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could do lio (oo. Pour Cora

^togo far without permission, you know, I

. pray for them that dospitcfully use you and 
persecute you,” when you fight aftd array nr- 
mics against each other. So thevc is not* 

I Quaker iu the Yankee army. But 1 sappaw
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in delight. They gathered more flowersi 
than they could carry. They built bouses; 
and covered them with their floral treasures.
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EX^EC'? the little-readers of jire. 
Child’s Index can guess the name of the 

Tjjrespcctablc old-fashioned gentleman in 
the picture. They know him by his 
broad-brimmed hat, perhaps. If he had 
his wife by Ills side, she would bo easily 
recognized by her plain hoopless skirt 

’ of drab, and the white handkerchief folded 
. primly across her bosom, and her long and 

' unbecomiWg bonnet. . • .
• Yes, the gentleman is a Quaker, and »■...■...,..*...,,............„ ; ,

very distinguished one, too. You have all I the emigrants and Indians, returned to Ins 
read of William Penn, in your geogra- old home, England,’to die.

. nhics—the Quaker who came ovey from j Though his bonca have been mouldering 
1 ............................ ......... • " 1 ’ in t]J(J grave for more than a hundred years,

his name and fame still lives iniperishably. 
His name is preserved not only in the name 
of the State of which he was the founder, 
but In tho hearts of many of the present 
inhabitants, whubonst that they arc descend­
ed from so illustrious a man. And as a

tax in lieu cf their military services. Pon t 
you wish they had another great predcher 
like William Penn, who could convert the 
wicked Yankees from the error of their ways 
and persuade them that they are sinning 
against God, in their treatment of unoffend­
ing Southerners?*

The good William Penn, after colonizing 
Pennsylvania, and spending several years of 
his life in preaching the Gospel of Christ to 

‘ * ants and Indians, returned to his

phics—the Quaker who came ove/ irom 
England and settled the State of Pennsyl- ‘ 
vania and called it after himself.

Above is his por^pit. He was a very 
good and pious man, and was persecuted in 
his own country on account of his religion. 
So ho determined to come across the ocean 
to this country, which was then a wilderness 
dotted over with the wigwams of the Sav­
age, and bring with him a colony of Friends 
or Quakers, and settle them where he might 
preach and teach his holy religion without 
molestation.

You have seen in your Geography or His­
tory the picture of William, Penn preaching 
to the Indians. He was very kind to the 
poor red mon, and instead of forcibly driv­
ing them from the soil, ho bought the lands 
from them, although the King of England 
had given him the'lands in payment of a 

* debt, and then endeavored to teach theta to 
believe in God and a Saviour, instead of the 
Great Spirit whom they ignorantly worship-

Christian and a Philanthropist he will al­
ways be numbered among the great of the 
earth. I
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BY AUNT LOUISE.

ped. . .
A great many people from England, Ire­

land, Wales and Germany) followed W illiam 
- Penn to America, and very soon they set­

tled the large State of Pennsylvania and laid 
out the city of Philadelphia, which you 
know is the second city tin sizeiu the Uni­
ted States., This beautiful city is sometimes 
called the “City of Brotherly Love,” be­
cause it was first settled by these orderly and 
peace-loving Quakers. .,
1 mi _ n vi>rv nriloMv unit OAllAr

set of people- They never wear a merry 
countenance, and adhere always to a simple 
and old-fashioned BW of drm 1,1111 look8 
queerlyon the gay and fashionable streets of 
Philadelphia. ■ •

They believe it is a great sin to wage war 
They believe that you disobey and offend 
that blessed Saviour who tells you to “love

“\Inw listen nt tuat. we neverwm eo tv sue u<w», ,got dow/ta tho brook, where there ore /lota Both children regretted the low of tho
.^'Z^  ̂ .nd opring’booutioo. ■'" -«"■«“

me so. Von t mother be delighted with 
J'l intend to carry her?” . . 
said Coro, “mother docs love fresh 
rs. And no# we ulay goon. My 
I quite well again ” Then after a 

.coupled in retying bcr sun bonnet, 
Blued, “but had we not betlier run 
t ask mdther ? Sho docs not allow

“Thc|e, now. just hear the girl talk !— 
What id the use going nil the way to the 
house d hear mother say ‘Yim, my dear.’ 
You kolw that will be her answer. Come 
on : I fin ever so anxious to sec the cunning 
little foil, and gather wild ilowcrs, and am 
afraid trere will not be time, if you bother 
so.” . J .

“Bull Allie,” persisted his sister, “moth­
er urgli miss us and feel uneasy. Besides 
I FbaU liel better to get her consent,”

“Tblrc. it all ends in feeling bad. Cora, 
I would not be'-juch a bitty. Come, you 
will 00h forget your feelings,” said Allie,
contemptuously.

Theft) Cora, who really longed as much 
ns he, to sec the little fish, the bright flow­
ers, and sit on the green moss beds, ran 
along.’ Inwardly, she called herself fooluh 
to eifaifec rrjtniencc, who would keep whis­
pering in her ear, '‘You ought not.’’

On they went—over the old stile—thro’ 
the field, \hen run shouting into the wood. 
0, What a time they had I The birds sang 
dsligWujiy; the ground.wiiH fairly covered

CHAPTER I.
•njQ T was Saturday afternoon,'bod Mrs. Lea 

excused her little Corn and Allie, for 
their usual half holiday Of how they 
laughed and hopped u“out, inautici- 
P»lioD °f 1,10 ^^ ^“G ,,l<iy WCrC 
going to have! Snatching up bonnet 

» and cap. they ran half-way down the 
lane before thinking to auk permission, for 
they were told not to leave the yard without 
their mother’s consent. .

“To the brook, the woods and the green 
moss beds,” shouted Allie, throwing his cap 
high into the air. * .

They made tiny leaf boats, loaded them J 
with heaps of blue, fragrant violets, and sent' ’ 
them sailing down the sparkling, bubbling I 
brook. They looked at the cunning little; ; 
fish until they cared to see them no more.— 
At last, Cora said, with o sigh, for she was 
ndlquite happy: .

“It is quite time to go home, Allie. Sec, 
the sun is almost behind tho hills.”

“Ho it is, Cora; but I have just thought 
how nice it will be to wade a little.”

“0, no, Allie, indeed you must’not,”—j ; 
earnestly said the sister. “Come, wo muse 
hurry to get home before supper time.”

“But just wait one little minute; I urn so 
warm, and the water will feel sa good”

“No; I will run off and leave you,” re­
plied she, running off, without taking one of 
the many garlands she hud woven purpose­
ly to carry home. ■ ,

“0, dear mo I” sighed the little fellow, 
“she is really going. How T would like just 
to wet my feet. Cora 1” called he, “do waif 
forme!” ’

Almost in silence they walked homeward. 
Both felt tired .and out of spirits. When 
they were almost home, Cora said: ;

“What shal) we tell mothef ? She will be 
sure to punish ue for going without leave.’’;

“Then if you knew wo had to be whip­
’ ped, why did you go ? You might, at Wast, 
1 have let me had a good time wading,” nl- 
‘ most angrily replied Allie.
' “TUerc, don’t Allie. You may not be 
. whipped after all, but I nip sure Bought to 
1 b/fffaybo something will happen, and mo­

ther never know that wo have been aWby.”
, “Sure enough,’ there she is at the gate 
' now. We need not tell her.” •

Scarcely had they finished speaking be­
fore Mrs. Lea came up and kissed both of 
them.” •

“And how have my children spent the of

Cora jumped up with a shout, at the hap­
py thought} but not looking where sho ph- 
oml her loot, KhoBtrook it «8uiml« rock and . .iju™
f down. ! “And how have my children ape

C "Do cot up, Cora, and let us hurry on. 11 ternotta?” she pleasantly inquired, 
do not see why you should fall, unless it.'ia! “0 nicclv. mother, down in -“0 nicely, mother, down in the bode 

yard,” said Cora, with a little blush- b
“In the back yard! Then why did you 

not answer when I called ? I intended to 
ma it is sprain™. :. t™I™ “ b"*e‘ ^sjs^K? “a ^ y“"
'■Now, just listen nt that. Wo never will go to 11m brook, and »"• . /.I
. , ’ . l Inta Both children regretted the

just to bother”
«‘Do be patient} Allie, and wait one min­

ute till my ankle quits paining me. I pm 
afraid it is sprained.” ’ J

confess they hud Been to the brook. Com, 
feeling that she must say something, said/

“We did not.hear.V
“It is true,” said slic to herself, “but mo- 

theruiust never know why we did not hear.”
Mrs. Lea was very kindto her little ones, 

and seemed more so than usual that evening. 
Sho had followed them to' the wood and 
kne.w all they had done. Sho wished to seo 
if they had courage enough to confess their 

’ sin, so she Heated them as if she thought 
। they were inncccnt ,

Allie was rather young- to understand fill­
> ly the nature of his fault. Iio soon became 
. 'pluyluf as renal. Cora tried but Vuuld not, 
' ■pe cheerful. The commandment “Honor -

thy father and thy mother,” would not stay 
out of her mind. That night she could not 
sleep for frightful drcams.

