













































































R
-

/19037

MACMILLAN’S
MAGCXRZINE?

VOL. XXVII.
NOVEMBER, 1872, TO APRIL, 1873.

¥ onoon :
MACMILLAN AND co.
29 & 30, BEDFORD STREET, COVENT GARDEN; AND
@ambridge.
1873,



43

THE TWO MARYS.

BY MRS, OLIPHANT.

PART II

CHAPTER VI.

I 5AD not intended to carry on any
further a history which is chiefly about
myself ; but events are always occurring
which change one’s mind from day to
day, and alter one’s most fixed resolu-
tions. I do not pretend to understand
people who make unchangeable decisions,
and certainly I am not one of them. Be-
sides, common fairness requires that I
should allow Mrs. Peveril to have the
same privilege as myzelf, and tell things
her own way. I could not have imagined,
had I not seen it, the difference there
was between the aspect of things to her
and to me. I suppose it is true after all
that everybody has his or her own point
of view, which is different from all
others. Of course we realize this fact
quite clearly in a great poem like ¢‘The
Ring and the Book ;” but to recognize it
in one’s own small affairs has somehow
a much stranger, more surprising effect.
‘What an odd difference it would make
in the world if we could all see our-
selves now and then with other people’s
eyes! I confess that the girl in her
story, who was Mr. Peveril's daughter,
is very much unlike the girl in mine—
and yet the same somehow, as may be
traced out with a little trouble. This
is humbling, but it is for one’s good,
I suppose. 'When you look at yourself
in"a mirror, you have so much interest
in yourself ‘that your defects don’t strike
you—you can’t help being the first figure
—the most important; but to feel that
all along you are not important at all—
anything but the first figure, a mere
shadow, scarcely noticed ! it has a very
odd effect—sometimes laughable, some-

times rather the reverse; but this was
what now happened to me.

I must add, however, that a long time
passed over before I could even think that
Mrs. Peveril might have something to
say on her side. It was not because of
the rupture between Mr. Durham and
myself, and the sudden conclusion of
that dream and all that it seemed likely
to bring withit. No doubt these things
embittered all my feelings about her ; but
yet I was reasonable enough to come o
see that it was not her fault—that sue
had kept out of the way with all her
might—and that after all she could not
foresee that another complication might
arise between him and me. She could
not of course foresee this ; and even if she
had foreseen it, what could she have
done? I think it shows I was not un-
fair in my judgment, for a girl of seven-
teen, to say that I soon came to see that.
But though I did not blame her, of
course I was embittered against her,
and took refuge in being very angry with
her on other grounds. That she should
have said our living together was a mis-
take was the chief of these. Why was
it a mistake? Did she mean to say it
was my fault? If it was simply her
fuult, as I felt sure it was, why did she
call it a mistake? 'Why not say plainly
out, “I was wrong, and so we got into
trouble”? How easy it seems to be
for people to acknowledge themselves
in the wrong! but not so easy for
oneself, somehow. I never met any-
body who liked it, though I have met
with so many who ought to have done
it, and to whom it would have Yeen
so simple—so easy, I thought ;but
that never seemed to be their oPA nion.
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Mrs. - Tufnell, who is in some things
a very odd old lady, says it never
is anybody’s fault. ¢ There was never
any quarrel yet,” she will say, “but
there were two in it—there was
never any misunderstanding but two
were in it. There is no such thing as
absolute blame on the one side and
innocence on the other. Even in your
affairs, Mary, my dear ” But this I
never can see nor allow. How could I
be to blame? Only seventeen, and know-
ing so little of the world, and expecting
everybody to be good and true, and say
just what they thought. When a man
said he was fond of me, how was I to
put up with his having been fond of
somebody else? And when a woman
professed to be thinking of me, was it
natural that I could be pleased to know
she had been thinking of herself? I
could not help behaving just as I
did. It was the omly natural, the only
possible way; but for them, they
ought to have known better, they ought
to have thought of me. On the whole
that is the thing that hurts one—that
goes to one’s heart. People think of
themselves first—when they ought to be
thinking of you, they think of themselves
first. I suppose it is the same all over
the world.

The way in which I first heard Mary’s
story was simple enough. After years
of a dull sort of quiet life at Mrs, Tuf-

- nell's—who was very good to me, and
very kind, but who, of course, could
give to me, a girl, only what she, an old
woman, had to give—the quietest life,
without excitement or change of any
kind—she had a bad illness. It wasnot
an illness of the violent kind, but of
what, I suppose, is more dangerous to an
old woman, a languishing, slow sickness,
which looked like decay more than
disease. The doctors said  breaking up
of the constitution,” or at least the
servants said so, who are less particular
than the doctors, and shook their heads
and looked very serious. I was less
easily alarmed than anyone else, for it
seemed to me a natural thing that an
old lady should be gently ill like that,
one day a little better and the nexfa
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little worse, without any suffering to
speak of. It was not until after she
was better that I knew there had been
real danger, but she must have felt it
herself. The way in which her sense
of her precarious condition showed itself
was anxiety for me. I remember one
evening sitting in her room by the fire
with a book; she was in bed, and I
had been reading to her, and now she
was dozing, or at least I thought so.
Things appear (it is evident) very dif-
ferently to different people. I was
extremely comfortable in that nice low
easy-chair by the fire. It was a pretty
room, full of pictures and portraits of
her friends, so full that there was scarcely
an inch of the wall uncovered. The
atmosphere was warm and soft, and the
tranquil repose and ease of the old lady
in the bed somehow seemed to increase
the warmth and softness and kindly
feeling. She was an additional luxury
to me sitting there by the fire with my
novel. If any fairy had proposed to
place her by my side as young and as
strong as myself, I should have rejected
the proposal with scorn. I liked her a
great deal best so—old, a little sick, kind,
comfortable, dozing in her bed. The
very illness—which I thought quite
slight, rather an excuse for staying in
this cosy room and being nursed than
anything else—heightened my sense of
luxury. She was not dozing, as it hap-
pened, but lying very still, thinking of
dying—wondering how it would feel,
and planning for those she should leave
behind her. I knew nothing of these
thoughts, no more than if I had been a
thousand miles away, and fortunately
neither did she of mine. I was roused
from my comfortable condition by the
sound of her voice calling me. I rose
up half reluctantly from the bright fire,
and the little table with the lamp and
my book, and went and sat by her in
the shade where I could not see the fire;
but still the sentiment of comfort was
predominant in me. I gave my old
lady her mixture, which it was time for
her te take, and advised her to go to
sleep.

“You must not doze this time,” I
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said ; “you must go right off to sleep,
and never wake till morning. Every-
thing is put right for the night, and I
shall not go till you are asleep.”

“I was not dozing,” she said, with
that natural resentment which every-
body feels to be so accused ; and then
after a moment, “ Mary, I was thinking
of you. If I were to die, what would
you do?”

I was very much shocked, and rather
frightened ; and when I looked at her,
and saw by the dim light that she did
not look any worse, I felt rather angry.
“How unkind of you!” I said, “to
speak so! You frightened me at first.
‘What would it matter what became of
me ?”

“Tt would matter a great deal,” she
said. “It would make everything so
much worse. I don’t want to die, Mary,
though I daresay I should be a great deal
better, and get rid of all my troubles—"

¢ Oh, it is wicked to talk so!”

“Why should it be wicked ? I can’t
help thinking of it,” she said, lying in
her warm cosy bed. It made me shiver
to hear her. I began to cry, rather
with a chill, wretched sense of discom-
fort in the midst of all the warmth than
anything else; upon which she put her
hand on my shoulder and gave me alittle
shake, and laughed at me softly. “ Silly
child !” she said—but she was not angry.
There was a very grave look on her face
behind the smile. Dying was strange
to her as well as to me, though she was
very old.

¢ But, Mary,” she went on, I want
to read you something. I want you to
think again about some one you once
were very fond of. I have some news
of Mrs. Peveril &

“Oh!” Isaid; and then I went on
stiffly, ““I hope she is well.”

“She is quite well—and—your little
brother. I wish you would see them.
All that happened was so long ago; I
think you might see them, Mary.”

“T never made any objection to seeing
them,” I said, more and more stiffly,
though my heart began to leap and
thump against my breast.
I had nothing to do with it. It wasshe

“ You forget
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who went away. She said it was a
mistake.”

“You are an unforgiving child. You
did not try to enter into her feelings,
Mary.”

“ How could I?” I said. ¢ Did she
wish me to enter into her feelings ? Did
she ever give me a chance? She said
it was a mistake. What was there left
for me to say ?”

“ Well, well,” said the old lady, “I
don’t defend her. I always said she
was wrong ; but still T have been hearing
from her lately, Mary. I have three
or four letters which I should like you
to read——" ’

“You have been hearing from her
without ever telling me!”

“Bless the child! must I not even
get a letter without consulting her?
But, Mary, I am a free agent still, and
I can’t be kept in such order,” she said,
half laughing. “ Give me that blotting-
book, and my keys, and my spectacles,
and bring the lamp a little closer.”

Indignant as I was, I was comforted
by all these preparations. And when
she had put on her spectacles and opened
the blotting-book, sitting up in bed, my
mind was so much relieved that my in-
dignation floated away. ‘It is a pretty
thing for you to talk of dying, and
frighten people,” I said, giving her a
kiss, “ with your cheeks like two nice
old roses.” She shook her head, but
she smiled too : she felt better, and got
better gradually from that hour.

But in the meantime I had to listen
to these letters. Perhaps if it had not
been that my old lady was ill, I would
have been offended to find that she had
deceived me, and had known ahout
Mary all along. It was a deception,
though she did not mean any harm.
“She had thought it best,” she said,
“to let time soften all our feelings,
before she told me anything about it.”
However, I must not enter into all the
discussions we had on this subject. It
is only fair that Mary should have her
turn, and tell her story as I have told
mine. It is not a connected story like
mine, but you will see from it what
kind of a life hers had been, and what
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sort of a woman she was. She is different
from the Mary I thought—and yet not
different either—just as I am different
from the girl I thought I was, and yet
very like too, if you look into it. I
cannot tell what my feelings were as I
read first one bit and then another, and
a great deal more which I do not think it
necessary to quote here. One moment
I was furious with her—the next I
could have kissed her feet. These people
who send you from one extreme of
feeling to another, who do wrong things
and right things all in a jumble, take a
greater hold upon you, somehow, than
better people do, who are placid and
always on the same level—at least I
think so. I started by calling her Mrs.
Peveril—and here I am already saying
Mary, as of old, without knowing ! And
Mrs. Tufnell wishes me to go and see
her. She has even made me promise
as a kind of reward to herself for getting
better. Since she takes it in this way,
I shall have to go—and sometimes I fear
it, and sometimes I wish for it. Will
it make any difference to me? Will the
old love come back, or the still older
feeling that was not love? Shall I think
of that “Mary ” that sounded always so
much sweeter to her than to me? Or
shall I remember only the time when
she was everything to me—when she
charmed me out of my grief and loneli-
ness, and told me her secret, and made
me her companion, and was all mine }
I do not know. I begin to tremble, and
my heart beats when I think of this
meeting ; but in the meantime Mary
has a right to her turn, and to tell the
story her own way. It is all in little
bits taken from Mrs. Tufnell's letters,
and sometimes may appear a little frag-
mentary ; but I can only give it as it
came {0 me.

CHAPTER VIIL
HER STORY.

‘WaEN I went to be governess at Mrs,
Durham’s I was quite young. I had
been “out” before, but only as nursery
governess. Mine was not a very regular
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or, perhaps, a very good kind of educa-
tion. My mother had been a governess
before me, and not one of very high pre-
tensions, as governesses are nowadays.
I don't think she ever knew anything
herself, except a little music and a little
French, which she had forgotten before
my time. How my father and she met,
and, still more wonderful, how they took
to each other, is a thing I never could
make out. Perhaps I was most fond of
her, but certainly I was most proud of
him, and liked to copy his ways, and
to believe what my mother often said—
that I was a Martindale every inch of
me. This, poor soul, she meant as a
reproach, but to me it sounded like a
compliment. I was very silly and rather
cruel, as young people are so often. My
father had a great deal of contempt for
her, and not much affection ; and though
I had a great deal of affection, I borrowed
unconsciously his contempt, and thought
myself justified in treating her as he
did. She was wordy and weak in argu-
ment, and never knew when to stop.
But he—when he had stated what he
intended to do—would never answer
any of her objections, or indeed take any
notice of them, but listened to her with a
contemptuous silence. I took to doing
the same ; and though I know better
now, and am sorry I ever could have
been so foolish and so unkind, yet the
habit remains with me—not to take the
trouble to reply to foolish arguments, but
to do what I think right without saying
anything about it. This habit, I may
as well confess, has got me into trouble
more than once ; but I do not say that
I am prepared to give it up, though I
know I have taken harm by it, and no
good, so far as I am aware,

‘We were very poor, and I had been a
nursery governess and a daily governess
when I was little more than a child.
‘When my poor mother died a little
money came, and then I got a few les-
sons to improve me in one or two
different accomplishments; and then
I took Mrs. Durham’s situation. My
father was one of the wandering men

who live a t deal abroad; and I
had learned French and enough Ger-
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man to make a show, in the best
way, by practice rather than by
book. “French acquired abroad "—
that was what was put for me in the
advertisement, and this I think was
my principal recommendation to Mrs,
Durham. Her eldest son was at home
at the time—a young man just a little
older than myself. She was a kind
woman, and unsuspicious. She thought
George only a boy, and perhaps about
me she never thought at all—in connec-
tion with him, at least. I used to be
encouraged at first to make him talk
French, and great was the amusement
in the school-room over his pronuncia-
tion and his mistakes. They were all
very kind when I come to think of it.
They were as fearless and trustful with
me a8 if I had belonged to them. And
then by degrees I found out that George
had fallen in love with me. I think I
may say quite certainly that I never
was in love with him, but I was a little
excited and pleased, as one always is,
you know, when that happens for the
first time. It is so odd—so pleasant to
feel that you have that power. It seems
80 kind of the man—one thinks so when
one is young—and it is amusing and flat-
tering, and a thing which occupies your
mind, and gives you something agree-
able to think of. I do not say this is the
right way of thinking on such a subject,
- but it is how a great many girls feel,
and I was one of them. I had never
thought seriously of it at all. It seemed
so much more like fun than anything
else ; and then it is always pleasant to
have people fond of you. I liked it ;
and I am afraid I never thought of what
it might come fo, and did not take up
any lofty ground, but let him talk, and
let him follow me about, and steal out
after me, and waylay me in the passages.
I did this without thinking, and more
than half for the amusement of it. I
liked him, and I liked the place he took
up in my life, and the things he said,
without really responding to his feelings
at all.

‘When it was found out, and there was
a disturbance in the house about it, I
came to my senses all at once, with such
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a hot flush of pain and shame that I
seem to feel it yet. They had been 8o
kind to me, that I had never felt my
dependence ; but now, all in a moment
I found it out. His mother was
frightened to death lest he should marry
me! She thought me quite beneath
him; me—a Martindale all over—a
gentleman’s daughter—much better than
she wag | This roused a perfect tempest
in me, It was my pride that was out-
raged, not my feelings ; but that pride
was strong enough and warm enough
to be called a passion. I did what I
could to show his mother that nothing
in the world could be more in-
different to me than he was, but she
would not be convinced ; and at last I
determined to do what my father often
had done when my mother was un-
reasonable—to withdraw out of the dis-
cussion at once and summarily, without
leaving any opportunity for further talk.
My father was living then. He was at
Spa, which was not very difficult to
reach. One evening, after Mrs. Durham
had been talking to me (George had
been sent away, but I was not sent
away because they were sorry for me), I
stayed in the school-room till they were
all at dinner, and then I carried all my
things, which I had made up into
bundles, down to the hall with my own
hands, and got a cab and went off to the
railway station. I bought a common
box on my way, and packed them all
into it. I tell you this to show how
determined I was ; not even one 'of the
servants knew how I had gone, or any-
thing about me. It was winter, and the
Durhams dined at half-past six; so I
had time enough to get off by the
night train to Dover. I had not a very
large wardrobe, you may suppose, but I
left nothing behind me but some old
things. I was not particular about crush-
ing my dresses for that one night. I
remember, as if it were yesterday, the
dark sea and dark sky, and great, chill,
invisible, open-air world that I seemed
to stand alone in, as the steamboat went
bounding over those black waves, or
ploughing through them, to Ostend.
There was a great deal of wind, but the

.
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sea had not had time to rise, and there
was the exhilaration of a storm without
its more disagreeable consequences. The
vessel did not roll, but now and then
gave a leap, spurning the Channel spray
from her bows. Oh how I recollect
every particular! You might think a
lonely girl in such circumstances—flying
from persecution, if you like to put it
so—flying from love ; with nothing but
a very uncertain welcome to look to
from a very unsatisfactory father, and
no prospect but to face the world again
and get her bread somehow—was as sad
a figure as could be imagined. But I
was not sad. I had a high spirit, and
I loved adventure and change. I felt
ag if the steamboat was me, going bound-
ing on, caring nothing for the sea or the
darkness. The wind might catch at us,
the water might dash across our sides,
the sky might veil itself—who cared?
‘We pushed on, defying them all. A poor
governess as good as turned out of my
situation because the son of the house
had fallen in love with me—a penniless
creature without a home, with not a soul
to stand by me in all that dark world.
And yet I don’t remember anything I
ever enjoyed more, than that journey by
night.

This will show you—and you may
show it to Mary to convince her—how
much I cared for George Durham. I sup-
pose he was in love with me—at least
what a young man not much over twenty
considers love. Thatissix yearsago; and
probably he has always had a recollec-
tion, all this time, that he was in love
with me, and thinks that he ought to
have been faithful. I should not wonder
if there was a kind of remorse in his
mind to find that he had fallen in love
with Mary, and cared for me no longer.
It is a superstition with some people
that, however foolish their first fancy
was, they ought to hold by it; but I
must say that I think it was very foolish,
not to say cruel, of both of them, to
make this breach on account of me.

