
(Prom Truth.)
How many men «Jlter thearmy solely on account of the uniform ?
How many of those who aresupposed tobe enamouredof the adven.

and perilsof a soldier's life are enamoured only of the tinsel
Bind trappings of a soldier's coat ? Itwould be interesting toknow,
"but owing to an unaccountable reticence on the part of those so

influenceditis impossible todiscover.
Still,occasionally thereoccur cases where, thoughno confession

is made, a shrewd guess maybe hazardedthat aesthetic considerations
hadmuch to doin inducing the gallant warrior tochoose amilitary
career. CaptainDalhmore's wasoneof these. CaptainDalton Dal-
limorewasnot a very adventurous,nor a very courageous, nor a very
ambitious man, buthe wasunquestionably avery conceited one. His
conceit, however, referred only to his appearance. He never
imagined thathewas cleverer, braver, or more high-minded than his
fellow*;in fact, his private opinion was that in thesequaltieshe
wurather below thanabove them. But whenit came togood looks
—well, every time he glanced in hisglass, andthat waaprettyoften,
he felt with a thrillof pleasure,that therehe had the advantage of
most people.

And he wasnot a bad-looking fellow. He had a rather long
face, passablygood features,and fairish hair,andheworea moustache,
largemutton-chop whiskers,andapinoe-net. He wasvery tall and
veryslight, and his clothes— which is not always the case even with
military men—were obviously made for himself.

His appearance was better than his manner; that was affected
and insipid to a degree. Hecould be induced to manifest nothing
but themost languid interest inanybody or anything about him. No
matter what was the subject which wasoccuping the attentionof the
restof thecompany,his attention wasconcentratedtohimself. While
the others were jesting, chaffing, or disputing, he was engaged
"xaminiug the fit of his jacketor the cut of his overalls, or elsesoftly
stroking his moustache, andpassing his fingersaffectionately through
his whiskers.

These latter hirsute appendages were the causeof much mockery
and heartburning inhis regiment. His brother officers strongly dis-
approvedof them. They could understand and sympathise withhis
devotion to bis moustache ; they all wore moustaches themselves,
which they carefullynurtured and tenderly cherished; buthe wasthe
only manin the regiment who sportedwhißkers,and theothers regarded
his indulgence in themas an unwarrantable licence,not tosaybreach
of dicipline." Dolly,myboy,"one would say," whydon't youshaveand look
like a Christian?""

Prefers to look like a goat,"another wouldgrowl.
"You see," a third would put in,"he's not veryenergetic, and

the whiskers savehim a gooddeal of work;with themhehas only to
waßh half of his face.""IfIwerethe Colonel,"a fourth woulddeclare,"he should either
shave or leave the regiment."

But Captain Dallimore would only laugh languidly at all
such coaxing, bullying, and remonstrance. He loved hia whiskers,
and wasdeterminednotto lose them. Besides, he suspected that envy
hadsomething to do with his fellow-officers' disapproval.

Captain Dalton Dallimore never regrettedhis choice of a profes-
sion. The Lancer uniform exactly suited his taste and figure. His
duties he found light,aad,on the whole, agreeable,while the effect
of his lace,spurs, and charger upon the ladies wasall that could be
deßired. The only drawback he ever found was the fac that his regi-
ment was co frequently stationtd in remotevillages, where he had
little company, and little opportunity of receiving whathe felt was
his due of feminine admiration and attention.His delight, therefore, can be imagined when his regiment
received orders to leave the obscurity of Braxby for the publicity and
gaiety of the Irishmetropolis. He had been in Dublin before, and
knew what, he had t jexpect there— not an occasional dinner atLord
Bioadacre's or Squire Cherry's,or a dance every six months at theTown Hall,but a succesbion of banquets, receptions, and balls,and
the admiration and devotion of scores of the prettiest women ia
Europe.

The gallant Captain was not doomedto disappointment. Dublin
proved everything that he had expected. All that was wealthy,beautiful,and fashionable in the city received the Lancers with open
arms. ards of iovitaiionfrom the Castle, Mernon-square,and Old
Trinity, came in6cores to everyofficer's quarters. From Colonel toLieutenant, they were all indemand everywhere, but none of themseemeato be quitein so great demand as Captain Dalton Dallimore.

Itwasabout a month after the regiment's arrivalinDublin that
CaptainDallimore was, alone of all the Lancers,present at a dinner
given by Mr. Justice McMurther in his fine house in Fitzwilliam
"quare. Judge McMunher was famous for hia dinners, and thoughCaptain Dalton Dallimoreknew that there wouldb9no ladies there—

the host was a bachelor— and that he would be acquainted with
few of the guests, he gladly accepted the invitation. And he did
not regret it. A better dinner he had never eaten, and the winesweresimply incjmparable. The only thing, besides his appearance,
in which Captain Dallimore took an absorbing interest, was his
■tomacb.

The company, like the dinner, was the bestDublincouldsupply.Itconsistedof some members of the Viceregal household, two peers
resident in the neighbourhood of the capital, three judges, aDd
several of themost distinguished lawyers,doctors, andcapitalists inW IrelanJ. Captain Dalton Dallimore, however, knew very few ofthem,and the two betweeu whom be sat at dinner did not seem totake much interest in him or his conversation. When, thea,Judge
McMurther led tme way into the drawing-room,the gallant captain
sat downina corner, there to digest his dinner in silence.He bad been sitting by himself some time when suddenly it
occurred to him that one of the guests wasa gentleman he had metbefore, a distinguished lawyer, Serjeant O'Sherry. The learned

Serjeanthad dinedon the previous night at the mess, and his oont
versation had been most clever and entertaining. Captain Dalli-
moreresolved torenew the acquaintance.

