
heartily as if some other man had been made her eyes shone again-to see
the victim of nispl>ced type. women, great men (alas! in ho*many es

Any one can see, by an inspectien of the miscalled greatness !), to behold her hus.
fac-simile, that my writing is not so very il- waited upon and honoured, to hearhims
legible. To me it is plain enough. Why, in the halls of the Capitol of the nation. world; I
then, should compositors and others so tor- At that moment her glance fell upon
ture it into meaningless language? Here isp iad 'ccPerha
the sentence as it made its alpperac 1' paragraph in a rival paper, which she had ob

'Ppearancelm brought up stairs, Tiddy having found it~'The Regulator " :-apon the hall steps. to Y""
HER cOPY. I meekly bowed my head, and wished my. to your

"The skimming birds, the swift round self in Jericho. eVe
motes of the south wind, the lively face of That small woman seemed at once endowed honour,
autumn under wild vines hopping. with the eloquence of Cicero, the wrath of

-l "I picked up leaves of myrtle, as I lurked Mars, and the majesty of Juno. lier face
by the sleepy natives, and watched the glossy took on a portentous light, as she stalked
ivy. Ah, then much said its peace to me." back and forth ; her hands struck ont wild- 1 (i)1

ly,»her eyes were burning stars. In vai I arrang
"Theshi merin coare h reiterated that it was all paper-talk; in vain e

The shimmering leaves, the soft sweet I tried to soothe her. .crtam
notes of the blackbird, the ,lovely face of na- -t orfour
ture, made me mildly happy. I thought of -•k "The ha t ofyu youo to tre "items.
heaven's repose as I looked-at the sleeping like thatem What will you do to them "o ifTh

moutans ndwathe th ldin rver Iunish them ! 1 would kill them, kill them, j'O andlMountains and watched the gliding river. if they so did to mie cc
Al the world seemed at pece it'h me." It was hours before either Conrad or

Nowý, if you will compare my copy with coud influence lier mood sufficiently to cal
thefxc-inile of the manuscript, you cannot heuld mfne he. I feared a fit ol tilness au A

fail to be amazed with me at my little wife's r any degreha
translation. However, there can be no doubt the result ; and, indeed, for some days her«i
that she tried to do her best. and what more heavy eyes and dejected appearance kept un she a
can any womag do ? I mentally resolved, all anxious. Letters from the far country
however, the next time I left home to give somewhat changed the aspect) of her I res
all the work into the hands of the sub, and Old. Gretchen was dead, and the little
never lav myself out for a romautic and poeti- quaint house had changed hands, in tenants
cal effort. for Conrad was still its owner. sooa

That same day came a letter from my wife, In my early youth, being of a reformatory
from which I make a brief extract :- turn, and imagining, as very yonng enth

"I did pity that poor man when he siasts are apt to do, that I could carry the
showed me your writing, for you know it world on my shoulders, I had made some ens- hnc
has always been all chickens' legs to me un- MIem Amon thean, haif foo
til now. I did not find much trouble of it, hall knave, o took up my war notes in Don
after a while, but made a good tranilation Qaixote fashion; with this difference, t
of it; though Conrad laughed, and said per'-lie nature was atterly foreigu fiom that of
haps the compositor was standing on his headterib
when he set it up, a'"d that accounted for infased the bitterest malignity into an article
some mistta1ýes in the printed article; but I whicl le wrote for a paper over which hehad je

- did not seethem. Coarad says you are go-control.
ing into political l4g, and that wil- takLyou It was a dastardly, infamoas prodaction,
much from home. a Carli, rincensedsoe of my friend, that
that! Our home is so'happy 1 What caa a they besieged the office, made the forema
man want but contentment in this world? stop the press, and af terward boaglt upau
You write to make people better. You find the papers that they coald flnd-a few otheis
smiles when you lift your door-ltch ; youan the meantime having gone abroadL
leave cold looks and harsh words out in the Shortly after my retura, a friend care te
dark street. Within we have warmth and mY Office.

. comfort, aud merry laughs, and al that is They are down upon you now, Charlie,"
beautiful. "Don't go to polities, where le said,"thoagh they oaa may no real ham
·they wrangle and hurt each other." of yoa. Bt there one thing tey mq

This was the first subject discussed on my work arainst you. Barnes, the leader of
return home. oppeiton, la got hold of that olp

"And you will go to Congress, and I te lion, writtea Jfteen years ago, andthey A"
Washington, and leave everything we love," mleneng te ase it.

.e said mournfully."Thal la infarnes,"1I aid.
Ipitui the reverse ofthehieldli e. " mfcourse thse famous, nb aun ooe


