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THE PLFDGEj

This is to cettify that we Belle McCullough and ¥ill S,
Hays both of the clty of Louisvllle, county of Jefferson, State
of Eentucky do sgree and do hersby solemnly swear to be true

friends and love easch other long as eve mey live. "So help-us
” ‘God 17

Signed: Will S. Hays.

. Belle MoCullough
Sunday Evening

Yay 28th 1865




Hermitagoe Dec. 27th 1864

My Dear Friend.

I often have a few lelsure moments and I do nmot know of a more
pleasant manner of whiling them away than by writing to yous I have found
this book, end. whenever I have nothing else to do I will write in it.such
thoughts as may ocour to my mind whether they be of Interest or not.

They may be many or few, nevertheleas they shall be true. I will not be
particular. However, as to how I write or take great peins to study over
what I may say. But, Jjust as } foel I intrud to write. I will entitle

the book "Lelsure Moments."™ And what I write is intended for you psrusal
and not for the eyes of a serutinizing public to peep or pry inte, to <. r-
sbarch out 1ts feaults and censure me because I am 1ts author. Dec. 27th
noon: Very cold - am wéll as usuale. Sae Nine last night at opera -
exchanged :-lances with her. B8he thinks she 1s pretty. I don't = would
like to play the flirt - won't let her. Dreamed of Eva last night,

funny dream, wish i1t were true - kisses were in professien on the
occasion, Golng to see Belle tonight if I can get wway from the office.
Like her best of all, why shoudn't I? Best gird in the world. Oht

How pleasant it is to have cre fond, true, feithful heart to love you

and welcome you with smiles of love, When you go to see her end give you
a swoot kiss at parting. I pity a man who has "no ont eo love,” and would
carvy him if he had one to love him more than Belle loves me, Hesperian
Club meets here Fridey night. A gay time auticipateds I am coming with
Belle hope who'll enjoy the evemlng. Am slespy = gomne to sldep.

Kight 12 §'clock-am too 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 may dreem of the girl I loves May
my dreams be sweet. No more snowing eir. and cold. Boed night to all the
norld but sweetest of all to Belle. Thursdey worning 2815 6otclocks Just
arose - pleasant morning - Ed in o nurry meode I am well dreamed last
night of Swin - she is a loved litile girl. Refusad to be introduced to
some ladlies at the opera. Am golng to work happy ae I can ba. Oh} vho
knows the worthuof happiness more than I who have so leng been =
stranger to it? Hoon = Thls is a c:.0l but beautiful dey. Have come home
to take a "nap" was cemsured by the military authorities for uriting
an article against the administration, didn't hurt me muchs Saw my name
in the list of those liable to be draft-d. Am not alarmed about it, ro-
celved a letter from & young lady who could have made better use of
her time, than writing euch nonsense to me. ¥Vhat fools some rirls can
make of themselves while they think they are fouling others thay are
meking fools of themselves - Nut - Sellie (that used to be) says she likes
married 1ife more than ier husband does. "Sister" Hab and Kitty Lodd,
intrud spending the day with us tomorrew, will be at the "frolic"
tomorrow nights Saw 2 young lady at Gslt House, looked like Pelle .
wesn't as good as she looked. Tound an orphan boy on the street, hande
sone and irtelligent - give him employment in the offiee. ill write
more tonight. Must go to sgldep. Sew Belle last nigh} pleased with the

Cgrizt?as gift I sent her, an glad she apireciatdd it. Whet a noble hearte
ed girll




Before I lie down I will ssy that therse are a great many people (young
ladies and gentlemen) in this world who are a8 ignorant of the "sweets

05 love™ as & dog ise Foor wretches/ I have alsays appreciated true
friendship and thought that I wes happy in the belief that there was nothe
ing 1ike it, but sinde the bud of friendship hes bloomed and grewn into
the beautlous flower of love. I find that friendship was but s distent
relatlon to the tender pession. I did love once upon a time, when that
love was being wasted, it was & love of something which I frared vanted
be & nortingness, but hope bid me love on until I has almost despired

of belng loved. But the happy moment arrived and I was made happier evegy
moment and hour even to the present moment, I never dreamed of being loved
by one so geults. Kind and true as she whom I would have saorificed 1life
for , even were the saerifica but to add one comfort or moments harpinesas
to her. I do not love her bascause in an hour of trial a:d trouble ehe

was a faithful friend and I love her most of ell bascause she loves mae,

Be false to her? Ask it God who made you if Heaven be falset

Right, I have just coms from the office and em tired tonight. I
had & long mnd interesting conversation wish a very intelligent gentle-
man in regurd to married 1ife. He advised me *o got rarried and I think
his views and mins ere alike on the subjects In the first place the
lady should be a help mate, and nnt a dras to a young man, who would work
his very soul ocut to promote her happinesss The rould be u poor exouse
for a true wowan who vould make & eart horse of him because he happensd
to love her and the man would be & fool who would marry such a woran,
Nufee, I will speak of this again. The night 1s cool :ith prospects of
snows ‘ave thought of Belle more today than usual, dou't know vhy she
does , wouldn't rive her for all the tirls I ever saw., Saw Bob today
no news from Deek, I have worked hard today but have been happy and con-

tenteds Am tired anrd sleopy, must lis domn to 8l2d@p and hope I may dream
happily of her I love.

Before I bid the worlad good night §

Sweet girl I turn to thee.

And hope your dreams may be ag swoet,

As mine wiXl be to me.

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

And I heps to have the pleasure of meeting with you there.

Friday morning 6 o':lock early ~ weather cool - looks like SNOW.
Slept so sound cauldn't dreem must go to work.
Roon, House turnsd bottom upon andg, excitment ebout prissing houses -
nothing worth retating = must take a sort of nap will be awake all night
at th: party I suppose. Hope Lo have a good time sinesreally snd with
Belle especially. % 11 write of the party tomorrow or Sunday. Hab &
Bet'le just errived will stay all day. P, S. There is so much confusion
about the housa. Slarming doors, Playing oreratie music, Singing opera
songs, etey, fChat I find it an imposeibil ty to slesp - Grandmother wants
to see Belle and she will be satisffed - She shall tonipht. Therss a
certaln young lady ieg Cee who visits this house. had better find somee
thing else to tallk about rhen she corees tha: vould be mors creditable to
herself and more int resting to others. It is a bed sign to see and hear
& young lady telling all she kpows urd a d=d sight she don't know, But
thinks she does. She spoke in the presence of home folks,” of the
extravagence of Belle that she wag never out of bed in the morning until
5 and 10 o'clock that her breakfast had to bo carried to her bedside



—r
before she made any ondeavor to rise and dress herself. That I could
do much better in the choice uf @ sweetheert then by 1linking my exlstence
wigh hers. That she was poor. Ah} Deluded fools! You mow not of whom
you spaealc, or what you say. I have often thought that vhen one pets
Jealous of snother, the Divil interferes and prompte them to lis on our
enother until they get ashem:d of themselves., Fven if Belle were all
that this young lady had represented, is it any of her business. I suppose
1 am intelligent enough et least to discover eny faults qf my own friende,
withoug the ald of any girl blessed (of cursed) wish the gift @f-zalh,
If any one I care not who 1t is ever tell me of the feultf of others I
gonerally tell them to remain at houme search out thelr own faults firset,
before they go out ddors to study end eirculate the faults of bthers.”
People who live in zlass houses must not throw stones.” fut, I pavg the
remarks of this flaunting, deshing. fault fireder sside wish imparlty ond
pardon her on mocount of her igmorance and assuranco. Llice has just it
dropped in Says she osme to give me a kiss, I moeept, (She *ieses me)’
Allce is a Sweet little girl wish a face as full of beauty as her eyes
are cf windsence - Says she is any 1ittle sweetheart. Wants to know who
ﬁﬁyﬁﬁig:asuia. - Sho is off, so mm I, to dimner, then to the office.

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

. anéd ell enjoyed themselves ~ I said all - there was one vhe vwas made a
stranger to pleasure-pever mind. I wil} speak of it again, I did not
slsep much andmuet 1io dow p now. Belle was here, brought her and re=
turned wit her after which I same tack homs. I hope she enjoyed herself
E.la & Tom were here, If I am not too sleepy I will write a goud deal of
the party tonight. Also an incident which oscurred, from which many

who might read it may learn a profitable lesson on "assooclation.” I must
1ie down now. the earth is covered with snow and the weether is cocl, 1
have hed e severe attack of the "blues™ ev r cinee yasterday, hope I mayY
soon revover. Good Day} Oh' Belle, if you but only knew the secret
sorrows of my poor self. you ‘ould offor me the hend f friendship,
holding in it the Sweet Cup of Sym-athy end write me to drink of it.
"till love and pleesure would make me drink with that tapplness of

which I have so often experienced, only to be swallowed up too soon

by sorrowe And makes me more museisble than be fore. But Pshaw} %hy

do I count such sad reflsctions? Am I the most misereble dog in ox-
istencet Nol In gddness or gladness I am lov~d and he *ho loves and is
loved must be happy.

D+os 318t nights This is the last dey of the year, and I feel hapoy
to think that amid all the sorrows, trials, vexations, »scapes, and in
fact everything that was been or could be thrown in a young man's way %o
obstruet his road to heappiness. I say, I am ~lad and should be grateful
to sod for his kfindness in preserving my 1ife another years It has zono,
end vish it some Of my est friends. It is true, that I 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 lontdy
Megnolia blossoms of the South or that my body might be given to the fish-
o8 for food. Yet, there wsre brisht moments of hope and Pleasure flitting
across the pathway of memory. #Amid the derkest and moet desolate veriods
of my unhappy existence.



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

hours I have spent with no one to confide in. No one in whom 1 could
place that trust and to whom I could unviel cyself. I almost weep wish
joy to ghink that After pessing t'rough that terrible time I have been
sparod. But enough of my o'n private trials and miseries, for who is
there in this cold end unfeeling worlde Tho could be such friend as to
really sympathige wish me in en hour of afféetion? + -ould have been a
happy young men all my life, hed I not counted the acqueintance of Sorraw
and so often drark of the cup of woe and miserye.

