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ORPHANS.

CHAPTER 1.

I was left an orphan at eight-and-twenty
years old.

Does anybody smile? It does not look a
very helpless age—yet I doubt:if an orphan of
eight, or of eighteen, cog}d;ﬁave felt it as I
did; I was past my ybﬁt'h—serious life be-
yond romance had begun for me. I had
neither friend nor lover near me in this great
emergency of nature; my father and my
mother were dead, and I was alone.

It is needless to tell how I loved them; but
it might be more to the purpose, and easier, if
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2 ORPHANS.

I were to say how theyloved me. I was their
only child and the child of their old age;
they had married late.and had received me,
almost, as it seemed, out of the special hand
of God, like one of the miraculous children of
the old times; by the time I grew up, they
were old, and all their personal interests in life
were failing. With an intense, jealous, all-
" absorbing love they.encompassed their only
child. I was their one sole link to the com-
mon life and sunshine of the world. I could
not be a day from home without knowing that
the house was desolate without me, nor show
especial preference for any friend without
feeling that even in that, there lay a sugges-
tion of ‘the terrible possibility, that one day I
might love somebody else more than them. I
say terrible possibility—they did not say it ;—
on the contrary, they spoke of the chances of
my marrying and leaving them with smiles as
you would have supposed; and no match-
making mother could have been more dis-
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pleased by neglect or indifference to her
daughter than my mother was. They liked
to see me receiving attentions such as other
young women received—they even disturbed
the calm of their old age that I might have
all the pleasures belonging to my youth;
yes, more than that—they once gave their
consent, and we were all too tremulously and
intensely happy for anything but a dream.
God forbid that I should blame them so much
as by a thought! but it was not to be so.

And then, when in my saddened heart and
life I thought I was growing old-—then, when
the heat and the burden of the day had come,
and the only joy I looked for was to comfort
. them—then they died. I was terribly un-
reasonable, unthankful, embittered in my mind;
then, half-a-dozen years after, when every-
thing was over, and all sacrifices accomplished,
and my life settled for ever—then—God help
me, they died.

I had no near relatives; my father and mother
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4 ORPHANS.

had both been, like myself, the only children
of their houses; and, though I kmew a great
many people, I was intimate with none—
partly from circumstances, partly because I
did not care much, while they lived, to make
friends. What was almost worse than that, 1
was an heiress, sole and solitary proprietor of
the old family house and lands and revenues.
Everything they had, of course, came to me;
they had taken pleasure in reminding me ot
all my future possessions, and keeping the
idea of this forlorn and lonely wealth before
me: but I never realised it. The thought
came upon me like the shock of an earth-
quake when it did come. Few things, except
one thing, had ever crossed my will before.
I had been building myself up in the idea of
the sacrifice I had made for them, and of the
prolonged and tender patriarchal life which
lay before them, and the long years of devoted
service by which their only child could prove
her love and gratitude.
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I am superstitious; I think, since then, that
whenever one has a vision of particular com-
pleteness, rightness—of doing one’s duty in
the full natural unlimited way, without ob-
struction or hindrances—when one has such a
vision for the future, that is the time for some
of the grand meddlers of this existence, per-
haps Death himself, the greatest of all, to
come in and mar the plan. When one has
returned, after a great aberration, a great
trial, anything which pierces to the heart, to
solace one’s self with the old calm duties of
Nature, to please one’s self with pictures of a
virtuous tranquil time to come, then is the
period for the earthquake. It was so with me ;
1 was staying my heart with the thought of
being good to them, tender to them, the
comfort of their old age; and straightway
they died.

I was left, accordingly, at eight-and-twenty,
alone in my father’s house; alone, and, for a
month or two, entirely and wilfully desolate,
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seeking nothing better. That could not last,
being unnatural. I awoke to remember that
I was not dead yet, much though I might
- wish to be; that I had two thousand pounds
a-year and no one to be the better of it but
myself, in my black mourning, and the ser-
vants in their sables. I was terribly foolish
sometimes, but not a fool. I could not
suppose that God meant all this to keep
'me, a single person, a tree without either
fruit or shadow, all by myself, in solitary
state, like a permanent blot upon the common
sunshine. So rich, so ynshackled, so terribly
free to do anything I liked; no one could have
had a more dreary position than mine. Nobody
had any right to control me ; no one any con-
scious inflyence to remonstrate. I was depen-
dent upon no will, moved by no caprices but
my own ; free to go or to stay, just as my
own inclination moved me; but supposed to
be fortunate enough among my neighbours,
who knew only of my two thousand a-year.
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When I-came to this thought—the process
was hard enough and long enough—baut not
needful to be told, nor, perhaps, possible to tell.
Ibegan to question with myself, whether I had
any friends ; I once had one, a dear friend, as
girls are; but Mary was travelling with her
husband in Greece or in Italy, those countries
of the imagination; and I drew back into
myself when I thought upon this contrast. I
think her brother was with them too; there-
fore, of course, she was the last person in the
world whom I could write to, or tell how
lonely I was. All the world beside were only
acquaintances, people whom I knew and per-
haps shook hands with, who paid me visits of
condolence, and left their cards afterwards
with “kind inquiries.” Of course, among
them, there were many who would gladly have
given me help and counsel.

There was the rector, a very good man,
with a very good wife, who was ¢ traly sorry”
for me, and would have saken much pains to
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cheer me, if I could have borne it ; and there
was Sir Willoughby Greenfield, whom my fa-
ther’s will had named my guardian, when I
was young enough to have needed one; but I
was sore and troubled in my mind, as well as
sorrowful. I think for a time there was even
something (at that time unconscious to my-
self) of resentment in my grief; a strange ill-
feeling, as though Providence had foiled me in
my best endeavours, and made my goodness
vain. ,
The nearest relative I knew of was a cousin
of my father's, a. widow, whose husband had
been another cousin, and who, consequently,
bore the same name as myself; an officer’s
widow, living on a scanty income, in one of
the genteel little country towns where such
people abound. Though I had no need of a
chaperone at my age, I had been brought up
in all the prejudices of propriety, and naturally
deferred to them; almost as soon as I found
heart enough to bestir myself, I wrote to Mrs.
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Nugent. I thought it best not to pause and
consider, whether I should like her or not.
What if I did not like her? She was no less
John Nugent’s daughter, Herbert Nugent's
wife, more entirely born of the house, though
her father and her husband were both of
the younger branch, than I.

She replied to me very soon, accepting my
invitation. She thought it exceedingly judi-
cious, as well as kind, that I should wish for
+ her society, and trusted she would be able to
make herself a comfort to me. I think I
almost smiled at this; I had not been think-
ing of comfort, nor wishing for it either, I
believe.

Our house was an old English manor-house,
picturesque enough, but not remarkable ; with
- 8 high pitched roof, and a great number of
gables striking up through rich foliage, richer
than I ever saw anywhere else. The garden
had the sunniest southern slope of any in the
county, and a flight of white steps, dazzling
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white in the sunshine, ascended the green
bank of the lawn, towards the little terrace,
guarded by a balustrade of stome, which ran
along the front of the house. The garden was
rich and old-fashioned, with hedges of clipped
yew, and a profusion of all the old flowers,
which have no pretensions to call themselves .

rare; but yet are better than rare, and bear .
the names of the poets; and there was a
pretty small park, which wandered off on one
side into the wood, and on the other was
bounded by theriver. Within, there were two
solemn rooms towards the front, looking out
upon the terrace and the lawn, grave rooms
soberly furnished, the dining-room and L-
brary; and at the back was our drawing-
room, with its deep reeess, a step lower than
the rest of the apartments—a great round
bay, full of sunshine almost all day long.
Here, to me, the past and the dead lived still
in a visionary stillness; the servants went
about softly, as if still afraid to disturb the
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dying, or to break the solemn state of the
house where death was. I, myself, when I
had entered one of these rooms, remained in
it, and did not care to move; it was the
house of the dead and not of the living; but
to go away had never occurred to me. I
thought I should be best content to live a
mourner all my days.

It was to this house, solitary and sorrow-
ful, and to my own sole company, unen-
livened save by an occasional visit from Sir
Willoughby and .from the rector, and the
cards and “kind inquiries” of the country
people near, that I invited Mrs. Nugent;
and here, a stranger and solitary, like
myself, not a great deal older than I was,
but as one might suppose still more sorely
bereaved, she was about to come. I had seen
her, but knew little of her; she was coming
as a permanent inhabitant, not as a guest;
but it was not till the night of her arrival,
'that my vague sense of justice and propriety
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in bringing her here quickened into interest.
Henceforth she was to be my daily and per-
manent companion ; the thought startled me;
yet, till I heard the wheels of her carriage at
the door, I had scarcely realised what this
arrival was.
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CHAPTER II

1 HAD not prepared myself to like my cousin,
but certainly I had still less prepared myself
to dislike her; and when that first evening
darkened, when she had opened all the sashes
of the great bow-window, letting in the min-
gled sounds and perfumes of the garden and
the park, and the far away river, and, sitting
in the shade, began to tell me old stories of
the family—of her own branch of the family,
which once had been flourishing with hosts of
sons and daughters, but now was like the elder
house beginning to decay—and of all their
strangely-mingled fortunes; John, who was
in India, and had lost so many children ; Harry,
who was a physician in London ; Maria, whose
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husband had been so imprudent ; and Edward,
who was so clever and might be whatever he
pleased, yet never did accomplish anything at
all, I began to feel my heart warm with some-
thing like human sympathy and natural feeling.
She told everything so quietly, without excuse
for any one’s follies, or reproach for any one's
faults, such and such a thing had happened,
that was all; and had so many people to talk
about by their christian names, and to speak
of getting letters from, that I felt for the
moment as if I, a forlorn wandering spirit, had
been suddenly dragged over a family threshold,
as innocent Christabel dragged the lady of her
vision.

Mrs. Herbert, as she chose to be called, took
possession of me in the quietest way, and I
could not help wondering, when I went to my
room that night, how it was that I supposed
her so distant & cousin, or set so little store
by this bond of relationship. I was very shy
of demonstrations of affection, having lived so
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much alone ; but I was not proof against her
quiet consciousness that it was quite natural
she should come here, or her gentle and unex-
pressed appropriation of mine and me.

In the morning, when I came down to break-
fast, I found her waiting me. She looked
prettier than I had before thought her; alittle
woman, very gentle and pleasant in her move-
ments ; intelligent, with a quick eye, a lighﬁ
step, and a pretty little soft hand, which she
made large use of in conversation ; she was in
mourning, but not in widow’s weeds, and had
a clear, healthful complexion, which the colour-
less black and white of her dress became very
well. She came forward to kiss me, in the same
familiar usual sisterly way which had rather
taken me by surprise on the previous night, as
if she were in reality, and without dispute, my

‘natural companion, almost guardian. When
we sat down at table, she attended to my plate,
and watched over my appetite with a quiet
kind of attention which was not obtrusive, all
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being done with no appearance of novelty or
strangeness, but with an everyday familiar
usage, extremely surprising to me, which
nevertheless disarmed all resistance ; her con-
versation was the same; quiet, assured, plea- .
sant—a kind of family style of talk which
took it entirely for granted that I was as much
at home and interested in her favourite sub-
jects as herself,

¢ My dear Clara,” she said—this was almost
the only point in which Mrs. Herbert did not
show her usual tact, for my name was Clare,
so called from some family connection with that
title, and the softer syllable did not belong to
me at all, “I think we should leave Estcourt
for a week or two, while this fine weather con-
tinues. We shall have winter presently. I
think we must set off quietly by ourselves to
some quiet little place at the seaside. Nothing
is such rest and refreshment to the mind as the
sea. Where should you like to go, dear?”

I answered hastily, alinost angrily, ¢ No-
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where—no, no, I cannot leave home;” but as
I spoke the sudden yearning came upon me,
~ which comes upon the sick at heart—that -
yearning for the unattainable refuge which
perhaps exists somewhere, if one could but find
it—that sudden impulse of taking wing like
. the dove and finding rest.

“ No?” said Mrs. Herbert in her gentle
inquiring tone, no way moved by my hasty
negative. “Don’t you like the sea? But, my
dear, you must not decide so hastily, we can
talk of it another time. I want to hear some-
thing of your friends. The rector—I remem-
ber his wife a great many years ago, when she
was glways having babies ; the babies are grown
up by this time, I daresay; little plagues! they
‘do remind one so how time goes on. There is
Bertie, my brother John’s Bertie, you know,
who was sent to me from India; you can't
conceive how that boy grows.”

“ Did he live with you?” I asked in some

surprise.
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“ Yes, till I sent him to his aunt Matilda,
his mother’s sister ; his mother's friends ought
to take the trouble of these poor little Indian
children as well as we; little brown things, one
never knows what to do with them; but I am
really proud of Bertie, he has improved so
much since he came home. By the way,” said
Mrs. Herbert, *does the rector ever take
pupils, Clara, do you know? for Bertie is
quite my boy, and I should like to have him
near me ; my poor dear Herbert was his god-
father, and he has grown quite like a child of
my own.”

“] did not know you had made such a
sacrifice for me,” I said, hastily, divided be-
tween an involuntary and momentary suspicion,
and the impulse of inviting Bertie immediately
to Estcourt. I had never heard of him before,
and to hear of him was somewhat embarrass-
ing, especially in this way. '

“My dear child!” cried Mrs. Herbert, with
a slight pressure of my hand. “No; Bertie
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grows a great boy, too much for feminine
management ; but if the rector took pupils—
however, we can talk of that again.”

¢ The rector is rich, and a man of family,”
said I.  “ 1 do not know why he took the
living, but I never heard of him taking pupils ;
he has no need.”

¢ Oh, my dear Clara, I can tell you why
he took the living,” said Mrs. Herbert,
with a shake of her head; “it was quite
worth his while then; he had nothing but a
wife and quantities of children. I would not
blame your poor dear papa, my love, not for
the world—but Estborne is a family living;
it has always been held by a Nugent—and I
have never quite got it out of my mind that
Edward’s unsettledness, poor fellow, all began
with the change of his destination in the first
place. He was to have taken orders, you
know ; but when your poor dear papa gave
Estborne to Dr. Harley there was an end of
that. Dr. Harley is a very excellent man,

c2
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and I am sure it was a most wise selection ;
but he was not rich, though of course he
was & man of family. However, perhaps he
has a curate who would take Bertie; but we
can talk of that another time. Do you see
much of Sir Willoughby, my dear?”

¢ His sister calls sometimes,” said I.

“1 should be very glad to know her. I
went to school with a younger sister, a pretty,
sweet girl who died,” said Mrs. Herbert.
“Now Clara, dear, if you have done break-
fast, go and get your bonnet; I should so
like & ramble in the park.

I obeyed her quite docilely. I rather liked
the quiet household authority which entered
into no discussion of rights, but simply took
its superior place for granted. It saved us
both a great deal of trouble. We went out
accordingly to the park, down across the
sunny turf, so warm and fragrant with the
early light, to the river side. It was quite a
little river, with flat banks,—green grass
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broken into an outline of mimic little bays and
promontories ; and on the other side, at some
distance, the little town of Estbury, with its
two. graceful old spires. It was very pretty,
very peaceful, but its calm was the calm of
the morning, full of action and life, and not
the repose of the night.

I thought of this unconsciously as we re-
turned again and came into the Lime Walk,
where, through the stately green colonnade,
our old house, with its gables and its yew trees,
looked tranquilly down the avenue. The ser-
vants there, tpo, were astir; the gardener
out and busy among his plants. Again the
calm of the morning; that sweet, steady,
working-day quietness which was neither of
the Sabbath nor of the night.

My companion’s thoughts were not running
in the same channel as mine. She looked up,
like me, through the lovely living green of the
limes, fluttering with their cool transparent
leaves in the morning breeze, and round upon
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the park with its fine trees and greensward,
and back to the old house basking in the sun-
shine. Then she drew a long breath and
looked at me. What was she thinking?—
what was I thinking? Inscrutable creatures
to each other, neither of ius could tell.

“My dear Clara,” said Mrs. Herbert, ¢if
I could envy any one, I think it would be
you.—Such a fine old house—such a pretty
manageable property l—yours is just such a
fortune as one could thoroughly enjoy.;’

“Do you think so?” said I, somewhat
languidly. “In the mean time it is a great
deal too much for me. All this space, and all
my own desert of unoccupied time, not to say
affections. I cannot think God meant such a
waste. I should like to find some use for it
all.”

“ Do not fear, my dear; you will soon find
a tenant for your affections—not to say that
you pay me a poor compliment,” said Mrs.
Herbert, smiling. ‘At your age, Clara, and
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in your circumstances, one should not speak
of waste, or of what God meant; all this will
be filled up in time.”

As she spoke she looked at me closely. I
could not help some degree of agitation—but
I did not blush—I was past that—and it was
some comfort to feel that I only turned pale.
“You must know,” I said, a8 quietly as
was possible, ‘something of my past: life ;
and now, I should like you to understand me;
I shall aiways be Clare Nugent, of Estcourt.
If I make any plans just now, they are not for
a temporary occasion, but for my life. When
I say that there ought to be some one besides
me to enjoy this place, I mean it honestly and
without any inference; and when I say that it
is not right nor in nature to suffer myself,
God having taken away all natural ties from
me, to stiffen into arbitrary selfishness and keep
all that I have for my own pleasure, I say
only the truth and nothing else. Do not
mistake me; I mean nothing at all romantic
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or highflown, but only the plain homely
truth.”

“ Which is, that you do not mean to keep
your fortune all to yourself. That is very
simple, my dear,” said Mrs. Herbert, who
never contradicted any one. ¢ But to speak
of all natural ties being taken from you is
quite unjust and unkind, not like you, Clara.
So far from that, we have quite a number of
relations. You might be a benevolent provi-
dence, like the hero of a French novel, if you
had a mind, among ever so many people.
That would be very nice—delightful to me, I
am sure, who know what it is to be in strait-
ened circumstances; and I know you would do
it so generously and tenderly, finding out really -
who wanted it most, and sending such a deli-
cate, delightful é.urprise to one embarrassed
family and another. Dear child! I love you
for the thought; the only drawback is, that
we shall not be able to see all the charming
little scenes of relief and gratitude; but I,
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who know what difficulties are, can imagine
them very well.”

I do not know how it happened. I could
not suppose Mrs. Herbert had any intention
of the ]ﬁnd; yet somehow this fancy picture
struck me with sudden shame and a sense of
the ludicrous. I had not the faintest idea of
making myself and my wealth into a French
providence, or fate. I blushed involuntarily
at the idea, and was silent. Charming little
scenes of gratitude, or dramatic surprises of
benevolence were not at all in my way;
neither was I prepared to be the good genius
of a scattered and struggling family. I be-
came quite silent about my plans at once—but
not so Mrs. Herbert, who continued to make
constant reference to them, and told me a
hundred tales of the struggles of poverty, and
the embarrassments of limited income, which
were very new to me, and often very inter-
esting; but I fear they did not tend to
increase the benevolence of my thoughts.
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CHAPTER III.

SHE had gained her point very easily ; our
trunks stood in the hall, carefully packed and
directed ; we were to travel—‘‘the only way
in which ladies can travel in comfort,” Mrs.
Herbert said—under the guardianship of a
man and a maid; we were going to the sea, to
Hastings. 1 scarcely know why, except that
Mrs. Herbert chose it so; for I should have
been pleased to keep nearer home.

“My dear Clara, we have some relations
there,” said Mrs. Herbert, ¢ cousins of mine;
cousins rather far off of yours. You ought to
see them. I fear, poor girls, they are not too
well off. Ah! Clara, one can never be too
thankful for a defined position. These poor
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things now keep struggling to get into a little
better society, and keep up an appearance
above their means. It is very sad; perhaps
you could take a little notice of them; befriend
them a little. 1T dare say, being of our blood,
you will think they have a claim upon the
heiress of Estcourt; and, of course, according
to your view, so they have.”

T shall be very glad to see them,” I said,
quietly.

“And they to see you, I am sure,” said
Mrs. Herbert, with a rather too expressive
smile. “One thing only I beg of you, my
love, don’t ask them here; for, really, if we
were to establish a general refuge for branches
of the family, Estcourt would be quite an
hospital presently. I do trust you will like
the Misses Nugent, poor things. Now, dear,
I believe the carriage is ready—let us go.”

We went, accordingly; and as we drove up
the gentle little ascent, which to our midland
horses is something of a hill, and looked down
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through a break in the trees upon my own
sunny Estcourt, lying warm in the sunshine, I
did not desire to see it a family hospital, any
more than Mrs. Herbert. What I wanted would
have been, somehow' to establish the usual
succession of Nature in that solitary house;
to have the trees grow and the river run in
the eyes of youth. I was not married, nor
ever would be; but for that matter, my cousin
and companion was as childless and out of the
current as I. What then? ‘I was not dis-
posed to think, being very unlikely to form
any new ties on my own part, that it was
quite impossible for a woman, unmarried or
childless, to do a woman’s duty in the world.

I thought a good deal upon this problem.
How I had been thrown out of the usual
tide, was a thing past and no longer to be
dwelt upon ; and I was just a common woman
with a little woman-pride, and did not like to
suppose that I must be helpless and useless
because I was alone.
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At the same time, my country breeding
made me very shy of anything which could be
called public, and I had been used all my life
to hear a good deal of ridicule of female phil-
anthropists. I thought upon this a great deal
as we left home. Perhaps, after all, it might
be best to make Estcourt a family harbour of
refuge, and do my duty of succour and tend-
ance to the widows and solitary women, the
shipwrecked brothers and children from India;
this view of the subject was rather appalling,
and took away my breath; so I endeavoured
to leave it and suspend my judgment; waiting
to see how it should be influenced by the
Misses Nugent at Hastings, whither we were
bound.

We arrived there late in August, on a glo-
rious harvest-day. I was not familiar with
the sea; I cannot tell how it was that the
great calm benignant flood came as with a
veritable touch to my heart. As soon as we
had established ourselves in the lodgings,
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which Mrs. Herbert had provided; I went out,
rejoicing to be alone. My griefs and wounds
of heart grew still under the great hush of
the sea. I went as near as I could and stood
by, while the beautiful waves came hushing
and whispering up to my very feet. It was
a wonderful evening. The water was so full
and the sun so low, that the ruddy western
rays shone through the crest of the waves,
making them glorious with that illumination ;
the sea was of many tints, deep ocean blue
and green, and other tender indescribable
hues, melting and moving into one another;
some white sails, some red ones of fishing-
boats, and the sun striking in a misty fulness
upon the cliffs on the left hand, and the
grassy downs receding away into the sky,
while still the waves came hush, hush, with a
lave and flow of comfort up to my feet; I
never knew, as I did then, the solace of the
sea.

Then I was very glad we had come here;
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"" I was old enough to know, and that is a hard
saying, that I could not grieve for ever; and
my grief was far enough off to bear this hush
which arrested thought. My sore heart began
to feel healed a little; began to cease that
unconscious involuntary protest against Pro-
vidence. Those waves which came up like
successive sorrows, but still were stayed and
did not overwhelm the land; those waves
which came like the generations, one coming
and another going ; standing by them I began
to feel, what a little corner of life these trials
of mine were, and what the whole was, and
how, perhaps, if God willed it so, I should
think of them with smiles, when all the tides
were over, and we were all safe together in
the completed life. :

I was interrupted by the approach of a true
sea-side party, the leaders of which were two
tall middle-aged women, dressed with preten-
sion, but rather poorly, in great brown hats,
which made the most of their unloveliness;
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they were talking with rather an air of patron-
age to a homely looking couple, attended by
three nice children, the youngest of whom was
hunting with ill success, but despairing perse-
verance, for shells on the beach. Without the
slightest inclination to listen, I could not help
hearing the conversation of the group.

¢ She is quite an heiress, poor thing, and I
believe a timid creature, who knows nothing
of the world; you shall come to us and meet
her, if she feels equal to it,” said one of the
ladies. “Poor dear girl, I long to comfort
her, she is left so much alone; and, of course,
as she is so near a relative, and comes here
expressly for the comfort of our society, we
shall have to déyote a great deal of our time
to her. I long for the meeting and yet I
dread it. She was so tenderly attached to
her parents; such a sweet susceptible nature—
dear Clare

“ Dear Clare!” exclaimed an echoing voice,
so nearly alike that but for the pause between,

'”
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and the apparent difference of place, I could
not have told the one from the other; ¢ but
we trust we shall still see a great deal of you,
Mrs. Austin, and these delightful children ;
we should be quite grieved, even for our
cousin’s sake, to risk the loss of your society,
the greatest pleasure we have found here.”

“Thank you, my wife is always at home;
you know where to find her,” said some one
rather gruffly; and then, after a pause, a deli-
cate piping voice asked: ‘When does your
cousin arrive, Miss Nugent? I should like
to know her; I am always very sorry for
orphans. James, don’t you think we could
do something to cheer her up a little? We
could drive her out sometimes. James!”

I could not hear the second appeal to
James, as they had passed me by this time;
but I could bear Miss Nugent’s smiling, con-
descending acknowledgment on my behalf.

“My dear Mrs. Austin, we are so much

obliged to you!l—but I have no doubt my
D
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cousin has her own carriage and horses. You
are so good, it is so like you—TI shall be sure
to let dearest Clare know.”

When they were quite gone, I turned and
hastened back to our lodgings somewhat dis-
mayed. They had not noticed me at all, I
suppose ; nor perceived my start of astonish-
ment at the sound of my own name. I made
great haste to get in, fearing lest I should
meet and recognise them, and forgetting that
I was quite safe in their ignorance of me. I
could still see their tall, somewhat heavy
figures, the little bits of veil and feather
flapping with the broad brims of their hats,
in the distance, as I returned. This sudden
glimpse of these new cousins was a renewed
perplexity thrown into my cogitations. I
judged of them hastily and at once, as was
natural from our abrupt meeting, and their
propbsed affectionateness for the ¢ dearest
Clare,” whom they never saw. They struck
in, very inharmoniously, upon my former
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thoughts ; unconsciously I thought of the
brown hats, the bits of veil and stunted
feathers in the park at Estcourt, the big
- figures and chiming voices in our silent draw-
ing room. I shrank from the idea, with no
delight whatever in the ¢ duty,” which ap-
peared in such a shape, and never thought
Mrs. Herbert so pleasant as when I found her
with her quiet ways and light steps, and lady’s
voice, waiting for me in the new lodgings,
which she had already made to look like
home.

D2
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CHAPTER IV.

THAT same evening, while we were taking
tea, the Misses Nugent paid us their first visit.

I had made no mention to Mrs. Herbert
of my chance encounter with my unknown
cousins. Pleasant and gentle though she was,
I was by no means on confidential terms with
my companion, and I had an unwilling and
only half conscious suspicion, that my dis-
taste for our other relatives was precisely the
sentiment which would best please her. Ac-
cordingly, I kept it to myself, though it was
not difficult to perceive by the half smile
which played upon her pretty features, her
glances from the window and evident expecta-
tion, that she quite anticipated the impression
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which the new comers would make. They
came, filling the little drawing-room which we
occupied with a rustle and sweep, and over-
powering bouguet of perfumery. They had
changed their dress a little, and were now
arrayed in light coarse muslin, much flounced
and ornamented ; each of them took me into
her arms with an effusion of tenderness; each
of them addressed me as dear cousin Clare,
and affectionately trusted I would be benefited
by the sea breezes. Then, the commotion of
such an arrival being safely over, each sat
down, and both protested in & breath, that
they were shocked at themselves for disturbing
us so soon; but so anxious to know how poor
dear Clare had borne the journey. I, the
subject of all this tenderness, could not express
my own amazement and awkwardness. Affec-
tion which one does not deserve, and unhap-
pily can make no response to, is about the
most embarrassing thing in the world.
“Fancy, how fortunate! dear Sophy heard
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only this morning from Mr. Edward Nugent,
that you were to arrive to-day; of course we
have been expecting you for some time; but
to know where you were, and be able to see
you at once in this delightful family way is so
pleasant,” said the elder Miss Nugent; “I
ghould never have known, Eleanor, but for
cousin Edward ; it was so kind of him; you
are 8o fond of taking one by surprise, you sly
thing ; but Edward is such a dear frank fellow,
such a nice escort for us, so many ladies—I
was quite delighted to see him here.”

“Is Edward here?” said Mrs. Herbert,
clapping her pretty hands in apparent surprise,
though she coloured slightly. “He is really
the most erratic, the least to be calculated
upon! I dare say he thought Clara and I
would want a gentleman to look after things
for us. It is just like him, so kind and so
foolish. Poor Edward! but Sophy and you,
I presume, are quite settled here.”

“Oh, perfectly, quite at home; able to
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show ‘cousin Clare all the lions,” said Miss
Sophy, taking off her hat, and shaking down
her curls, which were very long and not very
becoming. ¢ Now, I shall get on famously.
I did so want a companion. How fortunate
that dear Clare and I are about the same age.
Oh, I do so hope you'll like me! I want a
friend, of all things.”

“Sophy never recollects that she is not a
child now,” said Miss Nugent, indulgently.

For my own part, I cannot help confessing
that I looked with considerable dismay at Miss
Sophy, and somehow was not prepared to
admit that we were the same age. I believed
myself old; but I suppose it was some rem-
nant of vanity which made me feel extremely
disconcerted and uncomfortable at the idea of
being like Sophy Nugent. She was what
people call “very plain,” with large features,
and a coarse complexion, long since deprived
of all traces of the freshness and elasticity of
youth. The faces of both the sisters had set-
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tled down into dryness and hardness; they
were unlovely, uncomely, faces which one did
not desire to look at again; yet they were
Nugents, of a good race, and had been gifted
with a good education and brought up in good
society. How they managed to look so coarse,
and hard and unrefined in feature and com-
plexion I cannot tell ; but I know that I con-
templated the idea of being as old as Sophy
Nugent with no small degree of dismay.

Upon this, even Mrs. Herbert looked with
a faint half visible smile of amusement, and I
rather suspected, a little malicious satisfaction.
She took much less part in the conversation
than was usual with her; only enough to draw
out the strangers, and make full exhibition of
their habits and customs. The subjects were
nothing loth.

“You know Kate Crofton?” said Miss
Nugent, turning to me; ‘‘do you know she is
going to make a great marriage, that little
thoughtless thing? for my part, I sympathise
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with her husband—he will have enough to
trouble him, poor man, whoever he may be.”

“I know Mary Crofton,” I said, rather
faintly; it was something like a stab, sudden
and unlooked for, and Mrs. Herbert kept
looking at me.

“Oh, yes, Mary Crofton is very well mar-
ried; we meet them a great deal in society.
Her husband is an extremely handsome man.
Tt must be rather a bore to have a very hand-
some husband,” said Miss Nugent. ¢ They
‘have been travelling abroad for some time,
as of course you know, and now they are
expected home; and as soon as possible
after their arrival, as I understand, the mar-
riage is to take place.”

‘ What marriage?” asked Mrs. Herbert

“We were seeing Kate's #rousseau just be-
fore we left town, such beauties of things!”
said Sophy. ‘And the person whe supplies her
told us she had all the trouble in the world,
sending all over the town for Mechlin lace,
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because Kate had set her heart on having her
nightcaps trimmed with it; lace at some
frightful price a yard. I never knew such a
capricious little creature, and so extravagant.
Men have the oddest fancies, I declare, and
marrying is the most ridiculous affair in exist-
ence. Who could have dreamt of Kate Crofton
and her cousin, of all people in the world.”

¢ Kate Crofton and her cousin! is that the
marriage you were talking of ? it is strange,”
said Mrs. Herbert. “I should like to know
now, if Edward is here, why he does not come
to see me. He is the strangest creature; I
suppose he thinks it would not be kind to in-
trude upon you, Clara, the very first night.”

I am sure this was very kind of her, this
diversion ; but I had much rather she had not
shown any consciousness, but suffered them
rather to talk on.

“It took every one quite by surprise, I
assure you,” said Miss Nugent. “I under-
stand he is dreadfully quarrelsome, and fell
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out with some one he was to be married to, on
the very eve of his wedding day. Horrid,
isn’t it? I should never hope for any peace
with such a man.”

“ Kate’s courageous,” said Miss Sophy,
““and, of course, a girl like her would risk a
goocf deal for such an establishment. I don’t
know, cousin Clare, whether you care for such
things; but, if you should be in town, do go
and have a peep at Kate’s trousseau.”

“ That embroidered work that they trim
everything with now-a-days, is so pretty,” said
Miss Nugent, apologetically; “but I dare say,
cousin Clare has other things to think of|
Sophy. Now, really, we must think of going
home. Though one can almost do what one
likes at the sea-side, still I don't like being out
late without a protector, or at least a chape-
rone. We shall look for you at lunch to-
morrow, dear Clare and Eleanor. Pray, do
take us in a friendly way, and come; we shall
be quite alone, and we can arrange for a drive
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somewhere afterwards; good night, dear Clare;
I am so glad to know you, and I trust you
will get quite strong and cheerful at Hastings;
good night.”

“ Good night, love,” whispered Sophy, in
an embrace. “I do so hope you'll like me!
you are just the companion I have al‘ways
longed for.”

Well! it was' quite right and according to
nature; this was the kind of life and society
into which I must drop if I would; and Kate
Crofton, Kate Crofton! but it was a great
deal better not to speak, much less think of
it, except just thus far, that very soon, when
it was all over, I might write to Mary, and
gain, perhaps, as in the time when we were
girls, my old friend.

Oh, that time when we were girls! I wonder
if it could but return, leaving us all our expe-
rience, if things would be different? I do not
suppose they would.

I was rather afraid of Mrs. Herbert that
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night, afraid of her saying something, or infer-
ring something, or being sorry for me. To
prevent her, I took a great deal more than
my usual part in the conversation, and spoke
about things and persons I knew very little
of with a liveliness and interest which I still
less felt. I dare say her quick eyes traced
signs of agitation and disquietude, even in my
unusual exertions to be cheerful ; but I kept
up, notwithstanding, and baffled her curiosity;
and she did not make the slightest allusion to
what we had heard.

When I got safely to my own room, I opened,
the window and stood by it for a long time; I
cannot say I was looking out—there was no-
thing to be seen in the darkness; I was only
holding out my heart like a troubled child to
the hush of the sea; and the water came up
softly, softly, a great soothing tender mr-
mur through the night. Kate Crofton! well,
it was nothing to me; I lay down and said
my prayers and went to sleep. One can sleep
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when one is resolved to do it—and it was
not for me to consume my heart with vain
groans over the present, or recollections of
the past.
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CHAPTER V.

WAKING in the morning with something to
come into one’s thoughts, almost before ene is
awake, something which has been lying in
wait all the night, that is different from the
happy uprising of youth. But then, that was
all T had to look for; youth was over, years
ago. It would be foolish under any circum-
stances to look for its renewal; though some-
how it seemed hard to be pursued as with
another and another buffet, and get no time
for rest; all this might have happened well
enough without me hearing anything about it.
To hear about it was a teasing, troublesome,
vexatious aggravation, if nothing more.

Before we went out Mrs. Herbert’s brother
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called, another Nugent. I was, surprised to
find him looking quite young; that is, young
for a man. 1 suppose, perhaps, he was still
older than myself. He was rather handsome,
soft of speech, and with good manners; con-
siderably like Mrs. Herbert. To me, and I
presume to ladies generally, he bore himself
with that old-fashioned courtly air of deference,
which, though it has worn out of fashion, still
somehow associates itself with the heroic, in the
minds of women. I was not at all prepared
to meet such a person, and could not have
supposed that this was the volatile and un-
steady Edward, who never did anything. By
his own conversation one would have believed
him a man of many affairs, and full of occu-
pation.

“Now, Eleanor, make what use you can of
me,” he said; “my time will scon be up, you
know. Busy men, cousin Clare, can only
snatch a mere passing glimpse of felicity.
About the only reason, I think, we have to
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envy those rich fellows who can follow their
inclinations, and go where they will. But
there’s always compensation. What can I do
for you, sister Nell?”

“Are you so dreadfully busy, Edward?”
said Mrs. Herbert laughing; ““pray don’t allow
us to interrupt such very serious occupation ;
Clara and I can get on very well, and I am
extremely glad to hear such accounts of you.”

“It is extremely kind of you to be ex-
tremely glad,” said Edward, in a grave tone
of displeasure, while even I partially resented
on his behoof the laugh of his sister. ¢ How-
ever, I don’t mean to lose time in discussion.
—Are your lodgings comfortable? Do you
like the place? What can I do for you?
Does my cousin ride, Eleanor? Really, asking
questions and getting no answer is not the
most amusing thing in the world.”

“I think I may answer these,” said I.
¢ Qur lodgings are very well, and for my own
part I like the place; but I do not ride, at

E
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least, I have not done so for yesrs—not simee
L was & girl.” '

“When might that remote period be?”
said Edward, with a complimentary smile and
bow. ¢ However, Eleanor, I am at your dis-
posal till four, when I have an engagement at
my hotel with a man from town, who comes
down to see me on some business affairs.
What have you planned for to-day ?”

“We are going to lunch with Matilda and
Sophy Nugent, and drive out with them after,”
gaid Mrs. Herbert, very demurely.

Mr. Edward cried “oh!” and shrugged his
shoulders with a look of commiseration.
“Poor Cousin Clare! does she know what is
in store for her ?” he said, making a lamentable
face. ‘“One requires to make up one’s mind
to that. Well! I expect to meet with a due
appreciation of my services and self-sﬁ,cﬁﬁce;
even there, ladies, behold your devoted at-
tendant !”
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“Till four!” said Mrs. Herbert, with a .
malicious little smile.

“Till four!” repeated her brother, gravely ;
and he immediately turned to me, and began
to speak so feelingly of the bustle of town,
and the cheering sensation of rest which one
could only experience in the country, that I
could not help supposing his sister ta have
made a great mistake about him. I felt for
him instantly that sympathy and indulgence
which one feels for a person whose worth one
is the first to discover, and whom nobody has
ever understood.

Presently we went out for a ramble along
the sands, the tide being sufficiently ocut to
permit that luxury. Edward was an enter-
taining companion enough, and knew that
common gossip of ““society,” which, for a
little, is very amusing to people quite out of
the same; and I having no desire to brood
over anything, but a very sincere one to be

E 2
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as little unhappy as possible, and to vindicate -
to myself, if I could, my own sound and
steady mind—I was very glad to be amused
and occupied. Mrs. Herbert, too, under the
inflnence of her brother, expanded a little.
We were a cheerful-looking group, as we
wandered along close by the edge of the
rising tide; and when Edward, with an out-
cry of comic dismay, looked at his watch,
and informed us that it was nearly one o’clock,
I was sorry too, for I had a little personal
horror of the Misses Nugent—something of
that painful repulsion which one feels when a
disagreeable picture of what one may some
day look like one’s self becomes suddenly
visible. I had no feeling of this kind with
Mrs. Herbert or her brother, though both of
them were as solitary, as unoccupied, pos-
sibly more selfish, than the old young ladies,
in their cheap flowers and straw hats, whom I
almost disliked, and they did not hesitate to
laugh at. The hour came, however, and we
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turned back. The ladies lived in a very
little house rather close upon the harbour,
but certainly very near the sea, where they
had two little rooms, furnished dingily, as
cheap sea-side lodgings were like to be. When
we entered, however, my heart smote me a
little, to find the amount of excitement and
preparation about this poor little meal, which
we, the invited guests, cared for so little.
They had decked their table with flowers, and
I have no doubt, spent a great deal of time,
perhaps the whole morning, brightening up
their little room for our reception. Pity that
their time was of so little value! but I could
not help feeling a little compunction, and even
some shame, when I perceived how they had
prepared for us; we, who thought it all only
a virtuous complaisance on our part, and a
great bore.

“ What a nice little room,” said Mrs. Her-
bert, looking round with a critical eye; not
very commodious certainly ; but so nice for
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the kind of thing. I am sure you have been
quite fortunate in finding such a snug little -
place.”

