
HZLEN'^ BABI£^.

TiiK first cmi.so, so far as it can ])o dctL'rmim'd, of
tlie existence of this book may bo fonnd in tlie follow-
ing letter, written by my only married sister, and re-
ceived by me, Harry IJnrton, salesman of white goods,
bachelor, aged twenty-eight, and received just as !•
was trying to decide where J should spend a fortiii<dit's
vacation :

—

°

" HiLLCHEST, Juno 15, 1875.

"Dkak IIakuy :— Ri.nicnd.<.Tiiig that you are always
complaining that you never have a chance to road, anu
knowing that you won't get it this summer, if you spend
y<>ur vacation among people oi your own set, I write to
ask you to come up here. I admit that I am not wholly
diBinteiestea in inviting you. The truth is, 'i\nn and I
are invited to spend a fortnight with my old school-mate,
Ahce Wayne, wlio, you know, is the deadest girl in the
work

,
though you .lldu't obey me and marry her before

i^rank Wayne appeared. Well, we're dying to go, for Alice
and J^ rank live lu splendid style

; but as tluy haven't in-
cluded our chdciren iu their invitation, and have no chil-
dren of their own, we must leave Budge .and Toddie at
Jiome. Ive no doubt they'll he perfectly safe, for niv
girl IS a jewel, and devoted to the children, but I would feed
a great deal easier if there was a man in the house. Be-
sides there's the silver, and burglars are less likely to


