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A CANADIAN VETEIRÂN.
It wau summer time, and softly swept the warm sweet

air along,
Laden with the breath of fiowers, laden with the wild

blrdsa song;
And il brnshpd the long, wbite tresses of an old man's

.slivPr hair,
As besîde the open casernent sat he dreaming lu bis

chair,
And upon his aged heart strings played a low, àeslian

tune,
Bringlng back to bis December thougbts aud fancies of

bis June.
But a quick step on the stairway, and a low voioe iu the

bail,
Sent the past lmb the shadows and the prosent did re-

cal ;
And a tai] and talwart striplinoe, with a smooth and

boardless face,
Eagerly int bis preseuce strode witb manly air and

grace.
"Grandaîre," cried he then right qnickly, aud bis voice

rang loud and lear,
"I bave donned my suit of armoutr, 1 arn now a volun-

teer!
1 bave donned my suit of armour for my countrv and my

Queeu,
And 1 hope to be as '<aliaut as my aged grandoire hatte

been!"
Thon a flush lit up tbe fesaturs, erst so wan and deathly

pale,
Andi the old man's eyes ehone proudly ou tbe yontb ao

atout and hale.
1I was dreaiuing, grandson," said he, dreaming of the

burled days,
Wbon the woeld lay spresd before me draped lu louds

Of golden haze,
gu wheu first von came nuto me, clad la bues of

brightest rea,
1 was sure il was my brother wbo at Beaver's Dam fl

dead.
1 was sure that it was Harry-Harry, noble, brave, and

true!-
I was sure tbat lb wss Harry, for he looked su much like

youl'
1

Oh, I trust, my darling grandeon, that the trne will nover
be,

Whou our beauleous, young Dominion will have need to
eall on the@!

But I1icnow that to the summous you will auswer without
fsar,

Wheu the druen-beat calîsi to battle eaah Canadian
volunteer.

8h11l witbiu my time-wuru bosom leape the blood with
eager glow,

As 1 tbiuk upon tle far time, wheu I weut to fight the
Tue.

Aright well <lu I remember when the hasty summons
came,

CallIng ou oacI,à brave Canadian tu repel with swurd aud
fiarne

Ahl the vast hordes of luvaders that wonld ain have
swept awav

i roue unrlaud the flag of Euglaud, sud reduced us 'neath
their sway.

'ather,' said 1, l arn going,-brother Harrys going
to-

We will fight for home and country, do the best that we
cau do !'

1 bave fougbht for dear oId Euglahd, fougbt aud bled for
ber,' saiti he,

'Ou bbe billuw-surglng courses for ber wide domain, tbe

And 1 proudly bld yon follow uow the mebeor flag of
old,

Bmeaiti bravely up before you, or die bravoly 'neath ils
old

Thus with firu, uufaI'ring accents did ho bld ns fight or
Btdis,
BuI saw hlm brush tbe ear-drops sbaltily frou esither

oye,
When cur geutie.hearted motber, filled wlth agony and

woe,
Clnng lu anguishte t ber darliags, ors she told us we

oonid go.
'Don't forget your God, rny ohildren, don't forgot bo

trust lu Hlm,'
Murmurod sho lu broken whispors, whlle ber eyes wibh

tours were dilm;
And lu eaoh sbe gave a Bible for a buokior and a sbiold,
To defeud ns rom temptation lu the camp or on the

fieldi.
Thon 1 hastened bhrougme the forest to bld fsrewell lu

une,
Wbom 1 thought the sweotest crealure underneath the

abining sun.
1 bad lovod ber long and truly-loved, but had not dared

to bell,
For lu me almuet angellc seeeued My beauteous, little

Belle;
But when rm ber cheeks the colour lied and left her

desthly pale,
As she listeneti, alrnost panting, ta euy briefly worded

tale,
S Weiled my passion frorn my hosom burstlng through ils

wouied bonud,
And the love withiu mny heing fonud an utterance lu

sound,
While lu low sund esger accents aIl my bupes did I

unfulli,
And I kissed ber tiny flugers that lu mine lay white and

* cold.
1 bave loved you, darling, loved yqu, " wispered she

lu oweet reply,
With a flush upon ber Taturos sud the lovo-llght in ber

oye,
Since tbe days when we were children roaming round

lu youthfnl gise,
But I someirnes.feared,' sho faltered, 'that you had nu

love for me.