The next morning Mr. Lea called both 
the children to him and selected a text for 
them to learn. It was—“The eye that mock- 
eth at his father, and despiseth to obey his 
mother, the ravens of the valley shall pick 
it out, and the young eagles shall eat it.”— 
Prpv. xxx. 17.

After they hud learned the verse, ho told 
them that, to disobey their parents was to 
mock or despise them ; and showed how 
much happier they would be if they were 
always obedient children.

“Have 1 not mocked mJ father and de­
spised to obey luy mother,” thought Cora. 
Shea felt very unhappy with her secret un­
confessed, yet had not sufficient courage to 
tell of hej filsopcdience. Very fadish had

more for her disobedience than many cven- 
iugs'bf enjoyment would have balanced.— 
She felt that it was folly to seek pleasure 
when the price was disobedience.

(7b be-continuet.)

8H0KT PRAYBKS FOK CHILDlWy. 
■ In the Morning. .

O God, thou art my God, early will I seek 
thee. . Thou art very great, but 1 am only 
a little child. Thou art very holy, but I am 
a sinner. 1 have done those things which I 
ought not to have done, and have hit un­
done those things which I ought to have 
done. ,

God be merciluldo.iuo a sinner. Forgive 
all my sins for Christ’s sake.

0 Lord, give me a new-hefirt. Take away 
my sin, and make uic holy. Be a Father 
unto we. Teach me what I ought to know, 
and bless me with thy grace and mercy.— 
Keep me from all harm this day. Above 
all, keep me from sin. Lord, bless uiy re­
lations, (father, mother,brothers and sisters.) 
Bless my friends.

I thank thee for all my blessings. I thank 
.thco for keeping me safe through thenight.

Our Father which art in heaven, Hal­
lowed bo thy name. Thy kingdom come.— 
Thy will be done in earth, as it is in hea­
ven. Give Us this day our daily bread. And 
forgive us our debts as we forgive our debt­
ors. And lead us not into temptation, but 
deliver us from evil; for thine is tho king­
dom, and the power, and the glory, forever. 
Amen. • ’

WHIP UP, DOTS.

Don’t lag behind. Study hard. Learn ev- 
erytliiug you can. Now is the seed-time.^- 
You win want the harvest after a while. Hoar 
what Waller Scott says:—“It is with tho 
deepest regret that I recollect in my manhood 
tho opportunities of learning which I neglect­
ed iu my youth, that through every part of 
my literary career I have left pinched and 
hampered by my own ignorance, and I would 
thia moment give halt the reputation I have 
hafftwe good fortutflhto acquire, iff by doing 
eo, I could rest the remaining part upon a . 
sound foundation of learning and science.

These two lines which look to solemn, 
Were just here to fill this column.
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• After a while I went io and took 
ting, and lift Tin playing ih the yu

> ’V dihecd for aw boar or two alone,

SAMUEH BOYKIN, Editor.

“WeH, Janina, ^ am a good boy 
take none.”

; ijknit- 
.; I Mt

very lonely, I sent a servant for mj 
aon. When he went out he had on

Jg^- 
on i clean

NOTICE OUR NEW TERMS.
verma rv» Tint cuiu>* ixnx- '
lITtlKS FROM TIP’S AiRANDMOTHEE.

No. 1. (

“Bird’s Nesi-, June 21, 1864.
' My Dear Little Friends <

FEW days ago, I was.travelling on 
the Atlanta train and met Mr. Boy­
kin. He told me that once a month 
he published.* little paper which be 
called the “ChiM’s Index.” “Now,"' 
he Mid, “as you love the little ones 
so muck, suppose you write them a 

letter occasionally.” '
“My good fricud,” I said, “nobody loves 

the children,half so well as I do, but I am 
a very old woman now; I can hardly hold a 
pen in my trembling fingers; my eyes, too, 
arc so dim I can scarcely see, and as you re­
member that it once pleased the Great God 
to take so many of my own children, 1 am 
afraid rny letters would be too sad for child­
ish eyes. But if I can interest them I will 
«y" .

And so, dear little ones, I urn writing to 
you to-day. I said, as you know'that my 
children .were all "one, four little rosy boys, 
played around my knee, in happiness and 
health, one day, and the next, one was cold 
and dead. Two weeks later, two others were 
laid in the grave, and I was left with only 
one dear son to gladden my eyes and keep 
my heart from breaking, But God did bet 
forsake mo in that dark, sad time, and my 
Charlie was spared to grow up a pious man 
and a great blessing to liM mother. Just a 
year ago, my son was obliged to go to Eu­
rope for his wife's health. Now, Europe is 
a great country, on the other side of the 
ocean, and when I thought how lonely 1 
should be, I begged them not to leave me 
so desolate, and so they left for mo their lit­
tle sou- You may be sure I waa glad of this. 
I just want’d a bright little boy for a com­
panion. I must tell you about Lluf.* Hute 
nearly four years old, has bright blue eyes, 
with little dimples in his f“* cheeks, and ' 
wow ehuri inren $fnts. like, J dare say, 
some of yon do. His father gave him a long, 
bard name, but he is so very little and suou

calico jacket, and pinite, and now his ice and 
hands were all stained, and on eacl i ” ' 
his linen pants was a red spot, whet

aide of
he bad

wiped his hands. I knew all ab< it it at 
once. Tjp hud been eating the slrai jerries.

. “Come here, my son,” I said, “w it is all 
that stain on your face and clothes "Y— 
have disobeyed Grandma, and hav been 
takingthe strawberries; hnvn’t you’-’ 
' Tip huig bis poor little' head dd| 

said—“Np, Janma, I ain’t took nos

“Oh, my child, look, at me,” I | id, but 
Tip could not look up. A little boy ' ho tell# 
a story can new look up. He lookAl down 
at the carpal and said: I '

“Abad boy came in the garden aid took 
’ep. It wasn’t Tin.” |

I took the child on my lap and and, “I 
am ashamed of my little son; he Mi told 
an u8ly> “ply story. He is a wickw boy. 
God saw him take the berries—Godj heard

You

n and 
awbcr-

him tel! a lie, and God is very angrr with 
him. You cannot have berries for la, lit­
tle l*Pi” and I took the little fellow Ind set 
him on-a high stool with his face turned to 
the wall. Presently I heard him seb, and 
he would wipe his eyes and say— >

“Foor little Tipi He ain't gut no |straw- 
berrics, and God .is mad with him.”

