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The Samily Cicele.

‘“Home, Sweet Home.”

A Married Man.

‘“ What shall T do ?” said Ralph Willett, ag he walked into
the office of his friend, Robert Ayres, looking the picture of
despair.

““ Why, what's the trouble now ?” and good natured Bob, a
young lawyer who had just hung out his shingle, shut up the
musty volume of lore over which he had been poring, and
gave his attention to Ralph’s grievance.

““It’s just this,” said Ralph, opening his clenched hand and
discloging a letter crushed into a thousand despairing wrinkles.
‘ Here's my answer from the trustees of Monroe Academy ;
they’re satisfied with my recommendations, and my references
appear unexceptionable, but on one point they are strenuous
—they will employ none but a married man.”

“¢ Pshaw ! ™ blurted out Bob.

. “‘ Here they say, ‘Only one question remains to be affirma-
tively answered by you before we close in with your terms. Are
you a married man? You may think this question a strange
one, but we have had so much trouble in the _past with pre-
ceptors who, aftcr a few weeks, devoted themselves mainly to
flirting, that we have passed a resolution as unalterable as the
laws of the Medes and Persians, that we will employ none but
married men. If you can suit us in this respect, our contract
may be considered closed. Let us hear from you at once in
regard to that particular, and we hope you are prepared to
meet our requirements, as we confess ourselves strongly pre-
disposed in your favor. Yours truly, L}

‘WILLIAM PETERS,
“Secretary of the Board of Trusteecs.’”

“Let ’em go,” said Bob, as Ralph finished reading, and
glanced up at him. ““There are other academies in the world,
and all are not blessed with such an old maid board of trus-
tees.”

““ But it's getting late in the season, and will soon be impos-
sible to engage a place for the coming year. The opening
seems to be a fine one, and it’s a hard case if one must be
married in order to be a teacher.”

“ 1 don’t suppose,” mused Bob, ‘“that it would be of any
use for me to write them a voucher for your unexceptionable
morals and anti-flirting principles "

Ralph shook his head with a smile. There was a moment’s
silence.

“ I'll tell you what,” burst forth Bob, ¢ here's my advice to
you as a friend and a lawyer, and no fee wanted either : make
them think you are a married man ; you can convey impres-
sions without saying it in so many words, if that will ease
your conscience, Ralph.”

‘“ Bob Acres, you're crazy.”

“ No—just look here,” and Bob ran over a hasty plan of
arrangements.

“ Upon my word, it's easily done,” said Ralph, as the idea
struck him,

He was in a mood to clutch at anything just then, for teach-
ing was his choscn vocation, aud he felt in honor bound to
support his widowed mother in easy comfort. Befare half an
hour he had so for fallen in with Bob’s absurd proposition as
to write, with his assistauce, a letter to the board of trustecs.
Here is the clause which muost interests us:—

“ Fortunately for me your one important requirement is
not an-impossibie one-in my case. I shall not, however, bring
Mrs. Willett to Monroe with me at present, as she does not
like boarding, and it is hardly worth while to sct up house-
keeping there, when I am ouly engaged for a year, and we
have a good home here. It seems best on the whole that she
should remain here among her friends for $he present, so you
will please engage board for me alone in some quict place near
the academy.”

*“There,” said Bob, triumphantly, “even Mrs. Opic might be
satisfied with that, for there is a Mis. Ralph Willett of whom
all you say is true ; but she is your mother and not your wife.”

“It’s a dangerous game, I fear,” said Ralph, closing and
sealing the letter, ** but | believe my intentions are good. If
they find me out I shall probably suffer.”

“ They will fiot be apt to find out the facts at this distance,
but if they do they won't hang you, my boy. I s,houh] put in
a plea of self defence if 1 had to defend the case.’

‘1 shall saddle all the blame that occurs on you, for 1
should never have thought of such a thing myself.’

¢ My shoulders are broad,” laughed Bob, ‘“and lawyers are
gencrally supposed to be incorrigible sinners, you know.  But
never fear, the erime is not a great one.  Guing into a gtranye
place and palining one's self off as a single man when one is
married, has 4 suspicious look, but passing for a married man
when one is single is quite another thing.”

