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maorrow on an innocent litile adlieme
ai mine or will you not'

Il'What's the lay-out?' lie asks.
'Lasi ime yau took one ai tIsse mys-
tery fits ye trotted me ail aver Bar-
rietlsld after a rsd-hsaded girl you
were afraid ta speak ta.'

laI it daubtiug me you are, you
potato-lipped Irishmant' 1 answered
scorufully. 'Dos the District Of-
flcei' Comniandiug inforin you, ai the
nature of thie inspection? NolI As
sure as you prépare for a review
h. will order a field day, and if yon
pray for manoeuvres le will order
parade. «Will yau came or will yau
not l'

Il'l'Il conw,' lie saya finally, 'foi'
anythlng iliat will make you ialk sen-
sible for ten minutes mnust have saine
speeil attraction.'1

IlSo when we camne off duty we
Imatled over ta the dry canteen and
dug up tle book and atudied it up.

IlFor ihe. Brai time lu six mentIs,
Iguess, we missd the~ moving picture

shows, and when il. battsry boys
trled ta sing the chorus af "Meet me
in Bostime, Rosy, 'they feUl fiat
withaut me sud Mickey's tenor voicea
ta guide thein.

"Well, sirs, next afternoou we was
down ai the bridge, tle whole tlreeê
of us (we had toak onHank Moore
because lie could ialk Cocknsy,
whieh was my ides), aud l'Il be
hanged if we didn't think we'd been
hoaxed. At sat le came, rounding
ihe bend lu a little livery skiff, aud,
faih, wheu we crowded in we lad ta
hold saine of the refreshment8 lu aur
arma ta make room.

Il'Where toi' says Mickey, as he
rolled up hlm sleeves. 'Whisky
Island,' sys the boy, 'theie's a fine
nook there.' 'Faith, aud 1 kuow
thai one,' saya Mickey, sud lie landed
ns lu a shady limte spot near the aid
tower ihere.

Il Say, when we earried up the
stuff i near broke oui' learta by

mkn u think of Christrmas festivi-
tis verythiug a man could want

how to open a bottle witliout break-
ing the neek or pulling the cork,
though, and, mnu alive, but lie waa
tickled.

Il"Carpe diem,> le sys. We neyer
could flnd the regiment that mott
belong ta; maybe you chaps would
know, heh?

IlWeIl, anyway, 'Carpe diem,' h.
ays, 'we miglit as well enjoy the day
before tempus lias fugited. So we
feil to.

"Preaently lie notes the bits of
ribbon we had sewed ou our pockeis.
IWhat's those,' lie eays, 'I don't
reeolleet thein.'

I'Oh,' 1 said, careless, 'strike
dooty, Hamnilton, ask Mickey. RFe'a
got the silver tangue.'

"But -Mickey didu't seem te hear
huju. He says ta 'Flaunels' (for sucli
we ealled lim for lis clothes), 'was
you ever crossed iu love?' aud the.
boy says 'No.' 'TIen,' says Mickey,
you've neyer been in love,' and tle

boy allowed as lie ladu 't.
Il'Well, sorr,' said M$ekey, 'tIers

wa a gurrl up in Haitonuasunigl
brake my heart lu that utrike affair,
an' 'twas no fault cf mine. To
thiuk that by now I might be rockin'
a couple of kids to leep cnta f
conibin' the. dusi out cf a battery

"'8, h. waa a peach, sorr, an' 1
wish yau cauld have seen lier. 8h.
bad red hair, with more or leme
freckies, but lier eyes was as soit
an'u' li1k. the water out youder.
81. was sellun' books i a de-pari-a-
meutai store ivhen I met lier, an' se
saya ta me, "You acidiera must b.
lanely wtotyu l red.

Sunday walks ta churchl with lier aud

weeks, J
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leen 's.
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eork leg


