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THE FLEDGE»

This 18 to cettify that we Belle McCullough and ¥Will S.
Hays both of the clty of Loulsville, county of Jefferaon, State
of Eentucky do agree and do hereby solemnly swear to be true

friends and love each other long as eve may live. "So help-us
* ‘God §"

Signedy wWill S, Rays.

: Belle MoCullough
Sunday Evening

May 28th 186§



Hermltage Dec. 27th 1864

My Dear Friend,

I often have a fow leleure moments and I do not know of a more
pleasant mammer of whiling them away theamn by writing to you. I have found
thie book, and. whenever 1 have nothing else to do I will write in it.such
thoughts as may occur to my mind whether they be of interest or not.

They may be many or few, nevertheleas they shall be trus. I will not be
particular. However, as to how I write or take zreat palns %o study over
what I nay say. But, just as ¥ feel I intrud to write. I will entitle

the book "Leisure Moments." And what I write is intemded for you porusal
and not for the eyes of & scrutinizing public to pesp or pry into, to .. r-
sbkarch out 1ts feults and censure ms because I em its author. Dec. 27th
noon: Very cold = am w8ll es usual. Sse Nina last night at opera -
oxchanged ~lances with her. 8She thinks she 1g pretty. I don't - would
liXe *o pley the flirt - won't let her. Dreamed of Eva last night,

funny dream, wish it were true - kisses were in profeasion on the
oocagion. Colng to sea Belle tonight if I can get wwey from the office.
Like her best of all, why shoudn't I7 Best gird in the world. Ohl

How pleasant 1t is to have cne fond, true, faithful heazrt to love you

and welcome you with smiles of love, When you go to see her end zive you
e sweet kiss at parting. I pity e man who has "ne ont eo love," and viould
carvy him if he had one to love him more than Belle loves me. Hesperian
Club meets here Fridey night. A gay time auticipated. I am coming with
Belle hope whe'll enjoy the eveming. Am sleepy ~ gons to skdep.

Kight 12 §'clock-am toc cold to write much. Spent a very pleasant
evening with Belle the best, deanst friend I have on earth. Am happy-
must lie down to rests And hope I mey dream of the girl I love. May
my dreams be sweet. No more snowing air. and cold. Bowd night to all the
uorld but sweetest of all to Belle. Thursday morning 2815 6o'clocks Just
arose = pleasant morning - Ed in & nurry moods I em well dreamed last
night of Swin - she is 2 loved 1ittle girl. Refused to ba introduced to
some ladies at the opera. Am golng to work happy as I can be, Oh} vho
knows the worthuof happiness more than I who have so long been a
stranger to it? Noon - This is & o:0l but beautiful day., Have coms home
to take a "nap” was censured by the military authorities for writing
an erticle against the administration, didn't hurt me muchs Saw my name
in the list of those liable to be draftd. /Am not alarmed about it, ro-
ceived a letter from & young lady who could have made better use of
her time, than writing such nonsense to me. Vhat fools some irls can
make of themselves while they think they are fouling others thay are
making fools of themselves = Nut - Sallie (that used to be) says she likes
married life more than ier husband doss. "Sister" Hab and Kiliy Lodd,
intrud spending the day with us tomorrew, will bs st the "frolic"
tomorrow night. Saw 2 young lady at Galt House, lookod like Belle
wesn't as good as she looked. Tound an orphan boy on the street, hand-
sone and l-telligent - give him employment in the offiece. Till write
mors tonight. Must go to ssldgp. Sew Belle last nighf pleased with the

Christmas gift I sent her, an glad she apireciatdd it., That a noble hearte
ed girls



Before I lie down I will smy that thers are a great many peopls (young
ladles and gentlemen) in this world who ars a8 ignorant of the "sweets

os love™ as & dog ise Foor wretches/ I have always aprreciated true
friendship and thought that I was happy in the belief that there wes nothe
ing 1like it, but sinde the bud of friendship has bloomed and groevm into
the beautious flower of love. I find thet friendship was but & distent
relatlon to the tender passion. I diq love once upon a time, when that
love wvas being wasted, it wes & love of something which I frared vanted

be & nortingness, but hope bid me love on until I has almost despired

of belng loved. DBut the happy moment arrived and I was made happier evegy
moment and hour even to the present moment. I nevsr dreamed of belng loved
by one so geulte. Kind and true as she whom I would have sacrificod 1ife
for , oven were the saerifice but to add one comfort or moments harpinees
to her. I do not love her becaise in sn hour of trisl a.d trouble she

wes a faithful friend and I love her most of ell because she loves me.

Ee false to her? Ask it God who made you if Heaven be frlget

Right, I have just coms from the office and am tired tonight. I
had a long and interosting conversation wish a vory intelligent gentlee
men in regurd to married 1ife. He advised me to get rarried and I think
his views and mine ere alike on the subjeots In the first place the
lady should be e help mate, and not a dras to a young man, whe would work
his very soul out to promote her happiness. The rould be u poor exouse
for a true wovan who %ould make n cart horse of him because hs heppensd
to love her and the man would be & fool who would marry such a woran.
Rufeo, I will speak of thig ezeine The night is cool :ith proepects of
snowe ‘ave thought of Belle more today than usual, dontt know why she
does , wouldn't sive her for all the firls I ever saw. Saw Bob today
no news from Declk, I have vorked herd today but have beon happy and con~

tenteds Am tired and sdeepy, must lie doan to 8l2&p and hope I may dreem
happily of her + love.

Before I bid the world good night}

Sweet girl I turn to thee.

And hope your dreanms may be as swaed,

As mine will be to me.

Good nightl I am off on a Journey t.: "Dreamland,”

And 1 hops to have the pleasure of meeting with you there.

Friday morning 6 o'<lock early - weather cool - looks like SNOW,
Slept so sound couldn't dream must go to work,
Koin, House turned bottom upon andg, oxcitment about prisalng houses -
nothing worth rotating -~ must take = gort or nap will be awske all night
at th: party I suppose, Hope to have & goud time sincereally sad with
Belle especislly. #:11 write of the party tomorrow or Sunday. Hab &
Betiie just arrived will stay all day. P, S. There iz so much confusion
about the house. Slamming doors, playing oreratie music, Slnging opera
songs, otcy That I find 4t an impossibil ty to slesp - Grandmother wants
to see Bello and she will be satisffed - She shall tonight. Theres a
cortein young lady lag C—= who visits this house. had better find some-
thing else to talk about +hen she cores tha: would be more creditable %o
kerself ond more int resting to others. I% 1s a bed sign to see and hear
8 young lady telling all she knows ard o d~d sight she don't know, But
thinks she does. She spoke in the presence of home folks,” of the
extravaganee of Belle that she “88 never out of bed in the morning until
9 and 10 o'clock that her breskfast had to bo carried to her bedaide
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before she made any endeavor to rise and dress herself. That I could #
do much better in the cheice «f a sweetheert then by linking my exlstence
wish hers. That she vas poor. Ah} Deluded fools! You now not of whom
you speak, or what you say. I have often thought that vhen one gets
Jealous of enother, the Divil interferes and prompte them to lie on our
enother wntil they get asham:d of themselves. Fven if Belle were all

that this young lady had represented, is it any of her business. 1 suppose
I em intelligent enough at least to discover eny feults qf my own frignds,
withoug the aid of any girl blessed (of cursed) wish the gift §f-gab,

If any one I care not who it is ever tell me of tha fault® of others I
generally tell them to remain at houme search out their own faults firet,
before they co out doors to study end oireulate the faults of bthers.”
People vho live in glass houses must not throw stones.” fut, I paz8 the
remaerks of this flaunting, dashing. fault fireder asside wish impurity ond
pardon her on sccount of her iznorance and assurance. £lice has Just (R
dropped in Seys she csme to give me & kisz, I accept. (She igses mo)

Alice is a Sweet little ¢lrl wich & face as full of beauty as her eyes

are cof windsence - Says she is any 1little sweetheart. Wants to know who
‘ﬁ&“biggasuia. ~ Sho is off, so am I, to dinner, then to the offica.

Seturday morning %ell, the party is over, an large crowd wes assembled

. 8nd 211 enjoyed themselves = I grid all - there was one vho was made o
stranger to pleasure-never mind. I will speak of it _mgain, I did not
sleep much andmuet lio dow n now. Belle was here. brought her and rew
turned wit her after which I eams tack home., I hope she enjoyed herself
E.la & Tom vwere here, If I sm not too sleepy I will write a goud deal of
the party tonight. Also an incident whiech occurred, from which many

who might read it may learn & profitabls lesson on "assoolation.” I must
lie down now ‘he earth is coversd with snow and the weether is coecl. I
have had a severe etiaek of the "blues” ev r sinece yesterday, hope I may
soon recover., Good Day} Oh's Belle, if you but only mew the secret
sorrows of my poor self. you ‘ould offr me the hand f friendship,
holding in it the Sweet Cup of Sym-athy and write me to drink of it.
"till love and pleasure would meke me drink with that tappiness of

which I have so nften experiencea, only to be swallowed up too soon

by sorrowe And makes me more museiable than be fore. But Pshaw] Thy

do I count such sad reflections? Am I the most migerabls dog in ox-

istence? Wo! In sddness or gladness I am lov~d and he ~ho loves snd is
loved must be happy.

D~os 3lst nights This is the last dey of the year, and I feel happy
te think that emid all the Sorrows, trials, vexatione, wscapes, and in
fact everything thet was been or could be throwm in e young man's vay to
obstruet his rosd to happiness. 1I say, I am -lad and should be grateful
to od for his kiindness {n preserving my life another year. It has gone,
and wish it some of my est friends. It is true, that 1 haved wondered
about through strange countries on distant rivers, and amid strangers
generally, little caring where I might be laid out a coppse by strangers
hands, or whether my form be laid away to rest under the lontsy
Magnolia blossoms of the South or that my body might be given to the figh-
es for food. 1et, there ware brirht moments of hope and Plsasure flitting
across the pashway of memory. 4#mid the derkest and most desolate pericds
of my unhappy existence.



tthen I sit me in my room tonight and contemplate the sad end lonely

hours I have spent with no one to confide in. Ko one in whem I could
place that trust and to whom I could unviel uyself. T almost weep wish
Joy to ghink that &fter passing ¢ rough thet terrible time I have been
epared. But enough of my o'n private trials and miseries, for who is
there in this cold end unfeeling world. Who could be such friend as to
really sympathize wish me in an hour of afféetion? 4 -puld have basen wr
happy young men &ll my life, had I not counted the acquaintance of Scrrow
and so often drank of the oup of woe and misery.

1 have worked hard todesy, but I have not been well occasioned mo doubt,
by the loss of sleep-Fab. Ireme and Cap't Gilmore remiined here all
night last night. and Sumed to enjoy themselves et the party. I would
have “ritten much this foremoen concerning the party, but I was eo slespy
and felt so bad, that I could nmot do so.. Every person present sumsd to
enjiy themselves last night to thélsghearts content, But amid that gsy
end thoughtleses crowd there wes one who was mot wish them in that respacts
Ee laughtd when others leughed and smiled when others smiled, Thsre
weg one in their mids'™t who envied the joy of others. Yet, should not
heve done so for it mas so deerud, No douht, by e Higher Authority, that
the cup of happiness and pleasure should be snatchad from his grasp ‘ere
he hed an ep-ortunity to place it to his lips. Yes. who oms there in that
r3ddy essum blags that for a moment paused to consider the feolings, or
consult the happincss of otherst ZEach were happy within themselves.