““Yes,” said Miss Nugent, who had reddened
a good deal, and exchanged a rather vindic-
tive look with Miss Sophy. I said at once
when we came here, how much it reminded
me of those dear little rooms of yours at
Leamington, where you lived so long. Quite
plain and small, and inexpensive of course;
but so nice! you remember what I said,
Sophy. I felt sure Mrs. Herbert would like
our place ; it would put her so in mind of old
times.”

“Oh, don’t speak of them, in mercy,”
cried Mrs. Herbert, who felt the home-thrust
very acutely, but tried to cover it under a fixed
look of inspection, and a most constrained and
vengeful smile. “ Don’t, for pity’s sake, speak
of Leamington ; such little holes! oh, quite
different from this charming little cottage
here.”
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“It was a little den of a place that you
had at Leamington,” said Edward; ¢ rather
hard upon ladies, I should say, to shut them
up in such boxes, ten feet square. A solitary
old bachelor like myself gets on well enough.”

“Oh, you quiz! and why should not ladies
get on,” ‘cried Miss Sophy, with a playful
air.

¢ Ah, my cousin—crinoline !” said Edward,
“not to talk of any more prosaic reasons.
I, of course, am more or less occupied from
morning till night, and a man does not care
what sort of a den it is in which he smokes
his final cigar. But the ladies, delicate
creatures | with their sweet love of home,
and their fairy employments—I appeal to
your excellent sense, Matilda; can even
crochet bestow animation upon a little sea-
faring apartment like this?”

B | presume you allude to the model of the
ship. I am told it is a yacht belonging to
Lord Bridgman, who cannot, of course, in the
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slightest degree deserve the epithet seafaring,”
said Miss. Nugent, with some state; *and
Sophy and I, I am delighted to say, have many
resources, independent of crochet, which is a
very nice amusement, though all men seem to
think themselves privileged to sneer at it. I
have seen gentlemen themselves very much
less usefully employed; but as for what you
say of yourself, cousin Edward, it is charmin'g,
and I am delighted. How glad you must be,
Eleanor! It must be so nice to be occupied
from morning till night !”

This second sally left Miss Nugent for the
time master of the field. Edward, however,
was too lively for her, partially supported, as
he was, by Sophy, and very soon made head
against the heavy and solemn sarcasm of the
elder sister. The little party were almost too
busy with this little family contest and trial of
strength between themselves to remember me,
who happened to be the guest of the day,
and I could not help looking on upon the
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whole group, if sometimes with a more painful
feeling, with amused observation, perceiving
their side play of conscious rivalry, and civil,
friendly opposition. Mrs. Herbert took such
pains to praise everything at table, with quite
a fine lady’s approval; while Edward, with
still more telling force, demolished Miss
Nugent’s satisfaction in her preparations by
condolences on the impossibility of getting
anything fit to eat in a place full of sea-
bathing people. The only relief to this
agreeable family intercourse was, when they
remembered it, reference from one side and
the other to me. I was pressed to eat with
the tenderest affection by the Misses Nugent,
while Mrs. Herbert, with her quiet assumption
of guardianship, appropriated me and my
tastes so cleverly that I could not but admire
her skill. For so far I was quite passive,
supposing myself justified in making a spec-
tator of myself, and watching them all, in
virtue of my motive, which I knew, though
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they did not know it. After lunch, we drove
out, attended by our squire on horseback,
to one of the ordinary lions of the district.
This happened to be a very pretty wooded
dell, hidden in the heart of those free breezy,
exhilarating downs, which were more attrac-
tive to me, being less familiar. I suppose it
was a place which a more congenial party
would have found great pleasure in. The order
of our little expedition, however, was not, I
thought, much conducive to pleasure. Before
us went pretty little Mrs. Herbert, with her
quick eyes and delicate footstep, and Matilda
Nugent, big and heavy in her muslin
flounces and brown hat. They were both
talking a good deal, a soft voice and a harsh
one, neither in much harmony with the trickle
of unseen water, and the wind among the
leaves; and neither pausing much for that
other tender colloquy of nature which their
talk disturbed; while, by my side, in closest
attendance, closer than I by any means felt
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desirable, came Edward Nugent, cousin
Sophy keeping affectionately on the other
hand, “making friends,” she said. To me,
country born, and much accustomed to soli-
tude and freedom, it was not very delightful
to be handed about by Edward Nugent, who
made difficult the passage which he pretended
to make easy ; and we had pretty dells in our
own country, which were everyday friends to
me. When we came to a spot where it was
proper to pause to look at something—a well,
or a waterfall, or a lover’s seat, I forget which
—Mrs. Herbert, with her playful malicious
look, held up her watch to her brother.

"

“Four o'clock !” said this squire of dames,
with a start. ‘Ten minutes to four—oh, time
enough yet for a gallop—pardon me, ladies—
a thousand pardons, cousin Clare— but no,
I can’t do it—hang business! the fellow must
wait.”

“Oh, pray do not wait on our account;
‘we can manage very well,” said I, really with
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some anxiety. He made me a deep bow of
mock homage.

“No! pray do not add commands which it
is cruel to hear, horrid to disobey. I can’t
leave you to return by yourselves; impos-
sible! My man will wait for me. I shall
set all right in a minute. Of course, to a
party of ladies, everything gives way.”

“Does everything give way to a party of
ladies ?” said 1. Mrs. Herbert looked at
him, and then looked at me, with her little
smile of pleasant malice, shaking her head as
to a dear indulged incurable, whom it was
useless finding fault with, «Ah, Edward, I
hope Clara will prove a better teacher than I
can pretend to be,” said his smiling sister.
Once more I drew back from her implied
interpretation of my words. A teacher was
the last thing in the world I meant to be.

While all the time the Miss Nugents an-
swered me -in a flutter— ‘“Dear Clare, of
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course ! what are you thinking of? To leave
ladies for business would be horrid; and of
course these shocking business people ought
to give way.”
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CHAPTER VL

EpwarD NUGENT remained day after day—
even, as these passed, week after week—
in, attendance upon his sister and myself; and
professedly much distracted by claims of busi-
ness, which he resisted only because he was in
chains, as he said, and could not withdraw
himself from our society. This gave me great
annoyance after a while. I had little experi-
ence of love making, and was very unused to
consider niyse]f a likely subject for the same;
yet, bye-and-bye, I could not shut my eyes to
the fact, that Edward Nugent’s “attentions”
came to be very marked and significant, and
that he addressed me and looked at me in a
manner which I, waking up out of the supposed
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security of my years' and settled life, at first
resented rather warmly, as impertinence.

That, however, was nonsense; for my re-
spectable cousin did not know much of my
purposes; perhaps, if he had known them,
would still have thought them within the
reach of change—and had as good a right
to fall in love with Estcourt as any other man.
When I became less angry, my first idea, of
course, was to let him know as easily as pgs-
sible, and, if possible, indirectly, what my feel-
ings and purposes were. We had been only
about ‘three weeks at Hastings when I made
this discovery—soon enough, one would sup-
pose; but during that tipe the gallant Edward
had not been absent from us a day.

I was here, accordingly, in the midst of a
strange little society—one phase of the world.
I was no longer young, and I thought myself
(except in presence of Sophy Nugent) older
than I was. Onpe can make great allowances
for young people attached to each other; one
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can understand how a young man should waste
one summer of his days, and a young girl lose
hers in a dream, under the spell of that sole
wizard who can make the two hearts one.
Somehow, that is not waste: one approves of
it, because it is the true holiday and charmed
leisure of nature, seemly and lovely to behold.
But there was nothing of this sweet idleness
in these three or four weeks which Edward
Nugent spent at Hastings. He was not even
“in love” with me. But he was not at all a
bad fellow. I almost think he might have
been “in” something which he himself could
believe to be ‘“love,” if 1 had liked, and even
now did not think me a disagreeable append-
age to the property; but I was too old to be
pleased by such an entire relinquishment of
time and professed sacrifice of business made
" for me. So I count our whole little circle
pretty much alike in these particulars. We
were all out of the common tide of life. We
had nothing to do, any of us, but “enjoy our-
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ties in the world—nothing to lead us out of
ourselves, nothing to occupy our faculties. We
were all together, single useless persons; toge-
ther, but with no principle of union among us—
dry trees, leafless, shadeless, unnecessary, of
no use to any one upon the face of the earth.

For instance, I could not tell, for my life,
how Mrs. Herbert spent those days which
glided over her so equably and gently. We
breakfasted before ten, generally; after that
she disappeared, and was understood to write
letters—letters about nothing, addressed to
people perfectly indifferent to her, for whom

- she would not have walked half a mile out of
her way, but to whom she filled two or three
sheets of note-paper pleasantly in a morning.
After that she talked a little, dressed a little,
perhaps went out, lunched, dined, took tea—
and so came softly floating towards the night
again, the rest of labouring souls. When this
calm was broken, it was only by the pleasant
F
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business of making a special toilette and going
out to dinner—a thing which occurred seldom
at the present time. Strange to think that
these quiet days were gradually xhaking this
pretty little woman old; and drawing her near
to those great, primitive realities which, one
day or other, the smallest soul must come
across. One could not suppose an end coming
to such a perfectly seemly, useless, graceful
kind of existence. You could suppose, con-
templating her life day by day, that Mrs.
" Herbert Nugent must live for ever.

Yet she was a most lively, vivacious, cheerful
little person, enjoying a great many things, and
had, I assure you, a most pleasant conviction
of the importance and value of her life.

So here we were, five of us, all the same;
one of us only rich, four of us poor; all of us
having, poor souls, nothing to do with ourselves
—unpressed by any good necessity of nature.
I could not help pausing to look at the group
we made, wondering over it, feeling it so
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strange that no one seemed to think of our
common circumstances save 1.

The Misses Nugent had a very small income;
perhaps it made some little occupation to them
contriving how they were to squeeze their
autumnal change of air, their ribbons and
gloves, their hats and flounces, besides all the
inevitable expenses of their little house in
London, out of their annuity. 7Aat must
have amused their minds greatly, and given
them a considerable advantage, though they
did not appreciate it. And Edward, I pre-
sume, had no income at all, which must have
been still more interesting, and quite a dra-
matic excitement for his faculties. Otherwise,
we were all, as I say, entirely unoccupied,
with nothing to do but to “enjoy ourselves”—
which occupation the majority of our party
turned into a most skilful system of annoying
ourselves, by all sorts of little emulations and
single combats. I suppose there were a con-
siderable number of little “circles” by that

) F2-
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same sea-margin not much unlike us. It was
a very hard problem for me. Somehow it
seemed as if God had sent us into the world
with nothing to do. Were we to accept that
as His will and purpose concerning us? Were
we to try anything? I read a great deal
upon the subject—many books, novels and
otherwise, which were said to be * protests”
against the conventions of society, and cries
wrung from the victims of the same; but I
- found no consolation in my literature. Whe-
ther women could be watchmakers or jewellers
did not so much interest me, though, perhaps,
that too might be important enough; and in
my novels I found the “protest” so vehement
on the mere personal particular that Provi-
dence had not sent such a hero as the heroine
could marry, that I was silenced and cast
back, if I had chosen to be cast back, upon
thoughts of my own not the most delightful in
the world. But still, withal, there was no
solution to my question. Having no thought
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of marriage, no possibility of children, no one
of my own to lay upon me the undeniable
claims of pature, and yet, being very reluctant
to come to the same state of existence as Mrs.
Herbert and Matilda and Sophy Nugent—
what was  to do?

It happened, too, as a further difficulty—
though, perhaps, it was rather good for me, at
this present stage—that I had been accus-
tomed to hear a good deal of such female
philanthropical agents as were known in my
time, of whom, in our quarter at least, there
existed no very high appreciation. Tory
country gentlemen, who held stoutly by
Church and State, yet were not very deeply
informed either about the one or the other,
looked with great distrust upon anything at
all done out of ‘“the common,” more especially
when the agent happened to be a woman;
and my father himself, and others who, per-
haps, had equal influence upon me in my
youth, had impressed upon me a great terror
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of ““stepping out of my own sphere,” or leaving
the patural retirement of an English gentle-
woman even for the holiest work of charity.
Perhaps my own mind consented withal.
There were no Miss Nightingales in those
days; but, even with my unsatisfied mind, I
could not have gone out as a nurse, I fear, or
served in an hospital. I took into painful
consideration whether I could carry out the
scheme which once had crossed my mind, and
make Estcourt a family receptacle for all the
branches of the race which had fallen in the
battle. I thought of a collection of people
like ourselves here—single individuals, at-
tached to each other only by arbitrary con-
nection, and far-off bonds of relationship,
which were just sufficient to add piquancy
to dislike, and vehemence to emulation—mak-
ing a flutter and crowd in the peaceful rooms
and quiet parks of Estcourt. I thought of
the widows and maiden ladies whose business
had been to keep up appearances, and of the
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younger brothers grown old, and antique
branches of the house of Nugent who had
failed in life ; every one by himself, every one
by herself—all useless—no one caring to be
of any use. My heart failed quite before such
a prodigious undertaking. I could not make
myself a martyr—a martyr after so wearisome
and ignoble a fashion—to the blood and race
of Nugent. I had a due regard for my name
and family, but not so much as that.

While I came to this conclusion, Edward
became more and more an annoyance to me.
I had sufficient friendliness for him to be
sorry, almost ashamed to remain a spectator of
this foolishness; and in the meantime he was
astonishingly skilful in continuing to misunder-
stand every inference by which I endeavoured
to make him aware what my mind and inten-
tions were. I had nothing to complain of in
Mrs. Herbert; she was the most impartial of
sisters. She watched him, and was perfectly
aware of his motives, but used no influence on
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his behalf. I found her pleasant, quiet self-
regard quite beneficial to me in these trouble-
some circumstances. Whether she herself
wished to make any private use of the
revenues and importance of Estcourt, or
whether she was merely satisfied with what
she had, and did not desire to relinquish the
principal place even to her brother, I cannot
tell ; but certainly she did not interfere in the
slightest degree to further his wishes.

After a while, when I began to see it was
inevitable, and began to be impatient also,
and was no longer particular how to avoid the
interview which should make an end of it,
Edward spoke to me. It was only the second
time in my life—it agitated me a little; for I
could not help remembering, even in the set
phrases of the man who wooed Estcourt, other
words which it was better I should not think
of. However, it all turned out very well—
much better than I expected. There was so
little real sentiment in the matter, that we got
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over it pretty easily; and though he was
disappointed, and a little mortified, I had the
most comfortable persuasion that Edward
Nugent would not break his heart.

After that, he left us. Then it began to
grow chill a little, and the Misses Nugent to
get weary of their lodgings, and even Mrs.
Herbert thought of going home. I was ex-
tremely well pleased to go home. I felt that
I returned refreshed and invigorated, carrying
8 steady heart with me for whatever might
befall; and that was a great thing to say,
when I remembered that it was scarcely a .
year yet since the family vault was opened,
and I, the last survivor of my immediate
house, was left, sore, disappointed, in despair,
alone in the w‘orld.
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CHAPTER VII.

A FEW days after we returned home,
our doctor, who was in attendance upon a
visionary cold of Mrs. Herbert’s, came in with
a very serious face. Being an honest, sincere
man, he was so really occupied at this present
moment, that he forgot even to ask for his
patient. He sat down with an air of fatigue,
and had no smile for Mrs. Herbert’s civilities.
“8ad work, Miss Nugent—sad work,” he
said, addressing me.—‘1 have been, since
morning, at the Rectory; I dont believe he’ll
see out the day.”

“Who? Poor little Johnnie? Oh, doctor,
~ must the poor child die?” I cried, not very
much surprised, but grieved to hear of it ; for

\
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Johnnie was one of those precocious little
cripples whom one never expects to live.

The doctor heaved a great sigh, and wiped
his forehead.—* Far worse than Johnnie,” he
said, shaking his head; “it’s all up with
Dr. Harley—the father of all these children.
Good heavens! it's terrible work.”

“Dr. Harley !"” Mrs. Herbert struck in, with
keen interest, as I did also anxiously. The
doctor scarcely seemed to hear our flood of
inquiries—he paused again, and then resumed
his story slowly—almost too much occupied
with it, to be conscious of us—

“The day before yesterday, when he called
here, he thought himself a rich man and a
strong one,” said the doctor. “‘Last night he
got information of extraordinary losses. The
bulk of his money, which he had foolishly put
within the power of his wife’s brother, a
swindling, disreputable sort of fellow, for some
wonderful speculation or other, all lost. 'Th‘e
poor man took an apoplectic fit when he heard
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of it; he has had two or three since, and I
don’t believe will see out the night.”

Terrible work! So it was. Dreadful, in-
comprehensible, appalling work—and his wife’s
brother—oh, poor Mrs. Harley! It seemed
too dreadful almost to believe.

“ Has she anyone with her?—should I go?”
I asked.

“Please!” said the doctor, rising instantly -
with an air of relief. ‘“Not a creature with
her—breaking her heart in lamentations which
can do no good. Well, well; it’s not easy to
make rules for great calamities. But she
might as well wait. There will be enough of
time to cry.”

He went off again hastily, while I prepared
to follow. He had not so much as asked for
Mrs. Herbert'’s cold ; but she was not offended.
On the contrary, “when I entered the room
with my bonnet on to get something I wanted,
I found her, somewhat agitated, pacing about
between the windows, waiting for me. AsI
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was about to go out again, she hurried for-
ward with an excited motion, and caught my
hand. “My dearest Clara! pardon me for
speaking to you now—jyou will excuse a
_ sister’s anxiety—but if this should be true
about poor dear Dr. Harley, remember Edward
—remember poor Edward; he was always
destined for the Church.”

I stood aghast for a moment; I was very
much shocked ; then I drew my hand away.
“Dr., Harley is alive,” I said. Mrs, Herbert
took no notice of the reproof, nor the half
disgusted amazement of my tone.

“My dear, I trust he may live for ever,” she
said with a little impatience.—* 1 am shocked
at the idea of anything happening to him—a
man in the prime of life and with so many
children ; but it is my duty, my love, to pre-
pare your mind for serious scenes. The doctor
assured me he could not live over to-night,
and if so—though I shall be grieved beyond
expression—if so, dear Clara, think of poor
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Edward, your own cousin. His welfare will
be in your hands.”

I broke away abruptly. I could not bear
that dreadful ““if so;” “if so!”—if that poor
woman whose brother had done it all, were
made a widow, and these children fatherless.
If the family house were depeopled and dese-
crated—the family scattered in unexpected
helplessness and poverty——fhe whole world
and firmament changed in the twinkling of an
eye.—*If so!”—this too was terrible work.

Presently I came to the Rectory—that sunny
rectory, with its lawn, and its flowers, and its
fine old trees—the most homelike house in the
whole parish, a very dwelling place of rest
and comfort, where one was used to see the
rector, portly and dignified, taking his morning
walk, and his pretty wife, sitting with her
girls about her in the long summer evenings.
The garden was deserted to-day, the blinds
down, the house already looking forlorn and
wretched. ~ Within there was not a trace nor
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a sound of those happy children, some of
whom were always bounding about, here or
there, in former times; and the only sound in
the aching stillness was that painful, hushed
bustle of stealthy footsteps; servants stealing
up and down stairs towards the sick room;
and, at intervals, a sharp, subdued cry. I
asked what that was. My mistress has had
a bad attack of hysterics, ma’am,” said the
man. It seemed the last aggravation of house-
hold distress—but I forgave Mrs. Harley, be-
cause it was her brother’s fault.

And the poor children. I went up to the
nursery where they were all assembled under
charge of Alice, the eldest, who was juét thir-
teen. I do not think I ever saw anything
more pathetic and touching than the self-com-
mand in this child’s face. Now and then when
she thought of it, when I entered first, when
I spoke to her, she seemed on the point of
giving way. But with the tears glancing in
her eyes, and all her face moving, this dear
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little woman turned her head aside and com-
posed herself once more. ‘Oh, dont, Miss
Nugent, don’t be sorry for me! I mustn’t
cry,” exclaimed poor Alice, with one single
sob. The next little girl, who was my god-
child, and named Clara, sat in a corner,
crying silently. The younger children gazed
at all with their big open eyes; and poor
little cripple Johnnie, in his wheel chair,
tried what he could, like a little hero, to
keep the two youngest, who were almost
babies, amused and still. This was how it
had been possible to keep everything so quiet
in this full house.

“ And mamma is ill, too,” said Alice, turn-
ing to me with a whisper, to ease her poor
little heart. It was so sad a sight to see
this mournful little cluster of children, that
I had very nearly left them again, for my
own relief. Strange—strange! I could not
help thinking this an unexplainable calamity ;
a father who had all these children breaking
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his heart, and dying for the loss of his for-
tune—a mother, whose husband’s life was
in the greatest peril, and whose children were
left alone, screaming in hysterics. Yet it
was all natural—quite natural! I thought
it quite unaccountable, and very strange.
Within a few hours—before the night fell—
Dr. Harley died. I remember that night
with great distinctness; an autumn evening,
full of sighs and mysterious gusts of wind,
with showers of leaves whirling, now and then,
‘round the deserted garden paths and across
the lawn. All the children were in bed when
it happened, except Clara and Alice, who sat
close by me, clinging to me, listening with
their intent childish ears, which could hear
the faintest sound. When there was a sudden
sound, a cry, a muffled, hushed, stealthy
noise of doors opened and closed, and a
deadly silence following after, I knew it was all
over. I told them to wait while I went down
to inquire. They were carrying the widow—
G
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a white, helpless figure in a faint—away from
her dead husband’s side, when I descended
" the stair. She had been with him at the end.
Then I went up again to my two desolate chil-
.dren; they knew somehow without my telling
them, and fell into my arms in their passion
of childish anguish, sobbing and crying for
papa. Papa—why did he leave them—was
his money worth dying for, when he had them
to live for? I carried the children into their
nursery, my heart sore, and impatient and
resentful within me. It was very wrong in
that awe-stricken house, where there was
nothing now but reverence for the dead.
Yet I could not help thinking of it with
bitterness and an impulse of upbraiding.
With all these dear tender arguments for
living, and his life's work which God had
given him, how, for some paltry loss of for-
tune, could he venture to die?

Then I went down to the mother—the
poor mother who was a widow. She was
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still lying in her faint upon a sofa, motionless,
unconscious—and a thoughtful maid, whom I
liked ever after, was gathering up, out of that
bedchamber which he would occupy no more,
some trifling matters of the rector’s—little
things so terribly suggestive of the difference
between to-day and yesterday that my own
heart ached to see them. Then came the
doctor, very grave and much concerned. A
most distressing scene followed when the poor
widow came to herself; but when I had
brought to her the two poor children, who
were sobbing in the dark up-stairs, and found
that she was best left alone with them, I saw
nothing better than returning home, as it
grew late. John was waiting with a cloak
and lantern to guard me home. It was a
very dark autumn night—no nioon, no stars,
only a pale stormy-looking breadth of sky,
and heavy black clouds, driven into masses by
the wind. The same wind blew ghastly

through the co’lourless black trees, and rustled
G2
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in the leaves behind us like a patter of foot-
steps. It was the kind of night on which
one has least comfort in thinking of a soul
gone away on that solitary journey. Dreary
images came to my mind against my will—
dismal heathen similitudes of the disembodied,
the hopeless antique shade, the funereal ghost;
and then with some swaying of the leaves my -
ear caught the burst of that weird and rugged
dirge of the North country which so many .
people remember.

¢ If hosen and shoon thou gav’st nane,
The whins shall jag thee intill the bane.”

The fascination grew so strong upon me, that
I could almost imagine the chant—*Every
one and alle,” and the adjuration which there
means no mercy, “Christ receive thy saul,”
sounding solemnly among the trees, which
bowed and trembled to the wind. Oh, that
wonderful strange death! that unseen world !
where, by this time, was the solemn traveller,

L]
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who went out so lately from among us into
the darkness and the night ?

But at this moment there came into my
mind Mrs. Herbert’s last words to me—Re-
member Edward! I was angry at myself when
I did recall it, yet I suppose it must be so—and
I turned from the great sorrow, the death, whose
presence I had just quitted, to those dread-
ful, ignoble, vulgar necessities of life which
must go on in spite of all. Poor Dr. Harley
was only some hour or two departed, yet
already, in spite of myself, my mind became
entangled in all the embarrassing and vexa-
tious details of his successor’s appointment.
I felt then as I have done in some of the
solemn services of the Church, when foolish
impertinent thoughts, quite away from the
serious matters in hand, have pressed them-
selves in to disturb my composure. Yet I
could not banish the intruders, though their
coming was a sacrilege. Against my will, I
thought of Edward Nugent in Dr. Harley’s
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place; of all the children removed out of
their home; of my cousin’s family claim to
the living, incompetent and useless as he was.
And with that all my old frets returned upon
me, heightened by dislike and disgust of those
‘ arrangements” which came so closely follow-
ing upon that death which no arrangements
could balk or delay. So I was very glad
when I found that Mrs. Herbert had not
waited for me, and that I was free to go to
my own room at once and rest; but I did not
sleep a great deal that night.
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CHAPTER VIIIL

““ OH, dear Miss Nugent ; oh, Clare! look at
them all! what shall I do?”

I was looking at them all; my heart swelled
to see them. I thought she was very rich,
though she was poor.

“We have a great many relatives, but I
know of none who will help us,” said poor
Mrs. Harley, putting up her handkerchief
softly now and then to her wet eyes. “I
think I could make a struggle for the younger

. ones; but my dear boy, my Maurice, to think
of him losing his career! Oh, Clare, his poor
dear papa would have broken his heart at the
thought; he was so anxious to bring on the boys,
to get them established in life; and Maurice
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would be a first-class man, if I could let him
stay at College; but what can I do with eight
of them? and I have no one to advise me. If
your dear mamma had but been alive—oh,
Clare!”

“ They are all dead,” said I; we must
make shift by ourselves, I, as well as you.”

“You, Clare! oh, my dear, my dear, you

” eried

don’t know what you are speaking of,
Mrs. Harley, with a little vehemence, and a
fresh burst of tears; “you are young and
unencumbered. I am a widow with all the re-
sponsibility and cares of my family; look at all
these dear children, brought up so differently,
and instead of the dear Rectory and our for-
_tune which I have been accustomed to so long, ’
think of having just enough to keep them in
the barest way, in some little cottage with no
advantages. His children, whom he was so
proud of; and to snatch Maurice from the

very beginning of his career!”
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“T do not know how to advise. Can any-
thing be done; what would you wish?” said I,
doubtful what help I could offer. Mrs. Harley
answered me with some eagerness.

] think, perhaps,” she said, *“if my uncle
knew, he would adopt Maurice. I have been
thinking so for some time. My uncle was not
kind to us when we were first married; but
he could not stand out against my distress,
and my dear boy’s talents; and, perhaps if
he does not, God will raise me up some other
~ friend who will ; and poor dear Alice, if I
could see my way to education for her—and
my own little Johnnie. Oh, Clare, such a
change! such a change!”

She fell upon my lap, poor woman, with
a fresh burst of grief. While she bowed down
her face upon my hand, clinging to me in her
great distress, and I sat looking on, with
grieved sympathy and consideration, trying to
see what she wanted me to do, a sudden
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thought struck me. If she could part with
them—could she ?—I almost shrank from
making so harsh a proposition.

‘“Listen to me a moment,” I said, after a
very long pause, ‘“and if what I say wounds
or grieves you, forgive me and think no more
of it; will you leave Alice and Clara at Est-
court? T will take charge of their education.
They' could spend their holidays with you, as
if they were simply at school ; forgive me, if I
pain you; but I should be very glad if you
could make up your mind to that.”

%Qh, Clare, Clare, how good you are!”
cried the widow, raising her face and kissing
me; ‘ that, indeed, would be a kindness;
grieve me! pain me! no, dear, no; it is only
your kind heart that would say so. If you
could, indeed, without troubling yourself take
such a charge—oh, thank heaven, my heart
would be eased for my dear girls!”

She looked at me so wistfully, I could not
refrain from stooping to kiss her, and assure
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her that I was perfectly in earnest. Strange;
I suppose it was that force of love which de-
nies itself with joy for the child's sake, seeking
its good, and not its own.

Finally, we made this arrangement. They
were all living at Estcourt for a week or two,
till their arrangements for their future home
were completed, and when the family left me,
Alice and Clara were to stay. Mrs. Harley,
strangely enough, told the children so in my
presence. The result of the first intimation
was, that Clara ran into her mother’s arms,
clung to her, and burst into an inconsolable
wailing, which awoke once more into agony
the widow’s quiescent grief. Alice, prompted
by the same impulse at the first moment, made
a hurried, agitated pause, and then composing
herself with that pathetic, childish, self-control
of hers, turned aside and bent her head over
poor little Johnnie in his wheel-chair, arrang-
ing his hair with her trembling little fingers,
and hiding her tears. I trust no one will sup-
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pose me to imply, that I, who knew little of
children, perceived this distinction of character
better than the mother. Mrs. Harley did her
heroic little daughter no injustice; but when
she came to herself drew Alice into her arms,
kissing her, and calling her a comfort to her
mother. The scene was a touching one, and
it was still more touching to see poor Mrs.
Harley make a pitiful effort to look happy,
lest I should suppose she was not sufficiently
grateful, nor the children pleased enough at
the thought of staying with me. She was a
good mother, and loved her children ; perhaps
more dearly, after all, in securing thus for
them the external advantages to which they
had been accustomed, than if she had strug-
gled and toiled to keep them with herself, as
some mothers do ; perhaps—I do not know.
When I told Mrs. Herbert of the charge I
had undertaken, she raised her eyebrows, and
gave the slightest possible shrug to her pretty
shoulders; but the only expression of her sen-
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timents on the subject which I could elicit was
a quiet “I am not surprised,” which, simple
as the words were, carried a provoking amount
of meaning, and went as far towards making
me uncomfortable as any words from Mrs.
" Herbert could do; the matter, however, for-
tunately, was quite beyond her interference ;
not so another matter which began to give me
considerable annoyance, the vacant living of
Estborne. The very next day, when the Har-
ley’s had all gone out to see a cottage which
the widow thought of taking, Mrs. Herbert
made a formal attack upon me.

¢ Clara,” she said, “I have just had a letter
from Edward, and I really must beg you to
come to a decision; I cannot see why you
should hesitate. . You were shocked at me for
suggesting such a thing before Dr. Harley’s
death; but really Dr. Harley was quite a
stranger to me, and very great feeling on my
part was not to be looked for. Now, when
you have vindicated your regard for him by
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your kind intentions towards the two little
girls, perhaps you will let me remind you once
more of my brother. I know you are not very
much influenced by family claims; still, he is
the only one in the family who is really eligible,
and Estborne is a family living. Your right
to decide for yourself is undeniable; but it is
a family living, and was meant to provide for
younger branches of the family. I trust a
sister may be excused for reminding you of
that.”

“But Edward is not a clergyman,” said I,
in despair.

“ Edward has all but taken orders, and can
do so immedidtely,” said his sister. “You pay
him a very poor compliment by your hesita-
tion, I assure you, Clara; after all the
friendship you bestowed upon him, it seems
quite unaccountable to me.”

I was very nearly angry; but she was my
guest, and in a measure dependent on me. At
the same time, I felt excessively embarrassed
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and uncomfortable. ‘I will consult Sir Wil-

loughby,” I said, taking a little comfort from

the idea. Mrs. Herbert slightly tossed her

head ; but she did not so much demur to this

view of the subject ; she had no particular ob-

jections to Sir Willoughby, who was, as she

said with emphatic approbation, a man of the

world. Whether a man of the world was the

best person to consult about the vacant living

and who should fill it, seemed rather dubious.
But, at all events, these last few weeks had

been full of occupation, and had given to my

solitude something to do, and a great deal to

be anxious and troubled about. I suppose pain

and care are, after all, the truest symptoms of
life; now, that I began to have responsibilities
and to discover them, I was certainly much
less at ease and leisurely in my own mind and
thoughts.
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CHAPTER IX.

“To be sure,” said Sir Willoughby Green-
field, “to be sure—the fellow’s your cousin;
if you like him, let him have it; if you don’t
like him, send him to Jericho— that’s the
thing to do. I told you I'd settle it in a
twinkling. Now, Mrs. Heiress, have you got
any more predicaments? Out with them—
for there’s Polly looking out for you down
below.”

“No more,” said I. “ But about the living
still. Do you think my cousin has a claim
uporr it?—do you think he has the first
right?  For, still, in spite of your kind
advice, I don’t see what to do.”

“ Nothing very strange in that,” said the
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baronet, laughing. ¢ We've all heard speak
before now of a woman who didn’t know her
own mind. No offence, Clare. If you can’t
be sure whether you like him or don’t like
him, toss up !—that’s your plan—aﬁd no time
lost, either. He's a brother of this here
lady’s, isn’t he ?—this Mrs. Herbert —pooty
little woman! I warrant it's easier for her to
make up her mind.”

“It would be easy enough for me, if I
toss'd up,” said I. “But, Sir Willoughby,
when old Mr. Lincoln, at Fen-Osier, died, was
that the way you filled his place?”

¢ Polly—Polly—she’s the woman! Ihadn’t
even that trouble,” said Sir Willoughby. “T'll
tell you what, though, Clare-—get married.
It's good advice, though I don’t take it
myself. Get married—save you a world of
trouble; and if you don't like this fellow, I'd
see him far enough before I'd give him the
living. That's my advice.”

Whereupon Sir Willoughby rattled away

H
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down stairs in his spurs, to join the party who
were enjoying on the lawn a rare gleam of
summer in October. Sir Willoughby, who
was a ladies’ man in his way, could not quite
forget that he had known me as a child, and
went down before me without hesitation. The
group on the lawn was rather a pretty one.
Little Alice and Clara, playing in their sub-
dued way; Mrs. Herbert, in her semi-winter
dress, with a big cloak lined with crimson
lying across her knee, and a pretty little bit of
knitting, long white pins of ivory, and brilliant
Berlin-wool, purple and green, in her hand;
and Miss Polly Greenfield, in her old-fashioned
hat and riding-habit, standing by. Miss Polly
was as like her brother, in stature, appearance,
and likings, as a meek maiden lady of evange-
lical principles could be like a fox-hunting
baronet of the old school; and the resemblance
~was much stronger than you could suppose
likely. Before you got round the edge of her
stiff man’s hat, you could not have imagined
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what a womanly—more than that—what an
old-womanly face lay in its shadow, nor that
the big old amazon, who rode to cover boldly
in the morning, went sidling softly in and out
among the cottages afterwards, with her bundle
of tracts covered with brown paper, and her
little basket on her arm; nor that this bold
horsewoman was a timid and nervous old lady,
starting at a sudden sound or shadow, con-
siderably alarmed about robbers; meek, neat,
orderly and punctilious as an ancient maiden
need to be. Standing in her habit and hat,
with a whip in her hand, and a large foot in a
boot distinctly revealed as she held up her
long riding-skirt beside Mrs. Herbert, I
daresay a stranger would have made involun-
tary comparison between the delicate little
feminine woman and the amazon—in which
comparison, as in so many others made with
the same amount of knowledge, the said stran-
ger would have been ridiculously wrong.
¢(Clare, dear, I want to speak to you. I
H2
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should not let these children play on the
damp grass at this time of the year,” said Miss
Polly. “Pretty dears! Such a nice age for
companions, poor things! But one never
knows ; there might be consumption somehow
in the family; there’s no telling how it comes.
I'd keep them on the gravel or indoors—do,
there’s a dear child, especially as they’re not
your own. Other people’s children are always
a responsibility. I used to think so even—
though I never was so pleased all my life—
when the little Cornwalls were at the Hall.”

“T told Clara so when she took them,” said
Mrs. Herbert, with rather a wicked glance
from Sir Willoughby to me; ¢but, though
she asks advice sometimes, she does not
always take it—at least from me.”

“Ha! ha!” said Sir Willoughby, with his
big laugh, which was half a cough, and very
.guttural, “one pooty woman don’t suit to
advise another; best stick to an old fellow
like myself, that knows the world. Women,
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you see—no offence, ladies—speak according
to their feelings. I'm a man that goes upon
a rule. ‘D’ye like it?’ says I; ‘well, do it,
and make the best of it. Don’t you like it?
why, send it to Jericho.” That's my advice;
and I never knew a man follow it yet without
as much to-do as if ’twas murder—which
proves it’s capital advice. Ha! ha!”

“Sir Willoughby, however, my dear, doesn’t
know anything about children,” said Miss
Polly, nervously; ‘“an old woman’s best for
children. Send the sweet little things in,
there’s a dear.”

“When I have any very difficult matters to
decide,” said Mrs. Herbert, still speaking at
me, though she smiled upon Sir Willoughby,
“I shall bring them to you. I think your
rule is the cleverest possible—if you are sure
you are not quizzing, and mean what you
say.”

The baronet was gallant—he louted very
low, before the ¢pooty little woman” half
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reclining on the rustic bench, and looking
as captivating as possible: ¢ Always mean
what I say to a lady, except when its dis-
agreeable,” said Sir Willoughby. ¢ When I
say it's not pleasant to come to Estcourt,
that’s a lie! Different place now from what
it used to be in her father’s time, poor old
chap! As for me, I'd like to see more stir
yet. Y'd like to give her away—to see her
married, mum—which was what the old people
couldn’t bear the thought of. More’s the
pity,” added the baronet, lowering his tone,
and turning half away from me; “fine young
fellow, too.”

I turned round and called to the children—
loudly, rudely—they were half frightened; I
could not help myself—I was not made of
wood.

“Go in—run in—there! You must not
stay out any more—your mamma might be
angry,” I said, hastening them with an impa-
tient gesture.
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No one took any notice, except Sir Wil-
loughby, who, supposing I was occupied and
did not hear him, struck upon Mrs. Herbert's
bench with his fist, making his nervous sister
start, and put her hand to her heart.

“Be hanged if I can stand self-sacrifices!”
cried Sir Willoughby; ¢ dooced humbugs,
nothing more! It's all the way with you
women, now-a-days; but none o’ your Iphi-
genias for me!”

“Sir Willoughby!” cried Miss Polly, in a
meek tone of complaint, as she panted and
held her hand to her heart; “if you only
knew how my heart beats, you would not
make such noises. Dear, dear! Will you
send for a glass of water, Clare ?” \

I went for it, glad enough of the errand.
I was very angry; but what is the use of
speaking of it, of thinking of it? Pride alone,
if nothing else, would keep me from noticing
Sir Willoughby’s ebullition ; but it was galling
to have it said in presence of Mrs. Herbert.
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" T subdued myself as I came in through the
open drawing-room window for Miss Polly’s
glass of water. As I returned again with that
in my hand, Miss Polly herself met me, coming
into the house, while Sir Willoughby remained
by Mrs. Herbert’s bench, amusing that lady
extremely, to judge by her smiles and little
bursts of laughter. Miss Polly stopped to
take the water, and then we both stood look-
ing at the two figures on the lawn. Istill a
little heated, irritated, and indignant; Miss
Polly very grave and disapproving; big Sir
Willoughby, careless, large, and somewhat
slovenly, both in speech and person, now
leaning upon the bench, now striding about
the green turf, paying his court after his
fashion; and dainty little Mrs. Herbert, sus-
pending her knitting to listen, and laugh, and
appland, and “draw him out.” We two looked
on, with an involuntary suspicion. They say
it is natural to women, from such a chance
combination of persons, to jump at a far-off
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and problematical result. I don’t know how
this may be; but I know Miss Polly and I,
without saying a word to each other, felt a
joint and unanimous distrust—whether of Sir
Willoughby or Mrs. Herbert, I really cannot
tell.

Miss Polly had a certain kind of gentle,
timid wisdom about her— the “least said,
soonest mended,” principle. She did not
make the slightest allusion to what had
passed, nor to the group which we were
contemplating. She took out her vinaigrette
from her pocket, and solaced herself with that
gentle stimulant.

