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“ Ha—ha " Jaughed the Major, and it was one of those mellow laughs
which almost instinctively carried the hearers away with it. ¢ What times
those were ! What constitutions we all had i those days, and, Heaven
help us, how shamefully ignorant we were on the subiect of wine and
cookery @ Just you try that champagne, Norman.— Heie, waiter, get Mr.
Slade a clean glass —Don't be afraid of it : there’s uo gout in il, and even
if there is, upon my soul us worth risking an attack for ”

Norman Slade, a dark, wiry ntle man, whose age defied all conjecture,
filled his glass gravely, and, as he tasted it, said : ** Yes, it’s rure good stuff,
but you ought to have lard tho toundation of poduyra pretty substantially by
this time.""

“Yes, it was the Exhibition year, and they wanted some cavalry just to
show off before the big swells who came over to see Paxton’s glass-house,”
continued the Major.  “* So they brigaded five tegiments of light cavalry at
Hounslow, and, you msy guess, with all that gong on in Loudon, that the
way us young ones streamed up to town evarly day was a caution.  Except
the unhappy subaltein for the day, 1 should think there wasn't an officer
left in any one of tho regiments.”

“ And you were the fellows the rest of us were paying taxes to provide
for.”

« Of course you were,” retorted the Major.  “ We looked well, were full
of go, and did very well for ornamental purposes, which was all you wanted
10 thoso days. We didn't dv so badly at the Crimea as long as we lasted ;
the worst of it was we were so soon used up. However, they don't stand
those. sort of larks now ; do they, Bertie 2"

“ Well,” replied the young man addressed, ** 1 don't think the authorities
would staud some of the things you've been recounting.”

Bertic Slade was nephew to both these gentlemen.  Norman's brother
had marned a Miss Braddock, and hence the conniection . and, different as
the 1wo men were, was, strange to say. an tqual favorite with both of them.
No greater contrast than the two brothers-in-law could be conceived.  The
onc, open-hearted, full of jest and story, with: the art of dining as the main
pursuit of his life.  The other, a quiet, self.contuned, reticent man, whose
passion was the Twf, with a .y, caustic vt of lus own, who often dribbled
out a thing that brought dowr the Jucga of the smokmg-room of the club to
which he was affiliated. Capable, too, of biting sarcasm, if cxasperated,
and it was not very difficult 10 move Norman Slade’s wrath.

 Have a glass of claret,” said the Major, o a glass of Madzira if you
prefer it, while I relate another reminiscence of those times. A I have said,
we all trooped up to London pretty well every day  Well, in those days,
there was a very famous supper-house just off the Haymarket, which was
much frequented by the soldiers. 1ndeed, of Her Majesty’s officers, 10
speak inutaphorically, ever did rally round the old flag, 1t was that par-
ucular supper-house 1 ‘51, The piccious institution has long since
disappeared. but, about three in the morning in those days, you were sure
1o find fellows from Woolwich, meu from [ounslow, all anxious to pick up
some onc 1o share a hansom .ome. Indeed. as far as the Hounslow
division, as they called us, went, we formed i pertect procession of hansoms;