After a while he was bo quiet I found he 
had cried himself to sleep in his higiijchair. 
I took him up very gently and laid him on 
his little bed. Late in the evening when be 
Lad gotten up and his “mammy” had washed 
and dressed him, he came into the room 
where 1 was sitting, and said: ' ,

“Tako me up into your lap, Jgump^ I am 
a good boy now. Little Tip took the straw­
berries and told a big et^ry, but now be 
wants to tell God he didn't go tp do it.” So 
ho knelt down and said—“0 (iud I please 
forgive Tip and. make him a good boy, for 
Christ’s stike. Amen.” _

My children, do you ever tell little stories? 
Don't do so again. God has said that He 
will punish those who do not spo^ “ “ ruth. 
A tic in,L»A^.4^ily-UMj tt1^1] 
little liprfe a beautiful gem, wi 
ear’s smile upon it.

live nor do the things imputed to them; but 
I say again that you can be a kind, benevo­
lent girl, doing so much good and dispen­
sing db much light into sad hearts, UiM yda 
will appear bright and beautiful as a fairy 
in the eyes of those you succor, and be in 
your heart truly happy.”

Ella looked downcast. Sho was not dis-* 
appointed at the picture her mother bad 
drawn of the fairy sho might be, but sho 
knew and felt that sho hud nut been as use­
ful ns was Her duty. She thought of the 
many kindnesses which her dear widowed 
mother, and other kind friends bad render­
ed her since her birth, and then she thought, 
and seriously too, how little she had done 
in return.- Children, she knew, could not 
do many very great or extremely useful ac­
tions, but then she hud never made oven an 
effort at “doing good.” * Ella was .ten years 
old, and as far back as she could remember 
very few good actions stood up to her view. 
She could see plainly many bad ones; and 
'sonic not very far back down the vista of 
time, showed that the little perpetrator was 
still impenitent and did not see the evil of 
her way. As she sat, silently thinking, this 
was the way her thoughts ran: “1 have 
been a selfish, and oftentimes a lazy child— 
more fond of reading a story-book than obey­
ing my mother's orders; preferring to drees 
dolls and keep them to myself than(kindly 
letting my .friends enjoy theta •when they 
visit mo. 1 don’t speak to June Bliss, be­
cause she wouldn’t let me have the seat at 
the desk next the window, and—oh! so 
many other naughty thing# that I am 
ashamed to think of them. God is so very 
good to let me live whim I have been doing 
so, I will ask Him to help me to do .better."

My little readers, do you evet think thus 
seriously of yowr fault*? Try and do so, 
for if you would count them up they may 
be more than Ella’s. To be sorry for our 
sins is the way tu repent, and Christ says we 
fnust repent before we can go to heaven.

, “What is the matter, my dear,” said Mrs. 
Bri^htfacc, just then looking up and seeing 
a bright tear-drop roll down her little daugh­
ter’s cheek.

Between smiles and tears, Ella tried to 
tell her toother how very bad she knew she 
waa, and-how much she wanted to do better.

heayt and step were as light as those of any' 
w'Pb- —

th ciun mint.
I think, when I read that sweet story of old, 

While Jeena was here among men,
How he call’d little children as Iambs to hia 
i fl dd, -

I should like to hare been with them then.

I with that bis hands had been placed on my 
head, ’ *

i That his arm hud been thrown around me, 
And that I might have seen his kind look 

when he said,
“Let the little ones come unto me.”

Yet still to his footstool in prayer I may go, 
I And ask for a share in his love;
And if-1 thus earnestly seek him below 

■ I shall see him and hear him above.
tn that beautiful place he is gone to prepare, 

For all who are washed and forgiven;
And many dear children are gathering there, 

“For of such is the kingdom of heaven.”

WMHTES FOR THE CHILD'S IMDli.

THE OSTRICH.

a funny fellow, that nobody calls him by it. 
Ho is “Little Tip;” and we never remem­
ber that he has any other name. We live 
in a pretty little house; titfay off in the coun­
try, where Tip can have Ills rubbits and dogs, 

,und play in the shade all the day long. Yes­
terday Tcallcd him to me, and said: “Little 
Tip, they-want me to write to the children, 
iu Macon and all about, what must Grand­
ma tell them ?” /

“Oh, Janmu," (be always calls mu J an­
nul) he said, “lull ’em about Red-Ridtug- 
llood !”

•'Oh no, my son, they have heard all that 
long ago,”. I said. .

“Well, tell ’em about how Johnny Price 
took his sister Susie's pidgeon and shut it 
up in his mama’s work box, and in the 
morning it was dead!”

Wan-nsjc mm the cuiij>'» ikdex.
HOW TO BIC A TAIBI.

BY JKB8IB.
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“No, they don’t care for that, Tip.”
“Well, Janmu, tell ’em bow I am a big 

boy, what can whistle like? the care, and can 
pop a pop-gun, all by myself.”

“No, little Tip, 1 thmk Grandma must 
. toll them about tho strawberries.”

Poor Tip is such a little boy that he did 
Dot know that I was going to tell something 
very naughty about him, so he clapped his 
fat little hands and said:

“Tell’em rAat, Janmu, tell’em that; but 
but don’t tell that part about putting mo 
into the comer.”

One bright, warm day, a few weeks ago, 
Tip and 1 wore walking in the garden, look­
ing at the pretty flowers and listening to the 
birds sing. • Tip ran along the white walks 
by my aide very happily, laughing and talk­
ing and asking questions. All at ouco ho 
espied the strawberries! How fine they 
looked I Bright, red and ripe, half hidden 
under the green leaves. The litttaboy was 
highly delighted. He did not know before 
that they were ripo.

“Oh, Janma,” he said, “look, ain’t they 
nice ! I mean to eat a million of them.”

“No, Tip, there is a lady coming to stay 
with os to-night, and Grandma wants them । 
for tea; then you shall have as many a#you 
like.” - :

Tip had just eaten his breakfast, and was ' 
not very hungry, so he said: '

jXJ^)HE most of you, I presume, have 
never seen nn Ostrich, which is the 
largest of oil birds, not evenexcept- 
ingthe Eogle; though you may have 
seen hid feathers on some fine lady-’s 
^at or bohnet. According to the 
adage that “fine feathers make fine 

birds,” he is a flue old follow; but still he 
has some silly ways, which I doubt not will 
makeyou laugh.

i Though he belongs to the bird family he 
never flies through the air as most birds do, 
bnt depends on his legs, which are.long and 
stout, to carry him through the world. He 
can travel sixty miles a day with a man on 
his. buck, which, you know is as much as the 
fleetest horse can do. Wouldn't you like to 
take a ride ou an ostrich, with all those 
beautiful feathers, which tremble so grace­
fully from ladies’ hate, fluttering about you? 
It would uo doubt be a pleasant ride as long 
as his ostriobship chose to behave himself 
properly; but should he get in one of, hid 
foolish frfeaks,you would stand a good chance 
of being lauded over his bead into theaand.

I will tell you what he does. When pur- 
vupd by an enelhy, instead-’of escaping by 
^i^L he runs a little way and hides his 
head under the sand (for ho lives mostly in 
sandy countries) and thinks he is hid. A 
silly felluw, don’t you think ? I think so, 
too, but I have seen people behave almost as 
silly. Il hen I see ignorant and vulgar peo­
ple' putting on airs because they have, by 
Chance, got more money than their neigh­
bors, they remind mu of the ostrich with his 
head hid under the sand. All other kinds 
of deceit and false pretension act on the 
■same principle. AH is not ewalcd b.- 
wte ihi hLad it hid Remember that, when 
you are tempted to assume more importance 
than really belongs to you.

But the ostrich has another bad habit a 
great deal worse than thw. She lays a great 
many eggs— scmelimcs over a hundred iu 
one season ; and as theV arc regarded as a 
great luxury by the people, she has to put 
herself to some trouble to bide them. This 
she docs by burying them in the warm deep 
sand, along the banks of the Nile. Bo you 
know what river that is ?

She does not set upon them ns other fowls 
^°i Ipr Che heat of tbd sun causes them to 
hatch without her assistance ; but still she 
visits them occasionally to see how they arc 
getting on. If she finds, by any marks in 
the sand, or the absence of some of her 

.e$l?S ^at her nest has been discovered, she 
flies into a rage, and breaks every one of 
them with her feet.

