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NOTE.

THE Letters of Major SovLk, and & sketch of his life, written
by Mrs. Soule, were placed in the hands of a lady whose ready
pen has farmished much for the press. It was expected she
wonld prepare the Memoir. Failing health and many duties pre-
vented, and she sent the papers to the writer. '

The friends of Major Soule may fail to find the Memorial all
they expected, and all it would have been had the lady referred
to been able to write the book. The compiler would say to these
who may be thus disappointed, that he has labored ander disad-
vantages. He never saw Major Soule—was an entire stranger to
him ; and more than this he was at a distance from all who were
favored with his acquaintance, when these pages were prepared.
His time also was limited, and he could give but one brief week
to the work. He hopes that the errors and imperfections arising
from these disadvantages and the harried preparation will be
passed over with leniency.



MAJOR SOULE.
I.
Tur Pireriu.

HE Pilgrim! We speak the name with rev-
@ erence. A group of saintly menand women

rises before us. We picture the Mayflower
@? and its precious freight. We witness the
‘“doleful scene of ye sad and mournful parting.”’*
We watch the perilous progress over the ocean.
We see them step firmly and trustfully on that
rock, which is a Mecca of the devout heart.

One of that band was George Soule. Born in
England in 1590, he was then about thirty years of
age. He came alone. He asked no tender, loving
heart, to share with him the perilous voyage, and the
wilderness life. His home was in the family of Ed-
ward Winslow, afterward Governor, who employed
him, In 1625 he married Mary Becket. He settled
at Duxbury ; was an active man; became a large
landholder in Middleboro’ and Bridgewater; and
‘died in Duxzbury in 1680, aged about ninety years.
Family records preserve the line of descent as fol-
lows :—George, the pilgrim, John, James, Jacob,
William, James, Alfred and Alfred B.

¢ Gov. Bradford.
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James, the grandson of George, purchased of
his grandfather, five hundred acres of land on the
banks of the Minnatuxet river. The greater por-
tion of this land is owned and occupied by his
descendants.

One says of the Soule family :—‘ They have al-
ways been frugal, bonest, industrious, obliging, and
unpretending. None have ever been arrested for
crime, or received a public charity.”

ALrrep B. Sourg, the story of whose life is told
in this volume, was the seventh lineal descendant
of George, and inherited the puritan’s spirit. He
was the son of Alfred and Mahala Scule. He was
born at Middleboro’, Mass., Sept. 25, 1825, and
died in Lewiston, Me., Feb. 7, 1864, aged 38 years.
He was as unpretending as his ancestors; and
“ blushed,” he says in one of his letters, when he
unexpectedly saw his name in print. Yet his life
was fragrant with goodness. All unconsciously to
himself, he ‘ was an ideal and an inspiration to his
fellows ; working in a ministry, kindred with thai
of Jesus ; one of whose truest followers he was.”

“We find such, thinly scattered up and down,
‘We linger at their side a little while,

Their toach is inspiration, prophecy ;
‘We bloom into new life beneath their smile.

An emanation of the great and true

Flows from their looks and tones, 8 mighty power,
An incense of the inner life, whose breath

Is torch and victory in the darkest hoar.”
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The ‘“ gentle snows of age’ descended not on
his head ; but in the midst of years and of increas.
ing usefulness, he faded away. Itis ours then to
lengthen out his sweet influence, and rear the sim-
ple shaft to his worth.

More than this,—he was a goldier. His country
called, and he went forth. IHe died not on the field,
but he returned with faltering step; and in a few
brief months he went up higher. He desired not
praise; expected it not. Yet itis a privilege to
keep green and fresh the memory of the patriotic
dead.

Again;—there is a broken circle. Little ones
who climbed his knee, and received a father’s kiss
and most loving blessing, were too young to know
his worth, and their great loss. This volume in
years to come, may tell them of him, who waits to
welcome them to the many-mansioned home.

“ God calls our loved ones; but we lose not wholly
‘What he has given;

They live on earth in thought and deed as truly
As in his heaven.,” - '
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1I.

EarrLy LiIrFek.

¢4I» VERYBODY loves me,” said the little

daughter of the saintly Philip Doddridge.

‘ Why does everybody love you?”’ asked

% her father. *‘ Because I love everybody,”
was the sweet reply. )

Every body loved little Alfred Soule. At home,
at school, on the play ground he was a favorite.
Well might it be so. His mild blue eye ever beam-
ed with kindness. ~ No rude, rough word fell from
his lips. Sprightly, genial, ever tender, his young
heart twined about all. He was esteemed by those
who knew him as *‘ seemingly faultless;”’ ** with-
out a blemish.”

* A sweet heart-lifting cheerfulness,
Like Spring-time of the year,

Seemed ever on his lips to wait;—
No wonder he was dear.”

His young life was happy; but clouds gathered.
At the age of six years, he looked upon the pale,
dead face of his father ; placed his little hand upon
the cold, white forechead. The scenes connected
with his father’s death were never forgotten. They
impressed his young heart. He seems from that
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time to have felt a peculiar tenderness for his
mother. More than thirty years after in a letter
written to a young friend, he thus alludes to this
event, and to his loving mother: “ When I was
less than seven years of age, my dear kiund father
was removed by death; or, I would call it trans-
ferred to the better land. Thus early deprived of
his counsel and protecting care, with temptations
on every side, I owe all I have, and all I am, under
God, o a faithful mother.”

¢ Ah ! mothers, mothers!” writes Rev. Dr.
Tyng, in his Memorial of his precious son,* ¢ what
a charge ye have! what a privilege of grace is in
your hands ! what a ministry from God do ye hold !
what a covenanted blessing attends and crowns
your work! Can praying mothers ever be disap-
pointed? Will you be forsaken? Nay. Trustin
God, and be doing good. In the morning sow your
seed. In the evening withhold not your hand. In
due season you shall reap if you faint not.”

Soon after the death of his father he became a
member of his uncle’s family. Loving and being
loved, childhood ripened into youth. ¢ Dear Al-
fred was always happy and contented,?’ says a
cousin whom he esteemed as a sister ; and in whose
father’s family he found a home,—*“ and I can ree
member no act of known disobedience during his
stay with us, There was little change in him need-
ful, save one thing—the giving of his heart to

* Child of Prayer~—Memorlal of Rev. Dudley A. Tyng.
1%
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God.” Early was this consecration made. In the
summer of 1840, when not quite fifteen years of
age, Alfred gave his heart to the Saviour. ‘ He
seemed sad and thoughtful,” continues his cousin 7
‘“ Hearing him supplicate the throne of mercy one
night, I well knew the cause of his sadness. A
friend asked him if he felt himself to be a sinner.
0, yes, he replied, but 1 have a trembling hope in
Christ. The change in him was not visible to the
world, for he had not been like other boys. Many
were the times during that summer, thathe, M. H.,
and myself bowed together at nightfall, before the
throne of grace. Now they are both freed from sin
and sorrow, and we ought not to wish them back.
Yet it is sad to think we shall not see them, or
listen to their sweet voices any more on earth.”

In a letter written from the battle plain, February
26, 1863, Maj. Soule says : ‘ At fifteen years of
age, I hoped that I had found Christ precious. That
hope, faint and feeble as it was, never left me. ‘It
has been my beacon star thus far on life’s ocean.
At sixteen I was permitted to unite with the church.
CUnworthy as I have ever been, it is a step that I
have nevey regretted.

How early in life he commenced to pray we do
not know. But from the time he gave his heart to
Jesus, ‘‘prayer was his vital breath.”” Ile never
neglected it. When he returned from the scenes of
the war, he made a basty call uponaninvalid. She
requested him to pray, “if there were time.”” We
must always lake time to pray,”’ was his quick an-
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swer, His pastor, in a letter written after his
death, says, ‘“Prayer with him was an abiding and
mighty resource. It made him eminent in the
church. Deeply humble in his feeling and whole
outward carriage, it gave him power over men ; in
civil and military life, it gave him certain pre-emi-
nence. He felt that a necessity was laid upon him
to avail himself of all those gifts which come in
answer to prayer.”’

Scarcely had the ‘“new song’ been put in his
mouth, before shadows again crept about him. The
uncle who had given him a home, went down the
valley, and at the age of sixteen, Alfred was left to
his own resources. The inquiry was upon his lip,
“‘what shall I do?’”’ A desire to see the world led
him to decide upon asea voyage.

¢¢ Six months after I united with the church,”” he
continaes in the letter of February 26, 1863, 1
became a sailor boy. New temptations surrounded
me. But when disposed to neglect communion
with my heavenly Father, or to shrink from my duty
to my associates, I would remember the parting
tear that fell from my mother’s eye, and the brief
prayer from her heart, ‘ may God bless and guide
you,” and the farewell kiss imprinted on my youth-

- ful cheek. When I remembered these, it always
gave me strength and courage. If it is revealed in
that great day, that I, by precept or example, ex-
erted in the least, an influence for good on one of
those ship-mates, it will also be seen that it was
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through that mother’s prayers, and the solemn
vows I had voluntarily taken upon myself,”

For seventeen long months the ocean was his
home. Stayed upon God, the young heart passed
through the ordeal of temptation and trial. He
remained true to his vows. He was as one, who
says :

« My steps I know, are mid the scenes of danger,
For sin is near;

But looking up, I pass a'ong, a stranger
In haste and fear,

This carth has lost its power to drag me downward ;
Its spell is gone;

My course is now right upward and right onward
To yonder throne.”

A shipmate, in a letter to Mrs. Soule, gives a
few interesting particulars of this voyage.

““We sailed from New Bedford in the barque Mi-
nerva, Capt. Seth B. Horton, in April, 1842, bound
on a whaling voyage in the Atlantic Ocean. We
touched at Fayal and at the Cape Verde Islands,
and at the isle of Grand near the coast of Brazil.—
From thence we crossed to the coast of Africa,
stopping for two weeks at the Island of St. Helena.
Among other places of interest, Alfred and myself,
visited here the tomb of Napoleon. We spent
some time on the coast of Africa, between the
Cape of Good Hope, and the Gulf of Guinea. Sail-
ing from St. Thomas, we reached New Bedford in
September, 1843,
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Captain Horton was a sincere Christian. He had
divine services every.Sabbath, and also evening
prayer meetings during the week. Alfred was al-
ways in attendance, and much interested. We

formed a Washingtonian Temperance Society, and
all on board, save one man, signed the pledge. That

" pledge Alfred always kept. We spent a large por-
tion of our leisure time together, and I remember
him as one of the purest and best friends I ever
had.”

Returning to lus early home, he found his mother
a second time a widow with dependent children.—
He became the father and protector. More mature
than most at his age, he assumed the responsibili-
ties of manhood. He always had a love ofbooks ;*
was a constant reader, and a close observer. Hence
his mind was stored- with a general knowledge,
which prepared him to enter early upon life’s duties.

And now the mother, who so loved to lean upon
the strong-arm of her boy, still lingers, while the
strong staff is broken, and he who was her pride
and comfort has reached before her the everlastin g
rest; but

“Js it so good todle ? and shall ye mourn
That he is taken early to his rest?

Tell me, O mourner for the man of God,
Shall ye bewail our brother—that he died ?”

*#At the time of his death he had accumulated & library of valua-
ble works.
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IIL.
Lire 1x Maxcuester, N. H.

X2 R. Soule’s “life on the ocean wave,”’ ended

$ with his first voyage. Soon after landing

%%% he removed, with his mother and her family,

195 from Middleboro, Massachasetts, to Man-
chester, New Hampshire.

Though he left his early home never again to look
upon it as his residence, he ceased not to rememberit,
and the loved friends there. In aletter to his cousin,
Mrs. E. T. W., written after he had joined the ar-
my, he says; ‘“Dear old Middleboro. Home of my
childhood. My heart is filled with emotion, as T am
reminded of the pleasant associations that cluster
around it. Tears gather in my eyes, as I recall the
dear friends who were left there. Some of them—
alas| how many,—I shall never meet again this
side of the grave. They have passed the river and
wait in shining garments, with crowns and harps to
welcome us. Let us imitate their virtues ; trust in
our blessed Saviour, and be at all times ready to
meet them in the Christian’s home in glory.”

