party fealty was the only recognized law, and its demand 
at that time opened every avenue to speculation, embezzle
ment, fotogery, and villainy of the most atrocious character. 

This was not the eud of the matter, but only the begin
ningo The contamination pervaded all executive, judicial 
and municipal authority, depressing the monetary system, 
bankrupting the people already impoverished, and wresting 
from them their very means of subsistence. Theft, rob
bery, brutal outrage and murder were common, and the 
public officials made no serious attempt to bring the per
petrators to justice. Full latitude seemed to be extended 
for every crime. 

The negro population participated in the general lawless
ness which prevailed over the State. 

A significant fact here presents itselt The Africans 
whose ancestors had lived under the white man's supremacy, 
whose forefathers had heen slaves through generations, 
having been thus for centuries under the refining and moral 
influence of the Caucasian race, had become more or less 
influenced by the ideas and principles which dominated 
their owners. They had been faithful before the war, and 
now continued so. They prized their newly acquired lib
erties with others, but they received with it the quickened 
sense of duty and responsibility. 

When peace was restored, they went back to their 
former owners, and resumed their former places. For this 
fidelity they were contemptuously termed by others, .. the 
white man's niggers." If they had not been disturbed in 
this loyalty by the intermeddling and misrepresentations 
of the scalawags and disaffected negroes, they and their 
former masters would have lived peacefully together, and 
prospered under the new relations. Even the best of them, 
however, can be easily duped, and when the carpet-baggers 
first came South they had little difficulty in misleading 
very many of the well-disposed negroes. 

Bllt, though led astray for a season, they were prompt to 



148 LOVE AND REBELLION. 

detect the sinister purposes of their villainous 8ssoci~teB. 
'I'he attempt was made in many instances to persuade them 
to mnnlel' their former OlVllers, At this lheir nature would 
revolt; alld, instead of executillg the infamous propositions, 
they 1V0uid see to it that theil' masters were duly wamed of 
the danger, Still, they believed that the Republican party 
had carried Oil the war on IHll'llose to liberate them, and 
therefore, from a sense of obligation amI gratitude, they 
generally voted the Republican tieket, and aided to keep 
the carpet-baggers and their scalawag negro allies in office. 

The lawless negroes were in the ascendant. They con
sisted of the younger portion, who had grown up without 
restraint, and more particularly of the descendants of those 
more recently brought from Africa, They had all the 
fierce and brutal passiolls, as well as superstitious notiolls, 
which characterized the wild tribes of the Dat'k Oontinent. 
They StOltl, murdered, anu committed with a fiendish de
light every species of crime. The scalawag found them 
his really tool. 'fhey throngeu the political meetings, and 
were swayed at will by their unprincipled leaders. Pro
tected as they were by the publiu authorities, they roved 
over the country, perpetl'ating crime with impunity. Life, 
property, everything, was at their mercy, anu till the 
atrocity of their acts roused the Southern white men to or
ganize for their suppre~sioll, a reign of terror, outrage and 
lawlessness existed ovel' tho State. 

:Miriam had come back to the old plantation. Hers was 
the saddest heart that throbbed in a human breast. Her 
father had giveu up his life on a Virginia battle-field, her 
mother a11(1 brother were sleeping in Vicksburg, She, with 
two sisters, theil' brother, their grandmother, and the two 
faithful olu sel'>ants, Bell anu Aunt Susan, had retuJ'lled 
to a desolate hOIllf'. Whero the splend ill hOllse hall stood, 
was now a pile of burned briek and a~lws, When tho Fed
eral soldiers set fire to the hOllse alld negro quartet'S, the 
contlagration was so vast that tho grand trees, century
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marked, caught fire, and so the ruin was complete. Only 
one house was left on the p1antation. It had escaped be
cause it stood outside of the levee, and was hidden away 
under a deep, lonely belt of forest-trees. Weeds and graBS 
of rank growth covered the broad fields. 

Again it is evening. A thin line of smoke curls up_ 
ward above the trees, marking the spot where the cabin 
stands. The young girl, beautiful as Angelo's sleeping 
" Evening," stood aud looked upon the heaps of ashes, 

where- her luxurious home had been. Her long lashes 
drooped, and were weighted with unshed tears, as she mur
mured aloud to herself: 

.. Father, you and all Southern manhood fought bravely, 
but you went down with the 'Lost Cause,' and your 
child's inheritance is ashes." 

So intense was her grief that for some time she forgot 
the danger of being alone and unprotected. A stick, crack
ing behind her, reminded her of everything to be dreaded. 
She turned and saw a herculean negro. With the fleetness 
of a wild deer, she fled to her cabin-home. 

"Dam de white gall" cried the batHed miscreant. 
" I'se gwine git yer dis night. We is got de gubbernment 
into ollr hands; Grant dun sarnt his soldiers down here to 
keep de gubbernment in our hands, an' I'll hab a white 
gal fur my wife 'fore many days." 

Then he went his way. 
It is now dusk. Inside the cottage, the inmates were 

huddled close1y together. The doors were locked, yet the 
grandmother, her four children and a faithful old negress, 
sat crouched together with terrified faces. Miriam had not 
told them of her danger, but they were alarmed because 
they were help1ess. They knew that the negroes all over 
the State were rising to deeds of violence. 

" Mistiss," said old Susan, " 'pears like Ben stays long 
time arter a load ob wood." 
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She and old Uncle Ben were almost the only two faith
ful ones out of their hundreds of well-treated slaves. 

" May be he had to go far into the woods." 
Aunt Susan looked sharply into the anxious face of her 

old mistress, then into Miriam's. It betrayed no fear, and 
88 the old negrass watched it, she thought: 

" 1n some way she is going to protect us." 

" Hist! hear dat, missy?" said Aunt Sosan. 

" Mammy, it's only the wind howling through the trees. 


I do not think they will come to-night." 
" Hunny, chile, you don't know ho,," treachos dey is." 

." God protect us!" and the skeleton hands trembled in 
their efforts to pueh the needle through thick rough sewing. 

"Grandmother darling, put up your work; it is too 
dark; you will ruin your eyes." 

" My child, 1 need the money which I will get for the 
sewiIlg, to pay your brother's tuition for this month." 

" You might just 88 well 'throw the money into the fire," 
murmured Miriam, as she twined her arms around her 
young sister Lilian. .. He will never be any account. " 

A heavy fall agaiust the outside of the door made them 
draw more closely together. 

" Oh, my Lord! dey will kill us!" moaned Aunt Susan, 
88 she and her old mistress dropped on their knees, believ
ing that their dying hour had come. Miriam sprung for
ward, and now stood over her grandparent. 

"No, no hunny! Thly hates me becaze 1 am faithful to 
ole missus and you chillens. Dey calls me white folk's 
nigger. " 

.. Grandmother darling, they will have to kill me before 
they can harm you!" 

.. Child, your strength is nothing compared to that of a 
hondred furious negroes." 

.. Mistiss, hunny, we might 88 well'spect mercy frum 
wild tigers." 

Another heavy book wu heard, and Aunt SQ8aJl drop
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ped upon the floor in terror. Miriam threw her arms 
around her grandmother, and through set teeth, mur
mured: 

"God have mercy upon us! Lilian, Ethel come and 
stand behind me, keep close to the wall, hold on to grand
mother, and I will fight as long as breath lasts; then we 
will kill ourselves. Death is infinitely better than to fall 
into the hands of these brutes!" 

Meanwhile, the knocking had become loud and contin
uous. 

"Merciful God deliver us!" prayed Miriam, as she 
placed her hand upon a weapon concealed in the belt of 
her dress. Then she spoke. 

" Mammy; get up quick and follow me. Lilian, Ethel, 
come fast as lightning!" she cried, as she snatched up her 
grandmother, and rushed up a narrow stair-way, made out 
of a ]arge ladder which extended from the floor to the loft. 

In a few seconds they had all ascended, and Miriam, her 
sisters and Aunt Susan then pulled the ladder into the loft, 
and closed down the door . 

.. Climb through, quick! quick!" cried Miriam, point
ing to a wooden window, against which pressed a large limb 
growing from a tree outside. 

Soon they were all lodged in the tree, and concealed by 
its thick foliage. The wooden-shutter was securely closely 
80 as to afford no signs of their escape. The night was in
tensely dark, but Miriam could see the satage multitude, 
and hear their words. 

" Nigger," said one of them, " 1 tells yer 1 fastened ole 
Ben and fixed George Hargrove so de! can't git har dis 
night!" 

.. George is dead drunk," said another; "he no git har 
fo' day." 

.. Brake de do' down!" cried another. 
"Hush, yer fule! dat young gal sho'shoot yer fo' de 

do' is lIbo' broke openl" 
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" Stop dat, yer fule; don't set de house on fire, and bnrn 
dem white gals up. We want dem." 

"Yah! yah!" laughed the fiendish mob in concert. 
" I'se gwine to hab the puttiest one. Niggers can hab 

white wives now. Grant's done sarnt his solges down har 
to protect US; no matter what we do de 'publicans gwjne 
to stick to de nigger." 

" Brake de do' down!" shouted several. 
" Wait till de gineral comes," answered one who seemed 

to be a leader. " He gin orders fur ns to keep quiet ontil 
he comedo He is 'er coming now; har him comin' like de 
wind I" 

"Halt!" they cried, as the rider reined in his steed. 
" Well, my brave lads!" said he, "have you obeyed 

orders?" 
"Yes, gineral; we is waitin' fur you." 
" All right. Set to work in earnest," said a clear voice, 

plainly that of a white man. " Break the door down." 
" Gineral, one dem gals in dar she is plucky; she sho' 

shoots de fust nigger dat enters dat do'. " 
" Break it down!" he commanded. 
" Yah, yah; and 1 will settle de gal's hash, when 1 gits 

inI" 
But no one ventured. All were afraid of the plucky 

girl inside. 
"You cowardly dogs, burst that door open I" cried the 

threatening voice of their leader. •• To-night, all over this 
parish the whites are to be killed. This is my part of the 
work, to destroy these, then those within the town of --, 
just three miles from here. You scoundrels, am I to fail 
because of your cowardice? Break that door open!" 

" Dat's what I say, gineral," said a huge, burly black 
negro. 

" Do it yerself den!" 
" Set the house on fire, an' dey'll come out." 
" Do it then, quick!" the white leader commanded. 
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The torch was applied to the house, and several began 
to kindle the fire. Their commander attempted to break 
open the door. At that instant a bullet whistled, and he 
fell to the ground, pierced through the brain. Peadul of 
impending vengeance, the other assassins fled, taking his 
body with them. 

One remained behind. Miriam, to her joyful surprise, 
saw faithful old Ben. Without waiting, he hastened to 
put out the fire, which was just ready to burst into a blaze. 

That time the danger was passed. 

CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE SPECTER FROM PANDEMONIUM. 

" THEY had fastened me to a tree in de woods, so 1 
couldn't get back in time. Dere rope was little, an' I 
'naw:ed an' 'nawed, till 1 got loose. Den 1 flew, an' got 
har jist in time" -here old Ben paused, and looked round 
him, and whispered, " you know wot?" Then turning to 
grandmother, he added: 

" Oh, mistiss, don't be I!keered! De gude Lor' will pro
text us. Dis ole Ben will die fur his ole misLiss. Go to 
bed now, you, Miss Lilian, and Miss Ethel. Susan an' me 
will sit up till day light. Dey won't come agin dis night." 

After her grandmother and sisters had gone to bed, Mi
riam came and sat down between the two old servants. 

"Uncle Ben," said she; " we must get away from this 
place to-morrow." 

" Certainly, missie," he replied. "Dis is our fus' day 
since we moved har, an' it will be de last one we stay. 
We'll hab to go back to town; an' me an' Susan will do 
de bes' we kin to mak' ole mistisB an' de chillens a libin'. 
Old Ben did tink it bes' to come out har, whar he an' Aunt 
Susan could plant a crop of corn; but he hab made a mis
take. De times is too nnsettled for us to lib 80 far frum 
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udder white people, so we is gwine to gone back as soon as 
day breaks." 

" And 1 wilI get a school to teach," said M.iriam. 
"You cain't git no school frum de 'publicans. Dey 

gibs de schools to ie nigger teachers wot don't knov.r cat, 
an' de white folks won't samt dere chillens to a nigger 
teacher. 'Sides, de white chillens hab ter either stay at 
.bum or go ter de nigger school; 'publicans won't hah sepa
rate schools fur de white chilIens, an' you ain't gwine ter 
teach niggers! I know my massa's chile is 'bove dat. Dey 
would gib you a school quick, or any udder Southern white 
lady, who would come down to nigger 'quality." 

" But, in some way," said Miriam, .. I will help you and, 
Mammy make our living. " 

.. No you won't, hunny. Ole Ben ain't gwine to dis
grace Ws dead massa by lettin dese chilIens work. Me an' 
Susan can make de libbin'. We will do dat sho'. 'Tain't 
dat which bodders me half so much as Mars George. Ef 
he would onliest stay sober during dese awful times. Ter
night, when he oughter bin har ter protext you aIls, wot he 
do but git dead drunk, au' dey shut him up in de s'loon." 

At this remindar, the tears dropped fast and thick over 
Miriam's pale cheeks. 

"Don't cry, hunny. De gude Lord knows dat dis ole 
nigger will try ter be your farder and brudder bof." 

.. Yes, hunny; an' ole Mammy Susan wilI be yer sho' 
'nuff mudder," continued Aunt Susan, gently stroking 
Miriam's hand. 

A low muffied knocking at the door arrested their at
tention. 

"Lord, dey's comed back!" said Aunt Susan, with a 
mudder. . 

"Hush, mammy!" said Miriam. .. You will alarm 
grandmother. It is brother George. I know his knock." 

.. True, missie; and I'll go roun' tother side, an' open 
de do' an' let him in dat way." 



After Uncle Ben had been gone for a few momenta he 
returned, saying: 

" It is onliest Mars George. " 
" Is he hurt?" asked Miriam. 
"No, missie; but yer come an' see himt" 
When they bad reached her brother's room, she saw him 

lying in a heavy drunken stupor. 
" Missie, can't yer gin him sumfin' to make him sober?" 
Miriam oBly shook her head, while her tears fell fast. 
.. Lord! Lord! what shall I do?" , 
"Gude Lor', show me wot to do!" moaned the old man. 
"'rell me, Uncle Ben, what is the matter?" 
" Missie, de niggers am gwine to burn de village dis 

night, an' kill ebbery white pUBSon dar." 
For only an instant was Miriam speechless. Then she 

asked: 
" How do you know?" 
"I stole under de church whar dey hel' dere metin', 

an' oberhear' dem. Dey say dat de white man ob de vil
lage il! don gone down ter help de white folks in - whar 
de niggers are killin' de whiLe folks awfully. Dese niggers 
up har is gwine ter kill ebbery chile an' , ooman dis night. " 

.. What time?" 
"Jist fo' day. Ef we kin git Mars George sober, so he 

kin protext you. rae gwine ter town like de wind, an' tell 
Doctor Howells. " 

II No, you stay and I will go, Uncle Ben." 
" Oh, my.gude, dear chile; no, no, nebber! nebbert" 
" Yes, Uncle Ben; you ~n do more good here, and 1 

will gOo" 
.. You sho' determuned, miBSie?" 
"Yes, come quick I and dreBS me like one of their 

devils, and there will be no danger. " 
Her toilet was made. lts grotesqueness startled the old 

man. 
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Now and then she passed dark objects, but nothing halted 
her; yet she knew that she was nearing Bethel Church. 

In the distance, she saw a huge bonfire, and she wondered 
what is portended. Logan plunged still faster, until 
within sight of a dense black mass. Miriam saw that they 
were digging a grave, and also a coffin was beside the grave. 
The keen sense of the horse appraised him of danger, and 
with the ferocity of a wild beast, he plunged into the midst 
of the black multitude that had gathered across the road. 

"Haltl" cried a voice; and many hands grasped the 

bridle. 
Logan was a powerful animal, black as midnight. He 

reared, and pawed them with his iron-shod feet. 
" Who are you?" demanded the leader. 
They were noW beside the open grave, and the fire-light 

fell upon the horse and his rider, creating general dismay. 
"Joe B--," was the answer, in a sepulchral voice. "1 

am your leader who was shot a few hours ago. I am just 
back from hell, and have come to warn you. You are go
ing to be killed if you stay here!" 

