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A UNDe TIUE YEAR. urn wi th

tne to me in the Spring-time, 3Mi-s Lu,
-5 t.. fsolt, we,,t April showers; ed to her P

b th b hhe rof the woodland, a ret tr
"j br-tl•-p was filled with flowers , a great tri

bar l-p count th-!

- as a song in the silence; Grace's b
mlody rose and fell from the iSdan ed thlrgh the fragrant twilight sandth pt

~j wooer we knew so wel*. This was I

e t~nlided on to the Summer li against

l the a•une of its f,rvent darts, about any
.W-bol n ' of t ilh ef .tinq season claim her
rstih- n of our beating hearts. aLucy

0• sumn came with Its shadows, e enlag te
noon was no longer hot; cram. N

froel crept into our pulses, of the ma
-Isahmmer and Spring were not.

tl was alive with the Winter, of his c
eY Mr beauty and grace had tied; came hon

sbitertnowsf March I left her, the kisses
.l a cypress wreath at her head. letter for

t -, Lyton, in Barper's Magexide. r Yte,"
SGracer

THAT LETTEL Never hi
as since

sthirtyfive Farrell lipinbrildge had en- writing.
himblself to marry (iGrace Ilarrison. hir catul

l0ssuten year. younger than he, which with a ep
modi•t•o his theory was quite as it ought looked at

sh fr he had always had a notion that he she sid
liold ike to be the head of his household, bhesi t,

4e had observed among his friends that egan o
who had married ladies decidedly the ope
uiunlor seemed to command a defer-

from their mates which husbands mhf it r
more eqlally in respect of age did don't k

eimoture wilthout considerable effort, if at irac
Sin these leveling days. when a hus- she looke

)jcould no longer count on the prestige
d. which stood his forefathers in such m agt

stead, It behooved him, according to tone.0li, to avail himself of such assistance mean?
dthe mtaintenance of marital authority doesn't

.t principle of seniority, itself also some-
In de'ay, could lend. grdewil

rwiuld not convey the idea that any un- lin tt
pltile degree of common-sen4se had en- Plain ti

into 'arrel.'s en,,agement. It had *,

saanal love-affair, and doubtless if the
S.lady had turned out to be some years to expl

'it lastead of younger than himself, he thing I
.aidm have had no ditliculity in discovering self b
pr theory etullly plausible for reeoneil- selfby
14that fact with his deal of the marriage for desi
jiton.i in th
1nm the lady's point of view, on the oth- But
hmd, there are disadvantages as well as one m05taaagos eonnected with marrying a hus-

kd "e-iddly maturer than herself. A dis- toprer
tald gtge isat he has probably sown more al. it'

lr wild oats: an advantage is that he rPer
pr•bl•bly got done owing them. Now to be I

•,eil had never had a bad name for fast You've
,vi8s and had never deserved one, but there tbelle'
fo! 'tm pt•nages in his life which he would I blie
-w-e been excassively panic-stricken to have have al
-d come to the knowledge of Grace. Nor which t

lid thel panic have been merely an un- have se
wrthy owanrdlee. lie had done with his havese

tlie was about to begin with her a newup. I

e. lie wanted to feel this new life separate r
ad distinct from the other. To have had un

y painful mutual consciousness between pOn a
hem regarding the past would have taken had go

away mueh of the Inspiration for a new de- yot
terein la iving which her unsuspecting exlai

gaddence gave him. es asi
The engaemnt hail been a short one. A i aes

istaia morning abo'ut a month preCvous to them i
lb time fixed for the wedding. Farrell sat them

a letter to his betrothed-for he ed
S id did his work in a large city some gaged
hdrede of miles from the Now Englan read under
,gage where she resided with her parents. 'Ihere
Ahbe was finishing his letter to Grace an Chere
wad bey brought him In a note. lie tore ifdeei
$ open, glanced it over quickly, and then mny ins

bwhalgly read it ngain, as many as three there
i f. hen, muttering between his teethm ,fee
•the last time, any how," he wrote a m arry
1 words on a piece of paper and folding it ,"LY

apwith the communtie;tion he had ree.lved i14y
pitihem together Into an envelope. Then, elder

10it his fetter to Grace in an envelope, a but
" dheted both and went out to the Post- You I

isets The oteice was busy and crowded know
w.' c-oming and goiing people, for it was kn

Sar time for losing tihe noon mails. Farrell
hIes two letters from his pocket and te
4 one of them through the narrow slit

hl'iseletter box. It was the one addressed yeotr
lltbs ,ee lHarrison. ryao
Be was about to drop the other after it read

it struck him that It was heavier than isht
had thought, and at the same moment lie right

ecalled that tlie letter to Grace as he drop- your
p4d It In had seenmed rather light. He felt of wt
Nl the letter in his hand more carefully; he het f

laedlit against the light, then quiekiy tore not
it pea~. It contained his letter to Grace.
'the suwO e directed to Grace which he one
hdlute deropped into the box ceontained the uter
ether letter. les, by peering into the slit wom
tlhMwihsbhle had dropped it he could some

see itlagthre. It had Ihlen face up. Ile telhlg
eouldshs keetion. It wasvery planly that
wIttg Ms always took partlculr pains in you

miting to race to write very planly, for y:
*e eis eolded him for his illegible hand. w

1 w utgip sar, eonfoundedly sure, to o thot
at h to her. The stupidest clerk, tie than

, 51ib letter-carrier, could make no mis
le •about that. and

As he stood stipidly eering through the -oh
slt lat the letter lyIag at the bottom of the unh
bto within, he wae oastlhd by a man with a Li
itersto drop. When the man had gone left

) am 'arreli looked through the slit again, that
I sa that his letter was partly covered you

Ik the ether. As he observed this he was eth
'.,MkietIled by a boy with a handful of let- to 1
, a bo looked sharply at him. It pr

esItIto Farrell that the boy suspected mitt
b• orwanting to rob the mail. Well, he wit
4t That was just what be wanted to do. stal
te w• tlM have done It in a moment if he ond
siuld have got his arm through that silit. co

, o,'U stood aside out of the rush of people itv
IUleaned againslt the wall, trying totblnk not
what he should do. lie holds still m his pal
i"tII the mibdisected envelope contalaina era

SMPhtter to Grace. Let s glance at the ad-the

M.s. .. I..

, Steent - CL'),
- t., * the

-to
. 4 ,a nmunieatlon whleh he bad in- ed

taded folr the tteward of h;s cluhb had then cn
9 iltjorcen. Well, what of it? Doubt- ha

a ss# a mere husiness communiteation. an
o'g onild lan•h, andti at once comprehend- lv

5' th5 mstake would re-mall it to him with th
w lnmery commaent. That would be ll1. b
s but , bo, w then explain the chagrin and li

~e'm with which Farrmll recognized ii
S ' stahe, and how aeeount for the paIn- ba

J l om whebh his face sad manner be- so
Ib stands with hb hand to his fore- w

'• ss*n deasmerate means for the re-
of thi epsedtle Evidently ther is

we don't know about, nor yet
a seeted with that letter tothe

on men sometlmtes have queer
ad queer eeaddnat. Ii

lln up ats tte loctk. TheNew t
d ieeeisn ten aites. What- o

edoes he must do qlcLk. Of eourse! ,

a to tha Poslter and teail him his d
o We doubt he would return

*the otter at once on its being pointed i

it wa pointed to where a gentleman s
Wit a stove- ppe bat on the baeck of bhi ,

writti ata k. e did notd so much
I up frotm bhis wtork as Farrell stood t

,*rMlhI , sad the latter, recoglslagf that it ,
SaJ e for ceremony,. egn at one. t
1lM rry to lneonvenleuee you, but the
bIv ,,this memat uIdae a rather t

