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\a» ‘There is a star
that points every
woman to the path-
way of happiness, It
is the "Star of
Health.” It is the
duty of every mother
to point out this star
and indicate this pathway to her daughters,
There are too many unhaphy-—100 4nany un-
i thy women in the world. At every
athering where women meet alone, the
story is heard of sickness and nervousness
and despondency

The woman who suffers in this way makes
a mistake to consult the average obscure
physician, If she does so, the chances are
that she is told that her trouble is nervous-
ness er insomnia or indigestion or heart
trouble, It does not happen very often that
this diagnosis is correct, When by some
fortunate chance she is told the truth, that
she is suffering from weakness and disease
of the di tly feminine organism, she is
told at the same time that she must submit
to the obnoxions examinations and local
treatment so cmbarrassing to a sensitive
woman. All this is unnecessary,

The wise woman will seek the advice of
some specialist of world wide reputation,
Dr. R. V. Pierce is such a man. For thirty
years he has been chief consulting physi-
cian to the Invalids' Hotel and Surgical
Institute, at Buffalo, N. Y. During that
time, with the assistance of a staff of emi-
noat physicians, he has treated thousands
of ailing women, He is the inventor of
that wonderful medicine for women known
as Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Preseription.  This
medicine acts directly on the delicate and
important organs that make maternity pos-
sible. It cures all weakness, disease, in-
ternal ulceration and inflammation and de-
bilitating drains, It has transformed thou-
sands  of weak, suffering women into
healthy, happy, robust wives. It is for sale
by all zood medicine dealers

“Wever fail to cure constipation — Dr.
Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets
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LORD EDWARD FITZGERALD

An Historlical Romance.

BY M. M'D. BODKIN, Q. C.

CHAPTER L—CoNTINUED,

“ Lord Edward Fitzgerald,” the senior
officer #aid, sternly, when he had come so
close that he could address him without
others hearing, * you must consider your-
gelf under arrest. I should have your
sword, but the enemy has been hefcre-
hand with me. But I am bound to send
you with a file of soldiers back to the
camp to report yourself to Lord Moira.

“I admire your pluck,” he added more
gently, softened in spite of himself by the
ghamefaced penitence of the young fel-
low, who sat silent before him, blushing
hke a school-girl caught in some frolic.
¢ I admire your pluck, but pluck is not
everything “in an officer.  Discipline
wnufd be impossible if every young fel-
low with a taste for adventure were
allowed to go patrolling on his own ac-
count. We waited a good hour for you
before we started. Now youhave warned
the enemy of our coming." :

“ Lucky for me you did not wait
longer,” replied Lord Edward. * One
minute more would have done for me.
The rebel captain had me at his mercy as
you arrived. I have to thank you for
my life, Major Doyle — for my liberty at
least—""'

“ And for your arrest,’’ replied the
major.

“You will forgive me,” pleaded the
other earnestly. * Even if you cannot
forgive me, do not send me back to the
camp like a schoolboy in disgrace. 1 was
blt emoulded with idleness. 1 could not
resist the temptation of a ride through
the woods, aud I hoped to be forgiven if [
brought in a prisoner. As 1 was to have
come with you let me stay with you. I
will myself report to Lord Moira when
we return.’’

It was not in human nature to resist
the pleading voice and eyes. Major
Doyle’s stern face melted like ice in the
sunshine. There was a twinkle in his
grey eye and a smile under his heavy
moustache as he replied—

“There is no limit to your andacity. 1
suppose you will next ask me for asword,
and leave to ride at the head of the
column.”

“The very two favors 1 had in my
mind,"” returned Lord Edward, embold-
ened by the other’'s smile. * But I had
not the courage to mention them."”

“Then have them without asking, as a
reward for your cowardice,”" retorted the
major. “ It is a virtue I am most anx-
ious to encourage in you.”

“ Tomkins," he called, to a burly non-
commissioned officer, “ give your sword
to Lord Edward Fitzgerald. Your pistols
must serve you for this bout."”

The sword was surrendered with a
smiling alacrity, which showed that the
high-spirited young lord was a prime
favorite with the men.

