
minded individual, neyer attempted to solve the
tragedy of bis life-for tragcdy I was sure tbcrc had
been-, and never interfered with his "dcep thinks."

Often wc have taken long walks together in the
t-ountry lanes and by the river side (we wcre station-
ed then in a quiet littie village in Blanksbire) when
we bavcn't excbangcd haîf a dozen words. It wasn't
ver>' intcrcsting, truly, but I saîv the poor beggar ap-
prcciated it, and whien we got back to barracks, hie
%vould often Say',

"Tbanks, old chap, you're awfully good to me."
For some months previous to this ail London liad

becn singingr the praises of a new actrcss, callcd
Marie Lcroyd. 1 had seen bier, when up on leave, at
one of the theatres given over to the sacred Iamp of
burlesque. She ivas of French extraction and had
ail tbe tricks and manners of hier vivacious race.
That she ivas surpassingly lovcly there wvas no deny
ing. That lier physical bcauty wvas'accompanied by
a corresponding bcauty of mmnd, 1 very much
doubted.

Rumor said tiot, but, then, rumor isn't alwayscor-
rect. Rumor said sbe ivas married; rumor also said
sbe ivas iiot, but ought to be. But then, dame rumor
is often a lying jade.

One day Lewis proposed that we should go for a
walk on the river batik. Instead of the cavalry-
rnan's ordinary ligbt wip, Lewis wvould sometimes
carry a shorter one, with a loaded handle. i
rîoticed lie hiad it on tbis occasion. Would to
God that lie baci not. There ivas very little boating
on tbe river a. a general rule, tboughi occasîotially we
would se a feiv boating men or a pair of Il spoony"
lovcrs. he latter -enus ivas the only tbing tliat
ever rcally roused Lewis. WVhy, be kncw bcst.
Whien we arrived at the river we only noticed one
boat, wbichi ias gentl>' floating up Stream, about a
mile abecad of us As tbe devil's luck would bave it,
our stcps turned iii the direction of the boat, wvbicli
wvas alinost covered with a large awning. Aftcr idly
watching it for about a quarter of a mile, we noticed
someone paddling towards the banik (again, as the
devil's luck would bave it, on our side of the river),
andl the boat disappeared bebind some bushes wvbich
grcwv to tbe waters edge.

We continued our walk, slowvIy, slowly, uncon-
ciously approaching a tragedy.

And that tragcdy came ivithout one minute's
warning to any of the actors in it.

Suddenly turning a sligbt bend iii the river, we
saw lying on tbe grass a mani and a womaii. They
wcre so engrossed in their talk that tbey had not
hearcl our approach.

The man wvas Capt. Harris, the woman I recog-
nizcd in an instant lis Marie Leroyd, tbe actrcss. A
vice-likc grip on my am made me give an excla-
mation of pain, and as I did so 1 glanced at Lewis'
face. To my dying day, ncvcr shaîl 1 forget the
demoniacal expression 1 saw tbcre.

1 thcn~ knew I had solvcd the tragcdy of John
Lewis' hife.

My exclamiation of pain liad attracted tbe attention
of the other two actors in this scene. Harris jumpcd
to bis feet, scowling îvitb rage.

"Wbat the dcvii do you two men ielan, spying on
me like tbis ?" lie exclaimcd.
"That ivoman you arc witlî is my wvife, Capt. Harris,

and il-
"«You lie, you hounid," bissed Harris.
It wvas the îvork of an instant ; witb a cry more

rescmbling that of a wvild beast than a buman being,
Lewis sprang at Capt. Harris, and with a terrible
crash, tbe loaded bandle of bis whip fell on Capt.
Harris' unprotectcd bead.

Witlîout one moan, witbout one cry, lie feil dead.
As in a dream, witbout a look at the dead man, or

tbe livin, beautiful îvoman, wvc turned and retraced
our steps towaids the barracks. On rcaching tbem
bie grasped my hand for a second, and turned away.
Still in a dreamn, 1 seated myself on a bencb. How
long I sat there, I knov not, but suddenly a pistol
sbot wvas beard, and I saw men rushing towards tbe
rooni froin wlhence the report came. I did not stir;
I knew that another tragedy liad marred tbat fair
day.

Lewis ivas found, face doîvnward on the floor, sbot
tbrougbh the hicad.

One fair, false womail had tbat day causcd tlîe
deatb of a scoutadrel, and sent lier liusband to a
suicide's grave.

AN NA MATILDA (who bas just made a purchase)-If
it likes sugar-stick an' smels it in rny
.pocket, I amn lost !
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