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1. Everything His But Time
Letters’ No. 21 perhaps will be
most interesting to American read-
erg, It is dated  dt “ “‘Raltimore,
United States--Twenty-second  of
« March 1842 After apologies for
not having written carliet and pro-
mises that glfts from America for
Miss Cautts and the other memb-
ers of ler houschold have already
heen purchaked, it proce
“The truth §s that the

we e

g
overything here, but Time. That
they never will leave me ~ alone.
That I shake hands every day
when | am not travelling, with

flvg or six hundred people. That
My, Dickens and'1 hold & formal
leveé In every town we come 1o,
and uanaly raint o away (from
fatigue) every day while dressing
for dinher—in a word, that we de-
. voutly long for Homne, and look for-

ward to the seventh day of nexi
June when we suail, please  God,

from Now York -most ardontly.

“ ™[ have sent you some newspap-
ers, and 1 hope they have reachoed
you. They gave me a bali at Now
York, at which three  thousand
peaple Were prasent —and a publie
dinner hosides, and another in place
Doston-~and’ qaother in a place
called Hartiord. Others were pro-

jected, Nterally all through the
States, but I gave public notice

that I couldn't accept them. . .

But I have made an exceptioh in
favour of one body of readers at
St. Loufs—a town in the Far West,
on the confines of the Indian terri-
tory, I am going there to dinner-
it's onty two thousand miles from
here and start the day after 10-

. raorrow’. . s

. The next item, written July &
1842, announces his return and his
gifts. ' A rovking chair and “some
apecimens of  American  Poelry”
for Miss Contts and for 1

Meredith (her companion )
Eagle's feather.
Evidently, the friendship with

Misg Coutts began upon her initia-
tive. For the first several of these
letters are mere formal notes, re-
gretting inabflity to accept invita-
tlons. But the friendship grew ra-
pidly. It began at the height of
Dickens' first popularity, four
yeara after the appearancoe of
“Pickwick Papers,” two years aftor
first publication of “Oliver Twist., '
The correspondence traceg the re-
mainder of the autor's lterary aeti.
vity. Tho twelfth communication
In the serieg tells its recipient that
he is having a copy of “The Old
Curiosity - Shop” hound especially
for her. In August, 1843, he wrote
from Broadstairs, Keut, of hig eid-
est son, “Charley,” and he said I
have some-idea of writing him a
Child's History of Tngland, to the
end that be may have tender hoar(
ed ‘netions of War and murder,

and may not 1iX his affections on
wrong horoes, or sec the brigh

side of Glory's sword and know
nothing ot the rusty one. It |
shiould carry it out, I shall live in
the hope that you will lead it ono
wet day.

LN B
TINY TIM

(Christmastide will always 1o
mind lovers of Charles — Dickens'
works the intensity of purpose with
which:thie great novelist  depiet:
Yuletile, and the grea lover o1
chitdren be ‘was. Ih his “Chrigtmas
Cgrol”, we have Piuy Tim,  the
. poor crippled son of Bob Crawchh:
=who “somehow gets  thoughtfnl

sitiing. by himself .50 much,  and
thinks the strangest things you
ever heard. H: told me cominy

home that he hoped the people saw
Hjw in church hecause he was a
¢ripple, and it might be pleasant
for them to remomber upon Christ-
miag Day who mado lame hegpars
walk and blind men.  seo.”  Thae
home life of the Chatchits,  por-
trayed by Dickens, the joyousnes.
of his children around the Christ-
mas fire, and the sériousness  of
all faceg when the tathor proposed
~“A merry Christin to us  all,
dears, God bless us!”™ And when ail
the family re-echoed it, Tiny Tim
came in last with his weak voice
“God bless ug every one!" And
theén the master author telly 1
how “Tiny Tim sat very close to
his father's side, upon his little
stool. Bob held his withered little
hand to his, as if he loved “the
child and wished to keep him by
hig side and dreaded that he might
be taken from him.” “Spirit” said
Scrooge. “Tell me if Tim will live.'
/] “I see a vacant seat,” replice the
Ghost, “in the poor chimney corn-
er and & crutch without an owner,
carefully preserved. If these shad-
OWs remain unaltered by the fut-
ure, the child will die,"

But Charles Dickeng did not let
Tiny Tim die, much to the delight
of. all who read this  Chrigtmas
Carol.

