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THE

FOUNDLING OF SEBASTOPOL.

ACT L
Boerre L—The inderior of a lend in the French camp bgfore
m«:{ At the a little allar, with a stalue of the
Virgin and other objects o piely upon il
Reveneno Morser and SisteR CATHAHINE sealed, soriing
shrads of linen i seroe as bandages, dbe.

Sister Catharine. —Ouor stock of linen is ing low,
Boverend Mother. TUnless our good friends in ce gend
TUR & DeWw &1 , and that shortly, our store will be guite
empty. An m, if enother battle were to take pclxﬁi
what should we do for the poor creatures whom it w
pour into our hospitals ?

Reverend Mother.—I1 it comes to the worst, dear Sister,
we must tear ap the convent linen, and be glad to maori-
fice our personal comforta for the brave soldiers who exposa
themselves to be so cruelly mangled for their country's

Sigter . —7Yes. No sscrifice can equal their deserts. Oh |
bintih g ol ol g e il g

¥, B0 wi
content to suffer, even md.ia.fnrmrdeif?‘rmoa—
my heart re me that T can do so little for them
and I wish that I eonld be their smbatitnte in suffering, to
pend them back in health and vigor to the combat.

Eep. M —And sll this for France ?
an'w €. —France is our country, Ought we not to love

Rev. M—Yes, TItiaa duty. But it needs a higher love
than that which makes the soldier to bmve wonnds and -
death, to waken and snstain & wish like yonrs.

Sisgter 0 —Nay, do not praise my wish as if it were some-
thing heroir,



—1I often think that, in this point of view, our
diers must have geater sonls than mine ; for I could not

haps, your oonstitution. Is it not so ?
Emiﬂf,mﬁwmmﬁmymnlthahﬂ,ﬂmhn
great for to hear.
Mﬂh;& wm.wﬁaumjﬁ
iors o to e charge arm i
mmﬁﬁ,m hl;lwlaﬂered?nhnhﬁ]:?h
the work with you At that time I
S S T VN e miliieg
ioken camp ; withi 's tent,
ﬁawﬁ]&ﬂaﬂgﬁtﬁum;hmmﬁ%u
ip, crammed with the sick and dying, have I
by you, to gaze on scenes that fancy would in vain
sttempt to picture. Well, were I now sbout to make my
choice, I would embrace the task with tenfold
Eev. M —Then why is it you ever seem 80 pensive—yon,
a0 melancholy ?
Sigter . I bo otherwise amid such scones as thoese?
O war | Hﬁnﬂtﬂ nnl:un, ﬁmﬁwﬂmﬂg‘ﬂ
arrowing details o on around us, and
o'er the feats and perils of the fig twithhinﬂ'ﬂll'lgudmin
their breasts. Yea, even mothers will exult, and point with
prids tomapa%:o:hiuhtaﬂnhwﬂmirmmhﬂa

;|
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but heer the combinstion of demonise sounds that
up the battle-ery—eould they behold the field when
all is over, and join in the midnight search for wounded
miﬂthaﬂmﬂ—nmﬂywhngwwmﬂﬁth tr;rtngilﬂthe
wreteh of war with high
hamma]lﬂ:n,andme,mgml [!niwah-e
otherwise than sad ? W
Rep. M. —War is, indeod, an awinl —the greatest
of the scourges sent by God to man, Bui still we must not
dwell foo much on dark gide of the pieture. It hes
some more pleasing featurea It can bring forth love ms
as hatred. It can waken gratitnde—at least for us,
Are we not ofttimes rewarded for omr pains
hnkauflmaﬂut- us in ogr labors ¥
Sater (. —True. e have some pleasures, even Lere,
Pﬂrultmhlplmtﬂhﬁlmlﬂﬂmtmufgmhtﬂdamﬂ
the eye of suffering ? Never shall I forget the lock
which a poor wounded Bussian gave, when in my hand he
rocognizad the cruaifix. ‘Till then, he had been sullen—
bhad resisted every offort to relieve him—tearing away the
bandage from his wonnd, But when I put thie to his lips,
gmiled s mmile, the like of which I never saw befors,
from thet mement was as calm and doeils as a little

Rt;:' M —T1 well remember him, and bow, when affer-
wudmﬂﬁvﬂmiﬂhaphmmmetohmmﬂahuwedtum
the same b]am of rad.-amphun. he he]ﬂ his hands im-

ploringly toward him, as if to claim the blessings of his

Sister (. a}g] —Wnuhhtmanghtanﬂhim?
‘RnrM— in ignorence of the buth, he wee ain-
cere in faith, andmnh'lt&

C—Troe, For the illiterate common soldiers
there is gronnd for hope. But[;umreana:ﬁma@] how about
the learnad—officars and noblea

BRer. M.—Why such questions, Bister ? "Tis to seek oo
curionaly to know the ways of God.

Sister (.—Hia waye are always just, I know. But, ah !
[turning away and fryiug fo hide her tears] they are myste-

5 g &'i‘g
i

EE.

