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The soldiers in dresses
FOUGHT GREATEST BATTLES

By REV. It. H. WHITAKER.

Centuries have passed since the
great conquerors of antiquity set up
and overturned monarchies, dynasties
and empires; yet their names are liv-
ing in history, as if their great deeds
of valor and their wonderful achieve-
ments were but of yesterday.

So, too, the names of modern heroes

and Statesmen are, as household
words, with which even the children
are familiar, so faithfully has history
done its work.

Yet. historians continue to write of
them, as, from more advantageous
tandpoints, they catch new views and

discover new features of interest
connected with them., and the times in
which they lived, hitherto overlooked,
worthy of being remembered.

Thus, the chain of history lengthens
as time rolls on.

The heroes of our Revolution, like
mountain peaks, loom up in history;
and, the time will never come when
their names and their glorious
achievements —during those long
years of heroic suffering—will cease
to be dear to the American heart.

No, we can never blot from our
remembrance, nor erase from the
pages of history, the valor and hero-
ism of that old Continental Army,
commanded by the immortal Wash-
ington: nor dim the glory, of the scene
at Yorktown, when Lord Cornwallis
surrendered his army, and American
Independence was secured.

Nor will it ever be forgotten that,
<luring the first century of its life,

this great Republic of ours, so far
forgot the lessons of its early history
(of hardship and suffering), as to co-
nge in sectional and poitical strife,

which terminated in war and blood-
shed. and in the setting up of a new
Republic—“ The Confederate States of
America.”

That, for four years, that new Re !

public had its President, Cabinet and
Congress; its army and its navy; and.
during those four years, hundreds of

battles were fought, and hundreds of
thousands of men were slain; in which
battles the armies of the Young Re-
public. though outnumbered two or
three to one, by the armies of the
North, won more than half of the vic-
tories; and they could never have been
conquered, but for the fact that the

whole world had become one vast en-
listing field, for the Northern army,
which army was daily receiving scores
and hundreds of recruits, to swell its
ranks: while the Confederate army
was daily growing weaker, because
the South had no more men with
which to replenish its ranks.

The history of those four years will
live forever; and. although the flag

of the young Republic will never again

he unfurled to the Southern breeze,
the great principles for which it stood
arc yet living. /

So deeply were they engraved upon
the minds and hearts of the thinking

men and women of the South, during

that unequal struggle, from Bethel to
Appomattox; and so rapidly are they

taking root, even among the people,
who were enemies of the South, I
think l can foresee the time when
those very people will be constrained
to acknowledge that the principles,
which that Hag represented, are the
true principles for which the Revolu-

tion was fought, as set forth in the
Bill of Rights and as written in the
Declaration of Independence.

The South was right. Her cause was
Just; and history, finally, will tell the
truth.

At the formation of the government
twelve of the thirteen States held

slave property. But owing to climate

and other circumstances, New Eng-
land soon found that the price of a
negro, in silver and gold, or in bank
stock, was worth more than the negro

himself; and, so the negroes were
sent South, to work in the cotton,

»'ce and sugar fields; while, with the
money received l for their slaves. New
Fhigland built factories with which to
supply the South with clothes, hats

and shoes.
For awhile that worked all right.

But, New England thought the South
was getting prosperous in her cotton,

rice and sugar productions, with slave

labor: and, forthwith, she began to
decry against slavery.

There was no more honesty or rea-
son in the outcry of Abolitionism
against slavery, than there would be
In the outcry of a receiver of stolen
goods, against the thief who stole
them after he —the receiver—had sold

them and pocketed the money.

I believe historv will correct itself,
and. I predict, the day will come
when the descendants of those Abo-
litionists, who were jealous of, and
hated us, without a cause, will be con-
strained to admit that their ancestors
spent millions of money and sacri-
ficed thousands of lives in the cause
of a sentiment that was born of a
blind fanaticism.

It will be a hard struggle, I am sure,

with many to correct the creed of

their fathers, by yielding to reason
and truth.

Nevertheless, I am confident that,
before another generation has come
and gone, there will be great changes
In thought and feeling, and many
things which have been said and writ-
ten, prejudicial to the South, will be
retracted or corrected; and the world
will behold the remarkable spectacle
of the victor endorsing the principles
for which the vanquished contended.

