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UVDER THE EVENINO LAMP.
AN OLD. OLD QUESTION.

A 'P!ajrst tat Ironas caras a isaad autrrte.i
i.ig&.reil a taveaient <,n st' ilIaIwardI wav,Ani, Iuoktrng iak. sa%,, ai thougia lerotnIticartetd,
l a frienime ani kindreil weepiaag o'er i day.

i t Peeanq tiaoy Iovei l iearly. lfadl 1 kiiowaa it
M' 5- life hlala ien taîtaia liaipîaacr.** it saa
%% hy oiy it nir parirLal- Iaào the), ahowfl it-
'';ihcir fonaicut k1.qqes kia'.1,aiag for the deail? "

UNTO THE PERFECT DAY.

Graaidtrathcr Gray was wet and cold ; be taok off her
-s1lî.îwi thi lai- own hands, drewv ut: tis own great chair
1iefore the lire, bade me bring her slippers white lie
kneit siapon the tieartb ta remove the damp sboes, laugb.
ing and jokit)g usitili 1 began ta wonder if indecd 1 had
Iseen that -ip.mi of agony so short a white befare, or was
1 dreirmîag that Uncle Sîlas h2d cammitted samnedread-
fut act that nîy grandfather bad declared he would
neyer fargive.

Only once white lie mixed for ber a cup ot ginger tea,
1 saw bim graw white about tbe lips, and 1 knew he was
thankîng of that terrible secret hidden away in the
drawé-r of the table.

But my grandmaothen bad studied bis moods trio long
flot ta îanderstand thear chang~es.

Mhen be bad made ber warmi and comiortable sIte
piaced ber band an bis, as it rested tapon bis knee, and
said -;le :-

Now, E-heni, tell me aIl about it."
About wvhat. Etnnice?" said he.
\Vhiatever ht il you are trying ta bide, dear," sbe

said ; but despite bier insistence. rny grandmother went
tai %letp that nigbt ignorant of the sbadow haiging aver
ber home.

Mihen 1 awoke the next monnng the farmr bell that
lissoir jtast beside the back doar was clanging s0 fiencely
thîat st startled me. One ! two ! tbree ! four ! that was
l'aicte Ca'iar's bell. Uncle Czesar's duty was ta wait
lapon my grandparents ; the bell summoned bim tbe third
tante helane 1 could geL inta my clathes and go down.

l'iae dreadfui secret bad been toid. 1 knew it before
1 c.ame tapon themi in the dining.raam where my grand.
fatiier staad, white and stern, the fatal letter in bis band,
ju'.t beneath a garent portrait ai bis wife,; painted in ber
'.wect yauth when she first becamne liunice Gray. She,
the original, nui on 1 i-r kze, praying pieading, weep.
iag. clinîing ta bim, besecbing him.

'OI 11 Een no," i beard lier say, Iltake back, ob my
hIaab;and, take back those awftai words."

lile lialed la, band, the letter in it.
Il Never !«' laid be. Ilshall lie cross my thresbold.

No %'' hall cali bimself my son. lie may go, go
wliere 1laievel, are sale ! lie is *:o soit of inje."

Site rose tip and went out. 1 glanced rit her face,
oid, and whîite, and set, and then at the portrait tapon
tle wvahl.

Caîaid fil1i even bave been the lakeness of my grand.
notlwr D

\îheves to full for seeing i followed ber out ai
the zoom. Sie walked stnaight ta the bell and reacbed
ilir the rope Four strokel; fram the iron clapper and
oid C.tu -tr camie liinping across the lawn.

-Flctch my horse ta the block at once," she said,
":u'd tell janie'. ta -saddle the bay flly and get ready ta

tolw aie ta L.ebanon I
\Wîîaî are yata gaing ta do, ]-ta nice D- my grand.

fathen deiîianded, motane sternly titan I had ever iteard
iais spral; ta her Sise replied as she pinned lier sbawl

about lier shoiders .-
"i arn goang ta miy boy"
Ffteen minuties later sIte rode out at the big gate,

a:id I lienard the ciatter af lier horse's boots striking the
%vbite "lpakce alls she rond nway ta t'acle Silat-., followed
bw black j:uniel vil the bay filly.

Robbed hl rooani-nite, so the Iettcr snid of l'uîic
Sii' titougli it begged paîeotisly for merci , taaî orr%:t tif
imtitilment until tliev sbould know ail the fact, ai tbe case.