When Mr. Soule went to Manchester he was a
young man and a stranger. Life waa pleasant. His
business, first as an operative, then, (not four years
after,) as an overseer in a large manufactory,—
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placed him in the midst of young and worldly peo-
ple. He might have laid by his professions. None
would have known it. But he carried his religion
with him. He hid not his light. He was faithful
to God. He was faithful to his employers. He
was faithful too, to those who were under his con-
trol. His language was:

“ Not with the light and vain,
The man of idle feet and wanton eyes;
Not with the world’s gay, ever-smiling train;
My lot be with the grave and wise.

Not with the trifler gay,

To whom life seems but sunshine on the wave;
Not with the empty idler of the day;

My lot be with the wise, the grave.”

In his new home he won the love of all who were
in any way connected with him. Indeed all through
life, he held a golden cord that drew all hearts to
himself. ‘‘He had notan enemy’’ says one, ‘“unless
the workers of evil and misery, disliked his efforts
to disclose their deeds of darkness. He tried to do
everybody good.”

On the 18th of December, 1848, he was married
to Miss Caroline Dodge ;—one who could sympa-
thize with him in his religious views, and aid bim
in his efforts to do good. In writing a very brief
sketch of his life, while in the army, for a young
friend, he says, ‘1 was married in Manchester, N,
H., to a devoted, praying wife, whose chief object
has been to serve God and make me happy. We
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have always succeeded in making ourselves believe
that we were the happiest family on earth.” Sar-
rounded by pleasing home influences, his hearth-
stone an altar of prayer, he gained spiritual strength
daily, to perform his works of faith and labors of
love. One of his most delightful fields of labor was
the Sunday School. He was ever connected with
it, in each place of his residence, either as teacher
or assistaut superintendent. Many will long re-
member his constant efforts to promote itsinterests.
In writing to one young friend just alluded to, who
cheered his army life with many pleasant letters, he
says, ‘* When you wrote of your attachment to the
Sabbath School, and your affection fur your teacher,
it awakened in my mind most pleasant emotions.—
In the Sabbath School I am always at home. I
have been a constant attendant from my earliest
recollections, unless when removed far from its
privileges.”

He not only loved to be there himself, but would
often take a seat by the door that he might have aun
opportunity to invite people to remain, as they were
passing out of the church.

In the address at the presentation of a sword to
him, by the Sabbath School at Lewiston, (after he
had enlisted,) is the following allusion to the inter-
" est he created, even in children; ¢ In the Sabbath
School your place is not filled. Who can take upon
them the active part you performed in our concerts.
Even the smallest child in school remembers the
pleasant, touching stories you used to tell them.”

-
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In 1857 he was elected a deacon of the church
with which he was connected. This year was a
memorable one. Not the financial crisis alone, will
fix it in the minds of myriads. The Holy Spirit’s
influences were widely, deeply felt. Churches were
wonderously blessed. Souls reached out for Heav-
en, and were enabled to rejoice in God their Sav-
iour.

The work of grace reached Manchester. Mr.
Soule entered into it with holy eagerness and zeal.
So great was his desire to labor for, and pray with
those who were struggling for the higher life, that
he laid aside his daily cares, as much as possible,
and gave himself to the sweet work of leading
souls to Jesus. Cheerfully did his loving wife re-
lieve him from home duties, and aid him in his be-
loved efforts. So full of love to Christ was he that
many caught the flame from him. His interest in
the Sabbath School became intense. His prayers
for his own class were unceasing. 8o earnestly .
was he heard to plead for them that it seemed as if
he could not leave his closet, till God gave him the
assurance that they should safely be brought into
the fold. Many of his class at that time embraced
the truth as it is in Jesus.

His prayers remind one of the incident related of
Whitefield, when he did not appear at the hour ap-
pointed for a service. A messenger was dispatched
to discover the cause of the delay. Whitefield was
found in his room, and upon his knees, wholly un-
coanscious of the rapid flight of time. As the man

2
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paused at his door, the re-iterated prayer that he
heard was, “My God, give me souls to-night! My
God, give me souls to-night!”’

It is said of John Knox that he went to a retired
place near his residence. A friend who followed
and listened, beard his imploring prayer, “O God,
give me Scotland or I die!” Then followed a si-
lence, which was broken by the repeated prayer,
“0Oh, God, give me Scotland, or I die !’ After an-
other death-like stillness, which seemed like the aw-
ful pause before an earthquake’s shock, the pent-up
soul again burst forth, “0 God, give me Scotland,
orI diel”

When Christians know the agony of prayer, the
Lord works mightily. Dr. Payson said he pitied
the Christian ““ who had no longings at the throne
of grace which could not be clothed in langnage.”

In the midst of these interesting revival scenes,
circumstances led Mr. Soule to leave the place that
had long been his home, for a residence in New
York City. He received before leaving, a note from
one of his pupils. It wasfound among his papers
after his death, and is given here. It shows how
be was regarded by his pupils ; and also what feel-
ings the Christless have for those who are interested
in their spiritnal good. The writer was one for
whom Mr. Soule had especially prayed, as she had
walked in darkness.

Maxcrester, Nov 22, 1858.
Dear Friexp anp Teacmer.—Wishing to express
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my gratitude for the kind interest you have mani-
fested in my spiritual welfare, I take the liberty to
address you. Among my acquaintances there are
none I esteem so highly, or look up to with that
degree of confidence as those who have endeavored
to direct my thoughts to a higher and holier exis-
tence. I love, my friend, to class you among that
number. How vividly have the opportunities that
I have enjoyed been brought to my mind, of study-
ing and treasuring the important truths contained
in God’s word. There is no scripture doctrine but
has been brought before our minds. We have, as it
were, been over the whole ground.

You, my dear teacher, in your easy and familiar
way, explaining so clearly, and endeavoring to en-
force these important truths, have done your duty.
They cannot fail to make an impression unless they
fall on hearts harder than adamant. The aim of
your teaching has been to direct us, who are out
the ark of safety, to Christ. You have pointed to
the promises, the invitations, the entreaties, the
commands,—yes, and the threatenings of God, to
awaken us from our stupidity, and induce us to ac-
cept of the offers of salvation. Some of .your class
have become reconciled to God through Christ.—
May you not think that you have been the instru-
ment in God’s hand, of bringing about the reconcil-
iation ! I think that you can expect that God will
fulfill his promise, (Daniel 12. 3.) and eventually
you shall shine as the stars forever and ever. I
mention this that you may not be discouraged when
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you think of your unworthy pupil. You have been
faithful. Your reward is sure. You have perform-
ed your duty—the accountability rests only upon
myself—fearful accountability. 1 have feared that
when you thought of me, it might have a tendency
to make you backward in the performance of your
duty, to those who are walking blindly. Ibeg that
it may not be 0. Speak to them. Speak plainly.
Most, if not all, will be glad of your counsel.—
Thivk of those who have profited by your instruc-
tion. Let it inspire you. * * * You go, dear
teacher, with the best wishes of your class. Where-
ever you go, may you be blest. Atlast I feel as-
sured that you will be permitted to unite with the
angelic host, in singing, ‘“worthy the lamb.”

Your Grareror PupiL.

For fourteen years Mr. Soule had been an active
laborer in the church at Manchester. His youth
and early manhood had passed. But the fleeting
years stamped more and more the Saviour’s image
upon his soul. Bonar beaatifully says, “The ocean
takes on the blue of the sky to which it looks up,
and becomes itself as purely blue ; 80 must we be-
come assimilated to that holy heaven on which our
affections are set.” It was true of Mr. 8. that he
was growing in grace, and becoming more like those
‘‘who have washed their robes and made them white
in the blood of the lamb.”

For ten years he had been the light and joy of his
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own domestic hearthstone. Two little ones,*
‘“lambs of his fold,”” as he called them, God gave
him to love and pray for, and train for heaven.—
Happy in his domestic relations, with a heart at
rest in God, life was a sunny day to him, and it was
his aim to make it so to others, and he did. For
many now speak of his genial influence and miss
the light of his beaming face.

* One more “lamb”—the little Freddy—was added to the fold
afler the removal to Lewiston, Me, His eldest born son bears the
name of his father’s beloved pastor—Henry M. Dexter.

o



2 MAJOR BOULE.

Iv.
Lire 1x New Yorx Ciry.

SINCE his marriage, Mr. Soule had never been
long away from home. His family for some
X9 months did not follow him to New York, and
? the separation cast a shadow over the hearth-
stone and deepened in his own loving heart, his
fondness for his wife and babe.

His business was such that he was most of the
time fully occupied. He found time, however, to
send semi-weekly letters to the loved ones at home,
and to keep a brief diary. A fragment of this
diary is left. The following extracts will show
something of his daily life.

Nov. 28, 1858. Started for New York. .Feelings
such as cannot be described at parting with my
dear family. Never knew before how much I loved
them. May we all feel ag did the Psalmist when
he exclaimed, ‘“The Lord s my shepherd.” .

29th. Introduced to a boarding-place, among
good christian people. Thus far the Lord has
brought me.

Dec. 1. Somewhat lonely. Blessed be God, I
can go to a throne of grace, and plead the promises.

Dec. 2. God has blessed me to-day spiritually
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and temporally. May I irust him more and more!
Attended meeting this evening., Got much spir-
itnal comfort. May I bless God for all these means
of grace, even among strangers.

Sabbath, 4th. Attended Mission School at 9 A,
M. Same charch in the forenoon. Good sermon.
Subject—Importance of Christian perseverance.—
At 2, Mission School again. At 4, Monthly Con-
cert. At 7}, Beecher’'s—Sermonon prayer. Have
derived much spiritual comfort from this day’s
. privileges.

Taesday, 6th. Went into Fulton Street prayer
meeting at 12 o’clock. Enough to refresh the heart
of any Christian. Blessed be God that in the midst
of so much wickedness, such a place—like an oasis
in the desert,——can be found!

Wednesday, Tth. Walked much to-day, which
has caused lameness. Must walk less, b must
pray more, :

Friday, 9th. Attended Fulton Street prayer
meeting. Gained strength and comfort. Resolved
to live nearer to God. Need more of that faith
which works by love, and parifies the heart.

Sunday, 12th. At home on account of lameness,
Have tried to make up for the loss of church privi-
leges by reading and writing. Wrote to wife and
daughter. May the Great Shepherd watch over
and guide them, and soon give us the comfortsof a .
home together.

Monday, 13th. Have fel{ more, cheerful than
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any day since I left sweet home. Bless the Lord,
0 my soul, and forget not his mercies.

Sanday, 19th. Thank God for the blessed holy
Sabbath, that brings rest to soul and body. See
my short comings; my neglect of the bible and
prayer. Am too much engrossed with the cares of
the world. May this be a day of prayer that my
soul may be refreshed,—that I may be more re-
signed to God’s holy will,—that I may have more
faith,—that I may get clearer views of God—and
live nearer to him,— that I may feel how much I
owe to him who has done so much for me. When
I think of the dear Saviour as condescending to
save aruined world, when I follow him to the man-
ger, when I hear him calling his disciples about
him, when I follow him as he goes about doing
good; when I go to the garden and witness his
agony,—the sins of a world passing over him,—
when I see the cross and the tomb, and finally that
glorious ascension, my heart bursts forth in grateful
praise and love for all his condescension.

Sunday, 26th. Enjoyed the privilege of attend-
ing the Mission School and Beecher’s Church.—
Bless God for these privileges. Evening, attended
Dr. Storr’s church. Subject—Deceitfulness of Sin.
The last Sabbath of the year. I cannot but be
grateful for the multiplied blessings which God has
bestowed. And when I think of short comings, my
selfishness, my pride, I cannot but be humbled, and
repent as in dust and ashes before him, and feel that
He has blessed me much more than I deserve.
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Thursday, Jan. 6, 1859. At work allday. Find
-that my worldly cares dre taking my time to the
neglect of my spiritual comforts. Must seek God
more in prayer. ]

Sabbath, 16th. Heard two most interesting,
practical sermons. God grant that they may enable
me to grow in grace and in the knowledge of my
Saviour.

No diary of later date is found among his papers.
The above extracts are but the brief jottings during
days of hurry and care. But they show his daily
spirit. The reader will mark the frequent ‘bless
God !” and ‘thank God!” With Mr. Soule these
were not trite words, or well-worn expressions ;
they were the out-gushings of his grateful heart.—
His happy, genial, loving disposition was ever find-
ing something to call forth pleasure and gratitnde.
He could see the silvery, shining lining, where oth-
ers saw only the cloud. He was the embodiment
of humility and consequently a very happy Chris-
tian. The words of the sweet, holy poetess, Miss
Waring were true of him: ’

“Alowly heart that leans on Thee,
Is happy anywhere.”

