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THE OLD READING CLASS.

HY WILL CANLETON,

[ ean not tell you, Genevieve, how oft it gomnes to
nye---

That rather young old reading oliass in District Num-
ber Fhiree,

Phat roswe of elocutionists who staod go stenight in

H I

Awl charged st stundard liteenture with aminblo
dewisn, .

We <lln| not spare the enerigy in which our words wore
ol §

We ,;:n;'n-, the meaning of the text by all the light we
IR 1

But «rild 1 fear the ones whe wrote the lines wo read

, o freo i . .

Wounld zearee have recognized their work in Distriet

Nuwber Three.

Gutside the snow wis stooth and clenn—~the winter's
thiek-taid dnst ;

Tho =torm it made the winlows speak at every sud-
e geast

Bright =leich-bells throw us pleasant words when
traveilers would presd ;

The maple trees slong the road stood shivering in
their elass;

Beyond, the white-hrowed cotinges woere nestling cold
wtied duyaby,

And tar away the wmighty world secmed beekoning ws
L ST FITE

The woudrous worhl, of which we conned what had
been aud might Le,

In that old-tushioued reading eluss of District Num-
bur Three.

Wetonk o hand st History—its altars, spires, and
runes—

And uniforiuly mispronvuneed the most important
1AMy

We \\"mullrri."l through Biography, and gave our funey

ny,

th wame suljeets fell in Tove=*" gaal only fer

ne day 37

In Homonee aud Philosophy we setthed muuy o peine,

At wusde what pocins we assasled (o creak at every
joint

Amf wany awthors that we love, you with me will
Ht T,

\“'«\gv.‘-l!irq titne introduced to us in Distriet Number

1ree,

You reentlent Susaunsh Buith, the teacher's sore dis-

Truss,

Wha pever stepped at any pause—a sort of day ex-
prose

And timid voung Sylvester Jones, of jnconsiatent
sizht,

Whn stumbled o the cusy wands, wnd read the hard

wires richs ?

AndJennie trecn, whose Jdoleful videe wis alwnys
clothed in bluek?

And Saanet U3 whede tanes indueed the pluster-

e sl raeraek 7

irew Tubbs, whuse various moeuaths was quite

ioshow to o sen?

Mn_v“.ii we cannet ol thetn tow in Distriet Number

iree,

SUrCesa e W
(e 4t
,‘ “:lr'l.’

hord,

And Benvy Baoane, whose uvery tone e mtirnine:d as
in fear

Qs tomane B not s tinid uow 2 e ds an auationeery:

And Lauty Wo], whose vojer wis fust endenvoring
feard toebane,

Andeapend from hoarse o fere
surposing range

Alro B sieter Mury e

Alas ! th < j
Number Three.

And Jusper Jenckes, whose tenes would flow ut cach
1

the prize-tghit business nosw, and hits themn

shelll with gt

cme Tl et prudich glee,
deher soboods thun Distriet

S barek these varions velees cemes thoind g the
Viars v e

Aned sennd nne
telepdinge

ne are tall of melody, and brine o sense of

ey,

Arel sone can smite the rock of time, and sammen
furth o tear

Rut one sweot volee ecomes buek 1o me, whonoever sad

distinet threagh Memory s

<atr, ated that 1e yours, O perfect Geue-

vir

Tt brightens up the ulden times, and throws o smile
atine -

A stlver atar amid the olonds of Bistnet Number
Three.

HOW [T HAPPENED.

[ shall always think that Yerry Zegae Jf, but
she swys that 1 alone am to blame, 1U's the most
serions disagreement we ever iede Pl tell you
how it came about and you ecan devide for your-
self-

The verv beginuing was. on a starmy day
early this Winter. Oh, butit was a dismal day !
And T with nothing better to do than stand at
the window drumming on the gliss, while the
wind sighed  outside, and  Meny was just as
doleful within over an old dress she was trying
tu wuke over,

“ Do vou know, Chrissie,” ahe said, at last,
in u melanehiely tone, * ' getting quite dis-
conrased over this dress 1

“No. Are you, dear 7’ quoth 1, pausing iu
my musical etfort. * You surprise me L When
vou view that anecient rin” (here | took an
orntorical sttitude on the heurtherug snd waxed
tragieal in voice and gesture) “you should feel
the joy that seamstresses feel in a garment
worthy of their steel.”

