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(CONTINUED Frox PaGe 7.)

was seriously bent upon potatoes was not a man to be feared,  She
found a half-sheet of note-paper, and wrote—

I'lived in « small villeye before I came to London, but I wm
afraid L do not krow much aboul ferming.  Jdre you a ficrmer?

The answer came—

kaew ben most Every thing
Jaormed « bit in Kent
Smlith
As she read this the seamstress heard a church-clock strike nine.
s Bless me, is it so late?” she ceried ; and she harriedly pencilled
« Gootl-night,” thrust the paper ont, and closed the window.

But a feve minetes later, passing by, shesaw vet another bit of
paper on the cornice, fluttering in the evening breeze. It said
only ¢ good nite,” and after @ moment’s hesitation the little seams.
tress took it in and gave it shelter,

After this they were the best of friends.  Every eveniag the pat
appeared, and while the seamstress drank from it at her window
Mr. Smith drank from its twin at his; and notes were exchanged
as rapidly as Me. Smith's early education permitted.  “They told
cach other their histories, aud Mr. Smith's was one of travel and
varicty, which he seemed to consider quite a matter of course.  He
had followed the sea, and he had worked 2 bit at the docks. Now
he was foreman, and he was prospering.  In a year ortwo he would
have enongh laid by to go home to Rye and buy a share in a buat-
building business. All this dribbled out in the course ofa jerky but
variegated correspondence, in which autobiographic details were mix-
cd with reflections; moral and philozophical.

A few samples will give an idea of Mr. Smith’s style :—

¢ was one voyayge lo van demens
land

To which the scamstress replicd—

Tt must kave been very interesting.

But Mr. Smith disposed of this subject very briefly—

L wornt
Further he vouchsafed—

i seen « chinese cook in

kong kony could malke puddings

tike your Mother

a wmishnery that sells Rum

is the menest of God’s crechers

« bulfite is not what it is

eract up to De

i am 6,13

bat my futher wus 6 oot 4

The scamstress had raught school one winter. and she could not

refrain from making au attempt to reform Mr. Smith's orthography.,
One evening, in answer to thiz communication—

i killed @ Bare once 600

lbs waight
she wrote :—

Isi’t it generally spelled Beawr?
but she gave up the attempt when he responded —

« bare is @ mene animal any
way you spelt him.

And all this time Mr. Smith kept his vow of silence unbroken,
though the scamstress sometimes tempted him with little cjaculationg
and exclamations to which he might have responded.  He was
silent and invisible.  Only the smoke of his pipe and the click of
his mu;z as he sct it down on the cornice told her that a living,
matcrial Smith was her correspondent.  They never met on the
stairs, for their hours of coming and going did not coincide. Once
or twice they passed cach other in the strect—but Mr. Smith look-
cd straight ahead of him, about a foot over her head.  The little
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seamstress thought he was was a very fine-lovking mun, with his
six-feet-one and three-quarters and his thick brown beard.  Most
people would have called him plain.

Once she spoke to him.  She was coming home one summer
cvening, and a gang of corner-loafers stopped her and demandel
‘money to buy beer.  Before she had time to be frightened Mr.
Swith appeared—whence, she knew not—scattered the gang ik
chaff, and, collaring two of the human hyevas, kicked them, with
deliberate, penderous, alternate kicks, until they writhed in ineffable
agony.

When he let them crawl away she turned to him and thanked him
warmly, looking very pretty now, with the color in her checks
But Mr. Smith answered not a word.  He stared over Ler head,
arew red in the face, fidgeted nervously, but held his peace until
his eyes fell on a rotund policeman passing by :

- [ say, Bubby I” —ard.

The constable stood aghast.

“ 1 ain’t got notheng to write with,” thundred Mr. Smith, lock.
ing him in the eye.  And then the man of his word passed on hi
way.

And Lo the summer went on, and the two correspondents chatted
silently from window to window, hid from sight of all the world
Lelow by the frieudly cornice.  As they lonked out over the roof
they saw the green of Lompkins-square grow darker and dusker as
the months went on.

Mr, Smith was given to Sunday trips into the suburbs, and he
never came back without a baach of daisics—or, later, asters—for
the little seamstress. i Sometimes, with a sagacity rare in his sex,
he brought her a whole plant with fresh loam for potting.

He gave her also a reel in a bottle, which, he wrote, he had
“ maid™ himselt; also some coral, and a dried flying-fish, that
was somewhat fearful to look upon, with its sword-like fins, and its
hollow eyes. At first, she could not go to sleep with that flying-fish
hanging on the wall.

But he surprised the little seamstress very much une cool Sep-
tember evening when he shoved this letter along the cornice :—

Respected and Honored Madam :

IHaving leng and vainly sought an opportunily to convey to you Uh-
cxpression of my sealiments, I now avail myself of the privilege of episted
ary conmunicalion to acquaint you with the fact that the Kmotivns, whict
you have raised in my breast, are those which shdd point to Connubial
Love and Affection rather than to simple Friendship.  In short, Madam.
I have the Ilunor to approach you with a Proposal, the aceeplance of whicn
will fill we with eestatic Gralitude, and enable me to cxtend to yor these
Lreotecling Cares, which the Maleimanial Bond makes al onez the Duty
and the I'rivilege of him, wio wauld, at w distant dute, lred to the fly-
meneal Altar one whose charms and virlues should suffice to Lindle it
Flames, without cxtrancons Aid

I remain, licar Aladam,
your Ilumble Servant and
Ardent Adorer, J. Smith.

The little scamstress gazed at this letter a lonyg time.  Perhaps
she was wondering in what “Ready Letter-Wiiter ™ of the last
century Mr. Smith had found his form.  Perhaps she was amazed
at the results of his first attempt at punctuation.  Perhaps she was
thinking of something clse, for there were tears in her eyes and a
smile on her small mouth. _

But it must have been a long time, and Mr. Smith must have
grown nervous, for presently another communication came along
the line where the top of the cornice was worn smooth It read :—

If not «nderstomd vill you
marry me

The little scamstress scized the picce of paper and wrote :—
If I sar Yes, will you speak to me ?

Then she rose and passed it cut to him, leaning out of the
window, and their faces met.



