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in the road hid his home from sight
Should he ever see it again ?

Il. <JiR LADY'S KNIGI.
"The only Catholie in the Regi

ment." That is what his uncle Genera
Cassils, hall written to Ludovic
"l'aPists" were stilI objects of sus
picion, if 'lot of dislike, inii 8s(, thougi
it wus eleven aers silice Newman hîa(
left the "eitY of confusion" for th(
"CitY Of G;od," anîd tlîoughtful meri
were begîinnîng to wonder what ail
this Jlonîewilrd niovement meant.
But the younger ollicers of al reginlient,
or, for th:ît inatter, the aliter ones, are
fl îîuclî givenl to controversy. Tlîey
were, iii lier Majesty's -th Ileginient
Of Hîighland Liglît Infantry, pi')sco.
palians, for the most part ; a I Roman.
ist " was a novelty to neariy ail of
thefu ; tliose who hait served witl
Ludovie'à fathcr were dead, or had Ieft
the army. Ludovicas lot was, there.
fore, flot likely to he an easy un1e.

But he won their hearts, IlPjapist"1
am he waa. It was the lust day, in
Portsmouth ; they were to embark o11
the nîorrow. They were sitting in the
mness-room, for it was wet and cold,
waiting tilI it Ahould lie time to dress
for dinner.

Sing ,you Cassils, said Alastir
Morrison, ttîe senior lieutenant, Ilsing
when you'rc. hidden, d'ye hear me? "
Soniehow, they ail] seemed to speak the
S cots tonguîe, to-night, as if hy a tacit
agreement.

IlThat wiIl 1,"l responded Ludovic,
cheerily. Then, aIl at once, silence fell
on bis brother officers, as the lad'R
clear, WeIl-traineît voice waq heard
"lîlting ''as tie Scotch say :

"Lochaber no more,
"Lochaber no more,

'We'Il may be return to Lochaber no
more.'1

'«Drop that," interrupted Morrison,

*at the end of the flrst verse. Some.
thing-was it a tear ?-seenied to have
got into bis voice, for he spoke houskjtv.
IWad ye have uis al' greetin like a

1 whee,î hairus (ia lot of chjldren ) ? lie
*colitinueil, Il sing soiethiing heîîrtsonie,
* mon, for ony sake."l

L vils Lifflov e' s wil ling
1aîîswer. TVieil, onîce aigalîl, the swecî,.
*tenor voice was lîeard ini the sulent
i lie,,s rooiii1

"Canil, Ne hy Athole, lad wi' tue
philaîîcg (kilt)?

with the tîearty chorusq
}'ollow thee? follow thee? Wligt

wadîî a fol low thce ?
of the brave old Jacobite song.

Tien, presently. the wol(t wîIS
passed, "Tinie to dress," and the
Company dispersed, in al burry.

iIow Ludovic came to forget bi.4
Scapular, lie neyer knew. lie wali in
a hurry, certainty, and the words of
the song they had just saîng kept ring.
ing in bis ears. The last tinie he had
sang it, bis pretty cousin .Jessie hîîd
ptayed tie accomupaninment, as only a
Scotch lassie can ;perhaps lie was
thinking of ber,,ai weil aui of the song;
it is a way muîsic bas. Anyhow, lic
left his Scapular lying on the lied, and
there Alastir Miorrison, who loved the
boy tlîough he loved to tease liuai -
and who passed Ludovic', door, on lus
way to mess, saw the Scapular, lying.

It was al chance to tease flot to be
înissed. To slip into Ludovic's rooni,
sanatch up the Scapular. and slip out
again, was the work of al few seconds.
So far, sO good ; that he should mun
into the coloneî's arias at the mess.
i'oomn door was something that Alastir
Morrison had flot reckoned on.

The colonelsg quick eye caught sight
of the Scapular. 'What is that ?" he
enquired sharply ; and wbere did you
get it ?"'


