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BY EDWIN BARL.

Have you never heard
Our bonny brown bird
‘With little black necktie and
Jacket ?
No harvest could be
Complete without he
Was t&:ere with hig happy, melodious
racket.

gay yellow

He welcomes the dawn
Oe’rdew jeweled lJawn,
While deep in the grass shrills the slumber-
less cricket,
‘And his merry note .
Is always afloat
Ere robins astir in the hazelnut thicket

Above his sedate
Most motherly mate,
Asleep on her nest in the blossoming clover,
He swings to and fro
With the breezes that blow
His dutiful matins the wide fleld over.

‘Wherever you bide
5 The midsummer tide
When daylight grows longer and sunsets
grow mellow,
With his “O hear me
i Sing seek a ching chee,”
You’ll find him a most irrepressible fellow.

Yet like all the rest
Our brave little guest
1s oltf with the robin, the martin and swal-

OowW.
Like blessings they be,
So quickly they flee,
While vainly our eyes would their dizzy
flight follow.

And when o’er the bare
Brown meadows the air
Is atthrentenlng mist full of autumnal clat-
er,
The sweeter spring time
Of some other clime
Shall waken to welcome their musical
chatter.

Harper's Magazine—August,
Aunt Eunice’s Idea.

‘Really, T don’t like the idea at all,’
said mamma, looking puzzled; ‘and yet,
for the life of me, I can’t see what else

de.’

‘There is nothing else to do,’ I said,
resignedly. ‘I don’t like the idea either,
but I dare say I shall manage very well.)

I spoke dolefully, for all but the last
clause of my speech was painfully, lit-
erally true. There was nothing else to
do; I didn’t like the idea at all, but—I
had not the faintest hope that T should
smanage very well.’ Nothing so wild
entered my brain for a moment. On the
contrary, I was quite sure that I should
cover myself with shame and everlast-
ing disgrace ; but what is the use of
howling about a thing that can’t be
helped?

The case, you see, was this: Mr. Rob-
ert Duncan, an intimate friend of my
mother’s youngest brother, was on his
way to visit us, and must certainly ar-
rive in the course of a few days, That
was all very well, and had not concerned
me in the least until five minutes before,
when mamma had received a telegram
which announced the sudden illness of
her sister in Philadelpbia, and sum-
moned ber thither imperatively. It was
impossible to refuse to obsy the sum-
mons; it was impossible to motify Mr,
Duncan, for he was to take us in the
course of other travels, and nobody
knew his precise whereabouts at the

resent moment, Obviously, the only
thing te be done was to let tixln.u take
their course, But I?—only eighteen,
just out of school, & spoiled child, with
never an atom of housekeeping experi-
ence, with no idea of the duties of a
hostess—into what quagmires should I
not flounder before that terrible fort-
night was up?

“After all, it will not be so bad," said
mamma, encouragingly. ‘Mr. Duncan
will be out most of the time, Isuppose.
We are g0 near the city that he will

robably spend all his time there. Per-
Eups it is a good thing that I have in-
vited Aunt Eunice, for she can matron-
jza you, and Bridget will take all the
care of the housekeeping off your hands.
T am sure that you will be kind to Aunt
Eunice, Marion. She is ‘old and poor,

ou know, theugh of an excellent fami-
y. Her home is not very congenial,
for the nephew with whom she lives
married very much beneath him, and I
invited the poor old lady here, thinking
it would be a treat to her.’

Yes, I would bekind to Aunt Eunice ;
and Bridget, who had lived with us ever
since I could remember, was a host in
herself; but, all the same, my heart was
very heavy as I watched mamma drive
away, and thought of the burden that
was laild upon me,

The above convorsation with mamma
occurred on & Thursday, the 7th of Oc-
tober it must have been, and on the
same evening begins the journal which I
kept during my period of martyrdom,

