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South, yea, in the whole land, And if the negro does
not then rise to the topmost heights of culture and
education and material prosperity, it will be his own
fault.

“I pray God that the hearts of this congregation
may be joined together, black and white, in bands of
mutual love and charity that shall endure through all
trials and tribulations. Let no race hatreds divide
you. Remember that you are children of one father;
that ‘he made of one blood all the races of men that
dwell on the face of the earth;’ that Christ died on the
cross, not for a particular complexion, but for all men;
that his religion is not the religion of a race, but of
mankind. In the name of God and God's charity

The sentence was never finished. There was a rattle
of fire-arms through the doors and windows. Men
threw up their arms and screamed and fell. There was
uproar and confusion. A dreadful panic came upon
all, and they rushed to escape. My God! what a horri-
ble scene followed ! The whites were allowed to depart
unharmed, but the negroes, men, women, and even
children, were shot down as they fled, until they lay
scattered around, inside and outside the building, in
sroups, dead and dying, groaning and shrieking for
mercy. -

I stood there immovable.

“Yes,” I said quietly to myself, “ it is through the
gates of death.”

The place grew suddenly l:ghter The miscreants
had fired the building, and the red flames and dense
smoke rose toward the heavens,
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Then I felt myself seized by many hands; I was
dragged out of doors. As I was haled along I saw
that there were a hundred or more around me, all
wearing white masks. But among them I saw the
chicken-thief; and in the background a figure was skulk-
ing, evidently giving orders, whom I recognized, by his
shape and size, as Buryhill.

I was under a tree. The conflagration lighted up
the whole scene with a blood-red glare that drowned
the white moonlight. The screams of the wounded in
the barn, as the fire reached them, were dreadful to
hear. The mob was wild with rage. All their eyes were
centered on me. My hour had come. No power on
earth could save me. I knew it.

* Quick! the rope!” cried a voice of command.

One end was thrown over a projecting limb; the
noose was around my neck, and a score of men strug-
gled for the privilege of seizing hold of it.

“ Up with him!  Up with him!”

The .rope tightened painfully and cut deep into the
flesh as my great weight began to rise from the ground.
It had slipped to the back of my neck. I was choking,
but still conscious. The whole dome of my brain was
alive with spouting cataracts of sparks, of a hundred
colors, veritable rainbows of fire. My eyes seemed to
be pressed out of my head.

“ Give it to him!” cried some one, and I heard
the rattle of pistols, and felt stinging sensations in
different parts of my body as the bullets struck me.

Doctor Huguet stood directly in front of me, and
but a few paces distant. With my head bent down,
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by the position of the rope, 1 looked straight at him.
His mask had fallen off, and his face wore a delighted,
fiendish, devilish expression. He had a pistol in his
hand; he raised it slowly and took deliberate aim at
my heart. I saw the flash. I felt a sharp blow on
my breast. In the same instant a white figure—a
woman—darted out from the background of the
crowd, rushed swiftly forward and smote him fiercely
with a glittering weapon. He fell. And then all was
darkness. .



CHAPTER XL.

BORN AGAIN.

“Some safer world in depths of woods embraced,
Some happier island in the watery waste,
‘Where slaves once more their native land behold,
No fiends torment, no Christians thirst for gold.”
— Pope.
OH, how painful it is to exist. Pricking, stinging
sensations tingle through every nerve ; a horri-
ble weight is upon my chest; violent pains dart
through my head ; my eyes are throbbing and burning.
Is this the world beyond the grave? Better ob-
livion than such torments.
What am I? A spirit damned ?
Can this be hell ? Into what variety of untried be-
ing have I fallen ?
I hear a voice speaking; it sounds a great ways off,
though it is near at hand:
“ Keep the windows darkened, and these cold cloths
to his head. I will return in an hour.”
And a voice replied:
“ All right, sah; I'll 'tend to it.”
It is the voice of Ben! I would know it among ten
thousand !
“My God! Where am I?”
Something was over my eyes. It wasa wet bandage.

I pushed it up and saw Ben !
29
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I looked around me.

I was in my own bed-voom at C- /

I looked at my hands.

My God! [ am back in my own body !

Glory be to God! Glory be to God forever!

And I shouted aloud.

I understood it all in a moment.

In the very instant of death the transference of
souls had taken place, and the spirit of the chicken-
thief had passed to its dread account, flying before the
bullet from his own pistol !