“Xhat au ill-tempered old termagant!” 
I think 1 bear you exclaim. Yes, sho shows

Mrs.' Bright face was very much rejoiced 
H^^tjglftlcta-AiM had 
t selfishness does hot bring 

happiness; and. laying aside her sowing, 
talked kindly to her, and gave her good ad­
vice. I will not repeat what she said, for I 
suspect that the parents of all my little 
renders have told them the same precious 
things. Can you not remember mUch good 
advice which has been talked to deafens, 
as it were, Decause you would not think of 
what you heard !1 Ells, though she had of­
ten listened with a deaf ear.before, paid due 
attention to her mother’s counsel'this time, 
and when she had prayed often to her Hea- 

july Father to help her, let us see what a

;I1, how I wish that fairies'livpd 
on the earth these days I” ex­
claimed little Ella Brightfucej
hying down her book, and rah 
ing her eyes glowing with child- , , ...___

$ ish delight, to her mother's ten-1 veuly Father to help her, let us see what a 
der ones. “I have been rending good girl she became.

the sweetest story, mama, nil about u litlle ‘ Jane Bliss,” said qpc uf Ella's schuol- 
fairy who used to conic and sit in a pca-bks- j mates, u week or two after her talk with her 
Him, whose vino ran around the window of wothcr, “June, 1 thought you said you would 
a little lame boy’s room. Every day she ’ die before you would let Ella Brightfuce 
Would bo'sure to be there, and herlghd hnvc Hint «»«* «<•*« iha ...:...!„„. —.i t —
presence made the pea-vino and the whole 
window scene appear so bright that it was 
tinted with the hues of the rainbow, and 
the poor boy thought it the most beautiful 
of views. Then at night, and when the little 
suffered took his daily baps, she would whim­
per such pleasidg and bright dfcams about 
the birds and flowers, iu his ear, that he would 
wake delighted and happy. In fact his in­
visible companion almost made him forget 
that he was lame and could not enjoy him­
self like other little boys.” Here Ella stop­
ped for breath, but soon went on. “You

have that scat next the window, and 1 see 
she has been sitting there.”

don’t.wonder, do you, mama, that I have 
been sitting right still for the last hour 
when I have had such nice reading ?”

Mania smiled, for Elin was what grown 
people call “a fidget,” and she had been 
wondering, what kept her so still. But her 
child’s impetuous, innocent thoughts were 
flowing again, so mama quietly listened.

“I say again, it is a pity that fairies don’t 
oome down to earth these days. I am sure 
/ often have need of one. I wish .1 was a 
fairy!”

“You can be one, my dear,” Mrs. Bright- 
face said, siriling.

“Now,, ma, you arc doing nothing but 
foaling me for my silly wish,” said Ella, 
with a ooy look, “for who ever heard of such 
a stoat, red-faced girl as I am turning into 
a, fairy with wings and rainbow robes.”

"No, my daughter, I am speaking sober-; 
7- I did not moan that you would be tvaus- 
r“r“»dinto ’V.^ ‘^ evanescent being# 
of whom yon have read, and who never did

“Well, she quarreled with mo so much 
about it at first that I did say that foolish 
thing, but [ have been ashamed of it more 
than once, since Ella’s so good Dow! She 
helps me do those bothering old sums, and 
gave me that, nice boauct of cherries she 
brought to school the other morning- besides 
sho invited me to her next tea-party, which 
she has not done in a long time. And, in 
fact, .Susie,.she looks so happy and so much 
like a fairy, that I thought us t)iM€ little 
creatures arc said to like the fresh air so 
much, Vd let Ml have the window.” I

Jane’s companion laughed at the last part 
of her speech, but thought shu did right, 
and loved merry June Bliss better than ever.

“I nebber did see de like,” ehid Aunt 
Dinah, Mrs. Brightface’s nurse, whs was too - 
old and feeble to^ork. “I bebber did see < 
de like ob dat d/iar cliilc. now-a days. She -J

i

uiore temper than becomes a Indy of dignity; 
jnd, an people usually do in sudden out­
bursts of passion, she injures herself worse 
than any one else. She is strong enough to 
defend her nest against man or beast were

unv vu uai upnr enuc, now-a nays. one 
fetches her' mauwa somtin nice ebry day, 
and reads de good book to me ebry Sunday. 
1 k^ow she'll make a good 'oman some day 
or judder. She’s what da will a fary, dat 
she am.” .

Ella laughed pleasantly when she board 
what* Aunt Dinah' said about her. . Sho waa 
nothin or foolish enough to believe that 
she was as beautiful os a fairy, but she 
thought* it very pleasant to try and be good 
like quo, and have people love her. Bat to 
make a long story snort, Ella left off entire* 
y het selfish aw unkind ways, became so 
beloved by all that she often received the 
name of “fairy,” from loving lipa; and her

•she inclined to stay at home and mind it; 
but sfcc don’t choosq to do that, and then 
gete .angry because hungry people help 
themselves to a few of her eggs. If .ladies 
anti lady ostriches won’t ntay at home and 
attend to their domestic affairs, do you think 
they ought to set angry when things go 
wrong in their absence 7 I think they ought
not.

A hasty temper in not only disagreeable 
but contemptible, and betrays its possessor . 
into many things they afterwards regret. I 
knew a Dian once who got angry with his ra­
zor and threw it into the fire; and although 
he waa an intelligent man and a good law- . 
yer, I could never respect him afterwards.
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Hail, or rain, or wind or snow, To the Babbatk school wa go; Bummer’s heat or win - ter’s cold, Cumol keep us from the Fold.

CHORUS.

- Winds may blow, sod waves may roll, We will go to Bunday school; Winds may blow, wares may roll, We ’ll go to Sunday school.

THS WINDS MAY BLOW. Inftuit Song. With whit did Saul smite David? 1st
Pam. 18. ■ ,

To what oily did Zorah come with chari­
ots ? 2 Chron. 14.

What kind gf a heart did God give Solo­
mon? .1 Kings 3. ■

Who was Anaises’ mother? 1 Chron. 11. ’
To what place did Jonah try to flee? Jo­

nah 1.
From whence did Jeremiah come to pro- ‘ 

phesy I Jer. 10.
The answer to the above is the name of a 

Baptist minister of Alabama. E.- 8. H. • 
1 28. ■

When the bell rings off We start, 
Quick of step, and light of heart, 
Happy, too, as birds can be, 
No fair-weather children we.

Winds may blow, Ac.

FBOM THE LITTLE ONES.

ALLIE M. HUCHINGSON writes— 
’ "Hoad the Bible through from be­

ginning to’end, in one rear, before 
r __ Iwas twelve years’old, and have 
^<7^3 read it through twice since; and I 

want to make it ft practice to read
* it through every year, os I under-. 

T stand its meaning more nnd more 
each time I read through it My father hired 
me to read it through the first time, with a 
fine Bible: but now I read it of my own. free 
choice.’’ . -

Well done for Willie ! Which other one of 
.our young renders can say as much for them­
selves?

Ono who sends uh $2 to pay for tho Child’s 
Index for Miss L. Mingus, Hays of her what 
we think is very much to her credit, and which 
we take pleasure in telling our other little 
readers, in hopes that it may incite them to do 
something of the same sort. Hare it it:

“She is a littlo orphan girl living near by, 
who has been knitting stockings and made 
enough to nay for your paper. This is, per­
haps, the first and only money sho has ever 
made." -

F. F. Parham writes from Union C. IL, £ 
c.—"We have a very good Sunday sdhoolnow, 
about twenty-five scholars and several teach­
ers, We have preaching twice a month, by 
tbo Rev. Mr. Beverly. Wo all like for the Yd 
and 4th Sundays to come, to hear him preach 
one of hie good sermons."

Wo take the fullowing from ah interesting 
letter written to us for Master Jarnos Junius 
Sutton, of Glen Ellen, Henrico Co., Vn.