October 7.—Mamma left to-day, and
about balf an hour after she had gone
Aunt Eunice Singleton arrived. ‘Aunt
Runice’ wo haye aiways called her,
though she is only a distant cousin of
my father's, Such a droll little figure!
She must have been pretty once, with
that helpless pink and white prettiness
which invariably fades into neutral
tints as the years go on, until the golden
hair and the peachy skin are all one uni-
form shade of dull whity-brown, and
the soft blue eyes are a pale, watery gray.
A limp, pathetic figure in her gown of—
what was her gown? As I live, a bro-
cade such as we may sigh for in vain in
these degenerate days. A green and
white brocade such as our grandmothers
wore, ‘thick enough to stand alone,’ as
the old saying goes. Originally it must
have belonged to one of her ancestors,
for, though a faint attempt at moderniz-
jng with the aid of a thin, shiny green
sllk is evident, it still bears traces of its
antique cut in the skirt, which is short
as well as scant, and the curious model-
ing of the bodice. And the bonnetl
My first idea was that it too had be-
lom to her grandmother, as T looked
at the huge flaring brim, lined with silk
of the brightest purple, but on dodging
behind her to get a fresh view of it 1 saw
that it was simply a Tuscan shade hat,
turned up behind and set upon the back
of her head. And-this hat was trimmed
with the richest  and rarest of old point
lace, yellow as coffee and priceless as
diamonds, Round her throat and wrista
she wore old point too, but not yellow
old point. 0{) no! Profanation! Who
had bad the heart to wash and starch—
yes, actually to starch it—until it stared
me?l' bristled and rustled with every mo-
tion of ber head or handsf An old-
fashioned broche shawl, which I found
she flattered herself might pass for In-
dian, and a pair ¢f cottcn gloves, com-
pleted her extraordinary array.

‘You didn't expect to see such a fine
old aunty, did you, dear?’ said Aunt

Funice, complacently, as she laid aside
her wonderful hat with the utmost care.
*You see, when I first got your mamma's
Jetter 1 thought I could not possibly
ome, for I had not a thing fit to wear.
ut Sarah Eliza—that’'s my nephew’s
ife, you know—she said, “Why, aunty,

; oonmlmat_wéhl.nc

came in and made __’-ll no
You wouldn’t guess_it was nearly a
undred

h old, would ‘gon, now?
Then,’ wenton Aunt Eunice, fortunately
vn.mnq‘for no reply, ‘about: my hat,

b
couvldn’t put one of your new-fangled
ﬂy-unylpupon my yotict head, m‘d‘l
else intown, My
old one wasn’t fit to wear; but at
Sarab Eliza bit upon this, and we found
O 18 e It atvls, And 46 86 g W
w ve e, an oesn'
it? It does we’ll enough ‘o:?lnt, you
see, but I couldn’t put such dirty stuff
next to my skin, =o' I just washed and
starched enough for my neck and
wrists, .and I think it does look very
T orold lady! Such s painfol feel

T O a pal ng
of mingled n{lurdity and compassion
took on of me us I listened to
her innoceént expose of waysand means,
that my beart grew too big for my breast
and forced the tears from my eyes as I
8100 and kissed her withered old

cheek. .
’" The time of Mr. Duncan’s arrival had
been very ancertain, but be arrived late
this evening, after Aunt Eubice had
gone to bed, and while I was still writ-
ing the above entry. I saw him, of
course, explsined matters, and spolo-
gze’d as well as I could, and sent Bridget
pilot him to his room. I wonder if
he is hungry? I never thougbt of it
before, but I can’t help it now. Besi eu‘
even if I had thought 'of it, I don’
 ooked ey erything wpand ves golog
ev ngupand was goin,
to bed, and I should never bave 511'95
to ask her to go down again and get
supper at that hour; so K:rhaps it’s just
as well, though I don’t like to. think of
his being hungry, Aunt Eunice and he
haven’t met yet.” I.wonder what he will
think of her?

October '8.—~Oh dear! one day isover
at last, but if they are all going to be
like this, what shall I do? There’s Aunt
Eanice, in the first place. She came
down to breakfast looking nice and
quaint and lady-like, in her plain brown

own, with white cellar and cuffs and

ttle muslin cap. When she saw Mr.
Duncan she started and said: g

‘I didn’t know that your friend had
come, my dear, or I would have put on
my brocade. There’s nothing like first
impressions, you know, and I do want
to do credit to the family.’

If she had only known what a relief it
was to me to see her in her plain morn-
ing dress! I am sure Mr. Duncan heard
her 8 h, for all he looked sograve
and abstracted, but that was nothing to
what came afterward. .

I don’t know whether people would
call Mr. Duncan a handsome man. For
my part, I think him one of the hand-
somest I ever saw, but then I am not &
{nd . . He is tlll, but not overpower-

ngly so, with brown hair and mustache,
a clear pale complexion, and eyes—no, 1
don't think I like his eyes.  They are of
aclear gray, shaded and black around
the edge of the iris, which gives them-
richness and depth. They are beautiful
eyes, I suppose, but they frighten me,
they are so clear and steady and pene-
trating ; they seem to look through you

if you were a pane of glass, And
they look as if they could be merciless
if they detected one shade of meanness
or duplicity in all your soul ; merciless
in their satire, too, if anything ever so
slightly ridiculous came under their
ken. But there! if I .ﬁo on frightening
myself this way I shall make a greater
goose of myself than ever.