He had killed himself! He had committed sunicide!
And the merciful Christ had restored me to my own—
to my home, to my name, to my body, and to my love!

And Ben stood watching me obsequiously, but with
hate glittering in his small, black eyes.

“Ben, Ben!” I cried, opening wide my arms.
“Don't yon know me? Don’t yon know your old
friend! I have come back. I am Doctor Huguet
indeed !”

There was no mistaking the manner, the words, the
sentiment, the enthusiasm! And in an instant my
black servant was locked in my arms, in one long,
fervent embrace. :

“ Oh, massa, massa!"” he cried, the big tears stream-
ing down his face, “ I knows you! I knows you! You
kas come back! And'that d d nigger is gone for-
eber! Bress de Lord! Bress de Lord!”

“ Quick, Ben, quick,” I said, “ bring me pen, ink
and paper. Have the fastest horse in the stable sad-
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dled. 1 must write to Mary. Have a messenger
- ready to take it at once.”

“ Won't you hurt yourself, massa? You are cut,
you know, but de doctor said it was only a flesh woun’.
But you must be car’ful.”

“Oh, I am strong, Ben! A thousand lives are
throbbing in my veins. Quick, the paper! Mary
must not have another hour of misery.”

What I wrote I do not remember. It wasone long,
passionate burst of delight and love and hope. The
very words burned with kisses, and the sentences were
like embraces. My soul flowed out from my pen in
ecstatic raptures. It cried: “ Come to me, come to
me, come to me! The world is ours and made for us
alone; it is ours forever!"

“ Quick, Ben, quick, the messenger! He must
bring her back with him!”

And when Ben took the letter out of my hands I
fell back exhausted.



CHAPTER XLI.

VENGEANCE.

% There’s danger in the lion’s wrath,
Destruction in the tiger's jaw ;
But worse than death to cross the path
Of man, when passion is his law.
Woe, woe to those who strive to light
The torch of truth by passion’s fire!
It guides not; it but glares through night
To kindle freedom’s funeral pyre.”
— The Song of the Bell (Schiller).

AST and far, that fateful night, from that scene

of terror and horror and death, lit by the massed
flames that towered and roared to the skies, rode the
messengers, black and white. From house to house
and cabin to cabin spread the dreadful news of cruel
crime. Even to Colonel Ruddiman’s distant dwelling-
" place, gloomy from Abigail’s fate, came the awful
tidings with which her name was mingled. Then was
there hurrying in hot haste, and arming, and mounting
and speeding of messengers, right and left, to summon
those who still sleptin the fair moonlight, unsuspicious
that deathand flame hadbeen at work in the holy calm
of that peaceful night. And then, through lane and
wood, and past slumbering field and copse and hedge
and homestead, quick thundering on galloping feet,

gathered the clans, until Col. Ruddiman’s trampled
296
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lawn swarmed with armed men. Silent and grim they
were. No oaths resounded. Theyspoke in whispers.

And stealing along the narrow, beaten paths, from
white-washed cabins, came dusky figures on foot, who
joined them, bearing. guns and clubs and scythes—
darkness that moved like shadows in the shadows,
portentous in their silence, dreadful in the glare of
their white eye-balls.

A clustered group of leaders held counsel together,
speaking below their breaths; and then all rode away,
the old man of many battles at their head, the quick-
footed shadows running by their side, swift almost as
horses, silent as the moveless trees. A ghostly, speech-
less cavalcade it was; now buried in the dark gloom
of the overhanging forest, now sweeping out into the
white méonlight, far streaming along the beaten, sound-
ing road. An instinct told every man, horseman and
footman, what their destination was,; though no one
named that dark den of infamy, that sink of sin, where
innocence had been cruelly slaughtered, where ruffians
had gathered to plotrapine and murder against peaceful
men and women and little children.

Fast they rode and fast they ran. The whole night
seemed alive. There to the south the red embers of
the school-house still warmed the blushing sky. No
one slept; but from every house and cabin, white and
black, young and old, afoot or on horseback, the
streams of life swept out, like rivulets, down every
cross-road and narrow lane, to join the rushing torrent
of grim and silent men who poured down to the red
ocean of vengeance. And in all those hearts there was
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but one thought—Death! And no man turned his
head aside to think of aught else than—Death. With -
eyes straight forward they rode on, and on, and on.