Smhstae to I•alestg a letter to one
to a eaelope direted t.osther,

like to t the letter be ee t
Smal."•, sir,' sitd the Postmaster

s ur ** ICa'tdo anythi

If tn ea rlo to the I

ir" oe ed , a e i, a
pron There is m eari."
- s, s mild the Postue*

ww, smbmt ti nk ma fe•

l~t~hdliews waterei,,tdwr eatI j gu W. a emhe me eof

.a oiWous of ar l

5 e ts sh4a mel

stayinr with ia friend over night. Lucy, Iat ase in 1
Grace's elder sister, was at home alone. not read it

, A telegrain, Mis lHarrison," :aid the in spite of
servant, briugin, her up the fateful %eP1ow to teel thai

missive. It was directed to ~lss Grace liar- if I di, wi
riso•,n, but in nto-t f silles telegrait• arte etl* .-of in.

sitbred cfmmllllln property, adil Lteu y l, n,l 1'. 5.-i
It without be-ita;tin. It was signed "Farrell next lettl,
Bauidbrite," and read as follow-: a',, lIIIu

this new \Ni
Yao will receive a letter fro t m,. t.-tuor- T''he rec

row. It was s.ent you by misttake'. 'Please
burn without opening. iletter, wii

311- Lucy Harrison was extremely dt.vot- : not rt
ed to her sister. lHer engagement had been ,,,its to
a great trial to her, not more on her own ce- There wa:
count than by reason of her anxiety on Grace hail
Grace's behalf. She had been convinced it. She (i
from the tfirst that Farrell was not the thou- it. Hler t
sandth part good enough for her sister. ing thlce I
This was not that she knew anything speci- i., f " i
lie against him. She would think the same any pocks
about any young man who had presumed to Now F
claim her darling little sister, leen dec

Lucy was however a discreet yoiing wom- which hi
an, and not a word did she br.atlh that l Grace, a
e:ening to her father or mother of the tele- I thtcitily
'ratn. Next morning at nine with the rest have m

of the mall carne a letter addressed in Far- a thing
rell's hand to Grace, and with the post-miark a little
of his city. An hour later Grace her-elf have may
came homne. The first thing she asked, after a little
the kisses and greetings, was if there was a about it,
letter for her. omitted

" Yes," said Lucy, " it's on your bureau." ter. Pr(
Grace ran upstairs. There was the letter. would 11

Never had she thought her name so pretty but he I
as since she saw it in her lover's hand- her are
writing. Lucy had followed her. She saw hold her
her catch it uip, lock londly at it, and then when hi
with a quicik ge•sture press it to her lips. She about ll
looked aroulntd and saw her sister. deed bat

".lu-t wait till you are in love, Lucy," le said
she said, blushing and gayly laughing as she stupid 1
began to open the letter. her for

"Stop," said Lucy, extending to hersister had mna
the telegram in its vellow envelope. "This words a
came for you yesterday, and that is no doubt love in s
what it refers to. Yout'd better read it tirst. der Gra,
I don't know what to make of it." of thetr

Grace took the telegram and read it. Then tation. 1
she looked at the letter and read the tele- tcr beft
h gran again, reading

" I'm not to read it," she said in a puzzled I s
tone. "A mistake? Why what does he mysteri
Smean? Why did he write it to me if he hand-w
doesn't want me to read it?" and she re- Irace's
larded Lucy out of violet eyes round with 'I at
,ewildertent,. as if shle were bound to ex- as she r

i. plain tlhe mystery. Butthe latter answered, sister's
shrugging her shoulders. nation

"I'*m sure I don't know. I don't pretend plete.
e to explain such a curious transaction. One doubtilthing is pretty plain though. M1r. Farrell coming

B ainbridge would never have stultitfied him- him, at
self by sending such an extraordinary tele- feel ant
gram unless he had some very strong reason A cot
for desiring to prevent you from seeing whit mere fl
is in that letter." was ji
a, "But how could he write me something add an

one minute and then the next be so anxious Severt
to prevent my reading it?" said Grace, ready parlor

to cry with i;erplexity. "That's not natur- of the I
e al. It's not a bit like Farrell." found I

e "Perhaps not," said Lucy. "You ought But the
to be fully acquainted with his character. very I
You've known him the whole of six months, she eni
I I believe;"-she could not refrain from this there,
d sareasm-"I suppose," she continued, "we eves re
have all of us torn up a good many letters bss, a
ar which we had written to send to people, and all the
his have sent some which we wish we had torn ing hit
sw up. I don't pretend to guess the riddle, but rest of
terhaps Mr. binhridge had an impulse of to her
ced frankness and wrote you some things which it w
en upon sober second thought, after the mail Durin
had gone out, he concluded he would rather aratiol
ie- you did not know." done i
La; "Oh,I can't think of it that way, Lucy," verted
exclaimned Grace, now crying outright. " It fore tl
is as if there were two Farrells, one who hand.

to trusted me and one who didn't. Which of she h
them is my lover?" of prathe (race," said her sister, "if I were en- night,
me gaged to marry a man and received a letter at last
n under such circumstances as these I should than

tmn read it. You can't tell what may be in it. ter.
an There may be something in it that will and throu

re indeed ought to make a difference in your secral
hen feelings toward him. You must forgive me, forme

tree my darling little sister, if I talk plainly,. but heart
teh there may be something n that letter which self
te if you knew it would make you unwilling to She h
sit marry him." 

betw

ived "Lucy!" taket
hen, "You may cry out as you please," said the the It

elder sister, compassionately but firmly, tore I
"but your own sense will tell you I am right. faile
rded You love him, but how little after all you her I
as know about him." 0

ll But I have no right to open it when he e
anl tells me not to," sobbed Grace. did t
nlit Ye's y-u have. The letter is as much di-
sld rectedl to you as the telegram, lie sent it to e
you of his own free will, intending you to to as
rit relad it. lie changed his mind aftcrwarid, it own
thanis true, but that doesn't make it less your spon
t Ie right to read what he wrote meaning it for forg
t your eve. It he had spoken to you instead unl
ftof writing to you and said something which iat
; he afterward asked you to ignore, you vwotld hel

tore iot feel bound to do so even tif you could. of t
re You would have a right to whatever he had whnil
e once told you, however sorry he might be w'en
I the afterward that he had revealed it. 'That have
Sslit wouli be just like this. He has told you coul
ould something in this letter. lie tells you in'the who

ie telegram to ignore it. The only dtiffhrence Is thu
anly thatthanks to the qulckness of tletelegraph, er

asin you habve his first and second thoughtsbefore 31
Sforyou at one, anti you can choose which you liP1
h'od will regard. I ean't see that his second au))
thought has any more claim on your respect ma

t than his irst thought." B

is' "Oh, I can't divide him up that way, Luey, uttt

and think of him as if there were twoof hun at
h the -oh, why did he do It? lie has made me so pee
fthe unhappy, and I was so happy before." ash

,ith a Lucy talked mime timei1 enur leeor. i e

oe left Grace to herself, representing to her thl
gsgn that the only course for i sellf.respecting me

ved young lally under the eircumstanees was she
i was ther to inista upon and act upon her right she