Atbougbt lu crnsb us 10w,
nAd I sprang witri lightning quicekuesu, graaped the fia«

as lu the gronud
Poli the soldie.r wbo, hati held it, while bis 1f. bloond

Itiw aroimd.
Thon I souk iu pain sud snguisb, holding stili my

preclot nprz.,
i WbiIe Ibe ehickiug KIaune 'ii igblfaill sioldeel il froui

hostil. eyes.

Thongb the bathîe ragsd arouud me, soon it seemodte h
nonnd afar ;

Black gwrew al bhe air about me, dimiy shone each
twiukling star;

Gaaping out a prayer la Heaven, aintcy calliug:
«Mohr-BelIo!'

Folded I the flag around me 'neath whuso noble folda I
tel

And I whisperod 10w sud hoarsely unta Christ withiu
the sky :

'Tako me tu thy armas, dear hlaviour, I amrnont afraid bu
dis!l'

Thon no more did I remombor tilltbhe fighb was Tuegbb
sud won,

And upon cuy bortureti body shono bbe brilliant, rnurningt
sun,

Roused 1 thon from out eny ebupor, when I heacd a
strange voie. cry:E

'Hors is une wbu like a liera for bis fiag did figbl sud

Worhby ebroufi for sncb a soîdier is the flag uT Englaud's
King-

Ah! ho muves-poor telIow-lîurry!1 hi& the mon assist-
ance bring!'

Tenderiy hhey waihed on me wbile my systeen strove
wihh Deatb,

And 1 iay upon my pallet gasping eebly for mv brealix.
But aI lash my systone eonquered sud drove off the

spectre paie,
That had womn imb a shadow me, who once waesatout

aud hale.
Home I tottered, trait sud eeble, for cuy fighting days

were dune.
And my parents bardly lcnew tue, thon Ibeir sole

snrviving son.
Fuudîy ta ber acbing bosuen did my mother pretia ber

3bedding tsars for brother Harry, as on me she sadly1
smiled.

Neither sho nor ather ntsred fora timo s single word.
And my mother's genble nobhlng was tbe ouly suund 1I

hoard.
Wben the ov'ning saun ws setiing and tb. day was

S nearly doune,1Sluwly walked I tbhrngh the oreet for b. meet the
beauteuns une,

Who bad prurnised tob ho alhfnl sud lu wait sud pray
for me, -

While 1 ougbt for hume sud -country, foughb for righb
sud liberty.

'Oh, my darliug, 1 arn thunkfeil hat you're suved bo
mo l' ebe oried.

'Had you died witbiu te hate, 1, tua, gladly would
bave dieli!'

But I answered low sud clearly, lhougb my heurt toit
liko a atone

As lb thumped against rny bosuen in a moody monotone:
'When we parted 1 was stalwarl, mgged, strung sud

