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A TALE OF TWO WARS.

GIANFANTONI and his wife Lucia came from Italy to Maryland
early in the year 1806. They wereVery happy andhopeful,and thefuture seemed all bright to them.

Gian bought a piece of land,and he and his child-wife worked
together in planting ifc with fruit, vines, trees and bushes

—
they

werenever tired of adding to the variety,aa far as the extent oftheirreal estate wouldallow.
Things went well with them. Gian learned the language of

the country, and, to his great satisfaction, was in time made a
citizen of the United States.

He studied theDeclaration of Independenceas few native-bornAmericans havedone, and felt its spirit in his whole being.
Heknew well,this keen, intelligent foreigner, that there wasdifferenceof rank here ;ho knew that this had to be, that there

were such differences in every land and nation. But here there
wereno impassable barriers that kept generation after generation
from aspiring higher than the accident of birth placed them. The
difference here,he thought, wa9 because of the varying worth of
people themselves; according to their ability, their opportunity,
andtheir rangeof intellect andstrength.

He thought it well tobe rich, because money wasnecessary to
buy books,beautiful, refining surroundings,andleisure to enjoy and
make the most of these advantages. But money could not buy
happiness,content,and a goodmitid, capableof learningandunder- j
standing the lifearoundone,and raisingone'sself toahigher plane;
and Gian felt that he possessedthese last-named blessings and wasgratefully glad.

Lucia listened, with wifelyadmiration, toGian's wise talk,but
but she sighed a little at times over mental visions of sunny scenes
of her childhood. When Gian washappy and proudover his grapes
or berries, Lucia recalled the songs of the grape-pickers in the vine-
yards of fair Italy.

Gian tried to teachher English,but she shook her head over its
difficulties verysoon,andsaid there wasnomusic init.'
Ican never learn,dear Gian,'she said, in her sweet, sad voice.'And truly Ihave no will to speak other than my own dear

tongue.'
1How shallyou make friends if you learnnot the language of

the country ?' he persisted. '
There are few of our countrymen

here,and youmust learn to talk to peopleyou meet !''Iwill talk with the eyes, with the hands to the kind people
—

andIhaveyou. Iwant noone else! Youcanmake allthe friends,
andIwill talk to you,and tell you the thoughts in my heart.'

So Gian ceased to urge her, but he told her often what a
glorious landit was for earnest, industrious people. She learned tosay quite plainly,

'
The glorious landof thefree.

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

Gian wasopposed toslavery. Itseemed to him the one dark
spot in theRepublic. Inhis thoughtful way he studied both sides
of the question,and determined thatif war did break out he would
fight for the Union.

'Every man should fight for his country,' he said to Lucia,
1and this is now our country

—
we have been transplanted, and

thrivein the new soil.'
She nodded gravely,and kissed his hand. Her heart was filled

with forebodings, but she kept a brave, smiling face, and never
vtfered a wordcontrary tohis will.

The dreadedday came. War was declared.
Lucia was to go to Washington with Gian and remain there

until the war should cud, or Gian return. They heard that Mary-
land was likely to be cut off from communication with the capital,and Lucia would hear news of her husband more readily if she
were in Washington. Besides, there was an Italian family there
thatLucia would be welcomed among cordially.

So thepretty little house and fruit garden weredisposed of, themoney given to Lucia,and early in April they arrived inWashing-
ton. A short time afterward Lucia watched the troopst march off,
with flags flying, drums beating, and cheers that preventedmany a
Bob from beingheard.

Every beat of Lucia's lovingheart penta waveof pain throughher,butGian'e eyes were full of martial courage and high hope,
andshe gavehim smile for smile, though her lips were white.

One of the womenin the family Lucia remained withconceived
the idea of selling fruit,nuts,pies,etc., to the soldiers, and Lucia
joined her in this undertaking. She felt less pain when she wasactively employed, and it pleased her to go among the soldiers.HearingEnglish continually she began to learn it veryquickly, and
■he talkedof Gian toany of the men who would listen. In this
wayshe managed tosend many amessage to her husband.

One morning ayoung soldier bought her entire stock anddis-
tributed it among his companions. Lucia was distressed to find
that she had not change enough to give him for the bill he handed
toher inpayment."

Itdoes not matter,1he said, when she toldhim so in herprettybroken English;'keepit. See, little Italiangirl, howmuch Icarefor money1'
Hehad takena foldedbill fromhis wallet,and pinning it ona

postnearby drew a revolver and shot at it.Now, Luciawell knew the value of money, and of late she had
■eenmuch suffering among her neighbours for wantof it;so she
exclaimedagainst the youngsoldier'B folly.

At first he laughed ather. Then hegrewserious,and picking
up thebill, whichwaß not destroyed, butcut through, he began toexamineit.

1Yoa are right,'he said to Lucia,'Iwill not act so foolishly
again. And for your good advicekeep this,'handingher thebill

—
las a remembrance of me. You can get it redeemed— see,the de-
nomination andsignature areuninjured.'