His letters written to his family and friends, were
filled with expressions of love for souls and devotion
to his Master’s service.

In April, 1859, he was joined by his family.—
‘*“We found, indeed,”’ writes his wife, ‘‘a beautiful
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home in New York, but it was not happy New Eng-
land.” Not only the health of her little family,
which geemed affected by the change, but other
considerations, led Mrs. Soule, unknown to her
husband, to pray that they might find & home in
Lewiston, Maine. We will give the circumstances
in Mrs. Soule’s own words. Itis a beautiful illus-
tration of the power of prayer. It is another
instance of God’s loving. watchfulness,—of His
compassionate remembrance ; another proof of His
readiness to hear and answer his dear people’s
pleadings.

“Yes, for me, for me he careth,
‘Witha brother's tender care;

Yes, with me, with me he shareth,
Every burden’ every fear.”

Mrs. Soule writes .—‘“We can bring all our little
cares and troubles to One, who, though the world
depends on Him, has time to care for the sparrow.
It became my earnest prayer that an opening might
be made for us in the vicinity of Lewiston, Maine.
My feeble cry was heard. My prayer was answered,
while I was yet speaking. The answer came in the
form of a telegram to Mr. Soule :—** Will you take
charge of one of my rooms in Lewiston, Maine.”
My heart went heavenward with a thank God, for so
soon and so kindly answering my petition. It was
unlooked for and unasked for by my dear husband.
He did not feel that his interests called for the
change. I frankly told him what my feelings had
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been ; how I had prayed earnestly for the home,
and gave him my reasons. I told him that I thought
the telegram was an answer to prayer ; and felt that
I should sin did I not express my feelings fully to
Him. He was surprised to learn that I was not
perfectly happy ; and regretted that I had not ex-
pressed these thoughts before. I told him that no
benefit would have arisen from it; it would only
have marred his happiness, and certainly, that would
not have increased my own. We carried our case
to our God. We asked Him what our duty was.
The way was made plain. We could not fail to see
the finger of Providence pointing eastward. Soon
we were ready, and on the fifth of August we
~ started for our new home. I felt it would bea happy
one. There was the consciousness that the blessed
Saviour was going with us, and would dwell with
us. Our hopes were realized. We found a home
awaiting us that proved to be as we wished.”

Mr. Soule’s residence in New York was brief, but
he connected himself with the people of God. He
felt it to be a peculiar and happy privilege to be
numbered with those who were journeying upward.
An old Catholic legend is, that Jesus gave a visible
mark to his followers in the apostolic days; hence
Paul’s utterance, ‘I bear in my body the marks of
the Lord Jesus.” Mr. Soule needed no other mark
than that open, beaming face, and those ever-ready
words and acts to “tell to allaround” that he was
a disciple. He was aliving preacher. *‘‘There was
oue argument I never could forget,” said a young

LY
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man who once claimed to be an infidel, it was the
consistent Christian conduct of my own father.—
Through that I was at length won to the Saviour.”
Winning and attractive were the words that fell
from the lips of Mr. S., but his daily walk proved
therc was power in the religion of Jesus to make
life happy and delightful. He could ever say as
Matthew Henry did in dying, “A life spent in the
service of God, and communion with Him is the
most comfortable and pleasant life that any one can
live in this world.” )
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V.

Lirg 1 LewisroN, Mainx.

“@UR path is marked by changes,’” sings a
sweet modern poet, ‘‘ and a pilgrim’s garb

we wear.”” But these changes sever us not

from God. ¢ Wherever I go,”” said an
aged christian, ““I find God my Saviour, and he
gives me blessed work to do.” The language of
Mr. Soule’s heart as he entered upon new duties,
is expressed in one of Bonar’s hymns of Faith and
Hope : —

“As different scenes of life arise,
My trastful heartwould be

‘With Thee, amid the social band,
Insolitude with Theo.

Midst hourly cares love would present
Its incense to thy throne;

And while the world my hand employs,
My heart be Thine alone.”

At Lewiston he had charge of rooms in the Hill
Mill. As soon as he was established, the prayer-
room was the first place sought for. ¢ In that
room,” says one, ‘‘he always claimed a seat.”
Nothing ever detained him, were it possible to be
there. Mrs. Soule says, ‘If friends were enter-
tained by the family, he would say when the hour

3
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arrived, ‘I have an engagement at the prayer meet-
ing one hour ; if you cannot go I shall be happy to
see you_on my return.” Upon one occasion, think-
ing callers might consider him disrespectful, I said
to him, * Had you not better remain at home to-
night?” ¢ Not unless you can goin my place,” was
the reply. He would say, * Friends in the place
ought to know that this hour 43 as sacred as the Sab-
bath. I do notintend callers shall detain me from the
prayer meeting.” Family prayer was observed at
an early hour that we might all be together. He went
from the altar to the prayer-circle, and usually came
home saying, ‘We havé had such a good meeting.’’’

During the summer of 1862 there was an un-
usual interest in religious things. The church
first felt the power of the Holy Spirit. Then
* many were added to it" ““such as shall be saved.””
¢ There seemed to be,” saysone, '‘ a re-conversion of
God’s people.”’ This revival found Mr. Soule eager
to do with his might what his hands found to do.
His desire and aim was to lead souls to Christ.—
Meetings for prayer were held morning and evening.
He never failed to be present at each. He sought
first for anxious souls, and directed them to Jesus,
and prayed with them. Ile often carried timely
tracts, to give as they seemed to be needed. It
was frequently late when he returned from the
evening meetings ; ‘‘but,”’ writes Mrs. Soule, * he-
never sought for rest of body till he had thanked
his Saviour for what he had seen and heard.”

The following incident will be read with interest.
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1t shows how fully Mr. Soule relied upon divine
guidance. His confidence in prayer was exceeding
strong. At no time did he allow himself to engage
in any effort, without first seeking divine direction.
The circumstance is written by Mrs. Soule and we
give it in her words. ,
““There was to be a meeting at Brunswick, of
much interest. Many of the young converts in-
tended to go. Mr. Soule hesitated about attending.
I selfishly advised him to remain at home. Said he,
¢« perhaps I have something to do there. I will not
go, unless I think I have!’” His prayer ever was,
‘ Direct me in the path of duty.” He came from
his work that afternoon, undecided. ¢ Are you
going, Alfred?’ I said. ‘I don’t know yet,” said
he, and went directly to his room. I heard his
voice in prayer, and knew that the case would soon
be decided. He came below stairs in a short time
and said, ‘Ithink I will go, Carrie, I have something
to do there.” He went; remained at the inquiry
meeting. He conversed with many ; but at length
feeling disheartened and disappointed, he took his
shawl to go to the cars. As he was leaving he
noticed a young lady, sitting alone, thoughtful and
sad. ‘This may be my work,’ thoughthe. ‘I have
prayed to beggseful here. This may be the oppor-
tunity. I must improve it.” He spoke with the
stranger. She told him she was wretched and un-
happy. He directed her to the Saviour; prayed,
and then prayed again. Soon he héard her exclaim,
¢ Christ is precious.” Together they knelt and ren-
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dered praise for the light God had given. They
parted friends in Christ, though strangers even in
pame. His heart was full of joy because he had
directed one more soul to Jesus.”

There was a deeper joy than he had known be-
fore, when the sweet inflaences of the spirit, led his
eldest child and only daughter to consecrate herself
to Christ, when but eleven years of age. The
many prayers offered at the home altar and in the
closet were answered. According to the faith of
the parents so was it.

“O happy to have given
The unbroken heart’s first fragrance unto heaven.”

We insert here a note written to this daughter,
who left as a gift, a beautiful pocket-bible upon
his dressing table ; and the thanks which his lips
could not utter, were presented through the medium
of the pen.

Lewisror, May 22, 1862,

My Drear Ewua :—1 take this way to express
some of the thoughts suggested by receiving from
you this morning, the beautiful copy of the Holy
Bible. I will not say, ‘to express my feelings,”
for words cannot express them. When I opened
the Bible, and saw who it was from, my heart was
full ; so full it could only find relief in the tea:s
which it was impossible to restrain. * * * I was
not weeping for sadness or sorrow, but for joy. I
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thought of the words of our Saviour, *“It is more
blessed to give than to receive;’’ and I prayed that
this blessedness might be fully realized by you.—
Then came greater joy, and more abundant weep-
ing, when I remembered that you had expressed a
hope that you had taken this Book as your counsel-
lor, and the guide of your life ; that you had listened
to its invitations, and had faith in its promise of a
blessed immortality beyond the grave ; and could
say with the psalmist, ‘* The Lord is my Shepherd.”

I accept this precious Book, hoping that I may
find new beauties from day to day ; that my love to
God may grow warmer ; that my faith in His prom-
ises may be stronger, as I peruse its pages.

May the Bible, my dear Emma, be to each of us,
the Book of books ; and may an everlasting joy in
heaven be, that it taught us the way of salvation,

From your loving—

Farner.

At Lewiston, as at Manchester, Mr. Soule was
chosen a deacon of the church. He performed the
duties of the office in L. for some time previous to
his election. He was admirably fitted for this posi-
tion. He never aspired to places of distinction,
yet . where duty called, his cheerful answer was,
“ready.” Wordsworth says, ‘“small service is
true service while it lasts.”” Mr. Soule realized
this, and was faithful in the least, as well as faithful
in much. He entered heartily into all Sabbath

8%
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School labor. He took a lively part in the Sabbath
School concerts. The children always expected a
**story”’ from him, and he did not disappoint them.
His zeal was manifest in the meetings of prayer.
Long will he be remembered by those who will
hear his voice no more, till they meet himin heaven,
and mingle their praises with his around the throne
of God and of the Lamb.
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YL

Tae ENROLLNENT.

4@ HALLT go ! was the query of Mr. Soule,

when Sumter's guns and President Lin-
coln’s first call for men stirred every loyal
heart. Prayerfully was the question pon-
dered. Readily the ranks were filled ; cheerful and
hearty was the response. Mri. S. saw this. Hence
he decided that it was not his duty to go then ; but
that he must hold himself in readiness. He devoted
much time to drilling with gun and sword, saying
often, * when duty calls, I am ready.” The months
passed along. He drank in the intelligence as it
was wafted day after day from the battle-fields.
Disasters,. defeats, successes, had their influence
upon him. Finally he heard the voice in his soul."
Duty was clear. The way was plain. In Septem-
ber, 1862, he enrolled himself as a private in Co. A,
23d Maine regiment. He was chosen captain of
the company and ten days later major of the regi-
ment. The regiment went into camp in September
and remained till the 18th of October, when they
were ordered to leave for the seat of war, They
enlisted for a term of nine months.
We quote here the words of Mrs, Soule: * The
fall of Sumter and the defeat at Bull Run called
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loudly in his ears. Soldiers however were 50 easily
obtained he did not think it his duty to go then. I

began to feel that my selfish prayers that our quiet,

happy home might not be disturbed, werereally to

be answered. I was indeed happy. But God had
a work for him to do for his country; a place for

him to fill. Thank God it found him ready and wil-

ling. With a cheerful spirit he engaged in the.

work, trusting in the God of armies.”

‘“ It never seemed to me,”’ continues Mrs. Soule,

‘ that he offered himself in the capacity of a fighting

man ; though he would not have proved a coward

in battle. I shall never forget the last argument
he used to persuade me to give my consent to his

entering the service, Ihad reminded him of his
little children ; no father ever loved his children

better. I had reminded him of the sad home he

would leave for us all; of his own privation and

suffering ; of the possibility of his not returning.

He answered, ¢ All this is nothing in the balance

with duty ; and then there are four influential men,

"who will enlist if I do. They can do good if I
don’t. Shall I encourage them or not?” I was

silent. He continued, ¢ More than all, there are a

number of young men going from our charch.