History will yet do justice to Jef-
ferson Davis, and the principles for

which he stood; and when, in future,
the liberties and the rights of this
country are imperilled, as I fear
they will be —Jefferson Davis will be
referred to, by the historian, as, the
great Apostle of State’s Rights. Our
great captains who led victorious
armies—armies that were never de-
feated —will have assigned to them
niches, high up in the temple of fame,
find the impartial verdict will be:
"The men of the South, and, the cause
for which they stood, were right.”

Until that time shall come, how-
ever. the South is keeping its own
memories green and writing itn own
history; hallowing the recollections of
Its sacrificial sufferings, and teaching
to its sons and daughters, by precept
and example, that, it is not ashamed
of its record; but, with a devotion,
ns sacred and as earnest, as that of
Mary Magdalene, toward the Master,

It delights in offering incense to the
memory of its patriotic dead.

Not one of them is forgotten, from
the President to the humblest citi-
zen; from the commander in chief
of the army to the least known pri-
vate, who so faithfully did his duty
in the ranks* each, all, and every one,
will live in the hearts of the people
of this Southland, and their deeds of
chivalry and bravery will live on in
history forever.

On every 10th of May. throughout
the South, tokens of loving remem-
brance will he laid on each soldier’s
grave; and speakers will bring into
service the trying scenes through
which the South had to go; recount-

ing the valorous deeds of those brave
men whose dust lies beneath the sod,

but whose names, because of their
loyalty and devotion, will always live
in the hearts of a grateful people.

Thus memory will be kept green,
and thus the links of history will be
lengthened, by a sentiment, akin to
that which brought the women to the
Lord's grave, before daylight, on the

first day of the week—a sentiment,
which, the world over, delights in
honoring the brave, the heroic and
the self-sacrificing.

Should the historian lay down his
pen, and the orator no more recount
the valorous deeds of those who gave
their lives to the Southern Confed-
eracy, the story of their bravery and
wonderful achievements, would not be
forgotten; neither grow old, nor get

out of date —for Memorial Day. like
the Jewish Passover, which brings to

their minds the days of their exodus,
would bring to our remembrance all
the tragic incidents of the war pe-
riod through which we passed.

The Daughters of the Confederacy

have taken it upon themselves to
keep the garden of memory green,
and most lovingly and appropriately

I are they performing that self-impos-
I ed, yet, to them, delightful duty; and
I feel honored in being permitted to
join them today in a service that is
to me as sacred as it is pleasant.

I am sure that great sacrifices were
made, and hardships were endured;
that sufferings were patiently and pa-
triotically borne; that a heroism and
a high type of bravery were display-
ed on every battlefield, by the gal-
lant soldiers, who, at the call of their
country, left their offices, their stores,
their farms, their shops, their home
pleasures and their loved ones, to
drive back the invaders.

And. I am sure our great generals
as well as their invincible armies,
down to the most insignificant pri-
vate, will live in history; therefore, it
is not my purpose to laud or to eulo-
gize in this address, any more than I
have already done, the Confederate
soldier. His fame is secure; and noth-
ing I could say would add any glory
to that fame.

As I was not in the army, I cannot
speak, of my own knowledge, of the
movements thereof; of the sanguinary
battlefields; of the cold nights, out on
the frozen ground, with only a blanket
for a covering; of the weary marches
through mud and over frozen roads;
of the camp life when, after a hard
campaign, the veterans had a short
respite, and could, while resting, en-
joy a season of social life; of the let-
ters from home which brought good
or bad news; of the preaching of the
chaplain and the camp songs; no, I
can not speak of any of these things,
from experience or observation; there-
fore, I wil! not try.

But, I think I can speak of some
tilings connected with the war period,
that are worthy of not only a place
in history, but, many of them of be-
ing put upon canvas to adorn the
walls of the temple of fame itself.

When the war began our young
men sprang to arms with an enthus-
iasm better suited to a holiday past-
time, than to engaging in deadly con-
flict, with a hostile foe; and, it was
predicted, that, after a few forced
marches, a few bloody battles, and an
experience of a few months of priva-
tion and hardship, their enthusiasm
would die, their patriotism would yield
to suggestions of prudence and com-
promise; and, the war would have to
come to a close, because the young
men, who had been reared in com-
parative ease, could not, or would not,
endure the hardships of camp life.

