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THE SOLDIER'S PLEDGE.

1I do not drink." the colonel said
Upon the festal rnornisig;

There 'vas a toss of bcauteous head,
And brighit cycs fuil of scorning.

"As woman's cyes this winc is fair,
I know 'twould make us nîerry;

But 1 vwill pledge in watcr clear,
And neot in golden sherrry."

"Why, colonel, why ?» the bride spoke up,
Sir Edwin's fairest daughiter;

"Why do you scorn the hionored cup,
And pledge me in cold iater ?

Upon your words there hangs a tale
And ive ta it would listen;

Mcthinks [ sec y-our checks grow pale,
Your cyes with tear-drops glisten."

"Oh, bannie bride, the tears I shed
Above this glass of w'.acr,

Are for the best and bravest dcad
That e'cr rode down to slaughter.

'Twvas long ago whcn an the bank.
0f Iragally's river,

Mec met the Russian's rank to rank,
A sword or spear to shivcr.

"The nigbt befote in Powels tent
The officers werc drinking,

A ccazless round the goblet %vent-
A sbanieless round, l'm thinking.

'The norning found us flusbed with wine,
Witb bands and brain unsteady;

But when the Russians forrned their line
0f battie, ivc werc ready.

ul1.rcled, but stili upon my stecd
1 sat and gave the orders

That formcd thc gallant ranks W' led
From England's hist'ric borders;

I curse the day I saw thcni mowcd
Down in the fire infernal,

For braver troopers never rode
febhind a drunken colonel!I

T'his order canme tu, as:- ' AÜ-.ance,
And hold thc Ridgc of Bannon ?'

Beyond it shone t13e foenian's lance
Abovc one hundred canon.

We gained the ridgc and there drevw rein,
]lut oniy fer a miinute,

The demon Drink had fired iny brain-
The flanies of bell sceed in it!

I1 shoutcd, *Charge !' and thro' the smoke
W'c left the Ridge of Ban non,

And faccc t hc lurzd fimes that broke
Fromnail those Russian cannon.

We babrcd bcre, ive sabred thcrc,
l)cspitc death's horrid rattlc ;

We left aur comradcs everywvhere
Upon the field ofittle 1

«IHow cach man like a tiger fought
'Tis taid ro.day in sia2y ;

The foc's success -%%as deariy bouglit.
And denter still our vloty.

Six hundrcd gilants rode %dîth nie
Upon the dcadly cannon;

Blut only ninety lived ta sec
Once mare the Ridge of Ilannon'

-With wvnunded hen, by time uinhealecd,
That feul main ini Orteober.

I gailoped from the fatal field,
liv murdcr rendcred sober.

fEchind mc lay upon the ficld,
il> munnuring Iragally,

Four hundred men who'd necr again
At blast of bugle .rally.
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"Against aur anuis the battle went,
Pefeat succceded slaughter,

And ail because in Powell's tent
We did flot pledge in ivater.

The sword 1 drcw Mbat fatal day
Is rusted now, and broken,

'is wvell 1 for it must ever be
Of crime a harrid token.

"Now this is why my cycs with tears
Ta-day are overflowing;

Abave my cofnitades twenty years
The grasses have been growing.

Came, fil! caci cup, and say ivith nie-
(Stili be your childish prattle 1)

The day is lost, as it should be,
When brandy leads the battle.

I'Id drink ta ail whose bances arc white
Beside the distant river-

Their gallant blades ta-day are bright,
And will be bright forever 1

In water let us plcdge the braves
WÇho questioned iiot, but followed-

W~ho peaceful slcep in soldiers graves
]3y Cussack lances hal!oivd."

"Fil up 1" cried out the bannie lass,
Sir Edwin's fairest daughtcr,

"Pour out your wine, and fill each glass
WVith clear and sparkling water 1

We drink ta them who will no more
At blast of bugle ralIy-

The gallant ghasts that guard the shore
0f wbispering Iragafly 1"

It was no woman's fooiish whini
As tearful cycs attested,

They filled their glasses ta the brimi,
And drank as she rcquested.

He baîvcd bis head-the soldier gray
Who led bis men ta slaughter;

And those beide him heard hina say:
"lSince iJhcn I pledge in wvatcr."

-secd.

ONLY ONE SCENE.

]IV EARNEST GILMORL.

It -,vas a drcary, miserable moming; a hecavy fog hung over the ivretchedl
street; the main had fallen continually through the night, and stili drizzled
in a forlorn %ay. Pedestrians jostled along, occasionally hitting ane
another 'witb their ivet uînbrellas an-I slosbing the nmud right and lcft over
thc dirty pavement.

Crossing a filtby Sîreet; Wherc the thic1k, blaci, mud cntcrcd the sales of
ber soddcn shocs and clung with tenacity about ber thin ankles, mua a
young girl af thirtcen or tbercab juts. She breasted the driving wmid and
swerved flot froni a straight course aliead, although bier wceapons against
the elements were oaily a ragged dress and thin, faided shawvl af many
colors. 'lied about ber untidy mass of hair ivas an aId hood, wvhile iupon
ber feet anr old one-sidcd sboe, unlaced, and tom at tbe toc, did dut)' for
onie, wrhile tbe other walked bravely on in a«man's discarded bout, hard and
unwieldly tbough it %vas. She sened utteriy indifferent to tlic rain.
And wby sbouid she be othcrw.ise? For wheri ane is thoroughly 'wet an-d
worn a few drops mare or less either af wiater or trouble makec no difiterence.
She hurricd around the carner, and a s hiver passed thraugh ber frame with
the cutting biast of îwmd. She sbufflcd on as fast as possibi;: considering
her soaked ect, beld ber poo.-, wct garment dloser ta bieras if l'or protection,
and soocd turried up a dark, court, opened a creakl-ing door in a1 rickcety
tenement-4iouse, and entcred. How cold and dark and damp I althaugb
just wbat she cxpected. A deep sigli escaped ber. The " bundle of rags"
(called father) on tbe straw in tbc carner did not niave, and she soffly
oper.ed thc doot into anotber smaller ane and lookcd in. Ail mnis husbed
and ttill. On a low coucli -af Straw, covered îvitb a thin, patched arniy
blanicet, lay a little girl of scvcn, pale and 1-tded, but, thougb the dlammy
swent- stoad upon the fair brow, ant could flot but Say, how lovely 1 Yes ;
thougli a drunkard's fo,-saken child, Lena Croft's pincbcd fcatures were
dlassically beautiful. Amy knelt daim by lier side, took the lit thin
band-in het own, and, poor cbild, alhoughi she did niot intcnd Io awaken