Many of them are young converts. They are not
prepared for the temptations of camp life ; some
one must watch over and encourage them. I think
I have their confidence and may do them some

good. I can never go without your consent, and
now if I could only hear you say *yes, you may

go,’ my duty would be clear.
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How could T say the word that would take from
me a part of my very life ; the dearest and best of
husbands ; the truest and kindest of fathers; leaving
to us a home only in name, without the sunshine
of his presence. * * * I saw I was refusing my
dear husband the privilege of duing his duty to the
thousand men, with whom he would be constantly
associated. He loved their souls, and desired to
befriend and save them from rain. Btrength from
above was given. Grace helped me to triumph.
‘Go, my dear husband,’ I said; ‘and I will
care for our dear little children, and try to live for
your sake and theirs. Do your whole duty. Be
faitbful to the dear souls with you. Youknow I
shall never cease to pray for you. God will take
care of the rest.” ”’

T most sincerely believe,” wrote Major Soule to
his cousin, Mrs. E. T. W., “ that God called me to
make this sacrifice. 1 enlisted from a desire to dis-
charge conscientiously my christian duty; with a
firm and steadfast resolution to do what I could
both for the temporal and spiritual good of my as-
sociates. I feel it was mot only a duty but a privi-
lege.”

To another he writes, * When the last call for
troops was made I decided, after prayerful consid-
eration, that it was my duty as a christian to
enlist ; not merely to defend my country, (though
that was a sufficient motive,) but to do all I could
for the moral and spiritnal welfare of those with
whom I might associate. I had felt for a long time
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that one of the greatest evils that would be brought
upon the country by the unholy rebellion was the
moral evil incident to camp life.”

Honor or emolament had no place in his mind.
His motives were pure. His acts were true. Ina
letter to a dear young friend, he penned words that
are a precious legacy to his children. Words that
are a condensed history of his life. Words that
show clearly, truly, concisely what the man was,
and with what motives he enrolled his named. He
writes : *“ Without aspiring to be what the world
calls.a hero, if I can feel the consciousness of having
done my duly faithfully, 1 shall be abundanily re
warded.”

With such simple, holy desires went Major
Soule forth. Was it no sacrifice? ‘It was with
no small degree of sadness.”” he says to his cousin,
¢ that I took leave of the dear wife of my bosom,
and the tender little lambs of my fold.” To anoth-
er he writes, *‘The thought of the great sacrifice
came to me with force. I was most pleasantly sit-
uated, even more so than ever before, in my busi-
ness relations. Then my dearly loved wife and
children !”” Other ties bound him; the church;
the room of prayer; the sabbath school. These
are wondrously dear to hearts that love the sweet
fragrance of a Saviour’s name. He loved, and was
loved in return. But he hesitated not. When
duty was plain, ¢ he left all.”’

The little pocket bible—the daughter’s gift—he
chose for his constant companion. His bible class
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gave him a beautiful bible to be used at devotions in
camp, and the sabbath school an elegant sword, belt
and sash.

They were presented by Miss Miranda Fogg, in
behalf of the school and his scholars, on Monday
evening, September 29th. A large company gath-
ered in the charch on the interesting occasion. The
following is an extract from the address of Miss F.
read at the time:

¢« My friend you did not shrick from your duty in
this hour of your country’s peril. You arose in
the strength of your noble manhood, and are going
forth to do battle for the rights of your country
and your loved ones. We know the sacrifice you
have made. We know that the voice of a fond
wife, and the prattle of your little ones fall like
strains of rich music upon your heart. We koow
that you love them so well that no other arm can
strike so strong and true a blow for them. You
have not asked, the poor widow to give her darling
boy, or the sister to give her pet brother as a sub-
stitute for you. In our hearts we thank you, and
respect you for it. ’

We cannot tell you how much we miss you in
all the old familiar places where we used to hear
your voice. When we have met here for worship,
yonder seat looked very lonely while you were
away. And in our social meetings, how have we
missed your voice, with other voices that went '
forth with you, which we used to bear so often in
exhortation or in earnest supplication at the throne
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of grace. And in the sabbath school, your place

is not filled. Who can take upon them the active

part performed by you in our concerts? Who ean .
interest us so much ! Even the smallest child in

school remembers with pleasure the pleasant,

touching stories which you told them.

This Sabbath School wishing to prove to you its
respect and esteem ; and that you may have near
you while away some remembrance of the pleasant
hours we have passed togetber, has chosen me as
its representative, to present to you this sword.
Thus armed Masjor Soule, we prondly send you
forth to the battle-field. We would not keep you
back if we could. Well we know we could not if
we would. We know that sword will never be
drawn, except in the cause of right, Wherever it
is drawn may you remember that this Sabbath
School is expecting great and brave things of it.
May our prayers encourage your heart, and nerve
your arm fo be true in its aim.” * * #

After the sword had been *“ buckled on,” and the
warrior stood before the people ‘* equipped for the
conflict,”” Miss F. placed in his hands the Bible.
Those whe knew Major Soule best, heartily re-
sponded to the words which were then utiered,
alluding to the * sword of the spirit,” as the most
appropriate weapon fer bim who sought to do good
to the souls of men. Everybody understood that
the one great aim of the soldier before them, would
be to watch over and guide those whose principlcs
were not firm enough to endure temptation alome.
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Bravely he grasped the sword; but to him the
Bible was the mighty power he wished to wage in
the midst of the dangerous scenes of camp life.

We deeply regret that the reply of Major Soule
is not preserved. It is said to have been in his
peculiar, tender style, and affected every heart.
The uncertainty of the future; the thought that
they might be listening for the last time to one who
had been so true and so faithful to their souls; the
heroism and christian love manifested ; and the
beautiful spirit of devotion to Jesus, stirred every
soul, and many prayers followed the soldier, as he
left his home once again for his place in camp.

A short time after his return to Portland, he
wrote to Deacon Murray, his companion in office
in the church, and thus alludes to the gifts of his
friends :—

Oct. 11, 1862.

* % T cannot express my heartfelt gratitude.
I hope these tokens may not only remind me of my
duty to my couatry, but also of my responsibility
to God, and my obligations to the sabbath school.
They have provided me with a trusty weapon; and
what is infinitely better, they have promised to
pray for me, Can I shrink when the contest
comes, knowing those prayers will be as a wall of
strength about me 2 Though my lot be to fall in.
the first encounter with the enemy, or to waste
away of disease or accident in camp, whatever be

4
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my fate, it is my most earnest prayer that I may be
perfectly resigned to my Father’s will; and if I
fall, to fall as a faithfal christian soldier at my post
and doing my duty.”

The regiment left camp Abraham Lincoln, at
Portland, the 18th of October, and on the 20th
reached Washington. A few days after they were
stationed near Great Falls, Md., to perform guard
duty. For the nine months of service Major Soule
mostly had command of detachments at various
points between Great Falls and Poolesville.

On the route to Washington a circumstance oco
curred which united Major Soule, his wife and chil-
dren in an endearing friendship with another home
circle. As the incident is so pleasant, and as it
linked the two families 8o closely together, this
volume would be incomplete, were the reader not
made familiar with it and its results. The circum-
stance will be related with the hope that others will
be induced to give even the cup of water in the
name of Jesus; for they shall in no wise lose a rich
reward. )

Major Soule loved to speak of the incident. He
frequently alluded to it in hisletters, and among
his latest words were expressions of loving remem-
brance of that precious household. In the follow-
ing chapter the reader will be made familiar with
the new friends and the simple circamstance which
occasioned a friendship so pleasant, abiding, and
endearing, between the two families.
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VIL.

Epex Hoxe.

%N a quiet city stands a little brown cottage,
called ‘“ Eden Home.”” ' The honey suckle
C/© twines about the trellis, and the little bird

builds its nest close by the door. Flowers of
every hue, add to the beauty of the little garden
plot. Numberless bocks, and music, and pictures,
make the interior of Eden peculiarly attractive. The
inmates of this dwelling are happy people. The
husband’s genius and researches have given him a
widely known name, and a justly earned reputation.

The sweet verses of the wife have echoed in so
many homes that many love her who have never
gseen her. - Ask those whom she has comforted and
cheered; ask earth’s “little one’s’” who have come
to her for guidance and help ; ask the wide circle
of intimate and endeared friends what they think
of that devoted wife and mother, and they will
readly, lovingly tell you.

One daughter—the only child,—is the light and
joy of this fireside. The only child? Nay. The
precious baby Clarence, though transplanted, is
never out of remembrance.

“His was the cup of life to sip,
But not to drain its brim;
. He put it lightly from his Hp
And went to sleep again.”
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Who is that little one, whose pattering feet are
heard in every room? whose sweet voice echoes
everywhere? It is a sister’s child, the beautiful
Lillie, Three years has she lived. Three years
the hearts that have longed to clasp the lost baby
Clarence once again to the loving bosom have
clung to this little one. The love that would have
been lavished on the angel babe, has all been given
to this fair child. Happy, happy family! Well is
it that the dear circle gathered there on the morn-
ing of October 18, 1862, could not draw the curtain,
and look a little beyond. God wisely brings his
saints step by step into the furnace.

On that October moruing mother and daughter
were twining the fading flowers of Autumninto
wreathes and bouquets. They had been told that
Maine soldiers would pass that day through the
city. They knew the train would pause at the
crossing, in full sight of their windows. These
flowers were for soldiers. This was not the first
effort to cheer the soldier on his way. It was not
the last. Heaven only knows the numberless
deeds those hands have wrought for our country’s
boys. Many and many a prayer has gone up from
battle plain and hospital—** God bless her 1"’

Before us, as we write, lies a letter. It was .
not written for the public eye. But it lifts the veil,
and shows the spirit of consecration, the loyalty
and love to God and our country in that quiethome ;
and so we gather a fragment for these pages :—

«The day that the tidings reached us of the
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attack on Fort Sumter, I solemnly consecrated
myself anew to God, and the service of my country.
That her interests should be paramount to every
earthly consideration was the resolve I then formed,
and in the performance of this pledge I awaited for
whatever opportunities offered themselves. I laid
aside all my own work, and took up that for the
soldiers ; knitting or sewing as was most needed.
Every regiment that passed our windows I met at
the crossing, and gave pinflats, flowers, written
articles, singing books, and whatever else I could
get, to the men who were going to fight our bat-
tles. And in this labor of love I was assisted by
the whole neighborhood. Our Eden was the meet-
ing place. Once our little family sat up all night
watching for the train, and went down to see the,
soldiers just as the day was breaking.”

The happy inmates of Eden Home were glad-
dened on the morning of October 18th, by the
presence of many of the children living near. They
brought flowers which they too, were to scatter
among the soldiers. With them came a little boy
of eleven years. A little card was attached to,
his boquet, upon which was written, ‘ May God
bless you, and return you to your friends.”” His
*name was also added.

The rumbling of the engine was heard. The
. little group went to the train. It paused a brief
moment and the flowers were scattcred. A slight
circumstance this. But ‘ God’s providences turn
on pivots exceeding small.”” The boquet of the

4%
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little boy fell into the hands of Major Soule. The
train moved on. The soldiers pursued their long
journey. From the far away plains, Major Soule
wrote to the little lad. This letter was read in the
/7 sabbath school with which the child was connected ;
and afterward published. The printed letter was
seen at Eden Home. She, whose efforts to cheer
and comfort the soldiers were 8o unwearied, saw
from the spirit that pervaded the letter, that such
an officer would exert an influence for Christ in his
regiment. Brief words of encouragement were
sent to him, to which he at once responded. It
was the beginning of a correspondence that was to
comfort Major Soule in the midst of hardships and
privations ; that was to draw the soldier’s loving
.wife and the lambs of his fold into a sweet and
ever enduring friendship. And not this alone. It
was to cheer her who performed so many deeds of
love, for her country’s defenders, during the long
months of suffering aud sorrow that followed.

O the changes of a few brief months! The
precious darling—the happy Lillie is with the
angels. Major Soule has finished his course and
received his reward. Eden Home is in the haunds
of strangers. She whose love prompted those
many deeds, after enduring anguish such as rarely
is mingled in an earthly cup, is creeping slowly
back to life again. The soldier’s widow and the
drooping invalid, happy in each other’s love, thank
God for a friendship so singularly commenced.