Well, after Aunt Eunice bad expressed
her regrets about  her brocade, 1 intro-
duced Mr. Duncan to her, and we all eat
down to breakfast. Luckily everything
was very good, the steak done to a turn,
the potatoes golden brown, the coffee
‘clear as amber, fine as musk.! Aunt
Eunjce was rather silent and subdued.
Mr. Duncan did his best in the way of
talk, but I was too much frightened and
too much absorbed by my new duties to
be capable even of understanding him,
Aunt Eunice takes sugar ‘but no cream
in her coffee, and he takes cream but no
sugar; and while I was trying to en-
gmve these two facts upon my mind,

ow could I attend to what he was say-
ing? He is 'a lawyer, and bas been
traveling in Europe with Uncle Jack for
the last six months, and‘ his conversa-
tion naturally turned upon his travels.
He must think me a perfect dunce, for
after I had located the Tyrol in Raussia,
and confounded the Mosgue of St. So-
phia with St. Peter’s, and eéxpressed my
conviction that Venice wassituated upon
the Golden Horn, he turned his atten-
tion to Aunt Eanice." 8he, poor lady,
was evidently In a mortal fright lest he
should attack her on the same subject,
and, I suppose by way of turning the
conversation, she broke in with:

‘Did I understand Mation to say that
ur name: is Duncan? Thatisa very
'amiliar name to me.. There are many
Duncans in our place. Onr butcher is
named Duncan.’
1 glanced at him in dismay, but not a
muscle of his face moved, not even an
eyelash quivered, as he repilod. gravely:
‘Some connection of mine, no doubt.
We havo relations in every rank of life.’
Obviously Mr. Duncan is a gentleman,
but, all the same, it was a great relief to
me to hear him say, as we rose from the
table, for which T gave the signll ‘rather
recipitately, that he had busimess in
ork which would detain him the
t of the day, and that he
must ask me to excuse him if he did
not return much before dinner time.
Bxcuse !—and I.could have fallen on his
neck at the prospect of nine hours of
relief from my dutles as hostess.
Aunt Eunice sat lost in silont ponder-
ing forsome time after Mr. Duncan had
gone. Suddenly, just as I was about to
speak, she burst out ;
‘A butcher! Did he say that Duncan
the butcher was an uncle or a
cousin of his? Really, my dear, I am
not proud, but a butcher does seem
rather low down. 'Lhe Nortons always
held their heads pretty high, and what
our mamtna can be thinking of I don't
now. Was it his uncle or cousin,
Marion?’

‘Neither, Aunt Eanice,’ I said. ‘Prob-
ably he is no relation at all to Dancan
the butcher. He only sald it to spare
your feelings.’

“To spare my feelings?’ said Aunt
Eunice, looking up in surprise. ‘Why,
he never could have thought that Dun-
inu ;:z bnu:hie: {: a connection of mine!

n 'W coul spure my foeli to
ascknowledge his rahuonyahl ?:‘hh
own . uncle? Nn m;, my s“r; that
won't do. After all, I am “glad he bad
courage enough to tell the truth; tho
if you come to sparing feelin a lie
would have been much rore likely to
do that, But I honora man whoisn
ashamed of his relations—though a
butcher does seem 20 very low down.’

I could not stay to combat Aunt
nhn{lea's l;a- jcions, for Bridget was im-
perative! eman my presence in
the kitchen, and I was ob{!;ed to make
my escapeé to give orders for luncheon
and dinner—or rather to meekly adopt
Bridget's views upon the subject. Then
I went up again to Aunt Eunice, and
spent the rest of the day with her. I

talked with her, took her out to walk,

last |0

. . a
little more at my ease by this time, and
could listen to ‘what Mr. Duncan said,
and even after & fashion. The
only thing:
ﬁ:ﬂ Ioa";f:ixdmmr:!mmuy behavior. m
heﬂ;ﬁﬁe. sach’an hmglnahw
series of nods and winks did she keep

to be rebuked by a
of warning gisnces. I ssked Mr, D
can if the carving-knife. was sharp
enough, and she coughed me into
silence. But when I asked him if he
liked to carve, she very nearly shook
her head off in her. efforts to hush me.
Of course Mr. Dafican saw it all, and
was as much amazed bfitnl and far
more diverted, or so udge&__ by the
spasmodic_manner in which he buried
as much ofhis face'as he well could in‘
his napkin, and broke into sudden and
-uncalled-for fits of coughing, which left
him red in the face and “teary round
the lashes.”
. The evening passed off better than I
expected, with ‘music and talk.; Then
Mr. Duncan spoke of a volume of
poems which had recently come out,
and finding that I had 'not seen it, re-
ted one or two of them for me; and
then it was time to separate for the
night. Aant Eunice beckoned me into
her room mysteriously as I went up
stairs, after a consultation with Bridget
on the subject of breakfast.

