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A FOOL’S ERRAND.

By OxE oF THE FooLs.

THE reception accorded to this anonymous book, both by press and
public, has been so unusual, and the impression made by the work
has been so marked, that these facts are worth recording. The press
reviews, both by their careful preparation and their length, ~-many
running to one, two, and even four columns in daily papers, which
are always crowded for space, —have evinced a sense of the peculiar
interest and importance of the book. There is space here for but brief

extracts from a few of them.

Forps, HOWARD, & HULBERT, NEW YORK.

EXTRACTS FROM SOME PRESS NOTICES.

A Remarkable Book.

¢« A striking book.”” —Utica (N.Y.)
Herald. .

“ A tale of life at the South since
the late war, full of the racy humor of
the country-people, the rich and laughter-
provoking characteristics of negro fun,
and the pathos of negro prayer-meetings,
the dashing excitement of the hunt, the

oddities of up-country mass-meetings, the

pocial lines of caste, the hot passions of
politics, the dark and bloody doings of an
cenraged people, and their startling logic
of sclf-justification. . . . It is full of sun-
shine as well as shadow; and interwoven
in the narrative is the old yet ever new
vomance of youth and love.” — Indianap-
olis Journal.

“ A very remarkable book.” —
Springfield (Mass.) Republican.

‘ An awakening book, a thrilling
book, indeed. . . . So powerful and so
real a book about the South has not beeh
written before. . . . The style is clear and
lively, even brilliant; but the only merit
the modest author claims is that of abso-
lute truthfulness. . . . There is romance
in the book to enchain the attention. The
characters are depicted with rare skill.,”
— Cincinnati Commercial.

‘“ Fairly bristles with ¢ points’
both of tragedy and comedy.” — Dan-
bury News.

“If this is a first effort, a new
name in fiction has been created by a
single book, for the author must soon
become known. . . . The book will rank
among the famous novels which represent
certain epochs of history so faithfully
and accurately, that, once written, they
must be read by everybody who desires

to be well informed.” — Portland (Me.)
Advertiser.

“ The elements of deep romance
| are here curiously blended with an in-
| tensely realistic view of social life in the

South since the close of the war and dur-
| ing the process of reconstruction. Itisa
work to be read with profound interest
for its luminous exposition of historical
‘facts, as well as to be admired for its
masterly power of picturesque and pa-
thetic deseription.” — New- York Tribune.
“One of the most noteworthy
publieations of the American press dur-
ing the present year. ... Whether re-
garded as a philosophical analysis of po-
| litical problems since the war, or purely
as a romance, the book is an extraordi-
nary one.” — Boston Daily Advertiser.

‘“Perhaps the most remarkable
novel which the present decade has
brought forth.” — Syracuse (N.Y.) lerald.

¢ A real stir in the world of let-
ters has been made by ¢ A Fool’s Errand.’
. .. With a hand as steady as a sur.
geon’s, almost with a cynie’s smile, the
author holds up to view a state of socicty
which is known to us of the North only
by distorted and frequently distrusted re-

orts. . . . Yet his friendliness to the

outhern people, his familiarity with their
Lopinions and l.anners, and his freedom
from political raneor, stamp his work
with the proofs of truth. . . . Thinking
men will” want to read it.” — Bugule
(N.Y.) News.

“The story throughout exhibits
a naturalness, a composure, a reality, a
self-restraint, which belorng to the best
class of literary work . . . and the more
thrilling passages of the book ave written
with calmness as well as strength!’ ~
Boston Literary World.
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A Brilliant Romance.

¢The sated novel-reader will find
it fresh and thrilling.” — Boston Daily
Advertiser.

““The story is brilliant and fasci-
nating, — evidently a leaf from experi.
ence.” — Chicago Evening Journal.

‘A live novel, pertinent to the
day. The author hides himself under the
nom de plume of ¢ One of the Fools;’ but
if the family was larger, and more of them
given to this style of writing, the reading
world would be delighted. . . . 1t is bril-
liant in conception and execution, and
sparkles like champagne. There is fun
spicing its pages; there is pathos to dis-
turb the eye-fountains; there is tragedy
to thrill, and comedy to evoke mirth and
laughter. Read ¢A Fool’s Errand;’ for
the reading will carry its own reward.”
— Providence Press.

‘““ Drawn with a touch as humor-
ous and pathetic as that of Dickens, and
a relentless satire as keen as Thack-
eray’s.”’ — Salem (Mass.) Gazette.

