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lieve she quite understood my compliment.

“What $8 it Dick ?” asked Kate when!
we were alone. '

* Will you do something for me, dear?”

“Yes Dick.”

*“But you do not kuow what it is darl-
u‘x.l’

“1 ¢an trust you,” was the answer.

* I ‘want you to marry me before I re-
join fmy regiment.” -

‘“If you please, Dick.”
- Theu I took ber iz my arms and told
her my rezson, namely that if the worst
tuppened she would be provided for, where-
upon ghe clung to me and sobbing talked
a great deal of nonsense about_my gener-
osity forsooth, and said a number of other
2hings which neod not be sst down here,
though they were all very sweet and nice.

Thus it was arranged, and on the 20th
October 1857, by the garrison Chaplain au
Delhi, Captain Richard Clevedale of tho
167tk Dragoons, wedded Katharine, only.
daughter of the late Coloncl Marsden of
the 103rd Bengal Cavalry.. 1 left immedi-
ately afterwards to join the army ut Alum-
bagh near Lucknow, where Sir Colin Camp-
bell, s commander in chief, arrived on the
9th November, and in conjunction with
General Havelock, rescued the beseiged at
the reaidency a few days later, the latter
brave old warrior being caried off by dy-
sentry in another week. His name almost
above any other is brought back to us
when we recall those times, and Havelock
will elways be indissollubly connected with
the Indinn Mutiny. I remember him scated
on his charger, his Licad covered wita his
white military cap, the * puggence” drop-
ping behind, to protxet his neck from the
sun. his face haggard and worn with dis-
vase. but an indomnitable courage flash-
ing from his cyes—a knight, truly ** sans
peur et sans Trproche.” About the end of
November General Windham met with a
repulse at Cawnppre, and part of that city
was 2aken by the mutincers, but on ibe
Sdth December, lod by ovur grizzly haired
commander in chief, we marched to victory
apd retovk what had been lost.

The vear 1858 began by the mutinecers
lortifring Lucknow, to which we Iaid sicge
in March, taking if after o hand struggle
and completely routing the enemy, but alas
one was killed who bad mnde Lis uame
dreeded by the mutineers =il throogh the
North Wt Province—I refer to .Colonel
Hodson who, with his Irrcgulars, bad by
his rapid movements and dasking surprisces,
created a kind of superstitious fear among
the caemy which often enrried bim 1o vict~
ary ngainst tremondons odds.

But you will le saying that having dos-
cribed kow I was marricd, this ‘aic shounld
comr to o conclusion, and no donbi you
have had cnough of battles and fighting,
%0 olthough it was another year Wefora
I conld Tinally aheath my sword-and pro-
ceed to Bombey, where my wife then was,

«THE RNTIDOTE»

I will pass over that period in a very
few words. The Government of India,
which had been in the hands of a company
for onv hundred and fifty years, was ceded
to the crown and the Queen proclaimed
1st November 1858. 8ir Colin Campbell had
won his peerage under the title of Lord
Clyde, end your humble servant receiving
co further wounds, retired as Major Cleve-
dale Jecling with gratitade rather than van-
ity that in the words of a great gtatesman
he kad earned “ Pesce with Honor.”
Mra. Clevedale was staying with a great

aunt in the latter’s bungalo at Colabs, an'

outskirt of Bombay. This aunt was &
little bld lady ol over seventy, widow of
the late Colonel Hough, and always boasted
with pridc that sho bad danced with Sir
Arthie Wellesly, afterwards the Duke of
Weliington, awhen he was in India at the
commencement of this century.

It was in January 1859 that I drove
up to Mrs. Hough’s bangalo to meoet her
from whom f had been parted so long, and
from whom I was never again to be separ-
pted. 1 am standing in the room when
a alight young figure cntems, and the next
instant she s on my breast muwrmuring
I koew God would keep you safe and
send you back to mo dear.”

After pome minutes, during which tima
1 decline to put down what took place;
she fvoks at me and exclaims - Why Dick
bow brown you arc, aad positively you are
becoming bald.”

“dnd I do bLelieve Kate
srown,” I reply.

* Nonsense ; I bad stopped before jou
ever 52w me."”

" You anre the tallest
wet,” 1 say.

* What do you mean Dick ? I am uovu
nearly s0 tall a8 —-"

=1 om five foot ten without my boots
wy dear,” I interrupt, **and yet 1 imust
alwaya look up to you,” at whkich sho
laughs, a8 all wives should at their buss
pands’ jokes, bowever poor they may bz
‘but nevertheless iy remark was one of

you have

woman I ever

those " meny 1ruc things spoken in jest.”

And now Delhi with its beautilal gotes,
Agru with the wonderfal Tsj and the
iovely harbor of Bombay vanish
dreain. Yot hardly so, for before me lies

like a

a letter with the Indian post mark on it,
beginning ** My dear father ™ and cnding
** You- affuctionate son, Stirling Clevedale,”
in which is meationed n cortain Monter
Harry whom 1 hear in the room abave
me. Five and thirty years bhave flown, aad
still os my wife hande me o cop of ten
1 ~cc in ber ths same woman who plighted
ber troth 10 ine in India, for o me she
has never changoed.

(The <nd.)

RUNNING AFTER A HAT.

Some don’t run. They pretend to
smilc when they eee their hat borne
along on the breese, and glance at the
laughing faces around in & way imply-
ing, ** Yey, it is funny, and I enjoy the
joke, althoagh the hat is mine.” Nobody
believes you, baut if this does you good,
you should do it. You don't attempt
to cutch your hat as it were on the
wing. You walk atter it, smiling, as
if you liked the joke the move you think
of it, and confident that the hat will
come 10 rest presently. You are not
the sort of a man to make s fuss over
2 hat. You won't give the hat the
satisfaction of thinking that it can an-
noy sou. Strange though it may seem,
there are idiots who will join you In
pursuit of the hat. One will hook it
witk a stick, and almost get it, only
not quite. Another will manage to hit
it harc with an umbrella. A third will
get his {oot into it or on it. Thiscdoes
not improve the hat, but ittshows that
there 1s 21 good deal of the milk of
huwnan kindpess {lowing in the strect

.as well as water, and is perhaps plea-
‘sant to think of afterwards.

Several
times you almost have the hat in your
posscssion. It lies motionless, just
where 1t as Uropped after coming in
contact with a hansom. Were you to
make a sudden rush at it you could
have it, but we have zgreed that you
are not that sort of man, Yon walk
forward, stoop, arfd—. Onc reads how
the explorer thinks he has shot a bu!-
falo dead, and advances to put his foot
proudly on the carcass, how tho buffalo
then rises, and how the explorer then
rivee also. -1 have never seen an ex-
plorer running alter his hat (though
I should like to), but your cxperience
is similar to his with the buYfalo. As
your hand approaches the hat, the
latter turns over like a giant refreshed,
and waddics out of your reach. Once
more your hand is within an inch of
it, when it makes off again. There are
ringing cheers from the aundience on the
pavcment, some of them meant for the
hat, and the others as an cncourage-
atcut to you. Before you get your hat
you have begun to realize what deer-
stalking i3, and how important a factor
is the wind.—By J. M. Barric.

Impromptu vesses written in the Au-
tograph Album of Alle. Marie Loulse—.
Nbedient to your will, I write

Gpon this page of virgin white,
Fecling, as humbly I conicss,

Too honoured by your ‘politesse.”
In vain for cloquence X pray!

* Que falre 2" At lnst I sce my way:
If wit or poetry you &eek,

I'l] be the Scribe, but you must speak.

G. X.



