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“Within, the master’s desk is sien,
Deep senrrerd by rans official

The warning floor, the batteredjeals,

" The jack-knifo's earved initial}

THE OLD SCHOOL-HOUSE.

)
Al

The charcoal frescos on its wall 3
Its door's worn sill, betraying
The feet that, ereeping slow toschool,
" 'Went storming out to playing !”
WHITTIER,

THE STORY OT A-SHORT ]\IFF.

" BY JULTANA HORATIA EWING,
Crarvier ITL

K Ut 'lﬁtm-atm-us Rhabite’ (“Dwell as it about
to depart”)-.0ld IHousc motlo.

» HE barrack-master'’s wife
was standing i the
poreh of her hut, the
sides of which wero of
thesimplest trellis-work
gy of crossed fie-poles,
through which sho
could wateh the pro-
ceedings of the garden-
cr without baking her-
J i self in the sun, Sud-
‘ i +denly she snatched up
a green-lined white un-
brella, that had' seen

service in India, and ran out. -
“QReilly ! what is that baby doing?
There! that white-headed child crossing
the parade with a basket in its little arms !
It's got nothing on it’s head. Please go
and take it to its mother before it gets sun:i
stroke.” : . .
The gardener was an Irish soldier—an
old soldier, as the handkerchief depending
from his cap, to protect the nape of his
neck from the sun, bore witness. He was
a tall man, and stepped without ceremony
over the garden paling to get n nearer view
of the parade. But ho stepped back again
at onee, and resumed his place in the gar-

den.
“ He's

madam.

Corporal  Macdonald's child
The Blind Baby, they call him.
Not a bit of harm will he get. They're as
hard as nails the whole lot of them. If I
was to take him in now, he'd he out before
my back was turned, His brothers ave at
school, and Blind Baby’s just as happy as
the day is long, playing at funerals all the
time,”

“ Blind! Is heblind? Poorlittle soul !
But he's got n great round potato-basket
.in his arms. Surely they don’t make that
afflicted infant fetch and carry.” .

O'Reilly laughed so heartily, that he
scandalized his own sense of propriety.

“I ask your pardon, madam. DBut
there is no fear that Blind Baby'll feteh
and carry. Every man in the lines is his
nurse.”

“But what's he doing with that round
hamper as big ns himself 7’

“It's just a smake-beliove for the big
drum, madam, The ‘Dead March’ ig his
whole delight. "Twas only yesterdny I said
to his father, ¢ Corporal,’ I says, ‘we'll live
to see Blind Baby a band-master yet,” I
snys ; * its a pure pleasure to see him beat
oub a tune with his closed fist.’

- *Will I go and borrow a barrow now,
madam ?  added O'Reilly, returning to his
duties. o wag always willing and never
. idle, but he liked change of occupation.

““No, no. Don’t go away. Wo shan't
wapt & wheelbarrow till we've finished
trenching this border and picking out the
stones. Then you can take them away and
fatch the new soil.”

“You're ab a deal of paing, madam, and
it's a poor patch whenit's all done to it.”

T can’t live without flowers, O'Reilly,
and the colonel says I may do what 1 like
with this bave strip.” '

*¢ Ah, don’t touch the dirty stones with
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your fingers, ma'am ! T'll have the lot picked
in'no time atall.” ’

“You ses, O'Reilly, you can’t grow
flowers in sand unless you cin command
water, and the colonel tell me that when
it's hot here the water-supply runs short,
and we mayn’t water the garden from the
pumips.”

O'Reilly smiled saperior.

. That's as truo a word as cvor ye spoke,
wadam, and if it were nob thab *twould be
taking a liberty, I'd give ye some advice
about gardening in camp. It's not the
first time I'm quartered in Asholt, and I
know tho ways of it.”

“T shall be very glad of advice. You
know I have never been stationed here be-
fore.”

%ig an old soldier’s advice, madam.”

T 8o much the better.” mid the lady,
warmly. .

O'Reilly was kneeling to his Wwork. - He
now sat back on his heels, andnot without
a certain dignity that bade defiance to his
surroundings he commenced his oration. -

¢ Pleaso Grod to spare youand the col-
onel, madam, to put in his time as barrack-

‘master at this station, yo'll see many a re-
giment come and go, and be making them-

selves at home all along.  And any one
that knows this place, and tho nature of
the soil, tear-rs would overflow his eyes to
see the regiments come for drill, and be-
take themselves to gardening. Maybe the
hoys have marched in footsors and fasting,
in the hottest of weather, to cold comfort
in empty quarters, and they'llnotlet many
Tiours flit over their heads before some of
‘em 1l get possession of a load of green
turf, and be laying it down for borders
around their huts,  It’s the young onesI'm
speaking of ; and there ye'llsee them, in
the blazing sun, with their shirts open, and
not a thing on their heads, squaring and
fitting the turfs for bare life, watering
them out of old pic-dishes and stable-
buckets and what not, singing and whist-
ling, and fetching and carrying between
the pump and their quarters, just as cheer-

ful as so many birds building their nests in

the spring.” . . :

““ A very pretty picture, O'Reilly. Why
should it bring tears toyoureyes? Anold
soldier like you mustknow that one would
never have a home in quarters at all if one
did not begin to make it at once.”

