STRANGELY- WEDDED. ——

A Thrilling Stu:'y' of Romance and Adventure.

CHAPTER IIL g
ONLY A MEMORY, !

1 remembar in the sunshine of my chitdlmﬂd'-;'
Lappy days, I

A litt ¢ maid with fair blue eyes and sweet and '
simpleways, Lt

We wander'd mid the fragrance of the smiling !
summer flowers, T

And we play'd among the shadows of the fire-lit
winler hours.

Years come and went— springs gave place
to summers and ~winter snows nipped the
last gleam of beauty ifrom autumnn foliage, *
and so time passed on. DBut Jack lrevor
never went back to hisfond and faithiul;
little playfellow at the Clifte, I

Crummles settled down in his new home
and straightway forgot. the young master
whose heart had been so sorely wrung at
parting from him. Yousee Crummles was
very young and it is only old dogs who have
anything to hoast of inthe way ol memory,
anid althongh Ethel talked to hun oiten of
Jack, it must be confessed he was more than
satistied with the change. !

And’ Jack never went back. Not that
Jack was to blame—but when his first holi-
davs came, that was at Christmas, Ethel|
was lying ill with a mild attack of scarlet
fover, and the long-talked-of visit was ol
necessity put off.  And at midsummer—it
was before the time of long Easter holidays |
__Mrs., Mordaunt and Ethel had gone to
Switzerland to spend the summer, and ap-
pavently Mrs. Mordaunt never thought of |
asking him to pay his visit there, .

So the time went by and gradually: the
correspondence between the two, which had
at first been regular and voluminous, fell
off, not with apparent intention mi” really
insensibly : it dwindled from weekly lL’i'LE"L'S-I
to letters on occasion—birthidays, valen-
tines, Kaster eggs,’ Christmas and  New
Y ear's cards, and 20 on. . Thewat last there
came a day when Fthel f1d not send back a
valentine and Jack did not send Ethel a
birthday gift. It was not Ethel’s fault in
the least; she bad bought the card, but her
motherhad remarked in anacid sort of voice
that veally it was time now that she should
lot Jack Trevor alone: Jac't missed the
card sorely though he said nothing about 1t
10 ANVONe, and Jthal eried over the waunt of
the birthday gifs and confided her grief to
Crummles, who was getting a staid dog now
and had always been disereet in keeping the
contidences made to him—and the links of
the chain once broken, the {riendship be-
tween the two seemed to die ont,

3v this time Jack Trevor hud left his firab
school and had gone to lton— he was in fact
nearly sixteen, Iis eaveer at this time was |
not especiallyfremarkable, e had, owing
to his fatiier’s foresight and predence, a for-
tune of about twelve hundred a year and
was therefore as well off as was neceszary
for any school-hoy. He still lived with his
El‘ilt!i.!il'lﬁt.}'l'l.'l' ﬂntl Wiis still the very H:__’,'.l'li-
and life of Lhor old age.  wuike most parsons’
gons, he was remarkable for great proficiency
in all manner of sport and was very daring
and full or conrnze,  He rode well and drove
well ton, he was good at allmnner of games
and was a handsome’lad, weli-made and fair-
faced, with frankeyes and a pleasant mouth.
He had that charm too which is perhops the
very greatest charm inman, a sweet-speak-
ing voice,

It was no wonder that old Indy Gascoigne
loved Lim.so, for e was far and away the
flower among her grandchildren.  Tord Gas-
coigne, her eldest son, had married late anl
Lad two little sons in his nursery who had
no trace of the Cascoiznes about them, but
strongly . rezembled their snappish, sharp-
nosed little mother both in fuce and disposi-
tinn,

Mra. Hugh Drummend had an immense
number of 2ons and daughters, all sandy and
frockled like their Scotch father, Her second
girl had ounly ong very delicate boy, who

suent most of his time lying on a sofa jand | I

tho little Marchioness who had given harself
airs to Conty, was childless. Smallwonder
then that the old Iady liked Jack the best of
all.