‘My dear,’ said Aunt Eunice, solemn-
1y, ‘I know you den’t mean any harm
by it, and young things are always
thoughtless; but if I were you, I
wouldn’t talk so much about butchers
before Mr. Duncan. Depend upon it,
he won't like it.’

‘But, Aunt Eunice,’ I cried, in amaze-
ment and horror, ‘I never mentioned
butchers—never once. What on earth
should I talk about butchers for?’

‘That’s just it,’ said .Aunt Eanice,
calmly; ‘why should you? But to ask
him if his knlfe is sharp, and if he is
fond of cutting up meat—why, it was

ust the same as asking him if hein-

erits his father’s tastes, and no man
would like that, under the circum-
stances.’ #

fWhy, Aunt Eunice—". I. began, but.
she interrupted me.

‘There, there, my dear, that will do.
I rather wonder at your family, I must
say; but, after ‘all, he is' a very. clever
and intelligent young man—quite won-
derfully so, indeed, for a butcher’s son.’

I would have exclaimed, expostu-
lated, denied the allegation, but. had
.no time, for, with a hasty kiss and an
exhortation to run. away to bed and
keep my roses fresh, Aunt KEunice
closed her door upon me.

October 10.—1 am %etting used to my
new position, 1 think. Thanks to
Bridget, I haveno trouble about order-
ing meals. My only daties in that line
are decorating the table, and concocting
nice little dishes for dessert, etc., in
which I succeed Pret.ty well, thanks to
mamma’s carefu kept recipe-book.
To be sure, the lemon pies which I
rashly undertook were much harder
than orthodox lemon pies should be,
owing to my ignorance of the proper
amount of beating to be bestowed upon
them. But just as Aunt Eunice was
plunging me into the lower depths of
despair by her' cominiseravion, Mr.
Duncan suggested. that though they
might be rather a failure as pies, they
were unexceptionable if regarded as
caramels, and thus turned the whole
thing into a joke. He is so kind and
thoughtful! I believe it is because he
nlpprecintes the difiiculties of my posi-
tion that he spends the whole day in the
city, returning only in time for thesix
o’clock dinner. What should I do with
both him and Aunt Eunice upon my
hands for an entire day? Asitis, I am
afraid that she is bent upon deepening
the conviction of my utter idiocy which
I succeeded in impressing upon his
mind the first day. Last night, forin-
stance. During the day we had some:
how stumbled ;upon natural history in
the course of our talk, and I said some-
thing about turtle’s eggs.

‘Turtle’s eggs?’ cried. Aunt Eunice,
with an air of lively interest. ‘Do tur-
tles lay eggs? Why, I never knew that
before! But how do they hatch them?
Do they sit upon them?’

The notion of a turtle sitting upon its
oggs nearly convulsed me, but I con-
trolled myself, and explained the mode
which they adopt, as well as I could.
Aunt' Eunice appeared quite satisfied at
the time, but I begin to perceive thata
subject is never done with when you
think it is, where Aunt Euanice is con-
cerned. Hardly were we seated at the
dinner table when she broke forth:

‘Mr. Duncan, what idea do you think

this ridiculous child has got into her
head? She has been trying to convince
me that turtles sit upon their eggs like
bens! Turtles—with ' their hard shells
—just think of it! I told her that they
bury them in the sand and let the sun
hatch them; but no!'she sticks to it
that they make nestsin the reeds:and
rushes, and sit upon them. Do tel] her
that it is nonsense, that it stands to
reason it can’t be. I have tried to con-
vince her, but I can’t. Notthe green
turtles, you know,’ added Aunt Eunice,
with a sudden rush of recollection,
‘They are the only kind that I have ever
seen in front of a—a—market;
wouldn’t mention them for the world.
Bat the comimon little mud-turtles, you
know. They are not good to eat, and it
can’t hurt anybody’s feelings to men-
tion them.’
Poor Mr. Duncan! poor me! Inthe
midst of my wrath and mortification I
could not help laughing until I cried at
his puzzled face. ' Clew to her meaning,
of course, he had none, and though be
must have considered her demen
and me an idiot, there was nothing
worse than commiseration in the look he
bent upon me: People do pity idiots, I
suppose; but I wonder whether it is
worse to be an idiot and not know it, or
to be considered one and have no chance
of disproving the charge ?