*How little I thonght,”’ wrote the sufferer months
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after, to Mrs. Soule, * that God had so many bless-
ings in store for me. I asked him to go with me
as | went to meet the train that was bearing far
away all that made earth home to many.. I told
Jesus if it was consistent with His holy will, I
desired to be made an instrument of good to some
of those brave men who loved their country more
than their lives. low strangely this prayer has

-been answered by opening fountains of happiness
which have nourished and comforted my soul dur-
ing these months of suffering.”

The prayers ascending from Eden Home were un-
consciously mingled with the prayers that went up
from the hearthstone just made desolate ; for Mrs.
Soule writes ‘“ My prayers were then ascending
from my solitary home, that God would raise up
friends for my dear husband, to comfort and cheer ’
him.” ¢ Bow can I speak her worth,”” adds Mrs,
S. ¢ Becoming interested in us, she spared no
efforts to mitigate our sorrows, and add to our
comforts.”” Three years from that time Mrs. Soule
writes again : ** The presentation of that boquet
was indeed a small thing. But when I review the
past, I remember how my dear Alfred left his
sweet home and endeared friends for a company of

- strangers ; to go he knew not where ; to suffer he
knew not what; and I remember how I plead with
my God to raise up for him friends, and I see how
signally those prayers were answered—a bunch of
flowers given by a little boy was the means used.
I take much comfort in thinking that God governs
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the litlle things in life ; that our little trials and
wants are noticed and cared for by Him, I think I
can join with my dear little Freddie when he sings,
‘ Mamma, God is very good.””’ -

Not this family alone love the name of this worthy
woman. Suddenly stricken with disease while
watching the dying bed of the idolized Lillie, when
away from home, months passed before she again
crossed its threshold; and during this time nor
love norskill could banish the sufferings. But the
ever busy hands, and the ever active brain could
not be idle. Many were the plans devised to aid
the soldiers ; and hundreds of dollars through her
instrumentality have beer collected and distributed
to those ¢ who coant not their lives dear.”

The reader will peruse with interest Major Soule’s
letter to the little boy :

Hzapquarrees 230 Mamne Rre'r. }

November 26; 1862.
My Drar Youre Frizxp:— Passing through
, with the 23d Regiment, I received a bean-
tifal boquet. On it I found a card with the follow-
ing inscription, ‘* May God bless you, and retarn
you to your friends. J. Howard Hay, aged 11
years.”’

I had just left a praying church. Many of its
members had promised to pray for me. I had just
left a dear sabbath school. Many of the scholars,
even as young as yourself, had promised to pray
for me. Ihad just left a dearly beloved, praying
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wife, and three darling children—the eldest a
praying girl. Both wife and daughter said they
would pray for me, I believe all these prayers
will be the effectual fervent petitions, which, we
are told, avail much. All said to me, Do your
duty, and trust in Him who doeth all things well.”
So Ileft my dear home, and all its pleasant asso-
ciations to share the dangers and privations of a
soldier’s life. But I left with a cheerful heart,
knowing there were many praying ones behind.
The parting tears, (I am not ashamed to own that
I shed them,) were scarcely dried on my cheek,
when I reached Receiving your little gift,
and reading your little prayer, they flowed afresh
from my eyes. They were not tears of sadness or
sorrow, but of joy to know that another prayer was
offered in my behalf. Itawakened in my wmind such
pleasant emotions, that I thought you should know
that such little acts of kindness are appreciated,
and most gratefully remembered. One object in
writing to you is to encourage you still to cheer
those who are doing their duty. If you have noth-
ing to give but a cup of cold water, say to them,
““God bless you,” and you have the promise that
cannot fail—‘Ye shall have your reward.” Will
you continue to pray for me and for all who are in
our country’s service?

Yours truly,
A. B. Soug,
Major 23d Maine Reg’t.
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VIII.
ExteRiNe vPoN SErvIicE.

44 20T the rebels shoot my papa, they will not kill

him,” said the little son of Major Soule;

I ask God every night to take care of him,

and I know he will.”’ It may be that those

infant prayers, and the sweet confidence of the

child, preserved that dear father, and returned him

to his home; though he came back but to die.

_ Well would it be if older ones could exercise the
same simple yet beautiful trust.

Many others besides that little one, prayed
daily for the christian soldier, who went forth
saying, he * would do what he could.” How well
he performed his duty gleanings from his letters
and the testimony of his friends will show.

Lieut. Col. Luce in an affectionate tribute to his
memory gives a beautiful picture of his army life.
We present it to the reader here,

#] first became acquainted with Major Soule
when the regiment went into camp at Portland,
Sept. 10, 1862. I have no recollection of having
ever seen him before. 1 went over from the city to
the camp, and was told that Co. A, from Lewiston,
was the only company which had arrived, and that
it was commanded by Capt. Soule. I went.imme-
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diately to his quarters, introduced myself, and
entered into conversation with him. From that
moment till we were mustered out, no two officers
or men of our regiment were more familiar or inti-
mate than we were. I remember perfectly well just
how he looked the first time I saw him ; and the
impression he made upon me. He impressed me
as an honest, out-spoken, and fearless man. Such I
‘always found him. For a number of months we
¢ tented’”’ together; and I never heard him make a
remark about officer or man while we were alone
that he would not willingly have made in their
presence.

In this respect his independence was remarkable.
I recollect on one occasion that a lieutenant came -
to him, and desired him to recommend him to the
Governor for promotion. The Major, perfectly hon-
est, and perfectly regardless of the ill or good will
of the officer, replied, ¢ No, Sir. You have military
knowledge enough, but your moral character is such
that I cannot recommend you.” In regard to rec-
ommending men to position, he was one of the most
strictly conscientious men I ever knew.

He was also a man who was never ashamed to
avow his principles. More than one hundred times
I have seen officers ask him to drink intoxicating
liquor,—whiskey,—the universal drink of the army,
and which many officers think not incompatible
with temperance to driek,—and I have seen him in-
variably refuse ; not by making excuses that he was
not well, or that he had just drank, or that it did
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not agree with him, &ec., which many temperance
men make, from fear of wounding the feelings of
some friend, but with the answer, polite, but de-
cided, ‘ No Sir, 1 thank you, I never drink.’ And
he never drank a drop of intoxicating liguor while
in the army, to my knowledge, and I should have
known it, if he had.

His willingness and anxiety strictly to perform his
duties as an officer was remarkable. I have given
him orders to perform duties which were necessary,
but very irksome and difficult, and also those which
were very agreeable and pleasant, and I never de-
tected the slightest difference in the way in which
he received the order, or in which he performed it.
There was no faultfinding ; no asking if it would
not be better to do it in some other way, or if some
other officer could not do it just as well. I never
koew him either to ask or intimate that he would
like to be assigned to some pleasant duty, or to
intrigue for promotion. He seemed perfectly re-
signed to the position, and his highest desire seemed
to be to perform his duties faithfully and well. And
he did his duties faithfully and well. A more faith-
fal officer I never saw. He required. no looking
after. If he was ordered to-establish a picket line,
or lay out a camp, or do any duty whatever, his
superior officers had the most perfect confidence
that it would be done and well done. He was one
of those few men of whom it can be said—* he i3
reliable.’

He was deeply interested in the wclfare of the
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men both as to their moral and physical condition.
I often told him he ought to have Chaplain’s pay in
addition to Major’s, as he performed a chaplain’s
duties. He was constantly visiting the tents, and
quarters of the men, to see that they werein a
healthy condition; and distributing papers, and
looking after-their wants in various ways. I recol-
lect on one occasion he came to my tent, and said
he wanted to borrow my “fly.” He was going to
build a chapel tent if he could get *flys" enough.
I let him have mine of course. In a day or two,
with the help of the men, he had erected a tent
large enough to hold two hundred men. And al-.
most nightly for some time, it was used for prayer
and temperance meetings. He was always present
at these meetings, talking and aiding the guod
cause.

I don’t think he had an enemy in the regiment.
On the contrary he had hosts of friends. One had
but to know him to love his honest, generous, kind-
hearted qualities. He was my beau ideal of a christian
soldier. He was not ambitious to gain reputation
as a military man; but rather to do all the good
he could to the cause of his country while in
service. Ifa man ever enlisted from pure motives
of patriotism, it was Major Soule. The love of his
country, the desire to aid in suppressing the rebel-
lion, and to do all the good he could, while so aiding,
seemed to be his only ambition. No officer in our
regiment was more respected thanhe. And now as

5
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I meet them occasionally they always speak of his
death with profound sorrow.”’

With this picture of the man before us, we turn
to his writings to catch further gleamings of the
spirit of this christian soldier. His letters were
‘“legion.” ‘‘Twelve a week,” he says in one of
his home missives. They were not all religious,
but contain the every day events of camp life. Bat
with scarcely an exception the devout aspirations
and desires of the soul are miugled in each.
Religion with him was an abiding, all-pervading
principle. The first letters we quote, were written
soon after becoming established at Head Quarters,
at Cross Roads, near Great Falls, Md.

To his brother-in-law, Levi Podge, M.D., of Jamaica
Plains.

““ My dear brother: The trip to Washington was
pleasant. We stopped at Jersey City ; then again
at Philadelphia, where we had a most glorious
reception. Truly the city well deserves the name it
bears—‘‘ city of brotherly love.” We arrived at
the ‘“ monumental city,”” on Tuesday morning. We
were detained there about eight hours, and so we
marched about and were hailed with cheers, flags,
and other demonstrations, such as we did not
expect. Odr progress to Washington was so slow,
that we did not arrive till eight in the evening. We
were met at the depot by a Corporal Somebody,
and ordered to a low, damp camping ground for the
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night. I thought this hard. The night was cold,
the men without any covering. I resolved if there
were a place in Washington large enough for the
23d regiment, they should bave it that night. About
nine o’clock I succeeded in finding two buildings,
private property, and obtaining consent of the
owners, got the boys all in; four hundred in one;
six hundred in the other. I did not fare quite as
well as the rest. There was so mach piled upon
my baggage, that I could not get my blankets;
and as I waited till all the boys got in, I had to lie
by the door, and was so cold I could not sleep. I
could bave goneto a hotel; but thought I would
take my chance with the rest.”

To Dea. Murray.

Heap Quarrers, 23d Me. Rea'r,
November 3, 1862.

‘ My dear friend—I am cozily seated in my tent,
before a large open fire, and think I will fulfil my
promise to write you. We are in camp, in the
vicinity of the Potomac, 22 miles from Washington.
The countryaround is rough and rocky. Itabounds
in poor roads, (if roads they can be called,) forests,
creeks and small streams, never guilty of having a
bridge across them. The people, though in com-
fortable circumstances, are ignorant and indolent ;
and do not have many modern conveniences. In
going back from the river there is great improve-
ment in the appearance of the country and people.
There are but few slaves here, I am told that most
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of them have left since the war commenced. The
deserted cabins testify to the truth of the statement.

We had a pleasant journey to Washington.—
Arrived Monday, Oct. 20; and remained till Sat-
urday. Then started for this place and arrived
Sunday noon in a heavy rain storm. The men,
thoroughly wet, lay down at night with nothing
but shelter tents to cover them. They came out in
the morning, however, cheerful as ever.

One man died yesterday, Newton, of Andover,
Me. Ie leaves a wife and four children. 1 learn
from his acquaintances that he has ever been an
active, working christian. His work is now done.
Keen must be the anguish of that widow and those
fatherless children, when they receive the sad intel-
ligence. May our heavenly Father sustain them.

We have been obliged to abandon our prayer -
meetings. We have no tent large enough to hold
more than six at a time. The weather is tvo cold
to have them out of doors, except in the day time.
We had preaching yesterday ; the first opportunity
since leaving home. 1 have proposed to have
prayer every day at dress parade. The question
is still under deliberation. I think it will not be
favorably received. I have been thinking that it
would give me a great deal of pleasure to step into
your prayer meeting in the chapel ; and to mingle
my petitions with yours and others. But I have
the satisfaction of knowing that they will all ascend
to the same Father in heaven, though" we are far
apart. It is cheering to think when I approach the
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mercy seat to lift up my feeble petitions, in behalf
of those I love, that thelrs at the same moment may
be ascending for me.’

To Mr. W. J. Burnham.
Nov. 6, 1862.

‘ We have been obliged to suspend our meetings
for the want of accommodations. If we stay here
much longer, Iintend to have a church built.—
There is lumber in the woods, and men enough who
are willing to cut it down and fit it together.—
Enough men have already offered their services to
build it in three days.”