‘8o individualistic, so thought-
ful, so vivid and intense, that it will com-
mand a wide audience. . . . It is as full
of interest as one of Charles Readc’s
mysterious romances. ‘We took it up the
other evening somewhat °latish,’ and
could not put it down until after turning
the last leaf. It has pith, pathos, power,
argument, illustration, and proof.” —
Rochester (N.Y.) Rural Home.

‘ Represents in very vigorous
and vivacious style a life of thrilling ad-
ventures and narrow escapes.” — New
Jerusalem Messenger.

‘¢ Abounds in sketches not to be
matched in the whole range of modern
fiction. The author’s keen insight into
character gives him a power which never
relaxes to the end; while his skill in dia-
logue and humorous touches add greatly
to the charm of the story.” — Boston
Traveller.

‘A marration rarely equaled in
its tragic interest.” — Cincinnati Gazette.

‘“Certainly, for vivid word-paint-~
ing, and for the intense dramatic effect
of its incidents, as well as for the impor-
tance of the subject it deals with, it is
a remarkable production.” — New- York
Daily Graphic.

“The story will be read with
breathless interest.” — Hartford (Conn’)
Courant.

PRESS NOTICES.

The New “ Uncle Tom.’’

‘“ There can be no doubt that ¢ A
Fool’s Errand’ will take a high rank in
fiction, —a rank like that of ¢ Uncle Tom’s
Cabin.’” — Boston Traveller.

‘Tt is a powerfully written work,
and destined, we fear, to do as much
harm in the world as ¢ Uncle Tom’s Cab-
in,” to whieh it is, indeed, a companion
piece.” — Raleigh (N.C.) Observer.

‘“Qught to be as serviceable in
enlightening the North about the startling
events of the reconstruction period, as
‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin’ was in illustrating
the phases of an earlier epoch.” — Chris-
tian Union.

“The success of books depends
on the timeliness of their appearance,
as much as on their intrinsic excellence.
‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin’ undoubtedly had a
wider sale than it could have attained
five years earlier. . . . We shall not be
surprised to find the work before us at.
taining a very extensive circulation. It
is hard to believe that it is not in the
main the record of an actual experience.
It is more than truthful, however, for it
is written with much more than ordinary
power.” — Cincinnati Gazette.

‘““Destined to create a jfurore in
literary, political, and social circles, sec-
ond only to that produced by ‘Uncle
Tom’s Cabin’a quarter of a century ago.”
~ St. Paul (Minn.) Despatch.

“It was a novel which first
aroused us from our lethargy to a con-
sciousness of the growing magnitude of the
evils of slavery, and it isanovel now which
calls attention in a clarion voice to the dan-
gers which yet threaten a nation divided
against itself. If ‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin’
was an electric light, revealing in one flash
the cursed system of chattelism, this more
recent account of ¢ A Fool’s Errand’is a
sledge-hammer.” — N, Y. Daily Graphic.

““One of the personages figuring
.« . is Uncle Jerry,— a remarkable old ne-
gro, worthy of a place beside Mrs, Stowe’s
¢Uncle Tom.’ ”— Literary World (Boston.)

¢ There is one character — Jerry
Hunt— that often reminds the reader of
the Uncle Tom of Mrs. Stowe’s memora.
ble ante-war story ; and passages of almost
equal pathos and power to that wonder-
ful volume are found in the pages of this
interesting work. It may be that this
will hold the same relation to a great
social and moral revolution that must
ultimately occur, that the former did to
the civil war. ... A wholesome tract
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for the times, to be read both North and
South.” —Zion's Herald, Boston.

“In point of vivid scene-paint-
ing, subtle intuitions of character, and
colloquial raciness and humor, many of the
sketches iu this volume may well chailenge
comparison with the most effective pas-
sages in our fictitious literature, not ex-
cepting the wonderful pictures of actual
lite in ¢ Uncle Tom’s Cabin.” — N, Y.
Tribune.

“It would, perhaps, seem like
hyperbole to say that this work is wor-
thy to stand by the gide of ¢ Uncle Tom’s
Cabin,’ as a vivid and realistic exposition
of a peculiar phase of American history;
but that is our feeling after a thoughtful
verusal of it.” — Boston Daily Advertiser.

Impartial and Truthful.

““ Alike admirable, whether it is
to be regarded as history or romance.
Its value as history is heightened by the
author’s impartiality of view, the cahr-
ness and precision of his statements, the
keenness of liis sarcasm, and the force of
his logic.” ~ Christian Union.

“The half-fictitious narrative of
this book is clothed in words of soberness
and truth. Indeed, the whole endeavor
of the author seems to have been to ex-
tenuate nothing, nor set down aught in
malice. We have not anywhere seen an
account of the troubles that beset a
Northern family’s residence in the South
which impressed us as being more truth-
ful, more complete, or more powerfully
written, than this.” — Chicago Tribune.