“ Keep a sharp look-out in front, Lord
Edward,” sa’d Major Doyle, assuming
the commanding officer as the men ap-
proached. * Instantly re&lort to me the
tirst trace of the rebels, Jo not charge
them,” he added, in a lower tone, “ as a
bulldog charges a bull. Let your caution
atone for your rashness, and Lord Moira
shall know of it."”

But Lord Edward had exhausted his
adventurcs for that day. The scarlet uni-
form of the troopers flamed like fire in
the darkening woods,and was as a beacon
seen afar off to warn the enemy. Now
and again the young officer at their head
thought that he caught sight of moving
fignres in the distance. But they van-
ished in #n mstant, and in the darkening
twilight he conld not even be sure if they
were men or deer.

With an uneasy feeling in his mind
that he was not the watcher but the
watched, Major Doyle, as the night fell,
marched his men back to the camp from
their bootless expedition, ag ignorant of
the enemy’s whereabouts as they had
marched out in the morning.

CHAPTER II.
STHIS MOST WISE REBELLION.”
Coriclanus.
* The dangers of the days but newly gone
Have put us in those ill. beseeming arms
Not to break peaceor any branch of it,
But to establish here a peace indeed
Concurring both in name and quality.”
—King Henry IV, Part IT.
Lord Edward Fitzgerald slept late into
the following morning, overcome at once
by fatigue and by the reaction that fol-
lows excitement. It was the first time
he had stricken a blow in anger, and the
events of the previous day mingled inco-
herently in hus dreams.  He found him-
self charging the British troops with the
American captain by lis side. e was
struck from his horse amid the trampling
hoots.  lle lay helpless on the ground.
His comrade leaped down and strove to
save him, for a dozen weapous were aimed
at his life. e saw a man, whose face he
did not know, point a pistol straight at his
head. lHetried to shift himself out of the
line of fire, but he seemed glued to the
ground.  The turmoil of the contlict
vaged suddenly.  All eyes were turned
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on the man with the pistol. He waited
in an agony of suspense for the flash and
the bullet.  The strain grew too great to
be borne, and he awoke.

He was lying balf out of his camp bed,
and the morning sun was streaming
through an opening in the canvas. Yes-
terday's adventures came trooping back
at once to his memory, and with them
the unpleasant thought that he had got to
report his breach of duty to Lord Moira,
and take his chance of reprimand or pun-
ishment.

It was his nature to face trouble and
get it over. Lord Moira received him
with a kindliness that was only in a very
slight degree due to the fact that he was
son of a duke, for the gallant young
officer was a favorite for his own sake with
everyone, from the drummer boy to com-
manding officer.

Though there was a good-humored
twinkle in the general’s eye, as he listened
to Lord Edward’s penitent recital, he
managed to speak seriously.

“ My lad,” he said, “if you cannot cure
yourself of this longing to get killed at
any cost vou will never be a credit to
your profession—the noblest in the world.
Rashness is not courage. Is it not quite
sufficient that vou should be ready to die
whenever His Most Gracious Majesty re-
quires the sacrifice? You must not an-
ticipate.'’

Lord Moira spoke of “ His Most Gra-
cious Majesty ' in a voice only one tone
less reverent than he spoke of the Creator.
It was amusing to note how the reverence
was reflected on the face of the young sol-
dier who heard him.

“ It is impossible I can let you off' scot
free for your frolic,” he added. “Itwould
be a bad example to every young scap-
grace in the camp who has got more cour-
age than common sense. We engage the
rebels, [ trast, within a week. They are
encamped under General Steward at
Eutaw Springs, and must be driven out.
Your punishment shall be that you shall
take up your position "—

“ He spoke slowly, and made a long
pause. His listener's countenance fell,
for his fears supplied the word's  in the
rear.”

But as Lord Moira repeated, * You
shall take up your posiiion in the van,”
his whole face brightened with delight.

He locked up quickly, and for the first
time caught the good-humored, amused
smile on the veteran’s face. With voice
and eyes and every motion of hisbody he
thanked him.

“ Why, this is wages,”’ he cried, “ and
not punishment. I thank youathousand
times, my lord. Indeed, indeed, you may
rely on my zeal.”

“ And discretion,” put in Lord Moira.

“And my discretion, too,”’ he replied,
laughing and blushing. * No maiden
aunt was ever more discreet than I will
be for the future.”

