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advanced upon Delhi to commence the
seige—if much it can be called, when for
nearly three months we were actually
beselged on the ridge overlooking the city-
Our army numbered about 10,000 men,
consisting of English, Sikhks, and Goorkhas
under the command of Sir H. Barantdd,
and we begau operations by defeating the
mutineers at Badhi-ka-Sarai on the 8th
June. We hind to act entirely on the de-
fcnsive at first, baving no artillery with
which to attack the city. Added to this,
our anxiety was increased by the pre-
sence of ladies and children, whom after
what we had soen we must defend at ail
bazards. They 8ay circumstances make the
wman, and surely woman must not be ex-
cluded. No onc would have supposed that
Mrs. Johmston could take so kindly to
pursing and catting ap lint for the wound-
ed, but heaven be praised there is good
in all of us U there is sufficient tc draw
it out, and we had one or two unknown
Florence Nightingales in our camp before
Delbi. I can reeall the form of a alight
girl of meventeen who, battling with her
own trinls, set herself bravely to work
to soothe and help thoae in neced. I have
watched ber smiling cven in bher andness,
as she passed from patient to patient,
with a cheerful word for cach, and 1 do
not wander that I loved bier. 1 remem-
ber upon one occasion she met me and said
with a touch of pride that Stirling had
promised hier that ne would recommend
ber ax a first class hospital nurse, but
since the mutiny she has ounly practised
in o private hospital, ker chief patient
being one whom she hos attended all bis
life, and who can never hope to repny
her tender core. Did the man who *fell
amoug thieves ” aftervards wish and atrive
to reflund the Samaritan? Jet us trust
that he vas at any rate grateful for the
rervion rendered.

During those wecks we were cneamped
before Dellis, it iz probable Kate and 1
became more mtimately acquainted than
we should have done in an many months
clsewhere. 1 believe
tnough to comaider me a kind of Bay-
ord. brenause 1 had killed a coople of Se-
poyx in ber defeane. and her simple trost-

she  wax  foolish

ing nature cundowed me with all sorin of
virtues, which only cxisted in her fond
imagination.

The wmutincers gnve us htzle rest dor
ing the %0 called sicge of Delhi, sallving
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forth almost daily to attuck and harrass
uws, while we had to wait and defend our-
velves, holding the cpemy in check until
the artillery arrived. Here 1 may re-
mark that the Indian Mutiny was a mut-
iny pure and simple and not a rebellion
as some jignorant people have called it,
for had it boen the latter there is no
human doubt that England with her mere
handful of troops, could never at that
time have retained poesession of Indip;
aay if the von combitants had simply re-
mained neutral, I believe our army would
bhave been conquered by starvation aloae.
But the nntives brought us supplies on
our marches or at our stations, and num-
erous instances occurred of the devotion
on the part of the servants to their mast-
ers and mistresses, (Sahibs and Memsahibs
as they are designated), amounting to cven
the sacrifice of their lives in not a few
cases. Therefore the mutiny did not in
the remotest degroe savor of a rebellion,
and the bloody Nana Sahib can never go
down to posterity o8 a noble patriot, but
only &8 a vulgar mutineer, whose pame
will be execrated for many a cruel and
cowardly doed, unredeemed by a single
manly or generous act. On the 26th June
uiter a gallent resistence to a siege of
twenty daya, Cawnpore surrendered under
treaty to Nana who crowned his conquest
with the most hideous massacre ever re-
corded in history. The news of this
Feached our camp sometime in July, nnd
1 canuot describe the feelings it cxcited
in the breast of cvery British Soldier
within our tents.
the words in the calm retreat of a peace-
ful home, aiter the lapse of sy many years,
my blood boils =z I recall that cruel
sleughter. ** Vengeance is8 mine, I will re-

Eves now as I write

pay. etc.” Amen; but there are some
thingn onc cannot casily forget or for-
give, and I lay dowa my pea and clench
my fist with an angry iace, as I think of
thnt <Iay. My dear what is the mat-
ter 77 aska the lady opposite, looking up
{from ber knitting. I was writing abont
Cawnpore,” i my refdy. ** Haa our life
een so unhappy that vou rhould karbor
revengeful thoughts?™ is the gentle re-
joinder. ** What does your faverite Mr.
Pope aay 7—*t0 ¢rT is human, to fargive
divine.” " When wy wife talks in tha way
1 am dumb; it is not that ahe feels less
bat trusts more.

Oar gloom by the newx from Cawnpare

To resume—

was increesed shortly after, for Sir H.
Baruard succumbed to an attack of cholera,
osnd he was succeeded by Brigadier Wilson
when the siegoe continued to drag along
until the 23rd August, on which day we
fhad 8 very lot engagement, completely
routing the enemy and driving him to
the very gates of the city. During ¢the
encounter I was struck by a lance on the
lelt leg below the knee, the blow com-
pletely smashing my shin bone and very
peariy bringing my military carcer to an
end, that catastrophe being only averted
by the skill and paticace of my {riend
Jack Stirling.

It was six weeks before I could cross
the saddle again, and in that time Delhi
bhad fallen and I had laid sicge to and
conquered another fortreas of which I have
held posscssion cver since.

That otber fortremi—of conrse I mean
Kate's heart—surrendered at the first on-
slaught. It was one cveniug when Mrs.
Johnston and Kate had come to visit me,
and the former with a foresight iwhigh
did her credit shortly left uws alone to-
gether.  There were mnot many words
spoken—a sbort question, a whispered syll-
able in reply. and thoogh neither of us
tiove forgotten them, they nced not be
repeated. Kate Marsden had promised to
be my wile.

(To We concluded next woek.)
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THAT SETTLED IT.
Amy.—Grorge, dear, what do you think
»f my new reformed gown?
Mr. Dolley (smorveying it criticaily).—
There's something in it I Jike.
Amy—What 7
Mr. Dolley.~Xzu.—Exchange.

The poet's and the plumber's ways
Are quite of diffexent t(3pew,
For. whilc the former pipes his Ilays,
Tae Intter Iays his pipes.
—Exchange.

—

HOW TO TELL.

AMabel—He ir such a delightinl fellovw,
irat the trounble is. we do noet hknow whetber
f:c is married or single.

Her Cousin Tom—Ir he attentive 2—will-
ing to come or go—anxious to ohey your
rlightest wish?

Mabel—Yer, he is.

Her Cousin Tom—Courngeouns in telling
You how lovely yon are, and what an
influnenoe sauch o woman wonld have over
o mou's life? Ready, in fact, to pros-
trate himsaell at your fect?

Mabel—TEkat jost cxpresses it.

Her Courin—Then he's married!