"Wasn’t that ‘wool patch’ a funny idea? If 
we could raise wool like cotton, all the poor 
soldiers would have plenty of rocks, I am
“““My little brelhct wlm h only four years I [Miss Tommie Kiogjs the Melodeoni.il 
and is u dear lover of molasses, and he says j for the Selina Sunday school —EDITOR.] 
he intends tu plant plenty of 'lasses seed’ this I ____
vear. This is almost equal to tho ‘wool seed.’ 
lie has been in the habit of eating a great 
deal of molasses, but now it is so bard to get 
that lie can’t have it very often. Tho other 
oucning, when his bread and milk was given 
him, Ire said, "Ma, 1 don’t want dis.” Mo 
said, “Why not,’my son, that is a very good 
supper for a littlo boy." “No, ma, 1 don | 
want dis—I want somesin to sop”—hinting 
at some very nice molasses, which ho knew 
she had. She then told him of the many lit­
tle boys and girls that would be glad of bread 
and milk, and he became very wcUrccouciled 
to his frugal supper. ’

Selma, Ala., April 80,1864.

Dear Mr. Boykin :
Although I have never experienced the 

pleasure of a personal, introduction to you, 
1 think my acquaintance with you, through 
the columns of that sweet little paper, the 
"Index,’’ will justify mo in writing to one 
whom our Sabbath school regards so highly. 
Uucc every Growth arc we made happy,by 
the reception of that interesting messenger 

’to Sabbath schools, full of words of encour; 
agement to those who strive to be good, mid • 
reproof to those who still live regardless of 
their immortal responsibility, l. wisb you 
could seo the joy which animates every one 
when your paper is distributed to them.* — 
Evcrjcye brightens and each paper is rc-, 
eeived with a smile of pleasure. -

* EvgeNix F. Parham.

Atlanta, Ga., Muy 31, 1864.

Dear Mr. Boykin; . .

. As you like to hear from the Sunday 
school scholars and how their Sunday schools 
progress, I will try and give you a little view 
of oifrs. Wc had a -large school, and a 
growing one, until this great excitement 
came on about the Yankees coining to At­
lanta. Since then several teachers and a 
great many of the scholars have moved 
away. I am very sorry to see out school 
going down so: but I hope that this war 
will not last always. When peace has again 
spread her wing over our land, which I hope 
God will soon semi, then wc shall have a 
large school again—when our fathers and 
brothers come home to stay. Before this 
<ij<i!.tj»nwit-** ^^ *"O Lwlrwd nnd-VWcn- 
ty-OMvoWihpi. Weleyc pur teachers very 
much ; they take so much interest in the 
school.

Yuu will please find-enclosed seven dol­
lars—five from one of my classmates, Lills 
II.’ and two from myself, for little Ellen and

Albany, Gx» Juno 7. 1864.

Dear Mr. Boykin :

I have read so many letters from the little 
girls and boy^, I thought I would write one 
myself. I will have to ask sister how to spell 
some words, for fear they won’t be spelt cor­
rectly. I like your paper very much; I am 
always glad when t|e first of the month 
comes. 1 like the story about "Charlie Ben­
ton," so well; it makes me think of my 
brother when ho went to the war. He is 
now a prisoner, and has been ever since the 
first of last August, at Camp Chase, Ohio, 
but I hope God will take care of him.

Your little friend, %
. George C. Watson.

SCRIPTURAL ENIGMAS.
26.

Who was David’s first wife? 1 Sam.
WhM archer dwelt in the wilderness of 

Paran? Gen. 21.
Who was Jacob’s second son ? Cen.
Who was the father of Jair? 1 Chron. 2.
Who was wade queen in Vashti’s stead ? 

Esther.
Who was Abram’s father? Ylon.
Who destroyed the brazen serpent ? 2 

Kings 18.
Who fell from his seat nnd brokediis neck?

1 Sanm
Who was the belovwj physician ? Col.
The initials to the. above spoil tho uanie of. 

i writer for tho Child’s Index. • Phebk.
. 27. V .

In what valley dH the Phifetineacncamp?
Chron. IGA \
■Where did lwnd spread his tent? Gen.

5, i \ '
What queenlefused to obey becking?—

Esther 1. \ V

I frequently seo in the Index letters from 
children, telling of their Sabbath schools, 
and We have such ft good one in Selma, that 
I thought an account of it might prove in-, 
treating to you and your many readers. We 
have about 125 pupils, and every Sabbath 
morning * few more are added to our band. 
Our pastor and superintendent have conspir­
ed to render it one of the most interesting

How the minutes grow to hours, 
When these joyful hearts of ours 
Beat tho tune the teacher sings, 
Lilp young birds that .try their wings. 

Winds may How, ic.

| schools in this city. Thore is no formality 
! or constraint between the children and their

teachers. It resembles more really than any­
thing else, an affectionate family whore pence 
and confidence reign. Every Sabbath niorff- 
ing is hailed by us with delight, nnd tho 
minutes spent in school pbsa but too quickly. 
Wc have a childrens' prayer meeting, nhd 
for this purpose beet every Sabbath even­
ing.

The pupils of our school, ns a general 
thing, arc regular in their attendance nt 
church, both morning and night. Great in­
terest is manifested in religion; quite a num­
ber have joined the church. In a few «ys 
wc are to participate in a pleasant excursion. 
We anticipate a delightful time, as wo are 
going to have a “Maj Q^cen,” with al) the 
appointments of regal ottiquete. Our kind 
Superintendent and Chorister is teaching us 
for another Concert, to be given in. Juno. 4 A 
few months ago wo had a splendid concert, 
the proceeds of which‘wore devoted to the 
Orphan Asylum, in process .of erection, in 
Alabama. Thus an interest is ever kept 
alive by our indefatigable teachers, and the 
children never tire.of their Sunday school.

- ItwewWq^unn'gBN*!**̂ 1^
Jf you ever puss’ through Selma do not pul 
to let us hear from you.

I hope 1 have given you some idea of our 
school, but it must necessarily bo a faint 
one, for, in my estimation, the pen cannot
du it‘justice.

us; they have met with perfect--------
That you may ever be as successful, is the 

wish of Your true friend,
Tommie King.

du ^justice. Je^Cj you tell us so much about. I hopp
In conclusion, allow me to present you ] *h&t God wiH {ako carc<of lhem whUe io 0 

with the many and warm thanks of our Sab- di8lant Und j must dwe God Wwd 
bath eohod?for your untiring efforts to please- Hnlo ,r G^byo.
us; they have met with perfect success. J your )jMte fricnd.

Fannie W---- .

Richmond, April 10, 1864.
Dear Mr. Baykin :

1 sco from your dear littlo paper that yip 
wish a scholar from each Sunday school i > 
write to you and tell yon about their sehoo 
I am a member of the JTirel Baptist chore 
Sunday school: Before the war we had on 
five hundred scholar*,  but now we never liar 
more than three hundred. Many hare le!
the city for fear of the Yankees, apd many o 
its male members are fighting for their conn 
try ; but nevertheless, ours is an “Evergreer 
School.”

I knew Koh San, whom one of ynur littl 
writers spoke of. He made-me a dress, uni 
taught me how to write my name nnd count in 
Chinese. We all loved him dearly, and whiln 
he was sowing he would sing for us "Happy 
Land," and many other pretty little hymns he 
knew.

Rev. Dr. Burrows is our pastor, and on the 
second Sunday in every month he preaches a 
sermon to the.children. ’

I love dearly to make out the enigmas in 
your paper, nnd.always read the whol^ paper 
through. I have written enough now, somij^t 
say, Gwd-T>vc. Your little friend, f

' , • B. R.

Shelby, N. C\April IC, 1804.
Dear Mr. Boykin : ’

Wo have a tolerably flourishing school, va­
rying from twenty to thirty scholars, and 
eight or nine teachers. Mrs. Love is my teach­
er; I like her so*much.  We receive the In­
dex monthly; it visited Shelby, for the firtt 
time in January? Since' that timo we have 
received it regularly. We nre«always very 
glad when tho first of the mouth comes, for 
then wo rejoice at the idea of again reading 
the Index. We often wish that your interest­
ing little paper would visit us more frequent­
ly, but I suppose if we wore to receive i t week­
ly we would not take as much interest in it M

In the blessed Sunday school 
We are taught the golden rule, 
Here we sing, and read, and pray, 
Every holy Sabbath day.