“Then,"” said the general, clapping him
kindly on the shoulder, “ I will scold you
no more. Your worst punishment shall
be that you will breakfast with me this
morning. I hear you have a keen eye
for a map or the lie of a country. There
is some nasty ground for ambushes be-
tween this and the Springs, and I want
your help. Lord Edward,” he went on,
more kindly than ever, but more serious-
ly, * you will be a great general yet, if
you will only lock enthusiasm up in the
guard-room and put a sentry at the door.
A perfect soldier is a bit of military
mechanism that nothing can put out of
order."”

But a nobler fame than his commander
promised was in store for him, though he
knew it not—to live in the loving remem-
brance of a suffering nation as one who
died to serve her—to be the one Irish
pobleman who proved himself truly
noble, who, for wealth, rank, and what
the world calls renown, took suffering
and glorious shame in the service of a
sorely-oppressed peopie.

The Americans held a strong position
at Eutaw Springs, but the English troops,
who slightly out-numbered them, ad-
vanced to the attack with absolute con-
fidence of victory. There was not a man
amongst them, from the commanding
officer to the full private, that bad the
slightest doubt of the result.

It is, indeed, strange how completely

Experience seemed to have lost her auth-
ority during the war of American Inde-
i)endem‘e. No matter how often the
British troops were beaten by the “ re-
bels,” they always felt quite sure of vic-
tory—next time. Their defeat was
always the result of some unlucky acci-
dent, which could not be repeated. They
believed firmly as an article of faith that
it was impossible that British troops—the
bravest, the best disciplined, and the
best-accoutred in the world—could be
beaten by the rcbel riff-raff—except by
accident,

It did not matter in the least that the
accident was always happening, They
forgot the deadly aim of the long brown
rifle, and the fierce stab of the heavy
hunting knife the instant the rifle was
silent and blade unsheathed.

Least of all had Lord Edward Fitzger-
ald, as he proudly marched before Lis
men in the front of the battle, the faint-
est shadow of misgiving of the result.
He looked forward eagerly to a gallant
f'ght and a glorions victory. His whole
soul was aflame with the fierce war fever,
and he longed only to be within striking
distance of the foe.

The American leader,—General Stew-
ard—had chosen his posiiion with con-
summate skill. His forces were ranged
on a promontory of open prairie jutting
back into the great ocean ot forest, and 8o
guarded at the rear and side by a line of
high close wood. A stream, rapid but
shallow, crossed the open ground in front,
well within musket shot of his advance
gnard, and lost itself in the wood to the
left.

The English forces, as they advanced,
were under a galling flank fire from the
woods, which dropped man after man in
their lines with a bullet through his head
or heart.  To reply would be th waste ani-
munition on the tree trunks, and, what
was worse still, to waste time.

“Double quick !” was the word all
along the British line, and they advanced
at a run into the stream in front. The
deadiy patter of the musket bullets grew
thicker and thicker as they came on
within the closing arms of the wood.
The main body of Awmericans in front
stood steadily to their weapons and made
no sign

The attacking party reached the bank
and plunged waist deep into the stream ;
?}ill not a movement in the American
me.

In wild confusion the Britishscrambled
out on to the near bank, which was high-
er and steeper than the far. All order
was lost. Their guns cumbered them in
wading and climbing. ¥or a moment

But d's»

cipline quickly reasserted itself. They
were rapidly forming for a bayonet charge
when the word * Fire!” rang out at last
like arifle crack from the American line.

The withering volley at close quarters
made lanes through the confused mass of
men huddied on the river's bank, The
dead and wounded tumbled into the

rater over their comrades, who were
scrambling out.  The confusion was
changing to panic. Lord Edward Fitz-
gerald saw the danger. He was in com-
mand of the front column, and was
amongst the firsc across the stream. e
heard the slorm of bullets hiss about his
ears. Hesaw men struck down to his
right and left. Yet the thought of dan-
ger never touched him for a moment.
He was as cool as when breakfasting
with Lord Moira—eye and mind equally
on the aler:,

His quick glance caught a slight hollow
on the ground to the left.

“ Down, men, and follow me,"" he cried,
and, falling on his hands and knees, he
crept rapidly towards the shelter.

His men trailed after him. Ina mo-
ment they were under cover from the
rifles of the Americans in front. Pash-
ing their guns over the ridge that shel-
tered them, the English were in turn en-
abled to pour a deliberate and effective
fire upon the enemy.