Slet to read a letter addressed to her, or, if she the

a It preferred out of consideratlon for her dig- dai

eted nity not to read lt, to return it to the sender aft

ll, he with his former lettersn and a note briefly
o do, stating that she agreed with him that see- Ye

t i he ond tmoughts were test, and begged him to a
consider their entagpiment at an end. "But
it was easy enough for Lucy to talk; she was we
not in love. Her words fell for the most
Shis part on deaf ears, as Grace, with the letter ke

min crunched in her little fist, nervously walked he

e -the room or stood holding it before her and be

fixedly gazing at it with tear-glazed eyes us
almost like one distraught.
I,uev was right. She had a right to know "

what it was; she would know. Sbe seize Ti
the letter, she made as if she would have I
-torn it open. Then crushing it still unopen-
ad In- ed in her hand, she burst into tears. low O
d then cruel of him! She had loved him so. She t

oubt- had been so happy in thinking how noble
aation. and true he was, in trusting herself so glad- i
rhend- Iv to him: anti now he had spoiled it all by
iwith this terrible letter; it was all spoiled, lie
he all. bad let into the paradise of her happiness a
in and thousand ereeping, crawling, biting, cling-
gnized lag doubts andM suspletions. Whatcould it b
e paIn- be that he had written in that letter? What h
nr be- sort of a tale had be told her, the telling of
a fore- which to hie afterthought had seemed so
ere peilo? She had right to know it and
ere udge of it. Their happines was as much

or yet econcern a his.

r tothe At length she rose up and taknlg the letter
e quer went to the window, and holding it up to the

light with hard, hungry eves tried to pierce *
s. theenvelope and resdat least aword or two

What- of wbhat was within. Flnding the light not
course! strong enough, she elosed the window-blinds
r ie and drew the curtains and, the room being
Im hisl darkenet li a gu*e-t and put the letter
4 return close against the IaWme in the hope that the
pointed light shining through might reveal the writ- I

Iah. As shemade these prepamtions she in-
ttlean stivel sJoved about on tiptoe, as if she

kof bh wse aurglr The beatin of her heart
a mc alost suffocated her.. A she held the let-
t stoodt a t the gas-let she caught a gimpse
Sthat it of hermi In theim irfo•d waa ho•fled. a

oon n* the sight of heard thevish ey and whiq
bbut the reekiew face. "'Oh bho bad Iam already!'

a rather the unhappy unrl exclaimed. "I wll not
Sto oneI doubt Ila. Whatwil become o meif I
aio~ter, doP ad she threw herself on her face upon
seat ofher [edand lay with the letter pres•ed toer

forehead sobbIn ad from time to time ex-
itacster ellming lia l hu voce "'I will not, I will

rntbltg| not.n if by ee slmrwlll power sahe were
dyhel5ll tmdr ttikagthle rsn tide i euspti

- s / a t w hrd n t• a and a longonewith
a t m a. . a mnimemaeti i otomet. Now hetr x-lad".n glgc m•fnram a hundred deadlfulmight

Postase* be a tshe eootent of the hberid latter, sus-
,m 3 ea i lens ~ a thiup that never before entered
owtin Ir nnoeent eart. Then she would feel

it tat she cou "ld ot "stand it." She should
o I e t live i les she knew what wa la the

to itter lem AtIhm peae and heppl aes of,

.. aoaxI then hert' o wond'rit ike a gin amn

loforan Lthrust out every oe aId for the moment
ads* boldbthe door against them, and fa gs

t mli onate uneasoulang trust sh wall prm s
_"lierary. the letter to her lips.
non r I When at last she re eand washedher 70is

diteraee she was atnne calm. aflutig dwanVmh*rote
r of the to Farrell iso follows:

I home ta wian lt ig eeatv when I came

SSf I and she lecsto teh I suppone I reerredm,
:'_ toIether. If I hd hire . ..a r~ the teteju

:t.'/ .: : . ...

.at e:ase lin m ,id than I 3n3 do rIit I did ofte it.

o It ret•d it. I tloll'l kloe'w m I ha a it i: "  t
o rtlltl'll of

int spitie of the telegrant tii• I . hi gu " "i. o ' insist
to feel that I h:tv*e on pttl V wI, 3t 'a . ht:i 1o k

Ilut I will trust yo. Fatrlisyou. rell, I do trust yo :•lr f lI
if I di l not I d•O't kilo, whait would' bLreto:n. I,. ' nr th .n

o)f Ili'.
I'. 5.--I hope you will dilyl- eni-idir yottr llo'.e3t lro

next lettr thuu4* . uttr din3 it, .and lh, .or on to e'.•rrll I

re ~illing tto have men read It. I do not like tl.' ,. will
this new way. :ltl'tius v

The reader mlay observe that the alsve isul,, incl,t
letter, whilil. stating that the writer had re- "' You -e

girded the prohibition of the telegram so f:r was :oinu

sa not re.lding the letter was concerned' . tanti hai
oiinits to say any thing about bumrning it. •UI ! at fe

There was a good reason fo, the o0li 'in. ft,lntl'l I ha

Grace had not burned it. She had not readl terr,lle s'
It. She did not mean to, but she had kept entirely.
it. ller coo'rse wasas If Eve, instead of eat- ou didn'
ing the ltpl'e. hlad put it in her pocker, that .Ip:k of it

i", of 1: ",", sit3'. sin; th1a3 she had had itj. An

any pocket. all this tin
Now Farrell, as may he supposed, had linr little

been decidedly uneasy as to the manner in Grace Il
which his telegram might be received by as she did
Grace, and when he read her letter he was coat colla
Smightily relieved. Some girls would was never
have made such a fuss over such lamy, fis
a thing, for it must have seemed
a little odd to her; they would
have made a row but Grace had only seemed AL i
r a little annoyed and quite good-natured
I about it. To be sure, he noticed that she Tim h
omitted to mention having burned the let- Louisvill
ter. Probably though she had done so. lie that wh
would like to a~sure himself on this point, lamp-lig
h but he felt that he had rather imposed on
her already and was hardly in a pIsition to ro
h bold her to a strict account. Accordingly who live

when he wrote in reply he said nothing Mr. Iarn
e about the matter of the burning, and in- sisters,

Sdeed barely alluded to the missent letter. mento
lie said that he had made a very laughably eown, t
e stupid blunder and was no end obliged to a,
her for not being vexed at the troutble he nearly tl
had made her. and then without further so roma
Swords about the business passed on to talk ters in ii
love in su'ch a fervid strain that it is no won- three lat
der Grace forgot to criticise the suddenness
of the transition from expl:anation to protes- About f
I tation. lie had never writwen her such a let- Joseph
ter before. Lucy camne out as Grace sat accomp
reading Farrell's letter the second time over. sailed f(

A "I suppose he explains all about that West It
ae mvsterious letter?" she said as she saw the

hend-writing, and glanced sharply into wealthy
e- (race's face. land in

tit "I am perfectly satisfied," said Grace,and childrel
as she raised her happy glowing face to her began.
d, sister's Lucy could but conclude the expla-n
nation had t•een most unexpectedly com- i
d plete. Nor did she ever afterward think of still ret

1 doubting it. She said to herself, "lie is idad, D
el i coming in a day or two, I will wait till I see imn o i
Shim, and then will tell him how badly I to e
le- feel and he will explain it all."
on A couple of days later he did come, for a island,

lat mere flying visit of a single evening. Grace in the

was just enough afraid of her big lover to swindl
add an exquisite thrill to her love for him. not di
Nevertheless she went down stairs to the United
parlor quite intending to broach the subject
r of the letter at the first good opportunity she shatter
found in the course of their conversation. Ill., an
it But there came no opportunity. She was means
r. very much in love, poor thing, and when i,

8, she entered the room and saw him standing the ra
his there, so big and so handsome, and saw his

we eyes rest on her so full of glad proud fond- four m
ers nes, she felt just one spasm of shame for were It

md all the suspicions she had cherished concern- land.
n ing him and then forgot them wholly for the of a bi
but rest of the evening, giving herself quite up husbai
of to her happiness.
ih It wanted bute a week of the wedding. tune I.

tall During the ensuing days the bustle of prep- mercy
her aration, the multitude of things that must be seven

done and must be thought of, necessarily di- Ars
" verted her mind; and then when, the day be-
It fore the great day, Farrell came and was so me!