And all sumed happler still. My idee of heppiness veries differently
from tho ideas of most others with whom I have consulted on the subjoct.
To be happy yourself you must endeavor to make others happy. And that
person vho is selfish wish hls pleasures or envious of the happliness of
others seldom enjoys the sweets of life purity within themselves. &
have often been the means of making others contented and hepny when at the
same time I have been miserable myself. I spoke of one whe was in that
parlors, mingling wish the gey end thoughtless. Trylng to make ot ers
happy by trying to be happy himeelf. But it was & fallure, he could not
appear like himself "That one was mgself, I who should have been the hape
piest there. But Alasi 4 wes not to blame. I tried hand to be so.
And regret ulmost thet I did for I have one cons:lation left me. Belle
enjoyed herself and it was for that object that 1 camo. I brought her
here and considered that I did but right in doing sos Yhen ghe entered
the room all eyes were turned upon her graceful flgure, aund ere long
she.bocame the "observed of all observers.” I was proud of her, but
Ohl how soon pride melted in my bosom like a "snow flake" in the river.
I flet I know not how. Pleasure took wings and flew out of the windows.
And 18f& me to nurse my bitter feelings as best I could until time might
toach nme to forget. The party was gotten up by a party of young gentle-
men. Ard no one was considered s puest who did not belong to their
club, unless he be invited by the occupants of the residence in which
the party is given, 1If & young men would in-trude with his presence
without an invitation from usher party, he would and should meet with
a "oold shoulder" from all the party. And he would have but very little
independences and a zreat deal ¢f impudence who would push himself into
any socitys, where his presence wes not made welcomo. Such an one Was a
fsllow nemed sydney. All the members of the club notleed the fact.
And many of the ladies alsc who were present, but he of course, vas
perfoctly indifferent, and sumed by his impudence to bid defiance to all
concern=de I have known Belle for two long years, during that time I have




taught my friendship to always revive and respect her and I have heen to
her as few young men would have been, I have been true to her, and taught
myself to refurd her as one of the best dearest friends I have on earth.
The true ’

Two pages taken out from here because of strong jealous expressions.

¥ire eyes turnsd upward, goutinz her own as she -amlled and told me
that she loved me, %t wes & trying moment, My eyes could not deeoive
me. Again I turmed away and left them enjoying themselves and as I sat
me down, alone in an adjoining room, My memoby went rooing back as if
eager to recall "old reocollections™ o the bright moonlight en the mighty
Miesissippl, whern I « a miserable unhappy boy, who lovad her even then
as life stood looking down upon the troubled water from the roof of the
boat and almost sighed to make my grave there. And Alas) Had I done meo
then I could have been spared the feelings which wore tearing my very soul.
dn parts, and wrecking a heert that vas bleeding with pain and anginsh,
The sene would not have beem mine to behold, Aid did I bolleve them,
that I should ever see Bolle. A true intelligent, virtuous and loving
girl publicly engaged in da-oing a fency danes with such mnothor, 1
would never have wished to see her again and.my love for her and myself
would have died togother & nodoubt have Yere this filled our commen and
vnknovn greve togethers FEven et the table he was nll ettention to her
which beinz fully reciprecated on her part, give him room and allowance
to make other end bolder edvances in my promence, HNo doubt she may. think
I um easily made jealous or that I can be caglly plagued. That she may
call 1t sport, but when the trush ard =11 fests and circumstances are
known in the case she will alter her opinion. In the first we ars
sngaged: I look upon her os my wife and love her as dearly as if she
were. She has told me t'at she loved me. Not him or any one dlse. And
it does sum to me, that she would show very littlo respect for me, and
troat me s if I were = slave to come a-d o at her bidding. But, if ghe
will sit dovn end spend a few minutes in silent consideration on the
subject, that I wili not say eny thing more about 3t. I still love her
I forgive her. I would gladly. Ohf how gledly give her all the kind ad-
vice I could if it had any effect, But, I would fear ttwere useless
almost. I have written too much today & tonight, being up all night be-
Tore not having slept much. I fael unwell, but hope the birth of the
Kiew Year may be a happy one to all. ey the world, "ere mnother he borned,
be at peace with eachother. And Hay God bless the widow & the orphen,

the :ocor and the needy, and may all the world be as near and doar to
each other es Belle 13 to me.



Sweet Girl¢ Thou whom I love 80 true,
It s to thee I write:

I've loved the true ancther year,

And still I own that thou are dear,

To me, Bweet one Good Hight )

if Goa intended I should love,

A woman - It ig thes.

And Ch1 Thet love would make me grieve,
18 I, sweet pirl, did not beliave,

Thet you loved none but me.

Ere I must widh you "pleasant dreams J*
Chi Listen, I may die.
If thou from earth may be rem-vad,
4And Angels ask you who yeu loved,
Oh! Tell them it was I,

The night 1s cold and I'11 to ry couch retire in hopes that the
procesdings of last night will die wish the 0ld yeer, and be erused
from my mem ory forever, and that the New Yemr will bring ms new Fleasures,
Now hopes of 1ife, and Hew love undefiled from the only £irl I love in
the world: Good night}

Sunday night: I left home early this morning end have not been home
since until ncws I have not bsen vall todey. Spent most of the day at
the office getting up my paper for tomorrow. Heard some good musie,
saw a pretty girl eyeing me very closely. 8She had the blackest yees, and
curliest heir I ever saw, Took tes at ¥rs, MeCullough's, of course Delle
vas present, we had s talk over the effeirs of Friday night, all is
right now. I am gatisfied, 8he loves me re only a true hearted devoted
#irl can. I agp vory proud of her, end think that Ste 1s & mndel of
female character and & true voman in every respect. I am meds welcoms
to her parents by every member of the family, and in her presence in the
parlour , I always fesl perfectly et home, She talks of paying o vigit
to her relatives in Hurvy County, hope if she goes, she will enjoy herself
and remembers me. No news frem Doee I have holiday tomorrow will spend
the day at homs, ang sxpect to go to Arlingtom’'s Minstrels at night. 1
must ro to sleep, am happy and contented as win I was in my life, any one
to be loved ag I om should not be otherwise, Am troubls with heart
digseass. Good night & blessant dreams to all,

Menday Morning Jan. 2nd 1865. This 15 a holiday with me. Have
Just had a good nap and fael refreshed, Wasg down towm this morning -
lovely day « dreamed of Swin Mitohell last night, God bless hor forover}
Am sorry to part with a Pot cenary which wag never kmcwn to sing except
in my presence., 41t gied this morning. I watched it until it raised its
little hand mournfully and bresthed its last note; I would not kelp
but weep ~ was it not strange, that it was never Imowmn to 8ing a note
when it ¢ould not rest its 1ittle eyes upon ma? I will see if I cannot
write something apsropriate to itg memorys




Poor little birdl with 1ts sweet songs of gladness,
Deathl Ohl how erusl to close its bright eye.

Oft has it chared me in hours of sadness.

Only whenever it knew I was nigh.

Shut up in a cage from tho green fields and flowers.
There most of its kindred were or awing at will

To sport with each other and sing the dull hours
Away '£111 the night bid them sleep and be still.

Ohil Had I uncagnd it before it was dying

I lmow 'twould have flown ip its liberty fres.

But Alas! ‘'twes too late, It 1s dead I were sighing
That sweet 1ittle bird singd no more now for me.

May the sun mslt the earth with its purs smiles of rladness
Thile I find e place for my poor bird +to slesp,

And when ‘ever my heart is uncilmed in its sadness

I'1l 50 to its resting place then will I weep.

Closs up the ca;a for its occupents e¢leeping.

Lay it amy, take it, out of my sight.

For oft have mine eyes looked upcn %t when weeping
But the songs of its occupant soom mads then bright.

Sleep sweet canaryl Thy short life is over.

The songs of they kindred are plaintive and sack.
They sing esed they sigh as A maid for her lover.
Till weary ol watching they all ers made glad.

Is there no Paradise? Ah! Yes! in Hesvon.
Where all ths songsters shall sing AaWAY CArQ.
But My poor bird which to death I have given
I know will not sing lest 1% knows I om There.

times
me tw

or tw
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I could heva written somsthing betier, but was interruptoed several
ty parties vho came to pay ms a new years +all. Alice come to soe
ice, I read the above veraes to her and she lookod me sadly in the
face and s2id""I'm So Sorry."™ And insisted that I should didicate a veoree
o tb her. She %issed we and wait~d pariently wntil I produced the
following lines to her, which she took and ran hrme to show %o her mothers

"Alice: Kiss mel Durling, won't you? 1 3411 promise n:t to tell,
For you know how much I love you" "¥ss! but not as ruch a8 Belle,"
Belle, is lar:;er and I love her in proporticn to her si-ze, ‘
So with you" "It must be littls that you love mo "She replies.

"Ceme now, Alice, this is New Years come, and sive me one sweet kless.
Toes aside your flaxen ringlets and I'1] never speak of thig."
"Here then take it"™ but you promiss, Will, that you will never tell.

For you kmow your

"letter swestheart” loves you Just as true as Belle®

"Ahl You've kissed me, pretty Alice, Ohi how jealous Belle would be,

f she knvw you klssed so sweetly™ "I don't care send her to me"

':Ph?&swaet Alice would you Scold her?®™ Wo Sir," "Then what would you
o



I would kiss you, ¥ill, befere her - tell her = Felle, * kissed for
() "

ilice has klsssd me and gone = merry little cricket, full of love
youth, beauty and imocence - I go, the bell invites me 'tis a knell, that
summons me “o write away or do without my dimner. To more will be dowm
town ell afterncon. Evening Have just ocome up, saw Flln. Miss Fell
and Eelle, &% Louls gate, waiting for the cars to take a ride promised
to call and see Bells this evening.  think I will weer outmy welcome
if I go much more, but soms how or other I cen't keep away from Belle.
No how I can fix it. TYioll, no matier I guess It is all in & life tims.
This has been a lonz dull dreary and weary day to moe 1 have been at a
loss for something to do write more tonizht. Bed has jJust handed me an
invitation tec & wedding - mever g6 to weddings or funerals.

Night 11 o'clocks Went &b the office this evening and worked awhile.
Ceme home, went with lady to see wounded son, ccme by Belles wont im and
was made more than welcome by her kind mother. Belle's face upon entering
the rocm wore that self sour independent $bbk. Characterising her as a
woman of a don't~eure-a=cent dispesition. But pur her in a mush different
humor by making myself more azreesble than usual left her in a zood
humor and cems away full setlsfled that I had spent a pleesant and agreee
able evening with the choice of my heart. XNow wsnt to ministrels -
house rilled - will go with Belle tomorrow night if I get tisue. Good
night! to all the world end that is to Bslle for she's all the world to
me.