To his brother Harry he describes his situation.

Nov, 20, 1862.

“ We are now located at a place called Cross
Roads, near Great Falls, Md., Montgomery Coun-
ty. I have two tents. One I occupy myself, the
other is for my two boys, (groom and waiter.) I
have a little camp stove to keep me warm ; a bed-
stead made by driving stakes into the ground, and
poles and barrel staves laid across; a nice table
made of an old bread box ; and four stools made of
crooked sticks and pieces of board. I have a real
tiger for a horse; kind, smart, and tough. I call
him ‘ Nig.”” I ride usually from ten to thirty
miles a day, in various directions. * * When
one comes to streams, (and they are very frequent)
he has to wade through. I have practised my horse
in leaping ditches. I have made him leap more
than six fect. It shakes me somewhat, however.”

b*
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To his Wife.
Nov. 28, 1862.

“ My dear €. Yours came safely last night. I
need not say it was welcome. * * * You speak of
the female prayer meeting. I am very glad you
find it convenient to have it at our house. I think
I realize more and more every day the power of
prayer. Also the necessily of being much at the
throne of grace,

It is the holy Sabbath mommg I can imagine
you getting the dear children ready for church and
Sabbath School ; privileges we cannot fully appre-
ciate until we are deprived of them. I do not
know as we shall attempt to have services. It has
rained all the week, it is quite cold and looks like
snow. It is by no means prudent for men to
stand out of doors. I have a plan matured for a
charch. Should have built last week, had the
weather been pleasant. If nothing prevents shall
commence it to-morrow.

Nov. 25th. * * * [ commenced yesterday, after
considerable opposition to build 2 meeting house.
1 detailed thirty men yesterday noon. Before night
we had cut all the timber, got the frame up, and
covered one side, and a part of the roof. The Chap-
iain and I have worked on it at odd times to-day,
and it is all done, but one end. We think of dedi-
cating it, Thanksgiving day. It is 25 by 48 feet.
The frame is made of oak poles ; the sides are cov-
ered with shelter tents and cedar boughs : the roof
is covered with the ‘* flys”’ of the officers tents. I
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proposed to get along without mine, for the sake of
a church, and got eleven officers to do the same.
Then I had more good luck. I found and bought a
large old stove, a mile from here; placed it in the
church ; and we get it warmer than I ever knew
the church at home to be at this season. Now we
can have preaching every Sunday, and evening
meetings as often as we please. I received a letter
from mother to night. I write to mother, Frank or
Laura once a week ; so you will not need to send
my letters to them.”

To his Daughler.
‘“Nov. 80, 1862.

“My dear Emma: Your darling letter came
safely last night, and made me very, very, happy.
You speak of your little prayer meetings. I am
very glad you have them. Ask the friends who
meet with you to pray for me, that I may be able to
do my whole duty., I know prayers from those
lambs of the flock will give me strength.”

He adds a postscript to this letter, which will
rewind his friends of the pleasant and lively way he
sometimes spoke. ‘‘He was ever genial,”’ says
one, * yet ever gerious.”’ '

““Dec. 1—6}% o’clock, A. M.
““When I went to bed last night, the wind blew
furiously. I thought it was using its whole force
to push along the first day of .winter. But there
was never ‘a bug, snug in a rug,’” that slept
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warmer than I. Guess you would laugh to see me
roll myself up for the night.”

We have seen that Major Soule entered the army
with the single aim to do his duty. Most of his
letters breathe a desire to be of benefit, *“ tempor-
ally and spiritually to his associates.”” And he did
labor for their good. When he found there would
be no active service during the winter, that the
army would be seemingly idle, his ever-ready spirit
chafed a little. ‘“ We are rusting out,”” he writes,
“in winter quarters. We can build fortifications,
make rifle pits, and watch the rebels night and day ;
but when can we fight them and send them home.”
Then he adds, characteristically :—“ My trust is in
God, who will work in his own way.”” And again:
¢ Our generals may plan our battles, and our brave
soldiers may fight them, but the strength is not
here alone. Prayer is the power that moves the
arm of God. While we are trying here to do our
duty faithfully, christians at home, our wives,
mothers, and children, have the power to work, - 1
sometimes think bhave the power to do the greater
work.”’

Notwithstanding his expectations were not real-
ized in being in active service, he was satisfied that
he was in the way of duty. He had no desire to
relinquish his efforts for good. About this time, a
flattering situation, as agent of a mill at Pittsburgh,
Penn., was offered him. Mrs. Soule forwarded the
telegram. The true, noble, christian spirit, shines
out in his reply.
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“Nov, 80, 1862,

¢« My dear Oarrie: Yours of the 22d was received
last night, with the telegram. I have given the
subject prayerful consideration. I am not able to feel
that I can conscientiously or honorably accept the
offer. Perhaps I over estimate my influence and use-
fulness in my present situation. Iknow itis not very
great. Bat I sincerely believe it is God’s will that
I shall do what I can for the moral and spiritual
welfare of those connected with my regiment. The
offer 1 know is tempting. Perhaps it is the very
temptation to test my faith ; to test my allegiance
to my God and my country. IfI put the question,
¢ In which place can I be the most useful,’ and not
‘ where can I make the most money,’ the answer is
very plain; so plain that I should not dare decide
to go. No, my trustisin God. He has bountifully
provided for us in the past. I will still trust that
he will do so for us in the fauture. I confess that
my inclination to accept the offer, is perhaps, as
strong as yours. But 1 am quite certain if you
were here, and could see things as I do, you would
say that my duty is plain. God who has always
been 8o kind will never leave or forsake.”

In his reply to the proprietor of the mill he says:
I could not feel that I had done my duty, as I
promised myself and my God that I would, if I left
here now. I cannot express my gratitude for your
interest in me; and should there be an opening
when my term of service expires, shall be most
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happy to accept it, as it is doubtful if my situation
can be saved for me at Lewiston.”’

To Miss Miranda Fogg.
‘“ Nov. 30, 1862.

““ My dear 8. 8. pupil: It is now the close of
another holy Sabbath. Often during the day have
I thought of the Sabbath privileges at Lewiston,—
the Sabbath school, and my dear class. I have
from necessity spent the day somewhat differently
from what was my custom at home. Perhaps youn
would like to know how. Being the field officer, I
had to put on full equipment, mount my horse, take
a general view of things in this brigade, and report
at brigade head quarters. Then I went back to my
own quarters, took off sword, belt and sash, and got
ready to go to church-—our new church. Heard a
good sermon from Rom. 12. 1. We proposed to
form a bible class this evening at six o’clock. We
could not do it this afternoon on account of the
monthly inspection. This inspection must come on
the last day of every month, therefore it does not
always come on Sunday.”

He then describes the manner of inspecting com-
panies, and continues :

“Then I will tell you of the bible class, or Sab-
bath school. We met at six o’clock to organize.
There were about forty present. Strange to say
the Major was elected Superintendent! * # * Yon
speak of the good prayer meetings, and the prayers
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offered for those who are away in the service of
their country., That is just what I like to hear.
Those prayers give me courage and strength to do
my duty ; give me faith to believe the day near,
when this unholy rebellion will be crushed. May I
ask you to continue to pray for me. Ask the class
to pray for me. Ask those little lambs of the flock
to pray for me. Ask everybody who will, to pray
for me. I need all the prayers that can be offered
in my behalf. You ask me to write to the class or
the Sabbath school. I will try and do so soon.”

We cannot refrain from quoting a portion of the
reply to this letter, found among Major Soule’s pa-
pers. We do so without permission. But the
stranger will learn from it how the absent soldier

- was loved at home. Through the letter runs a vein
of pleasantry, peculiarly refreshing doubtless to him
whose life had little of the cheerfulness of home.

Miss Fogg to Maj. Soule.

* * * ] have a confession to make, aod you
may imagine that I have gone down on my knees
to beg your pardon. ButI am 8o far out of the
way that the Major’s fingers can’t reach my ears. I
thought your letter was too good to keep all to
myself. So I read it to the class one evening,
when I bad them all up in my chamber, They were
much pleased with it, and wished to be remem-

_bered to you when I'wrote. I thought it would
interest the Sabbath Bchool. So I banded it to Mr.
D. M. A, and asked him to read it to the school.
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Last evening we had our Sunday school concert,
and he read it there. Itseemed like seeing you,
and bearing your voice. After it was read Mr. C.
got up and spoke in a very pretty way about the
offer you had received of an agency ; and how you
had stoutly put away the temptation, and clung to
your duty and principle. Then Rev. Mr. D. said he
bad known of no nobler sacrifice than you had
made since the war commenced. And no man
could wish for a prouder inscription upon his tomb-
stone than could truthfully be written upon yours.
Then Mr. L. made a prayer wholly devoted to you,
and those connected with you in arms. And while
he made an aundible prayer, I presume there were
many silent ones went up from hearts gathered
there, that had known and loved you. I doubt if
there is one now in the army who is followed by so
many prayers as you. Somehow we all feel as if
we had a claim upon you,—had a right to remem-
ber you with pleasure, and to pray for you often
with fervency and faith. God grant that when
your labors are well and faithfally done, you may
be restored to us, the honest, high-minded man, and
earnest working christian that you went out from
us. There, Major Soule! You see we all make a
great time over you ; that you have been lionized,
heroized, and every other ized. I should not dare
to tell you so much, only Iknow that you are not
vain enough to be puffed with pride, and it is sweet.
to know we are appreciated, when we have earn-
estly sought to know our duty, and have faithfully
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performed it. But God has given us a safer guide
than the public pulse, to know when we have done
our duty well. Itis sweet to have Qod’s approval,

though the world may sometimes frown upon our
deeds.”

Magjor Soule to his lLitlle son Henry.
““Dec. 5, 1862.

“My dear Henry :—It is snowing very hard
to-day, and not baving much to do, thought I
would write to you. J sent you a drum head some-
time ago, and mother writes that you have received
it. I hope you will bave a good time drumming.
We have ‘“lots’’ of drumming here. We hear it
nearly all the time. We have two little negro boys
as black as your shoe. They are as full of fun as
. they ean be, and make fun for the soldiers. We
have three dogs, two of them are big ones. My
horse is & nice little fellow, I go out every morn-
ing and pet him, and let him kiss me. I guess he
wants to see you; for he almost always looks
“around when I go up to him. Mother says you are
a very good boy ; and you don’t know how glad it
makes me. I wantyou to try and be just as good
as you can. Don’t forget to say your little prayers
every night. Ask God to take care of your father.

I love to have little boys pray for me.”

To his Wife.

“Dec. 9, 1862.

* My dearest C. :—The mail goes to-morrow. I
6
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must send paper and envelope if I dont write any-
thing ; for it bas become a habit to send by every
mail. Ireceived my gloveslast night. It took me
a half hour to get all the raisins out. I could ima-
gine how Emma and Henry chuckled over them,
when they stuffed them in. Tell them they will
get their pay sometime.

The Angel of Death has hovered over our camp.
Nine have died since we left Washington ; five
since last Saturday night, and there are three more
who cannot long survive. The funeral escort of
two who died last night, has just passed. It
awakens in my mind, sad and serious thoughts.

Seven o’clock. It is Tuesday evening. I am
thinking of your prayer meeting. Would like to
be there ; but perhaps I may receive the benefit of
" those prayers. * * * My love to H. and M. and
lots of kisses for the children. God bless you sll
Good night.”

To hs Litle son Henry.
“ Dec. 14, 1862,

“My dear Henry :—It is a warm, beautiful Sab-
bath, and I want to write a fow lines to my dear
little boy. I only rode to head quarters to-day to
report at nine o’clock. Yesterday I rode alt day,
and took seventeen prisoners and two teams of six
mules each. But they were not rebels. Most of
them were soldiers belonging to the 39th regiment.
They were tearing down a barn so as to steal the
boards. I marched them up, and put them under
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guard—team and gll. Two men and another team,
belonging to the 10th Vt, I took also for stealing
rails from a fence.

To-day we have had a meeting in the new meet
ing house, and at one o’clock we had a Sabbath
school. Fifty-three were present. I suppose you
think it looks rather strange to see fifty-three men
in bright buttons, &c., in a Sabbath School. Well,
it does seem a little odd tilL one gets used to it.