+ b +
LITTLE NELL

It has been gtated thal  sevaral
reviewers of the “Old Curiosity
Shop” owned to having wept over
the death of Little Nell. A
of a strong spirit imprisofied in
a frail, lovely hody,” In  Phila-
v i

With hop-vines, incense gll

Deem it not all a too

delphia, U. 8. A,, by the side of the

statue of Dickens, Little ' Neli
stands as if she were hjs £0o0d
gemnits.  The' character of Little

Nell has been d power for gzood, |
love little children,” said the great
author and his creation of  Little
Nell proves it. Bret Harte, in  his
poignant verses, draws a vivid
pieture of a group of miners, tor-
tured and reckless with gold hung-
er, leaving their drink-and gamo-
ling to “hear of Little Nell,” shows
very clearly what her influence
hiis been, And then her  death.
“She wis dead. No sleep so beaut;-
fml and calm, so free from trace of
i air to look upon. She
mad a creature fresh from the
hand of God, and waiting for his
breath of life, not one who - had
lived and suffered death. Her
conch wag dressed here and there

with some winter berries and
areen leaves, gathered in a  spot

she had been used to  favour.
“When 1 die, put near me some-
thing that has<loved the light

and had the sky above it always,”
She was dead. Déar gentle, patient,
noble Noll was dead. Her little
bird—a poor ‘slight thing that the
pressure of a finger would * have
crushed—was stirring nimbly in its
cage and the strong heart of its
child mistress was mute and mot-
ionless for ever,”

* + 4
DICKENS IN CAMP
By Francis Brez Harte

Above the pineg the moon
slowly drifting,

Tho river sung below;
The dim Sierras, tar beyond, up
18 lifting

Their minarets of gnow.

The rearing camp-fire, with: rude
humor, painted,

The ruddy tints of health
On haggard fuce and form

drooped and fainted

In the fierce race for wealth;

that

Till one arose, and from his pack’s
scant treasure
A hoarded volume drew,
And cards were dropped frcm
hands of listless leimre,
To hear the tale anew;
And then, while round tiew
shadows . gathered  fast 2y,
And as the firelight fell. 5§
He read aloud the hook wherein
the Master :
Had writ of “Little Neli.”

Perhaps ‘twas  boyish
the reader
Was youngest of them all, -
Eut, 18 he road, from olugtering
pine and cedar
A gilence seemed to fall:

faarcy,--for

The fire-trees, gathering closad in
the shadows,
Listened in cvery srra -,
While the whole camp with
“Nell,” on English meadows
Wandered and lost their wiy

And go i mountain rolitn 1y, —u'or
taken
As hy some spell diviie-
helr cares dropped (rons thoy
like the needles shaken
I'rom out the gusty pine.

is that camp, and wastad all
ity fire;

And He who wrought that
spell 72— ’
Ah, towering pine aul stately
Kentish spirz,
V& have one tale 1o (0!
lost is that camp' but let its
iragrant story
Blend with the  hreath that

thrills

the
pensive glory

That fflls the Kentish hills,

Aud on that grave where Rnglish

onk and holly
And lanrel wreaths entwine,
prisunp-
tous folly,—
This spray of Western pino,

* + &
CHRISTMAS TIME

Charles Dickens will never be

out of date and will always be os-
pecially remembered at Christmas
time. He will never be neglected
or forgotten. The millions of
readers at the present time speak
for thul. In his own measure
shares with Shakespearg the
mortalily, not only of great genius
but of a world genins. Hig
will keep his memory green. The
name
household word
English language ig spoken;

when all this is admilted, it
impossible not to recognize

Christlike compassion,

traordinary insight, hig
gifts,
humor, the imagination, the pathos
and
brought (o hear on tho interpreta.

tion of the comedy and the tragedy |
“story of the common people he knew so

well—“LoM, keep his
green!*'—A, T,

his

ne
im-

works

of Charles Dickons is  a
wherever  the

but

his  ex-
shinin
together with the wit, the
the Kindliness

which he

memory
r.

was .