I have worked hard today, dut I have not been well occasioned no doubt,
by the loss of sleep-Hab. Irene and Cap't Gilmore Tewikined here all
night last night. and Sumed to enjoy themselves et the. party. I would
have =ritten much this forenoon concerning the party, but I was eo sleepy
and felt so bad, that I could not do so.. Every person present sumed to
enjly themselves last night to théirzhearts content. But amid that gay
and thoughtless erowd there wes one whe was mot wish them in that respact.
Ho laughtd when others laughed end smiled when others smiled. There
weg one in their mids't who envied tha joy of others. Yet, should not
heve done so for 1t was so decrud, No douht, by e Highdr Authority, that
the cup of happiness 2nd plzesure should be snateched from hig grasp ‘ere
he had en ep-ortunity to place it to his lips., Yes. who eas thero in that
glady essum blegs that for a moment pauvsed to consider the feelings, or
consult the happinces of others? Fach were happy within themselves.

And all sumed heppler still. My idee of happinoss varies differently
from the ideas of most others with whom I have consulted on the subjectes
To be heppy yourself you must endeavor to make others happye And that
person vho 1s selfish wish hls pleasures or envious of the happinsss of
others seldom enjoys the sweets of life purity within themselves. 4
have often been the means of meking others contented end hapry when at the
same Lime I have been miserable myself. I spoke of one who was in that
parlors, mingling wish the gay snd thoughtless. Tryling to make ot ers
heppy by trying to be heppy Rimself., But it was & fallure, he could not
appecr like himeelf "That one was myself, I who should have been the hap-
plest there. But Alas! 3 was not to blame. I tried hamd to be so,

And regret slmost that I did for I have one cons:lation left me. Felle
enjoyed herself and it was for that object that I cemo. I brought her
here and considered that I did but right in doing so. ¥hen she entered
the rocm all eyes were turned upon her graceful figure, and "ere long
she . bocame the "observed of all observers.™ I was proud of her, but
Oh! how soon pride melted in my bosom like a "snow flake™ in the river.
I flet I know not how. Pleasure tcok wings and fle. out of the windows.
And 3428 me to nurass my bitter feelings as best I could until time might
toach me to forget. Tho party vms gotten up by a party of young gentle-
mem. Ard no one vas considered a guest who did not belong to thelr
club, unless ho be invited by the occupents of the residerce in whlch
the party is given, 1If a young man would in-trude with his presence
without en invitation from usher party, he would and should meet with

a "oold shoulder® from all the party. And he would have but very little
independencey and a great deal of impudence who would push himself into
any sodithy, where his presence was not made welcome. Such an one Wwas a
fellow nsmed sydney. All the members of the club noticed the fect.

And many of the ladies slso who were present, but he of course, vmas
perfoctly indifferont, 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 alweys 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
mysslf to refurd her as ome of the best dearest friemds I have on earth.
The true '

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

Mine eyes turned upward, goutin: her own as she -smiled end told me
thet she lovid me, %t wes a trylng moment. My eyes could not deeeive
me. Again 1 turned eway and left them eninying themselves and as I sat
me down, alone in an adjoining room. My memoby went rooing back es 1f
eagor to recall "old reecollections® to the bright moonlight an the mighty
¥ieslasippi, whern 1 = & mimerable unheppy boy, who lovad her even then
as 1ife stood looking down upon the troubled watasr from the roof of the
boat end elmost sighed to make my grave there. And Alasy Haa I done so
then I could heve been spared the feelings which were tearing my very soul
An parts, and wrocking a heart that vas bleeding with pain end enginsh,
The sene would not have beem mine to behold. ARd did I bdeliovs them,
that I should ever ses Belle. A true intelligent, virtuous and loving
girl publiely engaged in da:oing & fency danee with such another, I
would never have wished to see her azein and my love for her and myself
would have diad together & nodoubt have Pere this filled our commcn and
roinown grave together. FEvem et the table be wag ell ettention to her
which being fully reciprecated on her part, give him room and allowance
to make other and bolder edvences in my prosence. Ko doubt she may. think
I sm easily made jealous or that I can be caslly plagued, That she may
call 1t sport, but when the trush ard 11 fasts and circumstances are
nown in the case she will alter her opinicn., In the first we are
ongagod: I look upon her as 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 #lse. And
it does eum to me, that she would show very little respect for me, and
treat me as if I were a slave to come a-d go at her bidding., But, if she
will sit dovm and spend a few minutes in silent consideration on the
subject, that I will not Say eny thing more about it. I sti11 love her
I forglve her. I would gladly. O0hg how giedly gzive her all the kind ad-
vice I could if 1t had any effect, But, I would fear 'twere useless
almost. 1 have written too much today & tonight, being up all night bee
fore not having slept much., I feel unwell, but hope the birth of the
New Year may be & happy one to all, May the world, "ere another be borned,
be at peace with eachother. And Yay God bless the widow & the orphen,

the -oor and the needy, and may all the vorld be as near and dear to
each other as Bells 13 to me.



Sweet Girlg Thou whom I love so true,
It is to thes I write:

I've loved the true ancthar year,

And still I own that thou ere deur,

To me, Bweet one Good Hight}

1f Goa intended I should love,

A woman - It is thees.

And Ch1 That love would make me grieve,
"I8 X, sweet glrl, did not belisve,

That you lovaed none but me,

Ere I must wigh you "plensant dreams "
Cht Listen, I may die.
If thou from earth may be remuvad.
'And Anpels ask you who Yyou loved,
Oh! Tell them it was I.

The night 13 cold and I'11 o Iy couch retire in hopes that the
proceedings of last night will die wish the old year, and be oraused
from my mem-ory forever, and thet the New Year will bring ms new Pleasures,
Few hopes of life, and Hew love undefiled from the only girl I love in
the world:s Good night}

Sunday night: I left home oarly this morning end have not bsen home
sinco until new, I have not bsen wéll today, Spent most of the day at
the office getting Up my paper for tomorrowe. Heard some good musiec,
saw a pretty girl eyeing me very closely. She hed the blackast Yees, and
curliest hair I ever saw. Took tea at Mrs, ¥eCullough's, of course DBelle
was present, we had e talk over the affairg of Friday night, all is
right nowe I sm satisfied. 8he loves me e only e true hearted devoted
¢irl eans 1 am very proud of her, end think that She is o mndel of
female charsoter and a true voman in every respect. I em made welcome
to her parents by every member of the family, and in her presence i the
parlour , I always feel perfectly at home., She talks of paying o visit -
to her reletives in Hurvy County, hope if she goes, she will enjoy herself,
and remembers me. No news frem Does I have holiday tomorrow will spend
the day at home, and expect to go to Arlington's Minstrels at night, 1
must o to sleep, am happy and contented az win I was in my life, any one
to be loved. as I am shoudd no+ be otherwise, Am trouble with heart
disesse, Good night * plessant dreams to all,

Monday Morning Jan. 2nd 1865, This 15 a holiday with me, Have
Juet had a good nep and feel refreshed. ¥Was down towm this morning -
lovely day - dreamed of Suin Mitohell 1ast night. fod bless her forever}
Am sorry to part with a rot conary which wag never kncen to sing except
in my presence. 1t gicq thls morning, I watched it until it raised its
1little hand mournfully end breathed its last notes I would not help
but weep - was it not strange, that it wag never knovm to sing a note
when it could not rest its little 6yos upon me? I will see 4f I cannot
write something aprropriate to its memorys



Poor 1little birdl with 1ts sweet songs of gladnessc.
Deathl Oh! how cruel to close its bright €y0a

Of't hos it chared me in hours of sadness.

Only whenever it knew I was nighes

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

To sport with each other snd sing the dull hours
Away *t111 the night bid them sleep and be still.

Ohl Had I unceged it before it was dying

1 Imow 'twould have flewn ip its liberty freo.

But Alas! ‘'twas too late, It is dead I were sighing
Thet sweet 1ittle bird singd no more now for me,

May the sun m=1t the earth with its pure smiles of zladness
Thile I f£ind a place for my poor bird to glesp.

And when ‘ever my heart is unedlmed In its sadness

I'11l ;50 %o its resting place then will I weep.

Close up the caje for its occupants sleeping,.

Lay it eway, taks it, out of my sight.,

For oft have mine eyes looked upon %t whan weeping
But the songs cof its oecupant soom made then bright,.

Sleep sweet canary! Thy short life is over,

The songs of' they kindred are plaintive and saclk.
They sing esed they sigh as a maid for her lover.
Til1l weary ol watehing they all are made glad.

Is there no Paradise? sh! Yes! in Hesvon.
Where all ths songsters shall sing away care.
But My peor bird which to death I have ziven
I know will not sing lest it knows I em There.

I could have written sométhing betier, but was interrupted several
times by parties who came to puy me a new years ralle. Alice came to see
me ¥wice, I read the above verses to her and she looked me sadly in the
face end said""I'm So" Sorry." And insisted thet I should didloute a verse
or two th her. She kissed we and wait-d pariently until I produced the
following lines to her, which she ‘ock and ran home to shew to her mother:

"Allce: Kiss me ] Durling, won's you? 1 :ill promise nct to tell,
For you know how much I love you™ "Yos?! but not as ruch ag Belle,™
Belle, is lar;cr end I love her in proporiicn to her size, '
So with you" "It must be 1litile thet you lovs mo "She replies.

"Ceme now, Alice, this is New Years come, and sive me onz sweet kisse.
Toss aside your flaxen ringlets and I'11 never speak of this."

"Hore then take it" but you promise, Will, that you will never tell.
For you know your "letter sweothesrt"™ loves you just as true as Belle"

*"Ahl You've kissed me, pretty Alice, Ohl how jealous Relle would be.
' she knvw you kissed so sweetly" "I don't care send her to me "
'thﬁ,sweet Allce would you Scold her?™ No 8ir," "Then what would you
o



I would kiss you, ¥ill, bsfore hari: tell her = Felle, 1 yxisged for
ou, "

iliee has kisssd me end gone - merry little cricket, full of love
youth, beauty and immocence - I go, the bell invites me ttis a knell, that
summons mz to write away or do without my dinner. No more will be dowm
town 2]l afterncon. Evening Have just come up, saw Flln. Miss Fell
and Eelle, et Louls gate, walting for the cars Lo take a ride promlsed
to call and see Belle this evening. 1 thinme I will wear outmy welcome
if I go much moére, but soms how or other I can't keep awsy from Belle.
Ho how I oan fix it. Toll, no matier I guess It is all in a life time.
This has been a lonz dull dreary and weary day to mee I have been at a
loss for something to do write moure tonizght. Bed has just handed me an
invitation to & wedding - never yo to weddings or funerals.