very hale,
But I've wrecked my srength sent vigour, nuw l'ru

fragile, wun sud pule,
Thon 1 fhad bwu arme bu sbieîd you, now Vve guI oue

ompty aleeve.
And the arue tba'a loft is norvelese, but, my darling, do

uot grieve,
1 was neyer fitted for yan-' 'Stop!' she spaks lu

accents straug,
'If you'ro ired sud wish b ,louve me, thon I bld yon

baste ulong
To the maiden wbo bas won yole, but if stili vour love

le true,
Be yon thon mure railtbtan evor, I will gladiy msrry

yon ;
Tbongh 1 loved yon whon we parleti, now I love you

fonder sblîl,
Wbeu 1 s00 your cheek 50 psllid, when I see yon weak

sudilîl,
And l'Il evor guard yeu ruI>', coax the bloomn baok bo

yonr brow-
Stop!1 dont talk su!1 I woo'b heur you 11I will ho your

master uow!1
Think you a Canadian maiden wonld deserh ber soldier

bravo,
Who, for ber sud for ber counntry, flilclied not froue a

soldiers grave!
No!1 pour bey, l'Il not desort you, will not givo yon

cause tb grievo,
But witb prido sud revoronce ovor will regard yonr

emptyeeove l'
Trnly did she keep ber promise aIl bhraughouhhor

loving lite,
Csusin 7 me b blese the comenb sho hoame my precions

oil.
Sho le now among the angois and 1 long ta meet ber
. thore,---

Well I kuow se.wsnt ta Heaven, ehe was good as ehe
was faim.

Do not flinch, my brave, young graudsan, when the boums
uT peril conie,

For your country don yuur armant, answer btiith
waruing drmen

And rernembor blat above yole throned wiihiu the starry
skies,

There le One tbat ever seos yeu, wstches you with loving
eyes;

Anti if trais ta Hia cominaeîdments, Ho will welcoms yon
bu Hlm.

Wheu the spectre Deabt 'ertakes yoeî ou bis pale hors.
gaunt sud grlm."

Thon the old mun's cbeek grew whiter, sud bis tongu.
efused tb speak,

Whlle the tours cuursed dowu the ferruws of eaci blues-
wumn, patlid eheek,

But bis eyes grsw brigbter, clearer, bu bis chesks came
haok their hue,

As ho heckonod auto something iluthes Tarcelestiai blue,
And bis graudson hoard hlm whispor: " Darling Bolls,

1 êoon will corne.
Soun 1 know wllt sonud te summons, heat te angel's

waruing drum."l

C. J. JAKxw<AY, M. D.
Stayner, Ont.-

RE.,:PECTFUI. UNDER DIFFI('uLTîEki. - The
Aînerican matran ini Westminster Abbcy moves
along corridors aend over the boues ai the mighty
departed in a stase af badly-suppressed dismay.
Used ta walkingz reverentiy around the grave oi

MISS KILLEEN'S LODGER. t
fiWcll, upan my woc-d," uxclaimed my aunt,b

Miss Winifred Killeen, laying dawu s lutter be- N
Bide ber untasted cup ai tua, tend slowly taking 0
off lier spectacles ans piucing tlem beside it, "«Ib
neyer, Moallie!"S

IlYis, ma'am," came Mollie's reply from them
immnediahe vicinity ai the parlour door, wlierea
shu waa aetensibly engagud ici dushing the math-
catun waiuacot, but in reslity waitiug ta buterb
the contenta ai the lethec, the arrivaI aif whieh1
caused nu inuil excitement acnd woîîdur in lier1
secret breaut.3

"Came hure, Mollie, tend read that," said mya
aunt solemnly, resuming lier spectacles, tend
painting ho hhe lethur ; '<ruad-for l'ni botli-
ered 1

Mollie turncd up the cleaîîest coricur of lier f
apron, snd witli it taok the lutter betweecîlherf
forefingur and tliumb, liuld it ah arn's lengtlî tendu
rau lier eye over tlhe contents, then drew ita
nearer and rcad it mare carufully, lookud ah itc
inî uvery possible position, tend then laid it dawn -
carefully.8

"Well, upon uny conscieilce,".slite xclainiud,
"I neyer

Juat what 1 said myseli, Mollie," Mies Kil-
leen observud, shaking lier liuad. I neer-"

"A Killeen ai Castle Killeen lut lodgins in-
deed !" cried Mollie, taauing lier liead scorn-3
fully. "A prctty pass thitîga is commn' ho !