I got another situation after that, and
did well enough—as governesses do. I
never complained, or thought I had any
reason to complain. I taught all I knew

—not very much, but enough for most
people. As for education, as people talk
nowadays—of awakening the minds, and
training the dispositions, and re-creating
the children, so to speak, intellectually
and morally—I never thought of such
a thing; and why should I? That is
the work of a mother, appointed by God,
or of some great person endowed with
great genius or influence—not of a
young woman between eighteen and five-
and-twenty, indifferently trained herself,
with quite enough to do to master her
own difficulties and keep herself afloat.
I was not so impertinent, sd pre-
sumptuous, or so foolish as to have any
such idea. I taught them as well as I
could ; I tried to make them as fond of
books as I was myself—I tried to get
them to talk like gen$lewomen, and not
to be mean or false. I was not their
mother or their priest, but only their
teacher. I had no theory then; but
after one is thirty, one begins to have
theories ; and I can see what I meant in
my earlier time by the light of what I
think now. However, this is not much
to the purpose. I was a successful
governess on the whole ; I got on very
well, and I had nothing to find fault
with. It is not a very happy life—when
you are young, and hear pleasant sounds
below-stairs, and have to sit reading by
yourself in the school-room ; when there
is music and dancing perhaps, and
merry talk, and you are left alone in
that bare place with maps on the walls,
and one candle—a girl does not feel
happy ; though on the whole, perhaps,
the school-room is better than to sit in
a corner of the drawing-room and be
taken no notice of—which is the other
alternative. There are a great many
difficulties in the position altogether, as
I can see now that I am older. When
the governess is made exactly like one
of the family, the eldest son will go and
fall in love with her and bring everybody
into trouble. It is hard for the lady
of the house as well. Howerver, after
George Durham, I was careful, and I
never got into difficulty of that kind
again. Four years after I left the
Durhams I had a bad illness—rheumatic
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fever. My people were very kind to
me, but I was too proud to be a burden
on them; and as soon as I could be
moved I left and went into lodgings,
and was ill there till I had spent all my
money ; it was only then that I had
recourse to the Spicers. Perhaps I ought
to confess that, though Mr. Spicer is my
uncle, I was ashamed of him and dis-
liked him. I have felt angry at my
poor mother all my life for having such
relations ; but of course there they were,
and had to be made the best of. My
money lasted till I was almost well, but
not well enough for another situation.
My father had died in the meantime;
and only then I sent to the Spicers, and
asked if they would take me in for a
time. I was a good needlewoman ; I
knew I could repay them well for keep-
ing me. That is how I went to them.
‘What followed no one could have fore-
seen. You know how it was.

I cannot talk about my husband—
yet. How could I talk about that which
was everything to me, which changed
my life, which made me another creature?
People may love you, and it makes but
little difference to you. It is pleasant,
no doubt ; it softens your lot ; it makes
things bearable which would not be
bearable. I had known that in my life.
But to love—that is another thing.
That is the true revelation—the lifting
up of the veil. It is as different from
simply being loved as night is from day.
I suppose few women are, as I was, in
circumstances to feel this sudden lighting
up of existence all of a sudden. Most
women have a great deal to love,and know
that condition better than the other.
They would not make so much fuss about
being loved did they not already possess
the other gift. But I had never really
loved anybody, I suppose. Various
people had loved me. Ihad likedit, and
had done what I could to be kind and
agreeable to them. Some (women) I had
been very fond of. It seems to me now
that the world must have been a most
curious, cloudy sort of place in my early
youth—a dim place, where nothing
moved one very much; where daylight

No. 157.—vor. xxvI1,
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was quite sober and ordinary, and
nothing out of oneself was exciting.
‘When I saw Mr. Peveril first I had no
warning of what was coming. I did
not feel even interested in him. He
seemed too gentle, too soft for my liking.
‘What attracted me was, I think, chiefly
the fact that he was the only educated
man I ever saw there—the only being,
man or woman, who was not of, or like,
the Spicers, This was my only feeling
towards him for the first two or three
times I saw him—but then .

I am afraid I did not think very
much about Mary when we were married.
Of course I meant to do my duty by
her: that goes without saying. And
her resistance and dislike did not make
me angry. They rather amused me. ‘It
seemed so odd that she should think
herself of consequence enough to be so
deeply offended. She, a girl, with all her
life before her—fifteen—of no present
importance to any mortal, though no
doubt she would ripen into something
after a whilee. When Mr. Peveril dis-
tressed himself about what he called her
want of respect to me, I used to smile
at him. .He would have made her love
me by force had that been possible—as
if her little sullenness, poor child, made
any difference! It was quite natural,
besides—only foolish, if she could but
have seen it. She was a naughty child,
and she thought herself a virgin-martyr.
I hope it is not wicked of me to be
amused by that virgin-martyr look. I
know it so well. I have seen it over and
over again in all sorts of circumstances.
To say a tragedy-queen is nothing. There
is a sublime patience, a pathos about
your virgin-martyrs, which far outdoes
anything else. Poor little Mary! if I
had not seen that she was quite happy
in her own thoughts, even when she
thought herself most miserable, I should
have taken more notice of it. I can’t
tell what she was always thinking about
—whether it was some imaginary lover
or romance of her own that she kept
weaving for hours together ; but i kept
her happy anyhow. She was very pro-
voking sometimes—never was there such
. E
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a spoiled child. She balked me tho-
roughly in one thing, and would not
let me be her governess as well as her
stepmother ; which was what I wished.
How often should I have liked to box
her little impertinent ears, and then
laugh and kiss her into good-humour !
But in that point there was nothing to
be done. I had to leave all to time, in
which I hoped—without, alas ! having
the least thought, the least prevision,
how short my time was to be. You will
see that I am not one to linger upon my
private feelings. I have said nothing to
you about my happiness. I can say
nothing about my grief. The beautiful
life ‘stopped short—the light went out
after this—an end seemed to come to
everything. I cannot say more about
it. Everything ended—except one’s
pulse, which will go on beating, and the
long hours and days that have to be got
through somehow, and the bread that
has to be eaten in spite of oneself—
and has to be earned too, as if it were
worth the while.

I wonder at myself sometimes, and
you will wonder, that I did not break
-down under my grief. It was my first
real grief, as that which preceded it had
been my first real happiness. I have
-even envied the people who got ill and
who could go to bed, and darken their
windows and lie still and let the sword
go through and through them in quiet-

. mness, instead of writhing on it as I did ;
but that must be nature. My first in-
stinct was to snmatch at something, to
lay hold upon something, lest I should
be carried away by some fiery flood or
other. And what I snatched at was
‘Mary. I love Mary. You may think
I have not acted as if I did ; but that is
nothing; and she does not love me.
But still T have that distinct feeling for
her which I never experienced till her
dear, dear father (oh, my God, my
God, why is it that my child will never
call him so!) showed me the way. I
have had a great deal to bear from her ;
she is not like me ; and there are many
things I dislike in her. But all that
does not matter. And it is not as I
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loved him—but yet I love her. All I
remember about those dark days was
that I laid hold upon Mary. She could
not escape from me when I seized her so
—few, very few, people can. To resist
kindness is easy enough, but downright
love has a different kind of grasp; you
cannot get free of that. It is because
there is so much fictitious love in the
world that people are not aware of the
power of the true.

I secured her—for the time. You may
say it did not last very long; but that
was not my fault; it was because she too,
in her time, woke up from her affection
for me, and all the torpor of her youth,
and heard the call of love, and got up
and left those that did but love her. The
time we lived together was a strange
dreamy time, between blank despair
and a kind of languid happiness. Some-
times I would feel almost happy because
of what was coming, and then I would
be plunged into that horror of darkness,
that shadow of death, which is of all
things on earth the most terrible—
worse, a thousand times worse, than
death itself. I say this with confidence,
because I as good as died once. I was
8o ill that I had floated off into that
unconsciousness which would have been
death had they left me alone ; and it
was not unpleasant. Had they left me
alone I should have died, therefore I
am justified in saying that this was
death ; and it was not disagreeable—just
a soft floating away, a gradual growing
dim and shutting out, without any of
that sense of desertion and loneliness
which one feels must be so strong in
the dying. But the shadow of death is
very terrible. No one can exaggerate its
terror. When it seizes upon the soul,
all that surrounds you is lost in one sea
of misery. The waves and the billows
pass over you. You feel as if you could
not endure, could not last through that
flood of pain—and yet you do last. The
great billow passes over, and there is a
calm, and your soul is so fatigued and
worn out that it lies exhausted, and a
languor of rest, which is almost ease,
passes over it. This was how I lived
for three months with Mary ; until the
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shock of the other who thrust himself
into our life—the stranger, who was no
stranger, came.

His first appearance was nothing but
an insignificant trouble, a mere annoy-
ance to me,—why should I care? I had
not thought of him at all for years ; and
I never had thought of him much. But
still I did not want him there: he
annoyed me ; he was a kind of ¢onstant
menace of more annoyance to come.
But I don’t know what steps I could
have taken. It was a long time before
I could realize that-he would fall in love
with Mary. I rather think it is difficult
to believe that a man who has loved you
will love some one else. That is—if you
are quite indifferent to him ; it is so much
easier then to believe in his faithfulnesa.
The idea did not occur to me. I feared a
little for Mary once or twice, and tried to
warn her ; but she wasalways a dreamy
sort of girl, and it was hard to tell when
a new influence came over her. She
had lived in dreams of one kind or other
ever since I knew her; and I knew
nothing, really nothing, about what was
going on, till that unhappy afternoon
when he recognized me, and came in
and talked foolishly in Mary’s hearing,
about things that had happened so long
before. Poor child !—I don’t blame her,
for her foolishness was natural enough.
She thought I had stolen away her
lover, as I had stolen away her father.
She would not listen to me, and when she
did listen to me she did not believe me ;
and there on the other hand was he, de-
manding explanations. Good heavens,
what right has a man like that to ask
explanations—a man one had never
cared for, and would have died of ¥ He
worried me so that I could not be civil.
‘What with grief, and what with vexation
at the turn things had taken, and dis-
appointment in Mary, and illness in my-
self, I had no patience with the man,
maundering on about things that had
happened ages before, that were of no
importance to any living being. When
he waylaid me on my way to her, keeping
me back from her, in her agony of temper
and mortification and humiliation, what
I could have done to him! Iwasina
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nervous state, I suppose, and easily irri-
tated. I could have struck him when
he came out and worried me. And there
was Mary turning her face to the wall,
shutting out the light, shutting her ears,
determined to be miserable. Oh ! when
I toiled up and down stairs going to her,
when I felt ill and knew that nobody
cared, when I saw her absorbed in her
foolish misery, and him tormenting him-
self and me about dead nonsense that
never had been anything, you may ex-
cuse me if I had very little patience.
After a night of it I got tired and sick
of the whole business. It seemed too
hard to be obliged to put up with all
this folly on the eve of being ill. And
who would care whether I was ill or not,
if things went onso

Then I took my resolution suddenly, as
T had done before. It was not with the
hope and high spirit that had kept me
up when I went off to Ostend that I left
Southampton Street, my own house. I
wags sick and tired, that was all. I could
not be troubled to goon. I was worried
and impatient and indignant—and then
Mary had a friend to take care of her.
I went away. I went to an hospital
after a while in the same irritated hope-
less state, feeling that it did not matter
what happened ; and there my boy was
born. Well! what did it matter § They
are for honest, poor women, these hos-
pitals—and Heaven knows I was poor
enough, but honest. One cares for one-
self only when one has other people who
care. I had nobody. I did not lose
heart altogether, because that is not my
nature. I could not if I would; but
what did I care for what people would
think or for what they might say? no
more than for the buzzing of the flies.
I should never even hear of it—there
was nobody to tell me, nobody to pay
any attention. I thought most likely
I should die; but I did not calculate
upon dying, for by that time I knew I
had strength to go through a great deal,
And so I did. My boy was quite strong
and well, and I got quite well and stron
too. Often I have thought this showed
how little heart I must have; but I
could not help it. I got quite strongs,
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I reflected seriously whether I should not
try for a nurse’s place, which was very
well paid, and where very little was
required ; but even if I could have
parted with my boy, I had no one to
trust with the care of him, So instead
of doing this, I made shift to live for a
whole year upon my forty pounds of
income, with a little more which I earned
by needlework. When you are a very
good needlewoman, you can always earn
something. I did very well; I made
baby clothes ; my eyes were strong, and
my health was good, and I had my own
baby to comfort me. There is nothing
that comforts like a baby. When the
child laughs, you laugh too. You laugh
to make him laugh ; first it is sympathy,
then it is delight, till gradually you
grow a baby too, and are amused at
nothing, and happy for nothing, and
live over again, beginning at the very
beginning, in the child.

In this way I grew to be so tran-
quil, so eased in mind, and happy in
heart, notwithstanding my loss, which
I never forgot, that I was tempted to
remain just as I was always; but then
it occurred to me that I should lose all
that I knew, that I would never be able
to teach him, or to get him education,
or to rise in the world, as I wanted to
do for his sake; therefore it was clear
I must do something else. This was
what I did: I found out about a situa-
tion in a school after a great deal of in-
quiry. I went to the lady and told
her my story ; I said I would go to her
for almost nothing if I might have my
baby and a little maid to take care of
him. When she heard of my ‘French
acquired abroad,” my showy bit of Ger-
man, my music, and how I would make
myself as useful as ever she liked,
having excellent health and no sort of
prejudices about what I did, she closed
with me. I had two rooms, and board
for myself and the maid and the boy—
no more at first—but I managed on
that. And then by degrees we im-
proved. She gave me first twenty
pounds, then a little more. A baby’s
white frock and a widow’s black gown
do not cost much. Wedid very well. I
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have fifty pounds now the school has in-
creased somuch ; and Ibelieve I mayhave
ashare soon if all goes well. My French
goes for a great deal, and even my name
and my widow’s cap go for something,
and everybody in the school likes to tell
the story of the baby. Am I happy,
do you say? I never stop to ask myself
whether I am happy or not. One must
form some idea of change in one’smind,
gsome thought of a possibility which
might make one happier, before one
would think of asking oneself such a
question. And as I have no reasonable
prospect of ever being happier than X
am, I do not think about it. I am not
unhappy—of that I am sure.

You talk of bringing Mary and me
together again. Would it answer, I
wonder? Sentiment is one thing, but
practicability is another. Having told
you that I loved Mary, I have said all
that either woman or man can say.
Likings change and alter, but love is
for ever. Yet, whether we could live
together, whether she could trust me,
whether she would understand the past,
and feel how little I wished or intended
to interfere with her, I cannot tell;
unless she could, it would almost be
better to leave us as we are. So long
as a woman is young, as Mary is, it is
doubtful and dangerous, I am afraid, to
try any relationships but those that are
quite natural. She is with you, yon
dearest, kind friend, as if she were your
own child. You can do her nothing but
good ; but I am not so very much older
than she is, I am older—centuries
older—but not to outward appearance ;
and can you not suppose a state of
things in which the last chapter of our
lives might be, one way or other, re-
peated again ? I say this not with any
sort of vanity, Heaven knows, but with
fear and trembling. For I should be
happier with her—far happier—but not
if she came to me with a single doubt
in her mind, a single thought which was
uncertain or suspicious. Do not tell her
this one difficulty which seems o me to
stand in our way, but judge for us both
what is best. I want her for myself
and for my boy. We belong to each
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other, and no one else in the world
belongs to us. How often I long for
her when I am sitting alone! How
many things I have in my mind to
say to her! But not unless it would
be well for her, to whom anything may
happen. Nothing that I know of, ex-
cept through her or my baby, can now
happen to me.

CHAPTER VIII,

I wiLL not enter into all the particu-
lars of our discussion after this, for
.time would fail me. The last part
of Mary’s letter, which she said was
not to be shown to me, made me
angry. I thought it was vanity on her
part to be afraid of interfering with me
i “In what way ?” I could not
bat ask, and that sharply; how could
the last chapter of our lives be repeated ?
Mrs. Tufnell only smoothed my hair
and soothed me, and called me “dear”
and “ darling,” but would give no expla-
nation. “ What does she mean?” I
asked. ¢ Ob, she means, my love—pro-
bably she means nothing. It is just a
way of talking that people fall into,”
said my old lady. I knew this was said
simply to quiet me, but on the whole
perhaps I preferred it to anything more
definite ; and, after a time, I allowed
myself to be persuaded to pay this visit.
What a strange journey into.the past
it seemed ! and yet actually we went far
away from the scene of the past, into a
place so new and unknown to me, that
it could awaken no associations. We
drove in the comfortable old fly, with
the old sleek horse and the old fat man,
which was as good as Mrs. Tufnell’s
private carriage. She did not keep a
carriage of her own, but I am sure this
fly, in which she drove every day of her
life except when she was ill, cost her
more than a carriage would have done.
She was very apologetic about it always.
“I ¢ould not undertake the respousi-
bility of a carriage,” she would say;
“ horses are always getting ill, and your
coachman drinks, or he gets into trouble
with the maids, or something. Old
Groombridge and his fly suit me quite
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well. No, he is not an old rogue. I
have to pay him, of course, for all his
trouble, and for the loss of customers,
and so forth. You know, Mary, he
always suits himself to my convenience
at whatever sacrifice ”

This was her idea, and nothing would
convince her otherwise. Sowe drove in
Groombridge’s old fly—which was one of
the most expensive vehicles in town—
out Hampstead way, but past all the
houses, past everything, till we came to
new houses again, and skeleton roads and
villas growing up like mushrooms, in one
of those long straggling arms that Lon-
don puts out into the country. I had
got excited so often thinking that we
must be quite close upon the place, that
at last I ceased to be excited, and felt
as if we had set out upon a hopeless
circle, and were going to wind in and
out and round and round, till we
worked back to the point from which we
started. How dreary they look, those
new places—roads newly laid out,
breaking in upon the fields, which
somehow look so superior, so dese-
crated, and vulgarized by those new
muddy lines with the unnecessary
kerbstones ; and then all the half-built
houses, each one uglier than the other,
with their bow-windows, all made by
the gross (I suppose), and their thin
little walls that the wind whistles .
through, and even their monotonous at-
tempt at irregularity. A steady, solid
row which is very ugly and nothing
more, is endurable. 1 was saying this,
when suddenly the fly made a sharp
turn, and immediately the villas and the
kerbstones became invisible. We had
got within a mossy wall, through a
large old-fashioned gate. There was an
avenue, not very long nor very grand,
but still an avenue, with odd old trees
all gnarled and mossed over, and I sup-
pose in a very bad condition, but still
old, and trees—trees which our grand-
fathers might have walked under. The
house was an old red-brick house, very
dark red, and covered with little brown
and yellow lichens. It was neat, but
yet one could see it was in want of
repair, and looked like a poor lady in
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a faded gown and mended lace by the
side of the fine shop-people in silk and
satin. It was a winter day—a very
still and bright one. The shadows of
all the leafless trees made a mnetwork
upon the brown gravel path. The old
house seemed to be basking, warming
itself in the sun. There were a great
many twinkling windows, but not a
creature to be seen except one little
child on the white step of the deep
doorway. There was a porch, and pro-
bably his nurse was there, but the little
fellow was standing out in the sun,
cracking a little whip he had, with his
hair shining in the bright light, and
his little face like an apple-blossom.
He was shouting out some baby nonsense
at the top of his voice. He did not
care for us, nor for anyone. He was
the monarch of all—quite alone in his
kingdom, independent of everybody.

““Who do you think it is, Mary ¢”
said Mrs. Tufnell, taking my hand sud-
denly, as I looked out laughing and
amused by him. Good heavens ! I had
never once thought. I fell back into
my corner and began to cry, I cannot
tell why. Of course I knew at once
whom it must be.

And then she came, not in the least
altered, kissing me just as if we had
parted yesterday. But she was agitated,
though she tried not to show it. She
took the little boy and brought him to
me, and thrust him into my arms with-
out a word, and her lip quivered, and
for some minutes she could not say
anything. The meeting was hard
altogether. 'When the thing that sun-
dered you is too far off to be talked
about, and when everybody counsels you
to avoid explanations and go on again
as if nothing had happened, it is very
hard ; you may succeed in uniting the
old strands and twisting them together
once more, but it is perhaps more likely
that you will fail. We went into
Mary’s new home, and saw the Jady who
was the head of the school. It was
holiday time—the Christmas holidays—
and they were alone. This lady was
middle-aged, older than Mary, but not
80 old as Mrs. Tufnell. She was an
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unmarried woman, and I could at once
understand what Mary had said, that her
very name and her widow’s cap told for
something in the place. But what was
most evident of all was that little Jack
was the sovereign of Grove House.
‘Whatever anybody might do or say, he
was supreme. Miss Robinson was fond
of his mother, and “appreciated” her,
as she told us; but little Jack was the
monarch, and did what he pleased.