A month later Ralph Willett opened the fall term of Monroe
Academy. At the close of the first day a trio of school wirls
walked down the shaded sidewalk.  Ruse Peters, a lmmlsup:y.
dressy belle ; Kate Martin, the wise and  witty, :‘md Iur‘m*
Broomfield, a sweet, gentle girl, and universal favorite, spite
of her humble home and attire.

““Isn't he perfectly splendid ! ” exclaimed Rose, the pronoun
referring to the new preceptor, our whiloin acquaintance,
Ralph Willett.

“What an intelligent, expressive eye he has,” remarked
Kato,

“Yes,” assented Effie, ¢“and such a finely-shaped head. Onc
needn’t be a phrenologist either to notice that.”

“I.do think,” said Rose, candidly, **that he is really "!}“
most attractive preceptor that we ever had in our academy.

““Take care, Rose,” laughed Kate, “no flirting now, you

know,” for Rose was a first-class flirt, and her capabilities in
that line had done more than all else to turn the heads of the
two last preceptors and abate their usefulness in school. No
wonder her father had introduced that remarkable resolution
among the board of trustees.

Rose turned in at the ate of her father’s splendid residende,
but paused for a few words.

““Just as if,” she said, ‘‘a married man could not flirt ! For
my part, I think they're just the best men of all to flirt with.”

““ Rose Peters,” said Effie, reprovingly, ¢ it is well for your
credit that only your friends hear that speech.”

““T mean it,” persisted Rose. ““They are so safe, you know,

not being on the lookout for a wife, and one can go to any
length, without the least fear that they will spoil it all by
popping the question.”

1 supposed,” remarked Kate, “that very question was
just what you aimed at in your flirtations.”

““ It's no such thing ; Falways avoid it as long as possible,
for 1t spoils all the fun. When T can avoid it no longer, and
they will speak, I am as lamentable as possible with the poor
fellows, and tell them T hope we shall be friends all the same,
:}l}lt We never are ; somehow there always is a coolness after

at.’

‘“Rose,” said Effie, seriously, ‘I must cither change my
definition of a flirt, or give up that you are not one.”

“What is your definition?”

“T have always called a young lady a flirt who led on young
men to declare themselves for the sake of refusing them.”

““Then I'm not onc according to your own definition.”

T must confess,” said Kate, outspoken, as usnal, “T don’t
gee what better you are, save from selfish motives. The effect
on them is the same.”

‘“I can’t help it if young men will be 8o fooiish ag to fall in
love with me,” persisted Rose. ““ AllT want is a good time,
and no vexatious questions about marriare. That's why 1
like married men the best, you sce.” 4

‘“Allow me to prophesy, Miss Rose,” said Kate, ““that
you've found one married man who will not flirt with you, and
that’s Mr. Willett.” And with this parting shot she and Effie
walked on.

»

* * ® * *

MoNROE, Oct. 10th,

“DEAR Bon :—It is in the midst of the term, and—as said
the lamented Daniel Webster—*I still live.” Really and truly
I am enjoying my school much, except for that one thing,
which makes me feel guilty all the while.  You and I alone
know what that is. But I can see the wisdom of the trustces
in their stipulation ; for I never yet found a lot of school girls
g0 harum scarum as they are here. This Miss Peters is an
only child, a beauty, and an heiress, and very much spoiled ;
her whole mind, heart and soul seem to be absorbed in con-
jugating the verb to flirt, in all its modds and tenses.™ She
even tried her arts upon me, but, laying aside my ‘married
pretense,” I never fancied that style of a young lady. Failing
in that, she took to pouting and creating rebellion in school.
I took a straight course, and sent her home to ponder on the
error of her ways; she came back the next day, asked my
forgiveness very sweetly, and has been good as a kitten ever
gince, though I look for the claws daily. There are other
high spirits in school, but she is the belle and acknowledged
leader. Then there are some quict, orderly ones, just my
idea of girls as they should be—but I must not forget that T
am a married man

“ Bob, you remember I hold you responsible for all white lies
this year. I am careful as possible, but fear Mrs, Opie might
sometimes be shocked. Yours,

“ Ranrn WILLETT.”