He made hia wayover to the Serjeant,andholding out his hand
affably said:

"
Ithink wehavemet before, Serjeant O'Sherry."

The Serjeant rose quickly to his feet, and, bowing very low,
said: "Ihave had that honour,sii."

Captain Dallimore waß surprised and pleased at |the lawyer'g
verydeferentialmanner.

After a slight pause, Serjeant O'Sherry spoke again ;— MIwu
not aware, sir," he said," that yoa were one of the company,orI
shouldhavepaid my respectssooner.""Oh, Isuppose,"answered Captain Dallimore,more surprised
thanever,"you werelike myself. Ididnot atfirst recognise yoa/'"Ah, that," replied the Sergeant smiling, "ianot strange. -Thajl
you shouldforget so humble a personasmyself is not wonderful,bat
thatIshould forget you is.""Really,Idon'tsee it,"said the Lancer. "We only met onoe
before.""Yes;but one in my position rarely forgets meeting one ia
yours.""Inmine ?" repeatedCaptain Dallimore,"Ireally don't under-
stand you. My position isinnoway remarkable.""Well, really Mr.Kilpatrick "

"Kilpatrick1" repeatedCaptainDallimore."Yes,sir," said the Sergeant,looking very much surprised. -"I
understoodIwas speaking to Mr. Kilpatrick, the Scotch gentleman
who is Chief Secretary to the LordLieutenant.""Well,really,"said Captain Dallimore, laughing, "Iaasure yoa
I'm no such exalted person. I'mplain Captain Dallimore, of the
87th Lancers.""You don'tmeanit,"cried the lawyer. "It's wonderful;mar*
rellous 1 Ineversaw such a striking resemblance ! As likeas two
peasI Same eyes, nose, chin, complexion, moustache, whiskers—
especially whiskers1 Marvellous!amazing1

"
"Did you take me for Mr,Eilpattick ?

"
askedCaptain Dalli*

more,greatly amused."
Take you fur him ?

"
said Sergeant O'Sherry, vehement"Why, his ownmother would take you for him I Inever saw any-

thing like it before1 Iremember meeting you,now. Itwai'ljjjp
night, at mess. Strange that the resemblance didn'tstrikeme thenI
Ferhaps.it was the uniform made the difference.""Upon my word,youmake me laugh," said Captain Dallimore.

11 Well, letme tell you, Captain," said the Sergeant,;lqwerwf
his voicein an impressiveway,

" it's no laughing matter. Iwouldn't
be inyour shoes for something.""Why ?

"
asked Captain Dallimore, opening his eyesinamaso-

ment."Why I Don't you know1
"" Not11 I'm rather pleased than otherwise to findI'mlike«o

distinguished a man."" Are you ? Well,Isuppose you'er a soldier and don't care,but
I'm only a civilian, and for my pattIwouldn't take ten thousanda
yearand run the risk you do.""

Bunthe riskIdo I—really,1
—

really, Serjeant,Ido not comprehend.""Don't comprehend1 Why, don't youknow that there aredozen!
of men aboutDublin looking out for a chance of putting: a bullet in-
toKilpatrick 1 Now what would happen if they made the same
mistake asIdid, and took you for him ?

"
"

By George."exclaimedCaptainDallimore,thoroughly startled."Inever thoughtof that.""Perhaps you'll so>n have reason to do so," said the Serjeant
gravely.

"
It'sall right for Kilpatrick himself ;he never goesout

unguarded— he takes good careof that
—

but with you it's different.
Tou might get abullet through youany day.""Upon my word." said Captain Dallimore seriously,

"
that's

quite true. AmIreally verylike him1
"

"Very like him 1 It's no name for it. Yon're just himself over
again. Of course you'rea soldier, anda brave man,and so laugh at
danger ;but if Iwere inyour shoes,I'dpretty soon make a change
in my appearance.""How could Ido thai ?""HowI Way as easily as possible. Shave off your moos,
tache."

Captain Dallimore thought amoment, and then shook his heal.
Thesacrifice wastoogreat."' Well, yes," said the Sergeant,inreply to the motion,"Iforgot
you're a military man,and bo wouldn't like to part with your moos-
tache. Well, letus see. Why not shave off yoar whiskers J That
wouldbe nearly as good."

Captain Dallimore writhed under the suggestion, but neverthe-
less he considered it."That wouldn't be quite so bad,"he said at length. "But do
you think it wouldbe enough7

"" Well, it's hard to say,"answered the lawyer,
"

but I'minclined
to think it would. You see, you wear your whiskersexactly asKil-
patrick does. They nodoubcdomuch toproduceso striking aresem-
blance. If you took themoff Idare say it would be scarcely notice-
able."

Captain Dallimore and Sergeant O'Sherry continued talking
earnestlyuntilthe timefor departurearrived. Then theyleft together,
when the lawyershowed how deepandsincere his concern was for
therisk Captain Dallimore ran by insisting on accompanying the
officer home the whole way to theRoyal Barracks."

Evenmy presence,"be said, willaddsomething to yoursafety,
andso Ifeel itmy duty togo with you."

Allnight long CaptainDallimore tossed about unable to sleep.
He was tortured by the prospect of a dreadfulalternative. Itseemed
as if he must either shaveoff his beloved whiskers or go about for the
rest of the regiment's stay in Ireland withhis life in his hands. Jla
thought the matter overand overagain, in hopesof discovering some
thirdcourse,but noneappeared. The position seemed to be

—
Your

whiskers or your lifeI
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