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The evening i3 closing in; the cluck in the barrack square has
struck six some timo past. The mists are rising ncross the fields by
the river, and the last rays of a crimson sun glance through tho
ataircase window straight into my cyes as I, Isabel Eyreton, with slow
footsteps descend the uncarpeted flight. My boy bas had his romp
and said bis baby prayers ; be i asleep at last, and I am_ free to re.
join my husband, I almost grudgo the time my child has detained
me in the room above; my heart is heavy, and my voice fails for tears,
Frank and I have been married nearly “four years, and to-morrow
will sce our first separation,

With a wretched attempt at cheeefulness I ceater our sitting-room
where my husband is busy packing away the books and small orna-
ments that have given a home-like air to our barrack-rooms. 1is
cont is off, and he looks what he i3, a tall, strong, well-made fellow,
and to me the handsomest man in the world. He hears me come in and
turns,

‘1‘ \V,c,ll, Isa, it i¢ nearly finished. Does not the place lovk bare and
ugly?

It does indeed. Ve bave put off dismantling our little room till the
last possible momen?; but it is done at lengih, and the place we have
made our huppy home these cight months past has resumed the bare,
blaok, furnished-by-contract look of ¢« officers’ quarters. # I sit down
carefully iu & skeleton-arm-chair—one of those picces of furniture
which bava a trick of folding up spontancously—and survey the result
of my husband’s toil. llc puts the lid oa the packing case and begins
hammering; I lean back glad of the noise. I want to talk but can-
not speak without erying. Ja these few moments I may recover myself;
for talk to Frank ] must. Is not this the last ovening we sball be
together?

Ob, terrible to-morrow! e part for the first time in our wedded
life—~and when to meet again? No, nol Away haunting boding
thoughts! I know my busband will meet danger in that far-off
African Jand; but he is all I bave in the world, he aud my baby—just
my two Franks, Surely Heaven is mercifull

It is my first trial. For nearly four years we have lived the reugh
moving soldier’s life—notw in pleasant quarters, now in some dull
country town. Qur surroundings were of little moment while wo had
cach other and our child, We were almost cqually aloae in the world.
1 had never known mother or futher, and the ¢ld sant who had brought
me up dicd soon aftermy marriage. Frank’s people bad cast him off on
my account. They were proud, and, younger sop, though he was,
could not forgive his bride's having ncither purse nor pedigrec,
Indeed some mystery bad hung over my parents,into which T had never
cared to inquire; but my aunt’s silence and reserve ou the point bad
been highly unsatisfa ‘tory to my new relalives. Thoy were not rich
themselves ; but there was an old uncle whose wealth and estate were
tho heritago of Frank’s elder brother. Two years after our marriage
that elder brother died, and Frank became the heir, It made no differy
ence to us at tho time, Mrs. Eyrcton was so stricken by the death of
her favorite son thatthey took her abroad ; and there she and her drugh.
ters are now, travelling about, sceking for her tho health that will not
come. Of course Frank ivas forgiven afler a fashion; but no word-
of kindness was scnt to me or tho child, and our quict life flowed on

a3 usual til), just one fortnight ago, tae news came that the regimeot ) -

was ordered at once to the Cape.

My husbaed wasa macand a soldior.  Without any special desire to
butcher hig fellow-creatures, he loved his profession, nad gladly wel.
comed the chasce of seeing active service ; but that which weighed on
his mind aud made the snmmons unpleasing wag the perplexing question
how to dispos¢ of his wife and child during an uncertain period of
abscoce. Wo had talked it over togethier; we bad turned it over in
our brains separately. It had been more heavily on Frank’s mind than
mine; for to me all considerations of petsonal welfure were swallow-
¢d up in the black, terrible prospect of parting. I had tried not to wor-

ry him with fruitless tears and lamentations ; but night and dsy I had
been haunted by the presentiment that when he bad Jeft me I should see
his face no more. It was but folly, the fancy of any young wife atsuch a
time ; but it pressed sorvely on my heart, and made me jealous of Frank’s
every Jook and word through thoseswift-flying days.

