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She said so 8 hundred times and wept abun-
dantly. As forme, I saw that what must be
would be, and deeried it wisest to oease opposi-
tion. And when, on the evening before he
went he wrung my hand and whispered *“do
vou think me right’ 1 thought of the poor

rench mother in a little poem f read once, who
sobbed :

1 do pot uaderstand these thioge: 1 only ¥uow
He spoke of Freadom, and 1 bede bim go.

And 1 said, ©Yes 1 do.” He put his arms
around my neck, and Kissed me. It was dark
and lonely after that, for there was only left of
him his tears which had mingled with mine
upon my cheek.

Ah me! Waiting and watching, Listening
for the echoes of far-off stiife ; picturing horrors;
looking for ghosts in the nightt 1 saw “ The
Corsican  Brothen” acted about this time—
never, pever again will T look upon the terrors
of that play.  Our dear one had joined the army
before Ricbmond under Grant. What might
not happent

This s what did. We had heard from him
now and then, in letters full of camp incidents,
but without much to relieve our anxieties. Then
esme news of the ghastly *“ battles in the wil-
derness,” and hope that we should ever see him
moere almost died vut, for he wrote not a live
ner, though we tried hand, could we gain infor-
mation. All at once came a telegram—*“On my
wav heonmie, not mu h hurt, have wounded friend
with me.” T declore 1 have no recollection of
what happened for hours after. 1 never realired
the groterque truth of poor Mrs. Nickleby's
statement @ *“ 1t came upon me like a tlash of
fire and almost froze my bloed 17 Let me pass
all that.

He came ; they came. It was the middle of
dune.  Telegrem after telegram had told us of
how nsarer and nearer they were to us, until at
last a little thread of steam winding along in
the (istance told me that a time of trial was at
hand, a tim» of enderance. They, | mean my
fatber snd mother and Phemie, had gone to the
station. 11 was Phemie's business to meet him,
not mite, 1 had excuzed myself from seeing
the first of him. ** You,” seid 1 to Phemie,
t* have the firt claim,” to which she answered
with « light Jaugh, and 1 wender what his
friend ix Dke.”  Nevertheless T did stand upon
thie verapda of cur heuss, and when a handker-
chiet waved from the window of a carriage slowly
passing toward the little rustic gate of his home,
1 waved mine back, and trembled as any other
ool might have done.

Presently my people came back, all three of
them, full of news. Hugh's friend was a
“splendid fellow,” said father. A perfect
here. Shet all to pieces ! Only saved by a
miracle ! Seni away to recover! A Toronte
boy.  Anu old friend of Hueh's.,  His folks poor
—at ieast wil rich, and awsy in Europe. No
prace wonld suit Hugh for him, no care be of use
to him, but Hugh's mothet's house and Haoglt's
nursing.  Hugh hurt? Yex, of course he was,
4 mere serateh. 1t was his geueral health that
had cutfered © some kind of low fever. Looked
il Got a furloaeh for a month, and would be
right -5 s trivet in no time”—thal waa father’s
taik, amd as for Phemis —8he sald btut lttle,
tut »at down at the piano, and softly sang a
vers- from zn old ditgy -

© Wonnded sore my 'addie,
Ax they bute him from the field.™

Ramehew 1 felt sure of what woald happen, and
it did. That evening Hugh himsell came inte
our jarlour, silently, unannounced, and was
» qye before 1 was aware,  The first [ knew
of it wus hearing & voiee say, almost in a whis-
per, Al what of you, also, Grace ™ 1 vould
not ~peuk, tut gave kim my hand coldly, and
tursed aw.y, though an iron hand sremed
chutehing ot wy heart”’ s thd our meeting
1 heard hi's matter, and as he sat down Lie ra-
ther reeled than sank into the chair that me-
ther placed tor him. It is nothing,” he p-.
plied to her startled ioquisy.  ** Perhaps 1 was
rash 1o secture out so soon”  But she losked
at him with an expression new to me; and, lay-
ipg her kind hand upon his brow, said gently,
“ Perhapas sou did, but take eonrsge. Al will
vet be welll” *You think s6 3 You kuow it 1™
he eagerly whispered. “ Yes, my son: | am
sure of it. | know.” What did she know?
Had I 80 worn “ my heart upon my sleeve” that
vthers could see what should die a secret with
me ! No. Athousand times, NO! But that
night, poor mother Inoked more cheerful than
wsual zs she kissed me good night, and that
night, too, making some trivial excuse she crept
to my bedside, and with a glance at Phemie,
sweetly slombering with s smile upon her tuce,
said, very roftly, *‘Yes, 1 am sure of it. 1
know.”  And 50 was gone.

