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*What’s that ?* she said quickly, pausing
with her hand on the carriage side.

The footman had turned his head invo!-
untarily at the cry, and answered rather
breathlessly—

‘They’re crying ‘Fall of Kbartoum,” my
lady. Shall [—

He paused.

Lilith glanced at him and smiled

‘You seem very interested, Hayden,’
said she, getting into the carriage coolly,
though her heart was throbbing so.

‘My brother is out there, my lady,’ re-
plied the man. *He’s one ot Captain Del-
msr’s men.’

Lilith’s band closed with a grip on her
sunshade, but she said in the same cool
wav—

‘Oh, is he ? Naturally you are anxiouef
Stop one of those boys ; bring me a paper.’

She scarcely drew her breath while Hay-
den darted across the street with most un-
stately alacrity, and presently returned

*with & pa

r.

He lmf;nt one in his pocket for himself

With a certain eagerness Lilith took the
paper and opened it.

‘Home !’ she said curtly; and Hayden
needed no second biddieg to spring on the
box, and the coachman drove off.

But there was only a brief announce-
ment, which gave no more information
then the cry of the newsboys.

No details, nothing but the bare tele-

m.
She let the paper sink on her knee.
‘Captain Delmar I’ she said to herself.

‘So, he’s got his commission. I wonder

when P I wish I knew it he is there. Is he

—is he ? Poor Msx ! How crooked things

are ! Perhaps Colonel Chevenix knew

something. Let me see, somebody said he
was General Chevenix now. And what has
become of Beryl P—married, I suppose.’

Arrived at her house on Carlton House
Terrace, Lilith inquired kindly of ber foot-
man—

‘So you have a brother in the Army,
Hayden P

*Yes, my lady,’ returned the man; ‘one
of Captsin Delmar’s troopers, my lady.’

‘Captain Delmar P—I seem to remem-
ber the name,’ she said musingly. ‘Is he
well known

‘Well, my lady, I don’t know about over
here,’ answered the man, with a respect-
ful smile. ‘Over in India my brother says,
his name’s in everyone’s mouth. He earned
his commission, you see, my lady.’

‘How do you mean ?’

“They call him the gentleman-ranker,
my lady. My brother Joe. he was a com-
rade of the captain when he first joined,
only he was a gentleman—a real gentle-
man born and bred, and very good to my
brother, who wasn’t just so steadv as he
might be then.’

‘But how did he get his commission ?’
asked Lilith.

‘He got it for all sorts of bravery, my
lady. He got to be a non-commissioned
officer pretty soon. Then he saved Colonel
Chbevenix's lile when they was surprised
somewhere, and be got medals and a lieu-
tenancv. He got to be captain, my lady,
in the Dongola Expedition.

‘Dear me !" said Lilith, with a half-
laugh ; you seem to know his whole his-
tory.’

‘My brother’s letters are full of him, my
lady,’ said Hayden. ‘He says all his men
'ud give tbeir lives for Captain Delmar.’

‘Very nice of them,” answered Lilith,
moving away, ‘Thank you, Hayden, it's
very interesting. Let me have the later
papers as soon as they come in.’

Hayden said—

‘Yes, my Lady, and looked after his
young mistress.

‘Now what,” thought that shrewd do-
mestic, ‘makes her take this sudden inter-
est in my brother P It's the captain she
wants to know about—not Private Tommy
Atkins.

It was not long before there came a full
account of the glorious doings of that day,
and a list of the killed and wounded.

With breathless eagerness Lilith scanned
the list, and went white when she saw
again the name of Captain Max Delmar
among the wounded.

Breathlessly she read of the desperate
charge of the 21st Lancers through the
dervish hordes—with heavirg breast she
saw agsin the name o Max Delmar, doing
splendid deeds in that charge.

‘Oh !" she cried, and threw herself back
in her chair, and covered her fsce with her
bande, ‘if [ could have known !—if I could
have known !’

Other eyes than Lilith’s had scanned,
betore Lilith even knew there had been a
battle, the telegram that came down to
Cairo. :

Other lips grew white when it was an-
nounced. later—

Capt. Delmar wounded—not dangerous—
coming down by boat to hospital.’

Beryl Chevenix was with her old friend
lnd companion, Miss Grey, in Cairo, in
order to be near the seat of the war.

The besuty her quite early girlbood pro-
mised had ripened into & most perfect love-
liness, and she bad retained the girlish-
ness, while adding to it the charm of
womanhood.

Max Delmar had been her hero for
eleven years.