Tuesday Morning 3 at 6'oclock, arose early , feel very well,

Snowlng "outrageously™ must go to work., Don't know anything worth relate
ing. Got to thinking of Belle. last night and cams very near sitting

up with anyself all hight, in fact, "I could na get nae sleep at a®
To thinking o' my dear ut Q"

I ley an tossed mysel' about.

Just like a ship thats sinking 0.
Till by an' by I lost ¥yself-

An' hed to get up thinking ‘0.

1 closed my s'es an' wister Slesp
Cam' with her bright utsglecwming Q.
An' folded ms in her ombrace

An' merrved me in my dreaming *0.

But Okl I* roll en toss egein.

L£s memory made me dreary ',

C could norget ne sleep at At

For thinking 0! my denr‘e 1,
And other things too numerous to e tion. Oh § How many have lbsked out
of their windows this morning and said Lord help the poor?

Woon still snowing, heve been to the office, received sewsral letters,
A young lady writes "I was agreeably surprised will to leane you were
to be married goon. And if the girl you intend marrying is as well
acguainted with you as I am she will get a clever fellow for a partner
in life and make me envious of her happiness. I had hoped that you
would be mins but now, all is lost. Be a good boy. Will, and let that
abominable liquor alone. And I can assure you that you will both be

heppy all your lives, Who is She? Tell me all about hers”

o



"Suine, I will introduce you some day. She iz a night clever girl, but
don't look so at times. I would take you a long time to rightly know
her. I have just been thinking of life, and have come to this conclusion.

Life is full of woe and sorrow,
Full of never ending eares,
And today we smile Tommorrow
Wo are tangled up in Smares.

Joy looks at us where we're Sleeping
Happy dreams are ourps then,
But we vake to find us weeping.

"~ - Brooding over cares again

Joy, to some, would seem & tremsure
But that treasure soon is lost,
Virecked upon the See of pleasure.
And by sorrows tempeats tossed.

Even in the darkest hours,

Though the paths of 1ife we tread.

Some are stremn with brightest flowers.
To the house hold of the dead,

Oht{ How often sorrows grieve us.

%hen our hearts should all be glad

But when Joy takes wings to leave us.
What is there to make us zlad?

Rhen the sunlight of the morming
Dances on the snow of day,

Just as if it were advenecing,
All the world to make it gay.

I, so long, unknown to pleasure
Now am happy and depend

On the friendship of & treasure
1 have found in one true friend.

1 bave wandered in d:irk places
Through this world as if by night,
Only where I lmow her face is,

There ia Sure to be a light.

When I see her bright eyes beesming,

Or I henr her gentle evice.

Whether wake or I am dreaming,
Love still bids my heart rejoice,

Hever vas a gift from Heswen
Given man with him to dwell,
24 the one that God has given,
In e fPiend as true as Belle,
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I think the above is enough for one morming, 1 will close the book
until tonight and take a short nap.

Hight 12 0'Clook, Have just got in from the offiee, worked hard all
day. Went to the ministrels tonight to ses if it was a fit place %o
take Belle to. Mill take her tomorrow night if I ean get off. Rave the .
Pictures of two handsome ladies, don't imow them, stepped into the fair
avhile, saw a young lady from Cilneoinniti, who ™ served complicuted or
flattered upon forming the acqueintance of Kentucky's post and mslcimns®.
Got disqusted with her "soft sow der” and left. Coming up home was
stopped by some one, drew a pistol he "sloped®, Asked him" how's yor
mother?™ Before he started, didn't pause to reply. 1 will write a verase
or two and go to bed

As 1 lboked at the twinkling stars so bright,
And cheerfully whistled a tune.

48 I winded my way to my homs tonight,

fiish no other guids but the moon,

I thought of the girl, that I loved the bsst,
And how happy a boy I should be.

Did she know the devotion that duelt in my heart,
And the love of a heart, yet,unface.

Oh{ ilad you winter moon a tirougue,

To tell what it can see,

Vhat tales of lows 'Twould have to speak,
Of what it knew of me.

How often have I eysd its course,
And watched with lovers glare,
As if 1 knew my loved one's face,
ffas smiling in it thera.

Glide on sweot moonl I'11l to my couch,
Good night? let flow thy beams,

To light the pashway of my Belle.

fho comes tonight in dreams.

And when she's weary of her stay.
Oh! Gentle moon remain.

Close not thine eye, until sho starta
There light her back again,

Sweet Girll Thow first best, only friend,
I lmow not, ! may die:

But 'ere I lay me down to slesp

Good night § but not Good Byel

Wednesday noon, Didn't heve time to write much this morning have
been busy, Saw Hab in town, Saw Katie, Who scolded me for mnot coming to
woe her, sald she was "as good a friend to me as any one else™., Don't
Imow about that, think I have me friend better than any body*s Briend.
Mot some ladles in Tripp & C's music store. One of them a beautiful
girl but like most girls that are pretty she knew it. Invited to wodding
tonight., Can't go would rather go to the ministrels with Belle,

Will go if I can possibly get off from the office. Am in fine health
today. A pleasant day for winter. Will take a nap until dinner time,
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I've just got up my memory's fresh
I've nothing else to do;

I take the book and sit me down

To write awhile to you.

And what to 8ay, I do not know.
List what I've sald before. )

17 told you that I loved you Belle,
4n hundred times, or more.

But tlaes of love are always new.
They never will grow old, '
For there is something to be learnsd
Of joy when'sr they're told.
1% never wes intended love,
For lovers who are true
To throw away thelr oldeat love.
And then put on the new, :

How often by yo'r aide Itve Sat -

My heart was full of bless.

Vhen smiles would gre=t each othera® eyes
Or lips were pressed to kiss.

Or when I told my love to you.

And yours was told to me

We ligtened to each other lpve
Oh t happy then were we.

1f cruel fate should bid us part.
1 know not what I1* do,

For I would find no other girl

So honest and mo trae.

1 mow 1'd weep my 1ife away

And die a death -f pain

In feeling thet we parted love
To never meet again.

So, whble we ere toghther love,
Let 1life be full of joy.

And love will bless a happy girl,
¥ho truly loved a boy

Who long has been a stranger love.
To happiness or bliss,

"ho has no hope of better days
But makes the best of this.

Give me your hand my bonnie, Belle.
And in it put your heart.
And on the jounney of our lives

Together we will atart,

If you get tired and stop to rest,
I'1l tell you what I'1] do,

1011 promise you my bonnle loss.
To wait avhile for you.

But if I trip and fall mgself.

I wonder if you'd stay.

Or would you traved life alene,

Go off another way,
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Or take someother by the hand
Dezert me let me lie.

And leave me there to help mymelf.
To do without or die.

Noi Not I think my girl that yop.
Are most two good a friend,

To leave me, for another one
Or to desert me other.
For welll I know, and so do you.
We'll love until we die.
And other heartas, Rot half so true
Will envy you and 1.

I'11 write another verse, My love,

And in it, I will lay.

1 love you as I love my lifs,

That love wil]l not decay.

So preas your rosy lips to mine.
And tell me with a kiss,

You love me and I'l} never ask

A greater Joy than this.

As pefhaps tho reader has all ready coms to the conclusion that I
am troubled with "Belle on the brain,® I will state that another ®bell®
puts a stop to my writing, Dimner time, I attack it, gons?

Nighe 12 O'clock A loney lbeautiful night as 1 came from the office.
411 vas so silent upon the Struts that it seemsd as no one ococoupied the
eity but myself, iTook Belle to the ministrel, mevmed to enjoy heraself,
but if she did her looks deceived her. Somstimos yse1 Often have I
notleed her face wear & bland, didcontented look, indicating thet therse
was goms deep hidden mystery concratoed from me. And ocould I light that
face up with smiles, I would glddly do so. She went Grandma a five orange,
which gift she will highly appreciate Imowing that it comes from Belle.
I am too tired and spespy to write any more for the present., I bid the
world Goodnight} And will say to Belle, "Happy be thy dresms. Swest
Girl, joyful be they heart. IfI feel one moments bliss, shou Shalt
have a part. If my pleasures and my joys could thine own recall, I
would gledly give them up you should have them all,

Thursday morning 6¢'clock, warm, sultry morning, am well, haven't
time to write. Noon, come home and took a fun re'do, am now baok,
And writing in this book. ' Grandma thanks Belle for her orange, and
after me telling her what a :ood, kind, girl she is s she replies "Well
Willis, May God Bless Belld. Have Just written the lines in this book
on the death of a favorite canmary for the next Sunday Duneocmt. And now
I will spend a few leisure Moments with Belle.,

I'Ltl tel! her why it is I love.
Becruse I thivk she ought to know,.
A r£irl would hardly give a fig

To bave a dull and stupid bean.

They 1like to have a lover tell.

As how to her he will be truse,

But most of them all love because
Like me they've nothing elss to do.

1 love her for her gzen'rous heert,

And just bscausoe she tells me so
That she loves me as I love her
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Whet more then do you want to knowy
I think of her she thinks of me,.
Cur loves in fact have Just bagun
Bs love each other Just alike
80 near alike we've almost one,

That has made me sleepy. 1t11 lie down awhile and think over the
last vorss, and find out if therecis not more truth than poetry in it,

Righy 1§ 0'clock;: have Just come home, worked hard this afternoon,
went into the fair at Hasonje Temple, got two letters there out of
Post Office, both Pilled with foolishness. Was introduced to a Hine
Amop who is a very pretty young ledy and a pretty talker. Saw Lide .
why all this afterncon, Seolded me. for not coming to see her. Said she
learned I was to be married soon told her it vasn't -myyfault. Have not
seen Belle today heard of her being on 4th Street. Saw the lady I saw
looking at me so hard at the minsteels last night. Lock:d at mo and
laughed don*t know her mane, It is raining tonlght, afrasd it will be
a bad night., Wwon't g0 unless Belle wants to, I don't care ambout golng
at all, I have often secretly asked myself the question "Do I love Belle,
and does she love met" Now, I have so often asked myself thias question,
thet I almost feel ashamad to attempt an enswer, It would seem natural
in the first place that I should love her. I have loved her for deys,
YMonths and years, and as time rélls on ih its reckless flight, I find
that love growing strenger and stronger until it has almost grovn to be
8 giant, powerful within itselr, I have often seen persons whom I
thought I could love if I could ever impress upon them the truth of my

1 have never allowed ny heart and love to be trifled with by any gay,

and thoughtless yound woman, or coquittish maiden, who would trifle wibh
the affectibns of » young man as a cat or kitten woulad sportively play
with an old womans ball of yarn from which dhe would be knit‘ing. And.

