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-my release.

PLEASANT HOURS,

A Memory.
BY CAROLYN WELLS,

How dear to my heart are the old-
fashloned dresses,
Whon fond recollection presents thein
to view!
In fancy I see the old wardrobe and
resses

pres
Which held the loved gowns that in-

girlbood 1 know,
The wide-spreading mohadr, the silk that
hung_by it,
Thé straw-coloured satin with trim-
mings of brown,

The ruffled foulard, the pink organdic
nigh it—

But, oh, for the poiket that hung in
each gown!
The old-{‘nshiam:d puiket, the obsolete
cl

3
The praiseworthy pocket that hang in
cach gown !

That dear roomy pocket 1d hail as a
easure,
Could I but behold it in gowns of to-
8y
1d ﬂndl it the pource of an exquisite
Ple: "
But ail my [uudistes gternly answer me,

Twould be so convenient when going
out shopping,
'Twould hoid my small purchases coni-
ing from town;
Aud always my purse or my Kkerchicl
I'm dropping,
wmel ror! the pocket that hung in my

gown
il old-fashioned pocket, the obsolete
pocket,

el
ihe praiseworthy pocket that Lung in
my gown !

A gown-with-a pocket ! How fondis i d
guard 1t!
Each day ere Id don 1t, Id brush-t
with care;

Not a full Paris costume could make me
discard-1t,
Though trimmed with the laces an em-
press-might-wear,
But I have no hopes, for the-fashion 18
‘banished;
The tear of regret will my fond visions

rown;
As fancy-reverts-to the days that have
vanished, )
1 sigh-for the pocket tbat hung 1n my
wh-

The old-fashfoned pocket, the obsolete

pocket,
The pralseworthy pocket that hung in
my gown.

A Methodist Soldier

ALLAN-A-DALE.

CHAPTER XIX.
4 BATTLE,

_Michael did not furthe- molest me dur-

ng-our stay In Cork. He had indeed
but little ‘chance, for It ever a man
worked -hard-at his profession it-was I.
[ was-determined to- litt- myselt into_a
position where 1 might be on-equat foot-
ing with Michael and: worthy of his
sister, who was now more-than ever in
my mind. At this time I knew not
the manner In- which I had escaped the
undeserved punishment- awarded -by the
court-martfal  Nelther did_I, though I
kept my eyes open and-begged -Doyle to
do the same, ever see In the barracks
Doyle’s Nttle g!*l _For a long time 1.
could only fancy that It was indeed
Ellen who had thus crossed my path,
and, like a ray of golden gunshine, trans--
iormed the darkness into light. And
this fancy comforted me thereafter in.
mauy a desperate place; indeed, until it
was.turncd Into reality by her own con-
fesslon. .

It was near the middle ot July- before
we salled from Cork on the expedition
to Portugal, ten thousand of all arms.

Wa seitled down for a few days” rest
among the pleasant vineyards and-olive
groves of ‘Lavos. Here -also General:
Spencer joined us with a most: welcomo
relnforcement of-six- thousand-men, and
here, too—to descend from'great matters
to_small—I was promoted to the rank of
sergeant by the good offices of that same
captaln . who spoke-for me at the court-

“plish wan

almost fear to proceed, Jest 1 snould seem ¢
to take to myselt an lmportance that
nothing can justify.

Had 1 been anxlous from the first to
be in the thickest of the fighting, which
-1 confeas 1 was not—'tls strange how so
terrible a trade incroasingly fascinates
and allures one—I could not have -:n-‘
listed in a better regiment for the pur-
pose than the Rifles.

One  beasuful Sunday morniog in
August the expected summons to arma
taliv. | was sleeping in the open,
dreaming of home and tho Hampahire s
dowans, when the sound of e drums
brought me to my feet. [ looked around, i
the sun had-risen, and its earty Hght was
shining over the litue viliage of Vimiera 4
aL my leet. The beaaufui iandscape, §
saon-to bo blotted out by amoke and dis- 4
figarcd by fice and biood, recaited nsmn,

the home scenes,
It was no time for thougnt. General
Junut deuded to muke a grand assaufty

carry out his oft-repeated buastof  drive
ing the English fato the sea.’