When he was still the ‘gentleman-rank-
er’ at York, and had always saluted her so
respectfully, and she bad felt inclined to
shake hands with bim, but had known she
v ).t not ; when he bad risen to be & non-
Jdox. in India; when be had been wound-
ed in saving her uncle’s life, and she had
gone to see him and his comrades in hos-
pital ; when he came before her once more
on equal terms—Lieutenant Delmar—
with whom she might always now shake
hands ; snd now this last act of his, when
he had cut his way back through the fierce
horde to succour one of his men who was
in sore straits—Beryl clasped her hands,
and her beart swelled with pride.

¢Oh, isn’t it glorious I' she said under
her bresth, and Miss Grey, though ex-
pressing berself with less enthusissm, felt
entirely in sympathy with the girl.

A letter from General Chevenix inform-
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ed his niece that Delmar’s wounds was
more serious than had been thought at
first.

He had gone with the rest on to

Khartoum, bad been present  at
the ever memorable service at Gor-
don’s grave, and after this he

bad been laid by, and probably would be
sent on to England.

He was to be nursed at the general’s
own home in Cairo, in charge of a hospital
nurse.

‘Nothing I can do for Delmar,” wrote
the general. ‘will be too much. And I
know my Beryl will think this charge no
burden, either for my sake or his.’

Beryl drew in her breath when she read
these words, and the color rose in her soft
cheeks.

Think it & burden!

Would it not be a joy unspeakable to
know that Max Delmar was under the
same roof with her—a 'joy to do him the
slichtest service.

In & way Beryl knew this, though she
did not exactly fathom the source of her
happiness— or, perhaps, would not.

ghe bad not seen much ot Max after his
rise from the ranks, and sometimes won-
dered why this was.

He was tenacious, and bad not forgotten
yet his early love for beautiful Lilith Ray,
and did not care for anything but his pro-
fession; and yet, at times, when bhe
did meet Beryl, the girl was conscious
of a certain something in his tone and
look that was not for other women, though
it was not always 8o ; at other times he was
almost cold.

Beryl knew that Captain Delmar had
nothing but his profession, that her uncle
was a general, and that she was that uncle’s
heiress ; Max, too, was always on active
service at different stations; what had he
to offer any woman P

But she would not let herself think long
over these things; perhaps after all, he
could never forget Lilith.

Max Delmar was seriously, though not
dangerously, wounded ; and must be kept
very quiet, ; not even Beryl must see him
at first.

The hospitals were all pretty full, the
services of the nurses in great demand,
and Sister Agnes was obliged, when Del-
mar was better, but still to be kept very

uiet, to divide her attentions between the
hevenix house and the hospital.

‘Could you just take charge of my pa-
tient for an hour or two, Miss Chevenix P’
the sister said one afternoon to Beryl.
‘There is not the slightest tear, and you are
so capable, and such a good nurse.
It's only really to watch while he
sleeps, and, when he wakes, give him
certain things of which I will tell you.
Don’t let him get excited or talk mueh.’

‘I’'m not afraid,” answered Beryl, smil-
ing. ‘I’ve done a lot of nursing up at the
stations in India—ordinary cases ; surgical
cases are beyond me.’

‘Oh ! you'll do,’ said the nurse; ‘we’re
out of the surgical stage now. The wound
healed beautifully. All we want is strength
now.’

Beryl smiled, and only said she was very
glad to hear it, and listened attentively to
the nurse’s instructions.

It was about five o’clock when she en-
tered the large, cool room in which the
wounded lancer had been placed.

The light came softly shaded through
the curtsins which were drawn around the
verandah without, and the girl stepped
gently over the cool matting towards the
couch where Delmar lay asleep.

He could be removed now to pass some
hours here.

Beryl sat down at a little distance. and
somewhat withdrawn towards the back of
the couch. ;

She had brought a book with bher, but
she did pot read, only leaned her head on
her hand and kept watch.

No distinct thoughts passed through her
mind ; she way conscious of the sleeping
man—that sa me man who, & few weeks
before, had been able to prodigies of val-
our, and who lay there now almost as help-
less as & child.

How strange it was !

She bad been sitting there nearly two
hours when she fancied he shivered.

It was but the movement of one hand,
but she rose softly, and came round where

she could see better.

He had moved slightly, and even as she
paused, he opened his eyes, and saw her.

The light that leapt into those dark eyes
a second betore so languid, half startled
Beryl; the hands outstretched, the low-
breathed ‘Beryl—Beryl!” for a moment
held her breathless.

He was not master of himself then, else
he had never let himself go like that.

Now he had her hand in his, and, weak
as was his clasp, it held her a faster prison-
er than the iron grasp of a giant could bave
done

She sank to her knees beside him.