I have always thought 4f 1 could win fing an honest hearted girl who
would Bove me as T would have her love, I would prove to her that my
heart was not made of stone and deveid of that passionate fesling called
love, Ho', 1 wonlg love her aa I was loved, and ms ghe blessed me

with that love which makes my life happy, and my pathway one of Joy and
sunshine. I will make it any duty and endeavor to make hér happyras I
ean, I did not seek, honor, beauty or wealth, for nithei of there ever
constituted happiness, I wmnted s true, good woman a 7Afl in whom I could
pPlace that confidence which I would never trust to human being save

her and "He who knowth e]1 things.” Oht How sweet is 1gve vwhen likked

to bonds of 1o e 1like this. I have looked at those around me, who faces
were beautiful end fair to look upon, whose delicate persons wers enveloped
in the finest silks ang satina that Barker could produce. And no doubt
like most others become intimate with them, and perchance be very popular
with some one. Angd there are others I know, who would have loved me in
hours of prosperity, ¥%hon I wag doing well when they wére not ashamed

of me. Those who knew me not when I would have them know ms best and
oven shuned me in thae darkest hours of my life, But, such as these 1

now despise, instead of them looking upon me as ap unfit aseoolaté for
them I can with pride look upon and think of them as having made fools

of themselves. And do not look upon them as fit agsoclktes for me,

Iz 1t any one 6f these that I love? Not Then who is 1t? It is the girl,
who looked upon me with an eye of pity, and whispered such words of hope
and consolation., As ean only emanate from the honest hoart of a nobk#
girl, #hose very look seemed to make me cower down in her pressnce and
feel ag humble ag a dog at hig masterts feet, 'ti1l11 love arouged my inde-
pendence emd pride was wedded to it. Bound together with the links of
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friendship and made me what I longed to be & proud, loving good, kind
hearted man, Such is the woman I love and thank God. I have the sweat,
satisfaction of believing and knowing that such an one is my dear friend
the first, best only trus friend T have and I can look ell Heaven proudly
in the face and say "I do love Belle." "Does she love me?® Oh! What
& world of meaning would be in her reply, If she should enswer™ Not"
What e dark curtain would be drawn acrosa the bright face of the world,
and 1 should go blind -folded es it were stumbling sown the dark and
stormy path of 1lifé., 7To seek my owxn resting plaee, dig mine omn grave,
prey mine own prayer, mnd die mine omn death. Thers would be com-
solation even in my last words as perohance, I would look heavenwand
and day, "Oht Godl I love hor etill but soon will love her no more,"

1 would not heap eurses upon her, I would not mesk Pevenge, I would not
call down the warth of God to fall upon her nor would I breathe one

word of hate. Nol % would may;

Oh ', -God:l forgive her ell her faults,

And ¢leense her of unli ain,

Teke ou% she t'alse love of her heart

And meke it pure within,

And bless hbm, let the 1life she led,

Be soon forgot, I'd crave

That God would never let your thoughts
Go wandering to my grave.

1* ask the angels not to weep
Because thou art not true;

Ohi ROL I' ask them all to amile
As Angele can, and do.

For I'd be sleeping with a lgpve
Ag dead as T would be,
Withot your maoting with a loss

In giving yours to ms.

But at the silent hour of night
There's atill one thought remain

To haunt you. Yost and make you gigh
Or wish me back agalng

You'd never know agein

For thy will oomo no more.

Though sitting by anothera side

I can not who it be

There'll come a time where secret love
#ill make you wish for me,

His eye may be ag bright as mine

His look may be as kind,

But ohy his love, his happiness

Alesy Will all be blind,

Ah', He wish pride "2y hold your hend.
That hand I've held in mine,

And he may kiss your rosy lips

As oft as I have thine.

But should he ever breathe my name,
Ahl There how you would start,

To feel and know he ig deceived,
For I have got your heart.
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01 seoret, silont faith ful Loval

Sweet mother of my blias,

lTsask no other 1ife to live

Than euch a 1ife ag this,

Oht Let her hate me, if she will,

But this my God will do.

He'll meet me at the Judgement Bar
And Bsy "Thou hast been trus,”

But, if she say "Yes " and I have no Just resson to doubt, would
not, and should not my 1ife be one of oternel Yappiness? There sre
others whom she tinke perhaps she ocouvld love, Put 1 em almost satisfied,
that she never will love a man as che hea loved me and does wtill,

In face, ! know she loves nee And I'11 now lie down after writing a
verse or two as happy ss a king. Yeal heppier for,

No king ever lived in the land

As happy as I am tonight,

And he nevsr could s:11 ms his crown
For my bliss, or my love or delight.

Yo Qucen, with her riches or graca,
Could coms with a story to tell,

By whioh she could make me glve up
All the love that I bear for My belle,

Away with your folly and nride,
For theres nothing on sarth youn could zive
That would make me degsrt ny decor Bslle,
Ho' 1'll1 love har as long as I live,

Then, who should be happy as 17
Or happker, loving do true?

i'm loved by my Belle and a Ring

Tolght redlly envy ms too.

So long as sh» loves me, I'11 ve
As true ns tho Heavens ebovs

And all the dark dengers of hell

Can never in life changa my lovae,

Hay Angels protsct her for me,

Through the Jounney of 1ife to its and,
And when done with the pleasures of e:rth
Hay Heaven recelve My best friend,

¥ay our lives be 25 sweet as our loves,
A day dream or heavenly blies,

1 love her and know she loves me, -
%hat Hore Can w8 wish for than this?

1 suppose she wishes 1 would stops Well, 1'11 grant it "Go to
sleep” Cht She ip nsleep and ' soon be , Goney
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Friday Morning, Raining still, fewl first rate, am going to
work. Made me rise esrly this merning, there is a fine entiecipated
tonight et the concert, Night 10 0'olock, snowing hard and cold winds
blowing from the north, After work went to Belle's did not go to the
concert-night-too bad, spent the emening $here, was treated to lemonade,
cakes etc. Belle, wanted to know "do you like adids?Q Spent a most agree-
able evening indeed in the society of the best friend I have on earth,
%ill now conclude with a verse or two and bid the world Good night.

As through the storm I bent ny way

As happy as could be,

The driving snwo and bitter winds

Were all the same to me,

What cared I for the eold w thout,

Vihere thinking where 1%d been,

And of the girl, whose love had made
My own heart warm within,

"God bless that girlt ™ will be my praysr,
Ae long as 1 shall live. '
And if she wrongs 'tis innocence
i know He will Borgive.
And ¥ay He £111 her heart with love,
And-let her happy be,
And bless hor for her faithfulness
In loving none but me,

The snow flakes fall the wintry winds
How blow their chidly blast,
A gloom pervadés the poor manS' cot
A Shado:a' o'er hive ecast,

For want and poverty both come
And knock upon his door,
He weeps, but goes end lets them in,
To let them out no more.

Ohy Belle, how happy should we be,

This cold and bitter night,

How kind and good 1s God to us

In giving us delizht,

& happy home ang loving friends

Wwith plecsures from Him sent.

Oh'. Let us think not life 1s hard

But with it be covtent. Thats all. Good Highty,

Saturday Night Jan 7th 1888, 9otclock: Well, hare I am singly
esconsed in My noom in theold Hermitege. Have worked hard all day, and
such a day, of snow and slest, I never wish to see again. Haven't had
tien to write any in the book tntil now had no "leisure moments.” Dimed
et Louisville Hotel. Saw a handsome girl and an awful fool, two persons
often mat with now edays, the girl made herself ridiculous t tha table
because she was good looking and in knowing it wanted to make herzelf
conspicuous with her ® gift of gab", The other was a fool for want of
sense. I coulld easily disecover hew he lived at home., by his mctiong
and conversation. I have always thought it wery distasteful to see persons
sitting in a dining room gossiping over nationsel affalrs. Craps eto,
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And ledies, especielly talking constently of ™love affairs™ this woman's
husband & that lady's bean ets., The table is no place for gossip or
gab, it is a plece where people congregatde to eat, The parlour or draw-
ing room is & f£it place for conversation, andnot the dining room., I
have noticed any & young lady who mwade herself aprear delicate at the
tabls in my presence nev.r eat as much ag they should at the proper tima
and place. And as soon as I was zone into the perlour or out of her pre-
sence, she would rush back into the dining reom, and say "Ohtl I* mo hung-
ry® and perhaps sit down and eet for haelf 8n hour. Now the reason

1 give for this too common practice isg that they talk too mich, when they
should be eating. But, where are ¥y thoughts driving? I saw Migs Amns
and Miss Mollie, cen't think of her name, in ¥asonte Temple today.

They sent for me thought I was mad at them offered an apopogy, ono neede
ed ebout some letters I got out of the post office in the Fair. Girls,
are curious cretures; If a young man does not seem &o be disposed to
beon intimate torms with them, it does not take long for thom to devise
meens by which he is forced by the coamon rules of Politeness to pay
them soms attention., I didn't pey them much, Went into Tripp & Craggs*
and sung a song or two for same ladies, don't know who they were, didn't
seem anxious to know. Don't know of anything remarkable that occurred
today. Save that I refused to drink on saveral occasions, §o it not
strange that when a young man "never drinks,"” he can always find plenty
§ Friends who visit upon his Jjolning them in a drink, and when he is
drinking, No onhe asks hip, but he asks everybody. It is a very easy
matter indsed, for a young man, I canenot who he is. to 8ay "Noi" when
he is asked to drink, and if a great many would say"No i"

Saveral times they would think as I de., I think more of that imdividual
who boldly stands up at the "Bar of Death". and looks the dealer of
Bamation in the face, The man who stands with a hellish smile upon niy
countanance waiting to hand frou a tumbler in which to pour the very
issence of Hell into. 4And then grin as with one hand you pour the poig-
ous misture down your thrast, while with the other you draw your hard
earnod money from your pocket and hedd him, for that wh'¢h he gives you
to rob you of your brains, I say, I think mors of him who dsys I naver
drink, than al) that high toned, honorebdls olags of individuals that

can be prodused in the world who cannot say the samething. A man who
solls whickey is a thief; A robber of joys and pleasures of many a once
happy home. An importer of misery, want, and degredation, and a tool

of Death a "runner for graveyards, and a living special agent of the
Devil., Who goeas ebout elactivnesring for more souls to be sent to hell,
A demon who would shame the God that give him 1ife and existence, And
who would sall his soul to wreak vingeance upon an honest, happy heart

envious, bacauss he knows end feels his owm Soul ig far heyond redemption.
if ever Hell was hot snougzh.

For all such men as these,

tho son the desds of bitterness,
There'er in 1ife, they please,

“Bere better that the gates should ops.
And let them be put in,

For they are agents hsre on earth,
That oauses most of sin,

Oh} Image of the Inp of Hell,

Go hide your bragiw facs.

Go hide your prave in some lone spot,
A secrst hiding place.

The sun would hardly dare to emile,
Or flowers o'er you wave,

The moon would rather weep than smile
Uponr your omrged grave,
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The drunkard®s wife would smile agein,
Her tears of endless Joy.

She'd greet her husband with a kigs,
And smile upon her boy,

The mald wuld ~reet her lover baok,.
And welgome him again.

For she would know he'd be ¢ man,

If thou went only slain.

Thou hast no friends - thy friends are foss,
And wntil thou hast died.

Thee and thy vietims all will sleep,
Together, side by side,

Intoxieation then would wail,

About thy silent bed,

And whisper emen in your sars,

As if thou went not dead,

In passing by the throne of Grage.

Thou canatt not raise thine YO8,

For there the drunkerdts wifs wil: stand,
Thine image to despise.

And if perchanes thou wilt be Judged,

By Blm who knows thee well/

Prepare for He will surely say,

Down Demon down to Hell.