Under cover of this well-directed dis-
charge, the main body of the KEnglish
crossed the stream, and formed, though
not without loss, on the near bank.
Meanwhile, however, the riflemen in the
wood to the left, had got the range of
Lord Edward's little band, whose flank
was completely ungnarded, and now
played upon them with terrible effect.

The crouching English soldiers were
shot through the side or head by these
terrible marksmen. So deadly was the
aim, the victims never moved after they
were hit, but lay dead, with their mus-
kets at their shoulders pointing at the
enemy in front.

The young officer saw that his whole
party would be gnietly killed off' in a few
minutes more. There was but one des-
parate chance left—a bolt for the woods.

The main bodies on both sides were by
this time hotly engaged, and an uninter-
mittent fire flashed from their ranks.
The rattle of musket shots never ceased
for a moment.

“Steady, my lads,” cried Lord Fitzger-
ald, in a voice that was heard through
the din. “Steady and ready! Watch
and follow me. We must drive those
skulking rebels out of the shelter of the
woods.”

He rose to his knees as he spoke. His
men’s eyes were on him. He leaped
suddenly to his feet. * Now !’ he shout-
ed, waving his sword over his head, and
raced across the belt of land for the wood
fiom which the deadly fire cama. In an
instant his men were up and after him.
It was a race for life or death. Every
muscle was strained to the utmost point
of tension. Lord Edward kept his lead.
The distance was not a hundred yards in
all. A dozen seconds would cover it at
the pace they went

The Americans seemed to be taken off
their gunard by the sudden rush. More
than half the ground was passed and not
a shot come.

Lord Edward and his men were scarce
thirty yards from the edge of the wood—
only a few seconds off-—when suddenly
fifty tongues of fire, with fifty spitting
puifs of swoke, darted out from among
the tree trunks, followed by a roar of rifle
shots, and a hurricane of bullets broke
right into the thick of them.

Full half the advancing party were
swept off their feet by this terrible fusil-
ade., The men in the rear tripped over
the falling corpses of their comrades in
front, but the headlong fury of the charge
was not checked even for a moment.

The smoke had not cleared when the
survivora, with Lord Edward still unhurt,
at their head, breke turiously into the
wood.

The parties were equally matched.
The struggle was desperate and to the
deathi. The passion for blood absorbed
them. To strike and kill was all they
thought of. They fought like wild beasts
—the same fierce instinct of slaughter,
the same insensibility to wound or
danger.

The Americans had clubbed their guns
after their last deadly discharge. It was
rifle butt against bayonet point. Cruel
stab and crushing blow were interchanged
with terrible rapidity.

Lord Edward, active as a deer, dodged
the blows aimed at him, and made tre-
mendous play with his sword. Three of
the enemy he slew with his own band.
His followers seconded him bravely.
But in that hand-to-hand struggle, the
advantages of drill and discipline were
lost, and man to man they were no match
for the stalwart backwoodsmen, whose
muscles were of wrought steel, The Brit-
ish were slowly and sullenly beaten back

TForemost amongst the Americans a
tall, strong figure fought, swinging his
rifle like a flail.

“Strike, bovs !"" he shouted, “for Amer-
ica and Ireedom ! Freedom ! Freedom !
I'reedom ! Treedom !” And he swept
down a man at each repetition of the
word.

The voice caucht Lord Ilward’s ear.
Even in that wild hurley.buarley he knew
the man. It was the same who had
foiled him in single fight a week before.
The sight sent a hot thrill through his
blood.

“ For England and the king,” he
shouted back, and made at him throngh
the press. An American soldier barred
his way. lle passed his sword through
his body and leaped over the corpse.
But two paces on, a dying man, with a
bayonet wound through his breast,

sanght him by the leg as he passed, and
raising his right hand with a long knife
in it dealt him a ghastly flesh-wound in
the thigh, from which the blood spouated
as from a fountain.

He staggered forward and fell on his
face. Ilis dying enemy crawled after
him: the red knife in his hand was
raised for the fatal blow, when it was sent
spinning through the air by a stroke
from a rifle butt, and he fell on the body
of his intended victim, dead. It was
Maurice Blake who had leaped forward
to answer Lord Edward's challenge, and
reached in time to save him.