Ske did seot know.  She did vet know e or
Hugh. Waus 1 a thief, to steal what was not
mine nor could be! Was he “*a knight whose
vows could faithless be ! Never, never.

A tew aliort years of silent grief for me;
They might bave been loog years of care for hion—

Kesp down. sad heart of mine; be quier, lest
1 sbanld torget perbaps ‘twas for the best.”

1.

Shakespeare is called the poet-of all time for
a very sullicient reason-—next to none, his are
the uttetanices of the unspoken humaxn heart.
Very roon the cirele of the united tamilien way
completed, ond Charley Forbes was able, what
Hugh never would, to tell of his experiences of
*“the big wars’ in which the two youug men
hud borne their part,  Mental phygiologists tell
us that there are packed away in the brains of

all of ug, myriads of photographs of events in
our past lives, and w‘nich come forwand at the
mysterious hidding of some power yot undis.
covered. *‘ Noune of a woman's business to talk
or even think of matters, which belong ta the
reporleire of the phychologist alone,” some wale
person way informme, 1 deny it, aud 1 choase
to read and improve my mind as I think pro-
per.  And more than this, 1 assert my wish that
women studied Shakespeare more than the little
they do now, This, however, en passant. |
am only led to jot it down by my recollection
(reproduced photograph, if you will allow me,
““ male person™ aforesaid) of a scene,

It was August, and the first cool bresthings of
Autumun were just beginning to stir the leaves of
eventide. We were all sitting in the old ver.
anda, with Charley in our midst, telling stories,
true ones, we all hanging on his wornds, as pie-
ture after picture was Jdrawn of old Virginia,
torn by shot and steel.  Now, said he, ina low
voice at finst, but which as he proceeded, rang
*Jouder and louder, like a trumpet call,” the
last which 1 have kept is best of ull,

*“The simplest way to explain the aflair to
you," said he, *'is to describe the scenery, and
even that is Jifficult without the map. The
main fact is that Grant's army in the course of
its advance upon the Rapidan River, which
formed one of the great manwuvres toward
Richmend, was confronted Ly the region known
as the *Wilderness,” and which extended for
from a dozen to twenty miles within an irregu.
lar square, of which the Rapidsn, Spotsylvania,
Mine Run and Chagcellomsville wers the coruers,
All this region, except a couple of plank roads
intersecting it, is covered by a dense growth of
weads, scrub and underbrush--so dense that no
bird can wing its tlight within its gloowy,
deadly shades.  Here wene we on one edge, and
on the other was Lee, watehing for a vhanve 10
pounce upon the flanks of any forve that ight
be creeping along the roads 1 speak of. It was
a vital point and well the old Virginian hero
knew it.  Through that horrible trap one more
step was guined by his dogged antagonists.  ln
that trap hisdogyed antagenist should te caught
aml ecrushed.  Both armites knew all this as
well as their leaders, and in thow leaders borh
had faith, sud if they were going to ivevitable
death, so be it.

*1 really caunot picture to you i that we
feit.  As for me, I was ot exactly reckless, but
there was | thought u tough time coming, and
it had to be made the best of.  Hogh 1 remem-
ber said — it was early in the morning on Thurs
day, the Sth of May, ladies” -

* Never mind what 7 satd.
facts,” roughly interrupted Hugh.

“Well, then, on the worning of the Sth of
May we began 1o move. Soon we bLegan to
taste pepper. [ don’t know how far our-—it
was Warren's-~brigade had got into the taugled
darkuess, and were wondening where on earth
it led to, when crashi ! came 4 storm of twigs
and leaves, and mud and smoke, driven by a
roar, or ratte-- | don't know what to call it
except that 11 was like the breaking loose of
a littie hell. I that horsible obweanty, that
wilderness of tungled weodsand clinging under.
brush, through whose maozes the plonesr’s axe
anid the lurking skirmisher could haeily peoe-
trate, wo had been orderid to force our way,
Do vou know, ladies, what is the meatiog ot a
commanding general’s onler ¥ s that