Blue flames were noW seen coming from the mouth of 
the specter, as the horse dashed toward the negroes. Did 
they run? Rather they flew. The noise of their heavy 
feet resounded on the earth like the boom of a coming 

storm. 
Logan rushed onward, and it was with difficulty that 

Miriam checked him in front of Howells's residence. Dis
mounting, she hurries into the house. 

" What in the devil is this?" thundered a gentleman, in 
amazement, as he beheld the strange figure. 

.. You, Mr. Ellery; 1 am glad to see you!" she replied. 

.. Is Doctor Howells at home?" 
.. No," he replied; "but who--what are you?" 
" What shall I do?" she cried, in utter hopelessness, as 

elle threw off her singular habiliments. 
Ellery looked at her as if petrified with amazemen'



« Do you not remember meP" ahe 88ked, extending her 
hand. 

" Mias Hargrove," he replied, 88 he clasped the offered 
hand, " I can never forget yoo. Oan I serve you~" 

"Yes, you can render the most important of services. 
I wish to inform Doctor Howells that the negroes have 
planned to bnm this village to-night, and to m88ll&Cre the 
inhabitants. "Good-evening, Herbert," she added, ad
dressing a youth that had jost come into the room. "1 
am anxioos to see 1pur father. When do you expect him 
hom~P" 

" He is absent on a professional call, and 1 can not tell 
his exact return; I will try, however, and fill his place if I 
can assist you, Miss Miriam," returned the youth. 

She knew him well; he W88 trustworthy and reliable. 
" Herbert, you most go instantly and warn the inhabi

tants of this village. The negroes intend burning it, and 
murdering every man, woman and childr" 

" 1 wilU" he replied. His eyes flashed 88 he continued. 
" The negroes would never attempt such a crime were it 
not for scoundrelly white men. I for one am anxioos to 
help Bwing these white villains to the gallonI" 

The 400r closed after the impetuous youth. Miriam, 
too, moved toward the door, saying: 

" 1 most return home immediately. Grandmother will 
be alarmed at my absence." 

" n iB unsafe for you to go alone; permit me to acoom
pany yoo." 

Soon tbey were cantering toward her home. Sbe was 
exceedingly sad, and tbe teal'll dropped over her cbeeks. 
He noticed her grief, and was conscious tbat she 88IOCiated 
him with the memory of her mother; tbat she was recall
iog the time when they had made tbeir Mexican expedition 

How hiB heart sympathized with the young girl 
..,-'......."". of lather, mother and brother. 
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Approaching her home, she calmed her grief, and re
marked: 

" Mr. Ellery, once I could have invited you into a pala
tial residence, but now my home is a hut; and even the 
plantatiolls once of incalculable value, are now almost 
worthless. The canal which Grant cut above here, let in 
the water, and inundatiolls render our once fertile fields 
profitless. Only a few acres bordering immediately upon 
the river can be cultivated; and even these will soon be in 
the river, for its Louisiana shore is caving rapidly in front 
of my house. " 

In the morning, the Hargroves left this place and re
moved into the village. 

CHAPTER XIX. 
DAGONET AND LAMMIKIN. 

THE steamer "Pargoud" was puffing, rushing, and 
tearing apart the waters of the Mi88i88ippi. 'fhe magnifi
cent vessel was crowded with passengers. The ladies' 
cabin was full. 

It was now evening, and Miriam Hargrove stood alone 
upon the guards, watching the silent sweep of waters. She 
was now on her way home. She Iived almost constantly 
in the sad by-gone. A deep melancholy had settled upon 
her young face, and even strangers would tum and gaze 
wistfully, their hearts touched by its mournfulness. She 
recalled to mind that awful night when she and her mother 
had made their escape into Vicksburg, the death of her 
parent, and the sad fate of her brother. Her tears fell 
bitterly. She t.hought, too, of Belmont Manning, so man
ly, noble and true. She had seen his name mentioned in a 
Northern journal. Then he had not died. He would re
turn; how often he had declared it; and would seek her 
out. The war was over. Her heart had not wandered, 
though her lips had spoken no word. 
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A fearful discouragement was now bearing upon her. 
She had been down the river to secure the position of gov
erness in a Southern family, and was too late. 

In the present comlition of affairs, it was not p08l!ible for 
her to obtain a situation in a public school. Only negroes 
or individuals in sympathy with the dominant party were 
eligible. The public offices with large salaries had been 
grasped by the carpet-baggers and scalawags, leaving only 
minor positions to the negroes. In this way, the schools 
were filled with negro teachers, many of them unable to 
write, or perhaps even read. The egotistic fools felt this 
to be glory enough. As sehool-teachers, they were superior 
pel'sons in general estimation, and their associates felt them
selves exalted by their elevation. This policy of placing 
negroes as teachers in the public schools, was a strong link 
in the chain that bound them to their white leaders. It 
also seemed to intensify their hate to the Southern people. 
There were no separate schools, and white children had no 
choice except to attend those or remain at home. The lat
ter alternative was generally followed. Thus, during the 
ten years that this state of affairs continued, many grew 
up illiterate. The feeling which was engendered in this 
way between the races, furnished political capital for the 
unprincipled mon who were controling the politics of the 
State. 

As the twilight was disappearing, Miriam sat disconso
late, her hoad drooping upon her hands. A familiar voice 
addressed her. 

" I hope, Miss Hargrove, that I am not intruding?" 
.. No, Mr. Ellery; I am glad to see you!" 
.. I thank you," he replied; and seating himself near to 

her, he continued, by asking, "did you meet with success 
in your application for governess?" 

" No sir; the situation was filled." 
" Do not be discouragod; I have secured a position for 

you in Jackson, Louisiana." 
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She looked into his faoe. He observed that her lips quiv
ered before she could express her gratitude. He resumed: 

.. I corresponded with friends in Jackson, and had no 
trouble in obtaining the situation for you. Your grand
mother and sisters will be safer down there. The negro 
population is not so dense as in this parish. Desperate 
struggles are coming in this region that will have no paral
lel in history, and I desire to see you safely away from the 
scene. " 

.. I can not imagine how it can become worse than it 
now is." 

.. True. The negroes are desperately lawless, and rigidly· 
protected by the public authorities. Doctor Howells and 1 
endeavored to trace the theft of your rental cotton. Uncle 
Ben says that he contracted with the negro for fifteen bales. 
I belie\"e you signed the contract?" 

" Yes sir; I had to give my signature to make the con
tract binding, as the land rented did not belong to Uncle 
Ben. The negro stole the cotton, and I have not received 
one bale, though Doctor Howells drew up the contract, and 
it was legally binding. Even the mules that the negro 
owned could be seized for the rent, if the law was justly 
executed. But all is in the power of the Republican offi
cers. When I appealed to the sheriff to seize the mules, he 
positively refused. While you and Doctor Howells went to 
investigate the matter, the team and cotton were both 
stolen, and run off. The officers of the law protect the 
negro no matter what may be the crime or the evidence of 
the crime . 

.. Since Federal bayonets, too, are shielding the negro, 
he has become daringly outrageous. He no longer at
tempts concealment even of the most villainous deeds. The 
example is set by ollice-holders. A few evenings since, a 
certain prominent politician, hired a brutal negro to as
sassinate Lawyer Winter, of Bayou Sara, Louisiana, and the 
deed was committed in the lawyer's residence. Mr. Win

o 
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ter was sitting at his own hearth-stone, instructing his child, 
when he received a shot through an open window, produo
ing immediate death. 

"Although the aBBaBBin was well known, no effort was 
made by the Repuhlican officials to bring the perpetrator 
to jUl!tice. Mr. Emory Curtis of East Feliciana, a gentle
man of good standing, likewise, became involved in a diffi
culty with a negro, and turned to leave, when the negro 
stabblld him in the back, cntting between the vertebral, 
and severing all but the smallest thread of the spinal cord. 
The unfortunate man lingered a few days, and died a most 
terrible death. The officials made no effort to bring the 
murderer to justice. The negroes believe that they wiJl 
be protected, though their crimes are brutal and desperate. 
Federal bayonets sustain them in the perpetration of the 
most outrageous deeds. 

" Our legielative halls are now filled with Federal troops, 
stationed there to sustain the Republican usurper called 
governor. Can this condition of things endure long? Is 
Louisiana to be forever bound in this tyrannical enslave
ment? Sir, were I a strong man, I would strike for the 
liberty of my State!" 

.. What way?" he inquired, eagerly, gazing jnto her 
flashing eyes. 

" I would select the bravest men; men of true nerve; 
men that would not shrink before bayonets, and uniting 
them in a close organization, we would disguise ourselvtls, 
aud guerrilla-like, attack these tyrants and assassins. Open 
warfare could not reach them. Louisiana is conquered; 
but, like Sumter, Marion, and Light Horse Harry of the 
Revolution, I would spring stealthily upon the negroes, and 
redeem this State from their rule." 

.. The mass of negroes would be harmless, were it not for 
the carpet-bagger and Southern scalawag-the latter a 
Southern traitor mOl'O vile than Satan himself. They keep 
the negroes excited to incendiary and murderous deedl. " 



LO-rE A~'D ltEHELLION. IG3 

" Then the blow should be made at these scoundrels; it 
must come; it is inevitable!" 

"True; and the sooner the bettel'. I would advise 
prosecution of the negro tlJat has defrauded you of the rent 
which he contracted to pay for your land; but Doctor 
Howells and I have both concluded it is better for you not 
to do so, as the negro would in all probability sneak up, 
and fire your house in the night." 

"More than likely. I believe this is my landing," she 
said, rising. 

As he walked down the ladies' cabin beside her, he in
quired again: 

" Miss Miriam, will you accept the situation that I have 
secured for you?" 

"Yes, sir; with the warmest gratitude." 

At this moment, loud swearing and fierce denunciations, 
proceeding from the bar-room at the front of the boat, 
compelled them to pause. Several men were drinking at 
the steamboat bar, and two were swearing furiously. One 
struck the other; pistols were produced, and whistling bul
lets caused passengers to run in torr or. Each was an un
scrupulous scalawag. Buth hau been candidates for the 
same office, and the defeateu one had now attacked tho 
other. Shots were fit'ed in quick succession; chandeliers 
were shattered; women ran screaming into tho state-rooms, 
and the panic was general. Finally, one of the combatants 
llamed Dagonet was wounded. Almost before Miriam was 
aware, he had run behind her to screen hiruself from his 
pursuer. She had rushed upon the guards, and he followed 
to place her between himself and the bullets, ITer life was 
in instant danger. The pursuer kept firing, regardless of 
whom was killed. 'The clcrk, captain, and Cuthbert El
lery sprung behind the antagonist, seizeu his arms, and 
took away his weapon. Their indigllation was so great 
that they came neal' muruering him on the spot. 
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Miriam hurried ashore, and Cuthbert Ellery drove her 
home. 

That night, as she sat conversing with her sister and her 
grandmother, Uncle Ben hurried in, exclaiming: 

.. Missie, de niggers hab c'lected by de hundreds, an' am 
marchin' ter town ter burn it. Dagonet got off ob de boat 
'bove har, an'drove roun' frough de neighborhood, au' 
hab c'lected de niggers, an' he is marchin' at dere hed, 
bringin' dem har ter 'sassi nate ebbery white pusson, an' 
ter burn de town, tool" 

" Uncle Ben," she replied, "these citizens have done 
nothing to him. They took no part in the contest between 
him and Lammikin." 

"True, missie; but Lammikin, an' a few 'publicans 
s'porters ob Lammikin, lib in dis town, an' Dagonet is 
gwine burn it ter git wengance on demo Listinl De drums 
keeps comin' closer; dey is sho' comin', an' missie, dey will 
git shot down by de dozen. Doctor Howells, his nefew, 
an' lots of de white gentlemens is ready wid dere guns." 

The negroes came marching into town. Dagonet was 
not in front of them; he was I!ecurely in the rear. They 
were met by a band of armed citizens. Dr. Howells step
ped forward, and addressed them, explaining to the negroes 
that they, the citizens, had taken no part in the quarrel 
bt'tween Lammikin and Dagonet, and closed by giving thew 
ten minutes to disband and return home. He could hear 
them muttering in an undertone, until one of them broke 
into audible swearing . 

.. Demm de traiter Howells; he sez he is 'publican, but 
he lies. He no fren' ter de nigger; he never pervitas us ter 
his house, like de honorable Mr. Dagonet duz." 

"Don't back down, my brave lad!" shouted Dagonet 
from the rear. 

" In five minutes more, if you remain here, we will kill 
you like dogs!" said Dr. Howells. 

When the fiY8 minuliel had expired, nearly e'fery nOIre 
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was gone. The few that remained, leU upon the firing of 
the firs~ gun. 

" Mi88ie, ole Ben 'lowed it would be dis way, or dat de 
nigger would run when de fus' gun fired; de fus' bul
let skeers dem ter def. Po' fules; dey b'leves any ting dem 
scalawags tells demo Tudder day dar wuz lots ob clocks 
dat come to de warf-boat; dey wuz fur a clock-agl1ht dat 
wuz sellin' clocks fro ugh de country. Two or free niggers 
saw de clocks piled up in de ware-house, an' axed who dese 
clocks wnz fur; somebody tole dese niggers dat de clocks 
ha' bin sarnt by Grant as present fur ebbery 'publican nig
ger. Ebber since de fnle niggers hab bin flockin' to de 
ware-house ter git dere clocks; ob course de ware-house 
man would not gib dem up; so mister nigger gits mad, calls 
a perlitical meetin', an' plans a scheme ter burn dis town. 
Dagonet knows dis, so when he gits inter dis shooten scrape, 
he teUs Mr. Nigger 'bout dem hein' cheated out ob dere 
presents wot Grant had sarnt dem; an' dey c'lect, an' he 
marches dem har." 

•• Ben, are they still such simpletons?" grandmother 
asked. 

"Yes, ole misti8@; dey ain't got no gude sense, dey bees 
full ob ghosts. Ebbery night dey goes out in de grabe
yards, an' stays dar till 'most day, prayin' fur Farder Abra
ham Lincoll ter come down from hebbin, an' help dem kill 
dese white folks. Las' night, I wrapped mysef up in a 
sheet, dug me a deep hole, right 'mong de grabes, cubbered 
up de hole, ontil night. Den I got down in it, put a'loose 
cubberin' on de top, an' waited. Presently, dey come in 
herds, knelt all 'mong de grabes, an' sich moanin' an' 
howlin' yer nebber heer'd. Dey howled au' prayed, • Oh, 
Farder Abraham, do come an' help us ter kill dese awful 
mean white folks.' 

" • Yes, my chilIens; I is comin',' I said, creepin' out 
ob my grabe. Mi88ie, dem nigger!! hushed; dey was 
skeered ter breathe! • Yes, chill ens, Farder Abraham hab 
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lIence, he omitted to ask them for the unpaid sums; and 
as they, on their part, supposeJ the bills to ha,e been paid, 
the institution was defrauded. 
• 	 This was not all. llargrove obsened his sister opening 
a letter which contained a ban k-note. He afterward fre
quented the post-office, and inquired for her letters, which 
he did not scruple to open, rob and destroy. 

Belmont Manning had written to Miriam, and her 
brother intercepted the letters. He used the knowledge 
treacherously which he had thus obtained, as will be related 
on another page. Miriam knew nothing of this, and the 
saddest distrust was thercby created. }'bnning had dis
played the most passionate affection; had manifested a de
votion perfectly hcroic, and heeding no denial, had persist
enly avowed his vurpose to come for her when the war had 
ended. She knew that he was alive, ami that his name ap
peared frcquently in Lhe newEpapers. His talents were 
acknowledged, aml he hatl been eleete<1 to Congress. HiB 
first speech had been copied and extensively distributed. 
Yet, she had received no token of his remembrance, and 
could not diyine the reason of Euch inconstancy. The si
lent agony wore upon her spirits, and made ber eyes look 

weary and sad. 
How our destinies are sometimes changed by the acts of 

others, and OLlr lives are caused to drift into channels where 

we did not pilot theml 
Cuthbert Ellery also made his home in Jackson, where be 

ro~e to prominence in the profession of law. He was a fre
quent visitor or the lIm'groves, (lnd rendered them timely 
assistallce in their stud ies. lie was several years older than 
Miriam, and had been able, berore the war, t.o acquire a 
snperior education. He recognized the fact that she en
terluinellllo expectation of marrying, at least for the pres
ent, and supp/sed that it wu.s becam;e she was too entirely 
absorbed in the effort to support her family, and to edu

cate her sister and brot.her. 
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Miriam did not reply. She thought of Belmont Man
ning and his unexplained silence, which was oppressing her 
with anxiety. 

