or enemy, disease, for surely the day will come to
open the prison doors and loosen the fetters which
bind you, when you will be free to go back to that
Jear old mother and little sister, who pray for your
eafe return; and nol only to them, but to another,
whose prayers will not go unheard, but will ascend to
heaven in your behalf.

Hope had given way to despair in the breast of
Mrs. Norwood. She had prayed for the return of
her son, or tidings that he lived, but day after day
went by until almost a year had passed, and still no
word from her missing boy. Little Mamie was now
almost seven years old, and but for the love of the
dear child, the good woman would have broken down
under the weight of anxiety for the fate of her son.
Daring the many months of waiting, Amy Harring-
ton was & great comfort to Mrs. Norwood, scarcely
missing a day without paying her a visit. Mrs. Har-
rington, too, made frequent calls at the house of the
sorrowing widow, cheering her up as best she could.

One day, near the first of July, the post master
was seen to leave his office and walk rapidly in the

direction of Mrs. Norwood's. It was an unusual thing |

for the old man to walk in such a brisk manner, and

those who saw him wondered what could be the mat- |

ter. He met Mamie at the gate, of whom he inquired
for Mrs. Norwood.
“ Mamma is in the house,” answered the child.

about to knock st the door, Mrs. Norwood appesred,
and recognizing her caller, said—

“ Why, Mr. King, what brings you out this time
of day?” Then noticing an anxious look upon his
face, and the letter in his hand, she continued: “I
hope you bring me news of Thomas."

“1 trust so; here is a letter which came but a few

minutes ago, which may be from him, snd I hope it

may bring you good news."

“You are very kind, and I thank you very much |

for your thoughtful consideration for me,” she re-

plied, taking the letter and breaking the seal. Turn-

ing to the bottom of the page, her eyes rested on the
name of her son.

“ Thank God, it is from Thomas; he still lives,”
she exclaimed, covering her face with her hands and
sobbing aloud for joy. It was some minutes before
she eould eontrol herself suflciently to read the let
ter. Remembering the good old post master, she
dried her eyes and tarned to spesk to him, but he
was gone. When he learnod that the letler was, s
huuppmed.hw'ran.hamdndditmnophm
for him there, at that time, and quietly went swsy.

Finding hersel! alone, Mrs. Norwood
through her tuars, in resding the letter, which proved
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to be the one written by Captain Norwood while in
Andersonville prison. When she had finished read-
ing it she oalled to Mamie, and told her to go over
and ask Amy to come and seo her, It was not long
until Amy made her appearsnce, and found Mre.
Norwood in tears.

“Why, Mrs. Norwood, what has happened?” she
askod, eagerly.

“My dear child, Thomas still lives, but oh! in
such & place.”

Handing the letter to Amy, she sgain burst into
tears. Poor Amy, her grief was equal to M. Nor.
wood's, although she tried bard to control hersell s
she read the following sorrowful letter from the b
sent son aud lover:

Axpnsoxvitie Prisox, Goorgla, May 12, 1864,

My dear, dear mother:

Never before have | longed for and felt the need of &
mother as now, and at the same time, when I leok sround me
and see the utter hopelessness of ever gotting out of hare alive,
[ realize that T shall never look upon your dear face again,

Together with nearly all my company, In fact, all who were
not killed, I was taken prisoner st the battle of Chickamangs,
on the nineteenth day of last September, and after days of sl
foring on the march we reached this prison, where wo have
been ever sinoe and are likely to remain unthl, ke thousands
who have gone before, we are haaled out in the dead cart. |
should have written you on my srrival, bt learned thal no
lotters are permitted to go beyond the office of Captain Wers,
our jailor. Should this reach you it will be throogh the kind-
ness of some fellow prisoner, more fortunate than mysell, one
who will be able to get this through the lines, Just how this
will be T am as yet unable to say, but shall trust 1o some (riend:
ly interposition of Providencs lo asslst te.

My dearost mother, | am st & loss for words Lo correctly con:
vey to you the terrible condition of affairs in Andersonyille and
the unfortunste men confined hare, | had heard before | came

| here borrible tales about the place, and of the crael treatment

of prisoners, and st the time thought mich of what | heard
was the creation of & vivid imagination ; | conld not belleve
that men endowed with human feelings and husnan instists
could be guilty of what these people sre charged with, bat |
am now prepared 1o say tist the hall has net been told. No,
dear mother, the tongie can scarcely form inteo worle language
which could convey all the dreadinl suffering undergotie by us.

As 1 write these lines, hundreds of the lifcloss bentbon ol onr
unfortunate comrsdes lie in the streets of the prisan awaiting
the arrival of the desd cart Lo carry them ostalde the storkade,
where they will be dumped into & log trench, with as little
ceremony a4 the burylng of & beast The budies are enitirely
nude, having been stripped of their lew rags by demgmrate men
who wish 10 cover their own miserable beadbes, wnnd will not
hositate 10 rob the dend lor that purpess thia, ton, with the
full knowledge that perbape n & lew days they may o ln te
places now avupied by eis couiredes. Mother, we ste being
systetnatically » arved 1o desth, and it s only » question wh
will be next in the jong let of the thousands who bave gune
(he same way, 1t will be hand for you, & it was lor e, 10 be
fherve Ut this ls being done by & people who, lor yeurs, bhave
hoasted of their chivalry, Yeu, we a0 being slowly, but wo
loss surely, sarved by Uhis man, oF W prugerly epmaking.




