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MY LITTLE ROOM.

Alone I sit within this little room,

Which first 1 entered nigh three years aﬁo.
And which since then has been to me a home.
Tamerrow it will be my howmoe no more.

Well, what of that? The world is very wido,
And men in bondagoe struggle to be free!

Ah yes, but even hermits love their caves,

And men have even loved their prison walls,

Say what wo will, we cannot leave tho spot

Where we have lived fur years withont a sigh,

E'en though we hate the cause that brought us there.

1t it a wonder, then. that 1 feel sad.

Whu have been hapr,v in this little room,

To think that it shall know my face no more ¥
For in this room I've said, and done, and thonght
What I shall never say. nor do, nor think

In any other spot upoa this earth,

The same is true of any other place

On which we set our feet.  This little room,
What is it. that it was not. ere [ came.
Save older. 2nd no better {or the wenr?

And yot. indeed. it seemeth part of me.

I knuw pot how gor why ! bat this T know—
My heart is full of sorrow, leaving it

How often have I paced its lensth and breadth!
How oft iny eves have wandered o'er ita walls,
Till every pattern on the paper seemed
A living thing!  How often have [ made
Strange forms frow out the specks that dim the white
Upon the ceiling. till I almost feared
My own imagimings would dart onme!
How oft on sminmer evenings 1 have watched
That stow meandering river turn o cold.
And watehed it till the £old became as lead,
1 As it is now) while. on the mountain side,
Ttie trees in panculy. rank over rank.
Stesd. as the rebel giants steod of ald,
Showing beld faces to the face - f Heaven'!
How often have 1 voen the maiden monn
Trace through the nicht a vretty silver haw,
And then with virgin bashialness retire !

1 »n has the wind. like -boy friend
< & signal tune, admissien sourht
There. at the window. and then s pered off
Aronnsd the cable, mwuttering repreach,
Leaving we sad. for T heard his roice
fyive forth the self-same music lone ago.
Befere my feet had trod this litdde reom?

Dear {s each rorner of my littie poom,
Dear each familiar vhiert—every one

& o me new of happy davs cone by
windvw. throngh whose pane the sun

riad eouriers of licht

ve cos of celestial miles
e with smiles from heaven my litile rocmn.
t. when frichd. fairy artisws drew

. un these panes.

Y 1y art,

Paid homase to their deadly enemy,
Th r¥ menster, who. if treated well,

To reep and see him crack with neisy teeth

His dole of foedd. and watch hiz merry eve

That set whate'erit rested en aglow:

And then shut up his cace and hear him sing

Sich ple nt eengs a2 warmed old Winter's heart!

Oh! many & winter's night have T thus «at,
Ard, peopline my demmain with forms | leved,
Held sweet communion. asked and heard reply.
There vame, too. sometiner aninvited guests |
And T have Iain upan & weary can
Baund hand and feor with sorrow, till the touch
0f Hope un:iid the cords 1 or sume bricht spark
Of gentle wit remembaered lit the place

With smiles of bappy faces. dear to me.

1! happy winter nights, most happy now
seem. when von are gene—/{or sver gone.
Next winter I shall mis2 thee. little room !

And I will zo away and be fnrgotten,

And r furms will enter by that devr,
And si: in this same 2ot where I am now,

hat [ have theught and feared and boped.
ec years, within this tittle rogm,

were remembered than the dream
pered in a sleeping infant’s ear.

What matzar 7 Yet the veriest stoic loathes
Ta be annihilated in the hearts
wha knew him-—to be irodden down
iously by those whom he hns leved,

vear's feaves, in enbd ohiivicue dust,

spe Thou wilt not be /! fargotten.

Seme one will give thy memory a #ich.
And. many a time. when thou art far away,
These walls sha!l bear kit:d blosrings on thy head.
And Gud may hear them. too. and answer them.”

Arnd yew in spite uf Hupe. I'ma very sad
At theught of leaving thee, wmy little room !

Jonx Reane.
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THE LETTER OF MY DEAD WIFE.