In this manner Generai Laborde led ¢
iwo thousand men againet our small_ad-
vaned guard, numbering in wsell scarce
four hundred men. The very sound of |
thelr approach was terrible.  Thelr
shouts came ap with the wind through
he still Sabbath air. A 0ird rose with
a wild-cry from its nest in a bush (o'
vus £18h4, bul the thin red line of they
Bn‘t‘:x Regiment and the green of our

de
We were now not individuals but one-|
man, animated by a determination to
obey though we died.

Nearer still, and the confusion in the
column scemed greater. Somo were
Y ing, st “Yive I'E
en avant! a e bayonette ! A few had”
placed thelr shakoes on the muzzles of
-their muskets, waving them-above-their

eads.

Only four hundred paces and yet our
llnes stood with ordered-arms. Not a
sound came.from the ranks.

Suddenly Colonel Walker -raised -him-
seif Inhis stirrups and shouted an order.
It was caught up and repeated from com-
pany to company,

“ Shoulder .arms !  Agaln the com-
“mand rang-out. ' Fire!  The Eng-
of’ rifles became 2 furnace |
vomiting a sheet uf Nlame and a volcano
of-molten lead. The horrible task-was
soon ended, The first attack:-had tailed.
The column rolled back, broken and
-dispirited. B

CHAPTER XX.
THE RETREAT 7O CORUNNA.

‘When it was seen that-the stay-of the
Army about Oporto might be lengthy,
_every ship from England brought a
crowd of non-combatants to swell the
rag-tag and bob-tail of the camp fol-
lowing, of which at all times-in the
Peninsula we'had more than-plenty.

Wives came-to joln their soldier hus--
bands, many a-score of them as_hardy,
“adventurous and versed in the tofls.and
artifices of war as the men. Pedlars
and dealers came to buy and sell the
spolls” of-the enemy or the peasantry.
Characters of all kinds, some good, most
bad, of all ‘nationalities-and none; run-
-away sailors, escaped-criminals, the off-
scouring of Mediterranean ports,~all
made_around the camp a ring of-thievery
and -crime,

After -the Portuguese civil authorities
had tried-in vain to-K¥ep order and de-
cency In this throng, those in command
of the-English military forces-took the
-matter’{n hand.

After weary months of inaction news
at length came {hat Bonaparte had
-crossed the Pyrences In-person and Spain
was sulng for England’s help to drive
him out.  Events-then_followed rapidly
enough.  Sir John Moore arrtved in-
“Lisbon to take command of the -troops
-who had fought at Vimiera, and tead
them northward into Spain. It was only
by using strict measures, even to the
extent of hanging a man, that Sir John
Moore was able to prevent marauding
-and pillage by his badly-cquipped and

unpald army. __ i
On November 1Ith, tha advance guard
crossed a-rivulet which-divides Poriugai 1
from Spain  and -marched to Ciudad |-
Rodrigo, and twoe days later to Sala- )
‘mancd.  The.weather- was bitterly cold, §
the ground covered” with snow, and taik |
of retreat to the sea-coast fliled the air.
“Every day the-French-position was get-
ting stronger and ‘our own weaker.

martial, and _who afterwards recelved
Sir Arthur Well 's ingt for

As 1 sit-and-think of the-tremendous.
drama- unfolded-year-by year, beginning-
with our landing in Mondego.Bay, and
ending seven years later on another soll
in-the -fibal- triumpk of Waterloo, my

2 was g from _ufadrid

' with 40,000 men. Further delay mlxhg’
have resultew In the destruction. of the y
~enlire:army, and Sir John_Moore, brave |-
-man and skilful general that hé wu.‘
Tealized that his only safety lay in Te- |

own ‘little affalrs, wrapped up

in the

g, Satier dropping out and (alling be- + L] Lamiatned Knoeling, aad o Tipa

-his feet, whistling -a merr, tune.

-out” with a-man_or two.

drawn  battle and the d-ath of our |
general. i

CHAPTER XXIL 3
A4 TALE DY THY REARGUARD

Let me tell you of a matter that hap- '
pened on the third day vl our surrowful 4
Journey. In that dreary plod. piod, plod, §
through rain and snow, through siough
and mud, acruss flouded flelds, covered
with win conungs of tee, nundreds drop-
ped by the wayside. Afas! adt wmen ¢
only, but even Somen and Mtie chil-
dren.  Many wives had been allowed to !
avwmpnny  their soldier  husbaads 1o
Portugal, and othera haa_juined the forew
during the wcary monhs ol wawung |
near Lisbon  Very bravely these poor 4
creatluies hepl up m‘m the army 10 \nt ]

nd ht

a !
there was a limit to thelr endurance. |
When the reireat was ordered, vaggons |

