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Sip,—I am o scldier—a British goldier t—I
have geen somo sorvico ; I entered thy army
for ¢ honor and glory ;* 1 was young then and
had my illusions; I bave them still, although I
am getting old.  Yes, sir, I havo spent the
golden summer of my days in tho service 6f my
country—among the lowly—with the “Rank and
File ;" 1 havo scen sights in my time ; I have
shed my blood—porhaps tho blood of others in
that servico. T have studicd a page in the book
of ‘nature, which few have cared to scon, and I
venture, notfwithout misgiving, to address you,
for the pen is an alvkward instrument in my
hand. There may be some among yourreaders
who would lfke to know the story of thoso who
weat away theif lives In defence of o homo
they scldom or never sce. I can tell that story,
nqt so well, perhaps, as it should be told, for 1
have been ¢ dragged up " in a rough school.

« But, by your gracious favour,
1will around unvaranished talo deliver,'?

.. 1dp not remember my parents, and bave only
- known ono person who did: that person said
they were unfortunate ; bow I did not care to
know, for Xowe them nothing but an cxistence,
full of care and toil, with few joys and mahy
sorrows, But it is not of myself that I would
write, but of thoso who are more desorving of
* nbtice: Thosewho having passed forever from
the scene cannot be pained by a repetitian of
their follies or théir wrongs. Down inthe gulf,
whither I am fast following, they are at rest.
In my knapsack I have a book with their
names therein, with notes on the career of ¢ach
—game are good and pure, and their memory is
reflected brightly in my mine, and some bring
back a jovisl smile of other days, others are
strange and dark, and more are wild and terri-
ble. The first whose name occurs to me isone
who is best fitted to open this chronicle,
Ernest Trueman was but & youth when 1
first met him. I had but lately returned from

the East, and with my furlough and a fow |,

pounds was striving to enjoy o month's holillay,
T met him in & green lane, not far from a large
.English town, his pale, toilivorn look so sad to
sce.upon the young claimed my sympathy, and
1 addressed him ; he shrank from me and would
have passed on, but I kept by his side, and at
lepgth; though I did not.win his confidence, I
overcamo -his fear and dislike. That he iwas
-paor I kneyr at & glance ; that ho was well and
gently reared Lsoon discovered. We spoke of
foreign lands, of which ho had read much, and
T $old him of many countries in which I hai
travelled, and I soon found that in mind and
education he was far above his apparent station..
When we dre-v near the city I asked han to
come with me to my lodgings, where we could
refresh ourselves after our walk,  “ No,” he re..
plied ;* and asg he spoke a sad changoe came
over his face; ¢ you are very kind. Lhavea

.- sigter-who is ill, and she must be cxpectingime
naw, but to-morrow, if you like, I will visit you.
atthis hour.” X did not seek to lift the curtain,
of his sorrow, and we parted.

True to appointment ho came the following
day, and L was more than ever struck with g
weary, hopeless appearance. I had suffercd
myaself, and I longed to cheer and comfort him,
This I strove to do, and was gladly rewarded
‘by o faint smilo from his pale lips or a passing
gleam from his bright but sunken cyes. At
length, he said—“I had to tell my sister of
our meeting, and she hagasked to seo you. She
cannot live long I know,” and the tears sprang
10 his eyes; © and X fear it will be a bitter re-
vival of memorios to her anda sad introduction
to you ; butif you will come with mo I wili
toll you our story on the way.” I consented,

and dftef wo'lind got into tho atroot ho began :
“ My fother wasa wealthy gentluman, lilo his
father's before him for many genorations,‘when
o Inw-suit that had dragged its slow longth for
many years, and which had come down to
him with his proporty, was, cne fine day, decid-
cd against him, All he possessed was lost—
nor did ho long survive ; aud I was left with
my young and delicato slster to battlo with tho
world for life as wellas 1 could. 1 should have
told you that beforo snisfortuno overtook usmy
gistor waos engaged to bo married to the gon of
& near neighbor of ours, who was, and is_stjll,
an officer in the army. She loved him decply,
tenderly, as only tho pure and good can'iove.
Tiut when our wenlth and greatness was gone,
fws wrotc a cold, untecling lotter, breaking off
their engagewnent , this, with the total wreck
of vur fortuncs, and the death of our beloved
father husso shattered my poor dear Emma, that
she has been gradually fallivg ever since} nud.
the timo 15 not fur distant when tho last thing
that was left me in this world to love and pro-
tect shall be taken away. God give me strength
to bear it” Ho ccased, and bowing his head
low, passed through the door of his sorrowful
home. In o small room with a low ceilingand
but one window, sat his lovely sister, she seem-
cd almost infantile in her wan and shadowy
beauty, and instantly I felt that hor brother was
right—she was not long for earth. Sho wel-
comed me and bade mo sit beside her. “The,
evening flow away, night came, and I left the
Lrother and sister aloue, with their great love
and heavy sorrow ; but never since that time
has that pale, beautiful vision left my heart. I
know, for she told me, that her brother toiled
daily to keep her in food and shelter, and that
the struggle was hard and bitter for one so
young and weak, but there weie hopes of him
getting more suitable employment, and they
might be happy yes.

