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calllog him back to his god-papa, and after a while came timidly

up to lue. Papa had been to the battle, he said, and was very ill

:

mamma was with papa : Wood was out : Lucy was in the cellar,

and had taken him there, but he wanted to go to mamma. Telling

him to stay in the hall for a minute till I called him, I climbed

up-stairs and opened the bedroom door. My poor friend lay

there. Lis body resting on the bed, his head supported on hii

wife's shoulder as she sat by the bedside. He breathed heavily,

but the pallor of his face, the closed eyes, the prostra^^e avms,

the clammy foam she was wiping from his mouth, all spoke of

approaching death. The good old seivaat had done his duty, at

least,—ho had brought his master home to die in his wife's arms.

The poor woman was too intent on her charge to notice the open-

ing of the door, and as the child would be better away, I closed

it gently and went down to the hall to take little Arthur to the

shelter below, where the maid was hiding. Too late 1 He lay at

the foot of the staiis on his face, his little arms stretched out, his

hair dabbled in blood. I had not noticed the crash among the

other noises, but a splinfer of a shell must have come through the

open doorway; it had carried away the back of his head. The

poor child's death must have been instantaneous. I tried to liCt

up the little coi'pse with my one arm, but even t his load was too

much for me, and while sloop! ag down I fainted away.

When I came to my senses again it was quite da^k, and for some

time I could not make out wheie I was; I lay indeed for some

time like one half asleep, feeling no iuoliuatlon to move. By
degrees I became awai e that I was on the caipe*ed floor of a lOomS

All noise of bat<le bad ceased, but theie was a sound as of many
people close by. At last I sat up and giadually got to my feet.

The movement gave me intense pain, for my wounds were now
highly inflamed, and my clothes sticking to them made them

dreadfully sore. At last I got up and groped my way to the

door, and opening it at once saw where I was, for the pain had

brought back my senses. I had been lying in Tiavero's little

writing-room at the end of the passage, into which I made my
wfty. There was no gas, and the drawing-room door was closed

;

but from the open dinijig-room the glimmer of a candle feebly


