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troubled face upturned to him, and
answered her a8 he would a child:
“Nora does not mean what she says,
for see,” pointing to the stars and
stripes that waved over the campus,
“it is to that Hag we owe all we are!
Do you not remember the old days
on the island when fish were gearce
and no one bought our baskets? Ah!
sweetheart, rebellions as we were,
“Uncle Sam” has made something of
ns. Our feet bled that last winter,
didn’t they Nora? O! how cold it was,
that last winter. Say, Girlie]” he
went on, “if America isn't my coun-
try and yours, ta whom dovs it he-
long? Weare the original Americans
and although 1 leave fou in tears,
I'll stand by the stars and stripes
‘till death or vietory!”

He had drawn himself up proudly
and Nora said no more. She saw that
words were useless, besides John's en-
thusiasm was infectious. Howsoldier-
Iy he had looked and how brave he
was!  She had tarned to wateh him
as he went whistling across the marsh
after the cows.  Now she walked up
the railroad track and  crawled
through the fence to a quiet spot on
the campus,

That evening when the members of
the brass band assembled for the con-
cert, for the first time in her life, Nora

hated the music. John playved with
the band, and the girl’s heart ached
as ghe singled out the mellow notes of
the alto horn from the other instru-
ments.  Indirectly, John's playing
had been the eause of his enlistment
in the hated army. The call for mu-
sicians had been especially strong.

“Yon will be killed, I'm sure,"Nora,
had sobbed, but John had replied
reassuringly:

AMERICAN.

“Musicians are nevey targets fo
the enemy. While the battle
we will play the National airs to
cheer our comrades on to vietory,an
when the smoke has eleared away we
will carry the wounded to coyer,
here is the Red Cross upon my
and with such protection I cannot fi
althongh my life belongs to miy coun-
try if she needs it!"’

Of the hardships through
John passed, he had nothing to wri
heing always  cheerful, but one day
there was a terrible Dbattle.  Th
Spaniards were fairly whipped,
hoisted a white flag in token of pe
able  surrender.  The  Ame
marched forward to claim their |
tory. The brass band led them g
it« notes swelled triumphantly.

Within a few feet of the eowe
Spaniards the Americans grach
lowered their arms. At this, at
and armed devils sprang from |
bush and fired upon the unpre
heros.  Musicians and Red Cross
fered the common fate, and when
was all over the Commanding Gen
cabled the names of the missing:
to the anxious ones in Anierica,

John's name had been among {l
and now Nora wag | ving out in
orchard alone with her great sor
The birds above her head sang mé

ly and shook apple blossoms upon:
as they hopped from one b
another. The band was pla
low, sweet air, but it hurt 1l
heart to ligten to the alto horn
dared anyone play while J
dead so far away ‘neath uhcn

footsteps, but she knew the i
the hand that uncovered hee
it was JOHN!



