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"l'-o-pm‘l éu-r- thOrdorly cried;
i % Here!" was the answer, !otdudelnr,
- From the lips of & soldier who stood near;
And “ Herel” was the word'the next replied.

noyr‘ul'lmf'-mn a silence fell—
- This time no answer followed the call;
My his rear-man bad seen him fall,

Killed or wounded, he could not tell.
I-lqllulhthhﬂhgll;ht,
. These men of battle, with grave, dark looks,
Alpllhtolnmdnopn books, |
mmpwmmomm.

The fern on the hill-sides was splashed with blood,
.. And down in the corn, where the poppies grew,
Wmuddnltdnnthuth poppies knew ;

And yed was the river's flood.

I'ortbohhderomﬂmthmhdn,
That day, In the face of s murderousfire

.- Thet awept them down in its ¢ u.,

And their life-blood went to color the

¥ Hérbert Cline ”—At the call there enu
Two stalwart soldiers into the line,
-~ Hesriug between them this Herbert Cline,
Wounded and bleeding, to answer his dpl.,

* Ezra Kerr "—and & voloe answered ' Herel”
¢ Hivam Kerr !” but no man replied :

They were brothers, these two; the sad wind | in

And a shudder crept through the corn-field sear.
% Epbraim Deane I —then a soldier spoke:
‘‘ Deane carried our regiment’s colors,” he said,
“Nmﬂpwum;”llﬂmw
JMlﬂuﬁcwltmdMMQ

G‘.hﬂumdddohhbdyllu; !

I pagsed s moment and gave him to drink ;

He murmured his mother’s name, I think ;
And Death came with it and closed his

"Twas a victory—yes; but it cost us dear :
For that company’s roll when called at night,
Of & bundred men who went the fight,
Numbered but twenty that answered *‘ Here.”

ONLY A Jm.

#»*¢ And when are you to be married, An-
lh?"ukodm friend Lucy, as I care
fully laid -do my bridal vei and wreath,

which I had been showing her. ,
There was something in the tone of her
ymoo that struck a pang to my heart,
‘ 1 knew not why, and I answered
, - While the warm blood mounted to

my

ooeeh—-g
“%Tn two weeks from to-morrow even-
if'nothing happens to prevent.”
:ond that tllmpwlll d. £thi'ng lha.
yu not expect!” said Lucy, loo
hnouly into my face.
44 Of course not, why should I dear?
Two weeks is not a very lengthy period,
certainly, and before In.lf t time has

‘ﬂ""‘" Walter is comngﬂto Elton.”
‘.Auyon sure of this "
ey.

peer into fu
ﬁ;mm
mb.a, 1 %
ek -bm dghd
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“MMuwamoflnythmﬁ,”fro-

d tell me if
ytlhﬁlllnd;bo cruel,

“ And yet, Walter may never come to

ou. If he should not—" she did notfin-

ish the sentence, but fixed her eyes sad-
ly on my face.

“ Thern are no ifs about lt.,” said I.—
‘ what has taken posaession of you that
you appear 80 strange ly

«] dare not tell you,” was the slowly
spoken reply, “ but to-dsy I have learned
something readful.”

“Dreadful! What can it be? Wal-
ter, no—nothing has happened to him, I
am sure. Tell me do not torture me a
moOment.,’

‘Wa 1ter—

“ What, Lucy? I shall go crazy—
you,ll kill me if you do not tell me.
cried, grasping her hands and holdmg
them firmly.

¢ Walter is married !”

«Married, Lucy—married, is that allhg

Dxd ou thmg to trighten me with suc
ard story as that? Shame!” |,
I laughed hysterically ®&s I said this,
and tears gushed freely from my eyes.

¢ It is true, Annie;
, Mr. Walter Mayo to Miss—

.
ean’y think—” .

“Helen Stickney!”T gasped graspmg
her hands again.

“ Yes, that was the name.
married iu London.”

« Have youthe paper? I cannot cred-
it what you bave seen. I must read it
—read it myself!”

‘She drew a paper from her pocket and
pointed to the marriage list. My eyes
secmed starting from  their sockets as I
read. scnses were not to be trusted,
it could not be, and yet, and yet here it
was ﬁl:m, simple and indispmtable:

Walter Mayo, of Elton, to Miss
Helen Stickney, of ndon.”