And mamma in her

Tad just setitled

Gave the lustre

Wiith a: Utitle o'd driver,

|/ CHARLES DICKENS--Th

Some Characters
AND

Extracts

FROM HIS WORK

LOUISA GRADGRIND

IN “Hard Times,” in  Louisa
Gradgrind, we have a  character
which almost rivals “Bstella.”

Louisa was never allowed to wond-
er. Louisa has been bred up upon
her father’s system of facts, facts,
facts."” m is to be banished—
fancy, iry all the Gradgrinds
in the world cannot chase from the
garden of Eden of the golden age.
Wo see the dark-eyed <creature

standing ' mournfully by the win-
dow; her brothors “Adam  Smith
and Maltus” have gone 1o a
lecture; her small sister, ‘“‘after

manufacturing a good deal of moist
pipeclay on her face With  slate
pencil and tears, had fallen asleep
over her vulgar fractions.” Thera
comes into ber arid life the
daughter of a clown, Cissy, who
has ‘teachers, and has learned
happiness from them. The two
children exactly foreshadcw their
own futures in their early conduct,
and we are made to see very beauti-
fully how the touch of nohility in
Louisa’s thwarted  character is
strengthened by associalion with
this humble little friend.

- —

JENNY WREN AN BELLA
WILFER

IN “Our Mutual Friend” a gener-
al favorite is pert Jenny Wren, the
doll’'s  dressmaker, golden-haired
and’ hunchbacked, with her old
drunken father, the “child” as she
calls him, with her shreewish tongone

and her blessed gift of  hright
fmaginations to gild her  sordid
surroundings. She limps in - upon

her crutch and makeg her instant
effect just as surely as naughty,
rebellious, but delicious Bella Wilf-

er, who, when introduced at the
age of four, beat the legs of hen
meek, adoring father with her

bonnet.
How well Charles Dickens undei-
stood the little girl has been best

undeflined by Lady Ritchie in
those charming “Memories and
Portraits” worthy of the hand of

Thackeray himself. She lets us sec
plainly why. the Dickens children’s
parties were the most delightful
of all, as she shows us the king of
laughter leading the revels and
putting hig arm round one wee
maiden to encourage her to sing.
I1¢é loved to make merry with the
children and it is sure that - those
merry Christmages helped largely
in teaching Dickens how to conju
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T'WAS the night before Christmas
waen all through. the house
a creature  was stirnng, not
oven g meuse

Not

The stockingls were hung by the
chimney with care,
In hopes that St. Nicholas soon

would be there;

In there beds,

visions  of  sugar-plumbs
danced in' their heads;
'kerchief, and

While

Iin my cap,
our hrains for a
long winter's nap,

Wiaen out on the lawn there arose

such a clatier,

I gprang from the bed to see what

was the matter.

Away to the window T flew like a

flagh,

Tore opem the shulters and threw
up dho sash, A
The moon on

the  breast
new-faflen <now

ol mid-day to ob-
jeets helew,

of the

When, whatto my wondering cyes

should ‘appear

But a miniature sleigh, and eight

tiny rd'ndeer

s0 lively
and quick,

knew in a moment it must he St

Nick: 1
More  rapid than  eagles his
coursers they came, 1§

s . \C?B

Down the chimmey:
e
And liis clothes were all‘tarpished
A bundle of Toys he had flang on

And he looked

G

e

up his Liliputian shadows and how
to make them live. It is over one
hundred Yyearsg since  Charles
Difkens first saw the light, and
hundreds of grownup heroines have
been created and forgotten since.
But Little Dorrit, and  Morleena
and Bella and the rest, they hold
a secret—the secret of eternal
vouth,
- —
A MISUNDERSTANDING ‘ BE-
TWEEN TWO PICKWICKIANS

MR. Pickwick took up his hat,
and repaired to the Peacock, but
Mr. Winkle had conveyed the in-
telligence of the fancy bhall there,
before. him.

“Mrs. Pott's going,” were the
first ‘words with which he salunied
his leader.

“Is she?" said Mr, Pickwick.