Thus Ralph went on, winning golden opinions from every-
body, winning the love and respect of his scholars, and more

than all, in the eyes of some, bringing back to Monroe Aca-»

demy its former good reputation. The school bade fair to in-
creage in size, thus adding to the material prosperity of the
place, and we are all ready to love anybady who helps to fill
our pockets. .~

At the close of the fall term he weut home to spend a fort
night vacation. Bob Ayres and he had some quict laughs
over their secret.  Bob prophesied great things as its result.

<1 tell you, Ralph,” he said, “Thelieve it’s sometimes right
to do evil that good may come.”

“pon'tlet’s erow till we get out of the woods,” replied
Ralph. ¢ I've gaired a good situation by the deception, but
it remains to be scen how longe T will keep it.”

The winter school proved to be guire different from the fall
term. Many new faces were mmong the pupils, and some of
the old ones niissing— among the latter, Eilie Broomficld.

«She has taken a school awwy in the south part of the
town,” said Rose Peters to Mr. Willett, as she came to his desk
after school was dismissed to consult him about her Latin.
“Isn’t it funny to thiuk of Eflie teaching?”

<« 1 have no doubt she will do well,” was the answer. ““Other
things being cqual, I have alwiys noticed that the best
behaved scholars make the best teachers

“Oh, you don't think I'd make a very good teacher, then,
do you? I was very naughty last terin, you know, but I'm
;:ni}l;: to be good enough this terin to make it all up.”  And
Rose lisped off her little speech in such an innocent, childish
manner, looking so charmingly pretty all the while, that a
more impressible man than Ralph Willett might have been
captivated, but he was not at all. ¢ Of course Eflic will do
well,” she continued. ¢ 1 want to go out and sce her school
some Suturday, but father is always too busy to carry me.”

Where was Ralph Willett's antry that he did not offer
his services as escort on th ain hint 7 But he didn’t; he
only resolved that he wou d go by himself at the earliest pos-
sible opportunity.  There was nothing out of character even
for a married man to take an interest inhis former papil, and
watch her success as a teacher.

He went, accordingly, the very next Saturday. How charm-
ingly dignified the hool ma'am was, aud how her sunny

1

presence lit up the diney old sehool hous The school was a
notarionsly hard one, hut she was hesinning finely, as Raiph
assured her, and added that he siiondd come again by and by,
to note her progress,

Somchow or other e did not evjoy the winter torin as well
as in the fall,  His mother noticed the change in his letters,
and spoke of it in hers.

“ I donot think vou are enujoying vour school as well ag you
did in the fall.  Your fetters are not so cheery as then,”

“Why don't I enjoy wyself so well?” Ralph asked him-
gelf. ““ All is harmonious in the school.”

Then he laid the blame upon the cold weather, and he had
bad roads which hindered his long walks, but somehow his
cogitations would come round at Effie Broomfield, and he
would fall to wondering how she was getting on ; if she had to
burn wood in that rusty three-legged stove, and if she wns
contented boarding round. And in school hours, when some
blundering pupil was mixing moods and tenses in a hopeless
tangle, or standing at the blackLoard, helpless in the -mazes
of geometrical problems, it was certainly curious how his
thoughts always reverted to Effie, the musical way in which
Latin verbs in all their forms came readily from her lips, and
theo ctear-headed, neat-minded way in which she would eluci-
date a problem. Effiec Broomfield ! It was not the most har-
monious name in the world, but he found himself often re-
peating it mentally, over and over, as if it were a strain of
music.

Near the close of the term he went again to visit her school.
Well might he feel pride in his pupil as he noticed the
results of her winter's work. Rude, gawky boys were trans-
formed into young gentlemen, and romping, hoydenish girls
into young ladies. Their progress in learning had been rapid
and thorough, and Ralph was not at all sparing of his
encomiums. The little school ma’am took them as demurely
as though they were a matter of course, seeming to feel in no
wise flattered, and Ralph, somehow, felt himself_hér inferior.

““She's just the one for a teacher,” he said to himself, as he
pursued his solitary way homeward. ‘“What a splendid wife
she would make for some man who intended to nmke that his
life work."”

He did not go home at the winter vacation, it being only a
week.

“It is almost too bad,” Mrs. Watkins said to him consolingly.
“T dare say it looksa long time ahead before you will sée your
wife.” s

““Tt does, really,” réplied Ralph, with a blush that sent Mrs
Watkins into silent admiration over his modesty.