- But they are a8 much interested in etudying their
lessons, as the little boys and girls I bave seen at
home. We had for the lesson to-day, Matthew 5,
1—17. Next Sunday we take to the 22d.” ~

To his Wife.

“ Dec. 14, 1862

“ My dearest 0. .— * * * We bhave had preach-
ing by the Chaplain in church. S8hould think 350
were present. ®* * * We have very good news from
Burnside. I suppose you get it sooner than we
do. We have heard nothing reliable since Thurs-
day last; but suppose he is still fighting. Hope
he will push on vigorously. We are all anxious to
have one brush with the rebels, or we shall have to
go home from an inglorious campaign ; though we
shall have the satisfaction of doing all they have
given us to do.

Dec. 20th. I did not have a letter ready to send
Friday morning—the first mail I have missed since
we have been here. I was officer of the day, and
too busy to write. Had to visit the whole line of
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pickets after half past four, Itis éight or ten miles,
and I had to go half the distance after dark. Rather
romantic if not pleasant to ride through woods and
fields, and no roads most of the way. I could take
direction by a star; but when Nig brought my eyes
in contact with a limb of a tree I could see many
glars.,

Have been hard at work, building a stable. Just
finished it, when orders came to have the whole
brigade ready to march to-morrow morning. The
brigade is to guard the river from Great Falls to
Poolsville. Qur regiment is to take from Great
Falls to Seneca. Muddy Creek will be our head
quarters. .

This will break up meetings, Sunday school, &c.,
which I very mach regret. Such are the chances
of war. Iam going to make the best of it. Our
marches mostly come on Sunday ; but it cannot be
helped. Iam going to make the best of that also.
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IX.
Muppy BrawcH.

AJOR Soule was heartily and lovingly labor-
ing for the welfare of his men when the
% orders came to change situations. This
y emded his pleasant efforts in many direc-
tions. He could not, after the change, gather his
““boys’’ about him for Sabbath instruction, or to
lead them in prayer. Nevertheless, he found ways
to speak the * word in due season.” No opportu-
nity escaped him. ‘* When I inspect” he writes,
“ ] always make it a point to say s few words in
behalf of our country, and also for my blessed
Saviour.”” At another time he mentions one of
these occasions, when he enforced the duty of
preparing for death, and being ready to follow their
comrades who had just passed away ; he says, ‘I
could see eyes fill with tears.”” He ever spoke
with tenderness. His words fell upon the heart.
In his cheerful way, he alludes ta this seemingly
unpropitious change :—*¢ There is no great loss
without some small gain. I am satisfied it is true
in this case, for the men of my command are less
dissipated, and much more orderly than when with
the regiment.”
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His new headquarters were at Muddy Branch ;
and from there he writes to his wife :

“ Dec. 24th, 1862.

My dearest C. :—Moving is now the order of the
day. We moved last Sunday ; and to-day orders
came to send six companies to Edward’s Ferry.
They will go on Tuesday, and leave the Major here
in command of four companies, to guard eight miles
of the river.

Dec. 29th. * * T made a call by invitation
yesterday, on one of the rich planters of Maryland,
about two miles from here. Had a pleasant time,
and a cordial invitation to tea, but declined. They
have many negroes, though he pretends to be a
good Union man. I did not have any talk with
him about the peculiar institution. * * * I met a
very intelligent slave a few days ago. Had a long
talk with him. He is a blacksmith, and earns for
his master from three to seven dollars a day. He
has had eight children sold South ; and another is
owned by a man near here, who whipped him go
severely when a child, that he became an idiot. 1
asked him if he ever knew a slave that did not
desire frcedom., He said there was ‘ not a man so
old or a child so young, but would thank God, and
go without a regret.”” He told me he was confined
in Frederick jail four months, for telling some rebels
“ they might as well try to climb a tree backwards,
as to think of fighting the North.”” He has a wife
and family in Washington, who are free. He is

-

T
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allowed to go and see them once in three weeks, ' I
told him he was free in Washington, and must
improve the opportanity, and not come back. He
said when he got ready he should pick up his things
and say, ‘‘ Good-bye Massa.”” He is strong in the
- faith that they will be liberated soon. This is the
idea of all the slaves I talk with.”

Tuesday evening, 30th. We had quite a time
last night. At ten minutes past twelve, a mounted
orderly from Poolesville arrived with a dispatch
from Col. Davis, and another from Col. Virgin,
notifying me that arebel cavalry force, 1000 strong
were between me and Washington, with four pieces
of artillery, and threatening to cross the river, 1
soon made up my mind that if they attempted to
cross they should have a warm reception ; and sent
orders to the men to lay on their arms. Also -
doubled the force of pickets and patrols, and sent
two mounted patrols up and down the two paths.

I think the rebels found out in some way who
was here, and thought it was not prudent to fall in
with him. They did not show themselves. I went
down the Polomac this morning below Great Falls,
but can only report as newspapers have for a year
and a half—*“ All quiet along the Potomac.”

In writing to his wife Jan. 1, 1863, he alludes to
the flowers received on his route to Washington,
and the letter he had written to the little boy, whose
name and age were attached. The letter was
published, and the paper forwarded to him. He
says :
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“ Our long-wished-for mail has come te-dsy. 1
seccived & kind letter from yomw, also one from
mother ; snd meny papers,—Independent, Lewis-
ton Journal, Maachester American, Missionary
Hersld, snd Gazette. The last I send teo
you. On our way to Washington, 1 received &
boquet from a little boy, with a card attached, on
which was the following—* May God bless you,
and retarn you to your friends.”” So after we were
fairly settled at Cross Roads, 1 wrote, without
expecting to hear from him again; and was snr-
prised to~day to find the letter published. I rejoiced
thet it gave the little fellow 8o much satisfaction.
But it makes me blush to have my name 8o con-
spicuously before the public. But if it can be the
means of encouraging one little heart to do geod,
I have not the least objection.”

In a letter to Miss M. F., Jan. 21, 1863, he
alludes to the letter that was read in the Sabbath
School concert:

“1 could not help feeling that you were making
too much of a &on of me in Lewiston. If you but
knew how much selfishness there is in my besrt,
and how often I fail to do my duty to my God and
my associates, you would weep over my short
comings, and censure me for my lukewarmness. I
bave been connected with this regiment five months,
and have often remembered the promise I made to
you and christian friends; ‘ that I would do all I
could for its moral and spiritaal good,’ and as often
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have wept when I saw how poorly that promise has
been kept, how many opportunities had been neg-
lected, with the poor excuse that circumstances
were unfavorable. But I feel more deeply impress-
ed with the magnitude of the work and the great-
ness of the field. Itisa time when all God’s people
must work. It is a time when all God’s people
must pray. * * * Poorly as I have performed my
duty I feel that what has been done was in answer
to the prayers of faithful christians at home.

The sixty Tract Journals* were received, and as
we have no Sabbath School now, I distributed them
among the men. If the class could have seen the
eagerness with which they crowded around for
them, it would amply have repaid them.”

® % & «]t is the holy Sabbath, but it is hard to
make it seem so. Although the Sabbath might be
better observed than it is, there are many things to
prevent its being strictly devoted to God. Itis
only as I read His word, or bow before Him in
prayer, that those blessed associations seem to
cluster around me, and only in meditations that those
fond recollections of past privileges (enshrined in
my heart) awaken me to realize that it is God’s
holy day.”

To his Wife.
T had been to breakfast, and got on my dress-
ing gown and slippers, had my feet before a good

 His class furnished him with fifty coples of the Tract Journal
and other papers, every month,
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warm fire, and congratulated myself, that though
the elements raged without, I should not be discom-
forted; when suddenly there was a crash, and the
pice log house was flat. The fact was, Charlie cut
down a tree, ten or twelve inches through at the
base, and it fell the wrong way. You would have
laughed to have seen the ruins. There were
weapons, uniforms, camp furniture, books, papers,
and every other thing in the most conglomerate
state ; while the Major—poor Soule—had his head
sticking up in the middle. It was snowingina
perfect sheet. My first thought was to have an
auction, and sell to the first bidder. Thanks to the
fortunes of war, better councils prevailed. I seemed
to myself like the hero of an almost lost battle as
I gave directions for rebuilding. In about three
hours we were covered again. Charlie was so
scared, I did not scold much. Told him not to do
80 again—knew he wouldn’t, for there was no other
tree near,”

Feb. 19, 1868. I am astonished when I think
how fast the time has past since we have been in
the servicee. Now we are well advanced on the
last half of it. It doesn’t seem as if we had begun.
Perhaps we may accomplish more the three months
to come than we have during the six months that
are past. If we don’t I feel we shall not do much.
I shall be almost ashamed of such an inglorious
campaign. But God orders all things. If we do
our duty it is all he requires ; whether those duties
are great or small.”
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To Miss M. Fogg.
“Feb. 21, 1863.

“ My dear friend:—T am exceedingly rejoiced to
hear that the Sabbath School is in so prosperous a
condition. It is certainly cheering to learn of its
increase in numbers, and of its growing interest.
Hope soon to learn that many are seeking an inter
est in Christ. We ought at all times to keep this
in mind that the chief aim and object of Sabbath School
tnstruction 18 to lead souls fo Christ; a most glorious
result for which our united efforts and most fervent
prayers should never cease.

It was hardly practicable for me to distribute the
papers at the hospital as you wishéd, so I divided
them among the three companies under my imme-
diate command. Will try and make arrangements
the next time to distribute a good supply in the
hospital. ®* * * My love to all the class; tell them
they are not forgotten; for when in our evening
devotions we read from that precious volume, (a
gift from them) I am reminded of the promise made,
that I would pray for them. Bowing before the
throne of grace, my feeble, (O how feeble) petitions
are made in their behalf. I want to hear that they
are all earnest, praying christians, O it is worth
infinitely more than everything else that can be
enjoyed to feel for one moment that we are in
Christ’s fold; that our names are written in the
Lamb’s book of life. It has seemed many times to
me that situated as I am, far from home and those I
love, that I should have nothing to cheer me, were
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it not that I could come with all my sins, my trials,
my cares, my burdens, snd lay them before my
heavenly Father. * * * We are very comfortable
here. But when a furious blast sweeps aronnd my
cozy domicile, I am reminded of the thousands of
poor fellows who have nothing but shelter tents to
cover them, and almost involuntarily I ask our
heavenly Father to protect and bless them.”

To the friend of Eden Home, then, and for some
months after sick, away from home.
““ Feb. 27, 1863.

1 feel entirely inadequate to make a suitable
reply to your warm-hearted and encouraging letter.
But I assure you it gave me pleasure beyond the
power of language to describe. It would indeed
have been a source of great pleasure to have taken
you by the hand as the train tarried for a moment
near your Eden Home. But I hope this pleasure
will be realized on my return, unless it should be
the will of my heavenly Father, that my unworthy
life should be sacrificed in this glorious cause. Even
in that event (to which I would hope to be cheer-
fully resigned) it will comfort my dying moments to
have the blessed assurance of meeting you in that
“Better Land.” I am not so devoted a christian
as you suppose ; nor what my blessed Savior would
" have me be. My chief source of grief now is that
I have made so little progress during the more than
twenty years that I have professed to be a follower
of the meek and lowly Jesus. Notwithstanding
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this, I now enjoy religion and communion with God,
more than ever before, aud I feel more deeply im-
pressed with its power.

We have not as yet been exposed in battle, but
have met with a most formidable enemy i that
insidious foe—disease. We have lost one of our
best men, this week, of typhoid fever. * * * Ile
was one who did not leave his religion at home,
when he went into camp ; but seemed to live near
to God, and tried to exert an influenco for the
upbuilding of His kingdom here on earth.

He left a praying wife at home, and three dear
little children to whom he was very tenderly
attached.

A few moments before his spirit left its abode of
clay, he said,—‘ Oh! what a blessed thing it is to
feel resigned to the will of my Heavenly Father!
Now I can cheerfully leave my dear wife and chil-
dren in His all-merciful care.” ]

I asked myself can this confidence in God, for a
moment be compared with wealth, honor, or any-
thing that this world can bestow ? Tho’ a stranger
to you all, you may yet beinterested in knowing
something more about him. His name was Charles
H. Kimball, of Livermore Falls, Me., and he died
Jan. 17, 1863, at Great Falls, Md., aged about 30
years. Though he vearly laid aside his earthly
armor, we trust he is clothed in a brighter and a
heavenly one; and is marching to music, which is
infinitely beyond our conception.