From Eton Jack Trevor went to Sandhurst
and from Sandhurst he was gazetted to the
15th Dragoons. . Then his soul was satisiied,
and he set himself to enjoy the two months’
leave as only those who are young and un-
burdened with care can enjoy anything,

Ha speut part of his leave in making a
round of country visits, and among othershe
went to stay at the house of the Lord-Lieu-
tenant of B

lankshire, some half-dozen miles
from Blankhampton and his old home.  As
a matter of course he met the Bishop aud
cqually as a matter of course he was intro-
duced to h m as the son of his predecessor,
and naturally enough he was asked to dine
at the Palace.

Six years had gone by since he had seen |
the place, but the dreadful familiarity of
everything struck him most painfully—he
s1t at the same table, on one of the self-same
chnirs on which he had sat as a boy, the !
same heraldic device was blazoned on t!‘-.u.i
plates and dishes, graven on the spoons and |
forks, nay, the very butler was the same,
the same who lind served his father faithful.
ly during ten years aud called him *‘Mr.
Jack” just as he had done half-a-dozen years
hefore, Once the old man apologized for his |
familiarity and Jack looked round at him |
with his fiank eye and ready smile—**Why, !
Smithers,” he said—**what would you call!
me? 1 don't suppose if I was at home here
still that you would have learnt to call me
anvthing eise.”

“No, Sir, I don't suppose I should,” )
Smithers auswered with o gratified emirk.

Jack's just the same as he used to
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whom Mr. Smithers had hopes of marrying -
one day~—*"1 don't sce
all. “And 'pont my word, but it's a treat
alter this stuek-u) 1ot that'’s afraid of open-
ir mouths for fear of what ihl.-:.' may
let out.” '

¢ Al ! Mr. Jack was alwaysa dear boy,” |
satd Mrs, nneil
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\ennell—she was aspinster still
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cakes. or milk for the pup, or something of

the kind 3 and he gave that bull-pup to Miss
Fihol over at the Cliffe. I remember it as
well us if it was yesterday.” '

Now it happened that just at this very
moment Jack  was saying to his nostess— |
“By the byve, Mrs. Jones, do you see much §
of the Mordaunts now ¥

Tire Bishop's wife hesitated. **Well, we l
do and we don't! Just now theyare abroad
and the house is shut up,” she answered,

{ way.

¢ Ts that'so *”’ said Jack. ¢ I'm sorry.” I
used to know them all very well. The Major
was always awfully geod to me—he taught
me nearly all I know in the out-door line.
And Ethel wasa great friend of mine—a
great friend.”

¢ Al ! ves I"—Mrs. Jones, who.was a
heautiful woman, turned her face a little
aside and looked pensively at'a tray of flow-

b ers in front of her—** But you have not seen

her since you were here?”

¢t Never,” Jack answered. “ We always
meant to spend our holidays tozether, but
we mnever did—perhaps Mrs. Mordaunt
didu't want me down here, and my grand-
mother is not young, and perhaps she did
not want two of us bothering her at once. I §
don’t know how it-was but we never saw
each other again after I left Blankhampton.
What is Ethel like now ?”

She is pretty,” said Mrs. Jones quietly—
“tli.‘tt:i-‘ll_'l'ﬂ]}' pretty.” :

I wonder why it is that there isno dispar-
azement so eflectual as damning with faint
praise. In that short conversation Jack
Trevor gathered something that was utterly

unjust towards Ethel Mordaunt’s looks.
' Mrs. Jones said no more on the subject and

neither did he, but presently she said cure:
lessiy—**By the bye, you know of course
that Ethel Mordaunt is going to be marri-
ed ¥’ s

Jack stared at her in astonishment—**Go-
ing m_'l.-uﬂnmrrimi," he eclived—*“you don't
mean 1t

“Oh ! yes I do, She is to be married early
in September,” the lady replied.