, Winds may blow, &c.

we do. I had the pleasure of reading the 
story, the title of which was, ‘'Politeness, or 
the fat old lady on. the cars," by Miss Ethel. 
I liked it very much, and I hopo that she will 
write often for the Index. Enclosed you will 
find one dollar for littlo Jesse. ;

Your little friend, '

Who was the sou of Jehouadab? 2 Kings 
10.

On which side of Bethel was Ai ? Judges

What did Noah plant ? Gen. 9.
Who oyereaue the angel of the Lord I—

Gen. 32. ,
What king had his life lengthened by 

prayer? Isaiah 38. ,
To what prophet did Gabriel talk ? Dan­

iel 9. * ‘
Who fed on the wind ? Hosea 12.
In’what did Pharoh array Joseph ? Gen. 

41.
What did all Israel do? 1 Chron. 29.
Who was besought to abide at Ephesus ? 

ITim. 1.
Who called Jacob and blessscd him ?— 

Gen. 28.
Who cast his mantle on Elijah? 1 Kings 

19. .
The initials to the above answers spell the 

name of a prominent Baptist minister.
M/C. V

ANSWERS TO ENIGMAS.
23.

B-naz. Ruth 4 : 13.
A-aron. Ex. 28: 8.
R-ahnh. Josh. 6 : 25.
T-he Lord. Ex. 8; 4. 
O-g, Nnm. 21: 88, 
W-isely. 1 Sani. 18 : 5.

Johnnie Watson.
24.

Bartow.

W-all. 1 Kings 20; 30.
S-ainuel. 1 8am. 10: 1.
R-cbokuh. Gen. 22: 23.
Y^olKWw. PhlLTl 3. ’ 
Ip Dis. 2 Tim. 1: 6.
A>dam. Gen. 8:7
N-adab. Ex. 2$; 1. '
D-eborah. Judges 4 ; 4.
W. 8. Hyland. Mortis Powell

D-cboruh. Judges 4: 4. 
Rebekah. Gon 24: 51.
Jezebel. 1 Kings 21: 14 
A-nna. Luke 2 : 36.
B-arrabas. Luke 23 : .18.
R-uth. Ruth 1 : 16.
O-bed. Ruth 4 : 17. .
A-bsa)om. 2 Sam 15: 12.

r-zzhih 2 Chrou-^G; 19.
^-isCra. Judges I: 21-22.
Dr. J. A. Broadus. M. N. Amis

PUZZLE.
I am composed of 14 letters. , 
My 7, 18,9, 14, is a boy’s name. 
My 1, 2,14, 4, is a girl's name.
My 8, 11, is a preposition.

I My 2, 10, 6, is a conjunction.
My 5, 8, 8,12,4, is in the imperfect tense.
My whole is commander of the Steamer 

"Tennessee''.

ANSWER TO PUZZLE IN JUNE NO.
■ My 9, 10, 11,14, 2, 7, is tho largest bird 

in the world—Condor. *
My 10, 17, 11, 18, 15, 19, was tho first 

Commissioner from the Confederate States 
to England—Yancey

My 12, 13, 17, 4, 5, G, Ki, i$ an orna­
ment worn alike by lady, gentleman and 
bird—yFeather.

My 1, 3. 8. is a heavenly body—Sup.
My whole is that for which a patriot dares 

to die—Southern Confederacy.
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was sitting propped up in his bed, with his 
Bible open before him. As Mary entered, he 
looked up with a smile, but in a ’moment the 
smile faded, as he discerned the traces of tears 
upon hpr cheeks.

" Weeping still, my child?” said be tender­
ly. “Ah 1 Mary, what a blessed place Aeurrn 
will be. 1 was just reading of that better 
land, where all our tears will be wiped away, 
and where sin and sorrow are never known. 
Don’t grieve too much, my child, you have 
many blessings left yet”

“Yes, grandpa, that is true. I feel this eve­
ning that!hare many blessings, and I thunk 
Goel for them.” •

“Thetis right, Mary. I am glad your soul 
/eels stronger to-day. When you feel tempted 
to murmur nt your sad low, justsit down and 
count your mercies, and you wi)i find them 
almost countless.” f

“Grandpa,” said Mary, after a pause, “I, 
have thought of nothing but Charlie all day. 
Don’t you remember 1 ouce told you I felt 
sure he would come back, that I felt certain 
God would hear my constant pleading for bis 
return ?”

“Yes, Mary, I remember it all, Your faith 
has been sorely tried, my child.”

"My faith has been greatly shaken, but 
grandpa, I cannot still help honing a little." .

The old mau shook his head sadly us ho re­
plied—

“NO, no, Mary, our boy is dead. Do not de­
ceive yourself, my poor child. Charlie will 
weber come back to us again ; but oh I I trust 
to meet him in that blessed place where my 
weary soul shall soon find rest.”

“All things arc possible with God, g-and- 
pn.”

"AU things arc possible with God," replied 
tho old man.

“Grandpa, Capt. Cox may have been mis­
taken in the hurry of a retreat ” Then after 
a pause, she continued with a softer voice-- 
“Grandpa, we have heard from Charlie. He 
is not dead 1” •• .

"Mary 1” exclaimed the old man, as he rais- 
ed.hin spectacles in wonder, "did you say------ 
tell me again, child ; surely my old ears de­
ceive me. What did you tell mu about my 
boy I”

“Grandpa,” said Mary smiling though her 
tears, Charlie has conn , is in this house, and 
longs to sec yow." '"Shull 1 bring him in?”

The old man’s head* was bowed a moment, 
then raising his eyes to heaven, with hands 
uplifted, while a heavenly smile lighted up 
his wan features, in a voice trembling with 
emotion, lie exclaimed— .

"Bless.tbc Lord, O my soul, and all that is 
within mo bless his holy namo. Bless the 
Lord, O my soul, and forget nut all fils 
fits, wbh fprgivesh nil thine jnlqnit;^, who 
lienlctli nil thy diseases, who reueeineth thy 
life from destruction, whacrowneth thee with 
loving kindness and tender mercies.”

In a moment, Charlie and the old man were 
"wrapt in n long, a loving embrace. Nut u- 
word whs spoken, for nil felt it Was a holy 
scene—a WW® that angels might look upon 
with emoilor. '

“Is it true, Charlie,” said Ute old man, 
clasping Charlie to his breast, “is this really 
mv boy come back again. Is this the poor 
boy wo have mourned for so long. 1 cannot 
toll you how glad I am to clasp you to my old 
heart once again before I die.” Tho old man 
pressed him to his heart one® again, and then 
added, “But ait down, my denr boy, and let 
me hear nt once of your miraculous escape 
from the jaws of death. We can hardly be­
lieve it is vou, our own dear boy, without you 
give some’good account of yourself.”

"Well, grandpa, it is a long story, but I will 
tell it to you at once and relieve your sus­
pense. -Sister Mary says, Caph Cox wrote 
you that I was killed on the awful field of 
Gettysburg, pierced through the brain. I was 
struck in the forehead, and I do hot wonder 
that he wrote ns he did'; indeed 1 myself felt 
that my hour had come, and bo folded my 
hands across my breast, and composed myself 
to die. My thoughts flew quickly back to 
home, and it was a severe struggle to feel I 

’ must die, away from all I loved, without a sis­
ter’s loving hand to wipe the death-dew from 
my broF, or pillow my dying head upon her 
bosom. Thon, too, the thought that my body 
would be left a football for the Yankee foe to 
kick and curse, was indeed a bitter one. As 
Captain Cox wrote you, a bullet entered my 
head, but marvellously strange to #ay, it en­
tered the right side of my brehead, and glan­
cing around between the skin and skull, came 
out at the buck of my head. You can see tho

ill IKWI.