“As Apollo,” replied Winkle.

“Only Pott objects to the funic.'

“He is right. He is quite right,”
said Mr. Pickwick emphatically.

“Yes;—s0 she is going to wear
a white satin gown with gold
spangles.”

“They'll hardly know what she'y
meant for; will they?” inquired Ay,
Snodgrass.

“Of course they will,”
Mr. Winkle indignantly.
see her lyre, won't they?"

replied
“They'll

“True; I forgot that,” said My,
Snodgrass. ;
“I shall go as a Bandit,”’ in-

terposed Mr. Tupman,

“What!” ‘said Mr. Pickwick vith
a sudden start.

“As a Bandit,” repifed Mre Tap-
man mild)y.

“You don’'t mean to say,’
Mr. Pickwick, gazing with st
sternndss at his feiend, “you «dsn't
mean to say, Mr. Tupman, that it
is your intention to put yoursell i
to a green velvet packet wiih a
two-inch tail?"

“Such is my intention, sir.,” re-
plied Mr. Tupman warmly. “And
why not, Sir?"

“Because, sir,"” said Mr. Pickwick
considerably excitéd, “hecauge you
are too old, sir.”

“Too old!"” exclaimai
man

“And
objection he wanting
Mr. Pickwick,” yon are 100
sir.?

“Si

Mr. Tuap-
if any further ground of

" continrued
fat,

" osaid Mr. Tuoman, his face
ed with a- crimson zlow.
is an insult.”
replied Ar.

Sir. Pickwick in
the same tone,” it is not ' the
insult to you, thar your appearan-
Cednomy presence s aorrasn yelvet
jacket, with a two-inch tail, wonld
Lo 1o me.

“Sir,” eaid Mv. Tupman, “yon're
« fellow.’

said Mr. Pickwies, “you'se
4, o=
; R
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And be whistled, and shouted, and
called them hy name:

“Now Dasher! ncw, Dancer! now,
Prancer and- Vixen!

On, Comet! on, ‘upid! on, Donder
and” Blitzen!

To the (op of (he porch!. to tep of
the wa'l!"

The children were nestled all snug ‘As dry fleaves that before the wild

Now dash’ away! dash away! dash
away al!"”

As dry leaves that
hurricane ¢y,

When they mec. with an obstacle
mount to the sky;

So up'to the bz opthe, coursers
they flow, )

Wiih the sleigh
St. Niche'a

And then,in a
tthe roaf

before the wild

fall of Toys, and

00.
kiling, I heard on

The prancing and pawing of each

Hititle hoo!.
8 T drew in my head,
furning anund,

anil was
St.
came with o hound.
was dressed al o fur,
Mg head to his foot,

Nicholas

Irom

with ashes and sooi;

his hack.

like'a pedler just

openinz his pack. iy

I's oyes—how they. twinkled! Fis
dempla, how merry!

lis chéeks were liKe roges, his

His drcil fitdie mouth was

That shook when he laughed like a
e was chvhby and plumpy, a right
And I laughed when I saw him, in

A wink of his eye and

He

And fillea all (%o

And givinz a nod,
He ¢prac ¢ to his  sloigh,
And away they afl flew like the
But T heard him, exciaim, ere he

“Happy-Christmas

AMr. Tugman adviaveed a slep or
two, and glared at Mr. Pickwick.
Mr. Pickwick retnrned the glare,
concentrated into a focus by means
of his spectacles and breathed a
bold defiance. Mr. Snodgrass and
Mr. Winkle looked on, petrified a‘
beholding such a scene ~between
two: such men;

“Sir,"” said Mr. Tupman, after a
short pause, speaking in a low deep
voice,” you have caled me old.”

1 have,” said Mr. Pickwick.

“And fag."

*I reiterate the charge.”

“*And a fellow.”

‘“So you are."”

There wag a fearful pause.

"My attachment to your person,
sir,” said Mr. Tupman, speaking in
a voice tremulous with emotion,
and tucking up his wristhands
meanwhile, “is great—very great—
but upon that person I must take
summary vengeance.”