“My nerves trouble me so, Clare,” she
said; “I can’t help it, though it is foolish;
and Sir Willoughby, who knows nothing of
nerves, can't conceive how a noise should
make me tremble all over. I have always
noticed it so, in those strong, big men that
are never ill; they think everybody foolish
who is not as strong as they are. And poor
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Dr. Harley, my dear !-—such an example l—
as strong a man &8 my brother to look at.
Mrs. Harley was telling me how kind you had
been about the children. They're a responsi-
bility, but they’re a great pleasure; I told her
I was sure you would find them so.”

“Thank you, Miss Polly,” said I, heartily,
“thank you! Everybody makes so much of
the kindness, and so little of the pleasure.” '

“Ah!” said Miss Polly, glancing quickly
towards Mrs. Herbert, and evidently individual-
izing the “everybody” without hesitation;
“my dear, one must make up one’s mind to a
deal of bother if one wants to do one’s duty.
You're fatherless yourself, and your heart
warms to the fatherless children. That’s but
natural ; and you'd rather be good for some-
thing than a cumbetrer of the ground. But
people won’t understand you; they'll think
you're setting up for a philanthropist, and a
Hannah More, and all that sort of thing.
They said so of me when I was young, and I
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never was so clever as you. But Sir Wil-
loughby’s very good, Clare; he doesn’t sym-
pathise with one, but still he doesn’t say those
sort of things.”

“It is rather hard, though, about the
living,” said I. “I wanted him to tell me
whether he thought Edward Nugent had a
real claim to it, and his advice was:— Give
it to him, if you like him—and if you don’t
like him, don’t let him have it.” I am rather
more puzzled now, if possible, than I was
before.”

“] don’t wonder, my dear. It is a great
responsibility for you, who are so young,”
said Miss Polly. “Don’t give it him, Clare,
unless he is a godly man; don’t, or you will
repent it all your life. Now there is Sir
Willoughby calling for the horses, just as we
were getting into a nice, comfortable con-
versation. I should like to see you oftener,
Clare, because youre of my mind. Don’t
stay in the house and mope. Do any good
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thing that comes to your hand, and never
mind what any one (with a glance at Mrs.
Herbert) says; and whatever you do, my
dear, don’t let these children play on the
damp lawn or-get their feet wet. Good-bye,
dear! T'll see you soon again.” \

“We'll have a pic-nic yet, late as it is,
and you shall see it,” said the gallant Sir
Willoughby, as he approached, Mrs. Herbert
accompanying him, to bid me good-bye.
““What ha’ you been thinking of, Clare
Nugent? Castle Craven only ten miles off,
and my lady, here, never seen it; nor Fenosier
Hall either, for that matter. -Polly, you'll
have to look out your old hampers, and be-
speak a sunny day, before the month's out.
I'm bespoke for a party to Craven Woods.”

“Very well, Sir Willoughby,” said his
sister, curtseying with extreme and cere-
monious politeness to Mrs. Herbert, over
whose hand the baronet bowed.

We stood looking after them as they rode
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away ; and, till they were out of sight, Mrs.
Herbert watched with a smile the repeated
farewells of Sir Willoughby; while I could
not help being half amused at the suspicious
glances which Miss Polly threw over her
shoulder. When they were quite gone, Mrs.
Herbert tripped along the path to the open
window, still smiling.

“That ridiculous old woman!” she ex-
claimed, after some little time, with a little
burst of laughter; “I do believe she was
jealous of me, Clara.” And the “ pooty little
woman " seemed to think it very good fun.
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CHAPTER X.

It was a great relief to me just then—I
cannot tell how very great a relief—to hear -
that Edward Nugent had got some second-
ary diplomatic appointment, and no longer
thought of taking orders. I had been so
much disturbed by the idea which Mrs.
Herbert constantly pressed upon me, that
the family living was a kind of provision for
the younger branches of the family, and
that he had a certain right to it, that I can-
not express the relief and satisfaction with
which I found that he no longer desired to
obtain it. The winter came on, rather a
“gay” winter at Estcourt; for Sir Willough-
by’s pic-nic succeeded to admiration, and
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we were bound, Mrs. Herbert said, to make
some return of courtesy for the solemn din-
ner parties to which we were now and then
invited.

This was not very much in my way, and
there were various circumstances, things
which made me feel that I would very much
rather not be found in general society for a
little while longer. For instance, Kate Crof-
ton and her family had come down to Crofton
Manor. That was not of very much conse-
quence ; but still, one could not forget what
had been; nor think, at least talk, with
much pleasure, on what was about to be.
However, 1 kept on as close as I could,
thinking it my duty; though how any one’s
duty can be urgent on the score of going
out to dinner, it seems rather hard to see.

And I had been looking anxiously for a
governess for Alice and' Clara. We made two
or three failures at first, through introduc-
tions and advertisements which did not
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answer; when at last one came with a letter
from Matilda Nugent. Miss Nugent intro-
duced her rather mysteriously, but I can
best explain how by giving her note.

“I take the liberty, dearest cousin Clare, of
introducing to you a young person who wishes
a situation as a governess; though to say a
young person, of cburse, is rather ridiculous
at her age. She is a very strange creature,
I must tell you—the sister, (though I should
not like this mentioned) of a very good sort
of person, a Mrs. Austin, whom we have
taken a good deal of notice of, and whom
perhaps you may remember at Hastings. I
should say a sister-in-law, for she is sister to
Mr. Austin, who is a very odd blunt sort of
person in business, and quite different from
his wife. They would have kept Miss Aus-
tin quite independently; but she prefers,
most strangely, (though I daresay she did
not get on very well with Mrs. Austin) to
go out for a governess, which the strange
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creature calls working for her own bread.
She has had a good education, I suppose,
(ke is of quite humble origin—no doubt she
was brought up for a governess); and as you
only want her for the children you have so
charitably taken, you will not require to see .
much of her yourself, so you need not mind
her odd manners. If you were to give her
a trial for our sakes, I am sure Sophy and
I should feel so obliged and gratified.

“ With warmest love and remembrances,
in which dear Sophy joins,

¢ Believe me,
“My very dear cousin,

“Most affectionately yours,
“MATILDA NUGENT.

«“P.S.—Love to Eleanor.”

I went into the little morning parlour im-
mediately to see Miss Austin. She was a tall
woman of forty, dark complexioned, colourless,

I
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with braids of iron-gray hair, and rather a
stern aspect. I confess for myself when I
saw the perpendicular figure, seated sti{ﬂy at
the table, my courage sank. She seemed
able enough to be school-mistress to us all.
She had drawn off one glove, and held it
in her hand; as she rose on my entrance I
perceived it tremble a little. It might
possibly be natural nervousness, but it went
to my heart, looking at her harsh middle-
aged figure, to suppose that this tremble
was lest she should not please me.

I was so much confused and embarrassed
by the idea, that she was the first to speak.
She was not embarrassed ; she addressed her-
self to the subject with a dry matter-of-fact
persistent quietness, as if pain or pleasure
had nothing to do with it.

“J] have brought no testimonials,” she
said, ‘because Miss Nugent was uncertain
whether you were supplied, and I thought it
the shortest and surest way to come my-
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self, as I had to be not very far from this
neighbourhood, at any rate. I have been
very successful with some of my pupils
—but I must tell you that it is some time
since I had an engagement. I have been
able to dispense with going out for some
years.”

I thought to myself she had quarrelled
with her sister-inlaw; but I only said—
“There are two little girls, sweet intelligent
children. I wish them to have the education
of gentlewomen. What can you teach them?”

“That is another matter which I thought it
best to settle by coming myself,” said Miss
Austin; “I heard they were orphan children
whom you had taken in charity. Do you re-
quire accomplishments, or are they to be
brought up as governesses? I should know
better what to say about terms, if you kindly
made me aware of that. I think I may say
-1 am competent up to a certain point, to
prepare them for teaching others, should that

12



116 . ORPHANS.

be your intention, as I am led to suppose
itis?” .

¢ No—certainly not—by no means!” cried
I, with some agitation. It was so strange to-
me to take up a question which was -entirely
one of the affections, in this matter-of-fact
way. Yet, when I thought of it, it seemed
very just. I had no intentions at all, only
kindness to my two little guests; but what
then? Was that right or really kind to
them? My first feeling was indignation, as
at an unwarrantable interference; my second
embarrassment and perplexity—for to treat of
a matter like this in a manner so entirely rea-
sonable and actual, setting feeling aside, let
in a very strange new light upon the subject,
and made me less comfortable about it than I
had been until now.

““They are the daughters of a gentleman,”
said I, ““their father is dead, and partly for-
my own sake, partly because there is a large
family and their mother is much occupied,
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they have come to me—but charity has
nothing to do with it. I wish them to have
simply the education of gentlewomen, and I
take charge of them only as their aunt or
near relative might do.”

My visitor looked at me for a moment with
a half wistful look, full of meaning, to which
I had no clue, and then glanced out at the
window, from which we could see the garden
where a man was working, and through which
John was coming with a basket of fruit and
flowers; for we were rather famous at Est-
court for our conservatorie, She glanced
out, and then her eyes returned to give me
a lingering significant look. Was it a com-
parison? I had no guide whatever to her
circumstances or her thoughts, and could not
tell. But finally we arranged that she was to
come; she was very particular in settling the
amount of her salary; it was to be seventy
pounds; she could not consent to take less,
she said, with a little peremptoriness of tone;
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and I had no wish she should. Then I
brought the children to see her. But though
I had got over my first impressions by this
time, Alice and Clara received the full shock
of theirs; and, I am afraid, were not at all
grateful to me for their governess. Perhaps
she observed the look of dismay exchanged
between them; at all events, she deepened
the impression, by a perceptible harshness of
voice as she spoke to them. She had been
living for some days, she told us, at Rutford,
twenty miles off, from which place there was
a coach to Estbury. She had to leave again,
by the coach, at four o’clock; so I asked her
to take luncheon with us, before going. At
lunch, she came under the scrutiny of Mrs.
Herbert. This was a member of the house-
hold for whom, it appeared, Miss Austin was
not prepared; when I introduced them to
each other, Mrs. Herbert said “oh!” and re-
turned the courtsey of the governess rather
haughtily ; while, on the other side, Miss
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Austin regarded her with a close and steady
observation. They were sworn antagonists I
could see from the moment. .

“I am charmed to find you have succeeded
at last, Clara,” said Mrs. Herbert; ¢ did -you
consult Sir Willoughby? I am always so
glad to know, for certain, when you have

made up your mind.”

1 gave her Miss Nugent’s letter in answer.

As it happened, I had been obliged to
make up my mind on two or three points,
lately, without consulting Mrs. Herbert—and
though she took it very quietly on the whole,
and showed a great deal of that comfortable
and commendable selfishness, which is not
disposed to risk its own comfort for the sake
of disturbing another’s, still she was not above
a quiet little bit of ladylike malice on an
occasion. She read Miss Nugent’s letter
slowly, as she made her meal. Our table was
more dainty now than it used to be, for Mrs.
Herbert appreciated cookery; and I, for my
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part, loved to prolong into winter, the fruits
and flowers which reminded us of summer
days. As Miss Austin made her slight meal,
I saw her once more look round upon the table,
with a look which I began to comprehend.
It was an involuntary contrast and com-
parison, not envious, but full of that strange,
wistful, half-wonder at the distinctions of Pro-
vidence, with which people who are poor so
often look at the superfluities of the rich.
She did not envy me my superfluities, but I
could suppose that with a heart sore from the
pinching cares of poverty, she looked at all
this with an involuntary question and wonder
—Why was it 7—How could such. things
be?

“Matilda is so kind,” said Mrs. Herbert,
handing me back the letter; “it is quite a
piece of good fortune to have such a pa-
troness. And is Miss Austin really related to
those people we saw at Hastings ?—Dear me!
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I understood Mr. Austin was quite a pros-
perous man,”

“So he is, ma'am,” said the governess,
very quietly.

“Well then, it is very unnatural of them,
especially as I know they have children,”
said Mrs. Herbert. ¢ She is an odd silly sort
of person, is she not? I presume you did
not agree with her.”

Miss Austin made no answer, whatever;
she was not young, nor, in the least, pretty.
She had not even the artillery of bright eyes
and indignant glances to meet her adversary ;
she met her only with silence. After a little
time Mrs. Herbert proceeded : —

“T suppose she might once have keen
pretty ; I remember wondering how her hus-
band, who seemed a sensible sort of person in
his way, could ever have married her; and
she hung on to Matilda and Sophy, just as
these under-bred people generally do, thinking
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they were a little more in society than she;
but I wonder much she did not keep you to
teach her own children; that would seem so
natural.”

Still, Miss Austin made no answer; but,
after a little pause, she turned to me, though
with an air of restraint and reluctance.

“Should you like to know exactly, why I
left my brother’s house ?”

¢ Certainly not, unless you wish to tell
me,” cried I, hastily.

“Oh yes, surely; it is always well to
know who you are employing,” said Mrs.
Herbert.

My new governess took not the smallest
notice of my companion. She made me
a little bow, and said, “Thank you, I'd
rather not enter into it.” Then she tied
the strings of her bonnet in a broad bow,
and took up her gloves, which had been
lying, carefully folded down and flattened,
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upon the table, and finally she rose to go
away.

“1 have an old acquaintance to call upon,
in Estbury,” said Miss Austin, “and with
your leave, I'll say good morning to my
future pupils, and go. I understand that
you mean me to come this day fortnight. I
trust we shall none of us regret our con-
nection. Good bye dears, you'll like me bet-
‘ter, bye and bye. Good morning, Miss Nu- -
gent—and, madam, I have the honour of
- bidding you good day!”

So saying, she left us.

Mrs. Herbert was extremely offended and
very “high;” she felt that she had come off
second best, and that it was impossible to
humiliate so silent and plain-spoken a woman.
Consequently, she was more Aurt, more dis-
composed, than I could have imagined her
capable of being. She felt herself quite
worsted, and placed in an inferior position;
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and, certainly, her temper was not improving;
though she made no further mention of the
governess, she was quite inclined to vent her
ill-humour upon the children and on me.
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CHAPTER XI.

Miss AuUSTIN was to come just before Christ-
mas. I wished her to do so, in spite of the
holiday season, because Alice and Clara had
been now for some time without lessons, and
were just at the age when children forget most
easily. I had a good deal of thought about
them before their governess came. How was
I to educate these children? What place were
they to hold with me? I was not young, it
is true; but I was not old enough either to
adopt children, and make for myself arbitra-
rily the family connections which God had not
given to me. Mrs, Harley, who had been
rich, was now poor; she was not a relative,
scarcely even an intimate friend; if I educated
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the children, as my own little sisters might
have been educated, and did not provide for
them afterwards, that would be cruel; yet, was
it right, or was I prepared to take them really
into my heart as my children, and settle my
life and all that I had within the limit of this
little circle? I could not tell; it was a ques-
tion full of perplexity, and in the meantime I
closed my own mouth by saying, that at pre-
sent, at least, it would do no harm to go on
with their education, which would always be
of advantage to them, whatever might befall.,
Miss Austin came accordingly—and shortly
after her came for a week all the little Har-
ley’s, whom I had asked to spend the Christ-
mas here. Our party was a large one; for it
was increased further by the Misses Nugent,
by Mrs. Herbert’s nephew, Bertie, and by an
old gentleman, another of the solitaries of our
family, whose mother had been a Nugent, and
who was as near to me in cousinship, and
cared as much for ‘“the family,” as any
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who bore its name. The Misses Nugent had
put away their muslin flounces and straw hats;
but though' they had now big cloaks and little
bonnets, and muffs, made of black velvet, with
a scanty edge of fur, themselves were quite
unchanged. As for Mr. Hyde, the only gen-
tleman of our party, he was as unlike these
ladies as it is possible to fancy; he was little,
fastidious, refined; a man very dainty and
particular about his person, about his eating,
a ‘““martyr” to his own good taste. I do
not know what his income was; but it was
“limited,” like the rest, and it was not diffi-
cult to perceive the scrupulous economy, which
made himself so faultless in appearance, and
kept the handy smart little valet who accom-
panied him to Estcourt. He did not talk
much; but what he said generally had the
luck to discompose some one; he professed
* great politeness, and the gallant bearing of the
old school ; yet, as soon as he found out the
real good nature which lay under all the little
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pretences of Sophy and Matilda, he ruled these
unfortunate elderly young ladies with a rod of
iron.

Mrs. Herbert and he were natural enemies
and allies ; they understood at once, and were
respectful of each other; but Mr. Hyde made
no concealment of his dislike to Bertie and the
other children who surrounded him. Not so
much as a sugar-plum ever entered the heart
or pocket of this old gentleman to hail the
" common holiday, when Matilda and Sophy
made pincushions, and even Mrs. Herbert sent
an order to the little jeweller’s and toyshop in
Estbury. Mr. Hyde buttoned his pocket and
announced loftily that he never gave presents.
This lonely scion of our house, like the others,
spent all his time, and thoughts, and means,
solely and entirely upon himself.

I do not know what he had been; I heard
once that he had been married long ago, and
lost his wife early. He was now one of those
lay figures of society, whom people ask to
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their houses to fill a vacant corner ; whom no-
> body loves, who loves nobody, does nothing,
but spends day after day, and year after year,
in ceaseless devotion to one single self.

This was not a very pleasant society ; and I
dare say it was quite a fantastic and almost
presumptuous idea of mine, that it was a kind
of “duty” to accumulate these solitary indi-
viduals in the family house, on the great day
of family reunion. Nothing in the world could
have made a family, or the least semblance of
it, out of such materials as these.

The first day we were alone, six of us at
table, for Bertie was seventeen, old enough to
dine with the grown-up people. The Misses
Nugent wore copper-coloured silk dresses, very
low on the shoulders and short in the sleeves,
showing their thin necks and red elbows to
perfection ; and Mr. Hyde, after dinner, when
he had time to look about him, looked only at
the Misses Nugent. These looks of his were
so curiously and significantly critical, that even

K
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I felt myself compelled to look dlso; and the
attraction grew so strong at.last that it struck
Bertie, who electrified us all by a sudden
burst.

“]1 say, cousin Clare, why don’t you make
yourself look pretty, in blue and yellow;
there’s aunt Nell and you as black as ghosts;
why don’t you wear colored dresses too?”

“ Really, quite a singular shade,” said Mrs.

Herbert, taking advantage of this abrupt in-
troduction to continue the subject so felici-
tously started, and turning aside to look
closely at Miss Sophy’s dress.

“We do so like anything bright,” apologised
Miss Nugent; ¢ though perhaps Clare, dear,
as you were in mourning—but, if you dont
mind, of course no one else has any right; and
this colour does become Sophy so sweetly ; oh,
no, my love, I did not forget Mr. Hyde ; gen-
tlemen don't like to hear ladies talk of dress;
but I know Mr. Hyde is such a critic—oh,
frightful ! I thought of him the moment I saw
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these pretty silks; I assure you I did, indeed;
he has such taste in ladies dress.”

“ Have you such taste ?” said Mrs. Herbert,
with her malicious little smile.

¢ Hush, softly—let me hand you grapes, in-
stead of oranges,” said Mr. Hyde. My dear
madam, don’t set the room on fire. I shall
want some ice presently.”

“Jce at Christmas! if it’s your gown cousin,
I'l wrap the rug round you,” said Bertie.
“ Aunt Nell, put your black shawl over Sophy,.
or Mr. Hyde will faint.”

“When I was a boy I dined at two o’clock,”
said Mr. Hyde, “ and said my prayers at nine.
My dear Miss Sophy, let me give you some
claret—don’t take that hot sherry ; pray, Miss
Clare, may I ask if you regulate the tempe-
rature of this room?”

“ Do you think it is so very warm Dear? I
think & room cannot be too warm at Christ-
mas!” said the innocent Miss Sophy. ¢ Clare,
dear, perhaps Mr. Hyde would like the screen.”

K 2
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¢ Ladies are fortunate ; not to say that we
are fortunate, who have the privilege of be-
holding,” said the old beau; “ yet it is won-
derful, my dear madam, how even with bare
arms and shoulders, the room should be other-
wise than hot to you. For me, my sensations
come through my eyesight—I am a martyr to
‘my eye. Excuse me, Miss Clare, but I think
the lamp might be moved a little this way,
the shade so. Ah, that improves the compo-
sition of the room.”

It threw poor Sophy quite into the shade, at
least, from which pleasing obscurity her voice
rose again; for Sophy liked to “ converse”
with Mr. Hyde, who, being the only gentleman
present, with the exception of poor Bertie, was
the only person with whom she could show her
pretty and girlish playfulness.

¢ Really now, it would be quite nice to let
us know all your opinions on these subjects,”
said Miss Sophy. ‘I am sure, as long as we
are here, I shall always run to you, to ask
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what I should put on. Shouldn’t you like,
Eleanor, to hear what Mr. Hyde thinks about
everything ? but pray don’t side with Matilda,
whatever you do; she likes black, and brown,
and grey, and all sorts of no colours; oh,
pray tell us just what you think; but don’t
side with Matilda.”

“You know I always yield to your taste;
you do become colours, Sophy,” said Miss
Nugent; “but as for me, Clare, dear, I like
nothing so much as black ; it is so becoming ;
there is Kate Crofton now—you really must
take us to call there to-morrow. She is such
a little coquette; some distant relative of
theirs died, and Kate insisted on going into
mourning ; oh, for no reason in the world, but
because mourning is made so pretty now. And
now I think of it, Miss Austin, your sister has
really got the prettiest bonnet; crape, trimmed
with flowers and bugles. I pleased her so
much, telling her I must have one like it;
only we are such a dreadfully healthy family ;
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we never have any old rich aunts, or delicate
distant cousins. We never are in mourning,
year after year.”

“Aint it a pity?” said Bertie, whispering
across the table. Miss Austin lifted her eyes
upon him, with an unspoken reprimand; she
was a very good woman; but she could not
forget she was a schoolmistress.

“The Croftons are all at the Manor now,
are they not?” said Mrs. Herbert, in a care-
less way. I heard Sir Willoughby speak of
new arrivals. Did you hear, Clara, who had
come ?”

¢ Oh, Sir Willoughby! the most charming
old beau!” cried Sophy, ¢ as old as Mr. Hyde;
but the most delightful old gentleman, and
Clare’s guardian, too; Clare, dearest, have
him here before we go!”

“He is coming to-morrow,” said I; very
glad for once of Sophy’s interruption.

“Sir Willoughby is & man in the prime of
life,” said Mrs. Herbert, colouring a little;
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“not a great deal older than yourself, my dear
Matilda ; though, of course, a gay young crea-
ture like Sophy, cannot be expected to discri-
minate ; his sister, indeed, you might call old,
poor dear Miss Polly! but Sir Willoughby is
quite a handsome man.”

“1 remember,” said Mr. Hyde, “when I
was a lad at school, and spent my holidays at
Estcourt, before your father married, Miss
Clare—I remember a big sort of a country
fellow, who had just come of age; one of those
noisy old-fashioned men, whom people call
good-hearted ; yes, I remember Willoughby
Greenfield. I don't inquire abont Miss Matil-
~ da’s age; but without meddling with so deli-
cate a question, young Greenfield came of age
when I was at Harrow, which is some time
since. I've seen him since at my club, calling
on some of the men there; a fox-hunting ba-
ronet? just so, with top boots and a riding
whip. By the bye, now I think of it, it was
Crofton he called to see. Crofton, you know
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him; Dick Crofton’s son; not he of the Manor,
but the other, who got his mother’s fortune ; a
quiet young fellow, not good for much. I
dare say, if he had a profession he’d make
some way in the world.”

“1 say, cousin Clare, you look heated ; is
it Sophy’s gown?” whispered Bertie. “Ill
cover her all up in a twinkling, if she bothers
you.”

¢ Hush!” said I; how foolish, how ridicu-
lous, how inexcusable it was.

“That is the cousin that Kate is to marry,”
cried Miss Nugent, ‘ he has the most frightful
temper; he was engaged to be married before,
but quarrelled with the lady just on the eve of
the wedding. No! did you say no, cousin
Clare? I assure you I have always heard it for
true.”

¢ But Clara knows it is not true,” said Mrs.
Herbert, with her smooth significant smile,
directing all eyes to me. I was glad then
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that Mr, Hyde had altered the lamp; but I
found an unlooked-for defender.

“Look here, aunt Nell,” cried Bertie, ‘if
cousin Clare says it's not true, it aint true.
Some men I wouldn’t believe on their oath,
not a bit; some men I'd believe, though you
proved against them ; and I'd like to lick any
fellow in England, that said a thing wasn’t
true, when' cousin Clare said it was!”

“ Thank you, Bertie,” said I; ‘but you
need not be so warm. Mrs. Herbert is quite
right. I heard you once say the same thing
before, cousin Matilda; but I do know, it
is quite a mistake. Derwent Crofton did not
quarrel on the eve of his wedding. I knew
him very well once. I know that no one had
any right to complain of him.”

“Oh! I am sure I had no idea!”—said Miss
Nugent, in a subdued tone. They all paused
over this to make the most of it; perhaps, too,
with a little real embarrassment; when sud-
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denly, to my surprise, Miss Austin, who was.
the last person I should have looked to for
help, interposed, in her matter-of-fact way.

“] think I understood you, Miss Nugent,
that the children were to come down after
dinner.” :

“The children!” echoed Mr. Hyde, “more
little boys!” and the old gentleman shrugged
his shoulders and looked at Bertie, who bit his
lip, and turned his eyes steadily on me to
fortify himself. Mrs. Herbert tossed her head
with the slightest pretty motion of disdain.

¢“Qh, certainly, and girls too; Clara is a
philanthropist,” said Mrs. Herbert, “and I
warn you all, good people, not to be surprised,
if the next time you come here, you find our .
cousin the matron of an orphan asylum, and
poor old Estcourt full of a set of little chicks
who have lost their papas. Oh, don’t frown,
dear; you know that what I have said is
quite true.”

“S8o good of you, dearest Clare!” said
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Sophy, laying her hand on my arm, “but you
must not forget your duties to society. The
world expects something from you; though I
am sure it is so sweet and so kind, isn't it
Matilda? ”

¢ My dear cousin, a congenial spirit!” cried
Miss Matilda, on the other hand. ¢ We are
so much interested in the Orphan Asylum—I
have got quite a host of reports with me; for
we have a case in hand, a most interesting
case. Sophy, how delightful ! Clare shall sub-
scribe, and give us her vote.”

¢ Come, Miss Austin, we shall see the chil-
dren in the drawing-room,” I said, rising has-
tily ; it was no place to bring them here, and
I could not have the poor little fatherless
creatures hear lectures about orphan asylums.
It was not even very easy for me to bear it
myself.
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CHAPTER XII.

THE next morning, I thought it all over
painfully in my own mind. I had no reason
to suppose that any one, except the family,
was at Crofton Manor. 1 did not suppose that
Mary could have come home without letting
me know, and my coming or going there could
make very little difference to those arrange-
ments which were already made ; and in which
I certainly had, and could have, no share. I
ought to have called before; the only question
was a little pain, more and less; and I concluded
it was best after all, to keep up the natural
courtesies of neighbourhood, and to please the
Nugents by driving them over there. After



ORPHANS, 141

they were married, I think, I should feel glad if
they did not settle down near the Manor. Yet,
suppose they should—in Craven-wood perhaps,
where we once thought—Well, that would be
terribly hard ; but still, never mind; it is all
in the day’s work, as Miss Polly says, and
the day comes to an end, whether it is storm
or shine.

So I told them we should drive over imme-
diately after lunch and call on the Croftons.
Matilda and Sophy were quite in a flutter of
pleasure ; though they lived for nothing better
(so far as outward appearance went), they had
not very much pleasure, in that straitened and
unlovely life of theirs—and though it was no
very exalted enjoyment, but only what a
moralist would call vanity and love of display,
which made them pleased with the Estcourt
carriage, the two sleek horses, and John in
his best coat ; still, I was glad to please them.
Mrs. Herbert lay back in her corner among
her furs, regarding them with amusement. I
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was not ill-natured enough to suggest to hér,
that she, not very long before, had been as un- |
used to ber present life as they were, though
I could not help thinking of it myself. But
Sophy and Matilda, in the big thin cloaks,
which fortunately permitted the addition of an
old shawl to make them comfortable below,
and with their little muffs of black velvet, took
no thought of their loving cousin’s smiles of
amusement ; for one half hour at least of their
lives I think they were really happy.

My heart failed me a little when we came
to the gate; for a riding party, several ladies
and several gentlemen had entered before us,
and I could not help a sick apprehension at
my heart of the possibility—the likelihood of
a sudden meeting. We reached the door just
as they were dismounting; I looked round
hastily and sharply, and then drew breath.
There was no one there I feared to meet.
Then, as we alighted, Kate Crofton, in her
riding-hai)itg, came bounding up to meet us,
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throwing herself upon me and kissing me be-
fore T was aware. She was only nineteen, ten
years younger than I, as fresh and as gay, and
as pretty as a May morning, with brown hair
full of natural curls, brown eyes, bright with
laughter, a soft sweet rosebud complexion,.and
a pretty little figure, tiny and light like a
fairy. I, who felt young beside Sophy Nugent,
grew, to my own perception, middle-aged and
cloudy beside Kate Crofton. I could not help
sighing at it involuntarily; but no one noticed
my sigh as we went up stairs.

Lady Crofton was a woman of extreme good
breeding ; every body said so; she never trou-
bled any one with undue attention, fuss or
sympathy. She shook hands with me just as
if she had seen me yesterday, and nothing had
happened between, which was a great. relief to
me; and she received my guests very kindly,
which increased my satisfaction ; they knew a
great many people in common, and had a little
newspaper business to do first in the way of
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recording who had gone to Scotland, and who
to Germany, and who were in the country;
and at last the talk became more general.
“But you, Clare, you never are in town,”
said Kate. ¢ Estcourt can be no pleasure to
you, for you never leave it. 1 should hate
the Manor if we were always here; I should,
I know, however improper it may be; but
after a whole delicious season, when one is
tired out, then it’s something to come home.
Do, there’s a darling, come next May, will

”

you? and,” in a whisper, ““if you don’t like
mamma, you can come to me!”

She meant to tell me of it, so! looking into
my face, and then away from me, in her pretty
sweet maidenly flutter; my head swam a little
—it seemed very strange.

“] have heard,” said I, “and God bless
you, Kate, I hope you will be very happy.”

She came closer, whispering, with her cheek
at mine, ‘“ Won’t you kiss me, Clare? it sounds
cold to say so, and not kiss me.”
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I did; but somehow I could have cried ; so
could she, that bright, sunshiny, fearless little
girl; but her tears would have been different
from mine.

“ And to think, oh, you dear old Clare! to
think I should go first and take care of you,”
cried Kate, still in a whisper, with her merry
laugh. “I, who used to be your little Kate! -
but, remember I shall expect you to come to
me, and see how I behave myself. Mary is
coming home, do you know?”

T heard so; but when?” said I.

“In time for ¢, I believe,” said Kate, hang-
ing her head; “and it is to be some time, I
suppose, in spring. Mary is quite an old lady
now with two babies. We saw her in Baden
two months ago; she said she had not heard
from you for such a long time.”

“No.”

“No! I declare I do not know you, you
speak so short, and so quiet,” cried Kate.
“(Clare, don'tlook so sad. I dare say it brings

L :



146 ORPHANS.

everything back, coming here, and seeing
mamma, and knowing there is no one at
home.” '

“Yes; it makes a great difference,” said I.
We both paused after that; I, because I was
nearly choking with feelings that must be
suppressed ; she, because the girl was
very sorry for me, wistful and anxious to
give me some comfort, out of her own happy
young heart.

“She will be a very young housekeeper ;
yes, it is almost too soon, as you say,” said
Lady Crofton, looking at Kate fondly; “but
for one thing I shall have her near me. There
is no good house on the estate; so they think
of taking Craven Lodge.” .

This was just the touch too much for me,
I could not bear it; I got up hurriedly, and
went to look at some pretty things, which I
knew Kate longed to show me, bridal presents.
I, too, should have to add to them presently—
and I cannot say, but that it seemed rather
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desolate and hard to me, to think of making
a friend’s present to Ass bride.

Folly! anybody’s bride! it was Kate I
looked at, Kate only; what was the hus-
band to me?

We left, however, almost immediately ; yet,
not before I had unwillingly accepted an in-
vitation to dinner for all our party. Lady
Crofton was very gracious, evidently disposed.
to be friendly and kind to all the world;
pleased with her daughter’s prospects, and
feeling a little added importance in her own
person ; strange, to think with such good
pleasure of losing Kate!

I think I was even so mean and foolish as
to be censorious and judge them harshly; for
though years had passed and everything was
8o changed, still I was no heroine, and could
not help rexilembering what had been. As
we drove home, it suddenly occurred to Mrs.
Herbert, to show the ruins of Castle Craven
to our guests. I was very glad of the excuse,

L2
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I made them set me down at the wood, near
Martha Brinley’s cottage. I said I wanted to
see the old woman, and they were to call for
me there as they came back. As soon as they
had driven off, I ran along the narrow path
through the wintry trees towards Craven
- Lodge. It was in the midst of the wood;
a strange, retired, picturesque house, with a
little clear enclosure of garden ground and
lawn round-it; the Est river within hearing,
and all around the Craven woods; over the
narrow wood path, carpeted with fallen leaves,
the dry spikes of the fir trees, and crisp boughs
which crackled under my feet, I hastened to
look at the house. Everything around it was
very still, with the frosty and sharp stillness of
winter. The streams trickled out of sight, the
leafless branches swayed with a harsher motion
than if all their leaves upon them had been
dancing to the breeze. In the corners of the
lawn, white hoar frost lay upon the grass; the
evergreens with their leaves benumbed, and
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one wan sickly monthly rose upon the trellis,
made the wintry aspect of everything look
more wintry still. A single tiny curl of smoke,
made it just apparent that somebody lived
there ; as did also the well-worn passage to a
back entrance, and some linen hanging upon a
hedge, stiff and dry with frost; but the win-
dows were all closed, and I think it soothed
me to see what an uninhabited dreary look had
fallen upen the house. This was once to have
been my house—and now they were coming
here. ) '

I went back softly, trying to realise it, won-
dering whether that was a dream or this, and
when we should all wake and know the truth.
When I came to old Martha’s cottage, I found
that even she knew that Miss Kate was going
to be married, and was to live at Craven
Lodge; and when the carriage came to take
me up again, I had to answer Matilda Nugent’s
inquiries all about it. Well!—I took Miss
Polly’s philosophy to my heart. “Itisall in
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the day’s work,” I said to myself—and surely
I had lost too much time already, comparing
and remembering ; this was not 4ving, which
was the real thing I had to do, a woman at
my years. ‘
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CHAPTER XIII

ABOUT a week after this, I discovered, one
day, on entering the drawing-room, that the
Miss Nugents had a visitor; Miss Austin
was also present, which I was surprised how
to account for, until I saw that the lady in
crape, tucks, and bugles, was her sister-in-
law.

She was recalled to my remembrance in-
stantly, by a new introduction. She was a
pretty-faced woman, pink and white, with
those insignificant features which look very
well in a girl's bloom, but become silly, weak,
and trifling, as they grow old.

She was a little embarrassed at first, and
began to make. elaborate explanations of the
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reason why, “accidentally,” she had come to
this neighbourhood, and thought it was her
duty to pay her respeets at Estcourt. I
thought it rather strange myself, that she
should have come, accidentally, to Estbury, at
such a time of the year—especially as the
Misses Nugent looked slightly embarrassed,
too.

Bye-and-bye, however, she produced out
of her bag, some folded pamphlets, as I
thought, and circulars. She wanted to know,
with a blush, whether I was “interested” in
any of the Orphan Institutions—she had
heard I gave a great deal of thought to that
subject, and was very benevolent—and she
thought she might venture to speak to me of
a case——

“Oh yes,” interrupted Matilda Nugent,
“the case I spoke of, Clare—a dear boy, ten
years old, without father or mother—and
Mrs. Austin is benevolently anxious to get
him into one of those excellent institutions—
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delightful places!—where the children are
taken such care of.” You must go to see them,
dear, next time you are in town.”

“The education is so goed, and the ad-
vantages are so great,” said Mrs. Austin,
looking stealthily at her sister-in-law, who, I
think, for the first time since coming to Est-
court, was reading.—* The boy is related to
us, Miss Nugent, and you may think it
strange, after what Harriet does, that we
should not keep him; but you see we have
boys of our own, and, as he has no expecta-
tions, poor lad, it would not be a kindness to
bring him up in such a different rank of life.
My husband said to me, he would buy him
into the St. Ann’s; for Mr. Austin is a kind-
hearted man, and does not think much of a
hundred pounds; but I said he could always
do that at the last if we did not succeed
otherwise; and, in the meantime, I and my
friends could try. Miss Nugent and Miss
Sophy have been so kind as to distribute



154 ORPHANS.

about fifty voting papers for me, and have
got quite a number of proxies; and I thought
if you had any interest in the society, perhaps
you would kindly assist me—for, I am sure,’
you will find it a very deserving case.”

I took the paper, in which it was set forth
at full length, that the candidate was James
Tancred, ten years of age; father and mother
dead ; two little sisters dependant upon an
aunt of very limited means; on whose behali
the votes of subscribers were solicited. 1
did not quite understand the thing, nor why
Miss Austin occupied herself so sedulously
with her book, never looking up, though it
was not difficult to perceive that she heard
every word, and saw every gesture.

I did not understand, either, Mrs. Austin’s
allusion to “what Harriet does,” yet, some-
how, could not help connecting it with the
two little sisters dependant on an aunt. I -
told her I should be very well pleased to
subscribe, and to give her what assistance I
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could, though I was very ignorant of the
system, -and knew nothing of proxies or
voting papers; upon- which, Sophy Nugent
hastened to explain,

“If you have any other votes for any other
society, Clare, dear, give them to Mrs. Aus- .
tin, and she can exchange them,” said Sophy.
“Oh, you have no idea what a capital system
itis. You want a child to be got into the
Infant Orphan, next year, and I want a child
into the St. Ann’s) now ; so all that you have
to do, is to give me your Infant Orphan votes,
and let me exchange them for St. Ann’s votes,
and, next year, you shall have my St. Ann’s,
and exchange them for Infant Orphan’s.—Do
you understand ?—Oh, I'm sure, some people
make quite a business of it.”

“No, Sophy, Clare does not understand—
you don’t explain it properly,” said Matilda.
“You perceive, Clare, love, we take votes for
anything we can get—there is always some-
one wanting them—and then we go to the
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election room, or among our friends, and say,
‘any votes to exchange,’ and so we get on
till we have enough for our election. The
~ election is quite a pretty sight; you posi-
tively must come up to town and see it.—So
exciting l—and then to think it is all for
benevolence—that is what delights me.”

I was a little puzzled—it was new to
me. I did not quite make it out, though, of
course, charity on such a very great scale,
must have system, and form, and business, to
accomplish itself at all. I laid down the pa-
per on my table, and promised to subscribe
and give my vote to this “deserving case.”
A few minutes after, I noticed that Miss Aus-
tin left the room, and that my paper had dis-
appeared. Her sister-in-law seemed to breathe
more freely after she was gone.

“I ought to apologize for intruding upon
you, Miss Nugent, on so slight an acquaint-
ance,” she said, “but we came down to Est-
bury, to spend a few days with some clients of
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Mr. Austin’s—very respect':able people—and I
thought you would feel it rude, and a negleét,
if I did not call. What a pretty place you
have got here!—I often say to Mr. Austin, |
I would give anything for a place in the
country. So delightful it must be to grow
one’s own fruit and vegetables; and cream
and eggs, which cost a fortune in London, are
next to nothing in the country. T have
heard so much of Estcourt!—and when I
knew that Miss Nugent and Miss Sophy were
coming, I was quite impatient to come to this
neighbourhood, to have a peep at your beau-
tiful place.”

As I did not feel disposed to say I was
glad to see her, I only bowed in reply.