A week went by, and one evening, when she
seemed bettor and more hopeful than I had ever
seen her, a sudden change came upon her, and
there she lay in her brother's arms, breathing
away the last faint whispers of her young aud
sorrowful heart. She made him promise that
should he ever meet him who so bascly desert-
¢d her, that he would not injure him—nay, that
he would do him good, if possible, so would
she love and pray for him in hLeaven. Wo
buried her far away in the field, beneath the
shade of an old, ivied church; and when we
returned to his solitary home, he took my hand
and eaid : “I have now no friends, no home;
you knuw my sister, you will be my fricd, you
are a soldier, I will be a soldicq, too, tahe me
with you away to other 1unds, ur I zhall die t”

Years passed away. The pale, heart-weary
boy had grown into a tall and handsome man,
He was grave but not mnorase; reserved, Lut
not proud; and every onc loved him for his
-kindness and his truth. Shortly after wo had
joined our regiment, our Captain exchavged,
and & now oflicer commanded us, I soon saw
that Erncst knew him, and guessed who he
was. Suddenly, in the midstof peace, mutiny
and rebellion burst a:ound us, and we were left
a lonely dctachment, far away in the midst of
merciless foes.  Lnced not say how we fought
or how wa, sufiered; that story was told long
ago. -At last,all hope of rclief baving disap-
peared, only two alternatives wero left us.
either to fight our way as best we could to the
nearest post in possession of our friends, or to
pernish whero we were, The forme: was decid-
ed upon. Qur arrangements baving been com-
pleted, wo went stealthily forth under the cover
of nigfxt, All went well for a few hours, until
our absence was discovered, when a hot purguit
commenced. Never shall I forget the horrors
of that dismal march. Our pumbers at last be-
camo go thinned that furfher resistance was
impossible, and it was decided that we should
separate, and each secure his safety as best he
might. Al owr officers were kilied except the
Captain, and he, wounded in soveral places,
was no longer able 10 copo with tho difficulties

of hig poeition. Ho called tho men about him,

and told them they wero at liborty to go; but
not ono of that dovoted dend would desort him.
At length our onemies, securo in overwhelminy,
numbers, rushed down upon us ono day as we
were seoking n short reposo by tho side of a
river.  Vaiuly we stood shoulder to shoulder,
defending our lives; o blceding, but unconquer-
ed handful, wo wero dziven headlong into the
river, ‘Lo mo tho xest was & drcom of dolirium
and horrors, until I awoke weoks afler in the
hospital among fricnds, Then I learut tho snd
scquel to tho history of my friend Ernest :
Upon tho day which had seen the closo of our
cventful march, and thelast poor remnant had
disappearcd, Ernest Trueman bore down and
across the stream the almost scnscless body of
his Captaln, cscaping unhurt the storm of bul.
lcts sent after them, uatil the nature of the
ground ennbled him to land with comparative
safety. For many long nights after he carried
his'wounded ofticer ' through gloom and suffer-
ing, and during the sultry hoursof day watched
and tended on him likea brother. At last when
his cfforts woroabout to be successful ho saw
tho approach of an English force, and choosing a
quiet spot ho awaited their coming. The
swelling sonnd of the music which heralded
their approsch wus drawing nearer, when sud-
denly he was surrounded by his dark and hid-
cous foes. Thero standing over the body of
him who had betrayed her whom he had loved
moro than a.l elso on carth, he fought madly,
desperately, and just as he fell mortally wound-
cd frionds were around. Ho was rescued ; he
had saved the lifo of his Captain, but with his
own ho paid tho rangom—thus did Ernest True-
man redeem his promise to his dying sister.

-

ROYAL VICEROYS.

In a well-penned article, T'os VoLuntasr Re-
view, & fow weeks since, advocated the estab-
lishment of a line of hereditary vice-roys for
our new Confederation, to commence simul-
tancously therewith, in Her Majesty’s second
son, Princo Alfred. Loyal in its tone, reasor-
able in its arguments, and just in its conclu-
sfous, that article touched a sympathetic chord
in our nature, and drew forth our warmest ag-

proval. To have inthis country a princely

lino of regal ropresentatives, ultimately to be-

come British Amcrican Kings, is, wo contend,
in tho highest degreo desirable. Of its present
feasibility, however, there is a question; at all
events, before pressing the matter, we could
afford to wait till timo has somewbat matured
colonial union, and rendered certain the value
of the position proposed for tho Sailor Prince
and his posterity ; not would we now advert to
it, had not our attention been directed to some
remarks thercon in the last issue but two of
the ¢ Cobourg Sun.! These remarks are credit-
ed tothe * Recorder,jand are truly of the disrepu-
table type; in republican tendency fully equal
to the wish of even the most extreme and viru-
lent democrat ; a libel on monarchy ; an insult
to the institutions of Great Britain. .

What does the writer of such langunge mean?
Dares he to Insinuate that Queen Victoria does
not “administer the law in accordanco with tho
wishes of the peoplé 7 That she “rules re-
gardless of justice and liberty 2 He will
scarcely venturo to chargo ume with such a dis-
position ; then why hersox? In what respect
wuld the advirers of a Prince-Viceroy differ from
a Noble-Viceroy 7 Wiiat greater powor wouid
be ‘n tho hands of such a representative ot the
Sovercign than is possesscd by the present one ?
Is the society of the mother country worso than
that of the modol republic? Woulda compari-
son between St.James and tho White House
prove unfavorable to the former? Has Great
Britain been worse under tho chancesof a lim-
ited monarchy, than the United States under
the uncortainties of popular selection? Let
public opinion answer, and with its verdict we
can woll rest satisficd.~{Colborne Expross