"'It's very sad, Mollie," my aun obsurvud,a
stirriîg lier tu-" very sud 1"1

Ih's worse, Misa Winifrid," Mollie cried, lier1
armas akimbu. I hell yu it's dawnright shame-9
fnl an' outrageons!1IfI iwas you, I'd aund thatr
whipper-snappcr lia anawur double quick -"1
sud in a cantemptuana manner she anappud liert
fingers avec- lier shoulder ah the unseun offender.M

"0 f course lie must not came Çere, " aaid my
aunt, taking np the lutter again. "Tlireu pounda
a week, I think liesasys, " shu addcd, witli some-
thing-approadhing a sigli.t

l'Yis, ma'am, tlirec pound, not includin' turf
an' candle-liglit. But what'a tîrcu poiund a
week to a Killeen ai Castie Killet?" Mollier
cried, with an ucho of my aunt'a sigli in lier r
voice. "Kecp îodgers indeud!t

1h I would neyer do, lim afraid, Mollie," my
aunt said more sadly than before. Il 1 rnusta
write ah oneend decline the gentleman's offer.3
Bicu my soul, ther's no address !"-and my1
aunt exaueined the letter ah every corner overt
aend under lier spectacles. 'id'sey trng

fiMilIte murtlier, whst' s that 7" Mollie eried,
as a long bang wihithIe lietvy iran knocker ai
tIc front door ucliaed drearily titrougli thec
house.a

IdWliah can be the uatter V" said my aunt,c
scarculy less startled.1

" 1 think it's a double knock ut the itaîl-door,
aunt," 1 ventured ta rentark witliouh looking
Up from my tea.cup, whicli 1 had been studyingt
mostshtentivuly ail througli the iaregaing dial-1
ogue, neyer once liavictg been addrusaud on the0
subjeet of the lutter, thougli 1 lad been giving1
it my best considerahion, tend lîad came toa a
conclusion very different fram cny uldera. E

" Who could poasibiy lie knocking ah tIc hall-1
doar, child 7" said îny aunt, staring ah me in
wonder. "dHowuver, Mollie, you liad butter go
round tend sue."

The hlsl-doar ai Killuen Castle liad not been
opeîîed for a quarter- ai a century; tend, as al
thelieavy boîts tend îacks were covered with
rush, it would have been no easy mattur ho open1
it ; aa my aunt desired Mollie ta, go round sud
sec if aîy anc. could bu absurd enougli ta seek
admtittance that way. And liere I neay taku the
appartuuity of iutroducing my aunt more iully
tend stttiug a fcw facts ai aur family hiatory.

We-my suint, Miss Winifred Killuen, my-
self, Uns Fitzgerald tend Mollie Brady, my auint's
foatur siater, nurse, tend guncral srvant-had
lived tagethur as long as 1 could remember in1
thc ucoat habitable "wing of Cashle Killeen, s
linge humblc-down old hanse, beautiiully situat-
cd uot the shores ai Lougît Corrib. I1liad neyer
knowîe uy fathur or ruotîcer, nar could I call ta
mmnd ihen I1liad came ha ive witli my suint.
Ail my lufe I rememnbcred lier as a statuly up-
riglet, urather sevure.looking old lady, witli vury
white lîsir arranged in print littie barrul-curis
ail round lier thiî pale face, tend kept in mathe-
matical order by twu tarhoisusliell sidu-comba.
SIc always wore a white net cap witli a vcry
Itigli caul tend tîrue rows ai vury fuli, labarateîy
Italian-ironed bordera, the "getting up" ai
which was Molie's special deiglit, witli a baud
of blaeck rilibon velvet tee; a <a the top ai lier
head, cuvcring lier cars, tend fa îtened under the
chm with a little broocli containingz a likuciest.q
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tbough I loved lher dearly, and stili more afraid
oef Mollie Brady, whomi I loved indifforently;
but, as 1 grew older, 1 began to see that there
was nothing veî-v terrible about thase two poor
old ladies, except their never-ceasing hand-to-
Land conflict witli grimi poverty aend their con-
stant strugglc aiter shabby gentility. They
were very proud-proud of the ancient descent
and departed glory of tîhe Killeens-proud of the
L'astle which did flot contaie one rcallv habita-
ble room-proud of their indepen den ce-proud,
[ almost tbink, of their înany misfortunes.
Thie ruined old Castle, a small garden which
Mollie cultivated in a rnust astoniishing way,
and an anîlîuity of twenty pounds a year were
my aunt's soie property aend icîcom e.