“We shall be here till Saturday,” con-
tinued our visitor; *to-morrow we have an
engagement, but we are quite free all the rest
of the week.” She paused after this, ex-
pecting an invitation, I suppose ; but, as none
came, proceeded rather more tartly—*So we
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shall have quite time to look about us, and see
all the beauties of the neighbourhood ; though
the season is more suitable for in-doors than
out-of-doors, and people are so hospitable in
" the country.” \

As she said this, she looked not very kindly
at Matilda and Sophy, who, I should suppose,
must have been indebted to her; and must
have flattered her with the foolish ides of
being well received at Estcourt. I was sorry
for the fluttered look of the sisters. Matilda
glanced at me with something like an appeal,
and Sophy, deprecatingly, began to inquire
after ¢ the dear children.”

It was easy enough to read the story; the
two poor sisters bolstering up their gentility
by the far off glories of Estcourt; and the
vulgar patroness, determined to make use of
them for her own advancement in society.
Perhaps I did wrong to encourage such
feelings at all, but they were Nugents, and
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they were very harmless ; they had not many
triumphs in their life—I resolved, if I could,
to give them one to-day.

“Did not you speak of going to Estbury,
to-day, cousin?” I said; *if so, perhaps you
would like to drive your friend in, if you can
persuade her to stay lunch with us.” '

“(Qh thank you, Clare!” cried both the
sisters—they spoke in the same breath with
quite an effusion of gratitude—*thank you,
you are always so considerate.—Dear Mrs.
Austin, you will stay?”

Dear Mrs. Austin pouted, and was not
pleased, but thought better of it; then I
proposed that they should show her the
house, which they set off to do with great
pride. I went up myself to the school-room,
expecting to find Miss Austin; she was there
and alone; but she was not seated primly by
the table with her work or her desk, as was
usual ; she was walking up and down the
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room, in great agitation, with the printed
paper which her sister-in-law had brought, in
her hand.

She endeavoured to put it away, and to
subdue herself when I entered ; but, failing in
both, waited for my approach with a nervous
self-constraint, painful tosee. I said, “I will
go away, if you are engaged,” but she did not
wish me to go away. \

‘“Has she gone?” she asked, breathlessly.
%I don’t mind for her, she’s a stranger and

heartless—but James, my brother !—to- put
away Amy’s child—Amy’s son—named after
himself; he’s James Austin Tancred—he is,
Miss Nugent !—it’s enough to break any-
one’s heart.”

“Is he a near relative ?” said L.

“ Near |-—his own sister’s son—Dear Amy’s
eldest orphan,” said the harsh big woman, in
all that tremor and excitement of suffering,

-which affected so hardly a stiff frame and
homely face like hers. “I humbly hope I'm
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a Christian woman, but I can’t see her again
~and keep my patience. And yet it’'s not
her—she’s a stranger—it’s James—to think
of James!”

As it happened, just at this moment, Mrs.
Austin with her. conductors was passing the
schoolroom door; she heard the voice, and,
with the impulse of giving an answer, which
foolish people like her never can resist, en-
tered : though I felt it an extreme and im-
pertinent intrusion, she was my guest for the
moment, and I could not say so; but the
poor Misses Nugent, waiting outside the door,

-looked at each other with pathetic looks of
dismay. Mrs. Austin entered at once, and
eagerly, upon her defence.

“I am sure, Harriet, you must see that
what I am doing is for the best,” she said,
hurriedly, and with an evident awe for her
sister-in-law’s opinion.  * Little Tancred could
not be brought up with our boys—it is quite
impossible—and I am only trying to save my

M
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husband expense as a good wife should.
He'll be very well indeed at the St. Ann’s
Society—a great deal better than we could do
for him, and quite respectable; and a place
that anybody might be pleased to have their
sons in. I assure you, Miss Nugent, I do
think it quite unreasonable of Harriet,” she
continued, turning to me; ‘she would insist
upon leaving her good comfortable home with
us, where she had nothing to do but teach my
daughter, and mind me a little, to go and
take a situation; bringing a reproach upon
us, as if Mr. Austin could not afford to keep
his sister—all for these two little girls. That -
was all her own wilful fancy; I'm sure no-
body ever wished her to do it, and she has
only herself to look to, and no ties—which is
a very different thing from us. But I can’t
go and wrong my own children for other
people’s. I'm not like you, Harriet, able to
do just as I like, and live where I like, and
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with nobody minding me; and I won’t wrong
my own boys for your sister’s, and James
shan’t either, if I can help it; so. I tell
you plainly, whatever you may choose to
Say."

“1 beg your pardon, Mrs. Austin,” said I,
feeling angry, “but this is not one of the
apartments which are generally shown to
strangers; you have mistaken I think, or Miss
Nugent has taken' the wrong turn—Ilet me
show you the way.”

The foolish petulant woman turned red and

turned white, as I spoke; she stared at me,
seeming quite confounded and unable to an-

swer, and followed me out, quite silenced. I
led her to the corridor, without the slightest
allusion to what she had been saying, and
pointed out the doors of the picture gallery,
and of our chamber of state. Then when the
three passed me, very quiet, rather ashamed,
and having nothing to say for themselves, I

M2
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turned back to the schoolroom. Miss Austin
was tearing the paper into little pieces, and
scattering the fragments in the fire.

“1I should like you to tell me this story, if
you have sufficient confidence in me,” said L
“I am like you—I have no #es—I can do
what I please; tell me what this story is?”

She told me—it was not a very unusual
tale. The mother of the children was her
only sister; the father, a poor surgeon who
never prospered. He had gone out to Aus-
tralia at last, and died there, and his wife, on
hearing of his death, had died too, of a bro-
ken heart; leaving three children friendless
and desolate. Miss Austin had taken upon
herself, at once, the charge of the two girls,
and was, at present, maintaining the poor
little orphans at school. ’

The boy, she had believed and trusted, her
brother would provide for; and the idea of
her sister’s child depending on charity, struck
with a pang of positive anguish, upon this
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solitary woman's forlorn, independent, self-
sustaining spirit.

“Yet I know I must submit to it. What
can I do?” she said, shaking the torn frag-
ments of paper from her hands, with that
dogged and painful submission with which
people who are poor, and- who know of no
escape, yield to the hard circumstances, which
they would struggle against to the death,
if they could.

She was too old for chimerical fancies of
doing more than was possible; she knew the
hard impassible limit of her own capabilities.
She shook the paper from her hands with an
air of obstinate endurance, and went to take
up her needlework again. She could do
nothing ; but only suffer in silence.

“I have no #ies—I am like you—yet I
want to be of some use in the world,” said L.
“I can’'t work for the helpless as you do,
because God has not even seen fit to give me
a single dependent upon my cheerless wealth ;.



166 ORPHANS.

but your boy shall not be dependent upon
charity. Arrange with your sister-in-law to
send for him; let him come here; and then
he can go to school.”

She started a little when I spoke; started
with a momentary flash of triumph in her
gray eyes—perhaps a human consciousness of-
victory over her sister-in-law; then she sat
down again firmly.—* Noj; that also is charity
—jyou are very kind—but let him go, it is all
the same,” and, at that moment, I could not
move her further.
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CHAPTER XIV.

DIED of a broken heart.

When I was as young as Kate Crofton, I
thought these words the most pathetic in the
world; ten years later I am doubtful. Dr.
Harley died of a broken heart, for the loss
of his fortune; leaving his wife and children
without it, and without him, to toil through
life and the world as they best could. Miss
Austin’s sister lost her husband; that might
be worth dying for ; baut, if it was hard for
her to live without him, it was harder for the
little desolate children, to whom she left no -
natural protector. Somehow, I think, only
such a one as myself could afford this luxury ;
some one who was nobody’s shield, nobody’s
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comforter ; childless, parentless, alone; but I.
do not know how the fathers and mothers
could dare venture to die, though their hearts
broke a hundred times. Hearts will break in
this life—it is the nature of them; but if
God wills, and it is possible, it is honester,
braver, nobler to live than to die.

I thought so, as I thought over this com-
mon domestic tragedy. I had a woman’s
yearning towards the little children; I sup-
posed almost, that to take care of them, to
work for them, to protect them, one could
triumph over even death. 1 knew what love
was, too, as people speak; I had found it
bitter enough, in such experience as Provi-
dence sent to me, and I might have died,
without anybody being a loser; but to die for
one thing in a life, however great that is, seems
somehow unworthy—as to speak of it so much
is certainly—and so it is I who am in the
wrong at last.

At lunch, Mr. Hyde and Bertie, and the
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two little girls joined us. Mrs. Austin looked
very curiously at Alice and Clara. She called
them little dears, and was quite condescending
to the children ; while still more curiously Mr.
Hyde looked at her, contemplating with an
air of profound observation the bugles which
quivered on her bonnet, and drooped down in
shiny sharp pendants round her face. He had
been telling me very graciously of something
that happened at his club, when the Misses
Nugent brought in their visitor and took their
places at the table. Mr. Hyde drew back
with well-bred horror. I don’t know why;
for there was nothing particular about the
appearance of our hew guest.

“When does your fox-hunter come again,
Miss Clare?” he said; * I shall run up to town
for that day, if you will let me know; and
when I return, I had better bring Sir Briareus
Williams with me; he is quite the man for
Estcourt, now-a-days.”

“Oh, dear Mr. Hyde, why that is the de-
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lightful scientific man, president of half the
societies. I wonder if he would give us tickets
for one of his soirees?” cried Miss Sophy; “but
you are really such a quiz; do tell me why he
is the man for Estcourt?”

¢ A student of natural history, Miss Sophy,”
said Mr. Hyde, “he can make you out the
correct portrait of an extinct animal, five mi-
nutes after you have shown him a bit of its
tooth; a megatherium, scales and all, as na-
tural as life, out of that little hit of dental
surgery ; and I should not be surprised to find
that he could make out a fine lady, jewels and
everything, out of a single black beetle. Is
not that a wonderful gift ?”

¢ A black beetle,” cried the amazed Sophy,
¢ the hideous frightful creature! what in the
world has that to do with a lady? Why I
should faint if I only saw one. Oh, do Mr.
‘Hyde, tell us what you mean.”

“ Hush, Sophy, dear; ladies’ company is not
good for the wit of gentlemen,” said Ms.
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Herbert, who for some cause or other was
really spiteful. I never saw a man yet who
did not get as stupid as possible, when he had
two or three good creatures, like Matilda and
you, to look for all his clever things and ap-
plaud them. Men are very vain. When a
witty man gets a wife who admires him and
laughs at all his jokes;, he grows silly directly;

very sad, isn’t it? it must be all because
| they’re so vain.”

“Qr, because of the inspiring influence,”
said Mr. Hyde, gallantly. “ According to the.
nature of the Divinity, my dear madam, so is
the worshipper. There is an assimilating in-
fluence in the very act of adoration, and®
so long as your beautiful sex remain what
they are, who can wonder at the follies
of man.”

“Qh dear, Mr. Hyde, how pretty!” cried
Matilda Nugent, in all innocence. Mrs. Her-
bert coloured, and drew her little figure up;
while Mr. Hyde went on in the suavest, most
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gentlemanly manner, addressing himself this
time to me.

“Your fox-hunter is a susceptiblé man,
Miss Clare; don't you find him so? Ladies’
society is a dangerous delight to poor
Greenfield. Ah, Miss Sophy, people of such
attractions should beware!”

¢ Qh, Mr. Hyde! do you mean that dear old
Sir Willoughby? such a delightful old quiz!”
cried Miss Sophy, with a giggle, and in a
little flutter of delight. Poor Sophy knew
very well that her ‘“attractions” were nothing
to Sir Willoughby; but it pleased her poor
little vanity to have Mrs. Austin hear that a
*real baronet had come within their influence ;
and, indeed, I was myself so improper as to
enjoy the look of added respect with “which
Mrs. Austin turned towards my poor elderly
cousin, as she whispered eagerly, ‘“Is that
Sir Willoughby Greenfield? I hear the
people in Estbury talk of him; he is a man
of large I;roperty; does he visit here?”
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“Yes,” said Sophy, quite carelessly; ‘oh
yes, we see a great deal of him—I think him a
delicious old beau; but I dare say other people
don’t quite agree with me,” added Sophy,
briskly, glancing over to Mrs. Herbert, and
doing a little malice of her own.

 Aunt Nell,” said Bertie, sotto voce, at the
other end of the table, “don’t look so spite-
ful ; who's been doing anything wrong?”

This unguarded question of Bertie’s gained
him an annihjlating look from his aunt, and
woke a slight rustle of delight in Sophy and
Matilda, which Mr. Hyde did not disdain to
share. Mrs. Austin, however, impatient to be
kept so long in the background, came in tri-
umphantly to cover the situation.

“When you come to town, Miss Nugent,”
she said, “ Mr. Austin and I will be delighted
to do what we can to make London agreeable
to you, and I hope you will not hesitate to
ask for any service we can render you. We
live in a very nice place; Miss Nugent will
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show you where it is—and I am sure we should
be delighted. We -see a great deal of your
cousins when we are at home.”

They both blushed a little; for their pa-
troness spoke with emphasis. ¢ Oh, yes,” said
Matilda; ‘‘indeed, I don’t know what we
should do sometimes without dear Mrs. Austin,
especially when people are all out of town, as
they are during the winter; for we, who have
no country house, of course, must stay at
home nearly all the year round.”

“It is,” said Mr. Hyde, entering willingly
into the congenial occupation of disconcerting
some one, ‘““the greatest comfort possible to
know some people who are always in London.
I survived one winter in town myself; but I
could not have got through it but for my
attorney, who does the thing regularly, as
people of his condition must, and with whom
I actually took what the good man called a
family dinner twice a-week or so. A terrible
experiment ; yet I survived it.”
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Mrs. Austin paused a moment, red and
flurried, divided between an impulse of awe
and an impulse of wrath ; but as she looked at
the dainty old gentleman, severe and immo-
vable, her courage fell; she submitted and was
crestfallen; of course it was only a reprisal,
for she was by no means delicate in her infer-
ence, that the Nugents were indebted to her,
yet I was sorry for the poor woman. I volun-
teered to call on her in London, which I
should not have done in any other circum-
stances, and she brightened immediately under
this salve to her wounded pride. If it had not
been for her mortified looks, stranger and in-
truder though she was, I should have been
amused at the “family” conversation, about
people and things quite out of her ken, which
Matilda and Sophy managed to get up imme-
diately to dazzle their friend withal. They
brought in even Bertie, with his reminiscences
of Indian splendour, and his Rugby expé-
riences; they persuaded Mr. Hyde into an
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anecdote of something that happened at his
club; they made free use of Crofton Manor
and Fen-Osiers, and the Sir Johns and Sir
Willoughbies of the county. They were quite
occupied and absorbed with their conversation;
little ‘incidents were related by one, to which
the other responded by clapping her hands
and crying, “So like Lady Crofton!”—¢Just
what one might have expected from Lord
Craven!” In short, it was not at all unlike
the talk of Lady Blarney and Miss Carolina
Wilhelmina Skeggs, and had an equally im-
posing effect upon the subject of it, who sat
listening with all her ears, asking a question
when she could, and quite oblivious of my -
humble attempts to entertain her, in her inte-
rest in this animated conversation. I was
glad at last, when John came in to say the
carriage was waiting for them ; for the
triumph of the Misses Nugent, perhaps, was
going rather too far.

“ Who is the woman in the black beetles?”
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said Mr. Hyde, before they were out of hear-
ing; I was even afraid that T could see Mrs.
Austin glance back at him with a most vengeful
frown. , '

“Oh, one of Clara’s protegeés; some one
who has orphans to dispose of, I presume,”
said Mrs. Herbert. “We shall all have to
get ready presently for the Orphan Asylum.”

This time the words hit their mark. Little
Alice Harley, who was a very thoughtful and
sensible child, looked up suddenly with her
big surprised eyes in my face. The child did
not say anything; but the pained wondering
look which went from me to Mrs. Herbert,
and the tears which were ready to overflow at
the very name of orphan, but which she kept
unshed, dilating her serious eyes, showed me
that this chance arrow-had its full effect, and
that Alice already was old enough to feel the
force of injurious words. I led them away to
the schoolroom, where Miss Austin had re-
mained by herself till her sister-in-law went

N
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away. She was seated at her table, working
with great and agitating haste; her needle
flying along the work as I never saw a needle
move before ; her thoughts were too fast for
anything short of a headlong pace. But she
laid aside her needlework when we entered,
and began to prepare for the children in that
quiet matter-of-fact way, which always im-
pressed me so much ; the manner of one who,
either had never permitted herself, or had
never been permitted by Providence to con-
sider, whether she was ready for her common
work or no; but who had always done it, and
always would do it, though the earth was
rending. ’

I, with my luxurious bringing up, and my
habit of thinking sometimes, that I was not
able,” that “my mind was not in a condition”
for one thing or another, could not but look
on at this other habit with respect and vene-
ration. But I bethought me of a good expe-
dient for clearing away the tears from the
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pretty eyes of Alice, and giving her governess
a little leisure. 1 begged a half holiday for
them, and called Bertie, who was passing, to
take them out for a ramble in the park.
Their own little brothers and sisters had re-
turned home some time since; but Bertie,
whom I was by no means disposed to like
when he came—who was Mrs. Herbert’s ne-
phew, the son of a father in India—Bertie had
taken my heart by storm. He was one of
those manly, handsome English boys, whom
one’s heart warms to see; not a false thought
in him—open, true, candid, full of the delightful
blunders and tricks, courage, and modesty, and
rudeness of his years. He took the children
by the hand and ran off with them, with the
echoing boyish step, which I knew would not
go a bit too fast for these tenderer feet which
chimed with it. I could not help looking
after him with admiration, wishing him my
own boy brother, thinking what a noble heir
- he would make for the old house. I had come
N 2

-
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thus far in three weeks, being predisposed
against him ; 8o you may suppose what a dear
fellow Bertie was.

I came in then and sat down by Miss
Austin, and repeated what I had said about
her nephew; she heard me out in silence,
subduing a little the pace of her needle ; then
she laid down her work on her knees.

«1 have been thinking it over, Miss
Nugent; I dont deny it was like a triumph
at first; a victory over James's wife; but I
can't see it now. No; thank you all the
same ; thank you for the kindness of the
thought; but whether you support him or an—
an institution—supports him, still it’s charity.
When once I get over that, I don’t mind how
itis. No; I am not humbled as I ought to
be; I won't interfere, Miss Nugent; they'll
not hurt him, except in his feelings, and
people in our circumstances must learn to
have their feelings hurt betimes; I dare say
he'll be very happy in the school, poor child.
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It’s just a school after all ; no, Miss Nugent ;
thank you, I'll not interfere.”

“Then I shall insist upon you having your
little nieces here at the holidays,” said I ; “if
you will not interfere for the boy, you must
at least see them.”

“Thank you, I'd like that,” said Miss
Austin; “but bless you, they don’t love me;
they know very little about me ; do what one
likes, one can't buy love.”

“Tt will come, when they are old enough
to know,” said 1.

Miss Austin shook her head. “Amy did
not mind; Amy left me comfortless till she
was on her death-bed,” said the governess,
dropping some tears; ¢ then she left the girls
to me; poor things, it is nature; they will
just do the same.”
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CHAPTER XYV,

WE were going to have a party to dinner.

Consequent upon this great event, there
was some excitement in the house. Matilda
and Sophy Nugent had been shut up in their
rooms all day, making only a hasty appear-
ance at luncheon, in a very excited condition,
like people at the crisis of a great work; and
even Mrs. Herbert went up stairs earlier than
usual to dress. Though Sir Willoughby was
-coming, Mr. Hyde had not “made a run up
to town;” and our party was further increased
by the sudden and unlooked-for arrival of
Edward Nugent, who came, as he said, “to
have an hour’s chat with Eleanor, and pay his
respects to the head of the family.” The
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head of the family did not particularly relish
this addition to her household; however, he
was Mrs. Herbert’s brother, and there was
nothing further to be said.

When we assembled in the drawing-room,
we were certainly a very respectable family
party, in point of numbers. Mr. Hyde
~ lounged leisurely in an easy chair, surveying
everybody. Sophy and Matilda entered in a
flutter, full of the consciousness of sleeves and
berthés of home manufacture, produced by the
delightful labours of this exciting day, and
with pink dresses on, and as exactly alike in
their beautiful simplicity of sisterhood as little
Alice and Clara. Then Mrs. Herbert dropped
softly into a corner of a sofa, looking very
pretty in her pale coloured dress (‘‘ only half
mourning,” as the Misses Nugent said), co-
vered with black lace. For myself, I still
wore black, though not mourning; having
really, if truth were told, no particular im-
pulse at my heart, to move me to the trouble
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of change. Bertie, rather excited at the
thought of his first dinner-party, and pleased
with Uncle Ned, who was a very pleasant
companion; whatever else he might be, kept
following that interesting personage about the
room, lighting it up with that candid young
face of his, and his bloom of daylight youth; -
Edward Nugent, too, looked very young, for
his age ; but nothing could have been a more
emphatic comment on that significant con-
dition, than the contrast of hss youth care-
fully preserved, and made the most of, with
Bertie's.

To-night, Mrs. Herbert looked, as she was,
younger than her brother; she had a little
flush upon her cheeks; a certain degree of
excitement and expectation, prettily subdued
in her manner; her mind was pre-occupied
and bent upon something. This, we, all the
women of the party, perceived in a moment,
and set ourselves (I confess even for myself, /
did,) to find out the cause. Mrs. Herbert
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moved her pretty foot, played with her fan,
smiled, but made no reply when her brother
spoke to her. Sophy and Matilda looked at
each other, and a very slight nod passed be-
tween them; they meant to watch and find
her out.

The Croftons came first, a large party—the
father and mother, Kate, Everard, and Wil-
liam, with a Mr. Somebody and a Miss Some-
body, brother and sister, who were their
guests ; then came Sir Willoughby and Miss
Polly, and then a collection of country people,
squires, rectors, and baronets, unnecessary
to this story. Sir Willoughby was in grand
toilette, with an immense diamond brooch in
his frilled shirt, and the most magnificent of
waistcoats ; his great person and resplendent
apparel, made quite a show among all the .
gentlemen in black. He went up to Mrs.
Herbert at once, with a bow which astonished
the young men. He deposited Miss Polly, in
her old crimson satin gown, as a sort of
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pledge, in one end of the éofa, and took up a
position before the pretty widow, with the air
- of a man who meant to hold his place against
all comers.

The Misses Nugent and I—I believe even
Lady Crofton, Kate, and the Miss Somebody
—perceived at once that the colour deepened
upon Mrs. Herbert’s cheek, half in shame ‘for
the over-demonstration, half in pleasure at
her unequivocal triumph. This then, was the
occasion of her little tremor and preoccu-
pation. Once more the Misses Nugent ex-
changed looks, while Lady Crofton eyed Mrs.
Herbert quite seriously and thoughtfully, like
8 person who measures the inches of a future
rival and competitor. Miss Polly alone, of all
the ladies present, kept her eyes away from
the widow; probably, Miss Polly had seen
quite enough of her already ; she sat drawing
back the soft limp skirts of her crimson satin
gown, from any chance of contact with the
flowing drapery of Mrs. Herbert; she looked
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quite away from her brother, and the lady of
his love, withdrawn into the furthest corner of
_the sofa. Miss Polly’s old-womanly timid
manner, her nervousness, her tender pale old
face, did not look so oddly self-contradictory
with the crimson satin as with the riding
dress; but she was not herself to-night.

I cannot say how thankful I felt, that
Mr. Hyde was there to take the foot of the
table, and Lady Crofton in to dinner; for Sir
Willoughby devoted himself entirely to Mrs.
Herbert, and had not a moment to spare for
anybody else. Though it was rather a diffi-
cult business when every one knew his and
her claims of precedence so thoroughly, we
managed to get seated at dinner without
much trouble, and I humbly trust without
offence; and then, I confess, that in my ter-
rible position as hostess, worse than all as
unmarried hostess, of a great many couples
come to the age when people like good cook-
ing, my thoughts were too fully occupied to
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pay much regard to the conversation. It was
not in the least mtty or remarkable, being
indeed a succession of scanty lete-a-tete talks,
between the intervals of more serious business;
the one sole thing which I remember as a
special annoyance being, that Edward Nugent
had contrived to place himself near me, I
cannot tell how, and chose to offer me his
gervices, and to address me in a tone of inti-
macy and regard, which displeased me highly;
and drew upon me several times a surprised
glance from Sir John Crofton, who heard and
saw it all. In the grateful relief of dessert,
when my mind rested in the delightful assur-
ance that now, at least, nothing could go
wrong, I became a little more able to attend
to what passed among my guests.

Matilda and Sophy were ¢ making them-
selves at home” with great zeal and fervour,
protesting that there were no such flowers as
“ our flowers,” and begging to recommend the
fruit, for which ‘ we” were famed, to all their
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neighbours. Miss Polly sat by herself—for
Sophy Nugent, who was on one side, was busied
with more congenial society, and Miss Polly’s
own cavalier and attendant on the other, had
. deserted, and was humbly waiting for a smile
from Kate Crofton—watching the flirtation
between Sir Willoughby and Mrs. Herbert.
Mr. Hyde, with the easy air of a man who
presided at his own table, did a little fashion-
able gossip with Lady Crofton. Bertie was
most agreeably employed with a pretty girl a
little older than himself; while Edward Nu-
gent, with the most provoking perseverance,
addressed his whole artillery of glances, com-
pliments, and small services to me. ‘

In the midst of this, I was startled by Mrs.
Herbert’s voice from the middle of the table.
¢ Clara, dear, are we not to have the children
down to dessert?” -

“ The children; your children, Ma’am ?
pooty little cherubs!” cried Sir Willoughby ;
“let’s have ’em Clare, by all means; home
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from school, eh? I don’t believe it; I don’t
believe a word of it! a pooty make-believe
with little brothers and sisters, that’s all ; just
like you mischievous little women—as if you
wasn't dangerous enough, o' nature, without

. al’t ”

“Art! dear Sir Willoughby ! how wicked
you are,” said Mrs. Herbert, softly. “1 am
a poor solitary creature, as you know ; I have
not even a child to love me; but I may still
love the little things, though they are not
mine.” :

“Don’t speak nonsense, Sir Willoughby,”
said Miss Polly rather sharply, from the other
side of the table. ¢ They are the poor dear
little Harleys, as you know very well; and
Clare, my love,” continued the good old lady,
bending across the table to look up to me,
and speaking across half a dozen people in a
"whisper; “if I were you I'd not have them
down—too many people—people who knew
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their father—you understand me; if I were
you, my dear, I'd not bring them down.”

“Is it true, that you are taking orphans,
Miss Nugent? I should so like to tell you of
one,” said another lady.

“Little girls, pretty little things; I saw
them in the Hall with an old Gorgon of a
governess,” said Edward Nugent; ¢ query,
why do ladies like to have an ugly woman
about them ? who can answer ?”

“Sets the pooty creatures off,” cried Sir
Willoughby, with his big laugh ;  makes
them look aggravating, eh, Madam? Bless
their sweet faces; d’ye think a pooty woman
shouldn’t know it; and if she kmows it,
shouldn’t she take care of it? That's my
doctrine ; ‘look as pooty as you can, my dear,’
says I, ‘and don’t be ashamed of it;’ and I
never knew a woman yet as didn’t take my
advice; ha, ha! Take my word there’s a use
for the Gorgon ; why, aint she here ?”
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“Yes,” said Mr. Hyde, letting his eye
travel leisurely up a line, which included
Lady Crofton’s matronly comeliness, Kate,
and two very young country beauties, and
was shaded by the smiling Sophy, in her pink
dress, and pale old Miss Polly, in her crimson
satin. ¢ Yes,” said Mr. Hyde; ¢ there is
good art in a foil, little as most persons know
about it—and we do not need to go to the
nursery for beauty, or perhaps for —”

“Not for ugliness—the old fellows do that,”
said Bertie, in a loud whisper to his com-
panion, who became speechless immediately,
with soft titters of laughter. “I say, who's
that old Guy in the waistcoat, whispering to
Aunt Nell? Is that Sir Willoughby? ésn’t he
grand!”

Oblivious of the latter part of Bertie’s pri-
vate communication, Sir Willoughby chorussed
it with his “ha, ha!” ¢Right, my boy,”
said the baronet; ¢all right for the old fel-
lows; can’t do better for us than set us among
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the ladies, Mr, Hyde; do their pretty faces
good, eh, with our old uns? Master Nephew,
here’s to your bon fortune ! ” _

At the name Miss Polly looked across the
table keenly at Bertie. The old lady’s ears
were sharp and eager with personal feeling;
she glanced from one to another of the party,
in which she was most particularly interested,
oblivious to everything else that passed at
table, and leaving her own plate quite unno-
ticed. Her solitary old-maidenly glass of port
stood by her untouched ; she minded nothing
but the couple across the table—the big ba-
ronet, in his diamond brooch, smothering the
little widow with his big rude attentions; and
she half ashamed, half triumphant, uncon-
sciously modifying the quiet, good-breeding of
her own tone and manner, to cover a little
the loud brusquerie of his. They were in
some degree, the point of general observation;
but they absorbed all the regards of Miss Polly.

“ How about Will Haines, Sir Willough-

0
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by?” inquired his brother baronet, at my
right hand.

“Infamous rascal! well have it out of
him,” said the fox-hunter. “1 can stand a
deal in a neighbourly way. I don’t mind the
gypsys, mum, though they break Polly’s heart,
marauding among her Cochin Chinas—and
’pon my honour I'd scorn to do more than
frighten the old women, though they pull
down my fences, the old witches, for their °
bundles of firewood; but a poacher’s an un-
natural beast. ¢If you meet him, pitch into
him,’ that's my doctrine; and if you can’t
take it out of his bones in the natural way,
have him up and get your satisfaction; he
shall kick his heels in jail, I can tell you.
None o’ your milk-and-water benevolence for
me; crime’s crime, Sir, and I aint the man to
wink at it on my estate.”

“ But, dear Sir Willoughby, how can it be
unnatural ? 7 said Mrs. Herbert, with her

- sweetest smile; “the poor fellow only copies
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you ; dear, now, only imagine—Miss Polly’s a
poacher! for I don’t suppose she has got a game
licence, or whatever you call it, and I am sure
you told me that she went shooting with you.”

A general laugh went round the table; Miss
Polly did not blush; but that pale old lady’s
face of hers contracted and grew paler, looking
. 80 strange a. contrast, in its timid age and
quietness, with this sportive suggestion, that
I think almost everybody was ashamed after
they had laughed. Sir Willoughby, however,
langhed his big guttural “ha, ha!” into
Mrs. Herbert’s face, with quite an outbreak
of merriment. ¢ Hey, Polly, when did you
begin to shoot?” said the baronet. “If you
go along like that, poaching on my grounds,
I'll set the keepers after you. I tell you
what though, Madam,” continued the gallant
wooer, turning to Mrs. Herbert, and lowering
his voice; “if you're tender of poachers—
though I hope it won’t continue—say but the
word and Will Haines is free ”

02
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Mrs. Herbert laid her pretty hand appeal-
ingly, on Sir Willoughby’s arm ; I don’t know
what the baronet might have done in his en-
thusiasm and delight; but I know I thought
it best to look at Lady Crofton, who responded
with readiness, and to rise rather precipitately
from the table. The heroine of the evening
was a little flushed with gratification and
triumph ; but we all rather avoided her.
Kate Crofton, who, being “in love” herself,
might be supposed a champion of the same,
came to me quite disgusted, with an angry
glow upon her cheeks.  Are old people
always so disagreeable,” said Kate, in a whis-
per, ¢ making love! horrid! it is enougﬁ to
make one never endure—"

I suppose Kate’s blush meant never endure
the making of her own love, which was more
beautiful than this; but Kate’s love made my
heart rather sick; so I answered her blush
with but a poor smile.
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CHAPTER XVL

NEXT morning, I was startled by a rather
early visit from Mrs. Harley. She had es-
tablished herself about ten miles off, in a
pretty cottage, near the road where the coach
passed, and had come by that, on purpose to
see me. She looked agitated, embarrassed,
full of distress, as if she had something not
only painful, but disagreeable to say, and did
not know how to begin it.

After she had seen Alice and Clara, she
kissed them, bade the children return to their
lessons, and when she and I were left alone,
turned towards me to begin her statement,
~ whatever it was. She looked so painfully
embarrassed, so distressed, that I was grieved
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for her, especially as she did not seem able to
make a beginning of what she had to say.

“ Has anything happened, Mrs. Harley?”
said 1.

“Miss Nugent, I can't tell what you'll
think of me—you’ll think it very ungrateful,
as indeed it seems, but I am not ungrateful, I
assure you; I feel and shall always feel your
great kindness—I don’t know what you'lll
think of me—1I don’t know how to say it "—

““What is the matter?” I exclaimed, in

alarm. :
Mrs. Harley made an agitated pause, and
put her handkerchief to her eyes. In her
widow’s cap and bonnet, with those sombre
draperies, she looked so unlike the genial
mistress of the Rectory, the rich Rector’s
wife of Estborne; and either her heavy
mourning, or her agitation, or the unac-
customed cares of her comparative poverty,
had pinched the full lines of the widow’s
face.
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She moved those hands, with the hand-
kerchief in them, with a nervous restlessness,
‘and looked so uneasy and troubled, that I
repeated my question, in real anxiety for her.

“] am a mother, Miss Nugent, and I must
do my duty to my children,” said Mrs. Harley,
“though I know it’s all kindness on your part,
T cannot have it said—I can’t indeed—oh
forgive me, Clare! that ks daughters were
brougﬁt up by charity. Perhaps I ought to -
have seen this before, but I did not at the
time. I thought only how kind you were,
and ‘what an advantage it would be to the
children ; but now, though I thank you very
much, I must be firm, Miss Nugent. Alice
and Clara must go home with me; better a
poor education in their own mother’s house,
than a good one, in an orphan institution.
I know it's all your good heart, your bene-
volence—Clare, forgive me !—but my hus-
band’s daughters are not charity children;
they never shall be—I would die first !”
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I looked at her, in utter amazement; her
real and overpowering agitation, which, now
that the ice was broken, reached the length of
a distressing excitement, was quite beyond my
comprehension. Perhaps my amazed, bewil-
dered look, had a more soothing effect upon
her than anything else could have had. She
paused, and became gradually calmer, as if
struck by a little doubt; then she faltered,
coloured, looked up at me, almost timidly—
“(Clare, I beg your pardon—perhaps I have
been wrong.”

“I cannot tell,” said I, feeling a little
offended, even though I was sorry for her.
“1I cannot guess what it is which has moved
you so. If youwill tell me, then I can judge
whether you are right or wrong.”

She coloured still more, with a consciousness
that I was displeased. “I beg your pardon;
I may have been precipitate—but it is rather
hard to fall from weslth to poverty, Miss Nu-
gent,” said Mrs. Harley, “and harder still,
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when one has given one’s fatherless children
to the kindness of a friend, to hear that they
are to form part of an orphan institution,
supported by charity—no; I respect you and
your motives—but this I cannot bear.”

“Who told you this?” said L.

“No one told me—but your cousin, Mrs.
Herbert Nugent, speaks of it commeonly; I
have heard it from different people; it is quite
well known in the county—and so you will
please let Clara and Alice get ready for home.”

I was much hurt and wounded ; the tears
came to my eyes in spite of myself; I had
very nearly risen up, in the indignation of re-
jected kindness, and said “as you please,”—
but I never saw any good come of these
dumb-shows of injured feeling, and I had no
idea of being thwarted by Mrs. Herbert; her
“ prospects” were now so evident and well
established, that I felt no longer that delicacy
in speaking of her which I had felt while she
was entirely dependent upon me,
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“If you had trusted your children to Mrs.
Herbert,” I said, “I could have understood
this—but I think, if I am not greatly deceived,
that you trusted them to me.”

“Yes, surely, Clare,” said Mrs. Harley,
melting into tears once more.

“And I have not said anything about an
orphan institution,” said I, warming uncon-
sciously. ‘I am not responsible for everything
that foolish people or wicked people may
choose to say—I have never spoken, never
thought of an orphan institution. I may be,
possibly, disposed to help other little omes
who have no father—I cannot tell ; I will not
limit what I may do hereafter. Alice and
Clara are, of course, your children; you must
do what you think best for them; but I
should be sorry to think that you made a
change so sudden, for the sake of anything
that Mrs. Herbert has said.”

Mrs. Harley, all this time, kept looking
pitifully in my face. When I had ended, she
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still gazed at me, in that trembling, doubtful,
painful state of uncertainty, with which people
who have never made decisions for themselves,
contemplate a question which they must
decide. I saw she was quite confused and
did not know what to do. I went up to her,
and held out my hand. “ Can you not trust
me?” I said. She burst into tears imme-
diately, and clasped my hand—

“Oh Clare—I am so foolish—so lonely !—
I never did anything by myself—you don’t
know what it is to lose the onme in all the
world whom you always trusted to!—I never
did anything without him. I never made up
my mind for myself, as some people do. I
leaned upon him for everything—and to think
of his daughters reproached by charity—oh
Clare!”

Poor Mrs. Harley! I could only soothe
her, as I best could, taking her up, by-and-by
to the schoolroom, where Alice and Clara with
Miss Austin, did not certainly look very much
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like “charity children.” The poor mother was
quite shaken and nervous; I persuaded her
to stay till evening, and sent her home in the
carriage, considerably soothed and quieted by
that time; but still I could perceive she was
jealous for her children—jealous of me for
saying that I would not limit myself, and
might help others—disturbed and unhappy in
_her mind. Mrs. Herbert had quite succeeded
for one day, in bringing discomfort to the
little Harleys and their mother—not to say to
myself also, who, perhaps, felt it most.

In the evening we were all seated together
before the gentlemen left the dining-room;
Sophy was busy with some fancy-work ; Ma-
tilda was gumming some botanical specimens
into a book; Mrs. Herbert had the news-
paper; and I sat doing nothing at all; think-
ing on the events of the morning, and looking
at the scene before me.

The firelight was ruddy in our old-fashioned
drawing-room, where all the curtains were
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drawn, the easiest chairs wheeled near the
fire, and the warm colours of the furniture,
growing warmer still in the pleasant home
atmosphere, which contrasted well with the
blast of the wind without, and the rush of hail
which sometimes came against the windows.

Alice Harley sat on her little stool at my
feet, looking very serious, poor child, reading
one of her little books, and, I trust, not
thinking of her mother’s visit, nor of what
had caused it. Clara, who, though even a
quieter child than Alice, was not nearly so
thoughtful, sat upon the rug amusing herself
(for Clara had no turn for literature) with the
mysteries of Cat's Cradle. These children,
their pretty little figures, their black frocks
and white shoulders, were the prettiest pa:rt
of the fireside scene. Nothing else here was
pretty except Mrs. Herbert, whom I could
not regard with any sort of affection.

Miss Austin occupied one corner with her
knitting, and Sophy, with her little em-
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broidery frame, edged near the lamp; and
Matilda sat by the table, with her occupation.

As I looked at them, my old thoughts re-
turned to me strongly; here were we four,
and there were the two gentlemen in the
-dining-room ; and the whole half-dozen of us
were of no-more use in the world than the
dry willow-stumps in the park, which yielded
neither shade nor beauty. I was slightly
misanthropical in my turn of mind that night.
I gave utterance to my thought—

“What a pity,” said I, from my easy chair,
where I was doing nothing but look at the
fire. ‘What a pity that we are not good for
something ; 1 see ﬁobody but Miss Austin and
the children who have anything to do in this
life, where everybody is said to be so busy; I
wonder what is the good of aimless lives like
ours?” |

% Cousin Clare!” cried Sophy and Matilda,
in a breath, while Mrs. Herbert glanced up
from her paper, smiled, and looked down



ORPHANS. 207

again. The Misses Nugent were actually
horrified ; * What can you mean?” cried the
lively Sophy. ¢“As for you, my dearest cousin,
I cannot be sufficiently sorry for you, with all
the cares of this house, and of hospitality on
your head; and Eleanor, I am sure, is quite
occupied—and as for dear Matilda and I, we
find plenty to do.”

