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And Bally Dean thouglit of the boy to be shot,
0f the f air girl he loyed in the woods far away;
Of the true love that grew like a red rose of May

And he stopped where hie stood, and lie thought andhle thought.
Then a sndden star f ell, shootin' on overhead,
An1 hoe knew that bis mother beckon'd on to the dead.

And he said what have 1? ThoughlIlive, though Idie,
Who shaîl care for nme 10w ? Then the dull, muffled drum
Struck bis ear, and he knew that the master had corne

With the squad. And lie passed in the tent with a sigh,
And the doomed lad orept f orth, and the drowsy squad Led
With low trailing guns to the march of the dead.

Then with face turned away tow'rd a dira streak of day,
And bis voice fuil of tears the poor bowed master said,
As lie f ell on bis knees and uncovered bis head.

"-Corne boys, it is sebool tume, let us ail pray."
And we prayed. And the lad by the coffin alone
Was teariess, was silent, was still as a stone.

Ilin 1ne" master said, and lie stood at the head;
But lie couidn't speak now. So lie drew ont bis sword

And dropped the point iow for the last fatal word.
Then the rifles rang ont, and a soldier f efi dead 1
The master sprang forward. "God help us,"ble said,
"It is pq ally, poor Bally, and he's gone up head 1 "
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WITH looks uplifted and wîth feet upfaring
Does it avail the rugged steeps te, try,

Eartli's pain and cross and bitternese still hearing,
Deliglit of lif e and joy of sense still sparing

For stars that strew an ever-distant sky
If so, say why !

IIow often te an orb do we draw nearer,
Or reacli the moon for which, like babes, we wail

iliey fade persnnîally as dawn grows clearer,
While blîsses left behind seem warmer, dearer

To seuls that shiver as the skies wax pale
O'er hill and vale.

Were we led up to, soins sure good by gazing,
Even as the Magi te their cradled Christ;

Not as the Hindu by control amazing,
To body numbness and te mental dazing,

Then miglit we deem our loss by gain well priced,
And be enticed:

But sucli as seek the Sangreal find scant healing
For wounded feet that climb the rugged ways,

Save love's star-aureoled face alone appealing
Should draw tliem onward, bleeding, stumbling, kneeling,

To gain the only guerdon worth the praise
And length of days 1
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GooDBYEB te, the wife and children-a kiss to the baby, last,

As into the cold gray morning the husband and father passed-

For the holiday is over, and the wvorkday is begun,-
Se goodbye te the happy home, till the daily toil is doue.

But the earthly toil was over altliough lie knew it net,

And a train to a f ar, f ar country, unwittingly lie souglt,-
Wliile above the fiery chariot the pitying augels wait
To carry eacli faitliful spirit up te, the golden gate 1

A shout, a sliock, a crash !-and over the pure, white 5110W

le scattered a massa of ruin,-witli human forme below,-
And oh!I for the wives at home, and the chiîdren that ne more

Shahf welcome home the fatlier, when lis daîly toil is o'er !

Oh eartli, thon art full of sorrow!1 Oh life, thon art dark and ead,-

Save for the light from heaven that lias come te make us glad

Witli the hope of the if e immortal that liolds the key of this,

Se the joy of the coming meeting may tlirill tlirough love's parting kissl

And percliance the angels heard tlie songe of the other shore

Blend witli the mortal music of the goedbye at the door.

Goodbye te the wife and dhildren,-a kiss to the baby last,
As into the spirit-world, tlirougli the cold grey moru lie paesed.

FiDE]LI$.
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In not a few other respects she was satisfied regarding herseif. There

was nothing, for that matter, which concerned herseif in any real way,

about which she did not feel wholly satisfied. iler environmient in lier

own opinion was of the best, and doubtless in the opinion of a good many

stauncli aciherents also. From the necklace of ancestral brilliants which

she now wore, sparkling at bail or dinner, on her generous and creamy

neck, te the comfortably-cushioned pew in Grace Ohurcli, where two good

generations of iPoughkeepsies had devoutly sat through many years of

Sundays, she silently valueci and eulogized the gifts which fate liad be-

stowed upon lier.