“ Halt!” The word was passed in whispers along
the line; and there, some distance ahead, they saw a
house and barn, at a cross-road. How tenderly, like
a mother’s love, the soft moonlight fell upon them, and
hid the traces of shabby dilapidation. How sweetly
the whole scene slept in the silence of the night, as if
under the smile of angels! Oh, merciful Nature! that
covers with the same flowers the dust of the assassin
and the hero. The ruffians, their hands still bloody
with the cruel murder of defenseless creatures, men,
women and little harmless children, slept the sleep of
justified righteousness, and the kindly night threw her
mantle of peace and loveliness over their foul abode.

But Justice and Vengeance are at hand! See how
the cavalcade separates. Some stand still ; others
move on ; they divide to the rightand to the left, until
the sleeping household is encircled and surrounded,
and behind every tree and fence and bush rifles are
pointed, concentering on the doomed house.

"~ Butlook ! A gray head is thrust quickly out of one
of the windows. The old cat sleeps lightly. There is
an exclamation of alarm. Lights are lit and flash
from room to room, and the forms of men and women—
many of them — hurriedly pass and repass the windows.
The whole house is aroused. They know their danger.

And then a strong veice cries out:

“ We will let the women come out. We make war
on men only,”

¥
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It is the Colonel who speaks. There is silence !
The lights go out. They are consulting. And then
the front door flies open, and a motley crew, half-
naked, carrying bundles of tawdry finery in their arms,
rush out, terrified, and scuttle away, squawking, to the
timber, like a flock of foul wild geese.

But Mother Bindell comes not forth. No; the fierce
old demon is seen bearing a light from room to room,
with bottle in hand, distributing whisky among the
men, to strengthen them for the fight. And then the
light is extinguished, and all is silence.

The same strong voice speaks out again :

“ Are you ready to surrender ? "

The answer is a volley from the windows, and two
men fall wounded.

And then, with a great rattling, crackling report,
comes the reply, and the house is encircled by a wall
of fire.

The besieged have the advantage: they are sheltered
and in the darkhess; while their assailants are almost
unprotected, and exposed, in the white glare of the full
moon, to be picked off by the skilled marksmen, who
do not waste a shot. Several of.the attacking party
are killed and many wounded. They are having the
worst of it. But still the fight goes on. A half hour
passes —a half hour of terrible battle.

Dr. Magruder and Berrisford are with those who are
keeping watch over the back part of thebuilding. They
are sheltering themselves behind the old barn and fir-
ing as opportunity presents itself,

And now a singular thing happens,
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The Doctor notices a smell of burning kay. Men’s
senses are acute at such a time. The wall of the old
barn is full of cracks and crevices. He peers through
oneof them. There is a light within the barn.

“ Berrisford,” he said softly, “ come here. What do
you see?” .

“ Hush!” whispered Berrisford. “ It is white ! ” And
a superstitious thrill'ran through him.

“1It is a woman,” said the Doctor; “ I see her more
clearly now, through the smoke.”

“ What is she doing ? ” whispered Berrisford.

“ She has kindled a fire in the barn, and now she is
tying a rope around a great mass of hay.”

“ By heavens,” said Berrisford, as the flames flashed
up; “ she has stuck a pitchfork into it, she lights it,
she lifts it up, she rushes toward the door. ¢ s
Abigaill”

The Doctor sprang forward to save her at the risk of
his own life. He was too late. Outthrough the open
doorway, right taward the house, across that hell of
flying bullets, into the very jaws of death, she ran
swiftly, bearing the great blazing, roaring mass, high
above her head, like a banner.

“ She means to fire the house,” said Berrisford.

Yes; straight to the back door she ran, and flung
down her burning burden against it. And then she
began to walk back, as calmly, as unconcernedly as if
she 'had been upon a quiet country road near her
own home. But she had proceeded but a few paces
when the fire of the defenders of the house, who well
understood what she had done, was concentrated upon
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her, and she staggered and fell backward — dead, with
a smile of triumph upon her face.

And then the door flew open, and a gray-haired
woman, with blazing eyes and harpy hands, rushed out,
and tried to scatter and stamp the burning hay. A
dozen rifles cracked, and she fell headlong among the
roaring flames, which leaped and danced and roared
above her — exulting over her as a thing fit only to be
utterly annihilated. Door, wall, window, cornice, every-
thing is now aflame, and the fire-demon grasps and
gnaws and devours, until the whole house is lashed in
its red and mighty arms; and every board — reeking
with years of sin and shame — is sucked into the vortex
of the horrible destruction.