" Mistiss, mistiss!" cried Aunt Susan, coming into the 
room; " look at dem blinds wide opeu! Missie, chile, neb
ber do dat agin; be sartin an' shut de windy-blinds fo' 
dark comes. Ef yer leabes dem blinds open many times, 
I'se skeered ter stay at my work late ob ebeniu's; caze I'll 
be thiukiu' some nigger might be sueakin' up ter shute my 
mistiss or de chilIens. " 

During all this talk, the cautious old creature had raised 
the window and closed the shntters. 

As she left the room, Cuthbert Ellery and Louis Morray 
entered. The latter was a young minister, whose devotion 
to Ethel was evident. 

" Miss Hargrove," said Ellery, .. I have sad news. You, 
of course, remember Herbert-Doctor Howells'S son." 

"Distinctly. He was a most excellent young man, and 
like his father, possessed high principles. They represent 
that class of Northern men making their homes in the 
South, who apprehend the euormities of "carpet-bag" 
rule, and have identified themselves with the better class 
of Southern people. Has anything happened to him?" 

" A negro shot him, day before yesterday. The lawless 
negroes all over the State, have been stealing horses, mules, 
and cattle to such an extent, that in some districts the 
white. owners are perfectly stripped. They \teal hogs, 
sheep and cattle for their political barbecues, as well as for 
their own consumption; and take the horses and mules 
into another State or district, to sell. This is the practice 
everywhere. Doctor Howells's last horse was stolen. Her
bert traced it, and unmistakably implicated the thief. The 
sheriff refused to arrest him. Iu tho dispute which fol
lowed, the sheriff and the negro both fired upon the young 
JIlan. He died almost instantly!" 
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with ignorant and utterly lawleBS negroes. Every public 
office in Louisiana is filled by them; and while an offense 
against a negro or republican partisan is punished without 
hesitation, crimes against white people are committed 
with impunity. The situation is desperate, but death itself 
is preferable to existence unier such conditions." 

"Listenl" exclaimed Ethel. 
The loud, continued beat of drums was distinctly heard. 
The negroes of the district had gathered on the outskirts 

of the village, several hundred in number, and were firing 
guns, cursing, and beating drums furiously. There was 
no reason for this, except that they supposed it would in
timidate the white population. Their white leaders, who 
had been reared in the South and understood the negro 
charaoter, knew that these savages gloried in such bluster
ing demonstrations. Hence they instigated them to come 
together nightly for this, if fpr no other 'Purpose. 

The discordant sound, now were heard nAarer by. The 
young men "listened intently, their eyes gleaming as with 
desperate resolvE\. FiDfuly, Ellery spoke aBSuringly: 

" It is only one Qf their nsuaI gatherings," said he. 
Then for a few moments he sat down by Miriam, to as

list her in the solution of a problem, while Louis Murray 
engaged in conversation in a low tone with Ethel. 

They soon afterward took their leave. 
Almost immediately after their departing, U nole Ben ap

peared at the door • 
.. Missie, kin 1 come in?" he asked. 
"Certainly; what is the matter?" 
"Well, hunny; I jist wan' to tole you 'bout de awful 

times in Bayou Sara. Dem young men did not want to 
'I~ you, an' so would not tole you. De bad niggers 
planned ter enter de town, set it on fire, kill de men dat 
opposed dem, 'bU88 de ladies, an' steal ebbery ting. Dere 
plot was revealed a few hours befo' de time; an' fifteen or 
t1rel1ty white gentlemans hid deJDBelbes in de bushes 'long 
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tain a clique of office-holuers, who violate<l their most sacred 
ouligatiolls, neglected their duties, and of whom every man 
almost, from the govel'llol' to the lowest negro cOllstable, 
was a thief and instigator of cJ~me? 

lIe did install the Hepublicall governor, Legislature and 
other officials in Loui8iana, by the power of the army. The 
Congressional reports were partisan productions, which 
carefully concealed the true condition. The absolute ne
cessity for the white popUlation to protect their lives, the 
virtue of their women, an<l their IJroperty, was in no way 
attended to. If there is a man on God's roun<l earth that 
will die to guard the sacredness of his home, his wife, his 
mother, bis sister, and his daughter, that man is the 
SOlltherner. 

General Grant was, nevertheless, not a sympatmzer with 
lawlessness, injustice, or willful wrong-doing. When he 
learned the state of facts actually existing, he refused to 
employ the army a second time to uphold the enormities 
of tho Federal office-holders; and he also proclaimed to his 
repuulican supporterR that tho Soutbel'll scalawug fac
tions wero bal'llacles which must be remo,ed from the ship. 

'I'ho cotton crop that yeat' ha<l beeti abundant. As is 
well known, cotton is tbe ,ery life of Southern prod uctive 
i/l(lustry. The staple is not ready for the market till it 
l1a8 been ginned, and so separated fwm its seed. 

Having already stripppd tlte country of Itorses, mules, 
and othGr domestic animals, the negroes next turned their 
attention to stealing the seed-cotton. They were paid 
wages at the rate of seventy-Ihe cents to a dollar a hUll
dred rounds, for pieking; aCter which they would take it 
ily nigltt from the houses ill which it had been stored, aud 
sell it for fire cents a pound, to clitihonest purchasers. 
This made a lucmtive business for both the thieves anu the 

'1'~===~~*=F======n'f(f~~Fi{=rfti:ii7rTo~~~c~ort~ton, then cansed it to be 
gillnecl, amI found no difficulty in obtaining twenty cents a 

"~lt:ULJUIl to steallllg the seed-cotton. They were paid 
wages at the rate of seventy-fire cents to a dollar a hun
dred pounds, for picking; after which they would take it 
hy night from the hou!:lell in which it had been store L-____L-l-__________. 
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pound for his lint, while the seed would bring from ten to 
fifteen dollars a ton. , 

For the land-owners, however, and hou?rable merchants~ 
uuder sllch a state of affairs, there could be only bank· 
ruptcy. They might not attempt an investigation, or en. 
deavor to seoure their rights; a bullet would speedily eud 
the matter. Upheld, as the guilty individuals were, by the 
civil authorities, there was no check adequate to restrain 
their lawlessness. 

The Hargrove family had ysembled as usual around their 
fireside. Ethel and Miriam were diligently engaged in 
study, each bending oyer her book. Lilian was sitting be
side her grandmother. It seemed as if the gentle girl re- • 
garded it as her place to love and Car(188 this aged relative, 
so affectionate was she, so amiable, so tenacious in respect 
to whomever she loved. She was the idol of the house
hold; and she returned the devotion of the others with a 
warmth and earnestncss that a casual physiognomist would 
hardly suspect to exist in her Yielding nature. 

Finally, the grandmother retired, the gentle girl accom
panying her. The two sisters were still engaged by their 
stuuies. Suddenly, Ethel closed her book, and addressed 
her sisler: 

" Miriam, the last dishonor has come. Have you not 
heard-bave you never suspected that George Hargrove 
bad become a scalawag politician?" 

Miriam turned pale, and the muscles of ber face quivered • 
.. Yes," said she; "I knew it, but 1 would not tell. At 

the last election, be voted tbat ticket. They obtained bis 
vote with whisky. He would scruple at nothing that would 
gratify his desire for liquor." 

She had riseu in ber excitement, and was now restlessly 
walking the floor. Ethel wept bitterly, but Miriam's eyes 
were dry. They glittered with fierce scorn. She felt the 
degradation of her brother, aJI an infliction worse thaD. 
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'burden to me, when it U for those whom 1 
gives me no gteater delight tlum that. It is diag,.. 
th~t makes death desirable" -and her featu.res wer& vi~ 
expreYiV'e of scom. After a momont she went 011: 

" Uncle Ben, Aunt Basan, and oar grandmother are tan. 
ing day by day- They can not work mach longer. 1 ~-
earnestly desire to see you securely setthld in life. Tile 
man of your ohoice is all that 1 can wish. He ill holl0l'

able, high-principled aqd energetio-a wort.hy Obfl8tiaD: 
man. We need .. protector, .. head to our family to ftl1 b 
place which George has fotfeited by recreanC(Y. When the 
prestige of a falling falbily rests npon the shoulders of 
women, the bu.rden is.a heavy one; aDd for that oonsid.".. 
tion alone, 1 entreat that you will no longer poatpone yoar 
wed-ding. " .. 

Ethel Hargrove looked into the earnest eyes ~ Welle 

sazmg tenderly upon her. 
" Sister." said she; "do yon really tbink that my mar
~e would help in this 'Oy to retrieve the creclli of Olll' 

familyP" 
.. I do," replied:Miriam. "Louis Murray belonga to 

one of the oldest Southem:families. You will make me 
fall happier by marrying him, and firmly estab1ialrlng 01D' 

ancestral prestige, than by remaining single to be1p me in 
procuring a livelihood. II 

" Bat you, my sister!" Ethel rejoined. II You. yoUrself 
can elevate oar falbilyeven above ita an.m.I distinotioa." 

Miriam ~ not reply. 
II Oathbert 'Ellery is pre-eminentlydistingaisheCl-moral 

ly, socially, intellectaally, and ancestrally. The place 
which, he 80 grandly filled under the Oonfederate Govern
ment, has exalted his name, and the South regarde him II 
ampug her noblest sons. He' loves you with perfect 4e
votedD-. and would mGllt glldly take your buiden iUP.t 





tain, influences you, but that which is hon~rable. I be
~eoh you to give up this struggle against hIm. Remem
ber how true he has been to you; how faithfuL He would 
risk his life for you or yours. " 

'l'he look of bitter scorn which was upon Miriam'. 
countenance as she contemplated her brother's recent oon
duct, had now passed away. She walked the floor slowly 
and thoughtfully. Her face was mournful beyond expres
sion. She was thinking now of Belmont Manning, for 
whom she had periled her life, and who had periled all for 
her. He had been her king, crowned by her most loyal de

·votion. He had vowed to her his nndying fidelity. Now, 
his apparent faithlessness was torturing her with a living 
death. Her heart ached; but no human being knew her 
suffering. She had hidden it even froiD. loving eyes. The 
mQIDory of what he had been to her she cherished as 
saorad; and she contemplated it with that mournfulness 
with which we look upon the face of the dead. She bad 
made a grave for him deep down in her heart, and laid him 
there to be mourned, but not forgotten. She felt that she 
must cling to him, even though he was to her -as one sleep
ing in the earth. 

She had struggled to annihilate this feeling but it had 
refused to die. . She now reflected upon his silence, uu
broken by any sonnd. If he could live in the same world 
without her, she, too, would master her own heart. It 
should now become a machine, to do her bidding, to love 
whom and when her will directed. So she resolved. 

Her sister, meauwhile, had quietly left the room. 
A low knock arrested her attention. It was not yet late, 

and she could readily conjecture who was the caller • 
.. Come in," she answered. 
.. Good-evening, Miss Hargrove." 
.. Good..evening, Mr. Ellery," she replied,olering him 

a chair. 
As he sa' lOme momenta without speaking, abe ocmt.em
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chillens. Yer one lone man cain't protext 'em 'gainst 
hundreds. " 

Mrs. Hargrove and the two granddaughters were roused 
by Ben's cries of terror, and came rushing into the room. 

.. I hain't got no time," cried the old man, .. ter tole 
yer wot awful murder is done! Run, old mistiss, you an' 
de chillens. Oh, merciful God! sabe dem from dem nig
ger beasts. Run! ran! ebbery 'ooman an' chile is flyin' ter 
de woods. Oh, m1lSl!a, massa; put down dat gun, an' go 
wid dem; yer cain't fight hundreds!" 

Ask the people of Jackson whether they remember that 
awful night-that night when women and children forsook 
their homes in mortal terror, fled to the woods, and re
mained there, not daring to return. The panic was gen
eral. The Hargrove sisters and their aged grandmother, 
without waiting to dress themselves in comfortable clothing, 
hurried into the street, then across the cotton-fields to the 
woods. Mr. Ellery accompanied them in their fiight, as
sisting Mrs. Hargrove till they had reached a place where 
they could be securely sheltered. He then left them, and 
returned to ascprtain the cause of the panic. He found the 
streets, so lately thronged by the terrified inhabitants, now 
entirely de~rted. Not a woman or child was remaining 
behind in the town. 

The origin of · the general consternation was the perpe
tration of a brutal murder. A party of ten or twelve ne
groes had carried a quantity of stolen cotton to the store
house of a Jew trader. After he had paid them, they 
picked a qU{llrrel with him, and finished it by putting bim 
to death, in a manner too horrible to describe. They then 
held revel over the corpse, and finally fired the building to 
cover their crime. The conflagration served as a beacon 
to bring together all the negroes of the vicinity. Hun
dreds of them were thus collected, and like wild beasts 
maddened by the scent of blood, they soon became wildly 
furious. The terror that night surpassed anything eveD 
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of action. Th~y found the negroes still assembled. George 
lIargrove, and a yellow man named John Gair, had been 
haranguing them. The purpose of the negroes was to take 
advantage of the absence of the inhabitants and burn the 
town. 

They were not yet over their debauch; and Hargrove 
was the most inebriated of them all. Anticipating no op
position, they set out in a solid body. As they approached 
the town, they came upon the band of Kuklux. standing 
immovable, in a line across the street. They halted at 
-once, and before they could recover from their surprise the 
Kuklux company began firing upon them. Several fell 
dead, and the others, standing a moment confounded, turned 
and fled in every direction. 

For several days they were pursued. Others, however, 
came to their assistance. They proceeded then to intrench 
themselves at a favorable spot, and prepared for battle. 
About five hundred of them wore collected there. It was 
necessary for their assailants to be cautious in attacking 
them. Finally, however, the negroes were dispersed, wit.h 
a loss of sixty to eighty. 

The whole affair was described in the report made to 
Congress. It was there stated that the Kuklux, a band of 
barbarous assassins, had murdered the negroes, to put down 
radical rule and negro suffrage. 

That the negroes were killed by the Kuklux, no one will 
deny; but, under the circumstances, the killing was jastifi
able. 

CHAPTER XXII. 

GEORGE HARGROVE AND THE KUKLUX KLAN. 

THERE were two classes of scalawags in the SOuth, as 
there were also of carpet-baggers. Of the latter, one class 
were directly from the slums aud lower orde~s of society, 
and had emigrated South as mere adventurers, in quest of 
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coarse, unpolished, and almost ruffianly; but, unlike bia 
scalawag preceptor, he was in no sense a coward. Ind8ed'. 
he was ready to perpetrate any atrocious deed; only requir
ing a little money, or some insignificant political oftioe- and 

abundance of drink. 
The two men fittingly represented their respective 01.... 

es. The negroes of that district were controlled by their in
fluence. Mr. Dagonet, however, did not appear in publio 
as their leader. George Hargrove enjoyed this distinction. 
We have seen that he was the principftl speaker, t.hat ter
rible night in Jaokson, inciting the savage multitude to 
violence and outrage. He was their commander wh~tl tbey 
used to congregate of nights for their noisy parades, and 
other publio demonstrations. Mr. Dagonet was caref~ 
not to appear on suoh oocasions. Although he was the se
cret power behind, the projector of their satanic undertak
ings, no overt act could be traced to him. Secure in m. 
elegant home, he escaped alike the danger of 1088 of pr. 
tige from undue familiarity with his negro followers, and 
of summary punishment at the hands of injured citizens. 

The time for holding the Slate and parish eleotion8 .,. 
now near at hand. Mr. Dagonet was the candidate for the 
lucrative office of sheriff and collector of taxes. 

