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‘You are right,” he said to Lucia, ‘ I will not act so foolishl
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A TALE OF TWO WARS,

GIAN FANTONI and his wife Lucia came from Italy to Maryland
early in the year 1856. They were very happy and hopefnl, and the
future sacemed all bright to them.

Gian bought a picce of land, and he and his child-wife worked
together in planting it with fruit, vines, trees and bushes—they
weare never tired of adding te the variety, as fur as the extent of
their real estate would allow.

Things went well with them. Gian learned the language of
the counntry, and, to his great satisfaction, was in time made a
citizen of the United States.

He studied the Declaration of Tndependence a8 few native-born
Americans have done, and felt its spirit in his whole being.

He knew wall, this keen, intelligent foreigner, that there wag
difference of rank here ; he knew that this had to be, that there
were such differences in every land and nation. But here there
were no impassable barriers that kept generation after geperntion
from aspiring bigher than the accident of birth placed them. The
difference here, he thought, was because of the varying worth of
people themselves ; according to their ability, their opportunity,
and their range of intellect and strength,

Ha thought it well to be rich, because money was necessary to
buy books, beautiful, refining surroundings, and leisure to enjoy and
make the most of these advantages, But money could not buy
happiness, content, and a good mind, capable of learning and under-
standing the life around one, and raising one’sself to ahigher plane ;
and Gian feit that he possessed these last-named blessings and was
gratefully glad,

Lucia listened, with wifely admiration, to Gian’s wise talk, but
but she sighed a little at times over mental visions of sunny scenes
of her childhood, When Gian was happy and proud over his grapes
or berries, Lucia recalled the songs of the grape-pickers in the vine-
yards of fair Italy.

Gian tried to teach her English, but she shook her head over its
difficulties very soon, and said there was no music in it.

‘I ean never learn, dear Gian,” she said, in her sweet, aad voice.
“And truly I have no will to speak other than my own dear
tongue,’

* How shall you make friends if you learn not the language of
the country?! he persisted. * There are few nf onr countrymen
here, and you must learn to talk to people you meet |

‘T will talk with the eyes, with the hands to the kind people—
and I have you. I want noone else! You can makeall the friends,
and I will talk to you, and tell you the thoughts in my heart.

So Gian ceased to urge her, but he told her often what a
gloricus land it was for earnest, industrious people. She learned to
say quite plainly, * The glorious land of the free.

In the meuntime trouble between North and South gathered
rapidly and darkly.

Gian was opposed to slavery, It seemed to him the one dark
spot in the Republic. In his thonghtful way he studied both sides
of the question, and determined that if war did break out he would
fight for the Union,

‘Kvery man should fight for his country,’ he said w0 Lucia,
‘and this is now our country—we have been transplanted, and
thrive in the new aoil ’

Bhe nodded gravely, and kissed his hand. Her heart was filled
with forebodings, but she kept a brave, emiling face, and never
uttered a word contrary to his will,

The dreaded day came. Waur was declared,

Lucia was to go to Washington with Gian and remain there
until the war should end, or Gian return. They heard that Mary-
land was likely to be vut off from cummunication with the capital,
and Lucia would hear news of her husband more readily if she
were in Washingrion, Besides, there was an Italian family there
that Lucia would be welcowed among cordially.

Bo the pretty little honse and fruit garden were disposed of, the
money given to Lucia, and early in April they arrived in Washing-
ton. A ehort time afterward Lucia watched the troops march off,
with flags Rying, drums beating, and cheers that prevented many a
80b from being heard.

Every beat of Lucia's loving heart rent & wave of pain through
her, but Gian'e eyes were full of martial courage and high hope,
and she gave him smile for mile, though her lips were white,

One of the women in the family Lucia remained with conceived
the idea of selling fruit, nuts, pies, etc., to the soldiers, and Lucia
joined her in this undertaking. She felt less pain when she was
actively employed. and it pleased her to go among the soldiers.
Hearing English continuaily she began to learn it very quickly, and
she talked of Gian to any of the men who would listen. In this
way she managed to send many & message to her husband,

One morning & young soldier buught her entire stock and dis-
tributed it among his companions. Lucia was distressed to find
that she had not change enough to give him for the bill he handed
to her in payment.

* It does not matter,’ he raid, when she told him so in her pretty
broken English ; ‘ keep it. BSee, little Italian girl, how much I care
for money I’

He had taken & folded bill from his wallet, and pinning it on a
post near by drew a revolver and shot at it.

Now, Lucia well knew the value of money, and of late she had
seen much suffering among ber neighbours for want of it; so she
exclaimed agrinst the young soldier'a folly,

At first he laughed at her, Then he grew serious, and picking
up the bill, which was not desuroyed, but cut through, he began to
examine it,

‘as a remembrance of me. You can get it redeemed—see, the de-
nomination and signature are aninjured.’