And now, dimly through the smoke, begrimed and
bloody figures dart suddenly out, as if to escape. But
they cross not the dreadful circle around the conflagra-
tion. Here and there, illy-defined heaps, casting black
shadows in the glare, lie upon the ground, moveless.
Lives they once were, loved by mothers; now they are
but dust-heaps. And, like an evil spirit, that exhausts
itself and can do no further harm to man, the great con-
flagration pauses; butit castsdown, with its last strength,
walls and timbers and rafters and roof into the red furn-
ace of the cellar, where the coals glow portentously —
like a veritable hell—where stood so long that house
of hell.

And then a negro, on afarm horse, without a séddle,
rode up to Colonel Ruddiman.

“ Massa!” he said, “ dat man, de Doctor, what Abi-
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gail stabbed, he’s not dead. Dey said he was. But de
knife glanced on his ribs, and he am alive.”

“ Who told you that?” asked the Colonel.

* Ben sent me word,” said the other.

“ Then," said the Colonel, “we had better finish this
morning’s work. I wantfive men to accompany me to
G The rest might as well return to their homes.
Gentlemen,” he said courteously, raising his hat to
the multitude, who had gathered around him, “ you
have done a good work. You have cleaned out a foul
nest. You have revenged the murder of the noblest
man in this world, and the ruin of one of the brav-
est and best and truest women that everlived. Ithank
you in the name of outraged virtue and society. Let
us now disperse. But will some of you look after the
dead and wounded? And will you make a litter and
carry the remains of poor Abigail to my house? Let
there be no more violence, but let each man go quietly
to his home.”




CHAPTER XLII.

MY GREAT SORROW.

“Yet now despair itself is mild,
Even as the winds and waters are ;
I could lie down, like a tired child,
And weep away the life of care
Which I have borne, and yet must bear.”
—Shelley.

114 EN,” I said, “ how did I come here?”

“ Well, you see, dey tells me dat dat nigger,
Sam Johnsing, who had your body, he jined with
Buryhill to kill you and burn de school-house; you
know all about dat. And just as dey swung you up,
Abigail, who was mos’ crazy, she run out and struck
Sam wid de Colonel’'s bowie-knife, and down he
drapped, and never moved. And dey all thought he
was gone dead, suah; and Harry Sanders he gets a
carriage and brings him home. And den, from what
you tells me, just as you died your soul went back into
your own body, but I ’spects de spell was on you yet,
for you neber stirred nor spoke until de doctor comes,
and he feels your pulse and looks at your breast, and
he says, says he, * He’s not dead — he’s fainted; he’s
got 'gestion ob blood in his head. It am only a flesh
woun’.” And den you sits up in de bed and opens
your arms and cries, ‘ Ben, Ben!’ and.den, bress de

303
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Lord! I knows you! I knows you! But I tinks,
massa, you'’s talkin’ too much.”

“No, Ben,” I'said, “ I am feeling much better. Joy
has cured me. I think I will get up and dress instead
of sitting here in bed.”

There was a clatter of horses’ hoofs entering the
brick path that led to the house. i

“ Quick, Ben,” 1 cried, “ look out of the window,
and see if it is Miss Mary.”

Ben put his head out of the window.

“No, sah,” he said; “it’s Colonel Ruddiman and
Doctor Magruder, and two or three oder white gem-
men.”

“ Show them up, Ben,” I cried; “ I am so glad to see
them.”

Before Ben could leave the room there was a noise of
hurrying feet upon the stairs, the door was flung open
with a bang, and there stood Colonel Ruddiman, his
eyes blazing with rage and his face black with dust and
smoke,

“ Oh, you infernal scoundrel !’ he shrieked, “ I have
got you at last! Ravisher of women, murderer of men,
take that!”

I was paralyzed by such a salutation. I had not
noticed, so astonished was I by the look upon his face,
that his hand held a revolver. But Ben saw it, and, as
the Colonel fired, quick as a flash, he flung himself
before me, and the bullet meant for my heart entered
his body, and he fell against me, with his arms out-
stretched, shrieking:

“Don’t shoot, massa, don’t shoot. Dis am de real
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Doctor Huguet come back agin. De nigger am gone,
massa. Don’t shoot! Don't shoot! Dis am de white
Doctor Huguet, for suah.”

Here the blood poured in a flood from his mouth, and
fell all over me—the rich, red, royal blood of honesty
and love. His weight bore me back against the head-
board. Great, convulsive tremors ran through him; his
eyes turned up in his head; buteven in the death agony
I could feel him spreading out his arms to protect me.