¢ His trenchant sword cuts two
ways. He strikes right and left without
fear or favor. He does not spare the
follies of bis friends, nor fail to respect
the honest prejudices of his foes.” — Erie

N.Y.) Despatch.

“The story is so clearly told,
with an attempt at detail which the author
could not repress, that there can not be a

article of doubt the facts were furnished
y experience, — an experience dearly
bought.” — Rochester (N.Y.) Herald.

““There are chapters here, which,
for picturesqueness and power, are rarely
equaled; and yet the tale is told with
such absence of heat and passion in the
writer, that were there no assurance of
the fidelity of the story in these parts to
the author’s own observation and experi-
ence, nor any volumes of indisputable |
confirmation in the reports of congres-
siona! committees, it would carry convie-
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tion of its truth on its face.” — Boston
Daily Advertiser.

“It is well written, interesting,
and demonstrates the utter hopelessness
of revolutionizing the politics and society
of the South. It is a radical work; but
old Confederate Democrats can chuckle
over many of its pages.” — Okolona
(Miss.) Southern States.

““ Considered as a frank and can-
did picture of the difficulties encountered
by Northern emigrants to the South dur-
ing the time of reconstruction, by a writer
who honestly sets down what he belicves
to be the truth, and who appears to be
sincerely disposed to do strict justice to
all men, the book will interest a large
cirele of readers.” — N. Y. Evening Post.

‘The man paints the South as it
is, and knows how to paint both land and
people, ¢ with malice toward none, with
charity to all.’”— Der Deutsche Corre-
spondent, Baltimore.

“With personal knowledge of
the cvil and the good of both North and
South, the author teaches cach gide mueh
of the other’s way of looking at things.”
— New Haven Journal and Courier.

‘“ The author possesses the ability
to put himself in the place of the char-
acters representing the opposing factions,
and from the stand-point of each, holding
the other to account for the wrong ad-
mitted by both to have been done. . . .
A book that must be productive of last-
ing good.” — Philadelphia Times.

¢TIt is a peculiar work, and will
undoubtedly stirup a variety of opinions.
It will astonish readers, of whatever po-
litical faith; for it portrays with great
power that which the author claims is
unknown to the mass of intelligent people
in either scetion of the lzmd,—namely,
the South as it is.”' — Rochester (N.Y.
Frpress.

“ A1l classes, from the highest to
the lowest, figure in it, and the author’s
feelings are evidently those of kindness
and good-will.” — Philadelphia Press.

““What is most remarkable about
the book is the spirit of fairness that
pervades it.” — Philadelphia Times.

¢ Its word-pictures are so realis-
tic that one sees, hears, and feels the very
presence of the individuals that crowd its
pages. The night-ride of young Lily Ser-
vosse . . . is one of the finest and most
thrilling incidents that has ever been
told in history or romance.” —Sun Fran
cisco Chronicle.
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“All agree that it is by some
writer of exceptional opportunities of ob-
servation, superior intelligence, marked
impartiality, decided ability, and mas-
terly power of picturesque, humorous,
and pathetic description.”— Yazoo (Miss.)
Herald.

Wise, Strong, Statesman-~
like.

“Worthy just now of national
consideration.” — Hartford Courant.

“The statesman may gather les-
sons of wisdom from its pages. It will
be read at the North with equal interest,
and will contribute, more than any single
book written since Mrs. Stowe’s world-
famous novel, to a just understanding by
each section of the deep springs of sentl-
ment and conduct in the other.” -—— Bosfon
Duily Advertiser.

“ A very conservative but cor-
rect glance at the South as it is. It is
from the pen of an officer in the Federal
army through the late war, who became
a bona fide settler of the South subse-
quently, with wife, family, and fortune,
a keen observer, an intelligent thinker
and reasoner. The native Southron, the
‘ poor white,’ the earpet-bagger, the old
Unioner, the freedman, the Ku-Klux, and
the social, moral, and political life of the
South, are all bhandled with uncommon
power and humor, coupled with a relent-
less satire.,” — Washington (D.C.) Na-
tional Republican.

¢ How this Fool swings the lash
of scorn about the backs of those who
called themselves the Wise Men of the
nation then! [during the period of Re-
construction] . . . Now the writer draws
lines of pathos and delicate humor as
finely as though a woman held the pen,
then flashes out a bolt of vigorous
thought, far-reaching, astute, philosophi-
cal, caustic, witty, satirical, — yes, states-
manlike, in its proportions, which stamps
the work as a man’s doings. Withal, no
crude experimenter in composition is the
Fool, but a wise man or woman, which-
cver it may be. If this book does not
meect with a marvelous reception, and
awaken profoundest comment North and
South, then we will confess a total inca-
pability to judge of what can play upon
that most incomprehensible pipe, tbe
Public.” — Jackson (Mich.) Citizen.