I do flot think Molly ever took kindly to me;
and, when 1 remember that I was one more to
feed and clothe, I cannot wonder at lier regard-
ing mie-as an intruder, a most unwelcome and
unwished-for guest in the house of îny pour
aunt. But she, good kind soul, neyer gave me
cause ta feel su. Nor perhaps did poor Mollie-
at least not intentionaîîy ; but chidren have a
strange way of feeling things, whiclitliey cannat
always explain or understand, and 1 instinctive-
ly feit that Mollie regarded me with nu friendly
eye.

I was about thirteen years old wlîen 1 tiret re-
alized this, and for some înonths, or perbaps
years, afterwards 1 literally lived upon the bread
of affliction and the water ut' affliction, and wvas
as perfectly iniserable as any girl otfnîy age per-
haps ever wae. But at that tiîne 1 found a friend
who wus a must sympathetic listener ta aill of my
griefs.-a pour, miserable, fricndless old dog
named Rover, who lived upon sufferance in the
nearest village-if sucli a vagrant could be said
ta, live anywherc. However lie wa8 just a de-
gree more miserable than myseif, and we be-
camne friends, spending hours and hours wander-
ing through the fields and lanes in searcli of
wild strawberries and blackberries, accurding ta
the season, which Rover seemed ta relisli as
rnuchi as 1 did when we found thern plentiful.

Some years later came the knowledge that my
relative aend ucyscîf were poor-lamentably,
miserably, terribly poor-and with it the desire
ta, do somiething, if flot ta help my aunt, at leset
ta b« na langer a burden ta hier. 1 was youngiand strong, aend full of that most blessed of ail
youth's treasures-hope. MNoreover I was not
prond, despite all the oft-told tales af the digni-
ty and importance af the Killeens, of their an-
cient lineage anîd bygoîce splendour. in my
heart I did not think it would be any disgrâce
for me ho work ah anything, provided I were paid
for îeîy labour. Perhaps I fuît that 1 was not
a Killeen, but a F'itzgerald teand, for al I knew
af my tather's friends, they miglit bu princes, or
ploughmen, or paupers. But the question
whici troubled me mast was how 1 sliould
broacli the matter to my aunt; and then came
the pnzzling quury, " What cauld I do ?" I
looked at my hands ; thy weru amalltend soft,
tend gaod for vury lithie, I feared. I could tally
my aunt's cap-bordera, 1 thonghit ; but 1 cuuld
not wash a great tub-fnl of clothes or handie a
spade as Mollie did. 1 could tie up flowers
prettily, or draw pictures .with pencil, pen, or
charcoal, or evun sing, tend in sou instinctive
way repeat any tune 1 heard from aunt's tuneles
aId harpsichord ; but, if my very lufe dupended
on it, 1 could flot milk a cow or maku a print of
butter.

Several himes I resolvud ta do somuthing dus-
perate, tend once vuntured ta ask Mollie to let
me lielp lier ta cook aur simple dinner ; but lier
ans'wer was a sharp "(Get away, child, tend dan't
bother me. What do yau kîîow ai cooking ?

" Huaven help me," 1 said ta myself, 1'1 knew
îeotlîing ai anythiîîg, aeed there is no une in the
wvide warld ta teach me, or ta care whether 1 luarn
or not ;" anîd at sucli times îny anly rusource
wvas ta cry enysulf ta sluep, ar else pour ahl my
sorrows aîîd troubles inta the sympatheti ecars
of my poor vagrant friend Rover, who was the
only living creahure ini the warld, I thought, as
useless, as miserable, tend as much in the way as
myseif.

Such were zny feelings. when the letter which
caused rny aunt s0 mucli a8tonishment arrived ;
and, when Mollie had left the roomu to sec
whetlier there was any anc at the hall door, 1
said, not w<ithout xeînch liesitatian-

I wisli, aunt Winifred, you would have tîcat
lodger."

" My dear, w'hat eau a child like voiu know of
sucli things V"'îîîy aunt ruplied, loaking at me
severely. " Little girls should not apeak tili
tliey're spoken ho, Una."

«But, aurît, l'mni ot a-"
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