-on Sir Arthur Wellesley s position. and | Were found tor sume, anhnpptly not for , 80d 1ack of food.

ali.  If thuse whu rode were 1n hard ,
straits, the condition of the many who ,
had to make the juurney on foul was
goon pitiable indeed.  After two-days .
warching, and twu wuid, fireiess, often
foodless nights, nature gave wag, and
many abandoned themseives to despair.
gradually dropping -back and back, until ¢
they fuund Lhemiscises in che cear, s,
onco a place of safety, mnow, nlas!!
threatened the (wufuid danger of death ¢
by cold and capture by the French. :
“Many a poor, wounded soldicr, ragged
and shoeless, with head bound up In .
dirty Jloths or fuot in a-makeshilt sung, |
hobbdled alongin the sad company.of the
camp stragglers.

It was our duty to keep the rear com-
pact and-free from disorder, and with one

hind, the task-seccmed impossible. We
did our best to encourage the weary.
We argued, we begged, we threatened,
but with some it scemed hopeless.
Finally-we had to pass first one and then ,
another. It wnas sad, but inevitable.

At noon on-the third day, Doyle was ,
tramping by my side, and heediess of
the falling spow and terrible road under ‘
He
“broke oft in the middle to step to onc ¢
slde of the road -and examine a- snowy
heap, out of which a few rags were show- 4
Ing  As he went iturned and saw bun
hastily brushing the snow-away. Then 4
hie ran back. » t

* Sergeant,” he-said, “ for tho-iovs of
“heaven, ask -the captain to let- me fafl
3 V¢ AsT'm a sin-
ner, ’tis poor Tim Maloney's wife In that
drift there—a man of my own-town, ser-
geant, and when-he_fell in the skirmish
lant week I promised to sce her safe
home agaln.”

Captain Ritchie passed at that moment. |
He-was riding a sorry mount, and lucky
to get it. I-hastily told Doyle's story.

** All'right, sergeant, let Corporal Doyle
take a man and see what-ho cun do.
Here's my tiask, It-may be some use; but
stay, suppose you go yourself; we've left
50 many of-these poor fellows behind us !
Get together all you-can. It won't be
easy.  You know_the risks. It you can
bring any of them in to-night 1 won't
forget you. With the corporal here and-
another man—take whom you llke—you-
may-be able to do something.”
~ The_kind-hearted captain rode on I

-chose a man, a-young, active south- |

countryman, Trumbull by name, and !
with Doyle, turned back along-the snow-

.
covered 1oad to-the spot where-the wo- |

man_lay.  Before we reached her. the |
last of the rearguard had-turned-the cor-
ner of a small hill and were out of sight.

-In a minute we found the woman. The
snow had fallen again over the faca of !
Malouey’s wife. Doyle once more brushed
it away, showing the fair-skin, blue with
the hue of u-terriblo death. I attempted |
to ralse her, but she was already rigid '
and cold-as-the snow on which she lay. !
Poyle bent over, and tried to force-the
mouth of the flask between her teeth
Tears stood tn the poor tellow’s cyes. [

“Its too late,” he sald, “too late; 1
an’ I"promised poor Tim."”

Just-then something stirred-under the
saawl, and Trumbull started back al- §
most in fright, but Doyle tore the heavy
woollen shawl away, and hastily anatched
that something up. A child’s cry. faint
and exhausted, came from the bundie he |

held in his arms. [

‘Look at it he said. tenderiv up- !
winding a woollen:-comforter which bad- ¢
been wrapped round the infant ~ Tim’s ¢
chitd, an 1 never thought of the Itue-
one—l was thinkiug so much- of its
mother.”