rho handsome, so devoted, so glad, how could two c
of she help quite forgetting all else in a flutter quent

of pride and happiness? But when that Ms.
en- night, the night before the wedding, she was

tier at last alone in her room, then she was nearer
uld than ever to opening that dreadful let- Caif:

I it. ter. How could she, how could she, go ter d

and through the morrow's solemn lifelong con- Ill.
dour secration to her lover with this vague, un- and

me, formed, awful doubt of him hid in her
but heart? Nay, in justice to him it not to her- ten 3

hich self she was bound to clear her minld of it. Calif

g to She had no right to come to him with that ragin
between them. Never had the temptation plain
taken a guise so specious. She caught up tacke
Ithe the letter in a nervous grasp. Half way shite annil

nly, tore the envelope in two. Then her strength

itht. failed. She had never done a mean thing in went
you her life. Was this mean? Hl:d who a right to up in

open the letter or not? Was it his or hers? SUr
he Tier head was in a whirl. She cried-but child

di- did not open the letter. did I
it to Next day came the wedding. It is treason girls

t to to as true a heart as every beat, but I must cate
i, it own it, even when she was m:akling the rc- al 1

your sponses to the minister she could not quite
tfor forget the letter. It was the grain of sand year
stead under the eyelid that could not he forgotten. tem
Irhlch If she had been less in love with him, if she live
ould had been ready to take a philosophical view Witl
oid. of the matter, andl to realize that her lover, drer
had while an immensely good fellow as men
t lie went, was not perfect, no doubt she would mee
hat have forgotten it quite. But to that she sept
1 conld not des.cend. She must love him Cro
nthe wholly, nmut give herself to him with en-
nc thusiasm or atith an anguish of conflicting ao
rath, emotions.
3 Many a time the words trembled on her Lou

o lilps, "That letter--obh. Fwrell! tell me j
cond about that letter. Tell me the worst, that I thr
spectmay forgive you." e

l utshe could not summon streneth to
r, utter them, flow could she let him kno wel
iat this late day that all along shahad sus- ed

me so pected him? And then, too--for she must witi
also think of that-though she felt she could sn
r I .l. ie ,,rapiur after forgiving tihn the worst ut
to her thing than she was now, what if he should

ei meet her questions with the anger of guilt, an
w should falter and try to deceive her? Then Ing
right she would be worse ofl than ever. And so liv
if she the "worm in the bud" gnawed at her

rdig- damask cheek, and her husband said to her

snder after the first week of their honeymoon trip:

r iefy "Grace, dear, we are traveling too fast.
t see. You are not well. We will stay here li

himto awhile."
ut But she Insisted that she was well and all

thewas would rather be moving. we

re moat They came home at last and set up house*
eletter keeping in the most charming of little on'
walked hous•es. Never was a more devoted hus- dir

band and or, in spite of her happiness, a more wl
nb eyes hppy wife. Perhaps her temperament

was rather morbid. It was one of those s
now hich are only fitted for complete emotions.

eited 'They can not halve and quarter their emo t
id tions or console themselves with averages. its
dhaoeIt seems scarcely fair to call them morbid th
foon w on that account, though I admit it cer- tii
o she tainly is hard to see what business such peo-.he ple have in this imperfect world. Grace beo- P
t rled Pa to think she at least had none. She be- a

gtdll' bya to be concerned about her state of mind. n(
d tIe he was growing worse and worse. Sbe t
p must in some way put an end to this situ - hcnlsia tion. That letter, now hid away in the bot-
l tom of her bureau drawer, was withering
W hat her away as if it had the malefcent power of o

a wlteh's cadle.emed o tine evening Farrell esme home In sa un-
witad usually arfectioate frame of mind--ad un-
as muc usual affection on the part of a six weeks'
bridegroom implies a good deal. After din- t
ne as they were sitting alone In their cosy
pe lettr ft e parlor before the glowing grate fire, he
o fell to talking, really in a ver pretty way,
Spierce about how much she was to him, how by her
Sor two the pride of alsil be did was doubled, and a
t not how the thought of her was to him a hun* o
blin ds dred times a day like a draught of generous fi
m being wine, Alliang bh veins with fre and impart- I
eletter ing a fresh zest for all his duties; and how

t t in short be did every way eontritely own
aoshrit- himself the mont ntdeservedly, greedilv, l
a she i grasplnrinl, happy man whom a woman ever c

Sih tem pted to forget in herself the Supreme d
,r heart Author of good.
Sthe let* To his smazement, she interrupted this

lim pretty speech with a butrst of tearsn, an,
thrusting away his eomlforting arms, cried:
Swite "oh, Iam abad womta! I don't deserve a
already!' to make you happy."

S Then, while astonishment yet held him
muIte she sprang up crying, "Wa lt a min-
e ute," ad ran out o the room. lie hteardI
eto her dflying upstairs to their room and it was

time - not ten seconds before she came running
lt, down agatn and entered the parlor with a

wee letter In her hand. Her face was pale, wet
W 5upt* with tears and set with resolve.

"I have been false to you, Farrell," she
'owi exelaimed. "You remember that letter
r er ex von telegraphed me not to open buttoburn.
flmlight I did not open it but I never burned it. I
~ *kept it, doubted you, Farrell I am a
ee faithless bad wife. Can you ever forgive

nold ieel me?" and. throwing the letter upon the
the should burning coals in the grate, she east herself
wa s the into her hnsband's arms and buriedherface
e o her unhis shoulder,i * m not qUt asinwt lit. .wa tht t.l r" ,

I roell exelaimed. 'mla net positive that it was
giat and not some eleoulatpon of vexation whieh t I is
Smooment na ell metto put on paper. But be.

iai a gs* ore the Ismes had more than brownd thel n letter, he had am.Ru. p, sttl is wfe
rather unoeremonious, nher faet, aid

r e ysS atelted it from the co t. tore it opea.
1l 1 wrmo "Ieok here, yo liutt goose." he ex-

clamed ,turonia up the gas with td hanmdIn I eme that helt the letter while with the other he
at egsranm sangbt tbi sirinknf Igureof bhi wife abo•t

- teemuu the _aist.. " here and ee what It is
,e1Por "Oh fb, M•_'," ;he •aid,- I don't wuat so

-eer It. l don't wantto. I am ashamed BCIl
msof melf now."

"I onsist. that you shall see it," he said. FROM i
:Ilc on ashe sprel4 out the ern- of birds' I

to d the Arlthat had been to Can.iton
..'.elt i.'.ie;tlld a,; thert•F'wrdt of the-'lu. Java. T