October 12.—Things So onin much the
same way here. Mr. Duncan breakfasts
with us, then takes himself oft, and I see
no more of him until near dinner-time.
Yesterday 1 was obliged to leave Aunt
Eunice to her own devices most of the
morning. The nightbelnnl'ln recallin
some of the memories of his chil "
Mr, Duncan ex; ad to taste
once more such gingerbread as his
mother u-:} to n}:m:d é d::ermqu
to gra m. 8o con-
ealfod“%ont my_housewifsly accom-

lishments that’ I might have known
fm pride would bave: & fall sooner or
later. How in the world Bridget ever
came to make moiz blunderI can’t
tell; but the most trasted will fail some-
times. The gingerbread was all mi
.ndlw-dgnginmmdowly j
carefully. : ;
‘Bring me some flour,
“Here isn’t half enoough.

Bridget turned

tough, only volley

may.

'éyum, Miss Marion, there’s never a bit'
more,’ she cried—‘and me that forgot to
tell you about it this morning!’

NO more flour! I stared from the pan

Dun-{ could not help feeling,

1|1y, it didn’t bake at all;

’Brldgu.’ldd,
0l
upon me & face of dis- |’

at distressed me was Aunt | dof

Dad il |

in'vain, -

an w%grs“”lhlﬂng, T was
that she

and shaw
gone out alone. But for the anxiety I
] this would. have
been a most._welcome reprieve. It was
notthat I minded Am unice in her-
self, but I was begin to feel for the
first time in my life the necessity of
weighing my words when I talked to
Even with a]l the caution that it
‘was possible forme to exercise, how was
it possible to foresee what curlous twist
she would give to my words in repeat-
ing them, or ‘to the dis-
tortions which facts underwent in their

through her mind? Aunt Eu-
nice and Mr. Duncan together were be-
ooming too heavy ‘a load for my
slender shoulders to carry, thongh alone
1 felt:that neither of them would Bave
been rially formidable.

The 5ly wore on, and Aunt Eunice
[did not ‘appear. W’hen luncheon-time
came and , and still I. saw no
signs of. her, I became thoroughl
alarmed. I would have gone to searc
for her, but what would have been the
use of that when I did: not know where
to search? Mr. Duncan came back at
onunusnally early hour, and I was just
confiding my troubles to him, whena
confused noire in the street called us
‘both to the window. A rabble of small
boys was the first thing that we saw—
small, ragged boys, 'dancihg, shouting,
and yelling in a very ecstacy of enjog-
ment, after the manner of gamins the
world over. At first T saw no reason for
their triumphant demonstrations in the
Pprosaic butcher’s cart which they sur-
rounded, and-gazed in simple wonder
at their antics. Another moment, and
horror rushed over me, as I .saw the
glisten of a green frock on the front seat,
as a mild, faded face surrounded by a
purple halo bent forward and nodded a
cheerful greeting to me, and a band ina
aaggy cotton gleve waved its saluta-

on.

sAunt Eunice,’ I cried, rushing to the
door to receive her, ‘where have you
been? why did you go out alone? and,
oh! what you to come home
in this style?’

.

trol of my feelings, and, as I spoke, I
sank down on the stairsin a fit (‘)’? hys-

terical laughter. Aunt Eunice gazed at

me calmly.

‘It was a very d way,” she said,
with an air of mild remonstrance. ‘You
see, I thought that as you were busy, I
thought I would dgo without bothering
you, for once. Idid not say anything
about it, for I knew that you would in-
sist upon going with me. Well, I went
to New York, found my wax to the ferry
without any trouble, but when I got on
the other side, what with the noise and
the confusion, I fairly lost my head, and
wandered about for I don’t know kow
long, without an idea of where I was. I
was getting very much discouraged,
when suddenly I caught sight of this
man, and remembered that I had seen
his cart at your door. I bhad some
trouble to make bim hear me, but when
he did he stopped at once, and a most
civil spoken young man he proved to be.
He offered to calla cab for me, but I
said, “No, if he would just take me
himself in the-courseof his round, that
would do very well,”” People stare?
Woell, a little, perhaps; but you see no
ons could mistake me for anything but
a lady—wasn’t it lucky I put on my

cade ?—so0 it didn’t miuch matter.’

‘Did you—dld you stop. at many
houses ?’ I asked, falteringlz.

‘A ‘dozen or so,’ replied Aunt Eunice,
cheerfully. ‘It is singular what a com-
motion such asimple- thing as the stop-
ping of a butcher’s cart at the door
makes. Everyone rushed to the front
windows as if they had never seen one
before.’ I

‘Oh, Aunt Eunice! how could you?’ I
gasped, in irrepressible horror.

‘ffow could I what?’ asked Aunt
Eunice, innocently. “If it’s riding in a
butcher’s cart that you mean, I might
have objected to that a month ago; but
if gou have o scruples on that point,
why should I? I have mno doubt that
Mr. Duncan himself drove a cart when
he first went into the business, though I
suppose that he has got beyond it now.’

