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The Storytelter

THE MAN WHO SAVED BROWN

Daniel Holman was planting peas in his garden. A
fine large village garden it was; its soil a aark sandy
loam tnat gave promise of fruittulne s. Oichard trecs
blossomed around hum'; mrds bitted througn the aur
with wisps of straw in thuir Leals, intent upou honie-
building.  The very atmosphere had tie iuvigorating
breath of Spring. ‘The old man dropped the seeds wilh
a liberal hand in the furrow he bad opened ; then walk-
ed backward, treading it down as he drew the moist
ezrlh over it with his hoe. There was a subdued ioy
in his hind old face, a zest in every movemeat: the joy
of a willing latvor porformed in a glad farth of the har-
vest.

A ioice called sharnly from_the house :

* Dantel | Daniel Ilelman ! Come right here!?

¢ Yes, mother.’

He gathered up his tools and the t n hucket 1hat
held his sceds and  plodded toward the house, gasing
wistitlly back ir the direction of the vesctable patch.
In the duorway his wife awailed him, the frown that
had grased decp lines on her forchcad drawing hor face
into unlotely lines. She had on her hest black cash-
mere dress and her bonnet and was drawing cn a pair
of long-wristed biack tafieta gloves.

“Daniel Holman, what yau been a-doing now ? Ain't
you a pretily =ight to go and sce a dying man?’

He looted guiltily down upon s muddied shoen and
tha earth stains on his 'garments.

* Why, you see, mother,” he said meekly, © vou wasn't
quite Teady ; and I've been so late geiling in those peas
and the shower last night made the pround just nice ard
moist. 1 gress a little brushing’ll make me pass mus-
ter.’

He wiped his feet on a grassplot back of the house,
then came up the steps. From a shell on the back
porch he teok down a blacking-hrush and did luis Lest to
restore the pwolish to his muddied hoots, following  the
process with a vielent brashing of his shaibby  bost
clothes. Huiriedly scrubbing lis face and hands‘at tic
kitchen sin%, he went in 1o eclipsd himself [n the big
roller towel that hunzfbetideat, emerging rosy of couns
tenance and sercre ol mand,

‘ilcre 1 am, spick and span and handsone as thoe
day ¥you married me, mother '’

Upon the  woman’s  fave there was no answering
smile.

‘You've never male anything of youree'f, and you
nerer will, Dawael Ilohwan. The ides of your Johiug
and planting garden secs  when your old friend and
comrade, Bien Miler, lies dymg ! A hero lihe him,
ton 1?

Had she been looking at him, Mrs. TIolman mizhi
hate seen a quiver of pain  ihet shol for an instand
over  brs placid face, but she siraightered her bonnet
before the little glass on the hitchen wall, then nassed
out inte the sunshine, lersef waiting to lrck the doer
and hide tle ley undet the doormat ou.side,

As they passcd along the village street, lined  with
tall trees just connng into leal, {ihe sunshine, filtering
through the hali-clad branches, made a dancing fretwork
on road an! sikdewalk. Farly as it  was in the {ore-
noon, other friends and neishhors were oud, clad in their
best Sendav clathes, sislent and decorous amd grave of
face. all going in  one direclion—toward ¥hen Miller's
house ; for word had been sent around the ‘night hefore
that the old soliier, measuring the littip space of life
still left him, as a brave man may, had expressed the
wish that all who had loved and honored bim during his
litetime shonld pather at his home for a list farewell.

Iiver  since the dav when voung Tben BMiler  had
come staggening into camp at Fort Donelson Learing 1n
hys arms the insensthle foerm of Ins Colonel, shaot
throngh the thigh, he had been the hero of his native
Northern fown. The Colonel had heen retired beeanse
of permanent disabilitv ;. but Eten, serving until  the
war was over, had on hix return been met at the train
by a band of music and flying cclors, to take his life-
leng place among  the most di*dinguished mwen of the
eommpmnity ol Brown had succeeded to the estates
and interexts of his fatber, the old Judee, one of  the
richest and most infleential men in the connty ;. and
Ehen, who before the war had Leen accounted a young
fellow of less than average promise, helred along by the
folorel's hacling, and homne aloft on the food of popu-
lar faror,'had built up a prosperous mercantile husiness
and become known as ane of the *salid’ mwen of the
place, ser ing  a couple of terms as president of  the
town council. Living as he had in a clowd of glory, it
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had been reckoned as not least among Ris virtues that
he had always borne his henors modestly, deprecaling
all referenfes o his gallant deed, and been kaithful to bis
old friends and obscure comrades, chief among these
Daniel Holman.