1 looked at the strange Rroup—the
great, rough soldler. holding the bundle. +
with its spark of-humanity-within. close

to his tattered- uniform, Trumbull sull ;-

leaning over the deau mother; and for a
background the ieafless trees, snow- .

the branches-bleak acd. bare—and won- ;

| prayer,

KD

T ;
greater, sink into such smaliess that [, rotreat, seemed probabic, st cpdea in a  doved where my duty lay. Here waa the

Yrst of my stragglers. Maust I look for
1 *

ore

*Trumbull,” 1 sald, ™1t scema ag it
there might be a path through the woods
bere. Follow it a hundred yands, and
see whether by any chance there Is &
hut -’:r a cottage to which wr can take the
(310 Ag

3y your lease, sergeant,” sald Doyle
quickly, * I'll stick tothe child, It 1 have
to carn It to Corunna.” -

" I'm not the man to say-no, Doyle,” 1
saswered,  but if we can find a place to
put i% while wo finish the work the cap-
taln set us to do, su mach “the botter.
In the meanwhile—"

1 lovked At-the body at our-fees and
remained  sllent,  Doyle  understood.
Haad!ng the «hild to me, he knelt down
and loosened a littlo locket that hung
abuut the neck of Tim Maloney's wife.
This, in turn, he fastencd around the
neck of the infant, now, poor child, ery.
fog Dltterly at expoaure-to the cold-alr
Then _ha wrapped the
wumatia buds once mure In the shawl,
and digglng away the snow with his

, hayonet, allowed it to fall gently lnto its

temporary resting-place by the roadside.

I* was all we could do, and itlably little,

too. His task was not yet finished when
Trumbull returned hastily.

" I've found the place yos want,” he
sald, “a ruugh place, but- weather-tight
and_deserted.”

"' 1f we could find a Fuman to take her
place,” I sald, look ng from tho child in
my arms to Doyle.

' Let him take the-child for a time,
sergeant,” sald-Trumbull, wo shall find
women cnough, I'm afrald, unless they

| are all ke that poor thing there. If we

meet ono we can send her back to the
ut."” i

Dez'e had suw completed hus work, but
moved If ever thero was a heartfelt
it was the one Dosle offered at
that tonely grave. When we saw his
attitude we both steod in reverent silonce
unti! he rose tu his feet. Then he took

! the child_from_my arms, and tugether we

#tarted nlong.the ruad we bad so recentis
traversed. .
Trumbull's prediction was soon verifled,
We found not one but two women; mother
snd daughter, and Loth soldlers wives.
They had been-left-behind, moro by ac-
rldent than thruugh -weakness, and were
both footing It bravely ke old cam.
paigners  To them Doyle-consented to
dellver-the chlld, and directing them to
the hut, where Trumbull had happily
noticed a good stock of dry fuel, we
parted with them for a time. They were
carrying thelr own ratlons and promised
to make:a warm sop for the ~hild.” The
younger woman was well satisfied co have
such-a charge, for, as her mothor whis-
pered, “1t's llke getting her own back,
sergeant, you couldn't have done her a
better turn,”—swhich comforted Doyle

-mizhttly

“ Now, did_you-ever see the likes of
that.?" said Doyle, as we turned a bend
in the road and camon In sight of a strange
encampment,

(To be eontinued.)

HOW WESLEY EARNED -TEN
GUINEAS.

The eminent-artist, Mr. Ceely, who had
in his gallery a-fine bust of John Wesley,
tells this story concerning it ~

Mr Wesley had often been urged to
have his picture taken, but he always
refused, alleging as a reason that he
thought it nothing but vanity, Indced, so
frequently had he been pressed on this
point that his frlends were reluctantly
compelled to glive up the idea.

One day he ralled on mo on the busi-
vess of our charch. 1 began the old sub-
ect Of entreating him to allow me to
take Off Lis Nkeness.

“Well,” 1 sald, “knowing you value
money for the-means-of dolng good, if
you will grant my request, I will engage
to give you ten-gulneas for-the first ten
minutes you sit, and for cvery minute
that oxceeds that time, you shall recelvo
a-guinea.”

*What * sald Mr. Wesley, “ do I-un-
derstand you right *  You- will-give me
ten gulneas {or::“!'ns my plcture taken?

i Well, I agree to it.

He then stripped off his coatand lay on
the s0fa, and in eight minutes I hed the
most perfect bust-I-had ever taken. 1
tounted out_ten-guineas Into-hts hand.

“Well,” sald-he, turning-to-his com-
mrlon, “I never till now earned money
su speedily, but what shall we do with

e

Thes wished me goed morning and
proceeded -over-Westminster Bridge. In
A fcw hours every penny -of tho momey
bad been given away In chsrity.

Susie— Papa, what makes a mea al-

treat. It commenced, In-order, jt passed | covered save whero the wind had- swept , kars Eive a Woman a diamond._eagago-
through critical moments when ront, aoty

mentring?  Her Father—"The woman,”