Ar. Duncan, who had been out to
settle with the man and disiniss the
boys, re-appeared . at; this juncture. I
glnnced at him in dismay. Had he

eard? I really could not tell. His
eyes were dancing, while the rest of bis
face was preternaturall rave; but
there was quite enough in the circum-
stances of the case’ to account for that,
without making it necessary to sup
that he had caught Aunt Eunice’s last
words I might at least hope that he
was still in ignorance of the horrors
which Aunt Eunice: ‘had seen fit to
thrust upon him.

My gingerbread ? I had forgotten all
about it in the anxiety of the afternoon
and it did vot return to my mind unti
we sat down to table.

sHow did the gingerbread bake;
Bridget 7’ I asked. {

‘Sure, ma’am,’ said Bridget, com -
it boiled’—pro-
ucing in proof of her words a cake-pan,
of which bottom and sides were thickly
jnerusted with a substance Clo‘eli
resembling the ‘taffy’ dear to childis
hearts.. In the langhter which this
episode caused, our embarrassment
melted away. Indeed, I am ceasing to
be afraid of Mr. Duncan, We had a de-
lightfal evening after Aunt Euuice’s
fatigue had got the better of her and

ted | banished ber to her own room.

Octeber 14,—Aunt Eunice has not dis-
tinguished herself in any special way of
late. Yesterday she was too muchex-
bausted by her adventures of the da
before to be any thing_but quietan
meek. Wkat should I doif any one but
Mr. Duncan were stayinghere? I like
bim more and more every day. It
seems impossible that 1 bave onl
known him for & week, He is so ki
and thoughtfal toward me, and Aunt
Eunice be treats with
wonderfal. He sees,as I do, that the
S LIS, i e L
ttle i -
der of even her wom‘.fnth and blun-
ders, Of course he can not help lsugh-

i

‘of a kind which hurt ber feel-
inge, even if she knew of it, which she
does not. ;

I never was blessed with much con-|

a respect which is | better

nobody could—but the laughter is | wis
4 which could

- | is no butchez, but a lawyer

buming eeks.
$¢Why,’' I asked, quoting an old co-
numdrum—* ‘why is a smoky chimney
like aswallow?’’
No one replying, I was obliged to an-

. own question.
: ‘?ge-g . !&I_,ll acrooked flue.’’
Mr. can laughed, but Aunt Eunice

had | only stared in rigid disapprobation.

¢¢A crooked flew,’’ she r'opented, with
a puzzied air. ‘But, my dear, that's not
 correct—not at all correct. A swallow
‘hasn’t a flew. Flew is a verb, and you
ean’t put an article before it. ou
oouldn’t parse such & sentence as that.
A crooked flight, it should be. A swal-
low may have a crooked ﬂigbb—-indeed‘
I believe he has—but ‘a crooked flew !’

‘But, Aunt Eunice,’ I said, stifing my
laughter as best I could, ‘a chimney
hasn't a flight.” o

‘Certainly not,’ retorted Aunt Eunice,
severelf. ‘A chimney has a flue, but
not a flight; and a swallow has a flight,
but not a flew. That is just what I say.
You see that it is incorrect altogether.
There is no wit in such a thing as that—
not even sense.”

The attempt at enlighhningl her in

10 the. pun was palpably hope-
less, and I gave it up in despair. It is
singular chat she should be so totally
devolid of imagination . on some points,
while in other ts it is so vivid. I
do wonder what idea she has taken into
her head lately? She seems full ofsome
groject which  forces sighs from her

reast and incoherent.. words from her
lips every time she looks at me when we
are alone together. Yesterday we had a
very myaterious conversation—at least
it was mysterious to me; I suppose she
understood it,

My dear,’ she said, after several false
starts, ‘are you quite sure that ‘your
mother knows all about Mr. Duncan?’

‘All about him?’ I said, somewhat
puzzled. ‘I don’t exactl know what
you mean. She knows that he is here,
of conrse, and she knows all that Uncle
Jack has told her; but “all about him"
is a very wide phrase.’

sAbout his profession, I mean,’ said
Lok ot Treplied, 1n ta

‘Oh yes!’ I replied, in temporary
Eetfulness of her hallucination.

nows all about that, of course.’

‘Aunt Ennice shook her head slowly.

‘Well, it’s all a puzzle to me. The
Nortons always held their heads so high
and that your mother should be willing
—I can't help thinking .that there is
some mistake somewhere, and I've just
been thinking whether it isn’t my duty
to write to your mother.’

T have no'doubt that she will be very
ﬁ)lad to hear from {ou,' I said, laughing;

ut I hardly think you cdn tell her any
thing about Mr. Duncan that she does
not know already.’ ¢
‘I don’t know,’ said Auunt Eunice. ‘I
am beginning to have my doubts and—’

Just here ridfet appeared-to claim
my attention, and the subject dropped.

