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1. C. BUNNER.
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THE LETTER.

Niw York, Nov. 16, 1883,

My Dianr Wite — You cannot bLe
expected to remember it, but this is
the fifth anniversary of my wedding
day, and to-morrow —— it will be to-
morrow before this letter is closed —is
my birthday—ny fortieth. My head
is full of thuse thoughts which the
hatit of wmy life moves me to put on
paper, where T can best express thew ;
and yet which must be written for
only the fricndlicet of eyes. It is not
the least of iy happiness in this life
that I have one friend to whom [ can
unlock my heart as 1 cap to you.

My wife has iust been putting your
namesske to sieep. Don’s infer that,
even on the occasion of this fawily
feast, he has been allowed to sit up
until balf past eleven. He went to
bed properly cnough, with a tear or
two, at eight; but when his mother
stole into hiz room just now, after her
custom, | heard his small voice raised
in drowsy inquiry ; and I followed her,
and slippad tne cartaia of thedoorway
aside, and looked. But I did not go
into the room.

The shaded lamp was makiog a yel
low glory in one spot—the head of the
little brass crib where my wife knelt
by my bay. 1 saw the little face, 50
like hers, turned cp to bher. There
was ¢ smile on it that 1 knew was a
refection of hers.  1e was winking in
s merry halfattempt to kecp awake;
but wakefulness was slipping away
from him under the charm of that
smile that 1 could nots~e. His brown
eyes closed, and opened for an instant,
aod closrd s=ain ax the tender, happy
hash of a child’s sloep sx-ttled down
upon him, and he was gone where we
in our heavier slumbers shall hardly
follow him. Then, before I could sce
my wile's face as sbe bent sud kissed
him, I Jet the curtaia fall, snd crept
back bere, 20 sit by the Iast of the lire,
and s+¢ that sacred sight again with
the spirituat eyes. aud 0 dream won-
drziogly over the unspeakable happi-
ness that bas iu some mystericus way
come to me, undeerrviog.

1 tell you, Will, that moment was
to me like one of those moments of
waking that we kaow in childhood,
when we catch the going of 2 dream
00 wabtly sweat to belong tothis earth
—a g'ad vision, gone WLufore our eyea
can opea wide ; vot to be figured into
any carthly idea, lrazinginits paasege
a jor 80 high and fine that the poets
tell ug it is & memory of some heaven
from which our young souis are yet
fresh.

. You can understand how it is that 1
find it hard to realize that there can be
such things in wy lilc; for you know
what that life wan up to a few years
ago. 1 awm like n man who has spent
hia first thiety years in a cave It
takes wmore than a decade abore ground
0 make him quite believe in the sun
and tke blue of the aky.

1 waa ailting just now bLefore the
hegr:h, with my feet in the bearikin
rag sent ux iwo Christmasrs ago.
The light of the low wood fire was
chasing the shadows around the room,
over my books and my pictures, and
all the fine and graciows luxuries with
which 1 may now wmake my eyes and
wy heart glad, and pampes the tastes
that grow with feeding. 1 was taking
count, 30 10 sprak, of Wy provperity —
the material treasures, the better trea.
sures, that 1 find in such portion of
fame ay tho world has aliotied ine,
and the trosanre of treasures acromm
the threshold ol the wext room
.—in the next 100 T No—there,
hete, i ¢very room, in overy corner of
the house, fliling it with peace, is the
gentlo and holy spirit of love.

As 1 sat and thoaght, my mind went
back to the dsy that you and I first
met, twenty-two yoars ago—twonty-
two in FelLruary next. In twenty-
two years more 1 could not forget that
hideous first day in the city room of
the Morniug Record. Ican see the
great gloomy room, with ite meagre
gas-jots lighting up, here and thero,
& pale faco at a deak, and bringing out
in ghastly spots tho uglinessof theink-
smeared walls. A winter rain was
pouring down outside. 1 could feel
its chill and dawp ia the rcom, though
little of it was to be seen through the
grimy window paunes. The comprising
room in the rear sent a smell of ink
snd benzine to permeato the woist
atuiosphere. The rumble and shiver
of the great presses printing the week-
ly came up from below. 1 sat there
10 my wet clothes and waited for my
first assignment. 1 was eightecn, poor
as a church mouse, green, desperately
hopeful after a boy's fashion, and no-
thing in my head bat the Latin and
Greek of my one single yoarat college.
My spirit had sunk down far out o.
sight. My heart beat nervously af
every sound uf that awful city editor't
voice, as he called up bis soldiers one
by one and amigacd them to duty. I
could only silently pray that he would
“give we an easy one,” and that I
should not disgrace myself in the doing
of it. By Jove, Wiil, what an old
martinet Baldwin was, for all his good
heart! Do you remembier that sharp,
crackling voice of his, and the awful
““Be brief: bLe brief!” that always
drove all capacity for condensation out
of man's head, aud set bim 10 stammer-
ing out his story with wordy incoher-
ence! Baldwin is on the Record still.
1 wonder what poor devil is trembliog
at this hour under that disccuoerting
wdjuration.

