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peter of the regiment. Fortune-flckie jade-had
neyer played him false, and he succeeded in everything
he undertook. No one sounded the rév'eil so well as
he, and no sentinel's step was as flrm anid quick on
the rounds as that of Blouart.

And wvhat a trumipeter he was!
By nature a musician, you know, he had passed his

boyhood's days listening to the music of the winds and
birds. Often,wh ile tend ing his sheep on the green fields
of Touraine, he used to manufacture strange whisties
from bits o! wiliow. He iiked nothingbetterthan to
try and rival Natures songsters with those whistlcs
of bis. And now he owned a reai instrument, and
used to practise every afternoon while in garrison on
the shores of the Orne. He could set the church
to-.",rs of Caen aùiove the chestnut trees on the Grand
Promt.nade, thedr pointed spires pricking holes in the
blue cushion of tht heavens.

At sundown the bells opened their brazen throats
and rang out the chimes, at tlrst in an indistinct
murmur, then swelling loud and high, to float again
into silence and slowly die away. Victoire paused
evcry time to, listen to this ineffable music ;--not that
he was given to dreams and reverie, on the contrary,
hc liked a jolly good time and a hearty laugh as weil
as any of them, and bis Ilfrank French eyes" looked
ever braveiy and boldiy into the face of the whole
worid.

His only sorrow had been to leave his home and
father, who was now well on in years. Yet he con-
soled himself with the thought that time %vas passing
quickly, for fie had but two more years to serve.
At times tht belis reminded him of the Angelus at
home, and he would think sadly and fondly of the
little ivy-covered cottage and of the old man smoking
bis pipe in the doorway; but he was only twenty-
five ytears oid, and at this age is flot life's prospect set
in blue and gold and ail tht living easy?

And then he liktd tht garrison life; trumipeting
nxorning and evening, marching througb the strects
full oflpeople, and after drill, resting bencath the trees
and chatting of the pretty blonde heads they had seen
behind the shutters.

And so the time passed quickiy; theri war broke
out.

Thcy had been flghting ai day. Tht sun had
reached the horizon, and still the battit continued.
Both sides had sworn to conquer, and neither %vouid
surrender.

The trumpet-cali was heard from time to time in
the heart of the mêlb, rivalling tht noise of the cannon
and tht shouts of the soldiers.

l3louart advanced. A crowd of soldiers, daied and
stupdlied with tht smoke and carnage, followved
blindly at his heels. Victoire seemed to realize tht

sig-nificance of his adopted name. Ht rushed on the
enemy 1 ike an* nfuriated %%ar-horse, and nover ceased
sounding tht charge. Suddenly htfnunid hiiself sur-
rounded by hostile faces; nota French uniformncould
be seen near him. Ht tried in vain to force a %v.ay
through tht living watt of men, rifles wverc drawvn on
him, and he was taken prisoner.

Tht sun disappeared... siowly, slowl>', night
descendcd and covered tht scene of dcath %vith ber
sombre mantie: the battit was at an end.

Blouart marched aiong bttween tht soidiers over
tht his past fields and woods. Tht din of battît
was still in bis cars, and he wvalked as in a drtam.

At iast they stopped for tht nigl- ý iar a wood ; tht
fires wcre iighted, and threw str ngt shadows arnong
the trees. Overcome by fatigue, Victoire threw him-
self down on tht moss, feli asleep and dreamed. He
was once mort a chiid at home. Tht dayw~as bright,
and tht birds sang; bis mother %vas busy at her spin-
ning-whecl. Schooi was just ovtr, and he had corne in
with a long rod found by tht roadside, wh ich hc d is.
played with no smallpride and joy. What afine gun
it makes!1 Ht struts about the yard, a niimic soidier,
when suddenly a large dog passes, barking loudly.
Tht valiant soldier takes fright tbrows down bis gun,
and runs away at fuit spetd. His mother calis to hlm
from tht window: "«Shane on you! A truc soidier
neyer surrcnders 1"

A h7aé soldier never .rnrrenders!
Blouart seemed to, hear these wvords in bis tar. Ht

awokt with a start and iooked around him. Tht
camp slept. Only tht sentinti's step couid be heard as
he tramped over the soft mous. Tht sky was bright
with stars; a frtsh breeze arose, bringing with it tht
fragrant scent of the forest Victoire passed his hand
over bis forchead, and remembered that he wvas a
prisoner.

Ht must get up: he will escape or dit ...but
no 1 he is watched, and cannot move.

Hours go by, tht sky grows white, and a path can
now be seen winding along tht edgc of the forest to
a hill be!orc them. This road passes by a deep
ravine, from whost depths can bc heard tht roar of
a mountain torrent. Tht signalifor departure is given,
but this time flot by Victoire. Ht looks sadly at bis
trumpet and a wild desire to dit takes possession of
him.

A trsc soidier nwver surrmndtrsI
These words stili ccho in bis ears. Ht is walking

betwten two soldiers. Tht precipice is there just at
hand, and with it Jeath and deliverance. Victoire
throws himseif against tht soldier on bis right, who
gives a terrible cry and is hurled into tht abyss.
Blouart is about to foiiow, but is beaten back by tht
soldiers' rifles; he feels tht coid steel on his forthiead
and closes his eyes.
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