Our visit was, as people say, quite
pleasant. It went oft perfectly well—
we kissed wher we met and when we
parted—we had a great deal to say to
each other of what had passed since we
met—and there was little Jack to make
acquaintance with, and a great many of
his wonderful adventures to be told of.
Mrs. Tufnell came away with the
thought that it had been a great success,
and that henceforward nothing more
was wanted—that Mary and I would be
one again.

But Mary and I felt differently. Idid,
at least, and I am sure so did she. You
cannot mend a rent so easily. Sucha
rent—a rent that had lasted more than
five years—how can it be drawn toge-
ther again by any hasty needle and
thread like a thing donme yesterday i
We parted friends, with promises to
meet again ; but with hearts, oh! so much
more apart from each other than they
had been an hour before! An hour
before we met I had all sorts of vague
hopes in my heart—vague feelings that
she would understand me, that I would
understand her—vague yearnings to-
wards the old union which was almost
perfect. Did you ever see the greal
glass screen they have in some houses
to shield you from the heat of the fire?
You can see the cheerful blaze through
it, but you feel nothing. Something of
the kind was between Mary and me.
‘We saw through it as well as ever, and
seemed to enjoy the pleasant warmth ;
but no other sensation followed, only
the chill of a disappointment. I felt
that she was now nothing, nothing to
me ; and I—I cannot tell how I seemed
to her. We had the old habit suddenly
brought to life and put on again, but
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none of the old meaning. We were
like mummers trying to make ourselves
out to be heroines of the past, but
knowing we were not and never could
be what we appeared. 1 was very
silent during our drive home. I did
not know what to say to my dear old
lady. She looked very fragile with her
pretty rose-cheeks, lying back in the
corner of the fly; she was fatigued,
and in the daylight I suddenly woke
up to see that she did look very fragile.
I had not believed in it before. And
how could I vex her by telling her of my
disappointment? I could not doit; she
was pleased and happy; she held my
hand, and nodded to me and said:
“Now you see you are not so much
alone as you thought you were. Now
you see you have friends who belong to
you.” How could I have had the heart
to say otherwise—to say I had found
out that we were separated for ever,
Mary and 1¢

That evening, however, after tea, she
began to talk to me very seriously.
We were sitting over the fire—she on
her favourite sofa, I on a low chair near
her. The firelight kept dancing about,
lighting up the room fitfully. It wasa
large room. We had some candles on
the mantel-piece, which shone, reflected
in the great mirror, as if from some dim,
deep chamber opening off this one ; but
it was really the firelight that lighted
the room. I had been singing to her,
and I half thought she had been asleep,
when suddenly she roused up all at
once, and sat upright in her little prim
way.

“I want to speak to you, Mary,” she
said; and then, after a pause—“You
think I meant nothing but love and
kindness when I took you to see Mrs.
Peveril to-day; but I am a scheming,
wicked old woman, Mary. I had more
than that in my mind.”

I was alittle, but only a little, startled
by this : I knew her way. I looked up
at her, smiling. “You are so designing,”
I said ; “I might have known there was
something underneath. You are going
to ask them to spend the rest of their
holidays here ”
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¢That if you like,” she said brightly,
encouraged, I could see, by my tone;
“but more than that, Mary ; more than
that.”

I was not curious. I looked with an
indolent amusement at the shining of
the firelight and the reflection in the
mirror of the flame of the candles, which
shone out of its surface without seeming
to move the dark ruddy gloom beyond.
A glass is always an inscrutable, won-
derful thing, like an opening into the
unseen : it was especially so that night.

“ Mary,” Mrs. Tufnell resumed, with
a voice that faltered, I could not tell
why ; “do you remember when I first
spoke to you of Mrs. Peveril—when I
was ill—and what I said #”

“Yes,” I answered, with sudden
alarm, looking up at her. “You don't
feel ill now #”

“No, but I have got a shake,” she
said. “When a woman at my time of
life is ill, though it may seem to pass
quite away, it always leaves a something.
I shall never be as strong as I have
been, my dear child. I feel I have got.
a shake. My life has come to be like.
the late leaves on the top of a tree.
They may last through many gales, but.
the first gust may blow them off. I
cannot feel sure for a day.”

X went close up to her in my fright,
and knelt down by the sofa, and put.
my arms round her. “Do not speak
80,” I said ; “you could not leave me
What could I do without you? I am
not an orphan as long as I have you.
You cannot have the hea 2

“ Oh, Mary! hush ; don’t overwhelmr
me. It was of that I wanted to speak. I
shall live as long as I can, for your sake.
But, dear, old people cannot stay always,
however much they may be wanted.
I have been thinking of it a great deal,
and there is a proposal I have to make
to you—with Mrs. Peveril's consent,
Mary. You must listen to all I have to
Bay.”

“Ob, you have consulted Mrs.
Peveril !” said I; and 1 got up, feeling
my heart grow chill and sore, and went
back to my meat to hear what was to be
said to me.  In the depths of my heart
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I must have been jealous of her still.
1t came all back upon me like a flood.
My dear old lady gave me a grieved
look, but she did not stop to explain.
She went quickly on with what she had
to say:

“Grove House is a nice old-fashioned
house, and cheap, and they have a good
list of scholars; and Miss Robinson
would be glad to retire, and would not
ask very much for the furniture and
things; and Mrs. Peveril is so much
liked by everybody. I have always set
apart as much as I thought was right of
my little property, intending it for you,
Ma 1

“Don’t!” I cried, in a voice so shrill
and sharp that it startled even myself
who spoke.

“It is not very much,” she went on,
“but it is all I can give away, and my
whole heart has been set upon doing
something for you with this money that
would make you independent. My dear
Mary, I am half afraid you don't like
the thought, you are so silent. I had
thought of buying Grove House for
Mrs. Peveril and you.”

“ For Mrs. Peveril and me!”

“Yes—don’t you like the idea, Mary?
—don’t you like theidea? I thought it
was something that would please you
so much. You have always said you
liked teaching, and it would be a living
for you, dear, and a home when I am
gone. I have so wished to make these
arrangements for you, Mary "

“Is it all settled 1" I said.

“ Nothing could be settled without
your consent. All that I want is your
good. I could not leave you, could I,
at your age, without anyone to stand
by you, without a home to go to, with-
out a friend——"

Thus she apologized to me for those
kind, tender plans of hers; and I sat
like a clod, feeling that I could not
reply. I was dull and heavy and mise-
rable; not grateful, yet feeling how
grateful I ought to be; understanding
her, yet not owning even to myself that
I understood her. It was not a very
great destiny that was thus allotted to
me, but that was not what I was think-

The Two Marys.

ing. My mind did not revolt against
the idea of being the mistress of a
school ; which was natural enough. To
tell the truth, I cannot quite tell what
it was that gave me so miserable a feel-
ing. Here was my life marked out for
me ; there was never to be any change
in it; no alteration for the brighter or
better occurred to this dear old woman
who loved me. She wanted to make
sure I should have daily bread and a
roof to shelter me, and some sort of
companionship. How right she was!
How good and how kind! and yet, oh,
how dreary, how unutterably blank and
hopeless seemed the prospect! I felt
this with a dull fighting and struggle of
the two things in me—wanting to please
her by looking pleased, feeling how good
she was, and how kind, how just, how
suitable was the arrangement. I felt all
this in a kind of way, and then I felt
the struggle not to be wildly angry, not
to burst out and ask her how she could
think of condemning me so—for my life?

She was grieved and disappointed at
the way I received her proposal, but she
was 80 good that she took no notice, but
kissed me, and said nothing should be
done or thought of against my consent.
For my part my heart was so heavy and
dull that I could not even thank her for
her kindness; but I hung about her
when she went to bed, and held her
fast in a speechless way that she under-
stood, I think, though I said nothing.
She cried ; she looked at me with her
kind old eyes full of tears. ¢ Oh, Mary,”
she said,  don’t break my heart! If I
could live for ever and go on always
taking care of you, don’t you think I
would do it, for your sake and your
father’s too? But I cannot. One must
die when one’s time comes, however
much one may be wanted, and I must
provide for that.”

“Qh, why can’t I provide for it?” I
cried. “Why can’t I die too? That
would be the best way.”

And then she was angry—half angry
—as much as it was in her nature to be.
And oh, with what a dreary feeling I
found myself alone, and had to sit
down and think it over, and make up
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my mind to it, as one has so often in
this life. I had to teach myself to see
how good it was. And I did. I made
up my mind to it. 'What was there
else in heaven or earth—as I could not
die with my only friend, or compel her
to live, what was there else that I could
do?

CHAPTER IX.

NExT morning when I woke, the im-
pression on my mind was, that Mrs.
Tufnell must have died in the night.
I cannot tell why I thought so, but I
woke with such a horror in my mind,
that I threw a shawl over my shoulders
and rushed to her door to ask how she
was, before I could take breath. She
was not up; but smiled at me from her
bed, where she lay with all the pictures
and the portraits of her friends about
her, the centre of a silent company.
“I am quite well—better than usual,”
she said; but I think she knew the
meaning of my terror, and felt that
after all that had been said it was
natural I should be afraid. This per-
haps threw just a little cloud upon her
serenity too, during the morning, for
however calmly one may think of
dying, I suppose it must startle one to
see that others are thinking of it. I
suppose so—it seems natural. She was
very grave, thoughtful, and somewhat
silent during the forenoon ; and when I
went and sat down by her, and asked
her to forgive me, and said I was ready
to do whatever she thought best, she
took me into her arms and cried and
kissed me. ¢ Oh, that it should be
necessary to change ! ” she said. “I do
not feel as if I could face the change—
but, Mary, for your good »

It was about noon as we thus sat
talking it over. It comforted me to see
that she liked it as little as I did ; that
she would rather have kept me with
her to the last moment of her life.
But then what should T have dome ?
—this was what she thought of We
were talking it all over very seriously,
with more pain than either of us would
show, It was a chilly winter morning.

The room was bright, to be sure, with a
good fire burning, and all the comforts
that so many poor people are without ;
but there was a chill that went to one’s
heart—the chill of the grave for her,
which she thought near ; and the chill of
the outside world, from which she had
sheltered me so long, for me. I re-
member the look of that morning—there
was a black frost outside which bound
all the dry street, and seemed to hold
the naked trees in the square so fast that
they dared not rustle, though an icy
wind was blowing through them. There
were traces still on the windows, not-
withstanding the fire, of the frosty net-
work of the night. The sun had begun
to shine as it approached noon, but even
the sun was white and cold, and seemed
rather to point out how chilly the world
was, than to warm it. After we had
got through all our explanations and
said all that was to be said, and arranged
that Mary was to be invited to the
Square with her child to spend a week
of the holidays and arrange everything,
we still kept sitting together holding
each other’s hands, not saying much. I
could not_pretend that I liked it even
to please her, and she did not like it,
though she thought it right; but all the
same it was settled, and there was
nothing more to say.

It was all settled by twelve o'clock,
fixed and decided with that double cer-
tainty which is given by pain. If we
had liked it we should not have felt half
so sure. At half-past twelve the mid-
day post came in, and I was still sitting
by my dear old lady, holding her hand,
feeling my heart sink lower and lower
every moment, thinking how I should
have to leave her when she wanted me
most—when Mrs. Tufnell’s maid came
in with the letters. She gave some to
her mistress, and she gave one to me. I
do not think I recognized the writing at
first. But I got few letters, and it gave
me a little thrill of agitation, I could
not quite tell why. It was a foreign
letter, with a number of unintelligible
postmarks. I got up and went to the
window, partly because my heart began
to beat very loud, and partly to leave
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Mrs. Tufnell at liberty to read her
letters. I recollect looking out uncon-
sciously and seeing the dried-up, dusty,
frosty look of everything, the ice-wind
sweeping the dust round the corners, the
bare shivering trees—with a momentary
thrill of sensation that my life was like
that, dried-up, frost-bound, for ever and
ever. And then, with my fingers trem-
bling and my heart beating, and a con-
sciousness of something coming, I could
not tell what, I opened the envelope
and found- This was what I found ;
without any preface or introduction—
without anything to soften the difference
between what was before my eyes and
what was going to be.

There was no beginning to the letter;
there were a good many blots in it, as if
it had been written with a hand which
was not very steady. There was not
even a date until the end. He who had
written it had been as much agitated as
she who read it; and she who read it
did so as in a dream, not knowing where
she was standing, feeling the world and
the white curtains and the frosty square
to be going round and round with her,
making a buzzing in her ears and a
thumping against her breast.

‘What a plunge into a new world—
into an old world—into a world not

ealized, not possible, and yet so strange
in its fascination, so bewildering! Was
it a dream—or could it be true }

“I have long wanted, and often
tried, to write to you again. I do not
know now whether I may or whether I
ought. If this letter should come to
another man’s wife, if it should fall into
your hands in such changed circum-
stances that you will scarcely remember
the writer's name—and I cannot hide
from myself that all this may be the
case—then forgive me, Mary, and put
it in the fire without further thought.
It will not be for you, in your new life,
but for someone else whom you will have
forgotten, though I can never forget her.
But if you are still little Mary Peveril
as you used to be, oh, read it! and try
to throw your thoughts back to the time
when you knew me—when we used to

meet. You were not much more than a
child. How much I have thought of that
time ; how often and often I have gone
over it in my thoughts I need not tell
you. You were badly used, dear Mary.
I was wrong—1I will say it humbly
on my knees if you like: having got
your promise and your heart—for I did
have that, if only for a little while—
nothing could have justified me in
appearing for one moment to place you
otherwise than first in all I did or said.
I will not excuse myself by saying how
much startled I was by the sight of Miss
Martindale, nor how anxious I was to
know whether my mother had any
share, or what share she had, in her dis-
appearance from our house. I will say
nothing about all that, but only that I
was wrong, wrong without any excuse.
Had I thought of what I was risking
by my curiosity, I would have bitten my
tongue out soonmer than have asked a
single question. Do you think, could
you think, that I would have sacrificed
you to the old foolish business which
was over years before? I was an utter
fool, I allow, but not such a fool as that.
Therefore, Mary dear, dearest, whom I
havealways thought of, listen to me again;
take me back again! I will beg your
pardon a hundred and a thousand times.
I will humbly do whatever penance you
may appoint me ; but listen to me now.
You would not listen to me at first—
and perhaps I was not so ready at first
to acknowledge how wrong I was. I
have had five long years to think of it,
and Isee itall. You were rightly angry,
dear, and I was wrong ; and if ever man
repented, I have repented. Mary, Mary!
take me back !

“1 have been wandering about the
world all this time, working and doing
well enough. I can offer you something
better now than the little cottage we
once spoke of, though that would have
been Paradise. I am leaving along with
this letter, and hope to arrive in England
almost as soon. I do mot ask you to
write—unless indeed you would, of your
own sweet kindness—one word—to
Chester Street? But even if you don’t
do that, I will go to Ruseell Square in
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the hope of finding you. Mary! don’t
break my heart. You liked me once. If
I knew what to say that would move
you, I would make this letter miles long ;
but I don’t know what more to say,
except that I love you better than ever,
and no one but you; and that I am
coming back to England for you, for you
only—half hopeless, only determined to
try once more. Perhaps by the time you
have read this I may be at your door.
“ Ever and ever yours,
“GeoRGE DurHAM.”

“ 1"

cried some one calling me ;
“Mary, what is the matter? Have you
bad news, my dear? Mary! Good
gracious, the child will faint! Mary,
don’t you hear me?”

“Oh, hush, hush!” I cried, not know-
ing what I said. “ Hark! listen! is that
him at the door ?”

It was not him just then ; and after a
little while the curtains stopped going
round, and the floor and the Square and
everything about grew solid and steady,
and I came to myself. To myself, yes
—but not to the same self as had been
sitting so sadly holding my old lady’s
hand. What a change all in 2 moment !
If T had not been so happy, I should
have been ashamed to think that a
man’s letter could all in a moment
make such a change in a woman’s life.
It is demoralizing to the last degree—
it comes in the way of all the proper
efforts of education and independent
thought, and everything that is most ne-
cessary and elevating. If in a moment,
without any virtue of yours, without
any exertion of yours, you are to have
your existence all altered for you—the
greyness turned into brightness, the
labour into ease, the poverty into wealth
—how is it to be supposed that you can
betrained aright? It is demoralizing—
but it is very pleasant. Oh, the change
in one half-hour!

But I should find it very difficalt
to explain to anyone how it was that
I behaved like a rational creature at
this moment, and did not take a bad
turn and torture him and myself with
objections. It was not wisdom on my
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part ; I think it was the absolute sud-
denness of the whole transaction. Had
he left me more time to think, or pre-
pared me for his reception, my pride
and my delicacy would have come in,
and probably I should have thrown
away both his happiness and my own.
But fortunately he arrived that very
afternoon, before the first excitement
was over, and hearing that Miss Peveril
was at home, and that the servants had
not been forbidden to admit him, walked
up stairs when I was not thinking, and
took possession of me as if there had
been no doubt on the subject. Ms.
Tufnell was begging me to write to
him at the very moment. I had shown
her my letter, and she was full of
enthusiasm about it. “Be an honest
girl, Mary,” she was saying: ‘“a girl
should not worry a man like that:
you ought to be frank and open, and
send him a word to meet him when
he comes home. Say you are as fond
of bim as he is of you »

“No, I could not—I could not,” I
was beginning to say ; when suddenly
something overshadowed us, and a big,
ringing voice said behind me, “How
could she? Let us be reasonable.” Rea-
sonable! After that there was no more
to say.

But if it had not all passed like a
dream ; if he had not been so sudden ;
if he had taken more, time and more
care—the chances are, I know, that I
should have behaved like a fool;, and
hesitated and questioned, and been
proud and been foolish. As it was,
I had to be honest and happy—there
was no time for anything else.

This was of course the ending of the
whole matter. I have often wondered
whether, had my dear old lady been
burdened with the anxiety of her charge
of me, she would have died. Asitis,
she has not died. She lives with us
often now, and we with her. On my
wedding day she talked of departing
in peace; but so far from departing"
in peace, she has been stronger ever
since, and has a complexion any girl
of twenty might envy. When I look
back to Southampton Street and to
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Russell Square, where I was so un-
happy, they all grow delightful and
beautiful to me. It was very bad, no
doubt (I suppose), while it lasted, but
how I smile now at all my dolours!
The delightful fact that they are over
makes them pleasant. “That is how
it will be, Mary,” my dearest old
lady says, “with all our sorrows, when
we die and get safely out of them. We
shall smile—I know it—and wonder
how we could have made such a fuss
over those momentary woes.” This is a
serious way of ending a story, which
after all has turned out merely a love-
story, a thing I never contemplated
when I began to confide my early
miseries to yow How miserable I
was! and how it all makes me smile
now !