“1f the record be a record of
folly, it is keenly, intclligently made. It
is written in brains.” — Rockester (N.Y.)
Rural liome.

PRESS NOTICES.

“If every representative and
senator in Congress, if the governors and
state officers of every State in the Union,
eould read this volume, and become pene-
trated with the force of the facts and rea.
sonings which are detailed therein, we
have no doubt that the spirit of the ele-
ments that make up the South would be
better comprehended, and we should be
nearer a solution of the problem of re-
construction.” — Troy (N.Y.) Whig.

“If this book don’t move men,
and start the patriotic blood of the nation
into warmer flow, then we have mistaken
the American people.” — Chicago Inter-
Ocean.

The Author.

““The newspapers are trying their
wits at tracking the author. ne reason-
able guess is, that the writer is Edmund
Kirke, well known for his picture of the
South in “ Among the Pines.” But since
the book has been compared, and properly
80, to ¢ Uncle Tom’s Cabin,” why not make
the parallel complete by attributing it to
the same author ?” — Chicago Tribune.

“Who the author is we do not
know; but his publishers aceredit him as
a person who has occupied places of trust
and prominence, both politically and pro-
fessionally, in the South. It is evident
that he possesses in an uncommon degree
the traits of a strong and accomplished
writer, and the power of constructing
and narrating a story which is at once
intensely interesting and profoundly
thoughtful. He has the faculty of dis-
cerning the romantic aspects of the life and
seenes about him, and also a philosopliical
calmness that enables him to probe the ap-
pearances, and discover their motives and
meanings.” — Boston Daily Advertiser.

“ A number of newspapers are
attempting to trace the identity of the
author of this remarkable book. . . .
Still other guessers think it comes from
some one of the near connections, in
Mississippi, of a notable New-England-
er.” — Yazoo City (Miss.) Herald.

““The story throughout is intense-
ly interesting and profoundly thoughtful.
Tn point of originality it will rank with the
best productions of American writers of
fiction; and it may be well to inquire, in
view of the power here displayed, whether
the long-looked-for native American nove-
list who is to rival Dickens, and cqual
Thackeray,and yetimitate neither, hasnot
been tound. A romancist, sage, publicist,
politician, and philosopher inone, is a rare
combination,” — Concord (N.41.) Jonitor
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PUBLISHERS' PREFACE.

Tms volume is the result of a demand created by the re-
markable popular reception accorded to ‘‘ A Fool’s Errand,”
first, for a better edition of that work itself, and, secondly, for
an authenticated historical exposition of the incidents and
epoch on which it is based.

The first has been met by reprinting the entire work from
wholly new plates and illustrating with sixteen engravings,
designed for the most part under the author’s guidance as to
the foundation facts. To meet the other, we have induced
the author to prepare Part II., which, from a mere compen-
dium of illustrative facts, grew under his hand into a treatise
of one hundred and fifty pages, constituting, in itself, what
we believe to be an unimpeachable exposition of the moral,
social, and political status of the South since the war, such
ag can be found nowhere else.

In addition to this, the author has mserted Chapter XXX
in ‘“A Fool’s Errand,” in order to complete the dramatic unity
and effectiveness of the work. Those who have read and ad-
mired the original edition will at once recognize the beauty
and fitness of this addition.

Taken as a whole, the work now offered to the public is, we
suppose, without question the most grapbic and complete
presentation of an era altogether the most remarkable in our
history which ever has been or is likely to be written. The
impression which it has made upon the thinking people of the
country is universal and profound. The newspapers, maga-
zines, and reviews have exhausted the language of praise
upon its vividness of style, its wonderful scope and clearness
of statement, its philosophic calmness and judicial candor, its

248660
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spirit of exalted statesmanship and unflinching patriotism, its
keenness of sarcasm and subtlety of humor, and, above all, on
its veracity of spirit and the skill with which a literal adhe-
rence to facts has been used for the purposes of stirring and ro-
mantic fiction.

In addition to this public conmendation and endorsement,
letters from all sections of the country and classes of people
have poured in upon the author and publishers, verifying even
more strikingly all that has thus been said. Statesmen ac-
knowledge its great value as a study of the times. Men of
all shades of political faith admit its truthful spirit. The
number, standing, and variety of view of those who have writ-
ten such letters is altogether remarkable. Extracts from some
of them are printed elsewhere in this volume.