A wretched day that was! The
hours went slow as grief. Smeary
little bare armed fiends trotted in from
the composingrooin and out agsin,
braris fluttering galiey-proofs. DBe.
draggled, hollow.eyad men camein from
the streets and set their soaked um-
brellss to steam against the heater,
and pessed into the lion's den to feed
him with news, and were sent out
agsin to take up their half-cooked
umbrelias and go fortl :o forage for
more. Everyone, 1 thougkt, gave me
one brief glance of ~ontempt and cani
osity, and put me out of his thoughta.
Every one had some business—every
one but me. The men who had been
waiting with me were called up ons by
one aud detailed to work. T was left
alone.

Then a new horror came to torture
my nervously active imagination.
Had my saperior officer forgotten his
new recruit! Or coald he find no
tak mean enough for my powera?
This fitled me at first with a aicking
sbtame, and then with a hot and
sense of wrong. Why should he thus
slight me?l Had I not a right to be
tried at least?! Was there any duty
be could find that I would not perform
or diel I would go to him and t:ll
him that 1 bad cone therc to work ;
and would make him give mo the
work. No, I should simply be snubbed,
and sent 0 my seat like a school Loy,
or perhaps discharged on the apot. 1
mus! bear my Luwmiliation in ailence.

I looked up and saw you entering,
with your Uright, ruddsy Uny's face
shining with wet, braming & grocting
to all the room. In my woul I cursed
you, at a venture, for your light.
hoariedness and your look of chrery
!l.confidence. What a vest atretch
of strugglo and success »et vou above
me—you, the reporter, above me, the
novice! And jusit then came the
awnfol summons-—*Rarclay! Barclay!”
—1 »hall hear that strident note at
the judgnent day. { wentin and got
my orderg, and came out with them,
all in a sort of dazn that must have
made Haldwin think wme an idiol.
And then you came up 0 we and
craped acquaintance in a  desuitory

way, to hide your kind intent; and
gave me a hint or two as to how to
obtain a full mccount of the bienuial
meeting of the Iost-Plicvens period.
I would have fought for you to the
death, at that muowent.

"Twas a emall watter, but the
friendebip begun in manly and helpful
kindnees has goue on for twenty-two
years in mutusl faith and loyalty;
aud the growth dignifies tho sced.

A sturdy growth it was in its sapling
days. It was in the late spring that
wo decided to take the roowm together
in St. \lark’s Place. A big room and
a poor room, indeed, on the third
atorey of that ‘* battered caravauserai,”
aud for twelve long years it hald us
and our hopes and our deapsirs and
our troubles and our joys.

I don't think ! have forgotten one
detail of that room. There is the
gunerous old fire place, insultingly
bricked up by modern poverty, all save
the weagre niche that holds our fire—
when we can have a fire.  There is the

_great second hand table—our firat pur-

chase—where wo sit and work for
immortality in the scant intervals of
working for life. Your drawer, with
the manuscript of your **Concordancs
of Political Economy,”" is to the right.
Mine is to the left ; it holds the unfin.
ished play, znd the poems that might
better have been unfinishod. Thers
are the two parrow cots-—yours to the
left of the room as you enter ; mine to
the right.

How strange that I can see it all 5o
clearly, now that a!l is different!

Yet I can remember myeelt coming

hoine at one o'clock at night, dragging
wy tired feet up those dark, still,
tortuous atairs, gripping the shaky
baluster for aid. I open the door—I
can feel the little old-fashioned brass
knol in my palm even now—and 1
lock to the left.  Ab, you aro already
at home. I need not look toward the
table. There is money—a little—in
the common treasury; and, in sccord-
ance with oor regular compact, I know
there stand on that table twin bottles
of beer, balf a loaf of rye bread, and a
dounble palm’s hreadth of Swiss ckeess
You are stayiog your hunger in sleep;
for one may not eat until the other
comes. I will wake you up, and we
shall fesst together and taik over the
day that is dead and the day that is
begun.
Strange. is it not, that I should
have some tronble to realiza that this
is only & memory—1, with my fect in
the beanskin rug that it would
have beggared the two of us, or a
dozen like us, to purchase in those
days. Strange that my mind should
be wandering on the crude work of my
boyhood and wy early manhood. I
who have won nawme and fame, as the
world would say. I, to whom youug
men como for advice and encourage-
ment, a8 to a tried veteran! Ntrange
that I should be thinking of a time
when even your true and tirelems
friendabip could not quench a sultie
hanger at uiy hoeart, a hunger for a
more dear and intimate comradeship.
I, with the tenderest of wives scarce
ovt of my sight; even in her sleep she
it no further from me than my owa
soul.