When their leader fell the few surviv-
ing Eoglish soldiers fled in all directions,
and, crossing the stream, rejoined the
main body, which was now sullenly re-
treating after a desperate hand-to-hand
encounter with the Americans.

Blake held his men back frowm pursuit,
and forbade firing on the fugitives.

“There has been slaughter enough and
more than enough,” he said. * Thank
God the victory 18 ours.”

e knelt a8 he spoke beside the body
of Lord Edward, and examined the

wound, through which the blood was
oozing a3 a spring through the moss,
draining his life away in it red current.

He started as he saw the face of the
wounded man, and recognized it at a
glance. el

“ Strange,’' he muttered. Twice we
have met as enemies, and each time it
has been my fortune to save his life.
What link has fate fastened between our
lives 7"

His hands were meantime as husy a8
his thoughts. He uncovered the wound,
and staunched and bound it rapidly and
firmly with a practiced hand, ~Lord
Kdward lap limp, motionless, and sense-
less as a corpse. His brown hair looked
black by contrast with the deadly pallor
of his face, whose ghastly hue was made
more ghastly by a disfiguring streak of
blood.

Blake caught his wrist tightly, and
could distinguish a feeble (flutter in the
pulse. ; "

“ There is a chance for him yet, he
said softly to himself, * and he must not
lose it. A gallant young fellow. How
bravely he faced us a fortnight ago, and
how ficrcely he fought to-day. What a
noble face it is, and I doubt not a noble
nature to match., Pity such a bright
young life should be cut off in an obscure
scrimmage, fighting against freedom. It
shall not be if I can help it.”

“Christy,” he called out, and in an in-
stant his inseparable companion stood be-
fore him without a word.

“ Can you carry him?” Blake asked.

Christy, for answer, took the wounded
man in his arms.

“ Where?" he said, laconically.

“To Tony's hut,’’ responded the other.
“ Fortunately it is pretty close at hand.
If anyone living can nurse him back to
life, Tony is the man.”

Christy said never a word in reply, but
carrying his burden as tenderly and
almost as easily as a mother carried her
year-old baby, moved off with long, swift
strides, and disappeared. Blake mean-
time gathered his men together, and care-
fully tended the wounded before he re-
joined the main body of the Americans,
who had encamped victoriously on the
battle-field, from which the enemy had
been driven.

The space between stream and wood
was thickly strewn with corpses. The
scarlet uniforms sprinked thickly over
the green sward showed how terrible had
been the slanghter of the English. The
fair blue sky smiled dowu placidly ca the
grim battle-field. But the frightened
stream which saw this great murder done,
rushed away with a red tinge in its clear
waters to tell the quiet woods the old, old
story of man's inhumanity to man.

CHAPTER IIL
“WHO IS HERE SO BASE AS
NOT LOVE HIS COUNTRY,
— Julius Cw3ar.
‘“ Here I clip

The anvil of my swo'd, and do contest

As hot'y and a8 nobly with thy love

As ever in ambitious strength I did

Contend against thy valor.”

—Coriolarnus.

** But if the cause be not good. the king him-
gelf bath a heavy reckoning to make, when all
those legs and arms and heads chopped off in
battle, shall join together at the latter day.”

—Henry V.

Thescramble through the stream under
the pelting shower of bullets, the rush for
the woods, the fierce struggle, the sudden
blow, all came floating back through the
mind of Lord Edward, dimly and vague-
ly, like the incidents of astory heard long
ago, with which he had no personal con-
cern. Was it a dream, he wondered
vaguely,or had it all happened ?  Where,
when, and to whom?

He had a faint remembrance that he
had been wounded in the wood. What
had come to him since ? Was he still
lying on the ground, nnder the shadow of
those tall trees, alone, deserted.

He opened his eyes in langnid curios-
ity. Hefound himself on a bed of beaver
sking in a log hut full of fresh air and
sunshine. Iven then he was not sur-
prised. He had not strength left to won-
der strongly. He had a curious feeling of
familiarity with the place, as if he had
dreamed of 1t or seen it through his closed
eyelids as he lay insensible. Ilis bed
faced the door, which looked down
towards the woods, from which the soft
morning breeze stole up and fanned his
face deliciously.