1

Stick to the

Theirs not t» maks repiy,
Theirs not to reasun why
Theirs butto de and dis

And «o with us.  We lrerm Grant, We kpew
that when he telegraphed that bnef sentener,
which has become one of Lis imperishable de.
carations -~ *“ | propose to fight 1t out on this
line, if it takes all Summer,” fate wasin those
wards.  We kpew that thers wax something
beyond the mere animal conflict of rage anid
bloodshed.  Weo were not oarselves —we wars it
I may so express mywelf, apnrica in tespect to
whose mission and duty our hittle personal
affairs were nathing. 1 don’t know ladies, bue,
somehow, T recuguie in this the «pirit that
through many centuries has buift up the state.
Iy edifice of our natioual glory fame and
honour. | am, friends, of Seottish deseent, Da
I not 10 this day remember the story of that
bonoy Prince Charlie, who willful, herdless, for-
getful of his friends though he was..

“Almost as bad as a Canadian politician,”
broke in father, at this,

“No, sir,” said Hugh. * Polities in those
old days meant, and waw reality. Then, con-
seiencs, patriotism were overshadowed Ly the
cord, the axe and the block. And, later, can
yor not perceive, in the atern selfesacrities of
a Napier, 1 Colin Campbell, a Havelock, that
there was a nobler polities than is now thaet of
the word canvasser, the caucus enginesr.  The
* contraet’’ schemer, the newspapwr proprictor
who retails ““newd” on ** eotmmercial prinei.
ples,”” the Cabinet Minister who shakes hands
with any crazy loafer who has a vote, the™.-

“ Hugh, my boy,” began father, with a flush
of irritation upon his ususlly genial counten.
ADCS—

“Charley,” said I, *“never mind polities ;
g0 on with your story.””

Wl 1 owill, I was s fieree urapple of
atned hosts and bloady hattles in many tangled
woods.  In that horrnid  thicket there lurked
two hundred thonsand men, aud thrangh it lurid
firew played ; and though no array of batile
could be seen, Uirre came the erackle and roll of
musketry like the ndi-y beiling of xome hell-
chaldion that told the drend story of death.*

¢ W. Swinton.

AN through that tearful day it was load aud
fire, stifled Uy sulphurous gunpowder, stagger
ing with fatigue, ersving for water, canteons
oxhausted, faint with hunger, while fust nlmost
aselack-beats, came the dull thuds of comrades
falling, like logs, headloug upon the tramplod
ground. So it was all day loug.  Looking back
upon that scene, | think of it as a dream iu the
night.  Was it I who, side by side with my old
friend Hugh, weat on with our fighting asi( it
were 8 mere task or labourer's work--so many
shots to be fired, in a mechanical fashion, not
knowing where or whom they struck 1 Nothing
but a huge turmoil, of which we lost as it were
the meaning and heeded not at all, so deadened
to all sound were our stunned seuses,  Fighting
with shadows ! Fighting with an invisible foe
among the womls !

“Suddenly what little consciousnes< 1 had
left was gone, and all was a blank. What it
was that struck me 1 did not realize, 1 only
kuow that when | enme to mysell Hugh and 1
were alone, oxcept for heaps of prostrate and
writhing forms, or fortus still and silent till the
trumpets of God's archaugels should sound the
‘grand reveille of the dead.' ™

We shuddered- - sven Phomie’s chicek paled a
little,  Hugh ouly laughed s little, and said
*t Jeave all that out, old boy, It isn’t interest-
ing at all” s it not, my friend 1 Charley
answered,  ** Taleresting ! Well, 1 don't agree
with you. There was |, tlattened out. It 1 a
positive fact that as iy facultios awoke, amd |
found wivsell unable to stir 2 limb, night come,
and only a few stars visibie overhead through
the shattered beughs, Hugh bending feebly
over we, 1 thought for a moment that | was
dead, and he and 1 had mysteriously paswd
into the ‘silent laml.’ At all events T koew
little after this, anml 1t was days before | found
mysell in a hospital tent, just realizing that |
haid been in a battle and got hurt,

They told me afterwards that Hugh had heen
found toiling along, wounded though he was,
dragging me with hun, and that when they took
his burthen from him he fell fainting, utterly
prostrate. Yes.  Buot for him this small person
waould have never--"

= That's enough, Charlev,”” again interposed
Hugh: ** You are grossly exaggerating, and,
besides, there were lota of fellows in cur regy-
ment who did more than that; se, o speak

valgarly, dry up, and that quick ¢ do you
hiear ™ ; »
“ ] hear.  There's ittis more ta be satd, |

et able to be moved, and he tnatsted upen
tringing me hers, awd here T am ™

By aspoutaneons tmpnise we all shook hands
with him and Hugh, winle tears -limmed the
eves of every one of us.