0ralndlatîter Lmray waiked the floar for an hour, that
:,turai, lia., look t'p n liýs pr.'uI il lifce wbicb 1 feit

suri- wauld alever soiten toward the son who had
shattered his praudest possessian-his good rinte.

liAIy boy ai thief 1" he murmured, Il my blood, the
besi of old Virginin, circulation in the veins of a thief
and flot turn ta lire ? The son of Ebenezer Gray, one of
the cleanest names in Tennesssce, a comman rogue P"

1le stopped just beneath the great portrait, "No
Eunice, no, no, neyer, sweet wife of mny young man-
bood-" the sweet eyes ot Eunice Gray beamed tenderly
tapion him tramt the painted canvas. Slowly his uplifttd
hand drapped ta bis sîde, and-

"Robert," said he, turning to me, "lring the bell for

lVhen the aId negro lirnped ta the donr, Grandfather
Gray, booted and spurred, stood before the portrait, the
hard look gane t ramn bis face, and on its stead an ex-
pression of such gentie sorrow 1 cauld scarcely believe
it was the same face that had been liftcd but ten
minutes before ta my grandrnother's picture.

"Caear," he said, Il 1 want my horse at once."
Hat's at de door, marster V' was the answer. Old

C.e~sar had watted langer th:tn usual thàs time, but the
arder was gaveai at last, and zen minutes later my grand.
father was ricdisg away toward Lebanan after my grand-
mother.

It was nearly midnight wvhen thay returned. and when
1 saw bim tlt lier tenderly in bis arms and place ber on
the sofa, gently sootbing ber grief whicb came ta me in
a sound of low weeping, 1 crept away ta bed, knowir.g
the trip ta Lebanon had not been without sarraw.

The next day 1 learned that miy grandfather had
repaid the money and that Uncle Silas bad gane West.
It was bis own wish ta gr-, and framn that time on he was
a very different man. His escape bad been sa narrow,
bis gratitude so great. Letters cam., regularly now,
and were no longer bidden away tilt morning, but were
opened wîth eager and affectionate impatience white the
reading af tbem always leit happy tears in tbe eyes of
my aid grandparents.

One day tbey sat together before the tire, nadding
and half-dreaming in the cbeery warmnth, white 1, in my
cosey corner, wvas follawing the fortunes of Don Quixote.
Suddenly my grandiatber looked up, sighed sottly, and
placed bis hand tapon grandmatber's ligbtly folded tapon
her kne-es.

"1Eunice,"I said, be I was sitting here tbinking that
wben aur time cornes ta go-"

"Yes ?"

WhVy, 1 tbink you will have ta go flrst, wife."
Eben !
Yes. niy grandfather contînued, Ilelse 1 fear 1

sbould miss tbe road, witbout yaur fight to shine back
taponi it. 1 was siating here tbinking af aur life together,
dear ; and in every sorro-;:, every trial that bas marked
the way, itis you wbohave led. 1 bave only followed in
the patb you bave taken. Sa îsay in this last journcy,
wife, you will bave to go first ta lagbt me safely home."

My grandmotber's slender fingers closed about the
old hand lying upon ber own.

" 1 tbink, dear," said she, Iltbe journeys will nat be
very far apart."

Yet it was he wbo avent first; dear, proud.bearted
aId Grandiather Gray. It was one soft day in Octaber,
when the leaves were drifting down, and the mists of
the gentle Indian summier lay on the Tennessean bis.
(;randmotber came in front tbe gaz den, a spray af -.%hite
cbrysantbemumns in ber band. Grandfatber was sitting
before the west window, tbe curtains drawn brick, the
sunlight on bis bair, and bis eyes fixed tapon the distant
bills.

IlEben," 1 beard my grandmotber caîl saftly. There
wvas fia reply. IlAsleep, Eben il" and gaing ta bis side
she playfuily brushed bis cbeek witb the whbite chrysan.
tbemum blossoms.

The next moment she gave a low cry and sank tapon
ber knees sabbing, laNot irst ; 0 Eben, Eben, not
before nie !

But it was indeed sa ; be .. rIJ gone rirst ; the next
day the sweet old.fasbioned cbrysantbemumr lay tapon
lia. grave in the burying-ground beyond the browning
meadow.

She faded quickly wben he was game. Uncle Sulas,
married now, beggeut ber ta ccnmc ta bim, but she refused,
saying only, Il The time is sa short, dean, let me spend it
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