?

rious, too.
Ren. M.—Why, bow is this? In tears? Why do yon
talk of mysteries? Let not these gl te have

such effect upon you, lest I be obliged to send yon back to

e,
Sater C.—0 Beverend Mother ! oot No ch
m{n w::?ng,\ quee?ngt;



dwell on ta. I have deservedreproof. N
I will try to be more calm cheerful w
Eriter JravHETTE

Jam—'l‘ham;awmsinmhdli Reverend Mother,
neking to speak with yom think comea from the
English cunp, and wants to tell you something sbont o
hagbuiuulmm-kanut.
..’E—Iﬂi}nghﬂm ; W
enmnelie out, and returns mmediataly with
ﬁ ; then refives, o
I Bl S g
NIBJ’H B
ncrw, hand on me, and bliss me.

Rﬂ R‘unu]j hhuwmdpnmhymnhw]d

'ﬁ“td..ﬂi"——ﬂnh.uimminﬂ.t-hnt-. A praste’s blessing's
, and & nun's blessing’s another ; but theyre both

.Rw M-—-WGI.E may (od bless you, Only stand up, and

hllmawhatlmndutom

Wid M— m not mooh for mysilf,
FPoor as she e;uulclemnghtnhkﬁm&
u:!hurmlf,allilm

Rev. M.—Then whuitlt want of me ?

Wid. M —It's all about & Little darlint of a baby, as I'm
some io wid yom

Rer. M.—Is it your own baby ?

Wid. M. —Why, for that, it ain't and it is, the darlint!
mnﬁku:thm'tgﬁmmﬂmmlhﬂmdawmﬁmm
after

Rev. M—1Is it an orphan, then ?

Wid, M—That's & guistion I can't RIVWET, Beeing
:lslhm:u]-:nim whether it had or mother at
Bt

Reo. M —~Never had any father or mother | what do you
mean ?

Wid. M.—Only as I niver heard of them.

Heo, M —How, then, did you come by the child ?

Wid. M —That's jist what I was a-going to tell you of, if
you'd give me time.

Reo. M.—Well go on; I won't interrupt you

Wid. M.—Why, l_‘g'cnu see, afther we -:una uhm out of
the stame-vessil-— nl-’stuu;‘,m;mli my pooT man,
Barney Maloney, God rest his soul |—well, ﬂﬂ.lerwugﬁ
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ashore, we the Ronssians a sound dmbbing thera, on
the banks of the River Almer. Och, sure ! didn't we fight
"h'.:“tl

B, M —You don't mean to say that yoo fought in the
battls of the Al ¥

Wid M —No, not mysilf intirely ; but Barney did,—and,
ﬂlo:ﬂhc-w, it's all the same, ially as I waen't far be-

i ;Iﬂrdidn‘iimmugh] im just ss he was emplyi
the flaak of & dead Rousaiasn? For the hogom moe,
always ruyther a liking for the craythar, I boxed his
ears, and towld him he'd ought to be ashamed of himself,
wasting his time, whin he t be afther taking Serbas-
terpol. Howsomever, we didn't take it that day, more's

. M —Pity, indead ? Had it been taken then, how
fuc would be now exniting in their victory who are laid
ver !
Wid M —Thrue for ye, and for too.
Rev. M_Ts your busband dead, then 1
Wid. M hone ! that's’ what he is, poor boy | He
was killed in the last great battle. But stay—I'm not come
mthntﬁ'it. Let ma pop,—where was T? Och, I romim-

ber. ther we heat the Ronssiana, you know, wa had fo
march acrosa the sopnthry, where thers was no roads at all,
or next to none. It waa a weary day that. Tlm:zﬁh the
mud, over the rocks, tearing through the briers, tum-
bling over the stones,—on we wint, and on and on, ull T
ﬂirlythw;htwauhnd&njmmhihemdoiit ab
Rep. M. —Bnt pray do come to the end of your tale.

Wid M.—I'm jist st it now. At last, all of a
;lul mmﬂﬂﬁ‘:‘:ﬁﬁ“ﬁu the bﬂinmtl.‘l‘ul]ﬁt-' ]1;'::9,

& (=1 wears, tre
mu,g:ﬂi I dou't Kuiow what beuden.  Bub Hhe vad soats
soon began to knoek it to pi and little was the besuty
they left there in less than an houor.

jater (—{) dreadful war | thou sparest nothing !

Wid. M. —Yon might well say so, if you'd seen the in-
side of the house when we got there. But it wean't all our
work. For there was a soore of thim big dirty Cossacks,
as didn't know we were so near, s-rummaging and hacking
and smashing the tables and besutiful looking-glasses, to
sea if they could find any thing hid. So ** Have at ‘em |”
was the word. And wasn't there a nice scrimmage atwixt
thim and our brave boys |

Sister C.—What a contrast to the peaceful, happy scemea

1