They were

‘Walter Mayo—my, my Walter, mar

ried to the proud, wealthy, city belle!

% Go from me, Lucy, please,” I said
tarning away from her. “ Forget this
--m !!!

1 staggered to a chair as she left the
room. I pressed my hands to my throb-
bing temples. I tried to believe myself
e t of some horrid dream from
which I should soon awaken. 1 would
not suppress my wild sobs of grief; I
would let them come—the dreadful spell
would sooner pnss away. Buat no there
was no change hesrt. grew heavier
every moment. Tgo light tlut streamed

.| in at the window was that of early morn-

ing apon which my eyes had just opened.
There were sounds of busy hfe about the
house; the children were out on the
S'ua y lawn. I had heard their merry

t, and watched them at their play
nearly all the long summer afternooun,—
There were flowers on my table; real
flowers that my little brother brought me
in the morning, when the dew was on
them. I was awake, alive; a reality.—
Before my eyes was proof of my wreteh-
edness—in my hands I held it. God
plt. me, it was real, real.

. Walter Mayo to Miss Helen Stick-
ney,” ‘that -was a.ll but my heart was
breaking. My brain ‘whirled like & mani-
ac’s. e mighty truth clasped itself
about every thing. It was within me, and
around me—above and beneath me.—
There was no leaving it, no forgettmg it.
There was no rest for me ; constantly
n | my heart must bear up its terrible load
g | of grief.

“And yet it was no wondor,” I thought
while the calmnesss of despair settled up-
on-me, “no wondor that he should pre
fer the brilliant, woompluhed city belle | |
t.o me, me the simple, quiet unpretending

tr{ girl! 1 bad often heard bim
mn er; she was like a sister to him
e had said. Peha
found that he had loved her better than
me. God only knew! But oh, it was
8o hard to bear! I could not—
could not live[”
. “Did people ever dla when -oh

Eln L

11

read it in to-day’s | -

of a sudden he had_

wlm,e as death ; my eyes as wild and star-
ing as though I had been wrestling with
the reat conqueror Lines of purple
lay a%out. my lips, which looked as if they
were frozen ; frozen with such a pitiful
expression of wae da erreoty upon
them. 1 clasped my icy hands over my
eyes to shut out the picture which 1 had
not strength enengh to turn away from.
My senses seemed leavining me, as with

Lw moan of agony escaping from my
lipa I sank helElmly on the floor.

When 1 awoke to consciousness, I was
in my mother's room lying upon her bed,
with her dear face anxious and teart'ul
bending over me. “I wasextremely il
she said. ¢ She fonnd me like one dead
upon toe floor of my room. How lon
I bad been there she could not tell. She
had not called me at tea time because she
thought I went out with Lucy Currier,
and had not returned, The doctor said

I must be quiet.”

“The doctor!” I repeated, wondering-
ly, staring into her face.
“Yes, dear, the docbor—- Doctor
Owens ; here he is now,” and she step
aside that I might see him, but I tm‘ned
my head away murmuring—

“ Walter, dalwr 1"

“ You wish to sce him?” asked the

~ld man, pressing his cool hand up-
onmy forehead.

““See him? Oh, no, no, sir!” I cried,
sudden strength coming upon me at the
thought, *“ I shall never see him again.”

eII well, you needn’t dear, don"t
mind it.," he said soothingly, believeing
me délirious.

I sank weanly back upon my pillow,
and a8 [ did so 1 heard my mother whis-
per my name. I listened attentively.

‘:!Had we better t.elquétohmlobo
sal

“ There is no particular cause for your
doing s0. A letter sent by mail to-mor-
row morning will answer as well. Ido
not apprebend any serious results from
this attack. Do as you please, however’

“ We will send to-night, then. Walter
can come in the first train to-morrow,
answered my father.

“ Don’t dont’t send fc;-fbnm,’; I eried,
springing wildly u “[f you love me,
d‘(; no%lletghlm kZO'l:hat. Iamill. Ishall
be better soon. Do not look at me so, 1
am not delirious, I know what I am lay
ing—don’t send for him !

father.

“Why not?”" asked m
| faltered, I can-

« Because, because,”
not tell you why.”

¢ Whatvis it, child !” qneried my father.

“ Walter will never come here again
for me; he is—"

“ What?”