My young wife dicd on the 9th of January, 186-, giving
birth to & daughter, which followed her to the grave imme-
diately after,

How 1 survived that period and that whirlwind of grief
gurprires me. I had won my wife against odds, 1 was poor
and proud, and when taunted by her father with the words,
“fortune hunter,” I sworz that | would earn an independence
and then claim her. T kept my word.  For five long years 1
laboured as only a man urged on to his labour by one absorb-
ing passion can work. Forfive long years 1 scarcely saw her,
but when my long wark was ended we were married, and she
made my life happy indeed,

But sooa ! oh, how much too roon! came the great tronble,
and I lost her!
. L L4 . L4 L] .

I revolved upon travel ; my medical man advised change
of climate, of scene, of people, and of association ; mechani-
cally I assented to his suggestion, mechanically I took my
geat one lovely summer’s worning (the 19th June) in a first-
claes carriage en route for Paris, and where afterwards I cared
not.

I bribed the guard 1o lock the door that I might indulge in
my own sad musings without fear of intrusion, and had
wrapped myself up ina fancifnl security when, just as the
train was about to start,a xmall valise was pitched in throngh

“the window, followed by a hat-box, and while we were actn-

ally in motion the door was unlocked, and a man, jumping
lightly over the luggags, which sirewed the floor of the
carrioge, subsided into a seat exnctly opposite mine.

One focls almostinn averston towards o new comer ina mil-
way carriage  With what ill-will the passcuger At n wayside
station is receivod by the occupants of a well-heated compart-
ment, when the door opens to admit the rush of a plercing
wind, & dash of rain, and probably a damp body, .

I was almost savage with the faithless ofticial, and disgusted
with the intruder, 1 felt irritated to a degree that 1 could
searcely account for 3 and, rolling myselfinto a corner, I gazed
steadfastly out into the country, as though an agent fora
telegraph company employed to count the poles,

The stranger, coolly collecting his luggage and divesting
himself of a courier bag which hung across his shoulder, pro-
ceeded, with the sonchilunce of A Queen’s messenger, to pre-
pare to smoka; and, having selected a cigar, and biting off
the end, languidly observed, ¢ No objection to smoking.”

#This is not n smoking carriage,” I replied.

“Really 77

s 1 object!”

“ Really.”

There was a cool impertinence in the tone that roused my
anger, aud I turned round and gazed at him,

He was a well-built handsome man, apparently about five-
and-thirty, Hix eves were small and glittering as those of @
rat.  His monstache very bushiv, and carefully pointed, He
was dressed ina grey tweed travelling suit; his gloves were
yellow, and in one hand he held & very handsome Ru-sian
leather cigar-case, with the initials C. B, engraven thereon,
in the other the unlighted cigar and fusee.

The state of uervous excitement under which 1 laboured
would have el me to attempt anvthing ; and although 1 felt
that at any other time §shonld be physically unequal to an
encounter with thiz man, thers w s that within me that tem-
porarily gave me a superhuman strength,

“1 abjeet,” T again repeated, the words cozing {rom between
my clenchoed teeth.

“YXour objection shall not affeet my resolve in the least
and 1 shall smoke.”  So saving, he lifted his right foot, laid
it delicately scross his left knee, and adjusting the fusee,
rubbed it deliberately against the dry leather of the sole.
The combustible portion of the mateh fell off. ¥ Confound
it, theonly one [ had ;1 must wait till wo get to Canterbury.™

I was so eager for & contest with this man that thiz wasd a
source aof intense disappointment.  If T had a light about me
indeed I should bave presented it to him for the purpese of
brinzing the question to an issue,

“# 1 imagine if you tried you would find one” I sneered,

HCan yvon wive me a light?" he asked,

T cannot.”

& Wait till we get to Canterbury, and 'll smoke you dry as
an Egvptian mummy.”

s 1 shall”

This closed cur conversation. 1 leaned back into the corner
of the carrings, an unaceountable hatred against this man en-
venoming =very thought. T did not stay to reason with my-
sebf. Tdid not ask, Iz this trifle of lighting a cigar worth so
much of bad and bitter emotion? 1 did not admit a ray of
hope that, er+ we vegchad Canterbury, the vepgeful feel.
ing shonld pass away. No; Ilonged with the cravineg of a
gambler for the moment when the game was te be renewed ;
and no pilgrim ever desiced to gaze upon the green stone at
Mecra with a greater fever than 1T did to behold the spires of
the rrand old cathedml.