Right 11 o'clocks Went &b the office thls evening and worked awhile.
Ceme home, went with lady to see wounded son, came by Belles went in and
was made more than welcome by her kind mother. Belle’s face upon entering
the room wore that self sour independent $iblk. Characterising her us a
women of a don'tecare-a-cent disposition. But pur her in a much different
huror by meking myself more agreesble than usual left her inm a zood
humer and csmo swisy full setisfled that I had gpent a pleasant and agrece
able evening with the choice of my heart. XNow wsnt to ministrels =
house filled - will go with Belle tomorrow night if I get tlsue. Good
night! +to ell the world end that is to Belle for she's all the world to
me.

Tuesday Morning 3 at 6toclock, aross early , feel very well,

Sncwing "outrageously™ must go to work. Don't know anything worth relate
ing. Got to thinking of Belle. last night and came vory near sitting

up with anyself all aight, in feot, ™I could na get nae sleep at a”
To thinking o' my dear u* Q"

I ley an tossed mysel' about.

Just like m ship thats sinking 0,
Till by an' by I lost ¥ysel'=

An' hed to get up thinking 10,

1 closed my s'es an' wister Slesp
Cam' with her bright utsglecuming *Q.
An' folded me in her embrace

An' merrved me in my dreaming 10.

But Qhl I' roll en toss egain,

L8 memory made ms dreary 'C.

C could norget na sleep at Ar

For thinking O' my deur'e 'L,
And other things too numerous to e tion. Ob § How many have lbtked out
of their windows this morning and said Lord help the poorz

Noon =still snowing, have been to the office, received seweral lotters,
A young lady writes "I was agreeably surprised will to leane you were
to be married socn. And if the girl you intend marrying is as well
acquainted with you as I am she will get a clever fellow for = partner
in life and make me envious of her happiness. I had hoped that you
would be mine but now, all 1s lost. Be a good boy. Will, and let that
abominable liquor alone. And I can assure you that you will both be

happy all your lives, Who is She? Tell me all about herp®

o



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

Life is full of wos and sorrow,
Full of never ending cares,
And today we smile Tommorrow
We are tangled up in Smares.

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

- Brooding over cares arain

Joy, to some, would seem & treasure
But that treasure soon is lest,
Wirecked upon the See of pleagure.
And by sorrows tempests tossed.

Even in the darkest hours,

Though the paths of 1ife ws tread.

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

Oht{ How often sorrows grieve us.

“then ouvr hearta should all be glad

But when joy takes wings to leave us,
What is there to make us ;led?

Fhen the sunlight of the morning
Dances on the snow of day.

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

I, 80 long, uninovm to pleasure
Now am happy and depend

On the friendship of a treasure
I have found in one true friend,

I have wandered in d:rk places
Through this world as if by night.
Cnly where I know her face is,

There is Sure to be a light.

When 1 see her bright eyes beaming,

Or I hexr her gentle evice.

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

Never was a gift from Haswen
Given man with him to dwell,
24 the one that God has given,
in a feiend as true as Belle,
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I think the above is snough for one morning, I will olose the book
until tonight and take a short nap.

‘Hight 12 0'Clock, Aave just got in from the office, worked hard all
day. Went to the ministrels tonight to see if it was a fit place to
take FEelle to. Will teke her tomerrow night if I ocan get off, Have the .
pictures of two handsome ladles, don't kmow them, stepped into the fair
anhile, saw e young lady from Clnoinniti, who " served complicuted or
Tlattered upon forming the acquaintance of Kentucky's poet and musicians®,
Got disquated with her “soft sow der” and left. Coming up home was
stopped by some ons, drew a plstol he "sloped™, Asked him" how's yer
mother?" Before he atarted, didn't pause to reply. I will write a verse
or two and go to bed; ‘

As I lboked at the twinkling stars so bright,

And cheerfully whistlad a tune,

As I winded my way to my homs temight,

Wish no other guids but the moon.

I thought of the girl, that I loved the best, r
And how happy a boy I should be,

Did she know the devotion that duelt in my beart,

And the love of a heart, yet,unface.

Ohi Haed you winter moon a ttrougue,

To tell what it can see,

Yihat tales of lowe 'Twould have to speak,
Of what it knew of me,

How of'ten have I eyed its course,
And watched with lovers glare,

As if I knew my loved one'a face,
Was smiling in it there,

Glide on swest mooni I'11l to my couch,
Good night? let flow thy beams.,

To 1ight the pashway of my Belle.

fiho comes tonight in dreams.

And when she's wmeary of her stay.
Oht{ Gentle moon remain,

Close not thine oys, until she starts
There light her back apgain.

Sweet Girl! Thow first best, only friend,
I know not, I may die:

But 'ere I lay me down to sleep

Good night} but not Good Bysi

Wednesday noon, Didr't have time to write muoh this morning have
been busy, Saw Hab in towm, Saw Batie, Wio scolded me for mnot coming to
wee her, sald she was "as gzood a friend to me as any one else®™., Don't
know about that, think I have me friend better than any body's Briend.
Met some ladles in Tripp & C's music store. One of them a beautiful
girl but like most zirls that are pretty she imew it. Invited to wodding
tonight. Can't go would rather go to the ministrels with Belle,

Will go 1f I can possibly get off from the office. Am in fine health
today. A pleasant day for winter. Will teke a nap until dinner tims,
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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 vrite awhile to you,

And what to S8ay, 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 somsthing to be learned
0f joy when'er they're told,

1% never was intended love,

For lovers who ere true

To throw away their oldest love.

And then put on the new,

How ofton by yo r side I've Sat
My heart was full of bless.
VWhen smiles would zreet each otherat eyes
Or lips were preased to kiss.
Or when I told my love to you.
And yours was told to me
%e ligtened to each other love
Oh { happy then were we,

18 cruel fate should bid us part.
I lmow not what I' do.

For I would find no other girl

So honest and so trae.

I know 1'd weep my 1ife eway

And die a death »f pain

In feeling thet we parted love
To never meet esgain,

So, whble we are toghther love,
Let 1ife be full of joy.

And love will bless a happy girl.
Who truly loved a boy

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

Tho has mo 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 start,
= If you get tired and stop to rest, -
I'11 tell you whet I'1l do.
1111 promise you my bonnte loss.
To wait awhile for you,
But if I trip and fall mgself.
I wonder if you'd atay,
Or would you traved iife alone.
Go off another way,
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Or take somoother by the hand
Desert me let ms lie.

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

Noi Rol I think my girl that yop.
Are most two good a friend,

To leave ma, for another one
Or to desert me other,
For weill I know, and so do you.
We'll love until we die,
And other heartz. Hot half so true
Will envy you and I,

1*'11 write another verse, My love,

And in it. I will lay,

I love you as I love my life,

That love will not decay,

Se press your rosy lips to mine.
And toll me with a kiss,

You love me mnd I*11 never ask

A greater Joy than this.

As perhaps the 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, Dinner time, I attack it, gone?

Fighe 12 0'clock A loney lbeautiful night as I came from the office.
All was g0 silent upon the Struts that it seemsd as no one oocupisd the
olty but myself. iTook Belle to the ministrel, seomed to enjoy herself,
but if she did her looks deceived her. Somotimes yost Often have I
notieced her face wear a bland, disdeontented look, indicating that there
wag somo deep hidden mystery concrated from me. And could I light that
face up with smiles, I would glddly do so. She went Grandma a five orange,
which gift she will highly appreciate knowing that it comes from Belle.
1 am too tired and speepy to write any more for the present. I bid the
world Goodnightt And will say to Belle, "Happy be thy dreams. Swe:t
6irl, joyful be thoy heart, IfI feel one moments bliss, shou Shalt
have a part, If my pleasurss and my joye could thine own recall, I
would gladly give them up you should have them all,

Thursday morning 64'clock, warm, sultry morning, am well, haventt
time to writes Noon, come home and took a fun re'do, am now back,
And writing in this book. ' Grandma tharks Belle for her orange, and
after me telling her what a cood, kind, girl she is , she replies "wWell
Willie, May God Bless Belld., Have Just written the lines in this book
on the death of 2 favorite canary for the next Sunday Dunecemt. And now
I will epend a few leisure Moments with Belle.

I'%l tel! her why it is I love.

Because I thiak she ought to know.

A rirl would hardly give a fig

To have a dull and stupid bean,.
They 1ike to have a lover tell.

As how to her he will be true.

But most of them nll love because

Like me they've mothéng elss to do.

1 love her for her gzen'rous heart,

And just because sho tells me so
That she loves mo as I love hay
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Fhat more then do you want to know?
I think of her she thinks of me,
Our loves in faot have Jjust begun
Ue love sach other Just alike
So near elike we've almost one,