“ Possibly,” said I, “but it’s all for our-
selves; we are all spending our time quite
complacently, thinking ourselves very virtuous
when we do a little piece of business for our
own comfort; here are four of us—we all
manage our own incomes, look after our own
dresses, pay visits, take care of ourselves.
People congratulate us on being restrained by
nobody’s will; we are free to go where we
like ; do what we like; no one is the better
if no one is the worse. We are for ourselves
and no other. For my own part, I should like
to be good for something ; this kind of life is
rather irksome when one comes to think of it.”
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¢ Indeed, Clare, I think you are not at all
polite,” said Matilda, colouring, while once
more Mrs. Herbert looked over the edge of
her paper and smiled; “what do ladies ever
do? Fortunately, it is not the custom of our
country to take ladies out of their proper
sphere. A woman is always best seen at
home.”

“Doing nothing!” said I; “I don’t speak
of women. Some women do every kind of
martyrdom under the sun; some women bring
up children, make houses, are, so far as service
goes, the busiest creatures under the sun. I
spoke only of us, four of us, with nobody but
ourselves to care for; 1 am rather worse than
you, for I have no sister—I think it is very
sad.”

“Oh fie, Clare!” cried Sophy, lifting her
hands and dropping her face, and giving me a
sidelong look, intended to be wicked, through
- her fingers ; “to think you should give up the
cause of your sex so shockingly! Why I
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should quite have supposed you would stand
up for us, I should indeed—and instead of
that you think we cannot be good for anything
unless we are married!”

“If I thought so, I should advise every-
body to get married immediately,” said I.

“Oh, horrid! ” cried Sophy, with a giggle.
Miss Nugent drew herself up and looked
stately, while Mrs. Herbert, quite unmoved
by her share of the censure, looked over her
newspaper enjoying the fun.

“I really do not see what else you can
mean, cousin Clare,” said Matilda; “and, I
daresay,” looking severely across at Mrs.
Herbert, ‘some people may be quite disposed
to follow your suggestion; but as for Sophy
and I, we love each other; we are devoted to
each other ; we could not live separate—and,
I flatter myself, we do a great many things
for ourselves; more than most people do, I
assure you.”

I looked at her while she spoke, with a

P
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little dismay. Suppose, for instance, Matilda
and S8ophy were to take charge of some little
forsaken - orphan; would it be well to give
them the bringing up of the little outcast ?—
or what could they be good for? I gawe up
the question in despair.

‘ Ah, yes, Matilda; Clare means that we do
all for ourselves,” said 8ophy; “it is quite true—
and I am sure, Clare, dear, I'm quite ready to
help, whenever you please, with the flannel—
the gentlemen have not come in yet—petti-
coats. Il put away my embroidery as soon
as you please.”

“Very well,” said I, laughing, in spite of
myself, “ but I did not precisely mean flannel
petticoats ; I meant something very foolish, I
fear, and quite impracticable.”

“You meant—now confess it, Clare, dar-
ling !—you meant like those girls in ‘Shirley’
and all the other novels; you meant that
everybody should be married.—Oh, shocking !
I could not have supposed,” cried Sophy,
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“that you would desert your sex, and give
these horrid men such an advantage ; for my
part, I should think it quite improper even to
hint at such a thing, though we are all by
ourselves.”

“Well,” said I, “if I thought, as you seem
to do, that an unmarried woman can be of no
use, I should certainly say it was everybody’s
duty to be married—good husband, or bad
husband, love or no love; however, don’t be
afraid—1I shall not try to coeérce your inclina-
tions, for the case is not quite so bad as
that.”

Sophy shrugged her shoulders. Matilda
drew herself up. “I assure you, cousin Clare,
I thoroughly disapprove of such sentiments—
they show you to have a very poor opinion of
your sex,” said Miss Nugent, with dignity.

I made no answer—for there was Miss Aus-
tin sitting by, taking no part in the discussion.
Miss Austin, middle-aged, hard-featured, a
schoolmistress born. I had not a very poor

P2
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opinion of my sex; but I turned with dismay
from this problem, which was quite desperate
and unsolvable—how to get any good for the
world or our fellow-creatures, from such so-
litary self-regarding individuals as we four
Nugents.
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CHAPTER XVII.

My visitors prolonged their stay, all of them,
to a considerably longer extent than their invi-
tation ; either they found me a highly attrac-
tive person, or Estcourt a very comfortable
place. Edward Nugent, who had no invita-
tion, stayed as perseveringly as the others;
and what was worse, behaved himself towards
me in a manner which I could not help re-
senting. He seemed to suppose, that it was
possible I might have changed my mind,
and that his attentions and services were
likely to have a better effect upon me this
time, than before. He shewed me what
people call ¢ the most delicate. attentions;”
which means, the most provoking, aggravat-
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ing, intolerable system of anmoyance it is
possible to conceive. He picked up my hand-
kerchief, found the book I wanted, opened the
door for me, was instantly diverted from any
occupation of his own by my merest move-
ment; *followed me with his eyes,” ¢ antici-
pated my wishes,” and did all and sundry of
those sentimental things, which look so pretty
to girls in novels; but which to a person of
my age, aware of the motive, were more -
disagreeable and impertinent than common
patience could bear. '

This, all my guests, being sharp-sighted,
noticed as well as I; and, I have no doubt,
discussed among themselves Edward’s chances,
and how much they were worth. We were
not a very amiable household. I am afraid,
though it is sad to say it, that people when
they come to middle age, especially people
‘‘ who have no ties,” are apt to have very little
mutual sympathy, and to become terrible cri-
tics of each other; critics of an uncomfortable
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kind, who always add a comparison to their
criticism. However, the time came at last,
when our loving party must separate. Mr.
Hyde and the Misses Nugent were really quite
sentimental about it. Mr. Hyde was just
about going to another friend’s house; “ but
I shall not forget Estcourt, Miss Clare. I
shall remember, immensely to your credit for
a young housekeeper, the very commendable
household arrangements; as for society, that
one rarely finds good in the country, espe-
cially—I beg your pardon, my dear Madam—
in a lady’s house. Next year, if you will
permit me, I shall be happy to make some
suggestions ; thank you for some. pleasant
days as it is; good bye.”

This valedictory address was listened to
with great emotion by all the rest of the
household, who indeed, to tell the truth, made
rather spiteful curtseys to Mr. Hyde in conse-
quence ; and were scarcely disposed to restrain
several complimentary remarks concerning him
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till he had left the room. He was the first to
leave of our party. The next was Bertie,
whose holidays were over; he gave me his
parting confidence after quite a different
fashion. Just on the eve of Sandhurst, the
boy confided to me his difficulties ; that he
¢ didn’t mind” (which meant that he’d rather
not,) going to India; that the governor had
married a new wife, and had a lot of little
children ; that he liked the fellows better in
the line, only the governor had got him a
cadetship, and a good deal more to the same
purpose. Bertie and I by this time were fast
friends ; he had told me all about his early
friendships, and a good deal about his hopes
and intentions; and oftener than I was aware
the thought had entered my mind, that he
was near enough in blood to be my just heir,
and that Estcourt could not have a better
master. I did not tell him this; but I told
him that he must try what he could to change
his father’s intention, and that I would help
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him with his commission, if “the governor”
consented to transfer him from the Company'’s
army to the Queen’s. Bertie was much de-
lighted, yet blushed and did not know whe-
ther it was right. ‘I had far rather do
something for you, cousin Clare!” cried the
boy, with the blush of shame and pleasure,
which my words called forth; but when I
added, “You must come to Estcourt whenever
you can, Bertie, and think it home,” my young
champion fairly shouted out his satisfaction.
“I say, cousin, you're a good fairy—that's
exactly what I wanted!” he exclaimed ; “ I
didn’t like to ask, in case you should think me
just like the rest; but I'd rather come here
than anywhere else. Isn’t there a difference!
though to be sure Aunt Nell was very kind,
too,” he added with compunction; and my
good Bertie left us rather troubled with the
idea, that he had been unjust to Aunt Nell.
My next farewell was with Edward ; having
benevolently given me every opportunity of
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intimating a change in my own mind, and
finding that I did not avail myself of these,
Edward considerately took the initiative, and
once more offered himself to my acceptance.
When I had answered him, which I did with
some indignation and displeasure, my suitor
then took a high tone. He reproached me
with receiving him kindly, with “ encouraging
his attentions,” as he called it. I was ex-
tremely angry; not to say that it was untrue,
it was a very poor, shabby, ignoble piece of
business; for I had done all I could in the
first instance, to lighten the inevitable mortifi-
cation which I supposed he must have felt ; 1
left him abruptly and in anger, to make his
arrangements for leaving Estcourt, and made
my appearance as little as possible till he was
gone. .

Then -came the affectionate farewell of
‘Sophy and Matilda. These two loving crea-
tures embraced me with the most sisterly
fondness ; their affection for their dearest
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Clare, was quite inexpressible ; they managed
to cry a little each, with astonishing ease and
facility, really as if they meant it, and advised
me, “at any time when I might feel lonely,
not to hesitate a moment, but to write st once
and they would fly to cheer me, though it
should be the height of the season.” I was
very much touched, as everybody will suppose,
by this extent of volunteered self-sacrifice,
and bade them good bye with 8 good deal of
kindness; for in spite of some petty malice
and morsels of superficial envy and unchari-
tableness, there was no harm in these two,
though there was very little use. Then I
knew I had been able to gratify them greatly,
and make them some amends for that vain
pretentious poverty of theirs ; and it is natural
to like people whom you think you have been
kind to. When Sophy and Matilda went
away, I could tolerate their velvet muffs, their
ringlets, and their pursuit of millinery under
difficulties. I don’t believe they ever did any
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real harm to any one, or, if they did, were un-
feignedly sorry for it—and they were kind
creatures, too, in their way.

I confess I found it rather embarrassing to .
be left, after, in téfe-a-téte solitude with Mrs.
Herbert. She and I had not “ got on” toge-
ther lately. She had offended me greatly by
her talk about orphans, and I was not quite
delighted by the love scenes with Sir Wil-
loughby ; while she, on her part, with all the
amiable incentives to goodwill, arising from a
conscionsness that I did not approve of her,
lost no opportunity of a well-bred sneer at
myself and my proceedings. We were quite
in a volcanic condition, waiting for an out-
break ; and as Mrs. Herbert took all the
means in her power to snub the children and
be rude to Miss Austin, I had to exercise
my self-control to keep my temper down; a
precaution, however, which she did not al-
ways use with hers; for, at last, the explo-

sion came.
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“I have just heard from Edward,” she
said to me one day when we were alone
‘“ and now I have mentioned his name, poor
fellow, I must say, Clara, that I think you
behaved very badly to Edward.”

“Ashow?” said I.

¢ As how? I really wonder how you can
ask such a question,” cried Mrs. Herbert, co-
louring. T assure you, I do not approve of
anything of the kind. I think a man has a
right to be candidly dealt with, at least,
whatever else.”

“1 am quite unaware of having dealt un-
candidly with any one,” said I.

“Clara! I am amazed at you,” exclaimed
Mrs. Herbert; ‘to speak to me so. You
forget that I am acquainted with the whole
business. Edward comes here, poor fellow,
believing, as he had every reason to do, that
your former answer to him was merely a
caprice. He is received with distinction; you
pay all the attention possible to him, and
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draw him on in every way, and at last, when
he is encouraged to repeat his offer, turn °
round upon him quite coolly, and tell him you
never meant anything but civility! I assure
you, if you are not ashamed of your conduct,
I am. I think it the most cruel and unlady-
like behaviour I ever knew.”

I am not a heroine; I was very angry; I
was as much disposed to raise my voice and
fall upon her heartily, tooth and nail, as ever
was woman of Billingsgate; but I reflected in
time, that Mrs. Herbert was a much greater
mistress of the art than I, and quite excelled in
that unforgivable feminine sarcasm, which is
one of the most intolerable weapons in the
world; so I was prudent and paused, to the
intense aggravation and disappointment of my
adversary.

Tt is true,” said I, at last, “that I could
have done, when he arrived, what I certainly
should do another time—request John to show
Mr. Edward Nugent down stairs; but failing
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that, which certainly seems a mistake, I do
not see what else I could do. I am not re-
sponsible for any man’s vanity.”

“ Oh, don’t make insinuations!” cried Mrs.
Herbert, bitterly. “I understand from Sir
Willoughby—who does not at all approve of
your conduct, I assure you—that this is quite
your way. Oh, yes! I have heard all about
it—how you once treated the bridegroom who
is about to come to Craven Lodge.”

“ You choose your time well,” said I, with,
I confess, an almost passionate sharpness, for
I was very angry; ‘it is well for my temper
that you are my guest, and say this under my'
own roof.”

“ Oh, yes; I have had the shelter of your
roof; you have been my patroness,” said Mrs.
Herbert; “a very pretty story! but don’t
distress yourself about that, my dear, for it
shall not continue. Sir Willoughby would
have published it to all the world by this time
if I had permitted him, and I must beg you,



224 ORPHANS.

Clara, to provide yourself with some other
useful companion without delay; for our mar-
riage is fixed for the 20th of next month.”

She said this with a look of triumph, ap-
parently expecting me to be surprised. I was
not at all surprised, of course, after proceed-
ings so open as poor Sir Willoughby’s. I
bowed to her very gravely, and congratulated
her on her good fortune. This—I will not
venture to say quite involuntarily or uncon-
sciously on my part—gave her increased
offence.

“ My good fortune, as you are pleased to
call it, is fully shared, in his own opinion, by
my future husband,” said the bride-widow,
who, I suppose by right of being a widow, was
perfectly self-possessed about the business, and
did not think it necessary to waste upon me
the shadow of a blush; ‘and as for your roof,
though it is that of my ancestors, it has never
been a kind shelter to me. Why, even these
old creatures, Sophy and Matilda have been
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more studied than I at Estcourt—and you will
not be raised in the estimation of Sir Wil-
loughby, or any family of rank in the county,
by your treatment of me.”

“8ir Willoughby’s opinion is not a first
consideration here,” said I, carelessly, turn-
ing away. There are certainly times, when
the most angelic tempers in the world must
be provoked out of patience. She had been
mistress of Estcourt, of everything in it except
myself. I have not the temper of an angel ;
I went to my own apartment, and I confess
for an hour or two could do nothing but fume
about, and meditate angrily upon the past
scene ; while my antagonist I presume, in
the room close by, did, with more triumph,
exactly the same thing.
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CHAPTER XVIIL

It may be supposed that after this little
episode, Mrs. Herbert and I were on still less
affectionate terms than we had been before—
but it was not her interest, as it turned out,
to prolong hostilities.

She was a skilful little woman, mistress of
all the artifices of social war and peace; I
found out very soon that she did not mean to
quarrel with me, that she had, indeed, some
special reason for determining to reinstate
“herself in my good graces. This reason, by-
and-by, became apparent enough.

- She meant to be married at Estcourt; she
had no inclination to return to her little
lodgings in the genteel town, from whence
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ghe had come, even to electrify that quiet
retreat with her bridal splendours. I daresay
she thought of big Sir Willoughby, with his
diamond brooch, stumbling up the narrow
stairs at the lodging house, and filling with
his presence half the available space in that
ancient little drawing-room ; and, on the
whole, did not like the idea—though I be-
lieve that Sir Willoughby, who had a heart,
would only have rejoiced the more over his
% pooty little woman,” in the tiny room which
would have contrasted so strangely with the
lordly apartments of Fenosiers; and been
thoroughly glad, in his rough fashion, to
transplant her to the more congenial place.
Mrs. Herbert, however, who was not in
love, had no such confidence in Sir Wil-
loughby ; besides, she meant to do honour to
her own nuptials by all the means and in-
fluences of Estcourt, to take a triumphant
position at once among the county families,
and to dazzle the eyes of her own kin
Q-2
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and kith, with the splendour of these
espousals.

Accordingly, after a gradual and skilful
process of conciliation, she took me into her
confidence. Though she was a clever little
woman, it did not require a very high degree
of wisdom to sée through her intentions and
professions; but I was very willing that she
should leave me in good will, and with, at least,
all outward appearance of a gracious parting.
I consented to be consulted about the white
satin, the Brussels lace, and the orange
blossoms ; ‘I undertook willingly, all the
home arrangements of the wedding day; I
listened to various descriptions of “our plans,”
after that interesting ceremony; I was, in
short, a very good cousin, and behaved myself
with the greatest propriety. The only thing,
in the whole affair, which overcame my pa-
tience, was the love-making of Sir Willoughby,
which now, I fear, when all was settled, was
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rather a greater bore to Mrs. Herbert than it
could possibly be to me.

The old Estcourt servants shook their heads
over the whole business; they thought it
would have been far more sensible, had Miss
Clare herself been the subject of the approach-
ing operation, and I could not avoid hearing,
now and then, references in their plain words,
(which, somehow, often throw a strange new
light upon ¢ delicate matters,” which, by
polite lips, are not spoken of at all, or are, at
most, mentioned in ‘‘the most delicate man-
ner,”) which brought a twinge of old pain to
my own heart. I think they did not scruple
-to blame me, either, nor to say it was all my
fault. Very well—they were right enough—

80 it was.

The children were rather excited by the
approaching event ; they were to wear white
frocks for that one day, and to go to church
with the bridal party, besides sharing in all the
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supposed and superficial jubilee of the house.
Alice and Clara made up a little present for
Mrs. Herbert, “out of their own heads,” as
they told me—being no other than a warm
piece of knitting, their own work, to keep
her feet warm in her new carriage.

“Mamma used to have onme,” said Alice,
with tears in her eyes—poor child, perhaps
she thought of the carriage and all the old
luxuries of the Rectory; but I think her
tender little heart only recollected these ex-
ternal losses, as shadows, faint and far off, of
the great calamity which had swept them all
away. And Mrs. Harley, jealous of losing
her place among her former equals, sent her
present too ; a rich one as it happened, much
above her means, being, I suppose, some of
her own jewels which she had not parted
with.

Mrs. Herbert had a very good display of
bridal gifts, and enjoyed them ; especially the
set of coral ornaments sent her by Sophy and
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" Matilda Nugent, which she exhibited to every-
body, held aloft on the tips of her fingers,
with laughter which she had learned from her
future bridegroom ; but she would not be
persnaded to invite our affectionate cousins to
the interesting ceremony.

The day came at last, and I was much
rejoiced when it was over. Though there
were no sentiment, no painful drawbacks, no
mother or home to be left behind, I cannot
say it was at all a comfortable wedding.
Sir Willoughby was in high glee, and ardent
as became a bridegroom; but I shquld
imagine that a bride, who is a highly sensible
person, and not the least “in love,” must
have an extremely awkward consciousness
of the ludicrous element in her position.
Mrs. Herbert had no glamour whatever in
her sharp eyes; she knew just as well as I
did, that Sir Willoughby looked rather foolish
in his high spirits, and that the people present
scrutinised herself with an amazed curiosity,
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very different indeed from that kindly-sympa-
thetic sentiment which always attends a young
bride—and which even, when youth and
romance are out of the question, gives respect
to a marriage suitable and according to
nature.

But the orange blossoms sat uneasily on
Mrs. Herbert's experienced brow. I heard
her give a sigh of relief when all was over,
and she was not herself again till she had
changed her bridal costume, and came down
stairs quite self-possessed and comfortable,
in her travelling dress—Mrs. Herbert no
longer, but, “my lady.” She quite beamed
upon John, when he gave her that loved and
honourable title, and, I think, for the first
time felt herself repaid, for the trial she had
just gone through.

That evening, after all the guests were gone,
Miss Polly remained with me; she was rather
in low spirits, the good old lady. She began
to tell us stories, as we sat round the fire—
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stories having no reference to the present
period, the latest of them some thirty years
back, quite alien to the event of the day.
This seemed a kind of comfort to her.

After the children were gone, however, Miss
Polly fell into a long silence—then she sud-
denly roused up, drew her chair closer to the
fire, took her knitting out of her pocket, and
looked like herself once more.

T should like anothet cup of tea, Clare, if
you please, if it's not cold,” said Miss Polly;
“and get some work, my dear child, and
sit down just opposite, and- I'll tell you what
T'm going to do.”

I obeyed all her requirements immediately ;
her pale old face began to brighten—she laid
down her knitting, sipped her tea, and, after
a pause, broke forth into the following self-
defence : — )

“Do you think I'm vexed becaunse Sir Wil-
loughby’s married ?—no such thing, Clare !—
Now look here, how comfortable this is—1I
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look at you, and I do my little knitting, and
I talk. Don’t you think I like it. far better
than sitting all by myself in our big drawing-
room, with Sir Willoughby taking his nap
down stairs ?—To be sure !—but then I don’t
like ker, Clare—I am very sorry—ashamed to
say it. I'll try to make out differently when
she comes home ; but, my dear, it’s no use ma-
king a pretence—I don’t like her now.”

“8ir Willoughby does,” said I.

“Yes, that's true,” said Miss Polly; “every-
thing’s right she does, at present, and I'm sure
I trust with all my heart it will last—but,
however, that is speaking of other people, and
I said I would tell you of myself. Do you
know I'm to have the jointure house, Clare?—
that pretty little house, you know, that the
village people call Willow Hall—I forget it’s
right name just now ; and I've thought upon a
very good plan to make it cheerful. You
know our poor little niece that married and
lost her husband in Indis. Shes got two
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children, babies, I may say, poor things. She’s
living with her mother now; and my sister, you
know, has a large family, and not a great deal
—not a very great deal, you know—to set out
all her children upon. So I've written and
asked Emy to come to me; I don’t want any
of her young sisters, for, of course, they will
all get married, and that would be no good—
but Emy, poor dear, was very fond of her
husband, and she says shell make her home
with me.”

I said, and truly, how glad I was.

“Yes; it will be very nice,” said Miss
Polly, with a sigh of satisfaction; “and then
there will be Kate Crofton close by. Ah,
Clare, my dear! I don’t know what you're
thinking ; I don’t ask; it never does good
bringing back such things; but I wish it had
turned out different ; and so I shall wish—if it
is not wrong to go, even so much, against
God’s providence—till my dying day.”
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CHAPTER XIX.

ABout six weeks after Mrs. Herbert’s mar-
riage I went to London. Being alone, I asked
and obtained permission to go to the house of
Mr. Hyde's sister, an elderly widow as dif-
ferent from himself as possible. 1 suppose
she, too, had “just enough;” but she was a
fat old lady, of an easy mind, who “kept no
company,” except that of a few other old
ladies like herself; and had an easy, quiet,
plentiful, old household, in which the genteel
economy of my other relatives either was not
practised, or was most skilfully concealed.
At the same time she was far from rich, and
received me almost eagerly. She lived in a
big old house in Harley-street, which was her
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- jointure house, and kept a man and a maid
specially devoted to her personal service, in
addition to the domestic subordinates down
stairs. Once a-day she took a little airing
in a “job” carriage, and I think lived the
rest of her time on a green satin sofa, mar-
vellously comfortable, amongst a profusion of
little cushions, soft as down, with which all
the crevices round her were regularly filled
in by her maid. She was quiet, kind, and
motherly to me; called me “my dear,” and
left me to amuse myself after my own fashion.
She even volunteered to make an effort to go
out with me when I required the protection of
her society; but this would have been so
great an effort that I made very few calls
upon her. Her brother dined with her once
a-week regularly. He was “quite at my
service,” but I did not choose to avail myself
much of Ais kindness either.

It was the end of April, and already some
of our country neighbours were in London—
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the Croftons among the first, for Sir John
was in Parliament. The time of Kate's
marriage approached very closely now. I
almost wished—almost expected that it might
have taken place at Crofton Manor while I
was in London; but, on the contrary, I
understood now that it was to be in town.
Though this event was nothing to me—could
be nothing to me—still, notwithstanding, it
urged me somehow to settle and arrange my
own plans for the future. I felt as though
it was needful for me, in Iy own conscious-
ness, to set up some determinate act of mine
in opposition to it. I set myself accordingly
to arrange soberly, and of my own will, my
own life. .

I had thought a great deal about it first and
last. I could come to no better conclusion
now than my first natural impulse had led
me to. It seemed to me, that so long as
there were desolate little children in the
world — solitary, unprotected, and without
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homes, so long there must be work enough
for solitary people like myself shut out from
the common ties of nature. I'did not mean
by this the capricious and unmanageable
theory of adoption. I had no intention of
selecting one or two for my own particular
pleasure, to be brought up like children of my
own ; if that had been enough I had already
Alice -and Clara; but I did not mean to’
adopt—I meant to bring up, maintain, and
educate, either in my own house or elsewhere,
as many as my means would allow me to
undertake. When I say that I could find
nothing better, I donot mean to imply that I
thought of setting forth a plan for general use
—general use, I fear, isnot a possible thing in
such a case. .I only decided upon this as the
best thing that I could do.

One hears a great deal spoken now of the
want of work for women ; perhaps there is—
perhaps it is hard that sewing, governessing,
and novel-writing, should be the whole extent



240 ORPHANS.

of the occupations open to feminine efforts.
Perbaps maiden ladies might be improved in
mind and circumstances by being permitted to
attempt surgery, to make watches, or to keep
books. I cannot tell, and don’t attempt to
meddle with the subject ; but I think it is the
want of natural duties which makes women,
perhaps ambitious—perhaps clei'er—possibly
something higher than both——chafe at the
narrow round in which they are supposed to
be held. I confess I do not believe in that
hypothetical woman which has no genius for
children; and all the ingenious cravings of
extreme civilisation cannot, when you think
of them soberly, influence more than a tithe
of those human creatures who ‘answer, as a
whole, to the impulses and instinets of nature,
sooner than to any artificial motive under the-
sun. I think, for my own part, that to talk
about extended means of working for women
is a very poor begging of the question. I am
not young: I daresay I thought otherwise
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once ; but now I confess it appears to me that
it is only in the natural offices of life that
solitary people like myself can find any com-
fort of this existence. Men somehow harden
into habits of selfishness and loneliness (I beg
their pardon; I have Mr. Hyde before my
eyes), which are more difficult for women.
But I think I had rather be Mary in the
kitchen, who can do a great deal to keep a
whole household in comfort if she chooses,
than an individual of superior powers, work-
ing at the mechanical work, which has been
usually men’s work, and earning the dreary
men’s wages, to indemnify her for her own
independence. Independence is a sad
enough thing for anybody, but misery for a
woman. The poor governess, perennially
fllused, does, even in novels, live under human
gshelter still, and -have her place in nature,
more so than her neighbour and unfortunate
fellow labourer, the poor tutor; but so far
as my poor wit goes, I see no place in nature
R
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for the female mechanic. Hardship there may
be—hardship, though it seems hard to say it,
is involved in every circumstance of nature—
and I think what we learn best from the expe-
rience of life, is to accept those natural hard-
ships and make the best of them, and to forbear
from wild endeavours and expedients to escape,
which only land us in dilemmas sorer still.

As 1 have here been seduced into letting
loose my opinion, I beg everybody’s pardon,
and trust that my good friends who are indif-
ferent to my opinion will do me the favour to
skip the passage.

It was with these thoughts that I went
down, a bewildering journey through that
strange Babel called the City, with Matilda
and Sophy Nugent towards the place where
the fate of Miss Austin’s nephew and their
protegée was about to be decided. My amiable
cousins were in a flutter of excitement and
importance. They carried with them an
embroidered bag, full of folded papers, which
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they counted and re-counted with zeal and
perseverance, and Which, I was given to un-
derstand, were proxies for the election. Pre-
sently we came to the important scene of
this event, and were ushered up a long stair-
case, patched with the placards of various
candidates, with cards of the same tied to the
balusters, strewed on tables in the landing
places, distributed in every possible corner
where they could catch the subscribing eye.
The room itself, when we reached to it, was
a long room, used for all kinds of purposes—
public dinners, public meetings, important
committees, charities, and, as in the present
case, elections. It was filled with a succes~
sion of little tables, each placarded with the
name of a candidate, each in possession of some
one, agent and representative of the same.
“Vote for John Smith, one of seven children,
dependent on the mother, who keeps a school.”
¢ Vote for Harriet Johnson; five little brothers
and sisters under six years old; no means of
R2
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subsistence,” with hosts of other polling-bills of
like import, aggravated by all the possible de-
tails of poverty, met my eye on every side—and
my companions made their way hastily through
the crowd to a table, where appeared, in
colossal letters, the paper which poor Miss
Austin had torn into fragments. * Vote for
James Tancred, ten years old; both parents
dead ; two little sisters dependent on an aunt
of limited means.” This was the present
termination of our journey. At this table sat
two ladies; one of them Mrs. Austin, one a
stranger to me, busily engaged in counting the
proxies which they also carried in little carpet
bags; and looking out for friends and assist-
ants among the crowd. Upon this crowd I
looked with astonished eyes. There were a
great many ladies of various kind and degree ;
some gentlewomen—some rather doubtful imi-
tations of the same; a number of rusty men
in black, who looked like agents, to whom this
was a profession—with a respectable sprinkling
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of comfortable, stout, red-nosed gentlemen, who
went about with easy indifference, and their
hands in their pockets, and who, Sophy Nugent
informed me in a whisper, were ‘ people from
the City with quantities of votes.” This mis-
cellaneous assemblage circulated about the
tables with—after the first surprise was over
—a good deal of monotony. Sometimes the
buzz of talk ‘brightened with the trinmphant
declaration of some one that “my candidate”
was sure ; sometimes a stranger with votes to
bestow blundered through the crowd—which
encircled him eagerly, anxious to intercept his
progress, and turn him each to their own parti-
cular table—looking for the name to which he
had pledged himself. Sometimes a figure in
ringlets and flounces, like my cousins, made her
way along the rank, asking us, among the
rest, if we had any votes to exchange. I
think Mrs. Austin had some; whereupon there
ensued a scene of lively chaffering, in the midst
of which I was disturbed by the sudden appa-
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rition of a very poor, forlorn-looking woman,
in rusty crape and widow’s weeds, who held
out to me, with a pathetic expression on her
hopeless white face, a card, which she did not
evidently expect me to take. I had seen her
before, making her silent way up and down
the room, saying nothing, only holding out her
card, and turning that wistful despairing look
to eyes far too busy and important to notice
it. I held out my hand for ‘it; the poor
woman started, paused, her eyes filled ; but
then she glanced hopelessly at the placard on
the table where I was standing, and at my
companions, and went on again, on her melan-
choly way, as if her heart were too sick to
allow any hope to enter. My heart, which
had been growing hard in spite of myself
under the influence of this business-like
charity, melted in a moment to the one touch
of nature. Poor woman ! perhaps some other
spectator like myself noticed the weary,
dragging, noiseless step, the mournful faded
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garments, the look of hopeless, lilelancholy
patience; but as for the managers of to-day’s
business, they were all too busy with their
proxies and exchanges, and nobody took
any notice of the only real applicant there,
whose whole heart was in the ¢ case,” for
which her pitiful look pleaded.

When this little episode was over, and
“when the exchange had been negotiated, Mrs.
Austin turned to me, with great cordiality ;
she thanked me for my vote; she trusted soon
to see me at her house; she desired to know,
in rather a loud tone, whether I had brought
my own horses? for she understood it was
much better to have job horses—London did
wear them out so—and my lovely greys! She
was sure she never enjoyed anything more
than her visit to Estcourt ; and only regretted
that Mr. Austin’s devotion to business, pre-
vented her so often from availing herself of
the delightful hospitality of her friends. She
hoped Harriet was well, and the dear children;
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she trusted they were quite sure to be suc-
cessful to-day, and have this poor dear boy
delightfully provided for. Shehad come thus
far, when she stopped hysterically—ecried out,
and became deadly pale. Looking round I
could see nothing but a sickly looking man,
poorly dressed, approaching with feeble haste
the table where we were standing. Weak
though he looked, he pushed the crowd aside
with the vehemence of passion-—rushed up to
us, thrust Matilda and Sophy aside with one
arm, anid myself with the other, and tearing
down the placard with a force and noise
which caused a universal commotion, crushed
the fragments in his hands, and threw them
furiously in Mrs. Austin’s face. She had sunk
in her chair, pale, trembling, and powerless.
“Dr. Tancred!” she murmured with her
white lips; that was enough to explain the
whole scene. ‘
“This is how you dispose of my boy!”
cried the resuscitated man.  Could you not
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afford to wait, with all your wealth, to see
whether I really was dead or alive, before you
made a pauper of my boy. Oh, mean, vile,
abominable ! this is what you call charity;
here, take the rubbish,” he cried, wildly tossing
the bags of proxies from the table. “Nobody
shall dare to say he gave his charity to a boy of
mine. Where’s-Harriet, with the others? she’s
gone to work for them, poor soul; and, answer
me, you cheat and hypocrite, where is my boy?”

The frightened woman pointed to me in her
panic: he turned upon me instantly; but the
man looked so weak, and so inflamed with
passion that I hastened to interfere. _

¢ Miss Austin is with me; the children are
at school and well,” I said, hurriedly. ¢Had
* you not better husband your strength for their
sake, than waste it here?”

I believe the unfortunate man’s brain was
bewildered. He caught at one word only of
what I said. ‘Husband!” he muttered in a
tone of the most utter despondency. “I'mmo
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husband ; I'm a widower. Amy, even, could
not wait to know the truth. Amy made haste
to leave me desolate, and died. Well, never
mind ; you are right, whoever you are ; I need
not make a show of it all. Madam, you'd
better clear these papers away, for I'll come
to you to-night to claim my boy.”

He went away immediately, leaving after
him a gradually subsiding excitement, which
leaped into another channel a8 soon as the
eager crowd realised the fact that all these
votes lay without an owner. Siege was imme-
diately laid to Mrs, Austin and her coadjutor,

~who recovered a little under this flattering
violence. I saw the poor widow looking on
with a wistful look, which grew almost greedy
as she saw the means lying almost within her
power. Well! Isuppose it was perfectly right,
and could not be accomplished otherwise ; yet
somehow, my heart failed to be touched, and my
mind was not greatly impressed with this phase
of the wonderful public charities of London.
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CHAPTER XX.

THAT same evening, late, when my good fat
hostess had begun to think of the sherry and
biscuit, which made her nightly farewell to
waking existence, a cab drove up hastily to
the door, and I. was startled by the arrival of
Matilda and Sophy Nugent, extremely eager,
excited, and full of news. The first thing
they did was to soothe their agitation by vio-
lently embracing me, a process which I did
not much like. They were in evening dress,
without bonnets, displaying their bare arms
and shoulders from under the shelter of their
cloaks. They both exclaimed simultaneously:
“Qh, Cousin Clare! such a scene!” and be-
gan to tell the story together with mutual
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interruptions and corrections, till I begged
to hear it from one. Then Sophy took up
the tale; and Sophy’s narrative ran thus:

“We were going to Mrs. Austin’s to-night
—and of course after what had happened we
could not have stayed away, lest she should
suppose we meant something unkind—and
when she was likely to have such a scene to
go through, it was a friend’s duty to support
her, poor thing; besides, I wont deny,” said
Sophy, with charming ingenuousness ¢ that
I wanted hugely to see the story out. So
we went; she was in a great fright and
flutter, as may be supposed, nervous, start-
ing at every sound, half thinking she had
seen & ghost; and Mr. Austin would not
come near her,and would not let her forbid
the servants to let Dr. Tancred in. He
said it was all her fault, and she must make
the best of it; really he ¢ a bear! I am
sure I do pity a nervous woman who is
married. Men have so little feeling! Well,
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dear, we had sat for a good while, when
some one knocked at the door, a strange
jerking sort of knock, that no ordinary per-
son could have given. Mrs. Austin knew
it in a moment; she turned red and she
turned pale, and I thought she would have
fallen from her chair. Then he came in;
he is quite an interesting looking man, so
pale, and with dark eyes, and such splendid
black hair. I should think he must have
been very handsome once. So then he de-
manded his boy; and Mrs. Austin began, in
her way, you know, to make quite a long
speech about knowing him to be dead, and
what reason had they to think he was alive,
and his wife believing it, and a great deal
more; and all that he answered was,
‘Give me my boy.” So she started again,
saying nobody knew when their own child-
dren might be orphans, and that was
what she and her husband had to look
to, and he could not expect them to
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maintain his children. Then he fairly thun-
dered at her:—‘Will you bring me my
boy?’ till I got quite frightened, and so
did she. She ran out of the room, quite
in a tremor, to find little James, to fetch
him to his papa, and left us all alone with
this terrible man, who died in Australia—
really it had quite an effect upon my nerves.”
Sophy paused to take out her smelling
bottle. Matilda struck in anxiously:—
“We spoke to him, poor man, as soon as
she was gone. We told him we knew of
Miss Austin, and that indeed, cousin Clare,
you had taken her on our recommenda-
tion,” said Miss Nugent; ‘“ but he never
seemed to mind us till I asked him where
he was going to. take the poor little boy.
He quite started when I said that, and
stared at me, and looked all about him
like a man in a dream, and then he said:
‘I dont know: anywhere!’ and gave such a
sigh. Do you know Clare, I am' quite forid
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of little James Tancred; I always was;
I thought to myself, why should not we
do as Clare does; and all at once I told
him to take the boy to our house for the
night. ‘You can come in the morning and
arrange where he shall go,” said I; ‘but it's
late for him to-night, poor child; he ought
to be in bed now—only don’t mention it
to Mrs. Austin.” He stared at me again,
then he stared at the card I had just
given him, and then went into an odd
smile; but he had so little tact, that he
actually held the card quite open’in his
hand when Mrs. Austin came into the room.”

“1 stared at Matilda! I thought she was
crazy,” cried the lively Sophy; ‘to think
of us taking a child, and of a gentleman
we didn't know, bringing it to our house
so late at night—it was quite daring, al-
most improper; but it's all through you
Clare; and he really is one of the most in-
teresting men!”
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“And what of the child?” said I.

“The poor thing was frightened,” said
Matilda. ““He didn’t know his father, and
was afraid of him, which made the poor
man more miserable than ever. At last
they went away together, and when we
came out, a little after, what do. you think
we found, Clare? That poor man, and
that unfortunate little child, walking about
in the street, Dr. Tancred holding fast hold
of his little boy’s hand, but never saying
a word, and the poor child staring up in
his face, and looking at all the doors as if
he' would like to go in, and shivering with
cold. I never felt so all my life before
Clare.”

“Nor I,” said Sophy, with a slight
shiver, and in a subdued voice.

“So we stopped our fly and took them
in,” said Miss Nugent, blushing a real blush
as she thought of the achievement; ‘and
took them to our house—and poor little
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James I put to bed, in the little dressing
closet—and when we came down stairs, Dr.
Tancred had fallen asleep on the sofa—and
dear, dear, Clare, what are we to do?”
It was rather a dilemma for these-old
young ladies. They had been moved quite
out of themselves for once in their lives,
but it was rather hard to advise them what
to do, while they palpitated in their little
flutter of excitement, terror and benevolence,
fearing lest it might be thought improper,
and constantly realizing the immovable figure
of the stranger stretched upon their little
maidenly sofa. It was a severe penalty 'to
pay for their first fit of charity. The only
thing that our united wits could hit upon
at last, was, that John, whom I had brought
,with me to London, should go home with
them as a protection, and try what he could
do with the unfortunate man who had fallen
into their hands so strangely, and that Miss

Austin should be summoned instantly to
8
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look after her brother-in-law. This was
something of a consolation—though what be-
tween interest in the stranger, dread lest
Mrs. Austin should find it out, fright at
their own marvellous achievement, and a
lurking sentiment of terrified self-applause
behind all, it was not very easy to soothe
into quietness the tumult which had arisen
in the bosom of my cousins. They left me
at last, gratified in the midst of their ex-
citement by the respectful attendance of
John, and eager with .the novel idea that
“ something might have happened” since
they left home.

