
TEE LAND WE LIVE IN.
Ned Webb, one 0f the jolliest of ourRangers. "How did you leave olddame Partiet? (the Cornmandant's sou-briquet). You were no~favorite in thatquarter, methinks,~ and it struck meforcibly, that the fussy old colonelkept you from accompanying us to thefront for the purpose of venting his fits

ofj~ip on your devoted head."
"I can hardly credit hlm with carry-îng his spite so far," I replied, "buthe really has sent me now to the frontin disgrace, as being the most rampantexample of insubordinatioî.~ and dis-obedjence in the service."

"How is that, what did you do ?"~vas now asked by ail present.
"Well! the act 0f insubordination

for which I am sent to the front, a po-sition which I infer to be nearer theenemy than bis stagnant head-quarters,
was my having too zea/ousîy obeyedthe old gentleman's orders at Mrs.Bell's last bail. I was sauntering pastthe card-tables where the old colonelwas, as usual, playing whist, when es-pying me, he called me to hlm, and]ooking at me with those small greyeyes of his, he addressed me in bisusual orderly-room tone of voice: "Isay, you! why don't you wear lessnoisy spurs? I wish you Would takethat Miss Screamer away from thepiano, make ber dance, eat Ice-cream,

anything rather than that dreadful
'soldier's tear."'

"Ves, sir,» I replied, and ~i imm&diately went to the piano where theyoung lady was expatiating in veryloud tones and extravagant notes onthe lachrymose propensity of.a certaintypiCai~ 
4With ail the- empressm~t and im- I

I)ortance of an accredited A. D. C., Icommunicated my message in the fol-Iowing words; and if there was anydiscrepancy, it must be attributed to cthe effect of the charms of the lady aherseif upon the susceptibility of an tunsophistîcated youth of eighteen. l~Waiting until the last tremulous notes t.of the "tear-r-r-r" had reverberated cfrom the distant card-tables, I leaned 1<over towards the fair cantatrice's left iFringlet and in the dulcet tones of anincipient troubadour, "Presented the ntomtliments cf Colonel M. ta Miss CSreamer wut/s the requesi that sue would f~Jaz'or 1dm with an encore of a sang tawhich remindedhimfor~j~j~, cf hispasi O~military triu~~~phs in bawer and ~ di
room."

With much grace and unbounded
alacrity, the young lady reeomrnencedthe song, the "Soldier's Tear," which gishe poured forth in a deluge which per. tomeated bali-room, card-room, corri- spdors and spoon-corners, with its excru- grciating desolatien and grief until the re~whole congregation of dancers and wi

card-players, wall-llowers and spoonscroivded round the cause 0f such over-whelming grief and begged ber to sparetheir lacerated feelings by closing thepiano and "like a good girl help uswith the lancers just forming."
At the beginning of the second cou-plet of the "Soldier's" tear, I hadsauntered towards the ~rimary causeof the foregoing crash musicale andwas innocentîy taking a philopoenawith a young lady with whom I was todance the next valse when I heard theangry wheezy voice of the Command..ant exclaim, "Good gracious! it's thefault of that caterwauling girl; this isthe thîrd tîme she bas made me re-voke." Throwing his cards on thetable and upsetting bis chair againstthe legs of a passing servant, he caughtsight of me, his late emissaire de céré-

mon ie.
"You, sir ! You! Did I not orderyou to removeto...to speak to that

lady, and-"
"XTes! colonel you desired me toconvey your compliments and thanksto Miss Screamer and to request"
"Compliments! Thanks. Damn you,sir, I did no such . thing; I-I toldyou- Consider yourselfunder arrest,sir." Bowing iow to the irascible oldCommandant, I turned to my fairPhilopoena and we were soon whirling

in the mazes of a delicious valse.
"Saucy as ever, that Jack ~Veir o1ours !" exclaimed my seif-eiected, cen-sor, Mentor and warm friend, WilliamStewart Stuart. "What wouid your ifather say, Jack. if he knew how youbadgered bis old brother ofilcer of the ~iirry half'.hundred? (~oth Regt4 aud <~ow didvou get re1easedfr~~~" t"In the very way I desired," I re-lied; "I was sent away from head- ~

luarters to the front as the best chance ~if getting my throat cut; this morning ~~s I was trying to masticate some a>ullock's liver and sawdust which mine cost Kïng had placed before me, and ro swallow some of bis slop-bucket l~offee, an orderly brought me the fol- a:wing welcome billet-doux 'from old w'artlet :- la"Cornet Weirwill hold himself inrea.di- ta~ss to înarch to Stanstead with dinpatcheM. womet Weir 0f No. 2 troop is hereby tran8. tvrred to No. 1 troop conimanded by Cap-~in Webeter, who will be duly informed ~hw new subaltemns insubordinate and di8re~'pectfu1 conduct towards hi~ Superior blicers. 
tuSigned,.................at

Colonel Commandant. ~"Well! old felbow !" said HilI, "I'm ta'îd you have come to us; we expect inhave some warm work before the (e:ring and we want ail our scape- suaces. You had better now go and I Iport yourself to your captain who "'Il no doubt put you in "shorts and ou

pinnas' to please old 'Daine Partlet."'The reveillée had been sounded anhour or more and I was sleeping sound-ly on the bare floor of the hall or baIl-room of the hotel, with nîy horse'ssaddle for a pillow, when a kick in theribs caused nie to open nîy eyes and Ibeheld standing over me, booted and
sI)urred and garnished as if ready forparade my ever watchful guardianWilliam Stuart. The dear old fellow(he was ten years my senior) looked sopaternal and concerned at the scanti-ness of my surroundings in îny exten-sive domitory, that I burst into a fit ofiaugh ter which became uncontrollable

and I had to spring to rny feet anddance a mad hornpipe before I could
recover my equanimity.

"Excuse me, old fellow !" I said,"but you were looking at nie just nowwith such an expression of pity on yourbeatific countenance that I took youfQr my guardian angel, only she don't
~vear spurs."

"Jack !" said my kind friehd, tryingto Iook severe, "when will you beserious? I have been busy the wholemorning seeking lodgings and havefound you comfortable quarters withthe family of Doctor Colby, with sta-bling for your horse. Crispo andHackett are already installed thereand are delighted to have you for amessmate. Now, go and eat yoîîrbreakfast and be ready in time for
rnounted parade 1"

After a brief toilet, îvhich consistedn a shake, a stretch and a yawn. Ilescended to the breakfast table, atvhîch tht carousers of the prev ions~vening were discussing a breakfast,
he menu, of which after my late ex-)erience of King's hotel seemed mar-'elbous: beef-steak, boiled and friediam, eggs, lake trout, whîte and browniread, real coffee and genuine cream
rî-d most delicions corn-cake, but therowning dish, the irresistible ftièce de
esistance was the landlady herself, aLdy whose grandsons are now rankedmong the best boys of Sherbrooke. Iushered by eharmas whose a îng Scotch.ssîe name I afterwards ascer-iined to be Nancy, and who after-ards became grandmother to one orvo of Sherbrooke's most d istingu ished>ns, to a seat next to the handsorne,
gnified landlady to whom I bowedw, at the sanie tue that I congra-
lated ber on such an orderly famuly
ber board. "Oh, yes !" she replied,fhey are aiways very good at înyhie but noisy enougb when they arethe roorn they caîl their mess-room,"

mphasîzing the word mess). "Ippose you are Comet Weir, of whom~'ave heard the gentlemen speak ?"Yes! Cornet Weir, that boy Jack 0frs," came from several Voices, "and
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