That has made me sleepy. I'11 lie down awhile and think over the
laat verss, and find out if therecis not more truth than postry in it,
Nighy 10 0'elock: have Just come home, worked hard this afternoon,
went into the fair at Masoniec Temple, got two lebters thers out of
Post 0ffice, both filled with foolishness. tias introduced to a Miss
Amos who is & very pretty young lady and a pretty talker. Saw Lide »
why all this afternoon, Soolded me. for not coming to see her. Said she
learned I was to be married soon told her it wasn't myyfault. Have not
seen Pelle today heard of her being on 4th Street. Saw the ledy I saw
looking at me o hard at the minstsels last night. Lock:d at me and
laughed don't know her manss It is reining tonight, afraid it will be
e bad night. wWon't go unlese Belle wants to. I don't care about going
at all. 1 have often secretly asked myself the question "Do I leve Belle,
and does she love mot" Row, I have ‘so often asked myself this question,
thet I 2lmost feel ashamed to attempt an answer, It would seem natural
in the first place that I should love her. I have loved her for days,
Nonths and yoars, and es time rélls on it its rockless flight, I find
that love growing strenger and stronger until it has almost grown to be
8 giant, powerful within itself. I have often meen persons whom I
thought I could love if I could ever impres=s upon them the truth of mny
devotion for them if they would prove themselves worthy that love, and
1 have never allowed my heart and love to be trifled with by any gay,
and thoughtless yound woman, or coquittish maiden, who would trifle wibhh
the affectibns of a young man as a cat or idtten would sportively play
wlth en old womans ball of yarn from which she would be Initiing. And.
I have elways thought 1f 1 could win fing an honest hearted girl who
would Rove me as T would kave her love, I would prove to her that ny
heart was not made of atons and deveid of that passionate fesling called
love. Ho', I would love her as T was loved, and as ghe blessed me
with that love which malkes my 1ife happy, and ny pathway one of Joy end
sunshine. I will make it any duty and endeavor to make h8r happyras I
can, 1 did not seck, honor, boeruty or wealth, for nithe? of there ever
constituted happiness, I wanted n true, good woman a 7ifl in whom I ocould
Place that confidence which I would never trust to human being save
her and "He who mowth o211 things.” Ohtl How sweet is love when 1inked
to bonds of 1o e like this. I have looked at those around me, who faces
were beautiful and fair to look upon, whose delicate persons wers enveloped
in the finest silks ang satins that Barker could produce. And no doubt
like most others become intimate with them, and perchance be very popular
with some one, Ang there are others I know, who would have loved me in
hours of prosperity, Fhen I was doing well when they wére not ashamed
of me. Those who knew mg not when I would have them know ms best and
oven shuned me in the durkest hours of my life, But, such as theass I
now despise, instead of them looking Upon me as an unfit associaté for
them 1 can with pride look upon and think of them as having made fools
of themselves, And do not look upon them as fit agsociktes for me,
Is it any one 6f these that I love? Notl Then who is it? It ig the zirl,
who looked upon me with &n eye of pity, and whispered such words of hope
end consolation., As ean only emanate from the honest hoart of & nobid
girl, Whose very look seemed to make me cower down in her presence and
feel as humble as a dog at his masterts feet, "ti1ll1 1love aroused 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 a proud, loving good, kind
hearted man, Such is the woman I love and thank God, I have the swaet,
satisfaction of believing and knowing that such an one ia my dear friend
the first, best only trus friend I have and I ¢an look all Heaven proudly
in the face end say "I do love Belle." "Does she love me?™ Ohi What -
& world of meaning would be in her reply, if she should answer" No g
What e dark curtain wauld be drawm aorosa the bright fage of the world,
and 1 should go blind -folded as it wers stumbling sown the dark and
stormy path of 1ifé., To seek my own resting plase, dig mine own grave,
pray mine vwn prayer, and die mine omn death, There would be com-
solation even in my last words as perchance. I would look heavenwend
and day, "Cht Godt I love her still but soon will love her no more.”

I would not heap curses upon her, I would not seek pavange, I would not
call down the warth of God to fall upon her nor would I breathe one
word of hate. Nol ¥ would say,

Oh !, Godg forgive her all her faults,

‘And ¢leanse her of tli ein.

Take ou* she false love of her heart

And meke it pure within.

And bless him, let the life she led,

Be soon forgot, 1'd cravs

That God would never let your tho:ghts
Go wandering to my grave,

I' esk the angels not to weep
Bocause thou art not true;

Oht RO I' ask them all to smile
As Angels can, ard do,

For 1'd be sleeping with a love
As demnd as I would be,
Withot your maeting with a loss

In giving yours to me.

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

To heunt you. Yes{ and make you sigh
Or wieh me back again;

You'd never know again

For thy will oome no more.

Though sitting by anothers side

I can not who 1t be

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

His eye may be as bright as mine

Hie look may be ag kind,

But oh! his love, his happiness

Alest Till all be blind,

Ah', He wish pride ~ay hold your hend.
That hand I've held in mine.

And he may kias your rosy lipa

A8 oft as I have thine,

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

To feel and now he ig deceived,
For I have got your heart,

e
LN
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Ot seoret, sllont faith ful Lovet

Sweet mother of my bliss,

Iuask no other life to live

Than such a life ag this,

Ohl Let her hate me, if she will,

But this my God will do.

He'll mset me at the Judgement Bar
And Say “Thou hast bsen trus,”

But, if she say "Yes 1" and I have no Just resson to doubs, would
not, and should not my 1ife be one of etornel Nappiness? There are
others whom she tinke perhaps she could love, Put I an almost satisfied,
that ahe never will love a man as ehe hes loved me and does wtill,

In face, I know she loves me, And I'1l now lie down after writing o
verse or two as happy s a king. Yeal happisr for,

No king ever lived 1n the land

As happy am I em tonight.

And he never could s:11 me his cromn
For my blies, or my love or delight,

No Queen, with her riches or grace,
Could coms with a story to tell.

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

Avay with your folly and vride,
For theres nothing on eerth you ocould give
That would make me deasrt my desr Belle,
Bo'. 11l love her ag long as ! 1ive,

Then, who should bo happy as 1?
Or happker, loving do true?

I'm loved by my Bolle and a King

foight redlly envy me too.

So long as sh> loves me. I'1] ba
AB true na tho Heavens ebgves

And all the dark dangers of hsll

Can never in 1life changs my love,

Yay Angels protact her for me,

Through tho jounney of 1ife to its snd,
And whsn done with the pleasures of e:rth
Kay Heaven receive My best friend,

¥ay our lives be as swest as our loves.
A day dresm of heavenly bliss,

I love her and kmow she loves me,

%hat HMore Con w8 wish for than this?

I suppose she wiches I would stope ¥ell, 1'11 grent it "Go to
gleep” Cht She is aslsep and I* soon be , Gonet
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Friday Yorning, Raining etill, fewwl first rate, am going to
work., Made me rise eerly thig morning, there is a fine anticipated
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
conoert-night-too bed, spent the esening there, was treated to lemonade,
cakes otc. Belle, wanted to know "do you like adide?Q Spent e most agree-
able evening indeed in the soclety of the best friend I have on earth,
Will now conclude with a verse or two and bid the world Good night.

As through the storm I bent my way

As happy 85 could be.

The driving snwo and bitter winds

Were all the same to me.

Vhat cared I for the cold w thout,

Wnere thinking where I'd been.

And of the girl, whose love had made
¥y own heart warr within.

"God bless that girlt ™ will be my prayer,
As long as I ghall live,
And if she wirongs 'tis innocence
1 know He will Borgive.
And May He fill her heart with love,
And- let her happy be,
And bless her for her faithfulness
In loving none but me.

The snow flakee fall the wintry winds
How blow their chidly blast.
A rloom pervadés the poor manS' oot
A Shado«s* o'er hive cagt,

For want and povsrty both cone
And knoock wpon his door,
He weaps, but goes and lets them in,
To let them out no more.

Oh} Belle, how happy should we be,.

This cold and bitter night,

How kind and good is God to us

In giving us delizht,

A happy home and loving friends

¥®ith pleasures from Him sent,

Oh', Let us think not 1ife 1 hard

But with it be content. Thats all, Good Hight¥,

Saturday Night Jan 7th 1865, 90tclook; Well, hare I am singly
osconsed in My nmoom in theold Hormitage. Have worked hard all day, and
such & day, of snow and sleet, I never wish to sea again., Haven't had
tiem to write eny in the book tntil now had no Meisure moments.” Dined
at Louisville Hotel, Saw a hendsome girl and an awful fool, two peraons
often mot with now edays, the girl made herself ridiculous t tha table
beceuse she wag good looking and in knowing it wanted to make hersel f
conspicuous with her ® pift of gab". The other was a fool for want of
Sonsee I coudd easily disoover hww he lived at home,, by his eetions
and conversation. I have always thought it very distesteful to see persona
sitting in a dining room g£088iping over national affairs. Craps eto.
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And ladies, especially talking constantly of "love affalrs" this woman"' s
husband ¢ that lady's bean ets, The table is no place for gosslp or
gab, it is a place where People congregatée to eat., The parlour or drawe
ing room is a fit place for conversstion, andnot the dining room., I
bave noticed many a young lady who made herself aprear delicate at the
table in my presence nev.r eat a3 much as they should at the proper time
and place. And as soon as I was gone into the perlour or out of her pro-
sence, she would rush back into the dining room, and say "0ht I' mo hung-
ry" and perhaps sit down and eet for half an hour. How the reason

1 give for this too common practice is that they talk too much, when they
should be eating. But, where are ¥y thoughts driving? I saw Niss Amos
and Miss Mollie, can't think of her nams, in Masonie Temple today,

They sent for me thought I was mad at them offered an apo}ogy, one need-
ed ebout some letters I got out of the post office in the Feir. Girls,
are curlous cre-turess If a young man doos not seem Go be disposed to
beon intimate torms with them, it does not take long for them to devise
meens by whioh he is forced by the coamon rules of politeness to pasy
them soms sttention. I didn't pay them much. Went into Tripp & Cragea®
end sung & song or two for some ladies, don't imow who they were, didntt
seem anxious to know. Don't know of anything remarkable that occurred
today. Save that I refused to drink on several occasions, Jo it not
strange that when e young man "never drinks,” he can always find plenty
§ Friends who visit upon his Jolning them in a drink, end when he is
drinking, Wo ono asks higm, but he asks everybody. It is m very easy
matter indeed, for e young man. I camenot who he is, to say "Noi" when
he is askad to drink, and if a greet many would say"No "

Several times they would think as I do, I think more of that imdivicual
who boldly stands up at the "Bar of Death™, and looks tho dealer of
Bamation in the face. The wan who stands with & hellish smile upon niy
countsnance waiting to hand jou a tumbler in whieh to pour the very
isaence of Hell into. And then grin as with one hand you pour the poise
ous misture down your throat, whils with the other you draw your hard
earnod money from your posket and hand him, for that wh'eh he glves you
to rob you of your bralns, 1 38y, I think mors of him who days I never
drink, thon all that high toned, honorabls class of individuals that

can be produced in the world who cannot say the samething. A man who
sells whiskey is a thiaf, A robber of joys and Pleasures of many s once
happy homs. An 1mgorter of misery, want, and degredation, and a tool

of Death a "runner for graveyards, and a living special agent of the
Devil. Who goea ebout elactionesring for more souls to be sent to hell,
A demon who would sheme the God that give him )ife and existence, Ard
who would szell his soul to wreak vingeance upon an honest, happy heart

envions, becauss he knows end feels his own Soul is far neyond redemption.
1f ever Holl was hot snough,

For all such men as these,

Tho son the deeds of bitterness,
There'er in 1ife, they please,

"Bere bstter that the gates should ops.
4And let them be put in,

For they are agents here on sarth,
That causes most of sin,

Ohi Image of the Izp of Hell,

Go hide your braziw face.

Go hide your prave in some lone spot,
A gecret hiding placs.

The sun would hardly dare to emile,
Or flowers oter you wave,

The moon would rather weep than emile
Upon your omrsed graves,
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The drunkard*s wife would smile again,
Her tears of endleas joy.

She*d greet her husband with a kias,
And smile upon her boy,

The mald wuld creet her lover baok,.
And weloome him apgain,

For she would know he'd be a man,

i1f thou went only slain,

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

Thee and thy vietims all will sleep,
Togather, side by aide.