“ My God!” I cried, “see what you have done! You
have slain the noblest heart in the world.”

The Colonel stood there, with a pistol in his hand, a
deadly, implacable look upon his face. He raised
the revolver again. ’

“Don’t shoot!” I cried; “I am the real Doctor
Huguet.”

Great heavens ! I thought, am I to die now, just as
life .and love open before me again ?

The Colonel’s dark face relented not. The pistol
slowly rose to the level of my head, The dead weight
of Ben held me down and rendered me helpless.

“ Stop, father, stop!” came a wild cry from the door,
and Mary rushed forward and struck up the out-
stretched arm, and the bullet entered the ceiling.

“ Father, are you crazy ? Would you kill your
dearest friend ? Read that letter ! ”

And, handing him a paper, she sprang forward and
threw her arms around my neck and kissed my pale
face. The living and the dead embraced me.

“ Shoot now, if you will,” she cried; “ but you must
kill me first.”

20
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Doctor Magruder and the others entered the room
and came forward. The Colonel read the letter; then
he dropped the pistol, and tore his hair with both
hands, and cried out, like one distraught :

“My God! What have I done? What have I
tried todo?”

And then he fell upon his knees and grasped the
hand of poor Ben, and cried: ,

“Doctor! For God’s sake, be quick. Is there life
in him? Is there hope?”

Doctor Magruder stepped forward and took up Ben'’s
arm. But he shook his head, and said softly :

“He is dead.”

They lifted him from off me, and laid him out upon my
bed. Poor, poor, dear friend, he had died to save mel
And then I remembered that “ greater love hath no
man than this: that a man lay down his life for his
friend.” His face was black, but his soul would shine
in heaven whiter than the wings of angels.

I forgot my love; I forgot everything; and I fell
upon him and wept aloud.

“ My poor, poor friend,” I cried, “ where thou art
buried I shall be, and our dust shall mingle together
through all the ages. You gave your life that I might
live. You gave me everything you had—for life is
everything.”’

They lifted me up and carried me to a sofa. I had
fainted.

When I returned to consciousness Mary held my
hand in hers, and the Colonel, with red eyes, sat near
me. He, too, had been weeping.
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And then they told me the dreadful story of poor
Abigail’s fate, and all the awful tragedy of the early
morning —that tale of fire and blood, and ashes, and
vengeance.

And oh, I was so weak and tired and worn, that
even love and hope were passionless in my heart. I
had gone through fearful ordeals. I had been the
plaything of Deity. :

Sleep ! sleep! Oh, if I could only sleep !



CHAPTER XLIII.

THE END.

“Last scene of all,
That ends this strange, eventful history.”
—As You Like It, i. 7.
WEEK has passed. The dead are buried. The
wild passions of the time have subsided, like the
moaning ocean after a great storm.

In another month Mary and I are to be married.
The world opens bright and beautiful before us. Itis
happiness merely to live.

Have I forgotten the lessons I have learned ?

No; no; they will never depart from my memory.
My heart is softened by the miseries I have endured
and the scenes I have witnessed. I have walked in the
Valley of the Shadow of Death. I understand now,
as I never did before, the feelings of the proscribed
and wretched. .

Mary and I have talked it over. It was at the
graves of Abigail and Ben, where they sleep, side by
side, in the white man’s cemetery, on the top of a
breezy hill, that looks out far and wide over the beauti-
ful land. There, hand inhand, we agreed that Ishonld
devote my fortune and my life to the up-building of
the negro race in this great America—this grandest

and noblest of nations. Mary enters, heart and soul,
308
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with deep religious fervor, into all my plans and pur-
poses.
I shall erect school-houses, I shall provide teachers,
I shall employ good men and women to work good-
ness in the land. I shall labor to enlighten minds, to
enkindle souls, to sweeten tempers, and to lift both
races out of the slough of bigotry and intolerance. 1
shall preach mercy and good will and peace on earth
to men, for the great Gospel of Brotherly Love is the
true solvent in which must melt away forever the hates
of races and the contentions of castes.
“ Humanity moves onward:

Where to-day the martyr stands

To-morrow crouches Judas,

With the silver in his hands.

Another cross stands ready,

Another fagot burns;

But the shouting mob of yesterday

In silent awe returns,

To gather up the ashes
For History’s cold urns.”

THE END.
















