“True for you, madam. Notadoubt of
it, But it goes to your heatt to see labor
thrown away ; and it's not once in a hun-
dred times that grass planted like that will
get hold of a soil like this, and the boys
themselves nt drill all along, or gone out
under canvas in Bottomless Bog before the
week’s over, as likely as not.”
 “That would be unlucky, Butone must
take onc's luck as it comes, And you've
not told me, now, what youdo advise for
camp gardens,” ‘

* That's just what I'm coming to, ma'am,
See the old soldier ! What does he do?
Turns the bucket upside down outside his
hut, and sits on ib; with & cap on his head,
and a handkerchief down his hack, and
some tin tacks, and a ball of string,—trust
a soldier’s eye to get tholines straight,—
every one of them beginningon the ground
and nearly going up to the rof.”

** Por creepers, I supposo? What does
the old soldier plant ¥’ o

“Beans, madan,—scarletrunners. Theso
are the things for Asholt. A few beans

are nothing in your baggage. They like a

warm place, and when they’re on the sunny

side of a hut they’ve got it and no mistake.

"1 They're growing while you’re on duty. The
‘| flowers are the rightsoldier’s eolor § and

when it comes to the beans, yo may put
your hand out of the window and gather
them, and no trouble at all.”

“The old soldier is very wise; but I
think I must have more flowers than that.
So T plant and if they die I am very sorry ;
aud if they live, and other people have
them, I try to be glad.
to be unselfish, O’Reilly, and think of one’s
successors.”

- % And that’s true, madam ; barring that
I never knew any one's successor to have
the same fancies as himself: one plants
tress to give shelter, and the next cuts
them down to let in the air.”

“Well, I suppose the only way is to be
prepared for the worst. The rose we
planted yesterday by the porch is a great
favorite of mine; but'the colonel calls it
¢ Marching orders.” It used to grow over
my window in my old home, and I have
planted it by évery home I have had sinco
bub the colonel says wheneverit settled
and began to flower the regiment got the
route.” 3

““The colonel must name it again,
madant,” said O'Reilly, gillantly, as he
hitched up the knees of his trousers, and
veturned to the border. * Tt shall be
¢ Standing Orders’ now, if sonp and water
ean make it blossom, and I'm spared to at-
tend to it all the time. Many a bundved
roscés may you and tlic colonel pluck from
it, and never one with a thorn !”

“Thank you, O'Reilly ; thank you very
much, Soapy water is very good for ruses,
I believa ¥

“Th is so, madam, I putin n good deal
of my time as ofiicer’s servat after I wasin
the Connaught Rangers, and the captain I
was with ono time was as fond of flowers as
yourself. There was a mighty fine rose-
bush by his quarters, and every morning I
had to carry out his bath to it. IIe used
more soap than wost gentlemen, and when
e sent'me to the town forit—* It's not for
myself, O'Reilly,” he'd say, ‘so much as for
the rose, Bring large tablets,” he'd say,
“and ‘the best scented ye can get. The
rvoses'll be the sweeter forit.’ That was
his way of joking, and never a smile on his
face. He was odd in many of his ways,
was the captain, but he was a grand soldier
entirely ; a good officer, and a good friend
to Itis men, and to the wives and children
no less. The regiment was in India when
ho dicd of cholera, in twenty-four hours,
do what I would, ‘O, the cramp in my
legs, O'Reilly ! he says. *God hless ye,
captain,’ saysI, ‘never mind yourlegs; I'd
nanage the cramp, sir,” I says, ‘if I could
but keep up your heart.’—* Yeo'll not do
that, OReilly,’ be says, ‘for all your good-
ness ; I lostit too long ago.” That was his
way of joking, and never n smile on his
face. 'Twas a pestilential hole we were in,
and than’s the truth ; and cost Her Majesty
more in lives than would have built healthy
quarters, and given us every comfort ; but
the flowers throve there if we didn’t, and
the captain’sgrave was filled till ye couldn’t
geb tho sight of him for roses. o wasa
good officer, and beloved of his men ; and
betiter master never a man had !

