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pondcfl iijK)rr it. Nathan took it up, wliilo a Hinil(3

played on Iuh countonanco, and procetHled to oxaniine

the contents. Ho tvn'ned th<! leaves rapidly over for

Hon»o time, when suddenly stoppin;^ he exclaimed,
"

'Ti.s liere, 'tin here." I .snatched the pap*er from lii.s

hand, I .saw it—I devoured it; that piece, of which I

knew ev(!ry letter, I read a hundnMl tini(!.s. Moreov<3r,

there were .some flatterinj^f editorial remark.s. I .strode

the room in an ecstasy of joy ; 1 had never had .such

feelin<ij.s before, liarwood'.s exultation wa.s <'(pial to

my own. Hi.s fine dark eyes glistened with plea.sure.

We read nothing more that nigho, and parted but to

dream of the temple of fame.

There are few events in life, })erhaps,'w!iich have a

more thrillinjr effect on a young man'.s mind, than to

.see his fir.st production in print. He fancies that he

niay but stretch his arm and all his day dreams are

realized. Would lie were less .sanguine, his di.sa{)point-

ment would be proportionate.

Months, years, rolled on, and the friendship be-

tween Nathan Harwood and myself continued the

same, unchanged, unchangeable. Both of us wtjre con-

tributors to some of the principal periodicals of the

day. Our evenings were spent together as usual.

Everything wliich could contribute to each other's

happiness was attended to. JJut suddenly \ ob.served

a "change come o'er the .spirit of his dream." He lie-

came gloomy and un.social, and at times i observed a

tear trickle <Iown his cheek. The open pag(! la}' un-

heeded before him. His form, too, began fearfully to