Intoxieation then would wail,

About thy silent bed.

And whisper emwn in your ears,

As if thou went not dead,

In passing by the throne of Grace.

Thou cans*t not raise thine gsyss,

For there the drunkardts wife wil: atand,
Thine imace to despise.

And if perchance thou wilt be Judged,

By Bim who knows thee well/

Prepare for He will surely say.

Domn Demon down to Hell.

One would coms to the conolusion that I had forgotten Belle, be=
cause I had not mentioned her. I will now, and aay that I never forget
her. I em going to sleep now, and until I am drowned in-the swest
son of sleep embraced in the silent arms of Morphens, I will think
of her love , and hope wy dreems may bs sweet of her. And if she love
to dream of those who love her, May they be sweet, for [ am happy in
the belief, that if she love any one on earth that one is he who wishes
her a happy good night and pleasant dreamg, I' off,

Sunday night, Arose early this morning, went to office, worked avhile,
went to church with Jim Gragg. Dined at Louisville Hotel with BEatty Keeu,
Went back to offiece worked awhlle, went to cathedral apd heard some

fine musio. .Tock a walk, Yook supper at Belles's spent the evening there.
Hed a delightful time, think Belleds mother and father the best people

1 have ever known « gociable and clever, kind and acoommodating, Tig

too cold to write, no fire in by room. Must go to bad to keep from frecge
ing to deith - Good night,

Honday Morning - nothing of interest to writs - been to offies and at
work - am in fine health « think I will take Belle to minstrels tomorrow
night if the weather is good. As I have nothing else to do., 1 will

try the ™tusioc?this morning,

I sat beside my love last night,

As happy as could be,

And as I told her of 3y love,

The @iy 1ooked at me,

But in her eyes so full of smiles.
That wers upon me bent,

Her 1lips were still, but then 1 took,

Her silence for consent.




1 do not care for other girls,

With black eyes or with blue,

1 never yot have seen a maid,

That loves mo hslf so true,

4nd now I'm fully satisfied,
That &ll the world ccombined,

Crn not produce so swsot a girl,
For there is none like mine,

Oh% Friend of friends. It is to thee.
My memory loves on wings to flee,

4nd build its neat,
Fhorein in peace and love to dwell.

Because my heart which loves so well.
Will be at rest,

1f memory like e ohild at play,
Could wander off and lose its wy,

I might forget.
But sinee its moves at perflect will,

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

0h§ Pshawt I can't write,

List 1 wait *t1ll tonight.

And $he hem of the house ig dead,
And they stop all the nokss,

And the women of boys,

Are all sound aaleep - each in bed,

But I*'11 try it onee more,

"Sayi shut up the door."

And keep out of here if you can.
If you don*t pretty qulek,

I will give you & lick,

For you know I'm a pasaionate man,

"Why Aliee," "Good Mornin"t and how do you do?®

"Tolerable well" « ™ I have somesthing for you.®

Ahl what can it be say, my swe:t little Wies,
"Guess I"" I don't know what is 117 " A kigs/™

"Are you poing to lie down?® Yes} Alice, and why?

"Oh i Rothing, 1711 stay hers,” "You will " Yes i May 1 7°
®0f course, with a kiss = you the liberty take."“

“fell, I'11 kiss you again. just whenever you wake,®™

"Take care, now, my eye alght perchance take a peep,q

And catch you” "Well what?" ® gtesnl a kiag in my sleep,®
"Ah3 Will, I don't ¢ re, - "You don't," - "No{ for I prize
A kies though I give it in sight of your eyes,™
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"Well, Alice:” "reoll, %ell,” - “Inis I surely will do.

1f you'll be a good girl when 1 wake, I¢11 Kias you.” «and 1 will
if she is hers - if she lsntt 111 pay her at another time,

Zipght; Stil: reining « this has beon an anful day - nothéng or
umisual interost has trenspired in my 1ifety history « I have another
day leaf in the yeerly book of 1ife, But 1 inserito first the words
"1 exm happy and content:d, and hope I oAy ne¥er have causo tp rapest
any other words sadder than thege, Have not seen or heard of Belle
today. Mamt to the minetreld awhile tonight - not vary large sudience,
They play and sing well, Falkod home in the rain.eHers I am in my roon

a1l elone. Bafore I 1l1e down I will try and oompose somsthing if not
myself'

To you swest 0111 1 turn ay thoughts
This dleak and wintry night.

To think of you affords me Joy

To love you ias delight,

E'en ninoe we met in early years
You still have been Wy care,
This heart of mine has ever held
An earnest friendship thers,

1 1ittle thought when firgt your eyes
Kot mine upon the strect,

That friendship even would be ours
Or love would make us moet,

I only thought that you and I

Pore friends and nothing mora,

But atill your oyes would make me love
You better than before,

Row when I hold your hand in mine
And sit mo by gpur aide,
I look beock to those derkened daya
Kit: pleasure end w.th pride,

To think that Sod has spared my life.
And tmught me %o be true,

That I might be & ran again

And live and love but you,

I do not like what I have written, so I wili try apaln,

Cht Bappy Boyt Rejoice my soul §

Thet Yoy is happy now,

Fhere are the domn cast eyes that were -
The wrinkles on my brow?

Gone ', Yes?*, Gone, forever tti11
014 age with mournful glare,
8hell put his hand upon ny face
And leave its wrinkles there.
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Goned with the gorrows of my soul

¥hich oft were mine to feel.

Gone { with the tears that dimmsd mone eyes
And down my cheeks did steal, -

Gone ! with the mounnful days, now passed.
With all my care and pein,.

Ohi God} I hope I'll never seo

Suoh Misery again.

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

And sters shed te rs of pity dowm

Upon mo as I wept,

Vhen no knid friend would seem to eare.
By all the world forgot.

Ahl Belle, I felt, you did not care

If I were dead or not.

Down in the distant sunny South.
'¥id strengers and unknown,

I felt I sought some secret spot
1o make my grave alone.

Beneath some tall Magnolian tree
Or where the views flow,

Or whé the pilent slesper was
The world whould never know,

Upon the bosom of the deep

1've often dropped mine eyss.

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

'Twas then the gentle hand of hope.
Fould fall upen my heart,

And bid the solemn thoutht of death
Foraver to depart.

But darker hours of gilent grief.
Fould shroud my bleeding soudl
*Till weary thicking of my fate
1'd lose mine own control,

£nd then Oht sad unhappy Boy,
Thet thought would ever dwell.
“ohs, Will I ever live to see =
Or find a friend in Belle?"

Prostrate I lay my fevered 1lpa
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 vmgs near me then,
To whispsr hope or feap,

I did not gee a true friend's face
Of all that stood ao near,

I even did not think of Death

I knew that it was seve, -

the sufferings wore mine - not thegrs -
Mine enly to endure.

1 did not think of this cold worid,
Unfeeling and untrye, ‘

Okt Noi Sweot Girl, I only thought -
That I muat part with you,

My wated form was faint and weak,
iy eyes wire sunken low,

My cheeks ware growing eold and pale
1 felt I soon must £0s

1 wept, but not to part with earth
"Twas all that I ecould do,

E're parting with the viorld = Becausa,
I had to paft with Yyou.

But 10t A light from Heaven came,

I felt I was not veak,

For hops had been to 8o mo, Belle,

And faintly did 1 speak, - ~

To those eroung a stranger's bed,
Each looked with tearfyul eys,
Upon me when I asked then,"1f
They thought that I would dier"

But 103 they naither 8poke a word,
aAnd some had turned away,

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

*Rrepare - young man. Your life is short,
I've donemll that I ean,?”

But hope; sweet Hopel still chaspddme on
And bade me be a man,

And 'ere the sun went down that day,
I felt that when it passed.,
Bhen it had gianced farewell to earth,
Then that would be oy last,

But, when it passed swuy from sight,
My heart began to riji
®ith hopes to thirk that it had gone
And 1 was living stili,



A few long weary days eand nights

I spent upon that bed,

And all the Doetors and their gkill
d counted ms for dend,

But soon the fever left ny form
And I began to talk,

1t was not long before 1 found
That I could take a rellk,

Uy memory built itgelf again

And centred on my horie,

So I bid farewell to Southern Chines -
Yade up my mind to come,

Hot come to greet old friends again
For theyywere very fow,

And when I came, 1 only found

The old friends were all new,

1 camo to lie me dowmn to slpep
To olose my weary eyes,

1 come to find or grave, where &
Could eleep and never rige.

1 come to bid farewsll to earth
Ny Jourmey - it was throphh.

I waw no pleasure in the world
When hated so by you.

But when, I came Oht foolimh boy}
To waste so many teoars,

To 1live a life so full of wos

And Migory and feurs.

I found thet friendship clung to me.
Ard faithful qdid it Erove,

For Hope had urged 1t to prepare
And greet me howe with love.

Since then the past I hawe forgot.
Tae future now will tell,

Of heppiness in store for ns
Vhich I shall share with Belle.

She loved me when I wag awmy

But never told ne 80,

Her pride of womants heart, Alagy
Would never let me know,

But now, ws love each other true.
We know each other well,

And God} has spared my life to live
And love none alge than, Belle,
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And Ivm content, with all the world
And happy as ean be.

Because I love her ag my life

4And she loves none byt me,

There how, I think that will do for dne night - So I think I may
be excused for the evening - Pleasant Dreams, Tuesday Morning 5 o'eclocke
wot oold morning - haventt been out of my room yot. Don't fesl well at
all - don't know what ie the matter 83 no doctor - don't want to be~well,
Came home early this moraing end take a aleep ~ didn't dream of anyons
laat night «~ too bad g night to dream of anyons. Don®t think 1 will
80 to the minstrels with Belle. W®ill wait for a more pleasaat weather,
if she is willing 1 Am,
Hoon - Have Just got In'- 1 am anything bhut well, end it is a wonder to
me that anyone enjoys good health, §uch weather as this. Resceived a
let er from the pen of a female acquainfance, whoz I thought was a
friend of mine, but g am happy to know she hag made harself better
gcquainted by writing me such a foolish epikthe, It ig proof to ne

skull is thin. She is in other words weak in the upper story. If she
had as much brainsg e5 feet & eyes, she would be a sensable instead

of a foolish girl, She saye in her letter to me "I 1gve you now bettey
than ever," - Well, in the first Place she may give that love to soms-
one who will appreciate 1t IL're than myself, If ahe loves me, it is
more than I do her, and whild she Played the part of friend, I did think
somothing of her. But now she hag "let the ecat cut of the wallett,*

If sver a young man wents a girl to love and respect him, never let

her know what You think of her = let her find 1t out horself, and if

you young lady loves a young man and ghe doybtg whither she is loved by
him, No sooner does his independencs becoem known to hsr, than she
begins to make a foo) of herself by letting him, when it 1a too late,
what she thinks of him. 8he further says, "of course you could not exe
peot me to love you. ®ill, when you were drinking, but now, 8ince

have quiet end I hear such good reports of you, how can I help 1t1® Ahay
There 14 18, when I needeqd a friend most, could not find one, and
when I show my independences by being my ovn friend and have no uge for
outsiders I can find Plenty. Oht Foolish Girl} You need not persuade

a friend, indeed, you let it 1dly pass by, and thought, I would never

be worthy the nams of being your friend, Again." I hearq you had fully
redeemed your lost character®

Polluted lips, that breathed these words,
To blot my humble name,

Bscause misfortune clung to me.