‘October 17.—0h, Aunt Eunice! Aunt
Eunice! Mamma has come home. I
don’t know whether te laugh orto cry
when I think of her face as I first saw it.
Such a dear, puzzled, anxious, unhappy
face asit was; but I must begin at the
beginning to write it all down.

ust as we were sitting down to din-
ner last night mamma came home, with-
out havieg sent us a word of hint or
warning. I was too much delighted to
see her to inquire very closely into the
reason of her coming, but suppesed that
Aunt Amy had suédenly become so
much better that she could dispense
with mamma's presence. That was the
truth, it appeared afterward, but aot all
the truth. When I went to bed, mam-
ma followed me up stairs,

‘Marion, my dear,’ were her first
words, ‘what trouble fzave you been get-
tln'f yourself into?’

“Trouble, mamma?’ I said. ‘Why, it
has been nothini but trouble from the
beginning to the end—only for Mr,
Duncan. Aunt Eunice has been too ab-
surd; and this idea of hers about the
butcher—’

I broke down here, ard went into one
of my hysterical fits of laughter, while
mamma stood looking at me with a face
of grave perplexity. ¢

¢What about the butcher, Marion?’ she
said, whenI bad in some degree suc-
ceeded in controlling myself. ‘That is
just what I want to know. Aunt Eu-
nice has been writingto meina way
which would have frightened me out of
my senses, only that I couldn’t make
head or tail of it—about *butchers,” and
“entanglements” and *‘rides in batchers
carts,”” and goodness knows what be-
sides. Have you been running in debt
to the butcher, Marion, or what does it
all mean?’

‘Writing to'you? Aunt Eunicel’ I
gasped, as well as1 could for laughing.
‘Oh, mamma} don’t you see? 1¢'s Mr.
Duncan. Aunt Eunice has taken it into
her head that he is a butcher, and I do
hope that you will be more successful
than Iin “disabusing her mind of the

imfreuion.’

nd then I told her the story as near-
ly as possible as I have writlen it down
here, until, between' horror and laugh-
ter, mamma Was nearly in convulsions.

“You poor child!’ she said, ‘I bad no
fdea what I was leaving you to. Aunt
Eunice always was & little eccentric, but
I had no idea that she was like this, or I
never would have done it.’

Well, mamma is here again, and it's
all right. Nothing very bad can happen
now. I will copy Aunt Eunice’s letter
here as a memento:

My DEAR FrRANCES—I think it my
duty to write and tell you how thin
are going on here, and how you could do
it my cownprehension. Only &
common butcher, and she your only
daughter; and though tbe Norton’s bave
never been rich, they have always held
their heads high, Never one of the fam-
ily has been in trade, and now this
butcher! I'll not deny that be is & hand-
some young man, and very clever for his
station, and butchers may be very civil-
spoken young men, and butchers! carts
are not 80 bad as yon might think  to
ride in, but still tl:is enianglement does
seem rather a cowing down for a Nor-
ton, and my opinion js that both you
and Marion™ had better think seriously
what you are about, and that you had
eon;ia :nol:ne and see nl;e;i dgr. Shg
is a good girl, but young an y,an
1 should be sorry to see hér in trouble. I
bope you will take this as it is meant,
and believe me
Ever your sincers friend and well
her, ‘EUNICE SINGLETON."””
Octoler 18~When mamma came
home 1thought that silmy troubles
wers over, when in reality they had onlg
Ican never bold up my

: i a talked to Aunt

fce, and reasoned with ber, and
tried to convince her that Mr. Dancan

uto who isrising

rapidly in his prof and bidsfair to
be one of the ‘men of the day. What

isthe use of with a—well, with
Aunt Eunics, ? Instead o

con-
m‘ her on point,

t she only suc-
in driving . another idea deeper
into her head. As neither

for-
‘She

i mamms no;
1 bad ever suspected existence o
this idea—we couldn’t; it was too ab-

surd—we never thought of assuring her

» | know which is the wild

of its falsity. If we had, I don't suppose
it would bave doneany. though.
That I am inlove with Mr. Dancan, or
that heis in love with mel—I don’
or the worst.
That he had come-here in the character
ofan accepted lover, when, until the
day he did come, we had never even
met! The one idea which Aunt Eanice
retained in her mind of all that mamma
had said was that she bad no cbjection
to Mr. Duncan, and this she translated
into a perfect willingness to accept him
as her son-in-law. | {
Thereupon Aunt Eunice considered it
her duty to congratulate him upon the
en| ment the next time she saw bim.
What must he think of us—of me? . She
went on enlarging ugm the fact that as
the Nortons had sunk their family pride
80 faras to accept him, she could have
nothing to say against it, though it was
a'thing that she would never have look-
ed for, etc.,etc. And I was in the back
room and heard every word. Icouldn’t
get out, because the door in the hall