Most of those, who first went to the
front, volunteered for a short period,
and their good-byes were as cheer-
fully spoken as if they had been going
on a summer pleasure excursion.

While, to the boys, the matter was
not so serious, to the women—the
mothers, wives and sisters—there were
fearful forebodings. They were rest-
less, troubled and apprehensive; still,
they were, of one accord, in thorough
sympathy with the war spirit, which
had, for its only contention, the
Rights of the States.

It is time I had said that while
these Tenth of May services are in re-
membrance of the men who gave their
lives to their country, the remainder
of this address will be devoted “To
The Women Who Remained at Home:
The Soldiers in Dresses who Fought
the Greatest Battles.”

When the war commenced in earn-
est, the home-ranks began to thin
out, and the women began to feel
that new duties and new responsi-
bilities had to be undertaken by them.
From almost every home the father,
the son or the husband had gone, un-
til the homes, in many cases, were
without men, between the ages of 18
and 45. and to the women were left
all the cares and perplexities of the
families, which had to be fed, clothed
and governed.

Did the women complain? Did
they put on sack-eLnth and sit down in
the ashes of despair, to repine? Did
they stop planting and cultivating?
Did the plows stand still in the fur-
rows? Were the spinning wheels and
the looms allowed to stand idle?
Were the children, in the country
homes, permitted to spend their time
in idleness? Was there, in short, any
diminution of energy and activity, in
tile land when the men had ail gone,
and the women were left in control of
the homos?

Answers to these, and similar ques-
tions. would bring to the world’s gaze
the picture of a condition, the like
of which has not been paralleled in
modern t!m*j*

The nations abroad might have sup-

posed that the South, bereft of its
men, was growing up in weeds, and
all of its varied industries had ceased;
and, that, it would be only a matter
of time when the young Republic
would be starved into submission. So
thinking they could not have made a
worse mistake. The war could have
gone on Indefinitely, if the South had
had the men to withstand the vast
armies which were recruited from all
parts of the world.

The women threw their whole souls
into the fight, and, although, they did
not hold public meetings and adopt
resolutions to that effect; their ac-
tions spake louder and more emphatic

than words, that, "so iong as the men
stay in the field, we will feed and
clothe thorn,”

They said to Gov. Vance: “Send
and get us cards, and we will spin

and weave, and with our own fingers,
we will make clothing for our fami-
lies; and more than that; if the Gov-
ernment will send us the cloth, we
will make up the clothing for our
soldiers,”

We are prone to think the soldier’s
life was the harder. In some respects

it was. But, taking everything into
consideration, the women at home
had as much to contend with as the
soldiers. Indeed, as I see it, the sol-
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dier on the tented field, had a past-
time as compared with all the anxie-
ties and forebodings of the women
at home.

They had to stand alone and bear
all their burdens; and, alone, they
had to plan and execute. They had
to contend with problems that were
new to them, problems that had never
been solved before; therefore, for
their solution they had to make their
own rules. Added to all which the
women at home had to endure a tor-
turing* suspense, for, they did not
know how soon the news would come
that the loved ones in the army had
fallen.

When other eyes were closed in
sleep, and other hearts were resting,
the wives, mothers and sisters of those
loved ones on the Virginia hills, were
spending sleepless hours—their eyes
over-running with tears, their hearts
almost bleeding.

Let me give one picture of a home,
from which the young husband had
gone, leaving with the wife, an only
child-—a five year old boy. A year
had fled since that young husband
buckled on his sword and went to
the Army of Northern Virginia. He
had been in many battles —some of
then) hard fought—but he had not
fought in any that were severer than
those home-battles his wife had
fought.

The Seven Days’ Fight around
Richmond was going on. The news
had reached her that thousands had
fallen, and the hospitals of Richmond
were crowded with the wounded. She
had no news from the husband, other
than that the company which he com-
manded had been terribly cut to
pieces.

She sits near an open window that
looks toward the north, and gazing at

the polar star, which, as the star of
Bethlehem told the wise men where
the child Jesus was, seemed to her a
ray of hope, telling her that the light
had not gone out; but that her hus-
band, though he might be wounded,
was yet alive.

