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1% off, bt she Dlushed 'as rod hs o pinoy, |
Suys IS think you have done pretty
wall” to catoh a husband s0 soon after
com’ nfr ]\ch, and a3 likely 2 man as
Clirles Marsh, too.”  She looked at me
sort of surpyised-like for a miunit, and
then. ["spose she thought ‘twant no use
shamming, so she suid just as cool, * Oh,
M-r. Marsh and I have.been engaged more
tNuira year.”’

“1 declare I never heard the beat, If
$hat gal aint the most brazen-fuced picee

I over saw.”
8o poor Miss Arnold. was discussed,

and ‘some plainly declared they were glad
achool had closed, for they would not send
their children to such a person.

It was the last nightof Heldn's stay in
Tattlotewn; and the. widow. Simpkins,
having flattened her noso against the win-
ddw for a distressing ‘period of time, was
st last rewarded by sceing Mr. Marsh
entér-the door of Ber boarding place and
seat himself on the sofs with Helen Ar-
nold. Then he rose and shut the blind
toward the strect, entirely cutting off the
good widow’s view of any interesting
scene that might: be about to transpire.
The-widowwas in agony. All at once
she recollccted a pressing crrand that call-
ed her to her neighbor's—Miss Sally’s—
and in her sympathlzmg car she told what
she had just secn.

¢ Sukes alive,” cxclaimed Miss Sally,
**well my parlor window is close to theirs,
and we can sit there withont any light
and hear overy word they say.”

No sooner said than.dore,.and. the two
honorable worthics were installéd by the
window, .butigreatiy-to their disappoint-
meat, they coald only hear disconnected
scatences. . What they did hear,. ran
about as follows

“1 do not feel a3 if I was worthy. of
such 2 wife, Nellie.”

“I don’t think. yow.are either, and I
have.aigreat mind'to-enter protest now.”

Then a merry laugh, during which Miss
Sally whispered.to-the widow, * she thinks
enough.of . herself any how.”

“-E'met that old Widow: Sxmp_]ima in
st the dressmaker’s the: other day, and
she said you were a.very likely man, and
congratulztedi me on my conguest. I

can’t imagine how that. has got.arcund]

town.” -
s The decextful jade,™ whwpcre&* the

widow, wrathfully, ** L should. like to box
Lice ears.””

A good!deal” more: was said on both
sidés, ¥mt.nothing very sitisfaetory to tiie
listeners uritil Mr.. Mirsh. rose to départ.

* Oh,. I forgot,” said ho, pausing exact:
lg’ bé(‘oro tho window, and taking a small
package from his pooket, ho opened it,
held up an clegant bracclet, which he
clasped upon Miss Arnold’s arn, saying,
“wear that at tho weddifig, will you, Nel-
lie, for my sake ?"

Heclon looked at the bracelet a moment,
admiring it with ullta child's delfight, and
then said, “ I think I will repent and give
you the kiss you teazed for, after all."—
So Citzrles Marsh bent his handsome
head, and lefl a kiss on as rosy a mouth
as ever was kissed before or sinee,

* Good night, littlo one, I shall sce you
again next Thursday. Qive my love to
your father and. mother, and you Anow
who has all the rest."

Hb was gono at last, down the strect,
and ITclen shut the door, and they had a
glimpso of her little feet flying up the
stairs to her room.

Tho widow lovked at Miss Sully,.and]

Miss Sally looked at the widow, ¢ Well,
I do declare! szid the widow, sectting
her cap border, ¢ I never see the beat in
all my born days,” said Miss Sally, smooth-
ing her apron mervously.

With hearts too full for utterance the
two worthics separated.

No sooner was Mids Arnold out of town,
than Mr, Miarsh went to a pleasant family,
living in the edge of the villago, and en-

| gagedirooma-foe: himself and’ wife—and to

the ldughing’ remark of Mrs. Edwards,
that she supposcd, of course, the wife was
‘to be Miss Arnold, ho gave an unhesitate
ing assent.

The furnishing of the rooms-.occupicd
the wholo of his attention for several days,

and:many were the plans. dévised by -the]

Widow Simpkins for gettiig a peep at
them, but sbe failed in all of them, and
Mr. Marsh finally left: Tuttletown- with
the keys inshis: pocket, and not se much
as a crack. in- the blinds te gratify the
woman's curiosity.

It scemed as if that' summer vacation
‘never would coms to.an cnd, but it did
close at lust, and it was told all over Tate
tletown one Saturduy cvening, that My,
Marsh and his wife were at Mrs, Jid-
wards' house,

i QOur good ministor, mustdiave wondered
at the unusual crowd thatvfuirly filled the
church the next morning, but ho must
have rezdily puesseds the cause, from,
the, umiversal rustle. and turning off
beads wiep Cbarles Marsh came slowly:
up the aisle, csoorting & wory beautifal

. |lady, in the purcst white, aud followed,

by a little fgure in travelling cos
tume, with a face that some of us thought
was fairly:running over with mischicf—
oven our teacher, Miss Helen Arnold.

Everybody was.puzeted; Miss Sally

could not think “ what on airth it meaut.
The bride was the very pioture of Heleu
Arnold, only she had langer curls and
reddor cheeks.” The myatery was solved,
however, after service, when Helen, with:
her eyes all in a twinkle, introduced to
Widow Simpkinr, “my sister, Mre,
Marsh,” :
" Schoolgirs are preverbiully quick-
witted, and it was soon universally under-
stood in the Academy how Helen had
“ check-mated the gossips,” and how Mr.
Marsh had "been engeged to her sister
‘Alice, for & long time, and only waiting
to establish himself'in the Academy before
he married—that Helen was her sister’s
bride-maid,” and wore.tho white crape. at
the wedding, and a great deal .more that
May.Edward's.tolduus..,

¢ Helen,” said Miss Edwards to her
onc day, did you really tell the Widow
Simplins that you had been cngaged to
Mr, Marsh a year 2"

4 No, indeed,ishe congratulated me on
catching a.hushand so soun, apd. the fun,
of the thing happened to strike me just
then, so I told her, Mr. Marsh and I kad
been engaged more than. & year. It wan
true, you see, for Charles and Alice have
been engaged ever 5o long, and I have.
been engaged a year to—to—well no mat-
ter. Don't laugh at me, -that's a dear,
good Aunty—1I did'né mean to tell, only -
don’t you think Yidow Simpkins is «,
meddling old gossip?”

Helen Arnold is our teacher still, but
weare.$o have a new one next tenn, and
I.know something that Helen told me one
night, about a locket with'somcbody's pic-
ture in it—but I said I wouldn't telf, and:
I am not a going to.

Fresu Aigs-—@ive your children plea
ty of fresktair. Let them snuff it until.
it.sonds the. rosy currcnt of life duncing
joyfully to their temples, Air i3 so cheap,
andso good, and 80 necossasy withal, that
every child should hayo-froe acoess to it.
Horace DMann, beautifully says:—“ To
put children on.a-shost allowance of fresh
air, is &8 foolkh as. it:would have beem for
Noah, during the deluge, to have, put his
fauily om- a. short allowance of water.
Sinoee God Ims-poused-out an atmosphiere
of fifty miles-dbopy it-is enough to make
a.miser weep . to soe our childrou stigied
in. breath.’