Strangrst of all this, that the mad
sgouy of grief, the passion of desola.
tion came upon me when our long
partnership was disolved for cver,
should now be nothing but & memory,
like other memories, 10 Le summoned
up out of the resting-places of the
wind, toyed with, idly questioned, and
dismimed with a aigh and & amile!?
Wkat a real thing it was jut ten
years ago; what a very present pain!
Believe me. Will—yes, I want you to
believe this—that in those first bours
of lonclinres T conld have welcomed
death; death would bave falicn upon
me 8 calmly as aleop has fallen upon
wy boy in the room beyond there.

You kpew nothing of this then; I
suppose you but ball believe it now;
for our parting was manly enough. 1

kept as stiff an upper lip as you did,
for all thero was luas hair on it, Per-
baps it seems oxiravagant to voo,
bus there was a deal of differouce
botween our cases. You had turned
your pen to money-making, at tho call
of love; you wera going to Stillwater
to wmarry tho judge's daughter, und to
becomo & laudewner and wayor of
Stulwater aud millionaire—or what is
it now? And much ofi this you fore-
saw, or hoped for, at least, Hope in
something. But for wet 1 wau lels
in tho third storey of a poor lodging
house in St. Mark's Place, my buet
friend gone from wme; with neither
remembrance vor hope of Love to
live on, and with my last story back
from all the magazince.

Wo will not talk albout it. Vet me
get back to my picasant library with
the books and the pictures and the
glancing tirelight, and me with my feet
in your bearskin rug, listening to my
wife's step in the next room.

To your ear, for our communion has
been w0 long and 30 close that to cither
onc of us the fainteat inflection of the
other's voice #peaks clearer than
formulated words; to your ear there
must be something akin to a tone of
regret—-regrotfor thoold days—in what
I bave just said. And would it be
strapye if there were! A poor soldier
of fortune who had been set to a man's
work becfore he bad done with bhis
meagre boyhood, who had passed from
recruit to the place of a young veteran
in than great, hard-fighting, unresting
pioneer army of journalism; was he
the man, all of a audden, to atretch bia
toughened sinews out and Ist them
relax in the g'ow of the home hearth 1
Would not his legs begin to twitch for
the road ? Would he not be wild to feel
again the rain in his weather-Leaten
face? Would you think it strange if
at night he should toss in his wbite,
soft bed, louging to change it for a
bLlanket on the turf, with the broad
procession of sunlit worlds sweeping
over his head, beyond the blue spaces
of tho night ! Ard oven if the dear
face on the pillow nex: bhim were to
wako and look at him with reproach-
ful surprise ; and even if warm arms
drew him back to his new allegiance ;
would not his heart in dreams go
throbbing to the rbythm of the drum
or tho muiic of songs asung Ly the
camp-fire?

It was s0 at the beginning, in the
incredible happinces of the first year,
aud even after the boy's birth. Do
you know it was months before I conld
accept that boy as a fact? 1f, at any
moment, he bad vaoished from my
sight, crib and all, I should not have
been surprised. 1 was not sure of him
until he began to show his mother's
eyes.

Yes, even in thoste days some of the
old leaven worked in me. I bad mo-
ments of that old barbaric freedom
which wn used to rejoice in—~that feel-
ing of being snawerable to nothing in
the world xave my own will—the sense
of uotrammelled, careless power.

Da you remember the mght that we
walked till sunrise? You remember
how hot it was at miduight, when we
left tho office, and how the moonlight
on the statuc above the Oity Hall
scemed to invite un fieldward, where
no gaslight glared, no torches Hickered.
So wo walked idly northward, through
the black, silence-stricken down-town
strects, through that feverish, unrest-
ing central region that licsbetweea the
viieneas of Houston Street and the
calm and spacious dignity of the brown-
stono ways where the closed and dark-
ened dwellings looked like hoge tombs
in tho pallid light of the moon. We
peserd the garden grit vilias beyond
them, and it was from the hill above
Spuyten Dayvil that wo saw the first
colour of the morning upon the face of
the Palisadea.

It would bave taken very little in
that moment to set us off 1o tramping
the broad earth, for the pure joy of
free waytaring. What was there to