George Hargrove had been nominated for a place of far 
le88 importance. Indeed the Republican tioket was com
posed entirely of bad white men and ambitious negroes. 
It could hardly be otherwise. Republicans of prinoiple and 
character refused to become candidates, and 800h meD 
would not have been acceptable to the brutish voters. 

Those only of the baser sort bad any chance. There wu 
an occasional negro on tbe ticket, who in certain cbaraeo
teristics, strikingly resembled the polished ecalawag. This 
class of yellow negroes exerted a powerful intiuence over 
the others, and Mr. Dagonet knew it welL He WaIJ Te't1 
diligent in courting their favor. 

One night a "ma88-meeting" WaIJ held in the 





LOVB AND REBBLLtON'. 

a tree, George Hargrove fell to the ground. He was too 
beastly drunk to be aware of what he had said. 

If he had been sober, he never would have spoken these 
words. However, they infuriated the daring Hercules. 

.. See har, comruds, we will leab him har, while we gen
tlemens ob color will go to his house," hiccoughed the 
drunken brute. 

"Yas, yas, dat we will; but what will de white sweet
hearts ob dem young ladies say ter our gwine dar?" 

" Damn de sweethelJl'ts!" said tlie Hercules; "George 
dar is massa in dat house; he is de head." 


" But he is so drunk dat he cain't go." 

So they left him, helple8Sly drunk, lying on the ground 


under the tree. 
What the negro had said was true. He was the head of 

the Hargrove establishment. His sisters paid the rent, 
bought the provisions, and with the aid of faithful old 
&n'lI earninge, paid all the expenses of the family, even 
settling th~ debts for liquor, incurred by George himself. 

When th68t' were not paid, the supply of whisky would 
be cut off, and then he would rave and curse, threatening 
his sisters, if his debts were not setUed at on06• 

.. .. Is yer gwine dar, 'megiately?" another huge negro 
inquiJ6d of the Hercules. 

"No; 1 is fus' gwine hum, an' fixes up my twoilight a 

lootle. " 
.. Yah! yah!" they laughed coarsely. 
"You know a genU,eman wants to look han'some when 

he is fus' produced to young an' beautiful ladies," the 
negro leeringly replied. 

We will return to the Hargrove family. 
It was the supper hour. The white-haired grandmo~her 

oc:cupied the mother's seat. Miriam sat near. The fa
ther's seat was left for George. Basely as he had behaved, 
these women were still mindful to treat him with respect 
and kindness. The younger sisters were in ~~ seats. 





The scene wbich followed begpra description. KiriarD, 
her grandmother and llisters ellOapad from the room, ana 
Aunt Sasan, roshing throogh a back door, met Uncle Ben. 

.. Ob, my God! what awfal things happen' jist now!') 
Hastily relating what had occurred, the old negreI8 

moaned: 
.. Wot shall os do, what shall us do; dey is right now in 

de dinin'-rum?" 
.. Susan, 80 help me Godl" said the old man, furiooaly, 

.. I will make George Hargrove answer fo' dis night's work. 
Ef he won't protext his sisters, 1 will, Yer go down tar 
Massa Ellery's office, an' tell Him ter come quick. I will 
go roun' de front way, an' protext my yoong misso.,.." 

'. Dey ain't in de boose; dey is dun olean rllD oft an' 

hid. " 
" Go qaick, SWIa"n; quickl" 
And she did. When Oathhert Ellery zetamea. 

accompanied by eeveral well-armed gentleaum. ~_It~ 
~hey entered the hoose caatioaaly, t.he ncwroeu.W *,nld~ : 
the parlo~ fire heard them, and escaped. lira. BI.~~~ 
and her grandchildren retumed. In the group thai 
now gathered about tbe fire there were too 
'Whom 1 wish the reader tQ partioularly DoUce. ODe 
an ased patriarch; in tact 10 aged tbat his hair .. 
as winter anow. He was a native of W~ New 
His brothers and otber relatives still lind in that 
and some of them were prominent ~ poHtiOl. BiB .".'-' 
were large and handsome; the &yea betokened OD8 of 
kindest hearts that ever throbbed. The height of hill 
head ipdexed a mOlit lofty and apJendid iatelleotj the 
and extreme height of head indicated a grand Datu.. 
was a local minister and college profeaaor in JackllOll; 
a nobler hRman being never drew the breath of 
had no affinity for that oj.. of :Northern ld'renl~1III"''',.UI 
had 00II18 ~Lo~ ~ grow rich 1rom J1hlll4i

http:ld'renl~1III"''',.UI
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wrecking the State. He is slowly walking the floor, with 
his hands folded behind. 

Cuthbert Ellery is sitting beside ' Miriam, and they are 
conversing in earnest low tones. The other gentlemen have 
left; the grandmother has retired to her room, and Lilian 
and Ethel are with her. The old man's head droops very • 
low; a habit he has acquired wilen in deep concentrated re
flection. He was the aged mentor, the collD88lor for the 
young men of that place; his swift, cutting intellect pene
trated many a hard poHtical problem, and severed many" 
firmly-bound scheme of the local scalawags. 

To him, the young and old went for guidance. His step 
was measured and slow, but stately and firm; so were his 
thougbts. He had arrived at a conclusion, and lifting his 
head, he said, clearly: 


" Ellery, it must be; it is absolutely inevitable.' 

Cuthbert Ellery watched that grand, strong countenance 


of the old patriarch, fathomed his meaning, and repeated: 

U Yes, sir; it must be done though it costs Louisiana her 


best-her noblest blood!" 

" It will, Ellery; it will. But no matter the cost, this 


State mnst be wrenched from negro-rule; must be torn 

hom unhallowed hands!" 


.Again his head drooped and he resumed his walk. 

.An hour then passed in unbroken silence. There came 
a low tap on the front-door of the house. Ellery hastened 
to the door, and returned the tap on the inside. The sig
nal was repeated, and he opened the door without further 
delay. Thirty-seven men entered, so disguised that one 
might not recognize another. They were members of the 
Kuklux organization. Immediately they ranged them
181'88 in the center of the room, around their white-haired 
clJ.ief. 

II Miss Hargrove," said the old man, "we are present 
here to hold a meeting in your 'parlor." Then addressing 
tile assembled group, he added, "Comrades, abe is true. 
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In other times of mortal trial, she gave proof of unexam
pled fortitude awl fillelity. 1 plellge myself to you all, in 
her behalf, that she will never divulge what takes place in 
this meeling." 

Then, turning to Ellery, he said: 
.. Will you go outside and reconnoiter? There may be 

some one listening." 

'1'he profoundest silence was maintained till he had re
tUl'lled with the information that no one was lurking near. 

A committee that had been employed upon certain in
vestigations now reported what they had done. 

Immediately seven of the masked men came forward, 
and placed six skulls upon the table, by which stood their 
aged chief. '1'0 Miriam this was unintelligible, but to the 
others it was profoundly significant. 

Three sentinels were now stationed on the outside of the 
house. The others searched the adjoining rooms, but find
ing no lone listeuillg, returned to the parlor. All prelim
inaries having been thus completed, the trial of certain ob
noxious individuals was begun. 

First among these accusCll was the scalawag leader, Dag
onet. The chief called the case, and stated the charges 
which were pending against him. 'l'he committee that had 
been appointed to make inquiry, reported to the tribunal 
t.he facts which were in their possession. They set forth 
the murderous projects which he had instigated, and which 
George lIm'grove had executed under his direction. It 
was there shown that eleven worthy citizens had been se
Ol'clly assassinated, for whose death Dagonet was account
able. The murderers had been carefully and diligently 
traced, proving Dagonet to have been the instigator, and 
certain negroes the perpetrators. 

Other crimes had likewise been investigated, and traced 
to him beyond question. 

His guilt was undeniable; of that no doubt existed. 



192 LOn.: AXD REBELLION. 

Each of his offcnses was minutely set forth. The evi
dence ill every case was deliberately weighed. 

'l'hen a vote was taken. It was lInanimolls: Death. 
Other cases were trieu there in like form that night.; b.lt 

no sentence of death was renuered, except where the l)roof 
of guilt bau been unueniable. 

1n one instance, the venerable old chief did not utter the 
name. When the ballot was taken, Miriam perceived that 
every eye for a moment was fixed upon her. That tiwl', 
no sentence of death was decreed. This case, she felt in
stinctively, had been that of George llargrove. It was so; 
her presence there had saveu his life. 

A committee was appointed to procure the exeeution of 
these sentences. The other members remained till those 
named shonld retnrn. A little before day they came, and 
reported what had beeu accomplisheu. Several had been 
found and shot, while certain others escaped. The associ
ation then adjoul'lled. The chief and Cuthbert Ellery, 
however, did not go. That night they guarded the house. 

CIIAPTER XXIII. 

BETROTHAL • 

•, MR. ELLEHY, was not that the reason why that meet
ing last night, was held in this parlor?" she asked, her lips 
quivering with emotion. 

" It was, )liss lIargro\'e," he replied. "Our chief and 
I managed to secure the holding of the meeting here, in 
your presence, so that !')'Illpathy for you might sway our 
comrades, an(l they might not yote death for yuur brother. 
Last night these men were particularly enraged against 
him; lind only your presenco saved his Efe. lie and those 
llegroes that bad escaped us, were found concealed in a 
hOllse on tbe out!!kirts of the town. Miss Ilargro\'e, your 
brother is a dangerous lllan. lie is bold, and desperate 
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enough for any atrocity. ne would murder his grand
mother and sisters, if he saw the occasion!" 

" My God, not that!" cried she, in terror. 
" Yes, that!" said Ellery. "I know that it seems cruel 

for me to say tIllS; but the safety of you all-yourself, your 
grandmother and sisters-demands that you fully compre
heud the matter. The shameful occurrence here; the in
sult to your young sister, came of his procurement. When 

,. 	 he is drunk, he is brutal and reckless enough for any en
ormity. You had become unable to pay the debts which 
he incurred, and his supplies were cut off. He then joined 
the political rabble, to which he now belongs, heart and 
soul, and has ever since been ready to carry out the direc
tions of the men who are plundering and dishonoring our 
State. He is a brave man; but that fact increases the 
danger. " 

It was the llext evening after the holding of the meeting 
in the lIargrove parlor. Mr. Ellery was there to protect 
the family from further outrage. ne fiuished speaking, 
and Miriam making llO [reply, now walked the floor. No 
misfortune had pierced her soul like this unworthiness of 
her brother. 

She realized what he bad become-dangerous to the 
community; a mere tool for the villainous schemes of the 
cowardly scoundrel Dagonet. Eleven honorable citizens 
had been murdered in cold blood, at that man's instigation, 
because they hall opposed his projects. IIargrove and two 
negroes had committed the crimes. IIe would murder 
when, where and whom that leader directed; and had the 
boldest, vilest of the negroes to help bim. How gladly 
that sister felt in that woful conviction; she could lay him 
in the grave, rejoicillg that deaLh had rendered him pow
erless for further guilt. She despaired of llis reformation 
as she never did before. Kow she could almost pmy that 
be might be stoppell before the committing of more crimes. 

Glancing up, she met the searchillg gaze of Cuthbert 
T 
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Ellery. He was standing on the hearth, his hands folded 
behind him. He was there that night because it was not 
safe for any honse to be left unprotected. Many nights 
had Ellery been there; frequently others were with him to 
guard that home. 

The remembrance of all this flashed through her mind. 
Deeply, bitterly, she realized that a protector was needed 
for herself and her loved ones. ~he thought of her Fed
erallover; his evident estrangement and forgetting of his 
own solemn promises; his forsaking of her in this terrible 
season of danger Ilnd misfortune. Any other woman would 
have cast him off, and gladly accepted the love and devo
tion of the man now standing there. Why not she? 

Did not duty to herself, to him who cared so generously 
for all whom she loved, require this at her hand? Miriam 
pondered; the moment was critical; she was sorely per
plexed. Her countenance revealed her suffering • 

.. Will you not sit down?" said Ellery, offering a chair 
as she passed near him. "Yeu look exceedingly weary," he 
continued, taking a seat by her • 

.. Yes," she answered; "my soul is burdened-bur
dened. Would to God that I could fold my sisters aud my 
grandmother in my arms, and we all lie down in our graves, 
hidden safe from this disgrace!" 

Bitter tears now interrupted her speech. She repressed 
them and continued: 

.. I can bear labor and poverty, and the severest hard
shipe, but, Mr. Ellery, this basene88 of my brother crushes 
me with the deepest agony!" 

Ellery could forbear no longer. He had admired this 
woman when he saw her, a brave young girl, the companion 
of her mother, on that perilou expedition inthe Civil War. 
He venerated her self-abnegation as she sustained the bur
den of her family's support aud uttered no sigh of com
plaint. She had by no word or sign exhibited any affection 
for him, except as a oomrade in a oommon noble calIse. 
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• 	 He had watched over her safety, assisted her with delicacy 

that disturbed not the acutest sensitiveness, and served her 
in ways innumerable. 

He now laid his hand upon her slender fingers, and after 
a moment spoke: 

" .Miriam, give me the legal right to protect you. 1 will 
devote every energy to make you bappy. I love you wit.h 
a devotion which is seldom bestowed upon woman. I en
treat you to hallow my life with your love!" 

She made no reply. 

"1 have risen in my profession," he continued, "and 
my means are ample to provide for those whom you have 
so devotedly cherished. I bave a beautiful bome, but to 
rne, without you, it is desolate. Will you come?" 

All tbe sad m~mories, the bligbted hopes, the terrible 
experiences of the past, rushed swiftly t.hrough her mind. 
Her decision was made. Witb palo cheeks but a resolute 
purpose, she would cast aside her dreams and air-castles, 
and accept the life which now was offered her. 

" Yes!" 

rhe monosyllable trembled on her lips. It was little 
more than a whisper, and he felt rather than heard it 
uttered. 

" I thank Thee, merciful God!" he reverently exclaimed. 
A lew minutes later, UncIe B~n came into the room. 
" Massa Ellery," said he, "dey tole me tel' ban' yer dis 

note. " 

Ellery read the missive hurriedly. Then, addressing 
the old .tnan, he said, anxiously: 

" Uncle Ben, you must remain here and guard this house 
till 1 come back." 

'fhen turning to Miriam, he continued: 
" I will return to you as Boon as possible. My comrades 

Ileac] me upon nrgent business." 
Arter he left, Miriam remained seated, her head resling 

upon her hand, ill deep reflection. Sbe took no thought 
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of time, and the hours sped on. Suddenly a noise aroused 
her from her reverie. 

Her brother was standing over her. He appeared less 
intoxicated than nsuaI; but the expression of his face was 
vindictive. 

" ::;0 you hope to marry Cuthbert Ellery!" he hissed in 
her ears, adding an epithet too vile to write or ntter. 

She fixed her eyes steadily upon him, but made no reply . 
.. I have heard as much," he continued, in the same tone 

of voice. .. But it will never take place. He shall be 
killed before your wedding-day comes. 1 can promise you 
that. Yon will never be his wife! Do yon hear?" he 
hissed, seizing her by the shoulder and shaking her madly. 

She still was silent, but looked fearlessly into his eyes. 
" But for you, and for him, I would have been elected. 

My friends came here last night, and you insulted them. 
Social recognition is the political lever with the negroes, 
and they will support the man that invites them to his home 
and entertains them pleasantly. My name was on the 
ticket; but to-day, at a big political meeting, they scratched 
it off, because their leaders were last night insulted within 
my house, and by my sisters. This is not the worst; last 
night, six of those leaders were murdered by the Kuklux. 
But we will avenge those deaths; this day, at our conven
tion, we made a report of the negroes killed in this com
munity, and sent it to Washington." 

He"paused, but she still made no reply. 
" If you had treated my friends civilly, pleasantly, had 

talked and laughed with them, played songs for them, my 
name would now be on their ticket, and my election to office 
a certainty. But you insulted them, and by damn, yon and 
that meek Lilian shall answer for this. She, Miss T ilian "
he sneered derisively-" was so angel-like that ..,he could 
not touch their black hands. By God! she IIhall answer for 
my name being off that ticket. I will make her-" 

"Geo1'le Hargrove!" exclaimed Miriam, sprin"ioi to 
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her feet 88 if struck with a bullet, "by the mother that 
bore us, if you lift your haud against her, I will have you 
put into your grave!" 