And the davs wenton,  Hugh's furlogsh was
drawing to a close, and Charley, ton, was ‘0t
for duty ” onee mare.

1v.

Sewe one has compansd a haman Hfe ta the
course of the sasons, and thers ars few, pethaps,
whe have not made the comparison for them.
seives. With us, the Autuinn was pasing away,
and cold ehills of doubt and womething hke dis.
trust began to presade a time of wintry discon.
tent.  Why Hugh and Charley «besld ta Jeas
friendlv was dithenit o understand, but wo 1
war,  The sngagrment of Phemic was perfectiy
well upderstosd - Charlev had even congratu.
tated Hugh upen ity saviag shie wase o delightful
wird, he was o lucky fellow and so forth, Charley
went even farther than thuyg and said e wishied
Lo were the ** iucky fellow " in question. tugh
dud not gqate Bike this latter exprewgon evie
dentiy. 1t was natural that he sheubl v,
enperiaily as Chatley spwike With an rspréscm.n!

handly eathed for unebr the ctrumatances,  An -

egagement s an engagethent, amd confers a

PEFS
bonnd Lo oeach other,

valne ** the propernty,’
sepy mnuat be warned o,

v

Huyh, and, whethor there  was now  mach jovey

for ber of not, thers condd }w’j-‘;dr}uw'\ﬂ

Tdanot think Phemie was oy biame when thic
apparsnt coldtess tegan 1o exist betwern the twa
Iriereia.
and will notenlarge apen dts chsractenatics. She
was incn g hle of s einyg what mischief was being
wrought by her permiitting a tone and wmanner
of anmething more than fmendship e Charley,
They need uot have seetnrd sa confidential when
talking together ; and when he was earnestly
gazing at her face shie nevd not have put on so
winming ansl tender a demeanonr.  She did not
love Charlry, and she ded love Hugh,  Thie |
said to myself a hundred times, and T argued with
my~ellas o how could it be otherwise ' There

! have alreads hinted at her nature, |

wis no compatison possibile between the two !

men.  One was a heart of golid, the other what

‘mﬂpl« call a very nice, pleasant fellow, without |

ratowing much thought upon the mesning of
the phirase.  Surely  Phemis could appreciats
the ditfervnee. Why should | be M‘,cn-tsy angry,
if «he perhaps did ot ?

There was uot wch time left, howewer, for
these sell.commumngs, thia meddling in iny
own mind with what was no voncern of mine.
The duy of depattura drew near, at length was
come. We had agreed that the leave-tuking

ried farewells at a bustling stotion should be
avoided, The hack came to the door,
folded his mother ia s closs embrace, and then
tirning to Phemie, Kissed her gently on the
forchead with & gently-spoken ** Goad-bye, dar.
ling." My turn came next and lant.  No kiss
for me, but ar he took me by the hand he whis.

Dol ttanee 1 her"s, thongh for s foatant suiv
muttal reht of prusewton upon the parties s |
tine or the other way nat!
sy to speak, bt treepas.
Phemie i.ﬂ:inngwi L,

wered, ** 1t is lo you, Grace, that | shall look for
ottemm; will you write " 1 could only just
spoak, ny [aaid, T will write ; you may have
faith in me.” 4

And then they were gone.  Was it a trick of
imagination, or did 1 really wee Charlev Presy
Phemis to hix heart for a brief instant, 'm, o‘uc
but 1 looking their way, and while all was coy-
fusion! Was it 7 who felt glad at the sight }
Was it Phomie who waved her handkerchiof
from vur parch, and then danced into the hoyse
like a carcles child ? .

Now came the handest trial of all. 1 had, iy
the first place, promised to write~in what char.
acter was | todo s30T To my sister’s lover, call.
fng myself **hia sister that was o be?  Thae
was, of course, the proper way. Then, how
about  Phemie’s  correapondence  with Yy
atfinnced husband ! What would she say in her
letters 1 Wonld she sustain the wifectionate tone
of an allianesd wife 1 1 must, 1 thought, halyg
hee to her duty. It was my duty to hold her ¢,
it. 1 could not, would not, have her, for | toved
her deatly, in spite of all--mind that-throw
away a treasurs that w true woman should prye
boyoud her very hife, | neither would nor euuld
have him able to reproach himself for failure of
faith or honour. Why not confesa it ¢ Tu the old
play, * Philaster,” Bellario say« :