“'wish you wonld be scrious,’
most tearful yejoinder.

I looked soberly over at iy twin sister and
better self. She wished | wonld “he serious.”
To be sure t Al my Yfe | had heand that desire
expressed, accompanicd by any teacher’s exas
perated ¢ Miee Chrissie U7 mother’s centle
“Chrisde, dear 1 or futher's teryitic ¢ Chr-ror-
ristabelle ! ' 1 believe Mepry and [ got mixed
up in our eradle and have ecach other names.
You see for yourself that they don't fit. 1 we
were gitls in stories, wy gentle, peaceful sister
wonlt have been the sweet lady Christabel and
7 would have been ** Merry,” for 1 am wmerry,
while Menty, thank fortune, isu't me or like me,
If we had been girlsin @ bouk, now, we wouldn't
have such ditliculty with the * wherewithal ye
shall be clothied” either ! With onedrop of ink

was the al-

judicionsly applied we could be gorgeously appar-
eled and wl:‘.{ to millionaires.™ Girly in boaks !
If they were poor, their ill-fitling shoes never
coneenled the beauty of their tiny feer or shably
dress theirsuperlative loveliness, Of course not;
but life as 1 found it, not¥in a book, was not so
accommuldating,  That very morning 1 had dis-
coveredt i hole in the library carpet, and then
there way fathier's shabby overcoat and my dar-
ling Merry moaning over that gown,

“ L am going for a walk,” [ announced sud-
denly.

When diffienltivs get too obtrusive and life
penerally looks like a rather solemn business, 1
like to take a good long walk. 1t always helps
me to think things ont und serew up my cour-
nge,

“UPH 6l you what Pve decided on," 1 eried,
a noment later, poking my head in the door,
*rhat we get married ! 1 shail go down to the
Metrapolitan Bazaar and get us each a hushand.
Would you preter yours with olid.gobl bair, or
hay-colored, gray eyes or green t7

“It's snowing ageiu, Chris, and the side-
walksare a glue of jee,  Have you your rub-
bers 7 was the itrevelent reply.

“ Rubbers ! Oh. what a groveling sonl the
girl has—and indifferent as to' the shade of her
hair.  When | return, bearing homewsnd a gay
young wan with eardinal luir, she'll say, ‘1
would 8o much rather have had a brown one to
mateh my suit’  And well pleased at the sinile
I haei evoked by my plaintive toues, §rau gayly
down the hall and out intu the open air.

The walky were slippery, but the cold, keen
wir was good to feel, mnd after n brisk walk of a
wile or so, [ berun to take a more cheerful view
of things, and ** count up my mercies.”  If fa-
ther had failed, it was an honorablde Dilure that
left us no brown stone frout and lveried ser-
vants, and Merry and I were doing all we could
to help, !

The Jdelieate, half-invalid mother eonld not
stare us both to go out and “ ficht life’s bat-
tles,” a8 had been our first eager thought ; and
how could one go ! The parents vy varth may
huve made 4 wistake in giving us our names,
but the Father above had manitested His won-
drous care over His children when He gave us
ach other. ’

Frow the eradle, which was our first partner-
ship, I had had to look after Merry's rishits and
see that she was not fmposed on—while she
spent wost of her time in explaining my idiotie
remarks, and trying to convince the public that
Ididn't always say what 1 meant, or mean what
I saiil
So we reselved to stay in the home nest and
never to desert Mro Micawber,” vigorously
trning our aitention to that Jdeceptive penny
falsely suid to Le worth the pound cirned,

We learned that we could still survive and be
happy  without many this that had onee
ies of Jife, Mys.
terivns were the rites performed iu our tiny kit-
chen, resultiug sometimes in dainty, seductive
dishes to tempt the apbetite of tha dear mother;
=noetimes, alas ! in curious conzpounds that were
seeretly cobsigned to the friendly depths of the
ashi-barrel.

