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soon f0 be dashed to the ground. 4"Yes,
mother, we shall soon heat the scoundrels,
we -%ill show thini that the South i'ill
flot submnit to be tyraîrnizeci over by a
set of Yankeilýes. .. ... And I wil
soon be home aga.ini witli you and littie,
Lucy."-So wrotc the brave soldier, and
now, miany a weary day a-,fter-, bis mother
and sister arc aîîxiouisly waiting biis
return.

They liad hecard that lie had been
wounded in one of the batties itind silice
then there hiad heen only one letter' and
that written by another hand. "rplîîs
thei' anxietv Iiad been icrecsed by the
thoughit that lie iiighlt hiave died as the
î'esult or bis injuries. iowever, bis
naine liad not appetred in the dcath lists,
and thecy had contimied to hiope against
hope.

tHow Ion- is it silice thiat hast letter
wvas written, Lucy (elasked the
mlotheri."

cOh niot so very long niother, and you
know JTack may have been too weak to
w~rite another - or w~e rniay flot have g-ot
<iii his letters.",

For a time ail is stili and only the
ticking of the large elock on tlic shelf
breaks the silence of the rooni.

"-Rend the rest of the letters, dean',-"
said the niother at last.

cNeyer uiind theîii to.igh-,t, nmother
dean', they alw'ays niake you so sad and
you kcnow we rnst be brighit and ha.ppy
when Jack cornies iomei.>

teVcry well, child," said tlic mother,
and tog-ethieri thcy sit and talk of tlie var',
and of the one round w'hoîn thieir hiopes
are !enitcred, until twvilighlt shadows the
room. "lPut a liglit iii the window,
Lucy, to welcome hlm." Lucy places
the ligh lt iii the wvindow and hiastens
(tow'n the street to, hear wiaît slip can of
the approaching soldicî's.

it what is that d'îk ass in the

distaince? (?an that be the returned
arrny ?-Yes! it- is they, and the steps
which hiad been slowv -vith fcatigue and
the sense of deféat, are hastening on as
they approach the city. Doubftiess the
weawy soldiers hearts are checed by
the thought thaet thjotughI retturning w'ith
no laurel crown of' victory, no iiiartial
strains oî' music, yet the, welcoming- smnile
of the dear ones at home will be noue
tlic less brigbit and loving.

On thcv corne, -a niere hiandfil of
broken down mien, thecir blue coats ll
faded and mud-bespattered, their browsî
beaî'in-' the indelible traces 0f bariidship
mid detènt.

"l Mother, they are conming! " says Lucy
ruiigi back f0 the door, "and--and,
yes! there is one making straighit for
OUI' (l0on."

A few momnents more aînd the longed
for ;on was clasping the fragile fiarne of
biis miothe(r to biis brea-,st. One, brighit
smile shie gave imii, one w'ord of welcome,
eMy boy," and theni the wearied mother

sankI in bier sons armis. The spark of
lifè liad fled, ail sorî'ow a1nd pain, and
w'aiting, for, lier wvas ovei'.

Yet the hiand of' the deaith angel vaîs
not al! unkinci that niglit, for' in the dirn
liglit the tbeble inother liad failed f0 sec
that on bier son's face also wvas marked
tlic starnp of death. Wounded aînd i11 lie
hiad returned home to die, and ere another
morning's liglit hiad broken over flic city
yet another sheaf had been reaped foi'
the gresabo-%',-tle wveary soldier
liad gone homne, and poor little Lucy's
bitter crv was rending the gates of
llcaveui .

Some of our students have been star
gazing in esrncst lately. A telescope lias
been placed on the roof of the College, and
on fine evenings, ail of the girls astrcm-
mically inclined, nIay have the pleasure of
looking at Mars, the Moon, or Jupiter with
bis attendant satellites.