constantly ten or 2 dozen of thew proceeding w file past Hyde Park Comer
on their way to our quarters.  Well, there was usually considerable differ-
ence abeut 1he fare when we arrived at Hounslow.  ‘The cabbies invariably
argued that they had waited a good bn fur us, and then demanded an
excessive 1anfl for the time we had emploved them.  Now, remember the
pnze ning was by no means dead in lngland in those days, and most of us
had nore or less learnt to use our hands pretty smartly ; a turn up or (wo
with the cabmen became at last quite an orthodox fivish to the evening, and
we seldom came hoine without a fare or two being referred to the arbitratien
of battle. No need 10 tell you that the Londou cabman is pretty wide
awake, and, as our fellows wvaniably went on the double-or-quits system,
the Hounslow lot werc soon taken up by some pretty clever bruisers
amongst them.  Well, it was a bright Junc morning, about five o'clock, and
the cabmen were in great feather ; they had sent down that night a couple
of semi-professionals, and two or three of our best men had been hand-
somely polished off.  We'd a big cmpty barrack room, containing nothing
but some empty wine-cases, where these little differences were adjusted.
‘They were glove fights, you must remember, o that our fellows didn't get
so dreadfully marked as you might suppose. 1t was all over, the successful
cabmen had carried away their double fares, and were gone, when the
attention of those who were left of us was suddenly called to Jerry Moclere.
I and onec or two others recollected secing him at the beginning of the
scrimmage struggling with a small cabman in the comner, but we had all
been too absorbed n the fight 1o take further note of his proceedings. Now
he was sitting on a champagnc-casc mopping his brows with a cambric
handkerchief, and exclaiming, in maundering toucs ¢ Oh, dear, what a time
I've had of it ! Do, for goodncss sake, get me a bammer and a f~w nails,
some of you fellows.' ¢ What's the matter, Jerrry ?° we exclairaed ; ¢ what's
the matter, old man?' ¢ Oh, dear, what au cveming I've had,” he replied,
mn half-crying tores.  * What a trouble he has been to we; for Heaven's
make get mo a hammer and nails' ¢ What do you want—what's the
matter 2’ we cried. ¢ Oh, don't,’ he said, still half-weeping ; ¢ ob, dear, what
atime I've had.  You never saw such a disagreeable hittle beggrar” ¢ What
oo you mean, Jerry—what is 1 ?' ¢ The little beast,’ hie replied, in a broken
voice ; * he wouldn't zo into the case, though I tald tum I wanted to send
lnm to my mother. It please the dear old lady. But I've got him in at
last, thank goodness * do help mce to nail him down at once, the discon-
tented hitle brute ! 1 can feel him still wriggling about.” * Do you mean
10 say,’ we cricd, ‘that you've got a man i the case?’ ‘ Got Lim iy, he

returued, lugubriously, * yee, and it has taken me the whole night 1o get um
there. ¢ Now do, like good fellows, Lring the nails and a direction card.
But here we thought it was high time to intervene,  Jerry, who had attained
a high statz of maudlin drunkenness, was carried off lo bed, carnestly
requesting that the case might be sent by the first train in the merning o
his mother  Of course, we precious soon had the top off the case, and high
time, for the small cabman inside was quite past making any further effuns
on his own account. Indeed, it required the hielp of a doctor to biring tum
round, and a handsome solatium on Jerry’s part to hush up the busines,
Poor Jerry ! A shell at Balaklava, as [ daresay some of vou know, kilted
as goud a fellow as ever crossed saddle.  Now, gentlemen, come along, aud
we'll have a cigar and coffee downstairs.”

“ Well, Bertic, how’s the regiment getting on?  Still in its chronic stae
of difficulties as regards ways and means, I suppose ?”

“Yes,” replied Gilbert Slade, laughing ; “ we still hold a ten pound

note in much veneration, but, fortunately, we are not tried quite so high o
Aldershot as they were in the days of your Hounslow campaign. e
powers that be don’t stand such incessant running up to town—a restricuvn
which, though uvpleasant, keeps us afloat.” .
Gilbent Slade was a subaltern in his uncle’s old corps, and, of cours,
amongst the ceniors were several who had been in the regiment with him,
Besides, the Major never missed the annual dinner, and, indeed, had much
10 say to its management. They said at the Albion that Major Braddedk
was a verv fastidious gentleman, but, as the chef added enthusiastically, * ke
is a judge, and it's quite a plesurs 10 cook for him.” So that onc way an]
another Major Braddock had never lost touch of his old regiment, and knes
something about pretty well every officer in it

“1 suppose you'll be moving in the spring,” he said, as he lit a big cgu. |

“Yes,” replied Gilbert; “i1t's our turn to move, and, 1 suppose, i
Apnl, wo shall go to the Northern district ;. but where 1 don’t exactly knes
—Manchester, 1'm afraid.”

