
MY CHILD-WIFE. n
How affably and graciously she received me—the little Eve—all

miles and obligingness and encouragement for the lumpish, awkward
Adam. How she made me sit down on a seat by her, and put hier little

white arm cosily over my neck, as she laid the spelling-book on her

knee—••/ read in Baker. Where do you read ?"

Friend, it was Webster's Spelling-book that was their text-book,

and many of you will remember where "Baker" is in that literary

career. The column of words thus headed was a mile-stolhe on the

path of infant progress. But my mother had been a diligent instruct-

ress at home, and I an apt scholar, and my breast swelled as I told

little Susie that I had gone beyond Baker. I saw "respect mingling

with surprise" in her great violet eyes ; my soul was enlarged—my
little irame dilated, as turning over to the picture of the "old man who
found a rude boy on one of his trees stealing apples," I answered her

that I had read there !

" Why-«e /" said the little maiden ; "pnly think, girls—^he reads in

readings 1"

I was set up and glorified in my own esteem ; two or three girls

looked at me with evident consideration.
" Don't you want to sit on our side ?" said Susie, engagingly.

*' I'll ask Miss Bessie to let you, 'cause she said the big boys always

plague the little ones." And so, as she was a smooth-tongued Itttle

favorite, she not only introduced me to the teacher, but got me comfort-

ably niched beside her dainty self on the hard, backless seat, where I

sat swinging my heels, and looking for all the world like a rough little

short-tailed robin, just pushed out ofthe nest, and surveying the world

with round, anxious eyes. The big boys quizzed me, and made hideous

faces at me from behind their spelling-books, and great hulking Tom
Halliday threw a spit ball that lodged on the wall just over my head, by
way of showing his contempt for me ; but I looked at Susie, and
took courage. I thought I never saw anything so pretty as

she was. I was never tired with following the mazes of her

golden curls. I thought how dainty and nice and white her

pink dress and white apron were; and she wore a pair of wonderful

little red shoes; her tiny hands were so skilful and so busy! She
turned the hem of my brown towel, and basted it for me so nicely, and
then she took out some delicate ruffling that was her school work, and
I admired her bright, fine needle and fine thread, and the waxen little

finger crowned with a little brass thimble, as she sewed away with an
industrious steadiness. To me the brass was gold, and her hands were
pearl, and she was a little fairy princess !^—^yet every few moments she

turned her great blue eyes on me, and smiled and nodded her little

head knowingly, as much as to bid me be of good cheer, and I felt a
thrill go right to my heart, that beat delightedly under the checked
apron.

" Please, ma'm," said Susan, glibly, * mayn't Henry go out to

play with the girls ? The big boys are so rough ?"

And Miss Bessie smiled, and said I might ; and I was a blessed

little boy from that moment. In the first recess Susie instructed me
in playing "Tag," and "Oats, peas, beans, and barley, 0," and in