“ Good-night, my dear,” said my fat old
lady, as she followed her maid and candle
out of the room. ¢ Good-night, my dear.
But I must say I don’t approve of such
kinds of charity, especially by young peo-
ple; there are public institutions, my dear,
quantities of them, for the poor. I don’t
approve of young ladies taking in strangers;
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it would have been thought highly impro-
per when I was young.”

I was left by myself to cogitate upon
this wise deliverance. I did not feel quite
comfortable about the affair myself, it must
be confessed; I thought it imprudent, in-
cautious—yet who shall say? One cannot
be cautious and prudent, when one’s fellow-~
creature is perishing.

82
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CHAPTER XXI.

Th1s incident, so unusual and so much out
of their way, was a rather serious one, as
it turned out, for the Misses Nugent. The
unfortunate emigrant, who had returned to
find his wife dead and his little boy a can-
didate for a charitable institution, did not
leave their astonished household for weeks.
He fell ill; he had a violent brain fever,
very severe and dangerous; his frame had
been thoroughly weakened before, by the
malady of which he had been supposed to
die, and for a long time his life hung in
the balance. It is scarcely possible to
imagine the effect this extraordinary disturb-
ance of their life had upon my good-natured
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cousins. They could not comprehend it
at first. Then their ideas of * propriety,”
the habits of their self-regarding existence,
which hitherto had not opened wide enough
to admit any one save themselves, the
usages of their .maidenly and restricted
menage, all rose up in rebellion against
so sudden and unlooked-for an intrusion.
But they had human hearts within them
after all; helplessness, total and friendless,
appealed to them with a force above all
arguments. They submitted to give up
even their ordinary customs, and put them-
selves to countless little bits of trouble for
the unfortunate stranger. They no longer
set out after the frugal  something” which
they called lunch, but which answered all
the purposes of dinner, on & weary long after-
noon’s work of visiting, making calls upon
all their acquaintance. To do this grand
business of their lives, one sister had to be
sufficient now; while one, with much im-
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portance, kept the house ‘“in case any-
thing should happen.” “Fancy me going
out to make calls by myself!” cried Sophy,
holding up her hands and drooping her
head, which pantomime was her favourite
imitation of bashfulness ; ‘but really, Clare,
we are obliged to do it now—one of us.
must stay at home, having such a re-
sponsibility on us.” ,

I bhad called upon them, with a message
from Lady Greenfield, who had just arrived
in town from her bridal tour—and Dr.
Tancred’s illness had by this time taken a
favourable turn. Their responsibility, more-
over, was lightened by the presence of Miss
Austin, who had come to take charge of
her brother-in-law at the beginning of his
fever—but this, though it relieved - their
delicate fears of impropriety, did not make
them less sensible of the extreme impor-
tance of their own care and constant pre-
sence in the house.
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“I am sorry for that,” said I; “for
I am commissioned to ask you to dinner,
- and I trusted you could both go—~

“To dinner—to Harley Street! really,
Clare, it is so kind of you,” said Sophy,
with no particular readiness. I saw she did
not much care for that effort. of hospitality.

“Not to Harley Street. Lady Greenfield
has come back,” said I, ‘“and wishes to
assemble once more, as she says, the same"
delightful party we had at Christmas. You
must try to go.” .

“ Lady Greenfield — Oh! Eleanor ! Upon
my word!” said Matilda. “I think she is
very insulting, cousin Clare.—A delightful
party | she means that for a sneer at you.”

“ Was it not a delightful party ?” said I,
laughing.

“Oh, charming! but one knows exactly
what she means,” cried Sophy, eagerly. “She
wants to show us all how different she is
now. I daresay this will be quite a splen-
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did affair. Oh, I know her ways.—She
wants to be quite a great lady, and generous
to her poor relations. I know Eleanor -
so well; so different from you, dear Clare!”

As this climax was accompanied by the
sudden enthusiasm of a half embrace, my
composure was disturbed a little. But both
sisters were quite excited by the news.

“I suppose she’ll have all the people
who used to ask Aer,” said Matilda, with
perhaps a sympathetic consciousness of what
she herself would do under the same cir-
cumstances, ‘‘just to show them how well
- she is married, and to have a little triumph.
Well! I am sure I wish her joy of her
good fortune ; but J should not have married
Sir Willoughby, had he been Duke of
Devonshire, a rude country squire!”

“I daresay shell wear her diamonds, and
_have all the plate up for the occasion; or
are they in a hotel, Clare?” said Sophy.
¢ And poor Sir Willoughby will have his big
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brooch. Well, I must say, for my f;art, I
do pity Eleanor; a woman of her taste!
But I should certainly like to go.”

“Should you?” said Matilda, shrugging
her shoulders. “But of course it is quite
natural at your age—and, my dear child,
you shall go. TNl stay at home, and take
care of everything, and I really should be
pleased that one of us was there,”

This was the beginning of a most dis-
interested and sisterly discussion, each striv-
ing to yield the pleasure to the other,
which I interrupted rather disrespectfully,
by asking why they should not both go;
whereupon both sisters turned upon me.

“Clare! do you think that I could prefer
pleasure to duty ? " said Matilda, with severe
virtue.

“Oh Clare, you thoughtless darling! you
forget what a responsibility we have, with
an invalid in the house,” cried Sophy, tap-
ping me on the hand in lively reproof.
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It was arranged accordingly that Sophy
should be the representative sister on this
occasion, and should accompany me. Sir
Willoughby had taken his bride to a house
in one of the squares, which I fear she
did not entirely approve of ; one of those
heavy magnificent places just settling down
on this side of the fashion, which *county
families” affect, and brides of taste and
aspiring minds, do not. Such as it was,
however, it was in very good hands, and
was made the most of. I don’t know who
it belonged to; but, under Lady Green-
field's skilful government, it had, already,
in a week, come to look quite like an
ancient family mansion, the ¢ town house”
of the race. My fat old lady was invited
with me, and Sophy joined us, radiant
in white, with blush roses in her hair,
and “simple” ornaments, like a girl of
eighteen.

I was mortified, though I could not help
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a smile, for I knew very well that the
family affection which was about to meet
‘us in the persons of Lady Greenfield and
Mr. Hyde, would be but too happy to laugh
at Sophy. The house in the square, was
illuminated from top to bottom ; that was Sir
Willoughby—but he did not have his diamond
brooch, and my lady was not resplendent
with jewels, as Sophy expected. Though
she could not quite rule her new husband
to her standard, everything else, in Lady
Greenfield’s hands, was in the ‘“most exqui-
gite taste.”

Her party was not very large, but it
was chosen with skill, perhaps only too appa-
rent. There was an Indian General and
his daughter, who in their day, had noticed
the poor Captain’s widow; and to confuse
these amiable people, and put them into
the back-ground, there was a baronetted
soldier, high in command, who had won
battles in his day, and was delighted to
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pay his homage to the pretty new wife of
his old school-fellow. Then came once
again the Croftons, country neighbours;
and an old Lord Frederick, of the same
class as Mr. Hyde, to humiliate that gentle-
man, while for my especial behoof appeared
Edward Nugent, who made me an appalling
bow, and noticed me no more. The re-
mainder of the party was made up in the
same manner, an old friend and a new one,
the new being specially selected to dazzle
and over-awe the old.

Not more than half of the guests had
arrived when we entered the room. My
lady came up to us with her soft step,
took our hands lightly, touched our cheeks
in succession, and thought it was so kind
of us to come! while Sir Willoughby, com-
ing forward, grasped both my hands and
shook them heartily.

“Glad to see you,‘ Clare; glad to have
a peep at a home face. How's all in
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the country, eh? Polly, poor old woman !
I've not seen her these three months; jilted
her as sure as life—but a man can do
nothing when he’s in chains and fetters;
e¢h, Nell, what do you say?”

“Fie, Sir Willoughby!” said my lady,
tapping him sharply with her fan; “you
are so busy talking to Clare, that you
don’t see cousin Sophy. Sophy, dear, you
remember Sir Willoughby ? ”

“Oh perfectly!,” cried Sophy, with un-
questionable meaning.

“ Got the advantage of me, mum,” said
Sir Willoughby. ¢I took you for Kate Crof-
ton’s younger sister. Glad to see every
friend of my lady’s—and now 1 remember !
Dress makes a deal of difference, as pooty
women know.”

Sophy did not know whether to blush
and be ashamed, or to smile upon the
compliment; but Sir Willoughby did not
mean to make her uncomfortable, though

y
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he could not help indulging in his kind
of wit, such as it was, at her expense.
He found a place for her immediately, be-
tween Lady Crofton and a person of fashion,
who looked with dismay wupon Sophy’s
white flounces—to the extreme confusion
of my lady, who had kept that place for
a much more distinguished guest; immedi-
ately after which achievement, Sir Willough-
by called his brother-in-law ¢ Ned” to my
side, evidently thinking he was meeting .
the wishes of both parties. Mr. Edward
stood over me, a very sulky sentry, till
the master of the house was out of the
way, and then withdrew to strike up a
very brisk flirtation with a young lady
at my right hand, by which proceeding, I
presumed, my amiable relation hoped to mor-
tify me.

The dinner was like everything else, in
“perfect taste.” There was a great dis-
play of plate, as Sophy had predicted,
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and beautiful flowers, of which Lady Green-
field said carelessly, ‘Yes, we had them
up from Fenosiers. I believe the gardener
there is quite clever, and has everything
delightfully out of season.”

The Indian General and his daughter, who
sat on opposite sides, of the table, ex-
changed glances at this speech; she raising her
eyebrows a little, while he smiled. She was
a pretty woman of thirty, composed and
intelligent, and I could see her glance rapidly
up and down the table from Sir Will-
oughby to his wife, with doubtless her own
reflections; for our host and hostess were
an odd enough contrast to each other, and
poor Sir Willoughby, without intending it,
did all he could to aggravate my lady. By
. some unlucky chance he caught the point
of all Mr. Hyde's amiable and refined sar-
casms, but was obliged to have every
one of Lord Frederick’s explained to him,
in a manner most humiliating to that rival
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wit and ancient beau. Then Sophy, one
of the most unconsidered guests at the
table, had been placed not far from the
wrong hand of the baronet, who, moved
with a kindly impulse, paid a great deal
of good-humoured attention to his new rela-
tive, finding her ear and smile always ready
for those jokes of his, which were not the
most refined in the world. Lady Greenfield’s -
angry glances, travelling down the whole
length of the table, fell quite innocently
upon her unconscious husband; who ¢liked
his joke” as he himself said, “ but meant
no harm,” and, was utterly unaware of
the amiable malice of his wife’s intentions.
Finally Sir Willoughby crowned his mis-
demeanors, later in the evening, when the
gentleman joined us up-stairs, by leading his
warlike acquaintance, the great commander,
up to “my lady’s old friend,” the Indian
General's daughter, whom this lion of the
evening seemed very well disposed to make
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himself agreeable to. I saw Lady Green-
field tap her husband with her fan, rather
more sharply than became her self-command,
and I think her glance might have con-
sumed the unconscious soldier, had he been
less used to such artillery.

“You dear old blunderer!” I heard her
say to her husband aside. “What did you
do that for? She’s no friend of mine; I
don’t want to gratify her vanity. I shall
get so vexed with you!”

“My dear Nell! why did you ask her?”
said the innocent Sir Willoughby.

“To see what a good husband I had
got, and how happy I was; she used to
patronize me when 1 was poor,” cried my
lady, ingenuously. Oh, vanity! Thy name
is mot woman. The delighted new hus-
band kissed my lady’s hand, and went
off to disturb, in his fox-hunting fashion,
the interesting conversation which did not
please his sovereign mistress; for which

T
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good turn, the General’s danghter repaid
Lady Greenfield with her intelligent eyes.

All this time, while I noticed the bye-
play going on round me, what does any
one suppose was my own fate in this happy
party? I was sitting by Kate Crofton,
listening to all her happy confidences. She
began to tell me of Craven Lodge, what
a delightful little house it would be. She
begged my advice about it, hoping I would
come so often—she bent down whispering
‘with the bloom of her young happiness on
her young face, and her cheek almost touch-
ing mine—and I—I listened. I began to
feel dully aggravated, impatient of the whole
matter. I could see Lady Crofton watch
her daughter and myself curiously. Ske
knew well enough; she might have warned
Kate, had there been any kindness in her;
but no—that would have been still worse;
so I sat and listened, with a heat of resent-
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ment and impatience stealing over my heart; |
and Sophy kissed dear Eleanor, and thanked
her for “such a delightful evening!” when
We came away.

T2
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CHAPTER XXII.

It was June when I left London; I came
home, sadly against the inclinations of the
Misses Nugent, who, now that their patient
was getting better, began to look forward to
the agreeahle task of amusing me, and doing
the honours of a season in town to my inex-
perience. They had quite lost their friend
Mrs. Austin, whose peace of mind had been
greatly disturbed by the illness of Dr. Tancred,
and his refuge in the house of her accom-
modating acquaintances; but I think this
“ sacrifice,” gave quite a zest to all the other
excitements and troubles of this startling in-
cident in their quiet life. “I believe it is
quite impossible, in this wicked world, to do
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good without suffering for it, Clare,” said
Miss Nugent; “and we cannot expect to be
exempted ;” so I think they quite enjoyed
this little bit of martyrdom.

Dr. Tancred, however, was unquestionably
recovering, and Miss Austin was to follow me
in a week. Just at this time, Miss Austin
was not remarkably amiable. She was ex-
tremely “ put out,” by the reappearance of her
brother-in-law, who seemed to be indeed a
very useless person, one of those men, with-
out nerve or purpose, who are always unsuc-
cessful. ‘He will snatch the children from
school—have them to live with him—bring
~them up to shifts and disorderly poverty,”
said the governess, with quiet exasperation;
“and what can any one do against their
father?” So, though she nursed him faith-
fully, Miss Austin was not much elated in her
mind by the recovery of her patient.  The
most shocking idea ! as if the poor man should
have died to please her!” Matilda Nugent
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said, with great horror. ¢ She might have
had her wish, if we had not met him that
night ; or if dear Matilda had been less
courageous,” echoed Sophy, solemnly ; and I
believe they were right enough in their self-
applause. '

I did not leave town alone. I carried with
* me a shy and doubtful little train, four little
girls, whom it had been my principal errand
in ‘London to select and take charge ‘of.
They were all orphans and destitute ; I
thought it best to undertake only this number
at first, till I found how my plan answered ;
and my hope was to make a family feeling and
bond of common affection among the desolate
little creatures, who had no other home. I
was very full of solicitude and anxiety on the
subject; I meant to give my life to it hence-
forward, and to do what I could to work out
my own problem. Hopes of extreme influ-
ence over them, of moulding their characters,
of making them model women, or examples to
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the world, did not, I confess, trouble my ima-~
gination ; I meant to make them happy chil-
dren if I could, and to bring them up in the
. common duties, common hopes, and in the
one faith, to take their part where God guided
them, in common life.

Immediately after reaching Estcourt, I had
to go to Mrs., Harley and explain to her my
motives and conduct, which explanation re-
sulted in a rather painful scene. The widow
was grieved and disappointed, and ¢ did not
expect it of me;” but she did not go so far
as to withdraw her children. I still kept con-
scientiously to my first idea respecting Alice
‘and Clara; they were the children of the
house ; they still had their room close to
mine, and kept their familiar privileges; but
their mother could not bear to see the other
children, poor city sparrows! drawing breath
in the park at Estcourt, and resented their
introduction as a slight to her girls. Not-
withstanding this—and foolish, as it was, it
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affected me—I went on steadily with my
arrangements ; the children had plain little
apartments appropriated to them, and plain
dresses, which I took pleasure in having made
in good fashion and various, that no one
might suspect me of wishing to give them a
uniformj I gave all these details a jealous
attention ; for I did not mean to cheat them
with a few years' luxury, or unfit them by
unwise kindness, for their real position in
common life.

The neighbourhood was very still and quiet
at this time ; even the lesser gentry who con-
tented themselves with a fortnight in town,
took that fortnight now. Fen-Osiers, for the
first time during twenty years, was shut up
and deserted; and I, without even Miss Austin
to bear me company, could not help recalling
with considerable vividness, my first dreary
time of solitude, ere I had roused myself from
my great grief; yes, here I was, and here was
my life. I had found it impossible to make a
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family out of such discordant materials as
those scattered Nugents, whom I had once
thought of uniting under this family roof;
~ and now for my second experiment—my little
family of orphan children ; but they were still
shy little strangers, half afraid of me; and I
had yet to prove, whether this second trial
could succeed.

The only neighbour within reach was Miss
Polly ; she had taken up her abode in the old
jointure house, which was a pretty place, re-
tired and pleasant, within easy distance of
the village. I believe Miss Polly was happier
than she had ever been; she had her niece
with her, a gentle little widow, whose whole
heart was in the two delicate babies, whom it
was 50 hard to believe could belong to such a
. child; for I don’t think Emy was twenty-one
even now. When I went to see them, I could
not help remembering for the first time, that
in all my ecalculations of useless solitary
people, where there were so many, it had
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never occurred to me to remember Miss Polly
among the list. She was just as lonely as the
rest of us; she had not seen it necessary to
make ¢ responsibilities” for herself, as I had
done; yet at Fen-Osiers and at her own house,
the old lady somehow held a natural place, an
unremarkable but unmistakeable influence ;
no one could tell of anything “ out of the
’ any piece of voluntary heroisni, or
visible self-sacrifice in all her quiet life; yet

common,’

there she was, always doing something—a
referee in difficulties innumerable, a simple
plain solution of this problem, which had
teased me so long—simple! which means
that it was natural to her, and to sundry
others; but entirely unteachable, and beyond
the comprehension of all who had not the
natural gift. .
I thought over this and it humbled me,
driving home from Miss Polly’s. I, then, much
as I had said about it, had not this natural
gift. My heart was rather heavy as I went
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along the sunny way, returning to my orphan
children. My life was before me now, fully
arranged and planned out; a life in which I
must at least be of use to somebody, if some-
thing did not frustrate all my purposes. If
only this marriage were over! I thought of
its delay with impatience, as a personal injury;
why keep sn affair to which nobody had any
objection so long in suspeuse? it was like dal-
lying with the security of their happiness. It
‘was nothing to me ; yet I thought I could be
easier in my mind, freer for my work, if only
this event was completed. Then, at least, it
would no longer stand before me a thing to
be looked forward to; and my weakness was
such that I could not help looking forward to
it; folly! but folly I suppose, like misfortune,
disappointment, and calamity, is one of the
things which life is made of. I could not
separate this miserable weakness from my
heart. But when it was over, when they
were married and settled, a county family
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like other people; when, perhaps, I saw one
of them descended out of the clouds, to be an
ordinary man, then I could very well make up
my mind to it; then, indeed, it would be no-
thing to me; and then I could see Mary once
more—Mary, my dear old girlish confidante.
It was at thought of her that the tears came.
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CHAPTER XXIII.

SHORTLY after Miss Austin returned home ;
her brother-in-law was as well as a man with
a shattered constitution and a weak mind was
like to be. He had promised to allow the
girls to remain at school, she told me, but was
to carry the little boy with him to a little
country town, where there was ‘‘an opening
for a general practitioner.”

This Miss Austin reported with a certain
grim irony ; she knew what would come of it.
But she did not tell me what I heard after-
wards, that Dr. Tancred had made a “pro-
posal” to Matilda Nugent, offering himself ‘to
her acceptance, in gratitude for her kindness;
Matilda had the good sense to say ‘No,” but
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liked it notwithstanding. I can’t tell whether
it was the first affair of the kind to my good-
hearted cousin, but I suspect every woman
who does not marry, is pleased to have it in
her power to refuse some one—vindicating
thereby her womanly privileges, if not to
other people, at least to herself.

Thus we settled down at once into regular
habits; Miss Austin’s schoolroom was busy
and populous, and when the working day was
over, the children were free to escape into the
park and garden, where the little things luxu-
riated, growing healthier, rosier, and stronger
every day.

Alice and Clara, who stood a little on their
dignity at first, gradually melted into com-
panionship with the others; I think, without
vanity, that a happier little party of school-
girls could scarcely be, and I took care that
they were not broken in upon by strangers,
nor kept for exhibition. They lived as pri-
wvately, as plainly, and were as much accus-
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tomed to help themselves, and do the ordinary
little duties of their position, as if they had
still been in the homes from which I brought
them.

There were only six of us. I could not,
what with travelling, party-giving, marriage
presents, and the aid which I could not but .
give to the Nugents to cover the expenses
of their patient, afford a larger household
now. ,

Thus we had made our beginning com-
fortably, and to the satisfaction of everybody,
save Mrs. Harley, when I received a letter
from Kate Crofton; I could not help a pang
of indignation, wonder, and mortified feeling,
when I read it; it was a very kind and
pressing invitation, begging me to be present
at her bridal-——me!—The idea made me
speechless, but roused a ferment in my mind
which I could not calm down. Was it possible
then, that she knew nothing, or rather that
her mother knéw nothing, of how things had
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been ? Nay; I knew Lady Crofton was
aware of all that happened years ago ; could
she mean to insult me, this cold-blooded, well-
bred woman ? ,

At first I resented it passionately. It
looked like a cool deliberate assault on my
temper and my pride—but, by-and-by, I
thought better of it. People seldom do such
things without a motive—I do not believe in
gratuitous malice—and motive there was none ;
Kate, I knew to be as true and frank as ever
g1r1 was; ke, of course, could have no part in
it; and all that connected his former story and
mine, must have died out of everybody’s re-
membrance—that must be the explanation.

So much the better —yet I felt humiliated
to think that I alone dwelt in secret upon
this old story, which all the world had for-
gotten ; that it had slipped so entirely out of
the memory of himself, and all those most
near to him, that I could be invited to his
wedding—while still 7 was thinking upon it,
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brooding over it, day by day; I felt a chill
strike to my heart at the thought. Was it
really so far off, so long ago?—or rather was it
not all a dream, an impossible delusion, the
fancy of a fever? Heaven .preserve the
troubled brain which has to think all these
things without the relief of saying them! I
lived blankly in a kind of torpor, all that
day.

The next day I wrote to Kate Crofton; I
wished her all the tender wishes which should
attend such a bride ; I prayed God’s blessing
upon her and her husband—but told her that
many circumstances united in making it im-
possible for me to be present at her marriage.
I did even more than this; I gave her an
account, playfully—feeling quite strengthened
and able to do so—of my present occupations ;
of the desire I had to establish and conclude
upon the future tenor of my life, and of the
family with which I had provided myself.

I entered very much into detail ; there was

U
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a satisfaction in it. I meant to imply that if
one of us had made & new life for himself, so
had the other; I meant her to tell him of it;
I wished that he should know the change in
my plans, at the time when I knew that s
were decided. And, along with this letter, I
sent Kate the present I had prepared for
her. ,

It was a little jewelled cross, attached to a
very richly-wrought chain, the links of which
were joined at intervals with emeralds. It
could be worn either as a bracelet or a neck-
lace. It was a fancy I had; I thought
nothing was so suitable from me, as that
emblem of suffering and endurance—though
I pray God lay the cross lightly upon Kate
Crofton’s life !

Then that new incident was over; the
marriagé itself was to be in a week, and Mary
was to be there. So I went into the week,
and began to live through it, knowing it was
not one hour to be got over, but a succession
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of nights and days, full of eating and sleeping,
walks and needlework, the supervision of my
orphan children and my household affairs.
One has to order dinner all the same, what-
ever happens. A strange comment on the
real prevai]ing _greatness of common neces-
sities, and the transitory and passing nature
of human calamities, however great.

But this marriage which was coming,
strained all my senses—1I seemed to be
always listening for it, looking for it; it
- mingled, somehow, in what was said to me,
in everything that passed at Estcourt. It
made the days unnaturally long, for one
thing, and raised in me such a strange restless
feeling of impatience. All life and time
afterwards looked calm as a lake, but there
was this fretting rugged passage, this fiery
and precipitous rapid, to be surmounted first.

One good thing was, that no one was here
who knew anything of the matter, or could
chafe me with wonders and inquiries; I had

U2
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no one individual in the world, to whom it
would have eased me to tell the story of this
long vigil of mine, which indeed nobody would
have understood. :

So I waited on quietly, enduring a good
deal of self-contempt, and sometimes smiling
at myself bitterly enough, yet without suffi-
cient power or sufficient energy to resist it;
waited, straining all my mind towards that
one event, thinking of little else—looking for
it as if it determined my existence instead of
Kate Crofton’s—as, heaven knows, it might
have done, had all been well.

Then I was glad that they were dead ; glad
and grateful, and blessed their memories,
lying in that dear happiness of rest in the
family grave. They would have fretted their
tender hearts with blame of themselves; I,
in my secret thoughts, might have reproached
them ; others might have spoken unjustly of
the father and mother who could not part
with their only child. But that was all safe;
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they were dead, and the story was forgotten.
Lady Crofton had permitted her daughter to
ask me to:the wedding, and every sensible
mind, even among country gossips, had for-
gotten it—all but me.

So I waited for the day—thinking that
thankfulness and content, and the quiet, yet
busy course of my new life, lay undisturbed
beyond it; that only when this was over, all
would be well.
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CHAPTER XXIV.

IT was the marriage day. ,

After so long a period of expectation, my
restlessness and subdued excitement had come
to aclimax. I could not be still anywhere ;
as for self-control and restraint, I abandoned
the hope of them; sometimes it is well to
give way. I made no longer any effort after
the proper feelings, the right sentiment of
the time; I had no feeling whatever that I
can describe, except an intense uneasy rest-
lessness, a strange consciousness that to be
quiet was the one thing utterly impossible.
I think I should have been glad even of Mrs.
Herbert's insinuations, or the inquiries of
Sophy and Matilda. To be left all to myself
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as I was, for the long, slow morning, Miss
Austin, with her pupils in the schoolroom, and
I alone in our little morning parlour, hearing
the subdued domestic sounds of the house—
hearing now and then the echo of a child’s
voice, or a servant’s foot on the stairs; but
perfectly still in my own apartment—stifled by
this oppression of calm and leisure and silence,
without even an impeftinent talker to rouse me
into command of myself. It was unbearable.
I started at last out of my retirement, with a
wild idea of throwing away all restraint. It
was the wisest thing after all; to be just as
restless, just as unquiet as was the mood upon
me; to carry out its caprice of motion and haste,
its incapacity for quiet. ‘Then I shall be
tired out to-morrow,” I said to myself, with a
sigh of longing for that time. So I went out,
wandering through the woods and park, saying
nothing—thinking nothing; only unable to
keep still.

In the afternoon this feeling had increased
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so strongly upon me that I set out, by
myself and on foot, to the Craven Woods;
I wanted to see Craven Lodge once before
they came to it—Craven Lodge !—the old
scene and dwelling-place of my old dreams.
It was three miles off, but I felt no fatigue.
I hastened through these luxuriant woods, gay
in the rustling leafage of June. I did not
remark the streams of dropping sunshine, the
deep umbrage of delicious shade. I went
along softly, yet swiftly, by those banks of
mossy fertile soil, mounded and interwoven
with great roots of trees, where the wood sorrel
hung its delicate leaves, and the ground was
blue with wild hyacinths But I never lingered
‘to notice them. I went forward steadily, as if
with a purpose, to Craven Lodge.

Strange! and I had no purpose at all, ex-
cept to look at it. It was greatly changed
since I saw it last. The place was sweet with
early honeysuckles and roses; the windows
open, the lawn bright with clumps of flowers.
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In the white curtains waving at the windows,
in the glimpse through them into rooms pre-
pared and daintily habitable; in the flowers
and the freshuness, and the look of ornament
and joy about the place, there was a tender
human sentiment which struck me through
all my haste and discontent; and when I
heard the voice of the woman in charge calling
loudly to the children not to touch the flowers,
and the harsh tones of the father, half gruff,
half kindly, adding, ‘“Them’s for young
master and missis when they come home,” I
turned away with changed feelings. What is
the past and its troubles to the budding and
blossoming earth which is always young? I
grew indignant at myself, as I took my last
look at the bride’s house, which stood ready to
welcome her. Why shadow a good event with
my own poor repinings and recollections
forsooth, as though those gave me a superior
footing—a place above the brighter lives?
Blessing and joy to to-day, and to all who
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were glad in it! let yesterday and to-morrow
care for themselves.

So saying, I turned out of the wood into
the dusty high road, in this June sunset.
There I had not gone far when I met Miss
Polly in her stiff man’s hat and ancient riding-
habit, and on the tall old grey which had
been her steed for years. Miss Polly rode,
rather disconsplately, with a groom a long way
behind her, while more incongruous than ever
looked the mild old woman’s face, and the
masculine dress and occupation.

“] find I miss my exercise, Clare,” said Miss
Polly, bending towards me from her lofty
steed; “so I take a constitutional, my dear,
every day.” Poor Miss Polly, who had
galloped for twenty years by the side of Sir
Willoughby over all the rough ground in the
country, went off solemnly at a walking pace—
her tall figure, on the tall horse, looming
strangely against the summer sky—after she
had confided to me in passing this little



ORPHANS, 299

distress of hers, I paused in my own fooligh-
ness to look after her and smile; it was a
distress, though it was a ludicrous one, and I
could not help thinking of the time when Sir
Willoughby and his sister left Estcourt toge-
ther, he looking back to wave his hand to Mrs.
Herbert ; she rather affronted with him, and
a little troubled about the widow; whereas,
now Miss Polly stalked away silently into the
sunset, throwing a gigantic shadow behind
her, her horse’s long legs ¢spindling into
longitude immense,” as the disconsolate old
hunter curbed its steps into that doleful walk.
I daresay Miss Polly, and perhaps the hunter,
were thinking, too, of the past; and I smiled
and went on thinking to myself that there
were many people in the world who would
smile at me for this day’s pilgrimage, and that
by-and-by, perhaps, I might even join their
mirth. Even now, looking back upon that
wonderful day, I smile at the thought of Miss
Polly’s constitutional ride, and the old horse
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stalking gravely into the sunset ; it is strange
to carry such a remembrance among other
thoughts so unlike.

But what with the bright face of Craven
Lodge, prepared for its young mistress, and
what with Miss Polly’s exercise, I got out of
my fever a little and came into a more human
MBndition. Then I began to think—it was a
strange medley ; I thought of him in his new
circumstances—I wondered if remembrance
of me ever crossed his thoughts—and at the
same moment I thought, with a sensation of
comfort, of the life which I had begun. These
two ideas came both together, jostling each
other, without a moment’s interval between
them. I should see him, too, in his family,
and he would see me in mine; and at the
same instant it occurred to me that I had
forgotten some piece of work I was busy about,
and would be too late to see the children at
play in the park when I returned. I knew
by this maze and confusion of thought that

Ty
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my strength was very nearly gone, and I was
glad ; I thought of sleep, with an anticipation
of repose, deep, soft and refreshing. I re-
membered, with a very glow of gratitude,
that blessed unconsciousness which is ¢ tired
nature’s best restorer.” I went slowly along,
pleasing myself with thoughts of the night's
repose, feeling how grateful it would be to my
wearied limbs and my tired heart. I went
quite softly, with lingering steps, and a mind
too much fatigued to be unhappy; and it was
in this soothed and wearied mood that I
passed into our own park.

It was nearly midsummer—_glorious weather
—and not a shower or a cloud had broken
all that day the perfect beatitude of June.
Against the ruddy western sky, which gleamed
through them and behind, the trees stood out
with a refreshed and brightened green. All
over that expanse of sky were droppings of
red gold, which burned through the foliage
with the intensest glory; and where these fiery



302 ORPHANS.’

bits of radiance had begun to fade, falling
fainter from the paling skies, long narrow
peninsulas of cloud stretched out with an
unspeakable calm into that wonderful pale sea.
It was an evening full of infinite content, yet .
touched with a wistful human longing. The
height and fullness of summer time and natural
beauty, yet looking in the silence for something
more glorious unrevealed.

When I was struck with sudden resentment
to see a stranger—a man—standing under one
of the trees. I became angry with a quite
sharp sudden unexplainable pang of impa-
tience. Who was he? and of all places in
the world what did he there? It was a sacred
tree in its way; I never stood under its shadow
myself—never willingly permitted any one
else to do so. What did this intruder there 2

I quickened my pace unconsciously. I did
not even look, as I might have done, to see if
I could recognise the offender. I made sure
he was either the rector or the doctor, or pos-
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sibly some one from Estbury about some affair
of business. I hurried up to tell him he must
not stand there—that I was ready to hear his
business, whatever it was—that my house was
the place to wait for me. In my haste and
foolish anger I threw away even the common
protection of an undisturbed mind. I came
up to him perfectly unprepared—quite defence-
less; at the sound of my hasty step, but not
till I was close to him, he turned round upon
me. Heaven help us ! —Derwent Crofton !

I did not shriek nor fall down ; but my eyes
grew fiery hot, and something tingled and
fluttered, and buzzed in my ears, so that I
could hear nothing. There he stood—Der-
went Crofton !—looking as he used to look;
standing where he used to stand; gazing at
me with his lover's eyes. Oh, heaven! Oh,
earth ! Oh, life, most wonderful! was this the
ending of the dream ?

“Clare!”

I think that was all he said ; I remember
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no more. I said, the words falling out of my
mouth like sobs, and with scarcely power
enough to say them, “Don’t stand there; I
cannot tell why you should come tome; but
not there—at least, not there!”

I suppose this wounded him somehow,
though I could not tell why. He stepped
aside, but I could not move ; then he returned.
The singing and fluttering in my ears was so
great, I scarcely knew how to keep my footing.
“Clare,” he cried again; “You will faint!”
I almost thought I should; but the thought
saved me. “No,” said I—*no—it is only
surprise : never mind, I shall be well pre-

]

sently; ” and I got well, because I would.

He kept standing there watching me—
watching the colour change in my face, as if
he had a right to do it—looking on with a
kind of impatient steadiness, as if it was only
for my sake that he bore this delay. ¢ Clare!
come now—you are better—don’t trifle with

me!” he cried at last with a quick breath -

~ .

Y



ORPHANS. 305

and a flush of agitation. Then, when he saw
mj startled look—*You are surprised ; good
heaven! surprised! did you think it was in '
the nature of man to be in England and not
here ?” '

It was time I had some command of myself,
for he was losing his. I said—it was best to
gay the truth—*“1 have been thinking of you
all day, and wishing you well ; but  you know
that I know all that has happened this
morning ; is it strange that I should be sur-
prised ?”

He looked at me blankly for a moment, and
then shook his head. ¢ These are riddles,”
he said, hastily; “I don’t know them ; they
will do for greater leisure. Clare, I don’t
know why we parted—I did not ask—I ac-
cepted your decision knowing it must be. I
have blamed no one—least of all do I blame
anyone now ; but everything is changed ; you
are not as you were; you were my first love
—1I was yours—and what now?”
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Oh, my heart! was the man speaking blas-
phemy? I held up my hands to stop him—
but I could not have spoken for my life.

“Clare, listen to me; I came home with
Mary to little Kate’s wedding, but I had no
heart for weddings. I came down here—I
have been waiting hours for you here. I do
not know what perverse fate has kept me so
long in this terrible suspense; but for pity’s
sake say something now!”

I could not help it—I fell upon the tree,
sobbing, weeping—overpowered like a child.
I pressed my forehead against the rough bark
and threw my arms round it to steady me. I
cried like an infant audibly. I never knew
till then how I had suffered this day.

He was alarmed, impatient—quite perplexed.
He drew my hand away from the oak and
tried to soothe me. He could not comprehend
my strange passion and helpléssness. I heard
his voice like something far off, saying that he
would not vex me thus again; that he would
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rather suffer himself than move me so; that
he would wait till I was stronger; while all
the time he held my hand in a sorrowful
astonished clasp, as if he did not know what to
do with it, whether to hold it firmly as his
own, or to drop it as the hand of a stranger.
When I had eased my heart, and was able, I
raised myself up and turned to him again.
“Derwent, I thought you were Kate’s hus-
band,” I said humbly. I stood before him,
crying, agitated, humbled, having betrayed
myself. He, angry, triumphant, tyrannous,
seized upon me like a hostage. I do not
think he asked—I am sure I said nothing
more ; it seemed all needless, vain—what was
there tosay? I could not make out nor tell his
burst of wrath at the idea, his flush of victory
over my secret grief; for he was not magnani-
mous nor placid of temper. He was furious to
think I could have believed it—indignant at
anybody who could be supposed to share in the
delusion. Yet, triumphant beyond measure,
x2
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over proof so unquestionable (as he thought)
~ of the state of my feelings. When he found
out, by degrees, my secret expedition to
Craven Lodge, he fairly shouted, and threw
up his travelling cap in the air.

¢ But I suppose I must show your regiment
of women the respect of proper decorum,”
he said, as he drew my arm within his own;
“fortunately, they all knew me at Estcourt,
and wished me luck. Seriously, Clare, you
can't wonder to find aman half crazy after all
this. To suppose your lover could have mar-
ried Kate Crofton—ridiculous! absurd!”

“Why so?” said L.

He gave me a thundering look, half- fond,
half angry, which melted as he kept looking
at me; for I daresay I was pale, and looked
worn out. “Come in and rest,” he said,
drawing my-shawl closer around me; ‘“you
have walked too far, Miss Nugent; you are
fatigued. What, Clare, do you look grave?
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may I not have my triumph? 1 deserve it,
after all these years.”

But I was ashamed, for all that, and did not
like to hear any more about it, though my
limbs ached with that foolish walk, which I
would not have told him of, had 1 been prudent.
We went along silently after that, towards the
house. The gold had faded quite out of the
sky, and in the pale heaven before us, there
was one star—when we were nearly home,
Derwent stopped abruptly and looked up.

“(Clare, their eyes are clear; they are
pleased now,” he said, with solemnity : mine
were dim, yet I could see the star shining out
.of God’s heaven where they were. Yes, now

that all the harm was over, I felt in my heart
 that they blessed us, in their better wisdom,
and thanked God.
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CHAPTER XXV.

I caxnor tell how my thoughts were the
morning after this eventful interview. I don’t
mean respecting i, of course, for one generally
keeps one’s emotions of that description for
one’s own private ehtertainment. But when I
came down stairs and saw the six little girls at
breakfast, I confess my heart failed me. What
of my life, which I had planfed out for my-
self ?  What of those six little “ responsi-
bilities ?” What of the expectations I had
raised of my own future work and existence ?
I blushed in spite of myself with painful
shame, as they all bade me good morning—
blushed uncomfortably under the eye of
steady Miss Austin, who pursued her way



ORPHANS. 311

without divergence, and knew no change in
the plans of her grey and sober life. I was
vexed with myself for never having thought
of this before; troubled to remember that
Derwent did not know it—and dismayed to
think of my letter to Kate Crofton, over
which, doubtless, that saumcy little person
would make merry, when the change in those
firm and particular plans of mine became
known. Ob, consistency! when one comes
to be nearly thirty, and to be * respected,”
one loves to preserve one’s character; and I
almost thought I could hear Mrs. Herbert’s
malicious lanugh, and a coarse chuckle from
her new husband. To be rather happy, and
conscious of a warmth and ease at my heart,
which. had not been there for years, I was in
as troubled and uncomfortable a state as it is
possible to conceive.

And then Derwent was not philanthropical.
He was kind, generous, liberal; but the uses
of benevolence had not fallen upon him, and
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he was not accustomed to the idea. Alas!
my leisure and freedom were gone, while my
occupation remained; and I knew very well
that whatever people said before, everybody
would agree now that these half dozen children
were ridiculously out of place, and that I, their
volunteer guardian, had placed myself in a
somewhat absurd position. I thought it all
over to the utmost of my ability, but could
make very little of it. Of our private plans,
of course, nothing was yet arranged; and I
was obliged unwillingly to confess to myself,
that the disposal of my orpbans must greatly
depend upon the settlement of those other
matters, which I could not think of without
embarrassment, and in which I certainly could
not take the initiative.

