March, 1900]

Aunt Connell's room, and just locked in to
have a cosy chat with you, and guiz our
partners. THasn't it been a delightful dance?
I had such trouble avoiding being seen by
those horrid men as I slipped along the
pagsage.”

In my horrible embarrassment I groaned
almost andibly; and shivered with shame ag
she rattled on, the subdued light in the room
alone prevented her from observing my
discomfitnre. I was so confused that [ could
ot for the Tife of me tell what was tho right
course to pursue. Another knock at the
and Mrs, Dundee entered
waiting for permission.

door, without

“I know what is the matter,” she said,
“ T have knouwn the secrot all along. Miss
Fenwick and Miss livenlode please pardon
we for the fix I have vather anwittingly led
you into,  Miss Meenlode, Miss Fenwick iy
a man and a gentleman!” she added with
cmphasis.  “ His being here in this disguise,
bas been brought about by a chain of
circumstaunces quite unexpected by him,
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and certainly not unticipatod by me.  Misg
Yenwick, who is in reality Mr. Chavles
Tennant, will leave early to-morrow with me.
I will stop my hosband's mouth. You ean
tell Lady Connel to-morrow that when you
came to Miss Fenwick's room you found it
empty. If your aunt thinks at all about it,
she will think that Mpe. Tennant was a
gentleman, and never weat into his room nt
all, but contrived to shift for himself olse-
where,”

Miss Kvenlode fell in with the plen, which,
under the cireumsiancos, wus 1 wiso ohe,

Then I found words.  * Miss Ivenlodo,”
T said, 1 gricve that through my folly you
shouid be i such o fix
forgive me ¥ "

Will you over

“Mr. Charles Tennaunt,” shesaid, langhing,
[ think
you have already been punished suflicioutly,
for you are certainly the most embaveassed
of us all”

**do nob tronble yourself about me.

The Miss Kvenlode of those days is now
Mrs, Charles Tennaut,
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We live for minates, but exist for yoars

When Host weets Host in battle’s blast ;

When piaw shouts hoarsely in the din of war,

And women weep till they can weep no more,
Then is the time we live!

The trembling fear, the strong desire to fly,

The rushing anger as our comrades fall,

The mad leap forward in the batilo crush,

Aund fierce desire to slay as on we rush,
Then is the time we live !

We only live when eatinons rour,

And swords and bayonets wildly wave,

When from the midst of valiant foes

We snateh the Standaed that so proudly roso.
Then is the time we live!

When charging o'er the blood-stained dead,
And trampling friend aod foe alike,
When with the wounded and the slain
We help bestrew the reddened plnin,
Then is the time we live !

And when it's o'er, and when the bloed is ealm,
And havoe, pain and death are ai! avound ;
When Passion sleeps and we, brought back to life,
See nothing but the fearfnl end of strife,

Then is the time we die!

Vor. 1.—No. 6.—34.

Cuas. A, Brororo.