The shadow was upon me.  The black cloud was looming
overhead,

Onwards dashed and shricked the tmin,  Through the
meadows laden with the perfume of the summer dew.  Past
rivalets sparkling in the golden sunlight. By villages, to.
wards which by-nnd-by the mowers would wend thelr joyous
way when the sun wonld be red in the West. Everything
looked bright and beautifal, yet 1 could not share the bright-
ness ar the beauty, {or the grief and mge were warring in my
breart, and my heart, which an hour before had been stecped
in tears, waa now bathing in the glow of anger. For a mo-
ment 1 was myself again; we were appreaching the village
of D , where 1 fivst met her who was last to me for ever.
Therse stood the old church with its ivied tower, the rooks
whirling round and about it az of yore, unmindful of the
time when I used, with batad breath and throbbing heart, to
watch her as she wended her way to offer up her pure prayers
within its sacred walls, On the right lay Hall, where
1 first bathed in the inexhaustive glories of love's young
dream.  There the vopse where [ dared breathe my burning
hopes. I could gaze no longer; and, burying my face in my
hands, T gave myself up to one of those reveries during which
the: hour, the place, the circumstances of my surronndings,
were utterly forgotten, and I wandered by her «ide a5 in the
olden time, and all was light, and joy, and lpre. How long
this day dream may have lasted, and why [ awoke from it until
the train stopped, 1 cannot tell, but when [ looked up, my
companion was engaged in reading aletter—an ordinary look-
ing letter, writien upon pink note paper.  Suddenly my atten-
tion became rivetted—eloser—closer—aevery nerve in my body
began to tingle, my heart gave one mighty bound, for the
haniwriting was that of my doad wife,

Anicy sickness crept over me. The small portinn I could
read showed me words thut should be explained, wonds of to
me—nnfathomable mystery, 1 felt nx if 1 should swoon, my
brain began to throb, and for a moment I was almost insen-
gibde,  Then in a voice that startied me from its very hollow-
ness, T osaid,

Y When did you receive that letter 77

He looked np, smiled, and resumed his reading of it,

“#When did yon roceive that bstter ?”

* Excuse meif § refuse to comply with your request.”

“ You must tell me.”

“You're a conl hand, 'pon my soul!” he exclaimed,

1 beg of you to suswer my question,”

1 dow't underatand it”

“ My question ig'—and I was as cool A ice; though my brain
was on fire— when did you receive the letter you are now
engaged in reading 7

“What if I refuse to answer your question, which I consi-
der grossly impertinent ?* he replied, angrily.

“ You mnst tell me. You must give it to me,  Jou have
no right to it 1" [ shonted .

“You nre cither mad or drunk, but whichever 1t i, you
#hall neither know when I received this letter, nor shall you
become possessor of it as long na | ean control my tongue or
make use of my nrms.” ' ‘ '

He waa preparing 1o replace it in his pocket,

Ming it should he,

Without 8 moment's hesitation J made n soatch at it.

"

He was too quick for me, but, in throwing back hig )
avoid my grasp, his fingers relaxed their hold, ang th .:“nd
flow out of the open window, ! ¢ letty;

We wero travelling at the rato of forty miles ay

Houses, trees, hedges, and telegmph-posts flagl

The letter must be mine Tt must be regained,

tHouses, trees, hedges, nud telegraph-posts thasliec

The one absorbing fdea vushed through my mj
not hesitate the tenth part of a gecond. il

Hounees, trees, bedges, and telegenph-posts flushe

I threw open the door, and stood upon the step,

Houses, treee, hedges, and telegraph-posts flashed Past

My companfon scired my arm. ‘ )

Houses, trees, hedges, and telegraph-posts flashed pist

I sprang forward, '

“ God save me!” 1 xaid.

A horrible erash! A million of lights!