‘You !’ he said in that low tone of rap-
ture. ‘you ! At last !—at last !’

lWith a sharp effort, Beryl mastered her-
self.

In all the rush of emotion, the sweet be-
bilderment of that moment, she remem-
wered she was nurse first, woman after-
wards.

Besides, he was yet ill, weak; glad, ot
course, to see someone who was a friend—
that was all.

‘You must not hold me,’ she said gently,
and smiling a little tremulously. ‘I am so
glad you are better. I have something to
give you, else I shall get into Sister Ag-
nes’s bad books.’

‘Never mind that now; the something
will wait,” he said, half pleading.

But Beryl shook her head.

‘What ! you a soldier of the Sirdar, and
beguile me from duty ?* she said half archly
‘Nay ; and you must not talk either.’

She drew away her hand and went to the
table to pour out the drink he was to have
then returned to the couch.

He drank it obediently and half smiled.

‘Talk about martinets !’ he said.

‘No—only a strict officer,’ she returned
lightly ; ‘just what you are to your men.’

He smiled a little again and turned his
face aside.

He bad managed to get himselt together
somewhat, realizing then that he had let
himself go too much.

It he bad been silent so long, his punc-
tilious honor shrank from gaining an avowe
al of the girl’s love while he lay, a wound-
ed guest in that house, from which Beryl’s
uncle was abeent.

It was as hard a battle the soldier fought
in those few minutes, as perhaps any 1n
which he bad been under fire, but he con-
quered, and told himselt he hoped Bery!
would only think that he was very grateful,
and that emotion was liable to get the bet-
ter of a8 man who was weak still.

He didn’t hope it all the same though he
tried to persuade himself he did.

It was an exquisite bappiness to him to
have Beryl moving sottly about, minister-
ing to him, answering gently the few ques-
tions he was equal to asking.

But it was good merely to lie there and
see her.

Sister Agnes was very sweet and gentle
but Beryl—well she was Beryl.

When Sister Agnes returned to resume
her duties, Max said softly to Beryl, ‘You
will come again, won’t you? Just a little
while, it you bave time.’

‘I will come, if you like,” Beryl answer-
ed, ‘when you are stronger. You will tell
me about that—’ she taltered—she could
scarcely speak of it without tears in her
voice —‘that charge, and when you got
wounded P Do you know they are saying
you will have the Victoria Cross P

He flushed a little and turned aside.

‘Ob " he said quite simply, ‘that was
nothing. Any of our fellows would have
done ihe same ; it was my luck to get the
opportunity. Is Joe Hayden going on
well P

‘Getting round,’ Sister AFnel interposed
cheerfully. ‘The doctor told me he was to
be invalided to Netley as soon as he could
be moved. The poor fellow is very anx-
ious to see his brother.’

‘Who is his brother ?’ asked Beryl.

‘Footman to a great lady in London—
Lady Harwood—I should say Lalith, Lady
Harwood, as the present Lord is married,
and she is too young to be a dowager.’

‘She is a widow, then P’ Beryl asked,
moving away.

Sometbing seemed to straiten her heart,
some mist bad come over its sunshine.

Involuntarily she glanced at Delmar.

Had he known that Lilith was free ?

His face was turned away.

She could not see how he was affected by
the information.

‘Her hueband died over a year ago,’ an-
swered Sister Agnes; she laugked, and
added—'You see, I bave been getting all
the gossip from Joe; his brother seems to
keep him well supplied. Hayden says Lady
Harwood appears to enjoy her freedom;
but I mustn’t stand gossiping. Miss Chev-
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enix it's time for you to dress for dinner.’
And Beryl went, with a heavier heart
than that she had brought with her two
hours ago.
CoNorusioNn NexT WEEK.

A FIGHT WITH 4 WOLPF.

The Animal Proves a Viclous Fighter
When Wounded,

A ‘hand-to-hand fight’ with a ferocious
gray wolf only thirty miles from the city of
St. Louis, and fitteen miles from the
Mississippi River, in the state of Illinois,
seems an unlikely occurrence; but it is
seriously reported in the St. Louis Globe
Democrat and other journals of the region.

It appears that in February and March
last four or five full grown mountain wolves
had been ranging in the woods and swamps
in the neighborhood of Waterloo and Red
Bud, Illinois, and their depredations be-
came 8o great that the authorities of Mon-
roe county offered a reward of ten dollars
for every wolfskin brought in.

One afternoon in early March Jacob
Eckert ot Red Bud was hunting in the
woods near Saxtown, when he saw an
animal some distance away in the under-
brush which looked like a dog. He had
beard of the presence of wolves in the
neighborhood, however, and crept around
the side of a hill, keeping the creature in
view until he was certain that it was not a
dog, whatever else it might be. He had
never seen a wolf.