As for Mary—the other Mary—we
carried out that arrangement for her
which had been proposed for me. We
bought Grove House for her. I do not
"know what we could have done better.
I never see that she is dull or weary of

her life. What languors she may have
she keeps from common view. Little
Jack has grown a great boy, and she is
very happy in him. But she does not
give herself up to him, like so many
mothers. “I must keep my own life,”
she said to me once, when I wanted her
to give up, to live quietly at home and
devote herself to my little brother alone.
“He will go out into the world after
a while,” she went on; “he must, he
has to make his way—and I, what
should I do then? follow him or stay
at home all alone?—No! I must keep
my own life.” And so she does. Hap-
piness? I cannot tell if she has happi-
ness: so many people get on without
that—though some of us, I thank God
humbly on my knees, have it without
deserving it—without having done any- .
thing for it. Mary, I believe, never
takes time to ask herself how about
that. She said so once; she is mot
unhappy, and never will be; she has
her life.
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THE TWO

MARYS.

BY MRS, OLIPHANT.

PART III.—GROVE HOUSE.

CHAPTER I

It is somewhat strange that, of all the
many incidents in this life, those that
affect the very temporary chapter of love-
making, and the act, a single act in most
lives, of marriage, should hold so over-
whelmingly pre-eminent a place. Pro-
bably, however, the common theory that
women are occupied, to the exclusion of
all other thoughts, by love and its cir-
cumstances, is founded upon the fact
that almost all story and song occupy
themselves with these details, and that
as women are indispensable to story and
song, so they too are considered exclu-
sive in their regard for that romance
which all kinds of fiction have agreed
to make the chief point in human life.
I do not believe that it is so, nor that
women are & whit more absorbed in love,
properly so called, than their partners
in that pretty play; but yet, so strong
is the power of prejudice, that in order
to interest the reader a little further in
a person who much interests myself, I
am obliged to leave the more important
matters in her life aside, and to take
up a chapter merely incidental in it. If
I were to tell you how Mrs. Peveril
taught her school, how she put forth
all her faculties in her work, how she
did her best, so far as her limitations
permitted, to train up for the world a
group of new women fit to play their
parts in it, to have their romances too,
and do their work in their turn, the
gentlest reader would tire, and yawn in
the midst of my best descriptions. And
80, I fear, the gentle reader also would
yawn, were the story told of a man’s
work—how he tamed lions, overcame

difficulties, built towns and castles—or at
least bridges and lighthouses. DMen and
women in real life may intercst us by
the narrative of real labour and pain,
but in fiction they have to be placed in
delicate juxtaposition, occupied with
each other, not with the things outside
that narrow circle which take up so
much greater a share in their lives.
And foolish as it is (which is the most
curious thing of all), the instinct is
true: for, after all, there is nothing so
important in our lives as the question
with whom we are to pass them, or
even the lesser mysterious question, with
whom we might have passed them, had
things happened differently, working
such change as is impossible in all we
are and all we do. Think, if you had
married that first love of yours far away
in the remote past, in those days you
laugh at softly now, when you were so
miserable! It is not only your circum-
stances, but you, that would have been
altered. You would have run into a
different groove of heing, learnt to
think differently, and shaped your
whole self in other moulds. Nothing
more interesting than this question
even when the decision of it is over—
nothing more absorbing (for the time)
when it is still to come.

So I will introduce Mrs. Peveril to
you on a still autumn evening, just
about the time of sunset, a period some-
what corresponding to her thoughts and
circumstances. She was not old enough,
it is true, to match that October after-
noon, nor that soft stillness of the waning
day. She was no more than July, and
had not indeed even reached the full me-
ridian and noon of life ; but there was
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something in her circumstances which
had the effect of age. She was in that
condition of calm which comes after
the soul has partially recovered from a
great sorrow. She was a widow, not
so long widowed but that life still ap-
peared to her a thing over and ended.
Steady routine of use and wont, and the
needs of ordinary existence, make an
end of this hushed and stilled sensation,
but sufficient time had not passed
either to make the change habitual to
this young woman, or to wake in her
any of those obstinate new shoots of
life which will spring up even out of
the very grave. She was taking a solitary
evening walk, up and down, up and
down the long avenue before Grove
House. The old brick walls shut in
their two old lines of trees, some of
which hung perilously over the path,
while some had been stricken half-
dead, palsied in a limb, stripped from
all buds or leafage on one side, like old
men standing pitifully waiting for their
dismissal.
house made a cheerful tint of colour at
one end of the vista, warming the gloom.
The other end to which Mrs. Peveril's
eyes were turned was filled up by a
more rosy glory, the wonderful colour
of the western sky. The sun himself
had gone out of sight—vanished, per-
haps, through that celestial opening,
that break of daffodil sky, half green,
half blue, half saffron, which shone out
of the masses of crimson vapour. Every-
thing was very still; now and then a
feeble yellow leaflet, detached, one could
not tell how, wavered slowly down, as
if obeying reluctantly the attraction of
the earth. Sometimes these single leaf-
lets would flutter across the solitary
muser’s face, or drop on her black dress,
startling her with soft, impalpable touch,
like the touch of a spirit. She had
been trying to think—of her work—
of individuals among her pupils, how
she would manage them, guide them
best ; even of the scheme of lessons
which she had arranged for them. She
had been trying to do what they say
women find it so hard to do, to think
steadily on a certain abstract subject,
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avoiding personal details. This was so
right a thing to do that she felt strong
in it; she felt that the indulgence of
the solitary walk was justified by this
severely dutiful use of it. And her
thoughts flowed in this admirable
channel with advantage to herself as a
schoolmistress and to her pupils—until
she turned at the end of the avenue,
turning her back upon the house, and
facing the sunset. Then, I am sorry
to say, she quite forgot to think any
longer. Shedid not merely change the
fashion of her thinking, but left it off
altogether. She felt—she did not think ;
but, poor soul, was not aware of the
change. She felt the rare still evening
steal into her soul, flooding her very
heart, as it were, with that stream of
magic light and colour, of wistful hidden
intluence. Such sights do not quicken
or encourage thought; on the contrary,
they enter in and possess, filling up all
the channels in which thought might
flow. Poor Mary’s heart and mind
became all one reflection—as if she
had been a lake or a stream. It gave
her an inarticulate, inexpressible pang,
yet stilled and calmed her with an in-
effable quiet. Thus she went slowly,
slowly down the avenue, which was too
short, and brought her no nearer that
speechless glowing of the heavens.
‘When she turned her back upon it, which
she did at length mechanically, she gave
a heavy sigh, and, the reflection being
gone out of her, fell into a kind of
dreary thinking as she turned her face
again towards the house. How that
life was over ; how nothing could ever
change in the motionless, tedious future
that lay before her, to be got through
somehow ; how that bearing up and
holding on were all—all the hard duties
that were required of her; bearing up
and holding on—for what ? only to be
dragged down at the end into the in-
evitable darkness where she might as
well drop now without taking the
trouble to struggle. Morbid thoughts,
anyone will say. But Mrs. Peveril was
not morbid. The fact was, she had
been full of that reflected sunshine, and
the world looked cold and dull, when

House.
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suddenly she had turned herself round,
and the reflection that filled her had
gone out.

These were very different from the
useful, edifying, and schoolmistressly
thoughts which had occupied her before,
though she herself was scarcely aware
of the difference, or of how that differ-
ence had come about. But perhaps it
was a kind of accidental justice upon
her for allowing this revolution, and
caprice of fate for her punishment, that
made her suddenly aware of a slim,
spare figure walking quickly towards
the gate on the other side of the trees.
Fate has its caprices, its half-humo-
rous sudden blows, that strike us as if
in jest, as well as its sledge-hammers for
heavier use. The figure that caught
Mrs. Peveril’s eye leaving the house
was that of the Italian master who gave
lessons to some of her pupils; a straight,
spare, threadbare man, with a long face
and somewhat solemn aspect, except
when he had a smile, which transfigured
him. He.was poor to all appearance,
very gentle in his manners, kind and
patient even with the dullest learners,
and seeking the regard of those whom
he encountered with a certain wistful, ap-
pealing glance, such as moves the heart.
When she saw who it was, she turned
out of her way a little to bow to him
and make him a little good-night gesturce
with her hand. Poor M. Bonventura !
She did this as she might have laid her
hand on the head of a child who looked
at her wistfully. He made a little pause,
as though the idea of stopping to speak
to her had crossed his mind, but think-
ing better of it, only took off his hat,
with profuse foreign reverence, holding
it in his hand till she had passed. The
trees were between them, and the
silence, and a world of unknown thought
and feeling. Mrs. Peveril went back to
the house with a half-smile of compas-
sionate interest on her melancholy
mouth. Poor man! he had a twi-
light look about him more than even
that which she thought must hang
about herself. He was older than she
was, and, so far as she heard, quite
alone. Life perhaps was over for him,
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too—at least and certainly it was any-
thing but bright. With this half-
consciousness of fellow-feeling in her
mind, she went indoors. What a change
it was to go indoors! In the parlour,
which they did not call a drawing-room,
a little fire was burning, two candles
were lit on the table, and tea was ready.
The girls were having their meal in the
large dining-room, under the control of
the heavy, fair German governess; and
the principal of the school and her head
governess had tea together without in-
terruption. Miss Robinson already sat
by the table, waiting for Mrs. Peveril to
come in. The young widow only took
time to throw off her shawl and take
up her little two-year-old boy Jack
in his clean pinafore, before she joined
the other, who was a little impatient,
and wondered much how any woman
could linger when within reach of those
fragrant fumes of tea. The room was
somewhat dark, with dim walls and dim
pictures, scarcely observable in the faint
light, which was bright round the table,
but shonelittle further. One of the low,
deep-set windows was unshuttered, and
a bit of sky, still ruddy with the waning
sunset, looked straight at Mary as she
came in, in her widow’s cap, its long
white pendants making a setting for her
head, like the curtain held up behind
the Madonna in an old picture—and the
child in her arms with his white mass
of pinafore. Every mother and child
suggests more or less that sacred image.
Miss Robinson, it is true, was a little
fretful, waiting for her tea, and would
have thought it rather improper—
Ritualistic, or even Papistical—to make
such a comparison; but the dim old
room brightened, as still life often
seems to brighten, with a dumb move-
ment and thrill of sympathy, as the
mother came in with the child.

“I saw Mr. Bonventura just going
away,” said Mrs. Peveril ; “he was
surely late to-night #”

“Yes ; he came to talk to me after
his lesson,” Miss Robinson replied.
“ He makes a kind of confidant of me,
poor man! He lost his only child not
long ago. Foreigners are so much more
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emotional than we are. " He comes to
me and cries, like a child.”

¢ Poor man !”

“Yes, poor man! DBut it is too much
to see a man cry. It breaks one’s heart,
and yet one feels half angry. A man
should be more able to command him-
gelf.”

“Poor soul !” said Mary again. She
half envied the Italian his tears; and
perhaps poor Miss Robinson, who had
nobody either to weep or to be glad
for, wholly envied him, and thus spoke
somewhat sharply, more sharply than
she felt.

¢TIt is rather unreasonable of him,
too, to be so heart-broken,” she went
on, “for he had not seen her for years
and years. Her mother’s people brought
her up in Italy. He would not have
known her, he says, had he seen her—
80 of course it must have been a much
less heavy blow.”

Would it be a much less heavy
blow? Mary made no reply ; but there
gleamed through her mind a sudden per-
ception of the desolateness, the blank
misery, of thus losing a creature un-
known—nearest and dearest, and yet
unknown—never to be seen cn earth,
scarcely to be recognized in heaven.
How dreary it was! She seemed to
understand all at once the wistful,
piteous look in the poor man’s eyes.
Next time she saw him she looked at
him with eyes which were wistful too,
wistful with the desire to show a sym-
pathy which could not be put into
words. Her voice softened when she
spoke to him. She gave herself trouble
to save him what trouble she could ; to
soften towards him the girls in their
levity, who took the usual thoughtless
advantage which girls take without
knowing it, of the man who could not
be harsh to their womanhood. All this
Mrs. Peveril did for the Italian master
(who taught French also at Grove
House) out of fellow-feeling for him, and
pity for that special dreariness of his
sorrow which made Miss Robinson call
his loss *“ 80 much less heavy” than it
might have been, Mary had felt more
and knew better on this point at least.
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This little scene, I may say, occurred
long before the second meeting and
reconciliation of the two Marys; and
while Mrs. Peveril was entirely sepgrated
from her step-daughter, and scarcely
hoped ever to find any sympathy in
her. Many of the facts have come to
my knowledge since I put on record the
first chapter of their history. This
was the most lonely time of the elder
Mary’s life; but existence went on
very quietly at Grove House by the
help of routine. There is nothing so
good as routine for getting people
steadily, calmly through their lives.
Now and then it may seem tedious,
weary ; but when the soul is travels
worn, and perhaps fallen a little lame
by reason of the hardness of the way,
what a good staff and crutches are those
ever-returning tranquil necessities ; the
hour for this, the hour for that, the
rule which strengthens and stills. A
convent in most cases is a nest of un-
fledged birds, innocences that have never
come in much contact with the world ;
but a school is the place to look for dis-
appointed souls and weary hearts. This
is not the lesson we were taught in our
youth. Even now the English traveller
peeps wistfully into the fresh pink-and-
white face of every sister of charity,
suspecting her of ‘a story:”—story,
Lord bless you, she has nonc to tell—
but take the first governess you find in
the first well-bred, tame English school,
and you will find one. I don’t know
if good Miss Robinson was provided
with that kernel to her life. Probably
she had forgotten it, outlived it, years
before she began to think that having
made a very comfortable little sum of
money she might retire from Grove
House. This idea did not occur to her
until some years after the little scene I
have described, which is the epilogue to
my present brief little drama. By this
time she had got fond of her head gover-
ness, and had indeed made a partner of
her to all intents and purposes, in what
all her friends felt was a very imprudent
way. But when her ideas developed
into that intention of giving up work
altogether, the Robinsons generally in-
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terposed and would not allow their
cousin (she had no nearer relations) to
be so weak and unbusinesslike as to
give up the school to Mrs. Peveril, which
was what she had thought of, without
asking anything for the goodwill, or
even exacting a rigid account of the
fixtures. Her elder cousin Robinson
was a solicitor, and declared such a bar-
gain preposterous. It would be bad for
the young woman herself, he said. It
would give her false ideas of the value
of money, and no doubt lead to her
bankruptey sooner or later. Poor Miss
Robinson, who was not strong-minded,
had to give in to these representations ;
and it was accordingly decided that if
Mary could pay, Mary should succeed
her; but that if Mrs. Peveril could not
manage to raise the sum which Mr.
Robinson thought necessary for the
goodwill, lease, and fixtures of that
long-established and most respectable
seminary for young ladies, it must be
sold to the highest bidder. It is not
necessary to enter into the steps by
which this was accomplished, nor the
way in which Mrs. Peveril’s friends
came forward, “ nobly” Mr. Robinson
said ; for in the meantime something else
occurred which was interesting to all
parties concerned, and promised for
some time a conclusion of a different
kind.

‘When this question was first opened,
Mrs, Peveril was walking one evening as
she was wont, in the same avenue at the
same hour, and in circumstances very
similar to those we have already de-
scribed. The only difference was that
the evening was in spring instead of
autumn, and consequently colder, less
genial, and less sad. . The trees were
budding instead of dropping their leaves,
and though the sunset was warm and
gorgeous as on the previous evening, it
did not produce quite the same tran-
quillizing effect. The prick of the
rising life-blood in all nature stirs
humanity too with a stimulus which is
sometimes irritating, always exciting.
Even Mrs. Peveril felt this in the more
than cloistered quiet which had fallen
upon her. It seemed to whisper of

The Two Marys.

change, to suggest something mnew, to
dissent from that settled conviction
which she entertained and cherished,
that life was over for her. Youth is
soon over, we all say, and yet how per-
sistent it is! Mary did her best to
think herself and believe herself middle-
aged; but she could not help feeling
young. Can anyone help it? Do we
feel old at seventy, I wonder? She
was not much over thirty, and, not-
withstanding her conviction to the con-
trary, she felt younger than she had
done at sixteen, which, by the way, is
sometimes a very elderly age.

And just as he had done on that
other evening three years before, Mr.
Bonventura's spare, straight figure ap-
peared on the other side of the trees
just as Mary turned her face towards
the house which she had been wonder-
ing and calculating about, whether it
would ever be hers. She was very
anxious in reality about this question.
It made all the difference to her between
a life which was clear before her, settled
and permanent, and the inevitable
change and the uncertain future upon
which she would be driven if anyone
elsc got Grove House. Her thoughts
were full of it, and she was not so care-
ful perhaps to give the Italian that
gracious and gentle greeting which had
become gradually to him an event to be
looked forward to, though it was but a
smile and a wave of the hand. Per-
sonal pre-occupation comes sadly in the
way of our thoughtfulness for others.
Perhaps Mr. Bonventura was pre-occue
pied too. He stopped short and pon-
dered a moment, always on the other
side of the trees, and then he seemed tc
take a sudden resolution. As Mary
advanced slowly towards him, he en-
tered within the line of the avenue and
went to meet her. He was one of the
few Italians who carry out our conven-
tional notion of what an Italian ought
to be. He had a long face, pensive and
worn, with blue eyes looking mildly
out over its sallow cheeks, and heavy
eyelids which drooped when he was
tranquil ; a melancholy-visaged man,
very spare, not saying much so far as
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Grove House knew, but always accom-
panying the little he did say with em-
phatic gestures. He came up to her,
taking his hat off, holding it elevated
from his head, as only foreigners do,
with that more subtle courtesy which is
seldom understood by Englishmen.
¢ Madame Pevereel,” he said to her, sud-
denly, “you are thinking—you have
something on your mind %”

“Put on your hat, Mr. Bonventura,”
said Mary, with a smile.

“’Tis quite the same,” he said, hold-
ing it as before—* you will be angry, I
fear, but if Madame Pevercel would
think of me as a very old friend—a
verr’ old friend—not speaking much,
nevare,” he went on with an insinuating,
beseeching sort of smile—* for why, it
'was not necessary ; but feeling—ah, feel-
ing—as if Madame's little salute each
evening was worth all the day.”

¢ Indeed you have always been very
kind—very good to me,” said Mary,’
somewhat confused, she could not tell
how, by his eye.

“No, no, no, no,” he said, firing off
the sharp, short monosyllable with little
shrugs of his shoulders and rapid ges-
tures of his hand. ¢ Men are not good
to angels—'tis t'other way, t'other way.”
Then divining by the confusion on
Mary’s face that she was not used to
this sort of talk, he paused with a mo-
mentary laugh. “I laugh not because
I am in fun,” he said, *but because
Madame Pevereel is startled that I speak
as men of my country speak. We are
plain, we say the words that come. We
do not make so many compliments as
an Englishman. When a lady is like
an angel to us, we use the word plain.
It is a pretty word—we employ it senza
* complimenti—do you understand ?”

“Indeed we think you make more
compliments than Englishmen, Signor
Bonventura,” said Mrs. Peveril, half-
ashamed of her school-girl bashfulness,
and venturing upon a smile. (“It is
only their way,” she said to herself.)