The clock strikes the midnight
hour, and the revery is broken; for

she remembers the sick boy, on the
little trundle bed. whose medicine
must be given. She feels his pulse
and runs her hand across his fore-
head, hoping there may be some
abatement of the fever. In his de-
lirium, the little boy calls for father,
and begs that he will come to him.
His piteous cry is like a dagger, sent

to the mother’s heart; but, the child
must be quieted and she must do it,
although her own heart is crying out
for "the father” as well as the little
child.

Having given the medicine to, and
quieted the child, she sits and gazes

at the star that, she Imagines, hangs

over Richmond,- while her thoughts,
as lightning flashes, go from the sick
child to the husband and back again;
and the fearful question almost

crushes out of her the last ray of
hope: “Will father and child ever see
each other again?”

“O, God,” she murmurs, “help me
to bear it all! For my country's sake,
help me to be able to say: ‘Thy will
be done’!”

She falls alseep, and dreams of
those happy days, of home life, with
husband and little boy, before the
war had cast its shadows over the

land. How happy is she in the midst
of that dream. Husband is there, as
she used to see him, and the little boy,
just beginning to talk, is sitting on
the father’s knee; while she, so en-
raptured at the scene, is giving atten-
tion to the prattle of their dear and
only child.

A short hour of repose is broken
by a moan from her sick boy; the
happy dream scenes fade away, and
the dark shadows of a terrible forebo-
ding gather about her. Her boy is
no better, and she realizes that the
scorching fever will soon burn out

its young life. In her loneliness she
weeps, and the woman, in her nature,

begins to cry out for help: “O, God,
how can I bear all this? Dear Sa-
viour, thou burden-bearer, help me to
carry these burdens; and above all,
help me to say: ‘Not my will but
Thine’!”

When the morning sun begins to
shine, and the birds are singing their

sweetest songs, that mother, aided,
only by the servants, is performing

the saddest of all duties —robing her
own, and her only, little boy for
burial.

As she gazes on that bleached face,

now so cold and peaceful, she cannot
keep back the thought that, perhaps,
father and child have already met in
the spirit world; and, that, she is all
alone in this: that, the next mail from
Richmond, will bring an account of
the husband’s death in battle.

The soldier in the army had his
comrades, who cheered him; and his
life though hard, and all the time in
peril, had its excitements and its
pleasures. His was a physical labor—•
a routine of ever-shifting scenes.
Even the battle field had its inspira-
tions. The martial music, the wav-
ing flags, the rattle of musketry, the

roar of cannons, the glitter of bayo-
nets, the seried ranks and, above all,
the “rebel yell.” furnished inspiration
which made men forget danger, and
themselves, and rush to victory or
death.

Not so with woman at home. Each
mother, like a picket on the outpost,

had to stand alone, and think, plan
and act for herself, and there was no
relief. She had to stand day and
night—all the time. All alone, she
had to measure arms with adverse
circumstances and carry burdens that
would have crushed her, had she not,
like the mother of the Gracchi; been
a cheerful and a willing giver of the

best and al! that she had, for the
country she loved.

I can remember many instances of
heroism, among the women of our
State, that were never excelled, if in-
deed equalled, by the women of any
age or country.

Why such heroism ? Why were they
willing to card and spin and weave;
look after the farms; raise hogs,
sheep and cattle; send their poultry,
eggs and butter to market? Why did
they make cloth and of that cloth
make garments?

There can be but one answer to
these and similar questions: They
loved their country, its president, its
great statesmen, its generals, and all
of its officers and men. and, they
were willing to forego and to undergo,
all things to secure the independence
of the Confederate States of America.

One thought is worthy of considera-
tion. and the historian should not fail
to emphasize it: The women, who
loved and sacrified for their country,

lever surrendered; nor, since the
lose of the war, have they ever wav-

ered, in their devotion to the
principles for which their husbands,
sons and brothers fought. While
many of those, who made good re-
ords as soldiers, in the armies of

the Confederacy have, since the days
jf reconstruction, become apologists
for the war, the women have never
weakened in their faith of the just-
ness of our cause, or ceased to re-
member, with grateful hearts, the
men who stood for that cause, which,

to them, is as right now as it was
then.

