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ladies, a8 each had the letter uppermost in her mind.
Miss Miller's motion, so numerously seconded, was
put by the president and carried with a unanimity
seldom seen in a gathering of this kind.

The secratary was instructed by the president to
read the letter, but before she could do so, Clara
Vaughn jumped to her feet and excitedly said—

“ No you don't, Belle Johnston. Amy is to read
the letter; that was the agreement.”

“ Yery well,” said the president, “I will read it."

Receiving the letter from the secretary, Amy read:

Caxr Miseranie, XAr Broveu or Desroxn, |
December 14, 1862, )

Miss Crara Vavans,
Wapakoneta, Ohio.

My Dear Miss Vaughn:~1 know you will pardon a lonely
soldier for presuming to write you upon the flimsy pretext of
finding your address, written on a tiny card, in tiny letters,
and, I will venture the assertion, with the sweetest and tiniest
hand in the Buckeye state. You must forgive my carelessness,
when I tell you that I enjoyed the comforts of those—well, |
must say it, and run the risk of shocking your modesty—bean-
tiful socks one whole day before I found your card. The truth
is, | was so anxious to wear something made by the hands of
some fair lady, that as soon as I became the happy possessor
of the aforementioned socks, I removed the gunboats from my
feet, and with tears of joy swimming in my eyes, proceeded to
encase my feet. But, horror of horrors! they would not go on,
I pulled, tugged and—prayed ; but it was of no use; they re-
sisted my most earnest endeavors. They were several sizes Loo
small. After resting a while, I got one of the boys, who had
some knowledge of civil engineering, and we made & practical
survey of the socks, then of my feet.

“It's no use, Jack," said my friend, ** you can't get & num-
ber six sock over a number twelve foot."”

My friend left me in my trouble. How swfully unsympa-
thetic thess fellows get after they have been in the army a
while! T sat down on a log and contemplated the socks, those
heautifal blue woolen socks, which you had knit with your lit-
tle fingers. I can, in fancy, see you now, with your deft little
hands, and the blue yarn wrapped around your fingers, making
music with your knitting needles as you round off the toe of the
last sock, & sigh of reliel escaping you as the last stitch is
dropped from the needle.

I remained sitting upon the log for some time, trying to work
out some way to overcome the dilemma in which | found my-
sell. Atlength, & happy lhm‘blmtom.wdlnmdnpm
it at once. [ would exchange socks with one of the boys. |
leaped from the Jog, and with my blue treasures in my hands,
started for the quarters to find some one with & pair of bine—
none but blue would suit—socks large enough to fit my feet;
but hefore | could ask the question, nearly every man in the
company yelled, *“Jack, have you & pair of large socks o ex-
change for & small pair? " 1 tried every man | met, but it was
no go. Théy were all in the same fix | was. Do you know, |
folt like going to the pond—the boys call it the ** Slough of Des-
pond,"'—casting mysell in, and lying there until the waler got
deep enough to drown me. Bt thinking the matter over, |
changed my mind, and here | am writing my kind benelac-
tress. Finally another thought struck me—it didn't hurt very
much, | said not 8 word 1o my messmates, but quickly grabbed
up iy socks, and finding an axe, went 10 the woods, wheee |
selectod & tree suitable to my purpose snd soon had it lying on

two feet in length, | hewed it roughlyjinto the shape of & foot—
my fool. After hewing and trying, 1 finally succeeded in got-
ting the block into proper shape to stretch the socks over,
which I did with the aid of a set of blocks and tackle. Once on
the models, I lot them remain over night, so that they might
become thoroughly set to the shape. 1 removed them from the
blocks the next morning, and oh, raptures of blisa! 1 was able
to get them on my feet. True, there was not mich of the up-
per part of the sock left, but enough to swear by, The workl
was all sunshine once more, | wore the socks all that day, not
minding the little matter that my too was being hurt; but st
night | turned the one that was giving me the trouble wrong
side out, thinking that, perhaps, in your haste to send them to
me, you had left & ball of yarn in one of them.  Bul happy was
| when I picked up the tiny card which bore your nawme and
address, and | trust you will overlook my carelessnoss whon
you read this and learn of my trouble in putting your gift into
practical use.

I can not close this without expressing my warmest thanks
to the dear young ladies who are doing so much (o cheer the
hearts of the soldiers, and remind them of the dear homes they
left far o the northward, May God bless you, individaally and
collectively, is the prayer of Purvare Jaox Cuato.

P. 8.~ dreamed last night 1 held in mine the lttle hanl
that knit the socks, J.0.

Oh, yoo! Knit all the socks at least four sises larger. Al
the boys have large feet—in fact, mine are the smallest in the
company, Now, If you don't anwwer this, 1 will desert and
come 1o see you; and when [ am caught, 1 will be shot, and |
know you would not like to hear of that misfortune overtaking

| me. Therefore, | give you (alr wamning, that you may know

what will follow should you not snawer this letter at once.
Cuam,

After the letter was finished, Clara rose to her
feet and asked: “ Am I to answer the letter?”

“ Yeu," cried several of the girls st once.

“ Bilence! " called the president, st the same time
bringing down upon the table  potato masher, which
had been borrowed from Mrs Harrington's kitehen
to serve as & gavel, with such force as o bresk the
handle, rendering it useless for the evening.

“ You'li keteh it, Amy Harrington, fer hreakin'
your mother's tater masher,” said the irropressible
Molissa Updyke.

As 8000 a8 order was once more restored, the pres-
ident said: “ What is your wish regarding the letter?”

“ Lay hit under the table,” said Mis Updyke,
whose knowledge of parlismentary usage was some-
what vague.

“ I move,” sald Miss Brattain, “ Miss Vaaghn be
instructed to reply to the communiestion.”

“ Hit hain't » communieation; hit's  letter,” said
thpdyh.rhhhﬂomdlhldup-h.

] socond Mise Brattain's motion,” said Mise
Childs.

The motion was put sod earried with but one vo,
Miss Updyke casting » negative volo, she being on
bad terms with Clars.