“Ah, that is because you will not
understand us,” said the Italian, with
animation. Then he sank into his
usually quiet tone. “If I am permitted
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he continued, ¢“there is something—very
serious—which I would have to say.”

¢ Surely,” said Mary, quaking a little,
she could not tell why—*but in that
case you must put on your hat.” The
situation felt somehow tendue, as the
French say. She was glad to be able
to make such an insignificant stipula-
tion. Bonventura bowed low and
obeyed her. When a man asks leave
to say something serious to a woman—
especially after he has called her an
angel—the situation is apt to become
trés tendue. Mary quaked, though when
she took herself to task there seemed
no reason why.

“Madame will have patience with
me if I make a little account of myself,
a little retrospect,” he said (which made
Mary more alarmed than ever), “in few,
verr’ few words. I am married early in
life. I am become widow. I am a
little shaken up, mixed, as you call
it, in the politique—and it becomes
necessary for me to leave my country.
That is a long, long time ago. There
are many years that I might have been
back in Italy ; but Madame does not
need to be told that one’s heart be-
comes dulled, that one no longer cares.
I am like this. I desire no more
Italy—nor anything. So much for me.
But I have gathered up a little—
money—a little money—while I have
been about the world. Madame is in
thought of buying this school, the trees,
and many things that I need not name.
I have no one to keep my money for.
Will Madame Pevereel be kind, very
kind, to the humblest of her servants,
and use this money, seeing I have no
one to be made happy by it—no one;
and it is but a plague and a burden to
me?”

“Mr. Bonventura! your moncy!”
cried Mary, in consternation. Her first
thought was of terror, her second a very
flood of gratitude; but it was the
first which appeared first. And there
mingled in 1t a certain sharp pang of
shame because she had supposed (and
trembled) that his thoughts had taken
a very different turn.
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“Ah, Madame Pevereel ! and why not
my money?” he said, with a gentle
patience which was strangely unlike
the situation. “It might be of use—
and there is no one to be made better
by it. Not me—what is it to me?
This would be to give me one pleasure
—verr’ great, verr’ sweet—still in my
life. It is there, the money; why not
use it—why not use it? It is good
money—honest, not gained by wicked-
ness. Madame gives me more, much
more, every time she gives me that little
wave of the hand. For what else do I
live?” cried the Italian, his large, pensive,
heavy eyes suddenly lighting up. Mary
trembled as she caught the full look of
those eyes, which were almost always
half veiled. He could open them still,
he could put such glowing secret fire
into them! She went back a step,
afraid—yet strangely moved. She said
to herself next moment that for her,
another man’s wife (though she was a
widow), to feel that strange conscious-
ness of restrained passion, that thrill
half of fear, half of pride, of something
almost like gratification, was wicked ;
and so perhaps it would have been had
it not been so simply involuntary. Any
sudden encounter with emotion strong
enough to be called passion is startling,
bewildering. It made her heart beat
loud and fast, though there were no
words of plainer import used, and no
declaration made. ’

¢ What can I say to thank you ?"'she
began, faltering, confused. ¢ What can
I say to show you how I feel—how
deeply I feel—your kindness 1”

“No, no, no,” he cried again, sharply,
shaking his head and making a host of
deprecatory gestures with his hands,
which talked as much as his lips.
¢ No, no, no, no, no, no, no! That

. must not say itself. 1t is quite simple.
To do me a pleasure, a service, you
will take this little useless money
—jyou will make me very happy ; and
the place will be yours—and the trees
you love—and the garden for littel
Chaque. And I—I will still see you,
you will still wave to me your hand ?
Pardon me, it is that I think of most.

e
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Otherwise, how should I live?” le
said, looking at her again with his eyes
full of tears. An Englishman would
have been ashamed of the tears; but
the Italian was not ashamed.

“ Mr. DBonventura!” cried Mary,
driven to her wits’ end, what with a
gense that some conclusion must be put
to this, and the impossibility of contend-
ing against the swell of sudden emotion,
pity, and gratitude, which took away
from her all power of saying No. He
put up his hand eagerly, with an air
of fright—

% No, not to-night,” he said; ‘“not
any answer to-night. To-morrow—
some other time. Madame will think
it over. Iwait—I attend. Iam always
ready. It is but to send a word at mid-
night, at noon, any hour. I am always
there. Now, for this time, good-night.”

He took her hand and kissed it, after
the manner of his nation, uncovering his
head. By this he did not mean half so
much as Mary, trembling, thought he
did. He left her standing there dis-
mayed, excited, feeling the world go
round and round with her, and hurried
off into the outside world and the
waning sunset. After a while, Mary,
still trembling, feeling her head burn
and her heart beat, went into the still,
feminine house, disturbed by no such
tempests. Had a volcano burst by the
peaceful door, it would scarcely bave
appeared more strange.

CHAPTER IL

“You have seeri Monsieur?” said
Miss Robinson, coming forward with an
eager look of curiosity, and taking Mrs.
Peveril's hands as if she expected to be
told something. The Italian taught
French at Grove House as well as his
own language, and therefore was very
generally known by this name. “I
have been watching you walking up and
down. He has spoken to you "
“Yes,” said Mary, detaching her
hands. Her friend’s look, and the ex-
citement of curiosily and suspicion about
her, had an embarrassing effect upon
Mrs. Peveril. She drew a chair hastily

1
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to the table, and sat down and pulled
her work-basket towards her. ¢ Yes, he
is very kind—far too kind,” she said, as
soon as she had the excuse of her work
to fix her eyes upon. * He wants me to
settle about Grove House—with his
money. How good, how kind he is!
He would not take a denial. - Fancy his
maney, poor soul—all his savings! He
wanted me (of course it is entirely out
of the question) to take it all.”

¢ His money—only his money 1” said
Miss Robinson, confounded.

“ And surely enough too,” said Mary,
with a nervous little laugh.

There was a pause; and though this
indeed had been all poor Mr. Bonven-
tura had said, it would be vain to deny
that Mrs. Peveril knew exactly what
Miss Robinson was going to say, and
what the Italian had really meant, as
well as if it had been put into the
plainest words—perhaps better. Miss
Robinson made a pause, as most things
do—storms and streams in flood and
other excited forces of nature—before
the outburst. Then—

“Mrs. Peveril!” she cried. ¢ Mary!
his money! Are you deaf? are you
- blind ? are you stupid? Good gracious,
goodness gracious, is that all you think
of? You, a woman that has been
married, and don’t see what this poor
soul must mean ?”

Mrs. Peveril did not raise her head.
She sat sewing, making a few rapid, large
stitches of which any school-child might
have been ashamed. She pricked her
fingers with her needle, and the colour
flushed up hotly into her cheeks. It
was one great sign of guilt that she did
not attempt to make any reply. And
Miss Robinson continued :—

“I did think you were above that
affectation! I thought you were one
that would say what you would do, and
not torment a man. Take him or leave
him ; but let it be one thing or another
—that I did think.”

Here Mary cleared her throat softly,
and the other paused. Mrs. Peveril
went on sewing, but she spoke in a
voice so meck that she might have been
the smallest school-girl in the house,
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“How can I know what any man
means except by what he says? Mr.
Bonventura spoke to me of his money.
I never heard of such kindness. That
was all he said—to me.”

“That was not all he said—to me,”
said Miss Robinson, calming down ; ¢ if
there had been any need to say it; if I
had not seen months ago—years ago—
that the sight of you was all his pleasure
in life. He did not tell you that, per-
haps,” said the schoolmistress, with
sudden, sharp irony, turning upon her
victim. “You did not know %"

‘“He said—something of the kind,”
said Mrs. Peveril, demurely ; “but then
he is full of compliments, like every
foreigner.” Then she threw away her
work, and went up to her indignant and
excited friend. * What do you want
me to do }” she said, taking hold of her
arm and leaning upon her. “I cannot
—marry the man—if that is what you
mean.”

“ Why can't you?”

*“Oh !” cried Mary, with a great sud-
den outburst of the tears which all this
time had been lying so near the sur-
face, “because I cannot! I know all
you will say. I know he is good, very
good. I know his life is dreary. I
know—everything you can tell me. If
it was another than e, I should say with
you—VYes, she ought. But I cannot—
cannot! Don’t ask me any more.”

“Sit down,” said Miss Robinson,
kissing her, “and I will give you a cup
of tea. You are worried and tired.
You have had a hard day. A cup of tea
will do you all the good in the world.”

This was very politic as well as kind,
and in her heart Miss Robinson felt
hopeful. “ When a young woman pro-
duces her very last argument first of
all” she said afterwards, ‘“don’t you
sce she takes the force out of all the
others, and has nothing to fall back
upon? I am never alarmed when I see
that ;” and she bustled round to the tea-
table, and poured out some tea for Mrs.
Peveril, and made her drink it, coaxing
and soothingher. *You are tired, poor
dear,” said the designing woman, “and
anxious and full of cares one way and

L
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another. Poor Mary! Thereis plenty
of time. I will not allow any hurry,

and it will come all right. You shall
see—it will come all right.”

The tea was a cordial, and refreshed
Mary, and the sympathy helped her.
She felt to her very heart that sense
of moral backing up which is the best
and last consolation in life. Her agita-
tion calmed down. She was nat a weak
woman, nor one to be thrown off her
balance by such an incident ; but yet,
when a woman has gone entirely back
into the quict of feminine life, with-
drawn from contact even with the other
half of the creation, an adventure of
this kind tells more upon her than if
she werein the full tide of ordinary life.
A subtle sense that something of the
kind was about breathed all through
the maiden houschold, fluttering the
dovecots. The presence of that myste-
rious sentiment which was so unknown,
so much dreamt of, so deliciously strange
and novel, thrilled through every room,
no one could tell how; and Mrs. Peveril
felt it as she could not have felt any-
thing of the kind outside this strict
enclosure. It excited her, with a mixture
of pain and startled pride and something
like pleasure. Yes, there was a certain
gratification underneath. It was hard
upon the man that he should love her
and gain nothing by it; but instinctively
there mingled in the woman’s mind,
among a host of other feelings, a thrill
of involuntary and half-guilty pleasure.
It was detestable—it was cruel—it was
wicked—to be half pleased, half amused,
because of the existence in another of
feelings which could not but bring sharp
pain with them. But, alas! so it was.
I do not justify this atrocious sentiment
—but so it was.

Miss Robinson sat down quietly by
the tea-tray as if nothing particular re-
mained to be discussed. This was mere
guile and artfulness, for her heart was
beating almost as loudly as if she had
been herself the principal in this novel
incident. And these designing ways
were rewarded as they so often are. The
tranquillity soothed the victim. She be-
gan to unfold herself—to open her mind.
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“ Have I been wearing my heart upon
my sleeve ?” shesaid. “ You know how
anxious I have been—but have I been
showing it? To stay here is all I wish
for—but if I bave been going about with
o pitiful face, calling for everybody’s
sympath "

“No, dear, no,” said Miss Robinson ;
“not cverybody’s. Poor Monsieur ! he
deserves better of you than to be ranked
with everybody—so full of feeling as he
is, so sympathetic.”

“T did not mean to make little of
him,” said Mary ; ‘“he is too good. I
cannot think what could have put this
into his head. It is so strange to offer
—money.”

“'Tis very strange indeed,” said Miss
Robinson, with a little snort; “so
strange that your nearest relations will
let you die first—in most cases.”

Mary looked up, startled by the tone.
Excitement was beginning to get the
upper hand of the usually tranquil
schoolmistress ; but at this glance she
recovered her self-control.

“You must not be suspicious of me,
dear, as if I were taking his part—but
I have long known what put this into
his head. I told you he made a sort of
confidant of me. Poor man, perhaps he
thought I was of more use to him than
I ever ventured to try to he. Foreigners
have such strange notions. They think,
instead of rushing first-hand to speak to
a woman, that it does them good to
speak to her friends. There is something
to be said for it, though it is not our
way. After all,” said the good woman,
driven by mere zeal of partisanship to a
wild liberality which in her sober senses
she was far from feeling,—*“after all, I
don’t see why a thing should be perfect
because it is our English way.”

Mary made no direct answer. She
murmured something, but it was not
audible, and Miss Robinson continued.
‘ Right or wrong, he has talked a great
deal to me. I have heard more poetry
lately than I have done before in all the
course of my existence. I couldn't re-
peat all he has said. I should feel shy
of saying it—and so would you—but he
is just mad about you, Mary. There!
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I don’t know anything else to say. A
second marriage ought to be a tame sort
of an affair, but this would not be tame
if you would have him. He is oldish,
too,” said Miss Robinson, with that
quaint, half-humorous, half-indignant
sense of comparison which so often
strikes a woman,—* not much younger
than myself, I suppose. Goodness
gracious! what would anybody say if
I were to fall in love at my age?”

Here Mrs. Peveril, struck, too, by the
ludicrousness of the suggestion, was
tempted to a nervous laugh. ¢ You see
how impossible it is,” she said.

“Not impossible at all, my dear.
Men are different from us. I don’t say
myself, Mary, that it would be at all
unpleasant if there was some nice,
comfortable, oldish man waiting to set
up house with me. It is not a thing
I would say if we were not all alone,
and if I did not know you well. But
I shall be very dull by myself when I
leave Grove House and you. And if there
was some nice, quiet man—not making
any fuss of love, you know, or nonsense,
but just wanting a good-natured com-
panion, and to be taken care of—I shall
want that, too—I don't see why there
might not be old marriages like that,
just for company. So, you see, I under-
stand poor Monsieur in a way. To be
sure, if I were to fall in love, it would
be laughable—but not in his case. And,
Mary, you should think what a dif-
ference you would make in his life.
Think of him going home to his
dreary little room, all alone ; no one to
make things look bright for him or give
him a welcome. We women are never
so bad as a man for that. We can
make a place look like home ; but they
have no notion of cheating themselves
with a look of comfort. Think of the
dark room with boots and books all hig-
gledy-piggledy, nothing bright, nothing
nice—and that poor man going in and
shutting himself up all of a bright after-
noon, and never caring to budge. Mary,
what a change you would make—jyou and
the child. What is it ? Good gracious !
how you do startle me! What is the
-matter? Have you forgotten something?”
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For Mary had given a sudden cry,
and starting to her feet had rushed out
of the room. Had she forgotten some-
thing? Yes—for the first time in his
life, she had forgotten Jack. When
this was brought home to her, she started
guilty from the table. Here was an
evidence of the more than folly, the
guilt of this discussion. It had made
her forget her boy.

CHAPTER IIl.

Nor much more was said that evening,
and yet a good deal of food for thought
was furnished to Mrs. Peveril, who lay
awake all night thinking over the whole
matter till her head ached. Miss Robin-
son was a violent partisan, but she was
also learned in woman'’s wiles, and knew
how to be pertinacious skilfully. She
threw in a word here and there which
told—not too much—rather a sugges-
tion, pregnant and more full of meaning
than a thousand arguments. One of these
seeds of thought she threw into her
friend’s mind the last thing when they
separated, and she did not neglect at
breakfast to foster the seedling. On
one side there was Grove House and a
settled home—a place to bring Jack up
in, to be always home to him ; a reason-
able revenue, which might increase every
year; a position of some influence, as
much as a woman can in ordinary cases
hope to attain; work enough to keep
her employed, but not too much ; and,
last of all, indicated in the sketch rather
than insisted upon, a good, very good,
honourable man, who would stand by
her and advise her, and teach French
and Italian, as it were, for nothing.
This last particular, by no means the
least upon which Miss Robinson insisted,
gave a touch of humour which relieved
the very serious reality of the rest.
Probably it saved Mary from falling ill
of it, by leaving one safety valve for a
laugh, though the laugh was of a very
unsteady kind. How lessons got on
that morning I cannot say ; but it was
after twelve, and the girls safely sent
out for their walk, and the house silent ;
and Mary, geated at a table in a little
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room specially appropriated to her—a
small bright room on the ground-floor,
looking out upon a green corner of the
garden, where there shone already a
bouquet of crocuses—was trying to re-
duce her agitated thoughts to something
like calmness, when the door was sud-
denly opened, and—thrust in apparently
by someone behind, who disappeared as
he entered—Mr. Bonventura, with his
large eyes fully open and shining, with
an unusual colour and animation in his
face, suddenly came in. He was shy
by nature, and in such circumstances an
Englishman would probably have been
more than shy. But emotion gave that
courage to the Italian which it generally
takes away from our dear countrymen.
He came up to Mary’s side holding out:
his hand, smiling upon her with that
smile which lighted up his whole face.
He was a man transfigured—light shin-
ing out of him, with the new hope
which had recalled him to life. This
was the natural man arrayed in all his
advantages as God intended him to
be. How seldom are we permitted so
to appear to the eyes of others! To
Mary he scemed another man, some-
thing different. He was changed, she
felt, and to her it appeared that he was
changed out of, not into, his real self.

“ You have heard what I mean—what
I feel,” he said, taking her hand—his
very language seeming (or perhaps it
was Mary’s agitation which had this
effect) clevated out of its usual imperfec-
tions. “I could say much, but I fear
to frighten you. Love—we will not
speak of that—but if, if—then you
should feel what it was! No—I do
not speak of that——"

“ Mr. DBonventura,” cried Mary,
“listen to me. I have no love to give
anyone—none—that is impossible.”

“So—s0,” said the ltalian,gently; it
is understood. We say nothing of love.
There would be one to stand between
you and the world. That is what I say
—ono to stand between you and the
world. A man, even if he be not much,
can do that. One, perhaps, to lean
upon a little when you are weary. Ah!
But let us cease to speak of the uses of
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me—not for what could be done by me,
did you wake me back to life. Yes,
you have called me back to life. 'Why 2
Because you love to be good. You love
—not me—but to be good. Here is a
way to be good—more good than tongue
can say ; to make a man—what shall I
say ?—not happy, ’tis too small—happy,
yes! asthe saints are in heaven. To take
me would be to do this; but I am not
exacting,” he said, his whole face melt-
ing with a child’s pleading, insinuating
smile, with an exquisite humbleness
which was half sweet, half bitter. “I
am not exacting. I will not force me
everywhere to trouble you. I would
ask not too much. So little as you wil}
do, ’twill make me—ah, more than
happy. Will not that be possible?
I resgect too much the past to ask
more.

“This is not enough,” said Mary,
looking up at him with eyes which
were dazzled by his looks and saw but
dimly. ¢ Mr. Bonventura, you are too
good. This is not enough, and ought
not to be enough. No, no, you would
not be happy ; you would feel all that
was wanting, and every day you would
feel it more. You should have nothing,
or more than this.”

“If I cannot have more, I should be
content with this,”” he said.

Mary covered her face with her hands.
Her heart seemed to be grasped in some
iron hold which wrung it so that blood
seemed to come instead of tears. Ob,
it was cruel to press her so! What
could she say? She could be kind to
him, esteem him, make (and that was a
temptation) his life happier; but for
herself, what would she do? Itseemed
to her that she was forced into this step
—that all at once her life had turned
into discord, and was torn out of all
natural harmony. She looked up at
him humbly, beseeching him.

*“ Why must I marry you ?” she said.
“I will be your friend. You might
even, perhaps—live here—I don’t know.
We might be companions, dear friends.
‘What can be better than that? Oh, be
content with that! The other would
be false, but this would be true.”
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<1t could not be,” he said, with the

€ears coming into his eyes.  You like
me so little, then 7 Ah, pardon, pardon !
I will go away.”