And wrapped me up in shame,

Those words wh'oh you have sent to me,
4nd coming from your pen,

As if you thought that I hag lost
"at I oould never gain,




The humble name I've ever borne
#age never lost to me,

And if I sought a echaracter

I'd never coms to thes,

- For thou hast nons tno much ta spara,
Save what to the is given.

For any girl as false as thou

9Will need it all in Heaven.

Now 1f any intelligent lady would write me such words as this watery
brained specimen of human nature has done, 1 would write her a note that
would mmke her eyes sore before she had finished reeding it, But,
"Silent contanpt” cuts deepor than a two edged eword. She Tfurthor says,
"Don't think 111 of me?" Dpes she spppose for a moment that I could think
well of her? Nol I wouldn't if ghe were an angsl, I do not hats her,
but I do think very 1ittla of her if at all. And 8he asks "Will you.
promiee to love mef™

Seo how her treacherous heart doth plead.
o make me tell a lie.
Love hori No! I wear by all
Thats pure and good on High,

Love Hefi0h} Nol It cannot be,
To love her, bould be hate.
For she is hours Alest pone by
Bovld link my soul to fate.

Love Her! Go ask the friends of Aell.
If I love them, You'll sea.

That I have yet a place still left
Within my heart for thee.

Go! False friend, 1 will forgive.
A girl who is not tmee.

I only we:p to think I'd found

A woman felse as you.

Fhere are the eyes so full of love
That smiles so Bweet on me,

But whom you lovad %o EREZO upon,
Yins ever glad to sea.

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

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

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

Akl False onel You're deserted now
You are no friend to me.
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1t is even so that MANY & young woman is trying to fool others too
often fool themselves, snd it is a fixed fact, that the gerunality of
cruaty old crooking maids have been "flaunting f1irts" in their younger
daya. Where if they had been true to some henest, working young man,
sober angd industrious, -end not let their pride and vanity run away with
them, insteand of nursing a long haired Tom C t, 1n a olose room and
aending out for "onme of the mmae sort” to drop in and spend a whold
afternoon in the abuge of -others who are happler and more sensible than
themselves, they might have been the happy wifes of good husbands end
little children. I can put up with a fldunting widow, a crusty Bachelor,
& balky horse, or a stubborn mule. But the Devil man away with old maids,
18ve no use for them, and only wish old Linerln would draft wvery devil
of them into the aray, for they are of no wvalue any whers dlse. Ten
chances to one, that the above young lady don't tocome the miserable
wife of some pPappinjoy. Each worrylng for money and-both fooling each -
other or olse live the miserable Iife of an olly tongued okd maid, and
die as cats dp = gqualling like thanderg Lastly sho snys "I heap you
are engeged to be married, and to - girl unworthy of your 1ofe," Well,
young ledy, in roppy to this, you heard right, I em engaged and as for
her being unworthy my love, I will 8ay that I only wish You were but one
third as worthy and had one alxteenth part of her sense, I would think
your chances for getting morried would be & little more favorable than
at present. If you ewnr TArry anyone, it will be on a short acquaintance,
for I* 11 swemr, if ever the fellow gets a chance to becoms as wsll-ac-
quainted with you es I am, he'd never link his 1ife to you or make
himself such a @ == g ridioulous fool as to tie himsslf to your apron
string for 1ife., Ahl You are mistaken vhen You say mhe is unworthy.
She did not refuse to be & fpiend of mine, in an hour of misfortune,
She did not turn her back upon me begcsuse I had unfortun@telsy taken a

fatal step or two - spurn me Bacause sho thought she was better than 1
Was, And then when I became a gentleman ~r ynde myself my best friend,

tell me with an wnpudent air thet she 1s -4 mo, nor aid she beg ms to
love her, get out with such friendshipt I know what a friend 1s better
than you cen tell me. And you could not preach to me forty years and
make me believe that you love me. OH', I understand Yyou, you want to
Fot married, and you thought I was your last chance. Your're in a
bad situation. A} your lovers have deserted you and I am not for
sale. I love a girl who loves me, has ever loved ms, and an angel
could not chide me 4o love enother. Good Bys{ Thou brasgin faced,
speciman of vwoman kindf While I eannot marry you, allow me to offer
you the sympathy of an individual who 1s not only happy himself, but
intends to make another more so, By the time Yog forget me,

Right 10 o'cloeks "Just dropped in - hopa I don't intrude™ - no one
at home - Greandma & Martha at Emily*s -« Father at the ministrels -
Ned et a party, So I am all alone = worked harg today and am tired
tonight, Yet I am heppy and contented., Sent Belle sonme pepers today
with a notes, The bearer of then returned to the office and pgive me
hig opinion o' her which wag graphlie. Hevertheless true, Received
two letters tonight - one from a rebel young lady who compliments me
very highly end wants me to compose some music to sone words ghe sent
me entitled “John WMorgan's Greve," I cantt do it for fear of being
errestzd. The other is from an old schonlmate Ned Williams - now co}~
onel in the army. Says he likea soldiering = don't agree with him,
yet he is liko o great meny more who wouldn't know what to do with
himself if the war wang over, and he was out of the army. TVent to the
ministrels a while tonight - sdng a gone "OMX wigh this war wag over,"
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And sung it well. - Vory few there. As I do not know of enything worth
relating I will try my . hand at “putting up® a bit of "doggeral® by way

of killing time and porhaps it may add a little toward filling up this
book: The following ineldent is true ang ogcurred on the night of July
1gth 1860, BHen Lucas and myeelf were togsther on the occasion, and not

a goul ever Imew anything of our adventurs save he and I. As the page is so:
near filled I will commence it on the next, and end it - when I get slespy.
W1l that bo satisfactory?! Say Yest and here goos," Yes "

The summer sun had gone to rest.

And hid its smiling fage.

As if *there weary of its wateh

And of its daily race. :

And Thine had drawn the folds of day,
Once more unto a cloae,

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

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

Until *'twas hardly wisible

Unto the naked eys,

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

She slowly ‘rose and tinged the cloud
With sllv ry lining bright.

And like & foolish thing at play

It chased it out of sight,

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

And each one seemed to look and laugh
Phen first they spied the moom.

The uprer world was lighted up.

And it was fair to see.

No eloud now hid the pale faced moon
'Hor scruned the stars from me.

And silence sat upon her throns.
The soft widds did not gigh,

It seemod the world was all asleep
Save two « 'twaa Ben and I.

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

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

Be told our school boys tricks at school
The maater kind had bsen,

Thougﬁ we deserved a whipping when

He onlv "k=pt uag in."
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Deep in the night we scat and talked
Vhen I proposed to go.

To take a walk I did not care

Until he said "I know."

Wie started only he and I.

And as we onwurd walked,

We hardly thought for kb 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 Sald "up there "

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

We started and it was not long

‘Ere wo were with the dead,"

In cawe H1ll - where the slumbering dead
¥iere lylng still at rest.

The flowers growing o'er each mound

That lay upon some breast,

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

Where @ay the youth and maid alike

411 with those "gone before"

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

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

Each one seemsd fixed upon a spot
Yhere gmntlest flowers wave,

And each one ssemed to be the soul
Of some sweet speepera!? grave,

We wandered down the pravelled wallk,
Like ghosts in some whkid dream.
Until we paused near by a tree
%“here we could ses a gtreem,

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

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

Upon its gentle bogom rode
The echo of its song,.

The gentle breeszez of the night
Seemed driving it along,.



And on itg grassy banks there slept

A mother's tender gem,

Yhom deeth haq robbed its parent flower
And plucked it fronm life's stew.

Desp in the bowels of the earth.
That 1ittle one so dear,
Unoconeious of the streamlets song
That murmred soft and near,

Nol O} for musio was not mada
By nature for the dead,

For angels only can inspkie
The soul that once hag fled,

1 watched that little happy strean,
And listened to its song.

Untll it lost itg little path

~ Deep in the woods ameng

The towering oaks whose brawny arms.
Viere robed in neture’s green,

Fhere summer digd unfold her robeg
And neture made the scene,

We turned us back emong the graves,
And as mine eyes wére cagt

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

Sometimes I read the name of one
I*'d known in days of yors,

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

But 10! I pansed beside a mound,
The hand of narure canme,

And planted fiowers o'er the mpot
I could not read the name,

No monument adorned the spot,

Or slab was lying o'fer

The form of hinm who dlept bensath,
Because the man wag poor,

What if g monument be built
To rige high in the aip,
Ah g IP the slesper hated Gopg
There's ngp foundation there,

1 walked me, (Ben hag zone away,)
And I was loft alone,

I did not pause until I stp g
Beaside a rough heun stone,
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The moss had clothed it in its robes
Of thick and downy zreen.

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

And wits. my hand I tore the moas.
away from one that stone.

And found the names of an old friend
And schoolmate - George Halone,

Ah3 Well I mind the wihter day
They laid him down to rest.

The sexton fioed the heavy clay
Upon his peacgeful breast.

And how his mother sadly wept
Before she turned away,

Ad I with other friends of his,
Wept round his grave that day.

But let him sleep = Mel his repose
Bo sweet 'till Uod has given.

His great command"The good shall rise.
Prepare and come to Heaven/®

1f ever soulé was smved from Hell,
And gathered to the throns.

Or entars Heaven with the good
That one is George Meldw.

I turned away and sadly strodled-
From ons grave to another.

