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UNCLE NAT'SFIRST LOVE,

8weet Nettie Garnett was my school-
mate. Most of them were prettier than
Nettie, and dressed more stylishly; but
Nettie's unconscious grace and swest
disposition won the admiration and re-
speat of all her friends and almost put
e beside myself with love for her. But
because of my extreme bashfulness I lost
many pleasant talks and walks with
Nettie, which opSortunities were gladly
improved by Phil Claylon, who was my
friend and desk-mate, tho'ugih how I
envied him Lis place by Nettie's side!

One cloudy morning Phil brought
Nettie to school as usnal. bat left h%l‘ at
the school-room door, saying: *I have
to go tothe depot to-day to meet my

nsin, but if it snows Tl call ’ronnd

i evenigf.” And it did snow, thick
and fast, all div lpng. School was dis-
missed & half-hour earlier than usual on
actount of the bad walking. It was a
?.alf-mile out of m; W:iy to take Nettie
bome; but whav did X care! She wss
alone, and I made up my mind to take
her home if it killed me. Fortunately I
+ad my umbrells, and, walking ap to
her as she stood irresoluteiy on the step,
I asked her in a trembling voice if I
might see her home. .

+Thank you,” she said, looking for
2ll the world as if she wanted to laugh,
“‘but it is so far out of your way that I
do not like to trouble you.”

It is no trouble,” I replied, “and it
would really be too bad to .let you un-
Certake the walk alone.”” And before I
Enew it I was holding my umbrella
oyer Nettie and was bo]cﬁy wading the
#now by her side, with her little brown
hand jn its crimson mitten tucked snug-
Iy under my arm.

I was supremely happy and wished
the walk wouid never end, but blushed
and stammered every time she spoke to
e, and scarely drew a long breath till
I had safely reached my own home. I
awoke the next morning with a deter-
snination to conquer my horrid bashful-
mess.  Thesnow had ceased falling
and the snow shovels had been along

early. This time I thoroughly enjoyca i

my walk with Nettie, and was, after-
ward, almost her constant companion,
Phil Clayton’s pretty, sayey cousin be-
ing all, and mor, than he could attend
to. School ended at last and summer
came. I often went o see Nettie, and
in 3 boy’s carcless, awkward way, paid
her ’comgliments and helped her about
her work. =

By and by { was to start tor eolle,

I did not like to do without Nettie, but
was anxiouns to show her what a man &
could make of myself. I went over to
bid her food-by that evening before I
left, and found her inthe kitchen, wash-
ing the supper dishés. I volunteered to
he % her and we were soan through.

“l am going away to-morrow, Net-
tie,” I remarked, carelessly, as we
walked in the moonlight.

““So soon?” she asked, raising her
brown eyes te my face.

“Shall you miss me?” T asked.

“Miss you! ‘Hew could I help it?" she
exclaimed.

I was trying awfully hard to ssk her
to wait for me, but became coniused,
and. hurriedly kissing ker, went Fway.

When at home and safely lockejl
within my own roem I began struttin
up and down befsra sthe mirror, ang
smoothing my down{ upper lip with all
the affcetion I might have smoothed
Nettie’scurls. I think I must have re-
sembled a young peacock,-and could
Nettie have scen e then how she
would have laughed at me for my as-
sumed airs and graces! I was always
very humble and demure in her pres-
ence, hating myself the moment I was
alo,x,ze for letting Ler “come it over me
so.

I did not like college st first The
professors were very strict with us, and
we had to apply ourselves to books more
than I liked, but in due time 1 gradus-
ted with all the honors and a very good
opinion of myself.

When X arrived home I inquired for
Nettie at once. No city belle ever spent
more time or care in making her toilet
than I did that evening. I brushed my
teeth till my gums were sor2; oiled and
arranged my curls in the most becom-
ing style; waxed and perfumed my
mustache; squeezed my fect into a pair
of boots two numbers tos small for me;
adorned mjyself in a suit of glo.uiy black
broadcloth, black satin tie, & collar so
stiff 1 could scarcely bend my head,
diamond shirt-stads and sleeve-buttons.
I attached o little ring of gold with
pearl setting to my watch-ehain, soaked
a bottle and a half of musk into my
vest front and coat collar. where Net-
tie's head would rest when Itock her in
my arms. Then setting my plug hat
on my curls and drawing on my rose-
tinted kid gloves, I took my little bam-
boo cane adorned with a gold chain
and pink satin bow and departed, sr-
rapging o pink, musk-bedewed silk.