Y ou surprise me,” he -exelaimed—*but

—but isn’t she very young?”

Y os, T suppose she is—about eighteen I
ihinl. She has been infroduced nearly a
}.Eﬂ.ll.‘"

¢t And who is the man ?”

¢\ Major Dennis—of the 24th Lancers.
They have been quartered here for nearly
two years, =

“Put he must Le old enough to be her
father,” Jack broke out.

sSearcely that, * said the Bishop’s wife in-
differently—¢*but he i older, of course. You
see it isa good marriage—Major Dennis is
next to the Frothingham title—that makes
such a dilference.”

Yes, 1 suppose it does,” Jack agreed.

T hardiy know how it was, but he left the
Palace thut evening with his earliest and
tenderest ideal shattered.  Although hehad
never scen lthel since they paited just
after his father’s death, he felt asif he had
lost something dear to him.

He was romantic enough, however, to
Lorrow a mount the following morning snd
vide over to the-Cliffe, where-he- found,. a
strange lodge-keeper who did not know him,
but who told him that the family were
away and the house in charge ot Mus., Som-
mers.

¢\ rs. Sommers,” repeated Jack—*‘that
was old Nurse’s name, sarely.” '

¢ )[rs. Sommers did use to be Miss Mor-
daunt’s, nurse Sir,” replied the lodge-keep-
er.

“Then T'll go up to the house to see her,”
said Jack, and rode through the gate and
along - the well kept drive to the white-
walled mansion where his first love had lived
all her life.

A neat housemaid eame to the door—Yes,
she told him, Mrs. Sommers was at home—
Whe shoula she say?

«7r. Trevor,” Jack answered; and in
two minntes Mrs. Sommers came to hin.

¢Pear heart,” she cried—**if it isn't Mr.
Jack."” '

“Yes Nurse,”
hoth his hands—*1t is.
not Crummles, surely?”

“Yes it is, Sir.  The master and mistress
and Miss Ithel ave abroad and Crmmnles
stays to keep me company.”

'he bull—well, T was going to say bull-
yup, but Crummles was long past the daysof

answerad he, holding out
And whois this—

his youth——the bull-dog emme quietly up to
Jock and investigated him suspiciously.

“Now, now, old eliap,” said Jack eusily
—Syou don't know me, of course, how
should you?—but you muy take me on trust,
old chap, give you my word for that,”

Apparently the investigation satistied Mr.
Crummles,for after-walking several times
avound Jack's chair, he sat down beside
him and rested himself in a humped up sort
of way against his leg,

¢ Does Le do that often 2 Jack asked.

¢t Not often, Master Jack,” answered Mrs,
Sommers - **only when he's most pleased
with anyone.”

There was a mement’s silence, Jack
smonthing  the dog's brindled head the
while. At last he looked up at the old
Iady.

“Nurse,” hesaid—1 hear Ethel is going
to be married.”

“ Yes, I believe she is, Master Jack,”
answered she, shutting her lips very closely
and smoothing her silk apron down in a
severe kind of way.

“Don’t you like the wmarriage, Nurse ¢
he asked,

Mrs,
curve., ‘I haven't been asked to give an
opinion, Master Jack,” she said, in a pas-
sionless kind of voice.

Jack knew by experience that wild horses
would not drag another word out of the old
lndy, so he began to stroke Crummles pnoain
and then to 11.3:{
and persous about the vicinity of the Palace
whom he remembered as a boy,

““You vsed tosay you were going tobe a
soldier, Master Jack,” said Mrs. Summers,
when they had come to an end of that sub-
iect.