1 hdur_
¢d past,

! past,
bd. T g

d paat,

When 1 recovered cousciousnesr 1 found mygplf A
clining pogition, and surrounded by A number of SUIANge o
I could not realize the situation for some momentg. 54

X i and

when ot length my reason began to assert itself the whv"
N " ik
truth flashed upon me. [ endeavourad to rise, byt found «
’ &

much pain in moving that 1 desisted,
¢« Do not stir, sir,” said an elderly man, who was engaged iy
bathing wmy temples.  We've sent for a doctor, and \:(' v;l
pect him every mowment.” -
As he was speaking the medical man arrived.
He made a careful exnmination, and prononnced that, s
as his judgment went, the bones were unbroken, that ,: .y
tuged ent on the temple might prove troablesome, ang !ﬁ:‘
immediate and carefal removal and rest would be essegtial
I listened to all this, and mare, as the doctar gave his ;..
ections to the man who was cugaged in bathing my head, apd
whom I subsequently learned was foreian of a gang of I"‘h
Inyera engaged o repadring the Hine a1 the place whete ikt
alighted.  He deseribed me as bounding alone the te tix.
hunge ball, and that my escape wax nothing shert o
miracle,
# Here, sir, is his watch and Keys, and pocketabook," aig
the foreman, banding the articles mentousd to the dacger
I sat up and fervently returned thanks to Him whese g,
was the Iast on my lips ere springing from the varriage.
“ Five pounds to any man who will bring me a letter wri,
ten on pink paper.  [tdropped from the carringe richt-Lang

fa

e
window from London, about half a minute beiore 1

The workmen looked ut cach other, then at me, and jasy
at the doctor, evidently under the impression thar | oay
raving,

# Five pounds, men!  What sre you staring at 7 Now thes,
men, stiv yourselves! Don’t you want to eatn s five o
note handy 2" cried the foreman,

In an instant off they started, tearing along the Jine g 4
direction indicated,

Do not excite yourself, sirg it ds sure to be foundt all
the doctor, his finger on my wrist, ** Had you fine weathe;
intown?™

‘This was to distract iy attention;, but the good man u
knew that my whole of life was conuentratad on the dis oven
of that tiny piece of pink paper,

“ Do not =i, wir; pray do nate Tinsist on it
doctor, endeavouring to restraln me from rising,

[ shook him off, and stond npon my feet, very riek, ven
riddy, but still able to stand,

1t appeared an age. I felt agonized with appeobeonmn
it should not be fouud,

Y How tome have | bovn unconscions 27 1 asked of the fue.
man, who stowd reapectfully by,

“About twenty minutes, sir”

Did any trains pass up the lne, either way, e ?”

i ;\'n’ sir.”

# Then the lettor must be safe 1 frared that the wheels of
the up-train might have caught and annihilated it

At this moment there was a shout, atd ope of the wen
came running towards us waving something in his ban

 He has i1, sir, &add the foreman,

The man approached besrére—nearer: my head beon
swim, nearcr-—nearer ; that for which T had venoured my i
aye,and would seain, was mine. 1 held out my hands e
chanically ; with a lnst effort I clutebed the detter which the
breathless navey tendered to me, thrust it into say beson,
and fainted away.

. . . . . . .

% At what hour doei the train start far Cantorbury 27

“ Four o'clock, sir”

“ What delay sliall T have in Canterbury, so as to be able,
if necessary, to cafel the tidal train?2”

+ Thinty-two minutes, sir.”

“Can 1 telogiaph 27

“To, alr.  Lord bless you, sir, it's enough for ns to sec the
wires. A telegram here would set us crazy.”

These questions were addresged by me to the station-mpstx
at the B Station, to which 1 had been cartied by G
navvies on an Improviged litter during my secand period o
UncouscionFness,

My head had been dresaed, brandy and water administend
and, although against the strongest remonstranoss of Dot
Flethurst, the kind and accomplished physicisn who atemd
me, I resolved to push on—ta track and follow, f peeessary,
1o the uttermonst limita of the carth, my companion ot i
morning, and compel him, with ' n sword at his threat ora
revolver at his breast, to explain the purpart of the letter of
my dead wife,

It was undated.

These aro the words :

Thursday.
f DeAngsr, )
#Why have yout not written? 1 eanuot luulrrsi:.\ud it.
You have no idea how perplexsd I have been hy your silence.
I am competled, nx you are aware, to be very careful, lest our
letters shoild be discovered; but | have taken every pree
cantion.  Come at once. ! think our lucky star ix in the
ascendant, :
o FaNntg”
Thig was the Ietter, .
The paper was fresh and glogsy, but it wore the ,ummsmlf'
able signg of much folding and unfolding.  The manufactnrers
name was stamped en one carner. In vain T turned it over
and over in the hopa of a faint clue as to date; not u scratch

_—mnot & blot. Would it have been Fannia's letter were @

blotted 7 No!