‘ Strange how luck favers one and slights another,’
said Mrs. Helman, as she saw the straggling villagers
focusing inlo a veritable procession near tne Miller
house. ‘ Tale you and Lpen Miller. You started out
in life together in this verv town and enlisied in  the
same company !’

' Yes, we fought side by side,’ assented Holman. His
thoughts were far away on a Southern battlefield.

‘1 remember the day you marched away,” continued
the wife, soitening al the memory. < Damel, 1 never
told you tefore, but I was so proud of you ! You were
the handsomest man in  all the company—handsomer
than the Colonel. You know,' she addad shyly, ‘I could
have lLad Brown.’

‘T know,’ he saidl, and for a moment age and the
years, with all their disappointments, fell away as they
loo ed into each other’s eyes.

¥ i was prouwder of you than he ever was of hiy com-
mission,' said Ieolman.

‘I thought you'd come back with a general’s stars,’
addel tle gpey-haired womar, and her voice took on a
biticr tore, with reminiscence. * But see how it all
turned out. Of course the Colonel had his start wmade
for him ; %ut the fact that he served three months in
tle War of the TRebellion has done a lot for him. It
st him to Uongre.s amd it’s made him one of the first
men of fhe State., Anrd IMben Miller's been a big man
all tus life, and  they sav his name’s got into history,
Wkie you !All you got out of that very battle was a
fiesh wound 1n zour arm that's made 1t a little stifi
and given rkeimatism a chance at it ; and you re-enlis-
ted anl foaght the whole four years and eame out the
same Tigh private you went in and nobody's cared. You
wonidn't so much as  ask a ponsion ; and here you've
grubbed aud toiled all your life, and I've slaved and
slated, and our children—'

‘ Don't, Maria !’ protested Daniel.

“1I'H say my say,’ insisled the woman. * "Iisn't
often T speh.  Qur children have never had a rightful
chanve. ‘They're noboflies,” she went on drearily, ‘ with
st the same miscrabie outlook., Awpd you know as
vel as I, Daniel, we'll rever ke able Lo meet the nextg
interevt on ite morigage , and our home-~'

There was no reel to sreale further. The threatened
los: «f their comiortable hittle home, where they had
dwe't diuing all the years of their union and  where
therr chidren bad beent born and rearcd, was the heav-
iest shadow that overhung therr lives.

They haidt come up wilk some of their neighhors and
wore ircluded in the slow procession A carriapge dash-
el up the sircet and a portly gentleman threw the lineg
te the man in Inery beside finm and  descerdded 4o the
pavement, walking wilh a slight linyp. Mearwhile glan-
tes were evehanged. Tt was fitting that the village
maznale should honer with his presence the deathbed of
te man who had saved his Life.

Al the gate Tanicl Tolman, whe had been singu-
larly rcluctant to join his  wife in the proposed visit,
keld hack.

‘T think T won't go in, Maria. You tell Eben I'l}
ceme in after a while, when the peadle are gone.  You
inow it ain't  as it I hadn’s heen going  to sec him
pretty mieh every day since he was talen sick.’

‘ Danicl Tfolman, you come right along with me !’
zard his better half in a fierce whisper.

The  room m which Bhen Miller lay was a large
arartment on the fist floor. Faen with the curtains
drawm, the light filtered in so that the face of the vet.
eran, with s lines of pain and age, was plainly  vis-
ible to the friends who slood about the bed or gath-
ered ahout fhe open doors Teading into adjoining rooms,
As they drew near they heard his voice, in the piping
tones of extreme weakness, ask :

‘ Where's  Danicl THolman ?
come yet ?°

* Here's Mr. Holman, father.’ said his eldest daugh-
ter, a matronly woman of middle age.

CcTone! Brown, silting at the head of the besd, moved
asiee to let Holman approach.  His 1ecoenition of the
rewcomer was not a cerdial one.  Lile the rest of hisg
fellow-iownsmen, ke held Daniel Holman in lizght esteem,
recerding him 28 a man of little  foree of character,
hrrmless ard well-meaning but somewhat of a failure in
life. Few men are hindly o failures among their kind.

But Eben Miller caught at Holman’s hamd with the
first sipn of arimatien te had shnwn that day spi con-
versed with him in whispers.  Those wto  laoked on
were surprisedl to sce the eagerness in the sick man’s
face, and  more svrprised still to see Daniel Holman
shake his Fead and frown, in sullen denial or refusal of
his regie t.

Hasn't Dan Holman
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