Pauline's present attitude seemed te lier something monstrous. It had

not seemed monstrous that hier niece should give the bloom and vital

purity of a sweet maidenhood to, a man weighted with years and almost

decrepid from. past excesses. But that she should seek any other circle of

acquaintance except, one sanctioned by the immitigable laws of caste,

struck lier as a bewildering misdemeanour.

IlMy dear Pauline," she now exclaimed, Ilyou fill me with a positive

fear! 0 f course, if you shut your doors to the right people you open them,

to the wrong ones. You have got some strange idea, abroad, which you

are 110w determined to, carry ot-to exploiter, my dear !With your very

large incomethere is hardly any dreadful imprudence which you may net

commit. There is no use in telling me that the people whom one knows

are not worth knowing. If you have got into that curious vein of thouglit

you have no remedy for it except to refrain f rom ail entertaining and al

acceptance of courtesies. But I beg, Pauline, that you will hesitate be-

fore you store up for yourself the material of ugly future repentance.

Sallie and I have accepted the Effinghams' box at the opera to-niglit.

Those poor Effingliams have been stricken by the cleath of their fatlier;

it was so sudden . . hie was sitting in hie library and literally feli dead.

lie must certainly have lef t two millions, but of course that lias nothing to

do with their bereavement, and it was so0 kind of them to remember US.

Tliey know that I have always wanted a prosceniunm, and that there are

ne prosceniums, now, to be bouglit for love or meney. I have sent our

box in the liorse-shoe to cousin Kate Ten Eyck ; she is se wretciedlY

cramped in lier purse, you know, and stili lias Lulu on lier hands, and will

be se grateful-as indeed she wrote me quite gushingly that she was, this

very afternoon. Now, Pauline, won't you go witli us, my dear 1 '

Pauline went. A noted prima «donna sang, lured by an immense

niglitly reward to disclose lier vocal splendours before American audiences-

But lier encompassment, as ie so apt to, be the case liere, was pitiable mediocre

She sang with a presentable contralto, a passable baritone, an effée bass0,

and an almost despicable tenor. Tlie chorus was anachronistic in costume,

sorry in voice, and mournfully undrilled. But the diva was 50, coinpre,

liensively talented that she carried the whole performance. At the s&mel

time there were those arnong lier hearers who lamented that lier transceid'

ent ability should be burlesqued by sosliabby and impotent a surroundillg'

Tlie engagement of this famous lady was meanwhile one of those sad oper-'

atic facts for whicli the American people have found, during years past, "10

remedy and no preventive. The fauît, of course, lies witli themselve$-

When tliey are sufficisntly numerous as true loyers of music tliey will

refuse tlieir countenance to even a great singer except with creditable

artistic and scenic support.

Pauline sat iii the Effingliams' spacious prosceniuin-box, between Mrs'

Pouglikeepsis and lier daughter. Sallie Pouglikeepsie was a large girle

with lier motlier's nose, lier motlier's serenity, lier motlier's promise of coe

pulent matronhood. She had immense prospects; it was reported th5t

she liad refused at least twenty eligible matrimonial offers while waitill

for the parental nod of approval, whicli had flot yet coins.

During the firet entr'acte a littîs tlirong of admirers entered the boe,

Some of these Pauline knew; others had appeared, as it were, after ha"t

time. One was ai» Englishman, and she presently became presented tO

himn as the Earl of Glenartney. The titie struck lier as beautiful, pel

ing to, lier sense of the romantic and picturesque; but she wondered tihl

it liad done s0 when she subsequently bent a dloser gaze upon the recedis19

foreliead, fiaccid moutli, and lank frame of the Earl huiseif. Hie liad cle

tainly as mucli liard prose about lis appearance as poetry in lis na,""

Mrs. Pouglikeepsie beamed upon him. in a sort of sidelong way ail tý'6

time tliat lie conversed witli Sallue. A magnate of bountiful shirt-bo$5"

and haughty profile claimed lier f ull lieed, but she failed te bestow it ~
tirely; the presence of thie unmarried Scotch peer at lier chuld's elbo'

was too satirring an incident; lier usual equaîîinity was in a delighlltïu