“SoI am. I'm an
Dragoons now. I haven't
shall do next month. I say,

ofhicer of the 15th
f ined yet, hut 1
Nurse,” he

Ethel anywherc ? 1 should like to s=ee her.”
¢ I'm afraid I haven't, Master Jack, but
there may be ene in the drawing-room,” she
ANAW el i_l. i 1“:1“ yvou come :'I.I‘.i.]. se '.'“
Bat Jack was doome:d to disappointment,

: Bk Either the albums had been put away or ) ther but I shall not
but '-'11}_'3:'-"{‘“'7_"""—'* rank i tae household— | Ethel had taken them with her, for Mrs. | jnother is the very ideal of both,
‘“‘imany’s the time he's come to me for ]IIE_- 1 SOmMmerrs could And 1:111‘!!1;]5 but a faded old t ‘IlETL'l‘hTi.‘lg:HH‘“'i.ft"U.', }'{':I'-,l iranny. that veu i

picture of Fthel taken years before in the

side her,

¢ I'm afraid that's the only one,” she said.
“ And that was taken about the time yon
left the Palace, Master Jack. Miss Ethel
has altered a zood deal sinee then.”

«« How altered, Nurse ¥

“Well, she's .tall and pale, Sir. She
doessn’t know what it is to have herown
The mistress fancied she had got to

| Poor dear little Ethel !

Sommers’ lips took a yet severer |

after wvarious old servants |

be hoydenish and she had governesses for
This"and masters for That, til all"the Tite
seemed to be taken out of her,”

“Andyet she is marrying early:" .=

“The mistress wishes it,. Sir. ! The -mis-
tress believes in early'marringes if there 1s
money in the case. And tnere is money
here, any amgunt of it.”

‘] see,”" said Jack.

But, all the same, Jack only thought that
he saw ; and presently he rode away from
the Cliffe where he had spent somany happy
liours in the days that were gone by, feeling
—well, as if he had been to loik at some
fondly cherished and carefully hidden
treasure and had found that it had been
stolen away long before and enly a blank
left.

He did not like to
think somehow of that brave and fearless
little soul being cramped and restricted by

' all the tediousness of a conventional educa-

tion. 1thel wha had been as good almost at
climbing trees as he was, who would patient-
ly diz for bait or watch for arat with all the
zeal of a real sportwoman—Ethel who despis-
ed dolls and had been used to turn up her
sweet little rose at all girl's games ! Well, 1t
was unnatural, somehow, to think of her
being tied down to’ needle-aork and pinne
practice, to minding her mannersparticularly
and taking care of her complexion ! True, it
was a lovely, complexion—he remembered
that-—but Jack had never thought it so love-
ly as when the red foses had bloomed through
the sun’s kisses ; and now she was pale. It
was simply horrid to think ofand Jack shud-
dered as he rode through the pleasant morn-
ing air, with a pang at his heart ot @ the
thought of how she must many and many a
time have pined for her old playfellow
agadn. ;

¢ | suppose it had its influence upon her
at last,” he said to himself, as he stroked
his horse’s ears with his whip, * like piuch-
ing has on'a Chinese woman's foot. At all
events, she gave up sending me a valeatine.
Poor little girl !
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CHAPTER IV.
THE FIGHTING FIFTEENTIL.
“e manliest thing in this world is to do your
dnuty in that stiwe ot life to which it shall please
God to eall you,”

After this time, Jack Trevor’s life under-
went a great change ; it seemed to flow into
different channels altogether. In fact, he
was then thrown entively upon his own re-
sponsibility, as much so as was possible with
a young man not yet of age,

T think, Jack,” Lord Gaseoigne said fo
him the night before he went down to Brigh-
ton to join }is regiment—*I think you had
hetter have an allowance of say four hun-
dred a year. It's quite enough for a newly
joined subaltern, in faet, I never hal more
till T was five-and-twenty. You will have
vour full income of course when youn come of
age, but tall then it will really be far more
to your advantage if you only have a purt of
ik '

“All right,” said Jack. IIe was not ex-
travagant, ke had no large ideas, no love
of show, and to him four hundred a year
seemed quite as much as he was likely to
want for the present. “*All the same,
Unele Dick,™ he said, “*I don't see quite how
I am to buy my chargers out of it.”