‘Coming on, sir'’ replied Mr. Pick-
wick. Stimulated by the exciting
nature of the dialogue, the heroic
man actually threw himself into
a paralytic attitude, confidently
supposed by the two bystanders to
have heen infended as a posture
of defence.

“What!" exclaimed Mr. Snod-
grass, suddenly recovering the
power of speech, of which intense
astonishment had previously hereft
him, and rushing between the two,
at the'imminent hazard of receiv-
ing an application on the temple
from each. “What; Mr. Pickwick,
with the eyes of the world upon
you! Mr. Tupman! who, s common
with us all derives’ a lustre from

his undying mname! For shame,
gentlemen; for shame.
The wunwonted lines which

momentary - passion had ruled in
Mr. Pickwick’s clean and open
brow, gradually melted away, as
his young friend spoke, like the
marks of a. black-lend  pencil
beneath the softening influence of
india rubber. His countenance had
resumed its usual henign expros.
sion ere he concluded.

“I have been hasty,” said Mr.
Pickwick,"” very hasty. Tupman,
your hand.

The dark shadow passed from

Mr. Tupman's face, as he warmly
grasped the hand of his friend.”

“I have heen hasty too,” said
he.

“No, no,” interrupted Mr, Pick-
wick, “the fault. was mine. You
will wear the greén velvet packet?”

“No, no,” replied Mr. Tupman.

“To oblige me; you will,” resum-
&d Mr. Pickwick.

“Well, well, I will” said
Tupman. 1

It wag accordingly settled

Mr.

that

. Tupman, Mr. Winkle and Mr.
Snodgrass,

sheuld all “wear fancy
My, Pickwick was

The Night before Christmas

nese ke a cherry!

drawn
1y lke a bow,

white as the snow;

in his {coth,

Angd the emcke. It enidreled his
head I'ke a wremth;
e had a hroad face and a kttle

round belly,
bowlful of jelly.
Jjolly ol elf,

fpite of myself;
a twist of

ing to dread;
spoke not a word, hut
straight {o -his work,
stockens;
turned with a Jerk,

went |

then

And layinz b3 finger aside of his

nose,

up the chim-
ney he rose, 73
to his
iteam gave a wifetle,

down cf a thistie,

drove cut of dght,

1 to all, and to
@l a goodnight!”

~By Clement

too cold, too stout, too thin,
falr, too dark—too everything . bus
handsome! How many old ladies;
taking
thanked heaven their
were not like ber, and had hoped
sho might come to harm, and haq
Itis head, thought she  would come
Soon gave me to know 1 had noth-

swoet and tender girl s 3
larke  Moore Her love for David Copperridla’ is

Christmas Navelist @ontinuen)

his
own good feelings to give h_i_s con-
sent to a proceeding fronr ~ whieh
his better judgement would have

led by the very warmith'of

recofled: —Piekwick ~ Papers.

——— e———————
DEATH OF LITTLE NELL.

SHE wag dead.' No sleep

‘80

one of that loveliest of all

- was that Tove
show, \so-‘n: : y i
ce for good, ever sent wi
David, ever wnu‘n&'e like a gbod
angel over him, Yestraining, - in-
spiring and wnconsciously -direct-
ing him. Here is one of = David's

beautiful and ealm,' 80  free ;o Gaseription of her: “I'see her,
from trace of pain, 8o fair to 100k iy yer modest, orderly,* - placid
upon. Bhie seemed ~a  Créatute ,,,,ner and I hear her  heautiful

fresh from the hand of God,

one who ‘had lived

death.

Her couch was dressed with here
and there someé winter berties and
green leaves, gathered in a spot
sha had been used to favor. “When
I die, put near me something l:xl:lt

e
sky above it always.” Those were

bas loved the light, and had

her words.

She was dead. Dear, gentle, pa-
Her
little bird--a poor slight thing the
have
crushed—was stirring nimbly in iis
cage; ana the wstrong heart of its
nfistress was mute and

tient, noblo Nell was dead.

pressure of a finger would

chiik
motionless for ever.

and.
wafting for the breath of life, not
and suifered

catm' voice-as I“write-these words.
The influence for all good, which
she came to exercise over meat a
later time, begins already to des-
cehd upon my breast. I love little
Emily and I don't love Agnes—no,
not at all in that way—but 1 feel
that there are goodness, peace and
tfuth’ wherever Agnes is, and that
the soft light of the coloréd win-
dow in the church, segn 16dg ago,
falls on her always, and on me
when I am ‘near fer, and on every-
thing around.”