Till 104 I pansed and wept above
The lone gruve of my mothers

No eye save God's was looklng now
Upon me sadly weeping,

While I bent o’er the sacred spot
Vhere lgy my mather sleepbng,

The stars thewselves be an to weep
The pirds, their songs were hushing
The moon looked sas it =eemed to me
The Ilowers all were blushing,

The breerzes tvrned a moumnful air,
That though the trecs were stealing.
1 knew no apot on earth save that
O'er which I wept vwhbn kneeling.

Ther in thet grave lay all I loved.

By long lost earthly treasWi®»
And buried with her were my hopes

My Joys in life and pleasurs,
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There when I knelt that solumn night.
Benide my little brother

Fas she who loved me as life.

Yy own, my angel mother.

Oh ! You who have a mother Iind.

To to her softly kiss ner.

Be good to her in 1ife, for oh}
There comes a dey you'll miss her,

¥#hen you will need her geztle words
0f kindness oft to chesr you.

Yhen you will wigh that you had loved
Thatwmother then not mear you.

" The happiness and joys of home,
alas} Are made to smother.

And die be huried in the grave
¥there sleeps your darling mother,

Oh § Mother, could I call yoj back -
Bubt Yol God is in Heeven

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

Thou art Ho more of earth thy irave
dgg yeilded up its treasuvre.

And gone to Rive another life

Of never dying pleasure,

1 weyt as if my heart would bdbreslk,
The tears were slowly stesling
Unconcious from my weary eyos

Oh1 tho eould know my feeling?

1 thought how swest i% 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 gentle flower.
Which locked as if 'twere weeping,

1 found and mew it would not live

. Or bloom while in my keeping,.

For it wes made by nature's hand

To bloom upon noother

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

Upon my shoulder dropred a ha:rd

I looked around again,

And saw beside me - standing theras,
The form apnd face of Bgn.
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His heart was $8y hie ayes were smiles
"hile mine were full of tears,

1'11 not forget that night, I1f£ I
Should live an hundrad years,

That's all, I an compelled to zo on a Journey to Dreamland - be back
in the morning. '
Wednesday'morning: Uool 2 clear - Galt Rouse burned down - am going

to office « an tolerably well -

Hoon « Boen to 6ffige - nothing new - expect to spend the evening with
Belle - may go to ministrels if she wants £0 go- Go any whers to please
her. Willwwork hard this afternoon, Hight « worked this afternoon

at a lively rate in order that I might spend the ovenling with Bslle,-
want out after tea and spent a delightful time. She wrote me a letter
and handed it to me, Will spesk of it when I have more timeeam too
Sleepy and *'tis tgoop late in the night - como past the ruins of the Galt
Hougse -~ sorry sight - cmms near "pitching in to a drunken watchman

who ordered me off the streoct - wmould have 7 1ieked™ him, but considersd
he was too drunk to skow any resistance, Am in fine health, Belle's
letter has made me happ er than aver/

¥ith such a girl to lovs ma,

I swesr by all above ne,

That I 1ove her as few can love
And whe loves me ns weli,

Oh i Love what mighty vowers
Thou hast with hearts like ours

Oh! Life seems sunny hours to live and love my Belle, Thursday Jan, 12th
Noon - Bave just come home - don't feel well, in fact, it seoms to me

1 am get ing to be worse than ap 0ld maid - always complaining - nothing
of unusuel interest transpired thie morning . Save that I fell down,
and didn't hyrt any one but myself, Got a letter from Belle last night,
1t is wonderful what cowards love makes of some girls and how reshly
brave it makes others, ¥#nile it Eoresns pride and makes senszible women
of some - i heaps holdnese ang Impudence upon others who are made fools
ofe A girl (st least some)} would be too cormardly to sit beside young
man & tell him the tryue story of her love for fear that he might become
too well aequainted with her, & when whe 8its sown at & table in ner
room 2long, she ean srab a fen and be ag bold with 't as Juling Ceegar,
Hevertheless, 1 ndnire a girl who is not too bold, and never did hate

& girl becsuss she wng too modeat. And it wors a pgreat pity thet a
great many pirls in thig city were not such strangers to modesty, and
not so well acquAinted with eelfagsurance and borrowed inpudenca. pRelle

says, "Do you not know %:1l. ¥ love you first, dearsst and best of all
otherst®

Ayel Dearest friend: The snect belief
Yo mine now to enjoy:

The one, so long vho courted grief

Is now a happy boy.

And e will ever heppy be
With such a frieng a8 you,
As on the bosom of life's gea,

His frail bark wil] pursue,
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4 know I should be happy now
there'er in life I rove,

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

#ith such a friend, I do not eare

My 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 £i1l your heart with blias;

%hen you have renched life's Journery's end
Before you're leaving thic,

Oh ¢ ¥ay you turn and look et we.
As now in 1life you dea

And let your loving worid but be.
"For: me to follow you."

In loaving me, my final breath.
“ould be to let me, too

Lie dowm within the arms of deth,
I would not purt with you.

How hard would be my hardened heart.
Il' it were false to you,

But Mol 'Tis warm its every part

ls loving fond and true.

i could say a great deel more in response to what she hag writton me,
but vhy need Iwrepeat the oft told tale of love - rraise ner in words
of truth=- telling her that which ghe already knows. In the conelusion

of her beautiful letter she says "Good Hight, ¥ill:"

Oh} Lreky Loy,

So full of joy

Your life will soon be over,
But such as this

ls full of bliss

¥ith such an honest lover,

A Lord or King

Right sit and sing,

Their hours of delight, hill,

If they but knew

A zirl so true

As She who sald "Good Right, #i11,"

Oh { Busy life

30 full of strife

- Today, and on tomorrow

A thought of joy

i‘ay seire a boy

And banish all his sorrow.

But who would cere
For prim despair,
1f knowing he was rieght, Pill.
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In loving cne
Beneath the sun
Like her who said "Good Night, Will,"

She knows the heart

Aud not a part

Of it is disbeleiver,

For on the whold

Upon "'y soul

It never will deceive her,

'Twt'll never shun

Or love but one, .

And that will be but right,hill,

For She 1s true

And loves but you

The girl, who said ".Jood Nigh:, Will,

May Heaven bless

W¥ith happiness,

The girl 1'11 love forever,

And Eay she know

Ho grief's or wopb.

And frate ne'or bid us sever.

The tender ties

and smiles of eyes.

So full of love's delight, ¥#ill.
Can never make

He hate forsake

The girl, that Said "Good Hight: Will.,"

I think that is enough for one forenoon - I am writing too much of

late = 1 begin to discover that it is injuring my hedlth somewhat. ot the
constant writing so much es it is the losa of sleeps I will finish
this book and then.

Oh} Lordy! won't I take a slesp
If "tis but for am minute.

1 know that I will esver find

4 1it le pleasure in it.

linless I' troubled with the blues.
And wnke myself by screaming,

1*11 send for Pacids™ soswthat I
Can put myself to dreaming.

I'1]1 luy me down &t nipght to rest.
My mind shall then be emsing.

But then I'll have to keep awakw
For feer I'll die from freezing.

By the way, 1 reccllect remakrking the other gight "that I couldn't sleep
any for thinking of Belle." Ned su gested, "thet he hoped I would think
more of her through the day and less at 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 mo think of lipsa '0.
First I'd yavn and then I'd bawl.
And next 1 'd get to snarling 10.
I couldn't go to dleep at ell

For thinking of my darling ‘0,

I lay awhile upon my side.

And then I' turn me over 10,

And more than forty times I tried,
To twist up in the cover '0.

And I was jJust about to call,

For those I thought the nesrest ',
1 couldn't go to sleep at all

For thinking of my dearest 0,

1 nearly went to sleep at two.

But thought I heard a screaming * O,
I saw a fellow choliing you.

But I was only dreaming '0,

I saw him strike you - Saw you fall,
And heard him whisper "do love *'0."
But Oh! 1 couldn't sleep at all

For thinking of my true lowe ‘0.

Beside me lay my brother, Xed,

#ho now was mad and licked me 'Q,

And then he kicked me out of bed.

I asked him why he kicked me'0.

"'y Daddy said he heard the fall.

And asked,"what's all this clatter tQ2"
1 oouldn't :o0 to slesp at all,

For that is what's the matter,'0.,”

Yeat. Sirt, And I didn't £o to sleep until Had beat me into a state
of forgetfulness 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?™ wuf aid,"

Thursday Night Bo'clock- worked about as hard.es usual this afterncon -
facl better than I did this morning - did not notice anything of much
importance - Claude Svmmers, My mesistgnt, broke hisg vrledge = rot

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

1 en the dnly sober boy in town, and often think of how persons used to
remark that it would not be long before I would fill e drunkards grave,
And I am happy to state that I have disoppointed all them. And Bhile
1 have seen many of them #0 to their graves, I may yet live long enough
to see many more Before I die. Speaking of a drunkards grave:

There it is one grasgy mound
tThere flowers will not wave
Bacause *'tis not a sacred spot
Some lonely drunkard's grave.
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As hudlessly ave pess it by
Because we knew on earth,

The sleeper who a drunkard died,
Unconcious of hig birth,

No momument to mark the apot,
Forgotten and untnown,

His name from every memory
For meny years had fluon,

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

He pave his 1ife away to sin

And found it in the bowl,

He died a lonsly, dreadful de:th,
No friend to.-elose hig oyes
Forgotten goon by all the world.
A stranger there he liegd.

