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TWO SOLDIERS.

L

ITE rain was plashing dismally on the grimy window-sill and over
the awning of the Jﬁmpﬁ below. The strect-cars went jingling by
with a dripping load of ontside passengers on both platforms.  Wagouos
and drays, cabs and elosed carriapes, that rattled or rumbled along
the ondinarily busy thoronghfare, looked as though they had been
dipped in the river before being turned loose ou the strect, and their
Jehus, o bedragyrled lot, must needs have had something amphibioas
in their composition, else they could not have horne ap agunst the
deluge thai had been souking the eity for two days past. The police-
man, widdling aimlessly about at the oppusite corper, enveloped in
rubber cap and overcoat, east occasional wistlg:: 1 glanees into the bar-room
aervss the way, wherein the ras was burning in deference to the general
loom that overhung the neighborbood, and sueh pedestrians as had to
abroad hurried along under their wmbrellas as thongh they half
expected to have to swim before they could rench their destination,
The dense cloud of scoty smoke that had overhong the metropolis for
weeks past, and that wind from any direction could never entirely dis-
sipate, for the simple reazon that smoke-stacks by the seove shot up in
the outskirts on every side, now seemed to be hurled upon the roofs
and walls, the windows and the pavement, in a black, pasty, carbo-
niferous deposit, aml every ohject out of doors that one could tonch
would leave its inky response upon the hand., A more depressing
Wepell of weather” had not been known for a year, and every living
being in sight seemed saturated with the general gloom,—every living
being except one: Captain Fred Lane, ot the Eleventh Cavalry, was
sitting at the dingy window of his office in the recruiting rendezvous
on Sycamore Street and actually whistling softly to himself’ in supreme
contentment.
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Two missives had reached him that ghastly morning that had served
to make him impervious to wind or weather, One—large, formal, im-
pressive, and bearing the stamp of the War Dcparl‘mun’g in heavy type
scross its npper corner—had borne to him the notification of his pro-
motion to the rank of Captain (Troop D) Eleventh Cavalry, vice
Curran, retired. The other—a tiny billet—had given him even greater
happiness. It might be hard to say how many times he had read and
re-read it since he I%{mnd it on the snowy cloth of his partieular break-
Fast-table in his particular corner of the snug refectory of * The Queen
City,” on the books of which most respectable if somewhat venerable
club his name had been borne among the list of Army or Navy Mem-
bers ever since his “ gradnation-leave,” fifteen years before.

All his boyhood, up to the time of his winning his cadetship at
West oint, had been spent in the ecity where for the past sixteen
manihs he had conside himself fortunate in being stationed on re-
cruiting-service. During the second year of his term at the Academy
he was etartled by the receipt of a sad letter from his mother, telling
him bricfly that his father, long one of the best-known among the
business-men of the cily, had been compelled to make an assignment.
‘What was worse, he had utterly broken down under the strain, and would
{::-lmhly never be himself again.  Proud, sensitive, and honorable, Mr.

ne had insisted on paying to the uttermost farthing of his menns.
Even the old homestead went, and the broken-henrted man retired with
his faithful wifc to a humble roof in the suburbs. There, a few maonths
afterwards, he breathed his last, and there, during Fred’s graduating
year, she followed him. When the boy entered on his career in the
army he was practically alone in the world. Out of the wreck of his
father's fortune there came to him a little sum that started him in the
service free from debt and that served as a nestcgp to attract future
accumulations. This he had premptly banked until some good and
gafe investment should present itself, and, once with his regiment on
the frontier, Mr. Lane had found his pay ample for all his needs.

It is unnecessary to recount the history of his fifteen years' service
as a subaltern. Suffice it to say that, steering clear of most of the
temptations to which young officers were subjected, he had won a repu-
tation as 2 capital “ duty-officer,” that was accented here and there by
some brilliant and dashing exploits in the numerons Indian cam-
wigns throngh which the %IEVEuth had sed with no small credit.

e was never one of the jovial souls of the regiment. His mood
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was rather taciturn and contemplative. He read a deal, and s
meny days in the saddle exploring the country in t nglll}urh

his post and in hunting and fishing,

But, from the colonel down, there was not a man in the Eleventh
who did not thoroughly respect and like him.  Among the ladies, how-
ever, there were one or two who pever lost an opportunity of giving the
lieutenant & feline and not ineffective clawing when his name came up
for disenssion in the fominine conclaves oecasionally held in the regi-
ment,  Sometimes, too, when opportunity served, he was made the viettn
of sume sharp or erepiibic speech that was not :111\';-1}':‘. enasy Lo bear in
silence, DMrs, Jud=on, wife of the eaptain of B Troop, was repoted to
be “down on Lane,” and the men had no difficulty whatever in locating
the time when her change of heart took place.

The truth of the matter was that, thanks to simple habits and
to his sense of cconomy, Lane had guite a snug little balance in the
bank, and the ladies of the regiment believed it to be bigrer than it
really was ; and, having np;;tmrml the fornishing and fitting up of his
guarters, the next thing, of course, that they essayed to do was to
provide him with a wife, There the trouble began,  Simultaneously
with the arrival of hiz first bar as a firet lientenant there came
from the distant East Mrs. Judson’s younger sister ® Emmy™ and
Mrs, Loving’s pretty nicce DPansy Fleteher.  Lane was prompt to
call on h-[rth to take the young ladies driving or riding, to be attentive
and conrteous in every way ; but, while he did thus ® perceive a divided
duty,” what wus Mes. L{armgi Lorror on discovering that pretty
Pansy had fallen rapturonsly in love with “Jerry® Lattimore, as
bandsome, reckless, and fupecanions a yonng dragoon s ever lived,
and nothing but prompt measures prevented their marriage! Miss
Fletcher was sudidenly rﬁ-tmllspﬂr‘tﬂil to the Iast, whither Jerry was
too hard op to follow ; and then, in bitterness of heart, Mrs, Loring
blamed poor Fred for the whole transaction. * Why had he hel
aloof unll allowed that—that seamp—that ne’er-do-weel—to cut in and
win that innocent child’s heart, as he certainly did do?” Against
Lattimore the vials of her wrath were emptied coram puldico, but
against Lane she could not talk zo openly.

Mrz, Judson had beheld the smlhc-n departure of Miss Pansy with
an ﬂqlﬂmmin she could barely disguise.  Indeed, there were not lack-
ing good Christians in the garrison whe pmnmi significantly to the
fact that she had almost too hospitably opened her doors to Miss