When he had approached within about
filty yards of the animal, he took aim and
fired. The wolf leaped into the air and
howled, but when Eckert rushed out into
the open, supposing he had killed the ani-
mal, he was astonished to see it rushing
directly at him. It came with such swift-
ness and unexpectedness that Eckert did
net manage to reload his rifle before the
wolt was upon him, with distended jaws
and glaring eyes.

Eckert clubbed his rifle, and as the
wolf came within reach, struck at it. The
wolf dodged back, evaded the blow, and
before the man could swing the weapon a
second time, leaped straight at his throat.
But Eckert was fortunate enough to
get the barrel of the gun held
in both hands, in such a position
across his breast and beneath his ehin that
the wolf’s jaws could not get » grip on his
throat.

The animal now bit savagely at the
man’s body wherever it could find a
chance for its teeth. Eckert wore heavy
clothing, and for the most part the woll’s
bites did not penetrate to the skin. His
hands and face were lacerated by the ani-
mal’s claws, but escaped the teeth. He fine
ally succeeded in throwing the animal from
him, and before it could spring on him
again he struck it & heavy blow on the
head with the butt of his gun, which
stunned it.

This gave Eckert an opportunity to slip
a cartridge into his gun. Then he quick-

ly shot the wolf through the head, thus/

ending the fight. Eckert took the skin to
Waterloo, where it was identified as un-
doubtedly that of a wolf, and the prize of
ten dollars was paid him.

DEFECTIVE SIGHT.

some People Think Weariog Glasses Bpoil
Their Personal Appearance.,

The three defects of eyesight which are
most commonly encountered in otherwise
healthy persens, and which can be more
or less perfectly overcome by means of
glasses, are near-sightedness, far-sighted-
ness and astigmatism. These are all im-
portant, for besides [the dircomfort and
acnoyance,of imperfect sight, the invol-
untary eftorts which the sufterer makes to
see better strain the eyes, and not only in-
jure them, but also give rise, through re-
fl x action, to headaches and various ner-
vous disturbances.

Near-sightedness, short-sightedness, or
myopia, as it is variously called, is & con-
dition of the eyeball—usually a lengthen-
ing—in consequence of which the rays of
light are brought to a focus in front of the

| retina, and so the object is blurred.

This condition may exist from birth,
put is usually the result of too much and

>

too early use of the eyes, as in the case of
students, engravers, women who do fine
sewing, and so forth. Thus we may say
that putting children to work at some of
the kindergarten exercises, such as perfor-
ating and drawing, is in a double sense a
short-sighted procedure.

Many near-sighted people refuse to wear
glasses, preferring to deprive themselves of
sight for everything beyond the nose rather
than to injure their personal appearance, as
they think. Thie is anottier short sighted
policy, for besides losing much of the joy
of existence, which comes from seeing the
beautiful things about and above us, such
persons are very liable to suffer from in-
flammation of the eyes, produced by con-.
stant strain.

A less common defect is long or far.
sightedness, or hypermetropia. This is the
opposite of myopia, the eyeball being flat-
tened or shortened, and the rays of light
consequently not coming to a focus by the
time they reach the retina.

In this case, the eye often corrects the
defect more or less successfully by making
the crystalline lens more convex; but it
does this at the expense of the sufferer’s
nervous force, and so we often find tired
and congested eyes, headaches, indigestion
and even serious nervous affections. The
effort to correct the vision is entirely invol-
untary, and can be overcome only by the
fitting of suitable convex glasses.

The third and most common defect is as-
tigmatism. In this condition there is some
irregularity of the surface of the eye or of
the lens, by means of which the image as
it reaches the retina is distorted. Untreated
astigmatism is a frequent cause of headache
and other nervous disturbances. The only
relief is the wearing of glasses, at least
reading, writing, or whenever near objects
are looked at.

Another One,

First Business Man—*‘Who is that fel-
low who has been buttonholing you for the
last half hour?”

Second Business Man (wearily)—‘‘He
is an agent of the ‘Society to Insure
Against Being Hit by a Meteorite.”
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‘Why is it,” said the visitor, ‘that some
of the men who really have the least influ-
ence in public affairs to get up now and
then and make the longest speeches ?’

‘That’s easily explained,’ answered Sen-
ater Sorghum. ‘Such a man can afford to
talk. He doesn’t know anything that he
is afraid of giving away.’

Ida—Dear, do you think that girl is
musical because she wears orgaudie silkP

May—No, but the girl in the accordion-
plaited skirt may be.
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