She did not understand what he meant by the last sentence, but
she took the bill* for remembrance,’ and then began to tell him
about Gian. She begged him to tell him, should they meet, that
she was well, and praying constantly for him. The soldier promised
to do this, if it were possible, and Lucia went on her way.

Whenever a lroop mwarched out of Washington, Liueis watched
them go, with fervent prayers on her lips for their success and safe
return, and for her hosband.

She seemed never to tire of doing some service for the aoldiers,
and when they begau to come back to Washington, wonnded and
sick, she hastened to offer herself o tend them.

When they were brought into the chureh she loved to pray in,
8t. Aloysing’ (which was used some time se a hospital), she was
maore eager to serve them than ever,

' The Lord is good to have you in He’s house,' she wonld 88Y to
them. *‘Yon surely come better some ways; either die good, or
something good to you.

Anxiously she scanned every face in search of Gian's. Three
times she heard of him, of his bravery and kind thoughtfulness for
his companions, and her heart swelled proudly.

She was so bravely cheerful, even when a long, weary time came
that she heard nothing of her husband, that the siok seldiers grew
to watch for her coming. Many a poor fellow had cause to bless
her for her tender care and patience,

Lucia's money went quickly, for she spent freely, and since the
coming back of tﬂe wounded she had ceased to sell dainties among
the soldiers.

Finally & morning came when she had just enough money to
fill her basket with fruit for the sick men she was going to visit,

That morning & large number had been returned, weak, silent
and sad, to the city they had left in such high spirits,

Passing between the long rowsof narrow cots Lucia cametos poor
fellow terribly hurt about the hend, his face covered with bandages
and plasters. She thought he was asleep, and stood beside him for
a brief, anxious examination, With & sigh of relief that she did not
recognise him, she placed some grapes on the table near him, and
WAS pasging on.

‘Yon do not know me then { He spoke so suddenly that she
was atartled.

*There are 8o many,' she said, apologetically, after looking at
him a few seconds, *I do not know all, when they come back.'

‘I remember you,” he returned, ‘and I deliverad your message
to your husband.’

‘Oh, oh!' exclaimed Lueia, and
him, half in Jtalian, half in English,

He watched her face wistfully.

' Yon love him very much, don’t you I' he said at last, as if her
love was something to wonder at,

‘Yes, yes, yes ' And Lucia clasped her hands vehemently to
etnphasise her words.

He turned his face from her,

* He waa wounded,” he then said, ‘only a slight wound, but the
fever caught him, and his company had to leave him near Carrack's
Ford, A family there offered to care for him, and promised to send
him on here when he would be able to come,’

Lucia's eyes were dim with tears, but she was quietly and deeply
thinking,

‘I must go to him,’ she said.
place.’

*If Annie had loved me like this I’ thonght the
half envious of Gian. But aloud he said :—

‘ How much money have you I

Then the tears in Lucia's eyes fell over her soft cheeks, and she
made an expressive and despairing gesture with her hands,

‘I haven't any now, either, he esid regretfully. He folt very
sorry for her. °I thought there was nothing to live for, sa I was
careless of life and money.’

Buddenly » memory flashed across his mind.

* What did you do with the bullet-riddled bill 7 he asked.

Thea Lucia recognised him. I keep eet,’ she answered, trying
to smile,

¢ That was foolish, but T am glad you did now,’ he said.
can still get gold for it—enough to take you to Gian.

He explained to her how to go abort having this doge, and she
understood readily.

It was a bill for fifty dollars. That would be more than spfli-
cient for her needs,

The wounded man was greatly interested in her, and pleased to
wee her joy at the prospect of soon being with her husband, When
ehe bade him goodbye he grew sad again, bot the bitter blackness
of his own eelfish grief was broken up by his interest in Lucia's
sorrows and her brave cheerfulness.

After weury travel and many adventurea Lucia reached the
house where her husband was,

‘Iam Lucin,’ she said simply when the door was opened to her
gentle tap, and the good woman who opened the door stepped back,
and looked at her in wonder.

‘1t do beat all I' ehe exclaimed. ‘Come right in, Mis' Fantonj.
Your man eaid you was a-comin’, bat we didn't set no dependence
on that. Set right down. You must be right smart tired,’

Lucia was worn and travel-stained, but she smiled on, in her
bright way, that, together with her weariness, her youth and frail
little figure, clothed her with a pathos that even strangers felt at.
sight of ber,

Gian was raving in fover when she went to him. &he laid her
cool, firm hand on his forehead, and he grew calm and then fell into
& light, refreshing sleep.

Under her unremitting care he recovered, and Lucia was the
happiest wife in the United States when he was able to begin with
her the life struggle for position and fortune once more,

poured eager guestions uwpon

‘Tell me how to get to that

young soldier,

‘You
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