' (CondudeA)*
OK some time after tho niystoriohs 
Dote was received,•Mary and Alice 
wept corfruhively,'. but at length, 
Alice, in an agony of suspense, ex­
claimed in a broken whisper—

"Sister, what cun it mean ? Do 
explain it. For months I have seen 
nothing but that pale, cold face be­

fore my eyes. When it was flight, oh, how I 
have longed for the morning; noil when the 
morning would, dawn, I could only bury my < 
face in my pillow anil wish it were night. Ob! 
do they mean to inock our grief? Speak, sis­
ter, say!” said Alice, seizing Mary’s arm, 
"what does it mean ? Oh do please stop this 
dreadful nobbing and tell me!” .

Mary removed the handkerchief, from her 
eyes as if determined to check her tumultuous 
grief, but the reaction had been too much for 
her overtaxed body, and with a deep-drawn 
sigh, her'head sunk tainting upon her breast. 
Alice was alarmed, and would have called 
loudly for help, but with womanly thought­
fulness sho checked herself for fear of start­
ling grandpa, and quietly beckoning to a ser­
vant, she began to chafe the whitened temples 
and rub the transparent hands, until the color 
tinged Via cheeks again, and the life-blood 
bounded through the veins.

"What is the matter?” asked Mary, feebly, 
as she slowly recovered. Thon’after a pause, 
as if awakening from sleep, sho continued, 
“am I dreaming, Alice. Oh tell me if I am. 
Was it a sweet dream, and must I wake again 
to weep? I dreamed—I dreamed there was a 
note. Was there any note sent me, Alice?— 
do tell me. Surely it was not all a dreum,” 
saiff she, trembling with suspense.

“Yea, sister, there wm a note; but pray do 
not tremble so, you frighten ms.”

“Is it true, Alice Oh is it true I” exclaim­
ed Mary, clasping her hands with deep emo­
tion. “Oh! ray Saviour, how can. such a 
wretch as I ever thank thee enough. Read 
the note, Alice, read it quick, and let me weep 
those blissful tears again.”

“Be calm, sister, remember grandpa.”
"Yes, yes, I will, Alice. My brain seems 

all oh fire, but I mustl wiUbe calm, only read 
those words again.”

Alioo opened the note and read:
Telegraph Office, | 

Richmond, Deo- 21st, 1M3. j , 
Dear Sister Mary.

lorn well, gnd will lie with you ou Christ­
mas evening. Yours, Ac.,'

CnaBUK Benton.
"Cun it be true, sister. Oh can it be true : 

that my darling brother is still alive?”
“Yes, Alice, I feel it is. Charlie still Ures, 

though I cannot understand the mystery that ' 
envelopes him. God is so kind, »u merciful, 
how could I ercr distrust him; surely I Merer 
can again. Oh how glad everything looks!— 
Tho very sky . looks brighter, the little birds 
sing sweeter, and the very leaves seem to 
quiver with excess of joy. Dear Charlie! Oh 
how long the hours already seem! Four long 
days to wait, but I must b? patient. Yes, I will 
be patient • tho time surely will comeat last.”

By this tiuic Mary's husband had returned 
from bis store, and was astonished to seo eyes 
sparkling with joy, which sorrow had so Ion® 
dimmed with tears. The secret wys soon tola, 
and he too rejoiced wiA untold joy.

“Bow sWl we tell grandpa,” said Mary.
“Don’t tell him yet,” said her husband; let 

us secure Charlie first, and then we will break, 
the glad news to him very gently.”

“Oh me! how can I keep it,” exclaimed 
Alice, her eyes dancing with joy. “I do want 
to tell grandpa so much. How his dear old 

. eyes would brighten if he only knew our ChuY- 
118 would bo here suun!”

“Be sureful, Alice, or grandpa will hear 
you sure enough,” said Mary. "Come, let us 
go in and sit with him a while; he will think 
utrange of our long absence.”

“You go, sister, I can’t,” said Alice, laugh­
ing softly, "I’m not going to stay much with 
grandpa till Charlie comes, for I should be 
sure to let the secret out some way. Mind, 
sister, your eyes are speaking volumes now.-— 
You must look mighty solemn and sad, or 
grandpa will be certain to ask what the good 
news is. Deer old grandpa, I wish I could 
tell him.”

Mary and her husband went to spend nn 
hour with Ute old man, while Alice danced 
about the yard so joyous and happy, that Pon­
te barked in amazement •

How wearily the momentsdrngged I Would 
.the time never come? Bow long it seemed, and 
yet it came at last. Mary's husband wont to 
the depot to meet Charlie, and pretty ' soon 
Alice’s eager eyes descried two forms approa­
ching. Charlie had cone 1 Sho flew to meet 
him, and caught him in such a warm embrace 
and gave him such a shower of kisses, that 
Charlie was completely overpowered. Mary’s 
joy was painfid— it was truly a tender, incit­
ing time. »

“Do let mo see dear old grandpa, sister,” 
said Charlie, after the first hurst of joy was 
over, “I cannot stay away any longer.” ■

“Go, Mary,” said her husband, “tell grand­
pa the lost is found, the dead lives, but break 
the news gently.” - ’

Mary went into the old man’s room, sadly 
perplexed/" knowhow toperform the.diffi­
cult task before her. The good old Christian

“All night,” continued Charlie, “and a part 
of the next day I lay amongst the dead and 
dying, and as I listened to the dreadful groans 
I really prayed to die and be at rest. Think 
God he did not hear that prayer! I tried to 
crawl away, but found I waa too faint to' es­
cape. About five o’clock tho next day I heard 
the sound of voices, and looking up again, I 
discovered a party of (Federate approaching. 
Pretty soon they came near me. At first I 
thought I would feign death} but then I con­
cluded it would be batter to risk my chances 
ns a prisoner in their bonus, than to be tum­
bled into, a pit, under A parcel of dead Yan­
kees; so I raised my head and begged pite- 
ously-for water, fur I felt I must die without 
it

‘ Water indeed V said one of tho company, 
contemptuously. ‘Ob, yes, I’ll give you Wa­
ter. - It gives me great pleasure to assist One 
ol you grey coated gentry 1’ so saying he raised 
his rifle, and would have pierced me through 
with his. bayonet, but a humane Surgeon 
caught his arm, saying—

‘Shame on you, man, to kill* wounded man! 
I blusli for you, Lindsay. Tako the man a 
prisoner, and treat him as a prisoner'of war, 
but for mercy's sake don't use your bayonet 
so freely.’

‘You need not look your thanks at me, you 
cursed rebel,' he replied. ‘This ohicken-heart- 
ed doctor hue saved your life; but you are the 
/irst that I have allowed to escape me, and I 
am not yet sure that you hnve escaped me,’ said 
he, with a withering* ecowl and an awful oath. 
* “The Surgeon gave me water, and had me 
conveyed safely away, and I yas well attend­
ed to lor a while. I inally, however, we were 

■removed, with many otheis, among them nigny 
residents of Baltimore, to Fort McHenry.— 
Hero I was placed under a strong guard, in a 
dump, dark, mouldy, contracted dungeon. I 
wouaer I did not die, but God spared my life, 
I trust for some good purpose. I was delight­
ed to find that the Surgeon who had saved my 
life was one of the Surgeons of tho Fort. - He 
was-a humane man, and 1, at least have do 
reason to complain of his treatment One 
day, as he paidnis daily visit to my cell, he 
brought a la nr with him. It was strange but 
pleasant to hear a lady’s soft voice again, but 
I could not conjecture why she came. She 
proved to be a lady from Baltimore,-a lady of 
intelligence and piety. After this, she came 
frequently to visit the prisoners, as she said, 
'to try to do them good.’ She inquired all 
about my family, for my youthful fuco seemed 
to have touched her heart. Oh, how I watch­
ed day by day for her kind, gentle face to 
lighten my yll! She was so good, so kind, so

inv own sainted mother, that I soon loorn- 
a san: and in the absence of 

er loved one#, I opened my heart Io her, 
I told her-all my sorrows. 8118 wept often 

with me, and gently pointed mo to the Lamb 
of God, telling me that here and here alone 
was comfort. The sacred Bible sounded sweet 
from her lips, and her words sunk deep into 
my heart,

’ "One day she dame into my cell, u usual, 
and after a long and free conversation, she 
said— - «

‘My young friend, I feel u deep interest in 
your soul, and if you are willing, I would like 
to kaeel down and pray with .you.’

