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% next day, and wait for orders there,
whinh necessitated all hands coming into the
villago that night if possible
{ﬁud 80 Jake and I were t> undertako tho
responsible duty of getting & dozen or so of
1 out of bed, and ordering them to re-
i in all the glory of their war-paint to.the
ill shed by six the next moming. -Oup
b, if T may, =0 torm it, was the fourthand
fifth concession lines, and tho nien to ba’
apqused wera from two to seven miles offt

~ Bloody end to you for n littlo beast !
(idk up ;" and wo startedl, Lot tho tired rea-
dor congratulnte himself that wo are off—
Jako and-Iand the pony. OIfT we wont at o
good pace, OQur buggy-wheels rattled pleas.
antly on the hard clay roads, and the cool
night wind came refreshingly in our faces,
a8 wo drove out of the villagoon our solitary
mission. Here and thero was o light burn-
ing, whorq somo Volunteer was getting i1cady
his field kit, or bestowing o finishing touch
on his bright beltsor glittering rifle-brasses.
For we kept things in good order in our com.

any, and wo tock a pride in looking seldier-
y, ever since our jolly barrack life on the
western frontier,

The lights faded s may, and we clattered

along the smooth hard road which looked
like an overflowing stream in the cheery
moonlight ; and we passed by open ficlds
wherg tho‘ﬂeayy dew lay glistering, and by
clearings whero the blye smoke hung over
the log-heaps and in among the trees, log}{-
ing soft and silvery as the.moon.litu I8
edges; and again we diyed. into the det
woods, where the tall moyi{ehsof the forest
stood ug black and threatéhing against the
sky, and the dense underbrush looked im-
penetrable as Erebus, and the stately pines
sang their monotonous lullaby to the breezo ;
—over rickety culverts where the loose
planks, shrunk with the long drought, curl.
ed up their edges, and shook as it were with
laughtar at our appearance, over ugly cordu-
roy bridges, where the abundance of .ound
logsand scarcity of earth between seemed to
say to the unwary traveller ¢ Go slow and
admire me, or I'll find means to make you "
—astill we rattled oa.
. Perhaps I nad better stato whom ¢ we
includes. Imprimis, the pony, a nice little
dark bay mare, which deserves the first no-
tice, as she was the only one of the party
w_ho drew_ pay from Government for that
night's achievements,

20d—Tho bugg: very much like other
puggxes, rather shabby and old for Her Ma-
Jesty'sservice to be sure ; but then Her Ma.
Jjesty dosen’t know half-of what goes on un-
der her name, Perhaps it is as well she
doesn’t.

3rd—Jake, who dvove as I mentioned be-
fore. Jake wasa fine bi§; fellow, (I may as
woll confess that T am a little fchow) and a
member of the company, full private in the
rear rank, a voluntcer of some four years
standing, and jolly good company—carpen-
ter by trade.

4th—-Myself, Ensign G—— L——, of whom
perhaps the less said the better. Modesty,
they say, is a chatcteristic of my country-
men, and long may it remain so; only I fear
that Messrs, O'Mahoney, Roberts and Com-
pany have somewhat shaken the belief of
the world in general'in this attribute.  Last,
but not least, I must mention one flask of
whiskey, two plugs of tobacco, and a large
assortment of lucifer matches. Presently
we hauled up, and struck across the fieldson
foot 1o houea No. 1. Everybody asleep, as
was only natural at one o’clock in thomorn-
ing. Artemus Wand talks of # knocking a
healthy knock on a door.” Il bet our

wvillage of N

knocks were healthy enough to satisfy him.

Presently the door opened, and: wé deliver-
ed our messago. Jnko was generally spokes-
man, and his way.of putting it wad.decided.
l{ cnough to drive aleep pway,for-thy rest of
the night. ¥ Ao yo '"wake ? -Geb up?” Wil
you have a drop of ‘soméihin’?”’ llere the
whiskoy would mako its appearance. ‘“The
Captain’s got a telegraph, and you're to be
in town this mornin', six o'clock, mind ;
and itsall the bloody anéglms of “‘coorse.:

And if you don't théra will be 8 corpelarand.

four men of the reg'lars with fixed bayonets
after you in the morning, and you'll be shot
for d desarter.”! Of course, they got .up,
and as wo left the house wo could hear the
combined voices'of men and ddgs and wo-
men and children discussing the wonderful
nows and the Finnegans, And 50 wo drove
on, stopping here and there, routing people
up as we went. Veory nemly the. samo
scene at each honge j—the old lndy awake
first, slitill challenges from within to know
who we were, immediate welcome when they
found 'twas Jako und the Ensign, and the
same chorus of dogs. I should sny in jus.
tico to the men that all Jake's palaver about
¢ regulars " with fixed bayonets was wasted.
The men hadn't the least wish to Bhiﬂz only
somo thoughi it hayd, Tho * children™
wero so small, and the family so “large,”
and it 'twas ¢ comin’ on hayin',” &c., but
Finnegans, they were in for them. Bye and
bye, we got to our journey's end, the little
- Y sleegilng so quietly in the

itc houses shining

maonlight, with tho w.

\[-gut againet the dark background' of, forest
trées. No lights in the windows, no signs of

humanlife,’only asdogs elsewhere, testifying
tothe world in general and the inhabitants
of township in particular their decid-
ed disapproval of travelling at such haurs,
und letting each other know that tuey were
each individually up and alive, and notafraid
of anything.