Stith and slimy were the collars with which—
after fuiling utterly s untold number of times,
and embossing our fingers with blisters ina new
style of decorative art—we encireled the neck of
cur proud futher, who blindly deelared himselt
the richest man in the city. Then 1 was young
and strong, iy walk in the cold had sent the
wartn biood tingling through my veins, and in
my hand was a new book, over which Merry and
I would have a cozy time when the lights were
jit and the curtains diawu.  Poor Merry, with
hier old gown ' 1 mst eheer her a little.

let e sees 1 owill tell her how | ot o hus-
ban{ for her and brought him as far as the
zate,” Dtsed, as 1 saw two young men meet-
iy rather demonstratively at our gate just as
I began carefully traversing the iey streteh at
our corner.  * That tall one is the one, his hair
is nearly red—a narrow escape from it.”’

Now, at this point s where 1 get confused,
and can't teil how ©Tdid it, but [ was plauning
some nonsense for Merry’s edification, and just
vpposite these unconscions youths my oot
slipped, and with that wsaue fmpulse which al-
ways seizes e when falling, 1 threw up my
hands, hurling wy wintf into space and my book
with great foree against the broad shoulders of
him of the golden locks,

Turning, with an exclamation of surprise, to
see whenee and wherefore this cowardly attack,
his feot slid under those of his laughing com-
panion, and in a secomd we were all three pros-
trate. [ set dumbly gazing at the scene of de-
vastation, until the younger of my two vietims,
checking his evident desire to break into wild
Jaughter, sprang to hiz feet and bent anxiously
over his friend, who groaned as he sajd :

I gness Uve hurt my lame arm. Help me
to n drug-store, or somewhere.  I'H be all right
in o trics,”

*Oh, bring him in here ¥ 1 eried wildly,
tewdhing the way uv the walk amd tuto the patlor,
where the wounded man was deposited, half-
faitting on the sofa.

“Don't bo alarmed,” suid the other ; ¢“his
arta has been broken aud is not very stroug yet.
1 gness jt's only twisted, I'll go for a physi-
cian,”

Now that would have heen reassuring, but
that, instead of going, he guzed at his hand on
which there was u bleeding cut about a guarter
of an iuch long, and murmaring something
about the sight of blood alwuys making him
sick, sank into a chair with as pallid w face as
his companion,

1

“Oh, mother, mother 1” cried T, rushing
through the hall and opening the library door.

There I stopped, unable for & moment to
speak,  Mother was knitting serenely by the
fire and Merry playing softly on the organ.

““ What a racket you made comivg in, Chris,”
said Merry, without looking around. ¢ Were
youdrapging in our hushands 1

“Yes, 1 wns,” | gasped.  ““1 knocked them
Loth down.  Yours is (Eeud, and the other has
swooned.”’

“ What is the matter 7 What does the child
mean ¥’ eried the two at once, but without
waiting for any further remarks, I drew them
down the hall and thirust them into the parlor
to see for themselves.  Merey is a born nurse,
and soou she way flying around with bandages
and  pitchers of water, while the physician
(whom I believe only came home with me be.
cause he thought me raving mad and to be re-
stored to the bosom of my family at any cost)
was investigating the extent of the damages.
O, what an age they were ! and all the while
I, the miserable cause of it all, roved around the
kit-hien, with all the dooss tightly elosed, won-
deving i 1 eould have killed them both, and all
the while distracted by a silly thyme Will Clare
bad warbled to us the night before.  Over and
over it went in my mind :

““The Grand Marahjah of Calentta,
Got tipsy and fell into the gutta,
The Grand Marabjah.”

“Ou, Merry,” said [, laying violent hands
on her as she came for more water, “is he dead?
Have I, Yike Lamech ¢ slale 2 young man to my
wounding wd-——""

“ How vou can laugh 1" she began reproach-
fullv.  ““ Why, vou're crying 1"’

1 shouid think I might,” [ sdil, heavily,
I never killed uny one before, and now two at
one fell blow.”

“Why, you silly ¢hild,” giving me a gentle
shake, # how could you kiil any omel! Any-
way, one is all nght ugain, and the other isn’t
dead by any means.  Poor fellow ! he's just had
a lonely time in his hotel with a broken arm,
and now it's broken again, t'm afraid.”