“I cheerfully acquiesced, and wo-kneltdown 
upon the cold, damp floor, and she poured out 
her soul to heaven, in my behalf, Such a 
brayer I never hearo. My heart followed her 
through her petition, and ns sho uttered the 
Kurds, ‘Oh, my Father, hear Hie prayers of 
pie dear bpy’s mother for his soul I On, hear 
the prayers she sent up to heaven years ago 
for his salvation, and like sweet incense let 
Hem now be remembered by thee and fill all 
leaven with their fragrance,' my lips and 
leart fervently exclaimed Amin, ’it was my’ 
jrst prayer—the firaktimo I ever really pray- 
ifl in my life, grandpa, and God heard me and 
Aid, ‘fim, thy sins are all forgiven.’ ” 
["Thank God,” murmured the old rnau, while 
wery face was bathed in tears. ,
I ‘•Oh,” continued Charlie, “the peace that 
tiled my soul was inexpressibly sweet. It was 
| peace tongue can never describe, sojo^otis, 
i > glorious that oven my dreary cell looked 

j -avtiful, and the sunlight dancing through 
y grating, seemed doubly bright. My kind

pend left me rejoicing witk joy,unspeakable 
nd full of glory.- Whnt if my cell was dark, 
hrist was my light. Whnt though it be cold 
nd damp, my heart was warm with lovo.— 
flint though I hungered, 1 had the bread of 
fe and freely Dcould partake. What though 

, eath came, it was but the gate to Paradise, 
nd I Reared not the dark valley with Christ, 
s my ■guide. I was hippy, grandpa, km-, 
peakubly happy, and all night long I sung 

- iraiaCKto Him who had bought mo will^bis 
renous blood, until the heartless guard coin- 

j died mo .to bo silent I hushed, and while

scar v.cry plainly. It was, as you say, a mi­
raculous escape., Iwas stunned by the blow, 
and fell, recovering just in time to hoc our ar­
my retreating. At first I lay waiting to die. ; 
bu* ns I recovered my strength a little, I raised 
myself on my elbow to see where I was, and 
which way 1 could fly. Our men were gone; 
but as the enemy did not occupy the^field, I ■ 
could not conjecture the real situatioiMif of- । 
fairs. Oh I 1 shudder when J think of that:

• is curses rent the midnight nir, I kneeled 
i own and prayed that nty God would be his 
, led, my precious Saviour his Saviour. I /ore 
■ he dismal dungeon of Fort McHenry. There 
; s no yloom within its walld to me.”

The story of redeeming Iqve is always a 
wiling one, but in Charlie's case it was doub- 

. y Ito.. The old man’s face was radiant with

field of blood,’’ said' ho, putting his hands 
over his oyes, as i/ to shut out tho sight— 
‘Would to God Icauld blqt it from my mem­
ory, but that I can nicer do. there was a dy­
ing Federal close to me, and ns I raised my 
head, it attracted his attention. He muttered
dreadful cursei
cbod teeth, 
sword into 
suceedcd, h/u not —- 
his arm. i/u with awful imi 
tongue, h/appearod before/

luppinese, n^ho continued to exclaim—
r —- -■•—-— — —_„v.w "Thank God I I thunk thee, my Saviour, 
it me, from between his cion- Praise the Lord, yes, I will praise him while 
actually tried io plunge his I have my being. Lord, now lettest thou 

I verily benevo lo would Lave 1 thy servant depart in peace since mine eyes 
■J “ca^J.U8^/! .®, paralysed) halo seen thy salvation. This is delightful— 

" .. m catiods ou his i delightful, but come, Alice, it is time we were 
all asleep. Got my Bible and let Charlie

pray with us ere we lay our heads upon our 
pillows.”

Without hesitation Charlie rea^ a Psalm, 
and, kneeling down, prayed most fervently’ 
There were no doubts here, no faithless mis­
givings, but, like a little child, the young 
Christian leaned upon-his Saviour.

A loving “good-night” was exchanged, and 
each went to drcam of the happy morrow.

The next day among a multiplicity of ques­
tions, the old man'tisked—

“When were you exchanged, Charlie?” ’ 
"I was not exchanged at all, grandpa,” said

Charlie, smiling, “I escaped." .
“Escaped!” exclaimed all in astonishment.
“Yap, 1 escaped,” said ho laughing merrily. ' 
‘‘Do tell U8 how," said all in a breath.
A long, thrilling story followed, but my lit­

tle readers must excuse mo for not making it 
pnblic. for Charlie would be very sorry indeed 
to betray---------; but I must he careful my­
self, lest tho secret might slip out anyhow.

Two short weeks Charlie remained at home, 
and then he returned to his company in Vir­
ginia. They, too, welcomed him Didst warm­
ly, as one alive from the dead ; and now that 
the bullets rain like leaden hail 'again, and 
tho oannon pours forth destruction upon our 
ranks, we can only pray,

"God shield thee, Charlie, and grant thee a 
safe return.." *

SAYINGS OF THE LITTLE ONES.

' . Moktugmery, May 30,1804.

8
 SEND you two gems for your Child's 
Index. One of the candidates for bap­
tism, during our revival, is'a young girl 
about twelve years old. Hot father 
told her be thought she was “most too 
young to join the church.”

« “Father,” was the ateationato and 
earnest reply, “am I too young to love and 
terveyou / If, not, I don’t think I am too 
young to love nod serve God.”

Truly God has “hid these things from 
the wise and prudent and revealed them un­
to babes I” .

• At another time, a little girl of eight or 
nine years, came up among those who de­
sired their pastor to converse with and pray 
for them. Mr. T—— was surprised nt the 
manner in which the child expressed her 
lovo fur her Saviour; and as he stooped to 
try and get a view of her little face, hid iu 
her bonnot, Ft said:

“Whose cuild arc you, my dear ?”
“I’m Gmr* child, sir,” she replied, with 

all simplicity and childlike swtetuo.-.

• A little urchin three years old, one day 
ran against his aunt while she was knitting, 
and made her drop a stitch, when his aunt 
said to him—

“See there. Lamar, you have made me 
drop a stitch.”

The little fellow immediately sprang to 
the floor and began to search diligently for 
the lost stitch, but us he could not find it, 
he rose rather reluctantly ami said :

“Auntie, I don’t believe you dropped ony 
stitch; I taut find it.”

This little fellow is a refugee from Missis­
sippi, and whenever you show him a picture 
of people travelling, he will say, they arc 
refugees.

Little Bessie wanted to.learn iu the Cat­
echism, and her sister told her to ask the 
Superintendent of the Sunday school to give 
her one. She went up to him and asked 
him in a very solemn manner, pleasetogive 
her a “ Qhittncat”

Net tie’s/mama had a Grover & Baker's 
Sewing machine. One day she was sewing 
and the thread kept breaking, and Nettie, 
who was standing by, said:

“Mama, 1 think that’s a Snapper's and 
Jirokcr’s machine: not Grover’s and Ba­
ker’s.” •

TERMS OF THE CHILD'S IK DEX.

Single copy six months............................$2 00
Single copy .one year.............. .......... 3 00
Five copies,one year.................................10 00*
Ted copies, one year.................................20 00
Twenty copies, one year.......................40 00
Fifty copies, one year............................100 00
One hundred copies, one year......200 00

Clubs of five or more copies will be sent 
to one address only—that is to one name. 
If it is desired to have a name written on 
cadi paper two dollars must bo paid for each 
■paper. •

Stay-We cannot replace number? that have 
been lost after they arc sent, as we are very 
careful in mailing the paper, and do not feel 
responsible for mail miscarriages.

The high price of Mper has forced us to 
raise the price of theXluld’s Index; and all 
credits are given in accordance with the 
above terms. Superintendents' must .take 
due notice of this. Address 

!• S. BOYKIN, Macon, Ga.


