
Aunt Oonnell's room, and just looked in to
have a cosy chat with you, and quiz our
partners. Hasn't itbeen adelightfuldance?
Ihad such trouble avoiding being seen by
those horrid men as Islipped along the
passage."

Inmy horrible embarrassmentIgroaned
almost audiblyj and shivered with shame as
she rattledon, the subdued light in the room
alone prevented her from observing my
discomfiture. Iwas soconfused thatIcould
not for the life of me tell what was theright
course to pursue. Another knock at the
door, and Mrs. Dundee entered without
waiting for permission."Iknow what is the matter," she said.
"I have kno»n the secretall along. Miss
Fenwick and Miss Evenlode please pardon
me for the fixIhave rather unwittingly led
you into. Miss Evenlode, Miss Fonwick is
a man and a gentleman!" she added with
emphasis. "His beinghere inthis disguise,
lias been brought about by a chain of
circumstances quite unexpected by him,

and certainly not autieipatcd by mo. Miss
Fenwick, who is in reality Mr. Charles
Tennant,will leaveearly to-morrow with mo.
Iwill stop my husband's mouth. You can
tell Lady Comiel 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 Mr. Tonnant was a
gentleman, and never went into his room at
all, but contrived to shift- for himself else-
where."

Miss Evenlode foil inwith the plan, which,
under the circumstances, was a wise one.

ThenIfound words. "Miss Evcnlodo,"
Isaid, "1grieve that through my folly you
should be in such a tix. Will you ever
forgive mo?"

"Mr.Charles Tennant,"shesaid, laughing,
"donot trouble yourself about, me. Ithink
you have already been punished Kuflioiontly,
for you are certainly the most embarrassed
of us all."

The Miss Evcnlodc of those days is now
Mrs. Charles Tennant.

ViveresatVinceere.
We live forminutes, but exist for years We only live whencannons roar,
When Host meets Host in battle's blast ; And swords and bayonets wildly wave,
When mail shoutshoarsely in the din of war, When from the midstof valiant foes
And women weeptill they can weepno more, We snatch the Standard that so proudly rose.

Then is the time we live! Then is the time we live!

The trembling fear, the strong desire to fly, When charging o'er the blood-stained dead,
The rushing anger as our comrades fall, And trampling friend and foo alike,
The mad leap forward in the battle crush, When with the wounded and the ulain
Aud fierce desire to slay as on we rush, We helpbestrew the reddened plain,

Then is the time we live! Then is the time wo live!

And when it'so'er, and when the blood is calm,
And havoc, pain and death are all around;
When Passion sleeps and we, brought back to life,
Seenothing but the fearful end of strife,

Then is the time we die!
Cijas. A. Bruford.
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