She did not understand whathe meantby 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 waswell,and prayin? constantly for him. The soldierpromised
to do this, if it werepossible,and Lucia went on her way.

Whenever a troop marched out of Washing-ton, Lucia watched
them go, with fervent prayersonher lipsfor their success andsafe
return, and for her husband.

She seemed never to tire of doing someservice for theBoldiers,
and when they began to come back to Washington, wounded andsick, she hastened to offer herself to tend them.

When they were brought into the church she loved topray in,
St. Aloysius' (which was used some time as a hospital), she was
moreeager toserve them than ever.'

The Lordis good tohaveyou in He's house,' she would say to
them.

"
You surely come better some ways;either die good, or

something good to you.'
Anxiously she scanned every face in search of Gian's. Threetimes sheheard of him,of his bravery andkind thoughtfuiness for

his companions,and her heartswelled proudly.
She was sobravely cheerful, evenwhen a long,weary time camethatshe heard nothingof her husband, that the sick soldiers grew

to watch for her coming. Many a poor lellow had cause toblessher for her tender care andpatience.
Lucia'smoney wentquickly, for she spent freely,andsince the

comingback of the wounded she had ceased tosell daintiesamong
the soldiers.

Finally a morning came when she had just enough money tofill her basket with fruit for the sick menshe wasgoing tovisit.Thatmorning a large number had been returned, weak, silentandsad, to the city they hadleft in suchhigh spirits.
Passing betweenthelongrowst)f narrowcotsLuciacametoapoor

fellow terribly hurt about thehead,his face oovered with bandages
andplasters. She thought he waß asleep,and Btood besidehim for
a brief,anxiousexamination. With a sigh of relief thatBhe didnotrecognisehim, she placed some grapes on the table near him, and
waspassing on.'

Youdonot knowme then V He spoke so suddenly that shewasstartled.'There are somany,' she said, apologetically,after lookingathim a few seconds. 'Idonot know all, when theycome back.''
1remember you,' he returned, 'andIdelivered yourmessage

to your husband.''Oh, ohI' exclaimed Lucia, and poured eager questions uponhim, half in Italian,half in English.
He watched her face wistfully.
1Yon lovehim very much, don't youV he said at last,as if herlove was something to wonder at.'Yes, yes, yes 1' And Lucia clasped her hands vehemently toemphasise her words.
He turnedhis face from her.'He was wounded,'he thensaid, 'only a slight wound,but thefever caught him,and his company had to leave him near Carrack'sFord. A family there offered to care for him,and promised to sendhim on here when he would be able to come.'
Lucia's eyes weredim with tears, but she wasquietly anddeeply

thinking.'
Imust go to him,' she said. 'Tell me how to get to thatplace.''If Annie had lovedme like this I' thonght the young soldierhalf envious of Gian. But aloudhe said :—:

— '
'
How muchmoney haveyouV

Then the tears inLucia's eyes fell overher soft cheeks,and shemade anexpressiveanddespairing gesture withher hands.'Ihaven't any now, either,' he said regretfully. He felt very
sorry for her. '

Ithought there wasnothing to live for, soIwascareless of life and money.'
Suddenly a memory flashed acrosshis mind.'
Whatdid you do with thebullet-riddled bill V he asked.Theo Lucia recognised him. 'Ikeep eet,' sheanswered, trvinirto smile.

*"
That was foolish, but lamglad youdidnow,' hesaid. 'Youcan still get gold forit— enough to takeyou to Gian.'

He explainedtoher how to go about having this done,andBheunderstood readily.
Itwasa bill for fifty dollars. That would be more than suffi-cient for her needs.
The wounded man wasgreatly interested inher, andpleased tosee her joyat the prospect of soon being withher husband. Whenehe bade him goodbyehe grew sad again, but the bitter blacknessof his own selfish grief was broken up by his interestinLucia'ssorrows andher brave cheerfulness.
After weary travel and many adventures Lucia reached thehouse whereher husband was.'Iam Lucia,' she said Bimply whenthe door wasopened to hergentle tap,and the good woman whoopenedthe door stepped backandlooked ather in wonder.

'
lltdo beatall1' she exclaimed. 'Come right in,Mis'Fantoni.Your maneaid you was a-comin', but we didn't set no dependenceon that. Set right down. Youmust be right smart tired.'Lucia was worn and travel-stained,but she smiled on,in herbright way, that, together withher weariness,her youth and fraillittlefigure, clothedher witha pathos that evenstrangers felt atsight of her.
Gian wasraving in fever when she went to him. She laid hercool, firm handon his forehead,andhegrewcalm and then fell intoa light,refreshing steep.
Under her unremitting care he recovered,and Lucia was thehappiest wife in theUnited States whenhe wasable to begin withher the life struggle for positionand fortuneoncemore.
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