It ',rrtI Iiinrinbte. •~'"t. for sunil y 1,t. from :t 1
tI.o, whnI :11 othr er!'l :, and ki.Iirl:d are comp s
i\:liI it s with a chleck in li luidati , of the Iby a spe e
sa1utetti. dw against ra

o - ", excla"imed Farrell. wheln .. i h(
W:a•_ oin to mna rro u iVO I rclplpl the club. The point

and•, sIhad no ,dot oa: bill tto 1y. You ar, The point
-••. a fearful iittle tectotaler that when I shape, wE

flmll, I had gent tire bill to ,ou I was in a semble ve
terrcnle state of mind. It might dish mie leaf. Ne'
eintirely. And " I tele rah. Ahduht ' irst-ha
Iou didn't seenm to mirln it antd didn't a tirst-cla
,p,"'ak of it, of cutrCe I wasn't going. to speak have a sh

o "t. And thata acu hit e m•.'.,r w!ih Vyo. china or

all this time! iGod bless my soul! You dar- also have
liin little eoose!"lar

(irace hmad never crIed .o mueh in her life
as she dill with her face hid in her hub:md's side; the

coat collar during the next hour or so, and oyster shi
was never so utterly happy.--Edward Bel. cup as p
lamy, fis Good Compar/y. should b

taste.
An baterestlig Family Romauce. THE 1

TiE happiest household in the city of of preer
Louisville, says the Courier-Journal, is Prof Art
that which nightly gathers about the ed in thi
lamp-light at the residence of Mr. F. P. at ef
Baron, the well-known stove merchant, ing to a
who lives on Green S'reet, near Wenzel. Mills, of
AMr. Baron's estimable wife and her two I)r. Ster
sisters, Mrs. Lizzie Cross, of Sacra.- ixmont
mento, Cal., and Mrs. Ilettie Lowe, of fectly s
Iowa, are reunited after a separation of ulyr f ib
nearly thirty years, under circumstances fib
so romantic and unusual that few chap- proelti
ters in fiction are as entertaining. The than a
three ladies are of English parentage. pleasant
About forty years ago their father, •Ir. As i
Joseph Powell, of London, England, Ah I
t accompanied by his wife and children, the fret

sailed for Trinidad, one of the British tions, at
i West India Islands. Mr. Powell was sengers
wealthy, and had made purchases of vised b

land in Trinidad from agents. The '"witin
d children were small when the voyage engine

r began. It lasted four months in a sail- passeng

. in vessel, and consequently theycan aiding

of stil remember it. On resching Trin- thetrail
is idad, Mr. Powell discovered that it was means

e impossible formn unacclimatedforeigner catches
to live there. Disease was ravaging the connect
a island, and, further, he discovered that drum ii
ee in the purchase of the land he had been upoi t

to swindled out of a large sum. They did in doin
* not disembark, but came on to the springs

he United States with the remainder of his a rate

he shattered fortune. He went to Peoria, thetr
in. Ill., and settled there, investing all his thern
as means in property. He was swindled transfe
n again, and, to crown the misfortunes of

the family, the' father fell ill and died Amerit
id four months after arriving. The family riage t

for were left almost penniless: a strange' te t
n- land. Mrs. Powell pined away and died heels
the of a broken heart, one month after her wheels

ti husband's death. This great misfor-

ng. tune left four little girls and a boy at the
ipv- mercy of the world. The oldest was

be seven years old, who is now IT ii

Mrs. Baron. The children secured of the

so homes with kindly people, and for custos
iti two or three years saw each other fee- an El
Iter tluently. Then came a separation. world
that Mrs. Baron remained in Illinois, Mrs. havinl

was Lowe went to Iowa, and Mrs. Cross to trodut

l California. The other brother and sis- Thus

,go ter died soon afterward in Springfield, tomar
on- Ill. The separation took place in 1852, "the

fim and Mrs. Cross, then a child of nine or a prat
her- ten years, accompanied her brother to land
fit. California, where the gold fever was walki

that raging. They made the passage of the cordi
tion plains in wagon trains, and were at- one o
UP tacked by Inidians, narrowly escaping near

nth annihilation of the party. Iter friends stand
in went to the mines, and the little girl grew ing t

t to up in the magic chan•es and romantic when
ers? surroundings of the gold mines. The grout

but children lost sight of each other, but yard:

did not forget. Years passed, and the mare
.ason girls grew up to be intelligent and edu- thus

mnst cated youg ladies. They married, and bon
re- all married well. Then they began to this i

Syearn for each other, and after many at- mou

t tn. tempts discovered where each other wad
she lived, and a corresponence began. the

view With household duties and their chil- sun.
ver, dren to occupy them, they could not tom

otin meet on account of the distance which that
tshe separated them. Last spring Mrs. chti

him Cross's husband died, and some time grea
en- ago she came East, stopping for some shot
ting months with her sister, Mrs.the 1

a b her Lowe, in Iowa. Then both came to tim
'lme Louisville, and several days ago the stro

hatI three long-separated sisters were reunit- inha

ed happily. A happiler group could not burl
no well be imagined. They are all respect- doe

thsed people, occupying high estimation rol

mut with their aclua'intances. There are chu
could romantic threads underlying this brief cin

or4t outline which deserve fuller relation, dice

ulit and Mrs. Cross, it is understood, is go- the
Then Ing to write the history of the eventful apj

id so lives of the three sisters. ti
at her ______or _

To her The Heat Yielded by the Sn. the
ttrip : -4

Siexr SNC there is every reason to be- h
lieve that the sun's radiation is equal in thi
i ad all directions, it follows that, if the sun thi

were surrounded by a great shell of ice, ya
I one inch thick and 186,000,000 miles in mii

Su diameter, its rays would just melt the sui
more whole in the same timne. wi'

rament If, now, we suppose this shellto tho
those shrink in diameter, retaining, however, of

n the same quantity of ice by increasing tot
eag. its thickness, it would still be melted in
mbid the same time. Let the shrinkage con- at

t cer- tinue until the inner surface touches the to
hpe- hotosphere, and it would constitute li

ean envelope more than a mile in thick- th
mind. ness, through which the solar fire would si

tshe still thaw out its way in the same two in
stuhours and thirteen minutes; at the rate,
teo aceording to Herschel's determinations,

own e of more than forty feet a minute. Her-
schel continues that, it this ice were vi
soun- formed into a rod 45.3 miles in diam- b

indu eter, and darted toward the sun with s

It d- the velodty of light, its advancing point n
e etosy would be melted off as fast as itap- tt
ar ble preached, if by any means the whole of *

t the solar rays could be concentrated to

lead upon it. Or, to put it differently, n we d
un could build up a solid column of ice tl

enerou is from the earth to the sun, two miles and
a quarter in diameter, spanning the in- '

onceivable abyss of ninety-three mil-
rev d lions of miles, and if then the sun should t
na e'er concentrate his power upon it, it wouldit

ur reme dissolve and melt, not in an hour nor a

pd this minute, but in a single second; one
ardt. n swing of the pendulum, and it would be *
i ewater; seven more, and it would be dis- *
tde seve sipated in vapor. f

I formulating this last statement we
e t h im have, however, employed, not Her- t

eea e-rd schel',s figres, but those resulting from
dd ita tu later observations, which increase the

running solar radiation about twenty-five per
Swit wh a cent., giving fifty feet, snd not forty

pale, wet feet, as the thickness of the ice.crat I

rel," "sh which the sun would melt off of his own
at letter surface in a minute. An easy calcula-

ttobbr*. tion shows that to produce this amount 1
St. I of heat by combuion wonld requir

'er fov the hourly burning of a layer of antr-
upon the cite coal sixteen feet (five meters) thickt

ster self over the entire surface of the sun-four-
erheface fifths of a ton per hour on each square

thtfoot of r o t leateighttimes m

r -t Is mcnowna to art. It is equivalent to
But be a continuous evolution of more thanownedthe se thousand ippt .power on every

.. isie footof the ba's whole area. s

ire i.ai William Thompson has shown, the
sun, if it were empo•ed of solid coal
tteh and ad prodauced its heat by comboustion,
e other he would burn oaut in less than six thousand

wieabu years .- C.- r* ang,. I 'bpertr
n't want Is I Scioce Meufidi-

SCIENCE AND IrDUSTAT. Oui
FRnoM $1,000,000 to $2,000,000 worth

of birds' nestsare annually imported in* IBHAT 2
to Canlt'on, most of them coming fr om
.Jva. They are very expensive, costing cr:l ever r,

from •:; to 140 per pound. The nests Ten little p
are composed of pure gelatine, secreted Nestling s~

by a s~. ciee of swallow and deposited iiek,,• y •e.hl
against a wall. MrsGrimull

LIKE horses,oysters have their points. Sef tr liy'
The points of an oyster are, first. the
shape, which, to be perfect, should re- But T~Ip-k
semble very much the petal of a rose- theo xva ,,p,
leaf. Next, the thickness of the shcll: what a bell

a first-class thoroughbred native should fitig,' i , ,,
have a shell of the tenuity of a thin t've ni,, o

china or Japanese teacup. It should Floms. like

also have an almost metallic ring, and a .\Ud ''

peculiar opalescent luster in the inner And Puck,
side; the hollow for the meat of the ,,o a th
oyster should be as much like an egg- ~~td ,•kt
cup as possible. Lastly, the meat itself And ink
should be white and firm and nut-like in thiAnd k'
taste.