His memery, with others who have fallen, shall

7
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still be enshrined in our hearts, and may the dear
ones they have left to mourn, have our warmest
love and tender sympathies, and a faithful interest
in our prayers, until we meet where war is known
1o more.

It is a cause for gratitude to God that so many
dear ones are praying for our army at home, and
that the fervent * God bless you,” has fallen from
8o many stranger lips; and I, as one of that number,
will still try to do something for my blessed Master,
while in the service of my Country. He has given
me many praying friends to cheer my hours of
loneliness in my soldier’s home, and though far
away from them all, they strengthen me by their
prayers, for every duty now devolving upon me.”

The allusions in this letter to the death of the
goldier, elicited the following comforting stanzas,
which were forwarded to Major Soule, and by hin
sent to the afflicted widow—Mrs. Kimball.

In many a form God’s angels come,
Their work on earth to do;

But oh! how sad their mission was,
Poor sorrowing heart to you.

And yet to him of thy own life,
So long the dearer part;

Death had no power o’er him, save thig,
To still that loving heart.

It could not take the living faith,
Or dim the glorious crown ;—
It only pointed to the cross,
And bade him lay it down.



-~

MUDDY BRANCH. 79

With cheerfnl heart he gave np all,
Though wife and babes werc dear;
The deathless soul—that priceless gem,

Could trinmph evea here!

“ How blessed,” said the dying voice,
“ To me is now God’s will—

To leave my dear ones i his care,—
Whose love, their hearts can fillL”

Oh! what a joyful honr that was,
‘Which opeacd wide the door;

That hides the great Unseen from ns,
‘Who still must suffer more.

By faith he saw his father’s house—
The angel's waiting round;

And knew that soonm his feet would walk
On Canaan’s happy ground.

How glorious was the glimpse he canght
As death rcmoved the veil ;

For shining hosts were gathering near,
Close by the boatman pale.

‘The strong brave heart that gave np all
For Freedom’s God, and Right,
Was like a Hcro in the war—
A conqueror in death’s fight?

'And now the victor's erown is his,

‘Which only these will wear, -
Who faithfal prove te all life’s trusts
Committed to their care.

‘This thought will bring you joy, poor wife,
‘When time has soothed the wound,
Made by a Father’s loving hand,
In whom swect peace is found.

May His dcar arm be round you now,—
‘Your precious babes still spare,—

And when you reach the golden gate
You'll find your husband there.
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To 8 , of Eden Home.
‘“ February, 1863.

My dear young friend :—There are many bright
and cheering land marks that have presented them-
selves to me in life’s pilgrimage. Tbere are many
kind acts and words of encouragement, which I have
received from the dear christian friends who are
enshrined in my memory, which have left an im-
pression never to be effuced ; which ever cheer
through the world ; and will, I hope, increase my
capacity for happiness in the ‘“ christian’s home in
glory.” - With these I class you and your kind
letter, overflowing with christian love and sympa-
thy. Can soldiers feel discouraged? Can they
ever shrink from duty? Can they turn from the
path in which God would lead them? Can they
for a moment fear to face any danger, or to make
any sacrifice, when such prayers are being offered
in their behalf? Pray on, my dear young christian
friend. Our country needs your prayers. Pray
on. Our soldiers need your prayers. It will give
them courage, and cheer them through hardships,
sufferings and dangers to a glorious victory. 1
have never before been so fully impressed with the
power of prayer, as within the past few months.
My dear wife asked in oue of her letters last week—
“Do you not feel desponding or discouraged??’’-
No! I can not despond when I remember that so
many petitions are offered in my behalf. 1 cannot
be discouraged when I know so many warm hearted
christian friends are bowing before the throne of
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grace ; perhaps at the same moment that my feeble
supplications are made. 8o I always write cheerful
letters. It isnotin my heart to write a desponding
one. Are you not afraid ! was asked of a general, *
& true soldier of the cross, in the midst of the dan-
gers of a late desperate battle, No, said he, I have
@ praying wife af home. Who can say that more
“has not been accomplished in putting down this
rebellion by the praying souls ‘at home, than by
those who have taken the field.””  * * *

The following Poem, by an inmate of Eden Home,
was suggested by the beautiful incident respecting
General Howard, referred to in the letter just
quoted :—

THE POWER OF PRAYER.

Bless God for praying wives at home,
For noed there is of prayer,

Since dear ones stand in danger’s front,
Whose periis they would share.

Bat strong the arm on which they lean
And God {8 with them there, -

To shield them in the deadly fight,—

To nerve the hand that strikes for right.

And He who called them from their homes
To guard the “ stripes and stars,”

- Will give them strength to crush their foes,
‘Who raised the “ cross and bars.”

How blessed will our fair land be
‘When heard no sound of wars!

When peace shall fold her snowy wings,—

No note to mar the song she sings.

* General Howard, of the Freedmen’s Burean,

T*
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Then let the voice of prayer be heard,
Borne forth on every gale;

To keep the heart still pure and warm
And clothe the soul with mail.

For lion bearts like those we watch,
‘We know will never quail !

For dear ones plead their cause in prayer,

Thus all their burdens they can share. -

Pray on dear wife, the strong brave heart,
That pledged to you its all,
8till lives to feel the power of prayer,
‘Where brave men round him fall.
And if his place is by thetr side,
He answered duty’s call.
And tarned from home with ready heart
To bear with cheerful zeal his part.

God bless our brave and loyal men
‘Who dare to do or die ;—

And thoungh no kindred call them mine,
Ours is a common tie.

And when we plead for those we love
We will not pass them by.

. Thus God will keep his angels near,
‘While many a Jacob wrestles herc.

March, 1863.

To his daughter Emma.
¢ March 1, 1863.

“ The storm was so severe to-day that little birds
flew into the cook tent. Joe caught four or five
and brought them in here. But they didn’t like
go much refiuement, and did not staylong. Don’t
think they wanted to enlist. * * * I suppose you
have not forgotten to pray for me ; that is of more
consequence than anything else you can do for me.-
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I don’t want to be selfish but want you to pray for
and with your dear cousins and friends, When I
think of the christian’s home in glory it cheers me.
When I remember how many prayers are offered in
my behalf I feel that I ought to be ready to make
any sacrifice. Kiss Henry and Freddie and all the
babies you see, for me. Good night. God bless
you all is the prayer of your doting Father.”

To his Wife.
“ March 7, 1863.

* x ¢You seem to be disposed to discuss the
question of my going back into the army, after the
time of service has expired. But I will waive-all
thought on that point, and only say that my motto
is, ¢ That in duty only do we find any real pleasure.’
And things may look differently in June both to
you and myself from what they do now. So let
us make the best of present blessings and privi-
legcs, trudting in him who doeth all things well,”
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X.

Epwagrp’s Ferry.

HE last of March, Major Soule’s companies
were ordered to Edward’s Ferry, Md. As
soon as this place was reached meetings and
Sabbath Schools were again established, and

he entered into these labors with his usual devot-
eduess. While here he also had the sweet pleasure
of liberating numbers of God’s ¢little ones,”” who
had been broken and crashed by years of servitude.
He pointed the way to happier and more secure
homes ; and gave them his prayer and blessing. In
his own soul he heard the precious utterance of the
Savior, ‘“ye did it unto me.”” He did this at his
peril. He was ordered to desist. Bat he remem-
bered a sweet home, and little ones who climbed
upon his knee. He saw before him fragments of
home circles; hearts that yearned for lost ones;
hearts whose affections were as strong as his own.
He hesitated not. He helped them northward,
where they could gather with no fear of auction
block or lash. Mrs. Soule thus alludes to his
persistence in these acts of tender love, after he
was ordered to desist: ‘It was not a feeling of
disrespect to his country’s laws, or the command of
superior officers; but the feeling of Christ’s dis-
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ciple of old when he said: * We ought to obey
God, rather than man.” When the law of God and
humanity, interfered with those of his country,
conscience told him which to obey ;’’ and in one of
his letters he alludes to army discipline in a manner
that indicates true regard for it. He says, * much
as I should love to visit my dear ones at home, I
would not violate a single rule or regulation of the
army, or an order of a superior officer to do so,
even if I was not permitted to go for ten years.”

To his daughler Emma. '
« April 16, 1863.

“ My dear Emma : I believe you owe me a letter,
but having a few moments, thought I would tell
you a story. There was a young lady who had a
writing desk presented to her last Christmas. She
promised to write to her father once a week. I
suppose she has. But the letters have been mis-
carried for he has not received them oftener than
once a month. Well, now he has a very nice lady’s
horse, which he intends she shall ride when he gets
home. .But one of the conditions is, that he shall
get the weekly letter. Now he will probably be at
home about the 29th of June, and I don’t think it
any more than fair that he should make that condi-
tion, do you?

We have a very pretty camp here, but have no
idea how long we shall remain. We have had two
meetings ; one in the hospital tent, and one last
Tuesday on the parade ground. Intend to organize
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the Sunday School next Sunday, and have prayer
meetings next week. Kiss Henry and Freddy lots
of times for me, and all the children you see.”

To §&———, Eden Home.

““ My dear friend:—A t{ear gathers in my eye,
and my heart kindles with ewmotion, as I read of the
loss of your dear little Lillie. It is not necessary
for me to remind. you, that He who said *I am the
Resarrection and the Life,” has taken her in His
loving arms, and adorned her with bright garments,
and a crown of beauty, infinitely beyond our con-
ception. When you sing that beautiful song ;

“There’s a fresh little mound "ncath the willow
‘Where at evening I wander and weep,
Therc’s a dear vacant spot on the pillow
‘Wheze a sweet little face used to sleep,”—

You can feel confidently assured that she has
joined the angelic hosts ; that with them

¢ Around the throne of God in heaven,”

she is singing praises to Him who sitteth upon
the throne, and to Him who said, ‘‘Suffer little chil-
dren and forbid them not to come unto me, for of
such is the Kingdom of Heaven.” What a blessing
that we know little ones go to enjoy the bliss of
heaven. * *

I had an opportunity this morning to violate the
law of my country; in my official capacity to put
one poor slave beyond the reach of his master. He
was an intelligent man, about twenty-one years of
age. He came to my quarters and told his story.
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Ile said, *‘ me and my old boss had a little difference
last night. He shot at me twice with hia ’volver,
and 1’se skedaddling, to get away from him.”
After questioning him sometime, I gave him some
breakfast, a pass for Washington, a letter to Dr. B.,
filled his pocket with hard bread, took him down a
mile below the lock, to escape observation, and put
him across the canal in a small boat, and bid him
God speed. He went off with a thankful heart. I
thus laid myself liable to arrest and punishment;
bus I have a clear conscience, and as long as I keep
that, nothing else can trouble me.”

To Mr. W. J. Burnham.
‘¢ April 28, 1863.

* % # «] have had an opportunity to allow six
slaves to eacape, within the last eight days. I
know I am liable to arrest ; but shall keep on doing
so while I have the opportanity. You see I have a
perfect working underground railroad. Our pickets
extend sixteen miles, and when I get one inside the
first post, no one can follow him without a pass,
which they probably would not get from me, If
they go to head quarters, it will delay them a half
a day, and I can bother them another half, and by
that time they can get into Washington where they
will be safe. hd *

Last Sunday we had about thirty-five present
at our Sunday School. Have prayer meetings
in my quarters, twice a week. Have fixed up tem-
porary arrangements so that I can accommodate
thirty or forty.”
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To the Inmales of Eden Home.
) “ May 6, 1863.

* * ® « My undergound railroad is in successful
operation. Sixteen bond men, women and children,
passed over it this morning, on their way to liberty.
This makes twenty-six within two weeks.”’

Under this date he speaks comforting words in
regard to the lost Lillie:

¢ Dear Lillie, I had begun to love, and longed
for the time when I could clasp her in my arms.
But our blessed Savior had a higher than earthly
mission for her ; and she has gone to him with a
clearer, brighter, purer faith than we shall ever
attain on earth. I think we can better appreciate
the saying of our master—‘ Of such is the King-
dom of Heaven,” when we see the simple faith so
ofton manifested in children. I remember on one
occasion my own dear little boy, when three years
old, was quite sick. I attended him during the
night. His mother said to him in the morning,—
d