TILE FAMILY

How Deacon Grover Proposed,

0 see here Jacob, I come home when Mary Ann
J \ died so sndden, end left yor with them three mother-
&) less children, and took right hold and looked after
things sames ef they was my own. I don't know as you hev
much reason to complain, you hev had your clothes, and the
-children’s seen to; you hev had pgood victuals, and han't
ben nothin® wasted. The milk’s ben took good care of, well
‘you know you get more tor your butter thau eny one round
‘here. T don’t seeno call for you tu go and get married, at
your time of life, too, and you a deacon in the church.”

« 1 don’t see what you are talking so, Jerusha, 1 haven't
found eny fault have 1?7 I guess I shan't get married to-
night.”
~  Wall, I ain’t a fool, Jacob, you didn’t used tu stan’ hefore

. the glass, brushin® your hair a half an hour, jet tugo tu
evenin’ meetin®, and I ain’t the only one that has notived how
you air sprucing up lately. Ars. Green was in here this
afternoon, and she spoke ‘bout it. She said, ¢she shouldn’t
wonder a mite ef you was married before winter.'”

¢« Mrs. Grecn isa good hand to mind other folk’s business.
She had better stay at howme and tuke care of her family.”

«Wall, all I hev tu say is, ef you must get married don't
for massy sake hev that Clarissa Howe, what'll she know.”

The Deacon, who had finished his toilet, did not wait to
hear the rest of Aunt Jerusla's remaiks, Lut went out ofthe
room, closing the door with just a little slam, ard walked
rather faster than usual toward the little churdly, to take part
in the Tuesday evening payer meeting. Deacon Geoover was
not, by any mecans an old man, as his half-sister Jerusha Lad
hinted; only forty. Tall, and aserect as if he were a soldies
instead of a farmer, with hardly asilver thread among Lis
glossy black hair.

It is now three years since Mrs. Grover, the Deacon's
wife, died, leaving three children, two boys, and a little
daugbter only three yearsold. The Deacon bad been very
fond of his wife, and had sincerely mourned her loss. She
was sadly missed in her home, for she had been one
#who looked well to the ways of her household, and ate not
the bread of idienes.”

Deacon Grover Lad been glad tu = ept the suvices of his
sister, to look after his house aud cLildien, espeddally Jittic
Nary, who was a delicate child anud newded constaut attention,
-and had got alung very well with Jeiushs, acwvuuting for
ber eccentric ways Ly remembering & disappuintment in love,
which had made her the old maid she wae.

As Jerushe v.u8.8evernl years older than her brother, she
-did not hesitate to express her opinen at the way he managed
his affuirs, and give bim plenty of advice. “Sbe had done
her duty by Jaco.. and the.children, and took right hold and
looked after things sames ef they’s my own,” so she told Mrs.
‘Green, but the children wanted something besides wholesome
food and clean clothes, and doses of herb fca; they missed
a mother's love Little Mary hiad found out it was no use.to
sk aunt Jerusha 1o sing to her, or tell her astory, as
mamma used to,” the angwer wag sure tobe, « I hain't got timc;
.go'and set down in your little chairand bea. good girl.” So
when paps was not about she lavished her affection on her
Xitten or doll.

So the months and years had passed, and the deacon bad
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never given any judication that he intended to change bis
lonely condition. In vain had sister Babbitt, a buxom widow,
expressed her sympathy for him, and was evidently willing
to # unite her fortune with his in the tenderest of ties.”

About six months before the date I am writing, Clarissa
flowe had come to this little village among the Vermont
hills, to try and earn her living by dresstanking, A cousin
who was married to a farmer, had written her, that the only
dresemaker in the place had been obliged to give up work on
account of her health, so Clarissa,whose eurly home had been
in the country, gladly left her little room in the top of s chieap
city boarding house, and went to Harland, where sl.e made
ber home with her cousin, going about from house to house
cutting and making dresses for seventy-five cents a day.
Although she worked bard, fur everyone was anxious to have
the city dressmaker, and Juno country air, fresh milk, and
home made brend, and perhaps a lighter heart, brought back
the color to her cheeks, and sparkle to her eyes. Her cousin
told her that she was getting young. Clarissa was not tw enty-
cight. Her parents had died when she was sixteen, leaving
heralmost cutirely dependent upon her own su pport. When
she was about twenty, she became engaged to a young man
she bad loug known, and was looking forward to & home of
her own, if only a humble ong, when a dreadful accident
occured on the railroad, where Julin Borter, her lover,
a brakeman, was instantly Kkilled.  Since that time
Clarissa had worked on, taking but little inteiestin anytbing,
vnd only caring to earn cnough to keep out of debt.  This
change from the city to the country bad buen just what she
had needed. She arrived in Haland in Apil, when all
nature was awakening to new luc.  The meadows and hill-
sides were beautiful with the fresh grass of spring.  On every
tree and bush the brown Luds wete bursting, aud the tiny
greenleafpecping vut.  Robins were singing blithely, as they
slyly watched the plougliman turn over the brown furrows,
knowing they would not have to go fur for their dinner.

So with the sweet spring-time new hope and courage
sprung up in Clarissa’s heart. Life bad a good deal of
brightness in it, for her, after all.

As Deacon Grover walked toward the chwich, with
Jerusha's remarks ringing in bis car, he was obl iged to admit
that the dearest wish of his heart was to make Clarisse Howe
bis wife. Thefirst time be saw ber at church, and heard her
swect voice singing the fam’liar by mus, he bad atmost tallen
in love with her, and afte.ward seceing her at the cvening
meeting, with her cuucla, who had given bim an introduc-
tion, Le was gtill more pleased withher. Never, mn his youug
days when he was paying attentivn to Mary Ann, bad he
becn so muchin love. When he was about his work he
found himself thinking of Clarissa. His ficld of ripening
wheat, reminded bim of her golden brown hair, and the blue
violets, that little Bary picked down by the brook, and
brought to him to put in water for her, just matched her
eyes.

y He bad never paid any particalar attention to Clarissa
but somehow it had begun to be whispered around «that
Deacon-Grover was all tock up with the new dressmaker.”

Mrs. Green had been the fitst to catry the news to Aunt
Jerusha, who was very indignant. Although ‘she-had & litfls
home of ber own, sho liked her position as mistress -of her
brother’s house,and tue rent of her place could be atl put in
the bank.

“The idee,” she said, “of Jacob manyin' that air city

“dressmaker; what'll she know *bout takin' care of milk, and