“He is married to some one else! 1
read it in to-days’s Paper,” I said.

¢ To-day’s paper,” rerponded my moth-
er.

“Yes, it is in my room ; go for it.”

The paper was found, and the evidence
of Walter’s perfidy read by each member
of the family before the wretched truth
could be realized, and then a blank silence
followed, and my mother came to my
bedside and put her dear arms loving)
around me, and said, if all others fail
she would rather suffer from his ﬁ_oklo—
ness a thousand times over than bear up
under his guilt; it was all for the best,
even though my heart broke under the
burden which bore down upon it.

How from my inmost soul I blessed
that mother for the comforting words she
spoke to -me, and, while I nestled elose-
{ to her arms, like & frightened, grieved
child, and felt warm tears upon my
cheeks, her tender kisses upon my lips,
throuqh my sorrow, a little vein of
found its way, and I thanked God for my
mo&ber—fbr my mother’s love !

In afow duyc I was up and about the

ide, that Ind boen numbed

“ilifo

not why ; perhaps

which bad been once M
much gladness. My heart she
on its griefs, though in their s

were torn and broken, Piide
the stern sentinel which 1

watch over it. Pndo ihe sexton w
should bn

from the eyes of ﬁowdﬂ
my woe; the mntlluody.

once brnlhent hopes. The wad llnz
haveno tombstones to look u
that in such a place my durn ao lying;
Iland only I km resting
place
And thus the day weont on, till the time
fixed for Walter’s coming was at hand —
The story of his mar spread npldly
through the village. Every
ousy with this rare piece of news. !!'I
went out, I was watched ss eagerly” ss
though 1 were a cundemned criminal or
a wild ferocious animul that was bent
upon some fatal mischief Some said
that I was most heart broken ; and othets
that I was nearly insane ; and others atill
that I bad fallen into & sort of ltupor
from which I shoyld never be roused
that in all bhuman probability I lhonki
live but a shors. tune knows, I
prayed that the last might be so; that
every day I prayed not to see the
of another; that I'.Iu bridal robes
AWAY RO carefull be my shroud at
the time I thoug tl d become a bles-
sed, haz wife !
The on which Walter was to come
dawned ut last. Iknew, expested
it would be n wretched one to me, and
shuddered when #ts light broke cleur and
rosily at my windows. O, how '
thing mocked me, on that morui ""r'z.
mist rose up l.ke » fragran bnm
the lowlands at the first mkl-oftht

sun, and like a nn“
feet of ' ll:}wt wh“k
stretched away, glmeud in the
as though their mantles were.
with jewels; and the birds hymned ouns
their praises rich and clearu thlﬂ-
ing air. In all this how wnlohodl
wickedly I cursed the very fate M
me look upon it—live to see it. 5
-T wandered out into the woods, M
the silence grew more terrible than the
bna_y,bl;l:thngthaonnﬂ-of human lie. I
went k Lo the village again 'ﬂ"
toward home. 1 wen% past tliﬂ‘.
A train had just that moment came
I had promised to meet Walter thers
that very hour. I turned back, I knew
I thought to cheat
myself for a moment into the belief that
I should meet him as I had promised;
that the past week was a myth, a dream.
As Idid so a well known voiee sounded
upon my ear. -I turned quickly around,
the blood receding ra dl; &o-u) brow,
sheeks and lips fal hesvens!—
Walter Mayo m standing before me,
with & beautiful, showily dressed woman
leaning upon his atm !
0, if 1 could but be away from this

spot!” J thought, asa terrible. w

uw
came over me. m?um I qhoq

_J;a. :
;h
would set

ﬁ‘om lLer st .'
there, sin bel‘uu those cold, dﬁd‘
eyes? No, no,” and with a strong effort

I moved on, du'octly ‘them. Asl

did so, Walter’s gase
“ Ah, there is Auniq"rnu. “ this
way, Helen ;” and going towards me, be
held out his hand.
I drew back. A rapid light
my eyes. My lips q nnd.ny vHo .
frume trembled mth emotion.
not bear bis insults, for every 'o.& |=
he might speak to me IM
done, was indeed an insult. I look
disdainfully st bis proffered band =
tarned away.
“Wby, Annie, what is the maté
bokingu white as ‘M
“ Why do;on tarn '
this mean!™ raid
Oh, how the
them | went down to my