Born and educated at the North; soldier and officer throurrh~
out the war; a resident of the South for fifteen years since the
war; a man of varied acquirements; a lawyer of eminence and
judicial experience in his Southern home; having had legisla-
tive study aud training during the days of Reconstruction; a
man of both action and ideas—Judge Tourgee was probably
as well fitted to depict the era which he has portrayed as any
man who could be found.

It is confidently hoped that the hundreds of thousands of
readers of ‘‘ A Fool’s Errand” will be the first to approve the
new and enlarged form in which it is now issued, and that,
besides the added interest in the story itself by reason of the
illustrations, every thoughtful mind will find a renewed and
stronger faith in the value of the work as a whole, completed
as it is by the serried array of facts and figures, the clear state-
ments of cause and effect, and the thrilling recitals of personal
experience with which Part II. reveals the scope, methods, and
power of that terrible reality, ‘“ The Invisible Empire.”
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Part 1.

A FOOL'S ERRAND.

BY

ONE OF THE FOOLS.

VARR. SERV. Thou art not altogether a fool.
FooL. Nor thou altogether & wise man; as much foolery
As I have, s0 much wit thou lackest.
Timon of Athens.



TO THE

ANCIENT AND HONORABLE FAMILY OF

Fools

THIS BOOK I8 RESPECTFULLY AND LOVINGLY
DEDICATED

BY ONE OF THEIR NUMBER,



LETTER TO THE PUBLISHERS.

GENTLEMEN, — Your demand that I should write a ¢ Preface ”
to the book you have printed seems to me utterly preposterous.
It is like a man introducing himself, —always an awkward,
and generally a useless piece of business. What is the use of
the “prologue to the epic coming on,” anyhow, unless it be a
sort of advertisement? and in that case you ought to write it.
Whoever does that should be

“Wise enough to play the fool;
And to do that well craves a sort of wit.””

That is not the kind of Fool I am. All such work I delegate
to you, and hereby authorize and empower you to say what you
please of what I have written, only begging you keep in mind
one clear distinction. There are two kinds of Fools, The real
Fool is the most sincere of mortals: the Court Fool and his
kind —the trifling, jesting buffoon —but simulate the family
virtue, and steal the family name, for sordid purposes.

The life of the Fool proper is full of the poetry of faith.
He may run after a will-o’-the-wisp, while the Wise deride;
but to him it is a veritable star of hope. He differs from
his fellow-mortals chiefly in this, that he sees or believes
what they do not, and consequently undertakes what they
never attempt. If he succeed in his endeavor, the world
stops laughing, and calls him a Genius: if he fail, it laughs™]
the more, and derides his undertaking as A Foor’s ERRAND. -~

So the same individual is often both fool and genius,—a
fool all his life and a genius after his death, or a fool o one
century and a genius to the next, or a fool at home and a
prodigy abroad. Watt was a fool while he watched the tea-
kettle, but a genius when he had caught the imp that tilted
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the lid. The gentle Genoese who wrested half the world
from darkness was a fool,to the age which sought for the
Fountain of Youth; yet every succeeding one but multiplies
his praises. These are but types. The poet has incorporated
the recognized principle in the lines, —

¢ Great wits to madness, sure, are near allied,
And thin partitions do their walls divide.”

It is, however, only in the element of simple, undoubting
Jfaith, that the kinship of genius and folly consists. One may
be an unquestioned Fool without any chance of being taken
for a Seer. This is, indeed, the case with most of the tribe.
It is success alone that transforms the credulity of folly into
acknowledged prophetic prevision.

Noah was one of the earliest of the Fools thus vindicated.
The Wise Men of his day sat around on the dry-goods boxes,
and whittled and whistled, and quizzed the queer craft on
which he kept his sons and sons-in-law at work, till the keel
was as old as the frigate « Constitution” before he was ready
to lay her upper decks. If the rain had not come at last,
they would never have got over laughing at his folly. The
Deluge saved his reputation, and made his Ark a success.
But it is not often that a Fool has a heavenly voice to guide
him, or a flood to help him out.

This little tale is the narrative of one of Folly’s failures.
The hero can lay no claim to greatness. A believing Noah
there is in it, a well-built ark, and an indubitable flood.
But the waters prevailed, and the Fool went down, and
many of the family with him. The Wise Men looked on
and laughed.

The one merit which the story claims is that of honest,
uncompromising truthfulness of portraiture. Its pictures are
from life. And even in this which he boasts as a virtue may
be found, perhaps, the greatest folly yet committed by

Oxe oF THE Fools.

SEPTEMBER, 1879,



A FOOL’S ERRAND.