The greatest all-conquering love
is the love that sacrifices self to
the extent of loving a.rival, and
this Agnés Wickfield did. David
had fallen in love with Dora—the
Dora who hecame his ehild-wife—

Where were the traces of ber J
and Agnes, in the depths ' of a
early m}'rej," her sufsl’gﬁgsvs. :'l'll(i devine émotion, loves Dora too be-
fagneRt L ono ana Cause David loves her; her  lova
dead Andaed (i oty but peace was his highest bappiness  and

perfect happiness were bhorn; lmnlzl-
an

ed in her tranquil = beauty
profound repose.

And still her former self
there, unaltered in this
Yes. The old flreside had

passed tike a4 dream

lay
change.
smited
npon that same sweet face; it had
through
haunts of misery and care; at the
poor schoolmaster on' the summer

Agnes stifled all feeling: but  the
love and she. felt for David,. the
take, the love that.  secrificed
love that gave but did: not seek to
everything but its:love, ;

The mecting of Agnés,and Dora
is one of the finest picturés: Dick-
ons ‘aver gave us, David wants
Agnes to see. his adorable sweai-
heart and to witness the devotion

eveéning, hefore the furnace fire 4 i
ypon the cold wet night, at the ©f him and hln"t)orx; “‘;l" :‘;]mtl i‘l
still bedside of the dying hoy, Smile, Agnés builds the pile fhat is

there had been the same mild lov-

ely look.

“It is not,” said the
master, as he bhent down to kiss
her on the cheek, and gave his
tears free vent, “it is not on earth
that Heaven's justice ends. Think
what it is compared with‘the world
to which her young spirit has wing-
ad its early flight; and say, if one
deliBerate wish expressed in
solemn terms ahove this bed could
call her back to life, which of us
wonld utter it 2—0ld Curosity Shop

23 et A G =
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DOLLY VARDEN.

. IN “Barnaby Rudge"” we have
Dolly Varden, 'so whimsical and
hard to please, all smiles and

dimples and pleagant looks, and
caring' no more for the fifty or
sixty young fellows who at that
very moment were breaking their
hearts to marry her, that if so
many oysters had been crosséd in
love and opened aiterwards.
Whet and where was there such
a plump, roguish, comely, bright-
eyed enticing, bewitching, captivat-
ing, inaddening littla puss in  all
the world as Dolly ? ;
How  many coachmakers, sadd:
leds, cabinztmaker \nd professors
of other useful arts, had deserted
thelr fathers, mothers,  sistors,
brothers ag®, most of all, their
cousing for the love of her! How
maeny - unknown gentlemen-—
supposed to be of mighty fortunaes
it not titles—had waited round the
corner after dark and . tempted
Miggs, the incorruptible, with gold-
on guiness to  deMver “offers ‘of
marrfage folded up in love-letters!
Iow many disconsolate fathers wnd
substantial tradesmen had waited
on the locksmith for the same pur-
pose, with dismal tales of how
their sony had lost their uppeties
and taken to shut themselvos up
in dark bedrooms and wandering in
desolate suburbs with pale faces,
and all hecause of Dolly Varden's
loveliness and cruelty, How many
young men, in all previous time of

unprecodented ' steadiness, had
turped suddenly wild and - wicked
for the same reason and in  an

costasy of unnequited love, takon'

to wrench off door-knockers, and
fnvert tho boxes of = rheumatic
watchman.