“‘NJo, no, you must be started properly,
of coursse,” Lord Gascoigne replied. “*You'll
find three lorses enough for you, I should
think.”

] suppese so,” said Jack, “‘unless I should
want a polo-pony.”

¢+ 1 don't see how you'll do it on four hun-
dred a year,” Lady Gascoigne said thought-
fully. *But of course, Jack,, if you really
want more, the money is there and you can
have it 3 only I don’t want you to get into
the way of spending it simply because it is
there to spend—dad you see?”

¢ Oh ! yes, I see,” answered Jack casily.
g d:u*csu;' I shall make four hundred do
very well.’

Lord Gascoigne had, however, something
nore to say. ‘¢ You see, Jack, twelve hun-
dred a year is a very good income for a
bachelor, and as long as you reiain a bache-
lor you are all right, but if you should want
to get married, why, you'll find twelve hun-
dred a year just next to nothing at all.”

¢l keep it in mind,” suid Jack, care-
fully peeling a walnut, *“‘I'll keep it in
mind all the time.”

Y o3, that's just what T want,” said Lord
Gascoizne greatly relieved by the resuit of
his conversation,

He had been trying for several days to
mention the matter to Jack and now felt
quite clever and pleased with himself at his
success, Lord Gascoigne was o very nerv-
ous man who hated interfering iu other
people’s business ! Although he was Jaclk’s
guardian, he invariably felt that he was ex-
tremely impertinent to beinterfering with
hiis private affairs and probably, had 1t not
been for his mother’s strong representation
on the subject, he wonld have quietly let the
question of money matters slide altogether,
and Joeck would have joined his new regi-
ment in the unrestricted enjoyment of his
full income,

¢}y dear boy,"” said old Lady Gascoigne
as they  sat together at breakfast the fol-
lowing morning—*‘I never lectured my own
son when he went out into the world, and
['m not going to lecture you.
try and keep out of serapes, won't you?”

Y es, Granny,” he answered, and he loolk-
ed at her with his mother’s very own cyes
and his father’s frank and fearless smile,
and then Le stretched out his strong young
hand to her—*“And if I do have such bad
luck asto get into any, 1'lllet you know at
onece,”’

Lady Gascoigne laid her  beautiful old
hand plump and white asa baby’s in his—
“That was all I wauted to say,” she said—
fexcepi--excep: e

“‘Yes, Granny,” said Jaek, *‘except—-
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only wish especially for two things in your
be a good zirl and a lady,
that your mother was
both #”

Jack edged his chair a little nearer to the

' old I-ul}"h‘:u:fl put his arm around hker ina

winning way pe:uliarly his own. ** Dear
Granny,” he said—**1 never knew my mo-
forget that my grand-

I shall

L ; : _ . wounld be ashamed to receive; you bave
garden with the dog Crummles sitting be-

::;imitt nie for second-rate women,”

“ My dear boy,"” she cried.

¢t And if that isn’t a pretty speech for a
child of twenty to make to hia grandmoth-

er,” Jack eried, ** why, beat it if you ean,

Granny, that'sall.”

Thus with the approval and confidence of
his nearest relations, Jack Trevor went
down to Brighton to join his regiment, It

is a terrible ordeal for any young man, but I |
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must say he got through it as easily as he
rould™ "Have “expected or “wished!” He
had never scen the cramped little
barracks, but as he drove up to the officers’

windows all decked out with smart flower-
‘Boxes filled with blooming moon-daises and
red germninms, ke thought the place was as
chicerfol and home-like as any place he had
ever livedin ; and then he got out ofthe
carriage aAnd wondered what would become
of him next.

Witle he waswaiting there a tall young
man cameéont and accosted him, 1 suppuse
you're Mr. Trevor ? How d'you do?”

“How do yon do?"” said Jack.

“*My name is Dorrington,” said the tall
voung man, ‘“‘orderly officer forthe day,
more's the pity.” :

“Very glad to meet youn,"” said Jack in Ins
easicst voice. “‘And cun you tell where my
things areto go ?’