One would coms to the conolusion that I hed forgotten Belle, be-
cause I had not mentioned her. I wil) now, and say that I never forget
her. I em going to sleep now, and until 1 am drowned in-the sweat
soa of sleep embraced in the siient arms of Horphens, I will think
of her love , and hope my dreams mak be sweet of her. And if she love
to dream of those who love her, Hay they bs sweet, for ! am happy in
the belief, that if ghe love any one on earth that one is he who wishes
her a happy good night and Pleasent dreams, I' off,

Sundey night, Arose early this morming, went to office, worked avhilse,
went to church with Jim Gragge Dined at Louisville Hotel with Ealtty Reeu,
Went back to offiee worked avhile, went to cathedral ang heard some

fine musis. -To:k a walk, Yook supper at Belles's spent the evening thers,
Had a delightful time, think Belless mother and father the best people

I have ever known « sociable and clever, kind and accomnodating, Tig

too cold to write, no fire in my room. Must go to bed to keep from freog=
ing to desth = Good night.

Monday Morning - nothing of interest to urite - been to office and at

work = am in fine health = think I will take Bello to minstrels tomorrow
night if the weather is good. As I have nothing else to do. I will

try the "usic"this morning.

I sat beside my love last night,

As happy as could be.

And as I told her of 1y love,

The @aily 1ooked at me.

But in her eyes so full of smilee.
That were upon me bent.

Her 1lips wers still, but then I took,

Her silence for conaent.,



1 do not care for other girls,

Wiith black eyes or with blue,

I nover yot have seen a maid,

That lovez me half so true,

And now I'm fully satisfied,
That all the world combined,

Can not produce 50 swest a girl,
For there is none like mine,

Ohg Friend of friends. It is te thee.
My memory loves on wings to flee,

And build its nest,
Whorein in peace and love to dwell.

Because my heart which loves so well.
Wil! be nt rest,.

If memory like a ohild at play,
Could wander off end lose ita wAY,

I might forget,
But simoe its moves at perfect will,

It proves to me thou lovest will,
I love thee yet,

Ohf Pshawt I can't write,

List I wait 't111 tomight.

And dhe hem of the house is dead.
And they stop all the nokes,

And the women of boys,

Are all sound asleep - each in bed,

But I'11 try it onee mors,

"Say$ shut up the door,”

And keep out of here if you can,
If you don't pretty quiek,

1 will give you a lick,

For you know I'm a passionate man,

"Why Allce,” "Goo@ Morrin"t and how do you de1®

fTolerable well™ « ® I have sonething for you,"

Ahl vhat can it bo say, my swe:t 1ittle Mias,
"Guess I"" I don't know what is 1t1" " A kigs/

"Are you going to lie down?® Yes | Alice, and why?

?0h § Rothing, Iv11 stay here,” "You will }" "Yest May I 7"
"0f course, with a kiss = you the liberty take.™

"Well, I'11 kiss you again. just whenever you weke,"

“Take care, now. my eye might perchance take a peep,a

And catch you" "Kell what?™ " steal a kiss in my slesep,®
"Ah} Will, I don't ¢ re, - "You don't,” = ®Not for I prize
A kies though I give it in sight of your eyes,"
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“fell, Alice:” "Hell, Mell.” = “Tnis I surely will do,
If you'll be s good girl when I wake, 1711 ¥les you.” wand 1 will
Af she is hers = if ghs 1sn't Iv]) pay her at another time,

d1ght; Sti1 reining ~ this has beon en awful day = nothkng of
unusual interost has tranapired in ny lifets history « I have another
day leaf in the yourly book of 1ife, But g inscri e first the words
°I am happy and oontent:d, and hope I miy no¥er have causo to rapest
say other words sadder than these.” iHave not sesn or heard of Relle
today, Hemt to the minatreld rwhile tonight = not vary largs audience,
They play and sing well, Valked home 1n the rain.eHers I am in my room

8ll elone. Bofore I 1ie down I will try and composs somathing if not
ayselfs

To you swest Qirl I tumm oy thoughts
This bleak and wintry night.

To think of you affords me Joy

To love you is delight,

E'en mince we met in sarly years
You still have beem wmy care,
This heart of mine hes ever held
An oarnest friendship there,

1 1ittle thought when first your eyes
Mot mine upon the strect,

That friendship even would be ours

Or love would make us meet,

I only thought that you end 1

Mere friends and nothing more,

But still your eyes would make ne love
You better than before.

How when I hold your hand in mine
And sit me by gpur side.
1 look back to thoss derkened days
Ri%: pleasure snd w.th pride,

To think that God has spared my life.
And teught me to be true,

That I might be a man again

And live and love but you,

I do not 1ike what I have written, so I will try apgain,

0h1 Happy Boyt Rejoioe oy soul §

That boy is happy now,

There are the down cast eyes that were -
The wrinkles on my brow?

Gone ', Yea?®, Gone, forever *$1]1
0ld age with mournful glare,
Shall put his hand upen my face
And leave its wrinkles there.
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Gonel with the sorroms of my soul

Bhich oft were mine to feel.

Gone { with the tears that dimmed mone eyes
And down my cheeks did steal. -

Gone { with the moumnful days, now passed.
¥With all my care and pein.

Ohi Gody I hope I'1l never ces

Such Misery again,.

I've ofton watched the pale faced moon.
When all the world had slept.

And stars ghed te rs of pity dorn

Upon me as I wept,

When no knid friend would seem to care.
By all the world forgot.

Ahl Belle, I felt, you did not care

If I were dead or not.

Down in the distant sunuy South.
1¥1d strengers and unknown,

I felt 1 sought some secret spot
To meke my grave alone.

Beneath some tall Magnolia tres
Or where the views flow.

Or vhé the silent sleepes was
The world whould never know,

Upon the bosom of the deep

1've often dropped mine eyss.

Then through the teaes that made them dim
I've looked up to the skies.

'Twas then the gentle hand of hope.
Vould fall uwpon my heart,

And bid the solemn thoutht of death
Foraver to depart.

But darker hours of gilent grief,
%iould shroud my bleeding soukl
17111 weary thicking of my fate
I'd lose mine own control.

&nd then 0Oh{ sad unheppy Boy,
That thought would ever dwell.
"0Oh*, Will I ever live to see =
Or fird a friend in Bellel®™

Prostrate I lay my fevered 1lips
Were hot as any fire,

To cool them with the kiss of death
Was all I could desire.
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No gentle voice WAs near me then,
Te whisper hope or fear,

1 did not see a true friend?s face
Of all that stood so near,

I even did not think of Death

I knew that it was seve,

The sufferings were mine « not thetrs -
Mine only to endure,

I did not think of this cold world,
Unfeeling and untrue, :

Ohl No{ Sweot Girl, I only thought «
That I moat part with Yyou.

My wated form was faint and wosk,
Hy eyes wire sunken 1ow,

My cheeks were growing eold and pale
I felt I acon mugt E0e

1 wept, but not to part with earth
“fwas all that I oould do.

E're parting with the world - Because,
I had to pabt with Yyou.

But 1ot A light from Heaven came,

I felt I was not vieak,

For hops had been to ges me, Belle,

And faintly did 1 speak, ~

To those arocund a stranger's bed,
Each looked with tearfy] oya.
Upon me when I agked them,"1¢
They thought that I wmould diet”

But 1o} they neithep spoke a word,
And some had turned away,

*he doctor whispered in my ear,
They heard what he aid say,

“Rrepere - young man. Your life ig short,
I've doeall that 1 can,"”

But hope; sweet Hope still chespddme on
And bade me be a mANn.

4nd 'ere the sun went down that day,
I folt that when it pvasgsed,
Bhen it had glanged farewell to earth,
Then that would be ny laest,

But, when it passed wwvay from sight,
My heart begzan to ril}
#ith hopes to think that it had gone
4nd 1 was living still,



A few long weary deys end nighta

I spent upon that bed,

£nd ell the Doetors and their ekill
d counted ms for dead,

But seoon the fever left my form
And T began to talk,

It was not long before 1 found
That I oould teke a walk,

Uy memory built Stgelf again

And centred on my horis,

Se I bid farewoll to Southern Chines -
Yade up my mind to come, -

Not come to greet old friends again
For theyywere very few, '

And when I came, I only found

The old friends were ]l new,

1 camo to lie me domm to slpep
To close my Wesry eyes,

I ecome to find or grave, where &
Could sleep e&nd never rige.

1 come to bid farewell 4o earth
Hy jourmey ~ it was thoonhh.

I ®aw no pleasure in the world
When hated =0 by you,

But when, I came Oh1t foolish boyt
To waste eo many tears,

To live a 1ife g0 full of wom

And Misery and feurs,

I found thet friendship clung to me.
And fajthful diad it prove,

For Hope had urged it to prepare
And greot me home with love,

Sinee then the past I huwe forpot,
The future now will tell,

Of heppiness in store for me
Yhich I shall share with Belle,

S8he loved me when I wag awny

But never told ne so,

Her pride of woman's heart, Alas}
Would never let me know,

But now, we love each other true,
e know each other well,

And Godg has spared my 1ife to live
And love none #lge than, Belle,

28
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And Im content, with all the world
And happy as ean bg,

Because I love her ag my life

4nd she loves none but me,

There how, I think that wilj do for dtne might - Sp think I may
be exoused for the evening « Fleasant Dreams, Tueaday Morning 6 ofecleck-
wot cold morning « haventt basn out of Ry room yet. Don't fesl well at
&1l -~ don't know what ie the matter - am no doctor « don't want to be-well,
Came home early this morning end take a sleep = didn*t dream of anyone
last night « too bad e night to dream of Anyone. Don?t think I will
80 to the minstrels with Belle. mill wait for a more pleasaat weather,
1f she 1s willing 1 Am,
Hoon - Have Juet got in'= 1 am anything but well, and it is a wonder to
me that anyene enjoye good health, Such weather as thia. Received a
let er from the pen of a female acquainpance, whom ) thought wag o
friend of mine, but I am happy to know she has made herself better
fcquainted by writing me such & fooligh episthe., It ig proof to me
thet her mind ig very much inelined to rup 8wey with her and that her
skull is thin, She is in other words weak in the upper story, If she
had as much braing ag feet & eyos, she would be 2 seneable instead
of a foolish girl, She 5ays in her letter to me "I 1ove you now better
than ever.,” . Rell, in the first Place she may give thit love to soms=
oneé who will appreciate it n:re then myself., If she loves me, 1t {s
mors than I do her, and whild she played the part of friend, I dig think
somothing of her. But now she has "let the eat out of the wallett,”
if sver a young man wanis e girl to love end respect him, never let
her know what you think of her - let her find it out herself, and if
You young lady loves a young man and ghe doubts whither she iz loved by
him, Ro aconer does his independence becoem knomn to hsr, than she
begins to make a fool of herself by letting him, when it 1a too late,
what she thinks of him. She further says, "of course you eould not oxe
pect me to love you. Will, whem you were drinking, but now, Sinea
have gquiet and I hear such pood reporte of you, how oan I help 1t1* Ahaty
There 1t is, when I neoded a friend most, I could not fing one, and
when I show my independence by being my orm friend and have no uge for
outsiders I can find plenty, Oht Foolish Girl$ You need not persuade
me to believe that you love me now for ir you did not thén ¥you do not
nows Blame no one byt yoursel? for when you had an opportunity to be
a friend, indeed, you let 1t idly paas by, and thought, I would nevey

be worthy the name of being your friend, Again.® I haard you had fully
redeemed your lost character®

Polluted lips, that breathed those words,
To blot my humble nens,

Becauss misfortune clung to me.