And therewith the light went out in
his face, went out as if you had blown
out a candle. It was the same man,
but no longer as God meant him to be.
His lip quivered as the light went out.
He took Mary’s hand and held it be-
tween both of his, with his head bent
down as if to kiss it, and repeated
drearily, “I will go away.”

¢ Oh, no, no ; do not go!” she cried.
The change in his face struck her like
a sudden sharp blow. Could not she
put up with a little to save a man from
this—so lonely a man, so good a man
“ Don’t go—rather take a little time—
and think. I might—try—again.”

She knew she was committing herself,
but what could she do? If he had held
out a little longer, she would have con-
sented to everything; but he was too
ready to accept the crumb of comfort.
And with this he went away, leaving
her worn out, guilty, miserable—guilty
to everybody: to her husband who was
in his grave, to her child, to this man
even whom she had weakly beld on. To

redouble the final blow, Miss Robinson
came rushing to her while she sat thus
wretched, holding her head in her hands.

“Oh, what a fright I have been in!”
cried that kind woman ; “I have been at
the door—I don’t deny it. Unfortunately
I could not hear; but oh, when I
thought by the sound of his voice that
you were sending him away, I thought
I ¢hould have died. The only nice
foreign master I ever had about the
place! They are not nice as a rule;
they give you a great deal of trouble.

ou are always frightened for them
with the girls. But Mr. Bonventura
bes always been so good ; and to have
Your French and Italian, as it were, my
dear, within yourself——"

“Oh, don’t make me laugh,” cried
ggnMary, “ when I feel as if I should
“Die—why should you die? No,

live, Mary, to be happy, and to make
bim happy. I daresay it will be hard
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at first to get into the way of it. It
must be with a strange man. But
people get accustomed to anything.
And, Mary, such an excellent man, and
such an advantage for the school ; and
then, your boy. How is a woman like
you, a young woman without experience,
to bring up'a boy ? I should not say a
word it Jack was a girl; but a boy
wants a ‘man to control him. He wants
a strong hand over him "

Mary sprang to her feet, her eyes
blazing through her tears, her cheeks
burning. “A man to control him—a
strong hand over him !” she cried
loudly, with a sort of scream, and
rushed to her own room and barri-
caded herself there; and would speak
to no one. She flew to the window
with an impulse which I cannot explain,
as soon as she had locked her door
to defend herself from intrusion. It
looked out upon the front of the house,
where Jack was visible on the gravel
path with Mr. Bonventura. The
Italian had found that small personage
in mischief of some kind, and was
leading him back to the house. To
have done it more tenderly, more
gently, would have been impossible ;
for besides the fact that this was Mary’s
child, the good man was foolishly tender
to all children, as is the wount of his
race. But Jack did not appreciate his
goodness. The child hung back, crying
loudly, kicking, screaming, and strug-
gling. “I won't go; I won't go!” he
cried. The kind Italian answered no-
thing, but made him go, leading him in.
There is no telling what he saved the
little rebel from—perhaps from being
run over, or making some other such
sacrifice of life and limb as British
children delight in. Mr. Bonventura
did it with a heart swelling with kind-
ness and pleasure in the thought that
he was thus doing something for Mary.
Poor, unconscious, good man! without
knowing it, he was sealing his fate.

All that day Miss Robinson went
about wringing her hands and telling
everybody that Mrs. Peveril was ill.
She had nearly committed herself, and
lost a new pupil to the establishment,
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by injudicious terror exhibited to a lady
who came to inquire into terms, &c.
“ She was as well as I am this morning,”
poor Miss Robinson cried, “and now
quite stricken down. And I fecl, oh, I
can’t tell how, as if it must have been
my fault, exposing her ?

“Oh, good heavens ! if it is anything
catching,” cried the lady, rising. “Lucy,
Lucy, come here, my darling !”

Miss Robinson came to her senses
as sharply as if she had received a
douche in her face. ‘‘Oh dear, oh dear,
what can I have said to give you such
animpression? Itis—toothache—only
toothache,” she said, seizing upon the
first harmless ill she could think of.
And, fortunately, the lady laughed and
sat down again, and the new pupil was
secured.

Mrs. Peveril wrote two notes from
the solituds of her chamber that day—
one to Mr. Bonventura, the contents of
which never transpired. DBut the con-
sequence was that he sent in his resigna-
tion as French and Italian teacher at
Grove House that evening, and started
(the maids, who heard it from the post-
man, informed Miss Robinson) for the
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Continent next day. The second was to
Miss Robinson herself, informing her
that the writer was ready to look out
for another situation as a governess, if
Grove 1Iousc was bought by anyone else;
but she could not, would not pay tkhat
price for it. And Mrs. Peveril remained
in her room all day shut up with Jack,
who, the reader may be glad to know,
was exceptionally naughty, and at last
had to be whipped and sent to bed.

This was how this little episode
ended —as far as such things ever end.
It lived for years and years, a painful
recollection set round with many com-
punctions, in Mrs. Peveril’s mind ; and
no doubt it lived in the other, who
suffered still more by it. To this day it
is a lasting vegret to good Miss Robin-
son ; but other agencies came in, as has
been already chronicled, securing the
school and the fixtures, and everything
thereto appertaining, to Mrs. Peveril
There has never been a teacher of lan-
guages so entirely trustworthy in Grove
House ; but then it must be remembered
that Mrs. Peveril herself possessed the
French language perfectly, acquired
abroad.”
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PART LAST.—GROVE HOUSE.

CHAPTER L

Miss RopinsoN had established her
Young Ladies’ Seminary at Grove House
twenty years before the date of this
history. It had been her own creation,
aided by no previous foundation, and
she was naturally proud of it. She had
been a woman of thirty, somewhat
beaten about by winds and waves of evil
fortune, when she resolved upon making
this effort for herself. There is a great
deal to be said about the position of
governesses on both sides of the question.
They are often badly treated, and they
. often treat their employers badly. It is
dismal to live in the midst of a lively,
happy household with no share in its
life ; and, on the other hand, it is hard
upon the household to have a perpetual
critic and spectator thrust into their
privacy. Miss Robinson had no prospect
in life from the very beginning of her
career but to occupy this position. She
had no money, no beauty, no particular
gkill in adapting herself to the caprices
of others. In her early days she had
been like other young women, desirous
of a little personal enjoyment, attention,
and admiration, as most people are, and
had not learned thefaculty of self-sacrifice
more quickly than most people do. But
she had a certain amount of practical
sense which does not fall to every young
woman’s lot ; and by the time she came
to be thirty, nature made a stand in
her and confronted the difficulties of
circumstance. She had been in at
least half-a-dozen situations during the
past ten years. Some of them she
did not like, and in some she was not

liked. One lady thought her too in-
dependent in her opinions for a gover-
ness ; and another found her too much
disposed to stang on her dignity, and
disinclined to make herself generally
useful. At the end of her sixth place
she retired to country lodgings in the
house of a woman whom she had known
all her life, and thought the matter over.
She was over thirty—she was not hand-
some ; she had got over her romance, a
chapter which it is unnecessary here to
enter upon. She had a little money in
the bank ; she had nobody to consult,
unless indeed it was certain cousins who
had never done anything for her, and
whom she kept up friendly relations with
only that she might not be entirel

alone in the world. She felt as mucl{
Like a man, having her fate in her own
hands, as a woman can ever feel ; and
stimulated by certain pricks of supposed
injustice, slight, and contumely, she
made up her mind to act for herself. A
great many women are disgusted and
angered by the world’s treatment of
them, who never put it on paper, nor
claim “rights” which they don’t care
for ; and for this once in her life the
ordinary insolence of human contempt
for her thirty years of maiden life
and for her want of beauty stung this
homely woman, not into outery and
lament, but into independence and the
courage of acting for herself. Great was
the shame and woe of the cousin Robin-
sons, who had slurred over the fact
that their orphan relative was a gover-
ness “in the best families,” when it be-
came known that she was living inde-
pendently in lodgings of her own, not
very far from them, and setting up a
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small school. Such a proceeding was
not to be hid. When they rushed to
her in a body to point out that by so
doing she was infringing their respecta-
bility and making it evidemt to the
world that a woman of their kith and
kin had to live by her own exertions, she
turned an utterly deaf ear to their remon-
strances. When they came abjectly to
her with offers o 1this and that excellent
situation’ which had been heard of, she
was equally obdurate. “I am deter-
mined to have a house of my own,” she
answered to them. House of her own !
‘What could she want with a house,
a solitary woman, neither young nor
good-looking, whose manifest duty it
was to be contented with the fate which
Providence had allotted to her %

But Miss Robinson would not see
her duty in this way. She persevered
with her little school ; she took even
tradesmen’s daughters, abandoned and
impenitent creature! and gradually
fought and struggled her way into
independence. The second step is
always a great deal easier to take than
the first; but still she had a severe
struggle after she attained to the honour
of Grove House and to “a higher class”
of pupils. If I were to tell you how
comically her mind veered round from
the governess point of view to the point
of view held by an employer of gover-
nesses, and how in her turn she objected
to independence of opinions and the
absence of that desire to make them-
selves generally useful which is so sadly
conspicuous in some young women, 1
should take up too much space in a
narrative which is not the history of
Miss Robinson, but of Mary Peveril.
Sometimes, however, Miss Robinson had
herself a half-annoyed, half-humorous
consciousness of this difference. The
aspect of affairs had changed for her, as it
does for all who pass from obedience to
rule, and fall naturally into something
of those governing ways which once
seemed 8o oppressive to them. She had
trouble, too, with her masters, and
sometimes with her pupils, into which
I need not enter, and found no bed of
roses in the old house, which was always
wanting repairs, and made up for the
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cheapness of its rent by imposing upon
her a perpetual conflict with bricklayers,
carpenters, plumbers, glaziers, and other
members of the reigning classes who
have our comfort in their hands. Some-
times Miss Robinson would be very
mournful over all these miseries, and
declare that'it was not worth anyone's
while to keep a school, and that no one
who had not experienced it could tell
what the Principal of such an establish-
ment had to go through before ever she
entered the schoolroom, where the gover-
nesses were often perverse, and the
masters unmanageable, and the pupils
disobedient. She led the life of a slave,
she would sometimes say. But never-
theless she grew stout and prospered,
and every year had a richer black silk
for her best, and a better balance at
her banker's, and mounted upwards
from Valenciennes lace to a suit of old

int for great occasions, an advance of
which the gentle reader will see the im-
mense and weighty meaning. When
she came to be the highest ratepayer in
the parish, by dint of additions built
to Grove House to accommodate the in-
creasing number of pupils, and when it
came to be considered an honour and a
privilege to get a girl into that establish-
ment, the Robinsons all re-discovered
their cousin’s existence, and went to see
her, and made much of her. This hap-
pened some time after Mrs, Peveril be-
came her assistant. You may think
perhaps that Miss Robinson should have
rejected these interested overtures from
her own family, and remembered more
clearly of their neglect of her than their
blood relationship. But there is amellow-
ing effect in prosperity which often takes
the sting out of old unkindnesses. When
you have surmounted the buffetings of
Fate, you are apt to smile at the little
efforts which were made to keep you
down, with a sense of personal supe-
riority to them which is very sweet, and
promotes magnanimity. ¢ They thought
once that T was going to disgrace
them all,” Miss Robinson said with a
hearty laugh. She bore no malice ; for
Time had proved her delightfully in the
right, and them as foolishly in the
wrong.
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Anud as has been seen, Miss Robinson
soon became the tried friend as well as
benefactor of Mary Peveril. Women are
sometimes hard upon each other, and
this is a phase of feminine character
which the world is fond of dwelling on
and making merry over. But there
never was a woman yet involved in any
honest struggle with the world who had
not women for her warmest partisans
and supporters. Miss Robinson took
Mary and her baby into her heart before
they had been in her house six months,
and since then had been the best friend
of the oneand the worshipper of the other,
notwithstanding all the opposition to
her plans, both scholastic and otherwise,
which Mrs. Peveril exhibited, and all
the naughtiness of Jack, who presumed
much upon the adoration offered to him,
and was as mischievous a little Turk as
ever was adored by womankind. I
cannot quite explain how it was that,
having thus collected as it were a family
round her, and being still in perfect
health and vigour, though over fifty-five,
Miss Robinson should have yielded to
the representations of her relations and
made up her mind to retire, selling the
lease and goodwill of Grove House.
The motives of the relations are more
simple. Not to say that it was more
““respectable ” for a cousin of theirs to
“live on her means” in a district where
Grove House might be ignored, it was
much safer for the persons who intended
to be her heirs to have those means
realized and consolidated than to have
them all invested in the school which
the Robinsons thought their cousin
might be so “worked upon ” as to allow
to fall into the hands of ‘that Mrs.
Peveril.” They made a great point ac-
cordingly of her retirement. “You
have been working all your life,” said a
married Robinson whose name was now
Wentworth Smith,“nobly, my dear Jane,
I say nobly, and I mean it. When
I look round upon this house, I see
what a great work you have done, and
feel proud of you. But now that you
have attained a competence, you ought
to enjoy it. You are comparatively
young still, and may look forward to
many years of comfort——"
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“T am fifty-six,” said Miss Robinson,
“but I am as well as ever I was in my
life, thank God, and as fit for work.”

“Yes ; but remember all the worries
you are subjected to—worries which
would wear anyone out. Have you not
Jjust told us how Mrs. Peveril, whom you
are 8o fond of, has frightened away your
best master, that excellent Monsieur
Bonventura, who was such a help and
a comfort to you? You don’t think how
much you will miss his adviee.”

“His advice ! ”’ cried Miss Robinson :
¢ bless your heart! you don’t think I
ever thought of going to Monsieur for
advice! Poor dear man, he came to
me for that.”

‘“But he was always a man that you
could rely upon,” said Mrs. Wentworth
Smith. “ZXven you, though you have
shown what a female is capable of, can
never get along without some man to
back you up.”

% She will never want that, Ellen, as
long as my husband lives,” said the
wife of Mr. Robinson the solicitor,
who was brother to the previous
speaker.

“1 got on for a great many years, my
dears,” said Miss Robinson with spirit,
“without ever seeing a man except at
church. And though Percival is very
kind, I don't feally see what need there
is to trouble him. Everything, I am
happy to say, goes on like clockwork in
my house.”

““You have got it into such a state of
perfection,” said Mr. Percival Robinson,
coming in just as she made this obser-
vation ; “and a capital thing too, since
you want to dispose of it. It should bring
you in a pretty penny, Jane., I've been
over all the offices, and they are first-rate
—does you credit, the whole place. I'd
advertise it well, and not be in too great
a hurry to accept the first offer.”

“You see, Percival,” said Miss Robin-
son, impressed in spite of herself by the
interposition of “a man” and the de-
cided tone in which he spoke—(for does
it not stand to reason that a man must
understand best about a matter of busi-
ness, whether he has any special under-
standing of the special subject or
not $)—“you see, I should like to
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give Mrs. Peveril an advantage if her
friends could gather up anything like
the money required. It is since she
has been with me that the school has
increased so much. You can't think
how she has helped it on. She has
such charming manners, all the parents
are enchanted with her—and then,
besides the very highest English, she
has the advantage of speaking French
like a native. I really think that it is
my duty to give her an advantage—be-
sides that it is my wish——"

“My dear Jane, sentimental motives
have nothing to do with business,” said
Mr. Robinson, gloomily. “That is
always the way with you ladies—you go
off into a line of action that is perfectly
unbusinesslike. If Mrs. Peveril has a
solicitor, let him come and talk to me
about it. I can negotiate with a man
who knows what he is talking about;
but the moment you bring in feelings
and likings and all that stuff—"

“Hush, Percival! Of course it is quite
natural that dear Jane should wish to
be kind to a person who she thinks
~ has been of use to her,” said his wife ;

“but I think you are a great deal too
humble about your own merits, and
think too much of Mrs. Peveril : it is
surely your first duty, Jane, not to be
unjust to yourself.”

¢“Oh, I shall have enough—for a
single woman—anyhow,” said Miss Ro-
binson; “and I have nobody to come
after me—which simplifies my duty to
myself very much.”

Miss Robinson’s relations looked at
each other with conscious gloom. Their
impression was that she had only too
many to come after her. Four Went-
worth Smiths and six Percival Robin-
sons, not to speak of the descendants
of the other brothers and sisters. ¢ Dear
Jane,” said Mrs. Wentworth Smith
with great sweetness, ‘it seems almost
unkind of you to say that. If Provi-
dence has not seen fit to give you a
family of your own, it is nobody’s fault.
You did not marry like the rest of
1] kil

“1 might have married if I had
liked,” said Miss Robinson with a flush
upon her sober countenance—for there
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had been in fact certain love-passages
between her and the solicitor, upon
whose face her jealous eyes detected a
conscious smile. “I might have married
both when I was young and since I have
been old ; and though it is nobody’s fault,
that does not alter the matter. I have
nobody to come after me-—and therefore,
as I tell you, I mean to please myself.”

“ Which you have an excellent good
right to do,” said Mrs, Percival Robinson,
taking the place of peace-maker. And
when the conversation veered back again
into details, the schoolmistress was once
more cowed by the scorn of the “ man,”
who laughed at the idea of bringing
sentimental notions into a matter of
business. She took her relations all over
the house—for she had for some time
given up personal instruction in the
schoolroom, confining herself to general
supervision—and showed them all her
feather beds, and the heaps of linen, of
which she was truly proud. “I began
with three girls,” she said with a glow
of natural pride, “and now I have
twenty-five, and plenty of good bedding
for them all, and table-linen for twice
the number. I built these new rooms
three years ago. They are the best
rooms in the house, though some of the
young ladies prefer the old-fashioned
ones. And this is Mrs. Peveril’s little
appartement, as she always calls it in
her pretty French way,” said the good
woman, who was fond of Mary’s French
‘““acquired abroad.” Mrs. Peveril had
two rooms, one opening into the other,
and had indulged herself in some pretty
articles of furniture, and a few pictures.
The ladies nodded their heads, and
looked at each other; and the gentle-
man snorted his disapproval as Miss
Robinson got down on the floor beside
Jack to give him a kiss. “Isn’t hea
darling3”” she said in her innocence.
The three relations looked like three
basilisks at Jack with his whip, who
was mounted on a footstool and wearing
out the carpet, remorselessly riding race
round and round the room.

“ A nice boy,” said Mys. Robinson,
coldly ; “but don't you think he had
better have one of your unfurmished
rooms to play in? The carpet w\\ e

=
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ruined—and it is spoiling the child to
let him do whatever he likes.”

“The less people have, the more
wasteful they always are,” said Mrs,
‘Wentworth Smith.  Mr. Robinson
scowled at Jack, who had paused half
frightened to look at his invaders, and
went on loudly with hisinventory. «“A
suite of three small rooms opening into
each other—perfectly adapted for two
or three sisters,” he said—and made a
rapid divergence to the linen closet on
the landing. But he did not feel less
strongly than his wife and his sister.
When the survey was over and the
relations had taken leave, he expressed
his opinion very freely. By George,”
he said, “I'll put a fancy price on the
soncern to keep that woman out. I’ll
tell King privately he may entertain a
lower proposal from anyone else, but
keep up the figure for her. If you
don’t mind, she and that confounded
boy of hers will cut you all out.”