CHAPTER 1.
THE GENESIS OF FOLLY.

TaEe Fool’s patronymic was Servosse; his Christian name,
Comfort. His father was descended from one of those Gallie
families who abandoned the luxuries of la belle France for an
Arcadia which in these later days has become synonymous
with bleakness, if not sterility. It is supposable that his an-
cestors, before they adventured on the delights of Canadian
winters in exchange for the coast of Normandy or the plains
of Bordeaux, may have belonged to some noble family, who
drew their blood, clear and blue, from the veins of a Martelian
progenitor.

1t is, perhaps, but fair to presume that the exchange of skies
was made only for the glory of our gallant and good King
Louis, and the advancement of the holy Catholic faith in the
New World, rather than for the peace and quiet of the imme-
diate vicinage in which the ancestor dwelt. However this may
be, a later ancestor was among those, who, with that mixture of
courage and suavity which enabled the woyageurs of that day
so successfully to secure and hold the good will of the unso-
phisticated red-skin, pushed westward along the Great “Lakes
until they came to the Straits, where so many advantages of a
trading-post were combined, that Detroit was there located and
christened.

The mutations of government, the lapse of time, and the
anglicization of their surroundings had robbed the descendants

7
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of the original Servosse of every trace of their Gallic ancest
except the name ; and it is only mentioned here for the bene
of some curious student of mental phenomena with creder
in hereditary traits, who may believe that an ancestor who
could voluntarily abandon the champagnes of Burgundy for
the Heights of Abraham, by whatever enticing name the same
might be called, was quite capable of transmitting to his
descendants such an acces de la folie as was manifested by our
particular Fool.

Certainly, no such defect can be attributed to his maternal
line : they knew on which side their bread was buttered. Of
the truest of Puritan stock, the mother’s family had found a
lodgment on a little hillside farm carved out of the Hop-
Brook Grant in Berkshire, which seemed almost as precarious
in its rocky ruggedness and inaccessibility as the barn-swallow’s
nest, clinging in some mysterious way to the steep slope under
the eaves of the old hip-roofed barn against which it was
built. Yet, like the nest, the little hillside home had sufficed
for the raising of many a sturdy brood, who had flown away
to the constantly receding West almost before they had grown
to full-fledged man- and womanhood. DBrave-hearted, strong-
limbed, and clear-headed, or, as they would now be called, level-
headed, were these children of the Berkshire hills, There was
no trace of mental unsoundness about any of them. Especially
free from such imputation was Eliza Hall, the golden-haired,
brown-eyed, youngest of nine, who, with her saucily upturning
nose, a few freckles on her round cheeks, which made their
peach-bloom all the more noticeable, —despite the entreaties
of friends, the prayers of lovers, and the protest of parents, —
would away to the West in her eighteenth year to become a
Yankee schoolma’am in Michigan.

That the young lumberman, Michael Servosse, —rich in the
limitless possibilities of a future cast in the way which had
been marked out by nature as the path of advancing empire,
a brave heart and unquenchable energy, to whom thousands
of acres of unrivaled pine-lands yielded tribute, and whose
fleet of snug schooners was every year growing larger, — that
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he should capture and mate with the fair bird from the New-
England home-nest was as fitting as the most enthusiastic
advocate of natural selection could desire. They were the
fairest types of remote stocks of kindred races, invigorated by
the fresh life of a new continent.

The first fruit of such a union was the Fool, born on the first
day of the month of flowers, in the year of grace one thou-
sand eight hundred and thirty-four, on the very spot where
the Iroquois met in council with the great chief Pontiac when
the cunning plan was devised to gain entrance to the fort by
playing a game of lacrosse on the parade-ground for the
amusement of the garrison. The wife of a year, as the
perils of maternity drew nigh in the absence of her husband,
who was up the lake attending to his spring shipments,
began to sigh for her far-away mountain home, and so named
the new life, which brought consolation to her loneliness,
Comfort.

During his babyhood, boyhood, and youth, our hero mani-
fested none of those characteristics from which he afterwards
received the name by which he is known in these pages. Ile
was reared with care. Though his father died while he was
yet young, he left sufficient estate to enable the mother to give
to her children every advantage of education, and divide a
small surplus between them as each arrived at man’s estate.
The young Servosse, therefore, ate, drank, and slept, studied,
played, and quarreled, like other boys. Like others who
enter college, and have constitutions sufficiently robust to avoid
dyspepsia arising from sedentary habits and the frying-pan,
he left it at the end of four years, with a diploma properly
signed and sealed, as well as very prettily printed on mock
parchment, which was quite as good as veritable sheepskin for
such a purpose. He studied law, as so many sensible men.
have done before his day, and with his first mustache was
admitted under all the legal forms to sign himself « Attorney
and Counselor at Law,” and allowed to practice his art upon
such clients as he could decoy into any of the courts of the
Commonwealth of Michigan. Thereupon, putting in force the
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“ Circumspice” which appeared upon the seal attached to his
license, he cast about for a place in which to set snares for the
unwary, and pitched upon the town of Peru; hung out his
shingle ; obtained a fair business; married the pretty Metta
Ward; and, in the summer of his twenty-seventh year, mani-
fested the first symptoms of that mental weakness which led
him to perform the task of unwisdom hereinafter narrated.