TnE London Times says: "The new ev
and apparently most valuable method Ilinmbs, kit

of preserving raw meat, discovered, by Are pretty
Prof Artimini, of Florence, and patent-
ed in this country, promises to have a
great effect upon our markets. Accord- CI
ing to a report by Profs. Barff and I
Mills, of the Glasgow University, and CEtt l
l)r. Stevenson, of Guy's Hospital, meat little gir
ix months old, was found to be per- fatorite

fectly sound and good, the mus- hart
cular fibre unchanged and the nutritive o bright
properties unimpaired. The material to the
employed is said to be less expensive Bron's
than salt, and not only wholesome but "Oh, II
pleasant to the taste." right h:

As ingenious method for obviating that!"
the frequent stoppage of trains at sta- Accor
tions, and yet accommodating the pas- pared tc
9 sengers from these stations, has been de- scenc
f vised by M. Hanres, a Frenchman. A one io

e waiting carriage," comprising a steam class tht
engine with special gear and space for pected I

-passengers and luggage, is placed on a the folk

siding at the station, and picked up by pointed.
the train as it goes past. The latte , by said as
means of a hook on its last carriage, oken,
r catches a ring supported on a post and else
connected with a cable wound on a try"

a drum i the waiting carriage. There- Wh

,a upon the drum begins to unwind, and tion ab
d in doing so compresses a system of girl, wl
t springs, while the carriage is moved at pressiol
a rate gradually increasing to that of ell of a
the train. The engine of the carriage world!
then winds in the cable, the train and Miss
d carriage are connected, passengers are "Oh
of transferred (the carriages being of the plied,
'd American type) from the joined car- find yo

Sriage to the train, and vice versa, then aboutl
the two are disconnected, and the en- ing-cal
ed gine of the carriage working on the At any
er wheels brings it back to the station to do-

whence it was taken. afterw

he ceeded
Grave.yard Superstition. eedsra Cel

nw IT is seldom that one hears nowadays just ci

ed of the observance of the quaint funeral her he

for customs which formerly existed in many use to

re- an English country village, the old- could
)n. world notions which gave rise to them half t

irs. having died out, owing perhaps to the in- of ari

Ito trodnction of railways and school boards. her a.

sis- Thus in the north of England it was cus- posit-

tld, tomary, only a few years ago, to carry thing

52, " the dead with the sun " to the grave- tea ta

or a practice corresponding with the High- was a

to land usage of making "the deazil" or brothe

was walking three times round a person ac- desire

the cording to the course of the sun. On gone

at- one occasion, in the village of Stranton, "U

ing near West Hartlepool, the vicar was music
nds standing at the church-yard gate, await- little
rew ing the arrival of the funeral procession, tore 1
ntic when, much 'to his surprise, the entire one,

the group, who had come within a few "

but ards of him, suddenly turned back and the i
the narched round the church-yard wall, sitior

idu- thus traversing its west, north and east regal

and boundaries. On inquiring the reason of mark

n to this extraordinary procedure, one of the moth
Sat- mourners quickly replied, "Why, 'e I jus
ther wad no hae them carry the dead agtun life;

tan. the sun; the dead mann ay go wi' the sevel

uhil- sun." 'This is not unlike a Welsh cus- "
I not tom mentioned by Pennant, who tells us ing;
hich that when a corpse was conveyed to the use J

rs. church-yard from any part of the town teen
im e great care was always taken that it will
ome should be carried the whole distance on linei

Mrs. the right-hand side of the road. From will
se to time immemorial there has been a cult,

the strong feeling of repugnance among the mini

unit- inhabitants of rural parishes to you
inot burial "without the sanctuary." This

pect- does not mean in unconsecrated adi

tion ground, but on the north side of the subj
are church, or in a remote corner of the into

brief church-yard. The origin of this preju- Wl
tion, dice is said to have been the notion that Will

sgo- the northern part was that which was eith
mntfl aprpriated to the interment of tnbsap- 'c

tized infants, excommunicated persons, I c
or such as had laid violent hands upon ea
.themselves. Hence it was popularly sch
known as "the wrong side of the cat

o be- church." In many parshes, therefore,' whi

sl in this spot remained unoccupied, while a s
isun the remaninig portion of the church- de

yiice, ard was crowded. White, in his a
les in History of Belbornse, alluding to this lid

Itthe superstition, says that as most people (

wished to be buried on the south side o It
ellto the church-yard, it became such a mass nai

sever, of mortality that no person couldbe in- br
aasing terred "without disturbine or dislac-

tedin ing the bones of his ancestors." Great the

a con- attention has generally been paid, also, t
es the to the position of the grave, the popn-
ftiute lar one being from east to west, while i

thick- that from north to south has been con- m

would sidered not only dishonorable, but un-
he two lucky.

e rate, A curious surviving custom at Welsh
ations, funerals is termed the "parson's

penny." After reading the burial ser-
Swere vice in the church, the clergyman stands o

dism- behind a table while a psalm is being Ci
nith sung. In the mean time each of the

point mourners places a piece of money on CO

t the table for his acceptance. This cer-
heo mony is regarded as a token ot respect a
tirted to the deceased, although it was no

,r1fwe doubt originally intended to compoensate it

of Ie the clergyman for pramying or thea
leaand soul oe the depa'ted. In some

thein- Welsh parishes, also, a similar custom,
reml- called ,spade-money," is keptn up. A- t

should te the corpse has been committed to t

would its resting.place, the grave.di ger pre-
u nor a sents his spade s a receptaele fordo.
4; one nations, ihese offerings, which often P
ould be amount to a goodly sum, being regarded
Sbeds- as his perquisite. In Yorkshire, at the

funerals of the rich in former days, it d
eetwe was customary to hand "burnt wine" to it

t Her- the company in a silver fa.on, out of i

ggfrom which every one drank. This beverage
ease the seems to have been a heated prepara- a

lve per tion of port-wine with sugar and spice,
ootforty and should any remain, it was sent

ce crust round in the flagon to the houses of a
hisown friends fordistri.bution This, of course,

calcl c was a species of funeral feast, called in I

amount the north of England an "arval"--a
elingerin survival of the offerings that 4

original were made to the ghost ofthe
)thilt deceasa.

n--our- Among the superstitionsathat still cling
I sqsare to the church-yard may be mentioned

taes t one that has existed from the most re-

du u f ar- mote period, and which has investaed It
raleu to with as atmosphere of dread-it having

oe th an been generally supposed that they are
on every hunted by secters and appariions.

r. As Indeed, tus beenrly pointed out by
oWn, the Mr. Tylor that through all the chaages
so c al of relUgious thought from first tolast in

ubsstioo, the course of human history, the hover-
thousa nd ing ot of the dead make the mid-

p bnightburial .gr•und place where men's
flesh creeps with terror.