‘ Nasty, artful, designing creature,”
said his sister; “playing upon poor
Jane’s weakness.”

Oh, I have no patience with Jane!”
said Mrs. Robinson; “but it is just
like an old maid. They are all the
same. You never can get any satisfac-
tion out of them. She will favour a
creature of her own that toadies her,
and turn her back upon all right and
justice. It's just like an old maid.”

“ Well, don’t be too hard upon her,”
said the solicitor. “In spite of all she
told you, perhaps it ain't her fault she’s
an old maid. Poor Jane ! But we must
put a stop to this woman,” he added, in
a voice very different from the compla-
cent roll of words with which he began.
That was certain, that it must be put
a stop to. Mr. Robinson drew up a
very flaming advertisement, and con-
fided the sale, with private instructions,
to Mr. King the auctioneer. ¢ She'll
be clever if she gets over King with
her confourntled-French and: her .man-
ners,y the'said to himself with a chuckle’;
yet Felt sure, when all was'done and
aaidy that the existence of Jack was a
terrible obstacle in the way of the
Robinsons. All the family were agreed
that there was no saying what foolish
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thing old Jane or any other old maid
might do, and that it was a shame there
was no legal way of keeping such an old
fool in order, and preventing her from
injuring her relations. Miss Robinson
herself felt a little tremor after they
left her, and did not feel quite sure
that she had done a wise thing in show-
ing them all her possessions. * They
never gave me a penny,” she said to
Mrs. Peveril: “they would not even
countenance me when I might have
been the better for it; and now they
want to force me to sell it to the first
comer, thinking the money will all come
to them. I was foolish and weak, and
let them see everything, and consented
to what they proposed. It is difficult
to contradict people when they insist
upon their own way. But next time, I
promise you, I will not give in—not an
inch,” said Miss Robinson bravely. It
was much easier, however, to make a
stand against them in their absence
than when they were on the spot; and
Miss Robinson found it doubly difficult
to get over the feminine prejudice, that
“a man ” must know best about a matter
of business—even when that business
was her own affairs.

CHAPTER II

THiNas, however, soon took a different
aspect from that intended by Mr.
Robinson. Either the market at that
moment was glutted with schools, and
few speculators turned their thoughtsin
that direction, or else the high price
put upon the lease and goodwill of
Grove House discouraged the ladies who
in ordinary circumstances would have
bid for it. The advertisement ap-
peared a great many times in the rews-
papers, and many respectable visitors
in flys, armed with the card of Mr.
King, the auctioneer, came to “ view the
premises ” and satisfy themselves about
tthe character of the place ; but with all
this.the business flagged, and no real
purchasemappeared, though a few people
coquetted with it, making ridiculous
prdposdls khiztveould not be entertained
for "a'momeirs.+:iAt the end of three
months it - turmed' out, to the great dis-
117 ¢ SN
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may of Mr. Percival Robinson, the
solicitor, that Mrs. Peveril was the only
bond fide candidate to replace Miss
Robinson. Mary’s friends had come
forward, as Miss Robinson said, nobly.
Mrs. Tufnell, who had intended to make
Grove House a provision hoth for the
younger Mary Peveril, now Mrs. Dur-
ham, and her stepmother, had generously
maintained her kind purpose when that
younger Mary was provided for in a
more happy way. Mrs. Tufnell’s respect-
able old fly, which cost her more than
any carriage, drove constantly back and
forward at this period to Grove House—
sometimes bringing the old lady herself
from the Square to another and another
consultation, and sometimes conveying
the Grove House ladies to her for the
same purpose. It was only in the
evening that they could be out together
—when for an hour or two Mademoiselle
Dummkopf (for German and music) had
charge of the young ladies—and there
would be long consultations at the
Square over Mrs. Peveril's prospects, at
which the other Mary would assist,
asking anxiously always whether she
could be of use, and what they would
permit her to do in the matter. Mary’s
husband had come home very well off,
and he too, it was said by all the ladies,
“took a great interest in Mrs. Peveril.”
Among them they planned how Grove
House could be still further increased in
accommodation and popularity ; another
efficient governess would have to be
procured, and some one selected to take
the place of Signor Bonventura, who had
disappeared a little time before. Upon
this point, as soon as she had got over
her disquiet and disappointment at the
untoward event, Miss Robinson would
permit herself a mild little joke at Mrs.
Peveril's expense. ‘“He will come
back,” she said; ‘‘he is sure to come
back some time or other, and however
Mary may feel about it, I shall be glad.
We never had such a nice master since
I have had a school. He treated the
girls as if they were his own children,
and brought them on so nicely. I live
in hope that he will come back.”
“With the old ideas?” said young
Mrs. Durham, laughing. She was
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such an elderly lovestory, and could
not quite conceal the amusement it
caused her. As for Miss Robinson, she
had always taken the' deepest interest
in the little romance, and had not,
nor perhaps would ever quite give up
hope. She spoke of it very volubly
when Mary was not present. ‘If ever
there was a constant man in the world,
it is poor dear Monsieur,” she said,
“and I cannot but entertain the hope
that when he comes back—as I am cer-
tain he will, one time or another—she
will not be able to resist him. He hasa
very winning way. Of course one would
naturally prefer one’s own countryman
to anybody else ; but I never met any
gentleman with just such a way with
him. I can’t help thinking and hoping
that if he would have a little more
patience, and not be so dreadfully in
earnest, Mary could pot resist.”

¢« If I were you, I would not meddle
with it,” said old Mrs. Tufnell, whose
favourite policy this was: ¢ it is wonder-
ful, when things are left alone, how they
arrange themselves sometimes far better
than we could have done it.”

“QOh, you may be sure I shall not
interfere,” said Miss Robinson, half
affronted. Mary Durham was more
sympathetic, who was lately married
herself, and still strong in the belief that
there was no other way of being per-
fectly happy. But Mrs. Peveril did not
like these allusions. They brought an
angry colour to her face, and made her
draw back silent from the most interest-
ing discussion. Indeed, I do not think
that Mrs. Peveril cared for the new
revolution that was threatening. To be
sure, her position would be mightily
improved if Grove House became her
own with all its advantages. It would
make her capable of many things which
now were beyond hoping for. It would
clear the way before Jack, and enable
her to educate and provide for him.
She was not the kind of woman to d:-
apise or pretend to despise these advar-
tages, but there were drawbacks along
with them. She had found Christian
charity and kindness in the house of
which she was now to be mistress,

R 2
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and the friendliest companionship and
sympathy. Miss Robinson was not
clever in general conversation, but she
was very good ; and she had her trade
at her finger ends, from the most super-
ficial details to the highest, having per-
fect understanding of the number of
pounds of meat which ought to be
ordered for the dinner of twenty or
twenty-five persons, and how much
linen was requisite to keep the house
going, and a hundred other details which
may be less important to polite educa-
tion than the use of the globes or as-
tronomy, or even than French acquired
abroad—but yet are of great conse-
quence, as everybody will allow. Mary
Peveril feared changes, as most people
do who have gone through many. It
seemed to her that some misfortune
must be lurking round the corner when
she took a new step in life ; and though
it was quite necessary that the step
gshould be taken, and it involved the
future comfort of her whole existence
and her boy's, yet she did not like it.
She was the least enthusiastic, almost
the least interested, of all, when the
change was discussed, as it was so often
with feminine fulness ; she would miss
the simple, kind companionship which
had done so much to sweeten her life.
She went forward stoutly to take upon
herself the new responsibility, but she
was not fond of talking of it, nor did she
look forward to it with any delight. Miss

Robinson had not yet realized the way in’

which the change would affect her ; but
Mary did realize it, and anticipated it
with no sort of pleasure.

The arrangements, however, went on
without much reference to their feelings.
‘When the Robinsons saw that it was
destined by fate that Mary should be
the possessor of Grove House, they
ceased from their unavailing struggle,
and took steps to separate their relative
from herand her child and her influence
in a different kind of way. They de-
clared themselves most anxious that
their dear Jane should leave a meigh-
bourhood in which justice had never
been done her, and remove into
another district within near reach of
themselves. They hurried into the

-
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rashness of “securing ¥ a house which
was to let, close to Mr. Percival Robin-
son’s, but a day’s journey from Grove
House. When the entire breadth of
London was between her and her old
haunts, and no possibility existed of
seeing Mrs. Peveril at the cost of less
than a day’s journey, they calculated that
they would have secured their object,
and that Mary and Mary’s boy need
trouble their repose no longer. Miss
Robinson herself was so surprised when
she found herself the mistress of a spick
and span new house, with all the fur-
nishing to do, that the unexpectedness
of the situation put other thoughts out
of her mind.

Things went on thus during the
whole winter, and the deeds were
drawn up, the inventories gone over,
and the whole business accomplished
befors the lingering long days of
spring came back again, chilly yet
hopeful. Mrs. Peveril was like the
weather. She was chilled, but yet satis-
fied when the conclusion of the long
business came. That very day Miss
Robinson had settled to leave her old
home. Half thegirls in the school had
colds in their heads with crying, while
the other half were working so hard to
finish & carpet for Miss Robinson that
they had not time to cry, which was
their salvation. Miss Robinson her-
self spent & very agitated day. She
kept running up and down everywhere,
making irruptions into the schoolroom,
a thing which was forbidden by all the
laws that Grove House held dear, and
carrying little presents of valuables,
which had turned up in her packing, to
her equally agitated pupils. Mdlle.
Dummkopf, who was in charge for the
afternoon, was at her wits’ end, not
liking absolutely to find fault with the
lady who an hour before had been head
of the school, and her own employer,
but terribly disturbed in her temper by
that final down-pour of china ornaments,
cardboard baskets, remnants of lace, and
other unconsidered trifles, which Miss
Robinson distributed to all and sundry.
At last the terrible moment arrived
when the fly eame to the door ta earry
eway her and her posseasions. The
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bringing down of the trunks was the
first stepin the funereal solemnity ; and
as they bumped upon the stairs in their
descent, every bump made itself felt on
Miss Robinson’s heart. She was in the
parlour with Mary, looking out for the
last time through the deep little win-
dows upon the crocuses which were no
longer hers, holding Jack upon her knee,
who, to tell the truth, was tired of his
perch, and had got over the first tender-
ness of childish pity which had moved
him at the sight of her tears. Mrs.
Peveril sat by her, holding her friend’s
hand. What a friend she had been to
Mary ! She had taken her in, and given
her a home, and made prosperity possible.
The absence of her homely tenderness,
and of that backing up of sympathy
which has so much to do with the com-
fort of life, would, for a time at least,
be like taking the very heart out of
her monotonous existence. So that both
the women were crying, and Jack sit-
ting looking at them with big round
eyes, rather anxious to have it over,
when one of the maids knocked solemnly
at the door,*to announce that the boxes
were placed upon the fly, and that the
terrible moment had arrived. When
Miss Robinson, with her eyes red and
streaming, showed herself in the hall,
holdingadamp handkerchief in onehand
and Jack by the other, the girls came
.all clustering about her. They kissed
her, they clung to her—(though Jack,
struggling to get away ont of the midst
of that maze of despair, did all his little
possible to moderate the excitement as
became his sex)—they called her by a
hundred affectionate names. ‘Oh, dear
Miss Robinson, don’t go away from us
—why should you go away from us?”
they cried.

“My dear children! oh, be good!’
cried Miss Robinson. ‘“Be good!
these are my last words. There is
nothing so satisfactory. I am at the
end of my career, and you are at the
beginning of yours ”’—(this little speech
the good woman had prepared carefully,
for she felt it necessary that such an
occasion should be improved to the per-
manent advantage of “the girls”)—“but
real goodness has always been the thing
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that I have wanted most to cultivate
in you. Music is most desirable, and
French, especially as dear Mrs. Peveril
teaches it, is a delightful accomplish-
ment, and there is nothing which ad-
vances & young lady like a good know-
ledge of her own language and of
scientific discoveries; but oh, my dear
children, goodness is above all! We
have tried to give you knowledge, but
you must get goodness for yourselves.
Be good ! and then, though I shall not
come back to you ”"— you will come to
me where I am going—Miss Robinson
was about to add, feeling herself exalted
to a sort of deathbed dignity ; but she
paused in time, reflecting that Kensing-
ton was not Paradise, and that to dwell
there had never been supposed a reward
for superlative merit. “ Oh, Jack, my
darling child, don’t pull so hard,” she
cried, as a conclusion, and then rusbed
into the cab, hiding her tears. The
girls did not cheer her, not quite know-
ing how, but they followed her to the
door with tearful good-byes.  But why
should slie go away 1" cried the stupid
one of the school, rubbing a red nose
violently. ¢ Couldn’t she stay if she
liked—why, why does she go away?”

These were the last words Miss
Robinson heard as she drove from the
door ; and then that door was shut, and
Mdlle. Dummkopf invited the young
ladies to return into the schoolroom to
put aside their books and work, and
Mary went back to the parlour which
was now hers.. It was now all hers—
the pretty garden behind, the old trees,
the house, the profitable work, the means
of making a substantial foundation for
her boy’s life—everything was hers.
This was the lot of one of the Marys,
while the other was that which
humanity from its earliest time has pro-
nounced to be the happiest—the lot of
a life gnarded and kept from evil. Mrs.
Peveril made no comparisons. She was
far better off, she felt, than she had any
right to expect or reason to hope. Her
heart swelled a little with natural regret,

little with natural satisfaction. It
is something amid all the shipwrecks of
this world to6 be able to live, to be able
to work, to keep one’s head above wa'
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to make life easy for one’s child ; this
is supposed, it is true, to be the satis-
faction of a man rather than of a woman
—which is one of the fallacies so current
in the world. Mrs. Peveril had a much
stronger sense of the real advantage of
having her life thus set clear before her,
and made possible to her, than a man
would have been likely to have had,
who would have taken it as a matter of
course. She went out and took her
evening walk under the trees with feel-
ings much sobered down from those
which moved her a few years before.
At the bottom of her heart there might
lie that well of sadness which exists in
most hearts, even under conditions more
evidently happy ; but on the upper sur-
face of her mind, so to speak, there was
no room for sadness. If I had full
time and space to define such a character,
and enter into all the deeper thoughts
of middle age, I might be able to make
you see that such a woman may have
more in her to interest the gentle reader
than the prettiest palpitating creature of
eighteen, on the brink of a love-story ;
but I will not make such a doubtful
experiment on my limited canvas. Vive
la jeunesse ! It is, after all, the true
subject for romance ; its difficulties are
interesting without being too dangerous,
its delights open and comprehensible.
Therefore I will not endeavour to cheat
you into sympathy by telling you that
the shadow of Mrs. Peveril’s old Italian
lover kept flitting out and in about
those trees. Poor Mr. Bonventura !
good, tender, unsatisfied soul! going
quietly about a world which contained
no individual happiness for him, and no
personal love; a great many of us do
this, and take it kindly or take it harshly
according to our nature. Mary thought
of him with a compunction as she strayed
up and down under the brown buds of
the chestnuts. It was hard, when he
would have been content with so little,
that he could not have what he wanted.
In youth we grasp at all, and get it
sometimes ; in middle age we ask but a
little, and we do not get it. And so good
a man, kind to everybody, harming no
one ! What a pity that he had not set
his heart upon some one else! But
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when Mary said this to herself, I am not
perfectly certain that she was so sincere
as she supposed herself to be. It is
dreadfully wicked and cruel to be grati-
fied by what gives pain to another—so I
have always been taught, and so, I am
sure, dear reader, have you—and we have
no sympathy, neither you nor I, with
those evil beings, be they man or woman,
who endeavour to attract a love which
they cannot return. DBut when that
love is given in spite of all discourage-
ment, does not every polite letter-writer
assure us that it is “flattering” and
¢ gratifying 7” And then one cannot but
approve of the good taste (however one
may deplore the sufferings) of the indi-
vidual whose melancholy fate it has
been, without return, to love oneself.
Therefore Mrs. Peveril's heart turned
very sympathetically to poor Mr. Bon-
ventura as she walked along somewhat
sadly, knowing that to-night, for the
first time, no one waited for her, or
wished for her, in the low, old-fashioned
parlour which was her very own, and
where a lonely table was just now being
set out for her. Under such circum-
stances, the ghosts and spectres among
the trees were almost more attractive
than the solitary hearth.

To be sure there was Jack —Jack, the
happiness of her life and its support—
whose name made her eyes brighten and
her heart warm, who was everything in
the world to this woman, all whose hopes
were concentrated in him, and whose
strength and inspiration he was;—every-
thing in the world—except a companion.
He was mounted on a chair astride,
with a train of other chairs behind
him, smacking his whip and shouting
to his imaginary horses, when his mother
went in. She kissed him and drew her
fingers through the mass of curly hair
which hung about his white, smooth,
open forehead. But Mary was not the
woman to lift the laughing, shouting
little postilion off his horse and trouble
him before histime with grown-up talk or
confidences ; 80 she drew her chair to the
fire and sat down, and missed her honest,
pleasant companion, and felt alone.

She had not been very long in th
comfortable chair, gazing into the fire
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with ro one to speak to, when the most
nnusual incident in the world at Grove
House, a loud summons at the front
door, disturbed all the echoes. At six
o'clock in the evening no profane visi-
tor ever came within those virginal
precincts. “Parents” made their calls
in the morning, and Miss Robinson and
Mrs. Peveril had their private friends
to see them in the afternoon. But
‘ after dark,” something wild, dissi-
pated, abandoned, was in the sound.
It suggested a man in the house—it
suggested going out to dinner, or to the
theatre, or some other such extravagant
proceeding. Mrs. Peveril rose, wonder-
ing and listening, from her chair. Then
she thought of her stepdaughter Mary,
now generally entitled by her friends
“The Durhams,” the only person of
her immediate belongings who (strong
in the protection of a husband, still
ready to run about with her wherever
she pleased) could be supposed likely to
come at so unusual an hour. Butf a
visit from the Durhams would scarcely
have occasioned the outeries, the laugh-
ter, the bumping as of boxes which
followed. Mary, listening with more
and more surprise, had just turned from
the fire to see what it was, when the
door suddenly burst open, and Miss
Robinson, with her bonnet pushed
awry, with all her wraps hanging about
her, her boa twisted twice round her
neck, her face glowing red with tears
and laughter, rushed into the room.
She threw down her bag on the floor as
she entered. She let her shawls drop
from her one by one as she flew to
Mary and hugged her in her arms. -

“ My dear, why should I go away %”
cried the good woman: * that's the
question. If you've any good reason to
give me, I'll listen to it ; but here’s the
question—Why should I go?”