“ Well, you are to have the rooms next to
mine,” said Dorrington, ** your cab had bet-
ter go round to the back, and 1’1l tell you
what—put your traps into my quarters and
you can dress there.”

“Oh! thanks awfully,” said Jack,

Dorrington looked aside at him. *fLet’s
walk round—Ileok here, mv friend, I'll give
?"ull the straight tip—don’t let the Colonel

ear you say *fawinlly,” it's like a red rag
to a hull and sets him off on the Service go-
ing to the dogs, how officers uszd to be
gentlemen, and all that sort of thing, and
all the fellows who have to sit and listen to
his tommy-rot will hate you like poison.™

“Thank you,” Jack said grateiully.

He had already had a little experience of
the ways of commanding officers and knew
the value of good advice when he saw that
it was good,

“When do your things come—chairs—
tables—cot and all that?” Dorrington
asked.

I believe they've come already,” Jack re-
plicd.

“Then the sooner they are started mak-
ing you comfortable for the night the better;
or stay, I've got a second little cot in my
room--I put my brother up sometimes when
lie comes to see me.  Will you sleep there
to-night?  It'll be much more comfortable
than your own quarters can possibly be,”

“Jt's renlly most—uncommonly good of
vou,” said Jack, who had been on the point
of using the obnoxious word again,

“Not atall;"not at all.s Come into_the
mess-room and have a brandy and soda, and
then I'll take you vound to the oflice and in-
troduce you to the Colonel. - He's not in the
best of tempers to-day—he discovered this
morning that she big iron roller. has been
left out'in the rain and has got rusty. Says
its simply scandalous that there is a proper
shed with *Roller Shed” marked on the door
as large as you please and the roller isleft to
gpoil n the rain simply becauseit’s govern-
ment property and belongs to nobody in

artienlar.  Nobody dave tell him that’ the
roller Shed is used to keep his forage in.
They'll tell him by-and-bye when he's got
over the rust on the roller a little.”

Jack Trevor burstout langhing; he foresaw
a very good time in the Fighting Ifiiteenth.

I do not know how it is but be the newly-
joined subaltern ever go blessed with a good
opinion of himself, he eannot Lelp admiving
the subaltern of two monrths’ or perhaps two
years’ standing who happens to be the one
to receive him when he makes his first ap-
pearance in what is to be his home for the
time that he remains in Her Majesty’s Ser-
vice, The subnltern of standing is uged to
the place, he is used to his uniform and his
hobtsanake more noise and his  spurs jingle
more perhaps than any other boots and spurs
to be foundin the wholeregiment. He swag-
gers o good bit and yet it is not oflensive
swagger —he shouts for his manJinks, or for
o mess-waiter, or for “* Attention” when be
enters a troop-room, in such a volce of com-
mand that outsiders cannot help positively
respecting him for being able to do it !

Jack Trevor had lived all his life in an
atmosphere of command, but he thought
Dorrington one of the very linest fellows he
had ever come across and his -very admira-
tion made the dreadful ordeal of joining
come the easier to hiam,

¢« | suppose you've got your chargers,”
said his new friend as they walked across
the square towards the oflice,

“ (Oh, yes—they're coming
morrow, my t:]iill';:u't‘ﬁ andd my owl gl_'.[:.-l..’

. Dorrington began to bite the end of his
thumb in a thoughttul kind of way. - **1
wonder where the devil 'you'll put them 2
he remarked.

* Why

“ Beenuse there isn't a stall to spare in the
whole barracks. What a joke it will beif
they have to turn the Colonel's forage ont
to put a roof over your horses' heads ! Now,
hiere we are,”

He opened the door of the office and-Jack
found Limself in the presence of the Com-
manding Officer, who was silting on the
table in the corner of the room.