When he came that day, Mary was with
him; I was so overjoyed that I forgot my
perplexity. She told me he had travelled post
all night to London, and had compelled ber to
start with him, at an unheard-of hour this
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. morning. “ Mary is to stay,” he said, in
his arbitrary fashion; ¢ because I mean to
come to Estcourt, Clare;” and when that
was said, remembering what an advantage he
had over me, and what an entire want of
generosity he showed in using it, I felt that I
had very little leisure or respite to look for;
but must make up my mind to the conse-
quences of my self-betrayal without delay.

I confided my difficulties to Mary, and she
laughed at them. Presently afterwards came
Derwent, rather cloudy. ‘“You had more con-
fidence in Mary than in me,” said this tyrant,
looking at me, as if he should like to’ admi-
nister correction. ‘I’ll be head master of the

»

.concern, if that will please you;” and I fear
I did not think of consistency much more.
The sum of the whole is, that shortly after,
the thing being inevitable, we were married ;
that the Nugents sent me presents, and loves,
and tender wishes, beyond counting; that I

got a pretty piece of jewellery, so like the 'y
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present I made her, that I almost thought at
the first glance she had returned it—from Sir
Willoughby and Lady Greenfield; and that
Miss Polly kissed me, and whispered in my ear,
that she had prayed for this for years. Dear
old Miss Polly! I dare say she had thought
upon us in her prayers on the very morning of
that day, when she and her tall old horse
interposed a comic incident between my visit
to Craven Lodge and my meeting with Der-
went; and I smiled again, though the tears
were in my eyes. 4

We went to Hilfont, Derwent’s place; he
had a large property there, and I thought it
right that we should reside at it. I say Z,-
because he was indifferent in the meantime at
least, and had never thought much, I fear, of
his duty to his people and his land. At
Estcourt, we left the little company of girls
with their governess; I went to see them
frequently ; but here ended—at present—this
vain enterprise of mine to which, I supposed,
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I had fixed my life. I tell the whole story,
not because there is any lesson in it, because
it is just one of those common enterprises of
human life, which, elaborately planned, are
turned into nothing and vanity by the un-
looked-for event of a day.

I was not at all proud of the issne of my
undertaking. I blushed at all the hard things
I had once said of Matilda and Sophy Nugent,
in opposition to their harmless, if useless, way
of existence; I had set up a life for myself,
and meant to do something in my generation,
when, lo! Providence came in to confound all
my intentions, making me happy in the over-
throw of the very scheme which had cost me
so much thought—Amen. I tell it as one
among a hundred of those shortsighted human
projects, planned for years, and overthrown in
an hour, of which everybody’s history is full ;
and so ends the first fytte of my story; per-
haps by-and-by, if any body -cares, I may
find that ¢ another is for to say.”
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I beg, however, to assure everybody con-
cerned, that my orphans were not neglected ;
they were all educated carefully, and turmed
out exceedingly well, which I trust will be as
satisfactory to all the excellent people inte-
rested in the subject as it was to me.

And I had almost forgot to say, that Kate
Crofton’s husband, who caused me so much
trouble, was another*Crofton, a distant cousin,
nearly as young as herself, and whom I never
saw. They were quite as happy as I had
wished them to be; but on the whole, orphans
and all considered, I think I am better pleased
that their happiness did not interfere with

mine.

THE END.

R, BORN, PRINTER, GLOUCESTER STREET, OAMDEN TOWN.
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“ Invaluable, as showing the true light in which mmny of the stirring events of
Begency are to be viewed. The lovers of Court gossip will also find not a little for ¢
dification and t.”—Literary Gazette. ’

¢ These vol covera plete epoch, the period of the Regency—a period of |
and stirring English history, To the Duke of Buckingham, who thus, out of his fa
srchives, places within our reach authentic and exceedingly minute pictures of the gover
of England, we owe grateful acknowledgements. His papers abound in fresh lights on
topics, and in new illustrations aud anecdotes. The intrinsic value of the letters is enha
by the judici tting of the explanatory t that panies them, which is
together with much care and honesty."’~Esaminer.

LORD GEORGE BENTINCK: A POLITICAL B]
GRAPHY. Bythe RIGHT HON. B. DISRAELI, M.P. Fifth and che:
Edition, Revised. Post 8vo. 10s. 6d. bound.

* This biography cannot fail to attract the deep attention of the public. We are be
to say, that as a political biography we have rarely, if ever, met with abook more dexterc
handled, or more replete with interest. The history of the famous session of 184
written by Disraell in that brilliant and pointed style of which he is so consummate a ma
is deeply interesting. He has traced this memorable struggle with a vivacity and p.
wnequailed as yet in any narrative of Parli tary pr dings.”—Black d’s Mag.

LORD PALMERSTON'S OPINIONS AND POLICY; .

MiNisTER, DIPLOMATIST, AND STATnsyAN, during more than Forty Y
of Public Life. 1 vol. 8vo with Portrait, 7s. 6d. bound.

* This work ought to have a place in every political library. Tt gives a complete
of the sentiments and opinions by which the policy of Lord Pal ton has been dictate
a dipd ist and *— Chronicl

“ This is a remarkable and seasonable publication ; but it is something more—it
valuable addition to the historical treasures of our country during more than forty of
most memorable years of our annals. We earnestly recommend the volume to ges




EMOIRS OF THE COURT AND CABINETS OF
GEORGE THE THIRD, FroM OriciNar Famiry Documents. By
the DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM AND CHANDOS, K.G., &c. TaEe
THairp anp Fouortn VoLomEs, comprising the period from 1800 to 1810,
and completing this important work. 8vo., with Portraits. 30s. bound.

From taE Tiues.—'‘These volumes consist, in the main, of letters written by the two
hers, Lord Greuville, and Mr. T. Grenville, to their elder brother, the Marquis of
kingham, for his information as to the political circumstances of the time. In the two
ler voll a great t of i gossip, and of valuable information, wa

ained relative to the formation of the Coalition Ministry, the King’s iliness in 1788,
the early period of the war with revolutionary France. Volumes 3 and 4 take up the
where volumes 1 and 2 had left it ; and herein we find a connected narrative of the
y atirring historical events which occurred between 1800, when Lord Grenville and
eyrand were in correspond T g Bonaparte’s proposals for peace, until the
rn of the King’s malady in 1810 and lhe debatu jo Parliament relative to the regency.
preseat collection is more valuable than the last, inasmuch as Lord Grenville, having
jned bigher dignity and experience, is 8 more dispassionate observer of passing events,
oever would desire to read the running ts of so eminent and well informed a
as Lord Grenville upon a decade so interesting as that of 1800—10, would do well to
ult these volumes. Lord Grenville was certainly among the most far-sighted men of
ime; and'to him, from the firat, belongs the credit of appreciating truly Napoleon
aparce’s position and designs. He did so even to a higher degree than Pitt; and itis
t remarkable how far his predictions have been verified by the event, even when
nitted to the sharp test of the judgment of posterity., The principal points on which
t is thrown by the present correspond are, the negociati before and after the
aty of Amiens until the time of its rupture—the true character of Addington’s Adminis-
on, aud the relations between ¢ The Doctor’ and Pitt—the formation of the Pitt and
nouth Cabinet, when the King’s prejudices against Charles Fox were found to be insur-
ntable—the Grenville and Fox short Administration—the Duke of Portland’s Cabinet—
2xpedition to Portugal, with its climax at Cintra—the Duke of York’s scandal with Mrs.
ke—Sir John Moore’s retreat, with the earlier Spanish campaigns of Sir Arthur Wel.
Y, and, finally, the disastrous Walcheren affaiv. There is much curious matter inter-
d in the shape of précis upon the situation of affairs written from time to time by Lord
ville himself ; and perhaps still more curious reports made to the Marquis of Bucking-
by & certain » whose name remains a mystery, but who seems to have been
rably well acquainted with the arcana imperii at the beginning of the ceutury. There
uch in these volumes which well deserves perusal. There is a portion of their contents
h possesses nearly as high a claim upon our instant and careful consideration as the
utes of the Sebastopol Committee.”

[E LIVES OF PHILIP HOWARD, EARL OF
ARUNDEL, AND OF ANNE DACRES, HIS WIFE. Edited from the
Original MSS, By the DUKE OF NORFOLK, EMM. 1 vol. antique.

* The noble editor of these biographies is well warranted in the trust which his preface
esses, that they will be read with Interest. They throw valuable light on the social
s and the prevalent feelings of the Elizabethan age. The Duke of Norfolk, by pub-
ng these curious biographies, has not only done honour to his ancestors, but has sup-
| materials of historical information for which he deserves the thanks of the literary




i 24V IWO L VLY DUIAVIAALIAALA VW ATV LA VLULAVIAL AV

PERSONAL RECOLLECTIONS OF THE LAST FOT
POPES. By His Eminence CARDINAL W1SEMAN. 8vo. Portraits.
the Press.)

EASTERN HOSPITALS AND ENGLISH NURSE

The Narrative of Twelve Months’ Experience in the Hospitals of Ko
and Scutari. By A LADY VOLUNTEER. Third and Cheaper Edit
1 vol. post 8vo. with Illustrations, 6s. bound.

* A production which, not only in the subj tter, but in its treat t, is filled 1
the purest and best evidences of womanly tenderness. What the nurses did for our
and wounded soldiers—how they ministered to their wants and assuaged their sufferin
how that composite body of hired attendants, sisters, nuns, and lady volunteers, wo
together for a common object—how their duties were apportioned—and how, in healt
{llness, their time passed away—are all faithfully and minutely detailed in these volus
¢ Eastern Hospitals and English Nurses®’ will, no doubt, command a good circulat)
—The Times.

“The story of the noble deeds done by Miss Nightlngﬂe and her demted sisterl
will never be more effectively told than in the b iful narrative dint
votumes.”—JoAn Bull.

¢ Qur readers will ind much to interest them in the Lady Volunteer’s account of
labours.”’—Athenzum.

JOURNAL OF ADVENTURES WITH THE BRITT
|
ARMY, from the Commencement of the War to the Fall of Sebastc
By GEORGE CAVENDISH TAYLOR, late 95th Regimeunt. 2
post 8vo., 21s. bound.

¢ The evidence these vol in is dingly valuable. The real state of tl
is here exhibited.””—=JoAn Bull.

“There was scarcely an occurrence of any importance that Mr. Taylor was not an
witness of. Balaklava, Inkermann, Kertch, the operations in the Sea of Asof Anapa,
storming of the Malakoff and the Redan, and the taking f ion of S
event is detailed in that concise but clear, professional style which we have not met
before.,”’—United Service Gazette. )

¢ Mr. Taylor’s Journal is valuable for its genui and for the extent of experi
embraced in it.” —Examiner.

TURKEY: ITS HISTORY AND PROGRESS; FR(
THE JOURNALS AND CORRESPONDENCE OF SIR JAMES PORT
Fifteen Years Ambassador at Constantinople, continued to the Present T
-vith 8 Memoir of Sig JAMEs PorTER, by his Grandson, SIR GEO]
.-ARPENT ,Bart. 2 vols. 8vo., with Illustrations. 16s. boung.

“ This hihhly interesting work consists of two parts. The first volume, aftera me
of Sir James Porter, pr ds to give a g 1 description of the Turkish Empire,
natural and industrial productions, and its commerce, a sketch of its history from the
vasion of Europe to the reign of Suitan Mahmud II., and an account of the religion
the civil institutions of the Turks, and of their manners and customs, chiefly from
data supplied by the papers of Sir James Porter. Ib the second volume we are mad
quainted with Turkey as it is ; the religious and clvil government of Turkey, its Legisla
the state of education jn the Empire, its finances, its military and naval strength, anc
social condition of the Turks, are all in succession brought under review. The work gives at
and more life-like picture of the present state of the Ottoman Empire, than any other work




LIZABETH DE VALOIS, QUEEN OF SPAIN, AND
THE COURT OF PHILIP II. From numerous unpublished sources in
the Archives of Framce, Italy, and Spain. By MISS FREER. 2 vels.
post 8vo. with fine Portraits by Heatu, 21s,

# Such a book as the memoir of Elizabeth de Valois is a literary treasure which will be
more appreciated as its merits obtain that reputation to which they most justly are
tled. Miss Freer has done her utmost to make the facts of Elizabeth’s, Don Carlos’, amd
ip 1L1.’s careers fully known, as they actually transpired. The paina this intelligent
7 must have been at to have secured the means for so trustworthy a history, cannot but
e been very great; doubtless she will be rewarded by finding this, her last and certainly
best publication, as much and as generally appreciated as were her previous memoirs of
'guerite d’Angouléme and Jeanne d’Albret, Queens of Navarre.””—Beil's Messenger.

¢ This interesting work is a valuable addition to the historical biographies of the p
**—Observer.

These volumes will well repay perusal. They relate to a perlod of history extremely
ortant and rich in materials of interest. Miss Freer is an industrious biographer. She
3 to original sources of information, and she gives the reader all the details she can
ect.”—Press.

This book will add to the reputation of its able authoress.”—Sun.

JE LIFE OF MARGUERITE D'ANGOULEME,
QUEEN of NAVARRE, SISTER of FRANCISI. From numerous original
sources, including MS. Documents in the Bibliothéque Impérials, and the
Archives du Royaume de France, and the Private Correspondence of Queen
Marguerite with Francis I, &c. By MISS FREER. Second Edition,
Revised, 2 vols. post 8vo., with fine Portraits, engraved by Heats, 21s.

* This is a very complete and cleverly-written life of the iliustrious sister of Francis 1.,
it may be said of her that the varied and interesting stores of French history offer no
ne more worthy of research and study than the career of this great princess, who exer.
d so potent an influence over the politics and manners of the age of which she was
self the brightest ornament. The published and ipt d and letters
ting to the life of Marguerite of Navarre, and which are indispensable to a correct
rapby of this queen, are widely dispersed. The author has spared no cost or trouble in
eavouring to obtain all that were likely to elucidate her character and conduct. She has
ished us with a very interesting and graphic sketch of the singular events and the
ortant personages who took part in them during this stormy and remarkable period of
ach and English history.”*—Observer.

¢ This is a very useful and amusing book. It is a good work, very well done. The
horess is quite equal in power and grace to Miss Strickiund. She must bave spent great
2 and labour in collecting the information, which she imparts in an easy and agreeable
iner. 1t is difficult to lay down her book after having once begun it. This is owing
ly to the interesting nature of the subject, partly to the skilful manner in which it has
y treated. No other life of Marguerite has yet been published, even in France. Indeed,
Louis Philippe ordered the collection and publication of ipts relating to the
ory of France, no such work couid be published. It is difficult to conceive how, under
circumstances, it could have been better done.”’—Standard.

“There are few names more distinguished than that of Marguerite d’Angouléme in the
ge of female biography, and Miss Freer has done well in taking up a subject so copious

attractive. It is altogether an i g and well.written biography.”—Lit. Gas

IE LIFE OF JEANNE D'ALBRET, QUEEN OF
NAVARRE, from numerous original sources, including M.S. Documents in
the Bibliothéque Iwpériale and the Archives Espagnoles de Simancas. By
MISS FREER. 2 vols. with Portraits, 21s. bound.




REVELATIONS OF PRISON LIFE; WITH AN E

QUIRY INTO PRi1soN DiSCIPLINE AND SECONDARY PUNISHMENTS.
GEORGE LAVAL CHESTERTON, 25 Years Governor of the Hous
Correction at Cold-Bath Fields. Third Edition, Revised. 1 vol. 10s.

* Mr. Chesterton has had a rare experience of human frailty. He has lived witl
felon, the forger, the lorette, the vagabond, the murderer; bas looked into the da:
sepuichres of the beart, without finding reason to despair of mankind. In bis belief
worst of men have atill some of the angel left. Such a testimony from such a quarter is
of novelty as it is of interest. As a curious bit of human history these volumes are rem
able, They are very real, very simple; dramatic without exaggeration, philosophic wit|
being dull. In dealing with a subject so peculiar as prison life, Mr, Chesterton was wis
making his treatment personal and incidental. General descriptions, however accu
juterest only a few ; but ies of crime, dotes of criminals, may attract all reade
~Athenzum.

*This interesting book is full of such illustrations as the narrative of striking c
affords, and is indeed as well calculated to entertain mere readers for amusement a
instruct and assist those who are studying the great questions of social reform.”’—Exam:

“ The very interesting work just published by Capt. Ch ton, entitled * Revelat
of Prison Life.”’—Quarterly Review.

THE OLD COURT SUBURB; OR, MEMORIALS (
KENSINGTON; ReeaL, CrITICAL, AND ANEcDOTICAL. By LEI
HUNT. Second Edition. 2 vols. post 8vo. 21s. elegantly bound.

“ A delightful book, of which the charm begins at the the first Hue on the first page
nll of quaint and pleasant memories is the phrase that is its title—* The Old Court Subu
Very full, too, both of quaint and pleasant memories is the line that designates the aut
It is the name of the most cheerful of chroniclers, the best of remembrancers of good thi
the most polished and entertaining of ed d ips. ¢The Old Court Suburb’ 1s a w
that will be welcome to all readers, and most welcome to those who have & love for the 1
kinds of reading.”—Examiner.

“ Under the quatnt title of * The Old Court Suburb,’ Mr. Leigh Hunt gossips pleasar
spiritedly, and at large, over all that is of interest in Kensington and its neighbourhood.
bject is happily ch , for Kensington comprises in it more of antiquarian and lite:
interest than any other spot in London. 1Itis preciaely v.he kind of book to he pored over
the sea-side or fire-side, where the reader can t: p If, assisted by the poetic fa
of Mr. Hunt, to the company of the wite and beauties of past generationl. We very war
recommend these p vol to the ion of our readers.”’—Chronicle.

“ A more ugreeable and entertaining book has not been publilhed since Boswell produ
his remini of J —Qbserver,

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF ELIZABETH DAVIS, A B
LACLAVA NURSE. Edited by JANE WILLIAMS. 2 vols. post 8

““In this true story of a Welshwoman’s life, we fancy, now and then, that we are reac
fiction by Defoe. Thecourse of events is so natural, yet so unusual and amusing, the w]
book, in the quaint brevity of its manner, is so unlike the majority of stories and blograp
now-a-days published, that it is in the truest and hest sense of the word a new book,
book like half the booksthat have been written beforc it, and half those we are yet desti
to read. We think we must have said more than enough to send a great mnny of our rea
to this curious and pleasant book.””— Examiner.

“ This is, in many respects, an extraordinary book ; narrating a series of strange
vanous penonul adventures, and contulnlng an nnlmnted reclnl of the heroine’s perst




HE LIFE OF MARIE DE MEDICIS, QUEEN OF

FRANCE, Coxsorr or HEnNrY IV., AND REGENT UNDER Louis XIIL
By MISS PARDOE, Author of *Louis XIV, and the Court of France, in
the 17th Century,” &c. Second Edition. 3 large vols. 8vo. with fine
Portraits.

EMOIRS OF THE BARONESS D'OBERKIRCH,
ILLUSTRATIVE OF THE SECRET HisTory OF THE CoURTS oF FraNCE,
Russia, aAND GerMany. Writren sy HERSELF, and Edited by Her
Grandson, the COUNT DE MONTBRISON. 3 vols. post 8vo. 15s.

The Baroness d’Oberkirch being the intimate friend of the Empress of Russia,
e of Paul I, and the confidential companion of the Duchess of Bourbon, her
ilities for obtaining information respecting the most private affairs of the
ncipal Courts of Europe, render her Memoirs unrivalled as a book of interest-
- anecdotes of the royal, noble and other celebrated individuals who flourished
the continent during the latter part of the last century. Among the royal per-
ages introduced to the readerin this work, are Louis XVI., Marie Antoinette,
lip Egalité, and all the Princes of France then living—Peter the Great, the
ypress Catherine, the Emperor Paul, and his sons Constantine and Alexander,
Russia—Frederick the Great and Prince Henry of Prussia—the Emperor
seph 11. of Austria—Gustavus I1I, of Sweden—Princess Christina of Saxony
Sobieski, and Czartoriski of Poland—and the Princes of Brunswick and
irtemburg. Among the most remarkable persons are the Princes and
ncesses de Lamballe, de Ligne and Galitzin—the Dukes and Duchesses de
viseul, de Mazarin, de Boufflers, de la Valliere, de Guiche, de Penthiévre, and
Polignac—Cardinal de Roban, Marshals Biron and d’Harcourt, Count de
remberg, Baroness de Krudener, Madame Geoffrin, Talleyrand, Mirabeau, and
cker—with Count Cagliostrc, Mesmer, Vestris, and Madame Mara; and the
k also includes such literary celebrities as Voltaire, Condorcet, de la Harpe,
Beaumarchais, Rousseau, Lavater, Bernouilli, Raynal, de I’Epée, Huber,
'he, Wieland, Malesherbes, Marmontel, de Stael and de Genlis; with some
gular disclosures respecting those celebrated Englishwomen, Elizabeth Chud-
h, Duchess of Kingston, and Lady Craven, Margravine of Anspach.

A\INTING AND CELEBRATED PAINTERS, AN-

CIENT and MODERN ; including Historical and Critical Notices of the
Schools of Italy, Spain, France, Germany, and the Netherlands. Edited by
LADY JERVIS. 2 vols. post 8vo. 12s. bound.

* This hook is designed to give to the general public a popular knowledge of the History
Painting and the characters of Painters, with especial reference to the most prominent
ng those of their works which are to be seen in English galleries. It is pleasantly written
i the intention of serving a useful purpose, It succeeds in its design, and will be of rea

to the multitude of picture seers. As a piece of agreeable reading also, it is unex-
ionable.””—Examiner.

* This useful and well-arranged compendium will be found of value to the amateur, and
sing as well as instructive to the general reader ; and, to give it still further praise, the
ector will find abundance of most useful information, and many an artist wiil rise from
perusal of the work with a much clearer idea of his art than he had before. We sum up
merits by recommending it as an scceptable handbook to the principal galleries, and a
tworthy gulde to a kpowledge of the celebrated paintings in Eugland, and that this
rmation is valuable and much required by many thousands is a well-proven fact.”—
day Times,



PASSAGES IN THE LIFE OF A SOLDIER; O
MILITARY SERVICE IN THE EAST AND WEST. By LIEUT.-Ci
SIR JAMES E. ALEXANDER, K.C.L.S,, & 2 vols, post 8vo. W
Illustrations, 21s. bound.

“These volumes are deeply interesting and full of

“ One great merit of the * Passages’ s readableness. Another feature of the wor
experience. The author hae served in India, South Africa, Canada, and the Crimea ; i
having given a good deal of attention to military matters, his opinion is worth attention,
Spee

MY EXILE. BY ALEXANDER HERZEN. 2 w 2

* From these admirable memoirs the reader may derive a clear idea of Russian polt
soclety. Mr. Herzen’s narrative, ably and anaffectedly written, and undoubtedly authent
indeed superior in Interest to nine-tenths of the existing works on Russia.”—A44

“The author of these memoirs is one of the most dutinguluhed writers of his nat

PEPRY

information.”—M e

A politician and historian, he ly k before the Emperor Nich
feared and persecuted him as an_enemy. He was twice arrested, twice exiled. In
Eanglish ion of his he a highly chamuﬂstlc view ol’ Rul

official society, interspersed with sketches of rural life, episodes of p!

and fragments of serious speculation. We gain from this varrative of penecutlon und L
a better idea of the governing system in Russia, than from any previous work. It is xic
curlous and authentic detall.””—The Leader.

THE MOSLEM AND THE CHRISTIAN; OR, ADVE

TURES IN THE EAST. By SADYK PASHA. Revised with orig
Notes, by COLONEL LACH SZYRMA. 3 vols. 15s.

“Sadyk Pasha, the author of this work. is a Pole of noble birth, He {s now commanr
of the Tarkish C ks, a corps org d b The vol on the Moslem
the Christian, partly fact and partly fiction, written by him, and translated by Colc
Seyrma, display very well the literary spirit of the soldier. They are full of the advent
and emotions that belong to love and war; they treat of the present time, they lntrod
many existing people, and have the Danubian principalities for scene of action, Here
sources of popularity which the book fairly clatms.”—Ezaminer.

HOME LIFE IN RUSSIA. REVISED BY COL. LAC
SZYRMA, Editor of “ ReveLATIONS oF StBERIA.” 2 vols, post8vo. 128

“This work gives a very interesting and graphic of the and 1
the Russian people. The most interesting and amusing parts of the work will be found ta
those interior scenes in the houses of the wealthy and middle classes of Russia npon wh
we have but scanty information, although they are some of the most striking and trutt
indications of the progress and civilization of a country. As such we recommend them to
study of our readers.”—Observer,

REVELATIONS OF SIBERIA. BY A BANISHE
LADY. Third and cheaper Edition. 2 vols. post 8vo. 16s.

“ A thoroughly good book. It cannot be read by too many people.”~Household Woy

¢ The authoress of these volumes was a lady of quality, who, having incurred |
displeasure of the Russian Government for a political offence, was exiled to Siberia. I
place of her exile was Berezov, the most northern part of this northern penal settiement ; a
in it she spent about two years, not unorofitably, as the reader will find by her interest
work, containing a lively and graphic picture of the country. the people, their manners a
customs, &c. The book gives a most important and val ight into the
what has been hitherto the terra incognita of Russian de:pothm."—l)auly News.

¢ Since the publication of the f: the ¢ Exiles of Siberia,’ we hln h
nuoc account of these dennlate landa more attractive thun the nregent work e loks

t




HE JOURNALS AND CORRESPONDENCE OF
GENERAL SIR HARRY CALVERT, Barr, G.C.B. and G.C.H., Ap-
JUTANT-GENERAL OF THE PORCES UNDER H.R.H. THE DukE oF York
comprising the Campaigns in Flanders and Holland in 1793-94; with an
Appendix containing His Plans for the Defence of the Country in case of
Invasion. Edited by His Son, SIR HARRY VERNEY, Bart. 1 vol. royad
8vo., with large maps, 14s. bound.

* Both the journals and letters of Capt. Calvert are full of interest. Sir Harry

ney has performed his duties of editor very well, The book is creditable to all parties
cerned in its production.”—Atk

ECOLLECTIONS OF MY MILITARY LIFE. BY
COLONEL LANDMANN, Late of the Cores or RovaL Enceinekms,
Author of “ Adventures and Recollections.” 2 vols. post 8vo. 12s. bound.

* Much as has been written of late years about war and Wellington, we know of nothing
it contains 20 striking a picture of the march and the battle as seen by an individual, or so
se and homely a sketch of the Great Captain in the outset of the European career of Str
hur Wellesley.”—Spectator.

¢ The deserved popularity with which the previous volumes of Colonel Landmann’s
rentures were received will be increased by the present portion of these interesting and
using records of a long life passed in active and arduous lervice The Colonel’l
ewdoess of observation renders his sketches of ch highly g.""—Brit

OLONEL LANDMANN'S ADVENTURES AND RE-
COLLECTIONS. 2 vols. post 8vo. 12s. bound.

¢ Among the anecdotes in this work will be found notices of King George III., the Dukes
Kent, Cumberland, Cambridge, Clarence, and Richmond, the Princess Augusta, Genera}
rth, Sir Harry Mildmay, Lord Charles Somerset, Lord Edward Fitzgerald, Lord Heath-
d, Captain Grose, &c. The vol bound in i ing matter. The anecdotes are
: and all amusing.”—Observer.,

DVENTURES OF THE CONNAUGHT RANGERS.
Seconp Series. By WILLIAM GRATTAN, Esa., late LiEuTENANT
CoNNAUGHT RANGERS. 2 vols. 2ls. bound.

“In this second series of the adv: of this fi gi t, the author extends
s marrative from the first formation of the gallant 88th up to the occupation of Paris. All
2 battles, sieges, and skirmishes, in which the regiment took part, are described. The
lumes are interwoven with original anecdotes that give a freshness and spirit to the whole.
e stories, and the sketches of society and manners, with the anecdotes of the celebrities of
e time, are told in an agreeable and unaffected manner. The work bears all the character
ics of 3 soidier’s igl ward and entertaining narrative.””—Sunday Times.

CAPTAIN THOMAS SMITH, late AsSISTANT POLITICAL-RESIDENT AT
NeravuL. 2 vols, post 8vo. 12s. bound.

“No man conld be better qualified to describe Nepaul than Captain Smith; and his
pcdse, but clear and graphic account of its history, its natural productions, its laws and
stoms, and the character of its warlike inhabi is very ag ble and instructive
ding. A separate ch:apter, not the least entertaining in the book, is devoted to anecdotes
the Nepaulese mission, of whom, and of their visit to Europe, many remarkable stories

 told."—Post.




ART AND NATURE, AT HOME AND ABROAD. 1

G. W. THORNBURY. Esa. 2 vols. post 8vo. 21s. bound.

“This 1s the best book Mr, Thornbury has written. Being an artist, he writes ab
art; as a Londoner, with quick eyes and a cultivated taste, he writes of London ; as
artist who bas travelled he tells anecdotes and dwells on scenes of his past life abroad.
this he does in a frank, genuine way.”— Exrami

““This is a book belonging to the tribe of which Geoffrey Crayon is patriarch. |
Thornbury’s drawing may be lesa accurate than cruyom drawing, but it is richer in colc
and wider and more versatile in the choice of subjects. As s whole, Mr. Thornbu
volumes are lively, pictorial, and various.” —Athenaum.

“ We have not met with so origlual a work for many a day as these two volumes by ]
Thornbury. They have the freedom and freshness of genius. Acute observation is cc
bined with great research; yet the style is so dashing, that the last thing we think of is |
variety and the extent of knowledge which these sketches evince. Mr. Thornbury’s volun
contain matter to please all tastes. H. is grave and gay, pictureaque and reflective ; and
all moods and on all subj be is vivaci and ing.”—The Press.

“Of all Mr. Thornbury’s contributions to the literature of the day, his Sketel
entitled ¢ Art and Nature ’ are the best.”—Morning Post.

CLASSIC AND HISTORIC PORTRAITS. BY JAME
BRUCE. 2 vols. post 8vo. 12s. bound.

This work comprises Biographies of the following Classic and Historic Pe
sonages :—Sappho, Esop, Pythagoras, Aspasia, Milto, Agesilaus, Socrates, Plat
Alcibiades, Helen of Troy, Alexander the Great, Demetrius Poliorcetes, Secip
Africanus, Sylla, Cleopatra, Julius Ceesar, Augustus, Tiberius, Germanicu
Caligula, Lollia Panlina, Cesonia, Boadicea, Agrippina, Poppaa, Otho, Commodt
Caracalla, Heliogabalus, Zenobia, Julian the Apostate, Eudocia, Theodor
Charlemagne, Abelard and Heloise, Elizabeth of Hungary, Dante, Robert Bruc
Ignez de Castro, Agnes Sorrel, Jane Shore, Lucrezia Borgia, Anne Bullen, Dia
of Poitiers, Catherine de Medicis, Queen Elizabeth, Mary Queen of Scot
Cervantes, Sir Kenelm Digby, John Sobieski, Anne of Austria, Ninon de]’Enclo
Mlle. de Montpensier, the Duchess of Orleans, Madame de Maintenon, Catheris
of Russia, and Madame de Stael.

“ We find in these piquant volumes the liberal ontpourings of a ripe scholarship, t!
resuits of wide and varlous reading, given In a style and manner at once pleasant and pict
resque.”’ —Atheneum.

SCOTTISH HEROES IN THE DAYS OF WALLAC
AND BRUCE. By the Rev. A. LOW, A M. 2 vols. post 8vo. 2ls.

“We may say with confidence that it would not be easy to find a more enjoyable an
instructive book in the whole range of biographical and historical literature. Never befos
has full justice been done o the Scotch herces of the days of Wailace and Bruce, an
there is not a southron among us who will not read with deep and sympathetic lntere
this graphic and authentic parrative of their gallant expioits.”’—Morning Post.



MEMOIRS AND CORRESPONDENCE OF MAJOR
GENERAL SIR W. NOTT, G.C.B., CoMMANDER OF THE ARMY OF
CANDAHAR, AND Envoy AT THE Courr oF LuckNow. 2 vols. 8vo.
with Portrait. 16s. bound.

¢ These highly interesting voi give a valuable contribution to the history of India
and an admirable portrait of a niost distinguished officer.””—Jokn Bull.

“The volumes form a valuable contribution to the biographical stores of the age. To
the young soldier, in particular, they will form a most valuable guide, worthy to be placed
by the side of the Despatches of the great Duke of Wellington."—Messenger.

“ We know not a book, after the Wellington Despatches, more deserviag of the study of
» young officer. It might be made one of the standard manuals of military education.”
—Literary Gazette.

“ One of the most interesting records of military life that we possess, and a genuine nre-
morial of one who has achieved a right to be reck d g England’s g men.’—
Daily News.

MILITARY LIFE IN ALGERIA. BY THE COUNT P.
DE CASTELLANE. 2 vols. post 8vo. 12s. bound.
* We comnmend this book as really worth perusal. The volumes make us familiarly

acquainted with the nature of Algerian experience. St. Arnaud, Canrobert, Changarnier ,
Cavaignac, Lamoricidre, are brought prominently before the reader.’”’—Eraminer.

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF AN ENGLISH SOLDIER IN
THE UNITED STATES’ ARMY. 2 vols. post 8vo. 12s. bound.
“ The novelty characterising these interesting volumes is likely to secure them many
aders. The author went through the Mexican campaign with General Scott, and his volumes
tain much descriptive matter concerning battles, sieges, and marches on Mexican
erritory, besides their sketches of the normal chronlc condition of the United States’ soldier
in time of peace,”—Datly News.

CANADA AS IT WAS, IS, AND MAY BE. BY THE
late LIEUTENANT-COLONEL SIR R. BONNYCASTLE. Withan Account
of Recent Transactions, by SIR J. E. ALEXANDER, K.L.S., &c. 2 vols.,
post 8vo. with maps, &c., 12s.

ATLANTIC AND TRANSATLANTIC SKETCHES. BY
CAPTAIN MACKINNON, R.N. 2 vols. post 8vo. 12s. bound.

* Captain Mackinnon’s sketches of America are of a striking character and per
value. His volumes convey a just impression of the United States. They are light, ani.
mated, and lively, full of racy sketches, pictures of life, anecdotes of society, visits to re-
markable men and famous places, sporting episodes, &c., very original and interesting.”’—
Sunday Times.

SPAIN AS IT IS. BY G. A. HOSKINS, ESQ.

2 vols. post 8vo. 21s.

HISTORY OF CORFU ; AND OF THE REPUBLIC
OF THE IONIAN ISLANDS. By LIEUT. H. J. W. JERVIS, Royal
Artillery. 1 vol. post 8vo. 6s.



ORIENTAL AND WESTERN SIBERIA. A NAR-

RATIVE OF SEVEN YEARS' EXPLORATIONS AND ADVENTURES IN SIBERIA,
‘MonNGoLIA, Daouria, THE KirGHIS STEPPES, CHINESE TARTARY, AND
Part oF CenTtrAL AsiA. By THOMAS WITLAM ATKINSON. Dedi-
cated, by Permission, to His Imperial Majesty, Alexander II., Emperor of
All the Russias, &c. In one large volume, royal 8vo., Price £2. 2s.,
elegantly bound. Embellished with upwards of 50 Illustrations, including
numerous beautifully coloured plates, from drawings by the Author, and
a map.

EXTRACT FROM THE ‘ATHENZRUM.”—“Mr. Atkinson's sketches were made Dy
express permission of the late Emperor of Russia, during seven years’ hunting, sketch-
ing, and travelling in the plains and mountains of Oriental aud Western Siberia,
Mangolla, Daouria, the Kirghis Steppes, Chinese Tartary, and Central Asia. Perbaps, no
English artist was ever before admitted into this enchanted land of history, or provided with
the talisman and amulet of a general passport; and well has Mr. Atkinson availed himaelf
of the privilege. Mr. Atkinson’s encampments lead us away into forests, gorges of moun-
tatns, where the thunder shakes the ground and the lightning strikes, like God’s sword-biade,
amang the trees—where the Tartars cower in their felt hut, and the tea-drinkers grow silent
round the red logs. Rivers to swim, torrents to pass, became trifies to this adventuroms
traveller, who has brought us records of places never, perbaps, before visited; for mo
Eaglishman has been there—no Russian traveller has written of them.”

ExrTract FPrROM THE “ EXAMINER.”—“Mr. T, W, Atkinson, an artist of extra.
ordicary merit, in pursuit of the picturesque, has ventured into regions where, pro-
bably, no European foot, save his, has ever trodden. Mr. Atkinson’s travels embrace
Orlental and Western Siberia, Mongolia, Daouria, the Kirghis Steppes, Chinese Tartary,
and portious of Central Asia, and occupied him for the space of seven years, time which he
bas turned to admirable account. It argues no slight devotion to Art, to have undertaken
the task of giving to civilised Europe a transcript of what is at once most beautiful and
most wonderful in nature, in countries 80 remote, so difficult of access, and, in many
instances, so dangerous to the traveller, whose enterprise led him there. The public may
really feel grateful to Mr. Atkinson for thus widely extending our knowledge of this hitherto
anknown but most interesting part of the globe,”

NARRATIVE OF A JOURNEY ROUND THE WORLD,

Comprising A WINTER PAssAGE Across THE ANDEs T0 CHILI, WITH A
VisiT To THE GOLD REGIONS OF CALIFORNIA AND AUSTRALIA, THE SOUTH
SEa IspLanps, Java, &c. By F. GERSTAECKER. 3 vols. 31s. 6d.

¢ Starting from Bremen for California, the author of this Narrative proceeded to Rio,
and thence to Buenos Ayres; where he exchanged the wild seas for the yet wilder Pampas,
and made his way on horseback to Valparaiso across the Cordilleras—s winter passage full of
diﬁculty and danger. From Valparaiso he sailed to California, and visited San Francisco,
to, and the mining districts generally. Thence he steered his coarse to the Soath
Sen Islands, resting at Honolulu, Tahiti, and other gems of the sea in that quarter, and from
thence to Sydney, marching through the Murray Valiey, and inspecting the Adelaide distriet:
From Australia be dashed onward to Java, riding through the interior, and tuking a general
survey of Batavia, with a glance at Japan and the Japanese. An active, intelligent, observant
man, the notes he made of his adventures are full of variety and interest. His descriptions of
places and persons are lively, and his remarks on natural productious and the phenomena of
esrth, ses, and sky are always sensible, and made with a view to practical results. Those
portions of the Narrative which refer to California and Australia are replete with vivid
sketches ; and indeed the whole work abounds with living and picturesque descriptions of
men, manners, and localities.”’—Globe.




LAKE NGAMI; OR EXPLORATIONS AND DIS-

covERIES DURING FOUR YEARs’ WANDERINGS IN THE WiLDs 03
Sourn-WEesTERN ArricA. By CHARLES JOHN ANDERSSON. 1 vol
royal 8vo., with Map and upwards of 50 Illustrations, representing Sport-
ing Adventures, Subjects of Natural History, &c. Second Edition, 30s
handsomely bound.

*This narrative of African explorations and discoveries is one of the most important
geographical works that have lately appeared. It ins the of two journeys
made between the years 1850 and 1854, in the first of which the countries of the Damaras
and the Ovambo, previously scarcely known in Europe, were explored; and in the second
the newly-discovered Lake Ngami was reached by a route that had been deemed imprao-
teable, but which proves to be the shortest and the best. The work contains much scientifix
and accurate information as to the geolugy, the scenery, products, and resources of thx
zegions explored, with notices of the religion, manners, and customs of the native tribes
The continual sporting adventures, and other remarkable occurrences, intermingled with
the narrative of travel, make the book as interesting to read as a romance, as, indeed,
good book of travels ought always to be. The illustrations by Wolf are admirably designed
and most of them represent scenes as striking as any witnessed by Jules Gérard or Gordor
Oumming.”—Literary Gazette.