And wrapped me up in shame,

Those worde whch You have sent to me,
And coming from your pen,

As 1f you thought that I hag lost
What I oould never gain.



The humble name I've ever borne
¥ag never lost to me,

And if I smsought & churacter

1'd never coms to thes.

- For thou hast none ton much %o spare,
Save what to the is given.

For any girl as false ag thou

¥Will need it all in lieaven,

Now if any intelligent ledy would write me such words as this watery
bralned specimen of human nature has done, I would write her a note that
would wmke her eyes sore before she had finished reading it. But,
"S8ilent contempt™ cuta’ deeper than a two odged sword. She Turther says,
"Don't think il1 of me?" Does she spppose for a moment that I could think
well of her? No! I wouldn't if she were an angel, I do not hats her,
but I do think very 1ittla of her if at all. And 8he asks "Will you,
promige to love me?"

Seo how her treacherous heart doth plead.
To make me tell a 1lie.
Love her$ Not! I wear by all
Thets pure and good on High,

Love HefitOh§ Rot It camnot be.
To love her, bould be hate.
For she is hours Ales{ pone by
Would 1ink my soul to fate.

Love Her! Go esk the frierds of Hell.
I1f I love them, You'll see.

That I have yet a plece still left
Within my heart for thee,

Gol False friend, 1 will forgive.
A girl who is not teme.

I only weip to think I'd found

A woman false as you.

Where are the eyes so full of love
Thet smiles so Bweet on me,

But whom you lovad to FREE UDON,
Wes over glad to see.

Where is that one %o whom you vowed
Your constancy and love?

Ah 1 He no doube, has found vou out,
How false that you did prove.

Where are the ones you've often told.
How true to them you'd be.

Ahl False one} You're deserted now
You are no friend to me,
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It i even so that ANy & young woman is trying to fool others too
often fool themselves, and it ig a fixed fact, that the gerunality of
cruaty old crooking maids have besn “flavnting £11rts® in their younger
days. Where 1f they had been true to some henest, working young man,
sober and industrious, -and not let their pride and vanity run away with
them, instend of nureing a long haired Tom C t, in a oclose room and
sending out for "one of the mmae sort® to drop in and spend & whold
afternoon in the abuge of - others who are happler end more sensible than
themselvas, they might have been the heppy wifes of good husbands and
little children, I can put up with a fidunting widow, a crusty Bachselor,
& balky horse, or n stubborn mule, But the Dovil man ewny with old maids,
I8ve no use for them, and only wish old Lineoln would draft svery devil

f them into the aruy, for they are of no value any whers #lss. Ten
chences to one, that the above young lady don't boeome the niserable
wife of some rappinjoy. Each worrying for money end both fooling each -
other or else live the miserable Ehfo of an olly tongued okd mald, and
die as cets do « tqualling like thaenderi Lastly -sho enys "I hear you
are engeged to be married, and to - girl unworthy of your 1ofe." Well,
young ledy, in rephy to this, you heard right, 1 am engaged and as for
her being unworthy my love, I will say that I only wish you were but onas
third as worthy end had one sixteenth part of her senss., I would think
your chances for getting married wonld be & little more favorable than
at present, If you ever marry anyone, it will be on a short_acquaintanco,
for I' 11 swemr, if ever the fellow gets a chance to become as wsll:ac-
quainted with you as I am, he'd never link his life to you or make
himself such a @ == 4 ridiculous fool as to tie himself to your apron
string for 1ife. Aht You are mistaken when You say mhe is unworthy.
She did not refuse to be a fpiond of mine, in an hour of misfortune,
She did not turn her back upon me because I had vnfortunttels taken a
fatal step or two - spurn me Bsoause gho thought she was better than I
Was, And then when I becams a gentleman or yade myself my beat friend,
tell me with an unpudent eir thet she 1n- 7 ma, nor did she beg ms to
love her, get out with such friendshipi 1 know what a friend 1s batter
than you cen tell me. And you could not presch to me forty years snd
make me bolieve that you love mg, OH', I understand you, you want to
zot married, and you thought I was your last chance. Yourtre in a
bad situation. 4all your lovers have deszarted you end I am not for
sale. I love a girl who loves me, has ever loved me, and an angel
could not chide me to love another, Good Bye$ Thou brasin faced,
specimen of woman kind{ Whilse I eannot marry you, allow me to offer
you the sympathy of an individual who is not only happy himaslf, but
intends to make another more 80, By the time Yyog forget me.

Hight 10 o'clock: "Just dropped in - hopa I dontt intrude™ - no one
at home - Grandma & Martha at Emily's -~ Father at the ministrels -
Hed ot & party. 8¢ I am sl1 alone - worked hard today and am tired
tonight, Yet I am happy and oontented. Sent Belle some papers today
with e note. The bearer of then returned to the office and give me
his opinion o’ her which wae graphis, Hevertheless true, Received
two letters tonight - one from a rebel young lady who compliments me
very highly and wants me to cOmpose some music to sons words she gent
me entitled "John Worgan's Greve." I ecantt do it for fenr of being
arrestzd. The other is from an old schoolmate Ned Williams - now 00}-
onel in the army,. Says he likea soldiering - don't agree with him,
yet he is 1ike a great many more who wouldn't know what to do with
himgelf if the war wae over, and he was out of the army. Went to the
minigtrels a while tonight - stng a sone "OHX wigh this war weg over,"
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And sung it well. - Very few there. As I do not know of anything worth
relating I will try my.hand at “putting up” a bit of "doggeral® by way

of killing time and perhaps it may add a little touwnrd filling up this
book. The following incldent is true and oeccurred on the night of July
19th 1860, Ben Lucas and myself were togather on the occaslen, and not

a soul ever kmew anything of our adventure save he and I, As the page is so1:
near filled I will commence it on the next, and end it - when I get sleepy.
Will that be satisfactory? Say Yes! and here goes,” Yes "

The gsummer sun had gone to reat.

And hid its smiling faae.

As Lif *there weary of its watch

And of ite daily race. .

And Thine had drawn the folds of day.
Onoe more unto & close,

And half the world were just about
To seek their nights repose.

The gathering clouds had formed in one,
And sallied throng to the aky.

tntll 'twas hardly sisible

Unto the naked eye,

The moon arose and 1lit the world
With omiles from her esweet face.
Ag if she lookdd to find the sun
And eager to give chase,

She slowly 'rose and tinged the ¢loud
With silv ry lining bright.

And like a foolish thing at play

It chaged it out of sight.

The st2rs came forth as if they knew,
The race would come off soon,

And each one sesmed to look erid laugh
%hen first they spied the moon,

The upper world was 1ighted up.

And 1t wag fair to see.

No clouvd now hid the pale feced moon
'Hor seruned the atars from ne.

And silence sat upon her throne.
The soft winds did not gigh.

It seemed the world was all asleep
Save two - 'twas Ben and I.

%ie sat us dide by side that night.
And talked of days of yore.

Of joys & pleasures we had seen
4nd hoped for many more.

Re told our school boys tricks at school
The master kind had been.

Though we deserved a whipping when

He only "kept us in."
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Deep in the night we sat and talked
Vhen 1 proposed to go.

To take = walk T did not care

Until he said "I know."

¥#o started only he and I,

And as we onwird walked,

We herdly thought for hb and I
Both wandered as we talked,

Till by and by upon a bridge
We passed I agked him ®where
He thought of going?® But he turned
And pointing Said "up thers "

A sheddering thought first geised my brain.
"1 do not care.” I gaid.

We started and it was not long

YEre we wers with the dead."”

In cave Hill - wherse the slumberineg dead
Were lying still at rest.

The flowers growing o'er each mound
Thet lay upon some breast.

Where slept the old, the young, and gay.
The rich man and the poors

Vhere @ay the youth and maid alike

411 with those “"gone before"

The weeping willow bowed its head,
The mongsters hughed their tune.
The dew drops glittered on the rose
Beneath the gentle moon.

1t seomed to me when I looked up
And saw each stur so bright.
They but reflected back to earth
Their pure and shining light.

Each one seemed fixed upon a spot
Where gmntlest flowers wave,

And each one seemaed to bs the soul
Of some sweet speapers? grave,

We wandered down the gravelled walk,
Like ghosts in some wild dreem.
Until we paused nsar by a tree
%here we could seo a stream,

That murmured by the silent spot
Its sad end plaintive lay,

A song it only sings at night
And never singg by day,

Upon its gentle bosom rode
The echo of ite song,

The gentle bresses of the night
Seemed driving it mlong.



And on its grassy banks there slept

A mother's tender gem,

“hom deeth had robbeg ite parent flower
And plucked it from life's stew,

Deep in the bowelg of the earth.
That little onn 8o dear,
Unconcious of the streamlets song
That murmred soft and near,

Nol KOS for musioe was not mada
By nature for the dead.

For angels enly can inspiie
The soul that once has fled,

I watched that little happly stream.
And listened to its song.

Until it loat itg little path

- Deep in the woods anong

The towering oaks whose brainy arms.
Were robed in neture's preen,

Fhere summer dig unfold her robesg
And nature made the scene,

We turned us baek emong the praves,
And as mine oyes wdre cest

Upon each stone, I read the names
Of those that we had pasged,

Sometimes I read the name of ope
I'd known in days of yore,

And pensed to weéep upon the grave
Of him I'd meet no more,

But 1ot I panseq begide a mound,
The hand of narure came,

And planted flowers o'sr the spot
I could not read the name,

Ko monuvment adorned the spot,

Or slab wag lying o'er

The form of him who dlept beneath,
Because the man wag poor,

Whet if a monument be built
To rige high in the air,
AhY If the glesper hated God
There's no foundation theras,

1 walked me, (Ben had zone away,)
And T wag lert alone,

I did not pauvse until I stp 4
Begide a rough hswn stone,
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The moss had clothed it in ita robes
0f thick and downy zreen.

And here and there a thrishing rose
Could no destly be seen, ‘

And wit: my hand I tore the moss.
away from one that astone.

And found the name of an old friend
And schoolmate = George Malone.

Abhl Well I mind the wihter day
They laid him down to rest.

The sexton {ioed the heavy clay
Upon his peaceful breast.

And how his mother ssdly wept
Before she turned away,

A'id 1 with other friends of his,
Wept round his grave that day,

But let him gleep « Mel his repose
Be swoet 'till lUod has glven.

His great command"The good shall rise.
Prepare and come to leaven/™

If over soulé wams saved from Hell,
And gathered to the throne,.

Or enters Heaven with the good
That one ia George Malow.

I turned away and sadly strodied:
from one grave to anothers

Till 1ol I pansed and wept above
The lone grave of my mothers

No eys save God's was looking now
Upon me sadly weeping.