CHAPTER 1II. .
LE PREMIER ACCES,

It was the 23d of July in his twenty-seventh year. He had
been for several days in a very depressed state of mind, ner-
vous and irritable, beset by gloomy forebodings, wakeful, and,
when he did sleep, moaning as if in anguish of mind, talking
in his sleep, or waking suddenly and crying out, as if in danger
or distress. There was nothing in his social or business rela-
tions to justify any such state of mind. He was very warmly
regarded by the little community in which he was settled, —a
leader in its social life, an active member of the church in
which he had been reared, and superintendent of its sabbath
school. He had a good home, undistinguished by mortgage or
incumbrance of any sort; a wife, whose energy and activity
kept this home in the neatest possible condition, almost as it
seemed without exertion, and certainly without the tyranny of

iservants; an office in the very center of the town, where it

could not escape the search of the most unwilling or unobser-
vant seeker; and a practice which yielded him more than he
had any call to spend. All this should have made him the
most contented and happy of men.

Yet, in spite of all these comforting surroundings, he had for
a considerable time neglected his business to a marked degree,
and seemed to have little interest in those things which ought
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most nearly to have concerned him. For the last few days he
seemed to have had no heart or interest in any thing save the
results of a battle, which was said to have been fought half
a thousand miles away, in which neither he nor any one of his
clients had an interest which could have been measured by the
American unit of value or any fraction thereof. Yet this
young attorney was refusing to eat or drink, because he did not
know the results of said battle, or perhaps because he feared
that it might not turn out to his notion.

Metta, his young wife, was surprised and alarmed. Never
before had there been any thing like trouble in the breast of
her spouse, that he did not lighten his heart of at least half its
load by at once revealing to her the cause of his annoyance.
The difficulties of each puzzling case were talked over with
her; and not unfrequently her pure unbiased heart had pointed
out to him equities which his grosser nature had failed to per-
ceive. Had he been cast in an action, he was sure to come
home at night, perhaps dragging and weary with the story
of his discomfiture, to receive consolation and encouragement
from her lips; but this new trouble he had studiously con-
cealed from her. At least he had refrained from all conversa-
tion in regard to it, and revealed its existence only by the
involuntary symptoms which we have set forth. But who could
conceal such symptoms from the eye of love? She had seen
them, and wept and trembled at the evil that portended. She
was no skilled student of mental phenomena; but, if she had
been, she would have known that all these indications —in-
somnia, causeless apprehension, anxiety in regard to matters of
no personal moment to him, moodiness, and studious conceal-
ment of the cause of his disquietude — were most infallible
indicators of mental disorder. Yet, although she did not
know this as a scientific fact, her heart had diagnosed the
symptoms; and the prescience of love had taught her with
unerring accuracy to apprehend the evil which impended.
With the self-forgetfulness of womanly devotion, she had con-
cealed her sorrow from the purblind eyes of the dull mole
whose heart was occupied only with the morbid fancies which



12 A FOOL'S ERRAND.

were eating their relentless way into his soul. She wept in
secret over what she foresaw, and pressed her hands with tear-
ful beseeching to her troubled heart, while her white lips
uttered the prayer, which she felt could not be answered, « 1
pray Thee, let this cup pass from me!”

Yet she met him, through whom she knew this affliction
must come, ever with smiles and gladness. At morn she kissed
him farewell, as he stood on the vine-covered porch of their
little cottage, when he started for his office, while the balmy
breath of the summer morning blew over them, and the bees
hummed from flower to flower, sipping the honeyed dew from
the throats of the unclosed morning-glories. At noon, when
he came for the mid-day meal, the door flew open before his
hand had touched the knob, and she stood before him in the
little hall, draped in the neat, cool muslin which became her so
well, a smile upon her lips, and inextinguishable lovelight in
her eyes. And when he would sit in moody silence after their
pleasant tea, while the evening shadows fell around, — brood-
ing, ever brooding, over the evil which he would persist in
making his own, —she would steal into his lap, and her soft
arms would clasp his neck, while her lips would not rest from
prattle or song until bribed into silence by kisses or laughter.
Never had his home been so sweet. Never could home be
sweeter. Yet all this seemed only to increase his melancholy,
and make him even more moody and disconsolate.

