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TALES AND SKETChES.S

The Arab had his story, too, in his own lingo; and they re

ceived every words for my evidence went for nothing. I

was of a race who never spoke the truth, they said, if I

weren't. as good as a Mohammedan Arab. To crown all, in

came Turpic's story about what ho called Bill's mutinous

spirit in the action of the 21st. You may guess the rest,

master. The poor fellow was broke that morning, and

told that, were it not in consideration of his bravery, he

would have got a flogging into the bargain.

I Spent the evening of-that day with Bill outside the

camp, and we ate the dates together that in the morning

had cost him so dear. The report had gone

abroad,-luckilya false one, - that our colonel was dead; and that

put an end to all hope with the poor fellow of having his

case righted. We spoke together for I am sure two hours;

spoke of Bill's early recollections, and of the hardship of

his fate all along. And it was now worse with him, lie

said, than it had ever been before. He spoke of the strange,

unaccountable hostility of Turpic; and I saw his brow

grow clark, and the veins of his neck swell almost to burst

ing. He trusted they might yet meet, he said, where there

would be none to note who was the officer and who the

private soldier. I did my best., master, to console the boor

fellow, and we parted. The first thing I saw, as I opened

the tent-door next morning, was Captain Turpic, brought

into the camp by the soldier whose cousin Bill and I had

assisted to bury. The captain was leaning on his shoulder,

somewhat less than half alive, as it seemed, with four of

his front teeth struck out, and a stream of blood all along

his vest and small clothes. He had been met with by Bill,

who had attacked him, he said, and, after breaking his

sword, would have killed him, had not the soldier come

up and interfered. But that, master, was the captain's


	LinkTextBox: http://www.geology.19thcenturyscience.org/books/1871-Miller-Tales/README.htm


