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south, 1 shall talk of nothing but your, own_--dear
selves, and Pearl will bring you news of Garfield;

whom, I feel sure, she has seen every day.during your
absence.

"'Thomas aïO Be« nia (in days of yore, Bridget) will
have everything snug for you any day you come. All

our world seems so in couples linked, that though he
is but sixteen, and she forty, I shall not be surprised
to find them buckled, too.

Times are changed,,,,dear. L never even think of
cha*n.s, bolts, or shutters. No more nervous evenings;

no ore -stàrts at the b èAl ; no more- beart-aebes ; but
arms léal and trué to shield me, a heart fond and lov-

ing, all my own. Ella, Ella, with niy faulty nature, I
&%k myself, am I deservino, of this great happiness?

«'My dear husband is bending over me; bât lèst you
deem him, a fiatterer., I must not tell you his words -he

bids me tell you ý bât. no, he müst say it himself. But
he has taken away" the inkbottle, lest I burn the mi-d-
night oil. One says of Aspasia, writing in' anélient

days of her Pericles, that 'happy is the man '-who
-comes lastand alon'e, into the warmand secret foldi"gs

of a letter! And so the name of m'y dear husband,
.Alec elair, comes here, Ella, dèar, and I say go'd-night

to -ou as he holds me in hi * arms his eyes, with lov'ë's
steadfast gaze, restinom on -my face.

From, your happy friend,

ELAi.NEJ

-ë«'Who is affectionatèly and
abundant1y yours.

To Mrs. Dale) C/o Henry Dale, Esq.,
"« Hoffman» House, New York -Citý."