Our Young Folks. ed him n1J
- did know l

IWHAT THE MOTHER-HEN BAID. ,Salt,"
CII'KTIl. good to t

ltind ever II hen such woinebCll ll uck? cows liked

Tun little pulllity, tlulity thiln•. though he
Nestling si cosily under mly wings. Celia

HICkk,# hirkorll/. dlili'orll, dIr '! could not

Mrs Grialikini ;rve ins' it shock i went back
eceing liy Trop-knot taking Ia drink, sic lesson

She put out her paw as quick its it wiuher

But Tip-knot is smart, and Top-knot is spry,
She r.t' lipuss the slip in the gilalce of an eye; and he
T'I'olp's wili'i'rfil cihick! It's e:s'v to see find the b
What a belle, by awl by, uly Top-klot will be. Ipl at her

l iglli iii, 3iiitlcrht , U'it llgteh, Ue.! down up
I've niul otlicer' darlings lvely ais she; the table
Ilos•. like a pullT-aill, pretty as silk, Shl e tri
And Snow-drop and Trotty, whiter than milk: and on R

And Puck, who will do nme great credit some no time,

'T, hti'r that chick cr1ow is good as it play) das n

And pieckli, and Friskie, anld iussey, and day of gr
Prink, o lth

And lirwnle, and Blackle, nlOW what do yOu could thi
thhink? Ir. Web

Was ever a prouder mother than I? fact, noll
Were eve'r such chickens idter the sky?

,aimbs, kittri'-, tbii•i s il oithr wee things, fact, thlal

Are pretty, but dear me, ItsU tll tii' iuii: s! useful •st
-- "l od-Ate. In dles,

* her moth
CELIA'S COMPOSITION.

I -have hoi
CELIA was twelve years old; a briglt composi

little girl at her lessons, anxious to be letter to
at the head of her clitsses :and a general cused,
favorite in school. No matter how long her cxai
or hard the lesson, the first little face and ask
to brighten as the teacher marked it offt
to the class was sure to be Celi jeMrs.
Brown's; hers the first voice toexclaim: gv ti
"Oh, I reckon we can get it if we try ter went
right hard; and I certainly will do ed. He
that !" ssu i

Accordingly, Miss Nelson was pre- I might

pared to receive a bright look of acqui- write ac
escence from Celia, at least, when she hllts you

one morning announced to the little o-t
class that a composition would be ex- out othi

pected from each one on the Friday of soratI"'

y the following week, but site was disap- reason i

pointed. To her surprise, Celia's face knowing
said as plainly as words could have none of t
spoken, " I can't possibly do it, Miss usefui ar

Nelson, and it's of no sort of use to the rei
try." lovely I

What are we to write a composi- ctose'
i tion about, Miss Nelson?" asked one an Intors

i girl, whose face matched Celia's in ex- si i aso
t pression. "I don't know enough to railors

follows I
tell of any one single thing in thiswhole many di
id world!"' about tb
world. 

tosetb
Miss Nelson smiled. to tou

ro "Oh, yes. you do, my dear," she re- that. At
le plied, pleasantly. "1 think you will horn, a'

r- tind you know something worth telling foo th
n about salt when you put on your think- must tel

n- ing-cap and make up your mind to try. wiem.

he At any rate, that is what I expect you salt is st

)n to do-t rI And I will let you know ou In

afterward how nearly you have sue- vert so
ceeded to my satisfaction." son, ant

Celia Brown never said a word. She this ti

a ust closed her lips tightly and shook lkam
i her head in utter despair. "It was of no

ny use to talk to her; a composition she To

could not write. Pages of spelling,' Nelsor
em half the grammar or geography, miles letter

in- of arithmetic, would not have daunted it was

ds. her anything like the mere word com- the wl

us- position.. She could not think of any. ability

rry thing else that afternoon, and at the not wi
e- tea table she looked so abstracted and fact 1
gh- was so unusually silent, that her big little

or brother Tom, just home from college, she lt

ac- desired to be told if her tongue had "how

On gone out to spend the evening.
on, "O sister, how you did practice your
was music lesson this afternoon," added
sit- little Willie: "you just banged and O

on, tore ! I reckon she didn't count her ivritif
tire one, two, three's much, amma" door.

few "Mamma, Miss Nelson has told all smT
and the girls in my class to write a copt - small
rall, sition for nextFriday " said Celia, is- "WIt

ast regarding her brothei' personal re- f

n of tmarks, and looking anxiously at her "

the mother; "and I know I can't do it. se i

v I just couldn't do it if it would save my It

ain life; I would rather undertake to recite augh

the seventeen chapters of history!" I.
cs- "Nonsense," said her father, lanu:t- you
Is u ing; "it is quite time you learned to

the use you mind in composition. Seven- bush

own teen or twenty-seven chapters of history "

t it will not do you half the good that six mon

eon lines of carefully-written composition "

rom will do. And you will not find it dull-

In a cult, Celia, if you do not make up your
the mind qgainst it. Did Miss Nelson give

to you a subject?" you
This "Yes, papa-salt," was the reply, in

ated a disgusted tone. "The idea dasuch a van

the subject! I can't think how anything b
the minteresting could be written upon salt! b

"Oh, write about the' cat,' exclaimed

tht Willie. "I wouldn't write about salt, T
was either; nasty stuft! Just write on the tat

b p 'cat.' I'll tell you exactly what to say: dim

so, I can write a composition. Pooh! it's wh
easy. Wait till mamma sends me to the

lal school. Now you just write this, ' The thai

f the cat is a real nice animal. It's got three will

fore, white feet and one black one. It's got ai
whilea spot on its breast, too. It has four i

lreh- dear little kittens; and it washes her th

his face every morning with hd paws. She bo
this licks her jace-this ain't nice; but what ha

ole canyou expect from a poor silly cat? ard
S It don't know an better. And ours is so
s named Thomas stilda, after nurse's of

be in- brother and sister!"
ine- "Bravo, Willie!" exclaimed his fa- sto

Gt ther, joining in the hearty laughter of h

als the others at the little boy. "So you fe
can write a composition. I'd advise up

hi sister to call on you for help, by allto
i on- means"
t n "eThat composition might do for you,

Willie, dear,' said Celia, still laughing; sel

Welsh "but I think it would sound rather queer
rson's to Miss Nelson."

a er"Why, you needn't care Ahow it

sd soe ds. Need she, papa? She lust wbeing tells every single bit shte knows. Ihat lit

Stl isthe wa• rm going todo when I write D
neeyomn ct sitons."
'in e- That is tolerably sound advice," at

rc said her mother, looking at her, with a
p smile. "Just put the thought of 'how

ao it will sound' quite out of your mind,

rh and write down all you know about h
O salt."
om The next day was Saturday. AboutAto -ten o'clock Celia sat down at the little I

ied to table in her bedroom, and made up her P
Smind to try.

fd "Salt!"' she wrote at the top of her
Soften paper, and then there came an awful h

r gded pause. "Oh. dear, what shall I say about

,t the ? 'Salt! Salt-' Well, I'm sure l
a , it don't know what it is exactly, unless

iin " to its sallt! and here Celia's thoughts were

iout f interrupted by a laugh "'[ et old

rver ae Webster," she continued, ti jiking
reag a aloud. "Let's see now," and she

whirled the leaves rapidly to the S's.was sent "Ur!! here it is: 'Salt-chloride of

of sodium-a substance used for seasoning t
course, certain kinds of food, and for the

ailed in preservation of meat, etc. It is found
r v''- a nat!ve in the earth, or it is produced by

ng that evaporation and crystallization from
t t of the rimrn te d whainepatticl

tiWell, I do eclare! If that's all Mr.
ngll Webster has to say about salt, how
tn should Ibe expected to know any more?
most r The idea! Why, I don't know any more,

ted it and I don't know that! Well, I do say
I having Miss NelZson is unreasonable." Celia

hwriggled herself nearly off her chair,paritions. iRghed. groaned, fanned, hersel, bit
tb her pen-handle, and finally, at Willie's

chgs call, jumped up and ran from the rooms

tllast n leaving the eomposltion still to be

e hover- written.
the mid- She and her little brother mounted

rremen's the see-saw in the garden, and during
this pleasant pastime Celia interrogat-

ed him upon what he knew about salt)
Wille didn't know much, but what he
did know he generously told.