The women of the South are still
for the South, as against the world;
and they love it all the more, because
of its humiliations and sufferings,
which, during Reconstruction days,
were so cruelly and unstintedly im-
posed upon it. The women are not
rebels: but, they \»ijl ever love the
memory of those d*ys of sacrifice and
suffering when the South, aided by
their prayers and labors, was doing
no more than standing for its rights
and its liberties.

Men may forget; and, prompted by
the hope of office or the glare of
riches, they may become traitors to
principle, and enter into league with
those who once were their enemies
and oppressors—who wrested their
property from them, took, or tried to
take away their liberties, despoiled
their estates, burned their homes, and
filled the land with despair: i say.
men may forget; but women remem-
ber: they appreciate, and revere the
glorious deeds of the past, in their
dear Southland.

The Tenth of May belongs to the
women of the South. It Is to them
an Easter day, in the sense of its
being the beginning of a new life, af-
ter a crucifixion and a resurrection.

It was the darkest day *he Chris-
tian world ever saw when Christ, the
Promised Messiah, hung and died

lon a Roman cross. His disciples,
hitherto so true to him, had fled, and

. his enemies though, seemingly, vic-
tors, stood in awe, when darkness pre-
vailed, and the earth-quake shook the
mountains and rent the vail of the
temple: the graves were opened and

! the dead arose and walked forth. To
all human appearances ail was lost.

The disappointed and affrighted disci-
ples of Jesus, when they saw him bow
his head, give up the ghost and die,
could but hang their heads and say:
“Our king is dead! His prophesied
reign will never bo. Our enemies
have triumphed!”

| The Apostles, who had been his
constant companions, who, just a few
hours before, had said: “We will
never forsake you,” were either
ashamed or afraid to take the body
of their dead king from the cross.

|We do not know (save John) where
| they were: but, it is to be inferred
J they were keeping well out, of the
I way; for, it is written: “And all his
j acquaintance and the women that fol-
lowed him from Galilee, stood afar
off, beholding these things.”

! But, we read, that, when Joseph of
Arimathea and Nicodemus took the
body of Jesus to bury it, “the women
followed them and beheld the sepul-
chre, and how his body was laid”;
for, although dead,, they loved him
and were not ashamed to he seen
weeping over his body. They could
not forsake him.

They were the same women, who,
on the third morning, hastened to
the tomb, with their spices and oint-
ments, which they prepared on the
evening of the crucifixion, after they
had seen their Lord laid in the se-
pulch re.

May I not say, without being
charged with sacrilege, that I behold
a striking analogy between that scene
and the scene we witness on the
Tenth of May, when the women, who
were the last to give up the cause of
the Confederacy, with their daughters,
who have inherited their mother’s de-
votion and faithfulness to principle,
are seen coming to the tombs of those
who die for their country bringing
flowers with which ’to embalm the
memory of that period, when their
hopes and their expectations were as
buoyant as were those of the disciples
of Jesus, who, on the mount, saw the
glory of his transfiguration?

Memorial Day serves the double
purpose of honoring the heroism of
the dead past and inspiring us with
hope for the future. It represents a
resurrection.

The old year died and was buried
beneath the frosts of winter. The
sun went beyond the line, and left
dead fields, leafless forests and flaw-
erless gardens. But, like that hope
which reanimates the soul, the sun
came back, in the spring, bringing
forth buds and flowers, and giving a
new life to the earth.

As, to the Disciples, the death of
Jesus left a world in darkness, with-
out a ray of cheer, for the future, and,
as the winter solitice shrouded the
earth in death and gloom, for awhile;
so the surrender of Lee and Johnston,
and the collapse of the Confederacy,
cast the darkness of a long night upon
this Southland, through which, for a
time, not a ray of hope could pene-
trate.

But, at length, the day began to
dawn, hope revived, the sun of pros-
perity began to shine, and resurrec-
tion was accomplished. From her
dark tomb, the “Old South” came
forth in beauty and a glorious im-
mortality; and, today, we celebrate an
Easter in commemoration of the be-
ginning of her new life.

The sweet flowers with which the
women decorate the graves of the
Confederate dead, (like the spices
which Mary Magdalene and the oth-
er women brought to the tomb of
Jesus), are tokens of a love that can
not be fathomed: —that /will never
die, because almost divine. Such a
love is the explanation and the only
explanation of the faithfulness of the
women during the dark days of the
war.