And so it wus, and 4 low, vervous fever ac-
campanying, he didn't leave mother's kind
care, It wasu't likely she was going to send
him to his hotel and the care of hirelings alone
when her daughter had caused it all.

So the whole house seemed to adapt itself to
the new state of affiirs. The physician cawe
regularly, a trained nurse glided around with
pation~ of all kinds, and Frank Ouklev ran in
aud out, bringing to his saifering friend all
sorts of delictetes that he eoulin’t eat, and ex-
hibiting through it all a chesriulaess that /
camsidered heartless, while Merry said it was
best to be cheerful in a sick-room. 1 believe
f Rov,” as the rest used to call him, was never
dangerously ill, bot he was delirieas mest of
the time, and so wild that it required two or
three to give him anythiog he did not want.
So mother and Merry used to assist the nurse,
make ministering calls and lave his fevered
brow, but I, never.

It was ensugh for me to be haunted by the
remembrance of his ghastly face upon the
crison sofa-piliow as [ had seen it last, and
then, too, haw eould T he sure but that there
was method in his madaess, and he might greet
me with Mr. George Sampson’s sublime  re.
proach s ¢ Denron, with all respect for you,
hehold your work ™'?

Buot there was : nend put to that. One fated
day Lwas prowling around the hall, listening
to his ravings, when mother called me, wita
the dreadful remark:

“Chrissie, you'll Zwic to come and help me
give him a powder.  The nurse is taking a nayp,
and he will not keep his hauds off the spoon.”

Sure enough ; and Merry out riding with that
cheertul friend under the pretext that she was
getting pale with s0 much care.

Slowly 1 drageed myself to the half-opened
door through which at this moment come
frenzied appeals for ** Mabell”  From the bot-
tom of my heart 1 echood their ferveney. How
I wished Mavel would appear and take my
place.  Judge, then, of my bewilderment to
hear, upon my ypresenting mvself, the frantic
tones change to a pleased ** Why, there she is ¢
Come here, dear.”

Gazing wilidiv around in search of the dam-
sel, 1 thiuk T should huve fh-d ina second more,
but wother put a spoou into my shaking hands
and said, soothingly @

“Yes, here she is, and she's brought vou
something to help vour poor head.”’

He opened his mouth for that agitated spoon
as meekly as a tamb, and, after contiding to me
that he was so glad T had come, he couldn’t
trust one of these other folks, fell into a troubl-
ed sleep, tightly grasping my hand, and ocea-
stonally halt-waking to give it an atlectionate
pat, or to call me *Fdear little Mab,”” and im-
plore me not to leave him,  Mother seemed to
think this s tortunate whim, but to me it was
intensely embarrassing,  Did U want him eall.
ing me all the sweet nawes meant for the other
vounyg woman !

1 can’t send for Mabel, 1 told you e had
no uear relatives.  She was his only sister, and

has been dead for years,” said Frank Oakley, .
Pupeaking soberly for viee, ds b omet them in the

hall after theirdrive.

“ Chriy, dear,” said Merry, thoughtfully, as
she briashed ont her beautiful hair that might,
“ do you remember onee when we made up our
wiinds never to marry and leave each other ¢

“Nartin,” vremarked 1, laconieally, strug-

gling with av obstinate shoe hutton until I was
black in the face.

“ We're always going to hold to that, aren’t
we ¥' she continued, slowly,

COF course we are I” very decidedly, *“ unless
ag usual, you will rectify my blunders by coun-
soling that poor fellow down stairs.”

It occurred to me afterwards that Merry
hadn't finished her remarks that time, but I
popped out the light and way asleep in two
minutes. Anyway, she need not have offered
to console our poor invalid, for 1 had to do that
myself aud no joking.

After that day, under the delusion that I, his
slayer, was ‘¢ little Mah,” he wailed when I ah-
sented myself for a second at a time, and his
suspicions of something deadly in every draught
but those I mixed an:d offered.

This was not so astounding when yon consid.
ered that the youth was out of his mind, but
after ** reason resumed her sway,” the hallaci-
nation remained all through the long, slow con.
valescence that / could shake up pillows more
scientifically than any one else, consponnil more
delicious drinks, and was an extracrdinarily
good nurse generally.