¥hile I bent o’er the macred spot
%here 18y my mather sleeping.

The sters thewselves be an to weep
The Birds, their songs were hushing
The moon looked sas it seemed to me
The Tlowers ell were blushing.

The breezes tvrned a moumnful air,
That though the trecs were stealing.
I knew no spot on earth save that
O'er which I wept whbn kneeling.

Ther in that grave lay all I loved.

¥y long lost earthly treasuf®»
And buried with her were my hopes

My Joye in life and pleasurs,
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There when I knelt that solumn night,
Beside my little brother

Fas she who loved me as life,

Yy own, my angel mother.

Oht You who have a mother kind.

To to her softly kiss hner.

Be good to her in life, for oh}
There comes a dey you'll miss her.

¥hen you will need Her gentle words
Of kindness oft to cheer you.

When you will wish that you had loved
Thatwmother then not near you,

" The happiness and joys of home,
talas | Are made to smother,

And die be Buried in the grave
Whers sleops your derling mother.

Oh } Mother, could I call yoj back -
But fiol God is in Heaven

'Twas He who called you, I am left
To ask to be forgiven.

Thou art Ho more of earth thy grave
Hag yeilded up its treasuvre.

And gone to Bive another life

Of never dying pleasure,

I wopt es if my heart would bresk,
The tears were slowly stealing
Unconeious from wmy weary eyee

Ohl Who could knew my feeling?

I thought how sweet it were to die.
If I could ses my mother.

For she would take me from this world
#ith her into another.

But when I plucked a pgentle flower,
Which looked ns ii 'twere weeping.

1 found and knew it would not live

. Or bloom while in my keeping.

For it was mede by neture's hand

To bloom upon noother

Grave but that where once it bloomed
Above my gentle mother.

Upon my shoulder dropped a ha:.d

I looked eround again,

And saw beside me - standing thera,
The form end face of Bgn.
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His heart was 58y his eyes were smjles
"hile mine were full of' tears,

It11 not forget that night, If I
Should live an hundred years,

That's all, I gn compelled to go on a Journey to Dreamland_— be back
in the morning, '

Wednesdey morning: Cool 2 clear = Galt House burned down - am going

to office ~ am tolerably well -

Hoon « Boen to 6£f1ce - nothing new - expect to spend the evening with
Bolle - may #0 to ministrels if she wants to go- Gp any where to please
her. Willawork hard this af'tornoon, Hight « worked thig afternoon

at a lively rate in order that I might spend the evening with Balle,-
want out after tea and spent a delightful time, She wrote me a letter
and handed it to me, fill speak of it when 1 have more timeeam too
8leepy and 'tis too late in the night - come past the ruins of the Galt
douse - sorry sight - cmme near “pitching in" %o g drunken watchman

who ordered me off the streot - would have " ]1jokeq® him, but considered
he was too drumk to skow any resistance. Am in fine health, Bellets
letter has made me happer than ever/

¥ith such a girl £5 love ma,

I swewr by all above ne,

That I 1love her as few can love
And whe loves me 2s weli,

Cht Love what mighty vowers
Thou hast with hearts like ours

Oht Life seems svany hours to live and love By Belle. Thuraday Jan. 12th
Roon = Have Just come home o don't feel well, in fact, it seems to me

I am get ing to be worse than an o0ld maid - always complaining - nothing
of unusuel interest transpired thig morning . Save that I £oll down,
and didn't hpre any one but mysslf. gGot g letter from Belle last night,
1t is wonderful what comards love makes of gome girls and how rashly
brave it makes others. While it goreens pride and makes sensible women
of some - it heaps holdness and impudence upon others who are made fools
ofe A zirl (at least 80m8) would be too ocomardiy to =it beside a young
man & tell him the tryue story of her love for fear that he might become
too well acquainted with her, & when whe 81¢8 sown at a table in her
room s2long, she can grab a fen and be es bold with & gg Juline Ceegar.
Hevertheless, I ndmire a girl who is not too bold, and never did hate

& girl becauss she wag too modert., And it wers a great pity thet a
great many girls in this eity were not such strangers to modesty, and
not so well acquiinted with 8elfassurance and borrowsd inpudence, Belle

8ays, "Do you not know %*11. * love you first, desrsst ang best of all
othersyt

Aye t Dearest friend: The sweot belief
Yo mine now to enjoy:

The one, so long who eourtsd grieg

ls now a happy boy.

And ‘e wi1l) evep hapoy be
With such a friend ag you,.
A8 on the bosom of life's goa,

His frail bark wilj pursue,
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1 ¥now I should be heppy now
“here'er in life I rove,

Since you have smiled upon my brow
And whispered words of love.

With such a friend, I do not care

iy 1ife will happy be.

Though other hearts may love, I swaar,
You're all the world to me.

¥ay Heaven bless you, honest friend.

And £i1l1 your heart with bliss;

%hen you have resched life's Jounnery's end
Before you're leaving this,

Oh§ ¥ay you turn snd look at we.
As now In 1ife you do:

And let your loving worfld but be.
"For me to follow you,"

In leaving me, my final breath.
%ould be to let me, too

Lie down within the urms of de :th,
I would not purt with you.

How hard would be my bardened heart.
If it were false to you,

But Nol '"Tis warm its every part

lg loving fond and true.

i could say a great deel more in response to what she hag written me,
but why need Isrepeat tho oft told tale of love - praise her in words
of truth=- telling her thet which she alrendy knows. In the conclusion
of her beautiful letter she says "Good Bight, #111:%

Chl Lveky boy,

So full of joy

Your life will soon be over,
But such as this

is full of bliss

#ith such an honest lover.

A Lord or King

¥ight sit and sing,

Their hours of delight, hill,

If they but knew

A zirl so true

As She who said "Good Hight, #111,"

Oh{ Busy life

S0 full of strife

- Today, and on tomorrow

A thought of joy

ey seize a boy

And banish all his sorrow,

But who would care
For prim despair,
If knowing he was right, mill,
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In loving one
Beneath the sun
Like her who said "Good Night, will."”

She knows the heart

Ard not a part

0f it is disbelelver,

For on the whold

Upon Uiy soul

It pnever will deceive her,

'Twill never shun

Or love but one, :

And that will be but right,%ill,

For She is true

And loves but you

The girl, who said "lood Night, Will.

YMay Heaven bless

f#ith happiness,

The girl I'11 love forever,

And Fay she know

Ho griefs or wom.

And fete ne'or bid us sever.

The tender ties

and smiles of eyes.

So full of love's delight, Will,.
{an never make

H#e hats forsake

The girl, that Said "Good Bight: Will,"

I think that is onough for one forenocon - I am writing too much of
late - I begin to discover that it is injuring my hedlth somewhat. Wot the

constent writing so much as it is the loss of sleeps I will finish
this book end then.

Ohl Lordy! won't I take a sleap
If 'tis but for am minute,

I know that I will ever find

4 1it le pleasure in it.

Unless I' troubled with the blues,
And wnke =yself by screaming,

I'1] aend for "acids™ soskthat I
Can put myself to dreaming.

I'11 lay me down &% night to rest.
Hy mind shall then be easing.

But then I'1l have to keep awakw
For fear I'1] die from freezing.

By the way, I recollect remakking the other gight "that I couldn't sleep
any for thinking of Belle." Ned su .gested, "that he hoped I would think
more of her through the day and less et night,”
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I threw myself into the bed.

And covered up so cosy, '0.

But love was running in my head.
And made me think of psa '0,
Firgt 1'd yavn end then I'd bawl,
And next 1 'd get to snarling 'o,
I couldn't go to dleep at all

For thinking of my darling ‘0,

I lay awhile upon my side,

And then I' turn me over '0,

And more than forty times I tried,
To twist up in the covar 'O,

And I was jJust about to call,

For those I thought the nearest '0.
I couldn't go to sleep at all

For thinking of my dearest *Q.

$ nearly went to sleep at two,

But thought I heard a screaming ' 0.
I saw a fellow choking you.

But 1 was only dreaming ‘0,

I saw him strike you - Saw you fall,
And hea=rd him whisper "do love ',"
But Oh! 1 couldn't sleep at all

For thinking of my true love '0.

Beside me lay my brother, Hed,

¥ho now was mad and licked me 'Q.

And then he kicked me out of bed.

1 asked him why he kicked me'0.

"y Daddy said he heard the fall,

And asked,"what's all this olatter '07"
1 couldn't -0 to sleep at all.

For that is what's the matter,'0,"

Yes ', Sirt, And I didn't £o to sleep until Hed beat me into & state
of forgetfulnesas with a pair of pillows. After I did get to sleep

at one time he awoke me, and coolly asked "“ave you got any better of
Belle on the brain?™ Huf aid."”

Thursday Night 8o'clock- worked about as hard. es usual this afternoon -
fesl better than I did this morning - did not notice anything of mch
importance = Claude Svmmers, My assistgnt, broke his pledge -« ot

drunk, and paid his "bounty® $20, to Dan BarTield. Sometimes I think

I am the bnly sober boy in town, end often think of how persong used %o
remark that it would not be lorg before I would fi1l a drunksrds grave,
And 1 am happy to state that I have disoppointed all them, And While
1 have seon meny of them zo to their graves, I Bay yet live long enough
to see many more Before I die. Speaking of a drunkards grnves

There it is one gragsy mound
there flowers will not wave
Bacause 'tis not & sacred spot
“ome lonely drunkard's prave.
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As hudlessly eve pass it by
Because we knew on earth,

The sleeper who n drunkard died.
Unconcious of his birth,

o momument to mark the spot,
Forgotten and unknown,

tlis name from every memory
For many yeers had floen,

He brought starvation to his home
He bartered off hig soul,

He gave his 1ife away to sin

And found it in the bowl,

He died a lonely, dreadful death,
No friend to.eclose hisg oyes
Forgotten goon by all the worid.
A stranger thera he lie=d,

Not having any inclinationwhatever or hopes of ever filling such a gravs,

1 will ceage writing on so rrave a subject. Today I wms in at Lendquarters
and coming out I met an old woran at the door. She told me a pitiful
story, and was enguiring the way to the Refugus' Home, T puti her

in a carriage & paid the dirver to take ner there, But--

I looked into her wrinkled face

That once wasg bright and fair,

Though age and sorrow dimmed her eyes
Ther still was beauty there.

She was a stranpger so she said

A poor old refipgee,

That once lived happy in har home
Somewhere in Tennesgee.

Her sons were in the army, and

Bbr duaghbers, - they had gone

She knew not where she could not tell
But know she wag alone,

A stranger in a stranpers land.
Uncared for by the world

Her frail berk on the sen of life
Amid its storms was hurled,

Tear after tear stole dovn her cheeks,
And dimned her aged eyes.