She stood before him, ghastly with rage. Her threat 
seemed to rouse all the demon in him. He was a short, 
stout, powerful man. Grinding his teeth in rage, he sprung 
at her throat. But before he reached her, a strong haud 
dashed him to the floor. Cuthbert Ellery pinioned him 
down. 

" Brute, your life shall answer for this!" 
" Do not kill him!" interceded Miriam; for Ellery looked 

as if he intended to execute his threat. 
.. I have no intention of doing so now; but I warn him 

that if ever he threatens you or any of this household that 
he shall pay the penalty!" 

Pushing him from the room, Ellery locked the door and 
turned to Miriam. asking: 

" Do you think he will go and molest your grandmother 
and sistersP" 

" No, sir; they are safe within this room," she said, step
pillg into the open door-way leading into an adjoining apart
mPllt. 

For a moment she stood and listened to their low breath
il1g~, and then returned to him at the fireside. As ahe 
walked across the floor she stepped upon something, and 
looking down she discovered it to be an open letter ad
dressed to her. 

She paused beside her betrothed and said, wonderingly: 
" How came this there, and from whom can it beP" 
Taking it from the envelope, she glanced at the signa

ture; it was signed" your faithful, steadfast Belmont." 
She reeled as if she would fall; her countenance became 

of an ashen hue. lIe put his arm around her, and kept 
her from dropping to the fioor. 

" Merciful God, tell me what is in that letter!" 
She opened it, and standing under the lamp-light with 
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his arm around her, together they read the contents. It 
was thus: 

"My DARLING, MY JDOL,-Yearshave passed since the 
siege of Vickl:iburg-Iong, weary, intensely bitter years-be
cause of your coolneSB to me. Though you never I?romised 
to become my wife, yet I know that you loved me. Being 
wounded at Vicksburg, I was carried to a hospital, and 
after months of suffering, helplees and a cripple, I returned 
home. There I wrote to you repeatedly, but received not 
one line in reply. Being a man of povtlrty, I plunged into 
hard labor; toiled day and night to wm a fortune with 
which to bless you, my darling; still I hoped that you would 
eventually listen to the pleadings of your loving heart, and 
write to me; but, alas! years went by, during which I so 
frequently wrote, but in return received only silence and 
coldneSB. Twice I started southward to find you; but the 
maddening fear that I might see you the caressed, dutiful 
wife of another drove me back to my home a lonely, 
heart·broken man. The letters which I have posted to 
you have not, in a single instance, been retu1"lled; hence I 
know they reached their destination. Oh! if you knew how 
faithful, how unfalteringly constant your Federal lover has 
ever been to you, my idol, your heart would relent and re
turn its old devotion! If you are not the wife or the be
trothed of another, I pray you by all that is merciful and 
compaSBionate in your noble heart, to listen to my plead
ings. May God bleSB you, even if you arc the wife of an
other, is the prayer of your faithful, steadfast 

.. BEL~ONT." 

" Did you love him?" he asked. 
She felt his heart beat in dull, heavy throbs against her, 

and he repeated, vehemently: 
" Miriam, as you hold your soul sacred, answer me truth

fully: Did you love him?" 
.. Yes!" she replied, unflinchingly. 
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A spasm of pain convulsed his features, and his heart 
seemed to have ceased beating. "Do you now love him?" 
was the question that sprung to his trembling lips; but it 
died unspoken. There was a long pause; the stately form of 
the haughty, proud man shook as would a child's; still he 
held her halldR as if in an iron clasp; still his burning eyes 

. gazed into hers as if they would search the secret depths 
of her soul. His very lips became white and quivering, 
and big drops of intense though internal suffering stood on 
his tightly drawn brow. Miriam could not witness this 
agony unmoved; he noted the pitying, compassionate look 
in her eyes. He felt her hands shake in his; aud then, lay
ing one trembling hand upon her drooped head, he spoke: 

"Miriam, my love, my all, look up, dearest! Your bap
piness is more precious to me than life; I would peril time 
and eternity to secure it. If you love him too well to be 
happy as my wife, I release you from your troth!" 

The agony that quivered in his voice seemed 80 deep, so 
vast that it filled the world. 

" Could you find happiness in my home?" he asked, in
tensely • 

.. Yes." 
This answer made his heart throb wildJy. 
" Do you want back your troth?" 
"No." 
Tenderly he rested his head against hers, and she heard 

him murmur: 
"My God, 1 thank Theel" 

CHAPTER XXIV. 
THE CONFLICT OF 1872. 

THE Democrats, likewise, wore making a desperate effort 
to elect a ticket in Louisiana. It was, indeed, a struggle 
for life against death. Every honoraWe man, Republican 
as well as Democrat, Northerner as well as Southerner, 
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realized the stern necessity to rescue the State from the 
robber-baud that held supreme control. They feU that it 
was no time for overnicety; the conditions were those of 
war and anarchy, and the measures to put an end to them 
must also be high-handed and vigorous. 

The Kuklux organization was a powl'rful factor in this 
conflict. Its members met in the dead of night, in some 
deserted house or solitary place in the woods, near the 
scene of operations. They did not, however, have their 
meetings twice in the same place. There was no written 
constitution of the order; but the members were sworn to 
sustain and defend each other to the extent of their lives. 

A "council" would be held, the cause decided, the 
plan of action formulated, and persons detailed to execute 
it, the body remaining in session till the work had been 
performed, and the success reported. The members would 

then quickly disperse. 
The utmost secrecy was required, as the country was in 

such a condition that betrayal would have touched off a 
magazine, the explosion of which would have resulted in 
the death of hundreds. 

No one ever made application to be admitted into the 
Kuklux Klan. It was never known to whom, or when, or 
where todo so. Candidates were proposed at the assembled 
council. They would not know of it; but a shrewd indi
vidual of the order would visit thrm, and investigate their 
fitness. If he reported them to be of the true mettle, they 
would be received as members; but if he found them unsat
isfactory, they were rejected, never knowing anything of 

the matter. . 
The carpet-baggers had generally disappeared from 

Southern politics. Occasionally, a daring one remained. 
The scalawags were now the Republican leaders. They 
were still able to rally to their support the numerous claBB 
of negroes who had come to their majority since the Civil 
War. These had acquired none of the orderly, industrious 
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ways of the older ones, but were alive to any Jhisohiet 
These were also the bestial ruffians who always furnished 
the white adventurers their readiest tools and assistants. 
They thronged the political gatherings, as before, and did 
the bidding of the leaders. The Kuklux leaders appre
ciated the importance of arresting these proceedings. 

It became usual when the negroes had assembled, to at
tack them; and very generally some of the worst ones 
would be killed. One result was, that many quit attending 
the nightly meetings. They voted the Republican ticket 
out of gratitude for their freedom; and, perhaps, because 
they thought it necessary to do so in order to preserve it. 
But they realized that they were ouly tools of unprin,cipled 
white men, and that they incurred danger without deriv
ing any good. • 

Accordingly, such ntlgroes, after this, remained steadily 
at work and seemed disposed to molest no one. 

The purpose had now been formed to wrest the State 
from misrule. The struggle between the parties was bit
ter, and characterized by violence. Only those familiar 
with the peculiar ways in pioneer settlements, where reg
ulators, vigilance committees, and the most rigorous meas
ures are required to suppress lawlessness, are competent to 
apprehend intelligently the condition of affairs in Louis
iana. The State was rent from center to circumference. 
Deeds done during this time were too horrid to be described. 
The "bull·dozers," "regulators," and Kuklux shmgh
tered the negroes in the silence of the night; but those killed. 
in this way were devils incarnate for whose death the world 
was the better. There were many hundreds of these, and 
hundreds were slain, each death ridding the State of a 
beastly fiend. The scalawag leaders were conscious of 
theIr peril. They must crush the powerful organization 
that threatened them or be ground to powder themselves, 
as between the upper and ncthcr mill-stones. The alarm 
was everywhere given, and" Strike for the Kukluxl strike 



tor the ]tuklul" became the war-cry a' erery political 
gathering. But the negroes were alarmed; the name 01. 
Kuklllx was sufficient to paralyze the boldest of them. 

Dr. Howells, also, liad removed to Jackson. He had 
not recovered from the shock of his son's uutimely death; 
but in his grief he realized the stem necessity for every 
honorable man to put forth his energies to redeem the 
SWe. He was from the North, as we are awm, and had 
served in the Federal Army. Bat he was a man of honor, 
and awake to the fearful condition of affair& Recognizing 
that the election of the Democratic candidates meant the 
restoration of order, peace, and prosperity to Louisiana, he 
thre~ his whole energies into the campaign for their lao
oeaa. 

George Hargrove was indefatigable in his efforts to re
gain lost favor with his negro followers. The aversion 
which his sisters had exhibited toward those who bad gone 
to his home that eventfal night had enraged them against 
him as well as against them. He now rode from place to 
place where ~thering8 were held, and to visit those who 
were likely to take the place of sach as had been pnt to 
death. Personal revenge was now superadded to oupidity 
aad ambition. From that night, he had vowed to take 
the life of Outhbert Ellery. The death of a leader like 
him. wonld go far to appease the rage of the negroes, as 
well as to farther his own opportunities for being placed 
again up(m the parish ticket. 

The conflict wai how carried on with the moat bitter ani
Dloaity. Every night political assemblages were held by 
*he negr08l, and ever and anon they "ere attaoked and 
broken up. The" bull-dozer " now became a characte~ 
iaf.io personage in Louisiaua politic&. Both sides were now 
armed, and every one knew that it was an issue of life or 
death. 

Two men were sitting one night upon the steps of aD 

GIll hQaae &ear the lUgbwl,. They wue oonoealed by tb;t 
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shadow of the building, and were anxiously waiting for 
others. AcrOBB the road, directly in front of them, was a 
blacksmith's shop inclosed by a high plank fence. The 
scalawag leaders were aware of a Kuklux demonstration, 
and had placed an ambush of negroes in the place. The 
two men were conscious of their danger. They could dis
tinctly hear the negroes moving in the inclosure. 

"I can not imagine," whispered Cuthbert Ellery, 
" what detains onr men. They knew that it was necessary 
to be promptl" 

"Do you suppose," asked Dr. Howells# "that these 
negroes know that we are here?" 

"They evidently expect that there will be a Kuklux as
semblage somewhere in this neighborhood," Ellery replied. 
"We can not get away without being seen. I am very 
certain now that our comrades are detained elsewhere, and 
are not going to come. " 

" Our situation is desperateI" the doctor remarked. 
"It is," replied Ellery. "We must get away as best 

we canl" 
" What shall we do?" 
The negroes were again heard. 
" I have it," said Ellery. " Let us whistle the' Bonnie 

Blue Flag!' " 
They were brave men, bold and heroic in that hour of 

extreme peril. They whistled loudly and merrily. 
"Well, boys!" exclaimed Ellery, speaking as if address

ing a large company, "you have been an age in coming. 
We almost believed that you had been captured. Now you 
oome whistling as if there was no work to be done. To
night there is business before us. The negroes are to come 
out, and we must give them no quarter. I have marked 
one out already; let me but catch him, and he will die. 
Let us go across the road, and hide in that y&rd. We can 
climb the fenoe, and hide, till Scalawag Dagonet comea. 
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There are enough of us now to kill every black wretch that 
shows himself. Come on! let us leap the fence!" 

" Look there!-look!" whispered Dr. Howells. 
The negroes had heard every word. They were in a ter

rible panic. Not daring to look, they clambered over the 
fence in the utmost disorder, overthrowing one another in 
their fright, and fled in every direction. 

Ellery, on his way homeward, passed by the house where 
the Hargroveslived. A light glimmered in Miriam's room. 
She was not studying a leBSOn to-night; he could see her, 
through a partly unclosed shutter, at her desk, bending 
over a mauuscript. Her countenance showed her interest 
in her work. She was writing rapidly, her thoughts com
ing as fast as she could put them on the paper. Presently 
she laid down her pen, rose to her feet, and walked the 
floor. Her face was pale; her compressed lips and glowing 
eyes revealed her absorption of mind and purpose. Ellery 
gazed a few moments, and then went on his way. 

Miriam had resumed her walk. She continued her writ
iJlg till the manuscript was finished. 

A low tap at the door, and a gentle voi~ inquired: 
" May I come in?" 
.. Yes," said Miriam, pausing. 
Ethel and Lilian entered; beautiful Lilian, pure and 

lovely as ever human eyes gazed upon-a young girl just 
entering womanhood. I:lhe sat between her sisters, and in
stantly Miriam's arms intwined her. 

" Is grandmother asleep?" she asked. 
"No, sister; she is reading the Bible to mammy and 

Uncle Ben. Sister, sometimes I think that if our parents 
had made Christians out of all their servants, all the slaves 
would have been faithful." 

" I can not answer that exactly, my lamb; but mammy 
and Uncle Ben are certainly filled with the noblest Chris
tian principles that ever exalted human naturel" 
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.. They are so true and devoted to us. Every oont they 
earn they give it to grandmoth~r."

" My children, come to our evening prayerl" called· a 

voice.They looked up, and saw their aged grandmother stand
ing in their door-way; they rose and followed. her into the 

adjoining room. There they seated themselves beside 

her, she sitting between Ethel and Miriam. Lilian 00

cllpied a stool at her grandmother's feet. It was a holy 

picture, those three young Christians encircling that aged 

saint, while the two faithful servants sat each one in a cor

ner of the fire-place. In all history there is but one fitting 

symbol typifying the fidelity of these two devoted creat

ures. That symbol is of the •• SwiBB Guards" which pro

tected the throne of France. 
Its monarch was surrounded by traitors. and could 

not trust even those whom he had the right to expect 
would be steadfast and true to him. The" Swiss 
Guards" were hired to protect the throne. They fought 
with a heroism that the world now venerates, when it looks 
upon the marble lion which symbolizes that heroism. The 
last one of the .. Swiss Guards" died fighting to defend 
the royal family. Their symbol is buried in its side, its 
paws rest upon the shield of France-a noble symbol of 

their fidelity. The aged grandparent sat near a shaded lamp; the time-
seamed face was serene; the snows of winter sorrows had 
frosted her hair into a beautiful silver, but the face was 

divinely calm. 
In a low; feeble tone she read the chapter in the Bihle. 

The mellowed light from the lamp fell upon her features. 
At this moment a step was beard. The aged woman 

paused and waited. She knew too well who was coming. 
Rer grandson entered the room. The sisters looked up 
with anguish. Ris swollen face, his blood-shot eyes and 
nelin, pit, told the whole stol1' 
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The grandmother rose from her chair, went up to him, 
and took his hand. 

"1 am glad, my boy, that you have come to join us in 
our evening prayer 1" 

He made no reply; but, polling away his hand, he struck 
her a savage blow in the f&<>.8. She fell, stunned, to the 
floor. Uttering an execration, he turned and left the 
house. 

The sisters hastened to her side and lifted her up, and 

placed her in bed. Uncle Ben went immediately for Dr. 

Howells, who hurried to the house, accompanied by his 

friend, Cuthbert Ellery. 


. It was in very truth the house of mourning. The injured 
woman lay upon the bed. Miriam sat by her, bathing her 
bruised and swollen face. The others knelt at the bedside, 
weeping as if t~eir hearts would burst. Ellery was almost 
furious with indignation, as he looked upon the blaoken~ 
countenance. He restrained himself, however, in the pres
ence of the grieving family, while Dr. Howells, unable to 
restrain his einotion, bathed the swelling with a soothing 
lotion. He was finally succeBBful in alleviating the pain, 
and the suffering woman slept. The younger sisters then 
retired, and the kind-hearted dootor also went home. El
lery remained to protect the house. M.iriam was still hold
ing her grand mother's head. Though in an uncomfortable 
position, she did not move, for fear of awaking the sufterer. 