The women loved their Southland,
and they loved its defenders. To
them it was a sacred duty and a de-
lightful privilege to bear burdens,
somewhat commensurate Avith those
borne by husbands, sons and brothers,
in the march and on the battlefield.

When upon their knees, asking God
to protect their loved ones, and to-
vouchsafe final victory to the arms
of the Confederacy, they did not for-
get to ask for strength and wisdom,
that they might conduct the affairs
at home in a successful manner.

No soldier, on drill, was more anxi-
ous to attain unto perfection in the
arts of Avar, than Avere the women, to
acquire that knowledge of the home,
farm and business life, that would
make them efficient managers, in the

absence of their husbands. They rea-
soned this way: “If the home Avork
goes on, successfully, our husbands,
fathers and sons need not return until
a peace has been conquered.”

Then, the Avomen Avere, in the truest
sense of the Avord, soldiers—earnest,
self-sacrificing soldiers, fighting the
home battles, while the men Avere

in the field, upholding the flag of the
neAV Republic. One incident will suf-
fice to give the generations folloAving
some idea of the spirit which ani-
mated the noble Avomen of the South.

Bishop Marvin, then a young man
—a traveling Methodist preacher—
Avas boarding AA’ith a family of wealth,
in Louisiana, during the Avar. The
husband was a colonel in the Army
of Northern Virginia. The Bishop, in
telling the story, said: “The conduct
of that Avoman convinced me that the
truest soldiers had not gone to the
front. “I did not know,” said he,
‘‘anything of the gallantry and brav-
ery of the Colonel; but, I soon learn-
ed that the little Avife, he had left
at home, Avas a statesman, a soldier
and a farmer, and that her whole
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or check the outflow of the burning fluids through the skin. Only persistent and faithful
constitutional treatment can do this. The acid poison in the blood, which is the real cause of
the eruption, must be attacked, and when the blood has been cleared of all accumulated impu-
rities and restored to a healthy condition, then, and only then, will a thorough and lasting
cure be effected, and for the accomplishment of all this, no remedy equals S. S. S., which
contains all requirements for cleansing and building up the acid blood, and invigorating
and toning up the system. S. S. S. completely and permanently eradicates every vestige
of poison, thus effectually preventing a fresh outbreak of the disease. a

Cases that have resisted ordinary treatment for years, yield to the purifying, cooling
effects of S. S. S. upon* the blood, and when rich, pure "blood is again circulating through the
system, the itching and stinging cease, the eruption disappears, and the red, rough skin

S
h becomes soft and smooth again.

• Skin diseases appear in various forms—sometimes
* in pustules or blisters, sores, rashes, or red, disfiguring
i humps and pimples—but all are caused by a bad condi-
¦ ou ie hlood, and for which S. S. S. is a safe and
f effectual cure. No bad effects can come from its use,

because it contains no Arsenic, Potash or other harmful
drugs, but is guaranteed a strictly vegetable remedy.

If you are a sufferer from some summer terror like Eczema, Tetter, Acne, Psoriasis, Salt
Rheum, Nettle Rash or kindred disease, write us about it, and medical advice or any special
information wanted will be given without charge.

Our Book on Skin Diseases will be sent free to all desiring if.
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soul ,as well as her little body, had
been dedicated to the Southern cause.
Whatever she did (and she did al-
most everything), was to strengthen
that cause. To carry on successfully
the operation of the large farm, as
she reasoned, would help the South in
the first place, and be a pleasure, in
the second, to her husband, whose ap-

probation she so much coveted. Every
night after supper,” said the Bishop,
“that little wife would bring out a
small memorandum book, and write
down all the business transactions of
the day. Sometimes, after making a
column or two of entries, she would
appeal to me to know whether or not
they were made correctly, and what
I thought of her management of af-
fairs, saying: ‘I am so anxious to
keep my husband’s affairs in good or-
der. I promised him when I buckled
on his sword, and kissed him good-
bye, that the home should not suf-
fer while he was battling for our
rights: and T am so anxious to keep
my promise.’

“Every night,” the ' Bishop said,
“that book came out, and there was
no abatement at any time, of anxiety
and earnest, heart-felt concern, on
the part of the wife to have her ac-
count of the business correct.”