appened to be locked upon the outside,
and I would have stayed ‘inthe room
until doomsday rather than confront
them. He, Yoor man, was utterly dazed
and well nigh speechless. At first I
hoped that he had not caught her mean-
ing; but as she went on to make it clear,
horribly clear, clearer.than she ever
made anything in herl before, he
seemed about équally divided between
laughter and amazement. I can not
remember what they said; it was too
dreadful. I only know that,after she
had finished her tirade, hecame into
the back room to get a match or some-
thing, and'found me there, with my face
in aflame and my eyes blazing. He
started, and would have spoken, ‘but\ I
could not stand any more. I could only
fly out of the room and up to my own,
where I could cry to my heart’s con-
tent. Oh! I hope he will go away, for I
can never look himin the face again,
never!

October 25.—Well, he has not gone,
and I am not sure that I want him to
now. Indeed, I am very sure: that
don’t. This is how it all happened: I
waited that day untilI heard him go
out, and when, a few minutes atterward
I heard mamma come in, I went down
stairs. She was not in her own room,
so I kept on to the parlor, and the first
person I saw was Mr. Duncan. It was
he whom I had heard come in, for he
had only gone outto posta letter. I
started back, and would have run away
again, but he called ‘Miss Marion!’ so
imploringly tbal I was obliged to stop.
And then— No, I can not write down
what hesaid, even here. It was all
Aunt Eunice's doing, after all, He
would never have dreamed of speaking
so soon but for her. He said that he
fell in love with me before he ever saw
me, from the picture which Uncle Jack
showed bim of his ‘favorite niece,” and
:.‘l;e letters which he always shared with

m.

Uncle Jack is much younger than
mamma, and Robert i8 younger than
Uncle Jack, so that the disparity be-
tween us is not so great az one would
suppose. I am much toc young to
dream of being married yci, mamma
says, and I think so too. As for Robert
—well, it’s the woman's place to dictate
before marriage. His turn comes later.

October 81.—At last we have succeeded
in getting through Aunt Eunice’s head
the idea that Robertis a lawyer. She
pondered the subject for a while, and
then she said:

‘Well, my dear, if the young man has
decided to. give up his profession and
take to the study of the law, it does put
rather a difierent face upon the matter.
It you are satisfied, I am. Only, Marion,
m{ dear, if I were IZou I would never
tell any one that when I engaged m{-
sel'! to my husband he was only a butc

er.
lzo, Aunt Ennice, decidedly I shall
no

Better than Gold.

The grand Climax of success is at
last achieved. The goor rejoice, the sick
arise and walk, the rich bask in the
golden sunshine of perfect health. The
physical miseries of the human frame
need no longer be endured. Dr. K1nNg's
CALIFORNIA GOLDEN CoMPOUND, for
Dyspepsia, Constipation, Sick Headache,
Coming wp ot Kood, Jaundice, Liver
Complaint, Biliousness, General Debili-
ty, Drowsiness and Low Spirits, This
wonderful remedy will positively cure,
and that where evm?y remedy has failed.
To prove that this wonderful rem-
oedy will do all we claim for it
you are gresented with a trial bottle free
of cost, by which you will readily per-
ceive its wonderful curative qualities,
and which will show you what a regular
one dollar size bottle will do. For sale
by Gulick & Berry, Terre Haute. 2y

Clifford’s Febrifuge— Palata-
ble, Powerful, Anti-Periodic and
‘fonic —Nature’s remedy for Fever
and Ague. Never known to fail in a
single case. This popular remedy dif-
fors from all other Ague Cures, in being
free from all poisonous effects on the
system; it enters into the circulation
and descm{s all malarious poisons, and
thus eradicating the disease without
producing any of those distressing, after
sensations, such as fullness and dpnlu in
the head, rlngﬁnf in the head and partial
deafness, Try it once and you will
never be without it.

J. C. RicEARDSON, Prop't,

For sale by all draggists. 8t. Louis.

(20 4w.)
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BOtsni Medicise Co., Buhlo,N'. Y.

W. 8. CrIrr. J H. WILLIAMS

CLIFT & WILLIAMS,

_MANUFACTURERS OF

Sash, Doors, Biinds, &c.
AXD DEALERS INX
LUMBER, LATH, SHINGLES,
GLASS, PAINTS, OILS
and BUILDERS’ HARDWARE.

Mulberry Street, Corner Ninth,
TERRE HAUTE, IND.