Ellery watched her as she sat. He wondered a~ her de
votedness to those dependent upon her. She charmed him 
by her self-abnegatiou, her inflexible courage, her warmth 
of atlection. But did she really love him; or was her 
heart still going out to the Federal lover? Was it in her 
nature to love twice? There were few whose fidelity, whose 
constancy in such trials would prove unyielding. How 
was it with her? He reflected that she had regarded him 
from the first as only a fellow-worker in the --..., • 
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and had accepted his service in all these years in the same 
way as she horseU bestowed, kind offices on others. 

It was only after long waiting on his part that she had 
accepted his wooing; it must be that his affection was re
ciprocated, however undemonstrative she appeared. 

As he watched her countenance, he obSElrved its ghastly 
pallor. She appeared as if ab'out to , faint. He hastened 
to support her in his arms, lest she should fall • 

.. Miriam I" he exclaimed, "you are taxing your endur

ance." 
" 1 will be better in a moment," she replied. 

Her tone of voice expressed weariness almost to exhaus

tion. 
" Rest yourself against me," he pleaded. 
" I thank you; but 1 may not move, or I will awaken 

her." 
He placed himself behind her, and drew her toward him 

so gradually as not to disturb the sleeper. This change of 
position was restful, and she continued her vigil. 

Ellery, bending his head down to hers, whispered softly: 
., Miriam, my dear one, I love you as no other can!" 
Her head dropped, but she made no reply. The grand

mother presently moaned, and then turned feebly from her 
arms. Miriam rose, and, takil!g a chair, sat down at a lit

tle distance from him. 
There was a meeting of the scalawags and their besotted 

followers at the Bethel Church. It was a dark night, and 
lurid clouds were gathering in the west. 

There was an intense silence. It was as if nature had 
paused to collect her forces for furious conflict. George 
Hargrove and a party of negroes were riding together to 
the place of meeting. As they passed through a dark 
wf'lod they talked together in low tones. It had been 
planned to assassinate Cuthbert Ellery and others who be
longed to the Kuklux Klan. The conspirators were deds.. 
iog the means of accomplishing this purpol8o 
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Bethel Church was a negro meeting-house standing 
about a mile from the public highway. Close by was a 
rude cabin, hidden from sight by dense large trees. It WM 

a lonely place. The Kuklux organization had already as
sembled here. It was usual for them to convene at places 
in the neighborhood of the negro assemblages. They had, 
as is alreauy known, determined upon the death of the 
scalawag leader, when for sympathy with the Hargroves 
they had refrained from passing a similar sentence upon 
the brother. Dagonet, being a wary, cautious man, had 
thus far successfully eluded them. In fact he seldom ]eft 
his home. To-night, however, a greater public demonstra
tion than usual was to be made, and he was announced to 
be present. It was determined, accordingly, to make a 
desperate effort to capture him. 

The building was packed. Reader, if you desire to wit
ness a strange, blood-curdling, hideous spectacle, you have 
only to be present at a negro Republican meeting in a 
Southern State. The cries, the responses, the howling, 
can neither be described nor even imagined. The deline
ation which Milton gives of Pandemonium somewhat re
sembles such a scene; but if the great poet had witnessed 
one of these political gathermgs he would have felt that 
the reality had infinitely exceeded the hell that he had but 
dreamed about. 

There were to be four speakers, two of them white men 
-Mr. Dagonet and another. Both had been guerrillas in 
the Civil WIU; they were traitors now, cursing the South 
with their baleful influence, the nefarious crimes which 
they instigated. They were of the very class which the 
Kuklux organization had been formed to suppress. 

Outside, the tempest was fast gathering. Dark clouds 
covered the sky, the wind shrieked in the tops of the trees, 
and peals of thunder begau to be heard in the distance. 
The speaker was now about to begin his address. The 
Dloat terrifio howls ireeted hia appearance; and 88 he gave 
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utterance to the most atrocious sentiments, the cheers and 
responses interrupted him. He began by the customary 
fawning preliminary language: 

., Friends, brothers, and colored gent1emen:-I am too 
well known to you to need any introduction. You know 
how zealously, how faithfully, I have served your cause." 

.. Dat's 80; dat's a fac'I" was heard on all sides. 
.. I have rilked my life for you!" continued the speak

er; .. you know how I have worked to keep our party in 

power." 
" So yer hab, kunnel," was the response. ,. We is gwine 

to put yer in CongreBB fo' it; don't yer fergit dat!" 
. n Thank you, my friends, my noble brothers; 1 shall 

never forget it." 
He continued to harangue them after this manner: 
"God beheld your oppressions, and delivered you from 

your masters. The great party to which we all belong 
bas broken your chains, and will now make you the rulers 

of the land. " 
.. Hurrahl hurrahl" was screamed on every side, and 

it was BOme time before the speaker was able to resume. 
"The times are changed; the situation has been re

versed. The white master governed the bla~k man, but 
now the black man shall be greater than ever was the white 
master. The wall of claBB and race will be broken down, 
and the former slave shall be an equal socially, as well 
as politically, with the white master and mistress. No house 
in the land, no family shall be permitted to close its doors 
against the free colored citizen!" 

"Hurrah! hurrah, kunneH yer is gettin' dar sho'. 
We'll be de massars now; we'll set in dere parlors; we'll 
drink dere wine; we'll marry dere daughters. Go onl go 
onl" cried the tumultuous ,group. 

The orator proceeded with his remarks and exhortations. 
"Be firm; be brave. Do not let the white men, the 
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bull-dozers, drive you frbm the polls. Carry your pistols, 
every man of you, and use them if you are interfered witb!" 

.. We sho' will-we abo' willI" resounded from the 

whole audience. • 
.. We must carry the election, at all hazards. The day 

is near when the master shall be the servant and the slave 
shall become the master. When that time comes, the 
white men will beg and implore you to spare their lives!" 

"We won't dun it!" cried the multitude. 

"Yes!" cried Dagonet, "you will!" 

" No--no--we won't; we nebber willI" 

"Oh, yesI They will work the plantations for you, and 


make the crepsI" 
.. Dat's 80; dat's so:" 
•• You will elect a governor of your own kind, and he 

will have power to protect you. " 
" Dat's 80; nigger will stiok to nigger, and 'publicans 

to 'publicans." 
.. Listen, my friends," ccntinued Dagonet. "One week 

from to-night the eleotion will take place. We must 
strike a final blow for our rights and power. If we elect 
the Republican ticket in this State, it will put an end for
ever to the supreme dominion of the white manl" 

" 'Cept yer, an' our udder frens har?" , 
"Oh, yes; of course!" replied Dagonet; .. but we count 

ourselves as of you. I invite yon to my house; I entertain 
you in my parlor; Irt you at my table as belonging to 
the same family. Y'bn see, I count myself as belonging 

with yonI" 
He then proceeded to unfold his plan of action. It em

braced the most desperate measures, stopping at . nothing 
short of lawless anarchy and crima . 

.. Our scheme," he added, in a lowered, impressive voice, 
.. mast be kept strictly secret. Every one must now swear 
to keep it hid,den like murder, and still as death. Thole 
who will take this oath will now hold up his band!" 
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-gp went every hand. 
"Swear that whosoever shall break this oath you will 

kill without mercy!" . 
" We swar!" cried the whole assembly, now Wrought 

up to the highest pitch of excitement. 
Just at this moment the thunder exploded and the 

storm tore down upon Bethel Church. Superstitious to 
imbecility, they gazed at each other in utter amazement. 
A territic peal of thunder rocked.' the frail bqUding like 
drift-wood out in ocean storms. 

"My friends, you Bee God is with us! For when we 
just begin to talk of the white man's cruelty to you, His 
long-oppressed and down-trodden race, He grows angry at 
them, and sends His thunder to tell us He is furiously 
mad with the white man." 

This cunning speech reassured them, and they deafen
ingly shouted: 

.. God is wid us!" 
" Listen, now; keep quiet, 80 we can hasten the meet

ing, and adjourn befo~ the storm comes. Our plan is to 
burn every village from one end of the State to the other. 
Kill every white man and boy, but spare the girls and 
women, and-'" 

A terrific peal drowned the unfinished. sentence. They 
gazed at each other with terror in their eyes, and a low 
murmur ran through the assemblage: 

.. We is 'scovered; some one is listening!" they whispered. 
among the~)ves. 

" Pshaw! we are safe. " 
"'Peared like I seed eyes peepin' frough that crack!" 

whispered one of them to the speaker. 
,. Pshaw! the storm has frightened you. The Kuklnx 

won't come this night. We have kept this meeting a pro
found secret." 

"But dat ole white-folka' nigger Ben is alIas pro"lin' 
roan'!" 
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"Well, to make certain that we are not overheard, five 

of ynu, my brave boys, go Rnd reconnoiter." 
.. Wot's dat; wot yer do to 'connoiter?" 
.. I mean that five of you go out amI search under the 

trees, to see if anyone is eavesdropping on us." 
No one moveil . 
.. Go, five of you, my brave boys!" urged the cowardly 

Dagonet. 
But the" brave boys" did not stir. Another heavy 

thunder-clap caused them to huddie closely as packed 
bpast8, terror-stricken to durnbnees. Sure enough, Uncle 
BOil hud overheard their scheme, and, fearing uetection, had 
hnrrieu off to inform the Kuklux that now was the time 
to capture the two white men. 

It was int~n8ely dark, and in his swiftness be frequently 
ran against trees. Onward he rushed, occasionally stum
bling full.length, over roots and undergrowth. At last he 
reached the high-road; then he proceeued more leisurely, 
while he talked to himself. 

" Dey calls me 'white-folks' niiger,' but rse dere bes' 
fren'. Po' fules, dey cain't see dat dem scalawags is gwine 
ter run at ue fus' crack ob de gUllS, an' de fulish nigger is 
lel' ter etan' de racket. Lord, good Lord! open de eyes 
ob my po' blin'-foldeu race. De Soufern white gelltle
mans ain't gwine stan' sich nigger 'quality, an' sich tings 
wot dem scalawags is promisin'. Lord, de truhble dat is 
comin', all becaze ob dem scalawags wot fules de po' 
nigger. to git de nigger's vote! My sweet, young miss uses 
de wives ob niggers! Lord! Lord! de trubble dat is com
ill'; fo' dat should happen dese white men will make nig
ger-blood run deep--deep frum one end ob de State to de 
tudder. Dem scalawags knows dat, but dey tell it ter de 
niggers 'eaze dey thinks dat is wot de nigger wants tor har. 
White gentiemans is white- gentlemalls all the worl' aber; 
fur dar is Doctor llowells, he is 'publican, but he is squar' 
aginst aU dis; but den dar ain't many ob dem kine ob 
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'publicans down in de Sonf. M.os' ob dem white 'publioans 
is scalawags an' carpet-baggers; but dem few wot lit hon
orable, sho' is aglnst dis nigger rule.. So dat white gentle
mans is white gentlemans whar ever de worl' fines deml" 

By this time, he had reached the Kuklux rendezvous. 
He had been their scout, and most faithfnlly did he alway. 
serve them. Reaching the hut, and maKing the Kuldux 
signal. the aged counselor admitted Uncle Ben, inquir-

ingly: 
" Has the time come old Night Hawk?" 
" Now is de minit to strike!" 
A number having been detailed to do the work, the body of 

older men remained in session until the detailed ones 
should return. .It was an impressive scene. That body 
of aged men, sitting there in that dimly-lighted room; the 
darlt lanterns threw a dull red glimmer o~er the wrinkled 
countenances of those heroic old patriarchs assembled to 
counsel and guide the younger men, in the blows they were 
striking to redeem their State. The storm howled in ·"he 
giant trees su~rounding the hut; but all was still as death 
withi!l. The Kuklux party had now reached Bethel 
Church. The meeting was continuing; the rain poured in 
torrents. There were scveral cracks through which t.hey 
heard the speaker. He was the negro dandy tha~ had vis
ited the Hargrove home, that night, and had cursed 
gentle, sweet Lilian, because she had shrunk from touch
ing his hand. He had escaped his doom • 

•, 1 tell yer, my brudders, we aho' mus' 'lect our 
straight ticket frum gub'ner down. Our ticket is depORed 
mos'ly ob black meD; dat is a straight ticket. We hah a 
few white gentlemans on our ticket; but den dey is jist de 
same as ourselbs; dey is wid us; dey work fur us, an' we 
sho' kin 'Ject our ticket, 'ca.ze we got ten votes all ober de 
State to dere one!" 

"But dey kin count us out!" shouted a negro in the 

crowd. 



" Bat we is gwine take our guns, an' see dat de connt is 
straighU" 

0$ Let me explain tba~l" said the last speaker on the 
programme of the evening. 

He was a mulatto; a bright copper-colored man. 
0$ If they count in their governor, legislators and officers 

of the parishes, we will install our governor, and every 
other officer. Grant will send the United States troops 
and sustain us. He will recognize the Republican legis
lature. The Government is in our hands, the power be
lODge to us from the President down. Grant has sustained 
us with the soldier~ and he will force the Democrats . to 
y~ld." 

The speak~r was ad ncated, and wielded immense power 
over the ignorant negroes. Being a mulatto and educated, 
and making speeches which were printed in the papers, 
were qualities and circumstances that caused them to re
gard him as a superior individual. They were wax: in his 
hands. They sat gazing upon him, as if he was a marvel 
of wonder. In fact, he had greater influence over them 
than even their white leaders. 

" My boys!" continued he; "1 have se"ed our conntry 
before this. 1 have been a member of your Legislature. 
You mUit not be content with sendiitg men of your own 
color to the Legislature; it is too small a place. Let me 
go to Congress, and you will be proud to have one of your 
own color so grand-so honored. I am sure of your votes 
and certain of reaching Congress. The great men of the 
nation will invite me to their receptions. I shall visit at 
their homes, sit in their drawing-rooms, and be entertained 
by them at dinner. 1 am an unmarried gentleman; but 1 
intend soon to win me a beautiful white bride, whose father 
and brothers will be proud to claim the relationahip. Silch 
is the good time that is coming. Our distinguished caudi
date for the Senate, entertains me in his parlors, and has 
introduced me to his wife and lovely daughters. Mr. 1>.



onet here~ who is at the head of your pa,riah tioket, intitea 
me to his splendid home, and his beautiful sisters sing and 
play the piano for my diversion. This is the kind of equal 
rights that we desire; the kind that we are determined to 
seoure; the kind that we will have one week after to-night. 
Then we will strike the final blow. We wi1lspar8 the wo
men; but no white man must be left!" 

He. was continuing in this extravagant manner, and in· 
ftaming the passions of his audience to the highest pitch. 
J O8t then the door opened and old Ben, drenched with 
rain, was seen standing on the threshold. The assemblage 
gazed upon him with terror-stricken stupor. That he was 
the forerunner of evil to them, they well apprehended. 

"Colored men!" he cried; .. I want's ter tell yer, deee 
men hab filled yer wid lies. ill yer mind dem, an' un
dertak' ter do de debilment dey hab plan,ned, yer will 
sho'ly gib yer carcasses ter de buzzards. 1 pity yer, ter 
be 80 fuled, an' warn yer dat, if yer keeps wid em, an'do 
dere wici(ed work, ebbery one ob yer will swing ter de gal
Iowa. De Kuklax sho' will mak' yer r0818 in de for~ 
trees!" " 

By this time, the multitude had ronaed from the surprise 
which old Ben's appearance'had created. 

" Kill de white-folks' nigger!" was shouted all ~ver the 
house, aud then strong men seized him. 

.. Stan' back, yer black dogs!" cried the 01d man at the 
top of his voice. "Stan' back, or yer get killed. Yer 
don't skeer me!" 

A fearful scene ensued. The Kuklax regulators rushed 
into the houae, and began a frightful conflict. The negroes 
in mortal terror, yelling and howling, kicked the boards 
from the sidea of the building, and ran like wild cattle pver 
the field. One of the white leaders, and the mulatto ora
tor, were captured in the general stampede; and passers-by 
saw their bodies, the next morning, hanging on a tree by 



the road-side. The black speaker was caught, and his life 
spared on condition of leaving the State. 

Dagonet, the most unprincipled of them aU, es~ped 
among the first of the fugitives; and was able, for years 
afterward, to excite the negroes to insurrection. 