¢ Sit down and get warm,” said Mary,
untwisting the boa, which was strangling
the runaway. “ Why, indeed, but that
you wished it—I thought you wished
it. I could give you a hundred good
reasons why you shouldn’t——"

“There, now, that makes me feel
happy !”” cried Miss Robinson ; “I was
afraid you would have some view of
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duty or something.  Bless that girl
Milly Lightfoot! We always thought
her stupid, and she’s a girl of genius.
Send for her and let me give her a
kiss, Mary, you dear soul—and come
here and be hugged this moment,
Jack, you little villain ! And oh, send
my boxes upstairs to my own room
and give me a cup of tea! It’s all
Milly Lightfoot,” she ran on, laugh-
ing and crying and pushing her bonnet
more and more awry. “What does
that sweet girl, blowing her nose all
the time, and it as red as fire, say—just
before the fly went off, when I could not
see out of my eyes for crying—but
‘Why should she go away? Couldn’t
she stay, if she wanted to%’ Mary! it
was what you may call a revelation.
She may not be quick at her music, but
she has a great deal of sense, has that
girl I thought of it all the way down
the London Road and across Oxford
Street. ¢ Why should I go?’ 1 said to
myself : ‘I am fond of the house, and
I am fond of Mary, and I have lived
there twenty years, and I am as able to
pay for my board as anyone need to be.
And what are the Robinsons to me ¥’ I
said, just as we turned into the Park.
¢ There’s no Mary. and no little Jack,
and no girls in Kensington. Why
should 1, I should like to know 1’ And
that very moment, in the middle of the
Park, with a policeman looking on and
thinking me mad, I pulled the string
and let down the window. ¢Budd,’
said I, ‘drive home again directly.’
“’Ome !’ he said, drawing up his horse
80 sharp that I thought we should have
upset. ‘Yes, home, of course, and don’t
lose one moment, and you shall have a
shilling to yourself if you are quick.’
He thought I was mad, and so did the
policeman. Oh, how dreary it is driving
all by yourself about London! When
I saw the public-house lights at the end
of the lane, my heart began to dance. I
said to myself, ‘I will never abuse the
people at that public-house again.” And
80, Mary, here I am, if you will let me
stay. L'll be parlour boarder, and if you
like I'll help in the housekeeping. Don’'t
tell me you don’t want me, for it breaks
my heart to go away.”

House.
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By this time the whole house was
roused. The hall was full of cries and
laughter ; and a deputation of girls stood
kuocking at the parlour-door. It was
a peaceful mutiny over which Mdlle.
Dummkopf looked on from the stairs,
wringing her hands, the representative
of authority without power, regarding a
revolution which she could not hinder,
and vindictively inventing punishments
for to-morrow. Never was there such a
commotion in a ladies’ school. But the
issue was that Miss Robinson returned
that night to her old quarters, heroically
sacrificing a year's rent of the house
her relatives had taken for her, and the
furniture they had bought, and defying
them by letter at a safe distance. I
am happy here, and my resolution to
stay here is wunalterable,” she wrote,
doubly underlining that uncompromis-
ing word. ¢ But, Mary dear, if any
of them call, let the maids say I have
gone out for a walk,” she added, tremu-
lous, though decided. Milly Lightfoot
was the heroine of the hour for a whole
day—until, presuming on her elevation,
she announced her conviction that 150
sheep at 3/ each, came to 957. 2s.; upon
which she subsided to her natural level,
and was heard of no more.

CHAPTER III.

“I Ay as happy as the day is long,”
said Miss Robinson; “why should I have
gone away? It is very nice to think
of having a house of one’s own when
one is young, and when a house of
one’s own means everything you know ;
and if I had had an old Mr. Durham
like your young one, my dear, I don’t
deny that I might have taken some
pleasure in it. But to set up all in a
new place, with everything new—a new
waid, and only one, after I had been
used to half-a-dozen—new things, spick
and span from the upholsterer’s, after
my old furniture, which I know some
of your connoisseurs would give their
heads for—and to order two poor ¢hops
for dinner, one for my servant and one for
myself, when I used to have a butcher’s
bill of six or seven pounds a week, and
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all the tradespeople on their knees to
me! I said to myself, why should I%
And I didn’t. That's the whole story.
And Mary, I am sure, on the whole, is
glad to have me back. I have retired
all the same,” said Miss Robinson,
smoothing her black silk apron which
was trimmed with lace made by ‘“the
girls” as a parting present. ‘I may
amuse myself with a little housekeep-
ing, but I have no responsibilities.
Mary sees the parents and does every-
thing. I'm parlour boarder, and gover-
ness to Jack, and make myself generally
useful. But I have no responsibility.
I get all the good of it and none of the
trouble, and here I shall stay unless
Mary turns me out.”

“I am very glad you have come
back,” said young Mrs. Durham ; and
then was silent with a young woman’s
wonder over the different phase of life
which made Miss Robinson so happy—
‘“ As happy as the day is long.” Mary
was inclined to think that this was her
own case. Her hushand was foolishly
in love with her, and she with him.
They were always together when he
was not at work, roaming about every-
where arm-in-arm. It was like the old
days, Mary sometimes thought, when
she went everywhere by her father's
side, holding his arm, thinking her own
thoughts and dreaming her dreams—
like it, but how much better !—for her
present companion had no separate
thoughts into which he did not admit
her, and her heart and life were too full
to admit of dreams. That old life of hers
which she had forgotten rose up into
her recollection now like a painter’s
childish study for a great picture to
come. Not any longer to the old-
book-stands or curious passages about
Southampton Street, but upon all sorts
of expeditions did this pair ramble
together. Mary, with a young woman’s
fresh delight in that unaccustomed
liberty, felt herself free now to go any-
where or everywhere with her husband’s
arm. The two moved like one through
the streets and acioss the more distant
country, going everywhere together—
free to go everywhere because they
were together—or, at least, this was
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the woman’s view of the question, who
had never been emancipated before.
All her life had been tending to this,
Mary felt, and she could have laughed
when she thought how unhappy she
had been sometimes, and how her
friends had made their decisions about
her future life, and sentenced her, too,
in imagination to Grove House and its
cloistered retirement. This seemed to
her strangely funny—the most amusing
idea. And then her eye fell upon Miss
Robinson, who had been all this time
chatting on, in her kindly way. Instead
of the younger Mary’s George, Mrs.
Peveril had Miss Robinson—instead of
the delicious freedom of that life & deur,
she had the shut-up propriety of a
school. And it was never to change—
never to change in all her life! This
struck Mary a great deal more forcibly
than it did either her stepmother or her
present companion. Miss Robinson
would not have changed with Mra.
Durham for any consideration. She
would not have changed with the
Queen, as she herself said. She was
‘“as happy as the day was long.” The
contrast struck Mary with a pang like
a sudden blow. She felt as #f somehow
she deserved to be punished for being
more happy than they—and bowed her-
self metaphorically to the ground and
performed humble homage to the old
schoolmistress who was so much less
blessed than herself.

¢“Iam so glad you have come back—
since you like it,” she said, humbly, to
conciliate this woman, who was her supe-
rior from the mere fact of being less for-
tunate than she was—* and Mary likes
it. It will be good for her to have your
company,” said the younger Mary, falter-
ing, looking in Miss Robinson’s kindly,
homely face.

‘Yes, she is pleased to have me, bless
her ; and missed me ; Iam very thank-
ful,” said Miss Robinson, ‘ that I had
the spirit to come back, for Mary's
sake.”

The younger Mary went away full
of many thoughts. Why should one
woman’s life be so different from
another's? She felt very humble, half
guilty, in her happiness. And Mrs,
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Peveril came into the room after seeing
her away, and smiled a little over Mrs.
Durham’s satisfaction with her own lot.

“He was a sad harum-scarum when
I used to know him—always a good
fellow, but full of whims and fancies—
and now he seems to have settled down
into a model husband, and to make her
thoroughly happy. I am very glad,”
said Mrs. Peveril, “though I can scarcely
help laughing. It is very funny fo see
that there is some one in the world who
takes George Durham for a 'sort of
engineering archangel "—and she did
laugh, a merry, silvery, ringing laungh,
as merry as Jack’s, though not so loud.

“ That is one nice thing about being
married,” said Miss Robinson. ¢ When
you are happy, you are so very satisfied
with yourself and your lot. Iam afraid
she thinks this rather a dull sort of life
for you, Mary—not like hers, with her
husband and her nice new house.”

Mrs. Peveril laughed again softly,
and made no answer. Probably she
thought—for women have shabby memo-
ries sometimes—that this happiness
might have been hers had she wished;
and felt a little superior to Mary, who
had accepted the man whom she rejected.
Such feelings, though it is humbling to
admit it, do find a place even in the
best-regulated minds.

So the gentle reader will perceive
that while the one Mary was “happy”
in the established and recognized way,
and felt herself so to the bottom of her
heart, the other Mary was not by any
means so far from being happy as she
ought, by all rules of conventional
blessedness, to have been. Just as pain
takes double importance when it becomes
personal, and a small matter affecting
ourselves is more momentous than a
greater matter affecting some one else, so
the happier circumstances of our lot take
also an additional importance because
they are ours and not another’s. Little
details of life, which are petty enough
in themselves, get magnified when they
come within that halo of personal con-
sciousrfess which surrounds each of us.
Mary Peveril laughed softly at the idea
that Mary Durham’s life was more per-
fect and more important than her own.
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On the other hand, Mary Durham did
not laugh, but felt its superiority so
much that out of pure pity for the other
she was like to cry. Thus the two,
from their different positions, looked
each upon the other with a sense of
unexpressed and affectionate superiority
—as, for one thing or another, on one
ground or another, most people do. We
all of us do it, whether our higher
ground is made up of more sorrow or
more joy, more pain or more prosperity.
Anything answers for a pedestal ; so
wears the world away.

There is but one other incident that
I know of which has occurred in the
life at Grove House, beyond the build-
ing of the new wing and the arrival of
Miss Rosa Broadbent, Sir John Broad-
bent’s daughter, from Leicestershire,
which event made Miss Robinson
very happy and proud, as denoting the
advent of the aristocracy to share the
advantage of Mrs. Peveril's instructions.
I will tell you what this was, and
leave you to form such conclusions from
it as your knowledge of human nature
suggeste. It came to pass in the fol-
lowing way :—

A boy is a troublesome being, in-
tended for the delight and affliction,
but often more for the affliction than
delight, of his anxious parents. This
is a fact recognized largely by the
parental mind, especially on the advent
of the holidays, and will come home, I
do not doubt, at the present moment to
many ; and little Jack Peveril was one of
those anxious blessings. He was a bold
and daring child, all the bolder and
more enterprising, as sometimes hap-
pens, from living in an atmosphere
which was not favourable to adventure.
He knew, the little rogue, better than
anyone, that in the narrative of his
escapades which Miss Robinson was
fond of making, there was always a tone
of admiration, and that wonder at his
feats changed very easily into pride of
them—a fact which was little likely to
diminish either the frequency or the
boldness of his enterprises. But one
winter afternoon during the Christmas
holidays a glorious dream took posses-
sion of Jack’s mind. He was seven
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years old, and he had never seen Lon-
don except when he drove there with
his mother to visit the Durhams or old
Mrs. Tufnell in the Square, upon which
solemn journeys he had seen visions of
lights and shows and shop-windows,
which had filled his imagination. Just
the day before, Miss Robinson had
given him an account of the wonders of
the Polytechnic, an institution which
to her schoolmistressly mind, combining
as it did instruction with amusement,
continued to hold a high place among
what she would have called the attrac-
tions of the metropolis. When Juck
heard of the diving-bell, his eyes grew
rounder and rounder, and danced and
shone with excitement. He dreamed
of it all night, and when he got up in
the morning, nothing but the fact that
the great old well at the end of the
garden was frozen over would have pre-
vented him from attempting a descent
in the bucket, covered with an im-
promptu lid, and supplied with air by
the hose for watering the garden, accord-
ing to an elaborate plan which he had
formed in his own mind, and which,
illustrated by diagrams, he confided
after breakfast to Miss Robinson. She
screamed, good soul, and rushed to the
gardener to beg that the well might be
instantly closed up, while Mrs. Peveril
took her son by her hand and explained
to him how such an experiment would
necessarily end. “ But the man in the
diving-bell is not drowned,” said Jack,
incredulous. .

“ When you see the diving-bell, you
will see that it is very different,” said
Mary, solemnly.

“Then take me tosee the diving-bell,
mamma,”

¢ Yes, dear, some time or other,” said
the mother.

¢ But I should like to go now—now
—to-day ; come to-day. What is the
good of putting things off? I want to
see the diving-bell very much. I want
to try it. 'Why ehould I be told of it
if I am not to see it? Come to-day.”

] wish you would not tell the boy
about such things,” Mrs. Peveril said
afterwards to Miss Robinson, who was
humble and confessed her fault, but
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asked proudly, “ Who could help telling
him, a boy just running over with sense
and cleverness? Only look at his draw-
ings! He had settled it all, bless him :
how to cover up the bucket and breathe
through the india-rubber tube.” Miss
Robinson was not at all sure that he
would not have been successful. *“Any-
how, it was an excellent idea,” she said,
“and just shows what I am always
telling you, how wonderfully clever that
child is. When he has got to be a
great engineer, or something, you will
confess that 1 am right.”

But Jack went away with his head full
of the diving-bell. He had a shilling in
his little pocket, and unbounded audacity
in his little soul. After their early dinner
he went out with his whip into the
garden. It was just the sort of exhila-
rating winter day which brings the
temptation to be doing. He could not
go and sit indoors “like a girl,” and he
had nothing particular to play at out-
side ; and the big gate was open. Jack
ran over all the pros and cons in his
mind, and felt the shilling in his pocket.
He thought to himself that he would go
a little way and see. If he did not
get the length of the diving-bell, at
least he might get to some shop and
spend his shilling. He propped up his
whip against a tree, and, after pausing
for some time at the gate, made a rush
through. Then the first delight of
doing what was absolutely forbidden
seized upon him. His eyes lighted up,
his heart began to beat—and he plunged
forth into the unknown.

‘When he was missed, I will not at-
tempt to describe the consternation of
Grove House. It was holiday time, and
the girls were all away ; but the whole
of the maids, who had little to do and
were eager for an excitement, got into
“such a way” that there was no sub-
duing them. The house had already.
gone out of its mind, and was in a
frantic condition, raving about the doors
and at the windows, when Mrs. Peveril
heard first that her boy was missing.
By this time Miss Robinson herself,
pale and speechless with terror, had set
out to look for him, attended by two of
the maids—a frightened group. There
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was a scout at the gate to report if any-
one was seen coming. The gardener
had already dragged the well; and
they told Mary this to make her cheer-
ful when she came down to tea.

“ Dragged the well !” cried poor Mrs.
Peveril. She too rushed out, poor
soul, with anguish indescribable in her
heart ; and I should use up all the ad-.
jectives in the language did I attempt
to describe to you all the miseries, de-
spairs, and; rorrors that were in Grove
House, and on the principal suburban
ways all about, till nine o'clock of that
dreadful night. The gardener went off
in one direction, and two policemen in
two others. Mary ran everywhere,
distracted, not knowing where to go.
Elder runaways have haunts, and they
have friends who can be applied to for
knowledge of their whereabouts; but a
young gentleman of seven has seldom
anywhere to go to. The imaginations
of the two ladies naturally jumped to
the very worst that could happen. He
must have been run over, or fallen
into the canal, or something equally
dreadful ; and nobody so much as
thought of the Polytechnic and the
diving-bell.

At nine o’clock, however, just as Mary
had come back despairing, from a useless
search, to hear that no trace had been
found, and was preparing to set out
again, a shout was heard from the gate.
The first to perceive the returning run-
away was the boy who cleaned the
shoes, and who shouted loud enough
to be heard a mile off; then all the
maids took up the cry ; and Mary, who
had sunk into a chair in the parlour,
half resting, half despairing, before she
set out, sprang to her feet at the
sound. The doors were all open, the
night-air blew the lights about, and
would of course have given them all
their death of cold, as Miss Robin-
son remarked afterwards, had it not
been for the excitement. She flew
out to the dark garden, half wild, and
clutched at something which stood very
firm upon two small legs, and looked up
at her, half-alarmed, half-defiant. 1
losted my way,” said little Jack, want-
ing very much te cry, but too proud to
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yield to the impulse. He was terribly
afraid. I don't know what the child
thought would or might be done to him ;
and this terror froze him, though his
little heart was swelling. Some one had
led the child in by the hand, to whom
nobody gave the least attention. He
followed the rest into the parlour
without saying a word, when Mary,
after devouring the boy with wild
kisses, carried him in there, by this
time howling freely. Jack put his
cold little arms round his mother’s
neck and roared as soon as he felt that
he was safe and nothing was going to
be done to him; and Miss Robinson
and the maids stood round and be-
moaned him. He should have been
whipped, and Mary fully intended to
do so when occasion served. But with
the little newly-found creature nestling
against her, and her heart and her
frame all trembling with emotion, what
could she do but kiss the little villain ¢
The gentleman who had brought him
in emiled and looked on. He stood
in the shade where no one remarked
him. The maids, when they dispersed,
were the first to notice this strange
figure, and that with a thrill of fright—
for it was late to have a strange man
in the house; but then the two police-
men were in the kitchen, come to
receive the reward of . their trouble.
When Miss Robinson turned round in
her turn to go and order supper for
these valiant champions, she too per-
ceived with a start the strange man.
*Oh, Mary, you have not thanked the
gentleman !” she cried, making him a
curtsey in her surprise—and then she
gave a great cry, and rushed forward
with extended hands.

You will ask me by what strange
chance it was that poor Mr. Bonventura,
come back after many wanderings,
thirsting for a sight of the people he
had been fond of and the woman whom
he loved, should find himself in Jack’s
way precizely on this very night when
he was most wanted. I do mnot pre-
tend to be able to answer the question.
Such things do happen sometimes, as
we all know. We dare not make them
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happen in books, so very pat to the
occasion as they often happen in life ;
but I cannot disguise this piece of good
fortune which happened just at the right
moment. Mr. Bonventura was wel-
comed back into the house as if he
had been its guardian angel. He was
made to tell all the story of his wan-
derings, as people are made to do
when they arrive at home. They sur-
rounded him with kind and friendly
and grateful looks. “Stay with us,
oh stay, thou art weary and worn!”
they said to him, as the soldier’s friends
said to him in his dream. To a
young lover this eager warmth of
affectionate friendship makes (people
say) the absence of the love he desires
all the more bitter. But Mr. Bonven-
tura was not young, and the wisdom
of his country, as well as the wisdom
of his age, had taught him, when he
could not have all he wanted, to accept
as much as he could get. And he did
accept it. He came back to his old
occupation which he had loved. He
spent his evenings in the parlour,
where he was always welcome, Many
people think—and Miss Robinson,
always sanguine and never tired of a
little romance, is one of them—that
after all Mrs. Peveril will relent and
marry this good man. But I do not
think so. In the meantime, however,
his company is a great addition to her
happiness. She believes in him, re-
spects him, is attached to him in a way.
It is very pleasant, very strengthening
and satisfactory, for men and women
to be friends: nor is it necessary that
they should be lovers in order to
secure this mutual comfort; and I
imagine Mr. Bonventura has given in
to Mary's view of the subject. At all
events the “man in the house” makes
a very pleasant addition to their society.
Both her companions worship Mrs.
Peveril, and think there never was any-
one like her. The Durhams make a
joke of it between themselves, though
always in a kindly way from the height
of their superior happiness; but, then,
the gentle reader is aware that Mrs,
Peveril sometimes smiles at them too.