He lay quite still at first, with hardly
strength or wish to turn his eyes from
where they first chanced to fall. IHalf
uniconsciously he began to connt the logs
from floor to ceiling. Then he counted
them from wall to wall. So his eye
travelled lazily round till it lit on a black
man, with his back .to him, reading at a
small table, on which were bottles and
bandages. It was his first sight of “ the
faithful Tony," thenceforward to the hour
of his death his devoted friend and fol-
lower.

With fresh air and sunshine, and
simple wholesome food, and Tony’s un-
tiring attendance, Lord Edward's recov-
ery surely, if slowly progressed. The
pure air and the soft murmur of the wil-
derness were soothing ministers to his
weaknees. Through every sense, health
visited his frame. His wound was soon
completely healed. A little red began to
show in his pale cheek, and his bright
grey eye grew gquicker in its glance. He
was still very weak, when he managed to
hobble to the door, to sit on the bench at
the porch :nd gaze out over the top of the
interminable expanse of forest at his feet,
with here and there a stupendous tree
shooting up above its companions like a
green tower high into the clear sky. But
after a little he was able to carry a rifle
down to the woods, which swarmed with
game,

This lazy life came suddenly to an end.
l{e was sitting outside the door one eve-
ning reading and smoking after a long
day in the woods, enjoying that state of
delicious langour which honest physical
exertion alone has the power to bestow.

The sudden crack of a rifle brought his
thoughts back to real life in a moment.

From the top of the green wood,
throngh which the setting sun was now
shooting his level rays of red light, he
saw a little thread of blue smoke rise,
carling in the thin air. The boughs
parted at the wood's elge, and two men
stepped into the open. One carried a
long rifle, the other bent under the body
of a dead deer. Needless to say it was
Maurice Blake and his inseparable at-
tendant, who in a few minutes more were
at the hut door.

Maurice Blake had good news and bad
for Lord Edward. The war was over—
the English troops were being recalled.
Here were sad tidings for the ambitious
young soldier and the devoted Loyalist.
But, on the other hand, he was glad to
learn that he would be able to rejoin his
regiment, which was again envmhpe(l in
the neighborhood. In a week's time,

WILL

Blake told him, t}
ake told him, they were unde
for the coast. der on
“ Best stay here,” he urgeq «,. ..
they‘am actually mu,\'ing. \'nilx are o
cunﬂuyt&ble here than in the camy, ;) ore
“1fear I must return,” T*'|'|h;»1 tl
other, somewhat sadly, =« , .~ "°
pletely recovered, and have no exoe

lerg

' XCuse

further absence from my duty, B
Blake looked disappointed, Then |

bright thonght struck him, 4

“You forgot you are my prisone
said, a little sharply. i

“ In trath, I had forgotten it »
ed Lord Edward, somewhat (ig;
the reminder.

“ Well,” responded Blake, witl, a smi)
at his dismay, “ you must give 1‘ e
parole not to attempt to escape for
After that—well, it does not mucl,
what happens after that.”

Lord Edward's parole was Learily
given, and the two men sat .-L;milr‘,
cheerily far into the placid night, )y o
while Christy and Tony enjoyed y ik

" he

respong.
nayed at

e your
a week,

matter

o . . eme.
selves after their own fashion, n“‘[lu.
rinciple of Jack Sprat and his i,

Tony did all the talking an
the silence,

Betimes next morning Blake ang his
prisoner were entering the forest witi, (),
afv-r-breakfast pipes between their |i 8
and their guns on their thlll«h'lrg,
Christy followed with long, silent strides,
Never had Lord Edward Fitzzerald 4
more delightful day. Iis companion wag
charmed with his eagerness, and mn-v‘;u
him a hundred secrets of woodcraft, A
life spent chiefly in the forest had u:r.g‘.l
Blake with a kind of sylvan second sight
No animal that put foot to earth \n.nld
conceal froem him its identity or wlere.
abouts. But what Lord Edward chiefly
marvelled at was the unerring accuracy
of his aim. It seemed rather an effort of
the will than of steady nerve and quick
eye. Standing, running, or
made no difference.
see he conld hit.
never missed.