Finally, in the contest between Nichols and Warmouth, 
he was detected in an attempt to stir up the negroes against 
the white population • .and was driven from the State. He 
'Went to Kansas, where in a long communication to tbe 
Chicago " Inter-Ocean," he gave hiB own version of atIairs 
in Louisiana. 

George Hargrove made no attempt to escape when the 
Kuklux forces entered the church. He fought them furl
oll!ly, aiming his pistol at every one of the disguised men 
that he susPflcted might be Cuthbert Ellery. Finding, at 
last, that he W88 in danger of falling into their hands, he 
turned, and made his way through the darkness to a place 
of 88fety. 

Such was the conaition of affairs throughout Louisiana. 
The campaign was intensely bitter; personal violence and 
the blackest deeds were committed. Each side resorted to 
the extremest measnres, for the conflict involved the future 
of both parties. 

The world knows the result. William P. Kellogg W88 

declared governor-elect by a Republican Returning Boad, 
and the rival candidate by a Democratic Returning Board. 
Two Legislatures mot and organized, and two State govern
ments were formed. On the 22d of 'May, 1874., President 
Grant iaaued his proclamation recoguizing Governor Kel
logg. 

The audacity of the lawless part of the population now 
exceeded all bounds. Louisiana became B charneL 

No pen can adequately describe that dark period. Life 
W88 nowhere secure; women required constant protection 
from fiendish brutality. It was a continua] round of crime. 

The contest finally came to open confliot on the 14th of 
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September. That day a fierce engagement took place in 
the streets of New. 6rleans. Twenty-six persons were killed. 
Governor Kellogg was driven to seek refuge in the custom 
house on Canal Street. He was subsequently reinstated by 
the Federal authority, but was able to hold power only by 
aid of United States troops. These were quartered in the 
legislative chambers, and sent as garrisons to such places as 
the scalawag political leaders required. 

The next January, the conflict was rentlwed. General 
Sheridan had dispersed toe De~ocratic Legislature, and 
the cry of reprobation was echoed pver all the North. In
deed, the State elections had already changed the political 
majority in the coming House of Representatives. It was 
time to call a halt. A committee, headed by the Honor
able William A. Wheeler, was sent from Washington, and 
succeeded in effecting a temporary adjustment, which for 
a time restored tranquillity to the State. 

Again, however, the next year, the result of the elec
tions was diaputed. Each party vehemently accused the 
other. Thb general Government was again called upon to 
interpose its authority. The President refused. General 
Grant had ascertained somewhat of the actual condition ot 
affairs, and hiil sympathies went to that struggling band of 
Southern citizens that resisted the enormities which had 
been perpetrated ill Louisiana by the lowest of the popula
tion under the name of the Republican party. It was at 
this time that he made the significant declaration to the 
leading Republicans of the country, that the barnacles 
which had become attached to the ship must be removoo. 

After this declaration, Southern emancipation was ouly 
a question of time. 



OBAPTER XXV. 

THB LA.ST CBIKB. 
r 

TIm eTents recorded in this chapter took place substan
tially as ibey are here related, daring that terrible period 
in 1874

Lilian Hargrove was spendiug the Sunday with her sister 
EtheL The latter had been for several months, the wife 
~ Loaia Marray. The grandmother and elder sister were 
at church. 

lliriam was not yet married; but the wedding was soon 
to take place; She had ·observ.ed, when reading the inter
cepted letter from Belmont Manning, that it bore an old 
date; and she reasoned to herself, that as h", had made no 
attempt to find her, he had probably become cold and in
different toward her. naving pJighted her troth to Cuth
bert Ellery. she woaId keep her word. She knew that she 
"oald never love him with the glowing sentiment with 
which she had regarded her Federal lover, for whom she 
bad by a spontanoons impalae periled her life, by interpos
ing her own body to shield him from the guerrilla bullets. 
Theee, she now reasoned to herself, were the sweet, wild 
days of long ago. Resolutely she put these memories aside. 
&e honored Outhbert El1ery above other men, and grati
tude bonnd her firmly to him. 

Be had been true and loyal to herself and those whom 
IIhe loved. Be woaId be a protector to her and them. 

In time, she thought, admiring and esteeming him as 
me did, she wonId sincerely love him. 

When Miriam and her grandmother, attended by Cutl\
bert Ellery, returned from church that day, Aunt Sasan 
was BUDning herself on the front steps. 

U Baa Lilian come homeP" Miriam inquired. 
" No, hunny," replied the old servant; "but BeD' baa 
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gone ter fotch her. 1 argured wid ".''I1n.'"'''' 
her. Yew knows darcain't be too umeh pertulOn in 
times!" 

Unole Ben met Lilian coming along in company with 
brother-in-law and sister. They'now ki_ her good~, 
charging the old aan to go immediately hom. 

They knew his devotion and fidelity, aDa belieYed 
Lilian was abundantly seoure. Besides, it waS still 
and the streets were filled with people. 

The young girl was going quietly along with the faUAftll;~ 
old servant, when ories Qf distress were heard. 


"Listen, Unole Ben!" exolaimed L~ 

"Yes, hunny; it is some pusson in uubb1e. 


us go hum', au' git safe undet: our OWD roof. " 

.. Look!" Lilian responded;" it is a poqr 


child!" 
At that:' moment, a little ragged girl liBd ".....,~~.....,.~ 

comer. 

LUian went baok to speak to her. 

H Mias Lilian, hunnyl" oried Unole BeD, aDXioUlll; 

yer please come- on hum' an' let de po' creater alOne-" 
.. Uncle Ben," said Lilian, reproachfully, "I thCldliU 

you had a kiDder heart. No; I will not So till I 
spoken to the child!" 

It had thrown itself npon the groand, aDd was IC)bIm.fi 
bitterly. Lilian went to her, and stooping oyer bet 
ingly, she gently inquired: 

,. Little girl, what troubles you?" 
" Oh, my poor mamma-my poor mamma is dying; 

nobody to help herl" the child replied • 
.. Show me the way to your house," said Lilian, ~I 

will go to her." 
.. Oh, Mias Lilian, hunny chile!" cried Unole Ben, 

horror; "10' yer grandmudder's sake, 00JD,8 ODI 111' 

hum'." 

http:IC)bIm.fi


LOVE AND REBELLION. 

"Unole Ben!" she replied, .. your heart is certainly 
atone. My !ittl\, girl, show me the way." 

The house was in a lonely, deserted part of the town, 
and near the wood-land,. Old Ben observed a party of 
horsemen in the distance. 

"Thank God!" said he to himself, "de Knklux is in 
dis neighborhood. Dey bees huntin' dem perdition nig
gers dat 'scaped dem. I hope dey will fine em an' hang 
em, scalawags an' aIll" 

The horsemen came cantering up. One of them reiued 
in his steed • 

.. Mias Lilian," he asked, ," where are you going?" 

.. To see a poor sick woman dying in that hut!" 

.. Do not remain long," said he. "Be sure and return 
home before sunset. " 

.. I will," she replied. 
They rode rapidly away. They were deeply disguised, 

bat Lilian had no difficulty in recognizing the voice that 
addressed her. It was the man who afterward redeemed 
Louisiana from misrule and outrage. 

Entering the hut, Lilian found the old woman shivering, 
and almOst dying from the cold • 

.. Uncle Ben," said she, .. go and cut some wood. Do 
not go far!" 

.. MiBB Lilian," the old man pleaded, " I rudder stay 
wid yer." 

.. Do not be 80 heartleBB; she is nearly frozen!" 

.. 1 rudder not go," said the old man, despairingly • 

.. Then I will !" 
U ;Yer cut de wood?" 
.. If you do not, I certainly willi" said Lilian. 
In a corner were two little children huddled together. 
" Poor creature!" murmured Lilian, lifting her dying 

head; .. you will soon journey into that land free from 
trouble." 
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Then, bowing her head over the brow of the sinking 
woman, she knelt down and prayed with fervency. 

There,vas a slight noise in the cabin; but she did not 
int1lrrllpt her supplication. Then a rough hand seized her. 
It was that same negro who had insulted her on that dread
ful night. Placing his h.nd over her mouth, he dragged 
her forcibly from the hut, and away into a dark lonely 
nook of the woods. The hapless girl was utterly helpless 
to resist his brutal violence. Once, h~wever, his hand 
slipped from her mouth, and a wild shriek pierced the sky. 

That cry was heard. The party of horsemen that had 
paiV3ed her that -afternoon, was then patroling in that quar
ter, and every one knew well the import of that awful 
!!ound. They rushed to the spot. The negro heard their 
comi~, and seizing her in his hands, beat her head against 
a tree. Then he turned and fled into the the thick foreet. 

They found the body of the gentle Lilian lying there, 
but recently dead; her brains scattered over the dry leav~ 
her blood staining the ground. For a moment they were 
speechless, filled witll horror. Their strong bodies shook 
with emotion, and tears streamed down their faces. 

Then, as if inspired by a common impulse, they uncov
ered their heads, and in low, suppressed. voicea~ repeated 
the oath as uttered by their leader: 

.. Comrades, to avenge this crime, we pledge ourselves 
, to wrap this State in revolution from the Gulf to the Ar
kansas line!' " 

That oath was kept to the letter. The blood of Lilian 
Hargrove cried to Ood from the earth, and manifold was 
the vengeance which was taken for ita shedding. Negroes 
were I!laughtered by tens and hundreds. The Congres
sional report described them as innocent, harmless in!irid
uals, murllered by the Kuklux band of assassins. Even 
Seuator Conkling declared, in a speech at the Cooper In
stitllte in New York, that the offense and the cause of the 
death of t.hese negroes, consisted in the fact that they were 



Republicans, and that for this Gone theynad been !lUll''' 

derM. Far-far-very. far from the truth. They were 
not killed because of being Republicans, but for th~ir 
diabolical acts. 

There were a few honorable men fro~ the Northern 
States, Republicans at hOIDB, who had aettledjn the South. 
They sympathized, and even assisted in this work. 

Part of that company of horsemen took up the body of 
Lilian, to carry it home. The rest hastened after the 
fiend that had perpetrated the outrage. He W88 captured 
and justly punished. They chained him to a tree and 
burned him alive. This instance was duly reoorted as the 
murder of an unotfending man who had been l!tlt to death 
becauso of his great infiuence. 

The scalawags gloated over these occurrences. -They 
cared little about the men killed, but exulted that each 
death &forded them opportunity to make political capital. 
In tJiis way, Northern men, reading th" reports, were in
duced to believe that the K'uklux organization consisted of 
lawless assaesins, capable of any atrocity. 

Tenderly, those strong men bore the body of the mur
dered Lilian to her home. Nor had she perished thus 
orueny, alone. Faithful old Ben had seen the wretch ga
ing to his fell errand, and had died fighting to protect his 
young mistress. They carried his oorpse in the sad prooee
lion, a fe IV days afterward. 

It was now dark. lim Hargrove WI8 Bitting by a small 
table, reading the Bible. Miriam sat near, anxious and 
fearful because her sister did not retarn. Heavy fOOIteps 
were now heard. She rose hastily; and looking oat, saw a 
group of men carrying a burden. They paused, .nd one 
of them came forward. Be endeavored to speak, but his 
Toiae failed him, and he only attered an inaudible hll8ky 
whisper. 

Miriam, now dreading the worst, pr8IIeed forward, and 
her eyea feU upon th. ghutlf feaiun.I 01 QIe .unltnct 
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Lilian-that young baby-sister that she hltd solemnly prom
ised her mother to guard. With a wild shriek, she fell to 
the ground, ae if struck by a mortal blow. 

The men now took up the body and carried it into ~he 
room where sat the venerable grandmother. Hearing Mir
iam's, shriek, Mrs. Hargrove seemed utterly paralyzed. 
As the men set down their burden, she rose and tottered to 
them. For a moment she stood and looked upon the dead. 
face; then, stretching her arms forward, her handl! clutched 
the air spasmodically, and she fell dead. upon the body of 
her murdered grandchild. 

The next evening, at sunset, the last offices were per
formed. Side by side in the same grave, were placed the 
remains of the aged grandmother and her young grand
daughter. I Near by was the grave of the faithful, heroic 
old Ben, as ~hough, even in death, he stilI was guarding 
them. Truly, like the latlt of the brave " Swiss Guards," 
he had given his life in defending his charge. 

Miriam was carried to Ethel's home. From the mo
ment of that terrible shock she had remained unconscious. 
For days it seemed as if life itself would ebb away. 

To Ethel, too, the blow had been a heavy one. She, 
however, kept up, and was able to minister to her suffer
ing sister. Dr. Howells was aBl!iduous in his attentioD& 
Their care was finally rewarded. Their patient began to 
rally; and a long convalescence now followed. 

• 
CHAPTER XXVL 

WHAT BEFEL CUTHBERT ELLERY. 

THE community was wild with rage. The exoitement 
shook thll State from center to circumference. Men that 
had never taken part in the Kuklux movement no longer 
hesitated. People talked of nothing else than the tragic 
fate of that young innocent girl, and the likelihood that 
other families would be the scene of similar occurrenoea. 
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To a man, the white population resolved to deliver Louis
iana, or die in the attempt. 

The negroes had likewise, in their turn, determined to 
avenge their comrade, whose crime created this excite
ment. According to their notion, it was nothing culpable 
to desire a young whi.te wife. They would have dOlle the 
same thing. The presence of the Federal troops enconr
aged them, and they became, if possible, more diabolical 
in their audacity than ever. They armed themselves, and 
plotted to attaok the town of Jackson, sack it, and burn 
the dwellings. 

The white citizens, however, were beforehand with them. 
They advanced upon the negroes, and defeated them before 
they reached the town. The negroes retreated into a 
Iwamp, where they were rapidly reinforced in such num
bers that the whites, on overtaking them, feared their own 
force was vastly disproportionate. Desperate fighting en
lued; several of the principal scalawag leaders were killed 
as well as Q large number of negroes. The survivors were 
utterly demoralized and fled, leaving the citizens victori
ous. The subjugation seemed complete. 

The Kuklux regulators patroled the country every night. 
If one of the bad negrpes was found by them, he was 
promptly put out of the way. Others fled the country, as 
fast as the means to escape could be had. 

The eyes of the whole country became fixed upon Louis
iana. Northern men visited the South, that they might 
ascertain correctly the situation of affairs; others oame offi
cially to investigate the matter. Among the number was 
Belmont Manning. 

Miriam Hargrove slowly returned to health. She and 
Annt SUBan had become inmates of her sister's house. Of 
her brother, she knew nothing. He had been proscribeq 
by the Kuklux organization, but he had not been seen or 
heard from since the recent confliot. She knew that he 
had not been killed, and it was generally believed that he 
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had left the district, and perhaps the State. She now 
dragged on a cheerless, weary existence. The fate of her 
sister weighed upon her spirits, and saddened her life. So 
the winter had passed. 

It was now a beautiful spring evening. The sweet balmy 
air stole through the open window and fanned her white 
brow. Her countenance was the saddest that human eyes 
ever gazed upon. Tranquillity had been partially restored, 
and Cuthbert Ellery was more at leisure. He was now sit
ting beside her, and striving to sooth her with encouraging 
assurances. Her hand lay passively and languidly in his 
warm, manly clasp . 

.. Miriam, my darling, it hreaks my heart to witnoss 
your sadness. " 

" May be as years drift by, I will feel happier; but now 
life seems dead-dead!" she said, mournfully; and with 
her eyes resting sadly upon his face, she continued, "Were 
it not for you and Ethel and Aunt Susan, I could most 
gladly lie down in my grave!" 

He drew her gently toward him and caressingly leaned 
his head against hers. 

" Do not think of the past, my darling; let your thoughts 
linger on that beautiful future, when you will have become 
my wife; when my homo will be sacred because of your 
presence. Think of that time, and know that Cuthbert 
Ellery, your husband, will labor until'ingly to promote your 
happiness. Will you think of that future?" he inquired, 
touchingly. 

" Yes," she murmured, softly. 
The door-bell rang. TIe rose and opened it. 
A boy delivered a note for Miss Hargrove, saying he was 

instructed to await the reply. Closing the door, Ellery 
went back to Miriam, and gave her the letter. Breaking 
the soal, she perused the contents. It was a formal note 
from Belmont Manning, stnting that he was in Jackson, 
and would like to call. Ellery, watching her features, 

8 
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noticed that their pallor increased. She placed the open 
letter into Lis hands and said quietly: 

" Please road it. " 

He dill so, and then glanced searchingly into hor mourn
ful face. 