- Salt," he informed her. was very
good to make ice-cream with. That
cows liked salt." he also told her, "al-

though he didn't."
Celia laughed so at this that she

could not seesaw any longer, and she
went back to the house to take her mu-
sic lesson and afterward she drove out
with her mother; and the day went,
and she entered her room at night to
find the big sheet of blank paper staring
up at her in mute surprise as shie looked
down upon it, before consigning it to
the table drawer.

She tried again on Monday, slightly,
and on Tuesday. Wednesday she had
no time, that being one of her music
days, and Thursday was her ver very last
day of grace. She made a very strong
effort then, but at hetr very best she
could think of nothing superior to what
Mr. Webster's dictionary said; and, in

fact, nothing at all beyond one. simple
fact, that "salt was a very exceedingly
useful substance."

In despair she laid the matter before
her mother.

"M v dear." said Mrs. Brown, " if you
have lonestly tried and cannot write a

composition, you may yourself write a

letter to Miss Nelson a;king to be ex-
r cused, instead of mi doing it. Tell
her exactly how hart you have triedL
and ask her to give you an easier sub
ject."

`Mrs. Brown's eyes twinkled as she

gave this advice, and her little daugl
ter went up to her room much comfort
ed. Here is the letter she wrote:

I) ALt MISS NI:.Oa: Mamma told me that

I mlight write thix letter, Id arty that I rasher
i- write a cotnpolttlon on salt. the says, per

e haps you will be so kind as, to givt Ite tia
easier subject. I don't kInOW antnthnlg sihoil)

aC salt-at least, not much, except that it is dUk

out of the earth, and is then a mineral; and

sometimes we get it bY letting sai-water evap-

orate. 1 am veil' fond of salt, and for that

)- reason I kuow I ourght to be ashanell of not

Sknowing mlore aibut it. Last week Mary, our

cook, made the brea•ltd and forgot to salt it, aInd
e none of us could eat it. It certainly is a rer

is useful article. I)id you know that, to get the

tht' silver away from the rock it is buried Int
they roast the pieces with rzaltt 1 road this 1i

a lovely book called "Nelly's Silver MIne." Of
i. course they do somethintg else, ut they do

this, too, and I rleluenbor, becaso I felt such

San Itlorest Ia the vry wolrd. I didn't know
xit;tll I saw it n the d nary, that an old

h sailor is called at "salt;" I suppose b eatse he

follows the salt water. Are theMt hot a great
ie many different sorts of salt? I was tllhikilii

about m hem this ornln, he ocause happl,t'ol
to see the bottle that has the salt of lemot.ns i

it; you take out Iron rust from linen wits
C- that. And there Is saltpetr, and salt of harts,

,ill born, and the sldts you take for medicine
And matniity says we aould sea-terey have any

g efood that would be fit to eat without salt.

Lk- must tell you what funny thingll Wllie sadt
when I was talking tit W oip4tio ton

mamma. lie said. "Tell Aise Nelson that
OU salt Is the only thing that will catch a pigeon,

w ny I never ee t onear nough to trow it

on the tail." Well, my letter is done. am
1G very sorry to disappoint you, dear Miss Nel-

son, and I will tryreal hard next time. I tried

he this time, and could have done It, only I
Sknw of nothing to say.

oI am your affectionate scholar,
nIo ima BnowN.

,he To Celia's great astonishment, Miss
ri. Nelson insisted upon considering this
Ilos letter a composition' --as, Of course,

Led it was; and she read it herself before
t- the whole school. The secret;of Celia's

ny- ability to write a letterwhere she could
the not write a "composltion" lay in tlo

and fact that she unconsciously followed

big little Willic's advice and wrote what

e, she thoulght and fcl without regard to

had "how it might sound." -hurthlGan

'our Trom, the otblaet.ea

,c O day, as I sat at y office-desk
her writitg busily, I heard a knowk at the

door. "Come in," said I.

I all The door opened, and there stood a
small boy, very ragged and r:ater dirt.y.
cis What do you want'r I asked, sharply;
ie- for I va annoyed at the interruaption.

her "Please, sir," said the boy, will you
oit. setme up?"

my It was such a queer reqaest theat I

I. Yon are not a bowling-pin, are

heyou What in the worldm do yo meant"
d Please, sir, I want to be set up in
y.- business."

toy "'Oh! you want nle to give you some
Sx money." ,,
io t o, sir, I only want to betnow."

diffi- "And how much do you wantP"
r "tOnly twenty cents, sir."

gie "oWhat kind of bauinest.mi that set
you up in?"ly, in "The newspaper busiau,, ilr. I

ch a want to buy papers." h p peae
li "And you promii e to hay tl. money

i imed "Yes, sir." w

salt There was something aboutr the boy

a the tat pleased me. I ~hnded him two
odimes, and he went away. A friend

ii's who happened in, just as I wAs closing
e to the transalction, expressed tbhe opinion

The that I had been imposed upot, "hu
ree will never see that little rogue again,"

a gotdsaid he.
urDay after day passed, nd o began to

Sher think that my friend wnas .it. The
s he boy had not come backl, tut,, just as I

wt had about given him up, ho appceared,
and repaid the money honetly. Inwas

ise so pleased that I made 1hm a present
rse's of the amount, and added a trifle to it.

Two years or more' afterwards, I

his f stopped one day at a srteet-corner to
r o have my shoes cleaned. As I placed y
Syou foot onl tile bloc, the bootblack looked
avise nmI faceh on t a, and a d "I puhl like

Sto shine your shoes for nothing, sir.
" oWhy so?" saIdI. r
or you, "Don't you remember, sir, how you

iin; set me u hr'
Ter hen frnreognizediy old acqaint-

S ane, thouI h noh ad grown so that I

u s it should hardly have. known him. leto lust was thriving, he told me, ire~. is n,.w

I t line of business, and had oo pccasion
t w rite now to borrow any moreo mtaAy.

He had improved greatly iabia looks,rivice," and, what was better, .he had:been im-

th a I proving himself in many other ways.
rie of c had learned to read and write, adl,

amind, being ready to turn his band t al Ty

Sout honest work, he was trying bavnely to
make his way in the world.

nb out All this happened ar goit while cao.

of her undertook to do he did with a Will, mud
afhe soon found a better emplsoyment

abthan aking shoes,.
y abotw liF is nOw a prosperous merchant,

ru nless d if I were to tell you his n:une, yo,
y wwould hardly believe that he ewr ctllltl

s olre have been Tomn , the bootblck.--Alfrie d
S iakinowSe achyn, in thsecrtn.

the S's. PovErltY is, except where there is an
ride of actual want of food and raiment, a

Wiloi g thing more imaginary than recl., ''le

fo t he shame of povereay-ts ill: hnu ofp bein
i nd thought poor-is a gre•ant antd fatal
luc ed by weakness, though arilsI ith this coun-

d from try from theo fashion of the liaes them-
r articles.' ,esvi.o

ahFRIEINDS are discovered rathter tlIan
made; they are people who akin their

ny more, nature friends; onty they don't

' Celi4  know, each other; but relt, tlit 4ting#,er chalt like potry, music ai4 Paiatjng,., ut"f

rselt bit like the Freemason's sigtq thcy iret'ea

Wiillis' the initiated to each!

lI tober all were as willing to be .plcanant

and as anxious to please, in their. o~vn
i mouted hlomes as they are in the company ofnd during their neighbors they wmold huve thim

aterrogat happlest homes lnthe World. ••'
-' t

* L .,