¢t I've bronght Mr. Trevor to see you, Sir
—the new subaltern,” said Dorrington,

v Jr—How de do—how de do? Very
alad to ses you,” said the Colonel, getting
off the table for a minute and then immedi-
ately sitting down again when he had shaken
Jack by the hand—** I hope you'll like your
work and find your quarters comfortable.
Mr. Dorrington must look after you and—
and put you up to our ways a little,”

Dorrington put up his hand m a gesture
that was balf a salute and hallf anexpression

down to-

¥

| ofngsent to the Colonel's words—Jack made

haste to assure the commanding-oflicer that
this had already been done, or rather had
alrewdy been begun,

“Thank you, Sir—I've already been aw—
that is uncommonly well looked after,” he
said, in his pleasant easy voice—**Mr. Dor.
rington has been quite the Good Samaritan
to me.”

“Not lecause you have fallen among
thieves, 1 hope,” aaid the Colonel guickly,
then went oif into a fit of laughter at his
i own joke, Dorrington and Jack both joming
| inas if wit 50 brilliant had never fallen upon
' their cars before.

] et mesea,” said the Colonel, when they

Lad recovered themselves a little—**Lord
. Gascoigme is your guardian.”
| “And my uncle, Sir,” Jack answered.
“Oh, really ! Then your mother was—-—
t‘[ady Constance (sascoigne, Sir.
““And your father?"
¢ Was Bishop of Blankhampton,”
“ You don't =ay so.

"

well. He was cice head-master of
¢ Yea, Sir, he wae,”

** And a very fine fellow he was too—1 am
very ;:;E:r.l to bave his son :.lnu;ai_;-ut my
’ By-the-bye, have you got your
horses down yet 3"

‘ No,. 8ir, they come to-morrow,” Jack
answered.

“ Ah! yes; and how many ™ e

mess and looked out at the double rows of ’

3 Why, I once dined !
with him at the Palace—I remember him |
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¢ Three, Sir.” :

wPhree—I see. — Well, we haven'ganuch
room but-—er—Mr. Dorrington Hyﬂfm;ht-
speak to Mr. Long about it. He must find
reom for them, of course,”

“ Il tell him what you say, Sir," said
Dorrington with grim humour, and Jack,
remembering his little story about the Roller
Shed, was seized with a wild desire to go oft
into a fit of laughing. Happily the Colonel
dismissed them then, and they were able to
o ont into the open air and laugh as much
as they pleased.

“‘Here's old Long coming,” said Dorring-
ton as they walked back across the BUAre.
“Long, this is the new subaltern, Mr. Tre-
vor.”

The Quarter-Master put out his hand.
“Very glad 10 see you.”

“How d'von do ¥’ said Jack.

“Mr. Trevor has brought down three
horses, at least they're coming to-morrow,
Long,” said Dorrington, getting straight to
his subject—**and the Colonel says you've
got to find room for 'em somewhere or
other.”

Master, with a blank face. *“I think the Colo-
nel thinks Brighton Barracks ave elastic. 1
don't xnow where three extra horses are go-
ing, unless I turn my own horses out into
the yard.

“\Well, vou've got to-night to think about
it.in, Long,” said Dorrington scothingly.
“Any way that was whut the Chief told me
to tell vou.™

“Well, of course—if the Colonel says so,
it'll have to be done; though how would
puzzle the Pope hiniself,” the Quarter-
Master deelared.

““There's always  the
suggested Dorrington glyly.

“Ah! yes, there is—and there’s the mess-
roon and the otlice,” eried the other witha
loud langh.

“Rum old chap, Long,” said ‘Dorrington.
as they walked on. '“He'll manage it
somehow and you'll probably have to pay
toll, so to speak.” :

“0h, 1 shall get over that,” said Jack
good-naturedly.