*After you were goue,
1 grew acquainted with my heart, anid search |
What atirred itso.  Alas! T found it love ™

Aud ao had 1. Bug, all the morg, he whay; |
loved ahould never be able to say he brake by
promise.  That stain upon Wis honour shogig
never be my work, 1 dul write many letng.
and she wrote some, though not teo willingly,
Ner Jdid she, tn the one or two she showed n.A.-,
tse very loving wonds, such as vne would s
pose she ought. {t might be faney on wy
part, bat those o her from him were not ayver
foad either, while at the satne time the expres
stons were tender enough. The wards dud nay
sevmn of genutue metal somehow.  Father il
his letters were *‘admimable.”  Mother opiv
remarked, **Yes, they are very nice, luq,
Phemie, | wouldn't leave them all over the
hotise for anybody to read, i | were yau.”

Phemie only laaghed.  ** Nobody keeps tet
lers !)n\\‘.a-ih}'s," she saiild.

“ Nobewly keepw letters 177 | thought. ** | ho..
mine, at ali events”™  And while 5o thinking 51
formet a resciution.

How ol 12 sremin, vet imw commnnly the
fast, that when the hour {or sleep has arneed,
one has the most to talk about, We tws ok
almat always had a ool long gowp o e
sohitde of sur reotu betsrs we lay down ta e,
The hatit had af late Leen rather sldon
Aulged in, for my sster mther was, or feig ood
ta be, frequently too tired fur conversation. |
tmeant, hows var, 1o apeak serivusly upon wlat
wan prowing heavily on mv mind,

“ Why il vou Jangh, Phemie dear, 1o day,
when we wore a;«r.ka-,; about kwpmg Prtiers 17
] }w;;sﬂn

“lmoanre ] odon't Ruow. {1 wasnt werth
making a fow aver, anyway’’

“Fusa Na. The word ge inapproprials |
anctdoa’s ven think a Higtde \t-)}f, el

OHew teapit

** Under the

)
ehaaMdetiient -

Fircnmatatites | ofean. Vour

Y, weerre crgmaged, of saarse. Al shall
bee marnied seme day, | auppoe”

" You hope, don’t vog, Phende

ONaw, e, and liete Phersie’s mar
changed wud shie shot o sharp, guick gla
tee 0 M o, Graee, you are poitig S be dur
1ive, and oven seobl e, perhapss Gt thy
1t At onee, wiee wppter, whale Tdo up vour b
e eves met an the looking glass, before w!

b oswan W, sl There Wiy -u!nt-t?m:g of 1

faritated, and sk ap the chaliengs
B then, vou know, 1 othigh s

anly,
know~that | have some very deenled vieweonps

thany sulgecia, and ol thess wibjerts tne teefs
s entertained mutnally by devers s owe
Wiien Daav lovers D would nnply that thev ate
alan engaged persons

CWelt U and the brosh in her hand ceased
to mnvea”’
o owayv tempaged,” as well an * lavers,” There

may be cases 1o which thete i o diatinetion 1o
be drawn ™

CONpan, well Y

*CAnd of the two characters shonld not wnir
in the xame perrop- .’

S, she bt otk with an ’ngry tone
that 1 had never hesrd from her before, ** No /
wn ane of the ¢ caxes, | s ppass, and, of ronrey,
Hagh another! Berause | am carejean abuott
lettars, and don't go into raplures over theni o
fay them away tied np with bright ribbous, of
weur them next my heart, 1 an to be anabvred,
condemnusd, (ol there are to e distinctions
drawn {1 utterly refuss to be so treatsd, How
date vou, Grave ; how dare you | }

“ Ky, deareat, listen, 1 did not say 20, Do
sot not know how anxinie | oam to see vl

Chappy, both of yeu? I 1, older, graver, more of

Hugh :

e for you,
should be at onr honse, aud that thus the Lur-

a naurally anxious, fur Joekiug tempersmont
thin yon, sxpress myself boliy, forgive me. I
et no barm, bt all the best thet b can
There shonld be conhidenee by
tween us, Phemie, ot boast until one dearer than
Faball elatin your every thought.”

We were stlent 1o dittle while, and [ knew

cinatinctively that she wax wrenthng with some

Feeling of rebellion in her inmont sonl, Butsoen
I beand her sob, and eatehing her ta sy hose,
whispered, ** Let me help you, duling.'" ot
with what | kuow, ulso, was an cffott, she