On the previous day he had come home before the tea-table
had been set,—an hour before his usual time; but somehow she
had expected that he would do so. She had peeped through
the blinds of her little chamber, and seen him coming; so that,
as he climbed wearily up the steps, he found her standing on
the lower stair in the hall, her lips wreathed in smiles, and her
head crowned with roses, as she waited to spring into his arms.

“ 0 Metta!” he said in an agonized voice, as he clasped her
to his breast, and then put her away, and looked into her blush-
ing face and into the eyes which were crowding back the tears
she was determined should not flow,—“Q Metta, we are
beaten!”
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“In what case ? " she asked, at once pretending to misunder-
stand the purport of his words.

He saw the pretty little trick; but he was too sad, and mel-
ancholy had taken too firm a hold upon him, to allow him to
reward it with a smile.

“Alas!” he sighed, “this can be laughed away no longer.
Blood has been shed. Not a few lives, but a thousand, have
been lost. Our army has fought at a place called Bull Run,
and been terribly defeated.”

CHAPTER III
SORROW COMETH WITH KNOWLEDGE.

THERE were no more smiles in the cozy home after that
announcement. IHe had brought with him a newspaper, whose
horrible details absorbed his attention, and from which he read
aloud to her, as with noiseless step and white lips and ashen
cheeks she went about preparing the evening meal, of which
they had partaken together for the last time alone. Another
presence — grim and terrible — sat at the board with them that
night, and imbittered all the sweet viands which her pretty
hands had prepared with such loving care. The name of this
presence was War. It sat opposite the wife, and over against
the husband. Its shadow blighted his brain, and paralyzed her
heart. She could not eat; and the Fool noticed dully, when he
could lift his eyes from the paper beside his plate, that there
were great black circles about her eyes, which were not there
when he had first met her in the hall that morning.

After supper he went out, which was another sign of mental
alienation; since he had never before known a time when he
would willingly leave his pretty home and gentle wife for the
society of men. He stayed late, and she pretended to be asleep
when he came in. She had been weeping in her loneliness;
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and her heart was so sore that she could not venture to give
him the good-night kiss, which she had never before omitted.
In the morning there was the same heaviness; and the same
Shadow sat with them at the breakfast-table and mocked at the
Fool, as he read the morning’s paper, and did not see the tears
that rolled down the wife’s cheeks.

He did not come home to dine, but sent word that he was
too busy to leave his office ; and it was late when he came to
supper. ~ His melancholy seemed to have departed; and he was
strangely, unnaturally cheerful and tender to his young wife.
He came up the steps with a bound, took her lovingly from
the lower stair, where she generally awaited him, and, when he
had kissed her a dozen times or so, bore her in his arms to the
dining-room, where the tea-table was already spread. Through
the whole meal he rattled on of every thing except the fearful
Shadow which sat opposite, and which ke pretended not to see.
When the meal was over, he led his wife into the sitting-room;
and taking a seat by the window, over which clambered a rose-
tree, some blossoms from which were in her hair, he seated her
upon his lap, kissed her again and again, and finally said in
tremulous tones, —

“ Metta, the governor has called for more troops.”

There was no response, except that the bowed head upon his
breast nestled closer, and there was a sound as of a sob choked
down in the white throat.

“Don’t you think, Metta, that I— that is— we— ought
to do something — for the country?”

Then came a little wailing cry.

“Dido’t I pick lint for two whole days, and sew bandages,
and roll them ; and [a burst of tears] I'm sure I’m willing to
do it every day — if — if — if it will do any good.”

Then the tears flowed in a torrent, and the slender form
shook with successive sobs, as if a great deep had been sud-
denly broken up.

“QOh, I didn’t mean that!” said the Fool. “Don’t you
think I ought to do something? —that I ought to— to—
go ? »”
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“Go! where?” came the response in assumed wonder; for
she would not understand.

“To the war, dear,” he answered gently.

“What!” she cried. “You! you! my husband! Oh, it is
not, it can not be so! Surely there is no need of that. Can
we not do enough —our share — without that? O darling, I
ghould die!”

She sobbed as if about to make good her words, and clung
about his neck with kisses and tears mingled in distracted
confusion.

“QOh, if T should lose you! Darling, darling! think of our
pretty home! your bright future, and — and,” she whispered
something in his ear. ¢ Surely some must stay at home; and
why not you?” »
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