As when she turned to Z0 away

And said "her king 7ood bye's 1

And as She thnaked me Shool: my hend.
"od Bless you! Sir;" She said,

She gave me one sed partin- leo:,
And then bowed low her head,
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And Ah{ Youth how thoughtless in your prime:
But 'tis a solemn truth

The less we think of good old age

The more ege cares for youth,

Havae you, render, never observed that a gay party ofyoung ledies and
rentlemen, never had any anxiety to be where eged people were? How

often have 1 heord the gay thoughtless grandchild say, "what & bother

she or he is." WMeaning an aged and tnfirm Grandmother or parent, who

may have aklkod them to do & small act of kindness, or some little deed
thet would afford them a little comfort. Shame upon so thoughtless

a8 child, and so unkind a grandchild who would refuse to grant a 1littiad
deed of kindness like that., o you ever think of the many good deeds

and acts of kindness they have done for you? Oh} No'. They are like

& worn out cart horse. You have no more use for them now, And have you
never noticed how old men and ladies enjoyed themselves in the soeciety of
young folks at a dance or an evening party. How they laugh at your jokes,
how they keep step with the pat of their foot as you whirl past them in
the jolly dance? Why is this? 1'11 tell youl They are not selfisgh like
yoursselvest{ It reminds them of the days of their youth when they were
young, gay thoughtless persons like yourselves = they ~re happy to know
you are in the onjoyment of 1ife - little thinking that you may sowe day
be like themselves. They are young egain, And you are not ared. They
would be as happy in their old age as you are in your youth, if you wounld
make them so. They are not envious of your pleasures for they wruld do
all in their power to make you happy, and instead of s8lighting old ape,
you should remember that it is a duty you should perform, You should ree-
spect it. The law of nature requires it and that men or woman who does
not respect veneration is no better than a beast inschooled in the educat-
ion of humanity & respectabllity. w#henever I ses a young man or wOmAN ra-
fuse to do a simple act of kindness & Justice to en aged, venerabele man
or woman, it does not take me lonz to come to the conclusion that that per-
son is lostéto all sense of honor, and gentility:

femember the aged for God is pood

Te those who lend a helping hand,

A gentle word, is as a staff
Supporting thousands through the lend.

Be kind and gentle to the aged,

For they were young and thoughless too.
And think when yov are old infirm -
You'll wish that youth was kind to You.

I don't know but I am half right in what I heve daid but enough of that,
I saw what once was the youthful looking * beautiful Qary to-
days I was astonisheds She stopped, shook hends with me and said in a
low meaning voice"l am glad to ses you looking so weil, #ill,” But alas}

could not repeat those words to her. I asked her "how she was enjoying
life?™ She let go my hend, made no reply snd left me. I believe that
she loved me., Be that as it may, 1 always cansidered Maryss+sswess g
friend, and never allowed myself to be anything else them friend, for I
knew that e boy as wild and reckless as I was could never make her happy
and I never give her an opportunity to suppose that I cared for her. She
was sold es & slave and I could not purchase her;

Foor Gtrl1l Thy face is not the same.
As when we gat and talked.
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Together, when the sun went down

Or ir the garden walked,

Your eyes so full of Brightness then
Alas! Looked sad and din.

Your face has changrd 'tls not the snve
3ince you'vae baesn sold to him.

Your cheeka were pale - your 1ips were thin.
Your voice was soft and low.

You geemed to be the pghost of what

You were two years 8;o0.

I elmost wept th&t we had met

Or ever met before.

But Hol FPoor Girl) l am still yet

A friend but nothing mors.

70l Love him{ And be true ts him,
You would not trust me when
¥isfortune nursod me as her child
4 stranger to all Yen,

Lut now | em a man myself

I wish you well; fr I

“ave sworn to love m better friend.
Gntil 1 come to dleg

She did not spurn me. No! Not e'en
¥hen hope had elmost fled,

then sorrow filled my troubled heart
How kind the words she said,

She loved me all ‘hrough rood and 11},
She evor loved me true.

3ho did not hate and love alike

She did not act like you.

OhHhJHMrmm!wrlmebebmym

By those who boastinz rove,

#ith gold to purchmse slaves, Ah'. Hot.
“er love w 8 bought with lovs,

ind T pasegs that honest heart

And she posegses mins,

Two ‘applsr and more loving hearts

My {riend, you 'll never find.

fihen on her beauteous ‘nce you look..
Oh ! Think, not she is falr.
For when ! looked to find a friend ‘ N
That first I found it there.
Ho! Woll found it in her heart
cor thore slone can dwell, ~
The honest, faithful, tendsr, love.
That linked my hoatt to Belle,
Good Night.
Friday Morning ~ Arose early - stanted out = Slipped down « got up = went
to 68fice - wont to work = dreamsd last night of Eva Veeeewwish it was truge

1 wandered down a flowery path
And paused beside a stream.

858 BE%.2 dppm,upen, its ban
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1 heard a morry, laughing voice
fnd looked around the place

To see if I could spy a form
Or vecognise a face.

1 lay me down and went to sleep
And dreamed another dream.

I saw & bark come gliding down
The bosom of the stream,

1 saw & lovely girl and heard
Her calling out my name

Thought ttvas Ev' Vallendingham
&nd well it proved the saos,

She raisad my head from off the earth
Fhere I had laid at rest,

And gently made a pillow of

lier soft & youthfél breast,

Her arms wore 'twined ebout my neck

I felt her gentle bronbh.

I thought that she would either kiss
Or hug mymelf to death,

She run her fingers through my heir
And brushsd 1t from my browe.

And enilod, as when she Lold ' er love
I think I see her now. '

As when I lookod hsr in the fece

And snld that T would tell,

She kiased me, and she laughlhg said,
"Oht I don't care for Belle.,"

. She said "You may be her's for life.
But I have got you now."

And vainly did I try to make

Her cemse to smooth my brow.

And conso to kiss me in her arms

She anld "she'd let we know"

That she would do Jjust as she plensed
intil sne let oo po."

But, lot A sound of volces came

And Zva, raisaed nnd run,.

For there astood twenty girls or more.
fho did enjoy the fun,

find there I lay tisd hend and foot.
As tight es knots could be,

And evory girl  as lavghite loved
Ard "peked thelr fun at mg,."

"Ch{ ¥ill, said they, ain't you abhamed."
"liot T don't coire a wee -cent,

As know I couldn't tie myself,

'"Twas :v' Vallargdinrham,"

But every one, stood laughting lov'd

And sald "that they would tell."

ifow 1 vms caucht in %“va's arms

Ard thls deceiving Belle,
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But scarcely had they gone away,
Before another cams. )
And she unbound my hands & faeet
But would not tell her nanme,

1 begged of her to ses her face
But she refused; "nh{ No i#

She said and I arose & begged
The maiden not to £0a

She asked me who it was 1 loved,

I did not like to tell,

But then, I feared ghe knew me and,

I stammared out ™rtig Bellg,®

She threw the wvail from off her face,
Ard lo! There stood the sams,

Bright lovely girl: vhom Eva went
And told and hupried came,

'Twas Belle: and in my dream I thought

Her spirit form had fled,

And as I chased hep down the stream

I lfell - rolled out of bed, 1I'11 £0 to work now,

Noon = nothing new = home for dinner - will finish this bockd-tonight,
txpect to o to ministrels with Belle, if ghe wantg to zo = invited to wed-
ding - never go to weddings - wouldn't go to my own, if ecould be exempt,
Think 1111 Jump the bounty - Camtt - wouldn't if I could - Belle, oould

get & subatitute - no she wouldn't joking - ecan't help it - love her - she
knows it - so do I - both satisfied - allright - in a 1jife time - will

work hard this afternoon, Wwill teke e short nap now before dinner, Hope

I won't be moldeted - wish I was married - will be = wish I wasn't befors
long ~ no I don't - only joking = how are You acids?

Night 11 o'elock, Raining « hava Just zot in « workeg wibll thig afternoon,
but heve not beon well - fell thet some old fever coming back - pains in
my head = heard a rentleman complimenting ny friend Belle bery highly
today - one who knows her-very well, but not sp +@ll ag he imasines., Ine
tended to =0 to the minstrels with Belle tonight, but the inclinency of

the weather would not permit, in fact , I thought ghe were better st home
in & .art comfortable room instead of out in the damp air and slopny streetg,
Subjeoting herself to sickness merely for the sake of a litile pleasure
which could not last long. If I haq thought that ghe really wanted to g0,
I should with pleasure have gotten & hack and gone with her. fent to the
minstrels - saw e, 4 Urs, HeCullough there - they seomed to enjoy the
entertainment very much - there is no uge oconcealing the fact, I am too
unwell to sit up and write, but I kpow Belle is impatient to se= this "Won-
derful book" , and I wil} finish it as soon as I can, ¥111l work herd #ge
morrow in getting vp my Sunday raper, I forgot to stats that I saw #ing

at the theatre, and she lookedias if ghe folt I had treated her badly,

but I now feel sorry that I had ever looked at or thought of her, Tt
8pi:esrs to me as far ag I am capable of understanding the eéxpressions of
the humen face, that ghe is & rood pgirl -~ a Girl who would make & warm and
lasting friend to one like myself, ir they were in need of such an one,

And & girl whoge generous heart and sweet disposition coulg be easily led
astray. Did I not know and feel that in Belle, I had a true end trieq
friend, And 1f 1 did not love her and wes not loved in return

friend, 1 woulq &0 to none other than Nipa, for her oyes to me seemed
88 upraised windows to her heart through which I can look, and read every

impulsg of her generous heart, ag if it were a book, I do not mean, *por
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would I have any one ta understand that by writing what I do of n girl to
whom I have seldom spoken, - that ! em in love with her, or thnt I boast,
when I say, I cculd make her love me = One would naturally supross so, but

1 do know, that no one, I care not who it is. [Does not lmow me. 'nor. ever
will, unloss 7 choose to opem the book of my life's hist-ry that they

might read and undorstand me as well ms I know myself. L have kept mwsalf
a secret A1l my 1ife because I could not dared not trust nysel!f to the knowe
ledgo of every one. And it was simply because, ! always believed that

no one could ever know me as I would have them know me,

Hy 1ife is vrapped up in 2 oloud.
Unknoxn and still unsure.

3ave when the sun of Friendship shines
And penetrates within,

The lamp of love may lizht 1t up,
Thet all the vorld may sae,

And understand my every fault

Or 81l that's -ood of me.

There's noone kn-ws me %ot Lot one,
Savo she who ig her breast

Hag locked up every pood or ill

0f ma She knows me best,

She knows each impulse of ..y heart,
And none bkt she alona.

Can know me, for to know my heert
1s but to know her own.

Dear Belle, 'Sve I close this little book of "lelgure momentg," and 'ere

I close mine eyes tongght. 1 take thig opportunity of stating to you, that
what I have written upon its peges, is "oxtempore™ - I have written it in

a lo se and unmesterly style, but the truth is there. /ind I would not have
you .for & -moment to imapine, that I have written enything personal, or to
wound your feelinge, for on the contrary I wrote it for Your perusaid and
rleasures And 1f.it pleuses or intarests you I will consider myself fully
compongated for my labor, and remember, I do not write it for the "world

to see,” though you may be "the world" to mo, = it is for your eyes and

not others to peruse, criticire, plck, pry scrutinize, gcandal, praise or
censure. In closing it and lesving it in your kesping, allow me %o wish
you, my little book farewell{ I trust you in the hands end cere of one

1 love and one I hoape who will evar love her faithful friend and honored
servant, WILL § PAYS. Good Night,
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