As he ceased speaking, O'Reilly drew
his sleeve sharply across his eyes, and then
bent again to his work, which was why le
failed to sec what the barrack-master’s wife
saw, and did not for some moments dis-
cover that sho wasno longer in the garden,
The matter was this:

The barrack-master’s quarters were close
to the iron church, and the straight road

that yan past both was crossed, justbeyond §

the chureh, by another straight road,
which finally led out to and joined a coun-
try highway. From this highway an open
carringe and pair were being driven into
the camp asa soldier’s funeral was mareh-
ing to church. The band frightened the
horses, who were gob past with some diffi-
culty, and having turned the sharp corner,
wers coming rapidly towards the barrack-
master's hut, when Blind Baby, excited by
the band, strayed from his parade-ground,
tumbled basket and all, into the ditch that
divided it from the road, picked up himself
and his basket, and was sturdily sebting
forth across the road just ns the frightened
horses came plunging to the spot.

The barrack-master’s wife was not very
young and not very slender.  Rapid move-

Oue oughts to learn’

ments were not easy to her. -She was ner-
vous, also, and could never afterwards re-
member what she did with herself in those
brief moments before she became conscious
that the footuran had got to the horses’
hieads, and that she herself was almost un-
der their feet, with Blind Baby m. her
arms,  Blind Baby himself recalled her to
consciousness by the ungrateful faghion in
which he pummelled his deliverer with his
fists and howled for his basket, which had
rolled under the earriago toadd to the con.
fusion, Novr wus he to bo pacified till
O'Reilly ook him from her arms.

By this time men had rushed from every
hut and kitchen, wash-place and shop, and
were swarming to the rescue ; and through
the whole disturbance, like minute-guus,
came the short barks of a puppy, which
Leéonard had insisted upon taking wilh
him to show to his aunt despitc the protes-
tations of his mother; for it was Lady
Jane's carringe, and this was how the
sisters met.: .

They bad been sitting together for some
time, so absorbed. by the strangeness and
the pleasure of their new relations, that
Leonard and his puppy had slipped away
unobserved, when Lady Jane, who was
near the window, called to her sister-in-
law ; ** Adelaide, tell me, my deur, is this
Colonel Jones ¥’ She spoke with sometre- -
pidation. It is so easy for those unac-
quainted with uniforms to make strange
blunders. Moreover, the barrack-master,
though soldierly looking, was so, despite
a very unsoldierly defect. Feiwas excced-
ingly stout, and ashe approached the minia-
ture garden gate, LadyJane found herself
gnzing with some anxiety to sec if he counld
possibly ¢et through.

But OReilly did not make an empty
boast when he said that a soldier’s eye was
true. The colonel came quite neatly
through the toy entrance, knocked nothing
down in the porch, bent and bared his
head with one gesture as he passed under
the drawing-room doorway, and bowing
again to Lady Jane, moved straight to the
side of his wife.

Something in the action—a mixture of
dignity and devotion, with just a tonch of
defiance—went to Lady Jane's heart. She
went up to him and held out both her
hands : *‘Please shake hands with me,
Colonel Jones, I am so very happy to
have found a sister {7 In a moment more
she turned round, saying, *‘I must show
youyournephew. - Leonard I”  Buf Leou-
ard was not there.

1 faney I have seen him already,” said
the eolonel, “If he is a very beautiful
boy, very beautifully dressed in velvet, he's
with O'Reilly, watching the funeral,”

Lady Jane looked horrified, and Mrs.
Jones looked relieved.

“Ie's quite safe if he's with O'Reilly.
But give me my sunshade, Heury, please ;
T dare say Lady Jane would like to sec a
funeral too.”

It is an Asholt amenity to take care that
you miss no opportunity of seeing a funcral.
It would not have occurred to Lady Jane
to wish to go, but as her only child had
gone she went willingly to look forhim. As
they turned the corner of the hut they
eame straight upon it, and at that moment
the ** Dead March” broke forth afresh,

The drum beat out those familiar notes
which strike upon the heart xather than
the ear, the brass screamed, the ground
trembled to the tramp of feet and the lum-
Lering of the gun-carringe, and Lady Jane's
eyes filled suddenly with tears at the sight
of tho dead man’s accoutrements lying on
the Union Jack that serves a soldier for a
pull.  Asshe dried them sho saw Leonard,

Drawn up in accurate line with the edgo
of the road, O'Reilly wasstanding to salute
and as near to tlje Irish privatoas he could
squeeze himself'stood the boy, his whole
body stretched to the closest possible imi-
tation of his newand deeply revered friend,
his left arm glued to hisside, and the back
of his little right hand laid against his
‘orow, gazing at the pathetic pageant as ib
pussed him with devouring eyes.  And he-
hind them stood Blind Baby, beating upon
his basket,

. For the basket had been recovered, and
Blind Buby’sequanimity also ;and he wan-
dered up and down the parade again in the
sun, long after the soldier’s fumeral had
wailed its way to the graveyard, over the
heather-covered hill,

(To be Continued.)
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