And again, how she  had re-

And the beard of his ohin was das Cruited the king’s service, both by
#ea and land, through
The stump ot a pipe he held tight desperate hiy loving subjectd ' be-

rendering

tween the ages of 18 and 25. How
many young' ladies had  publicly
professed, with tears in their
eyes, that for their tastes she was
much too shert, too tall, too bald,
100

counsdl  togethen, had

daughters

to mo

K00l and had arrived at the con-
clusion that ghe was “going oft' in

her 100ks. or Hadi never come on in

them and that she was n thorongh
imposition and a popular migtakas,

D et —
DORA AND AGNES

THERE are two— chnructurs: in

the great master's work—one n
Woman and the other a man whose
Huntaft love became, thro

sélf-abnegation, a thing div
woman is Agnes Wickfield, “David
Coppertield" and tho
Carton, "Tale of Two

ne. Th

man Sydney
Citles,”
What a noble and wherewithal

‘thé shadows whieh T riow

to.consumg ‘the secrifice. - David

fotches Agnes. and takes her to

Dora:—~ f ‘ ¢

“At first Dora wouldn't couw at

all, and then she pleaded for :ive
minutes by my watch, When at
length she put her arm through
mine, to. be taken to the drawing-
room, her charming little face wau
flushed and had never been so
pretty, but when she went into the
room and it turned pale, she went
ton thousand times prettior  vyer.
Dora was ‘afrald of Agnés. She
had told me that she knew Agnos
wag ‘too clever.' But when she saw
Ler: looking: at ouce so  checriul
wBbd so earpest and so thoughttul
and 4o good, she gave a faint little
cry of ‘pleased surprise unid jnst
e ter affectionate arms round
Aunes' neck and laid; her ini:ocent
chesk ugninst her face. I was never
s0 happy. I was never 'pleased a8
whan T saw those two sit down tos
getheyr side by side, as ,when [
saw my Iittle daring looking wp so
wuturally to.those cordial eyss; as
when: I, saw: the beautifal regard
which ‘Agnes east upon “her—tho
gontle .cheprtulness of Agnes weni
to all their Hedrts. Her quiet in-
‘terest in ‘everything that ipterest-
od Dora—hcr pleasant way when
Dora was ashamed to come over to
the usual seat by me, her modest
grace and eose elicitiug a crowd ot
blushing little marks of contidence .
from Dora, .seemed to make our
cirele, guite complete.”

And then we road that  Agnes
carries her devotion so far as to
hold ‘the trembing ‘hand of Dora
a8 the marriage ceremony is gono
through and is the last to kiss' the
bride, but Dickens leaves to the
Imagination of the rcader the feel-
ings of Agnos when she retites to
her room, the struggloe of self with
live apd tho final sorrowful esctasy
of love triumphant. ‘A few ' brief,
years and David's child-wife passes
away; but Agnog is with her at tho
last, Swaot ‘good inflndnce of
Agfines has always boon With'David,
and the tove §0 long denied her at
last awoke .in the bereaved man.
They met, and Agnes is just leus-
ing him. “Agnes! stay a mement.”
She was golng way but [ detainca
her. I claspod my arm about . her
walst—New ' thoughts' and - hopos
were whirling through my mind,
and all the colors of my Hfe wore,
chinging.

“Dearest Agnes! whom | 80
respect and honor—whom I  so
devetedly love—<when 1' came horo
tonight | thought that  mnothing
could ‘have wrested this confess-
ion from me ., . . But
Agnes, it T have' indeed any new
born hopo that I may eall you
something more than sister, widely
different’ from sister?—Héw téaiy
fell fast, but they were not Mke
those she had lately shed, and 1t
saw my hopo brighten i them.

“Stitl weéoping, but met sadly—
Joytully! and clpsg:: in my ovms
as shte had never m, a8 I had
thought she never was to'os!" , .

And then David pours out  his
whole' heart to her, and' Agnes rb.
plles: “I am 8o blest; my heart is
80 overcharged, but there is one
thing 1 mist shy<T Wave 1 oved

you all life.”
" tﬁm éave of Agnes Wick. -
tield—probably ‘the hest ot . a

Dicken's characters—I wilt qioto
the novelists last paragraph of hiy

tavorite book: ' . . .
0" Agnes, 0'my soul! 8o
thy face be by me when f
m&lu@e indeed; s0 may I,
réalities aré flolting

may
when
m me ke
dismiss,

still find tiiee near e,
wakg ©, poluting }m

: e laves
of Dicksas. Panequlted 1o e
o it:as ah ffiuen:

close !
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