*And why afraid®" rejoincd Major Braddock. * Merchant prnce,
bless yun who know how the thing should be done.  If you play your card,
properly, you ought to manage to get your legs under the mahogany of £
the best houses, and wind up by marrying a hundred thousand pound.
Don'ttell me, sir! It's not often a young fcllow gets such a chances,
carly in life. T can only say I regard 1t as sending the regiment to play ty
the waters of Pactolus, and it'll be a disgrace to the lot of you if youesa
know want afterwards.”

“All I know is that Manchester is not a popular quarter with ¢
Dragoons generally,” rejoined Gilbert, laughing. ¢ However, it is by g
meang setiled yet that that is our destination.”

“ Going cn leave ?” usked the Major drily.

“ Yes--am on leave, indeed, now, though 1 shall probably run backs
Aldershot for a night to arrange one or two hittle matters that § left unsews
when I came away. Then I am going to stay for a little while with s
friecnds in Nottinghamshire, where 1 am promised a few days wuh
Delvoir.”

* Ah™ said the Major,  vou'll have to look hively w hold yourom
with the Duke’s.  It’s a rarc country, and if you've the luck to thiow iz
gIOOd sport, you will find it will try the best horse in your stable to live w3
them.

And then the conversation became general, reverting to, amongst et
things—2as it was apt to do in thuse days—what a fniend of nnne wedi
call the great annual problem, namely, what was to wimn the fortheonsy
Derby, and about this there was, needless to say, much diversity of v
In these days men trouble their heads very much less concetng
solving of that 1iddle, and 1t is not until the race is near at hand thatr:a
interest is manifested about it

Gilbert Slade was a shrewd oserver, and he noticed that, wheren
Major and the other men had much 10 say about &, and expressed s
opinions {reely, pooh poohing cach other’s judgment with much dsic
Norman Slade, who, as Gilbert well knew, had far more knowledge of 2
subject than'all the others put together, smoked silently, and listencd id
the tatk with a somewhat derisive smile on his countenance. At last hem
appealed to point blank to give them his views on the subject.

“ Can't wmy good fellow,” repliecd Normaw, drily; “1 haven't gota
vicws about it what = I siniply say I don’t know. 1f you consids
advice worth anythin,, it s merely that it is best let alone for the prese

*\Well, Norman,” said the Majur, laughing, ** we certainly can't ¢
to have got much out of you.”

Slade simply shrugged his shoulders in reply, and turned the co
tion. Thosc who knew Norman Slade were quiie aware of two 3
first, that you might as well try to extract information from an oyster
any coming Turf event as frum him, sccondly, ¢n the rare vccasionss
he did vouchsafe a hint, 11 was sure to be well worth following. e
Gilbeit had been benefitca as much as any man from such hint kem
great favorite with that somewhat sarcastic uncle of his, and | : hads
guod scnse never to trouble him with questions about these matters. G2
Slade had a very shrewd hoad on his shoulders.  He was a popular ot
his regiment, but therc was a touch of his uncle Norman's reticence :
bis character.  I1c most assuredly did not wear his heart upon lus
nor did he unbosom himsclf quite so readily ‘o his chums as many =
his age do. So far, his lifc at prescnt could not be said to hawe3
eventful ; he had koocked about with his regiment from one garnse
1o another for the last four years, had always plenty of houses opea¥
in the leave-season, and enjoyed a run in London as much as most %

* Curious,” muttered Gilbert, as he strolled homewards, * the di
between these two uncles of mine.  As far as gaving me a dinnerg

writing me 2 moderate cheque if 1 got into difficultics, Uve no dod
Major would stand to me like & man ; but in a scrivus scrape 1 fncy