I must say that Merry bore my exaltation to
Aer particular office with remarkable comnposure,
and [ tried not to grow vain but carry my honors
meekly,  But it wes good to be so appreciated,
even if I was conscious that it was but a dela.
sion to which there must come an awzkening.
It was good to care for so gentle an invalid, one
so wouderfully grateful for the leust attention,
And go the winter wore away, and the leaves
were swelling in their wholly cuses.

““ How lovely it i3 to-night!” sl my pa-
tient, turning slowly away from the window at
my stern command. ‘1 will not Le tvrannized
over so any longer, Miss Chrissie. I'm nearly
well, and the fresh air seems so good.  It's s0
long since I've been out doars.  Why, it was
snowing that day, and now its springtime 1"

Nearly well 1 So he was, and would be going
away. Strange [ had vot thought of that Lefore,
It dida't matter, of course. If only thut boy
outside would stop that dreary whistling and go
away.

““Oh, I dare say,” 1 remarked, turniug away
to poke the fire sputtering on the hearth, “vaon
will never forget that day, or that Ta:m to blame
for your long sickness.”

¢* Miss Chrissie, you must not speak in that
way. Don’t knock that fire entirely to piees
Come here ; | want to tell you somethivg”

That was pretty good, wasn’tit? After I hal
ordered him around for so long and had never
been used to minding any one. Buat [ went,
though I still keut the tongs that T might clat-
ler them if the *something’ shoull be of an
exciting natnre. But somehow [ forgot to clut.
ter them. Would 1, could 1 take this that way
offered me ? Ouly the old hame—wouldu's they
miss naughty Chris? and hade't 1 proaisd
Merry vever to leave her !

“ What is it 1 said [, lightly. looking stonily
at the outstretehied hands. ** Oh, the tongs !
Yes, you can have them."

So he took the proffered tongs and the trem-
bling fingers that held them, requesting me at
the same moment to ‘‘ be serlous a mowent, wy

”n

'

3.

““0Oh, don't you ask me to be serious. | never
could. I don’t wish to,” I broke in hurriedly.
“ Hear Merry aud Mr. Ouaklev laught 7.
are n'tserious. 1'm going over there. Look out.
vou'll drop the tongs ¥ and I mn quickly across
the hall to the parlor door.

I pased suddenly in the doorway. Mr. Oakley
was bending rather low over Merry's chair, it
occurreid to me,

As 1 appeared, without troubling himself o
loose Merry's hand, he said langhingly :

13 it you, sister Chrissie ! Merry has been
telling me the object of your expedition on that
day I first had the pleasure of beholding vou. It
was kind in you to take so much trouble for
Roy, but yow'll have to make =ame other ar.
rangements for him. T can’t spare himy, Merry,
You look rather grieved, sister mune. Never
wind, 'l forgive you. You may come and kiss
we if vou like.”

“You koow, Chris, the rad-haired one
wouldn't mateh my suit,” sabd Merry, blushing
like a sweet blush rose.  How happy thev were !
horritily cieerful !

Aund through the half-closed door across the
hall T could see the firelight gleaming ou the
bent head supported by one thin, white haud.
Tuarning swiftly, I went back, and entering the
room noiselessly, kunelt beside the motionless
figure, laying my cheek against the thin hand
Iying so still on the chair arm.

8 Ap it please you, U've come back,” 1 whis-
pered, laughingly, with qniveringlips, **and |
i teel horribly serious.  May [ stay
I Now this is as far as this story is goiug; for,
~if you don't see how Merry began it, you never
Swille Merry says that, after railing at stories.
¢ 1 have ended this by having the girls get mar-
ried just like every ather story, but I don't think
that objection hokls, for t've observed that
people oné of books sometimes marry,  Besides,
what did 1 say about marryime 1 The very last
thing 1 said on the subject was to wmention twe
gitls whe had vowed never to marry  Never f
oh, no!

triver Domixigue DEsiporr and Mlle.
Chappa-Abbdma, a young Cuban heiress, were
wmarried last Saturday, at the church of Ste.
Clotilde. Prince Ldéon Demidetf, Chamberlain
to the Emperor of Hussia, theunele of the bride-
groom, was present at the ceremony, which was
numerously and fashionably attended,
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