" What answer must I return?" she inquired. 
" Whate\'er yon desire, darling," said he. 
She penned a rellly, anll gave it to him for his perusal. 

ITe sealed the letter, without reading it, and delivered it 
to the messenger. 

" I desired you to read it," she said, qnietly, as he again 
seated himself beside her. After a moment, she contin
ued, " I did not grant his request." 

"Were you afraid to trust yourself?" he eagerly in
quired; then continued, " Miriam, it 1 thought you were 
marrying me with regrets-" 

" Hushl" she said, wearily, interrnpting him. " N.oth
ing but death will keep me from becoming your wife!" 

Taking her face between his hands, he kissed her ten
derly. 

After he had gone, she sat and mused upon what he had 
done and was; how he had given her his greatest devotion~ 
periling his life for the safety of those most dear to her, 
and to avenge the death of her loved Lilian. He had led 
the citizens in that desperate conflict, and been in the hot. 
test of the firing. Honor, she conceived, now bound her 
to him with its strongest rivets. 

Ethel came in; the lamps were lighted, and a bright fire 
glowed in the fire-place. The two sisters sat, and held dis
course together. 

Cuthbert Ellery, having taken leave of Miriam for the 
evening, walked up the principal street of the town. He 
entered a store, where he met a party of gentlemen, and 
engaged in conversation. He was about to leave, and had 
just turned away, when Louis Murray, Ethel's husband, 
called out in alarm: 
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" Look out, Ellery!" 
Too late. Standing iu the fall glare of the light, wWi 

their gans leveled at him, were George Hargrove and t&ir-
teen negroes. They fired simultaneouBlyand ran, all but 
Hargrove. Their victim had fallen, almost literally riddled 
with their ballets. Fourteen miBBiles had sped home. 
Hargrove continued firing into the group that bad BUr
rounded the body of Ellery. Two of them returned his 
fire. He fell; but still kept up the firing when unable to 
rise from the ground. 

So ended the career of the two men; one, noble, worthy 
and great of soul; the other; debased, ignoble, and vile. 

All that night, Miriam Hargrove kept watch over the 
dead. Debilitated as she was, and exhausted by tbia terri
ble shock, no entreaty could induce her ~ take repose. 
The gentle breeze quietly swayed the folds of the pall that 
covered the limbs of him who lay there "like a warrior 
taking bis rest. II 

Outside, the little birds were singing joyously in the early 
spring morning; the spider was weaving her web in the. 
sunshine, for the frail creatures born for a summer's span; 
life If'as jubilant. Inside was deep grief-death bad robbed 
the world of one of its noblest. 

Ethel sat beside her sister; her arms encircled :Miriam. 
A gentleman was standing at the side of the body. 
Belmont Manning had come to pay his sad tribute. HIs 

eyes were fixed upon the mourner. Knowing why she 
grieved; loving her tenderly as in the old time, his heart 
ached for her. He looked upon the calm face of the dead, 
grand in its outline, and wept. Miriam looked up, and 
their eyes met. She saw his tears, and at once held her 
hand to him, acro88 the body of Ellery. For the mom-ent 
their hands were clasped, and Manning spoke in a 80ft, 
Bubdued voice: 

"God knows that for your sake I would give you baDk 
your dead!" 



228 LOVE AND REBELLION. 

The assassination of Cuthbert Ellery kindled anew the 
general excitement. A force of citizens set out at once in 

• pursuit of the thirteen negroes. There was no attempt now 
to interpose, as on former occasions. The negroes, who 
had before been the terror of the region, were completely 
overawed. 

The murderers were promptly captured, and it was 
agreed to let them have a trial before a legal tribunaL 

When, however, their cases were called, their connsel in
terposed the plea that, owing to the prejudice existing 
against them, his clients could not have a fair trial in that 
parish; and accordingly presented thcir petition for a change 
of venue. This was granted, and the trial took place in an 
adjoining parish. Here it proved to be tho merest travesty 
of justice. The judge was an emigrant from the Bay 
State, the sheriff a negro, and the deputies all negroes, ex
cept one. The prisoners were placed on trial together. 
Each of them had the right to challenge twelve jurymen 
peremptorily, making one hundred and fifty-six challenges 
in all. This, of conrse, exhausted the panel and talelf

.men; and finally twelve negroes from the parish to which 
the prisoners belonged were selected as a jury to try the 
case. It was ascertained that the twelve had been brought 
there for the purpose. The prisoners were acquitted. 
The regulators immediately took the case in hand. Shots 
were fired at the jurymen, wounding one of them; and also 
at the sheriff, who had been instrumental in securing the 
acquittal of the negroes. ne took to the woods, and has 
not since returned to that parish. 

The judge appealed to the citizens for protection. 
This was assured to him on the condition that he shonld 

never return to exercise his office in the parish. He asked 
for a guard and" safe coull uct. " These also were granted 
him. Theyal&o gave him a shot-gun with which to pro
tect himself. To his ntter dismay, one of the guards as
signed to him, was one of the five original organizers of the 
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Kuklux Klan, and notoriously also one of the fiercest 
" bull-dozers." He certainly did not pass a happy night. 
He "dined and wined" his guards with a profuse liber
ality, and they in their turn guat'ded him till morning, per
mitting him to take an early train. He returned afterward 
to his own State, and never again came South in any offi

cial capacity. 
The occurrences which have been here ilescribed actu

ally took place in a narrow region of the State, and many 
more can be adduced of similar terror. In many places 
the condition of things was far worse. It was the preval
ence of crime, outrages and abuses of administration. like 
these which chlminated in open warfare and bloodshed in 
New Orleans, on that dreadful fourteenth of September. 

Again was General Grant called upon to interfere. The 
election had been once more disputed, and Louisiana had 
again two governors: Nichols, Democratic; and Packard, 
Republican. The President this time refused. 'fhen the 
" visiting statesmen" came to the State, aud a compl'om
ise was the result, by which the electoral vote was award cd 
to the Republicans, enabling them to secure their candi
date for President of the United States, and the title of 
Governor Nichols was recognized by the general govern

ment. 
Since that time aU the governors of Louisiana have 

been Democratic. 

CHAPTER XXVIL 

IN EVE N-T I MEL I 0 H T. 

SEVERAL years have elapsed since the events of the last 
chapter. Time mellows all grief. 

Though Miriam and Ethel mourned long for the death 
of their loved ones, the bitterness of .the first anguish was 

gradually softened. 
Miriam became the wife of Belmont MlUlning. In the 
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love of her husband and two children, her life was sweet· 
ened with that supreme bliss which so seldom falls to human 
beings. Their home is in the South, and the sisters live 
near each other. 'fheir chillll'lln play together, and they 
visit each other almost daily, except when Manning is called 
to Washington by his duties in Congress. Then his wife 
accompanies him. 

It is now evening, and autumn. Golden and crimson 
leaves are drifting upon gentle whispering winds. The set· 
ting sun floods the world with brilliant splendor. Miriam 
is sitting beside her husband upon the low steps of their 
Southern home. 

Ethel had been spending the day with her, and the two 
chilllren, after walking part of the way home with her and 
her little ones, now came bounding through the gate and 
up the walk to the spot where sat their parents. 

Their arms soon encircled both mother and father, and 
the sun now seemed to linger over the picture with caress
ing tenderness. Taking the younger one in her arms, Mir
iam kissed it fondly; it was the very likeness of its father, 
a tiny baby-girl, with violet eyes and golden curls. No 
pleasure on earth surpasses that which springs unsullied 
from the love and companionship of innocent children. 

Aunt Susan came hobbling up the walk. She was still 
living with the" chiIlens. " She was now extremely feeble, 
and Miriam bestowed upon the faithful old negress the ten
derest care. She sat down at the feet of Miriam. 

"I'se losin' my strength, hunny," she said. " Dem 
sweet chillens Ie!' me fur behin'. 1 went a piece ob de 
way wid Miss Ethel, an' wbin we turned an' started back, 
dem precious angllis ob youm outrun me, an' got hum' 
fus'. Well, ole Susan hab bin in dis wort' a long time, 
an' I guess it is time she was a·gwine slow. " 

.. You have seen _ the sunshine and the shadows, old 

mammy!" 
.. "Yas, hunny, an' de storms too; but God, I know, is 
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gade, an' will at las' anchor me wid ole mistiBB an' my 
brudder Ben. I hab darlin's ' in bofe worl's, an' it don't 
matter much which worl' I lib in," continued the old wom
an, tears bursting from her. eyes. "Dear old mistiBB 
taught me de trul, an' I libed by it an' am ready ter die 
by dat same trnf. Dear:ole mistiBB," she added musingly, 
as her dim eyes contemplated the westering sun, " it car
ried yer safe into God's hum', an' it will bring ole Susan 
dar too. Ole mistiBB, sometimes Susan gets tired waitin' 
fur God ter callime whar yer an' brnWier Ben is. I want to 
see yer awfnl much, an' it don't seem like it is libin' here 
widout yer. Nebber since she was borned was ole Sosan 
away from yer, ontil dat sad day whin yer lef' me becaze 
yer speerit went wid de murdered darlin'. Since den it 
hasn't been liQin; it 'pears like ole Susan hab jist stopped 
an' set down by de road-side a-waitin' fur God ter call ber 
to His ham'." 

Bitter tears flowed down Miriam's cheeks at this plaintive 
recalling of the wofnl fate of Lilian. Her hnsband ten
derly put his arm around her, and the .children, nestling 
close to her, kissed away her tears. 

The Southern question remains the unsolved problem of 
American politics. It will not always do to leave it as a 
football for aspiring politicians. To dispose of it finally 
and $uccessfully will require dispassionate judgment and 
the wisest statesmanship. The present stage is only tran
sitional, but it continues under the stress of an imperious 
neceBBity. 

After the government of Louisiana had come into the 
hsnds of her white citizens, the Kuklux organization, which 
had been so effective in bringing about a better state of 
things, was disbanded. The policy now adopted was no 
longer that of Iluppression by force. The votes of the 
negroes are counted for the Democratic candidates. This 
is an unfortunate condition of affairs, but it is the lesser 
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evil. The negro majority is snfficietlt to overinm the pres
ent rule under which the State is regaining her former 
prosperity, and to restore the odious domination which suc
ceeded the Civil War and brought the community to the 
verge of utter bankruptcy. Their leaders make attempts 
to recover their lost power, and, failing, then promulgate 
the complaint anew of a corrupt ballot and a fraudulent 
counting. 

As an abstract question of ethics, such a count is not . 
just. But as an eminent public man has said upon an
other subject, it is a condition before us, not a theory. 
The evil which is thus prevented would be a thousand-fold 
greater than the one committed. The experience of people 
of the State has unequivocally demonstrated this. So long, 
therefore, as negro supremacy is involved in political issues, 
..the South, by the instinct of self-preservation, must neces
sarily be solidly Democratio, as parties now stand. 

True, there are other questions of local interest and econ
omies upon which the people would naturally divide. The 
South is developing into a manufacturing conntry, and 
from that fact would naturally become in time the strong
hold of the protective policy of the Republicans. The 
State of Louisiana used to give large majorities that way. 
But all such considerations are overshadowed by the para
mount necessity to protect the safety of life and the sanctity 
of home. 

It is not pretended in these pages, or even insinnated, 
that the Southern negroes, as a whole, are thus malignant 
and brutal. The acta of the faithful and devoted ones, like 
Uncle Ben and Aunt Susan, we would abundantly praise. 
Another class may likewise be mentioned with favor. We 
find them diligent and industrious-tHiing the soil, accumu
lating property, sending their children to school, and de
veloping into moderately good citizens. They are not poli
ticians, and hence are not named as candidates for office. 
But, from romantic considerations of gratitude, they gen
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erally support the Republican party. The tiC}kel being thus 
made up from the objeotionable olass, nevertheleBB derives 
a oertain air of rcputableneBB from their votes and favor. 

Intelleotual culture does not aflord a suffioient guarantee. 
The experience of other races proves this conclusively, and 
the negro is no exception. John Gair posseBSed remark
able talent and was a powerful orator; but he was the 
more dangerous for his superior ability. He was one of 
the shrewdest of the yellow negroes, and endowed with the 
disposition and daring to commit any crime. He was a 
candidate for the Senate of Louisiana, but a counter-move
ment divided the Republican vote, and a Demoorat was 
elected. 

Dr. James Saunders of Clinton, a prominent oitizen. 
took an active part in securing Gair's defeat. Babe Mat
thews, a sister of Gair's, was employed by the doctor at the 
time, as a cook. At her brother's instigation she put 
poison in the food. The doctor soon observed the peouliar 
symptoms, and by speedily swallowing antidotes recov
ered. 

The wOlJlan became frightened at her faiJure, and, upon 
being questioned, confessed her guilt. She was afterward 
hanged to a tree in the court-house yard. Johu attempted 
to escape, but was overtaken and captured by a pOBBe of 
men dispatched after him by the authorities. They were 
conveying him back to Clinton, when they were set upon 
by a body of men lying in ambush, who took the prisoner, 
and execu~ him at onoo. 

The individual known as Dagonet was one of the most; 
murderous and villainous, and at the same time cowardly, 
of all the white Southern men who instigated the nE'groos 
to orime. He narrowly escaped the regulators of the dis
trict in which he lived, and took up his residence in a dis
tant part of the State. Here he again attempted like 
operations, and was in imminent peril. He persisted, year 
after year, at every election, to regain his former power b1 
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means of the negro vote. Finally, in 1888, by his in
cendiary speeches in East Carroll parish, the negroes were 
inflamed to a high pitch of excitement. The white inhab
itants, fearing a repetition of former atrocities, drove him 
from the region. He then left the State and went to Kan
sas. From that point, he wrote a communication upon 
the state of affairs in Louisiana, vilifying the white citizens, 
and portraying what he styled the corruption of the bal
lot-box. It was widely published, and had powerful in
fluence on Northern sentiment. 

The necessity of eliminating the negro from American 
politica is apparent to every thoughtfhl mind. Their man
ifest incapacity to deal properly with governmental affairs 
is indisputable. True, there are a few advanced minds that 
stand pre-eminent above their race, but the great majority 
are but the ignorant dupes of artful, unprincipled leaders. 

Many of our own people in Northern and Western States 
are urgent to prevent the immigration of Chinese laborers. 
The Federal courts have already taken the matter by the 
throat, and refused to admit them to citizenship. Every 
argument that applies to that question with any legitimate 
moral force is far more conclusive in the case of the negro 
in America. There is no room for doubt that if the entire 
colored population should be removed from this country, 
the remaining white inhabitants would be better off. Yet, 
at the same time, no fact is plainer in modern history 
than that the negro deteriorates when isolated from contact 
with other raoos. Undoubtedly there have been a Provi
dence and Divinity in this bringing of them together. Stern 
and even cruel as has been the discipline, it has been nec
essary, and has yielded its benefits. In many respects, 
after all, both races have been the gainers. 

An eminent writer has declared the same sentiment: 
" No facts stand clearer in American history than that 

the steady and directed toil of the Southern slave first 
placed the United States among the great commercial ne
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tions of the world; and that the systematic training bestowed 
upon him during his period of servitude, and his contaot 
with higher intelligence, have given to the negro an im
pulse to civilization that neither his inherent inclination 
nor his native environment would of themselves have be
stowed. " 

Must there, then, be a colonization which will be likely to 
result eventually in a deterioration of the negroes into their 
former savage condition, or are they to remain here a per
petual fire-brand in American society? Are they to abide 
here, foroing a condition of domestic and political affairs 
in the Southern States which compels the Southern men to 
culpable measures, if not to violence outright, in order to 
assure the safety of their lives, the sacredness of their 
homes, the peace and prosperity of their country? 

These are the propositions for which the answer is re
quired. Ne:ther menace nor recrimination is a proper 
means of solution. 1.'he situation, as U now is, demands 
to be candidly considered. 

THE END. 
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