Not having 8ny inclinationwhatever or hopes of ever filling such a grave,

1 will cease writing on so grave a subjeot. Today I aas in at feadquarters
and coming out I met an old woman at the door. She told me g pitiful
story, and was enguiring the way to the Refugus' Home, I puti her

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

I looked into her wrinkled face

That once was bright and fair,

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

She was a stranger so she said

A poor old refipgen,

That once 1ived happy in har home
Somewhere in Tennessee,

Her sons were in the army, and

Hep duaghbers, - they had gone

She knew not where she could not tel}l
But knew she wag alone,

A stranger in a strangers land,
Uncared for by the world

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

Tear after tear stole down her cheeks,
And dimned her azed eyes.
As when she turned to o eway

And said "her kind rood byets 1

And as She thnaked me Shook: my hend.
“Jod Bless you! Sirs" She said,

She gave me one sad partin- lgo:,
And then bowed low hep head,
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And Ahi Youth how thoughtless in your prime:
But 'tis & solemn truth

The less we think of good old age

The more ege cares for youth.

lipve you, readsr, never observed that a gay party ofyoung ladies and
rentlemen, never had any anxiety to be where aged people were? How

often have 1 heord the pgay thoughtless grandchild say, "what a bother

she or he is." Meaning an aged and infirm Grandmother or parent, who

mey have akked them to do e small act of kindness, or some little deed
that would afford them a 1ittle comfort. Shame upon so thoughtless

8 child, and 30 unkind a grandehild who would refuse to grant a littild
deed of kindness like that. Do you ever think of the many pgood deeds

and acts of kindness they have done for you? Oh} Wo°. 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 society of
young folks at n 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 danoe? Why is this? 1'11 tell youl! They are not selfigh like
yourselves{ It reminds them of the days of their youth when they were
young, gay thoughtless persons like yourselves - they ere happy to know
you are in the enjoyment of 1life - little thinking that you mey some day
be like themaelves. They are young again. And you are not aged, They
would be as happy in their old age as you are in your youth, if you would
make them so, They are not envious of your pleasures for they wruld do
all in their power to make you heppy, and instead of slighting old ege,
you should remember that it is a duty you should perform. You should ree-
spect 1t., The law of nature requires it and that man or woman who does
not respect veneration is no better than a beast inschooled in the educat-
ion of humanity & respectablility., Whenever I gee a young man or woman re=
fuse to do a simple act of kindness & Justice to en mged, venerabele man
or woman, 1t does not take me long to come to the conclusion that that per-
son is lostéto all sense of honor, and gentility:

Renember the aged for God 1s good

To those who lend o heiping hend.

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

Be kind and gentle to the aged,

For they ware young and thoughless too.
And think when you mre old infirm -
You'll wish that youth was kind to you.

1 don't know but I am half right in whet I havo @nid but enovgh of that,
I eaw what once was the youthful looking * beautiful #ary to=
day: 1 was astonished; She stopped, shook hands with me and said in a
low meaning voice™I am glad to see you looking so weil, #ill," But alesl

could not repeat those words to her. I aaked her "how she was enjoying
life?™ She let go my hand, made no reply and left me., I believe that
she loved me, Be that as it ey, I always considered Mlaryss:asrese a
friend, and never allowed myself to be anything else them friend, for I
knew that a 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 as a slave end I could not purchase hery

Poor Gtrly Thy face is not the same.
As when we sat and talked,
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Together, when the sun went down

Or in the garden walknd,

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

Your face has changed "tis not the sm-e
Sinee you've been sold to him.

Your cheeks were pale = your lirs were thin.
Your voice was soft and low,

Tou seemed to be the chost of what

You were two years ago.

I almost wopt th&t we had met

Or over met before.

But Hol Poor Girlt 1l em still yot

A friend but nothing more.

7o} Love him|l And be true te him,
You would not trust me when
¥isfortune nursed me as her child
&4 stranger to all !en,

But now | am e man myself

1 wish you well; f-r I

“ave sworn to love n better friend.
tntil T coms to dieg

She did not spurn ms. Ho! Fot e'en
¥hen hope had almost fled,

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

She loved me all *hrough rood and ill.
She sver loved mo true.

Sho did not hate and love alike

She did not act like you.

Oh { No,t "Sor can her love be bought

By those who boasting rove.

iith gold to purchase slaves, Ah', Ho!.
~er love w 8 bought with love.

ind T paseas that honest heart

And she pogesses mine,

Two leppler and more loving hearts

Hy friend, you 'l1l never f{ind.

¥hen on her beauteous face you look,
Ch} Think, not she is falr,
For when I looked to find a friend
That first T found it thore.
Ro! Wol!l found it in heor heart
cfor thore elone can dwell,
The honest, faithful, tendor, love.
That linked my heatt to Belle,
Good Night.
Friday Horning = Arose early - stanted out - Slipped down = got up « went
to §6fico = wont to work « dreamad lest night of Zva Vewmw=wish it was truge

1 wandered down a flowery path
4nd pauvsed beside a stream.

858 B£%89 dpIM,uggn, ts bunk



1 heard a morry, laughing voice
fnd looked around the place

To gsoe if I could spy a form

Or rocogniss a face.

1 lay ne down and went to aleep
And dreamed another dreanm,

1 saw a bark come gliding down
The bosom of the strean,

1 saw 2 lovely girl and heard
lier ealling out my pame

Thought ttvms Ev' Vallandingham
And well it proved the saonose.

She reissd my hend from off the earth
Fhere I had leid at rest,.

And gently made a pillow of

Lior soft & youthfdl breast,

Her arms wore 'tmined about my neck

I feit her gentle broath.

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

She run her fingers through my hair
And brushed 1t from my brow,

And smilod, as when she told - er love
1 think ! see her now. )

As =hen [ looked hsr in the face

And snld that [ would tell,

She kiassd me, and she laugnlhg sald.
"Chil don't czre for Delle,"

. She said "Youv may be her's for 1lifs.
But I have got you none"

And vainly did I try to make

Har ceesse to amooth my brow.

And censo to kiss me in her arms

Ste sald "she'd let =o know!

That she would do just es she pleased
tntil sne let me go."

But, 1lo% A sound of voices came

And Zva, raised nnd run.

For thore stond twenty girls or moro.
#ho did enjoy the fun,

And there I lay tied hand and foot.
As tight as knots could be,

And evory girl as lavphiig loved
Ard "pckad thelr fun at mél."

"0h1 ©Will, said they, ain't you akhamed."

"ol I don't care A === -cent,

As know 1 couldn't tie myself,

'Twas %v' Vallarpdingham."

.t every one, stood laughting lov'd
And gsaid "that they would tell."

How I wns ceucht in Yva's arms

And this deceiving Belle,

.39
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But scarcely had they gome away.
Before another cams,

And she unboung my hande & fest
But would not tell her name,

1 begged of her to see her face
But she refused; "oht No

She said and I arose & begged
The maiden not to g0

She asked me who it was I loved.,

I did not liks to tell,

But then, I fmared she knew me and,

I stammered out ™rtie Bellg,.®

She threw the vail from off her face,
Ard lo! There stood the asame,

Bright lovely girl: whom Eva went
And told and hurried came,

'Twas Belle: and in my dream I thought

Her spirit form had fled,

And as I chased her down the stream

I fell - rolled out of bed., 1'11 £o Yo work now.

Noon = nothing new = home for dinner - will finigh this bookd~tonight,
Expect to go to ministrels with Belle, if she wants to 20 = invited to wode
ding - never £0 to weddings - wouldn't go to my own, if could be exempt,
Think I'11 jump the bounty - Cam't - wouldn't i I could = Belle, could

get & substitute - no she wouldn't joking - ean't help it - love her - ghe
knows it - s0 do I - both satisfied - allright - in a 1ife time =~ will

work hard this afternoon, Will take a short nap now before dinner, Hope

I won't be moldsted - wish I was married = will be - wish I wasn't before
long - no I don' - only joking «~ how are you acids?

Night 11 o'elock, Raining « have just 2ot in - worked wkll this afternoon,
but have not been well - fell that some old fever coming back - painsg in
my heed - heard a zontleman complimenting my friend Belle bory highly
today = one who knows her-very well, but not 80 well as he imazines. In-
tended to mo to the minstrels with Pelle tonight, but the inclinency of

the weather would not permit, in fact , I thought she were better at home
in & :.ar+t comfortable room instead of out in the damp air and slopny streetg.
Subjeoting herself to slclmess merely for the sake of a 1itile pleasure
which could not last long. If I haq thought that ghe really wanted to go,
I should with Pleasure have gotten a back and gone with her, fent to the
minstrels - saw tr, & Urs, MeCullough there - they seomed to enjoy the
enterteinment vory much - there is no uge concealing the faot, I am too
vnwell to sit up ang write, but I ¥now Belle 1s ipatient to ges this "Won
derful book" , and I will finish it as soon as I can, W11l work hard to-
morrow in getting up my Sundey paper, I forgot to state that I saw Hing

8t the theatre, and she logkedias if she felt I had treated her badly,

but I now teel sorry that I had ever lookeqd 8t or thought of her, It
8piesrs to me as fur ag I apm capable of understanding the expressions of .
the human face, that she ig g good girl - g Girl who would make a8 warm and i
lasting friend to one like myself, if they were in need of such an one,

And & girl whose generous heart and sweet disposition could ba easily led

astray. Did I not know and feel that in Belle, I had a true and tried

friend, A=d 1 I did not love her and wasg not loved in return = in short,

if I desired %o heve a true frien, one whom I could tesch to love me 88 a

friend, 1 wonla &0 to none other thanp Nina, for her eyes to me seemed

85 upraised windows to her heart through which T can look, and read every

» B8 ;f 1t were a book, I do not mean, *nor




41

would I have any one to understand that by writing whet I do of a rirl to
whom 1 have seldom spoken, - that i am in love with her, or that I boast;
when I say, I could malke her love mo = One would naturally suprose so, but

I do kmow, that no one, I care not who it 1m., Doos not know me. 'nor. sver
will, unless T choose to oper the book of my life's hist ry thet they

might read and understand mo as well as I know myselfs + have kept mvself
a secret &ll my life beoruse I oould not dared not trust nyaelf tz the knowe
ledgo of every one. And it was simply becsuse, I always believed that

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

My 1ife is wrapped up in & cloud.
Unknovn and still unsure.

Save when the sun of Friendship shines
And penetrates within.

The lamp of love may light {t upe
That all the vorld may sae,

And understand my overy fauolt

Or sll that's -ood of me.

There's noone im~ws ms %o} Lot ona.
Savo she vho is her breast

fHas locked up every rood or i1l

Of me She knows mo besnt,

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

Can know ne, for to know my heart
lg but to know her own.

Dear Belle, 'Eve I close this 1lttle book of "leisure moments,” and ‘ere

I close mine eyos tongght. I toke this opportunity of stating to you, that
what I have written upon its pages, is “oxtempore®™ - I have written it in
a lo se and unvasterly style, but the truth ig there. #And I would not have
vyou .for a-momont to imagine, that I have written snything personal, or to
wound your feelings, for on the contrury I wrote it for your perwemla and
rleasures And if.it pleuses or intarests you I will consider myself fully
compongated for my labor, and remembor, I do not write it for ths "world

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

not others ts poruse, eritlicire, piek, pry scrutinize, scandal, praise or
censures In closing it ead leaving it in your ko:ping, allow me to wish
You, my little book farcwell! I trust you in the hands aend cere of one

I love and one I hope who will evar lova her faithful friend and honored
servant, V¥IL). S PAYS. Good Night,
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