# Guess we will stop here . ssid.Jake;ns
we drew up at & very humble shanty irith
¢¢ licensed to sell wine, beer," &c, conspica-
ously displayed over the door. Stop we did,
of course, and.the usual routine of assault
snd battery on the door was commericed,
with yells for the proprietor. Acrossa mea-
dow, borne on the night air came answering
shouts from big Tom Jones, (so known to
distinguish him from little Tom Jones) whom
wo had waked last. Wohad roused his tor-

id energies to life with the last of our whis.

oy; and now we wanted more. As I stood
there waiting, I could not help wondering if
the same scenes were going on ail over Can-
ada at the time, and twhat some bf the city
officers, my old friends of the Queen’s Own,
and others would say to this kind of 0. I
M. S. Patience and perseverance will effect
wonders. Mine host of the backwoodsliotel
got up at !nsﬁ‘lit a candle, and received us
hospitably. His upper man was tastefully
arrayed in a blanket, -and hisdiskevelled hair
and sleepy eyes as_he stood blinking at the
light didn t give him a very prepossessing
sppearane, However, he knew Jake, (every-
body kaow Jake,) and wo recrutted our m.
ner men with some forty.rod wkiskey, filled
our flask, lighted our pipes, and bid him an
affectionate adicu. hen“we got outside,
l1o'and behold ! our horse was. gope. Jake
and'I liadn’t tied him.

were intoxicated, gentle reader; but we,

wore both Irish, and that should pass for an

excuse for any clumsiness all the world over..

It would weary my patient friends who have
waded through this truthful narrative to tell
how we hunted that horse—how big Tom
Jones camo to help us, how he and Jake at
last caught the anitnal, and how fervently
Jake invoked a bloody end to the little beast
for its clopement ;—suffice it to say that our

Pon’t suppose wet:

worlk wns dono; we had ¢ promuigated the

company order,” or " warned thomen,” just

as you liko to put it, and weroe homeward

bound. Stay! there was onc man yet to

warn, and smiling and blythe was the youth
when wo told lim. Poor Charlie! he did

not know what was before him. The fearful
work of the noxt'few days iaid him on nr
weary bed of si¢kniess 5 from which he only
rose @ fow montYs ago, weak from:paralysis,

and iﬂmn{ dnmb} unable to utlef thid sim-

lest wond, and dmgg'mg out hig’lifo’cheer-

fully and pluckily on charity, unpensioned
and unpaid, By the timo wo had ~warned
him, the cold momingmists were rising, and

streaks of red appearcd in thoe east, and the
stars faded away, and tho woods beeame
alive with the songs of birds, as we trotted

homew~.nds, smoking ond talking. Didn't
we tailc.? i‘lothing in heaven or carth too
deep for our philosophy ! The approaching
eampaign, the Feniansand-their sympathis.
ers, the girls who lived in such and such a
house as we passed it, the place whero Jako
had shot o rabit or treed a’coon, reminis.

cences of frontior life—all these subjects.
were discussed pretty fully. And then, as
men will, wo wandered on to subjects of
deeper import, and Jake and X spoko of
things too serious to bo repeated hero, of
life and death and immortality. And as we
overiook waggons full of men, flashing back
the sun'srays, from rifle and bayonet, armed
ready. Jokes. and ‘¢ chaffing ’ flew round
on all sides ; and wo got.-home, just:as the
village was waking into life, Now, if this
were not & true account, or if I dared ¢o in-
termix any fiction with it, what o delightful
romance conld be constructed. Jake and

myself rushing off soparately to the houses
where our respective adored omes dwelt,
clasping the agitated maidens to our heav-
ing bosoms, drying their gushing tears, and
.oonsoling them with unbounded promises of
gold and glory, of pay and booty, and Fe-
nian scalps! Aforesaid idols of our affections
resigning us to our country’s cause with a
sigh, anda few words of patriotic incitement

and waving us a last farewell with a tear in
cach eye, and a hasty breakfast disappearing
between their rosy lips and pearly tecth !
And then how nice it would be if Jake had
got shot, and I had the pleasant task of here
recording how I returned with a cocked hat
anu glory at least, to receive my Angelina's
embrace ; meanwhile from a neighboring
houserose sobs of inconsolable bereavement,
where a lovely and lonely heart was break-
in;§ for the memory of the martyred Jacob.
~ Wouldn't all thpt be ecstatically roman.
tic? My amiable readers would then con.

1L, | clude this article with o smile for me and a

tedr for my comrade, and, overcome by their
feclings, remark, ¢ Such is life and other

oems.” But stern truth forbids the tale,

had no adored one to embrace, and neith-
er I think had Jake. In fact I weut to eat
my breakfast, and Jake admitted to me in
confidence that he was going to black Ius
Dboots. Those were his partingwerds,  And
what is worse, regarding the affaxr 1 a ro-
mantic point of view, 13 that neither of ne
got:killed or aven wounded; and that Jake
ig:still Private R——, of the redr rank, and
myself Ensign G—— L—.
Here then my narrative must must con-
"dlude. The events of the first dsys.of June
avre matters of history ; and I must confess
that Jake and, . did notperform any exploits
whith would render i probable that our
nemes will be handed down to. posterity on
the;buming scroll of fame, any wnore than
Lime Ridge and Fort Eric-are likely to re.
«¢eive mention in the: next nddition of Prof.
Creasy’s Decisive battles of the World.

G. L.
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