Friendship is sometimes like love — 3
plant of quick growth. In less than g
week these two foes were fast friends,
They lay inthe woods at night, and talked
together under the quiet stars that peeped
in through crevices in the leaves when
the forest was fast asleep, and breathing
heavily. Nor was it mere words they in.
terchanged, but thoughtand feeling,

It was a hard wrench to both when the
time came that they must part, probably
for ever. i

Their friendship grew closer as the
time for parting came near. As they sat
together the last evening at the huat's en-
trance, with the fair scene spread out be.
fore them in the glow of rosy sun-
set, Lord Edward's talk ran all on war
and glory. Blake smiled at hLis eager-

1 Christy a]|

! flying, it
.\\ I.].Ah‘\‘vr he conld
Within rifle range he

ness. _
“Glory or murder,” he said at last,
musingly. * Is there really any real dif-

ference between them ? Were the British
murderers when they marched their dis-
(-iplined troops against our raw recruits?
Were we murderers when we shot them
down from the cover of the trees without
giving them achance.” i

“Surely, you must feel the difference,”
cried out Lord Edward, earnestly;
“though you cannot put it in words.
War has been ever the delight of the
noblest men. 1Through war and victory
their names are held in honor for all time,
There is no rapture in the world to equal
the wild excitement of the battlefield.

“Have you ever been on that same
battlefield when the fight was over” No?
Well, I have; more than once. Thereis
no delight, no excitement, then.  [helped
to fling the dead into theirshallow ves
after our late fight down yonder at Entaw
Springs.  There was little thought of
glory amongst us as we filled the great
pit with the mingled corpses of thousands
of brave and honest men, to whom God
gave life and from whom man had taken
it. They might have done gool work in
the world if thay had not been sent outof
it by this short cut.  Close to the wood's
edge 1 found the dead body of my oldest
and dearest friend—Bill Saunders was his
name. The bayonet of one of your fel-
lows was driven up to the shonlder in his
side. He was a great broad-chested fel-
low, blythe as a boy, affectionate as a
woman, He had a pleasant little home
away down in Kentucky. I was there
when he hade his wife — a bright, ‘lrm\'e
brown-eyed little woman — and his two
prattling young ones good-bye. ‘ I will
be a soldier, too," said his three-year-old
boy, ‘when I grow big. Whendadcomes
home he'll teach me soldiering.” Alas:
he will never come home. The light of
that pleasant home is gone out for ever.

“ Are you sorry,” he said, turning ab-
ruptly to his companion, * that you had
not the glory of that death ? Do you
grieve that it was not your sword instead
of a bayonet point that bored the hole
through which that brave and gentle
spirit fled ?”

Lord 12dward started as if he had been
accused of murder. N

“ Thank God, 1 had no hand in ii, he
said. “ 1 trembled while you spoke to
think that I might have made the widow
and orphans desolate. But I may have
made others that I know not of. Ye,
surely war is not murder. 1 feel you are
wrong, though I cannot well answer you.
The voice and the history of the whole
world are against yon, All maukind are
agreed that there is honor and glory to be
reaped in righteous war.” !

“ What is a righteous war?
Blake quietly. ;

“QOurs was, if there ever was one
cried Lord Edward. * We were fighting
for King and Constitution :v::unslhthe
rebels. Of course, I do not mean,” he
added, remembering the ranks in \\'l}h‘h
the other fought, “that all were consciou$
rebels. Many, doubtless, deemed their
cause just.

“ And ought, therefore, to be glaught-
ered 77 asked Dlake, a little bitterly.
“ But was there no danger that you
Loyalists, as yon call yourselves, were m
the wrong 2~ Who is the king for whose
sake you are willing to slaughter men
like my friend Saunders and mysell:
Did you ever so mnch as see him?

« Never," said Lord Edward

“Or know anvthing specially good ot
bad about him ?” ysd

“ Nothing good or bad.” .

Lord 1-:\132;&‘1 looked a little foolish a8
he answered. d A

“ Yot were you willing for this mans
whim that a great country ﬂ_lmul(l he en=
slaved ; tens of thousands of honest me‘n
slain; tens of thousandsof humble homes
made desolate.” p )

“Surely,” said Lord Edward, dismayet
at the way his moral moorings we:® -"‘”“{
pulled up, and his conscience :.xrnet‘
adrift ; “ surely you will admit that ’rA‘
bellion in itself is a bad thing and mus

asked

be put down.”
TQ BE CONTINUED.
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