Well, after this Jack really got on uneom-
monly well—he was **drawn” the first night
that Le slept in his own quarters, which
were small and-poky and like the royal ** we”
rexpressed more than there was to express;
and the second night they made hay in. his
rooms, and the third they tried him by mess-
room court-martial for one or two tritling
blunders he had made during the day.  Yet
on the whole he got on remarkably well and
was soon at home among his brother-ollicers,
sooner than he was in' the strange muzes of
Jrighton Society, whose two hundred and
fifty elearly defined and distinet eliques soon
make the unwary one, who goes therefceling
inlove and charity with all men, learn to
tread like a weary p'lgrim on unboiled peas.

(TO BE COXTINUED,)
i

Obadience.to the Death.

The editor of (7il Dlas, in his last issue,
vouches for the truth of this story: Na-
poleon L. was eutertaining the Czar Alex-
ander and the Prussinn King at breakiast
in Tilsit, when the conversation turnced on
loyalty.

““ My soldiers obey me blindly,’
Czar,

¢ And mine are anxious t» die for me,”
added Napoleon,

voller H]h"tl,"

' gaid the

test of devotion was ngreed upon. The
royal party were breakfasting in the fifth
story of o building that faced wpuved street.
Fach member was to cull in one of his sol-
diers and command him to jump from tle
window. Napoleon mnde the first tost.

¢ Call the Gardiste Marcan,” he command-
ed, and Marean appeaved,

 Will you obey any order I give you?”
asked Napoleon.

“ Yes, sire.”

¢ Blindly, whatever it is?”

¢ Llindly, sire.”

“Then jump out of the window.”

“PBut I have a wife and two children,
sire,”

o1 will eare for them. Torward!” And
the Gardiste Marcau, with s military salute,
walked to the window and leaped out,

“Call nprivate of the bhody guard,” order-
ed the Czar, whose turn came next. The
soldier came.

$\What's your name ??

“Ivan Ivanoviteh.”

“Well, Ivan, just throw yourseli out of
that window.”

“Yos, father,” answered the guardsman,
and he did it,

v 'ommand the bravest of my soldiers to
eome here,” said the Prussiain king to his
sepvant, A six-foot uhlan with a row of
orders ncross his breast and a scar on his
foreliead, entered.

“Ay friend,”explained the king, “‘to show
{Lieir loyalty a French and a Russiangunrda-
man jumped at commamd trom that win-
dow Have vou the pluck to do same?”

s it for the Fatherland 7"

.;.,:,';”.:!

““I'hen I refuse to do it.™

(il Bfas thinks this aneccdote contains a
fine lesson for German army officers of the

I acnt.
=

The Sultan at the Play.

Next to being Louis XIV., who named
what should be trumpas at whist to suit - his
own royal hand, I should like to be the sultan
of Turkey atthe play, snysawriterin the Lon-
don Hlustrated News, He “*writes himself,” it
scems, gets the thing put upon the stage the
game evening-—none of your waiting at the
manager's deor for him—and is certain of the
applause of the spectatora. Half of them
are “those 8 his own household"—the very
people here who think mnothing of our
::‘J-I;..Eh-.h:.i:.ﬂhi-., however great our rening—
anid know better then not to elap ; and the
other half are the ladies of his seraglio, if
| not enthusiastie, literally “get the sack.”
That is the sort of audience I should like to
write for. No press criticisms; no wretchea
| coming in late and disturbing oue's scene,
fand tears and laughter absolutely on tap.
His majesty, wearetold, “suddenly conceives
his ideas,” and woe be to the actor who ia
not a quick stundy., His humor in these
edmirable compositions is to *‘take off”
some official of the palace, and if the victim
does not enjoy it he is taken\off the stage of
life. His majesty’s jokes arq practical, and
| when a lackey isdirected toeéxplodea bottle

of champagne in somebody's face the whole
house explodes, The bard who put his
i majesty above the pope—

*The sultan better pleases me,”

te, —could hardly have been aware of his
' adlvontages in this way, or, being a dramatist
himaself, he would have spoken uf his position
in even higher tenma

e —

“] don't know where,” said the Quarter-

At the suggestion of the Prussian King a-
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