“Mr. Audersson has made no hackneyed excursion up the Nile and back again, but 2
peinful journey, something between a pilgrimage and a wild-beast hunt, which might have
tried the patlence of a fakir and the pluck of a gladiator. Such narratives are agreeabie
cbanges in our day, and take hold of attention like the old travels, Mr. Andersson is
good.natured and cheerful writer; and his book may be read with as much pleasure as
profit. For the details of a romantic and laborlous journey,—for particulars about the
omtrich, the hippopotamus, the lion, and the hysna,—for curious illustrations of savage
life,—for that kind of | which is kened by dangers bravely, and by fatigues stontly
borne—readers would do well to consult the book itself. The printers and engravers have
done BMr. Andersson justice ; and we think the reading public will go and do likewige.”—
Athenaum.

*This handsome book is one for everybody to read. As a record of travel, every page is
fascinating, while the naturalist and the geographer will be delighted with the new facts ¥
reveals. The sporting adventures of Mr. Andersson, too, are not less wonderful than thowe
of preceding African travellers. The Piates are numerous and admirable,”—The Press,

THE OXONIAN IN NORWAY; OR, NOTES OF
ExcurstonNs IN TAAT CounTry. By the Rev. F. METCALFE, M.A.
Fellow of Lincoln College, Oxford. New and Cheaper Edition, revised
1 vol. post 8vo., with Map and additional Illustrations, 10s. 6d. bound.

¥ ‘The Oxonian in Norway’ is replete with interest, is written in an animated style
and is one of those books which cannot fail to be at the same time amusing and instructtv

i, Metcalfe visited places where an Englishman was a rarity; and all who take an inteses

a cnnoma practised by various peoples, will welcome his book for the accounts of Nor

s and which have not been touched upon before. Numerous inte

reenng and iti lotes, in jon with the author’s excursions in pursuit o

fishing and lhooting, pervade throughout.”-—Chronicle.
* Mr. Metcalfe’s book is as full of facts and interesting information as it can hold, anc
fs interlarded with racy snecdotes. Some of these are highly original and entertaining

More than this, it is a truly valuable work, ining a fund of infor lon on the !
politics, and religion of the countries visited.”—Blackwood's Magazine,




CHOW-CHOW ; BEING SELECTIONS FROM A JOUR-
NAL KEPT IN INDIA, &c. By the VISCOUNTESS FALKLAND.
New and Revised Edition, 2 vols. 8vo., with Illustrations, 30s. bound.

# Lady Falkland’s work may be read with interest and pleasure, and the reader will rise
rom the perusal instructed as well as amused.”—Atheneum,

‘¢ Few writers on India enjoyed the ad ges p d by Lady Falkland, who, as
vife to the Governor of Bombay, had access to every source of information, and hence her
Journal has a reality about it which, coupled with the acute observation and good descrip-
ive powers of the authoress, renders it as pleasant reading as we could desire.”—Press.

* Au extremely pleasant book; as full of information as to the manners and customs
¥ the East, asit is of amusing and instructive matter of entertai t. Lady Falkland is
. most delightful companion. She leads the reader along, listening to her descriptions
wntil he becomes as familiar with India as if he had been dwelling there for years.””—Herald.

SPORTING ADVENTURES IN THE NEW WORLD ;
QGR, DAYS AND NIGHTS OF MOOSE HUNTING IN THE PINE
FORESTS OF ACADIA. By CAMPBELL HARDY, RovaL ARTILLERY.
2 vols. post 8vo. with illustrations, 21s. bound.

“ A spirited record of sporting adventures, very entertaining and well worthy the atten-
ion of all sportamen who desire some fresher field than Europe can afford them. The
orests of Nova Scotia abound in moose, cariboo, bears, wolves, partridge, snipe and wild
luck, while the rivers are teeming with salmon and other fish, so that Lieutenant Hardy’s
port was of the best kind, and in the details which he has given usthereis much to

nterest and amuse. He is a thorough sportsman, patient, skilful, and active, and relates
is adventures with the gusto of a man who enjoys the life.””—The Press.

[RAVELS IN EUROPEAN TURKEY: THROUGH

Bosnga, SEmvVIA, BuLgaria, Maceponia, RouMELIA, ALBANIA, AND
Epirus; wiTH A VisiT 0 GREECE AND THE JoN1aN Isies, and a HoMEe-
WARD ToUR THROUGH HUNGARY AND THE SCLAVONIAN PROVINCES OF
AvusTrIA oN THE Lower DanuBe. By EDMUND SPENCER, Esaq.
Author of “Travels in Circassia,” etc. Second and Cheaper Edition, in
2 vols. 8vo., with Illustrations, and a valuable Map of European Turkey
from the most recent Charts in the possession of the Austrian and Turkish
Governments, revised by the Author, 18s.

ARCTIC MISCELLANIES, A SOUVENIR OF THE

LATE POLAR SEARCH. By rae OFFICERS axp SEAMEN oF TmE
EXPEDITION. DEeDICATED BY PERMISSION TO THE LORDS OF THE
ApmiraLTy. Second Edition. 1 vol,, with Ilustrations. 6s.

4 This volume is not the least interesting or instructive among the records of the.late
xpedition in search of Sir John Franklin, commanded by Captain Austin.”’—Times.

A\ PILGRIMAGE INTO DAUPHINE; WITH A VISIT

TO THE MONASTERY OF THE GRANDE CHARTREUSE, AND ANECDOTES,
INcIDENTS, AND SKETCHES FROM TwWENTY DEPARTMENTS OF FRANCE.
By the REV. G. M. MUSGRAVE, A.M. 2 vols. with Illustrations. 21s.

“ It would be difficult to find a more agreeable and instructive travelling companion
hens the author of these volumes. He has sufficient antiquarian, scientific, and artistic
nowledge to make him an enlightened observer and reporter, and a quickness of discern-
seat which detects the smallest point of interest.”’—Globe.



RUSSIA AFTER THE WAR: THE NARRATIVE 0]
A Vlgrr 'roz'{:u‘ CounTrY IN 1856. By SELINA BUNBURY. 2 vols
post 8vo. .

¢ We congratulate Miss Bunbury upon having written a very entertaining book-—on
that has the merit of being readable from the beginning to the end. The author saw al
that she could, and has described with much vivacity all she saw  Ber book is full @
pleasant pictures, commencing with St. Petersburg and its lions, and ending with th
ooronation. It will ind numerous readers.”—Daily News.

“ Miss Bunbury’s vivacious sketches are not only piquant with meaning as to the stat.
of society in Russia, but have all the charm and freshness of first impressions on an active
thonghtful, and observing mind.” We can cordially recommend the work, as presenting
very entertaining and varied panorama of the route taken by this intelligent Jady, anc
moreover, as conveying the most recent information with regard to the present state an
condition of the more important parts of the Czar’s vast territories.”—Morning Post.

A SUMMER IN NORTHERN EUROPE; INCLUD

ING SKETCHES IN SWEDEN, Norway, FINLAND, THE ALAND ISLAND:
GorHLAND, etc. By SELINA BUNBURY. 2 vols. post 8vo., 21s,

¢ All readers of the works of lady-travellers will be glad to know that they are favoure
again by Miss Bunbury with a t of Ler experience in Northern Europe, includin
much of the seat of the late war—Finland for example, and the Aland Isles. ‘The bog
is a very welcome contribution to the reading 'of the season.”— Examiner.

“ A very lively and agreeable book of travels, full of sketches of national character an
descriptions of scenery given in a pleasing and entertaining style. To all who wish for
gay and vaned panoramu of northern life and scenery, and for a work full of information an
enter! d these vol as g the most lively and generaliy attrac
tive travels thnt have lately appeared.”—Sun.

THE WABASH: OR, ADVENTURES OF AN ENG
LISH GENTLEMAN’S FAMILY IN THE INTERIOR OF AMERICA
By J. R. BESTE, Esa. 2vols. post 8vo. 21s.
“ Mr. Beste’s book is interesting. In literary merit it is above the majority of books «
travel. It deserves consultation from all who may wish to receive a candid, sensibie, an
fair account of the author's experience.””—AtAenzum.

AUSTRALIA AS IT IS: ITSSETTLEMENTS, FARMS
AND GOLD FIELDS. By F. LANCELOT, MiNEraLoGICAL Sus
VEYOR IN THE AUSTRALIAN CoLONIES. Second Edition. 2 vols. 12s.

4 This is an unadorned account of the actual condition in which these colonies are foun
by a professional surveyor and mineralogist, who goes over the ground with a careful glan«
and a remarkable aptitude for seizing on the practical portions of the subject. On tb
olimate, the vegetation, and the agricultural resources of the country, he is copious in tl
extreme, and to the intending emigrant an invaluable instructor. As a guide to the auriferot
regions, as weli as the pastoral solitudes of Australia, the work is unsurpassed.”—Globe.

A LADY'S VISIT TO THE GOLD DIGGINGS O]
AUSTRALIA. By MRS.CLACY. 1vol. 6s. bound.

“ The most pithy and entertaining of all the books that have been written on the go
diggings.””—Literary Gazelte.
LIGHTS AND SHADOWS OF AUSTRALIAN LIFF
By MRS. CLACY. 2 vols. post 8vo. 12s. bound.

“While affording amusement to the general reader, these ‘Lights and Shadows
Awstralian Life,’ are full of useful hints to intending emigrants.”’—Literary Gazelte.




HE CRESCENT AND THE CROSS. BY ELIOT WAR-
BURTON. Thirteenth Edition. 1 vol., with 15 Illustrations, 6s. bound.

“ Independently of its value as an original narrative, and its usefu} and interesting
formation, this work is remarkable for the colouring power and play of fancy with which
 descriptions are enlivened. Among its greatest and most lasting charms is its reverent
d serious spirit.”—Quarterly Review.

“A book calculated to prove more practically useful was never penned than the
cencent and the Cross’—a work which surpaeses all others in its homage for the sublime
d its love for the beautiful In those famous regions consecrated to everlasting immow-
ity in the annals of the prophets—and which no other modern writer has ever depicted
th a pencil at once 80 reverent and picturesque.”—Sun.

“In the mixture of story with enecdote, information and impression, it perhaps suz.
sees ‘ Eothen.’ Innumerable passages of force, vivacity, or humour are to be found in
is volume.”—Spectator.

RAVELS IN PERSIA, GEORGIA, AND KOOR-

DISTAN, wite SkeETcHES oF THE Cossacks aND THE Cavcasvs. By
Dr. MORITZ WAGNER. 3 vols., post 8vo.

#We have here learning without pedantry, acute and close observation without the
limm of uninteresting details, the reflections of a philosopher intermixed with the pleasant
wies and graphic sketches of an plished traveller.”—Literary Guzett

“ A book which abounds in varied and useful information, We doubt whether anywhere -
» reader can find a more trustworthy and satisfactory account of the Koords of Persia, or of
2 C ks of the C. , than in these interesting volumes.”’—Post.

OREST LIFE IN CEYLON. BY W. KNIGHTON, M.A.,

Second Edition, 2 vols. post 8vo. 21s.

“ A very clever and amusing book, by one who has lived as a planter and journalist many
w3 1 Ceylon. The work is filled with interesting accounts of the sports, resources, pro-
ctions, scenery, and traditions of the fsland. The sporting adventures are narrated in a
y apirited manner.”—Standard.

“We have no recollection of a more interesting or instructive work on Ceylon and the
1getese than that which Mr, Knighton has just given to the world. It displaysa great deal of
rteness and sagacity in its observation of men and manners, and coutains a vast deal of
«fal information on topics, historical, political, and commercial, and has the charm of a
ent and graphic style.,”—Morning Post.

ROPICAL SKETCHES; OR, REMINISCENCES OF
AN INDIAN JOURNALIST. BY W. KNIGHTON, M.A. 2vols. 12s.
# When Mr, Knighton’s pl t vol on Ceylon were published, we freely gave his
bication the praise which lt appears to have well deserved, since another edition has been,
ledfor. Amongst the writersof the day, weknow of none who are morefelicitousin hitting off
h an i ¥, the characters he has met with, and his descriptive powers are firet-
e. Take his Sketches up ands open where you will, every page teems with instruction,
wined with lively detail.”’—Sunday Times.

IVE YEARS IN THE WEST INDIES.. BY CHARLES
W.DAY,Esq. 2 vols. post 8vo. 2ls.

@ ¢ would be unjust to deny the vigour, brilliancy and varied interest of this work, the
udant stores of lote and incident, and the copious detall of loca! habits and peculiarities
»ach island visited in succession.”—Globe.




A PERSONAL NARRATIVE OF THE DISCOVER!
OF THE NORTH-WEST PASSAGE with Numerous Incidents of Trave
and Adventure during nearly Five Years’ Continuous Service in the Arct
Regions while in Search of the Expedition under Sir John Franklin. E
ALEX. ARMSTRONG, M.D., R.N., late Surgeon and Naturalist of H.M.
¢ Investigator” 1 vol. With Map and Plate, 16s.

* This book is sure to take a prominent position in every library in which works
discovery and adventure are to be met with. Itis a record of the most memorable ge
graphical discovery of the present age. It comes from one who has himself active
participated in all the stirring incidents and exciting scenes it so ably describes, and th
possesses that charm of freshness and interest no mere compiler can ever hope to obtat
The stirring passages of Dr. Armstrong’s narrative bear ample evidence of their havir
been written by an accomplished and highly.educated man, p d of quick ihi
ties, cultivated powers, and a refined mind.””— Daily News,

“As a full and authentic record, Dr. Armstrong’s work will be one of the wn
valuable of the Arctic narratives.”—Literary Gazette.

THE WANDERER IN ARABIA. BY G. T. LOWTE
Esa. 2 vols. post 8vo. with Illustrations. 21s. bound.

“ An excellent pook, pervaded by a heaithy enthusiasm, novel and varied in its inciden
pieturesque in its descriptions, and running over with h interest.”—Sun.

¢ Mr. Lowth has shown himself in these volumes to be an intelligent traveller, a ke
observer of nature, and an accomplished artist. The general reader will find in his descr}
flons of his wanderings in Arabia, and among the most interesting monuments of o
Christian lands, a great deal that cannot fail to interest and amuse him.—Post.

"EIGHTEEN YEARS ON THE GOLD COAST O

AFRICA; INCLUDING AN ACCOUNT OF THE NATIVE TRIBES, AND THEI

INTERCOURSE WITH EuropEaNs. By BRODIE CRUICKSHANK, MemBE

oF THE LeeisLaTive Councis, CaPE CoasT CASTLE. 2 vols. post 8vo. 21

*This is one of the most interesting works that ever yet came into our hands.

possesses the charm of introducing us to habits and manners of the human family of whi
before we had no pti Mrs. Beecher Stowe’s work has, indeed, made us all famil}
with the degree of intelligence and the disposition of the pl d African ; but it h
been reserved to Mr. Cruickshank to exhibit the children of Ham in their original state, as
to prove, as his work proves to demonstration, that, by the extension of a knowledge of tl
Gospel, and by that only can the African be brought within the pale of civilization. W
anxiously desire to direct public attention to a work so valuaBle. An incidental episode
the work is an affecting narrative of the death of the gifted Letitia Elizabeth Landon (L, £,L
written a few months after her marriage with Governor Maclean.”—Standard.

THE HOLY PLACES: A NARRATIVE OF TW!

YEARS' RESIDENCE IN JERUSALEM AND PALESTINE. B
HANMER L. DUPUIS. Wita Nores oN THE DispERsED CANAANIT
Triees, by JOSEPH DUPUIS, late British Vice-Consul in Tripoli an
Tunis. 2 vols. with Illustrations, 21s. bound.

EIGHT YEARS IN PALESTINE, SYRIA, AND ASI.
MINOR. By F, A. NEALE, Esa., LaTe ArracHED To THE CONSULA
SErVICE IN SyYriA. Second Edition, 2 vols. with Illustrations, 12s.

KHARTOUM AND THE NILES. BY GEORGE MELLS?

Esa. Second Edition. 2 vols. with Maps and Illustrations, 12s. bound.




RULE AND MISRULE OF THE ENGLISH IN
AMERICA. By the Author of “ SAM SLICK.” 2 vols. post8vo. 2ls.

¢ We conceive this work to be by far the most valuable and important Judge Haliburton
as ever written. While teeming with interest, moral and historical, to the general reader,
 equally a philosophical study for the politician and statesman. It will be found
0 let in a flood of llght upon the actual origin, formation, and progress of the republic of
he United States.”—Navel and Military Gazette.

3 AM SLICK'S NATURE AND HUMAN NATURE.
2 vols. post 8vo. 24s. bound.

¢ Since Sam Slick’s first work he has written nothing so fresh, racy, and genuinely
umorous as this. Every line of it tells some way or other; instructively, satirically,
cosely, or wittily. Admiration at Sam’s mature talents, and laughter at his droll yarns,
nstantly alternate, as with unhalting avidity we peruse these last volumes of his. They
ynsist of 25 Chapters, each containing a tale, & sketch, or an adventure. In every one of
tem, the Clockmaker proves himself the fe time kitler a-going.””—Observer.

AM SLICK'S WISE SAWS AND MODERN
INSTANCES ; or, WHAT HE SAID, DD, OR INVENTED. Second Edition.
2 vols. post 8vo. 2ls.

“ We do not fear to predict that these delightful volumes will be the most popular, as
eyond doubt, they are the best, of all Judge Haliburton's admirable works. The ¢ Wise
aws and Modern Instances’ evince powers of imagination and expression far beyond what
ren his former publications counld lead any one to ascribe to the author. We bave, it is true
ng been familiar with his quaint humour and racy narrative, but the volumes before us
ke a loftier range, and are sorich in fun and good sense, that to offer an extract as a
imple would be an injustice to author and reader. It is one of the pleasantest books we
rer read, and we earnestly recommend it.”’—Standard.

“The humour of Sam Slick isinexhaustible. He is ever and everywhere a welcome
sitor ; smiles greet his approach, and wit and wisdom hang upon his tongue. The present
altogether a most edifying production, remarkable alike for its racy humour, its sound
hilosophy, the felicity of its illustrations, and the dellcacy of its satire. We promise our
aders a great treat from the perusal of these ‘ Wise Suws and Modern Instances,’ which
atain a world of practical wisdom, and a treasurv of the richest fun,”—Morning Post.

'HE AMERICANS AT HOME; OR, BYEWAYS

BACKWOODS, AND PRAIRIES. Edited by the Author of “SAM
SLICK.” 3 vols. post 8vo. 3ls. 6d.

“In the picturesque delineation of character, and the felicitous portraiture of national
atures, no writer of the present day equals Judge Haliburton. ¢The Americans at Home *
ill not be less popular than any of his previous works.”’— Posé,

'RAITS OF AMERICAN HUMOUR. EDITED BY
the Author of * SAM SLICK.” 3vols. post 8vo. 31s, 6d.

¢ No man has done more than the facetious Judge Haliburton, through the mouth
e fuimitable ¢ Sam,’ to make the old parent country recognize and appreciate her queer
ansatlantic progeny. His present collection of comic stories and laughabie traits is a
adget of fun full of rich specimens of American humour,”—Givbe.



THE RIDES AND REVERIES OF MR. Z£SOP SMITE
By MARTIN F. TUPPER. 1 vol. post 8vo. 10s. 6d. bound.

A WOMAN'S THOUGHTS ABOUT WOMEN. B

the Author of *“JorN HaLiFax, GENTLEMAN.” 1 vol. crown 8vo. 10s.6
bound.

PEN AND PENCIL PICTURES. BY THOMA

HOOD. Second Edition, Revised, with Additions. 1 vol. with numero
Illustrations, by the Author, 10s. 6d. bound.

** Few wiil have seen this book announced without having a wish to welcome it, Byl
poetry and his prose, Thomas Hood the Second distinctly announces himself to be}
fatber’s son. His music has a note here and there from the old household lullabies
* which his cradle was rocked. Some of his thoughts have the true family cast. But}
song is not wholly the song of a mocking-bird—his sentiment can flow in chanuels of b
own; and his speculations and his stories have a touch, taste, and flavour which indica
that Thomas Hood’s father's son may ripen and rise into one of those original and inc
vidual authors who brighten the times in which they write, and gladden the hearts of tho
amony whom their lot i8 cast.”’—Atheneum.

“We are happy to find that the delightful volume, ¢ Pen and Pencil Pictures,’ b
reached a second edition, and that the reception of the younger Thomas Hood, by t
public, has been worthy of the name he bears. The work is considerably augmented
passages of increased maturity and vigour, such as will contribute still further to |
popularity among the reading classes of the public.”— Liferary Guzette.

THE DRAMATIC WORKS OF MARY RUSSEL:
" MITFORD. Author of “ Our Village,” “ Atherton,” &c. 2 vols. post 8v
with Portrait of the Author and other Illustrations. 21s.

“ We recommend Miss Mitford’s dramas heartily to all by whom they are unknown.
more graceful addition conld not be made to any collection of dramatic works.”’— Blackwooc
* Miss Mitford has collected into one chaplet the laurels gathered in her prime of authc
ship. Laid by the side of the volume of dramatic works of Joanna Baillie, the
| suffer no disp This is high praise, and it is well deserved.”—AtAeneu:

SONGS OF THE CAVALIERS AND ROUNDHEADS
JACOBITE BALLADS, &c. By G. W. THORNBURY. 1 vol. wil
numerous lllustrations by H. S. Marks. 10s. 6d. elegantly bound.

* Mr. Thornbury has produced a volume of songs and ballads worthy to rank wit

Macanlay's or Aytoun’s Lays.”’—Chronicle.

“Those who love picture, life, and costnme in song will here find what they love.”-

Atheneum.

¢ This volume will raise Mr. Thornbury’s literary reputation higher than it has y
mounted. The vigour of his muse asserts itself in every line.”’ —Literary Gazette.

“The poems show great power, and profound thought and feeling. But, more than al
they display imagination. They glow with all the fire of poetry.”—Express.

THE MONARCHS OF THE MAIN; OR, ADVEN
TURES OF THE BUCCANEERS. By G. W. THORNBURY. 3 vols. 15

¢ An unwritten page of the world’s history is not to be met with every day. The auth
of these volumes has discovered one, and has supplied the deficiency. The deeds of alte
nate violence and heroism of the wild adventarers, who soon after the discovery of Americ
started forth in search of plunder, and sometimes of territorial conquest—now sweeping tl
main with their piratical vessels-~now surprising and sacking some rich and flourishis
town—now fortifying themselves ln some strong island-hold, where they could bid defian:
to a world in urms agai form the subject of a narrative rich in variety of inciden
and replete with striking exhibltionl of life and character. ‘To the lover of maritime uq
venture, these pages offer a fund of infiuite amusement, doubly attractive from the novel
of the theme.”—Jokn Bull,




AMILY ROMANCE; OR, DOMESTIC ANNALS OF
THE ARISTOCRACY. BY SIR BERNARD BURKE, Uister Kinag or
Anms. 2 vols. post 8vo. 21s.

Among the many other interesting legends and romantic family histories com-
ised in these volumes, will be found the following :—The wonderful narrative
Maria Stella, Lady Newborough, who claimed on such strong evidence to be
Princess of the House of Orleans, and disputed the identity of Louis Philippe—
1e story of the humble marriage of the beautiful Countess of Strathmore, and
e sufferings and fate of her only child—The Leaders of Fashion, from Gramons
D’Orsay—The rise of the celebrated Baron Ward, now Prime Minister as
rma—The curious claim to the Earldom of Crawford—The Strange Vicissitudes
our Great Families, replete with the most rorantic details—The story of the
rkpatricks of Closeburn (the ancestors of the French Empress), and the re-
arkable tradition associated with them—The Legend of the Lambtons—Ths
rification in our own time of the famous prediction as to the Earls of Mar—
dy Ogilvy’s escape—The Beresford and Wynyard ghost stories correctly told—
. &e.

* 1t were impossible to praise too highly as a work of amusement these two most tos
esting volumes, whether we should have regard to its excellent plan or its not less em
lent execution. The volumes are just what ought to be found on every drawing-room table
re you have nearly fifty captivating romances with the pith of all their interest preserve
nndiminished poignancy, and any one may be read in half an hour. It Is not the least o¢
jr merits that the are founded on fact: what, at least, has been handed down
truth by long tradition—and the romance of reality far exceeds the romance of fiction.
ch story is told in the clear, unaffected style with which the author’s former works
re made the public familiar, while they afford evidence of the value, even to a work aof
usement, of that historical and genealogical learning that may justly be expected of the
har of * The Peerage.’”—Standard.

« The very reading for sea-side or fire-side in our hours of idleness.””—Afhenaum,

HE ROMANCE OF THE FORUM; OR, NARRA-

TIVES, SCENES, AND ANECDOTES FROM COURTS OF JUSTICE.
SECOND SERIES. BY PETER BURKE, Esa., of the Inner Temple,
Barrister-at-Law. 2 vols. post 8vo. 21s.

PRINCIPAL CONTENTS :—Lord Crichton’s Revenge—The Great Douglas
use—Lord and Lady Kinnaird—Marie Delorme and Her Husband—The
ectral Treasure—Murders in Inns of Court—Matthieson the Forger—Trials
at established the Illegality of Slavery—The Lover Highwayman—The
cusing Spirit—The Attorney-General of the Reign of Terror—Eccentric
currences in the Law—Adventuresses of Pretended Rank—The Courier of
ons—General Sarrazin’s Bigamy—The Elstree Murder—Count Bocarmé and
 wife—Professor Webster, &c.

“ We bhave no hesitation in ding this, as one of the most interesting works
£ have been lately given to the public.”’—Morning Chronicle.
* The favour with which the first series of this publication was received, has indnced

. Burke to extend his researches, which he has done with great judg t. The incid

ming the subject of the second series are as extraordinary in every respect, as those which
ained so high a meed of celebrity for the first. Some of the tales conld scarcely be believed
be founded in fact, or to be records of events that have startied the world, were there not
' incontestable evidence which Mr. Burke has established to prove that they have

mnalle honnanard 1o Mosssm oroe




NOTHING NEW. BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOH
HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.” 2 vols. 2ls.

“Two volumes displaying all those superior merits which have made *John Halif
one of the most popular works of the day.”—Post.

“We iall d these vol The same graphic power, deep patl
healthful sentiment, and masterly execution, which place that beautiful work, *J
Halifax,’ among the English classics are everywhere displayed.””—Chronicile.

“The reader will find these narratives fully calculated to remind him of that truth .
energy of human portraiture, that spell over buman affections and emotions, which b
stamped this author one of the first novelists of our day.”—Jokn Bull.

JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN. NEW AN
Cheaper Edition. 1 vol. 10s.6d. bound.
It is designed to trace the ¢a

¢*This is a very good and & very interesting novel.
from boyhood to age of a perfect man—a Christian gentleman, and it abounds in incic
both well and highly wrought. Throughout it is conceived in a high spirit, and wri
with great ability, better than any former work, we think, of its deservedly succes
suthor.””—Ezaminer.

*The new and cheaper edition of this interesting work will doubtless meet with g
success, John Halifax, the hero of this most beautiful story, is no ordinary hero, and
his history is no ordinary book. It is a full-length portrait of a true gentieman, on
nature’s own nobility. It is also the history of a home, and a thoroughly English
‘The work abounds in incident, aud many of the separate scenes are full of graphic pe
and true pathas. It is a book that few will read without becoming wiser and better
Scotsman.

¢ ¢John Halifax’ is one of the noblest stories among modern works of fiction,
tnterest is enthraliing, the characters admirably sustained, and the moral excellent.”’—P:

BY MRS. GORE.

THE .
TWO0 ARISTOCRACIES. 3+

“ A tale worthy of a place beside the
best of Mrs. Gore's previous produc.
tions.”—Times.

BY THE AUTHOR OF
LILLIESLEAF.

BrING THE CONCLUDING SERIES OF
* PASSAGES IN THE Lirk oF Mrs. Magr-
OARET MAITLAND.”

‘Cheaper Edition, 1 vol. 6s.

*The concluding series of passages in
the ¢ Life of Mrs, Margaret Maltland’ is,
to our thinking, superior to the begin-
ning; and this we take to be about the
most satisfactory compliment we can pay
the authoress. There is a vein of simple
good sense and pious feeling running
throughout, for which no reader can fail
to be the better.”’—Athenaum.

#¢ Lilliesleaf® is a sequel to the charm-
ing * Passages in the Life of Mrs, Margaret
Maltland,” told also by herself in her own
quaint way, and full of the same touching
grace which won the hearts of so many
people, young and old. It is to be said
but rarely of a sequel that it possesses so
much beauty, and so much susiained
interest, as the tale of * Liiliesieal."”—
Kaxaminer.

A LIFE'S LESSONS. 8+

4“¢A Life’'s Lessons’ is told in
Gore’s best style. She showers
grace, and learning through the |
with her usual felicity.’*—Daily Neu

MARGARET MAITLAND.
-ORPHANS.

1 vol,

THE DAYS OF MY LIF

AN AUTOBIOGRAPRHY. § vola.

““The author writes with her uson
capacity for the picturesque, and h
variable good sense, good feeling,
good taste. N:) p‘"f of the narradl

i P ¢

MAGDALEN HEPBUR}

A BTORY OF THE SCOTTISE REFORMA'

“A well prepared and carefully
cuted picture of the society and sts
manners in Scotland at the dawn o
Reformation.””—Athenaum.

HARRY MUIR.

Seconp EpiTioN, 3 vols.

ADAM GRAEME
OF MOSSGRAY. 3 vols,
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THE LADY OF GLYNNE.

' the Author of “ MARGARET AND HER
BrIDESMAIDS.” 3'vols.

CASTE

the Author of * MR. ArLe.”

SEYMOUR
AND HIS FRIENDS.

the Author of “THE SECRET MAR-
RIAGB.” 8 vols.

COURT SECRETS.

By Mgs. TuoMaoNn. 3 vols.
* This fasciuating story is f on
 of those hisiorical mysteries which
 never cease to excite our interest and
losity. It is a tale which we will ven-
e to say none of our readers will be
llilng to put down unfinished.””—John

IE STORY OF MY LIFE.

By Logp WiLLiaM LenNoX. 8 vols.

‘This is a capital book, and we doubt
it will be eminently successful. Full
sparkling anecdote and stirring adven-
e, it fixes the reader’s attention at once,
| never allows his interest to flag from
 opening page to the dénouement.”—
ronicle.

THE SQUIRE OF
BEECHWOOD.

By ¢ SCRUTATOR.”
dicated to the Duke of Beanfort. 3 vols.

' A photograph of real life, in the best
cles.”—Court Journal.

A WOMANS STORY.
By Mrs. S. C. Hatr. 3 vols.

'* A Woman’s Story’ is interesting. It
vell and carefully written, and is quite
1al to any of Mrs. 8. C. Hall’s other
rks.””—Athenzum.

FE AND ITS REALITIES.
By Lapy CHATTERTON. 8 vols.

' A novel of lofty morsl! purpose, of great
criptive power, and of admirable senti-
nt.""—OQObserver,

THE YOUNG BRIDE.

By MRs. Briscos. 3 vols,

' A very graceful and stirring novel., A
re remarkable story appertaining to
! i lety we have seldom read in
pages of modern romance.””—Post.

TRUE TO0 NATURE.
2 vols. 21s.
The reader will be at no loss for amuse-

3 vols.

Aed

at in perusing ‘True to Nature.’ It
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DARK AND FAIR.
By the Author of ““ RocKINOHAM.” 3 w.

*¢The author of * Rockingham ’ has sur-
passed himself in * Dark and Fair’ The
characters are distinctly drawn. The
story is simple and spiritedly told. The
dialogue is smart, natural, full of character.
1n short, ‘Dark and Fair’ takes its place
among the cleverest novels of the season.
It isthe cream of light literature, grace-
ful, brilliant, and continuously interest-
ing.””— Globe.

CUTHBERT ST. ELME, M.P.;

OR, PASSAGES IN THE LIFE OF
A POLITICIAN. 3 vols.

“* A book to be read, and decidedly one_
of ‘the novels’ of the day.”— Press.

FASHIONABLE LIFE;
Or, PARIS AND LONDON.
By Mr3. TroLLOPE. 3V.
’* The book has among its merits the

invaluable one of being thoroughly read-
able.”—Ezsaminer.

GERTRTUDE;
OR, FAMILY PRIDE.
By MRrs. TroLLore. 3 vols.
“ The publication of this work will add

to Mrs. Trollope's high reputation as a
novelist.”’— Post.

THE ROSE OF ASHURST.

By the Author of “ EmiLiA WYNDHAM,”®
3 vols.

¢ This story inevitably pleases, because
8 clever and right-minded womaa seeins
to have really put her heart into the
telling of it. An alr of enjoyment in the
writing finds its way into the reading.”—
Ezaminer.

MARGUERITE'S LEGACY.
By Mgs. T. F. Steward. 8 vols.

¢ Rarely have we met with a more
interesting book than this, The story is
of a most thrilling description. The au-
thoress writes with much vigour, and from
the faithfui deli ion of her ch ters,
the admirable selection of the incident
and the graphic description of scenes and
events, the reader is enchanted with the
work throughout.””—Chronicle.

GOOD IN EVERYTHING.

By Mgrs. Foor. 2 vols.

“There is both talent and power in this
novel. Mrs. Foot has demoustrated that
she is capable of weaving a plot of the
most absorbing interest.” —Messenger.

EDGAR BARDON.

By W, KnieaTon, M.A. 3 vols,
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RACHEL GRAY.

By JuLia Kavanacs,
Author of *NartaaLis,” &c. 1vol,

¢ Rachel Gray is a charming and touch-
ing story, narrated with grace and skill.
No one can read the story and not feel
a good influence from it. The characters
are vigorously sketched, and have a life-
like reality about them. We heartily re.
commend this story, and shall rejoice
when Miss Kavanagh will give us an-
other equally good.”"—Athenaum.

THE SECOND WIFE.

3 vols.

*This book is sure of a favourable re.
ception.  The sketches of fashionable
life are all excellent, showing intimate
knowledge of society and keen perception.”

—Press.
ALCAZAR.

By J. R. Besrg, Esq., Authorof ** Mo.
DERN S30C1BTY 1IN RomME, &c. 3 vols.

*“There are novelty of scenery and sub-
ect in * Alcazar,’ with plenty of variety
snd adventure.’’—Spectator.

ROSA GREY.
By the Author of *“ ANNx DysarT. 8 v,

“The characters are well delineated,
the story is lucidly told, and the conver-
sations are spirited, and impressed with
the jodividuality of the speakers. Alto-
gether the work is a success.”—Daily

News.
ISABEL;

THE YOUNG WIFE, AND THE OLD
LOVE.

By J C. JEarFrESON, Author of *‘ CREWE
‘RIsg.” 3 vols.

WILDFLOWER.

By the Author of ““Tae Housg or EL-
MORE.” 3 vols.

4 One of the best novels it has lately
been our fortune to meet with  The plot
is ingenious and novel, and the characters
are sketched with a masterly hand.”—
Press.

MARRIED FOR LOVE.
By Author of * CousIN GEOPFREY.” 8 ¥.

*¢ Married for Love’ is as full of lively
sketches, smart writing, and strongly-
drawn character as ¢ Cousin Geoffrey,” and
the story is of a more exciting and moving
nature.”—Globe.

ARTHUR BRANDON.

2 vols.

% ¢ Arthur Brandon® abounds in free,
vigorous sketches, both of life and scenery,
which are dashed off with a freshness and
vitality which the reader will feel to be
charming. The pictures of Rome and of
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MARGARET
AND HER BRIDESMAIDS
By the Author of * WomAN’s DEVOTION

* We recommend all who are in sear
of a fascinating novel to read this wor
There are a freshness and an originali
ahout it quite charming, and there is
certain nobleness in the treatment, bof
of sentiment and incident, which is n
often found.””—Atheneum.

THE YOUNG LORD.
By the Author of * Tk DiscIeLINE (
Lire,” &c. 2 vols.

* This new novel by Lady Emily Po!
sonby is interesting as s story, and st
more to be commended for the profitab
lessons it inculcates.”—Lit, Gaz.

THE HOUSE OF ELMORE

A PAMILY BISTORY. 3 vols.

“A splendid production. The stor
conceived with great skill, is worked o
in a succession of powerful portraiture
and of soul-stirring scenes.”—Jokn Buli

PERCY BLAKE;

Or, THE YOUNG RIFLEMAN.
By Carr. RAPTER. 3 vols.

MODERN SOCIETY
IN ROME.
By J. R. BesTE, Esq. 2nd Edition, 8

* This work is singularly interesting.
containg striking narratives of most of t}
principal events that occurred from tl
accession of Pio Nono to the occupatio
of Rome by the French, with spirited ar
truthful sketches of the leading characte:
of that memorable period.”— Lit. Gaz.

THE SORROWS OF
GENTILITY.

By Miss JEWsSBURY. 2 vols.
* A remarkably good novel.”’— Examine

OUR OWN STORY.
By SgLINA BUNBURY.
Author of * LiFE IN SwgDeN.” 8 vols.

* A work of unquestionable genius. Tt
story is full of interest.””—Chronicle.

MR. ARLE.

2 vols.
¢ Mr, Arle *is a work of a very big
order, and we are offering it no ligl
tribute when we say that, in style an
conception, it reminds us of the writing
of Mrs. Gaskell.”—John Bull.

THE NEXT DOOR
NEIGHBOURS.
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COLBURN'S UNITED SERVICE MAGAZINE, AND
NAVAL AND MILITARY JOURNAL. Published on the first of every
wmonth, price 3s. 6d.

This popular periodical, which has now been established a quarter of a century,
embraces subjects of such extensive variety and powerful interest as must render
It scarcely less acceptable to readers in general than to the members of those pro-
fessions for whose use itis more particularly intended. Independently of a suo-
cession of Original Papers on innumerable interesting subjects, Personal Nar-
ratives, Historical Incidents, Correspondence, etc., each number comprises
Biographical Memoirs of Eminent Officers of all branches of service, Reviews of
New Publications, eitherimmediately relating to the Army or Navy, or involving
subjects of utility or interest to the members of either, full Reports of Trials
by Courts Martial, Distribution of the Army and Navy, General Orders, Circulars,
Promotions, Appointments, Births, Marriages, Obituary, etc., with all the Naval
and Military Intelligence of the month.

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.

“This is confessedly one of the ablest and most attractive periodicals of which the
British press can boast, presenting a wide field of entertai t to the g 1 as well as
professional reader, The suggestions for the benefit of the two services are distinguished
by vigour of senee, acute and practical observation, an ardent love of discipline, tempered by
# high sense of justice, honour, and a tender regard for the welfare and comfort of oursoldiers
and seamen.”—Globe.

“ At the head of those perlodicals which furnish useful and valuable information to
their peculiar classes of readers, as well as to the g I body of the publie,
must be placed the * United Service Magazine, and Naval and Military Journal.” It numbers
smong its contributors almost all those gallant spirits who have done no less honomr
to their country by their swords than by their pens, and abounds with the most interesting
discussions on naval and military affairs, and stirring narratives of deeds of arms in all
parts of the world. Every information of value and interest to both the Services is culled
with the greatest diligence from every available source, and the correspondence of various
distinguished officers which enrich its pages is a feature of great attraction. Im short, the
¢ United Service Magazine’ can be ded to every reader who possesses that attach-
ment to his country which should make him look with the deepest interest oun its naval and
military resources.”’—Sum,

© This truly national periodicalis always full of the most valuable matter for professional
meny.¥’—Morning Herald,

« To military and naval men, and to that class of readers who hover on the skirts of the
Service, and take a world of pains to inform themselves of all the goings on, the modes and
fashions, the movements and adventures connected with ships and barracks, this periodical
s indispensable. It isa repertory of facts and criticisms—narratives of past experience, and
fictions that are as good as If they were true—tables and returns—new iuventions and new
books bearing upon the army and navy—correspond ded with intelligence—and
sundry unclaimed matters that lie in close neighbourhood with the profe and ib
more or less to the stock of g 1 useful information,””—A4#élas.

HURST AND BLACKETT, PUBLISHERS,
SUCCESSORS TO HENRY COLBURN,
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