Mrs. Elliott informed the curious that Mr. Willett sent a
letter to his wife every day through vacation, and was obliging
enough to show to several the white monogram envelopes
whereon “Mrs. Ralph Willett,” in writing almost ag handsome
ag engraving, stood to their minds as evidence of high martial
affection. The spring opened with a great increase of scho-
lars, and Ra'ph nceded an assistant. Effic Broomfield was
among the pupils, but he was 8o impressed with her superior-
ity as a teacher, that he offered her the post of assistant ; sho
final'y consented with reluctance to teach half the day, giving
the other half to her studies. Kate Martin was engaged the
other half of the day, and the gchool went bravely on.

It was a lovely spring. The snow went off in such good
temper ! no angry winds or dismal. rains; the brooks burst
into music as soon as they broke their icy bonds, and tho
birds sang €weetly as ever before—at least this was the way it
seemed to Ralph Willett.  Every night at the close of the
school, he was wont to have a little conference at the desk
with Miss Broomficld ; somehow there was always something
to inquire about or to suggest, and then they often walked
down the street together as far as Mrs. Watkins’ gate.

“I do think, Effie,” said Rose Peters, enviously, one
day, “that you are getting to be a real fliet.  Mr, Willet is al-
together too attentive for a married man.”

Efic's eyes flashed indignantly.

“You have noocecasion to make such a remark.  Mr. Wil-
let says nothing to me but what is proper and business-like,
and anybody might hear.” -

“Oh, now, don’t fly into a passion aboutit,” laughed Rose,
twirling the multitude of rings on her fingers, ‘T only meant
to joke you a little; though, to tell the truth, if he wasn't a
married man I should think he was dead in love with you; his
eyes follow you everywhere, and when you speak he seems to
devour every word you say.”

“Iush!" said Effic, authoritatively, though not a soul wa3
in hearing, T will not listen to such nonsense.”

“Oh, you innocent little darling I laughed Rose.  “T only
wish I had your chance in Mr, Willett's eyes, and make that
wife of hig jealous.”

“It's a pity that the devoted attention of all the nnmarried
men in town will not suflice you, but you must sigh after the.
married.”

“Children are always erying for the moon, you know. Per-
haps if Mr. Willett wasn't aanarried man he would be no bet-
ter than the rest; but, as it is, there is not a young man in
town worth mentioning the same day.”

All pleasant things in this world must come to an end
sooner or later, and this pleasant spring tefnwas no ex-
ception to the rule. It closed in May with a grand exhibition,
The night proved, w8 exhibition nights are prone to, dark and
rainy.  Dame naturo, after Leing in good, smiling behaviour
alt the time, might be pardoned for making this closing night
a time for her most copious tears.

Effic Broomfield wended her w to the exhibition under
her father's escort, with the tiiple aid of his arm, lantern and
umbrella.

“You make a sp’endid beau, father ; you don’t scem at all
afraid of wetting your own boots and leaving the best walk-
ing.”

“Thanks for the compliment, but I dare say you will be
leaving me in the lurch and allowing one of those same glossy
hooted young men to walk home with you.  It's _the way of
the ungrateful world, you know."”

“But not my way.” said Eflic stoutly ; “I'm engaged to you
for to-night, so don't forgewto wait for me ; your lantern, um-
brella and good care are altogether irresistible.”

The hall was crowded to overflow in spite of the rain, and
Effic, from her scat away in front, dild not notice that her
father was called out before the exhibition was half over. At
its close she donned her wraps, and while she spoke the good
byes Lo one and another of her schoolmates, waited and
watched for her father.

He did not come, though the hall was fast emptying.  Two
or three offers of company home she deelined, stili thinking
he must be there, when up came Fred Peters, a chum of her
brother Jack's

O, Miss Eftic ! I've been hunting the hall over for you;
your father was'called out to gerve on a jury, but he left his
Lantern and nmbrella with Jack, and told him to see to you.
But Jack, he'd been and offered his company home with
Minuie Warner hefore that, so he asked me to tell you to wait
tiil hic came back.”

| DE T aned in spirit, for Minnice Varner's home was away
at the other cod of the long strect. Was there ever anything
1 incousiderate ag a younger brother of gixtecn 7_She went up
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