At length, she received a letter, an-
nouncing that the husband would be
at home on a certain day on furlough.

That letter revolutionized the home.
From the time of its reception, to the
time of the Colonel’s expected ar-
rival, that little woman hardly took
time to eat or to sleep. The house
was renovated from garret to cellar,
the yard was swept, the fences and
negro cabins were whitewashed, and
everything about the premises put on
a Sunday look: and the Bishop said,

her book was consulted, an entries
made ip it, almost every time that
busy little wife turned about.”

At length the day came when the
Colonel was expected, and, in the
evening, the carriage was sent to the
station lo meet him.

“I saw it returning,” said the
Bishop, and just as it halted at the
gate, I went to my room, as I felt
the meeting that was to take place,
was too sacred a thing for me to wit-
ness. I did not come down until the
supper-bell rang. The Colonel, hear-
ing my footsteps, met me at the
landing of the stairway, his little wife
clinging to his arm with a face ra-
diant with happiness.

“We lingered at the supper table,
after partaking of the meal, until the
servants had removed the dishes,
listening to accounts which the Col-
onel gave of the camp-life, the march-
es and the many sharp battles in
which he had participated.

“All a< once, T saw that little wo-
man slip from the room. She was
gone only a moment; but, when she
returned, I saw in her hand that
memorandum book, I had seen so
many times; and, instead of going
hark to her seat, she approached the
Colonel, saying, as she leaned her lit-
tle tired frame upon his Herculean
shoulder, and laid that book on the
table before him: ‘I want to give an
account of my stewardship’.”

“O, ho!” said the Colonel, as he
opened and began to examine the
book; “I see you have been keeping
a diary”; adding, after he had turned
a few leaves, “keeping a daily ac-

count of everything that has trans-
pired.”

Then, putting on a business air, he
pretended to be carefully scanning
every page. Slowly he turned the
leaves, bestowing, on each page, an
interest that made the wife, who was
keenly watching every movement, be-
lieve that he was really reading and
critically reviewing the record she had
made of the home life, in his ab-
sence.

“I shall never forget,” said the
Bishop, “that woman’s anxiety, while
the Colonel was turning those leaves.
She was standing beside him, her
light hand resting on his shoulder,
her teyes intently gazing upon his
face, as if trying to discover, in ad-
vance, what would be the verdict lie
would render with regard to her la-
bors; and, that anxiety Increased as
the Colonel was turning the last few
leaves. Her face became deathly pale
and her breathing seemed difficult. At
length, the last page was turned, and
1 saw her draw a long breath, and
taking her hand from his shoulder,
and, standing a little apart from him,
seemed to be waiting for a word—
ONLY A WORD.

“It was but a second; but who can
tell how much a soul can suffer in a
second?

“The Colonel was proud of his lit-
tle wife and thought she had wrought
bravely and successfully. With tears
in his eyes, he reached out his hand
and drew her toward him, as h* said:
“Dear little wife, you have managed
as well as I could have done had I
been at home.’

“She fell on his breast weeping like
a child, saying, between her sobbings:
“That pays me for everything.”

With such a womanhood at home
men could not help being patriotic and
brave. It is no wonder that six hun-
dred thousand Confederate soldiers
held at bay for four years two mil-
lions of invaders.

The women at home nerved the men
in their weary marches and inspired
them on the field of battle. The wo-
men at home were full of faith, and
no adversities discouraged them.
They were willing to suffer and even
to wear themselves out—yea, and die
for the country they loved.

Every flower and evergreen placed
on the grave of a Confederate soldier
is not only a loving tribute to the
memory of the heroic dead, but, it is
a fresh manifestation of that woman-
ly devotion to principle which char-
acterized the. mothers, wives and
daughters of the war period, when
the men were in the field and the wo-
men, with the devotion, and constancy
of Penelope, were waiting and watch-
ing and weaving until they should re-
turn.

Many a lover had Penelope; but, to
Penelope, there was but one worthy
of her love.

While the war was going on the
women of the South had many op-
portunities to engage in rounds of ex-
citement and pleasure; but, to them,
there was but one royal pleasure and
one supreme duty—loving and serving
country!
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