The feeling might have been lessened had there been a home to which
I might have returned for the time of Frank’s absence—an old life to
take up, with the prospect, having left it to join him ance, of the possi-
bility of doing so again; but I was homeless. Our parting would send
me adrift upon that sen of loneliness from which his love was my ark of
refuge four years ago; and, if I had none to whom I could go, Frank
had aone to whom be could send me, -

To join the Red Cross nurses—briaging the baby, of course—was my
first wild scleme. Fraok shook his head over that, and also negatived
my next. '

« A small cottage in the country. Baby and I could manage.”

¢ Scarcely upon our income,” said my husband—¢ not as I could besr
the thought of your living ; and, besides, my darling, you are too young
and pretty to be alone.”

Putting aside the last as unworthy of my dignity as a matron of over
tirenty year. of age, I was obliged to acknowledge the force of the first
objection. Frauk’s heirship did bim no good now, and, though his
mother—his only surviving parent, on whom he was quite dependent—
bad not carried out her first angry threat of depriving him of his allow-
ance, that allowance had been barely sufficient to eke out his pay and
keep us in necessaries while we lived in barracks., Lodgings were
beyond our means.

«Y 1ell you what!” cried my husband suddenly. ¢ Thore’s my uncle!
We never thought of him. Why, of course, it is the right thing ! Eyreton
Court will be mine one day; I am the old fellow’s heir; and. though he
has taken. no notice of us, hie hasn’t abused us like the rest of the family.
T'lt write at once, and proposc your paying him a visit while I am
away.”

“But he i3 a little mad, isn't he?” I murmured doubtfully, ¢ At least
you used to say so.”

« A little eccentric,” said Frank— that's all. He doesn’t take kindly
to his fellow-man, but his fellow-wemn ought to be a different being.
There was some dreadful unhappine:s nbout his son’s death, and he sbut
himself up, and took to hating everybdy; but he ought to have got
over that now. It i8 ages sinc: it all happened.”

Not altogether reassured, I bigg d my husband to consider his uncle’s
feelings on being unexpectedly called upon to sh.lier, not only n strange
young woman, but a small boy and his nurse into the bargain,

« Oh, he’ll get used to it1” cried Frank, to whom his own bright idea
appearcd the one thing feasible.  Itwill be & great charity if you rouse
him up and induce him to take an iiterestin things. There, Jsa—you
can't go out with the Red Crosz, my poor child, hut there’s & migsion for
you. I am sure ke only wants rousing; and he is certain to {ake to you.
I shall expect to seo bim quit: an agceeable member of society when I
return.  You and be will be giving partics and entertaining the neigh-
bourhood.”

I tried to laugh, but did not snccred. However, Frank was prompt;
hie wrote the letter and posted ip focthwith. By the end of the week an
answer arrived. It was shoct enongh—one line written lengthwise
agross the papet in a cramped, cribbed hand—

«If they must corae, let them come. & Fraxcis Byrxron.”

#Laconic,” said Frank, “and not too cncouraging; but thore is no
help for it, Isa—no lelp;” and I saw that.

So this last evening comes. PFraok rises from his completed labour
and stretclies his wéary arms.

«Qur Jast cvening, [sal” he says sadly, a8 he comes over to me and
puts his arms round mic, looking fixedly into my face, as thongh to
§mpress it more deeply on his memoty,

«Couldn’t we wait one day mre,” | suggest coaxingly—* just one, to
gee you off P

%« No,” says Frank decidedly, turning his oyes from my pitcous gaze.
«1 have written to say that yoa will arrive to-morrow night; and then,
if you write at onee, I shall hear from you before we gail. 1 couldn’t
leave England without knowing that you wero safely settled.”

So I submit to what may be my husband’s last command, and the

TOTrow cees om parting.



